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“博雅双语名家名作”出版说明

1840年鸦片战争以降，在深重的民族危机面前，中华民族精英“放眼看世界”，向世界寻求古老中国走向现代、走向世界的灵丹妙药，涌现出一大批中国主题的经典著述。我们今天阅读这些中文著述的时候，仍然深为字里行间所蕴藏的缜密的考据、深刻的学理、世界的视野和济世的情怀所感动，但往往会忽略：这些著述最初是用英文写就，我们耳熟能详的中文文本是原初英文文本的译本，这些英文作品在海外学术界和文化界同样享有崇高的声誉。

比如，林语堂的My Country and My People
 （《吾国与吾民》）以幽默风趣的笔调和睿智流畅的语言，将中国人的道德精神、生活情趣和中国社会文化的方方面面娓娓道来，在美国引起巨大反响——林语堂也以其中国主题系列作品赢得世界文坛的尊重，并获得诺贝尔文学奖的提名。再比如，梁思成在抗战的烽火中写就的英文版《图像中国建筑史》文稿（A Pictorial History of Chinese Architecture
 ），经其挚友费慰梅女士（Wilma C. Fairbank）等人多年的奔走和努力，于1984年由麻省理工学院出版社（MIT Press）出版，并获得美国出版联合会颁发的“专业暨学术书籍金奖”。又比如，1939年，费孝通在伦敦政治经济学院的博士论文以Peasant Life in China—A Field Study of Country Life in the Yangtze Valley
 为名在英国劳特利奇书局（Routledge）出版，后以《江村经济》作为中译本书名——《江村经济》使得靠桑蚕为生的“开弦弓村”获得了世界性的声誉，成为国际社会学界研究中国农村的首选之地。

此外，一些中国主题的经典人文社科作品经海外汉学家和中国学者的如椽译笔，在英语世界也深受读者喜爱。比如，艾恺（Guy S. Alitto）将他1980年用中文访问梁漱溟的《这个世界会好吗——梁漱溟晚年口述》一书译成英文（Has Man a Future? —Dialogues with the Last Confucian
 ），备受海内外读者关注；此类作品还有徐中约英译的梁启超著作《清代学术概论》（Intellectual Trends in the Ch'ing Period
 ）、狄百瑞（W. T. de Bary）英译的黄宗羲著作《明夷待访录》（Waiting for the Dawn: A Plan for the Prince
 ），等等。

有鉴于此，外语教学与研究出版社推出“博雅双语名家名作”系列。

博雅，乃是该系列的出版立意。博雅教育（Liberal Education）早在古希腊时代就得以提倡，旨在培养具有广博知识和优雅气质的人，提高人文素质，培养健康人格，中国儒家六艺“礼、乐、射、御、书、数”亦有此功用。

双语，乃是该系列的出版形式。英汉双语对照的形式，既同时满足了英语学习者和汉语学习者通过阅读中国主题博雅读物提高英语和汉语能力的需求，又以中英双语思维、构架和写作的形式予后世学人以启迪——维特根斯坦有云：“语言的边界，乃是世界的边界”，诚哉斯言。

名家，乃是该系列的作者群体。涵盖文学、史学、哲学、政治学、经济学、考古学、人类学、建筑学等领域，皆海内外名家一时之选。

名作，乃是该系列的入选标准。系列中的各部作品都是经过时间的积淀、市场的检验和读者的鉴别而呈现的经典，正如卡尔维诺对“经典”的定义：经典并非你正在读的书，而是你正在重读的书。

胡适在《新思潮的意义》（1919年12月1日，《新青年》第7卷第1号）一文中提出了“研究问题、输入学理、整理国故、再造文明”的范式。秉着“记载人类文明、沟通世界文化”的出版理念，我们推出“博雅双语名家名作”系列，既希望能够在中国人创作的和以中国为主题的博雅英文文献领域“整理国故”，亦希望在和平发展、改革开放的新时代为“再造文明”、为“向世界说明中国”略尽绵薄之力。

外语教学与研究出版社

人文社科出版分社
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萧乾曾说：“我的副业是沟通土洋。”他把翻译看作副业，写作才是他的正业。实际上，他毕生在翻译方面做出的成绩绝不亚于创作。萧乾从事文学翻译工作达67年（1931—1998）之久。不论中译英还是英译中都能胜任，对我国翻译事业的发展与中西文化交流起了推动作用。

一、三十年代

早在1930年秋，刚迈入辅仁大学西语系门坎的萧乾，就拉着美国青年威廉·阿兰，在文化古都北平策划起《中国简报》。那是我国最早向西方世界介绍中国现代文学的英文刊物之一。阿兰比萧乾略大几岁，是揣着母亲送给他的一笔钱，去闯荡世界的。然而在北京向萧乾学北京话，并听他讲解中国新文艺运动的情况（这些，萧乾是头一年在燕京大学读国文专修班时，从他的恩师杨振声教授那里学来的）后，阿兰认为将手头的钱悉数用来办刊物，远比周游各国有意义，遂逗留下来。那时上海有个英文的《密勒氏评论周报》，办得很成功。阿兰雄心勃勃地想办一份与之相媲美的刊物。为此，他还常向清华大学哲学系贺麟教授请教。

经过将近一年的准备，刊物问世了。目前珍藏于中国现代文学馆的《中国简报》（China in Brief
 ）是一份英文周刊，创刊号发行于1931年6月1日，第8期则于7月29日与读者见面。它的宗旨是向关心中国社会、文化进展的英语世界“介绍现代中国文艺界的情势以及社会大众之趋向与其背景”。《中国简报》报头下面印着一行醒目的大字：“关于文学、社会、艺术动向的文摘周刊”。报纸发行人是美国人威廉·阿兰，文艺版主编是萧乾。

现存的《中国简报》1至8期，译载了鲁迅的《聪明人、傻子和奴才》、《野草》，郭沫若的《落叶》，茅盾的《野蔷薇》、《从牯岭到东京》，郁达夫的《日记九种》、《创作之回顾》，沈从文的《阿丽丝中国游记》，徐志摩的《自剖》、《灰色的人生》（诗），闻一多的《洗衣歌》（诗），章衣萍的《从你走后》，还对这些名作一一作了粗浅的评介。除上述大家外，还译了一些《二月二来龙抬头》一类民间文艺作品，均出自萧乾之笔。

在第8期上，文艺版主编萧乾公布了专栏的蓝图：一、每期介绍一位中国当代作家，“述其身世、性格、作风，选择其代表作（指短篇）”。准备陆续介绍蒋光慈、叶绍钧（圣陶）、张资平、周作人、谢冰心、丁玲、胡适、谢冰莹、苏曼殊、胡也频。二、力求翻译介绍能够代表作者的文艺思想、作风特点及反映作者的生活背景的作品。三、计划出以下专号：“文学革命号”、“革命文学号”、“中国新诗坛号”、“南国戏剧运动号”、“北平小剧院运动号”、“国故派与白话文学派之战”、“语丝与新月社、创造社之论战”、“汉译西洋文学书目”。

计划后面写道：“通过以上简略介绍使欧美读者对中国文坛有初步认识后，就开始刊登新文学的短篇作品。因为对象是对东方文坛茫然无知的读者，所以评论不求深刻、透辟。计划虽然大得惊人，但只要文坛同道襄助，我们并不视为畏途。”

这个计划大体上包括了新文学运动第一个十年间的成就。由此可见，萧乾这个《中国简报》文艺主编的眼界是广阔的。他十六岁那年的夏季在北新书局当过一名练习生，曾大量阅读我国现代文学作品。十九岁考上燕大国文专修班，受教于杨振声教授，对“五四”以来的中国新文学有了基本知识。他从九岁起就跟着四堂嫂安娜（美国人）苦读英文，大学一年级时已开始帮助系主任雷德曼改同窗的卷子了，其实就是担任助教的工作。

可惜由于经费不足，《中国简报》夭折了，威廉·阿兰带着一批刊物回美国去了。他对萧乾说，再也没想到中国之旅能取得这么大的成果，真是不虚此行。

这份英文文艺周刊在当时旅居北平的西方读者当中产生了一定的影响。在辅仁大学西语系主任、爱尔兰裔美国神父雷德曼的鼓励下，萧乾将《王昭君》（郭沫若）、《艺术家》（熊佛西）和《湖上的悲剧》（田汉）等剧本译成英文，又用英文写了《棘心》（苏雪林）的书评，均发表在《辅仁学报》（Fujen Magazine
 ，1932）上。

1933年萧乾转学到燕京大学，改读新闻系。教他的美国记者埃德加·斯诺当时正在编译一部现代中国短篇小说选，也就是《活的中国》。斯诺也看过《中国简报》，知道萧乾热衷于向西方读者介绍中国现代文学，就邀萧乾参加《活的中国》的编选、翻译工作。结识萧乾之前，他已经在上海完成了这部集子的第一部分，其中收录了鲁迅的六篇小说（《药》、《一件小事》、《孔乙己》、《祝福》、《风筝》、《离婚》）和一篇杂文（《论“他妈的！”》），都是由姚莘农翻译的。斯诺请萧乾来翻译第二部分。其中共收短篇小说17篇，作者14人，即郭沫若（《十字架》），茅盾（《自杀》、《泥泞》），巴金（《狗》），郁达夫（《紫藤与莺萝》），丁玲（《冰》、《消息》），柔石（《为奴隶的母亲》），沈从文（《柏子》），林语堂（《狗肉将军》），田军（《第三枝枪》、《在“大连号”轮船上》），张天翼（《移行》），沙汀（《法律外的航线》），孙席珍（《阿娥》），萧乾（《皈依》），杨刚（《日记拾遗》）。

杨刚后来也参加了一部分工作。在斯诺的执意要求下，萧乾和杨刚各自提供了一篇作品。杨刚那篇《日记拾遗》（署名“佚名”）就是她根据自己所写的短篇小说《肉刑》译出的。

萧乾译完初稿后，通过斯诺的修改学会了“文字经济学”，也就是语言的简练明快，真切自然。萧乾可以说是借着帮助斯诺来编译《活的中国》，从而完成了自己在《中国简报》第8期中提出的计划。

埃德加·斯诺所编《活的中国——现代中国短篇小说选》，英文版于1936年由伦敦乔治·G. 哈拉普有限公司出版。中文版于1983年由湖南人民出版社出版，由萧乾写了《斯诺与中国新文艺运动》作为代序。

二、四十年代

1939年10月，萧乾抵伦敦，任伦敦大学东方学院讲师，兼《大公报》驻英特派记者，报道战时英伦。除了教书，他还积极参加伦敦笔会和国际笔会伦敦分会组织的活动，就中国现代文学频频发表演说。1941年5月9日，英国笔会在伦敦康伟厅为印度诗人泰戈尔举行追悼会。出席那次聚会并演讲的，有英国小说家爱·摩·福斯特。萧乾也应邀代表中国讲了话。他们二人就是这么结识的。同年，萧乾还应乔治·奥威尔的邀请在英国广播公司对印度广播中介绍中国文学的发展情况。

旅英七年间，萧乾在伦敦出版了以下五本深受英国读者喜爱的英文著作。

（一）《苦难时代的蚀刻》（Etching of a Tormented Age
 ），国际笔会丛刊，乔治·艾伦与恩德公司1942年3月初版；有瑞士苏黎世德译本，出版者：布尔–弗拉格社，1947年版。英国《泰晤士报》文学副刊（1942年3月21日）上刊载了无署名书评《评〈苦难时代的蚀刻〉》，有左丹译文（见《萧乾研究资料》，北京十月文艺出版社1988年版）。

（二）《中国并非华夏》（China But Not Cathay
 ），引导出版社1942年10月初版，1944年1月第2次印刷。本书介绍中国历史、地理与抗日战争情况。强调国共合作坚持抗战的局面。全书共15章。在出版者的要求下，由当时的驻英大使顾维钧写了序。他还选译了3篇自己的特写：《鲁西流民图》、《刘粹刚之死》和《一个爆破大队长的独白》。最后一章谈战后中国的前景时，萧乾写道：“1842年以来签订的一系列不平等条约是中西方相互了解的最大障碍。这一障碍拆除后，中国与她的西方民主阵营的友人之间合作的前途将是灿烂的。中国在抵御外敌上得到了国际上的帮助。任何头脑清醒的中国人都不会设想战后中国将关起门来与世隔绝。那样的蠢举既不符合我们的政治哲学，又完全违背中国的民族性格。战后的中国将以其物质及文化潜力，协同各国一道为创造一个更幸福、更清醒的世界而努力。”
1



跨入二十一世纪的今天来回顾当时刚过而立之年的萧乾的话，不得不承认其中有一定的预见性。

（三）《龙须与蓝图》（The Dragon Beards Versus the Blueprints
 ），引导出版社1944年5月初版。本书的副标题是“战后文化的思考”。书中收有萧乾的两篇演讲。《关于机器的反思》是谈英国小说以及中国知识分子对机械文明的反应的。《龙须与蓝图》作于伦敦华莱士图书馆，是由1942年作者在伦敦笔会中心所作的那次纪念弥尔顿《论言论自由》的简短发言扩充而成。另有两篇对印度的广播稿：《易卜生在中国》和《文学与大众》。

（四）《千弦琴》（A Harp with a Thousand Strings
 ），引导出版社1944年6月初版。这是一本从多棱角介绍中国和中国文化的文选，长达五百余页。书前有亚瑟·魏理写的一篇短序。他写道：“中国早期的《昭明文选》和《玉台新咏》确实曾把许多佚作或不经见之作，保存了下来。”他认为萧乾这本《千弦琴》的选编是做了件好事，并举书中的《孙中山伦敦遇难记》为例。序言最后说：“在中国，为人作序首先是友情的表示。此序虽不敢与中国古代那些优美的序言相比，但这也是发自友情的由衷之举。”全书共分6卷。第1卷是《英国文学中的中国》，分作诗歌、散文、随笔、传记及书简等项。诗歌从湖畔诗人柯勒律治做了一场梦后所写的《忽必烈汗》，选到三十年代在北京大学任教的威廉·燕卜荪抗日战争爆发后随校赴内地时写的《南岳的秋天》。第2卷是《欧洲旅行家笔下的中国》，从十三世纪的马可·波罗一直选到英国诗人奥斯伯特·斯特威尔民国初年访华时所写的《北京的声与色》。第3卷是《人物画廊》，从以东汉的焦仲卿为男主角的古诗《孔雀东南飞》、沈复的《浮生六记》，一直选到四十年代项美丽所写的《宋氏三姐妹》。第4卷是中西文化交流。第5卷是有关中国文化及艺术的。哲学方面选了冯友兰的《中国哲学》。第6卷是民间文学，内分民歌、格言、儿歌等。

英国《观察家》报（1945年11月11日）上刊载了英国作家乔治·奥威尔的书评《评萧乾编的〈千弦琴〉》，有左丹译文（见《萧乾研究资料》）。

（五）《吐丝者》（Spinners of Silk
 ）是萧乾自选自译的散文小说集，艾伦与恩德出版社1944年初版，1945年第2次印刷；有瑞士苏黎世德译本，出版者：布尔–弗拉格社，1947年版。收有《雨夕》、《蚕》、《篱下》、《雁荡行》、《栗子》、《矮檐》、《俘虏》、《破车上》、《印子车的命运》、《上海》、《邮票》及《花子与老黄》等十二篇。

英国杂志《今日之生活与文学》（1944年10月）上刊载了印度旅英学者穆尔克·拉贾拉南的书评《评〈吐丝者〉》，有左丹译文（见《萧乾研究资料》）。

三、五十年代至九十年代

新中国成立以后，萧乾任英文刊物《人民中国》副主编。1951年初，萧乾参加了湖南省岳阳县筻口乡一场轰轰烈烈的土地改革。全过程是四十二天，其间他跟农民同吃同住十来天，根据对外宣传的需要，用英文写下了《土地回老家》，曾连载于第3卷第8期至第4卷第3期的英文版《人民中国》。当年北京外文出版社出版了此书的英文单行本。萧乾本人把此作译成中文，由平明出版社于1951年11月出版，后收入《萧乾文集》第3卷（浙江文艺出版社1999年12月版）。此书有宫崎世民日译本（鸠书房，1993年7月版）以及俄、德、法、印尼、缅甸等十一种译本。

1952年，萧乾还曾把巴金的《生活在英雄们中间》译成英文，在英文版《人民中国》上连载后出版单行本。

1953年，他被调到中国作家协会，任《译文》编委兼编辑部副主任。这之后，到1979年改革开放为止，主要从事翻译的工作（《莎士比亚戏剧故事集》、《大伟人江奈生·魏尔德传》、《好兵帅克》、《里柯克小品选》、《培尔·金特》等；与人合译的有《屠场》、《战争风云》、《弃儿汤姆·琼斯的历史》等）。

进入思想开放的时代后，萧乾重新拿起笔来。他在《未带地图的旅人》中写道：“可惜我的日记统统毁于‘文革’中，否则我本可以专就在英国演讲的经历写一本书，那不会是一本枯燥无味的书。”
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 “如今，太平日子来了，想写点回忆录，搞点研究，可旧时的书籍、笔记、日记、卡片，早就统统化为灰烬。”
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二十二年不正常的年月损害了他的健康。在这种情况下，我们接下了南京译林出版社社长李景端上门约的《尤利西斯》一书的翻译工作。合译《尤利西斯》的那四年（1990年至1994年），我们度过了一生中最富成果的一段岁月。1998年11月20日，他在北京医院病房里写了一篇《写到不能拿笔的那一天》。他是这么说的，也是这么做的。在病房里，在连字典都拿不动的情况下，他还坚持将《夜幕降临》初稿译完。我在这个基础上定稿，作为合译，由上海少年儿童出版社于1998年12月出版。这是莱斯·马丁所著美国新科技探案小说中的一种。关于住了将近两年医院的萧乾，我屡次听主任和大夫们说：“真是个奇迹。”我知道他们指的是他神采奕奕，完全不像是个病人。耳聪眼明，不断地读书看报写文章。其实我知道，是对文字工作的执著和热爱化为精神力量在支撑他。他走后，我马不停蹄地整理他的遗著，《龙须与蓝图——中国现代文学论集》仅仅是其中的一部分。

最后，向为本书的编辑出版呕心沥血的吴浩、易璐、段会香同志表示由衷的感谢。
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1. FAREWELL, OLD CURIOSITY SHOP!

Since 1911, the life of the Republican Chinese has undergone a transformation, perhaps unique in history. The civilization of ancient China was like a great river running quietly through a valley of virgin mountains. There had been vicissitudes, but nothing had affected any change in its course. It had been left alone until the end of the last century when this river, against its will, encountered the ocean of world culture. Terrific turmoil resulted, which became swollen into tumultuous rapids known as the Literary Revolution. The collapse of the Manchu Empire was almost immediately followed by the abandonment of the age-hallowed classical style. The vernacular was adopted in its stead. Before that, the only official and academic language in use was couched in the classical style. No one could hope to pass the imperial examinations, the only stepping-stone to any decent career, without being steeped in this style. But the classical was immeasurably different from the spoken language. It usually took a good quarter of a lifetime to master its rudiments. Hence, it was almost inaccessible to the man-in-the-street. This fact alone was insufferable to the Republican Chinese. It meant that the great masses of China had scant prospect of education in any near future, while the Republic urgently needed the support of intelligent citizens. It meant that China would have to sail on in picturesque junks while others kept fortifying ever new types of powerful guns on board their battleships. No science had a chance of development if the people were to be perpetually tethered to the white elephant. Threatened by a neighbour that was being rapidly modernized, the young Chinese reacted sensibly rather than sentimentally.

But the new style was not only more sensible. Being colloquial, it was more expressive and spontaneous. Republican sentiment was truly overflowing. Quite apart from aesthetic and linguistic considerations, the fact that this innovation answered the demands of the young Chinese sufficiently justified its existence. The revolt actually began in 1917 and reached its climax in the Students' Movement of May 4, 1919. In the same year, about four hundred newspapers and magazines appeared in this new style. In the following year, the Ministry of Education decreed that the vernacular was to be adopted in all text-books for elementary schools. This overwhelmingly successful reform has been proudly called the Chinese Renaissance. In so far as it was an attempt to democratize the written language as a result of individual awakening, it was a Renaissance—and the first in five thousand years!

Many people think that the introduction of scientific inventions from the West changed the outlook of China. But the translation of Western literature in a broad sense, from Rousseau, Mill, Darwin, Spencer to Bertrand Russell, actually had more positive influence on the reforms. They taught Chinese intellectuals Science and Democracy: they revealed the basic rights of human beings. The overthrow of the imperial regime was a crowning success of political emancipation. The literary revolt was a refusal to copy the models of the ancients. In the words of Dr. Hu Shih, every age should have its own literature. The three principles expounded by the forerunners as aims of the movement were:

1. To destroy the painted, powdered and obsequious literature of the aristocratic few and to create the plain, simple and expressive literature of the people.

2. To destroy the stereotyped and monotonous literature of classicism and to create the fresh and sincere literature of realism.

3. To destroy the pedantic, unintelligible and obscurantist literature of the hermit and the recluse and to create the plain speaking and popular literature of a living society.

Why was China, a country with a glorious cultural background, living in proud seclusion from the rest of the world until the last century, so ready to succumb to such drastic changes? As a people, we are by no means free from bigotry. Only half a century ago, we still chose to sign sheaves of unequal treaties rather than face the stark realities of the world situation. But the nineteenth century had become a nightmare to us. It was a period filled with humiliation from abroad and corruption at home, accompanied by poverty, illiteracy, contagious diseases, all the poisons of a decayed empire. The foreign powers were all sharpening their carving knives. It was like treading on thin ice, not only the great empire but all its inhabitants were ready to sink into oblivion. The young Chinese were appalled by the fates of India and Korea. History was marching with unfaltering steps. Aware of the impending danger, they naturally grew impatient with traditions that bound the feet of their women and bent the backs of their men. Social conventions established and tolerated since the days of the Yellow Emperor were suddenly challenged. An unprecedented upheaval, political, social and cultural, took place. The new literature led, reflected and recorded this upheaval.

Yet it should be borne in mind that this "new" style was in fact not new. It was just the age-old mother tongue of the people, from mandarin to country maid. Except for a corner of the southeastern coast, it has always been spoken by the bulk of the population. Actually from the tenth century on, a great body of magnificent literature had been written in this style, such as some of the Yü-lu of the Sung Dynasty, and certainly all our best novels. What Dr. Hu Shih, the leader of the movement, and his followers fought for was orthodoxy. And this was by no means easily achieved.

The triumph of the vernacular was not unchallenged. The diehard Lin Ch'in-nan wrote violent diatribes, from a satire, in which he maliciously caricatured Dr. Hu and other reformers, to a number of indignant letters. He wrote to the late Ts'ai Yuan-pei, then President of Peking University and guardian angel to the new movement, warning him that "it is against the natural course of human affairs to let expediency override the fundamental. There are advantages in Western civilization, but let us not inflict ourselves with its vices." Wang Ching-hsüan, another old scholar, compared the young Chinese to fickle women who cast away their husbands as soon as they meet new lovers. He accused the reformers of servility because of their adoption of Western punctuation. But the actual pressure came from conservatives who once or twice got control of the Peking government. Under various pretexts they banned several new books, such as the Collected Essays of Hu Shih
 in 1924. Again, by exploiting "entrance examinations" either for civil service or for college, they tried to impose the classical style on the younger generation.

Hundreds of novels and thousands of poems and essays have been written in this democratic style in the last twenty-five years. They have eloquently shown its capacity to express all shades of human sentiment and to depict everything on earth, from a waterfall to the tremulous legs of an insect. The Chinese still love to see ancient scrolls of the Yangtse Gorges or pines spreading from dizzy crags on sacred T'aishan. But to-day there are motorboats steaming up the Yangtse and aeroplanes over T'aishan. While appreciating ancient scrolls, they realize the necessity of this more adequate medium to depict modern China. Hence, this living language has become the natural channel of contemporary Chinese writers. Twenty-five years is of course too brief a period for hasty critical verdicts. Contemporary Chinese literature is a sapling still in growth. Here, I shall attempt to give an account of this sapling.





壹　永别了，老古玩店

1911年以来，中国人的生活经历了一场也许是历史上独一无二的变革。中国的古老文明就像一条大河，静静流淌在处女山的深谷，虽经盛衰荣辱，却没有什么能改变它的方向。直到上世纪末叶，这条河才不遂己愿地与世界文化的海洋邂逅。激烈的动荡很快产生了众所周知的文学革命。清帝国崩溃，紧接着古老神圣的文言形式被遗弃，白话取而代之。在此之前，官方和学术语言所用的都是传统的文言形式。如果不在这上边花大气力，便无法通过科举，而科举是获得相称生涯的惟一阶石。文言决然不同于口语，掌握基础通常就要花去人生的四分之一时间，普通大众几乎难以企及。这一事实是民国以来的中国人所难以忍受的：它意味着当民国急需知识阶层的支持时，中国的大众短期内却缺乏教育的前景。它意味着当别国都在战列舰的甲板上不断装备新式枪炮时，中国却不得不划着别致如画的舢板。倘若一个民族永被无用而又累赘的东西捆缚，科学便没有发展的机会。年轻的中国人在一个正迅速现代化的邻居的威胁下，作出了理性的反应，而没有感情用事。

新的文体不仅更理性、明智，作为口语，它还更富于表现力，自然而发。民国人确实洋溢着感情，先不管美学及语言学上的考虑，光这一改革符合年轻中国人的要求事实本身，就足以证明它存在的合理性。反叛真正开始于1917年，到1919年的“五四”学生运动达到高潮。同年，大约四百份报纸刊物以这种新的文体出现。第二年，教育部宣布所有小学课本采用白话文。这一势如破竹的成功改革被骄傲地称为“中国的文艺复兴”。这一因个体觉醒而引起的推广书面语之努力，堪称五千年来的第一次文艺复兴！

许多人认为，从西方介绍科学发明改变了中国的视野，但广泛地翻译西方文学，从卢梭、穆勒
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 、达尔文、斯宾塞到伯特兰·罗素，实际上给改革带来了更为积极的影响。他们教给中国知识分子科学与民主，展示作为人的基本权利。推翻清王朝是政治解放的最大成功，文学革命是对延袭旧模式的排拒。用胡适博士的话说，就是每一个时代都该有它自己的文学。文学革命的先驱们阐述了三条原则作为运动的目的：

1．推倒雕琢的阿谀的贵族文学，建设平易的抒情的国民文学。

2．推倒陈腐的单调的古典文学，建设新鲜的立诚的写实文学。

3．推倒迂晦的艰涩的山林文学，建设明了的通俗的社会文学。

何以拥有悠久文化传统、直到上世纪还一直闭关自守的中国人，要进行这样剧烈的改革呢？作为一个民族，我们也曾固执过。直到上一世纪中叶，我们还宁可签订一系列不平等条约，也不愿面对世界局势所呈现出的严峻现实。对我们中国人来说，十九世纪是一场噩梦，它充满了来自国外的耻辱和国内的腐败，以及与一个衰落帝国相随相生的一切毒素：贫穷、愚昧、传染病。外国列强全都磨光了利刃。真是如履薄冰，这个伟大帝国及其所有臣民都即将被泯没。中国年轻一辈对印度和朝鲜的命运不寒而栗。历史前进的步伐不会迟疑，看到即将面临的危机，他们自然会对妇女缠足和男人打躬作揖的传统失去耐心。自黄帝时代创立且一直被容忍的社会习俗突然面临挑战，一场前所未有的政治、社会和文化动荡发生了，而新文学引导、反映并记录了这一变革。

事实上，我们头脑应该清醒，这“新”的形式并不新。它是一个民族从官僚到村妇的古老母语，除去东南沿海的一角，人口的绝大部分都在使用。其实从十世纪开始，大量非凡的文学作品就已在用这种形式创作了，如宋朝的“语录”以及毫无疑问地，我们最好的小说。文学运动领导人胡适及其追随者是为正统而战斗，这绝非易事。

白话的成功并非没有遇到挑战。顽固的林琴南写了一篇讽刺文章和大量愤愤不平的信，猛烈抨击并恶意讥讽胡博士及其他改革者。他给已故的时任北京大学校长、新文化运动的守护天使蔡元培写信，警告他以权宜之计践踏基本法则有违常情，西方文明有优势可言，但不能连带邪恶推给我们。还有一位守旧学者“王敬轩”把年轻一辈比成见异思迁的妇人，一旦觅到新欢，就把丈夫抛到一边。他责骂改革者奴性十足，因为他们采用了西式标点。但真正的压力来自曾一度掌管了北京政府的保守派，他们找出不同借口禁了许多新书，如1924年出版的《胡适文存》。另外，利用政府文职机构或学校的“录用考试”，企图强迫年轻一代接受旧式文言。

二十五年来用白话写就的成百篇小说、成千首诗歌及散文雄辩地证明，这一民主性文体可以表达人的一切感情，描绘地球上的一切事物，从一处瀑布到一只昆虫微微发颤的脚足。中国人仍然喜欢观赏描绘三峡或泰山悬崖峭壁上的古松的画卷，然而今天扬子江上已在跑着蒸汽船，泰山顶上也有飞机在翱翔。我们在欣赏古画的同时，认识到了这种最适合描绘现代中国的媒介的必要性。因此，这一活的语言就成了中国当代作家的自然方向。二十五年当然是一个短暂的时期，不宜作草率的评估。中国现代文学是正在成长的一株幼树，这里，我将试图来描述这株幼树。





2. NOVELISTS AS REFORMERS

Thrillers and purely humorous fiction play an extremely insignificant part in modern Chinese fiction. Novelists regard it as a disgrace to write merely for the sake of popular entertainment. While this may be a serious disadvantage to technique, it shows how conscientious our writers are. In fact, most of our novelists are social reformers at heart. In tracing their motives of writing, the desire to ameliorate a corrupt society is evident. The Japanese may know the value of ancient Chinese porcelain and bronze, but they fatally underestimated the new spirit of self-assertion in all articulate young Chinese and how politically conscious they had become. Merciless self-analysis of national weakness and indomitable assertion of individual rights were the guiding forces of contemporary Chinese writers. Take the widely known Lu Hsün, author of The True Story of Ah Q
 . Actually he began his career as a medical student. This was because he had suffered much in his childhood from country quacks. He wanted to master the science of curing the ailments of his fellow-beings. One day in Tokio, at the end of a tedious anatomical lecture, the professor showed some non-medical lantern slides to amuse his students. One of these showed a group of Chinese who had acted as spies for the Russians in the Russo-Japanese War. They had been arrested and beheaded before a cheering crowd. Lu Hsün was cut to the quick. For it dawned on him that the disease of his compatriots was mental rather than physical. He gave up his medical career to become a writer. There was nothing rosy about the China he depicted. All his stories are caricatures of apathetic Chinese types, often bitingly effective.

There is no doubt that our finest literary harvest in modern times is that of fiction. And it is here that new writing contrasts most strikingly with the old. The change in the position of fiction in China is as surprising as that from a pauper to a prince. Thirty years ago, Hsiao Shuo
 (the Chinese for "fiction", meaning "small talk") was regarded as a low and vulgar form of writing. The handful of novels written between the tenth and the nineteenth centuries were mainly by scholars who had been banished from imperial favour, or else had failed in the imperial examinations. Hence, their authorship is often a matter for conjecture. The abolition of imperial examinations in 1904 and the introduction of Western literature completely changed the situation. Fiction has since become a popular form of writing. While novels in the pre-Republican days were mere accidents, they are written with conscious and deliberate craftsmanship to-day.

The writers of new China take great pride in the hardships and vicissitudes of life. They are aware of the value of personal experience to a resourceful novelist. A life springing from the gutter may provide a wealthy store of material. Some of them were born in such humble conditions; some went out of their way to seek them. Whence, realism has become quite natural to modern Chinese writers. They are not only the reformers of a corrupt society: many of them were the victims of it. Miss Ts'ao Ming begins her Confessions
 thus: "In the first half of my ninth year, my pillow was seldom dry. I was the twenty-third child of a polygamous father, and my mother was his concubine. When I was ten years old, I was so peaky and thin that I looked like a girl of six. Often my mother clasped me tightly, playing with my queue and fondling my bony chin, saying, 'It is hard to be a woman, and when one is so thin...'" Miss Pai Wei in an autobiographical sketch pictured herself kneeling before her Confucian father, sobbing timidly, imploring him, "Father, give me a chance to study. Don't marry me off so soon!" She was to be married to a boy whom she had never seen and who was already lying on his deathbed. Indeed her sufferings were cruel. She was stripped, beaten, and literally tortured by her mother-in-law. Later she ran away, and managed to enter a school, without her parents' knowledge. But soon she was discovered.

In Ai Wu's case, a vagabond life was chosen rather than imposed by circumstances. He trekked all the way from Ssǔchuan to Yünnan, and thence to Burma
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 . En route
 , he worked as a groom in a wayside inn in the wild mountains on the border. He was even a cook to a monk in Rangoon. Often he was driven out of his lodgings for arrears of rent. But all the time he carried with him a copy of Gogol's Overcoat
 , a pen, and a bottle of ink swinging from a piece of rope. As he walked on mountainous journeys or swept up the dung of horses and mules, he carefully scrutinized the life around him. At night, by the faint light of an oil lamp, he jotted down the incidents of the day. There is in fact a quaint touch in his works beyond the reach of the more well-to-do.

The study of modern Chinese fiction can be approached from several angles. The regional novel has never been fully developed in China, partly because the tumultuous life never allowed any writer to settle down peacefully in one spot. But many Chinese writers naturally remain attached to the part of the country most intimate to them. In the works of Chou Wen, Sha Ting, and Lo Shu, you see all aspects of Ssǔchuan—villainous country squires, helpless wives of peasants, salt merchants and opium smugglers. Lu Fen has graphically depicted the villages of his native Honan, the people's militia, drunkards, or missionary hospitals. Hsiao Chün, the author of Village in August
 , and his former wife Hsiao Hung, chose the whole of Manchuria
3

 for a background, from Harbin to Dairen
4

 . Writing about the guerrilla fighters in that part of the country, Hsiao Chün himself had been one. The setting of Tuan-mu Hung-liang's novels are naturally laid in the eastern part of Inner Mongolia, where he came from. In Wu Tsu-hsiang's stories, one sees the haggard faces of downtrodden tenants and the greed of the country gentry in Anhui. Nearly all the characters in Lu Hsün's works were taken from Wei Chuang, that town wherein the immortal Ah Q was born, lived and suffered. There are writers who sometimes use foreign countries as a background, either because of the exotic colour, as in the case of HsüTi-shan's India, Pa Chin's France, Ai Wu's Burma and the white Russian colony in Harbin as appearing in Chin Yi's works, or because of their lengthy sojourn, as in the case of Kuo Mo-jo's in Japan.

The danger of classifying writers geographically is obvious. To start with, provincialism has been deprecated by modern Chinese writers. Though Lu Hsün and Chou Tso-jen were brothers, their approach to life was totally different. In Chou, one sees the ripples of gentle streams and the waving shadows of bamboo groves. In Lu Hsün, one sees China struggling against the clutches of a decadent tradition. Nevertheless, it remains the garden of nostalgic memories. As an ingredient in the formation of a writer's character, this is also significant. Shen Tsung-wên, for instance, admitted the influence of the River Ch'en in West Hunan on his whole literary career. He wrote:





"The foundation of my work was not built on a bundle of useful books; it was built on water. The tiny raindrops from the eaves, a little brook, or the immense deep—these are all great teachers to me. My ability to use my little brain was wholly due to the influence of water. I owe to it the habit of seeing beneath the surface.

"In childhood, the river was my refuge. From the age of fifteen, for the next five years, my life was spent on the bank of the River Ch'en. Now, each time I recall my past, the happiest of my reminiscences are watery. At least one tenth of my time was squandered on the main currents and the tributary streams of the river. I learnt much about the human world from flowing water. My imagination was given wings by the river.

"After five years, I left that river. I could then wield the brush, and began to write. I often used the riverside as my setting. I wrote about it with love. My characters are also those familiar faces on the river. If there is sadness in my writings, perhaps it was due to the gloomy weather in that corner of China fifteen years ago. If there is anything in my work worth noticing, it was also because people moving on that river spoke a rich and vivid language·

"After five years' sojourn in Peking, I went to live by the sea, the dazzling and boundless sea. I had a greater opportunity to see life from a remote angle. How lonely was the sea! It nourished my feeling of solitude, enlarged my soul and magnified my personality..."

(From Literature and I
 , 1934, Shanghai.)





In whatever shape, water has always charmed our writers. Miss Ping Hsin, one of the first of our women writers in the vernacular, was profoundly influenced by the sea. Not being a navigating country, we have produced no Joseph Conrad. To a Chinese writer, the sea is oftener a lyrical symbol. To Miss Ping Hsin, it symbolizes mother love. She spent her girlhood in a delightful fishing town on the Chiao Chou Peninsula where she often sailed on the sea. In her Letters to My Young Readers
 from America, she constantly sings in praise of the sea. "To look at a range of mountains on a hot summer afternoon", she wrote, "is like looking at an enormous ailing ox, with layers of darkness piling in front of our eyes. But the sea is always lively and glimmering with thousands of silvery flowers. She is my mother and the lake is my friend."

In the transitional period of reforming the family system, the relationship between the sexes was bound to arouse acute interest and controversy. Every youth became aware of his innate right to choose his own life companion. But the tradition of marriage by betrothal was still unbroken. Few authors were without matrimonial troubles, and literary confessions of these became a vogue. The more erotic type, like Yü Ta-fu, went so far as to vent his "sexual hunger". Obviously there was an instinctive craving in the hearts of young Chinese, long denied or repressed by social and ethical codes. That craving was most frankly expressed by Yü who had many of the traits of Rousseau and Dostoyevsky. In his "Recollections as a Writer", he said all literary works were autobiographical. It was undoubtedly true in his own case. He packed his notorious Nine Diaries
 with all the sins he committed. At the end of each sin, he took a turkish bath to wash it off. His outstanding novel was Sinking
 ("Ch'en Lun"), an analysis of a morbid youth. In one passage he characteristically wrote:





"...O my decayed life at twenty! My dead ashes twenty years! I'd sooner be transformed into a mineral. I shall never blossom in this incarnation. Knowledge I desire not, nor fame. I only yearn for a 'heart' that is tender and understanding—a fervid heart bursting with sympathy, and with love from that very sympathy. What I really crave is love! Were there a beautiful woman who understood my agony, and if she desired my immediate death, I am ready. If there were only a woman, beautiful or ugly, as long as she loved me with a true heart, I would sacrifice my life for her. What I crave is love of the other sex..."





How naive, yet how expressive of the mood of repressed souls!

Yü's influence on the younger generation cannot be called good. But his emotions were genuine. Faithfully and without restraint, he expressed the particular sorrow of the youths of that time. But another novelist who chose nearly the same theme cannot be judged in the same light. Chang Tz-ping must have deeply regretted his opportunism. Perhaps he has been cursing the ingratitude of his readers. Only fifteen years ago, his novels of triangular and quadrangular love a airs were manufactured by the dozens. They were devoured by boys and girls all over the country. Writing must have brought him considerable profit. His plots were as alike as two peas. His characters seemed to have one common virtue, namely, sensuality. The endings were invariably tragic, either suicide as a result of being in love with a married person or a sudden discovery of pregnancy by parents. These stereotyped situations were soon denounced by all critics and disillusioned even his most enthusiastic readers.

But the question of "family oppression" has not been completely solved, and it has never failed to interest Chinese readers. The success of Pa Chin's novels is sound evidence of this. He is an anarchist whose uncompromising spirit has spoken much for the discontent of his generation. He has written scores of novels about miners and revolutionaries. His recent trilogy, Spring, Autumn, Masses
 , deals with the degeneration of a patriarchal family in Ssŭchuan and the rebellion of the young. Pa Chin is a writer of conviction. While in France, he became a fervent student of the French Revolution. The spirit of J'accuse
 runs through his works. He writes to protest rather than to entertain. But he never makes any pretence to be an artist. In the Preface to his Electric Chair
 , he wrote:





"I have no liberty, no joy, because a whip constantly lashes me. I cannot rest. It is the misery of mankind, and my own. When passion burns in me, my heart becomes restless, I must write something. When I write, I exist no longer. Gruesome pictures haunt me. They make my heart and my hand tremble at the same time. What is art after all, if it cannot bring more light to humanity; if it cannot strike a single blow against the demon? The whole city of Pompeii was once buried under ashes. One day, the ivory tower of art will also be consumed. No, I want to make a direct appeal to my readers, make them abhor darkness and love light. My writings need no connoisseur..."





This attack on the art-for-art's-sake group was more emphatically expressed in his Recollections of My Life
 :





"I am not lying when I say that part of my works are a mixture of tears and blood. I am no artist. My writing is just part of my existence. My life has been a painful struggle, my writing too. I write only about human aspirations. While I suffer, I envisage a rosy dawn for all mankind. Yes, life is short and art is long. But there is yet something longer than art and it is that which guides me."





Since 1927, the Northern Campaign of the Revolutionary Army, Chinese writers became more politically conscious. Personal introspection became less popular and novelists turned their eyes to a bigger canvas. Mao Tun was the first to attempt a monumental novel, portraying the revolution for which much blood had been shed. His Disillusion
 , Mutation
 , and Pursuit
 were a trilogy about that fateful year. Like André Malraux, the author of La Condition Humaine
 (translated into English as Storm Over Shanghai
 ), Mao Tun was an active party member in Wuhan, then the seat of the Left-wing government. Being an enthusiastic disciple of naturalism, he drew his material from reality. This was followed by his Twilight, A Romance of China in 1930
 , in which he ambitiously presented a panorama of China, both rural and urban. An amazing feature of this novel is the graphic description of the Shanghai Stock Exchange. Some of his works tend to be documentary, but he has taught younger writers to explore actual life.

The portrayal of the seamy side of Republican life is a universal theme. Yeh Shao-chün vividly writes about schoolteachers and middle-aged people, Chang T'ien-yi about civil servants and children. His Knight of Yang Ching Pang
 is one of our best picaresque novels. Miss Ting Ling's works are widely known. Her In Darkness
 and The Mother
 won many plaudits. Miss Ling Shu-hua has written a number of delightful stories. Being a painter herself, and the wife of Professor Ch'ên Hsi-ying, a learned but not pedantic critic, her creative talent is further enhanced by scholarship. I do not wish to pay all-round compliments to our women writers, but I really cannot omit Miss Lin Hui-yin, the author of Ninety-nine Degree
 and other charming stories. Being a versatile artist herself and a lover of experimental writers such as Virginia Woolf, she has made fiction a record of rapid flashes of life instead of static "facts". She has fished beneath the sea of consciousness and thus deepened the effect of her writing.

From 1916 to the formation of the League of Left-wing Writers in 1930, anything written in the vernacular style seemed acceptable. The criterion tended to be more linguistic than artistic. During the period of revolutionary literature, Left-wing critics were mostly concerned with ideology. Wang Shu-ming, one of the leading critics of the time, wrote how he became a literary critic: "I bade farewell to all the aesthetic theories of a capitalist society and made careful studies of socialism." Art was then contemptuously dismissed as "technique". Consequently many stories appeared bare skeletons of revolutionary tales or dramatizations of certain political ideas.

Shen Tsung-wên has often been described as a stylist. It is true that his choice of words is so deliberate that they sparkle. In his stories, the prevalent mood is that of a poet. He admits that all he attempts is to capture momentary sensations and images. They are often impressionistically fresh. For instance, in describing a timid youth, he would say he was as shy as a little apricot tree. But Shen's essential virtue is that he writes of a world entirely of his own—soldiers, civil servants in the interior, peasants of West Hunan and the colourful tribesmen on the border. With his vivid pen he enlivens them all, their rich dialogue, their picturesque lives and their tragedies. He was born and bred among them. As a soldier, then as a tax-collector, he trod every inch of the soil. In his Preface to Green Jade and Green Jade
 (an English translation by Miss Emily Hahn and Shao Hsün-mei appeared in the T'ien Hsia Monthly
 , Hong Kong) he explains his creative attitude:





"For peasants and soldiers, I cherish an inexpressible love. This emotion is in all my writings. I never conceal it. I was born in the little town I write about. My grandfather, father, and brothers were all in the army. All died on active service. The living will end their lives in the same manner. This is the side of life I am most familiar with. I write about their loves and hates, their joys and sorrows. Clumsy as my pen is, it cannot distort too much, for these people are honest, straight forward, commonplace but big-hearted. In temperament, sometimes very beautiful, sometimes very petty. In the senseless civil wars lasting nearly twenty years, these peasants were the foremost sufferers. Their souls have been heavily oppressed, which has done much to destroy their original simplicity, industry, frugality, peacefulness and honesty. They have been transformed into quite a different kind of being, lazy and poverty-stricken. I am trying to record this dreadful transformation."





The war has been a blessing in disguise for Chinese literature in general, and for fiction especially. Previously, two lamentable symptoms existed among nearly all story-writers. They either lacked solid experience of national life or their diction was too remote from that of the people. The war has shown many writers the right direction. For the first time they inhaled the aroma of rice fields and saw the gorgeous orange groves, and the manifold marvels of the countryside. But above all, they came in direct contact with the people, the people untouched by European influence, who lived far away from the coastal ports. Beyond all this, they saw the war, its tragedy as well as its heroism. Consequently, we may hope for much from post-war Chinese novelists.





贰　作为改革者的小说家

惊险小说和纯幽默小说在现今的中国小说界完全没有地位。小说家们把纯粹为大众娱乐而写作当成一件丢脸的事。尽管这非常不利于技巧的运用，但可见我们的小说家是多么尽责啊！事实上，我们大部分小说家骨子里都是社会改革者。探求其创作动机，很明显是要努力改进一个腐败的社会。日本人或许知晓中国古老瓷器和青铜器的价值，但他们严重低估了能够清楚表达思想感情的中国年轻一辈的自信精神及其政治意识。对国家弱点无情剖析、对个人权利勇敢维护正是中国现代作家的指导力量。以《阿Q正传》的作者鲁迅为例，他原是个医科学生，因少年时代深受乡下庸医之苦，才想掌握为同胞治愈疾病的技术。在东京的一天，教授讲完冗长乏味的解剖课后，拿出一些与医学无关的幻灯片放给学生看，有一组展示的是日俄战争期间给俄国人充当间谍的中国人被捕，在一群喝彩的围观者前被斩首。鲁迅的心被刺痛了，他开始明白，他的同胞的病症是精神上的而非肉体上的。于是他放弃了医学生涯，成为一名作家。他所描绘的中国一片灰暗，小说都是对各类漠然的中国人进行无情的、常常是入木三分的讽刺。

我们现今最大的文学收获无疑是小说，新旧写作的对照也是在小说中最为引人注目。小说的地位在中国的变化就像一个人由贫民到王子那样令人吃惊。三十年前，小说还被认为是一种低级粗俗的写作形式。十到十九世纪间的少数几部小说主要出自那些遭官场贬逐或科举落第的文人之手。因此，对原作者常常只能推测。1904年科举的废除和对西方文学的评介完全改变了这种局面，小说从此成为一种大众喜爱的写作形式。民国以前，写小说只是出于偶然，而今天，艺术家是在有意识和深思熟虑地写小说了。

民国的作家为生活的贫困、沧桑而感到自豪，他们清楚个人经历对一个笔下有料的小说家的价值。源自社会底层的生活经历可以提供丰富的写作素材。他们中有的就出生在这样卑微的条件下，有的则特意去寻求这样的条件。如此一来，中国现代作家从事现实主义写作就是很自然的事了。他们不仅是腐败社会的改革者，许多人还曾是这个社会的受害者。草明在一段自述文字中写道：“在我九岁的头一半时间里，枕头很少是干的。我是一夫多妻的父亲的第二十三个孩子。我母亲是他的妾。十岁的我长得瘦弱苍白，看上去就像一个六岁的女孩。母亲常抱紧我，抚弄着我的辫子，摸着我皮包骨头的下巴，说‘做女人真难，她是那么的微弱’”白薇在她的一篇自传体小说里，描绘她自己跪在信奉儒教的父亲面前，胆怯地呜咽着，哀求他：“爸，给我个学习的机会吧，别让我这么快就嫁人！”她被强迫同一个从未见过面、已经快死了的男人结婚。她遭受的痛苦实在残忍，她要忍受婆婆的酷刑，被剥光衣服毒打。后来她出逃了，背着父母去上学，但很快就被发现了。

艾芜是自愿选择流浪生活，而非环境所迫。他徒步从四川到云南，再到缅甸。一路之上，他在边境荒山里的路边客栈刷洗过马匹，甚至在仰光给和尚做过饭。他常因欠房钱而被房东逐了出来。但他始终带着一本果戈理的《外套》、一支钢笔和一瓶用麻绳拴着的墨水。无论走在荒山野岭，还是在清扫马粪、骡子粪，他都细心观察周围的生活。入夜，他便就着昏暗的油灯，把白天发生的事情记录下来。事实上，他的作品显示出超乎寻常更宽裕之人的独特风格。

研究中国现代小说可从几个角度切入。中国的区域小说从来没有发达过，部分原因是乱哄哄的生活使得中国的作家无法在一处地方宁静地居住下来。但许多中国作家仍很自然地依恋着他们最熟悉的乡村某个地方。在周文、沙汀和罗淑的作品中，你能看到四川的全部生活形态：邪恶的乡绅，无助的农妇，盐商和鸦片贩子。芦焚生动地描绘出家乡河南的村庄面貌：民兵，酒鬼和教会医院。《八月的乡村》的作者萧军及其前妻萧红选择从哈尔滨到大连的广阔地域作为写作的背景。萧军还写那里的游击战士，他自己也曾是其中一员。端木蕻良的小说自然描绘的是他老家内蒙古东部的情景。吴组缃的小说展现出安徽被蹂躏的佃户憔悴的面容和地主乡绅的贪婪。鲁迅小说里的所有人物几乎都出自不朽的阿Q诞生于斯、生活于斯、受苦于斯的未庄小镇。也有一些作家有时以外国为背景，一方面因为可以增强作品的异国情调，像许地山笔下的印度、巴金笔下的法国、艾芜笔下的缅甸，以及靳以所描绘的哈尔滨的白俄聚居区；另一方面也因为他们曾长期旅居国外，像郭沫若在日本就住过很长时间。

把作家按地域分类很明显是危险的，中国现代作家从一开始就不赞同地方主义。尽管鲁迅和周作人是兄弟，但他俩的生活观截然不同。在周作人的笔底，小溪泛起涟漪，竹林暗影浮动。而在鲁迅的作品中，你看到的是中国在颓废的道德传统桎梏中挣扎，但也有田园的怀旧情调在里边。作为形成作家风格的一个要素，这也是极为重要的。例如，沈从文承认湘西的辰河影响着他的整个文学生涯。他写道：





在我一个自传里，我曾经提到过水给我的种种印象。檐溜，小小的河流，汪洋万顷的大海，莫不对于我有过极大的帮助。我学会用小小脑子去思索一切，全亏得是水；我对于宇宙认识得深一点，也亏得是水。

……

到十五岁以后，我的生活同一条辰河无从离开，我在那条河流边住下的日子约五年。这一大堆日子中我差不多无日不与河水发生关系。走长路皆得住宿到桥边与渡头，值得回忆的哀乐人事常是湿的。至少我还有十分之一的时间，是在那条河水正流与支流各样船只上消磨的。从汤汤流水上，我明白了多少人事，学会了多少知识，见过了多少世界！我的想象是在这条河水上扩大的。……

再过五年，我手中的一支笔，居然已能够尽我自由运用了。我虽离开了那条河流，我所写的故事，却多数是水边的故事。故事中我所最满意的文章，常用船上水上作为背影，我故事中人物的性格，全为我在水边船上所见到的人物性格。我文字中一点忧郁气氛，便因为被过去十五年前南方的阴雨天气影响而来，我文字风格，假若还有些值得注意处，那只是因为我记得水上人的言语太多了。

再过五年后，我的住处已由干燥的北京移到一个明朗华丽的海边。海既那么宽泛无涯无际，我对人生远景凝眸的机会便较多了些。海边既那么寂寞，它培养了我的孤独心情。海放大了我的感情与希望，且放大了我的人格。

（摘自《我与文学》，1934年，上海）





无论何种形态，水总能使我们的作家陶醉。最早用白话写作的女作家之一冰心，深受大海的影响。我们不是航海的国家，无法产生约瑟夫·康拉德
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 。但大海常是中国作家抒情的象征。冰心用大海象征母爱。她的童年是在胶州半岛一个风光如画的渔镇上度过的，常去海上航行。她在美国写回的《寄小读者》里，不断地歌唱赞美大海。她写道：“夏日炎热的午后看山，就好像一群害病的牛黑压压地堆在眼前。但海总是可爱的，像有成千朵银亮的鲜花闪烁着微光。海是我的母亲，湖是我的朋友。”

在改革家庭体制的过渡期，两性之间的关系引起人们的强烈兴趣和争议。青年人逐渐意识到自主选择生活伴侣的天赋权利，但凭父母之命的传统婚姻尚未被打破。没有几个作家没在婚姻问题上碰到过麻烦，因此写文学自白成为一种时尚。郁达夫更是以情爱写作来发泄他的“性饥渴”。很明显，年轻一代心灵中有一种本能渴望，长期受到社会和伦理的否定或压抑。具有卢梭和陀思妥耶夫斯基某些特性的郁达夫，对这种渴望表达得最为率直。他在《五六年来创作生活的回顾》一文中说，文学作品都是作家的自叙传。这无疑适于他自身。他那本声名狼藉的《日记九种》里边记满了他所犯的罪恶。在每次罪恶之后，他都要用蒸汽浴来冲刷。他最有名的小说是分析一个病态青年的《沉沦》。在其中一章里他这样写道：





槁木的二十一岁！死灰的二十一岁！我真还不如变了矿物质的好，我大约没有开花的日子了。知识我也不要，名誉我也不要，我只要一个能安慰我体谅我的“心”。一副白热的心肠！从这一副心肠里生出来的同情！从同情而来的爱情！我所要求的就是爱情！若有一个美人，能理解我的苦楚，她要我死，我也肯的。若有一个妇人，无论她是美是丑，能真心真意的爱我，我也愿意为她死的。我所要求的就是异性的爱情！





这是对一个受压抑的灵魂多么率真、多么明确的描写！

郁达夫对青年一代的影响称不上好，但他的情感是真诚的，忠实而毫无节制地表达出了那个时代青年人特有的悲哀。可另一位选择几乎同样主题的小说家却不能用同样的眼光来评判。张资平想必为他的机会主义深感后悔，也许他正在诅咒读者的忘恩负义。仅在十五年前，他制造的大量表现三角四边恋爱的小说，曾使全国的少男少女着迷。写作一定给他带来了可观的收入。他小说里的情节都一模一样，人物也似乎有着共通的长处，即性感。结尾恒定不变是悲剧性的，不是因爱上了已婚者而导致自杀，就是被父母突然发现怀了孕。这些老套子很快便遭到批评家的指责，甚至连最热心的读者都感到大失所望。

但是“家庭压迫”的问题没有完全解决，中国的读者从未对此失去兴趣。巴金小说的成功是最好的证明。他是位无政府主义者，以不妥协的精神道出了同代人的诸多不满。他在许多小说里写到矿工和革命者，最近的《家》、《春》、《秋》三部曲讲述的是四川一个家长制家庭的堕落以及年轻一代的反抗。巴金是位有信仰的作家，在法国留学时，成为法国大革命的热情支持者，并把谴责的精神贯穿于自己的作品。他写作不是因为兴趣，而是要抗议。但他从来不把自己假扮成一个艺术家。他在《电椅集》代序中写道：





我没有自由，我没有快乐。一根鞭子永远在后面鞭打我，我不能够躺下来休息。这根鞭子就是大多数人的受苦和我的受苦。当热情在我的身体内燃烧的时候，我那颗心，我那颗快要炸裂的心是无处安放的，我非得拿起笔写点东西不可。那时候我自己已经不存在了，许多惨痛的图画包围着我，它们使我的手颤动，它们使我的心颤动。艺术算得什么？假若它不能够给多数人带来光明，假若它不能够打击黑暗。整个庞贝城都会被埋在地下，难道将来不会有一把火烧毁艺术的宝藏。……我的文章是直接诉于读者的，我愿意它们广泛地被人阅读，引起人们对光明爱惜，对黑暗憎恨。我不愿意我的文章被少数人珍藏鉴赏。





这一对“为艺术而艺术”创作的非难，在《写作生活的回顾》这段话中表达得更直白：





我时常说我的作品里面混合了我的血和泪，这并不是一句诳话。我不是一个艺术家，我只是把写作当作我的生活的一部分。……我的生活是一个苦痛的挣扎，我的作品也是的。我的每篇小说都是我的追求光明的呼号。光明，这就是我许多年来在暗夜里所呼叫的目标。它带来一幅美丽的图画在前面引诱我。同时惨痛的受苦的图画，象一根鞭子那样在后面鞭打我。……固然人说生命是短促的，艺术是长久的。然而我却始终相信还有一个比艺术更长久的东西。那个东西迷住了我，为了它我甘愿舍弃艺术……





1927年革命军北伐以后，中国的作家变得更关注政治了。个人自省式写作已不时兴，小说家开始把视野转向更大的生活画面。茅盾是第一个尝试写纪念碑式小说的作家，他的《幻灭》、《动摇》、《追求》三部曲描绘了灾难岁月里那场流血的革命。像《上海风暴》的作者安德烈·马尔罗
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 一样，茅盾在武汉时是一名积极的党员，武汉是当时左翼政府的所在地。作为自然主义的热心信徒，他从现实中汲取素材。他的《子夜》全景展现了中国城市和乡村的风貌，可说难度相当大，最独特的地方是生动描述了上海的证券交易。茅盾的有些小说趋向纪实，但他教会了青年一辈作家从现实生活中挖掘素材。

描绘民国生活的阴暗面也是作家普遍关注的一个主题。叶绍钧形象地描写学校老师和中年人，张天翼笔下多是公务员和孩子们。他的《洋泾浜奇侠》是我们最好的以流浪汉冒险为题材的小说之一。丁玲的创作广为人知，她的《在黑暗中》和《母亲》赢得了许多赞扬。凌叔华写了一些轻快的小说。她是陈西滢教授的太太，陈是一位知识渊博却非学究气的批评家。凌本人是位画家，她的学识进一步提高了她的创造性才能。我并不是想把所有的赞美都给予我们的女作家，但这里我还是不能不提一下林徽因，她的《九十九度中》等小说同样迷人。她是位多才多艺的艺术家，并像弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫一样钟爱实验小说的写作，记录生活的闪光一瞬，而非静止的“事实”。她能够调动潜在的知觉，从而深化了创作效果。

从1916年到1930年“左联”创建，任何形式的白话写作似乎都被接受了。而评判标准也似乎更重视语言而非艺术。革命文学期间，左翼批评家们更关心的是意识形态。杰出的左翼批评家王淑明这样写道他如何成为一名文学批评家：“我跟资本主义社会的美学理论说再见，开始认真研究社会主义。”当时，艺术被作为“技巧”轻易地摒弃。结果许多小说沦为干瘪的革命故事或某种政治信念的戏剧化演绎。

沈从文常被描述成一个文体家。确实，他的用字是如此深思熟虑，魅力无限。读他的小说，你的心境好像是在读诗。他承认他所要做的就是捕捉瞬间的感觉和形象，这些常常都是那么的新鲜，充满印象色彩。例如，描绘一个胆怯的年轻人，他会说他害羞得如一株小杏树。沈从文最本质的特色是，他的写作世界完全是他自己的：士兵、内陆公务员、湘西农民和边界地区的部落成员。他用生花妙笔把这些人物丰富的对话、独特的生活及其悲剧故事活脱脱地展现出来。他就是在他们中间出生和成长的，他当过士兵，还当过税收员，踏遍了那里的每一寸土地。他在《边城》（英文由项美丽和邵洵美合译，在香港发表于《天下月刊》）序文里坦露出自己的创作心态：





对于农人与兵士，怀了不可言说的温爱，这点感情在我一切作品中，随处都可以看出。我从不隐讳这点感情。我生长于作品中所写到的那类小乡城，我的祖父，父亲以及兄弟，全列身军籍：死去的莫不在职务上死去，不死的也必然的将在职务上终其一生。就我所接触的世界一面，来叙述他们的爱憎与哀乐，即或这枝笔如何笨拙，或尚不至于离题太远。因为他们是正直的，诚实的，生活有些方面极其伟大，有些方面又极其平凡，性情有些方面极其美丽，有些方面又极其琐碎……来提到二十年来的内战，使一些首当其冲的农民，性格灵魂被大力所压，失去了原来的质朴，勤俭，和平，正直的型范以后，成了一个什么样子的新东西。他们受横征暴敛以及鸦片烟的毒害，变成了如何穷困与懒惰！我将把这个民族为历史所带走向一个不可知的命运中前进时，一些小人物在变动中的忧患，与由于营养不足所产生的“活下去”以及“怎样活下去”的观念和欲望，来作朴素的叙述。





总的来说，战争对中国文学尤其小说称得上祸中得福。抗战前，中国作家身上大多存在着两种令人惋惜的症状：他们或者缺乏对现实生活的坚实基础，或者所用辞藻离人民太远。战事把作家赶到生活中去了。他们第一次闻到稻田里的香味，看到迷人的橘林，感受到农村形形色色有意思的生活。最重要的是他们跟人民——居住在远离沿海、完全不曾欧化过的人民，有了直接接触。此外，他们还经历着战争，目睹战争的残酷以及人们在战时所表现出的英勇。因此，我们可以寄厚望于战后的中国小说家。





3. POETRY: AT THE CROSSROADS

The modern Chinese poet has appeared to be very fidgety. The question of "form" has been an eternal paradox. When the poet feels like a nightingale, he longs to get rid of any restraining patterns. But when he realizes that poetry, like painting, needs to be framed, his desire for acquiring such a frame is equally strong. So many poetical forms have been invented and tested, either by individuals or by groups of writers. So far, no conclusion of any kind has been reached.

Dr. Hu Shih may be called the first vernacular poet. His pioneer collection of verses was entitled "Experiments", which appeared early in 1920. The early poems were nearly all experimental. Often they were composed with the flimsiest feelings and appear uncouth in form. There was every attempt to democratize poetry but scarcely any to ennoble it. However, their merit lies not so much in versification as in their revolutionary audacity. Except for men of great genius, Chinese prosody had for centuries been a very rigid yoke. Its metrical rules had become mechanical and its images hackneyed. The Experimentalists emancipated Chinese poetry from the traditional bondage. But in doing so, they also eliminated the frontier between poetry and prose.

Another achievement of the Experimentalists was to broaden the range of poetical themes. In the past, Chinese poetry seemed to exist only to celebrate "the wind, the flowers, the snow and the moon". While this concentration on nature explains why many of our classical poets are still enjoyed to-day, even outside of China, it certainly did not suit the Republican Chinese, who wished literature to play its part in the social movement. There was also the strong desire to explore new pastures. With their prose-like poetry, they broke the traditional limitations of subject-matter, thus freeing future poets to write as the spirit moved them. A few poets addicted to notoriety filled their lines with political or erotic verbiage. But on the whole, nature's reflection on the human mind is still the favourite theme of Chinese poets.

This complete emancipation from form was soon found to be uncomfortable. Like a prima donna, poetry needed to be dressed, elegantly or magnificently. It began to feel ashamed of its nudity. A cloak was obviously in demand. Hsü Chih-mo, the leading poet of the Crescent Moon Society, and himself well read both in English and Chinese poetry, started the movement to restore musical qualities to verse. He made various bold attempts to introduce English metres into Chinese poetry, from Elizabethan sonnets to Byronic stanzas. Mr. Harold Acton, in his unique volume of Modern Chinese Poetry
 (Duckworth, London, 1936), wrote:





"When Hsü was consciously introducing the western rhapsody, he rushed to the antipodes of classical Chinese poetry, wallowing in overstatement and repetition and cumbering his lines with exuberant images which here and there ring false, here and there are exquisite. By exquisite we mean that they have that perfection of purely Chinese refinement which can only be communicated to foreigners by visual means, such as the finest examples of cut jade. Rhythmic vitality Hsü possessed; discipline, alas, he lacked."





The poets of the Crescent Moon Society, besides translating William Blake, Paul Valéry and other foreign masters, produced a number of original poets, such as Wen Yi-to, the author of Dead Water
 , Ch'en Mêng-chia and Pien Chih-lin. But the newly adapted frame became mechanical before it was well shaped. The symmetrical stanzas were sarcastically nicknamed "soya-bean-cake". The rigid sonnet seemed especially unpalatable to Chinese poets. So another mutiny began. This time, the impetus came from Walt Whitman and the French symbolists. Kuo Mo-jo, the leader of the Creation Society, revolted against it because his self-expression was strangled by such rigid forms. Instead of writing formal lines, weighing auditory and visual images of each word, he let his emotions pour forth in a passionate flood. For instance, he curses the modern metropolis thus:





"O pulse of the great city!

Throbs of life!

Beating, blowing and shouting,

Gushing, flying and jumping.

The horizon is veiled in mist!

My heart leaps out of my mouth!"





(Modern Chinese Poetry
 , p.87. )





The Creation Society first heralded romanticism, then socialism. In all activities, the versatile Kuo played the dominant part. During the romantic period", he assiduously translated the Rubá'iyát
 , Faust
 , and Shelley into verse. He wrote stories, plays, poems and literary criticism. The profuse passion in his poems did not please critics of the Anglo-American school, such as Professor Liang Shih-ch'iu who preferred restraint and decorum to inspiration. But that did not prevent Kuo from becoming popular. He was, in fact, regarded as a hero. What he revolted against was not only the rigidity of form imposed on free spirits. Like Lu Hsün, he revolted against the extravagant delicacy and dandyism of the Ivory Tower clique. But when the ivory was replaced by cheaper material, while remaining a tower, popular support was gradually withdrawn. However, I cannot help thinking that the "Poems for Recitation" which have become so popular a product of the Sino-Japanese war are a revival of Kuo's poems in the twenties.

Another group of rebels against "form" was of an aristocratic type. They seemed to hate form as much as lucidity. Li Chin-fa, a sculptor who had studied in Paris, was a fervent disciple of the French symbolists. With his magical fingers, he tried to chisel some verses. The result was that he created a new type of poem, filled with exotic images, remote metaphors, and frequent allusions to European mythology. Since the success of the vernacular, he was the first writer who did all he could to mingle the vernacular with the classical. In the long run, Li's influence was beneficial. He extended the vocabulary of the "plain language". But what struck his readers most was his images. Often they were sensual, as in his "Tenderness":





"With my presumptuous finger,

I feel the warmth of your skin.

The young deer went astray in the wood,

While only the scent of the dead leaves remains."





Sometimes his lines showed a great tendency to contemplation, tinged with morbidity. He was very fond of antiquity, unlike most of the early rebels. However, the antiquity that he buried himself in was more European than Chinese. In "Never to Return", he begins:





"Go o, my lad,

To the cities of yore

—They sleep in the night of centuries.

The streams sing monotonous songs,

Like the sighs of an Oriental poet.

Their hearts were like rocks, Thickly covered with moss..."





Though Li himself went back to sculpture, this type of poem continued to develop. Combined with the later influence of Paul Valéry and T. S. Eliot, it flourished through the works of Tai Wang-shu, Pien Chih-lin and Ho Chi-fang. They maintained free verse as a form and the imagery of impressionism. The poetic content, however, became even more elusive. They are sometimes so suggestive that only readers capable of very far-reaching associative powers could read between the cryptic lines. Liu Hsi-wei, the impressionistic critic, made many successful adventures among the souls of contemporary authors. He tried, in his gaudy style, to interpret Pien's "Round Treasure Casket". Seizing the stanza:





"Never enter any watchmaker's shop,

To hear your youth nibbled away.

Never go to any antique shop,

To buy the trinkets of your grandpa..."





The adventurer imagined that the "treasure casket" symbolized the present, a bridge over the past and the future. When he reached the stanza:





"The moon has adorned your window,

And you somebody's dream,"





he concluded that the poet interpreted life as an embellishment. Poets usually are too aloof to speak to critics. But Pien could not contain himself. In an open letter to the sweating critic, he told him that he was "completely mistaken". The poet was thinking of relativity.

That Chinese readers complained of the growing ambiguity of the new poetry was only natural. Sometimes they blamed Mr. Paul Valéry, sometimes Mr. T. S. Eliot. The Japanese warplanes destroyed our people and buildings. They have also destroyed that ivory tower which the more privileged intellectuals in China had been building. In many ways, the aesthetes had helped to deepen the vernacular literature which was founded by people more socially than artistically conscious. The attempt to deepen it was natural and had been beneficial up to a point. But in view of the vast illiterate population, it was undoubtedly an oasis. The War has killed much literature for the introvert, but it has widened the horizon, and breathed vitality fresh from the good earth.





叁　诗歌：在十字路口

中国现代诗人显得非常烦躁不安，诗的“形式”是个永恒的难题。当诗人感到自己像是只夜莺时，他就希望摆脱任何拘束他的形式。然而当他意识到诗也像绘画一样，需要有个框框时，他同样强烈地希望回到这样一个框框。许多个人或流派发明并实验着如此多样的诗的形式，但到目前为止，并没得出什么结论。

胡适博士称得上是第一位白话诗人，早在1920年就出版了先锋诗集，起名叫《尝试集》。早期的白话诗几乎都带有实验性，这些诗常常感情肤浅，形式笨拙。人们用尽全力使诗歌大众化，但少有人努力抬高诗的地位。与其说白话诗的自身价值在诗律上的尝试，倒不如说就在其大胆革命性。除了伟大的天才，中国诗歌的韵律多少世纪以来一直被视为一种极其死板的束缚。它的格律规则是那么的机械，诗的意象也很陈腐。新诗实验者们把中国诗从传统的束缚中解放出来，但他们这样做，也消除了诗歌和散文之间的界限。

实验主义者的又一成就是拓宽了诗歌主题的范围。过去，中国诗似乎只为吟咏“风花雪月”而存在。我们许多旧体诗人因着这“风花雪月”，时至今日在国内外都为人所传诵，但它确实已不能适应希望文学在社会运动中起作用的民国人的需要。他们带着探索新领域的强烈愿望，以散文化的诗歌创作，打破了主题思想上的传统限制，为后来的诗人解开束缚，笔随心走。当然，有些嗜恶成瘾的诗人诗行中充斥着政治或色情的冗长诗句。但总的来说，人类头脑对自然界的反映还是中国诗人最喜欢表达的主题。

人们很快发现这种诗歌形式上的彻底解放并不自在。就像歌剧的首席女演员，诗歌同样需要优雅或华丽的装扮。它开始对裸体感到羞臊，显然需要一件外套。新月社代表诗人徐志摩，熟谙英国和中国诗歌，提出诗歌创作还是要回到音乐性上来。他作了许多大胆尝试，把英国的韵律诗，从伊丽莎白时代的十四行到拜伦时代的诗歌，介绍给中国诗歌界。哈洛德·艾克敦先生在他那卷独特的《中国现代诗》 （伦敦达克沃思1936年出版）里写道：





在徐志摩有意识地评介西方的狂想曲时，他已经走到了精致绝妙的中国古典诗歌的反面。他沉迷于夸张和重复，字里行间过度堆砌意象，有的虚假，有的则精巧。说它们精巧，是指具有纯粹中国式的风雅，只能以视觉化的手段表达给外国人，比如最精美的玉雕。徐志摩掌握了韵律的生命力，可是，天哪，他缺乏约束。





新月社诗人在翻译威廉·布莱克
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 、保罗·瓦莱里
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 和其他外国著名诗人的诗作之外，还产生了几位原创诗人，如《死水》的作者闻一多、陈梦家和卞之琳。但新的诗歌框框在成形前显得那么机械，对称的诗节被讥讽为“豆饼”。严格的十四行似乎特别不适合中国诗人的口味。于是，又一轮反叛开始了。这一次，动力来自沃尔特·惠特曼
9

 和法国象征派诗人。创造社的领导人郭沫若反抗十四行，是因为他的自我表现被这种严格的形式窒息了。他不拘泥诗行的形式，不估量每一个词听觉和视觉上的意象，而是任情感山洪暴发般喷涌。例如，他这样诅咒现代大都会：





大都会的脉搏呀！

生的鼓动呀！

打着在，吹着在，叫着在，

喷着在，飞着在，跳着在，

四面的天郊烟幕朦胧了！

我的心脏呀，快要跳出口来了！
10







创造社最先预示了浪漫主义的到来，然后是社会主义。多才多艺的郭沫若在所有活动中都起着主导作用。在“浪漫派”时期，他刻苦翻译出《鲁拜集》、《浮士德》和雪莱的诗。他写小说、戏剧、诗，也写文学批评。像梁实秋教授那样的英美派批评家，并不喜欢他诗里的充沛激情，他们更喜欢灵感的节制和得体运用。但这不能妨碍郭沫若成为受欢迎的诗人。事实上，他被视为英雄。他所要反叛的不仅仅是影响自由精神表达的僵硬的形式。像鲁迅一样，他反叛的是象牙塔派的矫揉造作的时髦。当象牙被廉价的材料取代时，塔虽仍是塔，却已逐步失去大众的支持。然而，我禁不住想，抗日战争使“朗诵诗”如此受欢迎，真是二十年代郭沫若诗的复活。

另一派“形式”反叛者具有贵族气派，形式与简洁都是他们所嫌恶的。在巴黎学过雕塑的李金发，是法国象征派的热心信徒。他要用他的魔指雕塑出诗行。他创造出一种新形式的诗，充满了异国情调的意象和久远的隐喻，并时常借用欧洲神话典故。自从白话写作以来，他是第一位尽其所能把白话和文言混在一起的作家。从长远来看，李金发的影响是有益的。他扩展了这种“无雕饰的语言”的词汇量。最触动读者的，是他的意象，这意象常是肉欲的，如《温柔》：





我以冒昧的指尖，

感到你肌肤的暖气，

小鹿在林里失路，

仅有死叶之声息。





有时，他的诗又显露出冥想的趋向，染上病态的气味。与大多数早期叛逆者不一样，他非常喜欢古代。但他专注的这个古代是欧化超过中国化，在《永不回来》诗中，他这样开头：





与我远去，孩子，

在老旧之中古的城里，

——他们睡眠于世纪之夜，——

流泉唱着单调之歌，

如东方诗人之叹息。

他们岩石似的心房，既生满苔痕。





虽然李金发回到他的雕塑中了，但这种形式的诗歌继续发展。在后来戴望舒、卞之琳、何其芳的诗作中，更兼具了保罗·瓦莱里和T. S.艾略特的影响。他们保持了自由韵的形式以及印象主义的意象。但诗的内容变得更难以把握，有时暗示性太强，以致只有具备相当联想能力的读者才能读出隐藏在诗行间的寓意。印象主义批评家刘西渭多次成功解读现代作家的心灵之歌。他试图以其绚丽的文风破译卞之琳的《圆宝盆》：





别上什么钟表店

听你的青春被蚕食，

别上什么古董铺

买你家祖父的旧摆设。





冒险家想象那“圆宝盒”象征现在，一座横跨过去与未来的桥。当他读到下面一节：





明月装饰了你的窗子，

你装饰了别人的梦。





他断定诗人是把生活喻为一种装饰。诗人通常都是远离批评家，不会说什么。卞之琳可不克制自己，他在致这位吃力不讨好的批评家的一封公开信中，告诉他，他想的“完全错了”。诗人想的是事物的相对性。

中国的读者抱怨新诗的多重解释是很自然的。他们有时责怪瓦莱里，有时责怪艾略特。日本轰炸机摧毁了我们的人民和建筑，还摧毁了享有特权的中国知识分子一直建造着的象牙塔。社会意识高于艺术意识的学者创造了白话文学，唯美主义者则以多种方式使白话文学得到深化。他们这种深化的努力是自然的，在一定程度上也是有益的。但由于中国未受教育的人口太多，它无疑只能是沙漠中的一块绿洲。战争毁掉了大量的内省文学，但也拓宽了文学的范围，带来富有泥土气息的鲜活生命力。





4. DRAMA: A LOUDSPEAKER

It is no exaggeration to say that the modern drama is a complete departure from the traditional drama. Plays with realistic scenery and dialogue in the daily spoken language are the orthodox form to-day, but were entirely foreign some thirty years ago. The conventional stage art was the equivalent of opera and ballet combined. Unlike other forms of vernacular literature, the modern Chinese drama originated in adaptations of European plays. The first experiment was La Dame aux Camélias
 in 1907, followed by Uncle Tom's Cabin
 . The choice was not difficult to explain. Young Chinese were then suffering acutely from parental oppression, especially where marriage was concerned, while they were bound to sympathize with the downtrodden Negroes. When a foreign play, with all its exotic appeal, reflected our own thoughts so much better than our native plays, it naturally provoked enthusiasm. The same was true of the popularity of Lady Gregory's Rising of the Moon
 after the Japanese invasion of Manchuria. But it was Ibsen's plays which led the young Chinese dramatists to the highway—the road of social reform.

The influence of Ibsen was not confined to our dramatists. As a social critic, an uncompromising rebel against conventions, he won the heart of every Chinese writer. For a time, "problem plays" shared the vogue of "problem novels". From this Norwegian dramatist, Chinese writers learned that the highest mission of the drama was to expose the defects and reveal the absurdities of existing society. One playwright apologetically wrote in an epilogue: "Although this play is worthless in technique, I am glad to say that it has dealt with marriage and rural bankruptcy, the two cardinal problems of the day." In those days, it sounded convincing enough. The People's Theatre, in its opening announcement in 1921, declared: "The age to look down upon drama as a form of recreation has definitely passed. The modern theatre is a wheel to push forward social progress and a microscope to detect the diseases of our environment. It is a pitiless mirror in which all the seamy sides of our community life should be reflected."

In the course of transformation, dualism was unavoidable. Many early vernacular poems were really paraphrases of classical verse. The essayists did not even bother to make a thorough change in diction. Stock phrases used in the classics appeared from time to time, betraying the tenacity of human inertia. In the first period of modern Chinese drama, roughly between 1907 and 1915, the new plays were known as "reformed plays"(wên ming hsi
 ). It was just the very beginning of the breakaway from an age-long tradition. The vital force of this period was the Spring Willow Society formed in 1907 by Chinese students in Tokio. Later, they toured the Yangtse valley and innumerable dramatic societies sprang up all over the country.

Most of these societies were anxious to make the new drama a success; at the same time they wanted it to serve as a loudspeaker for the emancipation movement. The blend of these twin motives was somewhat clumsily managed. Unfortunately, having broken off with the operatic tradition, the sole virtue of the new drama they grasped was the employment of plain dialogue. Except for some theatrical improvements, such as the ban on the shouting of "bravo, bravo!" in the middle of a play, which was the custom of old-fashioned audiences, the contribution of wên ming hsi
 to dramatic art was negligible. In fact, they sometimes even disposed of any written text. Actors and actresses were barely told the plot and what respective roles they were to impersonate. This resulted in the divorce of wên ming hsi
 from literature, and the more conscientious members left the group and became serious students of drama, such as Ou-yang Yu-chi'en, who later became actor, director and playwright. The rest went into vaudeville which still survives in modern Shanghai, producing endless "serial plays", such as Fire over the Red Lily Abbey
 , with demi-gods flying about the stage.

During this period Chinese dramatists seemed to be hesitating at the crossroads. The "National Drama" school argued that our traditional operatic singing and symbolic scenery were really unique in the world. They were impressionistic and rhythmic, while Western realistic plays were merely mimic shows. At the other extreme, there were those who advocated abolishing the old form. Their contention was that singing could not possibly express the complicated feelings of modern man and that there was too much feudalism in the conventional drama. One thorough-minded critic curtly remarked that before establishing a republic, we had to overthrow the empire. Hence, to establish the new drama, all opera houses in the country should be closed at once. But there was yet a third group who, while admitting that traditional operas conflicted with the spirit of realism which was the backbone of vernacular literature, thought the traditional drama should be preserved as a form of entertainment for particular audiences and as a historic art for the students. This view was first expressed by the late Professor Liu Fu who must have seen the glories of Western opera in Paris. The Academia Sinica and other cultural institutions have done much to preserve and develop this traditional art. The visits of Mei Lan-fang to America and Moscow and of Ch'êng Yen-ch'iu to Europe were great events. But the orthodoxy of modern literary drama has definitely been established.

The decline of wên ming hsi
 taught the country a valuable lesson. To build a solid foundation for the new drama, we needed playwrights. Another reaction to their failure was the attempt to make drama entirely nonprofessional, so as to dissociate themselves from the vaudeville stage. "We refuse to be directed from the booking-office!" they solemnly declared. Many plays have been written by Hsiung Foo-hsi, Ch'ên Ta-pei and Hung Shên. The Three Rebellious Women
 of Kuo Mo-jo was a great success in combining modern ideas with historical themes. The late Hsü Chih-mo collaborated with his wife in a beautiful symbolic play, The Pien K'un Hill
 . Ting Hsi-lin's pleasantly satiric plays show the influence of A. A. Milne. Indeed, most dramatists, with the "problem play" in mind, worked quite independently of their audience. The settings were often laid in some corner of the social inferno, a polygamous family or a village with a villainous squire. A play frequently meant a torrent of yelling and complaint against social evils. Then, the exposure and the cold but undramatic analysis of the social evil concerned, often in the form of a sermon. The more naive ones often ended with an idealist, holding a burning torch as he gazed with shining eyes towards the distant but rosy future.

In this immature stage, dramatic education was already progressing. The "New China Dramatic Society" in Peking had a membership of two thousand with forty-eight affiliated organizations. The Peking College of Fine Arts founded its drama department in 1925 and the Jên Yi Drama School, though enjoying a brief life of ten months only, was perhaps thefirst school to devote itself to drama proper. These worthy attempts sowed seeds for the future Little Theatre Movement. A number of successful film actors were trained at that time. Another interesting development was the popularity of women appearing with men on the stage. It probably began with Hung Shên's adaptation of Lady Windermere's Fan
 in 1924. Before that, the part of Nora in Ibsen's Doll's House
 was always played by a man and it was regarded as an honour to be chosen for the role. In 1926, the adaptation of James Barrie's Dear Brutus
 scored a success. The Education Board of Kiangsu Province were so pleased that they addressed an encomium to the producer acknowledging that "it is a very valuable play, with subtle philosophical implications, teaching men to preserve their original personality".

The amateur dramatists succeeded in ridding the theatre of its mercenary character, but they also deprived it of the power to entertain. Admittedly, the monotony of a certain type of play bored even the most enthusiastic of its patrons. In 1921, Wang Chung-hsien experienced a blow. He produced Mrs. Warren's Profession
 in Shanghai to a non-student audience. The performance was conspicuously advertised in the newspapers, but the booking was barely half that of an ordinary variety show. And when Mrs. Warren began to relate her life story to Vivi in the second act, several fashionable ladies in the front stalls left the theatre—and not without grumbling. The good-humoured producer afterwards analysed his audience thus:





"Some wholly failed to understand what was happening on the stage. Some understood but found the plot lacking surprise. There were those who had moral objections to Mrs. Warren herself, and others who disliked the excessive repetition of such new terms as the equality of the sexes. To those who had seen the play acted abroad, our acting left much to be desired."





As a conclusion, Wang suggested a compromise. He wanted to have plays "with simple but progressive ideas, dramatized in rather complex plots. Thus we can assure the intelligentsia that we are on the right track while sparing the non-intellectual audience from yawning."

When the Northern Campaign of the Revolutionary Army reached the Yangtse in 1926, Kuo Mo-jo and many other dramatists joined the steadily growing force. Drama again served as a loudspeaker. This was followed by the immense popularity of the Nan Kuo
 Movement. T'ien Han, the leader, wrote tens of plays during their itinerary performances up and down the Yangtse. They were mostly very sentimental plays. The Tragedy on the Lake
 , for instance, dealt with a frustrating love a air. It was often rumoured that a number of suicides had been caused by it. The production of Oscar Wilde's Salome
 , with the courageous and talented Miss Yü Shan, was an outstanding success. Its violent erotic colour had a special appeal for the anti-Confucian younger generation of that time. But there was yet another foreign play which gained widespread popularity, namely, Roar China!
 , a Soviet Russian play about the massacre of Wan Hsien.

The Japanese invasion of Manchuria in 1931 did much to stimulate dramatic activities in China. Under a strict Government ban on anything anti-Japanese at the time, playwrights had to express their patriotism in a veiled form. The Amateur Theatre in Shanghai made great strides in all aspects of the stage. Chen Baichen's T'ai P'ing Rebellion
 was quite exceptional. They also produced a number of classical plays of the West, such as Gogol's Inspector
 and A. Ostrovsky's Storm
 . Their production of Romeo and Juliet
 was also remarkable. In the past years, there had been a number of Chinese who went abroad to study stage design and other branches of theatrical technique. The Amateur Theatre rallied their combined efforts. The most amazing thing about their success was that the plays were mainly left as in the original, except the dialogue, which was rendered into Chinese. Compared with the audience of Mrs. Warren's Profession
 , Chinese theatre-goers seemed also to have become infinitely more receptive to foreign forms.

But the most fundamental progress still lies in playwriting. In this respect, there is no doubt that Ts'ao Yü achieved the peak. Being a celebrated amateur actor in North China and a professor of literature, he happily blended stagecraft with scholarship. Beside this, he is one of the most original and brilliant writers of the day. At Tsinghua University, Peking, he acquired a remarkable knowledge of European dramatic tradition, from Greek tragedies to the lyrical realism of Eugene O'Neill. His Thunderstorm
 , published and produced in 1936, was a memorable event. Technically it was the first full-length play, with a prologue and an epilogue superadded. But it was the dramatic force of this unusual tragedy that achieved an unprecedented popularity. Hundreds of performances of this play were given by the Travelling Dramatic Society and it was very soon adapted for the films. This was followed by Sunrise
 and two others. Ts'ao Yü was a profoundly conscientious playwright. He demonstrated how one can benefit from Europe without being Europeanized. Yet he has not fully succeeded in reconciling his artistic with his social consciousness. After being accused of fatalism in Thunderstorm
 , he effectively stressed his optimism in the last act of Sunrise
 , when he made the workers sing as the sun rises. But even in the portrayal of character, he has shown unsurpassed dexterity.

When the war against Japanese aggression broke out in 1937, drama was soon bundled into the publicity-van and was again employed as a loudspeaker. Patriotic repertory companies and the dramatic section of the political department of China's M. O. I. toured through the villages and towns of the interior. The attempt at experimenting with stage art dwindled and the writing of pure drama has not been greatly encouraged. Drama has also served as an effective weapon in time of national crisis in China since the Revolution of 1911. For the duration of the war, the function of drama was to awaken and arouse the people. As most performances were held in the open air, plays with the minimum of costume and practically no scenery were preferred for practical reasons. This led to the creation of street-plays, the best known of which is Lay Down Your Whip!.
 To serve their country at this crucial moment, dramatists not only sacrificed their technical equipment, often they had to risk their lives on tour behind the Japanese lines. But they realize that the country depends on them to maintain contact with Chinese people living in the guerrilla areas. One of these plays, written by Miss Ting Ling for the Chinese peasants, was translated into English and produced early last February at Santaniketan, the University of Peace, founded in Bengal by Tagore. Its title is Reunion
 . Professor Aaronson, producer of the play, wrote an article after its performance, saying: "We have not chosen this play just because of its political content. It has strong human interest. It is an episode of contemporary China. It may happen every day in the areas occupied by the Japanese troops. We do not wish to foment hatred towards the Japanese, but we hope to make it manifest how aggression can destroy the well-being of humanity.





肆　戏剧：扩音喇叭

毋庸夸张地说，现代中国话剧与传统中国戏剧截然不同。如今，背景逼真、使用日常语言对话的话剧是公认的标准形式，但这在三十年前却是非常陌生的。传统的舞台艺术相当于歌剧和芭蕾的混合体。与其他白话文学形式不同，现代中国话剧源于对欧洲戏的改编。最早的实验是1907年《茶花女》和《黑奴吁天录》的上演。这一选择不难理解。当时中国的年轻人深受父母的压制，尤其在婚姻问题上；与此同时，他们同情被蹂躏的黑奴。当外国戏以其异乎寻常的魅力，比我们自家的戏更能反映我们的思想时，自然就引起共鸣。同样，日本侵略东北之后，格雷戈里夫人的《月亮上升》也火了起来。然而把年轻的中国戏剧家引上社会改革大道的，是易卜生的戏剧。

易卜生不仅影响了我们的戏剧家，作为一个不屈反抗传统的社会批评家，他赢得了每一位中国作家的心。曾有一度，“问题剧”同“问题小说”一样流行。中国作家从这位挪威戏剧家身上学到了戏剧的最高使命在于揭露现行社会的弊端和荒谬。有位戏剧家在一篇跋文里写道：“尽管这出戏技巧上不足取，但我要说，它涉及了婚姻和农村破产这两个当今最基本的问题。”在当时，这已足够叫人信服了。人民剧院在1921年揭幕时宣告：“把戏剧贬成是一种消遣娱乐形式的时代已经成为过去。现代剧院是推动社会进步的车轮和发现社会病症的显微镜。它是一面无情的镜子，我们社会生活中所有丑恶的一面都将被反射出来。”

在转型期，双重性是难以避免的。许多早期的白话诗真的就是古诗的转译。随笔作者更是无心彻底改变措辞，古文中常用的固定词句不时出现，这也暴露了人类惰性的顽固。1907年到1915年是现代中国话剧的发端期，以“文明戏”著称的新戏开始脱离传统戏。由中国留日学生1907年在东京成立的春柳社，是这一时期最具活力的一股力量。后来，他们在长江流域巡回演出；紧接着，全国各地成立了无数的戏剧社团。

这些社团大多一方面希望新戏成功，一方面又想让新戏充当思想解放运动的扩音喇叭。但这两个目的的结合多少有些拙劣。不幸的是，脱离了歌剧式的传统以后，他们所把握的新戏的唯一特征就只剩下平实的对话了。除了一些剧场的改进之外，如禁止在演出中间像老派观众似的喊“好，好！”，“文明戏”对戏剧艺术的贡献实在微不足道。事实上，他们有时连脚本也没有，男女演员很少知道剧情和各自所要扮演的角色。这导致“文明戏”从文学中脱离出来，结果尽责的成员离开社团，开始认真学习戏剧，像欧阳予倩，后来成为一名演员、导演和剧作家。其他人则跑去做歌舞杂耍表演，像《火烧红莲寺》那种永无休止的“连续剧”，半人半神地在舞台上满天飞，现代上海还能见到这种表演。

这一时期的中国戏剧家似乎处在十字路口，迟疑不决。“国剧”派提出，我们传统的歌剧式演唱和象征性的布景在世界上确实独一无二，那么富有音乐的韵律，富有印象主义的氛围，而西方的现实主义戏剧只是些模仿的表演。但反对派提出取消旧的形式又走向了另一个极端。他们认为，现代人复杂的情感不可能通过演唱表达出来，而且，传统戏里有太多封建主义的东西。一位极端的批评家直言，建立共和，得推翻帝制，因此，要建立新戏，全国的老式剧场应立即关门。还有第三股力量，在承认传统戏与白话文学的支柱——现实主义精神相矛盾的同时，认为该把传统戏作为娱乐特殊观众的形式，作为一种教学的历史艺术保存下来。这一观点最早由已故的刘复教授提出，想必他在巴黎目睹过西洋歌剧的辉煌。“中央研究院”和其他一些文化机构已经为保护和发展传统艺术做了许多，梅兰芳访问美国和莫斯科、程砚秋去欧洲都是大事件。然而，现代文学戏剧的正统观念无疑已经建立了起来。

“文明戏”的衰落给我们上了深刻的一课，要为新戏建立牢固的基础，我们需要剧作家。对“文明戏”失败的另一反应，是试图让新戏完全非职业化，以便把它从杂耍舞台上分离出来。他们庄严宣告：“我们拒绝受票房支配！”熊佛西、陈大悲和洪深写了许多戏。郭沫若的《三个叛逆的女性》把现代思想和历史主题糅合在一起，获得很大成功。已故的徐志摩和他的妻子合写出一部优美的象征剧《卞昆冈》。从丁西林愉快的讽刺剧可以看出A. A.米尔恩
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 的影响。确实，大多数剧作家是头脑中装着“问题剧”，完全独立于观众而创作。背景常被安置在一些社会地狱似的角落：一个一夫多妻制的家庭、一个有着腐败乡绅的村庄。一场戏常常意味着连珠炮似的揭露和对社会邪恶的控诉，接着是对该社会邪恶的暴露以及冷酷而非戏剧化的分析，通常是宣教式的。更天真的剧结尾处常是一个理想主义者手擎火炬，眼睛放光，凝视着远方光明的未来。

在这样未成熟的舞台上，我们的戏剧教育已经取得了进步。北京的“新中华戏剧协社”已经有四十八个附属机构和二千多个个人会员。1925年，国立北京艺术专门学校成立了戏剧系，而只存在了十个月的“人艺戏剧专门学校”或许是中国最早的纯戏剧院校。这些有价值的努力为后来的“小剧场运动”撒播下种子。后来许多成功的电影演员正是在那时培养的。男女同台合演是又一有趣的进步，好像始自1924年洪深根据《温德米尔夫人的扇子》
12

 改编的《少奶奶的扇子》。在此之前，易卜生《傀儡家庭》中的娜拉一角总是由男演员反串，能够担当此角是一种荣誉。1926年，根据詹姆斯·巴里
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 《亲爱的布鲁特斯》改编的《第二梦》获得成功。江苏省教育厅非常满意，给予高度赞扬：“这是一出有价值的戏，富有微妙的哲学内涵，教给人们保持自己原初的个性。”

业余剧作家们成功剔除了剧院的营利性质，但同时也剥夺了其娱乐能力。坦白地说，只上演某种类型单调的戏，即便最热心的支持者也会厌烦。1921年，汪仲贤遭受了一次沉重打击。他在上海为非学生观众上演《华奶奶之职业》
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 ，报纸上登出显著的演出广告，但订票连一场普通杂耍表演的一半还不到。当第二幕华伦夫人开始向维维讲述自己的生活故事时，几位坐在前排的时髦太太吵吵嚷嚷地退场了。好幽默的汪仲贤后来这样分析那些观众：





有些人是完全不知所云，有些人看明白了，可觉得情节不够离奇。有些人在道德上是不赞成华伦夫人的，而另一些人并不喜欢过分强调像性别平等这样的新词。对那些在国外看过此剧演出的，我们的演出又差得太远。
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汪得出一个妥协的结论，他要“拿极浅近的新思想，混合入极有趣味的情节里面，编成功叫大家要看的剧本。以后的方针——我们演剧不能绝对的去迎合社会心理，也不能绝对的去求知识阶级看了适意”。

1926年，北伐革命军到了长江边，郭沫若同许多剧作家一起毅然加入日益壮大的队伍。戏剧再次充当了扩音喇叭。这之后，“南国艺术运动”开始受到普遍欢迎。“南国社”领导人田汉为在长江沿岸的巡回演出写了十几个剧本，这些大多是感情戏。例如，《湖上的悲剧》涉及的是一宗失败了的爱情事件，常有谣传说，一些人因看了这出戏而自杀。由于余珊小姐热情泼辣富有天赋的表演，使奥斯卡·王尔德《莎乐美》的演出获得极大的成功。它以其强烈的性爱色彩，对当时反对孔儒的青年一代具有极强的吸引力。还有一出外国戏赢得了广泛的关注，这就是一位苏联剧作家根据万县惨案写成的《怒吼吧，中国！》。

1931年日本入侵东北，极大地刺激了中国的戏剧活动。那时，政府严令禁止任何反日的行为，剧作家们只好以隐含的形式来表现爱国主义。上海业余实验剧团在舞台装置各方面迈进了一大步，在上演陈白尘的《太平天国》时收到独特效果。他们还演出过一系列西方的古典戏，像果戈理的《钦差大臣》、A. 奥斯特洛夫斯基的《大雷雨》，《罗密欧与朱丽叶》也非常出色。过去几年，一些国人曾去国外学习过舞台设计和戏剧技巧其他学科，业余实验剧团将这些人聚集起来，他们最令人惊异的成功，是最大限度地保持了外国戏的原貌，除了将对话译成中文。与观看《华奶奶之职业》的观众相比，现在的戏迷已变得更易接受外国戏剧的形式。

但最根本的进步还是在剧本的创作上，就此而论，曹禺无疑达到了顶峰。作为一名华北地区知名的业余演员和文学教授，他兼具舞台技巧与渊博学识。同时，他还是当时最具原创性和最富才华的作家之一。他就读清华大学时，学到了欧洲戏剧传统方面的丰富知识，从希腊悲剧到尤金·奥尼尔的抒情现实主义。1936年发表并上演曹禺的《雷雨》，是中国戏剧史上的重大事件。严格地说，它是第一部多幕剧，有序幕和附加的尾声。但使它受到空前欢迎的，是这出不同寻常的悲剧所产生的戏剧力量。《雷雨》被巡回剧团演出了上百场，并很快被改编为电影。紧接着，曹禺又创作出《日出》和其他两部戏。他是位极有责任感的戏剧家，他从欧洲戏剧汲取养分，而没有被欧化。但他没有使他的艺术和社会意识达到完全融合。“《雷雨》被指责有宿命论的表现之后，他在《日出》的最后一幕显然强调了一下乐观主义，”让工人们在日出的时候唱起了歌。在巧妙娴熟刻画人物性格这一点上，中国戏剧界没人能够超越他。

1937年抗战爆发，戏剧很快成为宣传先锋，再次充当起扩音喇叭。爱国的轮演团体和中宣部政治处戏剧组深入内地乡村和城镇进行巡回演出。人们逐渐减少舞台艺术方面的尝试，纯戏剧创作不太受鼓励。从1911年辛亥革命以来，每逢国家危难关头，戏剧便被当作一件有效的武器。战争旷日持久，戏剧的功能是唤醒和激发民众。绝大多数演出都在露天进行，考虑实际需要，戏装和舞台布景越少越受欢迎。街头剧的创作应运而生，最著名的是《放下你的鞭子！》。在民族危机时刻，戏剧家们要为国效力，不仅要牺牲掉艺术技巧，而且在敌后巡回演出，常要冒生命危险。但他们明白，国家得靠他们维持与生活在游击区的人民的联系。丁玲为中国农民写的一出街头独幕剧《重逢》，还被译成英文，于去年2月在泰戈尔创建的孟加拉和平大学上演。这出戏的制作人阿伦森教授在演出之后撰文指出：“选择这出戏，并非只因为它的政治内容，它具有强烈的人文情调，是现代中国的一个小片段。这样的事在日军占领区每天都在发生着，我们并不想煽动对日本人的仇恨，只想让大家明白，战争是如何毁掉人类的和平与安宁。”





5. ESSAY: CHISEL OR SWORD

Of all forms of modern writing, the nearest to the Chinese literary tradition is the essay. This remark is by no means a compliment. The Chinese for "essay" is either san wen
 , meaning loose, non-metrical writing, or hsiao p'in wen
 , meaning little appreciation; both of which imply the absence of strict form. There are no epics in Chinese poetry and our national music has often been described as melody without harmony. Many of our novels tend to be documentary; they record life rather than reproduce it. There is a distinct lack of architectural beauty in Chinese literature; perhaps the flatness of our continent is to blame, perhaps stoical Confucianism. The essay, however, is admittedly suited to the kind of individualism fostered partly by Taoism throughout the ages. One of our leading essayists defines the modern essay as "the quintessence of personal literature, with all elements submerged in the soul of the creator". So the Chinese writer feels completely at home in the essay.

This loose form of writing is sometimes considered as a "primer" for the literary novice. While editing the Literary Supplement of Takungpao
 , in Tientsin, Shanghai, and Hong Kong, I received a large number of manuscripts daily. Of these, usually more than half were essays, sketches or "reportage" as they were later fashionably called. These were mostly descriptions of daily happenings, often reminiscent in character. They were excellent stepping-stones for an ambitious novelist, as miniature painting is to full-length canvas. But when they became a vogue, they tended to breed idleness. Now, in war time, few writers can sit down and concentrate on a novel, which requires vision and imagination to materialize. Hence, reportage appears to be the most popular form of writing at present. It is not only a convenient form for the writer, but easy reading for the common people. When an essay had to be shortened, the term "wall writing" came into being.

The most common form of essay in classical literature is the "scrapbook" type, and it still remains a favourite to-day. In Miscellaneous Notes of a Mountain Trip
 , a writer may freely jot down notes about his rambles, the caves he explored, some casual remarks about a book he read or some fleeting fancy while taking a meditative walk. "Letters" used to be another kind of miscellaneous writing until Miss Ping Hsin wrote her Letters to My Young Readers
 . They were contemplative and lyrical, and written with a deliberate plan. In 1924, Yü Ta-fu unconventionally wrote An Open Letter to a Literary Youth
 which was really a subtle satire. He understandingly analysed the situation of a college graduate who was unable to find a job—a very common predicament in those days. In one passage he eloquently exhorted him to rob, for "what is booty to the present society will be your fair share in the future one".

Even in this native art, influence from the West is not to be discounted altogether. The late Liang Yü-ch'ün, translator of Selected English Essays
 , borrowed Jerome K. Jerome's Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
 for the title of a collection of his own essays which were clearly influenced by Elia
 . Li Kwang-t'ien is an admirer of W. H. Hudson and a lover of "a simple and intimate world". The vogue of "poems in prose" was definitely set by Turgeney. Even Lu Hsün, who generally appeared too intellectual to write lyrical compositions, could not help adopting this form for his Wild Grass
 . The influence of Baudelaire led young Chinese essayists into more elaborate labyrinths.

There are two types of essayists in China, the hermit and the knight-errant. The hermit essayist employs his pen as a sculptor does his chisel. He is often self-centred and sentimental. At heart, he is probably a Narcissist. He emotionalizes a bamboo hut he inhabited several years ago, or mourns over the death of a bird which gave him pleasure. The subject matter is often trivial personal recollections, lyrically woven, the very fruit and mainspring of human nostalgia. In the first number of Jên Chien Shih
 , a magazine containing mostly essays, Dr. Lin Yü-tang, the editor, announced that his magazine would cover all subjects, "vast as the universe and trifling as a fly". One critic remarked that they caught the fly but completely missed the universe. To the knight-errant, an essay is a simple medium. It is a sword when the enemy is near and a spear when he is afar. While the chisel is good at chipping and carving, the primary virtue of a sword is sharpness. Critical essays, whether on social or literary subjects, never failed to be sardonic. Essays of appreciation do exist, but when an essay is used as a weapon, it must hit something. The interesting fact is that these two types of essays are best represented by writers who happened to be brothers—namely, Chou Tso-jên and Lu Hsün.

Being an admirer of Havelock Ellis, a painstaking translator and a fine scholar, Chou Tso-jên began as a modern rebel in a mandarin robe, calm, leisurely, but at first wholeheartedly supporting everything progressive. He did a great deal to introduce the literature of lesser-known countries in China, from the Baltic to the Balkans. But soon his individualism drove him towards the path of a perfect hermit. From his famous "Bitter Rain Studio" he wrote as an antiquarian and a connoisseur of wine, tea and fine letter-papers. At the time when the entire nation was enraged by the Japanese invasion of Manchuria, he built himself a little oasis, surrounded by the aroma of the past. To him, the importance of life had become a mere collection of souvenirs. He is one of the rebels who was unfortunately tamed by harsh reality. It might be a comfortable retreat for a middle-aged man, but its effect on Chinese youth was extremely unhealthy.

In the complete works of Lu Hsün published posthumously, there are four volumes of fiction but fourteen volumes of critical essays. Some critics think the genius of Lu Hsün was wasted in the writing of those essays. And since the subject matter of most of them has an ephemeral interest, it is doubtful how long they will live. But Lu Hsün never sought immortality in such compositions. Being the chief moving spirit of his age, he could not refrain from attacking things and people he thought rotten. His very first volume of critical essays, The Hot Wind
 , contained a number of curt, poignant essays satirizing superstition, mental platitude, concubinage and all the sloppy side of our national life in the beginning of the Republic. He disapproved of writers who painted rosy pictures in the midst of darkness, who "have no courage to face the reality of existing society, but coyly welcome the magpie (Chinese symbol for good luck) and shun the owl (ominous), choosing only agreeable things to distract themselves". Lu Hsün demanded of Chinese writers the courage "to laugh, to weep, to curse and to strike. In this damned society, all these are matter for essays." His works represent the robust, analytical and satirical types. Decorativeness and lyricism were what he most despised. "At this hour when the windstorm roars outside and tigers and wolves are clamouring for our lives, who is in a mood to appreciate a coral ear-ring or an emerald ringlet! Even if our people desire some visual delight, they wish to see the great solid mansions standing firm on its foundations against the windstorm." There is no doubt that such critical essays written in an intellectual mood have since become a very popular form of writing. Most literary magazines have several such "editorial paragraphs" on the front page, and after the death of Lu Hsün, a bimonthly called Lu Hsün Wind
 appeared in Shanghai. "Wind" is also metaphorical Chinese for "style".

The classification of essays may be closely paralleled with that of painting, viz. landscape, human figures, flowers, birds and insects, with the sole exception of "ideas". Of these, the favourite subject is landscape. There are many sacred mountains in the four corners of China and almost all over lake districts. Many delightful essays were devoted to them, either in Chinese ink, such as those by Yeh Shao-chün and Chu Tze-ch'ing, or in Western water-colour, such as Hsü Chih-mo, Lu Li, and Li Ni. There has been a tendency towards "surrealism" in essays before the outbreak of the Sino-Japanese war, such as Ho Chi-fang's The Painted Dream
 which won the literary prize of Takungpao
 in 1936. But on the whole most of them are very like miniature paintings, that is, simple sketches of what one sees, remembers or thinks.

Decorative beauty had always been one of the cardinal virtues of traditional "pien" essays. In Ho Chi-fang's The Painted Dream
 one sees the assimilation of the native art and the "poem in prose" introduced from abroad. Being a student of philosophy, Ho's essays naturally have strong contemplative colour. In an autobiographical essay, entitled "The Essay and I", published in the Literary Supplement of the Takungpao
 , he revealed that he was seeking a new kind of lyrical prose, wrought of pure harmony and beauty. His Preface to The Painted Dream
 began thus:





"'Are not our visual and auditory senses most miserably limited?' 'Yes. One summer, I was walking with a colour-blind man on the farm. Casually I plucked a red flower for him and he said it was blue.' 'And did you grieve for him?' 'No, I was really sorry for myself.' 'Then you must believe in mysteries!' I am indeed fond of imagining things remote—some nonexistent people or names of nations not to be found on the map. For many days and nights I have lost myself completely in a fresco and walked into it. The wall was white but the portals were of gold. I did not know whether it was the door to Heaven or to Hell, but it opened once for me.'

'Then your outlook on life...?'

In life, I am only moved by its expressions. I am like a wisp of floating cloud. I like this to serve as a footnote for all my essays...'"





Ou-yang Ching, a critic, remarked that Ho's attempt to make his works dance like poetry instead of walking like prose was a mistake. It only made them sound awkward. "Ho's use of artificial elements in his essays has been too lavish. We may sometimes be intoxicated by his array of pigments, designs and allusions. But the fascination of words alone cannot make a work live. It is he himself who has fallen into the labyrinth of words; hence, he lacks what we expect of him most, namely, vitality. While reading his works, I think of a certain biographer's remark on the Pre-Raphaelite poets: poor splendid wings!"

But it did not take long for Ho to acquire that vitality. One year after the publication of The Painted Dream
 , the war broke out. Ho was compelled to leave Tientsin where he was teaching. He returned to his home in Ssǔchuan. The style of his Return of the Native: A Diary
 appeared far more lucid. Instead of the "expressions of life", meaning probably the abstract side only, he saw the incompetent rural quacks, the unjustly exploited peasants, and found that "this community formed by human beings is actually a dim, dirty and depressing little hell. I must write a book to prove that all other animals can make a better life than we human creatures do. Ideals, love, beauty and joy are what we find in books. They make us feel tender when sad and tearful when happy. But they are rare in the actual human world. I used to be accustomed to misery and squalor as a child, but by reading books, a golden door of illusion opened to me. After that I did all I could to avoid and forget the realities of this world. I loitered in a non-existent world. There must be an awakening after every dream, but mine comes rather too abruptly."

Shortly after, this author of The Painted Dream
 accompanied a group of political workers to the front. They walked several thousands of miles on foot across the plain of north China, seeing more misery, more stupidity and the indescribable fortitude of the Chinese peasants, whose heroism and endurance could not fail to move any sensitive writer. He came back with a volume entitled The New Shansi
 . The change in style and outlook was even more striking than in his Diary
 . His complete transformation is profoundly symptomatic of the effect of Japanese invasion on modern Chinese literature. The war has toughened the spirit of our writers and cemented their relationship with the soil and the people.





伍　散文：雕刀还是利剑

在所有写作形式中，最接近中国文学传统的是散文。这么说，绝不是恭维话。中文的“散文”是指散而无韵的文体，或叫小品文，没有严格的形式限制。中国诗里没有史诗性的作品，我们的国乐常被描述成是没有和声的旋律。我们的小说趋于记录，记录生活而非再现生活。中国文学明显缺乏建筑美，也许应归罪于我们生活的大陆过于平坦，也许要怪禁欲主义的儒家学说。然而，散文完全是一种在一定程度上受道家滋润的个人主义的写作。有位著名散文家把现代散文界定为私人文学的典范，蕴含着创作者灵魂深处的所有元素。因此，中国作家写起散文来，感觉完全舒松、畅快、闲适。

文学青年有时会把这种松散的写作形式当成“创作入门”。我在天津、上海、香港编《大公报》文艺副刊时，每天收到大量来稿，通常有超过一半的稿件是散文、短篇小说或（照后来时的叫法）特写。它们多带有回忆性质，主要描述日常所发生的事。对一位有雄心的小说家，这不失为很好的锻炼写作的方法，就像小画稿是为大幅油画作准备。但它一旦成了时尚，就会滋生出懒惰和闲散。现在，正值战时，没有几位作家能坐下来潜心小说创作，小说需要想象力和创造力。因此，特写成为目前最流行的写作形式，作家写起来方便，普通大众也易读。当散文的篇幅不得不缩短，就出现了“墙报”一词。

古典文学里最通常的散文形式是“随笔”，这在今天仍然流行。一个作家会在一本《山行杂记》中随意地匆匆记下自己的行踪，探过的洞穴，对读过的一本书的偶感，或漫步遐思时的瞬间灵感闪现。到冰心写出《寄小读者》，“书信体”被当成一种作家喜欢的杂记形式，这种沉思而抒情的文体，也是作家经过深思熟虑写成的。1924年，郁达夫打破常规，写过一篇《给一位文学青年的公开状》，这实际上是篇睿智微妙的讽刺文。他富有同情心地分析了一位没能找到工作的大学生的情势，当时这样的窘境很普遍。他雄辩地劝告那位学生去抢劫，因为“在现在的社会里称为赃物，在将来进步了的社会里，就会成为你的应有之物”。

即便在这纯国粹的艺术里，也不能低估西方的影响。《英国随笔选》的译者，已故的梁遇春曾借用J. K. 杰罗姆
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 的《懒惰汉的懒惰想头》作为他一篇散文的题目。他的散文明显受了《伊利亚随笔集》的影响。李广田非常欣赏W. H. 赫德森
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 并钟爱他那个“简单而个人的世界”。“散文诗”体的写作，则是屠格涅夫的影响。就连鲁迅，通常好像过于理性写不了抒情文章，也禁不住用散文诗的文体写了《野草》。波德莱尔的影响更把中国年轻一辈散文家引向精巧的迷宫。

中国有两类散文家，隐士和斗士。隐士散文家把手中的笔用作雕刻家手中的雕刀，常常是以自我为中心和多愁善感的，在感情深处大概就是一个纳克索斯
18

 。他会为几年前住过的一间竹舍而动情，会为给他带来过快乐的小鸟的死而哀怜。内容上常是琐碎的个人回忆及人类怀乡病的抒情编织。主要登载散文的刊物《人间世》的编者林语堂博士，在开卷首期宣布，杂志内容上包罗万象，大到宇宙，小到飞虫。有批评家说他们是逮到了飞虫，却失掉了宇宙。而对斗士散文家来说，一篇散文只是一个简单的媒介，是刺向近敌的利剑和掷向远敌的投枪。雕刀擅长精雕细刻，利剑的品格却是锋利尖锐。他们的散文，无论批评社会还是文学抒写，必定是嘲弄和讽刺。他们也写小品文，可一旦把散文当武器来用时，就一定要有目标。有趣的是，鲁迅和周作人兄弟俩正好是这两种类型写作的最好代表。

作为哈夫洛克·蔼理斯
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 的崇拜者、辛勤的翻译家和出色的学者，周作人开始是以身穿长袍的现代反叛者面貌出现的，从容、悠闲，全身心支持一切进步的事物。他译介了从波罗的海到巴尔干半岛中国读者鲜知的国家的大量文学作品。但很快，他的个人主义把他带上隐士之路。从他在著名的“苦雨斋”所写的文章看，他像是一位古玩商，品鉴酒、茶和上好信笺的行家。当全民族对日本人侵略东北表现出极大愤慨的时候，他却在营造自己的一小块绿洲，陶醉在往事的芳香里。生活的意义对他来说就是收集纪念品。他是那些被严酷的现实不幸驯服了的反叛者之一。对一个中年人，这或许是一种舒适的隐退，但它对中国青年的影响却是极其消极的。

在鲁迅死后出版的全集里，有四卷小说，散文、杂文则有十四卷。有批评家认为鲁迅把才华浪费在那些杂文写作上了，因为就其所涉及的内容来看多只能引起读者短暂的注意，便怀疑它们能否长久。但鲁迅从未在他的杂文中寻求永生。作为他那个时代的主要精神支柱，他从不克制自己去攻击凡他认为腐朽的人和事。《热风》是他较早的一本杂文集，文章大多简短而辛辣，对封建迷信、腐朽思想、一夫多妻和民国初年所有污秽肮脏的社会生活的诸多层面，进行无情地讥讽。鲁迅反对身处黑暗却只顾粉饰太平的作家，批评他们“不敢正视社会现象，变成婆婆妈妈，欢迎喜鹊，憎恶枭鸣，只拣一点吉祥之兆来陶醉自己”。鲁迅要求中国作家要有胆量把对这个病态社会的嘲笑、悲叹、诅咒和攻击写进散文。他的散文正是这种尖锐有力、深刻解剖和无情讽刺的代表。他最鄙视那种雕饰性、抒情性的散文写作。他说：“在风沙扑面，虎狼成群之时，谁还有闲工夫，玩琥珀扇坠，翡翠戒指。即要悦目，当有大建筑，坚固而伟大，用不着雅。”鲁迅这种理性心智下的杂文创作，无疑已成为一种非常受欢迎的写作形式。大多数文艺刊物都在卷首加了几段这类“编者按语”。鲁迅去世后，上海还新创刊一份双月刊《鲁迅风》，“风”在中文里亦指“风格”。

散文的分类或许与中国的绘画相似。除了独特的“写意画”，有风景、人物、花、鸟、虫等。这里最受喜爱的是风景写作。中国遍布名山大川，描绘自然景致的散文很多，有如水墨画的，如叶绍钧、朱自清；也有如西洋水彩画的，如徐志摩、陆蠡和丽尼。抗战爆发前，还有一种“超现实主义”的散文写作，如1936年获得《大公报》文艺奖的何其芳的《画梦录》。但总体而言，它们大多数都像袖珍画，只是简单地描绘出个人的所见、所忆与所想。

中国传统的“骈”文，最具有散文的装饰美。在何其芳的《画梦录》里，我们能看到这种本土艺术与译介的西方“散文诗”的融合。何其芳学的是哲学，他的散文自然带有强烈的哲理色彩。他在发表于《大公报》文艺副刊的自传性散文《我与散文》中透露，他正在寻求一种具有精致和谐之美的新型抒情散文。他在《画梦录》代序中这样开头：





“你说我们的听觉视觉都有很可怜的限制吗？”

“是的。一夏天，我和一患色盲的人散步在农场上，顺手摇一朵红色的花给他，他说是蓝的。”

“那么你替他悲哀？”

“我倒是替我自己。”

“那么你相信着一些神秘的东西了。”

“我倒是喜欢想象着一些辽远的东西，一些不存在的人物，和许多在人类的地图上找不出名字的国土。我说不清楚有多少日夜，像故事里所说的一样，对着壁上的画出神遂走入画里去了。但我的墙壁是白色的。不过那金色的门，那不知是乐园还是地狱的门，确曾是为我开启过而已。”

“那么你对于人生？”

“对于人生我动心的不过是它的表现。于我如浮云。我喜欢它是我一句文章的好注脚……”





批评家欧阳竞认为，何其芳尝试让他的文字变成“跳舞的诗”，而不是“走路的散文”，是个错误，只会让它们听起来就别扭。“他人工的成分太多，我们会一时沉醉于他‘文字的彩色，图案，典故的组织’，可是单纯文字的吸引无法让作品鲜活。他‘坠入了文字的魔障’，忽略了我们所最重视的——生命力。读他的作品，使我想起一位传记家描写先拉斐尔派诗人的话：可怜的翅膀，美丽、辉煌，却飞不起来。”
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但没过多长时间，何其芳就获得了这种生命力。《画梦录》出版一年之后，抗战爆发。何其芳不得不离开任教的天津，回到四川老家。《还乡日记》在文风上更趋于明朗、清澈。不同于那种抽象的“生活的表现”，他在四川见到许多误人的乡下庸医，看到农民遭受着不公平的剥削，发现“这由人类组成的社会实在是一个阴暗的、污秽的、悲惨的地狱。我几乎要写一本书来证明其他动物都比人类有一种合理的生活。理想、爱、品德、美、幸福，以及那些可以使我们悲哀时十分温柔、快乐时流出眼泪的东西，都是在书籍中容易找到，而在真实的人间却比任何珍贵的物品还要希罕。当我是一个孩子的时候，我已完全习惯了那些阴暗、冷酷、卑微。然而后来书籍给我开启了一扇金色的幻想的门，从此我极力忘掉并且忽视这地上的真实。我沉醉、留连于一个不存在的世界。然而既是梦便有一个醒觉时，而我又醒觉得太快”。
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不久，这位《画梦录》的作者又陪同一组政工人员到了前线，徒步行走上千公里，横跨中国北部平原，更多地看到中国农民的悲惨、愚钝及其难以描述的坚韧不拔的精神。他们的英雄气概和忍耐品质足以感染任何一位敏感的作家。何其芳根据此行写成的《新的山西》，在文风和观点上比《还乡日记》有了更惊人的变化。何其芳的完全转变是日本侵华对中国现代文学影响的深刻表征。这场战争使我们的作家精神变得坚强，同时还强化了他们与土地和人民的关系。





6. TRANSLATION: AN ETERNAL VOGUE

Early in 1919, Professor Lo Chia-lun wrote that the literary revolution was the direct result of China's contact with Western culture. In historical perspective, this is undeniably true. The writing of nineteenth-century European thinkers inspired individual awakening in China. The unequal treaties imposed on us by the Western powers set flame to Chinese nationalism. These in fact are the principal changes, internal and external, which took place in China in the last fifty years or more. In stirring up the revolt against the traditional style, Wordsworth's Preface to Lyrical Ballads
 was a vital source of inspiration. It upheld the vulgar tongue. Above all, many contemporary writers in China are admirers of Western masters. Many of them do not know any foreign language. Hence, the translation of Western literature has been a work of paramount importance from the beginning of the new movement.

Besides the influence of English literature itself, the unchallenged popularity of the English language in China has had beneficial results. Many European masterpieces otherwise unavailable even to Chinese translators, such as Ibsen and Hans Andersen, were retranslated from English versions. It has often been said that Russian novels enjoy a preeminent popularity in China. They have certainly exerted great influence over our writers. This is not difficult to understand. Nineteenth-century Tsarist Russia, with all its social backwardness in contrast to a conscientious, progressive intellectual class, was similar to the situation in China during the civil war. Russian novels, especially those of Tolstoy, ponderous in size, moralistic in view, often dealing with family tragedies, naturally had a special appeal for Chinese readers. But throughout the last thirty years there have been only two or three people in China who translated Russian literature from the original. Most of them were retranslations from English versions such as those of Mrs. Constance Garnett.

In this little essay I have given a rough sketch of Western influence over the various fields of writing in modern China. Our individual writers have been perfectly teachable. In a collection of autobiographical essays, Literature and I
 , published in 1935, nearly half the contributors appeared to be self-appointed pupils of certain Western masters. Hsiao Mo, the pseudonym of a well-known translator, began by describing his first contact with Western literature:

"It was like a visit to a strange exotic world, or tasting a glass of curaçao. The particular flavour lured me. My first contact was the Sketch Book of Washington Irving
 . I loved its quaint imagination, and the subtle diction..."

The first contact of Hsi Ju, a story-writer, was with Turgenev's Father and Son
 . "Almost at once, it excited my interest. I read it over and over again, seeing through it the ominous sign of the collapse of the 'father' generation of Tsarist Russia and the courageous scepticism of the 'son' generation. The story was so poignant and so full of life that for once I realized the greatness of art."

Curiously enough, our earliest translator of Western literature was unfamiliar with any Western language. Lin Ch'in-nan was one of the old diehards who stubbornly opposed the literary revolution. Being a classical scholar himself, his translations, though often inaccurate, read extremely well in Chinese. He had a collaborator who translated to him verbally. Between 1890 to his death in 1924, he had translated some one hundred and thirty Western works, including La Dame aux Camélias,
 Scott's Ivanhoe, Robinson Crusoe
 , and the Pickwick Papers
 . Sketchy and faulty as they were, they were the first arrivals of European literature in China. Lin's translation of Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare
 aroused so much curiosity among the young Chinese that many rushed to learn English in order to read the original plays. The fact that Chinese readers without the faintest knowledge of England shed tears in those days over the misfortunes of David Copperfield and laughed at jolly Sam Weller proved that great literature has no barrier. Since then, we ceased to regard Europe as a great armament factory.

Up to 1932, we can safely say that most translations were enthusiastically but casually done. Our knowledge of the literary history of the world was also scanty. It was then solely a matter of personal interest and often the work overlapped. As a result, some books had several translations while many classics were left untranslated. To translate the complete works of certain established authors has always been the ambition, such as Kuo Mo-jo's Goethe and J. M. Synge, Chao Ching-shen's Chekov, and Li Ch'ing-ya's Maupassant. Nevertheless there are limitations to personal effort and few achieved their aim. Subsequently there was a tendency to turn to the authors of the moment, such as Upton Sinclair for a time, and later, Mrs. Pearl Buck.

It was realized that this state of a airs was far from satisfactory. Early in 1918, Dr. Hu Shih suggested that Western classic should be translated systematically. He proposed to allot five years for each period, during which a series of well-chosen works, say 100 novels, 500 short stories, 300 plays and works of 500 essayists were to be translated. However. various circumstances hindered this excellent plan until a few years before the outbreak of the war. Early in the last decade, two plans were launched. One was the China Foundation Series of English Literature under the editorship of Dr. Hu Shih. It contained the retranslation of Thomas Hardy's Tess of the D'Urbervilles
 , his Return of the Native
 by Professor Chang Ko-jo, Liang Yü-ch'un and Yuan Chia-hua's novels of Joseph Conrad, Pien Chih-lin's Queen Victoria
 of Lytton Strachey, and the complete works of Shakespeare by Professor Liang Shih-ch'iu which war has interrupted. The other attempt was Professor Cheng Chen-to's World Classics
 , a selection which covered European literature in general. The first series, for instance, included Tolstoy's Anna Karenina
 , Nietzsche's Thus Spoke Zarathustra
 , Gogol's Dead Souls
 , Dostoevsky's Brothers Karamazov
 , and Charlotte Brontë's Jane Eyre
 . Unlike previous translations, they were made by well-chosen scholars who undertook their task not by virtue of zeal alone but by their competence in both languages. Nearly every work was preceded by a lengthy Introduction and followed by a carefully compiled glossary. For instance, in translating Hardy's Return of the Native
 , Professor Chang devoted nearly one-quarter of the two huge volumes to detailed annotations of such things as the English wild flowers appearing in the novel. He also made an ingenious attempt to translate Wessex dialect into the dialect of his home in western Shantung.

After finishing the Victorian and Georgian classics, our translators will certainly seize the first opportunity to transplant the finest flowers of contemporary English literature. We know there are no more Robin Hoods on the highways of the British Isles and the children are far better taken care of than in Dickens's days. But we wish to know all this more profoundly and in greater detail. We must read the living authors of contemporary England. Conversely, great changes have taken place in China, even in the last five years. There is one side of national life which is static, and another which is fluid—the mood, the attitude, and the inner voice of a people. This fluid side is generally expressed in the contemporary writing of that people.

The war which the Japanese expected to be so profitable has brought them little benefit. But it has dealt a heavy blow to the general cultural activities in China. The Rising Sun Bombers destroyed the last copy of Shakespeare in a college library. The shortage of paper made publication almost unattainable. And constant air raids on the undefended towns are hardly conducive to the translation of quiet scenes in a novel. War has made a mockery of everything. But it has also made us realize that we need better understanding among nations, to appreciate mutually the agonies, the problems and the aspirations of each nation. The Chinese can no more understand England through Robinson Crusoe
 or King Lear
 than the English can hope to know of dynamic China if they persist in poring over our T'ang poets, who died long before Alfred the Great burned his cakes. Here, I close this short account with a faint protest, and a fervid hope.





陆　翻译：永恒的时尚

早在1919年，罗家伦教授就写道，文学革命是中国接触西方文学的直接结果。历史地看，无可否认，这是正确的。十九世纪欧洲思想家的著作启发了中国的个性觉醒。西方列强强加给我们的不平等条约，点燃了中国民族主义的火焰。事实上，这些内部外部的重要变化，在过去五十年或更长的时间里就已经发生了。华兹华斯的《抒情歌谣集》序言在激励反叛传统形式的过程中，成了灵感的重要源泉，因为它提高了平民语言的地位。总之，许多现代中国作家都是西方文学名家的赞美者、敬慕者，他们大多不懂外文，因此，从新文学运动一开始，翻译西方文学就是一项至关重要的工作。

除了英国文学自身的影响，英语在中国无可比拟的受欢迎程度也使其大受裨益。许多欧洲其他语种的文学名著，中国的翻译家不易得到，像易卜生和安徒生，就都是从英文本转译过来的。俄罗斯的小说在中国特别受欢迎，并对中国作家产生了深远影响，这其实不难理解。十九世纪社会落后的沙皇俄国同富有良知和进步思想的知识阶级形成了鲜明对照，这种情形和军阀混战时期中国的情形十分类似。俄国小说，尤其托尔斯泰那些从道德视角涉及家庭悲剧的长篇巨著，自然对中国读者产生了强烈的吸引力。但在过去三十年的时间里，只有两三个译者是从俄文直译，其他则大都是从像康斯坦斯·加尼特夫人
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 的英文译本转译的。

我只想在这篇小文里，就西方文学对现代中国文学创作不同领域所带来的影响，做个勾勒式的描述。我们那些富有个性的作家，绝对是可教的。在1935年出版的一本自传性散文集《我与文学》里，有近一半的撰稿者都自封是某位西方著名作家的学生。以萧牧为笔名的一位著名翻译家，这样描述他最早接触西方文学时的情景：“就像进入一个奇特的具有异国风情的世界，或者品尝一杯库拉索酒，一股特殊的风味引诱了我。我最先接触的是华盛顿·欧文的短篇小说，他那奇特的想象和绝妙的用词叫我着迷。”

小说家西居接触的第一部西方文学作品是屠格涅夫的《父与子》，“它马上就引起我的兴趣。我一遍又一遍地读，读透了沙俄时期‘父’那一代的衰败和‘子’那一代勇敢的怀疑主义态度。小说是如此的深刻，富有生命力，我由此一下子意识到艺术的伟大。”

奇怪的是，中国最早翻译西方文学的人竟不懂西方语言。林琴南是顽固反对文学革命的保守的死硬派之一。尽管他的翻译常常出错，但作为一位传统学者，他的中译文相当出色。他是靠一位向他口译的合作者来翻译的。从1890年到他去世的1924年，他一共翻译了一百三十余部西方名著，包括《茶花女》、司各特的《艾凡赫》、《鲁宾逊漂流记》和《匹克威克外传》。这些译著虽然简略，错误很多，它们可是最早到达中国的欧洲文学。林琴南翻译的《吟边燕语》（后通译为《莎士比亚戏剧故事》）在中国青年中引起很大好奇，许多人为能读莎剧原作，争相学起了英文。事实上，对英国社会毫无了解的中国读者，照样会为狄更斯笔下大卫·科波菲尔的不幸遭遇而流泪，为《匹克威克外传》中快活的撒姆·惠勒而捧腹大笑。这说明伟大的文学是没有国界障碍的。从此，我们也不再把欧洲当成一座军工厂。

一直到1932年，我们可以确切地说，大多数翻译都倾注了译者极大的热情，但目的性不强。我们对世界文学史的了解也很缺乏，翻译主要是凭个人兴趣，因此，常常出现重复翻译。结果，许多古典名著还没有翻译，而有的书已有了好几个译本。要翻译某位自己选定的作家全集总是需要雄心和毅力，像郭沫若之于歌德、J. M.辛格，赵景深之于契诃夫，李青崖之于莫泊桑。然而，个人的努力毕竟有限，也很少有人能达到目的。不过现在又有转向翻译当前作家的趋势，如厄普顿·辛克莱，尔后是赛珍珠。

翻译在总体上远没有达到令人满意的程度。早在1918年，胡适博士就提出，翻译西方古典文学要有组织有系统地进行。他建议以五年为一个周期，选择一百部长中篇小说、五百篇短篇小说、三百部戏剧和五百位散文家的作品来翻译。但直到抗战爆发前几年，多变的环境使这项卓越的翻译计划搁浅。上一个十年倒是着手实施过两个计划，一是胡适博士主编的《世界文学丛书》，包括由张谷若教授重译托马斯·哈代的《德伯家的苔丝》和《还乡》，梁遇春、袁家骅重译约瑟夫·康拉德的小说，卞之琳重译利顿·斯特雷奇
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 的《维多利亚女王》，还有梁实秋教授后因战争曾中断翻译的《莎士比亚全集》。二是郑振铎教授主持的欧洲文学选本《世界文库》，第一辑包括托尔斯泰的《安娜·卡列尼娜》、尼采的《查拉图斯特拉如是说》、果戈理的《死魂灵》、陀思妥耶夫斯基的《卡拉马佐夫兄弟》，以及夏洛特·勃朗特的《简·爱》。与以前的翻译不同，这次是选择那些不光有热情，还要精通中英两种语言的出色学者来翻译。几乎每本译著前都有长篇序言，书后附有详细的集注。例如，张谷若教授翻译的那两大卷哈代的《还乡》，有近四分之一的篇幅是注，像小说中写到的英国的野花，他都加了注。他还富有独创性地把韦塞克斯
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 方言译成了他老家山东的土话。

翻译完维多利亚时代和乔治时代的古典名著，我们的翻译家自然会不失时机地移植当代英国文学最美的鲜花。我们知道，英国的公路上不会再有罗宾汉，英国儿童也远比狄更斯生活的时代受到更好的照料。但要想深入细致地了解英国，就得读还在世的当代英国作家的著作。另一方面，中国在过去五年里就已经发生了巨大变化
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 ，民族生活有静止的一面，也有流动的另一面，这个民族的情绪、态度和内部声音都在变。这种流变的一面通常是会在那个民族的当代作品中得到表现的。

这场日本人原以为可大捞一笔的战争，并没给他们带来多少好处，然而对中国的文化活动则给予了沉重打击。涂着太阳徽的轰炸机毁灭了我们图书馆的一切藏书，其中包括莎士比亚的戏剧。纸张的奇缺使得出版困难万分。在无防御的城市里经常听到防空警报，当然无助于翻译一部小说中的幽静景象。战事嘲弄了一切。但也正是战争，使我们感到国与国之间深入了解的必要。我们需要知道每个国家当前的苦恼、问题和向往。中国不能通过《鲁宾逊漂流记》或《李尔王》来了解英国，正如英国也不能通过唐诗来了解富有活力的当代中国，毕竟唐代诗人生活的年代远远早于烤糊蛋糕的阿尔弗雷德大帝统治的时代。这里，我以微微的抗议和热切的希望来结束本书。
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1. SOME REFLECTIONS ON THE MACHINE

—Its Treatment in the English Novel and Its Effect on Modern Chinese Intellectuals

The writer and the machine are natural antagonists. The machine by its nature is a persistent threat to every form of craft, and literature, whatever "progress" we achieve, must remain hand-made. So we should not be surprised when we find writers denouncing the machine: what we must discover is whether it is a disinterested hatred, and therefore noble, or whether it is simply egotistical. The former springs from reason, while the latter can only be sentimental.

Not long ago I had an argument with someone who has even less experience of housekeeping than I have. We were arguing whether or not the invention of the vacuum cleaner was a good thing. As she was an enemy of all machines, naturally she condemned the vacuum cleaner without reserve. But for two springs and three autumns I have watched my Cambridge bedmaker, a kind sweet soul, kneeling on the floor for hours on end, brushing the carpet, with the ash and the dust choking her nostrils. So I supported the vacuum cleaner as I would support anything that relieves the repetitive or sordid drudgery of my fellow-beings. But I should of course give the arguments of the other side. My friend said that if she had a house of her own, she would have an intimate feeling for it—a passionate love for every bit of paint and woodwork. She said that the introduction of a machine would harm everything that is valuable. I asked her what she would do if she had a house like Orlando's, with 365 rooms, which the master and mistress could not hope to clean themselves, however passionately they loved it? She said, rather obstinately, that she would expect a maid to love the house as much as she did. All this is not very convincing, but what it does demonstrate is that efficiency and intimacy are both relative. In this connection, I must quote from a broadcast given by Dr. Margaret Mead, an American anthropologist, who came to Britain to lecture on the differences between the British and the Americans. She said:





"When I was being shown over some premises in a south-western British city, by an American and an Englishwoman, a counter was pointed out to me. 'We serve ten thousand meals a month over that inconvenient little counter,' said the American. 'Isn't it wonderful?' said the Englishwoman, thinking of the people serving. 'Isn't it ridiculous?'said the American, thinking of the counter. Because to an American the moral thing to do is not to alter your character and cope, but to go to work and alter the circumstances, fix, not cope. We believe that the good life is easier of attainment if there are no practical difficulties in the way, and all our labour-saving devices which seem to you either luxuries or else likely to soften the character, we regard as ways of setting people free to do other things.

"This means that there is a fundamental difference in the attitude towards things, towards possessions, towards money, in Britain and in the United States. For us, things are just means to an end, a way of freeing a mother to spend more time with her children, or a teacher to spend more time with pupils, a way of whisking father home in a hurry so that he has more time to play baseball with the kids. We are interested in getting things done quicker, more efficiently, so that people may be more human afterwards. But you are interested in making the job itself human; women in Britain are so occupied in a loving cherishing care for someone else that they don't stop to think whether they are saving themselves or not. As an American said to me recently, 'I'll always think of Britain as a country in which someone is lovingly bringing you a cup of tea up three flights of stairs.' When we talk about eliminating the stairs, by lifts or electric tea kettles or even making the family come downstairs all at the same time for breakfast, you think perhaps that we mean to eliminate the love which carried those devoted feet up those century-old stairs."





Well, in China that cup of tea would probably be brought to you from the next street.

Ever since the Industrial Revolution, writers in England have been concerned with the effect of the machine on human life. Samuel Butler, Wells, Kipling, Bennett, Forster, Huxley, D. H. Lawrence, Virginia Woolf—all these have dealt with its impact.

Suspicion of the machine probably began soon after the Industrial Revolution. With my insufficient knowledge of English literature, I dare not dwell too much upon history. Certainly one senses a horror of industrial squalor in Dickens, though he was too robust a writer to philosophize about the machine. Even in the genteel Cranford, the power of the machine can be detected. How badly Miss Matty was let down by the enterprising brokers! But one of the first outspoken denunciations of the machine from an English novelist came in 1872, when Samuel Butler published his Erewhon
 . In that book, written forty years after a Chinese Utopian novel, Ching Hwa Yuan
 , a battle is waged between the machine-minded and the anti-machinists, which costs the lives of half the population. It is not hard to guess that the anti-machine faction wins the day. The Erewhonians are much more good-humoured in their dislike of the machine and in many ways contemplative than the rather hysterical citizens of Aldous Huxley's streamlined world. All the same, the Erewhonians are deeply worried about the domination of the machine, and by the possibility of being one day classified according to horse-power. Butler's objections were not so much objections to the machine itself as to human beings' disastrous reliance upon it. He feared that "To withdraw steam power suddenly will not have the effect of reducing US to the state in which we were before its introduction; it will be a general breakup and time of anarchy such as has never been known; it will be as though our population were suddenly doubled, with no additional means of feeding the increased number".

Mr. H. G. Wells's scientific romances are the blueprints of a whole-hearted believer in the machine. We realize when reading them that the sloverliness of the world infuriated him—he wanted to tidy it up, even at the expense of the individual. He called old-fashioned liberalism "mental habits acquired in an evil time". And in his promised land, his "Modern Utopia", he wants the individual "Not only in good health, but in training. One rarely meets fat people, bald people, or bent or grey." Every person in his ideal world must be "promptly and certainly organized... anyone missing can be traced and found". He wants a file with entries for every one of the 1,500,000,000 members of the world state, like a biologist's card index. This regimentation applies not only to human beings but to buildings. "Any house, unless it be a public monument, that does not come up to its rising standard of health and convenience will be pulled down by the State at the expense of the owners. Any citizen indecently dressed or ragged or dirty or publicly unhealthy, or sleeping abroad homeless, will be arrested." At this point we begin to recognize a nightmare glimpse of contemporary Europe. Indeed, we should admire Mr. Wells's prophetic powers, for in 1903 he had already foreseen the inevitability of sacrificing the individual to the group. He prophesied that "the individual will dwindle as the State grows or organizes" and he accepted this frankly as a necessary evil. He even forecast the prospects for the artist in this new society, with "students in an art school working in competition to design an electric train".

But few of his contemporaries felt the same, and his juniors have taken the opposite point of view; Mr. Wells is a very eminent exception. From my reading of modern English literature I have gained the impression that every serious writer here is a twentieth century Rousseau, advocating an immediate, if not a complete return to nature. This I find most interesting, especially in view of the fact that Britain was the cradle of the Industrial Revolution.

The cornerstone of Mr. E. M. Forster's creed is personal relations. This is the starting point of his internationalism, the inspiration of his struggle for civil liberty. Above all, personal relations are the main theme of his novels. And the arch-enemy of personal relations is the machine, which is impersonal, automatic, incapable of feeling. He hates this world of sham and untenderness, but even his Mr. Wilcox, in Howards End
 , can be saved by the angelic Margaret. But the machine in his story The Machine Stops
 is beyond either pity or salvation: it stands between Kuno and his mother, one of the most sacred of human relationships. In this mechanical world, a lecture only lasts for ten minutes; there are no books except the Book of the Machine. Human ears are deprived of their sensitivity; the duties of parents cease at the moment of birth. Everything is standardized, and travel becomes a futile a air because Peking is just like Shrewsbury. Men avoid nature and fear the light of dawn, they lose the powers of observation and understanding. They worship the machine, obey the machine, and adapt themselves to the machine's demands. In many ways the nightmare is more ghastly than Mr. Huxley's, and the final revolt against the machine is as moving as it is gallant.

There is no question of Virginia Woolf's dislike of the machine, although her dislike is only implied. Throughout her work one can find a fundamental dislike of the modern age, whose hallmark is to her the aeroplane writing advertisements in the sky, its drone interrupting quiet country voices. Mrs. Woolf was not a preacher, like Mr. Huxley, nor a self-appointed prophet, like Mr. Lawrence. She does not condemn. All the same, in Orlando
 she makes a clear distinction between her impression of the sordid, hectic modern age and the glory of the Elizabethans, the grandeur of the eighteenth century. We see Orlando amazed by the modern world. "'Heaven help us,' said Orlando, standing at the window and watching the pigeons at their pranks, 'what a world to live in! What a world to be sure!"' This was the nineteenth century, but already "Everything seemed to have shrunk" and "At a touch, a whole room was lit; hundreds of rooms were lit; and one was precisely the same as the other. One could see everything in the little square-shaped boxes; there was no privacy; none of those lingering shadows and odd corners that there used to be; none of those women in aprons carrying wobbly lamps which they put down carefully on this table and on that." I need not go into the story of Orlando shopping in Knightsbridge, miserable on an escalator, for her degradation will move us to tears. One is inclined to see the end of Between the Acts
 , Mrs. Woolf's last, posthumously-published novel, as her message to her contemporaries, her summing-up of life. Unlike D. H. Lawrence, who became more and more bitter, she was mild in her criticisms, even self-apologetic. She mourns for To-day, rather than denouncing it. In her Pageant, just as the moderns are to take the stage, "the shower fell, sudden, profuse. No one had seen the cloud coming. There it was, black, swollen, on top of them. Down it poured like all the people in the world weeping. Tears. Tears. Tears." And in keeping with the new tempo "The tune changed; snapped; broke; jagged. Fox-trot was it? Jazz? Anyhow, the rhythm kicked, reared, snapped short…Oh the irreverence of the generation which is only momentarily—thanks be—'the young'. The young, who can't make, but only break; shiver into splinters the old vision; smash to atoms what was whole". And then comes the famous mirror in which each member of the audience sees his own reflection, and the impersonal Voice (which we may take for Mrs. Woolf's) pronouncing "Let's break the rhythm and forget the rhyme. And calmly consider ourselves. Ourselves. Some bony. Some fat. (The glasses confirmed this.) Liars most of us. Thieves too. (The glasses made no comment on that.) The poor are as bad as the rich. Perhaps worse.... Consider the gun slayers, bomb droppers here or there. They do openly what we do slyly.…" While Mr. Huxley is exasperated to satire by the modern age, with its conditioned reflexes, its synthetic music and its doses of soma, while Lawrence denounces the stunting of virility, Mrs. Woolf feels for the modern age a harassed pity.

In attacking this mechanized world of ours, no one has been more violent than the hairy prophet of the 'thirties, D. H. Lawrence. T he fact that he came from the home of a miner near Nottingham makes this attack all the more interesting; to others the machine was a symbol, to Lawrence it was an everyday reality. In a sense, he belonged to it, and there is a special taken-for-granted atmosphere about his descriptions of the Midlands. For example, in The Rainbow
 , when Ursula went to the pit owned by her Uncle Tom for the first time, she had a real shock.





"But is this place as awful as it looks?" the young girl asked, a strain in her eyes.

"It is just what it looks," he said. "It hides nothing."

"Why are the men so sad?"

"Are they sad?" he replied.

"They seem unutterably, unutterably sad," said Ursula, out of a passionate throat.

"I don't think they are that. They just take it for granted."

"What do they take for granted?"

"This—the pits and the place altogether."

"Why don't they alter it?" she passionately protested.

"They believe they must alter themselves to fit the pits and the place, rather than alter the pits and the place to fit themselves. It is easier," he said.

…

"Every man his own little side-show, his home, but the pit owns every man.… The woman gets the bit the shop can't digest. What is he at home, a man? He is a meaningless lump—a standing machine, a machine out of work."

The effect is more horrifying and more convincing than any scientific romance, because of its tragic resignation.

In Sons and Lovers
 , Paul explains to Clare:

"You see, I am so used to it I should miss it. No; and I like the pits here and there. I like the rows of trucks, and the headstocks, and the steam in the daytime, and the lights at night. When I was a boy, I always thought a pillar of cloud by day and a pillar of fire by night was a pit, with its steam, and its lights, and the burning bank—and I thought the Lord was always at the pit-top."





This of course is one of the many lyrics which flower throughout his novels. It does not imply a love of industrialism; on the contrary, Lawrence loathed it, but he attacked it without hysteria. Mellor, the gamekeeper in Lady Chatterley's Lover
 , gives a clue to Lawrence's attitude when he meditates on his relations with the lady. "It was not the woman's fault, not even love's fault, nor the fault of sex. The fault lay there, out there, in those evil electric lights and diabolical rattlings of engines." Finally, having put all the blame on the machine, Lawrence dismissed it altogether and sang his Mexican hymns.

D. H. Lawrence's dismissal of the machine, or rather of science in general, is admirably heroic; it is not reasonable. But then Lawrence never reasoned; he hammered his way through arguments. His method is summed up in three short sentences of his own: "You tell me I am wrong. Who are you, who is anybody, to tell me that I am wrong? I am not wrong." (From "Pomegranate". ) He does not argue with Darwin or Huxley; he simply throws them overboard. In his Fantasia of the Unconscious
 he declares:





"I do not believe in evolution, but in the strangeness and rainbow change of ever-renewed creative civilizations."





Towards the end of the book he again declares:





"It is time for the idealist and scientist (they are one and the same really) to stop his monkey jargon about the atom and origin of life and the mechanical clue to the universe. There isn't any such thing… I do not believe one-fifth of what science can tell me about the sun. I do not believe for one second that the moon is a dead world belched off from our globe... I know the sun is hot. But I won't be told that the sun is a ball of blazing gas which spins round and fizzes. No, thank you."





I am very glad that I haven't got to argue with Mr. Lawrence, but if I happened to hear him arguing with someone else in this strain, deep in my heart I would admire him, even if I agreed with his opponent. In Lawrence, we have the resentment of the modern man against the machine at its most articulate. He came from the pits, like Paul in Sons and Lovers
 . He does not see the poetry of Othello
 as a contrast to the soullessness of the machine, because unlike Mr. Huxley or Mrs. Woolf, he is not particularly in love with the past. (Nostalgia for the past is an easy form of escape.) Lawrence stands out as an individual, romantic, defying standardization and in his later years he even defied the laws of life by upholding the individual. He believes wholly in intuition, and scorns analysis.

In one of his poems (I have no idea of its date), called "The Triumph of the Machine", Lawrence predicts the downfall of the machine. Because "in the hearts of some men there still is sanctuary where the larks nest safely".





"And at last

all the creatures that cannot die while one heart harbours them

they will hear a silence fall

as the machines fail and finish;

they will hear the faint rending of the asphalt roads

as the hornbeam pushes up his sprouts;

they will hear far, far away the last factory hooter

send up the last wild cry of despair

as the machine breaks finally down."





In 1932 Mr. Aldous Huxley warned the world against industrialization in his anti-Utopian romance Brave New World
 . In this novel he imagines the horrors of a completely mechanized world. Children are born and reared in the Central London Hatchery and Conditioning Centre. They are fed with tablets and synthetic music from the machine, and Westminster Abbey becomes a kind of cabaret with an organ spilling out scent and colour. Everyone is expected to worship a god named Ford. Then comes John the Savage—who, I suppose, is really John the Baptist, a prophet straight from the wilderness. Here is his argument with the Controller who speaks for the machine while Savage represents the child of nature. When the Controller said:





"We prefer to do things comfortably."

"But I don't want comfort" (said Savage), "I want God, I want poetry, I want real danger, I want freedom, I want goodness, I want sin."

"In fact," said Mustapha Mond, "you're claiming the right to be unhappy."

"All right then," said Savage defiantly, "I'm claiming the right to be unhappy."

"Not to mention the right to grow old and ugly and impotent; the right to have syphilis and cancer; the right to have too little to eat; the right to be lousy; the right to live in constant apprehension of what may happen to-morrow; the right to catch typhoid; the right to be tortured by unspeakable pains of every kind."

There was a long silence.

"I claim them all," said Savage at last.

Mustapha Mond shrugged his shoulders. "You're welcome," he said.





From this conversation one gathers that the Savage is not quite logical. Is it because Mr. Huxley's objection to the machine is sentimental, rather than rational? If the Savage (or Mr. Huxley for that matter) had been a miner, digging in the dark, hundreds of feet below ground, or a sailor, battling against waves and gales, he would almost certainly be willing to exchange danger for the safety offered by the machine. He would be glad of any device, a compass or a mechanical digger, which would safeguard his life. No doubt Mr. Huxley means his Savage to stand as a colourful contrast in the nightmare Utopia he has created. The Savage drinks only mustard and hot water, and escapes from the ordered modern world to a lighthouse in Guildford, Surrey. The Savage declares he does not mind where he goes—"Anywhere, so long as I can be alone."

If escape from the machine were as easy as taking a Southern Railway train to Guildford, I can assure you that I should be one of the first passengers—and with a single ticket. Unfortunately, this idea is as futile as China's attempt in the nineteenth century to keep her door shut upon the world.

In China we have felt the benefits of science in a different way from you. In the first place, the machine was derived from your own Renaissance, but we Orientals have never nurtured it. Science is alien to us, and we accepted it in its applied form only because of its obvious advantages of comfort and security. The London buses of to-day are a development of your Victorian horse-omnibus, and who knows, perhaps the next development will be air transport over London, with aerial conductresses shouting "Hold tight, we're taking off.'' But the motor buses in Hong Kong or Shanghai have no tradition behind them. Your wireless sets are, in a way, the successor of your pianolas and your musical boxes, at least to a foreigner like myself, but the wireless sets in China seem just like miracles dropped from heaven. (I am speaking for my own generation and the one before). But our next generation will be machine-minded; they will take it all for granted. It is the business of the Chinese intellectuals to see that they do not take it for granted. They must study the benefits of science, and its potential dangers. The machine was introduced into Japan with a jerk; hence her present tragedy. China only escaped by not introducing the machine at all—thanks to her traditional bigotry. Now, having bled beneath the rage of the tanks, the devastating power of the Zero planes, she has begun to accept the machine in real earnest—though I would not say wholeheartedly. If the machine is accepted by China without some form of "control-switch" there is no reason why it should not produce the same result as in Japan. The installation of a control-switch is just as important as the introduction of the machine.

What force constitutes this switch? It is not a simple question. First of all, we can see it in its national aspects. In Britain, your traditional respect for the individual seems to me to be the switch. Britain remains a place fit for human beings in spite of the Industrial Revolution because there are certain things that people simply will not allow. Your liberalism has so far formed a kind of safeguard against the domination of the machine. To me, the English always seem to be saying, through Mr. Forster or somebody else, "Use the machine gently...gently...."

The Soviets have managed to control the machine by quite a different system. They do not mind its going full speed ahead provided the machine is not under the control of individuals. In other words, they feel that the machine is a safe tool in the hands of the State, when there is no question of one individual exploiting another what the sociologists call capitalism.

China has indeed learned a lesson through the comi-tragedy of modern Japan: she is anxious to keep the machine under control. But which way will she choose?

It seems the Liberal way is to control the switch-board while the Socialist way is to control the hand. In a sense, the control of the hand is more thorough and dependable, but who is to control the hand? That remains to be settled. Here lies one of the major paradoxes of our time.

Many of our problems would be solved if all factory owners were fair-minded and kindly by nature, but that is an illusion in which we cannot indulge. Therefore it seems to me anything but safe to leave the matter in the hands of the temperamental individual.

One of Mr. Huxley's chief grudges is the present tendency of things to become automatic. As a Chinese, coming from a country where the social services are underdeveloped, I would not hesitate to advocate "automatic" social service. The matter is after all relative, and there is no doubt that the more "civilized" we are in the superficial and worldly sense, the more things must be systematized. While a Tibetan minstrel can earn an honourable living by singing and playing his lute from tent to tent, he would be a nuisance if he tried to do so in the city of London, where everyone is busy with their files and portfolios. Medical insurance schemes were not necessary in Elizabethan days, because there were still people with leisure enough to be philanthropic. Nowadays we are all too busy. The institutions which have become accepted in England, such as the receipt of the old age pension, are still in China dependent upon humane impulses—that is, upon charity. There, few can gain entry to a hospital simply because they are ill. They must qualify financially, or they are at the mercy of the medical authorities. If automatism brings an increase in the rights to which we are entitled, then for heaven's sake let automatism prevent me from being a beggar.

In China there are three different attitudes towards the machine; in a sense one might say that they are three phases of the same reaction. There was the stage of violent opposition, the stage of condescension, and finally blind admiration. But I must warn you that until quite recently these reactions were chiefly influenced, if not entirely governed, by internal and external events.

In the seventeenth century Chinese resentment against science was purely a matter of national arrogance. We refused to adopt anything that came from the West, because we thought quite simply that if we were good enough as a people, then all our institutions must be good enough. So when a German astrologer, Schall, tried to introduce the Solar calendar into China, he was first rebuked by native scholars, and finally died in prison of a broken heart. That was in the sixteen-forties, and a scholar of the time, Yang Kwang-hsien, wrote, "We would rather live without an accurate calendar than adopt an alien one. Without an accurate calendar, we may miscalculate the cycle of the moon, or miss an eclipse, but the Empire will prosper just the same. Once we have foreigners muddling our a airs, I am afraid it will be like bringing fire to a heap of logs." Other scholars tried to discredit mechanical inventions by sheer sophistry. Wang Jen Chiu (1832-1916) wrote:





"What is a steamship but the clumsiest of ships, and field guns but the clumsiest of cannons. The virtue of a ship lies in its speed, and the best cannons should be easily manoeuvrable. Now, these barbarous ships cannot sail an inch without being fed with coal, and their guns cannot be raised or moved without involving several hands. If one meets a brave soldier in the battlefield who rushes at one with bloody sword, we cannot but be killed."





But events proved that the steamship was not clumsy; on the contrary, the steamship brought devastating changes, both from the economic and the military point of view. For some long time China was stunned; still disliking Western science, she was frightened by its achievements. When arrogance is mingled with fear, a curious mood results. There is a story of Hu Lin-yi (1812-1861), a famous Chinese general at the time of the Taiping rebellion. During the siege of the city of Anching, he rode one day to the summit of Dragon Mountain to study the lie of the land. He came to the bank of the Yangtse, and there he caught sight of two foreign steamships, sailing westward as fast as a galloping horse and as light as the wind. Hu changed colour, and for a long time was unable to utter a word. Then he gathered up his reins and made for his barracks. On the ride back, he spat up blood and nearly fell from his horse. He had been ill for some time, but after this incident his disease became worse, and in a few months he died.

By 1900 the whole nation had realized that unless a compromise could be found between Chinese tradition and Western technique, the nation might cease to exist. So a high official, Chang Chih-tung, found the courage to write-





"To know the West without knowing China is to break one's heart. To know China without knowing the West is to be deaf and dumb."





He wanted it clearly understood that the West must be accepted only as a "technique". He wrote, "As long as one preserves the Confucian mind, observes the Confucian code, and as long as one obeys the Emperor and protects the people, then what harm can it do to ride in a railway carriage or to sail in a steamship?" This remark was not without point; shortly before, Tseng Chi-tse, another high official, had aroused the resentment of half the nation by making the journey to his native land, Hu-nan, by steamship. The watchword of the Manchu Dynasty
6

 (after its various defeats) was "Adopt the Western body, but preserve our Chinese soul". If you had gone to China before 1937, you would have found many embodiments of this idea. For example, an Oriental-Occidental architecture has been very popular in recent years. One sees buildings with the dignified exterior lines of ancient Chinese structures, with highly glazed roofs and carved or painted beams, and inside Western systems of electric lighting, plumbing and central heating. The Peking Union Medical College, Yenching University, the National Library of Peking, the Ministry of Railways in Nanking, and the new Southwest Union University in Kunming, built in the last three years, are all on this plan.

A very accomplished artist of yours, Mr. Leon Underwood, in his book Art for Heaven's Sake
 (1934, Faber and Faber, London) says very sensibly, "By all means let the machine clean our boots and fill our larders, but not our dreams. If necessary, stick a mine shaft in your front garden—but keep a corner of your back garden into which you can retire from its noise to listen to the song of the thrush. The five chairs of your necessity shall be made by a machine, but not the sixth—make it yourself for your own pleasure. Type your circulars and keep a pen for your love-letters." This kind of adaptation within a homogeneous culture is comparably easier to achieve, but the assimilation of a heterogeneous culture creates quite a different problem.

But when this blending is introduced into music or painting, we feel a certain incongruity, if not actual incompatibility. Can one paint traditional Chinese subjects on rice paper after the Dutch school, or in the Venetian manner? The Albert Hall may be able to hold an international audience all shouting "V" for "Victory" but art is a much less robust business. It is fragile and hypersensitive, it demands a high degree of integrity, and cannot achieve perfection by makeshift methods.

While Chinese diplomats were debating the world's problems at Versailles, the Chinese at home were plunged in a furious philosophical battle with the anti-science idealists such as Mr. Liang Shou-yen on one side, and the materialists, headed by Dr. Hu Shih, Mr. Chen Tu-hsiu, and Mr. Li Ta-chao on the other. Mr. Li Ta-chao later became a Communist and lost his life as a martyr to his belief. The subject of this nation-wide controversy was the relation of science to life. The European war was constantly referred to, but the materialist contended that this war had been entirely due to the Anglo-German clash over markets, and had had nothing to do with the evil effects of science. The controversy reached its height in 1922, when both sides enquired, pertinently enough, whether Chinese civilization could co-exist with that of the West, and if it could not, how and where adjustments could be made. Both sides were anxious that Chinese civilization should survive, but the materialists were even more anxious to see it become a part of world civilization.

The thinking Chinese have never been cured of their deep-seated mistrust of the machine. Each time a calamity befalls the West, their voices are raised. At the end of the last war, a Chinese scholar wrote:





"It is against the natural course of human a airs to let expediency override the fundamental. There are advantages in Western civilization, but let us not inflict ourselves with its vices. If Confucius had the control of aeroplanes and submarines, I am sure he would not employ them to harm the innocent."





Ku Hung-ming, a brilliant Chinese student in England who had translated a number of Chinese classics into English, became a fanatic against the machine, also at the time of the last war. He wrote:





"When the Westerner teaches you to be good, he makes you either fear God or fear the law. Without fear of either, even brothers and near neighbours cannot trust each other."





As the guns roared on the continent of Europe, an outcry for "Spiritual civilization" arose in China, and many prophets claimed that Western civilization was already collapsing. In 1919, Liang Chi-chao wrote his Impressions of Europe
 in which he described the Great War as "a nemesis of the purely materialistic, purely mechanistic view of life which the West was evolving".

Those suspicious voices can still be heard, even after thirty years. Since 1939, the whole globe has been aflame once more with the flash of guns and the glare of bombs, and Prof. Chien Mu, our well-known historian, wrote recently:





"The whole world is now passing through a new experience. The Europeans have reached saturation point in their attempt to turn knowledge into power and to seize the wealth of the earth. The machine has already shown its ghastly fangs more than once, ready to engulf the whole of mankind. The inequality of their society has also reached an acute degree. There is no more New World to be discovered, no more potential colonies to be shared out among the powerful. Hundreds of millions of lives are sacrificed in each war. Unless this war has extinguished the lamp of Western civilization altogether, they are bound to turn down a new path before long. They may either revert to the Greek way of living or formulate a Neo-Christianity, or even turn to the East for salvation. China has learnt her lessons at such colossal costs that it is inconceivable that she will repeat the disastrous process."





Although no one has yet tried to make out that the machine has a soul, it is nevertheless not quite the bogy that our grandparents in the nineteenth century thought it. I was once told a charming story about two Arabian gentlemen who came to this country on a visit, at the invitation of the British Government. They were of course shown all the sights, the Mersey Tunnel, a wireless station, television, and so on. It was a great treat for the two gentlemen from the desert. When they were leaving, your official asked them what they would like to take back with them, as a sort of souvenir; he probably expected a request for a television set, or a dictaphone to record the original of Omar Khayyám's Rubáiyát
 . But not at all. The two Arabian gentlemen looked around them for some time, but, to the disappointment of the official, could think of nothing of particular interest. Presently one of the visitors, thinking to himself that in the desert water is more precious than anything else, broke the awkward silence by asking for a couple of water-taps, one for cold water and one for hot, thinking how wonderful it would be to get water simply by turning a tap.

It is a ridiculous story, and for all I know it may not even be true, but it serves my purpose as an illustration of our conception of science in the last century. First we sneered at your useful taps. Then we admitted condescendingly that it might be a good idea to pick up one or two of them. The Japanese not only got hold of the taps, but sent out a number of their people to be trained as plumbers. But their plumbers never learned how to turn off the water at the main. From 1898, the year of the Great Reform, men of a airs in China began to get hold of the taps, without knowing what to do with them, while the intellectuals held the pipes—long winding things—without connecting with the taps. But I must make my metaphors clear. By the taps, I mean the products of applied science. Long before we understood the principles of the locomotive, the aeroplane and the telephone, we had begun to enjoy the speed of the railway, the convenience of the telephone and the magic of the aeroplane. But until very recently we have not been able to manufacture any of them. By the pipes, I mean the scientific attitude—observation rather than contemplation, reason rather than intuition, analysis rather than synthesis. That change of attitude has been affecting our intellectuals for a long time. But I see as the latest and most mature manifestation of China's attitude towards the machine the realization that the tap must be connected with the pipes. In the early 'twenties, scholars were still arguing, while the warlords went on with their meaningless civil wars, each side equipped with the latest weapons, often purchased from the same source. It did not take long for us to realize that the tap must be connected with the pipes. We realized too that the machine was not the only asset of Western civilization, and that the machine itself had a wide background and a long tradition. Not long ago Prof. Yang Jen-pien pointed out in an article that up till now China's attitude towards science had been too utilitarian, too eager for practical benefits. "Western civilization," he wrote, "is based on a whole range of theoretic science. Although Newton was a great scientist, he invented no machine during his lifetime. The theory of gravity to-day forms an important pillar of modern science, but in his time it was of no practical value. And to go still further backward, had it not been for the emancipation of humanism during the Renaissance which enabled human beings to open their eyes to the phenomena of nature, not even the genius of a Newton could have made the discovery. Darwin once regretted his inability to appreciate Shakespeare. We cannot enjoy science without acquiring the vast storehouse which is its background."

This sober attitude is a fairly new one, and in my opinion it represents a further evaluation of the West.

I have often thought about the invention of traffic lights. They are conspicuously placed, so that one cannot help looking at them, and for me they have a double symbolism. First, they represent the good and bad of democracy. Think of the boredom and waste of time when the red light holds you back, although there is no traffic to go through the other way. And if that happens at midnight when there are not many policemen about, anyone would be tempted to slip across. But when the traffic is heavy, think how safe you feel, cycling boldly across with enormous army lorries rattling and raging at your shoulder. In 1940, I think many people had lost their faith in democracy. They read about long-winded debates in Parliament and thought of the highly mechanized forces waiting on the shores of Calais. Many of us were impatient with the red light then. And some even tried to slip across, with or without success. But in the long run the way of democracy won the battle, because the German way, though efficient, is one-way only. And when a one-way street gets congested, heaven help everyone!

The second significance of the traffic light is its function of controlling the machine. It is a counter-invention, designed to tame speed and headlong power. Suppose the inventor of electric power had forgotten to invent the switch! Few of us would be here to-day. When trams were first introduced in Peking in the early 'twenties, I was still a child, and the trams were a real danger. I always used to think how terrible it would be if one of them changed its course and charged along one of the narrow hutungs
 , smashing up the little houses with their red wood furniture. When I was first taken for a ride I was reluctant to go, for I had heard a rumour that if the tram by some accident became electrified all the passengers would lose their eyesight. I was an odd child, and I decided that I could not risk so much, just for a ride. It took me a long time to discover that the tramdriver had a number of levers with which he could control his vehicle. It was the same with the motor-cars—we used to call them street-tigers. Even to-day, when I come in contact with something highly mechanized, I am anxious first of all to see how the thing is controlled. All nightmares about machines are based on the fear of loss of control. Do you remember the eating machine in Charlie Chaplin's "Modern Times" when the man almost lost his teeth and half his head? Mr. Forster's machine got out of control; so did Mr. Huxley's. We say in China that one should not give up eating because of a choking-fit. What we need is a powerful and efficient switch for each powerful and efficient machine, ruthless traffic lights for ruthless speeding lorries.

Once things have been invented, it is futile to try to get rid of them again. It simply can't be done. How many radio sets could we smash up, you and I, even if we raided all the houses we pass each day? Therefore I am sure that the only safeguard is to encourage the counter-inventions, so as to keep the inventions under control. By so doing I feel that we can avoid the destruction of the individual and at the same time see that this irresistible progress is bearable. So, while the inventors are busy with new forms of speed, let the cautious produce more traffic lights. We may have political traffic lights, in the form of an enlightened constitution, or economic traffic lights, by controlling private capital. There is one basic safeguard we must make sure of—a liberal education and an adequate system of social service. The first will make sure that the individual is more than a cog in this gigantic modern world-machine, and the latter will see to it that no individual is at the mercy of another. Whither China? Whither Britain? Whither humanity? The answer can only be given by the silent history that ticks like a gas-meter behind us all. I am not a Government agent, and have never been one. I do not speak for anyone but myself. But the China I want is neither an antique shop nor a workshop. I do not wish to see her shrink from progress. If necessary, I say to this infant of a New China, if necessary, take all the risks, brave all the impossibilities, but make your way, with a warm heart, a cool head and two skilful hands, against the cruelty of nature and the bonds of outworn institutions.

So far we have been examining the reaction of our Chinese writers towards the machine. Now we come to the question of the future of Chinese culture. I must confess that I am a dull person, and have neither the imagination nor the courage to indulge in glorious daydreams. I know that I should be a better propagandist, and you would be a more stimulated audience, if I could give you a rosy picture of post-war Chinese culture. But first of all we must ask ourselves "On what does a culture depend?"

In considering the prospects for Chinese culture, we must not forget the economic future and the question of political stability. We all know that a system of liberal education is the foundation of a flourishing culture, and political upheavals and social insecurity are both enemies of education. Poverty in China has been an immense obstacle in the progress of mass education. Again, if you study the subjects in which Chinese students abroad have specialized, you will discover that from 1931, the year of the invasion of Manchuria, technical subjects became more and more popular, until there were hardly any students taking general cultural subjects. For example, instead of taking biology, they would take a more narrowly specialized subject, animal husbandry; instead of general engineering, shipbuilding or steel construction. It is not that these young Chinese have no feeling for culture. I know at least one medical student who loves his gramophone records of classical music far better than his anatomy specimens. The explanation is that these young people have become more and more aware of the nation's pressing need, and have in many cases sacrificed their own inclinations.

Another indirect outcome of the Manchurian invasion (one which even Lord Lytton did not discover) was the introduction of military training into Chinese schools and colleges. Up till then we had resisted the idea of regimenting our young people. We had introduced the pleasant make-believe of the Scouts and Guides, but we never dreamed that the throwing of hand-grenades could be included in a school's curriculum. During my last two years as an undergraduate, I was caught up in this new movement. How I fidgeted in that grey uniform, lying in ambush in the wheatfields, taking part in sham battles! Will military training still be a necessity for schools after this war? I think you will agree that the answer lies with the statesmen rather than with the schoolmasters.

Measures announced by government spokesmen in time of war are mostly a matter of expediency. But when the storm subsides, and calm returns, the weary, harassed young Chinese, like the young Britishers, will return to their war-scarred homes. As the ugly memories of pain and misery fade, their thoughts will begin to clarify.

If we believe that our long, rich heritage of civilization has any meaning, then we can trust their vision of the future.

[Lecture delivered at the China Institute, London.
 ]





壹　关于机器的反思

——兼论英国小说对现代中国知识分子的影响

作家和机器自然是对立的。就其本质而言，机器对任何一种形式的手工艺都是一种持久不变的威胁，而无论我们在文学上取得何种“进步”，文学都必须是手工的。因此，当作家们极力谴责机器的时候，我们不必惊讶。但我们必须弄清楚，这种谴责是出于一种客观公正的仇恨，因而也算得上正直，抑或仅仅是一种自高自大。前者是事出有因，后者是感情用事。

不久前，我同一位比我还没有家务经验的女士争论真空吸尘器的发明是不是一件好事。她是所有机器的敌人，自然毫不留情地谴责真空吸尘器。因为我在近三年的时间里，总是见到剑桥为我打扫房间的和蔼可亲的工人，一连几个小时跪在地板上，在呛人的尘埃里刷地毯，我当然支持真空吸尘器的发明。凡能减轻我们单调、乏味、重复、肮脏工作的任何东西我都支持。但我当然也应给出一些对方的理由。我那位朋友说，如果她有一幢自己的房子，她就会生出一种亲昵的感情，会爱上每一片油漆和每一件木制品。她说，使用机器将危害一切有价值的事物。我问她，倘若她有一幢像奥兰多那样的房子，有三百六十五个房间，虽然男女主人都很爱惜房子，但他们不可能亲自打扫所有房间，那怎么办？她十分固执地说，她希望找位像她一样珍爱房子的女仆。这并不能令人信服，但它确实证明效率与温情是相对的。关于这一点，我想引用美国人类学家玛格丽特·米德博士在来英国的一次演讲中论及英国人和美国人的不同时所说的话：





一个美国人和一个英国妇女领我在英国西南的一座城市里转。美国人指着一个柜台对我说：“我们一个月就要在这么不方便的柜台提供一万份饭菜。”想着为人服务的英国妇女说，“这不是很好吗？”还在想着柜台的美国人说，“这不可笑吗？”因为对一个美国人来说，他的道德不是改变本性去将就，而是去改变环境，去解决问题，不是应付问题。我们相信，如果没有实际困难挡道，美好生活更易于达到。那些让你们觉得奢侈或很可能使人性情变温和的节省劳力的设备，在我们看来，只是一些将人们解放出来干其他事情的方式。

这意味着，英美两国人在对待事物、私人财物和金钱的态度上有着根本的不同。对我们而言，所有事情都只是达到目的的方式，一种使母亲从家务中解放出来更多陪陪孩子的方式，一种让老师更有空指导学生的方式，一种让父亲飞奔回家以便有更多时间陪孩子玩棒球的方式。我们的兴趣在于做事快捷、有效，以使人们随后活得更像“人”。但你们的兴趣则在于把事情本身当作“人”；英国妇女如此热心忙于把别人照料得体贴入微，以至不能停下来想一想，她们有没有解救自己。最近，有位美国人对我说：“我感觉在英国这样的国家，有人会爬三层楼为你亲切地端上一杯茶。”但当我们谈到用电梯或电茶壶淘汰楼梯，甚至一家人在同一时间下楼来吃早餐，你们也许以为，我们是要消除你们辛劳的双脚爬上有百年历史的楼梯所承载的爱。





当然，在中国，这杯茶可能得从另一条街上给你端过来。

工业革命以来，英国的作家一直关注着机器对人类生活所产生的影响。塞缪尔·巴特勒、韦尔斯、吉卜林、贝内特、福斯特、赫胥黎、D. H. 劳伦斯、弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫等，都论及这种影响。

在工业革命发生之后不久，就出现了对机器的怀疑。以我对英国文学的有限知识，我不敢对这段历史深究。但人们能从狄更斯的小说中感受到一种对工业肮脏的恐惧。狄更斯太尖锐了，以致不能从哲理的角度来描写机器。在上流社会的克兰福德，机器的影响力也显现出来，马蒂小姐对那些富有事业精神的经纪人有多失望啊！但英国最早坦言指责机器的小说之一，是塞缪尔·巴特勒1872年出版的《埃瑞洪》
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 。这部小说比中国的乌托邦小说《镜花缘》晚了四十年，讲述支持机器的人与机器反对者之间的战争，这场战争使一半的人口丧生。不用猜，机器反对派占了上风。比起奥尔德斯·赫胥黎笔下高效世界里歇斯底里的人们来，埃瑞洪人对机器的反感更为友善，而且他们会从多方面进行思考。但他们同样为机器的支配而深深苦恼，并担心将来有一天可能会被按马力分类。与其说巴特勒反对机器本身，不如说他更反对人类对机器灾难性的依赖。他担心“突然取消蒸汽力将不会让我们回到机器出现以前的状态；世界要全面崩溃，沦为前所未有过的混乱状态，仿佛人口突然翻倍，却没有养活所增人口的相应办法”。

赫·乔·韦尔斯的科学幻想小说成了机器的忠实信徒手中的蓝图。读他小说的时候，我们能感觉到他对这个不整洁世界的愤怒，即便牺牲个人，他也要使这个世界整洁起来。他称过时的自由主义为“邪恶时代养成的心理习惯”。在他描画的“现代乌托邦”里，每个人“不仅身体好，而且都得到锻炼，几乎遇不到胖子和秃头、佝偻腰和脸色暗淡的人”。生活在他理想世界里的人，“得到及时的组织，走失的任何人都能被寻踪找到”。他为这个大同世界十五亿人建立起个人登记档案，类似于一位生物学家的卡片索引。这种编制不光对人，也应用在建筑上。“除了公共纪念馆，任何没有达到健康和便利标准的住房都将由房主自费拆除。不修边幅、衣衫褴褛、精神失常、露宿街头的人，都要逮捕。”从这一点，我们能够看出当今欧洲梦魇的一瞥。我们确实应当称赞韦尔斯先生的预见力，因为他在1903年就已经预见到为集体牺牲个人利益的不可避免性。他预言，“随着国家的有序发展，个人利益将减少”，而且，他把这作为必要的邪恶坦然接受下来。他甚至预见到艺术家们在这新社会的情景，“艺术院校的学生们为设计一列电力火车而展开竞赛”。

然而，韦尔斯先生的同代人中没有几个抱有同感，他的晚辈都反对他的观点，这使他成了非常特殊的人物。通过阅读现代英国文学作品，我得到这样一个印象，每一位作家都是一个二十世纪的卢梭，提倡直接回返（即便不是完全回返）自然。考虑到英国是工业革命的摇篮这一事实，我发现这实在太有趣了。

爱·摩·福斯特信条的基础是人际关系，这是他国际主义的起点，激励着他为公民自由而斗争。最重要的是，人际关系是他小说的主题，而人际关系的首要敌人就是机械、非人性和没有感官的机器。他憎恨这个虚伪、毫无温情的世界，不过即使是他笔下《霍华德别业》里的威尔科克斯先生也能被具有天使性格的玛格丽特拯救。但在他的小说《机器休止》里，机器超越了同情与拯救，它挡在孔诺母子之间，母子关系可是人类关系中最神圣的。在这个机器的世界里，演讲不能超过十分钟，除了机器规章没有旁的读物。人的听觉失去灵敏，父母的责任在生育那一刻即告终止。一切都标准化，旅游成为一种徒劳无益的事，因为北平和什鲁斯伯里
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 也没什么不一样。人们回避自然，害怕黎明的曙光，完全失去了观察力和理解力。他们崇拜机器，服从机器，适应机器的需要。这梦魇在很多方面比赫胥黎先生小说中描述的更可怕，而且，最后对机器的勇敢反叛是那么地动人。

弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫对机器的反感自不必说。虽然她的反感很含蓄，但读过她的作品便会发现她非常讨厌当今这个时代：飞机把广告写上蓝天，单调的嗡嗡声打破了田园的宁静。吴尔夫夫人不是赫胥黎先生那样的说教者，也不是像劳伦斯先生自封为先知。她不谴责。然而，在《奥兰多》里，她将现代的肮脏与喧嚣同十八世纪伊丽莎白时代的辉煌与壮丽鲜明对等。奥兰多为现代世界感到惊奇，“‘上帝啊，’他站在窗边看着嬉戏的鸽群说，‘我们生活在一个什么世界！这是一个怎样的世界！’”这是在十九世纪，“一切似乎都已经缩小”，而且“轻轻一碰，一整间房子亮了，数百间房子亮了，一间房和另一间房是惊人地相似。人们在这些小方匣子里便能看到一切，没有了隐私；没有了逡巡的暗影和奇特的角落；没有了系围裙的女人把晃动的油灯小心地放到这个桌上，再放到那个桌上”。我无需多说那个去耐斯布瑞奇购物、在电梯上苦恼的奥兰多的故事，因为她的堕落已然感动得我们落泪。我们很容易从吴尔夫夫人死后出版的《幕与幕之间》的结尾，看出她是在为自己的生命作总结，给她的同时代人传达信息。这是她的最后一部小说。她不像劳伦斯那样批评越来越严厉，她的批评始终很柔和，甚至带有自我辩护的意味。与其说她在谴责今天，不如说她在为今天而悲伤。在她的露天剧场，现代人要登台时，“突然下起了阵雨。没有人看到大块的乌云移到了头顶。雨水倾泻下来，似乎全世界的人都在悲伤，流泪，流泪，流泪”。为与这新的节奏协调，“曲调变换，噼啪声，破裂声，一阵一阵的。是狐步舞曲？还是爵士乐？总之，乐曲到剧烈激昂处戛然而止哦，幸好年轻一代的傲慢无礼只是暂时的。这些不能制造只会破坏的年轻人，把古老的梦幻击得粉碎，把整个的东西打成碎片”。接着，那面有名的镜子出现了，每位观众都能从镜子里看到自己的影像。一个冷淡的声音（大概是吴尔夫夫人的）宣告：“让我们打破节奏，忘了韵律，静静地考量自身。我们自己。我们中的瘦子，胖子，能从镜子里得到映证。而我们中大多数人都是说谎者，也是小偷，但这无法从镜子里看出来。穷人像富人一样坏，或者更坏。想想到处都有持枪的凶手和丢炸弹的人，他们公开做着我们秘密做的事”赫胥黎先生对现代，连同现代的条件反射、虚假音乐和致人迷醉的苏麻液，进行激烈的讽刺，劳伦斯抨击对男性生殖力的阻碍，而吴尔夫夫人则对现代既怜且恼。

对我们这个机械化世界的抨击，没有谁比毛发浓密的先知劳伦斯更猛烈。他生在邻近诺丁汉的一个矿工家庭，这使他对工业社会的抨击越发有趣。机器对别人是个象征，而对劳伦斯却是每天的现实。在某种意义上他属于机器，因此，他对米德兰人的描述具有一种特别的理所当然的风格。例如，他在小说《虹》中写厄休拉第一次去她汤姆叔的煤矿时受到震动：





“这地方是不是像看上去的那么可怕？”年轻的厄休拉问道，眼神里有一丝紧张。

“这里就这样，没有隐藏什么呀。”他说。

“为什么这里的人都那么哀伤？”

“他们哀伤吗？”他答道。

“他们好像都有难言的忧伤，”厄休拉激动地说。

“我看他们不是这样。他们把这看成很自然的事。”

“把什么看成自然的事？”

“这个——煤矿和整个地方。”

“那他们为什么不把它改变一下？”她激动地提出异议。

“他们相信必须改变自己以适应煤矿和整个地方，而不是改变煤矿和整个地方来适应他们，这样做更容易。”他说。

……

“每个男人都有自己的那点小节目，都有自己的家，但煤矿拥有每个男人。女人只是得到一点商店消化不了的零头。一个男人在家中是什么？是一堆毫无意义的肿块，一架站着的机器，一架赋闲的机器。”





因为劳伦斯揭示出人对于机器悲剧性的顺从，所以他的小说比别的科幻小说更叫人感到震惊，也更令人信服。

在《儿子与情人》中，保罗跟克莱尔解释说：“你看，我已经完全习惯了，我会怀念这一切的。不，我喜欢各处的矿井，喜欢成排的卡车、车头箱，喜欢白天的蒸汽和夜晚的灯火。小时候，我就总想，白天里的一缕云烟，夜晚的一片火光，是矿井升腾起来的蒸汽、灯光和燃烧的河岸。我想，上帝一直在矿井的顶端。”

这当然只是劳伦斯小说中许多抒情的精华段落之一，它并不暗指对工业主义的爱。相反，劳伦斯憎恨工业主义，只不过他的抨击不带有歇斯底里的狂热情绪。《查泰莱夫人的情人》中，猎场看守人梅勒在反思他和查泰莱夫人的关系时，为劳伦斯对工业主义的态度提供了线索：“这不是女人的错，更不是爱的错，也不是性的错。错全在这里那里那些邪恶的电灯和机器恶魔一般咔塔咔塔的响声。”最后，劳伦斯把罪责全部推给机器，唱出了他的墨西哥赞歌。

劳伦斯对机器的摒弃，更确切些说是对科学的摒弃，其勇敢精神值得钦佩，但这是非理性的。劳伦斯从不推理，他只是反复灌输他的论点，其方法可以用他自己的三句话来概括：“你跟我说我错了。你或者任何人凭什么说我错了？我没错。”（《石榴树》）他不同达尔文和赫胥黎争论，而是干脆把他们的书丢到水里。他在《潜意识幻想曲》中宣称：“我不相信进化论，倒是相信事物的奇异性，相信彩虹替换、花样翻新的创造性文明。”他在这本书的结尾再次表示：“理想主义者和科学家们（他们是一码事），谈论原子、生命的起源和机器对宇宙的提示，该是让他们停止胡言乱语的时候了。没有这回事有关太阳的科学，我连五分之一都不信。说月亮是从地球喷发出来的一个死亡的世界，一秒钟我都不信。我知道太阳是热的，但要我相信太阳是一个转着圈旋转，嘶嘶作响，炽热燃烧的气球——不，谢谢。”

我很高兴没有和劳伦斯争论，但假如我有机会听到他在用这种调子同人争论，虽然我会站到他的对立面，可我还是从心底佩服他。劳伦斯的作品明显表达出现代人对机器的厌恶。像《儿子与情人》中的保罗，他出身于矿工家庭。他不认为诗剧《奥赛罗》与没有灵魂的机器形成对比，因为他不像赫胥黎先生和吴尔夫夫人，他对过去没有特别的爱恋（追忆往昔是一种容易的逃避形式）。劳伦斯是位浪漫的富于个性的人，蔑视一切标准化的事物。他在晚年甚至因坚持个人而反对生活规律。他完全相信直觉，而不屑于分析。

劳伦斯在一首题为《机器的胜利》（我忘了它的写作日期）的诗中，预言了机器的没落，因为“人的心灵仍是避难所，云雀在里边安然筑巢”。





最后

因被一颗心灵收藏而不死的造物

听到一声沉寂的降落

是机器的失败和终结；

听到柏油路轻微的撕裂

鹅耳枥树生出嫩芽；

听到远方工厂最后的汽笛

传递着最后绝望的狂喊

机器终于崩溃。





1932年，奥尔德斯·赫胥黎在他的反乌托邦科幻小说《美妙新世界》中，警告世界提防工业化。他在这部小说里想象描画出一个完全工业化世界的恐怖。幼儿在中央伦敦孵化与条件设置中心出生并得到抚育，他们的饮食是药片和从机器发出的人造音乐，西敏寺变成了歌舞表演的餐馆，一架管风琴迸泻出芳香和色彩。每个人都崇拜一个叫福特的上帝。还有野蛮人约翰，一位直接来自旷野的先知，我想他肯定是《圣经》中施洗的约翰。下面是一段代表儿童天性的野蛮人和机器代言人中心主管的争论。





（主管说：）“我们喜欢愉快舒适地做事。”

“可我不要舒适，”（野蛮人说，）“我要上帝，我要诗歌，我要真正的危险，我要自由，我要善良，我要罪恶。”

“事实上，你是在要求不幸福的权利。”穆斯塔法·蒙德说。

“你说对了，”野蛮人挑衅地说，“我就是在要求不幸福的权利。”

“你还没说衰老、丑陋和病弱的权利；染上梅毒和癌症的权利；食不果腹的权利；浑身生满虱子的权利；生活中永远为明天担忧的权利；感染伤寒的权利；以及被各种难以言说的痛苦所困扰的权利呢。”

长时间的沉默。

“我也要这一切权利。”野蛮人最后说。

穆斯塔法·蒙德耸耸肩，说：“那就请便吧。”





由这段对话可以推断，野蛮人的逻辑十分混乱。是因为赫胥黎先生对机器的反对太过感性而非理性了吗？假使野蛮人（或赫胥黎先生）是个矿工，在地下几百尺的黑暗里挖煤，或者是名海员，要同狂风巨浪搏斗，他当然是愿意用机器提供的安全来替换危险。他会乐于接受能够保护他生命的任何设备，不论是一个指南针或是一架机器挖掘机。赫胥黎先生无疑是要让野蛮人站在他所创造的噩梦般乌托邦的鲜明对立面。野蛮人只喝芥末加热水，而且从有序的现代世界逃到了萨里郡吉尔福德的灯塔上。野蛮人声明，他并不在乎去哪里。“只要能一个人独处，哪儿都行。”

如果逃避机器像乘坐南线火车到吉尔福德那么容易，我向你们保证，我会买张单程车票去做第一批旅客。不幸的是，这个主意跟十九世纪的中国还试图闭关锁国一样无效。

在中国，我们已经以不同于你们的方式感受到科学的好处。第一，机器起源于你们的文艺复兴，我们东方人从来也没有养育过它。对我们来说，科学是异域的东西，我们接受它只因了它应用起来有舒适和安全等不同方面的好处。今天，伦敦的公共汽车是从维多利亚时代的公共马车发展而来的，下一步，谁知道呢，也许要发展覆盖伦敦的空中交通，那时，空中女售票员就得喊：“抓紧喽，我们起飞啦。”可香港和上海的公共交通背后没有这种传统。你们的无线电收音机，至少对像我这样的外国人来说，是替代了自动钢琴和八音盒，但中国的无线电收音机却像是天上掉下的奇迹。（我说的是我这一代和我上一代），我们的下一代将具备机器头脑，并把这当成十分自然的事。中国知识分子的职责就是关注他们不要将其视为理所当然。他们必须学习科学的好处，并研究它的潜在危险。日本是猝然间引进的机器，所以导致她今天的惨剧发生。而中国因完全没有引进机器而逃避了惨剧的发生，这要感谢她固执的传统。如今，遭受过坦克蹂躏和零式战斗机摧残的中国，已经开始真心实意地，我还不能说是全身心地接受机器。倘若中国接受了机器，而没有某种“控制开关”，就没有理由不产生同日本一样的结果。安装一个控制开关，与引进机器同等重要。

这个开关是由什么力量构成的呢？这并非是个简单的问题。首先，我们来看看它所在国家的情形。在英国，我觉得你们尊重个人的传统就是开关。尽管英国发生过工业革命，但英国还是一个适合人类的地方，因为某些事是人们所不能容许的。到目前为止，你们的自由主义已经能够防护机器的支配。我似乎总觉得听到福斯特或别的英国人说，“使用机器悠着点儿悠着点儿”

苏联人以另一种迥然不同的体制来控制机器。只要机器没在个人的控制下，他们并不在乎机器的全速发展。换言之，在没有社会学家所称的资本主义的人剥削人的情况下，他们把机器看成掌握在国家手里一件安全的工具。

中国确实从现代日本的悲喜剧里得到一个教训，日本急欲要控制机器，可她选择的是怎样一条路呢？

社会主义的方法是控制手，而自由主义的方法似乎是要控制开关键盘。在某种意义上，对手的控制更为彻底，也更可靠，但谁去控制手？这是个留待解决的问题，也是我们这个时代主要自相矛盾的话题之一。

如果所有的工厂主天性公正、善良，那我们的许多问题都能解决。对这种错觉我们不能迁就。因此，我想，让一个喜怒无常的个人来掌握局面是绝不安全的。

赫胥黎先生怨恨的主要是目前事物的自动化趋向。我来自社会服务尚没有发展起来的中国，我作为一个中国人毫不犹豫地提倡“自动化”的社会服务。事物总是相对的，从表面和世俗的角度看，我们越是“文明”，越应更加系统化。一位西藏歌手可以通过一个帐篷一个帐篷地唱歌、弹奏六弦琴，挣得可观的收入，但他要是到伦敦城来表演，就会叫人讨厌，因为伦敦的每个人都忙于各类文件、档案。由于人们有足够的空闲从事慈善工作，所以在伊丽莎白时代还用不着医疗保险。而我们现在都非常繁忙。英国已经建立起许多制度，诸如领取养老金，而这在中国仍要靠富有同情心的冲动之举，也就是仁慈的菩萨心肠。中国人因为没有钱，生病很少上医院，否则他们只得任由医务当局摆布。如果自动化带来公民权益的增长，那就让这种自动化看在老天的分上，让我避免沦为乞丐吧。

中国人对待机器有三种不同的态度，某种意义上也可说是同一种反应的三个阶段：激烈反对，屈尊俯就，最后盲目赞美。但我要提醒你们的是，直到最近，这三种反应即使不是完全受内部和外部事件的左右，也主要是受它们的影响。

中国人在十七世纪敌视科学纯然出于民族的傲慢自大。我们拒绝接受来自西方的任何东西，因为我们极其简单地认为，—作为一个民族，我们是足够好的，那我们所拥有的一切制度必定也是好的。所以，当德国的占星家汤若望想把太阳历介绍到中国来的时候，起初遭到中国学者的非难，最后心力交瘁，死在狱中。
3

 那发生在十六世纪四十年代，当时有位叫杨光先
4

 的学者写道：“宁可使中夏无好历法，不可使中夏有西洋人。无好历法，如汉家不知合朔之法，日食多在晦日，而犹享四百年之国祚。有西洋人，吾惧其挥金以收拾我天下之人心，如火于积薪之下，而祸发之无日也。”别的学者也都力图以十足的诡辩让机器的发明蒙羞。王壬秋（1832—1916）写道：“蒸汽船何其笨拙，野战炮何其粗笨。船要跑得快，大炮要易于移动才行。现在，要是不填煤，这些野蛮的船连一寸也无法航行，要是没几个人动手，大炮根本无法升高或移动。而如果战场上你遇到勇敢的士兵挥舞着淌血的战刀向你冲来，手起刀落就完事了。”
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然而，事实证明蒸汽船一点也不笨。相反，蒸汽船带来经济和军事两方面的重大变革。尽管中国仍然反感西方的科学，但她已被西方的成就吓昏了头，惊得目瞪口呆。傲慢混杂着恐惧，势必产生一种奇怪的心绪。这里有一则关于胡林翼（1812—1861）的小故事，胡是太平天国起义时期清廷的一位著名将领。那是安庆被围时，有一天，胡骑马登上龙山山顶查看地形。回到长江边上，忽然看见两条外国蒸汽船向西疾驰而过，快如奔马，轻若疾风。胡面色大变，老半天说不出一个字来。然后他拢紧马缰转回营盘。他在马背上吐血，险些掉下来。他本来就抱病多日，这件事以后，他的病情日益加重，几个月以后，就病死了。

到了1900年，整个民族已经认识到，若不在中国传统与西方技术之间寻求调和，将关系到民族的存亡。朝廷命官张之洞颇有勇气地写道：“知外不知中，谓之失心；知中不知外，谓之聋瞽。”

张之洞希望人们可以清楚地明白，西技只是为了“经世致用”。他写道：“如其心圣人之心，行圣人之行，以孝弟忠信为德，以尊主庇民为政，虽朝运汔机，夕驰铁路，无害为圣人之徒也。”这正说到点子上。就在此之前不久，另一朝廷高官曾纪泽乘蒸汽船回湖南老家，还曾激起极大的民愤。清帝国的口号是“中学为体，西学为用”。倘若你们在1937年以前到过中国，就能发现这一思想的许多具体体现。例如，近年来，西洋式东方建筑已非常流行。建筑外形还体现着中国传统建筑的威严，高高的琉璃瓦屋顶，雕梁画栋，内部构造已完全西洋化，电灯、水管装置和中央供暖。北平协和医院、燕京大学、国立北平图书馆、南京的铁道部，还有最近三年建立的昆明西南联大，都是采用这种建筑形式。

你们有位杰出的艺术家利昂·安德伍德，在他的《为上帝的艺术》一书中很明智地说：“总之让机器擦亮我们的高筒靴，填满我们的食品库，但不能干涉我们的梦。如果需要，你可以在前花园安置一座矿井，但别忘了在后花园保留一个角落，那里听不到矿井的噪音，却可以听画眉歌唱。必需的五把椅子可以用机器制造，但第六把椅子得留着自己打造以消闲通知可以打印，但要留一支笔用来写情书。”像这种同种文化里的适应较易获得，但异种文化的同化作用却会产生截然不同的问题。

当这种融和被带进音乐和绘画，即使不是真的不相融和，我们也能感到某种不协调。有谁能模仿荷兰画派或威尼斯画派在宣纸上表现中国的传统主题吗？阿尔伯特纪念堂
7

 可以容纳喊“V”表示“胜利”的国际观众，但艺术却不是这样蓬勃的商业。它脆弱，过于敏感，要求高度的诚实，投机取巧无法达到完美。

当中国的外交官在凡尔赛就国际问题辩论的时候，中国国内也陷入一场激烈的哲学论战，一方是反科学的理想主义者，如梁漱溟
8

 ，另一方是以胡适博士、陈独秀和李大钊为首的唯物主义者。李大钊后来成为一名共产主义者，为信仰牺牲了生命。这场全国范围内论争的主题，是科学与生活的关系。第一次欧洲战争也始终是关注的焦点，唯物主义者把这场战争全然归于英德两国争夺市场的冲突，而与科学的邪恶影响毫不相关。这场论战到1922年达到高峰，双方均从相关立场出发提出质疑，中国文明能否与西方文明共存，如果不能，该如何和在什么地方进行调节。论战双方都渴望中国文明存在下去，只是唯物主义者更热切盼望中国文明成为世界文明的一部分。

理性的中国人对机器的不信任根深蒂固，从来就没有得到治愈。每一次灾难降临到西方的头上，这种声音就会抬头。上次大战末期，一位中国学者写道：“以权宜之计践踏基本法有违常情。西方文明有不少长处，但我们必须保证不使我们自身蒙受西方文明的罪恶。如果孔子能开动飞机和潜艇，我敢肯定，他不会使用它们来伤害无辜。”
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卓越的留英学生辜鸿铭曾把一些中国古典名著译成英文，而在上次大战期间，他却成为了一位狂热的机器反对者。他写道：“西方人教你善良，是要使你要么恐惧上帝，要么恐惧法律。若没了这样的恐惧，就连兄弟和近邻都不能彼此信任。”
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在欧洲大陆枪炮轰鸣的时候，中国响起了“精神文明”的呼声，有许多预言家宣告，西方文明正在没落。1919年，梁启超在他的《欧游心影录》里，把第一次世界大战描述成是纯然唯物主义、西方人纯然机械论生活观的天惩报应。

三十年过去了，那些怀疑的声音仍能听到。1939年以来，整个地球再一次燃起枪弹炮火的闪光。中国著名历史学家钱穆教授近来写道：“整个世界正在获得一种新经验，欧洲人试图把知识变为权力，掠夺地球上财富的势力已经达到饱和点。机器好多次暴露出可怕的獠牙，急欲要吞没整个人类。已经再也没有新大陆可发现，再也没有潜在的殖民地可供列强分享。每一次战争，都要有成百上千万人丧生。除非这场战争把西方文明之灯完全熄灭，否则他们是不会接受一条新途径的，要么复归古希腊的生活方式，要么有系统地阐释一种新基督教，要么干脆转向东方寻求拯救。中国学习西方文明已经付出巨大的代价，重蹈覆辙是难以想象的。”
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尽管没人能证明机器有灵魂，可它实在也不是十九世纪时我们的祖辈所想象的大妖怪。我曾听过一个有趣的故事，讲述两个阿拉伯绅士受英国政府之邀来访，自然大开眼界，参观了默西隧道、无线电台、电视等等。这对两位来自沙漠的客人来讲是难得的乐事，离开时，英国官员请他们选一件用得着的纪念品带回去，而且估计他们会想要一台电视机或能录《鲁拜集》原文的录音机。但根本不是这样。两位阿拉伯绅士环顾四周好一会儿。让官员失望的是，两人对这些并没有特别的兴趣。不久，其中一个阿拉伯人打破了尴尬的沉默，觉得在沙漠里没有比水更珍贵的东西，于是他要了一对水龙头，一个冷水，一个热水。他想，只要一拧龙头，就有水喝，是多么美好啊！

这个故事很可笑，自然也不可信，但它可以作为我的例证来说明上个世纪中国人的科学观。最先，我们嘲笑你们那有用的龙头，尔后，我们屈尊地承认，能得到一两个龙头也许是个好主意。日本人不仅获得了龙头，还派出许多人接受培训成为管子工。但他们的管子工从未学会如何关掉总开关。从1898年戊戌变法以后，中国的实业家们开始接触龙头，却不知用它来干什么，而知识分子手里握着又长又卷的管子，又无法与龙头连接。我得明确这个隐喻了，龙头我是指实用的科学产品。我们了解机车、飞机和电话的原理之前，早就开始享受着铁路的速度、电话的方便和飞机的奇妙。但直到最近，我们才能够制造它们。管子我是用来指科学的态度：观察而非沉思，理性而非直觉，分析而非综合。这种态度的改变影响了中国知识分子很长时间。我觉得，中国知识分子认识到龙头必须与管子连接，是中国对机器的态度最新、最成熟的表现。二十年代初期，学者们辩论的时候，正值军阀们进行着毫无意义的内战，每一方都用从同一来源购得的最新式武器装备起来。我们没用多长时间就懂得了龙头要和管子连接。我们也认识到，机器不是西方文明的唯一财产，而且，机器自身有其广阔的背景和悠久的传统。不久前，杨人教授在一篇文章里指出，直到现在，中国对科学的态度还是十分功利性的，只求实际的好处。他写道：“西方文明是以全方位的理论科学为基础的。牛顿是位伟大的科学家，可他这一生并未发明机器，但在他那个时代没有实用价值的地心吸力理论，却构成今天现代科学的重要基石。再向上追溯，幸而有文艺复兴时期人文主义的解放，使人类在自然现象面前打开了视野，要不即便天才的牛顿也不会发现什么。达尔文曾经后悔无法欣赏莎士比亚。我们也不能在没有掌握丰富科学知识的情况下享受科学。”
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这种态度是种新的清醒客观的认识，我以为它体现出对西方更深意义上的评价。

我常想到交通灯的发明，置于路口显著位置，人们禁不住要看。对我，交通灯具有双重的象征意义。首先，它体现着民主的好与坏。如果红灯停时，另一条路上没有车辆通过，你会觉得交通灯讨厌，耽误时间。若是在半夜，附近没有警察，遇到这种情况，就有人想溜过去。但当交叉路口交通拥挤，庞大的军车队伍在你身旁吭哧吭哧等红灯，而你骑着单车大胆穿行时，想想你会感到多么安全。1940年，我想许多人已经丢掉了民主的信仰。他们读着议会上冗长的讨论报告，想起集结在加来的德国机械化部队，许多人对红灯失去了耐心，有的甚至试图溜过去，有成有败。从长远考虑，民主之路会赢得战争。因为，虽然德国之路是高效的，却只是单行道。单行道拥塞不堪了，人人只能自求多福！

交通灯的第二个意义在于它控制机器的功能。这是一项反发明，是要控制速度和冲力。假如电力发明者忘了发明开关，那我们今天就剩不下几个人了。二十年代初，有轨电车刚出现在北京街头时，我还是孩子，真觉得那东西危险。我总想，要是哪辆车脱了轨，冲进一条窄胡同，撞毁许多房子和里面的红木家具，得有多可怕。我头一次坐有轨电车是非常不情愿的，因为我听传言说如果电车跑了电，乘客都会失明。我是个怪异的孩子，决定还是不为坐一次而去冒险。过了好长时间，我发现电车司机手里操纵着几个控制杆，像汽车一样——我们管汽车叫“街老虎”。即便现在，每当我接触高度机械化的东西，首先关心它能否受控制。我做的关于机器的噩梦，就是恐惧它失去控制。你们记得查理·卓别林《摩登时代》里那架差点叫他掉了牙、丢了半拉脑袋的机器喂食机吗？福斯特作品中的机器失去了控制，赫胥黎的也是。中国人常说不能因噎废食。我们需要的是为每一部强力高效的机器配置一个强力高效的开关，为那些无情的高速卡车，安装无情的交通灯。

东西一旦发明出来，想再摆脱它，总是徒劳无益，简直不可能办到。咱们，你们和我，纵然每天查抄所经过的每一幢房子，又能打碎多少收音机？因此，我确信，为使发明的东西得到控制，唯一的保护是鼓励反发明。我觉得，这么做能够避免个人的毁灭，同时也能使人承受得起这不可抗拒的进步。在发明家忙于发明新式变速器的时候，就让小心谨慎者制造出更多的交通灯。我们有开明的宪法这一政治交通灯，也要有控制私人资本的经济交通灯，还应有一个基本的保护，即一种自由的教育和适当的社会服务机制。前者确保个人不仅仅是这个庞大的现代机器世界里的一个齿轮，后者确保个人不会任由他人摆布。中国向何处去？英国向何处去？人类向何处去？答案只能由在我们身后像煤气表一样嘀答前进的沉默的历史做出。我不是个政府代理人，从来也不是，我只代表自己讲话。我心目中的中国既不是一个老古玩店，也不是一个生产车间。我不想看到她止步不前。如果必要，我要把这称为一个“新中国”的婴儿，面对自然的残酷和陈腐制度的束缚，以热情的心、冷静的头脑和灵巧的双手，冒尽风险，向一切不可能的事物挑战，走出自己的路。

到此，我们一直在探讨中国作家对机器的反应。现在，我们来谈论中国文化的未来。我得承认，我是个愚笨的人，没有想象力，也没有勇气沉醉在迷幻的梦想里。我想，如果我能向你们描画出战后中国文化的光明前景，我该是个不错的宣传员，而你们这些听众也能兴奋起来。但首先，我们必须自问“文化依赖的是什么？”

要研究中国文化的境况，决不能忘记经济前景和政治稳定的问题。我们都清楚，一个自由的教育体制是文化兴盛繁荣的基础，而政治动乱和不安全的社会因素都是教育的大敌。中国的贫穷对大众教育的进步是一大障碍。另外，如果你们留心中国留学生所学的科目，就会发现，自从1931年日本侵略东北，学习技术科目越来越流行，几乎没有人选修一般的文化科目。例如，他们选择更为狭窄的专业科目，像畜牧业，而不选生物学；选择造船业或钢铁建筑业，而不选一般的工程技术。这并不是说这些年轻的中国学生对文化没感情，至少，我认识这么一位医科学生，比起他的解剖标本，他更喜欢他那部能播放古典音乐的留声机。这只能解释为，这些年轻人越来越清楚民族的迫切需要，在许多情形下牺牲了自己的爱好。

日本侵略的另一间接结果，是中国的学校和大学引进了军事训练。（连利顿勋爵都没有注意到这一点。）曾几何时，我们还在反对把年轻人组织起来训练。我们曾愉快地假扮侦察员和向导，可从没有梦想学校的课程把投手榴弹包括进来。我在大学的最后两年，正好赶上这场新运动。穿着那灰制服，埋伏在麦子地里，参加模拟战，令我感到坐立不安。学校在战后还会需要军训吗？我想，你们会同意，答案得问政治家，而不是学校的校长。

政府发言人在战时公布的措施，多是出于权宜之计。当暴风雨平息下来，一切归于平静，疲乏、焦虑的中国青年会像英国青年一样，回到他们饱受战争之苦的家园。随着痛苦悲惨、不堪回首的战争记忆渐渐黯淡，中国青年的思想将越发明晰。

如果我们相信中国悠久丰富的文明遗产有价值，那我们也就能够相信他们眼中的光明前景。

［此篇为作者在伦敦中国学会所作的演讲］





2. IBSEN IN CHINA

—And the Chinese Annoyance at Bernard Shaw

In China, Ibsen is looked upon as a social surgeon rather than as a playwright. For a decade he was almost idolized by the Chinese intelligentsia. Not that we chose him, rather he expressed the mood of the young Chinese when the literary revolution was launched. In those days, China was so hopelessly ill, that she needed a daring doctor capable of prescribing the most desperate remedies. Ibsen appeared the most violent iconoclast to us then. It is difficult for a Westerner to imagine the effect on us when we found a dramatist inciting wives to flee from their egoistic but lawful husbands and making a hero of a crazy doctor who defies the unanimous decisions of a whole town. Social conventions dating from the time of the Yellow Emperor began to be challenged. Individuals began to assert their right to think and act. China, the giant sleeper in the valley of eternity, suddenly woke up from an agonizing nightmare. For the nineteenth century had come to be associated with poverty, corruption and the threats of "ocean devils". The great Chinese Empire was about to sink at any moment. Fate was merely waiting for the partitioning powers to agree. Young Chinese had read the ominous stories of India and Korea. Aware of the impending danger, they were naturally appalled, impatient and deeply angry with native traditions that bound the feet of their women and bent the backs of their men. They revolted, and the Imperial executioner cut off many an intelligent head in the Covent Garden of Peking. But the revolt continued. The Chinese press itself was aflame. In 1909, a newspaper editor was sentenced to one year's imprisonment for printing the headline: To Save China We Need Violent Upheaval. And from 1909 on there was indeed an upheaval! Feuds among waning warlords, demonstrations by students, anarchists and communists. Placid, stoical Confucian China suddenly became a cauldron seething with an unprecedented concoction of good and evil.

In the midst of the revolt, young Chinese, especially those who had studied abroad, found sympathizers in Europe. Foremost of these was the Norwegian dramatist Ibsen. His works seemed to express their own resentment against existing society and their passion for revolt. Too excited to bother about the details of his theatrical art, they called to him from their desperate loneliness, "Beloved teacher, at last we have found you!" He was hailed by young China as a comrade rebel, a champion of individual rights. Thus an Oriental shrine was built for the Sage from Scandinavia. Like all shrines, of course, it was not a permanent one. However, Ibsen was revered by the intellectuals of rebellious China for well over a decade, a very juvenile but memorable decade during which both problem plays and problem fiction enjoyed a nation-wide vogue.

With the rising popularity of the vernacular, nothing could have departed more from tradition than the modern Chinese drama. It was first experimented with by a group of Chinese students in Tokio, and the earliest European plays adapted were La Dame aux Camélias
 and Uncle Tom's Cabin
 . Both appealed strongly to the Chinese who were suffering from racial oppression, and the bonds of a narrow matrimonial convention. But no European playwright had been introduced into China seriously and systematically before Ibsen. About 1917, translations of his plays began to appear in New Youth
 , the leading organ of the movement. A Doll's House
 was followed by The Enemy of the People
 and others, including The Lady from the Sea
 . The sexes were still segregated on the Chinese stage, and at that time men were proud to play the role of the mutinous Nora. In 1918, Dr. Hu Shih, the guiding spirit of the movement(former Chinese Ambassador to Washington) published his essay on Ibsenism. He presented Ibsen as the most sound social doctor for China, "the quintessence of the healthy individualism of the last century. To improve society, we must first build up a sound self, a free and independent personality, critical of our existing environment. We must have the courage to speak the truth, to attack society when it becomes corrupt, like that indomitable soul, Dr. Stockmann."

Ibsen's popularity in China between 1917 to 1921 cannot be exaggerated. For a time the theme of a play was crudely interpreted as "the social problem it dealt with". Obviously it was also held by critics as a convenient criterion. Some have accused our moralizing critics of counting the number of fashionable terms like "hunger" and "exploitation" employed by the author before they passed their final verdict as to whether a work was "solid". But playwrights themselves also formed a habit of describing their works in terms of "problems" dealt with. One author wrote apologetically, "Although the play is aesthetically immature, I am glad to say that I have touched on matrimony and rural bankruptcy, the two up-to-date social problems confronting us." The People's Theatre in its opening announcement in 1921 declared, "Mr. Bernard Shaw once said that the theatre is the place for propaganda. Although we do not fully endorse this, we can at least say that the age to look down on drama as a form of recreation has definitely passed. The modern theatre is a wheel to drive social progress forward; it is also a microscope to detect the diseases in our environment. It is a merciless mirror in which all the squalid aspects of our community life will be reflected."

Exposure of social injustice and evil has always been a favourite theme of Chinese fiction. Innumerable novels and stories had been written throughout the ages caricaturing wicked mandarins and rapacious country squires. These were in fact the sole outlet for public sentiment under the Imperial regime. This cardinal function of our literature has continued till to-day without a break, from The True Story of Ah Q
 by Lu Hsün to Chang Tien-yi's Mr. Hua Wei
 . Thanks to Ibsen, this attempt became even more conscious and deliberate. In the Chinese plays of the 'twenties, the settings were often laid in an atmosphere of corruption, the plot evolving in a family full of concubines, with an ostensibly Confucian but inwardly rotten public figure as chief protagonist. In this inferno, one hears the affected titters of prostitutes, the yawns of millionaires and the mutters of the oppressed. It is not unusual at the climax to have a sober youth flourishing a torch who condemns all the "lice and worms of an accursed society", and welcomes with open arms a vague and undefined new world. One fact that particularly interests me is that Ibsen was an anarchist in youth. The early period of modern Chinese literature was strongly anarchist in character. It expressed a vehement indignation with this clumsily created world and a passion for a rosy paradise where the individual is free.

It is quite safe to say that there is a vein of Ibsenism in nearly every Chinese author. Kuo Mo-jo, one of our most prolific and versatile writers, in his three historical plays written in 1922 entitled Three Rebellious Women
 , preached a mixture of socialism and feminism. Cho Wen-chun
 , for instance, is the story of a widow of about 100 B. C. who eloped with the scholar Ssu-ma Hsiang-ju who had wooed her by playing his lute. For centuries this incident had been regarded as a shocking scandal. Kuo chose this theme to champion the right of a widow to remarry. The performance of this play by the girls of a Normal School in Chekiang province in 1923 caused the dismissal of its president. Later it was gravely condemned as obscene by the local Educational Board.

After a while the development of problem plays satisfied neither the pure dramatist nor the ideologist. Not Ibsen but the restless spirit of young China was really to blame. Looking back on the waves that washed the banks of modern Chinese literature one finds, to the great displeasure of the Marxists, that the tide immediately following Ibsen's individualism was romantic even to the verge of decadence. When the mania for the serious Ibsen subsided, Oscar Wilde and Baudelaire in various exotic hues caught the imagination of young Chinese writers. In poetry, "the flower of fire" (in block type) was an image used to excess. In drama, the popularity of problem plays was supplanted by that of the sentimental plays of Tien Han, founder of the famous Nan Kuo Movement. For a time, the stage nearly drained the tear-ducts of Chinese theatre-goers. When they heard that Goethe's The Sorrows of Young Werther
 had caused many suicides in Germany, several ultra-sensitive souls promptly sacrificed their lives after seeing Tien Han's Tragedy on the Lake
 , or after reading Kuo Mo-jo's Fallen Leaves
 . However, this morbid condition did not last long. In 1925, when the incident occurred in which the Shanghai police protecting the interests of Japanese mill-owners, shot a number of Chinese students and workers, the whole country was flooded with natural indignation. Creation Society, the influential literary group which had been mainly responsible for the decadent trend, suddenly became the passionate exponents of proletarian literature. Thence began the literary civil wars which lasted until the outbreak of the Sino-Japanese war in 1937 when Chinese writers formed a united front.

Technically, the problem playwrights made a serious blunder. They had grasped the social gospel of Ibsen and preached it in earnest. But they had overlooked the function of popular entertainment. Consequently problem plays became synonymous with medieval didactic plays. Of all the alleged "disciples" of Ibsen, Bernard Shaw is the best known in China. His visit to us a decade ago was as eventful as that of Tagore, though he came merely as a tourist. But how intimately he is associated with the problem play is difficult to say. The average reader is probably most impressed by his devastating humour and fantastic and fruitful situations. That he is the most successful preacher among modern playwrights is beyond doubt. There have been many attempts to build him a shrine in China. However, a somewhat unfortunate occurrence once served as a warning to all problem playwrights. In the spring of 1921, a Chinese audience rudely cold-shouldered Mrs. Warren's Profession
 . Till then, adaptations of European plays had been mainly supported by the student class. An ambitious producer, Mr. Wang Chung-hsien, wanted to extend his audience to the ordinary theatre-goers of Shanghai. It took him a long time to persuade several popular actors and actresses to take part in the Chinese version of Mr. Shaw's play. Generally, the theatre in which it was to be produced advertised its programme in two newspapers only. This time, Mr. Wang decided to advertise in five. But the most prosperous day of this "problem play" was only 60 per cent of the leanest day of an ordinary variety. Even more regrettable, in the second act, when Mrs. Warren began to tell Vivie the story of her life, several fashionable ladies in the front stalls rose to leave and not without grumbling. After this heavy blow, the producer good-humouredly commented on his ungrateful and unintelligent audience: "Some of them quite failed to understand the play, some understood but found the plot lacking in surprise. Some had moral objections to Mrs. Warren herself and others disliked the repetition of such frequently abused terms as 'freedom of woman' and 'economic equality'. Of course to those who had seen the play abroad, our performance was far below European standards." Some impulsive critics immediately suggested that we should separate "play" from "ism" altogether. Mr. Wang, however, preferred a compromise. He wanted plays with simple progressive ideas and an intriguing plot. We could thus assure the intelligentsia of the country that we were still on the right track while sparing the yawns of an unintellectual audience.

This "patching-up" scheme did not meet with the approval of the more serious-minded. Admittedly, Chinese dramatic critics began to question the advantage of linking problem to play. Prof. Wen Yi-to, author of Dead Water
 , thought the whole question was but a comedy of errors. "Modern drama came to China by accident. The first playwright happened to be Ibsen, and Ibsen happened to use drama as a medium for preaching his social ideas, so we have imagined ever since that the idea is the foremost element of drama. When Wilde, Shaw, Hoffmann and Galsworthy were introduced to us their ideas always came before their art." The protest of Prof. Chao T'ai-mo was even more frank. He warned playwrights that they had no right to employ actors as mouthpieces for their views on social and political problems. "I think we have misplaced art and life altogether. It is the domain of art to seek into the depths of human nature and to express the fundamental power of life."

To be fair, the primary motive of the entire literary movement was social reform. At first, the campaign was really "psychological reconstruction". Literature was the medium. Art seems to have come in as an afterthought. Since then, Chinese critics have become increasingly sophisticated. But in the beginning of the Republican era, the young Chinese generation, of whom the writers were the most articulate, was like an adolescent. The sudden realization of the vastness of the outside world dazzled him, but the senseless civil wars and wretched conditions at home made him despair. He was tormented by both past and present. The future held nothing but uncertainty. He longed to be healthy and free like others, but he did not know how. He was not yet armed with the means of revolution, nor had he mastered weapons of sarcasm. But he realized that mere pessimism was no solution. This helpless, undefined anger culminated in a state of aloof solitude. He was like a dissatisfied boy, tramping a filthy back lane on a sunny afternoon, with his hands in his pockets. He spat at everything. Even to the little dog rushing up to play with him, he would cry "Go away, and leave me alone!" Ibsen seemed to have understandingly patted the back of this sullen downhearted child. When Dr. Stockmann gallantly concluded in The Enemy of the People,
 "The strongest man on earth is he who stands most alone", he seemed to have expressed young China in that memorable period far more than Confucius in any of his utterings.





贰　易卜生在中国

——中国人对萧伯纳的困扰

与其说易卜生在中国被视为一个戏剧家，还不如说他被当成一位外科医生，专治各种社会问题。十年间，他几乎被中国知识分子顶礼膜拜。并不是我们选择了他，而是因为当文学革命发起时，他表达了中国年轻一辈的心声。当时中国病入膏肓，需要一位勇敢的医生，能给她开出最大胆的药方。而对我们来说，易卜生是最猛烈攻击传统观念的人。西方人难以想象易卜生对我们的影响：这位戏剧家煽动太太们从合法但自私的丈夫身边逃走或将一位敢于蔑视全镇一致通过的决定的疯狂大夫塑造为一位英雄。在中国，始自黄帝时期的社会习俗受到挑战。个人要求维护自己思想和行为的权利。中国这个在永生山谷里沉睡的巨人，突然被从一场痛苦的噩梦中惊醒。十九世纪的中国同贫穷、腐败和“洋鬼子”的威胁联系在一起。大清帝国随时都会沉没，命运只能是等待列强的分割。中国的年轻一辈读了印度和朝鲜有警示意义的小说，清楚认识到迫在眉睫的危险，他们自然对妇女缠足、男人打躬作揖的传统习俗感到恐惧、不耐烦并极其愤怒。他们反叛了，有许多富于思想的头颅，被清廷刽子手在菜市口砍下。反叛在继续，中国新闻界也燃烧起来。1909年，有位报社编辑因印刷标题“只有剧变才能救中国”被判处一年徒刑。但从1909年开始，中国确实开始了剧变！日渐衰落的军阀之间出现仇恨，学生、无政府主义者和共产主义者开始示威游行，平静、禁欲的孔教中国，突然变成一口前所未有的煮沸的大锅，锅里调配着善良与邪恶。

在反叛期间，中国的年轻一辈，尤其那些留洋学生，找到了欧洲的支持者。第一位便是挪威戏剧家易卜生。他的剧作似乎表达出他们自身对现行社会秩序的憎恨和对反叛的热望。他们太兴奋了，以致并不去考虑易卜生戏剧艺术的细节，他们因为自身绝望的孤独而呼唤他：“亲爱的老师，我们终于找到你了！”他被年轻的中国当成一位叛逆的同志和个人权利的捍卫者。就这样，这位来自斯堪的纳维亚的圣人的东方神殿建立起来了。当然，像所有的神殿一样，它也不是永恒的。但易卜生受反叛的中国知识分子的崇拜达十年之久，在这幼稚却令人难忘的十年里，问题剧和问题小说在中国国内广泛流行。

随着白话文的日益普及，没有比现代中国戏剧更背离传统的了。一群在东京求学的留日学生作了最早的尝试，最先改编的是两出欧洲戏《茶花女》和《黑奴吁天录》。它们对遭受种族压迫和婚姻习俗束缚的中国人具有强烈的吸引力。但在易卜生之前，并没有哪位欧洲戏剧家被认真而有系统地介绍到中国过。大约1917年，易卜生戏剧的译作开始出现在新文化运动的喉舌《新青年》上，先后有《傀儡家庭》、《国民公敌》、《海上夫人》等剧作。当时中国的舞台上还禁止男女同台，男演员为能饰演叛逆的娜拉而感自豪。1918年，新文化运动领导人胡适博士（前中国驻华盛顿大使）发表《易卜生主义》一文，称易卜生为救治中国最高明的社会医生，上个世纪健康的个人主义的典范，他认为要改进社会，必须首先确立健全的自我、自由独立的人格，并对现行社会状况提出批判。要像《国民公敌》里那个不可征服的斯托克曼一样，敢于说实话，敢于攻击社会腐败情形。

1917年到1921年间，易卜生在中国非常受欢迎。那时，一出戏的主题总被粗略地理解为它所“涉及的社会问题”。显然，这对批评家来讲也是实用的标准。有人指责惯于说教的批评家只会统计像“饥饿”、“剥削”等时髦的新词在剧中出现的次数，从而对一部剧作是否“扎实”作出最后的评判。不过，戏剧家自己也形成了用剧作所涉及的“问题”来描述其作品的习惯。一位作家愧疚地写道：“尽管这出戏在艺术上尚不成熟，但我很高兴地说，它涉及了婚姻和农村破产这两个当今我们所面临的社会问题。”1921年人民剧院揭幕时宣告：“萧伯纳先生说过，剧院是宣传的场所。虽然我们不完全赞成这种说法，但至少可以说，把戏剧贬为一种娱乐形式的时代已经一去不复返。现代剧院是推动社会进步的车轮和发现社会病症的显微镜。它是一面无情的镜子，我们社会生活中所有丑恶的一面都会被映照出来。”
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揭露社会的邪恶与不公正始终是中国小说最喜欢表现的主题。多年来，无数的长篇、短篇小说都在用漫画式手法讽刺邪恶的官吏和贪婪的乡绅。事实上，这也是处在清帝国统治下的人们发泄情感的唯一方法。从鲁迅的《阿Q正传》到张天翼的《华威先生》，中国文学的这一主要功能一直持续到今天，从未间断。感谢易卜生，使这种努力变得更自觉和从容。二十年代的中国戏剧，常常把背景置于腐化堕落的环境下，剧情从一个妻妾成群的家庭展开，主角是一位表面上仁义道德内心却腐烂不堪的公众人物。在这阴森恐怖的地狱里，可以听到妓女装腔作势的窃笑声、大富翁困倦的呵欠声和被压迫者的抱怨声。这样的戏剧高潮并不罕见：一个头脑清醒的青年挥动火炬，诅咒着“社会的虫豸蛀蛆”，张开双臂迎接一个模糊的新世界。特别叫我感兴趣的一个事实是，易卜生年轻时是一位无政府主义者。早期的中国现代文学具有强烈的无政府主义气质，表达出对这个丑陋世界的强烈愤慨和对个性自由的乐园的热切向往。

不妨说几乎每一位中国作家身上都具有易卜生主义倾向。我们最富创造力、多才多艺的作家之一郭沫若，在1922年写成的《三个叛逆的女性》三部历史剧中，提倡社会主义与男女平等。又如，《卓文君》讲的是大约公元前100年，卓文君这位寡妇与以弹琴求爱的学者司马相如私奔的故事。几个世纪以来这件事一直被视为大逆不道的丑闻。郭沫若选择这一题材是要维护寡妇再婚的权利。1923年这出戏在浙江的女子师范学校演出，导致校长被开除。之后，当地教育会严厉指责该剧伤风败俗。

没过多久，不光剧作家，连理论家也对问题剧的发展感到不满意。青年中国的急躁情绪，而不是易卜生应该受到指责。回顾冲刷中国现代文学的波浪，人们可以发现，紧随易卜生个人主义的潮汐甚至浪漫到了颓废的边缘，这引起马克思主义者的极大不满。随着对严肃的易卜生的狂热减退，奥斯卡·王尔德和波德莱尔以其各不相同的异国色调激发起中国年轻作家的想象力。在诗歌中，“火花”成了被过度使用的一个意象。在戏剧界，流行的问题剧被著名的南国运动的发起者田汉的情感剧所取代。舞台一时几乎排干了中国剧迷的泪腺，一些过于敏感的人听说歌德的《少年维特的烦恼》在德国导致许多人自杀，也在观看了田汉的《湖上的悲剧》或读了郭沫若的《落叶》之后，猝然间结束了自己的生命。然而，这种病态的情形没有持续多久。1925年，上海发生了警察为保护日本厂主的利益，开枪射杀中国学生和工人的五卅惨案，这在全国激起了极大的愤慨。创造社是个有影响的文学社团，对文学的颓废倾向负有主要责任，却突然间变成了普罗文学的热情拥护者。由此开始了文学内战，一直持续到1937年抗日战争爆发，中国作家才形成统一战线。

从技术上讲，问题剧作家们犯了个大错。他们只是抓住易卜生的社会福音并竭力宣传它，但他们忽略了大众娱乐的功能。结果，问题剧成了中世纪说教剧的同义语。在所有声称是易卜生的“门徒”的人当中，萧伯纳是在中国最为熟知的一位。十年前，他虽然只是以旅游者的身份来中国，但他的到来同泰戈尔访华一样重大。不过他同问题剧的联系有多密切，这很难说。一般读者对他的最深刻印象，大概来自其富有魅力的幽默和丰富而奇特的剧情。毫无疑问，他是现代剧作家中最成功的说教者。问题剧作家们也曾多次想为他在中国建立圣殿，但一件不幸的事使他们得到了警告。1921年春，中国观众对上演的《华伦夫人之职业》冷淡得近乎无礼。直到那时，支持改编欧洲戏的主要是学生。而雄心勃勃的制作人汪仲贤想把观众扩展到上海的普通戏迷。他花费很多时间说服了几位知名的男女演员，参加演出中文版的《华伦夫人之职业》。通常情况下，那家剧院只在两家报纸为其演出目录打打广告，这次，汪先生决定在五家报纸上做广告。但演出这一“问题剧”时，观众人数最多的一天都未及一场普通杂耍表演观众最少时的六成。更令人遗憾的是，第二幕当华伦夫人向维维讲述自己的生活故事时，坐在前排的几个时髦太太抱怨着离座而去。在这一沉重打击过后，好幽默的汪仲贤评论这些无知又不领情的观众时说：“有些人是根本不知所云，有的人倒是看明白了，可觉得剧情还不够离奇。有些人道德上并不赞成华伦夫人，还有些人不喜欢‘妇女自由’和‘经济平等’这种词的频繁出现。当然，对那些在国外看过该剧演出的观众，又会觉得我们的表演离欧洲水准相差太远。”
14

 一些冲动的批评家立即提出，我们应当把“剧”和“主义”完全分开。然而汪先生更喜欢折衷的办法，他要把简单的进步思想融入复杂的戏剧情节里。这样，我们就能向中国知识分子保证，我们既坚持了正确的道路，又不会使无知的观众呵欠连天。

严肃的人们是不会赞同这种“拼凑”路子的。诚然，中国的戏剧批评家们已经开始质疑将社会问题与戏剧联系起来的优势。《死水》的作者闻一多教授认为，整个问题只是一场错误的喜剧。“近代戏剧是碰巧走到中国来的。他们介绍了一位社会改革家——易卜生。碰巧易卜生曾经用写剧本的方法宣传过思想。第一次认识戏剧既是从思想方面认识的，所以从此我们仿佛说‘思想’是戏剧的第一个条件。不信，你看后来介绍萧伯纳，介绍王尔德，介绍哈夫曼，介绍高尔斯华绥。哪一次不是注重思想，哪一次介绍的真是戏剧的艺术？”
15

 赵太侔教授的批评更为尖锐，他告诫说剧作家没有权利利用演员来作他们社会观和政治观的传声筒。“我感到，我们完全把艺术与生活摆错了位置。探求人性的深奥，表现原始的生命力，才是艺术的范畴。”
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公正地说，整个文学运动的主要动机是社会改革。起初，这场运动实在是一场“心理重建”，文学是媒介，艺术似乎不过是事后的想法。在这之后，中国的批评家逐渐变得老练。可在民国初年，中国年轻一代还像个正值青春期的少年，而作家是其中最善于表达的一群人。外部世界的广阔让他眼花缭乱，而国内毫无意义的内战和恶劣的境况又让他绝望。他被以往和现在折磨着。未来是那么难以把握。他盼望像其他人一样健康、自由，却不知如何去做。他还没有被革命的手段武装起来，也没有掌握讥讽的武器。但他明白，只有悲观主义无助于事。这种无助而又模糊的愤怒最终累积成一种清冷的孤独。他就像个失意的孩子，在一个阳光灿烂的午后，手插在兜里，走在一条肮脏丑陋的巷子里，对着一切啐唾沫。有条小狗跑过来跟他玩，他喊道：“走开，让我一个人呆在这儿！”易卜生在这个愁眉不展、心灰意冷的孩子的背上，善解人意地拍了拍。当斯托克曼博士在《国民公敌》的剧终勇敢地说出“世上最强有力的人就是那个最孤独的人”时，在这个令人难忘的时期，这句话比孔子的任何言论都更能表达年轻中国的想法。





3. THE DRAGON BEARDS VERSUS THE BLUEPRINTS

—An Apology for Modern China

The twentieth century has not been a pleasant period, and we have all had our bitter experiences. Here in England people have painful memories of the last European war, Munich, and the dark summer of 1940. They have seen the beautiful coastline of their islands fenced with hideous barbed wire, their enchanting lawns and meadows ploughed up for potatoes or sugar beet, and for long enough people slept under pianos or dining-tables, or in the "tube". Not long ago I visited Bath, a city whose name drifted through my dreams like a gentle breeze. To me it is the most charming of the English provincial towns. When l went to the Abbey there was a queue of some length, mostly women, staring in the direction of the tower. I thought they were visitors waiting to see the Abbey, and I looked for a Fanny Burney or a Jane Austen, enjoying a leisurely morning gossip. But they all looked too anxious for gossip; and soon my wartime commonsense told me that they were queueing for chocolates and sweets. So many changes have come to England, this pleasant land, because of the war. China has been fighting a desperate battle ever since the middle of the nineteenth century, not only against military invasion, not only against economic exploitation, but also against an alien way of life, a mode of thinking that was to be imposed on her. Until 1900, China resisted at an enormous cost the cultural infiltration of the West. Like all agricultural countries, she was conservative to the point of bigotry. She wanted to keep her own charming if perhaps sluggish way of living. She turned her back on the machine, and burned the first railway built on her soil. She wanted to keep her ancient calligraphy in the face of a world of typewriters, she wanted to drift in junks with vermilion sails through a world of aircraft carriers and torpedoes. Above all, she wanted to keep away from the world of inventions, which was busily harnessing nature's powers instead of simply appreciating them. Would she be allowed to do so? Defeat upon defeat, from 1840 onwards, provided the outside world's eloquent and effective answer. From 1900, China struggled in earnest for readjustment, not without a sense of inferiority which was sometimes expressed in servility to Western ways and sometimes in sheer arrogance.

The mood of the intellectuals of modern China is a very odd one, and I am not sure that Westerners have ever understood it, for if they had, they would not try to encourage a nostalgia for the past. If I may liken the whole world to a schoolroom, then China entered, or rather was propelled into this schoolroom some time in the early part of the nineteenth century as a new student, shy yet arrogant, clumsy and outlandish, wearing an old-fashioned pigtail and with finger-nails some four inches long. Until then this student had roamed at large, protected by high mountain ranges and wide oceans, not to mention the Great Wall; but once he entered the classroom he found himself obliged to get his certificate, by which I mean "national existence", or perish. Although this clumsy big boy was much older than the others and had quite a sound classical education, he came to the school very much later than anyone else. He looked so haughty and so awkward that no decent student could help teasing him. One pulled his ear, another tweaked his nose, and another twisted his pigtail. He didn't like that a bit, but the person who really infuriated him was the chap who tried to choke him altogether. That student's name, as you will probably have guessed, was Japan. He had never thought the little fellow capable of so much mischief, and it was a real shock to him. When he faced the schoolmaster, he was simply desperate.

"Do you know any algebra?" asked the teacher.

"No sir. But I can distinguish eighty varieties of orchid."

"Are you a mechanical draughtsman? Could you design a drainage system?"

This time the big boy decided to have a try. He ground his ink and waved his time-honoured brush and dashed a few exquisite strokes on to the paper, like wispy dragon-beards seen through cloud.

The teacher snatched away the brush angrily.

"Drainage is a practical thing. You study the dynamics of water and apply them to the needs of an irrigation system. What the devil are you trying to do? Are you dreaming?"

The whole class burst out laughing and the big boy bit his lips. He felt like crying, but he swallowed his tears and muttered under his breath, "Damn you all!" But the teacher got impatient.

"What about sport? Do you play football? Or tennis? Or squash? Or cricket?"

"I play the bamboo flute and the seven-stringed harp" was all the big boy could say. You see, however superior his accomplishments they did not qualify him for the certificate, and the certificate he had to have. From then onwards, it became the fashion in the school to kick the big boy and tease him in every possible way. In such circumstances, what do you think he did? Do you think he went on drawing dragon-beards? Not if he had had the least ambition to get the certificate. You may be sure that he learnt his algebra by heart, even while he cursed its crudeness; that he kicked his hot-water bottle out of bed, imagining it to be a football; that he tried his hand at designing a drainage system, which after all is not as dimcult as drawing dragon-beards. Oddly enough, the rest of the school began to take an interest in the dragon-beards after a while—though they thought them a spare-time hobby, of course—and they were surprised to find the big boy making blue-prints for dear life, and well on the way to becoming a footballer, too. The ones who were tired of tweaking his nose began to patronize him.

"What marvellous dragon-beards you used to draw! Why do you go on with these crude plans which you used to think so meaningless?"they said, or "I think it's a pity that an elegant person like yourself should have anything to do with a rough game like football. You should have gone on wearing your long gown—and where are your beautiful finger-nails? What, no pigtail, either!" And all the time the big boy, being a well-mannered big boy, grinned at them and murmured to himself, "Don't worry about the dragon-beards. They are in my blood and they are my inheritance. But I'm not going to miss that school certificate. Let me get the certificate and then perhaps I may make you all draw dragon-beards. And that wouldn't be a bad thing for you, either!" To-day, the big awkward boy is very nearly a professional footballer, covered with scars and bandages, and quickly becoming a proficient draughtsman, too. Do you think it is reasonable to expect the literature produced in such a mood to be genteel and unworldly, like the peaceful productions of the Tang dynasty?

No period in Chinese history has been more unsettled than the past forty years. Take The Story of the Hair
 . Before the 10th October, 1911, anyone who had his pigtail cut off was regarded as a rebel, and was therefore liable to be beheaded. The next morning the Revolutionary Army marched in and proclaimed the abolition of the pigtail, and at once anyone with a pigtail was regarded as a counter-revolutionary and therefore liable to be beheaded. Thirty years ago a bride had no idea of her husband's identity until the wedding night, unless she had managed to bribe her maid. To-day, if a mother dared to ask her daughter how she was getting on with her boy-friend, she might be told, "It's nothing to do with you; we're getting on fine!" In the summer the modern Chinese girl often goes about bare-legged, and her ambition is either to get into the P. P. C. (our provisional Parliament) or to become a national swimming star. (I am writing, of course, only of the city girls.)

Quite imperceptibly China has been going through an immense transformation. In the past, filial piety was the cardinal virtue and the family the unit of society. To-day, the individual has replaced the family, just as industry is taking the place of craftsmanship and agriculture. Literature, in the face of such changes, cannot remain the same. It is less balanced, less sophisticated; it bears the scars of our age. But it is an honest record of life in contemporary China.

There has been no fundamental departure from the strong yet flexible tradition of European literature comparable with the new movement in China. It is true that they have modern writers who experiment with words, like the author of Finnigan's Wake
 , but the main body of their literature to-day does not differ greatly in form and diction from works produced during the last 300 years. I can find few instances in world history, apart from the growth of modern Turkey, to illustrate the changes which have taken place in present-day China.

When we talk of literature, we speak in terms of at least four things: its language, its form, its content, and why it came to be written. If one examined the work of any Chinese writer, say from Chü Yuan, the author of Li Sao
 , to the end of the nineteenth century, one would find it the same in all these aspects. They all wrote in the traditional "wenli
 " style, known as the classical Chinese style. If they wrote prose, the models were the famous essayists of the eighth and ninth centuries A. D. If they wrote verse, they followed the prosody which has been passed down from the second century B. C. If one asked the poet why he composed his verses, he would probably say, "I want to speak to the clouds, I want to converse with the flowers, and pay my tribute to the delightful season." They wrote a verse when a friend was taking up a new post, they wrote a verse when a friend had a new baby, above all, they wrote when they were just on the borderline between drunkenness and sobriety. If you had asked them why they wrote, you might as well have asked why tulips bloom in spring or why it always snows at Christmas.

They wrote from inspiration according to a traditional pattern.

If one asks a present-day Chinese writer what language he writes in, he will begin by dividing language into two categories, the living and the dead. The dead language means the classical language understood only by the privileged few, while the living language, the vernacular, is the language of the man in the street.

If one asks him what form he uses, he will say: Lu Hsün writes novels, I only write short stories, but Hsü writes poetry and Tsao plays. Literature has been classified, and is at a pedestrial stage. But when one asks why he writes, the answer is even more prosaic, for most of them would answer with a burning look, "l write in order to criticize contemporary life." One curses poverty, another disease, a third the insensitiveness of the urban population, and most of them even expect to see some result from their complaints!

Having parted, so rashly but so inevitably, from their own ancestors, modern Chinese writers were for a period very much astray. Perhaps, after all, some kind of idol-worship is a necessity. Together with this violent outburst of iconoclasm, there developed a centrifugal force seeking inspiration from abroad. The anti-Confucian sentiment at the beginning of the Republic was similar to the English reaction from Puritanism. It is something an outsider finds difficult to understand, because the reaction was not so much against the thing itself but against its social repercussions after more than 2,000 years. When we stay in a room too long, we all feel inclined to draw up the blind, open the window and stretch, to get some fresh air. Well, every writer in China for the past three decades has been trying to force open that old shutter of solid wood, trying to look out beyond the walls of ages. It is in a way similar to the longing for Greek culture and the pagan world which comes out in the English writers. "Ah, Athens", "Ah, Venice", "Ah, Bagdad"; but our route is westbound.

Many people in China during the past centuries had peeped out from behind that solid shutter and had seen in the distance the glories of Western astronomy and mathematics, but it was not until the latter part of the nineteenth century that a Chinese naval student in Liverpool brought back something different. He brought back John Stuart Mill's political economy, Darwin's theories of evolution and of the survival of the fittest. Others introduced the pathos of Dickens, the romance of Scott and above all, the plays of that great social rebel, Ibsen. From the suffering of the negroes in Uncle Tom's Cabin
 we learned that the Westerners were not all callous, and that we were not the only ones to be oppressed. It was then that we began to realize that Europe meant more than battleships and limited companies, and since then, our conception of the West has been completely dualistic. Rightly or wrongly, we resented military power and commercial enterprise of the West, but Western literature aroused our wholehearted admiration.

At the beginning of the vernacular movement, there was a deliberate attempt to enlarge the range of poetic themes, and many poets tried to avoid such hackneyed subjects as a weeping willow in moonlight or the loneliness of a rainy evening, introducing instead eugenics, politics, or a quarrel between a landlord and a tenant. The sexual emancipation of men and women opened up a vast new field for the poets. The passion of newly-emancipated lovers found profuse expression, some of it valuable, most fit only for the fair lady's eyes. The majority of these poems were clumsy, naive, and without restraint. One poet went so far as to write:





"When I sleep, I see you on the canopy of my mosquito net,

When I drink tea, I see your image at the bottom of my cup."

(American "jazz" influence... you're the cream in my coffee. )





You see, a more spiritual way of expressing the emotions had not yet emerged, and the old forms had been thrown overboard. As far as the theme of love is concerned, the growing sophistication of poetry in China means to a large extent the exclusion of the physical.

The vernacular movement in its initial stages was a literary back-to-nature movement, a revolt against the ornate and the sophisticated. Our mistake lay in confusing freedom with formlessness, and much of the poetry of the early 'twenties was hardly distinguishable from prose, except that it took up more printing space. Poetry was deliberately stripped bare. This was the natural reaction of the modern Chinese against the elaborate diction and hackneyed imagery handed down through centuries; the moon ceased at last to be a "jade wheel" or a "silver toad". One of the eight principles laid down by Dr. Hu Shih, then the leading rebel against traditional poetry, was the abolition of all "allusions", which led later on to the disappearance of all imagery. Think of poetry stripped of imagery! Partly as a result of the influence of Tagore's contemplative verse from the West, and partly from the Japanese couplets from the East, a kind of little" poem came into being, which reminds one of casual jottings in a traveller's notebook.

By the latter part of the 'twenties, the tide had turned, and poets had begun to elaborate their work. Poetry can be sophisticated on the one hand by the use of alien and obscure images, and on the other, by experiment in new and rigid forms, such as the sonnet. At this point I must say a word about the unreliability of translated poems, except Mr. Arthur Waley's, for I think he has done more than translate. The most obvious attractions of poetry are rhythm and imagery. Generally speaking, rhythm must be ruled out in a translation, for it is too difficult to reproduce. As for images, they delight us with their freshness and strange charm. Here is a pitfall, for what has become hackneyed in one language may well strike us with unusual freshness in another. If you have ever asked a Persian friend what he thinks of Omar Khayyám, you will remember how he shrugged his shoulders and said: "Oh well, of course to the English he seems exotic." Two kinds of imagery have been used by recent Chinese poets, the first a rehabilitation of the ancient as in the works of Lin Keng, the other drawn from entirely new sources.

All this confusion was due to a misapprehension as to the place of literature in a democracy. We became republicans thirty-two years ago, and it has taken us a long time to learn where democratic principles should end. We seem to have wanted even poetry to be "democratic". Democracy in politics means equality for all, rich and poor, sensitive and insensitive. How is poetry to cater for the insensitive? Yet the early Chinese vernacular poets actually tried to do so. They regarded poetry as a part of mass education. As a result, a counter-acting dose of strict formalism had to be taken later. It is largely to England that we owe the revival of poetic form, through the late Hsü Chih-mo, who returned from Cambridge to China in the late 'twenties, and started a Poetry Magazine, in which he was at once the poet, the critic, and the translator.

During the period of gradual sophistication the vernacular style was handled by many sensitive writers who had only their creative instinct as guide. One may have guessed the result. An ivory tower was built within the camp of the vernacular writers, and the living language which was supposed to be the language of the people become more obscure than the classical. Far from using the language for the education of the masses they used it to express the obscurities of their own tortuous souls. This artistic separatism outraged the social conscience of other writers, and a literary civil war followed. From the purely artistic point of view, this growing social consciousness is perhaps a loss, but it is a symptom which we should condone and not deplore. Can you imagine a story written to attack the practice of footbinding, a novel on the necessity of matrimonial freedom, a play showing the life of an exploited miner, a poem to encourage the peasants to co-operate with the army and sabotage the enemy's communications? Much of our present-day literature is concerned with such themes. Some of it is so well written that it may live after its immediate purpose has been served, but the greater part has little hope of survival. Perhaps, if the day ever comes when the earth has been turned into a paradise, a socialist's heaven or an anarchist's dream, every writer will retire into his own Ivory Tower. For there would be no poverty for us to fight, no social unjustice to expose, nothing but comfort and security, freedom and equality. Until this Utopia is achieved, I can see very little hope of our writers shutting their eyes to modern evils and writing like Pope or Pater, or the aesthetes of the Tang dynasty.

We are torn, as writers everywhere are torn, between the natural privilege of a writer to address himself to the clouds, and the citizen's obligation to help his fellow-beings. Aeroplanes overhead and flames on your own roof, the murmur of suffering everywhere, cannot be ignored. Whoever manages to reconcile these two conflicting instincts will write a masterpiece; whoever fails will be forgotten. At least we have begun to realize that the writer who allows his social conscience to override his artistic one has the lesser chance of survival. We have, in fact, begun to distinguish literature from social gospel.

The relationship between experience and technique is another of the universal contradictions of our times. So much gold is revealed by the realist hidden among the rubble of misery and squalor. To see human beings deeply, we need to see them suffer; prisoners in Siberia, or victims in the concentration camps of to-day. There is wit and charm in your Restoration plays, but depth is more often found when character is under strain, in tragic figures such as King Lear. It is an unfortunate paradox that, if the writer has sufficient education and leisure to write, he may know little of suffering to write about, while if he has access to the raw material of life he is probably too much concerned with earning a living or too sensitive to remain detached from his conditions. Neither extreme produces good writing. To survive poverty and suffering and yet acquire an expressive vocabulary is not easy, and I can think of few examples in China. An exception is Mr. Shên Ts'ung-wên, whose early dreams of becoming a general nearly ended in his joining the Peking police force. In the meantime, he became in turn a private in the army, a tax-collector, a clerk and a proofreader, and for the last fifteen years he has been one of the most brilliant of our novelists.

The sad truth is that writing is not a profitable profession, except perhaps in America. Individual patronage has gone, and State patronage is practised only in Soviet Russia. Literature is neither a celestial blossom nor a social parasite; it is simply a commodity, when considered from the point of view of economics. We cannot expect to read something beautiful without paying the price, any more than we can have a watch repaired by an expert and walk out, simply saying "Thank you"; But a watchmaker, after taking your money, will turn to other watches and restore them to their normal working, while a writer is always trying to produce something more than normal—in fact, his aim is always a miracle. Wouldn't a fixed wage tempt him to think only of pleasing his customers? There are not many millionaire writers in China, but I know of one who built himself a smart house in Shanghai by turning out four "eternal triangle" novels a year. Now he is almost forgotten, but what a temptation for a writer to compromise and make sure of a house which may well last longer than his masterpieces! The risk of starvation and the risk of popular success are equally menaces to good literature.

The material for Midnight
 , an ambitious novel showing the urban and rural life of China in 1930, was gathered by the author during the year 1929, when he was suffering from eye-strain. Not being able to continue his writing, Mao Tun frequented the stock exchanges of Shanghai, where he acquired an intimate knowledge of a specialized side of life. His trilogy, Disillusion
 , Turmoil
 , Seeking
 , was based on his experience as a Left-wing political worker during the Wuhan government in 1927. The playwright Ts'ao Yü, in writing the third act of Sunrise
 , visited the brothels of T'ientsin to record the racy dialogue of these social outcasts. (That act remains the most lively portion of the play.) This search for experience is not confined to male writers. Ting Ling used to work as a factory girl in Shanghai, a background used for several of her stories. Some of you may have read Dr. Lin Yutang's translation of A Chinese Amazon
 . The authoress Hsieh Ping-ying, joined the revolutionary army before girl soldiers became almost a commonplace. However poor the writing, the book stands as a record of feminine courage. The war in China, however, has forcibly solved this problem for all writers. It has been fought from the beginning on our own soil (something the British people have been spared), which means an equal share of suffering and misery, and an equal share of experience in the greatest event in history. From the beginning, Chinese writers were recruited by the Chinese M. O. I. to act as political workers among the troops. For six years Chinese writers have watched the horizon of life broaden before them. They have seen misery, cruelty, heroism, villages deserted, and soldiers dying, over the plain of North China and the desert of Mongolia. They have seen the rebirth of China. If they are writers at all, they must have recorded in their memories, felt in their hearts, reflected in their minds. Might they not produce something readable after this war?

In the 1930s there was a curious similarity in the literary climate the whole world over. The Great War saw the beginning of a general disillusion in the West as well as in China. The depression came, with much the same consequences for the man in a panama on Wall Street, the man in a bowler hat in Lombard Street, the rubber planter in his topee, and the broker in the red-buttoned cap in Shanghai. After that came a long train of political disenchantment. In the West, you saw Abyssinia overrun, the defeat of the Spanish Republican Government, and Czechoslovakia swallowed by that avaricious mouth. No one can say that individuals in Britain did not do their bit. One of your promising young writers, Julian Bell, with whom I spent many memorable days in Peking and Hankow, and to whom we owe much knowledge of contemporary English literature, was killed in the Spanish war, as an ambulance driver. It is not surprising that a feeling of frustration, of helplessness in face of a callous world, should have come over the young people of all nations.

Now consider what happened to us in China. In addition to watching and protesting against the suffering of others, which was painful enough, we also saw a part of China, larger than France and Germany put together, and richer too, snatched away from us overnight. Agitation spread. Demonstrations in the streets, hunger strikes, shopkeepers' strikes, hundreds of students lay on the railway tracks of Peking, refusing to get up until the Government promised to resist Japan. I was one of those lying under the stars on the cold steel rails, sharing a rug with two strangers. There was indeed a worldwide brotherhood among young people. It was the time when Mr. Auden was writing his poem Spain
 , and with Isherwood, The Ascent of F6
 , and the New Writin
 g was gathering together its international cast. Had China not decided eventually to resist, not only would the military situation be different to-day, but the youthful vitality and courage of the Chinese intellectuals would have been broken for ever. In the East, as in the West, the 'thirties was a suffocating period of human history.

Emerging from the tragedy, one sees a few reassuring gleams. First, it has shown us that a sense of justice is inherent in the writer, and when that is violated, he becomes restless. It is in fact the most encouraging sign of human sanity.

Second, frontiers may have their strict barriers, literature has none. Nationalism has never been a strong feature in a literature of any importance, and the possibility of a world brotherhood has been demonstrated over and over again by the intellectuals. We do not wish to see writers forming an international cartel, but we do want to see in every modern writer an element of internationalism. To a Chinese, it seems that we must arrive sooner or later at this goal, so that imagination can fly across artificial boundaries and intellectual honesty can be valued above petty loyalty.

And so, to go back to my metaphor, our friends in the West need not worry about those dragon-beards. They are our inheritance and they run in our veins. But Westerners will only make us angry if they ask us to throw the football into the Yellow River; in a world of force, fear and frustration, everyone must play football or perish. But when real peace and security are assured, may we all return to our respective dragon-beards.

[Lecture delivered at the Wallace Collection, London.
 ]





叁　龙须与蓝图

——为现代中国辩护

二十世纪绝非一个令人愉快的时期，我们都经历了苦难。在英国，人们仍记得上次欧洲大战、慕尼黑及1940年黑色夏季的痛苦经历。他们目睹美丽的海岸被铁丝网环绕；迷人的草坪被犁开，种上了土豆、甜菜；很长一段时间，人们睡在钢琴、餐桌下，或地铁里。不久前，我参观了巴斯（Bath）。在我的睡梦中，它的名字像一阵轻风拂过。对我来说，它是英国最美丽的城镇。在大教堂，我看到一些人，大多是妇女，她们都排着长队朝塔尖观望。我以为她们是游客，等着领略大教堂的风采。于是我想寻找一位正在晨光中快乐地闲谈的芬尼·伯尼
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 或简·奥斯汀式的人物。但他们都面露焦虑，无暇闲聊。很快，战时常识提醒我，她们排队是在等着买巧克力和糖点。战争给英国这个迷人的国度带来许多变化。中国自十九世纪中叶以来，一直进行着一场歇斯底里的战争：不仅仅是反抗外国的军事侵略和经济剥削，而且也在反抗着一种强加给她的陌生的生活方式和思维模式。直到1900年，中国一直在以巨大的代价抵制着西方的文化渗透。同所有农业国一样，它保守得近乎顽固。她极力想维持自身迷人但略显懒散的生活方式。她对机械不屑一顾，并烧毁了在她土地上修建的第一条铁路。在世界各处都是打字机的时代，她仍要保留古老的书法艺术；她想划着一艘带有红帆的舢板漂流在一个拥有航空母舰和鱼雷的世界里。总之，她是要与充满发明的世界隔绝，与一个忙于征服和利用自然力量而不是单纯欣赏自然力量的世界隔绝。她会被允许这样做吗？中国在1840年以后所遭受的接连失败便是外部世界作出的雄辩有效的回答。1900年以后，中国也曾力争改良，但这种改良不无一点自卑感，有时表现为对西方模式的奴性崇拜，有时表现为一种妄自尊大。

中国现代知识分子的心态是奇特的。我不能肯定西方人是否能理解，因为如果他们理解，就不会再鼓励人们去怀旧了。若把整个世界比喻成一间教室，那么，在十九世纪上半叶，中国才进入，更确切地说，被推入这间教室。这位新生自负、笨拙、古怪，头上留着过时的辫子，手上的指甲足有四英寸长。在此之前，他受着高山阔海和长城的保护，生活得悠闲自在。现在，一进入这间教室，他就发现必须要取得毕业证书——“民族的生存权”，否则就会灭亡。这个略显笨拙的孩子比别人的年龄都大，而且受过良好的古典教育，可他入学比别人晚得多。他显得那么傲慢、笨拙，别的学生禁不住要戏弄他。一个拉耳朵、一个捏鼻子，另一个揪辫子。他自然不喜欢别人这样待他，但真正使他愤怒的是那个想一下子使他窒息而死的家伙。那个学生的名字，我们或许已猜到，就是日本。他没想到这小家伙心肠如此歹毒，着实吃了一惊。当他站在老师面前时，感到非常绝望。

“你学过代数吗？”老师问。

“没有，先生。但我能区分八十种不同的兰花。”

“你是机械制图员吗？能否画一张排水系统图？”

大男孩决定试一下。他磨墨，挥动那杆年头久远的毛笔，在纸上画出几缕精致的线条，宛如云雾中的龙须。

教师生气地一把将笔夺过去。

“排水系统是实用的东西。你要研究水的流量，并运用到灌溉系统中去。你这是在干什么？做梦吗？”

全班哄堂大笑。大男孩子咬着嘴唇，他想哭，但又咽下眼泪，小声抱怨：“见你们的鬼！”但老师变得很不耐烦。

“体育怎么样？踢足球吗？或打网球？壁球？板球？”

“我会吹笛子，弹七弦琴。”大男孩只能说这些。你们看，无论他有多么深的造诣都无法获得毕业证，而这又是必需的。打那以后，学校里的学生都想方设法地愚弄他，踢打他。在这种情况下，你认为他会怎么做？你认为他还会继续画龙须吗？只要他还有一点要获取毕业证的决心，便不会再这么做。可以肯定，他会用功学代数，虽然边学边诅咒它；会把热水袋从床上踢下去，像踢足球一样；会试着设计排水系统，这还没有画龙须难。奇怪的是，别的同学开始渐渐对龙须发生了兴趣，虽然只把它当成业余爱好。他们还惊奇地发现，这个大男孩正设计着甜蜜生活的蓝图，而且正成为一名足球运动员。那些对拧鼻子已感到厌倦的人开始支持他。

“你过去画的龙须多棒啊！你干吗要做那些你过去认为是毫无意义的事？”他们这样说道，“我认为像你这样有教养的人去踢粗野的足球，真是太令人遗憾了。你应该继续穿长袍。你那漂亮的长指甲哪儿去了？什么？你的辫子也没了！”每当这时，这个颇有教养的大男孩子总是对他们笑笑，暗自说道：“不必为龙须担心，它在我的血液里，在我的天性之中。但我不能放过这张毕业证。我要先拿到证书，然后或许我能让你们都画龙须，这对你们也不是件坏事！”今天，这个笨拙的小伙子差不多已经是个职业球员了，身上留着伤疤，缠着绷带，同时，正尽快成为一名制图员，你们认为在这种情绪中产生的文学，会像唐朝太平盛世的文学作品一样文雅脱俗吗？

过去四十年是中国历史上最动荡不安的时期。以《头发的故事》为例。1911年10月10日以前，剪掉辫子的人被当成叛匪砍头。第二天一大早，革命军开进来，宣布剪辫子，于是立刻，所有留辫子的人便被当成反革命斩首。三十年前，新娘在新婚之夜前对新郎一无所知，除非她贿赂丫环。今天，如果母亲问女儿与男友处得怎样，女儿也许会说：“没你的事，我们相处得很好。”夏天，现代的中国姑娘常露着大腿，她们有雄心要进入我们的临时议会或成为泳星（我指的当然是城里姑娘）。

中国在不知不觉中经历了巨大变革。过去，孝道是基本美德，家庭是社会单位。现在，个人替代了家庭，正如工业替代了手工业和农业。面对这些，文学不可能不发生变化。它变得不那么和谐，少了深奥，并烙上了时代的伤痕。但它是现代中国社会生活的忠实记录。

与中国现代文学运动相比，欧洲的文学发展并未从根本上脱离其强大而富有韧性的传统。诚然，他们有许多现代作家对文字进行试验，如《芬内根的觉醒》的作者，但当今文学的主体在措辞和形式上与三百年来的文学作品没有什么根本的差异。我感到，在世界历史中，除了现代土耳其的发展，几乎找不到什么可与中国现在发生的变化相提并论的。

我们谈论文学，至少涉及四个方面：语言、形式、内容及写作的动机。如果你有幸研究一下从《离骚》作者屈原到十九世纪末中国作家的作品，就会发现它们在上述四个方面都是一致的。他们都用中国古典的“文理”形式来写作。写散文，常以八九世纪散文名家的作品为范例。写诗，则遵循公元前二世纪流传下来的韵律体裁。倘若有人问诗人为什么要写诗，他会说：“我要向云述说，向鲜花倾吐，我要歌颂这怡人的季节。”友人升迁，写诗；亲朋得子，写诗；半醉半醒时，也写诗。如果你问他们为什么写诗，等于在问为什么郁金香在春天开放，为什么圣诞节时总是下雪。他们根据传统模式由灵感而作诗。

若有人问一位中国现代作家用什么语言创作，他会先将语言分成两类：活着的与死去的。死去的语言是只能被少数特权阶级理解的文言古语，而活着的语言则是街头大众的白话。

若问他用什么形式，他会说：鲁迅写长篇小说，我只写短篇，徐志摩写诗，曹禺写剧本。文学被分类，并处在一个缺乏想象力的阶段。当有人问他为什么而写时，回答更是毫无悬念。他们大多会激奋地说：我写是为了批判现实生活。一个诅咒贫困，一个诅咒疾病，第三个批判都市人的冷漠，他们中的大多数甚至希望看到他们的批评能有所结果。

中国现代作家与他们的祖先如此轻率而不可避免地分手之后，曾一度感到茫然。也许人们总需要偶像崇拜。随着反传统运动的爆发，一种希冀从国外寻求灵感的离心力产生了。民国初年的反孔浪潮与英国的反对清教思想有些类似。对局外人来说，这种反孔思想难以理解，因为它不是反对某一事物本身，而是反对该事物两千多年来对社会的影响。我们在室内呆得久了，就会拉开窗帘，打开窗户，伸展一下四肢，呼吸点新鲜空气。所有中国作家在过去三十年中，一直试图打开那扇坚固的木制百叶窗，看看年岁已久的墙壁外面的世界。这与英国作家渴求希腊文化和非基督教世界相似。“啊，雅典”，“啊，威尼斯”，“啊，巴格达”；但我们寻求的是通向西方之路。

在过去几个世纪里，中国有许多人从坚固的百叶窗缝隙中窥见了西方天文学和数学的光辉。但直到十九世纪后半叶，一位在利物浦海军学院学习的中国学生才带回一些与众不同的东西，他带回了约翰·斯图尔特·穆勒的政治经济学、达尔文的进化论及物竞天择的理论。还有一些人带回了一些狄更斯的小说，司各特的浪漫小说，最重要的是带回了易卜生这位伟大的社会叛逆者的戏剧。我们从《黑人吁天录》里黑人的遭遇了解到，不是所有西方人都那么冷酷无情，我们也不是唯一的被压迫者。从那时起，我们开始理解，欧洲并不仅仅意味着炮舰和公司。从那时起，我们对西方的看法有了双重性。不管正确与否，我们反对西方的军事力量及商业公司，但对西方文学怀着由衷的钦慕。

白话文运动初期，诗人们有意拓宽题材范围；许多诗人极力回避月光下的垂柳或雨夜的孤寂这类陈俗意象，而是介绍优生学、政治，或描绘地主与佃农间的争吵。男人与妇女的婚姻解放为诗人开拓出一片新的广阔天地。恋人们能找到许多话来表达自己的感情，这些语言有些很有价值，但大多只适合女人们看。这些诗大体上都很粗糙、幼稚、随便。有个诗人甚至这样写道：





睡觉时，我在蚊帐顶上看到你；

饮茶时，在杯底还能看到你的影像。

（受美国“爵士”乐的影响你是我咖啡中的牛奶。）





你们看，一种更为精神化的情感表达方式尚未出现，而旧的形式已被抛去。就爱情题材而论，中国诗歌的逐步完善似乎在很大程度上是对肉体的摒弃。

白话文运动在初期是一场回归自然的文学运动，是对华丽和深奥的文学的反叛。但我们的错误在于把自由与杂乱无章混淆了起来。因此，二十年代初期的诗歌与散文几无多大区别，只是前者占用更多的版面。人们对诗歌的刻意简化，是现代中国人对过分修饰和几百年流传下来的陈俗意象的自然反叛；月亮终于不再是“玉轮”或“银蟾”了。反传统诗歌的领袖胡适博士的八项主张之一就是摒弃所有典故，最终导致意象完全消失。没有意象的诗是难以想象的。也许是受西方泰戈尔沉思类诗歌和“东方日本俳句”的影响，出现了一种“小诗”，使人想起旅行随笔。

二十年代后半期，潮流发生了变化，诗人们开始对作品进行推敲。使诗歌变得精致深奥有两种途径：一方面，运用外来的和朦胧的意象；另一方面，试用新型、严谨的格式，如十四行诗。在此，我必须指出诗歌翻译的不可靠性，除了亚瑟·魏理，因为我认为他不仅仅是在翻译。诗歌最显著的吸引力是其韵律和意象。一般说来，韵律在翻译时可不予理会，因为它太难以用另一种语言复制。至于意象，则以其新颖和奇特的魅力令我们愉悦。这里有个陷阱：某种语言中的陈俗意象也许能在另一种语言中产生非凡的新鲜感。假如你问一位波斯朋友如何看待欧玛尔·海亚姆
18

 ，他会耸耸肩说：“哦，对英国人来说，他当然是新奇的。”中国现代诗人运用两种意象，一种是像林庚诗作那样，重建古代作品中的意象；一种是从别的地方得来的全新的意象。

所有这些混乱应当归咎于我们对民主制下文学的位置的错误理解。三十二年前，我们成了民国人，我们用了相当长的时间来学习民主制到底是什么。我们似乎要让诗歌也变得“民主”。政治学上的民主是指不论贫或富，聪敏或愚钝，人人平等。可诗歌怎能迎合那些愚钝的人呢？然而，早期的白话诗人努力在这么做。他们把诗歌视为大众教育的一部分。结果，他们不得不采用一种与之相反的、严格的形式主义创作方法。我们诗歌形式的复活主要归功于英国，以已故的徐志摩为首。他在二十年代末由剑桥回到中国，创办了《诗镌》，并成为此刊的诗人、批评家兼翻译家。

在诗歌逐渐成熟的阶段，许多聪敏的诗人都只在其创造性本能的指引下用白话创作。其结果可以想见。象牙塔建在白话作者的营地，本来要成为大众语言的现用语言变得比古文更为难懂。他们不是用这种语言来教育大众，而是用它来表达自己扭曲了的内心的迷茫。这种艺术分裂主义激怒了其他作家的社会良知。于是，一场文学内战爆发了。单纯从艺术角度看，日益增强的社会意识也许是一种丧失，但它是值得宽恕的，而不应谴责。你们想象得出一个批判缠足陋习的故事，一本阐述婚姻自由必要性的小说，一部展现矿工受剥削的生活的戏剧以及一首号召农民与军队合作、破坏敌人通信设施的诗吗？我们现在大部分文学作品都与这些主题有关。有些写得如此之好，它们在完成当前的使命后会永远流传下去，但绝大多数作品生存的希望则非常渺茫。也许有一天，地球变成了天堂——一个社会主义者的仙境或无政府主义者的梦境——那时每个作家都会回到自己的象牙塔里休息。因为，没有贫困需要抗争，没有社会不公需要揭露，只有舒适和安全，自由和平等。除非这个乌托邦实现，否则我很难想象作家们会对现代的邪恶视而不见，会像蒲柏
19

 或佩特
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 ，或唐代的美学家那样进行写作。

我们同任何地方的作家一样，都处在进退维谷的境地，一方面作家有向云朵倾诉的天然特性，另一方面他们又有一种帮助同仁的公民职责。头上盘旋的飞机，自家房顶上的火焰，到处可闻的苦难的呻吟，这些都不容忽视。谁将这两个矛盾的特性完美地结合起来，就会写出名著；若不能调和这对矛盾，他就会很快被人遗忘。至少，我们已经开始明白，如果作家听任其社会意识超越艺术意识，那他生存的可能性就会更小。我们实际上已开始将文学同社会福音区别开来。

经历与技巧的关系是我们时代所面临的另一普遍矛盾。现实主义者在苦难和肮脏的瓦砾中挖掘出很多金子。要更深地了解人类，我们有必要认识他们的苦难；西伯利亚的囚徒，或今天集中营里的受害者。你们王政复辟时期的戏剧充满了智慧和魅力，但只有当主人公如李尔王那样的悲剧人物饱受磨难时，我们才有更深一层的感受。不幸的是，倘若作者受过良好的教育，又有创作的闲暇，他可能对苦难知之甚少；倘若他有生活的亲身体验，他可能又太关心生计，或有意回避其生活环境。这两者都不能产生好作品。生活在贫困苦难中，并能很好地掌握富于表现力的词汇，不是件容易的事，在中国我只能想出很少几个人。沈从文先生便是一个极好的例证，他早年想当将军的梦想在他在北京当警察时几乎终止了。他当过列兵，后来成了税务员、职员、校对员。在过去的十五年里，他成为我们最杰出的小说家之一。

不幸的现实是，写作不是一个赚钱的职业，或许美国是个例外。私人赞助不再存在，国家赞助只在苏俄才有。文学不是天堂里的仙花，也不是社会的附属品。从经济角度看，它只是一种商品。我们不能不花钱就读到漂亮的文章，就像我们不能让一个修表行家修好表后，说一声“谢谢”一走了之。修表匠拿了你的钱后，会继续去修别的表，使它们恢复正常运转；而作家则必须时刻创新——实际上，他的目标是要创造奇迹。一份固定的工资能诱使他只想着如何取悦顾客吗？中国作家中没有几个百万富翁，但我知道有一个人在上海靠一年内出了四部“三角恋爱”小说，建造了一座漂亮的小洋楼。现在，他已被遗忘，但一座房子肯定比一部著作长寿，这种诱惑对一个作家是多么大啊。挨饿的危险与深受大众喜爱的危险对好的文学作品来说，是同等的威胁。

《子夜》这部反映1930年中国城乡生活的名著的素材，是作者1929年患眼疾时搜集的。由于不能继续写作，茅盾就常去上海的股票交易所，在那里，他对这种特殊的生活有了深刻了解和感受。他的三部曲《幻灭》、《动摇》、《追求》，是根据他1927年在武汉政府当左翼职员时的经历创作的。剧作家曹禺在写《日出》第三场时，访问了天津的妓院，记录下这些社会弃儿富于挑逗性的对话。（那一场一直是全剧最有活力的部分。）对经历的追求不仅限于男性作家。丁玲曾在上海一家工厂当过女工，这为她的几部小说提供了背景材料。你们有些人也许读过林语堂先生翻译的《从军日记》。女作家谢冰莹参加革命军的时候，女兵还不多。不管作品如何，它表现出了女性的勇气。中国的战争为所有作家解决了素材问题。这场战争从一开始就在我们的土地上进行（而英国人得以幸免），这意味着我们分担了苦难，共同经历了历史上最重大的事件。战争伊始，中国作家就被招募为军队的政工人员。六年来，中国作家们开拓了生活的视野。他们目睹了华北平原和蒙古沙漠上的苦难、残酷、英雄主义、废弃的村落和死亡的战士。他们看到了中国的再生。如果他们是真正的作家，他们就会在记忆、心灵和头脑中，记录、感受和浮现这些苦难的经历。战后，他们能不创作出一些可读性高的作品吗？

二十世纪三十年代，全世界的文学氛围有着奇特的相似性。大战使西方以及中国普遍产生了失望情绪。大萧条的来临，对所有人的影响都一样，从华尔街上头戴巴拿马草帽的金融家，到朗伯德街上头戴圆顶硬礼帽的绅士，从橡胶林里戴遮阳帽的种植园主，到上海滩戴红色纽扣帽的股票经纪人。接踵而来的是一连串对政治的失望。在西方，你们看到阿比西尼亚被蹂躏，西班牙共和国政府失败，捷克斯洛伐克被贪婪的大嘴吞没。没有人会说英国人没尽自己的一份力。你们一位年轻有为的作家朱里安·贝尔
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 在西班牙战争中驾驶救护车时被打死了。我在北平和汉口同他度过许多值得回忆的日子，他向我们介绍了许多英国当代文学的情况。在这样一个冷酷的世界里，所有国家的青年都会感到痛苦、无助，这不足为怪。

现在，让我们看看中国发生了什么。除了痛苦地目睹和反抗别人的苦难外，我们还看到中国的大片土地一夜之间就被掠走了，它比法国和德国相加还大，而且更为富饶。愤怒在蔓延。街头游行，绝食抗议，店老板罢市，数百学生卧在北平的铁轨上，政府不答应抗日不起来。我也是在星光下卧在冰凉铁轨上的学生中的一员，与两位陌生的学生合盖着一条毛毯。青年人四海一家，亲如兄弟。这也正是奥登先生写作诗歌《西班牙》、与伊塞伍德合著《F6的上升》以及《新写作》形成国际规模的时候。如果中国没有最终决定抗日，不仅今天的军事情况会大不一样，而且中国知识分子的青春活力和勇气也将从此一蹶不振。同西方一样，三十年代在东方也是人类历史上一段令人窒息的时期。

人们从悲剧中看到一丝希望。首先，它告诉我们，作家有着天生的正义感，一旦这种正义感被侵犯，他会变得坐立不安。这实际上是最振奋人心的人类心智健全的讯号。

第二，疆土有严格的界限，而文学没有。民族主义在任何一部文学作品中，都从未成为一个主要特点。知识分子一次又一次地显示出世界各国人民拥有手足之情的可能性。我们不是希望看到作家们达成什么国际盟约，但我们确实希望看到每个现代作家都有一种国际主义精神。对一个中国人来说，我们必须迟早达到这一目标，使想象力飞越人为的界限，使理智的诚实高于可怜的忠孝。

因此，回到我刚才的比喻，我们的西方朋友不用为那些龙须担心。它们是我们的传统，在我们的血液里。但如果西方人让我们把足球扔到黄河里，只能令我们愤怒。在一个充满强权、恐惧与挫折的世界里，每个人都必须踢足球，否则就会灭亡。但当真正的和平和安全有了保证时，希望我们都能回归各自的龙须。

[此篇为作者在伦敦华莱士藏画馆所做的演讲]





4. LITERATURE AND THE MASSES

For years, an ideological battle has raged between the Right-wing and the Left-wing writers over the question of whether a writer should be a free agent or a servant of the community. This question sounds perhaps quite childish, but it does in fact create actual problems in the technique of writing. One of the many difficulties young Chinese writers face today is the question of diction. For some years before the outbreak of the present war with Japan, many even of the staunch supporters of the vernacular movement had begun to complain, and often quite rightly, that the "artistic prose" and the "symbolic verses" of the vernacular writer had become even more remote from the masses than those of the classical writers. Sentence structures were distorted without regard to their intelligibility, images and allusions were employed which sometimes were really based on Greek or other European origins. Characters in novels often talked as though they were foreigners. Even in landscape description, many scenes were more typical of the Siberian steppes than of the plains of North China. In point of fact, a great deal of our proletarian literature was as difficult for the ordinary reader as, say, the works of our decadent symbolists. So many critics and writers in the early 'thirties clamoured for a "language of the masses".

Now how do we account for this departure from the masses? First of all, the translation of European literature was largely responsible; secondly, perhaps the original syntax of Chinese was not accommodating enough to express the more complicated feelings of the modern man, especially when he begins to explore the world of the subconscious. Thirdly, as the position of the vernacular became more established, writers of the next generation became more sophisticated too. Ho Chi-fang, for instance, a young essayist, wrote once about his attempts in writing thus:





"I have made it my task to seek a new direction in lyrical prose. I

have tried, using words sparingly, to create a new mood. Sometimes it is an imaginary tale, sometimes an emotional wave accompanied by deep thought. As in the writing of poetry, my aim is pure harmony and pure beauty. Often an essay two or three thousand characters long takes me several days to design. Nearly every word has been fondled by my spiritual fingers...."





It would be too cruel to force such a sensitive writer to use plain unmistakable language. Shên Ts'ung-wên, among the novelists the best stylist, I think, wrote in the preface to his Selected Work
 s:





"All I try to do is to get hold of my momentary sensations and images. Otherwise I think a writer should be as isolated as possible from the external world. All writing must have individuality, it must be soaked in the personality and sentiments of its author. To achieve this, we need to assert ourselves thoroughly. There are people who attempt to build towers and pavilions on rocks or near water. I only wish to build a little Greek temple on a well-chosen piece of 'mountain land'. My ideal architecture is delicate, solid, symmetrical, tiny but not slender. In this temple, I shall enshrine 'human nature'. With pride or modesty, I am a countryman. I have my deep-seated temper as a countryman: conservative, stubborn, loving the soil. I have wit but not much cunning. As a child l wandered from river to lake, rambling, suffering hunger and cold. Undernourishment retarded the development of my body, but thereby my imagination gained wings. To confess the truth, I feel very lonely. I still express through my writing my eternal devotion to wisdom and the beauty of humanity, my worship of what is healthy and honest, and my disgust with stupidity and selfishness. This is the hope of a countryman; I hope that I can stimulate you with these sentiments, inspire you to look upward toward life, and to doubt the present. I believe this is not a vain hope."





To such a conscientious, and, in fact, ambitious writer, we cannot very well deny poetic licence to experiment with words, so as to bring out his exquisite feelings which would otherwise be impossible to express. However, not all stylists have such justification, for sophistication in its early stage involves a great deal of external ornament. Hence the often unjustified obscurities. But there is another factor which is perhaps a fundamental one: the new literature is entirely a product of the urban people of China. They were progressive, but that did not save them from being ignorant of the intimate life of the Greater China which has as its soul the peasants. This is exactly the challenge Mrs. Pearl Buck made to the Chinese writers in 1933, when she accused China of being entirely wanting in creative spirit. Today the war has solved the problem completely, for the dispersal of population in general, and the carrying on of political work by the writers in particular, has for the first time erased the hard line between the metropolitan and the provincial, the learned and the illiterate, the one who lives life and the one who is supposed to describe life. This I should say is the greatest and most invigorating effect the war has had on our literature, and it is the fundamental solution for the dilemma of diction.

Another controversy, a more recent one, was over the "new sentimentalism". Some critics in China condemned a vogue among writers in Free China for harping on their nostalgia for their lost homes, the little brooks and the tremulous bamboo bridges. Robust critics thought this futile and morbid. They exhorted writers to forget that "small ego" and remember the fate of that "noiseless China", meeting the masses. Writers, however, defended themselves by saying that spontaneity and sincerity were the cardinal virtues of writing and that if they felt nostalgic, why should they not write nostalgically? This dispute, although it arose out of war-time conditions, was actually part of the same struggle between the writers' desire to be unfettered and the critics' to see that writers were not wasted in the community. One critic, for instance, wrote: "Let us sing of industrialization! Reality demands industrialization. It is up to the writer to create a nation-wide enthusiasm for machines, motors, levers, hydraulics, and even windmills. To do so, one must not rely upon dead formulae. The writer must steep himself in industrial life in order to absorb the 'food of writing.'"

One poet, for instance, Yuan Shui-pai, sneered at the "aesthetic poems" in his poem called "Balloon":





"Poetry, are you still lingering with the aesthetes,

Still keeping away from ministers, diplomacy, stock exchange and international murder?

Why do you deal so delicately with social complaints?

Indeed, you are 'the horn of the age', you see far away,

But you tell us it is daybreak when it is yet dark,

You are so chubby, so soft, and so remote,

Let yourselves float comfortably under the green leaves,

With a five-coloured string tied at the end.

The lady leaning on the garden chair says to the playboy,'

Careful do not let this balloon go!'"





When I say writers refuse to give up their nostalgia, I don't mean that there is nothing else. Actually, in Free China, most writers concentrate on the China that is rising from the ruins. Take an essay with the title "A Tribute to the Highways". If you had assigned this subject to a Chinese writer in pre-war days, he would have been sure to dwell on the fineness of the road or the beauty of the landscape. But let me quote you the opening paragraph of this essay by Tso Liang: you will find that there is more youthful enthusiasm for a brand-new nation in growth than praise for the mountains and rivers:





To the man who does not know the soul of his country, the best way to teach him is to pack him into a coach, between any city of Free China and Chungking. Since he travels on bleak rocky mountains, he may find his fellow-passengers' eyes unusually bright; below their ruddy faces may be gowns of coarse homespun. The landscape on the road is too harsh for him to expect refinement. But he will have plenty of compensations. From sunrise till twilight, the singing and humming of the wind, the coolness and straightforwardness of the rain, what a day it is when you are on a new motor road. Who can refrain from stretching his hand to catch the white clouds underneath the wheels when the coach rises above the mists on the peak? The coach rushes on, but the peaks of the surrounding mountains remain motionless and aloof. Sunshine scintillates on the raindrops, and you feel the world is majestic and fresh, your heart gives a bound; revelation comes to you. Just for that immortal moment, you feel you have got rid of all the bondage of a decaying life. You feel you are a new-born child, scanning with your naked eyes this vast, magnificent world. This moment of course is only transitory. You return to your own world. You remember the inn where you stayed the night before, and the mountains you are to cross to-morrow. Then, purple twilight descends on you. You hear the motor throbbing across the silence of a ten-thousand-year-old valley. One peak is passed. Someone cries out, 'Look, here is a town!' Hundreds and thousands of families crowding in that valley, touched by the fringe of a little stream. Culture?—wisdom?—the outside world? Perhaps they exist, for the little stream pleasantly runs on, right beyond the horizon."





I have not said anything about the novel or about drama, because I feel that unless I can give you some idea of their work, mere names mean very little. You have probably heard the name of a Chinese woman writer, Miss Ting Ling, for we in China learned with great interest that her Reunion
 , a play about the Japanese in occupied China, scored a success in India. It was produced by Professor A. Aronson at Shantinaketan in 1941. Professor Aronson afterwards wrote: "We chose this play not only because of its political reality, but also because of its intense human interest." It was perhaps the first time that a modern Chinese play had been produced abroad, and it was a fitting introduction. That play is one of many samples of our war-time drama. Some day I hope Ts'ao Yu's plays will be introduced into India. His Rainstorm
 and Sunrise
 have already been translated into English, but they were published in China. He is one of the most talented of our young dramatists, having both warmth and vision. In addition, he understands the stage. Sunrise
 as a play is like Mao Tun's novel Midnight
 , a merciless mirror of a degenerate, bankrupt city life.

In fiction, besides those short stories published in New Writing
 , and a volume of Lu Hsün's short stories published late last year which, by the way, was the first individual collection of a modern Chinese author in English, you have no doubt seen Edgar Snow's Living China
 , an anthology of modern short stories. That was done nearly eight years ago, during which time much has been written.

Like everything else, this vernacular literature of ours went through a three-fold process. It began as a furious revulsion against everything that existed. Outbursts of iconoclasm are not always rational, but they are usually the short cut to reform. During this period, one notices that Chinese writers hated form most, whether in prose or verse. We also have writers who, like some notorious writers in the West, dislike punctuation. After this orgy of wiping out the old, there came a period of systematic innovation from the West: Ibsen, O'Neill, Synge, in the drama; Tolstoy, Romain Rolland, Flaubert, Dickens, Galsworthy, Wells, in the novel; Tagore, William Blake, Paul Valéry, and many others in poetry. These Western masterpieces were translated with the conscious intention of introducing models for Chinese writers. Writing on Japanese fiction, Chou Tso-jen, then a very respected critic, thought Chinese novelists needed more effort in "imitating foreign works". Only in recent years has real creativity begun to take shape. This destruction-imitation-creation process is most characteristic of modern Chinese poetry, on which the earliest influence from abroad was Tagore. In the first stage, modern Chinese poetry aimed at the destruction of metres and the adoption of the natural rhythm of speech. This shook the age-long conventions of the Chinese verse-forms, on which not much new was built; it also succeeded in enlarging the range of themes, adding to nature and love an interest in social problems. With the second stage came experiment with new forms. The guiding spirit was Hsü Chih-mo, who after his return from England began the movement for restoring musical qualities which originally existed in Chinese poetry. Mr. Hsü himself was well read in classical Chinese poetry and at the same time a lover of English verse. He made many bold experiments, from a sonnet to a long poem.

The third stage was a reaction against the rigid alien metrical restrictions imposed on the free souls of Cathay, especially the form of sonnet which seemed unreasonably mechanical. The reaction came mainly from two groups. Kuo Mo-jo, the leading writer of the Creation Society, wanted poetry to be a medium of force. His poems were mainly directed against social injustice. He achieved magnificence in theme and great fluency in the vein of Walt Whitman. His passion was so wild that it knew no bounds. In his confession he wrote:





"I am a man somewhat subjective, gifted with more imagination than observation. I am also impulsive. Even when l write a poem, I let myself be carried away by impulse. Every time l have the impulse, I become like a galloping horse; when the impulse is calmed down, I become like a spent porpoise."





This will tell you how very different modern Chinese can be from the Stoical Confucian teachings. In one of his poems, Kuo condemned the modern city. It began thus:





"It is not the cement of the avenue,

It is the blood and sweat of the lives of the labourers!

The bleeding lives, oh the bleeding lives,

Under the tyres of opulent motors roll and roll."





Another reaction came from Li Chin-fa, who formed quite a school, and his influence has never died out, although Li himself has gone back to sculpture. Li, like Tai Wang-shu, studied in France, and thereby was influenced by French symbolism. You have probably read the volume of modern Chinese verse translated by Harold Acton and Ch'ên Shih-hsiang, in which you would notice that obscurity plays an important role in some of our new poetry. Since the war, there has been a distinct change. Many poets compose their works with the express purpose of reciting them in the open to the people. They are often lyrical but seldom very sophisticated, which, of course, is to the good.

[A broadcast to India.
 ]





肆　文学与大众

左翼作家和右翼作家就应当自由写作还是服务大众的思想论争已经持续好些年了。这一问题听起来很幼稚，可它确实带来了写作技巧上的现实问题。现在的年轻中国作家面临许多困难，其一便是措辞。在中国抗日战争爆发前几年，就连许多白话文运动的坚定支持者都开始抱怨，而且常常是很正确的，说我们现在白话作家的“艺术性散文”和“象征性诗歌”，甚至比文言作家的作品更远离大众。他们根本不考虑可理解性，肆意扭曲句子结构，意象和引喻有时直接来自古希腊或其他欧洲文学经典。小说中人物的对话，让读者觉得好像他们是外国人。即便描写自然景致，许多风景倒像是典型的西伯利亚大草原，而不是中国北部平原。事实上，大量的普罗文学对一般读者来说，同颓废的象征派作家的作品一样难读。于是，许多批评家和作家在三十年代初喊出了“大众语”的口号。

那我们该如何解释这种文学与大众的偏离呢？首先，对欧洲文学的翻译负有主要责任；第二，也许中文的固有句法不足以表现现代人更为复杂的情感，特别是当他开始探索人的潜意识世界的时候；第三，随着白话文地位的确立，第二代作家也变得更老练。例如，青年散文家何其芳在谈到他的创作时写道：





我的工作是在为抒情的散文找出一个新的方向。我企图以很少的文字制造出一种新的情调：有时叙述着一个可以引起许多想像的小故事，有时是一阵伴有深思的情感的波动。正如以前我写诗时一样入迷，我追求着纯粹的柔和，纯粹的美丽。一篇两三千字的文章的完成往往耗费两三天的苦心经营，几乎其中每个字都经过我的精神的手指的抚摸。
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要强迫这样一位敏感的作家使用平淡直白的语言，实在是过于残酷了。我认为沈从文是中国现代小说家中最好的文体家，他在《从文小说习作选》的代序中写道：





我除了用文字捕捉感觉和事象以外，俨然与外界绝缘，不相粘附。一切作品都需要个性，都必浸透作者人格和感情，想达到这个目的，写作时要独断，要彻底地独断！这世界上或有想在沙基或水面上建造崇楼杰阁的人，那可不是我。我只想造希腊小庙。选山地作基础，用坚硬的石头堆砌它。精致、结实、匀称，形体虽小而不纤巧，是我理想的建筑。这神庙供奉的是‘人性’。我实在是个乡下人。说乡下人我毫无骄傲，也不在自贬，乡下人照例有根深蒂固永远是乡巴佬的性情，爱憎和哀乐自有它独特的式样，与城市中人截然不同！他保守，顽固，爱土地，也不缺少机警却不甚懂诡诈这乡下人又因从小飘江湖，各处奔跑，挨饿、受寒，身体发育受了障碍，另外却发育了想像，而且储蓄了一点点人生经验。我感觉异常孤独。乡下人实在太少了。从一个乡下人的作品中，发现一种燃烧的感情，对于人类智慧与美丽永远的倾心，康健诚实的赞颂，以及对于愚蠢自私极端憎恶的感情。这种感情且居然能刺激你们，引起你们对人生向上的憧憬，对当前一切腐烂现实的怀疑。先生，这打算在目前近于一个乡下人的打算，是不是？





对像这样一位富于真诚和抱负的作家，为了让他抒发用别的方法无从表达的精微细致的感情，我们不能剥夺他在文字上尝试诗的破格的权利。但并非所有的文体家都有如此正当的理由，因为老练早期包含大量雕饰成分，容易造成不合理的晦涩。然而还有另外一个因素，或许也是一个根本因素，即新文学完全是中国城里人的产物。他们是进步的，却完全不了解作为伟大中国灵魂的农民的内心生活。1933年，赛珍珠就此向中国作家挑战，她指责中国完全缺乏创造精神。而今，战争已经解决了一切问题，因为中国人口的分散和作家们从事政治工作的举动，第一次消除了城里人和乡下人之间的界限，学者和文盲之间的界限，生活在现实中的人和想要描绘人们生活的人之间的界限。我要说的是，这恰是战争带给我们的文学最伟大也最令人鼓舞的影响，它还从根本上解决了作家们在措辞用字上进退维谷的难题。

最近有一场关于“新感伤主义”的辩论。中国有批评家指责非沦陷区作家中正流行这样一种文风：留恋怀乡，说起沦陷家乡的小溪和颤悠悠的竹桥便唠叨个没完。尖锐的批评家认为这是种无益而病态的文风，他们劝诫作家们要忘掉“小我”，牢记“无声的中国”的命运，面对大众。然而，作家们为其自身辩解说，自发性和诚实是文学写作的基本特征，如果他们感到怀乡的苦楚，为什么不能留恋怀旧呢？作家们渴望不受约束，自由地去写作，而批评家希望作家在社区作出应有贡献。关于“新感伤主义”的争论虽然正值战时，实际上也是这一论争的一部分。例如，有位批评家写道：“让我们颂扬工业化！现实要求工业化。作家要承担起这样一个职责，在全国范围内创造出爱好机器、马达、操纵杆、水力学甚至风车的热情。这自然没有死套路可循。作家要汲取‘创作食粮’，必得把自己置身于工业生活中。”

例如，诗人袁水拍在一首题为《气球》的诗中，这样嘲笑“艺术诗”：





诗歌，你还在缠绵艺术

远离部长、外交、股票交易和国际谋杀？

为何你把社会抱怨处理得如此精致？

的确，你是“时代的号角”，卓有远见，

但你说那只不过是黎明前的黑暗，

你如此丰满，如此柔软，如此遥远，

让自己舒适地在绿叶下漂浮，

在末端还系了一条五色彩带。

小姐靠在花园的椅子上告诉顽童，“小心，别放走这只气球！”
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我说作者们犯了怀乡病，并不是说他们就没有做别的。事实上，非沦陷区的绝大多数作家都在全神贯注于从毁灭中复活的那个中国。以题为《公路礼赞》的这篇散文为例，若在战前，作家准会着笔于公路的精致和风景的优美。我把曹亮这篇散文的开头一段引下来，你们会发现对一个崭新的成长中的民族所倾注的青春激情，远远超过对山河的赞美：





对于对国家魂灵一无所知的人来说，教育他的最好办法是把他塞进一辆行驶在非沦陷区哪个城市和重庆之间的长途客车上。在荒凉的崇山峻岭间旅行，他会发现同车乘客的眼睛异常明亮，脸膛红润，穿着粗布外衣。公路两旁荒漠的景致远不能激起他的雅兴。但他将得到充分的补偿。当你从日出到黄昏，行驶在一条新建的公路上，听着风在低声哼唱，看见凉爽的雨丝飘落下来，会感到这是多么美好的一天。当汽车攀上云雾缭绕的山顶，谁都会禁不住伸出手抓一把车轮下面的白云。汽车在急速行驶，连绵起伏的山峦却孤零零地静止在那里。雨滴被阳光照得闪着金光，你会觉得世界是那么的壮丽，那么的新鲜，连心都要蹦出来，你得到了某种启示。在这不朽的一刻，你感觉自己已经摆脱了所有腐烂生活的束缚。你会觉得自己是个新生的婴儿，在用肉眼审视这个广阔而壮丽的世界。当然，这样的一切只是昙花一现。回到自己的现实世界，你就会记起昨夜住过的客栈和明天要穿越的高山。这时，绛紫色的黄昏落下了帷幕。你听到发动机的震颤打破了万年山谷的沉寂。汽车又驶过一座山峰，有人喊道：“看，这儿有个镇子！”在那条山谷里，沿着一条小溪的边缘，聚居着千百个家庭。这里有外部世界的文化和智慧存在吗？也许吧，因为小溪在欢快地流淌着，流向了地平线的那一边。
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关于小说和戏剧，我还没有说什么，因为我觉得，除非我能介绍一下他们的作品，否则只列些名字意义不大。你们或许听说过中国女作家丁玲，中国人都知道她反映日占领区人民生活的话剧《重逢》在印度演出获得成功。那是1941年，由阿伦森教授执导的《重逢》在孟加拉和平大学上演。阿伦森教授说：“选择这出戏，并非只因为它的政治内容，还因为它具有强烈的人文情调。”中国话剧在国外上演，这可能还是第一次，也是一个恰当的开端。这部话剧只是我们战时众多话剧中的一部。我希望有一天曹禺的话剧能介绍到印度。他的《雷雨》、《日出》都已被译成了英文，但只是在中国出版了。他是中国最有才华的青年剧作家之一，既有热情，又有想象力。另外，他懂得戏剧舞台。他的《日出》像茅盾的小说《子夜》一样，是反映腐烂、破产的城市生活的一面冷酷无情的镜子。

说到小说，除了那些发表在《新写作》
25

 上的短篇小说和去年年底出版的一本鲁迅短篇小说集——中国现代作家的第一本英文个人选集外，你们肯定看过埃德加·斯诺编的《活的中国》，那是一本中国现代短篇小说选集。这已是八年前的事了，这八年间，中国作家又写出了很多小说。

同所有事物一样，中国的白话文学经历了三个进程。它以猛烈的剧变开始，反抗现存的一切。对传统观念的攻击并不总是理性的，但却通常是改革的捷径。在这一时期，中国作家最为痛恨的是诗歌和散文形式上的束缚。我们也还有些作家，很像西方一些声名狼藉的作家，不喜欢标点法。在这大规模的扫除传统之后，源自西方的中国文学有系统的创新期到来了：戏剧上有易卜生、奥尼尔和辛格；小说上有托尔斯泰、罗曼·罗兰、福楼拜、狄更斯、高尔斯华绥和韦尔斯；诗歌上则有泰戈尔、威廉·布莱克、保罗·瓦莱里等众多西方诗人。这些西方作家的名作被有意识地翻译成中文，作为中国作家的文本典范。对日本小说颇有研究的周作人，在当时也是受人尊敬的批评家，他认为中国小说家需要更努力地“模仿外国作品”。就在最近几年真正的创新才开始成形。这一毁灭——模仿——创造三部曲最能反映中国现代诗的特点，中国现代诗最早的外来影响来自泰戈尔。第一阶段，中国现代诗的目的是要消灭格律，采用说话的自然韵律。虽然新的韵律形式还没有建立，但它足以震撼中国传统的诗歌韵律形式。同时，它还成功拓展了诗歌主题的范围，在自然和爱情的基础上增加了对社会问题的兴趣。第二阶段便是对新的诗歌形式的尝试，核心人物是徐志摩，他从英国回国以后，就开始着手恢复中国传统诗原有的诗歌音乐性的运动。徐志摩本人有很好的中国古典诗词的修养，同时又非常喜欢英国的韵诗。从十四行诗到长诗，他在诗歌创作上作了许多大胆尝试。

第三阶段是反击强加在中国人自由灵魂上的那种异域僵硬的韵律限制，特别是看上去显得荒唐机械的十四行诗。反击主要来自两方面，一方面以创造社领导人郭沫若为代表，他把诗歌当成力量的媒介。他的诗主要是反抗社会不公正。他在诗歌主题上获得了极大成功，诗也非常流畅，颇有惠特曼的气质。他的激情是如此狂放，常常是一发而不可收。他在一篇自白里写道：





“我是一个主观的人，天生想像力超过观察力。我还很冲动，每当写诗，便让冲动带着走。每次有了冲动，我就变得像一匹脱缰的野马；等冲动平静下来，我又变得像一条筋疲力尽的海豚。”
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从这里可以看出，现代中国人与禁欲主义的孔子信条差得多么远。郭沫若在一首谴责现代都市的诗中这样开头：





这不是水泥的大街，

这是劳动者生命的血与汗！

流血的生命，啊，流血的生命，

在华丽的汽车轮胎下滚动，滚动。
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反击的另一方是完全自成一派的李金发。尽管他已回过头搞他的雕塑了，但他的影响一直存在。像戴望舒一样，李金发也曾留学法国，并受到法国象征主义的影响。你们或许读过由哈洛德·艾克敦和陈世骧英译的《现代中国诗选》，该注意到朦胧在中国新诗里所起的重要作用。战争以后，诗歌也发生了根本变化。许多诗人写作的目的是向公众朗诵，因此其作品多是抒情诗，没什么深奥难懂的，这当然有好处。

［此篇为作者在美国所作，对印度广播］


How the Tillers Win Back Their Land

土地回老家


萧乾　中译





1. CHANGES ON THE HORIZON

"Speed up the payment of the autumn tax and get ready for land reform." The call was sent forth by the Huilung hsiang
 Peasants' Association as early as the beginning of August. And yet the peasants of Hsinlu Village, like many other Hunan peasants, were hesitant. They met the call to land reform with hope but also with some misgiving. Few of them were aware of the deep and startling significance the event would have for them and their children and grandchildren.

This is not to be wondered at. For thousands of years, feudal exploitation had drained away the life blood of the area. There had been little change in the peasants' life. Only in 1927, freedom had shone then for a brief but glorious moment in the weeks of the People's Power. Then bitter darkness had descended again. Peasants under thirty had but dim memories of that time and the Chiang Kai-shek tyranny had not encouraged prattling, on the part of the old timers, about those dazzling days. They could still recall to mind the short-lived days of the peasants' triumph, but side by side was another mental picture—landlords reinstated and the fertile earth around Huilung hsiang
 soaked with the blood of courageous peasants.

The seasons revolve like a wheel and the peasants in Hsinlu Village followed, mechanically and unceasingly, toiling, toiling. Like wheels bearing a great load, they had groaned under the joint oppression of the Kuomintang (KMT) magistrate, the "gentlemen" of the hsiang
 Office, the pao
 
1

 heads and landlords who collected rent and practised usury with equal proficiency. The wheel turned. It was spring. The peasants must spread fertiliser, sow seeds and plant young shoots. Under the scorching summer sun they operated water wheels, weeded the fields and cut rice. Now the wheel had turned to autumn. With the fifth watch
2

 , men got up to plough the fields and cultivate vegetables. At sunrise they were carting away the crop and sunning it. Bare-footed women, with suckling babes tied to their backs, went to the fields to gather hay as soon as they had finished preparing the meals.

Everybody in Hsinlu Village agreed that the livelihood of the peasants had improved since liberation. Bandits had been exterminated and taxes lightened. What is more, local granaries were erected so that instead of having to carry your tax-grain over 70 li
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 to town, now all one had to do was to deliver it to the Seventh Store-house near the Nunnery— a matter of only 20 li
 . The most important thing, however, was the way the "landlord-masters" drew in their horns. During the first half of the year, when, with the help of the government, rents were reduced and deposits refunded
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 , the peasants had succeeded in making the big landlords part with some of their loot. Many of the peasants got back grain, and others ready cash. It was a breathing spell for all except the poorest farmhands who owned not one square inch of soil. Peasants who had been beggared used the money they got back to set up as stall keepers in town or to buy fresh land. So it was not unnatural that a new illusion should grow up among some of the peasants. Feeling the load which had accumulated on their backs for centuries somewhat lightened, they began to get complacent. "The landlord is already down. No need to kick him in the shins any more." Or: "the times have become better so long as they keep steadily improving, there is no need to get worked up and act rashly." Unpleasant memories of 1927 troubled them, nagging at their subconscious mind like phantoms. They feared a sudden reversal.

As for the landlords, taking even such a small setback lying down was, of course, extremely distasteful to men. But they tried to act chastened and subdued. At Ch'ing Ming Festival
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 this year, for instance, none of the landlords thought it prudent to keep up the age-old tradition of giving the villagers a talk at the ancestral temple. In the old days, besides the talk, it was by no means uncommon for landlords to have recalcitrant farmhands put into sacks and beaten up as an example of the dangers of disobedience. Another established custom was for tenants to make gifts to their landlords, besides their annual rent, of vegetables, tea, beans or chickens. This year, however, the masters became unusually generous. "Save them for yourselves, please," they would say, with an ingratiating smile. Some of the cunning ones even went so far as to hand out presents to their tenants and farmhands in order to seal up the mouths of their "kitchen-gods." Then again, since time immemorial, the tenant had had to ask the landlord to dinner. He took around a sedan-chair to fetch the landlord and considered himself lucky if the latter condescended to come. This year, the tables were turned, and a good many landlords tried to extend their hospitality to their tenants.

The landlords too had not forgotten 1927. History to them also seemed to go in cycles. They looked forward to the day when they would have a chance to hit back—hard. They were not sitting back and waiting for that day either. They were plotting for it, patiently, cunningly, relentlessly....

The first people to talk "land reform" directly to the villagers were some workers from the Telephone Company in town.

A little before the Chung Yang
 Festivals
6

 , over the light brown field-paths of Hsinlu Village, one began to see a new skyline. Along the northern boundary of the village, that is to say, on the opposite bank of the Pigeon River, which formed the line of demarcation between Huilung hsiang
 and Shihma hsiang
 , a series of telephone poles appeared against a background of yellow hill-slopes and floating clouds.

Then one morning early in November, a boat loaded with some 30 poles and four uniformed workers came drifting towards the south bank. Peng Fu-chuan, who was cutting firewood on the bank, stared at the boatman standing on the prow straining hard to steer the boat. Seeing the boat finally touch the bank, he could not contain himself any longer but ran down the slope and asked, "Shuang-chuan, Shuang-chuan, what are these people here for?"

One of the uniformed workers, with the characters "Telephone Company" sewed on his satchel, yelled before the ferryman had a chance to answer:

"What for? For land reform, that's what. Land reform is to make the peasants masters of the land."

This said, the worker called his companions to carry the poles onto the bank.

A vague notion presented itself to Peng Fu-chuan's brain—those telephone poles were intimately related with him and his welfare. Laying down his scythe and basket without thinking, he bent down and put one pole on his shoulder. As he was thus employed, the worker kept talking: how they would have to hurry; how the land reform Work Team would get there the moment they were through with the cadres-meeting in town. Apparently, eight days were given them to finish the job of putting up the wires.

"You four, that's all?" asked Peng Fu-chuan, concerned.

"No, four in one group," the worker told him. "Huilung hsiang
 has nine villages in all, right? Four times nine makes thirty-six."

Peng Fu-chuan was impressed. One could see this fellow had come from the town, so methodical and efficient. Yet he still could not help asking a final question, "Where does this telephone lead to?"

No idle question, that. True, he had been in town several times, turning in his crop-payment, but he had never stayed over ten days and had never touched or even seen a telephone.

"Why, to the District Government, to the local Land Reform Committee, to the Provincial Land Reform Committee. Right up to Chairman Mao himself."

The worker winked sympathetically at his peasant comrade and continued:

"All through the twenty years of the KMT, the telephone system was restricted to the town. Now we are here, in the country, and we want to help you to do away with the landlord class."

Peng Fu-chuan's head was in a whirl. When all the poles had been transferred to the bank and the workers were getting ready to start setting them up, he also picked up his scythe, slung his basket over his shoulder and ambled off. His way took him along the dyke and down another slope, and he was deep in thought.

When he had reached the foot of the slope named Seven Star, he lifted his head and gazed at the Peng-Chu Homestead, which rose above the bare tree-tops. The roof of Master Peng the Second's mansion was broad and spread out like those thick shoulders of its owner. All around on the outskirts were groups of dilapidated mud huts. Ever since he was six years old, Peng Fu-chuan had lived with his father in one of those huts. At times, he, too, hated Peng Erh-hu, Peng the Second Tiger, especially when he smelled the meals being prepared in the big house. Fish, meat and what not. And he, Peng Fu-chuan could only have strips of dried potato all the year round. Still, to Peng Fu-chuan, it was all a matter of "fate". "To have or have not depends solely on fate; no human effort can come to anything." Take the way his luck had turned two months ago. Out of the clear blue sky came an invitation from Master Peng the Second, who insisted on presenting him free a piece of land valued at five tou
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 and seven sheng
 , and good, fertile land at that. Also he was asked to move into one of the tile-roofed rooms in the master's outer yard. Hum, his luck had certainly turned!

It came to Peng Fu-chuan like a shock that perhaps he should not have helped carry those poles after all, that he had somehow betrayed his master. However he had acted in the past, thought Peng Fu-chuan, Master Peng the Second had certainly grown more enlightened since liberation. Without him, where else on earth could he, Peng Fu-chuan, get his food and clothing?

Most of the villages in Hunan are formed of several homesteads, each of which in turn is composed of one or more clans. In the small homesteads, as far as blood relationship goes, the members were usually three to five times removed from each other at the most. So, in a sense, each of these homesteads was a little feudal stronghold. In Hsinlu Village there were three prominent homesteads: the Peng-Chu Homestead, Big House Lo, and the Li Garden. Not far from the dyke, near the Seven Star Slope, was a one-street town.

When Peng Fu-chuan came back to the Peng-Chu House, he naturally told others about the affair of the telephone poles. The news passed around quickly and before noon all three homesteads had heard about it. Some of the old folk remained indifferent. But even they stepped up to the footstone in front of the Arch of Chastity and Filial Piety and leaning on their crutches, took a weary look. They had seen many new things: the Japanese; the KMT Army... The bitter experiences of many years told them: what is new is not necessarily well-meant.

The younger generation, however, could not repress their excitement. One by one, they bypassed the woods and the graveyard, and ran up the narrow field-path towards the river bank. Crazy Grandma, with bound feet, was also among the crowd. She was fifty-three. And there she was, with her crutch, caught in a sea of people, staring wide-mouthed at the poles standing upright this side of the bank.

The moment the peasants arrived on the spot, they began showering questions at the workers. Crazy Grandma, lightly passing her bony fingers over one worker's arm, whispered "Ah, you look exactly like my Teh-ming. Look, he was as tall as you are. I brought him up myself, from so high." There was a catch in her voice and soon she was sobbing.

"There, there, no tears! This is not a time for crying but for laughing," said the worker to Grandma. Then after scribbling something in a pad with his pencil, he announced, "No more questions, please. The telephone is put up for land reform. After land reform, up come you peasant comrades, and out go the landlords. Understand? Come, those who are strong, help us carry these!"

At this, all the peasants got to work. Some dug holes, others helped carry the already numbered poles. Especially in the matter of hole- digging, the peasants exhibited a thorough expertness which commanded great admiration from the workers. With the help of so many "extras," the job was finished ahead of time while the sun was still lingering over the western horizon. Slender shadows were cast by the poles right across the new-mown fields, forming a pattern, like a seal-impress, claiming ownership and authority.

Crazy Grandma also lived in Peng-Chu Homestead, and when she got back she pounded on all the doors and shouted at whoever opened, "Hey, land reform, land reform! My son Teh-ming must be coming back!"

Peng Hsin-wu's pregnant wife was just stepping out to call the pigs home when Crazy Grandma ran right into her and, quite befuddled, fell down. Alarmed for fear she might have got hurt, Mrs. Peng told her soldier husband to go and fetch Chun-hsing, Crazy Grandma's daughter. She helped the old lady up, led her into the room and sat her down on a stool. She poured out some water for her and holding her hand, she said, as if explaining something to a child, "Grandma Li. Your son is not coming back. Didn't Hsin-wu tell you? He was telling the truth. Don't go on hoping like that. You won't be able to stand it."

"Not coming back!" Crazy Grandma repeated mechanically. Then with a piercing shriek she fell off the stool in swoon.

Neighbours came pouring in, all talking at the same time. Uncle Kuang-lin, fingering his thin beard, said musingly, "Better not mention to her any more this business of her son having died in the battle. Her daughter is getting married pretty soon, isn't she? What will happen to the poor old soul after that?"

At this point, Crazy Grandma's only daughter, Chun-hsing, still a child with pigtails, broke upon the scene. Seeing the old lady's dusty, waxen pale face, she was distraught and wailed, "Mama, O Mama!" It was Peng Hsin-wu who lifted Crazy Grandma up in his arms and laid her down on the bed.

After a few moments Grandma's eyelids began to flutter. The first person she saw was her daughter. She took Chun-hsing's hand and, stroking it gently, said as if quite resigned, "Don't worry. Don't worry!" Then again in agony: "So your brother is gone," and lapsed into silence, hopeless with sorrow.

Although only seventeen, Chun-hsing had already been a child-bride for five years. Her "intended" was twenty-two, a son of the Lo family, thin as a rake and frequently visited by violent attacks of haemorrhage. Not long ago his family had proposed holding the wedding. At first, Crazy Grandma felt helpless about it. Hadn't she given out her daughter as child-bride because she could not support her? And hadn't the others a perfect right to ask for a wedding after giving her board and lodging forfive years?

But ever since Peng Hsin-wu came back from the army a year ago, he had taken an active interest in all the goings-on in the village. This ceaseless activity on his part more or less explained why he had been elected the head of the local Small Group.

He had been forcedly drafted into the KMT army together with Teh-ming, Crazy Grandma's son, and he knew Teh-ming was killed. Hence, upon hearing that Teh-ming's young sister was going to be married to a consumptive weakling, he took it upon himself to go over to Big House Lo in order to discuss calling the marriage off. The Lo family's airy answer was: "Sure, you can call it o, but not until you've paid us back the amount we've spent feeding her these last five years." There the matter had rested.

Anger surged in Peng Hsin-wu. He knew Teh-ming had been killed. "Grandma Li, Chun-hsing, just think of it," shouted Hsin-wu, his eyes ablaze, "Who was it that killed Teh-ming? Wasn't it that landlord son-of-a-turtle Peng Erh-hu? Didn't he send me off too as cannon fodder? Where would I be today if it were not for the Communists? They captured me, but they did not treat me as a prisoner. They saved me as though I were their own brother. Now I'm determined to have a showdown with Peng Erh-hu or I won't call myself a man!"

Peng Erh-hu. The name struck horror and hatred into the hearts of all the peasants. Peng the Second Tiger! When the Japanese were here, his brother Yin-ting, as the bogus village-elder, undertook to pressgang men and women for them. After the defeat of Japan, Peng the Second Tiger stepped into his place. For four full years, he was the tyrant in Huilung hsiang
 , acting for Chiang Kai-shek, harassing the peasants with continuous demands for able-bodied men and various contributions.

Liberation threw Peng Erh-hu out on his ears. For a while, supported by his contacts and henchmen, he tried to keep up his old prestige. Acting the part of a kind, easy-going superior, he would deliver threats like the following to the peasants in public: "Don't you get too active. We are settled, homely people. One should leave a margin in doing things so that there won't be any hard feelings in the future." For the last few months, however he had started giving out presents to all the tenants and farmhands in his employ, past or present. Like a conjuror's cloak, his house disgorged numberless green American blankets and other "surplus material."

While Hsin-wu was loudly cursing Peng Erh-hu, the other peasants in the room only looked at each other and said nothing. Some thought: he had coughed up quite a lot at the "rent reduction and deposit refund," more or less withdrawn from local a airs and had in general acted in a pretty humble and penitent manner. Why bring up all the old scores? Some knew that Peng Erh-hu still had hidden small arms and a lot of henchmen. A word too much and something might happen to you. There was silence in the room.

Chu Yao-hsien, known locally as "The Scholar" was the first to put these thoughts into words. Before speaking, he cleared his throat in the manner of a fortune-teller; then he scratched at a scar on the back of his head. All this was in order to show that his statement was made with great care and deliberation.

"Huilung hsiang
 will soon have land reform," said he with an air of authority. This spring he had attended a meeting of peasant representatives in town and had come back with an exaggerated sense of self-importance. Ever since then, he had shown up on every important social occasion with a peasant representative's red silk insignia pinned on his breast, swaggering like an ox. "In land reform everybody gets what's coming to him. Chairman Mao is fair and impartial. There will be no mistake about it." A loud cough here, then, "Master Peng the First, Master Peng the Second, what does it matter? They are right here among us. They can't fly away. As for their land, it can't walk off either. So why get so excited? After all we're all men of the same homestead!"

The peasants, most of them already nervous and thinking of backing out, were easily persuaded by the scholar's words. Many of them now voiced the opinion that they should postpone settling accounts with Peng Erh-hu until the Work Team arrived.

Hsin-wu found himself standing alone. He realised that his anger had carried him away, so he did not press his point. He called to mind a passage from a speech he had heard several days before on "Work Preparatory to Land Reform" made by the Secretary of the District Communist Party Branch. "You can't pull the landlords down until the masses are fully organised to act together. If you don't think you can pull them down, don't make any rash move and frighten them unnecessarily."

A mark of interrogation was planted in the heart of every peasant and every landlord in Hsinlu Village with the planting of the telephone poles. The mark became bigger, nearer and clearer as one after another the poles were set up.

Since the Huilung hsiang
 government had its office in the ancestral temple of the Peng-Chu Homestead, and the village-chairman of Hsinlu Village, Peng Yu-tang was himself a member of the Peng-Chu Homestead, the telephone system naturally centred there. The long line of erect telephone poles led towards that hamlet and everybody within, high or low, was in great excitement.

On the morning following the coming of the workers Peng Yu-tang called a meeting of the small-group leaders in the temple courtyard. Passing on instructions from the District People's Government, he said the land reform Work Team would probably arrive around the 25th of November. In the meantime, a matter of more than ten days, they must devote themselves to dispelling rumours and combating any sabotage on the part of the landlords. They must redouble their vigilance and watch carefully every move the landlords made. At the same time no peasant should be blamed or attacked if he should hesitate to fight the landlords or should be deceived by them, because one cannot expect the peasants to wake up very fast after they had been oppressed and hoodwinked for thousands of years. Instead, one should employ all kinds of methods to rouse the masses' class consciousness. When that is done and the masses have really "stood up", then fighting the big racketeers, hunting down rumours and stopping the illegal activities of the landlords will all proceed smoothly.

The landlords, too, now saw that the coming land reform would destroy their power. It would not be as easy as the "rent reduction and deposit refund" campaign. They knew from the newspapers and booklets that the people wanted to destroy only the landlord class, not the landlords themselves; that not all their lands would be taken away from them so that they had no means of livelihood, but that they would get a similar share like everyone else. But, to the landlords, who had ridden roughshod over the peasants for centuries, a "similar share' was treated with contempt. Used to reign supreme in the villages, they were determined not to take the coming blow lying down.

When he was told Peng Hsin-wu wanted to settle accounts with him, Peng the Second Tiger's face fell. His eyes bulging, he rapped the edge of the hardwood table with his pipe and addressing himself to his concubine said, "Turtles and tortoises are kings today. And here am I, bitten by a mad dog."

Peng Erh-hu's study was very ornately furnished. Scrolls and paintings hung on the walls above boxes and boxes of old editions. Only one thing was missing. Below the wall-clock there used to hang a picture showing a group of people welcoming the arrival of the KMT army. If it had been there still, one would have discovered Peng Erh-hu sitting proudly beside the Divisional Commander of the KMT's 107th Division. Those days were past, but Peng Erh-hu still gloated over them with pleasure.

His hands clasped behind his back, he strode out of the study. In the big hall he paced to and fro, pondering. In the centre of the hall were his ancestral tablets, tracing his lineage back twenty generations. Then there were scrolls and tablets signed by "all the gentry of the district". On the main beam hung a horizontal piece with oversized characters: "A Precious Star Illumines This House".

Thoughtfully, Peng the Second Tiger gazed at the ancestral tablets as if asking his ancestors' advice to meet this new crisis. Stuck in the incense burner were a few incense sticks not yet burnt out. He rearranged them.

"Pang...Pang..." From the other side of the courtyard came the sound of someone monotonously knocking the "wooden fish
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 ". It was Peng Erh-hu's wife, reciting the Buddhist sutras.

"The meal is ready, sir!" an anaemic-looking girl of about fifteen announced, standing outside the threshold.

Peng the Second Tiger gave an impatient grunt. Suddenly he raised his head and said, "Yueh-lien!" The girl turned around. "How would you say I've been treating you?"

Yueh-lien, already at the foot of the terrace, was slightly taken aback. She too had sensed a change in the atmosphere around the house. The other day while out shopping for Mrs. Peng at the Seven Star Slope, she had seen a lot of people, in groups of two or three, engaged in animated discussion around the well and on the field-paths. The walls were covered with slogans and picture-posters, with one showing a fat landlord sitting astride the back of a thin, under-nourished peasant. As for her, she had served Mrs. Peng for eight years. She had never stolen a needle or a piece of string. Yet she had to take beatings—both from Mrs. Peng and the younger concubine. Once in December, the concubine's baby had fallen off the bed and she was stripped naked and beaten. Compared with these two women, Master Peng the Second could well be said to be kind. A kick or two was the worst you got from him. Therefore she answered, "You have treated me all right, sir." But the words were accompanied by a brief glance at Peng the Second Tiger through eyes blood-shot from constant exposure to kitchen smoke. The verdict was too good for him and she gave it but reluctantly.

The Pengs did not all eat together. Peng the Second Tiger, his concubine and the baby had their meals in the study. After lunch, he broke his usual habit of taking a nap. He locked himself and the concubine in and the two of them started packing quietly.

This lasted until evening when Peng the Second Tiger stepped out of the study and made his way to his brother's house. On the way he passed his farmhand Peng Fu-chuan.

For the whole afternoon Fu-chuan had been pounding rice, and while he worked he turned over in his mind the perplexing problem: Is the master his enemy or benefactor after all? Hsin-wu had told him a lot of bad things about his master, but here he was, retained and treated with consideration when all the other four farmhands had been dismissed. Destroy Master Peng and where would he get another job as a farmhand? Who would feed him? Master Peng had made the point clear several times. "Land reform? Land reform means Communism. This year the landlords. Next the rich peasants. The year after the middle peasants. Infive years' time everybody will be penniless. That's what it is." To tell the truth, the prospect did not strike Fu-chuan as so ominous. All he had was one cotton quilt, practically in rags—but wait. Yes, hadn't Master Peng "presented" him with a piece of land only last month? Well did he remember that evening—the way Master Peng dramatically pointed at the ancestral tablets in the hall and said, "We all belong to the Peng family. Let those who can help others. But no outsider is going to come and share our land!"

Seeing Fu-chuan pounding rice, Peng Erh-hu was displeased.

"Ah, stop it," he ordered. "Who knows to whom the rice will go?" This had been his constant attitude ever since the day the telephone poles were put up. He once even told Fu-chuan to let the cattle eat just grass and not beans.

His hands behind his back, Peng the Second Tiger went on his way through a side-door in the west wall towards his brother Peng Yin-ting's house.

The Village Chairman and the small-group leaders did their best to persuade the peasants not to listen to idle rumours and to get the autumn work done so as to clear the way for a successful land reform. Yet, in spite of their efforts the malicious rumours gained ground and the whole of Hsinlu Village was in a state of great agitation.

Take Chou Hsiang-jui, for instance. He was the proprietor of Chien Hsiang Department Store on the street near the Seven Star Slope. Without a sheng
 of land to his name in the village, yet he confided to regular customers over the counter. "We're not going to buy in any more goods from Hsiangtan. Who knows who will be the victims in this land reform business?" Owners of groceries and herb stores also showed signs of uneasiness. Observant people reported that even the smoke rising from the chimneys of the brickkilns was daily getting thinner.

No one knew for certain whether the rumours originated in the village and then passed on to the street or the other way round. Peasants going up to town with basketfuls of vegetables and eggs would be questioned in great detail by the merchants and after having got rid of their goods, come back in the evening with basketfuls of rumours. The Village Chairman was pestered with questions: Is it true that a married person won't get any land? Or must a person get married before he can be given any land? It got so that even peasants with tiny bits of land worth only one or two tou
 began to get thoroughly nervous.

A woman named Tu Yu-chen had worked as a wet-nurse for the family of Chu Yao-hsien for three months while her husband was away. Then her mother-in-law suddenly showed up and insisted on her coming home. It seemed the mother-in-law was anxious since she had been told that after the land reform able-bodied women would be sent up to Manchuria.

It was at this anxious time that Peng Hsin-wu received a small package, probably thrown over the wall by someone. On opening it he found a note wrapped up in a ball of cotton: "One Peng doesn't want to hack off the head of another Peng. Let this be a warning to you not to throw your weight around too much."

Rumours buzzed and flew like mosquitoes and like mosquitoes were hard to squelch. The village activists tried to hunt the rumours down. The trail went from house to house. Sometimes would lead right into another village. Some peasants were especially cautious. They refused to disclose the source of their information. "Don't know," they would say, shaking their heads or claimed they could no longer remember where they heard it from.

The hsiang
 Chairman called a meeting every other day to combat rumours. They wanted to get actual witnesses and evidence before they jailed any rumour makers. Several clues were gained at these meetings. The house of landlord Lo Pei-jung, in the Big House Lo Homestead and that of the Peng brothers seemed to be the two main sources of rumours. Lo Pei-jung had called progressive members in his homestead "new-style racketeers". He had also whispered that the small-pox serum that the government brought from Hengyang contained poison. Peng the Second Tiger had boldly torn off the poster put up by the Peasants' Association with the characters: "He who Tills Shall Also Reap!" An old used bank note, with the characters "getting poorer with each land reform" crawled across it was found in the street. It was traced back to Hsieh Chang Store and there it was discovered to be a trick of Peng the Second Tiger's.

On the morning of November 23, the Village Chairman and the leaders of the small-groups were discussing whether to hold the three rascals for questioning when Peng the Second Tiger's wife burst into the office. Her face was tear-stained. She stamped her feet and beat her breast in lamentation.

"Oh the scoundrel, the thief!" she cursed. "Ever since he took that wench, we've not spoken to each other. Last night the lights were on in his room for the whole night. We only found out what he had done when Yueh-lien went in to clear the room this morning. He has run off with that dirty little trollop and taken the suitcase which had my dowry in it too!"

Everybody immediately jumped to his feet. Hsin-wu especially was in such a rage that he wanted to start the chase at once.

The Village Chairman hurriedly phoned this news to the hsiang
 Chairman. Then he dispatched some cadres with Mrs. Peng to make an investigation of the house.

At noon the District Government phoned back ordering that both Lo Pei-jung and Peng Yin-ting be immediately arrested as rumour spreaders. The two criminal landlords with three small-group leaders as guards made their way along the field-path north of the Pigeon River towards the District Government. Hsin-wu, one of the three guards, carried a rifle.

They passed along the line of sentinel telephone poles. The early winter wind playing on the vibrating wires produced a sort of mellow and portentous music. It seemed to express the age-long sufferings of the peasants. Yet mingled in the complaint was a note of hope, a resonant twang singing of Huilung hsiang
 's fertile land and its hard-working inhabitants.

Two days more and the land reform Work Team would arrive in the village.





壹　新的风景线

虽然8月初，回龙乡的农民协会便号召了“搞完秋征好土改”，但是新炉村的农民，正如大部分湖南的农民，对于土改本身还是懵懵懂懂的：只晓得土改就是分点子田，不晓得土改对于他们自己和他们的子子孙孙，将是怎样翻天覆地的一个巨变。

这也难怪他们，几千年来除了昙花一现的1927年，在广大土地上实行着的封建剥削制度从来没有改变过，整个人吃人的社会一直没有改变过。提起1927年来，三十岁以下的农民印象是很模糊的——在蒋介石二十多年的统治下，上年纪的农民们只是在心里记着那段辉煌的日子；他们缅怀当时农民短时间的翻身，然而也会记起地主复辟以后，回龙乡的肥沃土地上怎样淌满了善良农民的鲜血。

一年四季像车轮那么旋转，新炉村的农民也随了那车轮机械地不停息地旋转，车轮子上边载着千钧重量，直到1949年8月湖南解放时，新炉村农民的脊背上还压着国民党的县太爷，乡公所的绅士老爷，保长，和一手收租一手放高利贷的“东家”们。车轮转到春天时，农民们就沤粪，下籽，插秧；夏天了，就顶着炽热的太阳车水，踩草，割稻子；如今季节的车轮转到深秋了。男人们起五更去犁田，种菜；太阳冒了芽就车谷晒谷。女人们烧过饭就光了脚板去地里收稻草，背上还裹着吃奶的小娃子。

解放后，新炉村农民的日子的确好过了不少。出没无常的土匪肃清了。公粮负担轻了，而且区里修起仓库后，只要挑个廿里到庵门口县立第七分仓就够了，再也不需要挑到七十多里外的县城去。但是更重要的是“东家”们一个个都龟缩起来了，上半年双减时候，在政府的支持下，农民硬是逼着大户们把吞噬下去的利息又吐了出来。农民有退到谷子的，有退到光洋的，除了田无丘地无角的雇农，一般农民们都喘了口气，本来讨饭的，有了点小本，上镇上摆摊去了；本来几辈子没有一升田的，用退回的谷洋置起家产了。给千斤闸压了几千年的农民，脊背刚刚直过来，很自然的会起一种错觉，有的认为地主阶级已经是死老虎了，不必再去打它；有的认为既然日子一天比一天好了，只要一直好下去，何必扯破了脸去搞——1927年血腥的记忆，仍然像魑魅般萦绕在他们的潜意识中，他们害怕变天。

被拔了几根毛的地主当然是不甘心的，表面上他们是龟缩起来了，今年清明各屋场都没有敢召集村人去祠堂里训话——往年，地主训完话还得挑几个不顺眼的贫雇农装到麻袋里去吃棍子呢！收租子时候每年佃户们照例得送给“东家”一些农业副产品：蔬菜、茶叶、豆子和新鸡。今年，识时务的“东家”赶忙笑眯眯地拦住说：你们留着吃哒！特别狡猾的地主，为了封“灶王爷”们的嘴，还送礼给佃户或长工呢！开天辟地，只有佃户请东家的酒，而且得抬了轿子去接，接到就算人家赏了脸；今年，有的地主倒过来请佃户的客了。地主的想法是：这些搓泥巴的，一辈子没尝过油水，给他点甜头尝，还愁他不说我好话，听我使唤！

地主们的心坎上也挂着一个血淋淋的1927——地主复辟后屠杀农民大众。在他们的心中，想着历史是循环的，反正他们仍有还手的那一天。而且地主阶级并不是坐在那里等着“那一天”。面临着农民的翻身，他们作起最后的挣扎。

第一个具体和新炉村农民提起土改的，是县里来的电话公司工人。

重阳节前，新炉村淡赭色的田埂上出现了崭新的风景线：从村子北界，也就是回龙乡与石马乡交界的斑鸠河那岸，一根根的电线杆子，衬着黄古岭上的朵朵云彩，由地面拔起来了。

起先，河南岸新炉村的农民还以为是为了石桥村新开的合作分社装的；但是11月初的一天早晨，三四十根杆子，由四个穿制服的工人，押载到南岸来了。正在堤岸上砍柴的彭福全呆呆地望着撑篙的人在船缘上使力气，等渡船靠了岸，他忍不住跑下坡去问：“喂，他们来干吗哩啊？”没等摇义渡的回答，船头上一个穿蓝斜纹布制服，腰间口袋上绣着“电话公司”四个大字的工人就大声嚷：“干吗哩，搞土改咯，搞好土改大家农民好翻身哒！”随说着，那工人就招呼伙伴们来扛杆子了。

彭福全一听，他就直觉地放下了镰刀和筐子，赶快俯下身去，拣了两根杆子挑在肩上。随搬动，随听那个工人说：工作队在县里开完扩干会就下来了，公司限他们在八天内完成任务。

“你们一共四个吗？”彭福全关切地问。

“不，四个人算一组，”工人告诉他，“你们回龙乡不是九个村吗？四九三十六个人。”

彭福全听了很佩服，到底是县里来的工人，真有头绪，有办法。他又追问了一句：

“咯，电话通到哪点？”在彭福全，这话问得是很高明的。他虽然去过县城，送过公粮，每次都不上十天。他没摸过甚至没看见过电话机。

“通么？通区政府，通县土委会，通省土委会，一直通到毛主席那点。”说完，工人又眨眨眼，很同情这个农民弟兄说：“国民党二十年，电话没出过县城。现在我们也下乡来了，帮你们来消灭地主阶级。”

这段谈话使彭福全的脑子转了起来。等杆子都搬上了坡，看看工人们要动手了，他就拾起镰刀，背上筐，踱开了。一面沿着堤坡走，他一面寻思着。

下了七星岗，福全抬头朝彭朱家那边望望，一片疏林里翘出了彭二爹家的屋脊，宽大得正像彭二爹那副肥硕的肩膀。拱立在四周的是一簇半截土的破屋。彭福全从六岁便跟着爸爸住在那片土屋的一间里，有时候他也恨那个彭二爹，特别闻到灶房里炒菜的味，又是鱼又是肉，他彭福全一年到头吃的是茴丝。但是在彭福全看来，一切都出不了个“命”字，“命里有来一定有，命里无来不强求”。

像两个多月前，运转了，彭二爹无缘无故把他找去，硬“送”了他五斗七升田，而且是垅上好田，同时又要他搬到东家外院的瓦房里了。这叫做“时来运转”。

想到这里，彭福全心里觉得好像刚才做了一件对不起彭二爹的事，不该去搬那堆杆子了。彭福全想，无论彭二爹过去怎么样，解放以后，他蛮开通啰。而且，彭二爹说的对：凭他彭福全，没有了二爹，还吃谁的穿谁的呢？

湖南一般的自然村，都是若干屋场形成的。每个屋场里又都是一个或两个宗族形成的。小的屋场血统关系近到不出三五代，都是一座座小小的封建堡垒。新炉村便有：彭朱家，大屋罗和黎家园三个屋场，离堤不远，七星岗那边还有一条街镇。

彭福全回到彭朱家，少不得同人讲了上港装电线杆子的事。于是，一个屋场传一个屋场，太阳还没到中天，三个屋场都传遍这件事了。有些彭朱家上了年纪的农民，对于装电话并不感到兴奋，只是扶了根拐杖，站在屋场前节孝牌坊的石墩上望望就算了。这些年新鲜的事他们见过多了：联总美国鬼子来放过赈，蒋介石过过兵，从来新鲜的事并不一定就是好事！

但年轻力壮的小伙子和走得开的媳妇们可耐不住了。他们一个个，绕着丛林、坟地，沿着田埂上的小道，都奔向上港来。人群里，还撵着一个裹了脚的“疯嫒毑”。五十三岁了，她也拄着根棍子，撅着干瘪瘪的嘴，挤在人群里，眼睛直直地望着堤这边已经竖起了的几根杆子。

农民们一赶到，先是问长问短的。“疯嫒毑”还用她那枯柴似的手，沿着一个工人的胳臂轻轻的抚摸了一下，伤感地说：“啊，你真像我那个德明。瞧，他也有你这么高的个子，我一点点养大了他！”说着，她呜咽起来了。

“哭哭啼啼的哒！留着那眼泪跟地主算账去！”工人一面掏了铅笔在本子上记些什么，一面对“疯嫒毑”说。接着他又掉过脸来告诉大家，“一句话，安了电话好搞土改，搞了土改，农民朋友们好做主人。明白了吧？来，有力气的帮我们抬抬！”

经这么一提醒，农民动起手来了，这个刨坑，那个去扛漆了号码的杆子。在刨坑上农民内行得使电话工人们很佩服。

太阳向西边天际线落下去时，工作在这么多“零工”的帮忙下，是完成了。一根根电线杆子竖起来，细长苗条的影子便斜投在新割的稻田上了，直好像在田上面，打下了主人的印记。

那天看工人们栽完了电线杆子，“疯嫒毑”便一路上扭着秧歌回到屋场。到了屋场，挨家叩门，门打开她就伸了脖子嚷：“嗨，土改了，土改了，我伢崽德明快回来了。”

嚷到彭新五的家里，他那怀了大肚子的老婆走出来叫猪，疯婆正撞了她个满怀，几乎撞倒在地上。她就一面招呼她男人披上军衣快去把“疯嫒毑”的女儿春杏喊来，别出什么差池，一面把“疯嫒毑”搀到她屋里矮凳上，趁着棉油灯的橙黄光亮，从三口火砖架起的灶上，拿下一只细长水壶，给她倒了杯开水，拉了她的手劝慰着说：

“疯嫒毑，你崽不会回来了。新五不是说了吗？那不假。这么天天盼，你身子受不住。”

“不会回来了！”“疯嫒毑”重复了一句，突然，尖声叫了一声，她由矮凳上晕倒下来了。

屋场里的农民黑压压地拥了进来，你一嘴我一嘴的。光林大叔撂着腮巴上疏疏朗朗几根胡子说：“还是莫提她伢崽阵亡了的话好，她的女儿春杏眼看也就嫁人家了，她这婆子活着还有么哩着落！”

正说着，肩头上垂了两条小辫的春杏从大屋罗赶来了。她一扑就扑到“疯嫒毑”身上，“妈呀！妈呀！”地哭个好惨，新五一面喊他媳妇倒点开水，一面就把“疯嫒毑”搀上床。

到了床上，“疯嫒毑”的眼皮动了，裂出一道缝。她摸索着春杏的手说：“杏子，杏子，莫给他冲喜呀！新五管得有理，看谁敢糟蹋你！”春杏今年才十七，她在大屋罗一共当了五年小媳妇。男人二十二了，从小就瘦得像小鸡子，时常大口大口地吐血，男家近来要圆房。疯婆起初也没办法。她是养不活女儿才把她送出做小媳妇的。送去五年，人家要娶，有么哩话说！

从去年复员回来，彭新五专好管村里的事，他因此被选做小组长。他是和“疯嫒毑”的儿子德明同一回被抓的丁，他知道德明打死了，听说德明的妹子要嫁一个痨病鬼，就硬去大屋罗阻止。男家对新五说：婚姻打消也可以，只要退我们五年的伙食！

“疯嫒毑，春杏，你们想想，”新五瞪了眼睛嚷，“谁害的德明，还不是那个狗日的彭二虎！我还不也是他给送上炮眼的！没有共产党，我能有今天！共产党把我俘虏以后，没把我当俘虏，把我当作弟兄救了。我这回不跟彭二虎算账，我算白活了！”

春杏一只手擦着颊上的眼泪，一只手给“疯嫒毑”捶着腿。她呆呆地望着两个人，脸上没有一点表情。

提起彭二虎来，全乡农民没有不怕，没有不恨的！平时他们只好叫他做彭二爹。日本人在的时候，他哥哥荫庭当伪乡长，替日本拉夫，找“花姑娘”，还收买几十口袋的铜板运到日本去。胜利后，荫庭为了汉奸“嫌疑”下了台，就把彭二虎换上了。当时据说是因为1928年，他当过清乡委员，但是解放以来，他一再否认，说都是他那个跑到台湾的旅长侄子背着他活动出来的，事后推也推辞不了。无论如何，彭二虎足足当了四年回龙乡的土皇帝，替蒋介石逼丁逼税。

解放以后，彭二虎滚下台了。起初，仗着他耳朵多，爪牙多，还神气过一阵，假装忠厚长者的口吻，公开对农民恫吓说：我们是家门，做事留线，日后好见面！近几个月来，彭天保见了从前的和现在的佃户长工就送礼。他的家好像什么魔术师的礼帽：抽出不晓得多少条绿色的美国毯子，都是“剩余物资”！八月节，他还请佃户们吃了回酒！

当新五大声骂着彭二虎的时候，屋子里的农民们你看看我，我看看你，都不吱声。有的觉得双减时候，他东西拿出来，在地方上又不大露面了，见人低三下四的，何必再去算旧账？也有的知道彭二虎手里还有硬家伙，他耳目又多，怕吱声惹出事来。于是，只听见春杏给“疯嫒毑”捶腿的咚咚声音。

屋场里有了“秀才”称号的朱耀先发言了。像他给人看八字一样，话没出来前先得咳嗽一声，然后轻轻搔搔脑袋上的疤，表示很慎重，很用心思。

“回龙乡马上就要土改了。”语气间很带点权威，这是因为今年春天，他曾去县里开过一次农民代表会议，回来以后，非常神气。遇到谁家有婚丧大事，他还常把农代会的红绸条，挂在胸前，走路摇摆得活像一头水牯。“土改的时候，谁该怎么办，就得怎么办。毛主席公公道道，毫厘不爽的。”接着，嗓子里又重重咳了一声。“彭大爹也罢，彭二爹也罢，他们的人就在我们屋场里，还怕他插翅飞走！他们的田地没有腿，更跑不了啦，动么哩火气！”

农民们本来勇气就不够，顾虑多，听“秀才”这么一说，更觉得多一事不如少一事了，于是，大家交谈起来，大致说，电线杆子没几天就安起了，率性等几天再算账吧。

新五记起了前些日子乡主席古玉章传达区委书记关于“土改准备工作”中的一段重要指示：在群众没有充分发动起来以前，地主是斗不倒的。估计斗不倒，就不要打草惊蛇。他决定耐心地等群众觉悟了。

自从新炉村栽下了电线杆子，新炉村的农民和地主心坎上也都栽下了新的问号。那问号，随着一根根竖起的电线杆子变得更大，更逼近，更逼真。

因为回龙乡的乡政府是在彭家祠堂里，新炉村的村主任彭玉堂也是彭朱家屋场的人，电话的路线显然是以彭朱家为中心，一根一根的电线杆子笔直向彭朱家奔来。屋场里，各阶层都骚动起来了。

彭玉堂在安电线杆子的第二天早晨，便在祠堂的侧院召集了一个农会小组长会，报告区政府有指示来，估计土改工作队同志们大约11月25号左右可以到达，要各小组长在这十几天里注意追谣，反分散，反破坏，也即是提高警觉，好好监视地主们的行动。同时，如果贫雇农向恶霸地主作斗争时有顾虑，甚至受恶霸地主们的骗，绝不可以责备农民，打击农民，因为农民受了几千年的压迫蒙蔽，不是一下子可以觉醒过来的，而应该利用一切机会去启发群众的阶级觉悟。只有群众觉悟了，站起来了，反霸，追谣，镇压地主的不法行为才能做得成功。

地主方面也意识到眼前到来的土地改革这一关，没有双减退押那么好过了。尽管从报纸和书册上，地主们知道人民要消灭的仅仅是地主这个阶级，并不是要消灭他们的肉体；并不是把田没收后，不给他们一条活路，而是也要分给他们与农民同样的一份，但是作威作福几千年的地主阶级是不甘心接受那“同样的一份”的，对于在农村里一向称孤道寡的土皇帝——恶霸地主，那尤其是不可想象的事。

听说彭新五要向他算账，彭天保就把一脸的横肉搭拉下来了，三楞眼一瞪，水烟袋往硬木八仙桌的桌边一顿，对他的小老婆骂道：“现在乌龟甲鱼都出哒呢，活了四十六岁，我给癫狗咬了一口！”

彭二虎的书房充满了雅气，一墙的字画，一箱箱的古版书。本来挂在挂钟下面那幅“欢迎国军莅临”的团体照片已摘下去了，不然，还可以看见彭二虎如何威风地坐在国民党一○七师师长旁边的神气。那样的事情总归是过去了，但是在彭二虎还是万分依恋的。

他背着双手踱出了书房，在大厅里一面踱着，一面寻思着。大厅中间供着彭天保的“历代始太高曾祖”的牌位，上溯直达廿代；一边题着：“序昭穆如闻如见”，一边是“荐枣栗必敬必恭”；两边柱子上挂着“阑邑绅士拜题”的对联，两块细长、黑漆金字的长匾上刻着：“先代有贻谋肇基端由勤俭，后人宜继续务本只在读耕”。正梁上还悬着一块横匾，刻着斗大的“宝婺光闾”四个字。

彭天保若有所思地望着祖先牌位。他伸手把香炉里未燃尽的香摆正了一下，直好像在“先代”面前请教对付眼前土改的高明计谋。

天井那面有人啷啷地叩着木鱼，声音单调而且疾速。彭二虎的大老婆又在念经了。

“二爹，吃饭了！”正想着，门槛外站着一个脸色苍白的女孩子，年纪约摸十五六岁。

彭天保不耐烦地哼了一声。忽然，他抬起头来喊：

“月莲！”等女孩子回过头来后，问：“我待你怎么样？”

已经退下台阶的月莲给他问了个楞。她也觉出近来整个屋场的空气是不同往常了。前天替彭天保的大老婆去七星岗上一趟街，看见井边、田埂上、每家屋角都有两三个人在议论着。墙上还新贴了许多标语和漫画——一幅画的是个瘦弱的种田人，背上骑着个肥大的“东家”。她已经侍候彭二爹的大太太有八年了，她没偷过一针一线，但是彭二爹的大老婆和小老婆全打过她——有一回腊月天，为了小老婆的娃娃自己跌下了床，还把她衣服脱光了打过呢！比起她们来，彭二爹的确算好人了，顶多踢她一腿半脚的。想到这里，她就回答说：“二爹待我蛮好！”说完，她那对被灶房的柴烟熏得爬满了红丝的眼睛朝彭天保望了一下，好像这么说过奖了他，也委屈了自己似的。

彭家的饭是分两处开。彭天保和小老婆带着一个小娃子是在书房里吃的。饭后，彭天保没有午睡。他跟他那小老婆两个倒扣上了门，咕咚咕咚地收拾起箱笼来。

到傍晚，彭天保才打开门踱出来。

整个下午，福全都在外院舂米。沿着院墙，两头黄牛在啮草，一条小牛犊拼命用嘴巴追着一条母牛，咂着奶头。

福全一面舂米，一面心里为一个难题困惑着：彭二爹究竟是他的仇人还是恩人？彭新五对他讲了许多彭二爹的坏话，解放以前的彭二爹当然是刀子一样地狠了。但是如今彭二爹把其余四个长工全散了，单单留了他一个，对他又这么“厚道”，如果真把彭二爹消灭掉，他这份长工不是也消灭光了吗，他还吃什么？彭二爹几次对他说：“土改是什么？土改就是共产。今年共地主，明年共富农，后年共中农，五年之内，大家都共光了算数！”其实，那话他听了倒没觉得有什么可怕的。他一共只有一条破棉絮——对了，别忘了上个月里彭二爹“送”了他五斗七升田呢！彭二爹那晚上在大厅里指着祖宗牌位对他说，都是彭家人，谁能照顾谁，就照顾谁，分田也不能分到外族去。

看见福全在舂米，彭二虎很不高兴。

“别舂了！”彭天保吩咐，“舂好了不一定给谁吃呢！”从新炉村装了电线杆子那天起，彭二虎一直唱着这个论调，他甚而告诉福全：牛只许喂草，不许喂豆子。

吩咐完了，彭天保背着双手，推开西墙一道便门，到他哥哥彭荫庭屋里去了。

接连几天，尽管村主任和各小组长们挨户宣传大家应该努力生产，热烈迎接土改，新炉村各阶层却还是被谣言骚动得人心惶惶的。

七星岗的街上，千祥百货店的老板周祥瑞在农村没有半斗田，他竟也倚着柜台对熟主顾说：“湘潭的货一时先不进了，谁知道这回土改都改些什么人！”街上的布铺、西药房的老板神气之间都表现出些不安定。有人甚至说，砖窑的烟筒里最近两三天烟愈冒愈稀了。

谣言究竟是由农村传到街上去的，还是由街上传下来的，谁也不敢说。农民挑了一箩箩的蔬菜鸡蛋到镇上去，商人们见了农民就问长问短；傍晚农民又挑着一箩箩的谣言回来。有的回来就去问村主任：是不是结了婚的就不分田了？又有的问：是不是结了婚的才有资格分田？闹得甚至有一斗两斗田的农民心里也起着疙疸。

在朱耀先家里当了三个月奶妈的涂玉贞，忽然她婆婆来要替她辞工不干了。她婆婆一定要把她送回娘家去，因为听说土改工作队一来，便吸收妇女到东北去，她丈夫又在湖上摇船，涂玉贞的婆婆说：“我可担不起那责任！”

东北！造谣的家伙们好像特别看上了这个地方。多少谣言都是针对东北的。东北掉了原子弹。东北进了美国兵。地主们似乎希望用东北的灾难来做他们的救星！

这期间，彭新五还收到了一个小包包，大约是隔着墙丢过来的。打开一看，一团棉花里包着一张字条，写着：“姓彭的不愿砍姓彭的头！少积极些！”

谣言像蚊子般到处嗡嗡地飞，也像蚊子般不好扑灭。各小组组长听见了谣言就追根。新五一家家地追，从这个屋场追到那个屋场，有时候甚至追到邻村去。有的农民，特别是上年纪怕事的妇女，摇摇头说“不知道”，也有的说：“记不清谁说的了。”

为了追谣，乡主席隔天就召集一次反谣言反攻势的汇报。一定要抓到人证物证才好把坏人押起来。从这些汇报中间，终于抓到了些线索。大屋罗的罗培荣和彭朱家的彭天保的家里是两个主要的谣言工厂。罗培荣骂屋场里的积极分子作“新恶霸”，又说政府新从衡阳运来的牛痘种里有毒。彭天保把农会贴在他家大门外雕花墙上的标语“谁种谁收”硬给撕下来了。街上发现一张上面歪歪斜斜涂了“愈改愈穷”四个字的钞票，查到协昌洋货店那里，追出来也是彭天保干的。

11月23日的上午，村主任正在和小组长开会商议去搜查彭天保和罗培荣的家，并审讯这三个恶霸的时候，彭天保的大老婆满脸的眼泪，跺脚捶胸地到乡政府来了。

“这个贼男人！”她边哭边骂着。“自从他娶了那个小的，我就没和他讲过话。昨晚上他的灯总是亮着。今天早上月莲去打扫，才发觉他干的鬼事！他带了一只皮箱——里面还有我的陪嫁，又带了那个骚女人和那个小野种跑了！”

开着会的人们听了都站起脚来。新五气得马上要去追。

村主席一面派人同彭二虎的大老婆去彭家搜查，一面自己赶紧向乡主席报告去了。

那天中午，村主任奉了乡主席转来的区政府命令，将罗培荣和彭荫庭同时逮捕了。两个不法地主由三个小组长押着，新五还揣了支手枪，沿着田埂便道向斑鸠河北岸的区政府出发了。

电线杆子已经全部完成。初冬的风在微颤的电线上吹起委婉细柔的声音，像是在吐诉着几千年来农民的遭际，又像是在歌颂着回龙乡土地的肥沃，农民的辛勤。

这时，距工作队到达的日期还有两天了。





2. ON THE THRESHOLD TO ACTION

Though the Peng household's ancestral temple had only been built 90 years ago in the second year of Tung Chih
 , some of the yew trees which grew in a half circle in front of it were said to have a history of over 500 years. Yet it is certain that neither trees nor temple had ever witnessed a more significant event than that which took place on November 26, 1950.

It was an event that shattered the traditions enshrined in this fortress of feudal superstition. The people gathered in their hundreds on the open space in front of the stone temple steps for the first mass meeting of Huilung hsiang
 's land reform.

On the order of the hsiang
 government on the day before the Work Team's arrival, a platform had been built on the terrace of the temple and two national flags were draped over the imposing entrance. They hid completely the wide-eyed door gods, Chun Chung and Ching Teh, whose images decorated the two leaves of the gate, but incongruously, as if reminding the peasants of the past. There could be seen behind the platform the cruelly spiked railing, that had been used by the landlords to prevent imprisoned peasants from escaping.

Framed by the flags was a picture of Chairman Mao Tse-tung. His thoughtful, kindly face smiled down at the peasants gathered on the ground below.

Two carved walls flanked the temple. One bore the inscription: "The Gate of Propitious Ceremony", the other "The Road to Righteousness". Now they bore signs indicating the seats of the Peasants' Association officers and the representatives of the Handicraft Workers' Union and the Chamber of Commerce.

On the jutting eaves of the temple roof, rows of gargoyles that appeared unconcerned, gazing with lifted heads at the wandering autumn clouds. The two stone lions guarding the temple entrance were less stoic. Their gaping mouths and bared teeth betrayed emotion, but it was hard to say whether a frown or a smile was intended.

The meeting was scheduled to start at ten. From early in the morning the representatives, one from every household of all the nine Huilung hsiang
 villages, had started for the hsiang
 government in Hsinlu Village along the field-paths spread almost as bewilderingly and intricately, as the nervous system of a human body. Some carried small paper flags bearing the characters "Welcome, Comrades of the Land Reform Work Team!". Representatives of the street near the Seven Star Slope arrived. Some of them had their heads stuffed full of doubts and problems. They engaged in whispered tête-a-tête or stood wordlessly by, their hands tucked in their sleeves.

A cheerful note was struck by the handicraft workers and pedlars from the street, who entered the meeting place in great jubilation beating side-drums. But, in general, there was an atmosphere of tension. It was, of course, natural that a person like Li Chao-chu from the Li Garden, a notorious landlord, should keep his hands in his sleeves and stand trembling in a corner by himself, like a prisoner awaiting the final verdict. But there was a section of the peasants who had been confused by the landlord's rumours and who, although they owned only a sheng
 or a half tou
 of land, were apprehensive at the thought of "redistribution on the spot" which, they had been whispered, might be the decision of the day's meeting. Hu Pin-tsan, who owned a department store on the street, ostentatiously put on a jacket that was almost in rags. Ever since the arrival of the Work Team, he had refused to show up behind the counter of his own store.

The "Scholar" Chu Yao-hsien was assailed by the most painful and complex emotions. This was a big event, and, to live up to it, he once more pinned on his gown the ever faithful red silk insignia which had been given him when he once attended a meeting of peasant delegates. Now he jostled his way back and forth through the crowd with an air of solemn importance, as if he were presiding over the whole a air. Still, he could not get away from the fact that only a year ago he was known to have hired two farmhands and lent out money at usurious interest. He was dimly aware of the fact that this was not going to be anything like the "rent reduction and deposit refund" campaign. His uneasiness was not lessened when he learnt that the night before the Work Team had gathered together a number of peasants for a consultation which lasted till far into the night and he had not been invited. Outwardly he assumed an appropriately joyful expression. But deep down within him he was afraid and an unaccountable feeling of jealousy kept gnawing at his heart.

At quarter past ten, hsiang
 Chairman Ku Yu-chang, clad in a new blue-cloth jacket, took his place on the platform. Already there were the Secretary of the Communist Party District Branch, Hsiung Peng, the chairmen of the Handicraft Workers' Union, the Peasants' Association and the Chambers of Commerce, Headmaster Hsu Tzu-chiang of the primary school at the Seven Star Slope and some of the comrades of the Work Team. Ku Yu-chang called the meeting to order and the hum of discussion and gossip died down. He announced the three-fold purpose of the meeting: To welcome the Work Team comrades who had just arrived after half a month of anxious waiting on the part of all the peasants of Huilung hsiang
 ; to hear the report on current a airs by Hsiung Peng, the District Party Secretary, so that a final end could be put to rumours and scandals; and to ask Comrade Chao Chieh-min of the Work Team to explain the People's Government's policy on agrarian reform.

Hsiung Peng rose to his feet. A native of Hsiangyin and short in stature, he was ordinarily soft-spoken, but a booming voice seemed to come to him naturally when he spoke at a mass meeting.

"Peasant Comrades: We're going to carry out the land reform! All reforms bring something new and I know that it is only natural that we should have some distrust for new things with which we are at first not very familiar. In this case, however, distrust is neither necessary nor justified. But none should blame a peasant for such an attitude. For thousands of years a cruel and greedy feudal landownership system has robbed you of your livelihood and of a chance to get an education. Now taking advantage of your inability to read the newspapers and get to know the People's Government policy better, the landlords are trying to deceive you, to disturb your peace of mind by spreading the most outrageous rumours, in order to prevent you from carrying out the land reform properly.

"I know that they are spreading the story that Chiang Kai-shek is coming back. But what a foolish thing to imagine! Comrades! The KMT that sucked our blood and stole our children for over 20 years was kicked into the sea by our People's Army over a year ago. We have wiped out that bandit army of eight million men. Now there is not one single KMT soldier left anywhere on our mainland from the Northeast to Hainan, from Shanghai to Sinkiang. Chiang Kai-shek with some of his henchmen are still on Taiwan, but who can doubt that their days are numbered? Would they dare come back on the mainland again? Then we will have the pleasure of finishing them off even more quickly!" The peasants laughed. They remembered the sorry sight of the KMT army in retreat.

Hsiung Peng dealt in forthright terms with all the rumours that had spread around the countryside like a rash. He mentioned the one about the Americans rushing help to Chiang. But hadn't the Americans helped Chiang before? And the Americans themselves? Our people's volunteers and the Korean People's Army who had given the American imperialists a thorough beating in Korea could say exactly how much American aid to Chiang was worth!

"The landlords say that Chiang Kai-shek has returned to Hankow," continued Hsiung Peng, "but if he couldn't hold Nanking with eight million men how could he get to Hankow with his remnants now while his American friends are taking a beating in Korea?"

The peasants laughed again, for the logic was unassailable.

"Therefore, when we carry through this land reform, let us do it with a perfectly clear mind. The landlords, too, had better give up their idle dreams. Your Chiang Kai-shek has been kicked out never to return. Lay down your weapons and surrender to the people. It will be better for you. And you peasant comrades! Now that you are masters of the situation, what do you have to fear?' The peasants thundered out their applause as Hsiung Peng sat down. Hsin-wu thrust his arm up and springing to his feet shouted vigorously: "Down with the feudal landlord class!" and the peasants in unison echoed his shout.

The few landlords in the crowds already felt isolated. These thoughts were hard to take. But they tried to clap their hands too. Only somehow their palms just would not meet together.

Next came Comrade Chao of the Work Team. He sprang up with the litheness of a panther, a mature down-to-earth peasant cadre. He travelled much and travelled light. A fountain pen and a toothbrush showed above the breast pocket of his worn gray cadre's uniform. His face was deeply tanned and he had a scar on his forehead—a souvenir of the days of Japanese aggression. He had been wounded in a battle while serving as vice-magistrate in Wutai, the Shansi guerrilla area, when he was only 23 years old.

"Comrades! I am a native of Shansi. So, perhaps you will not understand everything I say. I'll try to say each word slowly and clearly. If you still cannot understand, well then, don't hesitate to ask questions later. My comrades of the Work Team and I are going to be around here to work for your full liberation with you every day until the land reform in Huilung hsiang
 is completed. We'll try to make plain all the things that perhaps you cannot understand now.

"Peasant comrades! You have cultivated the land all your lives. It is clearer to you than to anyone else how necessary it is to give the land to the tiller. The feudal land system is cruel and outrageous beyond description. Those who tilled the land got nothing in return. Everything went to the landlord sitting idly and in luxury at home. Is it any wonder then that production was low? And prices high?

"Take cotton for instance, a thing very much needed in industry. Since we did not produce sufficient cotton, industry was not able to develop. And so cloth was expensive and we have always had to go in rags. The business of merchants and makers of cloth was not good because it had to depend only on a very small number of rich customers. After land reform with the peasants producing much more cotton, industry will prosper; so will traders because they will have the prosperous peasant masses as their customers."

Many a head in the crowd nodded assent.

"When one is struggling day and night to get just enough to eat, there is little time left to think about getting educated. Eighty per cent of our people are peasants and most of them are illiterate. They can never become truly and fully masters of the country if they still live under feudal exploitation. If we do not rid ourselves of the feudal land system, how could we think of building a really free, strong and prosperous country?

"This feudal land ownership lies at the root of our nation's troubles. It made us poor, backward and weak, an easy prey for the imperialists. Now that must all be ended forever.

"Ever since 1927 land reform has gone on in the liberated areas north and south of the Yangtse River. All the experience we gained during those 23 years as to what is the right way and what the wrong way is written down in The Agrarian Reform Law
 which our Central People's Government adopted this year. This is why we must follow The Agrarian Reform Law
 in our work of liberation. Land reform can justly be called an earth-shaking event. Those who formerly ruled in the countryside, the landlord class who have sat on the people's back for thousands of years, now must submit to the people's democratic dictatorship—the people's will. Those who were formerly ruled, the farmhands and the poor peasants, the most exploited groups, will now move up to the places of power. Land reform is aimed at bettering their life and raising their authority. That is what we mean by liberation.

"Everyone who supports land reform must, therefore, first learn to respect the peasants' opinions and consider their interests. The unity among farmhands, the poor and middle peasants, during and after the period of the land reform, is the best protection to the people's democratic dictatorship in the countryside. The farmhands and the poor peasants especially must be the backbone of the whole revolution in the countryside. They must stand up!

"Advance boldly! Mighty forces are backing you up—the workers, the Communist Party, the People's Army, the People's Government. All are ready to fight for you, ready to aid you! And Chairman Mao Tse-tung is leading you."

This much made clear, Chao Chieh-min went on to describe various aspects of the land reform work on the basis of opinions that he and the village chairman and Peasants' Association officers had exchanged on the night before. He pointed out with special emphasis that People's Army men, dependents of revolutionary martyrs, workers, employees, professional people, pedlars and others who do not work in the fields but have other occupations, or those who lack labour power, shall not be classified as landlords if they rent out only small portions of land. He also explained from the point of view of the poor peasants why it is still necessary to preserve the rich peasant economy. This, he showed, would give a better start to the work of increasing production, protect better the interests of the middle peasants, isolate the landlord class, the main enemy, and thereby the land reform would proceed more smoothly.

He explained simply the nature of the new democratic revolution. Touching on how the free flow of goods between the city and the countryside would be advantageous to the peasants, he explained why industry and trade must be protected.

To those industrialists and merchants who were concurrently landlords he had this to say: Concentrate on developing your business in the city, and do not go on exploiting the peasants by monopolising land, houses or farm implements. He reminded them again: "In the past, landlords and rich peasants were your only customers. The landlord class occupies less than 10 per cent of the entire population. When the peasants really start buying you'll see which proves the bigger customer.'

To the landlords he spoke up again in a cold, determined voice. First he made it clear that landlords would be deprived of their feudal land holdings and abolished as a social class, but they would not be physically molested. However, he gave the following warning:

"Two ways are open to you. One leads to a bright future and that is: repent and reform. Guard well your land, draught animals, farm implements, surplus foodstuffs and houses and hand over everything according to regulations when the moment for confiscation comes. Then the peasants will certainly treat you leniently. You'll be given a similar share of land and housing so that you too will have a chance to reform through actually taking part in labour.

The other way is one which can only end badly for you. That is the way of Peng Yin-ting and Lo Pei-jung. They plotted and created disturbances. Now they are awaiting trial. Landlords of this type can never escape from the people's long arm of justice...."

Before he stood up to speak, Chao Chieh-min had been somewhat uneasy about his Shansi accent. But he had been in Hunan ever since the summer of 1949 when he arrived together with the Liberation Army. His northern brogue had mellowed. Judging from the smiles on the faces of the peasants and the relief on the faces of the businessmen from the Seven Star Slope, undoubtedly the audience had grasped the essence of his speech.

The next to speak was Pan Chih-chao, Chairman of the Huilung hsiang
 Handicraft Workers' Union. The gist of his speech was that workers and peasants are comrades working for the same cause. The workers would lend whole-hearted support to the peasants in their struggle for freedom. Only when the peasants have been fully emancipated can a new China based on the union between workers and peasants be firmly established.

By profession, Pan Chih-chao was a blacksmith. He offered, by way of concrete help, to speed up the making of weapons for the militia during the land reform, and make more improved farm tools for the emancipated peasants.

Next came the turn of Yen Shu-cheng, Chairman of the Huilung hsiang
 Peasants' Association, who spoke on behalf of all the peasants. He called to them all to rise up in good order and in accordance with the policy and regulations laid down by the Central People's Government, take back from the feudal landlords the land they had tilled for so many centuries. Then he too stressed that the industrial and commercial enterprises run by the landlords and the land and other properties used directly by landlords for the operation of industries and trades should not be touched.

Old Tu Yu-chun stood up. He was Chairman of the Chamber of Commerce and chief proprietor of the Kaikuo Herbalist Shop. To show proper regard for the occasion, he respectfully took off his horn-rimmed spectacles. Then he started to speak with a faint trace of embarrassment.

"During the last few days we people on the street have been unduly alarmed. That land reform means to help develop the rural economy is now perfectly clear, but some of us merchants insisted on getting the wind up. Some had even refused to buy in any more goods." At this, Chou Jui-hsiang of Chien Hsiang Department Store felt himself blushing so violently that his ears also turned red.

"What the other comrades have just said came to us as a great relief," he continued. "It was as though we merchants and industrialists were made to take some anti-toxin which neutralised the poison rankling inside us.

"I, too, felt some poison in me. I have a piece of irrigated land near the Big Graveyard, valued at seven tou
 and two sheng
 . Let me be honest. I got all my money by exploiting the labour of the peasants. My two sons are both doing revolutionary work in Changsha. In some way, this is a repayment to the people. Did I not use the tainted money I got from the peasants to pay for their education? Since now the peasants are good enough not to touch my herbalist business, the greater part of my property, so that I can go on supporting a family of seven and contribute what little I can to the prosperity of Huilung hsiang
 , I in my turn will of course follow the law of the government too. Tomorrow morning I am going to turn over to the hsiang
 government the deeds of that piece of land together with a complete inventory of other property there and farm implements."

Tu Yu-chun's candid remark won him a prolonged burst of applause.

At noon the meeting came to an end. All along the field path people went talking and debating, quite unlike the silent manner in which they had come.

Because he had not been allowed to get up and speak, the "Scholar" Chu Yao-hsien was feeling very much piqued. Mixing with the home-going crowd, he tried to crack jokes.

"One can see Comrade Chao is resourceful," he said. "Look at the way he extolled the people's long arm of justice by mentioning only Peng Yin-ting and Lo Pei-jung. But did he say anything about the one that had already wriggled out of legal punishment, namely, Peng the Second Tiger?'

This was overheard by Hsin-wu, who threw a scornful glance at him and said, "Don't you worry. We'll catch him sometime and then you'll see."

Comrade Chao Chieh-min, the leader of the Work Team, insisted on the Team finishing up all the meetings devoted to investigating the hsiang
 as a whole, within two days, so that the cadres could go out quickly to the individual villages and begin the actual work of land reform. These meetings would also serve to give the various circles in Huilung hsiang
 a clearer conception of the government's policy.

First came the meeting of cadres. Ten Work Team members sat in a row on a long bench underneath an ancient memorial tablet which said "The Roots Go Deep" and scribbled hurriedly in their notebooks while listening to hsiang
 Chairman Ku Yu-chang explaining the local set-up. They wrote:

"Human geography: Huilung hsiang
 has altogether 2,127 households, a population of 6,989. Nine villages. Created through the merging of the Fifth, Sixth and Seventh pao
 under the KMT regime. 1,527 tan
 of irrigated rice fields. 470 tan
 of dry land, largely planted with cotton. Land ownership quite concentrated, e.g., Lo Pei-jung of Big House Lo alone owns 90 tan
 of land.

"Hemmed in on three sides by rivers. Pigeon River to the north. Lienchiang to the west. Shaho to the south. All three empty into Lake Tungting. Frequent floods between spring and summer. Land near the rivers suffers most.

"History: This hsiang
 was under Japanese occupation during the War of Resistance and suffered a lot of damage. The whole street near the Seven Star Slope was burnt down. Many peasants killed.

"Political analysis: This hsiang
 was on the outskirts of the old Soviet zone during the Great Revolution. Hence the older peasants had considerable experience in organising. For this reason, during the 22 years of the KMT regime, the landlords were particularly cruel. The hsiang
 has seven or eight despotic landlords. Worst of the lot are the two Pengs in Hsinlu Village.

"'The Circle'—a reactionary, superstitious society, has a good deal of influence locally. Membership in this hsiang
 reached around 560 at the time the Liberation Army crossed the Yangtse. About 80 per cent are deluded farmhands and poor peasants. But most of them had left the organisation when the 'rent reduction and deposit refund' campaign went into force. 'Master' of the Circle, Tan Ching-wu, of Shuangfeng Village, plotted insurrection at beginning of year and was shot. The organisation itself still going on underground. Needs close watching.

"The current hsiang
 government was elected during the 'rent reduction and deposit refund' period and has four hsiang
 cadres. Among them, three are poor peasants or farmhands. One is a middle peasant. Among the nine village cadres, six are poor peasants or farmhands. Three are middle peasants. "The whole hsiang
 has 46 Communist Party and New Democratic Youth League members. Party headquarters kept underground successfully after 1927. Since liberation, Party and League members have been very influential in all kinds of work—aiding the front, campaigning for the rent reduction etc., etc. ...e.g. Peng Hsin-wu of Hsinlu Village has been consistently ahead of the others in struggling against reactionary elements ever since he was first won over."

When the Chairman finished reporting, the members of the Work Team raised several questions. Among them was Comrade Lu Yang, who was assigned to go to Hsinlu Village. A native of Liuyang county and originally a schoolmaster, Comrade Lu came from a tenant-middle-peasant family and had four months of training after the liberation of Hunan in the Construction Academy, a school in Hsiangtan for cadres. He had taken part in the rent reduction campaign and was considered competent. However, the prospect of having to tackle such a complex set-up as Hsinlu Village disturbed him. Seven Star Slope with its shops and workshops was a complicating factor. and then "the most reactionary landlords" were Hsinlu Village inhabitants. Hence he kept asking about this and that until finally Chao Chieh-min sensibly suggested: "Suppose we three, you and old Peng, the Village Chairman, and myself go into the problems connected with Hsinlu Village some time later."

After supper the meeting went on under a brilliant gas lamp hung from the main beam of the temple. Chairman Yen of the Peasants' Association was reporting.

"The Huilung hsiang
 Peasants' Association," he said, "was first organised during the 'rent reduction and deposit refund' campaign. Therefore there is a relatively high percentage of middle peasants in it. However, no definite figures can be given until a final differentiation of class status has been made. The Association has three divisions, each comprising three villages, Hsinlu, Shih-chiao and Yunhu, for instance, form the First Division. Total membership—957. But this is not a completely reliable guide to the degree of class consciousness of the peasants since many of the members only enrolled when Association officers went to their homes to canvass. Five hundred and thirty four of the members are men; 423 are women. At present the Association has 15 officers working. Eight of them are farmhands or poor peasants. Seven are middle peasants. You cadres must know our Association well because it is the mass organisation which enables the peasants to protect their own interests both during and after the land reform. We on our part will work in close contact with the Peasants' Representative Conference, the people's local government authority. It is through our Association that the peasants heighten their own class consciousness, develop the tradition of collective work and pooling of knowledge, so as to cope with the various kinds of constructive work. It is through the Conference that the peasants organise mutual help activities and cooperation to develop agriculture and improve their living standards. This is especially important work.

"Since the present Huilung hsiang
 Peasants' Association is the product of the 'rent reduction and deposit refund' campaign, a campaign carried out on a narrower mass basis, it cannot yet shoulder the responsibility of starting such a gigantic task as land reform. Therefore we must learn how to strengthen and expand it in the process of struggling, rid it of landlords and rich peasants or their agents who might have infiltrated into it, educate the politically backward elements and promote new active members from among the peasants."

Next morning even before the cadres had had time to wash their faces, people began to arrive. The meeting was a joint one held by the Work Team and local intellectuals. Chao Chieh-min explained the proper attitude which the intellectuals should have towards land reform and the government's policy towards the intellectuals as laid down in The Agrarian Reform Law
 . Then they began discussing how the Huilung hsiang
 intellectuals could best cooperate with the Work Team in helping the peasants to liberate themselves.

All the schoolmasters spoke. Some admitted that they had a landlord background but that in the course of political studies they had come to realise the justness and absolute necessity of land reform. Hence they were prepared to side resolutely with the peasants in abolishing the class to which they themselves had belonged. Some promised to take on the job of writing "blackboard newspapers" and making posters. Some said they would do propaganda work on current a airs. Others agreed to help publicise what the Work Team was doing and its policies. Personnel from the Seven Star Slope Primary School offered to get up a dramatic group and use plays to educate the peasants. All promised to study The Agrarian Reform Law
 and the Documents on Rural Class Status Differentiation promulgated by the Central People's Government. Preparations were also made to open night schools in which the peasants would be taught how to distinguish between the different classes and the various groups of peasants, how to assess the various degrees of exploitation.

Lu Yang listened to the opinions which these schoolmasters expressed and then started putting in order the notes he had taken the night before. The report made by the Village Chairman seemed to him especially significant. In his notebook he listed the names of the peasants as nearly as could be judged according to their status, then the landlords. He starred the names of all those who were concurrently industrialists or merchants, and queried those who might be rich peasants or small land lessors. On another page he wrote out a whole list of names of people who were without doubt farmhands or poor peasants. Constantly in his mind was the instruction given by the Secretary of the County Committee of the Communist Party at a cadre meeting: "In searching activists, pick the ones who have always been the poorest, the most exploited and worked the hardest, and watch the landlords vigilantly."

Now the job before Lu Yang was perfectly plain. He must arouse and organise the poorest, the most exploited and at the same time the most hardworking peasants and watch closely the most stubborn, most reactionary and black-hearted landlords.

And he knew the two tasks were closely inter-linked. You cannot watch the landlords effectively unless the peasants have been awakened.





贰　回龙乡：一幅立体地图

拱围着彭氏家祠作新月形的枞树，有的据说已经五百多年了，但是这座封建堡垒本身却是在同治二年和祠堂前面那块坟场同时修起的。在它九十来年的寿命中，最辉煌，最具历史意义的，无疑的是1950年11月26日那天——尽管这日子的举动和这建筑本来的宗旨有多么不调和。

农商联合大会——回龙乡土地改革的第一个群众大会，是在祠堂石阶前面的广场上举行的。

工作队下来的头一天，乡政府便用木板在石阶上搭起一座台。台的背面是钉满了的铁蒺藜栅栏（那原是为了防备囚在里面的农民逃跑的）。祠堂高峻的大门上，交叉起五星国旗——粗壮的旗杆刚好从作为门环的两只青铜龙头的鼻梁上面斜过去，原来贴在大门上的瞪大了眼睛的秦琼和敬德，整个被掩在旗子下面了。毛主席庄严祥和的画像，由两旗之间，向着广场和广场后面的整个回龙乡的农民们关切和祥地微笑着。祠堂左边的“礼门”和右边的“义路”的雕墙上各贴了“农民协会委员席”和“手工业工会及商会代表席”的条子。

大会在10点开。清早，全乡九个村子以户为单位派出的代表便沿了错综如神经系统的田埂，向新炉村的乡政府集合。有的手里还打着纸糊的小旗：“欢迎土改工作队同志！”七星岗街上，商会代表也来了。到会的人们，有的似乎脑袋里装着个问号，那些人，不是在交头接耳地打听，便是揣了手站在那里，一声也不响。只有街上的手工业工人和小贩是打着锣鼓，兴高采烈地走进会场。

会场的空气是紧张的。有充分资格被划为地主的，像黎家园的黎朝初，自然把手揣在衣袖筒里，撅着他那酒糟鼻子，哆哆嗦嗦地站在广场的一角，好像等着宣判的囚犯一样。但上了地主谣言的当的，即使仅有一升半斗田，竟也担心今天在会上“当场摊派”。街上开百货店的胡斌灿特意穿了一件很破的短衫。工作队一到，他就一直没敢在柜台露面。

表情很复杂的，倒是朱耀先。这样大的日子，他自然又把去县里开农代会时的红绸条子挂在衫襟上了。在人群里像煞有介事地跑来跑去，直像在主持着会场。但是他究竟是在一年前还雇过两个长工，又放过光洋的，他心里觉得这回跟秋征不是一回事——尤其工作队昨晚上召集一些农民谈话，听说一直谈到深更半夜，然而并没有找他。外表上，朱耀先像是很喜欢，然而那喜欢很不实在；骨子里他是很怕，同时，又酸溜溜的。

10点过1刻，台上穿了一件新青布褂的乡长古玉章走到台口上了。台上还坐着区委，手工业工会、农民协会和商会的主席，七星岗中心小学校长许自强，和几个工作队的同志。

嘈杂的人声随着古玉章宣布“开会”逐渐安静下来。他说今天开这个会，一方面是为了欢迎刚刚到的土改工作队同志；半个月来，全乡农民天天盼着他们，终于盼到了。第二，自从美国帝国主义者在仁川登陆，地主造了许多谣言，一下说蒋介石到汉口了，一下说东北掉了原子弹，弄得大家不能安心生产。今天区委特别来给大家讲解一下时事，使大家不致再上当。第三呢，请工作队的赵洁民同志给我们讲解人民政府的土改政策。几天之后，工作队下了乡，在正式土改工作中，随时还要讲解，今天，他先给一个总的轮廓。

话讲完，区委站起来了。区委是湘阴人，个子很矮，平时说话声音很低，但是到了群众面前，声音立刻就洪亮起来。

“农友们，我们现在要实行土改了。凡是改革都是新的，凡是新的，我们对它起初都必是很不熟悉，于是，就会存在些不必要的，不应该有的顾虑。这不能怨农友们，几千年的封建土地制度夺去了你们学文化的机会。尽管解放了一年多，你们还不能看报看书，不能好好了解政策。那些夺去你们学文化机会的家伙们，又利用你们这个不该有的缺点，来造谣，使你们不能安心过日子。而且，谣言造得荒唐到了家。”

“农友们！祸害我们廿多年，刮我们民脂民膏，抓我们壮丁的国民党，一年以前便被我们人民武装踢下海里去了。八百万匪军都被我们歼灭干净了。不是仅仅捉到了几个头目，而是在大陆上没有了国民党的一连一排兵。火车从满洲里直通到广州，从上海通到柳州。现在只剩下台湾那一小撮残匪——他们想靠了美国的保镖，苟延残喘下去。”

美国这支镖可靠不可靠呢？每个朝鲜人民军或中国志愿军都可以作见证说：“美国这支镖很不可靠。”

“麦克阿瑟的胡子都烧焦了（又是笑声），他还顾得了蒋介石。蒋介石有八百万军队和成千成百的飞机大炮坦克的时候，不是中国人民的对手，他缩在台湾，守着几十万残兵败将会到汉口？他也可以来，不过到不了汉口，我担保就一定给我们捉到牢里去了（笑声）。”

“地主们不要再存幻想，你们的朋友蒋介石完蛋了。他永远不会回来了。你们还是向人民投降吧！诸位农友们呢，你们不要上谣言的当。你们怕什么？这是你们的天下。”

区委说完，台下不停的鼓掌。新五举着拳头喊：“消灭封建地主阶级！”农民随着也喊起来。几个显著的地主站在人群中间窘促地感到孤立，也想假装鼓掌，但是两个手掌拍不到一起。

工作队的赵同志像一匹小豹似的蹿到台前来了。灰制服的胸袋上挂着一支钢笔，旁边还插着一把牙刷。农民出身的老干部，黑黝黝的脸，额上有一块疤——那是二十三岁在山西五台当副县长时挂的彩，是日本侵略者给他留的一个纪念。

“各位同志：我是山西老西儿，我讲的话你们未必全能听懂，我一定一个字一个字地讲。如果你们还不懂也不要紧，反正在回龙乡土改完成以前，我和同来的几位同志要在这里扎根，同你们天天在一起搞翻身，有什么不明白的，随时可以讨论。”

“种了一辈子田的农友们，你们比谁都更明白为什么要土改。因为封建的土地制度太不合理，太残忍了。种田的人收不到谷子，不种田的人坐享其成。结果呢？大家自然生产得不起劲。工业需要棉花，咱们拿不出好多棉花来，工业也兴不起来。咱们棉花出的少，手里自然也没有钱，买不起布，买不起牙膏，工业也兴旺不起来。”

“农友们肚子吃不饱的时候，当然就不会热心学文化。占全国人口百分之八十的农民如果还在封建统治之下，不能成为国家的主人，我们就不能建立强大的国防，就不能彻底实现民主化。这就是我们民族被侵略，被压迫，穷困和落后的根源，是我们国家民主化、工业化、独立统一及富强的基本障碍。土改不是为了别的，就是为了把这个障碍物消灭。”

“从1927年到现在，在长江南北，土改已经搞了一二十年，这一二十年的经验真理都已经包含在政府今年公布的土改法里面了。我们要根据那本土改法来搞翻身。”

“土改是一件翻天覆地的事情。那就是说，从前农村里的天——地主，几千年来骑着农民脖子的阶级，如今是人民民主专政的对象了。地呢——雇贫农，尤其雇贫农，农村最受压迫的阶级，他们必须由地变做天，成为农村的领导阶级。土改就是叫土地回老家，归还给农民，把他们的日子改好，把他们的身价抬高。这就叫做翻身。凡是拥护土改的，就必须尊重雇贫中农的意见，照顾他们的利益。雇贫中农在土改时期和土改以后的团结，是人民民主专政的切实保障。这中间，雇贫农尤其要起骨干作用。”

交代完了这番道理，赵洁民就针对着昨天晚上和几个村主任及农协委员交换的意见，分别强调了土改的几方面。他着重地说，革命军人、烈士家属、工人、职员、自由职业者、小贩等，因为有了别的职业，或者缺乏劳动力而出租小量土地的，都不会划作地主的。他从雇贫农的角度解释了为什么要保存富农经济——为了更好地保护中农，对生产有利，使地主更孤立，土改更容易进行。他从新民主主义革命的性质，又从城乡交流对农民的好处，讲了为什么坚决保护工商业，同时又告诉兼地主的工商业家应该集中力量在城市去经营他们的工商业，不应占有着农村土地、房屋和农具来继续剥削农民。

“过去，你们仅仅做了地主的买卖呀！地主富农占乡村人口不到百分之十。等咱们农民买起东西来，你们比比地主这个主顾大还是农民这个主顾大。”赵同志弯下腰来，似乎特别找台下的商人。

台下的笑声被他突然转为严厉坚定的声音压下来了。他对地主们训起话来。先说明土改就是为了废除地主这个阶级，废除他们封建的所有制——消灭的是个社会阶级，不是消灭地主的肉体。然后，他警告说：

“在土改中间，地主有两条路可走：一条是有前途的活路，那就是悔过自新，在没收以前好好保护土地、耕牛、农具、粮食、房屋，不破坏，不隐藏，不分散。在没收的时候，依着办法如数交出。农民对你们一定会宽大，一定会分给你们一份土地房屋，使你们能在劳动中改造。另外一条是没有前途的死路，那就是像彭荫庭、罗培荣那样阴谋捣乱。这样的地主是逃不出人民的法网的。”

赵洁民讲话以前，很担心自己的山西口音，他是1949年夏天随军南下到湖南的。从贫苦农民脸上的笑容，从街上的工商业家一张张笑嘻嘻的脸可以看出，群众都听懂了要点。因此，会场上，一般的情绪都由波动而安定下来。

接着回龙乡手工业工会主席潘志昭站起来讲话，说工人农民是盟友。工人们一定用全力支持农民的翻身，只有农民翻了身，以工农联盟为基础的中国才能巩固。潘志昭是铁匠。他说，譬如土改中间民兵需要梭镖，土改以后，农民要造新农具，手工业工人们一定加紧赶制。

底下，回龙乡农民协会主席晏树铮代表全乡农民起来讲话，号召全乡农民拥护保存富农经济的政策，并且根据政府土改政策积极起来搞翻身。他特别保证了在土改运动中，不动地主兼营的工商业。

这时，回龙乡商会主席，开国药行的涂遇春站起来了。为了表示郑重，他把鼻梁上那副玳瑁边的镜子恭敬地摘下来，微带着惭愧地说：

“这几天，我们街上有些无病呻吟。土改明明是为了繁荣农村经济，但是我们商人却惊三怕四的，有的连货都不敢进了。”台下千祥百货店的周祥瑞听了，连耳朵都红起来。“今天听了各位同志的话，我们工商界就像吃了一剂羚翘解毒丸，把我们心窝里的毒给消光了。”

“我呢，肚子里也有我的毒，”下面都笑起来了。“我在大坟坪有一丘水田，一共是七斗二升。那也是我用从农民身上剥削来的钱置的——我所有的财产都是那么来的。我两个儿子现在都参加了革命工作。他们当年的教育费，还不也是从农民身上赚来的！如今，农民既然不动我的药铺，使我一家七口有饭吃，又使我在回龙乡的繁荣上有所贡献，我还有不遵守政府法令的道理！明天早晨我就把大坟坪的红契和房屋农具的清单送到乡政府来！”

下面是一片掌声。

中午散会的时候，田埂上，人们边走边讨论着，不像来的时候那样沉默了。

没有能上台讲两句的朱耀先，今天心里别扭极了。他夹在人群里耍俏皮说：“赵同志真是个聪明人。他说地主逃不了法网。他举了彭荫庭和罗培荣两个，他可不提已经逃出法网的彭天保呢！”这话给新五听见了，就狠狠瞪了他一眼说：“你不必操心，等我们把彭二虎捉给你看吧！”

赵洁民同志坚持在两天内工作队得把全乡性的会开完，一面使村干部下去以前对回龙乡有个全面认识，一面使回龙乡各界对于土改政策，事先也能有比较透彻的了解，两个合在一起，才是回龙乡的立体地图。于是，彭氏家祠里，就一个会接着一个会开起来。

首先开的是干部会。十个工作队同志坐在悬了“根深蒂固”匾额下面的长凳上，每个人手里拿着笔记本子，一面听着古玉章乡长报告的本乡情况，一面在小本上记着：

“人文地理：回龙乡共有2127户，6989口人。共有九个自然村，是国民党伪第五、第六、第七三个保合并而成的。它有稻田1527石（每石七亩），旱地470石，种的多是棉花。全乡土地相当集中，像大屋罗的罗培荣，一户便有90石田。全乡三面都是以河为界，北有斑鸠河，西有练江，南面是沙河，都是向洞庭湖注流。每年春夏之交，河水泛滥，近河的田，十年九涝。”

“回龙乡在抗日战争时期，曾经沦陷在日本人手里，所以，全乡遭受了残酷的蹂躏。七星岗街上完全烧光了。很多农民遭到屠杀，接着是国民党的血腥统治。”

“政治情况：大革命时期，本乡是老苏区的边缘，农民组织略有基础，因此，在国民党二十二年的统治时期，当权的地主也特别残酷。全乡恶霸地主有七八个，其中属新炉村的两彭最跋扈。农民诉苦时候，应注意他们的血债。”

“圈子会——一种反动的迷信组织，在本乡也很猖獗。约在解放军渡江的时候，全乡发展了560多个会员，其中百分之八十是雇贫农，都是受骗的。在双减期间，农民大半退了会。圈子会‘大爷’——双枫村的谈经武在年初阴谋暴动，也已经枪决了。但是这个反动组织仍旧潜伏着，还未根除。应当继续注意它的活动，并且在农民面前揭发它的反动性。”

“目前的乡政府是减租退押时期选出来的，有四个乡干部，其中三个是雇贫农，一个是中农。九个村干部之间，六个是雇贫农，三个是中农。”

“全乡有46个党团员，从1927年，地下党的支部一直坚持下来。解放以来，在支前双减秋征的工作上，党团员都起了作用。像新炉村的彭新五，吸收进来以后在和反动派斗争上，一直是起着带头作用。”

主席报告完了，工作队同志便抢着提问题。派在新炉村的卢扬，浏阳人，小学教员出身，家里是佃中农成分。解放后在湘潭建设学院受了四个月的训，搞过双减、秋征，能力是强的。他本来就担心新炉村太复杂，有着一条属于工商业范围的街，如今听说最反动的地主也在他这个村子里，就更着急起来。他问东问西，问个不停。后来还是赵洁民这样提议：

“新炉村的问题，等下由卢扬、村主任老彭和我单独来讨论吧！”

晚饭后，祠堂的大梁上挂起一盏汽灯，在水月的灯光下，农协晏主席继续报告农民协会的情况。

回龙乡的农民协会是在双减期间组织起来的，因此，中农的成分占了很大的比重。目前，在阶级未划分以前，还不能确切说出确实数字来。乡农会共分做三个分会（新炉村、石桥村、云湖村三个村子属第一分会），全乡会员总数是957人，这个数目不足以说明农民的觉悟程度，因为大半是农会负责人登门造册的。其中男会员是534人，女会员423人。农会有15个委员，8个是雇贫农，7个是中农。

农会在土改期间和土改以后，是农民保护自身利益的一个群众组织，通过它，和政权组织的农民代表会议，农民实行对地主阶级的专政；通过它来提高阶级觉悟，加强组织习惯和文化知识，好来进行人民民主政权与各种建设工作；“尤其是组织互助合作，发展农业，改善农民的经济生活”。

目前回龙乡的农会是在减租退押那样群众基础较小的运动中产生的，还不能担任这艰巨的土改工作。它的斗争性还不够强，它的领导和群众联系的不够密切，它的会员中间还有不纯的分子。因此，我们必须在斗争中来加强它，提高它。随时洗刷潜入的地主富农，随时教育落后分子，随时吸收农民中间的优秀分子。这个工作，在土改过程中间一定要完成，农民的胜利才能够巩固下来。

“在广大农民还没有觉悟起来，先进的雇贫农小组在土改中，必须随时起着骨干作用。”

最后，赵洁民同志作了总结，决定在土改每个重要阶段开始前，由他召集九村干部开会讨论。每隔三天，各农民协会分会（三个村子）本身举行一次汇报，互报情况，交流经验，调整进度，并且做工作上必要的联系。

会开完以后，村主任彭玉堂又把新炉村三个屋场和一条街的情况向赵洁民和卢扬谈了一下。谈到将近一点钟。

第二天早晨，干部们还没洗完脸，七星岗中心小学的教员便来了。接着，全乡九个完小、十五个初小的教员也陆续到了。这是土改工作队和当地知识分子合开的一个座谈会。在这个会上，赵洁民讲了一下知识分子对土改应有的态度，和土改里面对知识分子的政策。然后，就展开来讨论回龙乡知识分子怎样和工作队一起帮农民翻身的问题。

各学校的教员都分别发了言。有的说自己是地主阶级出身，但是在学习中间已经明白了土改的正义性与土改的绝对必要性，因此，一定坚决站在农民方面，消灭自己出身的阶级。有的答应了负责出黑板报，大字报。有的负责宣传时事，有的愿意替工作队传达情况和政策。七星岗的中心小学愿意组织一个剧团，用话剧来向农民宣传。所有的教员都答应加紧学习《土地改革读本》和中央人民政府颁布的《关于划分阶级成分的决定》，准备开办夜校，教农民怎样划阶级，算剥削量。

卢扬一面听着他的“老同行们”发表着意见，一面整理着昨晚上的笔记，特别是村主任的汇报。他在笔记本的一页上写下了根据财产占有及使用情况来看，本村哪些人是地主。他又在兼工商业的地主姓名上各划了一个星号，在可能是富农的地主姓名上打了个问号。在另一页上，他记下了一串肯定是雇贫农成分的农民的姓名，又在雇农的姓名下划了一道杠子。他记住了县里扩干会上县委的一句指示：找发动对象的时候，先找那最贫的，最苦的，最劳动的。

眼前，卢扬的工作是摆得清清楚楚的：发动那最贫、最苦、最肯劳动的农民，监视那最跋扈、最反动、最坏的地主。

只有当农民真正发动起来的时候，才能够认真去监视地主。





3. OUT OF THEIR SORROWS, STRENGTH

With the escape of Peng Erh-hu and the arrest of his brother Peng Yin-ting, the Peng household, once the scene of never-ending bustle, immediately took on the mournful look of a deserted temple. Most of its twenty-odd rooms had been sealed up by the hsiang
 government. The one in which they had found a cache of weapons even had its door nailed shut. Throughout the enclosed courtyard resounded the monotonous syncopated music of the "wooden fish", with Peng Erh-hu's wife, her eyes closed, playing the musician in a grey Buddhist garment. No wonder Yueh-lien, the servant girl, as she went about her household work had the feeling of living inside a coffin. Fu-chuan too felt lost.

Gongs and drums had been beating in the village for two or three days, and here were Fu-chuan and Yuen-lien, still squirming inside their "coffin". The change she had witnessed during the last few days seemed in Yueh-lien's mind merely to centre around this moral problem: Peng, the Second Master, was a heartless brute to have thus abandoned his wife. Peng Fu-chuan kept worrying about his five tou
 and seven sheng
 of land which his master had given him as a "gift". Would that be divided up, too, in land reform?

On the evening of November 28, Fu-chuan had just come back from where he had been filling his water buckets when he found Comrade Lu of the Work Team waiting for him right there in the kitchen.

The thought immediately occurred to Fu-chuan—someone in uniform, making another arrest perhaps?

"How many buckets of water have you fetched, Fu-chuan?" asked Comrade Lu with a smile. He talked as though they were old friends, and his voice showed both intimacy and concern. Fu-chuan was still tense, but deep inside he had become a little less apprehensive.

"With only the three of us around these days, four or six buckets would do," said Fu-chuan, untying the rope around the buckets.

"Where do you have to go to get the water?" Here Comrade Lu helped Fu-chuan move the buckets and stood the pole up against the kitchen's blackened wall.

"Three li
 away at the reservoir. It's flowing water. Goes into the Lienchiang." With these words Fu-chuan became somewhat bolder. He lifted up his head and looked straight at the stranger. The light was quite dim and he blinked, eyeing Lu Yang up and down.

"Three li
 ?" Lu Yang looked surprised. "How many buckets a day did you have to fetch before liberation?'

Before liberation? There were then four farmhands, one manager and cook, and a constant flow of guests. Divisional commanders, colonels and what not. Usually over ten people. He distinctly remembered the number of dishes he had to help wash in the kitchen.

"Those were hard times. Fourteen or sometimes 16 buckets, two at a time, I had to fetch," sighed Fu-chuan. Then he thought he should make some boiling water, so he ladled some water into a cauldron and went and got an armful of firewood from a pile in the corner.

"That means seven or eight trips. Three li
 per trip," calculated Lu Yang. "So you had to cover over 20 li
 a day merely fetching water. Did you have other jobs as well?"

"Oh, lots!" That he should have so light a load now appeared to Fu-chuan almost a miracle. "I had to feed the pigs, feed the cattle, and feed a foreign-breed dog. I had to spread fertiliser and cultivate some land too.'

"How much land did you have to work on?"

The crackling wood-fire in the oven cast a reddening glow on Fu-chuan's face. He stared dully at the leaping flame. By adding up individual pieces of land, he finally arrived at the total. "One tan
 and eight tou
 of land."

To Lu Yang, who had helped with various jobs in the fields but had never independently cultivated any land, one tan
 and eight tou
 of land sounded enormous for one man to look after. You have to plough it, fertilise it, and weed it before you can reap anything. Admiration mingled with sympathy as he gazed at Fu-chuan's thin, bony frame.

"Let's see," said Lu Yang, counting rapidly on his fingers. "That would produce around 70 piculs of grain, wouldn't it?'

"Only in a good year." Steam was rising from the cauldron now. Fu-chuan got a basin for himself and settled down to washing his feet. "But the river is not so obliging. In times of flood, you would consider yourself lucky if you could bring in 50 piculs.'

"How much out of that did Peng Erh-hu give you?'

"Depending on the year," answered Fu-chuan, noisily washing. "Sometimes ten piculs. Sometimes seven or eight. I didn't begin to earn full wages until I was 20."

"Only ten piculs, did you say?" Indignant, Lu Yang climbed off the oven. "Tell me, in collecting rent, did he go according to the year too?" he asked sarcastically.

This question left Fu-chuan at a loss for words. Somehow the thought had never occurred to him.

"How long have you been working for him?" went on Lu Yang.

"I started out at six as a cow-herd." Bitter memories were surging up in his breast. "Then I began taking on other odds and ends. When I was 14, father died and I became a regular farmhand. I am now 24."

"You're 24," repeated Lu Yang. "You should get a wife.'

"I have no special skill. How could I support her?" sighed Fu-chuan.

"No special skill?" said Lu Yang with disagreement. He propped one foot up on the edge of the oven and placed both hands on his hips. "You fetched 14 or 16 buckets of water a day. Covered 20 li
 and fed cattle and pigs. You cultivated one tan
 and eight tou
 of land with a yearly output of 60 or 70 piculs of grain. And you talk about not having any skill?'

"Well, no skill and no luck." He really had not been getting his due, thought Fu-chuan vaguely. "Take the Second Master. He could write and do arithmetic. So there he was eating and drinking his fill every year without even having to cross the threshold."

"Brother, you really are silly,' exclaimed Lu Yang with a mixed feeling of bitterness and sympathy. He looked at Fu-chuan's legs, legs that had known so much hard labour, bespattered with mud, and here and there he could see blue veins throbbing. "It wasn't because of his skill or his 'luck', as you put it. Land and feudal influence were what turned the trick. He had been exploiting you."

"Exploit?" The meaning of such a term was entirely lost on Fu-chuan.

"Yes, exploit. A mixture of open robbery and pocket picking," explained Lu Yang, accompanying his words with suitable gestures. "Now you, for example, turned out 70 piculs. He gave you only ten. That means he had exploited 60 piculs from you. You have worked for him 18 years. Say he gave you ten piculs every year (actually you often got less) and we still have the staggering sum of 1,080 piculs of grain—the amount he exploited from you.'

"But," said Fu-chuan in a feeble voice, "the land was his."

"Indeed? Now tell me. How did he get his land in the first place?" Lu Yang and Fu-chuan stood up simultaneously at this point.

"The land was left behind by his grandfather. First Master and Second Master each got a portion." Fu-chuan was trying to defend the Pengs, but he could not help feeling that perhaps he had not been treated right after all.

"And how did his grandfather get the land? Come, tell me." Lu Yang's voice now sounded almost as though it were edged with steel. The cross-examination was proving too much for Fu-chuan. "Well, his grandfather was a magistrate in the Manchu days," was all that Fu-chuan could answer.

"Right you are." The answer seemed to have furnished additional proof of Lu Yang's argument. "And all that a magistrate loved was to hear money clink. The money was squeezed from your grandfather by Peng Erh-hu's grandfather, and then used to buy land so that you in turn could be exploited!"

Fu-chuan was struck speechless. A cold wet towel seemed to have enveloped his brain. Leaning against the oven, he pondered over the problem and remained like this for a long, long time.

That evening Lu Yang returned with his quilt. Fu-chuan had willingly agreed to his staying there and the two of them spent the better part of the night in a heart-to-heart talk, lying side by side in a narrow bamboo bed.

Lu Yang was like Fu-chuan's elder brother now and to him he poured out everything. When Fu-chuan was six, his mother, already seven months with child, was ordered by Peng Erh-hu's wife to climb up a ladder to get some firewood from the attic. She slipped and fell and had a miscarriage. Death resulted after two days of acute suffering. His father, too, had come across some Japs while out carrying grain for Peng Erh-hu and they had killed him in cold blood on the dyke near the Seven Star Slope and taken the grain off him.

Into their conversation Fu-chuan adroitly introduced the question that had been bothering him. Will the land given by the landlord to a farmhand be divided?

"Dear younger brother," said Lu Yang, "don't tell me Peng Erh-hu had given you some land?"

"Yes, five tou
 and seven sheng
 ," admitted Fu-chuan with complete honesty.

"Now suppose," continued Lu Yang, pushing up his quilt, "this quilt of mine originally belonged to you and I took it away from you by force. Would you be grateful if, knowing you are going to want it back, I just grabbed a handful of cotton padding from inside the quilt and said to you,'Here, you have this.'?"

"Certainly not." Something which Peng Erh-hu had made him sign a few days ago fluttered through Fu-chuan's brain.

"Then," said Lu Yang, turning to Fu-chuan while propping himself up on an elbow. "Peng Erh-hu's land has long ago ceased to be his. It belongs to whoever tills it. What do you think land reform means? Doesn't it mean that peasants must have their land back for cultivation? You, Fu-chuan, among all the peasants, are most entitled to getting a piece of land, for you belong among the poorest, most exploited and hard-working. In dividing up land, it is people like you who do not own a strip of land that have priority. Five tou
 and seven sheng
 ! It was yours to begin with, you silly melon!"

Fu-chuan sat up at this.

"Oh, Peng Erh-hu, that son of a bitch," he cursed, almost in tears. "He's got me fooled. I must go and ask for it back." Forgetting that Peng Erh-hu was at large, he felt like putting on his clothes right away to find the swindler.

"Ask for what back?" asked Lu Yang with some curiosity.

"That piece of paper." For the first time, Fu-chuan felt the urge to confide in someone about it. "Peng Erh-hu gave me a deed of transaction—I didn't have to pay him, he said—but he also made me put my thumbprints to a statement saying that the land is to revert to him when Chiang Kai-shek comes back."

"Huh. That son-of-a-turtle!" Even Lu Yang was somewhat taken aback, but he pushed Fu-chuan down again and said reassuringly, "Don't you worry. Chiang Kai-shek will never come back. Still, it just goes to show what kind of stu a landlord's heart is made of."

The next morning when Yueh-lien came to the kitchen to get some water, Fu-chuan told her the conversation of the night before and the two of them made an appointment to go to Hsin-wu's home together after supper.





That evening Hsin-wu's two dilapidated-looking rooms practically burst their joints on all sides. Crazy Grandma Li, Fu-chuan, Uncle Kuang-lin, over ten people crowded in. Yueh-lien was the last to join the throng. "Scholar" Chu Yao-hsien, anxious as usual to be in the limelight, tried also to edge his way in when he heard Comrade Lu was calling a meeting. But he was stopped halfway by Hsin-wu, who said sharply and with sarcasm, "Today we want to discuss how to catch Peng Erh-hu alive. Come around again when we've caught him.'

When everybody had come, the meeting began and Hsin-wu led the way.

"I was as good as stu ed in the cannon's mouth already by Peng Erh-hu." said Hsin-wu. "If it hadn't been for the Communists, I, too, would have been part of the ashes blown over the common burial ground. We started out having five tou
 of land. There were two sons in the house, my brother and I. Only two of us, but we got drafted three times. In 1938 my brother was one of the draftees. Peng Yin-ting was then Village Elder and he insisted on my brother's going. The pao
 head would come over every day to bring pressure upon us. At night he would turn up again, with a different story: a little money might do too. So the long and short of the matter was we sold three tou
 of land for a little over 200 silver dollars and paid for someone to go in my brother's stead. While they were trying so to rope in my brother, Peng Erh-hu got me to work for him without pay. Otherwise, he said, he would tell his brother to come and pressgang me too. So I had to work for him for two months.

"Before long, however, it was again my brother's turn to go. The lot-drawing at the Village Office seemed to be under a magic charm. Only the poor got drawn. Big families nearby, like Lo Pei-jung, who had four big husky sons, were untouched. The three sons of Li Chao-chu never got drafted either, but Teh-ming, Crazy Grandma's only son, was among the first of the lots drawn. When 1945 came around, Peng Erh-hu became Village Elder. By then my family didn't have one sheng
 of land left; so that when I was drafted, there was nothing I could do. I was taken away tied with a piece of rope!

"Before I knew how to fire a gun, they put me into the KMT 75th Division and the first thing I knew I was sent to the front lines. Of course, I did not realise then the Communists were fighting for us peasants, but, still, it was difficult to get together enough strength to fight against people you had no grudge against! First time was at Tsinan. We retreated together with the army ahead of us without even firing a shot. Second time was at Mukden. That son-of-a-rabbit, the KMT commander Chen Cheng, threw us soldiers into the flames. A bullet got me in my side, here.(He pointed at his ribs.) It was summer, then. For three days I huddled under a tree, as good as dead, and my wound was festering horribly. Luckily the KMT army quickly collapsed. Two Liberation Army orderlies found me and had me moved to a front hospital. There the bullet was dug out and my wound was cared for. While I was at the hospital, they taught me to read and write and I began to understand why the revolution was good and the reactionaries were bad.

"When my wound was healed, I asked to be sent to the front lines again—this time to fight the KMT reactionaries! Lots of my old comrades had done so. They got a doctor to look me over and he said I was still unfit for front-line duty, because I had lost too much blood. So I did garrison duties in the rear. Later I asked to join the army that was going to liberate Hainan Island. But they looked me over again and finally decided to give me an honourable discharge to return to civilian life. (Here he produced his veteran's certificate.)

"There were other veterans like me on the train that left Peking. At all the stops along the way there were people meeting us. Before we left, each of us was given a pair of shoes and socks, a suit and money, equal to 500 catties of grain—according to the number of years you served in the army..."

Before Hsin-wu could finish what he had to say, Crazy Grandma burst out crying. If only Teh-ming could have come back too, with new shoes and socks and a new suit!

"I'm an old woman," she said amidst sobs, and lifted herself up with the aid of her crutch, "but I want to tell my sorrow too. I don't know yet where my son Teh-ming's bones are buried, but I know Peng Erh-hu is the one that's responsible. I had four daughters and two sons. Now only Chun-hsing is left. It wasn't because I didn't know how to bring up children that they died. Four of them died of hunger and cold. Once I didn't have a piece of cloth to wrap a baby up in. Neighbours lent me straw to cover the newly born.

"I hadn't been idle. I worked all the year round for the landlord and that was what I got—only misery! How could I remain strong when I never had enough to eat? Is it any wonder that my breast became loose and flabby, and that, one after another, the babies died off? The third one I throttled myself. Flesh of my flesh, how could I bear to speed it to an early death?" Here she began weeping loudly. "But that was better than to see it die by slow starvation. Finally all I saw near me was a son and a daughter, and the cursed Peng Erh-hu had to come and drag my Teh-ming away, my 19-year-old Teh-ming, whom I brought up with what little rice I could get begging from others! He went, leaving us two behind, mother and daughter, and he never came back..."

Crazy Grandma was sobbing convulsively. Hsin-wu's pregnant wife attempted to help her sit down and regain her breath. But no, she simply must go on.

"Never in all my life of 53 years did I have one day of happiness. Mother died when I was only two, and at eight I was given away as a child-bride. First I had to take a lot of beating from my mother-in-law. Then later on when I went to work for the landlord's family, the landlord's wife also beat me. For three months every year I lived on wild vegetables; for the second half of the year dried potato was the only food I knew. As for meat or fat, it had never been my good luck to even get a smell of them, year in and year out.

"After 20 years of hard labour, my husband and I saved up enough money to buy four tou
 of marshy land. My man, Li San, was straightforward and dependable but not very strong in health. One day during the hot season he was turning the landlord's waterwheel when he dropped down in a dead faint. The landlord acted as though such a thing was below his notice and I had to sell one tou
 of land to give him medical treatment.

"Then the Japs came. That opium fiend Peng Yin-ting was helping them to pressgang able-bodied men and he got the idea of having Li San carry bullets and dig trenches for them. One day for no known reason whatsoever he got badly beaten up, my Li San, he just managed to crawl home. His clothes were soaked through with blood. Later his wounds began to pus and he bled and bled. I sold another tou
 of land, but this time nothing could save him. Chun-hsing was only seven when he died. Giving Li San a decent burial cost me another tou
 of land.

"We two, mother and daughter, had a very hard time living on one tou
 of land. The next year, the harvest was late and we had to borrow from Lo Pei-jung—five sheng
 of rice and one tou
 of beans—just to tide us over. Two months later he told me that what I owed him together with interest was 20 times more than we borrowed. And so my last tou
 of land was seized from me.

"Chun-hsing followed me around begging for three whole years, we never knew where our next meal was to come from. Finally I could stand it no longer and gave her away as a child-bride. I too have been a child-bride. Surely I realised what it meant. Hsin-wu, I'm not a heartless person. I'm not crazy. It's just that I've suffered so much and there was no one I could tell it to before."

Lu Yang hurried over. "Grandma Li—don't anyone call her 'Crazy' Grandma any more—Grandma Li, certainly you're not crazy. See," Lu Yang began counting on his fingers for the benefit of the others. "As a child-bride, you were ill-treated. That means you suffered from living in a feudal family. Your husband was exploited by the landlord on the one hand and kicked around by foreign imperialism on the other. Two-fold suffering common to all of us peasants, also two of our chief enemies. Peng Yin-ting, Lo Pei-jung, they are now both under lock and key. We want to do the same thing to Peng Erh-hu and to all the other rascals. This is our job, and we must all help out. The government will surely back us up in this."

"Landlords are such fiends." said Tu Yu-chen, wiping away her tears. "They would come and snatch away your cauldron the moment they see your chimney smoking. My husband used to have a few tou
 of land to his name too. After my father-in-law died, Peng Erh-hu asserted brazenly that we owed him 80 silver dollars. If we didn't believe him, he said, we could go to the County Court and have a lawsuit. A lawsuit! With him who strutted in and out of the County Court as though it were his own kitchen! Naturally we didn't dare. Thus the few tou
 of land passed away from our hands.

"The year before liberation came, my husband was asked by Lo Pei-jung to help with the crop-threshing. The verbal understanding was each person must thresh three tan
 and five tou
 of grain a day and get paid daily one tou
 , two sheng
 of rice. The crop then had become quite dry and some of the grain stuck and didn't come off—not full-sized grain at that. Lo Pei-jung saw this and said nothing. When my husband asked to have his wages, he answered, 'You threshed 70 bundles. On each bundle was left unthreshed over two ho
 of grain. Two times 70 makes roughly one tou
 and five sheng
 , and you still want your wages? Haven't I been generous enough in not asking you to pay me the balance of three sheng
 ?' Thus all my husband's strenuous work during those days came to nothing.

"My husband was so mad that he decided to quit being a peasant. Therefore off he went to Lake Tungting and found himself a job rowing boats. As for me, it fell to my lot to breastfeed someone else's baby while my own was yammering for more milk. My mother-in-law turned up a few days ago and insisted on sending me back to my own family, but I held firm. I don't know what the new government is like, but surely it couldn't be worse than the way the KMT bullied us.'

When Tu Yu-chen finished talking, Lu Yang remarked that it was a good thing she did not go home, for she could stay and see with her own eyes what the People's Government was like. Far from bullying people, the new government considered stamping out those "despots" who did bully others one of its main jobs.

"Am I not telling the truth?" Lu Yang asked, more or less rhetorically.

"Every word of it," all the people in the room, men, women, old folks and children exclaimed in one voice. Yueh-lien and Tu Yu-chen, the girl who worked as a wet-nurse in Chu Yao-hsien's house, both started crying. Tu Yu-chen had stayed for the meeting and hadn't gone home despite her mother-in-law's urging.

"But," continued Lu Yang, sensing that they were now with him, "it is up to you to rise up and see that justice is done. You know all the wicked landlords and you have in hand all the evidence of their past crimes. The government will not convict anybody wrongly. So all of you who have evidence that might come in useful should produce it."

Chu Kuang-lin, fingering his beard delicately, was the next one to speak up.

"I am old, so I have plenty of old scores to settle with Lo Pei-jung. I used to have a three-room hut of my own near Huangkuling, also three tan
 of marshy land which I rented from Hu Pin-tsan. That was in the year 1939. Then Hu suddenly took into his head to work up his business in town and sold part of his country property including my three tan
 of land to Lo Pei-jung. When the land changed hands, Hu Pin-tsan guaranteed that my tenancy wouldn't be touched for the next five years.

"Think of my surprise when, the moment the deal was completed, Lo Pei-jung called me over to his place and named three conditions, otherwise, he said he would 'have my hoe sawed in half' (take my land away). They were: one, a 30 per cent increase in rent; two, for three years I would not be allowed to go to cut firewood in his hills; and three, I must not keep fish in his pond. What spawn I'd planted I must immediately take out again. The blow practically stunned me, but I pulled myself together and begged him to loosen a bit. I went on for a long time, but all he did was to pick his teeth leisurely and murmur this phrase taken from the classics. 'Those who find the terms unsuitable are at liberty to go!'

"I was so mad that I almost decided to have it out with him then and there. But, as my family and some neighbours pointed out, what can you expect to gain from such an unequal struggle? Is it sensible for a piece of bean-curd
9

 to declare war on a knife?

"In the year 1942, Hunan had an especially bad case of locusts. So I prepared a banquet, roused up a few local people, with the intention of'getting on the good side' of Lo Pei-jung, so that he might come down a bit in his rent. I had a very difficult time getting him to come in a sedan chair. And all that he said when he stepped off the chair was, 'Just as insects are bad for the tenants, so is drought for the landlord!' This said, he climbed up on the chair again and was carried away.

"When the KMT came back, their slogan sounded quite promising,'25 per cent rent reduction'. I was stupid enough to believe them. My, you should have seen the way he threatened to saw my hoe in half again. Of course, I had to pay the 25 per cent balance after all, and quick too.

"It would be impossible to tell you all the wrongs I suffered at his hands. I only rented some land from him, that's all. Yet the arrangement was such that I could hardly call my very life my own."

By this time Yueh-lien's eyes had become red and swollen from weeping. Lu Yang tried to get her to move over from where she was standing by the threshold and pour out her grievances too.

"Go ahead, tell them how the Second Mistress used to beat you," said Fu-chuan, nudging her.

Her mouth clamped shut, Yueh-lien stared dully at Fu-chuan and the others. Tears kept trickling down her cheeks, and behind all the tears one could detect the beginning of flaming anger.





Similar accusation meetings went on for five evenings. Most of the people who turned up at the first ones were inhabitants of the Peng-Chu Homestead, but gradually the thing widened and took in people from other homesteads as well as from the street. Lu Yang made it a rule to say a few words by way of explanation and encouragement after each such gathering. The bitter, cold facts were eloquent proof to the peasants as to who had sweated in honest labour and who had been parasites.

One factor that came up again and again in the peasants' accusations was: "I can only blame my horoscope, which brought me bad luck." To show how false this was, Lu Yang cited the example of Comrade Chao Chieh-min of the Work Team.

"Old Chao was formerly a Shansi peasant. He, too, used to float around like an odd-jobber without a bit of land to his name and, of course, not knowing how to read or write. Ten years ago, after the Japanese devils had invaded North China, the Eighth Route Army, as the People's Liberation Army was then called, happened to pick him up while in Shansi. You all know the way the Eighth Route Army helped the poor wherever they went. So they taught him how to read, helped him realise how he'd been exploited and built him up to be a stubborn fighter against the landlord class. He was later elected as a Peasants' Association officer. He did his work well, rose to be Village Elder and then became Vice-Mayor of Wutai County.

"Look at him today. He can now read, write, make speeches and do administrative work. His family has been allotted some land and he's out here to work for the people. Don't tell me all this is because of 'fate'! If he had resigned himself to being what he was, then he would truly have been a victim of the fortune-teller's nonsense!"

Thus the Hsinlu Village Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants was set up, and Hsin-wu was elected head of the group.

The following afternoon all the men brought along their mothers and wives, and the women, their mothers-in-law and sisters-in-law. That was an idea of Lu Yang's. It certainly did not appeal to some of the mothers-in-law, who looked reluctant and apprehensive.

The meeting opened with the accusations made by Grandma Li, Tu Yu-chen and Mrs. Peng Hsin-wu. Even Yueh-lien found her voice. She explained how she had been taken away from her parents by force, since her family owed Peng Erh-hu two piculs of grain. Her tearful account of the way the two Peng women maltreated her caused many of her listeners to weep in sympathy.

The wife of handicraftsman Hsu Tsung-lien stood up and told how her mother-in-law had made life miserable for her. Lu Yang waited till she finished, then made the following comment:

"The bickerings among ourselves, who all belong to the peasant class, are not to be confused with the oppression by the landlords. For thousands of years, the landlords have been persistently squeezing us. There hasn't been a single exception. Therefore, the landlords, as a class, must be overthrown. As for members in a family, there are bound to be some who are good-tempered and some who are bad-tempered. Most of us, however, become irritable because we have to contend with such a difficult life, owing to the landlords' exploitation. Bickerings and squabblings naturally arise when people don't know where their next meal is to come from.

"Wait till the land is properly divided, till nobody has to suffer from hunger any more and all men and women have learned how to read, and then see. I'm convinced the relationship between mothers-in-law and daughters-in-law will become infinitely better, and so will the relationship between husbands and wives. We must all realise that the old land system is at the root of all disrupted homes. When land reform is put into practice, not only will the peasants be richer, but their family life will also be more harmonious."

All the women—mothers-in-law in particular—were deeply impressed by these words. Lu continued:

"The point, therefore, is that women as well as men must take part in the struggle to overthrow the landlord class. Not only because women as well as men are entitled to their share of land in land distribution, but because women constitute half of this world. Without women, the landlord class couldn't be pulled down, and until they have been pulled down, no peasant, man or woman, can breathe freely.'

After holding similar sessions two or three times, the Hsinlu Village women also organised a small group of their own, with Lo Shu-min, an activist in the Big House Lo, as the leader.

One day, at the end of a meeting, when all the women were going home, Yueh-lien elbowed her way through the crowd and came up to Lu Yang. Pulling at his sleeve to attract his attention she said, "Look at this, Comrade Lu,' and produced a neatly folded letter which had been tucked away inside her clothing. She handed it over with the mumbled explanation that "it had just been delivered, the Mistress hadn't seen it yet" and that "it was all Fu-chuan's idea.'

Lu Yang was completely at a loss as to what it was all about. He looked at the envelope, which said, "Kindly deliver this to my wife", and also noted that, instead of putting his name on the envelope as was the usual practice, the writer had merely put, "Read what's inside". He broke open the envelope and drew out a piece of paper, on which were scrawled these words:

"I'm now staying with Uncle Yun in town. Everything is fine. Don't worry."

The signature read: "By someone you know."

Lu Yang had a sudden brainwave. Peng Erh-hu, of course! Who else could it be?

Without delay, Lu Yang sent a message to Fu-chuan to come to the temple.

"Do you know if Peng Erh-hu has an Uncle Yun in town?" Lu asked. Thinking over the question, Fu-chuan suddenly remembered that once when he had to go to town to turn in Peng Erh-hu's crop payment, he had been told to take a couple of chickens and a bundle of bamboo shoots to an uncle of Peng Erh-hu's in town. The place was somewhere near the railway station, he remembered, not far from Wanshou Bridge.

"Good, get ready," said Lu Yang to Fu-chuan. "You may be sent to town, this time without your pole and baskets, but when you return, don't forget to bring back Peng Erh-hu alive."





叁　吐出了苦水

彭二虎逃跑，彭荫庭被捕以后，当年车水马龙的彭府就变成了一个鬼魃魃的大庙了。20多间房屋大部分贴了乡政府的封条——查出武器的屋子，还钉上木板。彭二虎的大老婆披了件灰色道袍，整天阖上眼睛不停地敲着木鱼，声音单调而细碎，在这广大的院子回响着，难怪月莲时常感到像住在棺材里一样。

这两天，村里又是锣又是鼓，福全和月莲却都闷在“棺材”里。所有几天来的变动在月莲脑子里只留下一个“道德”问题：彭二爹不该这么丢下大奶奶，他没有良心！福全在担心着土改时候彭二爹送给他的那五斗七升田会不会也被分掉。

11月28号的黄昏，福全刚圫打里挑水回来的时候，灶房里，卢同志已经在等着他了。

福全第一个反应是：穿制服的又捉谁来了？

“福全，挑好多担了？”卢同志笑嘻嘻地说，话又亲切又带着关心，好像老朋友见了面似的。福全还是绷着脸，但是心里的惧怕已经去掉一半了。

“人就剩三个，挑不到两三担就够了。”福全一面解下桶口的绳子，一面说。

“你是从哪点挑来的？”卢同志赶过去把扁担接过来，顺着灶房乌黑的墙竖起来。

“从古圫那点——通练江的活水。”这时福全敢抬头来正视这个不速之客了。他趁着苍茫的光线，打量着卢扬。

“隔这里有好远？”当福全提起水桶往缸里倒的时候，卢扬问了，而且语调迫切得直好像他也想去挑几担来。

“嗯！三里路足有。”福全在脑子里量着。

“三里路？”卢扬等福全把空桶放下时，过去摸了摸这个长工的肩膀。“解放以前你一天挑几担？”

解放以前，喝！彭家四个长工，一个司账的，川流不息的客人，这个师长那个司令官的，十来口子，灶房里家伙一洗就是一大堆。

“那时候苦了，七担八担也是它！”福全叹息了一声。

福全大约是想烧点水。他往大锅里舀了点水，又从屋角抱来一捆柴。

“七八担，一担三里路，”卢扬自己在计算着。“那么你一天光挑水就得跑二十多里路，你还做别的吗？”

“有的做呢！”福全自己也不相信今天会这么清闲，“喂猪，喂牛，喂洋狗。还得沤粪，种田。”

“你种好多田呀？”灶洞里，柴火嘎吧吧地干响着，把福全那张受磨难的脸映得忽红忽紫的。他的眼睛对了火焰呆呆凝视着。他心里是第一次盘算着自己过去干的活。他把一丘丘的田加在一道，才得出个总数来：

“一石八斗田。”

卢扬在田里帮过工，但是从没单独种过田。一石八斗是很大很大一片田，又得刨，又得施肥，又得拔草，又得收割。望着福全枯瘦的身子，他心里又是同情又是佩服。

“一石八斗田能出七十石谷子哒。”卢扬掐指估算着。

“那得好年成！”锅里冒起热气了。福全站起来，拿过一只脚盆来。“可就是怕涨水。涨水一淹，出得五十石谷子。”

“那么彭二虎把你好多谷子呢？”卢扬这时坐在灶边上了，从袋子里掏出一根烟卷，让了让福全，福全摆手。他便自己燃起来了。

“那得看年成了。”福全哗啦啦洗着脚，回答着。“有时候十石，有时候七八石。我到二十岁才拿到长工钱。”

“才把你十石八石！”卢扬从灶上跳下来，很不平地说。“他收佃户的租也按年成吗？”

这句话使福全发了一下愣。他还没想到过这一点。“你帮他干了好多年了？”卢扬又往下问。

“从六岁就帮他放牛。”这么说着，许多痛苦的记忆都涌出来了。“慢慢也打些杂活。到十四岁，我爷死了，我才当长工。今年我二十四了。”

“你爷怎么死的？”

“他呀，”热水浸着福全的脚心，他心窝里酸辛辛地，想到他父亲死得惨。“日本鬼子弄死的。”

“你二十四了，还不该讨个堂客？”卢扬也看出福全不愿提起他爷来，就转了语锋。

“没得本事，拿么哩养呀？”福全叹了口气。

“没得本事？”卢扬一只脚蹬在灶边，扠了腰，不服气地说。“你一天挑七八担水，走二十多里路，又喂猪、喂牛，一年种一石八斗田，要出六七十石谷子，你没有本事？”

“又没本事，又没运气！”福全这时心里有些替自己抱屈了。“二老板能写会算，他大门不出，二门不迈，一年到头吃喝不愁！”
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 “傻老弟！”卢扬又是气又是笑地这样叫出来。他望着福全那双劳动的脚，青筋凸起的地方还挂着泥巴。“他不是有本事，有运气，他是靠土地和封建势力来剥削你！”

“剥削？”福全不懂这个名词的含义。

“剥削——就是明抢暗夺。”卢扬用手指比划着。“譬如你种了七十石，他只把你十石，那他就是剥削了你六十石。你帮他做了十八年工，就算他每年把你十石吧，他还是剥削了你一千零八十石谷子！”

“但是田是他的呵！”福全是用很微弱的声音反驳着。

“他的田是何处来的，你说说看！”卢扬和福全同时站起来了。

“他老爹传下来的，大爹二爹，每人一份。”福全在替彭家辩护着。他心里其实是在替自己抱着不平。

“他老爹何处来的田，你说！”卢扬像审案那么斩钉截铁地问。

“他老爹在前清时候当县太爷哩。”福全说。

“对了！”这个答案似乎刚好做卢扬的例证。“县太爷有不刮钱的吗？县太爷有好东西吗？告诉你吧，彭二虎的老爹是从你爹身上刮下来的钱，用那钱买的田又来剥削你！”

福全没话可说了。他的脑袋好像突然放上了一块湿漉冰凉的手帕。他倚在灶边上发起愣来。

那天晚上，卢扬带了条被子来找福全来了。两个挤在一张又窄又破的床上，攀谈了多半夜。

福全这时候已经把卢扬当做大哥哥看待了，就告诉卢扬说，他六岁的时候，妈妈带着七个月的身子替彭二虎的大老婆到楼板上去取柴，梯子一滑，她人跌下小产了，唉哟了两天就咽气了。他爷给彭二虎挑谷子，碰上了日本鬼子，结果，被日本鬼子在七星岗的堤上打死了。

在谈话中间福全就提了这么个问题：地主送给雇贫农的田，将来分不分呢？

“老弟，”卢扬问，“是不是彭二虎把了田给你呢？”

“把了我五斗七升，”福全老老实实地说了。

“比方说，”卢扬把身上的被子撑起来，“我这条被子本来是你的，是我硬抢来的；如今，你就要收回了，我由被子里掏出一撮棉花来说，哪，送把你哒！你知情吗？”

“不呀！”福全一面说一面在想着彭二虎那些日子搞的字据。

“那么，”卢扬欠起身来对福全说，“彭二虎的土地早已不是他的了，土地已经回了老家，是种田人的了。土改是什么？还不是农民们把田收回来自己耕？你福全是农民里最有资格分田的，因为你最贫，最苦，最劳动。那五斗七升田，本来是你的哒，傻瓜！”

这时，福全也坐起来了。

“彭二虎，狗养的！”福全气得快哭出来了。“我上了他的当了，我得跟他要回来。”他恨不得马上就要穿衣服。

“要回来什么呀？”卢扬好奇地问。

“要回那字据！”福全头一次把自己一件心腹事说出来。“彭二虎一手把了我一张卖田契约——他说也不跟我要钱；一手要我在一个字据上打指模，答应他蒋介石回来以后，田还是他的。”

“呃，这个王八蛋！”卢扬也愣了。他把福全按到枕头上宽慰他说：“你放心吧，那个字条没有用处的，因为蒋介石永远不会回来了。不过，你从这个可以看出地主的心有多黑！”

第二天早晨月莲到灶房里来舀水的时候，福全把头天晚上的话告诉了她，并且约她吃过晚饭到新五的家里去。

那晚上，新五的两间破房快被挤塌了，疯嫒毑，福全，光林叔叔，一共十来个人。后来，月莲也蹭进来了。酸溜溜的朱耀先听说卢扬同志召集开会，也想挤进去。新五把他拦住说：“我们今天大家想商量活捉彭二虎，待我们捉到了你再来罢！”

都坐下后，新五领头来诉苦。

“我是已经被彭二虎送进炮眼的人。”彭新五说。“没有共产党，我今天早埋在乱死岗子上了。”我家本来有五斗田，两弟兄倒中了三次丁；1938年我大哥中了丁。那时候彭荫庭正做乡长，他白天派保长来催丁，夜里派保长来催款。结果，家里卖掉三斗田，用一百多光洋买了一个丁。抓我哥哥的时候，彭二虎喊我去白给他做工，不然就叫他哥哥一道来抓。我白白替他帮了两个月的工。可是没多久，我哥哥又中了丁。那时乡公所的签筒子就好像变戏法的匣子，只见穷人中；左近大户，像罗培荣，四个儿子一崭齐，就一回丁没中过。黎朝初的三个男的也没中过。疯嫒毑的德明，还是一个独崽哪，一抽就中！等到1945年彭二虎当了乡长，来抓我的时候，我家里已经一升田也没有了。白绳一绑，我就得跟着走！

“连枪还不会放，他妈的就给编到七十五师，一送就是前线。那时候哪里知道共产党是帮咱农民打天下呀，反掉过头来打共产党！但是怎么说，和共产党无仇无怨，打得不起劲！头一回在济南上前线，跟着前面的部队退下来了，根本没开火；第二回在沈阳，那兔崽子陈诚硬拿人往火坑里推，一颗子弹穿进我这里（指指肋下），又是夏天，在一棵树根上足足躺了三天，伤口都爬了蛆也没有管。还亏了国民党军队垮得快，两个解放军的卫生员把我抬到后方医院，把子弹挖出来，把伤口洗好，缝上，上了药。在医院教我学文化——那是我从娘胎里出来头一回认得字。我明白了为什么革命好，反动派不好。”

“好了以后，我要求到前线去打国民党反动派——我们很多弟兄们都去了。上级请大夫验了验我的身体，说我流血过多，不适宜于战斗，就留我先在后方卫戍。先在张家口封锁，北京解放以后，又去卢沟桥修堤。今年我要求参加解放海南，上级又验了验，决定要我复员了。（掏出复员军人证来。）”

“几列车的复员军人从北京出发，沿途有人来接，走的时候，每人一双鞋袜，一套军装，一些钱——相当于五百斤大米，照着参军的年限算的”

新五没说完，疯嫒毑已经哭出声来了。她是想着，如果德明也领着一双新的鞋袜、一套新军服回来有多么好！“我这老婆子今天也得吐吐苦水！”她扶着拐杖，站起来说。“我伢崽德明，不定埋在哪块乱死岗子上哪！（她哽咽着。）这笔账我非跟彭二虎算不可！我生过四个女的，两个男的。我命苦，就剩下春杏一个了。四个小子可都不是因为我婆子不会带才死的。一个个生下来没的吃，没的盖，伢子落地连块包布都没得。向邻人借了把谷草，但是有的盖了又没的烧，于是就抽身上盖着的谷草，越抽越薄，愈薄伢子愈冷。一年到头帮地主做工，就混到这个地步：大年初一都还得上河滩去挖藕！吃不饱，我的奶头永远瘪瘪的。一个一个，一连死了四个伢子，那第三个的确是我捏死的。那是我身上的肉呵，我捏的时候能不心痛（哭起来）！但是早捏死比看着饿死还强些。死来死去，我就剩下一儿一女了。彭二虎这个该死的，还把我东一把西一把讨来的米养到十九岁的德明抓了去，抓了去，就丢下我这婆子不回来了”

疯嫒毑呜呜哭起来。新五的老婆弯了个大肚子把她扶下来，劝她先歇口气。不成，她哪里停得住！

“我这五十三年，就没过过一天好日子！两岁没了娘，八岁就给人当小媳妇，先挨婆婆的打，后来去地主家里做工，又挨地主婆子的打。一年吃三个月的黄花菜，下半年就靠茴丝过日子，一年到头闻不到一点子的猪油味。”

“和老倌子（丈夫）干了二十多年，才置下四斗水田。黎三是个老实人，就是身子单薄。大热天他帮地主在田里像畜牲一般地车水，一回晕倒了，地主睬也不睬，还是我卖一斗田给他治的。日本鬼子来了，那个大烟鬼彭荫庭又帮着日本人拉，把黎三拉去背子弹，挖壕沟。一天不晓得为么哩不顺眼，狠狠给了他一顿棍子。黎三差不多爬着回的家，衣服都给血浸透了。后来，身上的伤冒了黄水。嘴里吐着一块块的血，这回我又卖了一斗田，可没把他治活。他咽气的时候，春杏才七岁！我又卖了一斗田把他埋葬的。”

“我们母女两个就剩一斗田了。第二年青黄不接的时候，和大屋罗的罗培荣借了五升米，一斗豆子，过了两个月，他要我本息十二石谷子。就这么，他把我那一斗田也滚去了。”

“春杏跟着我讨了三年饭，有上顿没下顿的，我实在忍心不下了，才把她送出去做小媳妇的。这年月，地主我攀不上，穷人自己还不够吃，谁接得起小媳妇呵？我当过小媳妇，我难道不晓得小媳妇的日子吗？新五，我不是没心肝的人，我不疯，我有苦没地方告诉呵！”

卢扬赶紧走过去说：“疯嫒毑——大家以后不要叫她疯嫒毑了。疯嫒毑，你不疯，你吃的苦头太多了！”卢扬屈指数给大家听：“你做小媳妇受气，那是封建家庭的苦；你的丈夫一面受地主剥削，一面又被帝国主义压迫，那是我们农民双重的苦——也是我们农民的两大敌人。彭荫庭、罗培荣都已经捉起来了，现在我们一定把彭二虎也捉起来，把坏蛋全抓起来。这是大家的事，得大家来办。政府一定给我们撑腰的。”

月莲和在朱耀先家里做奶妈的涂玉贞都哭了。

“地主咯种家伙真可恶！”涂玉贞擦着眼泪说。“看见你家屋上冒烟，他就来端你的锅。”我丈夫本来也有几斗田。公公死了以后，彭二虎硬说我们欠了他八十光洋，说，不相信可以到县里去打官司。他到县里衙门走动像跑自己的灶房，我们哪敢和他打！几斗田就这么滚掉了。

“解放前一年，我丈夫帮罗培荣打场，说好了每人每天打三石五斗谷子，工钱一斗二升五合一天。那时候因为禾干了，有些草上巴些半米谷，没打脱，罗培荣看见了，背着手不做声。等领工钱时候，他才说：你打了七十扎草，每扎草上还剩下二合多谷没打下来，二七不是一斗四升吗？哪里还有工钱，不要你补我一升五合就算客气了！这么一来，几天的工都白干！”

“我丈夫气的不种田了，他到洞庭湖上找了个摇船的营生。我呢，自己的伢子喂不饱，帮人家当奶妈。前几天婆婆一定要把我送回娘家，我死不肯走。我不晓得新政府怎么样，反正没有比国民党再欺负人的了。”

涂玉贞说完了，卢扬说，她没回娘家很好，她可以在这里亲眼看看人民政府怎么样。它不但不欺负人民，而且还替人民捉拿那些欺负人民的恶霸。

“我这话假不假？”卢扬问了一声。

“一点也不假！”屋子里的男女老幼都这么说。

“但是，”卢扬趁势说，“你们自己得起来主持自己的公道！你们晓得哪个是地主，哪个是坏蛋——他们所有的证据都在你们手里。政府不能错办一个人。所以，你们有证据的，得拿出证据来。昨天——”他望了望福全，“昨天福全就提出一件关于彭二虎的证据，有了证据，政府就好办事了。”

朱光林撂撂胡子说：

“我老头子也要向罗培荣那坏蛋算账哪！1939年，我在黄古岭还种着胡斌灿的三石水田，我自己还起了三间茅屋。忽然东家想在街上发展了，就把一部分田卖给了罗培荣，黄古岭我那三石也在内。转手的时候，胡斌灿还卖了个‘顺水人情’，保我五年不退佃。哪晓得罗培荣刚接过手去就把我喊了去，提了三个条件，不答应就锯我的锄头把（夺佃）。他一要加三成租；二呢，三年之内不许我上山砍柴；塘里不许我放鱼，已经放的鱼种要我拿出来。我听了气得差点晕过去了，然而我还是硬了头皮向他苦苦哀求。他一面剔着牙龈一面还对我甩着文说：‘合则留，不合则去！’”

“当时我很想和他拼一场，但是一家子好几口人，邻人又都劝我说，豆腐跟刀子拼，还能拼得出什么名堂来！”

“我呵，我在他手上遭的殃，数也数不尽。租了他的田，就等于把命根子给他抓到手了。我连踩在他脚底下的泥巴都不如！”

听着大家诉苦，靠门坎的月莲把眼睛都哭肿了。卢扬要她也来诉诉苦。

“你说说吧，二婆子怎么打你！”福全催她。

月莲只是咬紧了下嘴唇，呆呆地望望福全，望望大家。眼泪珠子不停地沿着双颊往下滚。眼泪后面，射出来强烈的愤怒。

这样的诉苦会一连继续了四五个晚上。头一晚上，大半都是彭朱家屋场的人，以后，别的屋场同街上都有人来了。卢扬在每次诉苦以后，必然做一些宣传启发工作：用今日的形势同1927年来比，说明变天的不可能；用以后的美丽远景来说明土改的必要；又用地主和农民生活享受的比较来暴露地主剥削的残酷，说明谁养活谁的道理。

“同是姓彭，”卢扬指着彭福全说，“然而福全吃的是茴丝，睡的是牛棚；彭二虎吃的是鸡鸭鱼肉，睡的是高大的瓦房，里面又是琴棋书画，又是虎皮席子。你们想想，是宗族管事呢，还是阶级管事？”

诉苦中间农民时常提到命苦，八字不好。卢扬就拿工作队的赵洁民同志打了个比方：

“老赵是个山西农民。当年他也是帮人做长工，自己一丘田也没有，一个大字也不识。十年前，日本鬼子侵略华北的时候，八路军——就是现在的人民解放军，到了山西，八路军走到那里专找穷人帮忙，于是，就找到了老赵。教他识字，把他思想打通，跟地主斗争得坚决。后来农民选他当农会委员。他做事认真负责，后来又选他作乡长，一直当了五台县的副县长。今天你看他，能念、能写、能演讲、能办事。家里分到了田，他出来给人民办事，能说这是命吗？如果他当长工认了命，不再反抗，那才上了八字先生的当哪！”

这样，新炉村的雇贫农小组就成立了，大家并且公推彭新五做组长。

第二天下午，雇贫农们又照着卢扬的提议，男的把自己的妈妈、媳妇，女的把自己的婆婆、小姑子约了来。有些婆婆从表情上看，来得还有些勉强。

在这个会上，黎嫒毑，涂玉贞，新五的老婆都带头诉了苦。连月莲也把她家里怎样欠了彭二虎两石谷子，彭二虎怎样派人硬把她拖了去的话说了，并且随哭随述说彭家两个婆子怎样打她，说得许多人都流了泪。

街上一个手工业工人许宗良的媳妇起来诉了一番受婆婆的苦，卢扬等她诉完，起来插嘴说：

“咱们农民自己的吵嘴纠纷和受地主阶级的压迫是两回事。几千年来，地主没有一个不欺负咱们的，这个阶级咱们必须把它打倒，至于家庭里，有的脾气好，有的脾气坏；有的今天好，明天坏；而我们所以脾气会坏，主要还是因为地主剥削得太厉害了，日子太难过了，上顿不保下顿，于是彼此吵起嘴来。等田分了，大家肚皮不再饿了，男男女女都认了字，你看，那时候媳妇对婆婆会更孝顺，婆婆也会更疼媳妇，夫妻也会更和睦亲爱起来。所以，旧的土地制度是拆散家庭的祸根，土改是为了把农民的家庭变得不但富裕，而且亲热起来。”

这段话，深深打入了妇女——特别是婆婆们的心坎。

“因此，”卢扬接着说，“妇女们应该和男人们一道起来打倒地主阶级。这还不只是因为分田的时候，男女都有份，而是因为妇女占半边天下；没有妇女，地主阶级就打不倒；打不倒地主阶级，男的女的农民就都翻不了身！”

这样的会开了二三次，新炉村的妇女小组也成立了，组长是大屋罗的一个积极分子罗淑敏。

第二次妇女会开完以后，妇女们都走了，月莲却由人丛中挤到前边来，扯了卢扬的袖子说：

“卢同志，你看！”她从里衣里掏出一封折了许多叠的信来，并且低声咕哝着，“刚送来的，大奶奶还不知道哪。是福全的主意。”

卢扬起先还有些莫名其妙，信封上写的是“面交内子”，下面署的是“内详”。但是打开信封，看见八行书上潦潦草草地写着：

“吾现寓县内云叔处，一切甚平安，勿虑。知名不具。”

卢扬忽然灵机一动，这是彭二虎呵！这狗养的，还有人替他送家书！

卢扬马上把福全找到祠堂来，问他可知道彭二虎县里有个“云叔”。福全想了想，有一回给彭二虎往县里挑公粮，曾经捎过几只鸡、一捆笋给他一个叔叔。他还隐约记得是靠火车站那点，离万寿桥不远。

“你准备一下吧！”卢扬对福全说，“这回你得空着肩头上去，挑一个活的彭二虎回来！”





4. EXTRACTING THE POISONOUS SHAFT

When he saw that the organisation of farmhands and poor peasants had thus got underway, Chu Yao-hsien, whom a preliminary investigation revealed to be a rich peasant, grew bitter. He would say with a wry smile, "Wasn't I the one who had to go up to town to see to the autumn taxation business? Those illiterate bumpkins, what do they know besides pounding mud-cakes?" The insinuation was perfectly clear—land reform could not succeed without him. When this reached the ears of the farmhands and poor peasants, they were naturally indignant.

Tu Yu-chen, who was working as a wet-nurse in the Chu family, said, "He saw to the autumn taxation, did he? He was a representative, but he cheated by not reporting the five tou
 of land he had on the river bank and paid three or four piculs less grain tax than he should. He certainly has got nerve, still swaggering about the way he does!"

With the memory still fresh in their minds of how Chu Yao-hsien used to harp on "supporting the People's Government", the whole group got furious. Some said he should be arrested at once.

"Don't let us forget that Peng Erh-hu, and not he, is the man we want," Lu Yang pointed out. "Chu Yao-hsien is sore simply because he wants to find an outlet for his own petty jealousies. If he should actually do anything to undermine our land reform, like spreading rumours or dispersing properties, then we would certainly arrest him."

Two problems were taken up in the Small Group that evening: the organisation of a people's militia and closer unity with the middle peasants to enlarge the ranks for struggling against the landlords.

Around 30 people had registered to join the people's militia during the last few days. Those who were under 18 or over 30 had to be turned down. According to regulations, people between 30 and 60 are only allowed to join the militia after the completion of land reform. This is because during land reform a militia man has quite a strenuous job, requiring physical strength and endurance.

Following the establishment of the Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants, a number of middle peasants, who had shown courage in unmasking the landlords' schemes, had also been drawn into the struggle. At first this had given rise to some misunderstanding on the part of a few poor peasants who feared the drawing in of new members would mean cutting down their future share of land.

Lu Yang, however, made it clear to them that land distribution is not the sole aim of land reform, and that political emancipation, with the complete overthrow of the landlord class, is equally important for the peasants. To achieve this, farmhands and poor peasants must join hands with the middle peasants and work at it together, with the former as the backbone.

But in this united front, a rich peasant like Chu Yao-hsien still could not be allowed a foothold in the Peasants' Association. The sight of more and more middle peasants joining the Association while he himself was excluded further tormented him. He began to act queerly.

For instance, in ordering his wife to prepare something good for him to eat, he said:

"In times like these, it would be downright foolish not to eat all that one can get hold of. After all, who knows when the Third World War might be here and the atom bombs dropped!"

Little did he know that someone quite nearby had already made giant strides in her political awakening. Tu Yu-chen was breastfeeding the baby when her ears caught that remark and she spoke up with some vehemence, "It's wrong to say things like that!"

"How do you mean, wrong?" Chu Yao-hsien really didn't know what the world was coming to. Imagine Tu Yu-chen using that tone to him.

"Because you're making up rumours!" Yu-chen pointed out sternly.

The way Chu Yao-hsien reasoned out the matter was like this: You, Tu Yu-chen, are paid and fed by me and you dare to accuse me of rumour-manufacturing. All right, out you go!

Buttoning up her jacket, Yu-chen left without a word. She knew whom she wanted to find: Hsin-wu and Lu Yang.

The next morning, Fu-chuan and the Secretary of the hsiang
 Peasants' Association went up to town together. They had an official letter with them made out by the Huilung hsiang
 government and addressed to the Bureau of Public Security in town, introducing them and explaining what their mission in town was. There was another letter, a letter of accusation, signed by the hsiang
 Peasants' Association, in which landlord Peng Erh-hu's crimes were enumerated. It closed with this sentence, "We peasants want to appeal to the Bureau of Public Security to see that justice is carried out."

Soon after Fu-chuan and his companion left, Hsin-wu, together with two militia members, set out to arrest Chu Yao-hsien and escort him to the District Government. Returning in the afternoon around two o'clock, Hsin-wu made the following report to the hsiang
 chairman. "I told the District officer of Chu Yao-hsien's suspicious conduct, how he spread rumours about land reform and disturbed us peasants. 'Please keep an eye on him for us.' I said, 'and don't let anyone bail him out without our consent.'"

Chu Yao-hsien's wife got really frantic. Finally she got eight "high-class gentlefolk' of the village to write out a petition for her. The letter was duly written, but someone would have to deliver it in person to the District Government. This unpleasant duty all the guarantors declined to perform. In the end it was the fiftyish Lo Chao-jen who volunteered his service.

Well, he went and came back, and Chu Yao-hsien was still not with him. Sadly shaking his head, he said to Chu Yao-hsien's wife, "Ta Sao
 (big sister-in-law), a guarantor has to have certain qualifications. You'd better strike my name off from the list. I don't have those qualifications. I used to lend out bits of money from time to time and the interest rate was apparently a little too high. I don't know yet what the peasants will do to me!"

At this, the other seven naturally withdrew their support too.

It was not till then that Chu Yao-hsien's wife thought of the head of the Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants, Peng Hsin-wu, who actually escorted her husband to the District Government after his arrest. She went to his home and upon entering, immediately went down on her knees in front of the man who used to work for her as an odd-jobber before liberation. Hsin-wu helped her to her feet and said, "You'll have to speak to Tu Yu-chen about this."

That evening the problem of Chu Yao-hsien was thoroughly gone into in the Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants. They discussed how and under what conditions they would bail him out. The final consensus of opinion was: one, upon his return Chu Yao-hsien must publicly admit his mistakes in a mass meeting; two, he must undertake to guarantee never to spread rumours again or undermine in any manner the carrying out of land reform; and three, he must turn in the crop payment he cheated the government during the period of autumn taxation. Yu-chen was the one who put forward these three ideas, and the others all agreed.

Three days later Chu Yao-hsien was let out of jail. Three days had already brought him down quite a bit. At a public meeting held that evening, the now subdued Chu who had little resemblance to the "scholar" of old made his apologies before the peasants. He promised never to spread rumours again or to do anything detrimental to land reform. As for cheating the government during the autumn taxation, he said that this was true and that he would go to the hsiang
 government immediately after the meeting to make a clean breast of things and to hand over the amount he owed.

Peng Kuo-chang, a teacher at the primary school in Big House Lo, was holding a class when he heard someone yell inside the homestead, "Peng Erh-hu is caught!" Throwing down the textbook, he rushed out of the room and hurried after the peasant who had been shouting the news.

"Is it really true?" he asked.

"Every single word of it," said the peasant with pride. "I saw it with my own eyes in Shihma hsiang
 . He was all tied up with ropes, and Fu-chuan, who was following behind, had on a grin which practically stretched from ear to ear."

When Peng Erh-hu was brought back to the District Government, the Second Divisional Tribunal of the People's Tribunal immediately decided to have an open hearing in the Huilung hsiang
 government office. District Government Chairman Shao Tsu-chang was to act as judge, and eight peasants were invited to make up part of the jury. Among them were Yueh-lien, Fu-chuan and one Li Chen-nan, who had worked as a farmhand for Peng Yin-ting.

By then the Huilung hsiang
 militia could already boast of possessing weapons of a rudimentary kind—namely, spears. True, they were primitive weapons, but in the hands of grimly determined peasants, their gleaming points could still send a shiver down the spines of landlords. Behind the militia were crowds of peasants from the village.

Confronted with this awesome display of the power of the people, the three landlords resorted to all kinds of crafty evasions. It was too bad that right there sitting among the jury were farmhands who had toiled for them and maidservants who had heated their opium and emptied their chamber pots. They simply had to plead guilty to some of the charges.

For instance, Peng Yin-ting admitted that he had collected together 80 sacks of copper coins for the Japs, for how could he deny it with Li Chen-nan as a witness to everything? Didn't Li Chen-nan have to transport some of the coins in a hand-cart himself and get tenants to help him ship off the rest? Another more heinous crime was also laid at his door—that of abetting the Japs in capturing two young guerrilla fighters. He was present when soldiers of the "Japanese Imperial Army" hacked off their heads on the open ground in front of the ancestral temple. Later, at the order of his Japanese masters, he had their heads tied to bamboo poles and planted on the dyke near the Seven Star Slope for exhibition until they rotted. Finally, Peng Yin-ting had to confess to yet another charge. He admitted that a remnant organisation of the "Circle" had its headquarters in his house. But "the members had disbanded long ago". At first he denied that he had any small arms, but two ex-Circle members, a carpenter and a builder, who had helped him construct a secret double wall, testified and gave the whole thing away. Two six-shooters, one revolver, 500 cartridges and one huge trunk of jewellery and valuables were found in the hiding place.

Now for Lo Pei-jung. He admitted that prior to liberation he had treated peasants in the village somewhat roughly since he thought, with his son-in-law serving in the KMT army as a battalion commander, he had nothing to fear. Shortly before the arrival of the Land Reform Work Team, he had twice visited the Peng brothers. According to him, Peng Erh-hu had made repeated attempts to contact that KMT battalion commander through him. He did ask someone to pass the word but nothing ever came of it as later on his son-in-law was reported to have been arrested in Canton. As for rumours, he confessed he might have spread around a few, but not intentionally.

Peng Erh-hu at first would not plead guilty to any of the charges. Crossing his arms over his breast, he said defiantly, "I've been told the People's Government is reasonable and would never browbeat people. Now let us see!" The fake deed of transaction which Fu-chuan produced momentarily threw him off-balance. To make it worse, a search of his person revealed that he had on him a written statement with Fu-chuan's thumbprints on it saying that the land was to revert back to its original owner in case Chiang Kai-shek should come back.

Peng Erh-hu was tongue-tied. Before he had a chance to recover his composure, accusations from different quarters began to pile up.

One accused him of embezzling public money for dyke repairing when he was Village Elder, causing yearly floods. Grandma Li's shrill voice was also heard. "My Teh-ming! Give me back my son!" The school teacher Peng Kuo-chang said, with a catch in his voice, "Peng Erh-hu, how did my father die at your hands? My aunt didn't tell me until after liberation that you were responsible for his death, but I still don't know the details. Tell me!"

Of the three criminal landlords held in temporary custody in the temple, two had blood on their hands. Peng Yin-ting was guilty of collaborating with foreign imperialism and causing the deaths of patriotic youths, and hiding weapons during land reform, with the intent of carrying out subversive activities. Peng Erh-hu had killed revolutionary cadres during the First Revolutionary Civil War of 1927. After the victory over Japan, he had committed many corrupt and fraudulent acts besides helping the KMT by levying taxes and pressganging able-bodied men. He, too, hid weapons during land reform and spread rumours to undermine the land reform.

Lo Pei-jung was not much better, though no death could be traced to him. A tyrant landlord, he had consistently adopted a high-handed attitude towards peasants and by spreading rumours had also tried to sabotage land reform.

The confessions of the three prisoners and recommendations of the Divisional Tribunal were passed on to the County People's Tribunal over the telephone. In the evening came the telephoned reply: "Regarding Lo Pei-jung's tyrannical deeds before liberation, the peasants should certainly take them up when they settle accounts with him. But since he also went in for rumour-mongering during land reform, he should be duly punished. The five-year sentence which the District Government recommended is too light for such a misdeed. To give other landlords an appropriate warning, it should be changed to a longer term, the actual length depending on the masses' accusations. With regard to the Peng brothers, this Tribunal thinks the death sentences suggested by the Divisional Tribunal are just. However, a meeting for public judgement should be held before their execution, to make sure that all peasants have an opportunity to express their opinion and to pour out their grievances. Then execute them on the spot in the presence of the masses, so that the peasants can shake off the last trace of dread they have for the landlords and other landlords may thereby receive a timely warning."





December 17th. The sky was overcast. On the Huilung hsiang
 field-paths one could see here and there red flags fluttering against a grey backdrop. Peasants, men and women, beating gongs and drums, once more poured into the open meeting place in front of the ancestral temple. Again a platform was made on the terrace, in front of which were placed two square tables. A horizontal tablet was hung on the spiked railing outside the temple with the characters: "Second Divisional Tribunal of the County People's Tribunal: Meeting for Public Trial" written across it.

At around ten, the Judge together with 16 members of the jury walked to the platform amidst prolonged, enthusiastic applause from the masses. Following them came two cadres to keep a record of the trial. The meeting opened with the singing of the national anthem, with the students of the primary school at the Seven Star Slope in the lead. Then everybody took off their hats and bowed to the national flag and to the portrait of Chairman Mao.

"Today," announced the Judge, who rose to his feet, "we are going to pass judgement on three criminal landlords from Huilung hsiang
 .

At this the three prisoners, handcuffed, clambered up onto the two square tables in front of the platform, under the close surveillance of a squad of militia and six guards from the District Government. The guards were armed with rifles or six-shooters with floating silk tassels. Peng Yin-ting was trembling all over, his head bent low. Lo Pei-jung made a deep bow to the audience when he got up. His face was as pale as the mackerel sky. Peng Erh-hu's mouth was clamped shut, and with cruel bulging eyes he scanned the jostling masses below, expressionless.

"We've caught these rogues," continued the Judge. "They couldn't escape if they had wings on them, so you don't need to be afraid of them any more. Now is the time for everyone to pour out the grievance he has kept in his heart for years—murder, swindle, rape, ill-treatment, everything. The final verdict of this tribunal on the prisoners will be based on your evidence and your opinions."

The first to reach the platform was a woman in her early fifties.

"My name is Peng Shu-min," she said, fingering the red insignia pinned on her breast. One of the first Huilung hsiang
 women to join the Peasants' Association.

"I am Peng Kuo-chang's aunt, and I am accusing Peng Erh-hu on behalf of my third brother, Peng Chiang, Peng Kuo-chang's father. In the 16th year of the Republic,
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 my third brother was Vice-Chairman of the local Peasants' Association. At the return of the reactionaries, he took me and his wife, and their 3-year-old son Kuo-chang to the hills, where he became a member of the Red Army. My old father was thus left alone at home.

"Peng Erh-hu had a group of soldiers from the 'Countryside Liquidation Corps' quartered in our house. They ate up everything they could find and burnt and destroyed. What's more, they dragged my father, who was then in his eighties, to the temple where they strung him up, beat him, and trampled on his back, in order to get him to hand over a list of the members of the Peasants' Association. My father's spine was broken but he died without giving them the list.

"In the 12th moon of that year, my brother thought he'd come back in disguise and look my father up for the lunar New Year. Before he had a chance to set foot inside the homestead, Peng Erh-hu caught him. He was stabbed several times and left to die. After he died, we still didn't dare collect his body; so finally, we had to ask some country people to stuff it inside a sack and take it to the foot of the hill to be buried. I had a glimpse of him before they lowered him into the grave. His ten fingers were covered with bruises from the bamboo pricks they forced between the flesh and finger nails and all his upper and lower teeth had been knocked out...."

Her face was white with fury. She pointed an accusing finger at Peng Erh-hu. Tears of sympathy trickled down the cheeks of the militia members standing nearby.

With raised fists, the audience below shouted in one voice, "Down with reactionary landlords!" "We demand that Peng Erh-hu be shot!"

Standing there as though rooted to the ground, Peng Shu-min tried to go on, but couldn't, because there seemed to be a lump in her throat. Finally she managed to get these words out:

"Killing one of the chickens we have around the house would practically scare me to death ordinarily. But now I feel I could kill this Peng Erh-hu with my bare hands!"

A young peasant was the next to appear on the platform. Bowing to the audience, he began:

"My name is Tien Yi-che, and I came from Tienchialung in Shihchiao Village. In 1939 when the KMT said they would co-operate with the Communists, the New Fourth Army marched up north to fight the Japanese, leaving behind a People's Livelihood Team, with my father, Tien Chih-cheng as its captain. The Team was to mobilise the peasants into guerrilla units to fight the Japs.

"Seeing the people organised and armed, Peng Yin-ting began to feel nervous about the security of his own position as Village Elder, so he sent for a whole regiment of Yang Sen's (a KMT general's) men and made a raid on the Team's headquarters on the night of March 23, taking seven comrades away. Later on they got on the track of my father, the captain, and to this day I've never heard from him.

"The arrival of the Japs made no difference to Peng Yin-ting's position. He still continued as Village Elder, and not for one instant had he taken his eyes off our family. Without even bothering to give a pretext, he took our ox away from us. It finally got so that we had to take other names and live away from home. We didn't dare come back until after liberation. Nothing short of death is good enough for this traitor, Peng Yin-ting!"

Paper flags crackled and the square was a forest of upraised fists. The crowd yelled, "Down with this traitor-landlord!" "Wipe out reactionary power!" "A life for a life!"

Mass sentiment continued to run high when Fu-chuan and Grandma Li unburdened themselves of their grievances.

They were followed by a young peasant, Lo Yung-nien. With a deep bow he introduced himself and began: "I'm landlord Lo Pei-jung's nephew. Sometime before the Land Reform Work Team came here, Lo Pei-jung once gave me some of his title deeds to be taken to a photographer's shop at the Seven Star Slope to be photographed. 'So that I'll have some evidence on hand once the real deeds are burnt,' he said. Also he hid two of his trunks in the attic of my house. The way I looked at it in the past—well, he's my uncle, isn't he? I hadn't the guts to refuse him. Now I realise that he's a landlord, and I'm a poor peasant. He has fish and meat by the mouthful, and rotten potato is all my family ever tasted. I was a fool. I can't face Chairman Mao if I don't deliver at once to the hsiang
 government the two trunks he asked me to keep for him!"

The masses again shouted in unison. "Down with criminal landlords who hide and disperse their properties!" "Long live the unity of the peasants!"

It had started raining. But the tense atmosphere did not in any way lessen. A woman tearfully told of how Peng Erh-hu had raped her 14-year-old daughter. The accusations were practically drowned in the shouts from the masses. Hoarse voices were heard, shaking the half-moist fields:

"Shoot Peng Erh-hu!"

"Shoot Peng Yin-ting!"

"Punish the criminal landlord, Lo Pei-jung!"

"We won't go home until the Peng brothers are shot!"

By four o'clock over 20 peasants had poured out their grievances from the platform. Mass sentiment had surged to boiling point. Over and above there was a curious hush of expectancy. Not one person left or took shelter in spite of the terrific downpour.

After retiring to the inside of the temple to deliberate over the cases, the Judge and the jury came back and took their seats amidst thunderous applause.

The pale features of the three prisoners standing on the tables suddenly became hard and drawn. Leaning a little to one side, they pricked up their ears to listen to the Judge pronounce the final verdict.

"Peasant Comrades!" The Judge's voice was grave. "We have just heard some of the accusations made by local peasants. From these accusations, it ought to be clear to everyone how the landlord class has always worked hand in glove with the enemy of the peasants—whether it was Japanese imperialism or the KMT—to oppress the peasants themselves. The same motive has prompted them to act as fawning lackeys to American imperialism, since American imperialism is directly opposite to the people's interests, too.

"Our verdicts on the three criminal landlords are as follows: Lo Pei-jung, age 40, native of Hsinlu Village, is charged with rumour-mongering and dispersing of properties. Now these are crimes that the people won't tolerate. Not only has Lo Pei-jung dispersed his belongings, but he had made photostat copies of his title deeds, which shows that he is still pinning his hope on the KMT reactionaries. After careful consideration, the jury decided on a unanimous sentence of seven years. Do you all agree?'

There was a great burst of joyous applause and Lo Pei-jung was led away by militia members to be placed in temporary custody inside the temple.

"Peng Yin-ting, age 49, native of Hsinlu Village, has caused the deaths of patriotic youths during the Resistance War. After liberation, he organised superstitious societies and spread rumours to delude the public. Also he has hidden firearms with the intent to plan for an uprising. The sentence for him is—death. Do you all agree?"

The sound of applause that came from below the platform was deafening.

"Peng Tien-pao, alias Peng Erh-hu, age 47, native of Hsinlu Village, was a captain of an anti-Communist guerrilla team and of the Countryside Liquidation Corps during the First Revolutionary Civil War of 1927, in which capacities he had several times broken up peasant organisations and caused peasant leaders to be arrested or killed. After the defeat of Japan, he succeeded his brother as the bogus Village Elder and spared no efforts in pressganging men and extorting 'contributions' for the KMT reactionaries, with a view to furthering the war against the people. In addition to these, he has been charged with misappropriating dyke funds, with disastrous results to the welfare of the peasants. For him also the death penalty. Do you all agree?"

The applause that greeted this pronouncement was even more enthusiastic. The militia held their spears way up to express wholehearted support, and voices had almost become strained with the shouting of slogans:

"Abolish the wicked landlord class!"

"Long live the People's Government that sides with the peasants in their struggle!"

Peng Yin-ting and Peng Erh-hu were then led off the platform by the militia and the guards. The latter were to see to the actual execution. The masses opened up to let them pass through.

With one arm sheltering his tear-stained face, Peng Yin-ting was hurried along. Intermittent sobs kept issuing from his gaping mouth. Peng Erh-hu's face had taken on an ashen pallor, and his bulging eyes were fixed and full.

When Grandma Li, with her bony fist clenched, edged her way through the crowds and tried to hit him on the shoulder, the guards immediately stopped her. A cordon was quickly formed by them around the prisoners as more blows were about to shower from all directions.

It was now raining harder. Once outside the temple ground, there were not even many trees to take shelter under. But men and women in an uninterrupted stream followed closely behind, almost as though they wanted to make sure that not one prisoner would escape.

The prisoners were escorted to the graveyard south of the temple. From the back of the graveyard came the sound of several shots.

The sound shrilly pierced through the thick, moist atmosphere enveloping Huilung hsiang
 . Sighs of relief were heaved as justice was meted out to the convicted.

"Down with the reactionary landlords!"

"Long live the emancipation of the peasants!"

"Long live the Communist Party!"

"Long live Chairman Mao Tse-tung!"

The masses, for the first time, freed from their dread and restraints, let out these slogans with a voice stronger than ever. The poisonous shaft that was thrusted in their bosom was at last extracted. With the disappearance of fear came the atmosphere of freedom the peasants had never breathed before.





肆　心尖上的刺拔下来了

从雇贫农开会起，朱耀先（初步了解他的剥削程度，是个富农）一直是酸溜溜的，他撇了嘴岔说：“当初秋征就是我上县里搞的，乡里的事不是一个大字不识、只会搓泥巴的种田人搞得来的！”意思说土改没有他，改不成。这话雇贫农们听了都很生气。在朱耀先家里当奶妈的涂玉贞说：

“他搞秋征呀！当代表，他把自己出溪垅的五斗田瞒了，少缴了三四石公粮，他还得意呢！”

小组上记起当初他怎样满嘴里“拥护人民政府”，都气得冒火。有人主张把他扣起来。

“别忘了我们要的不是他，是彭二虎。”卢扬说，“他这样吃醋，只是个人不正当情绪的发泄。如果他真有了破坏土改的行为，无论是造谣，还是分散，那就不管他是什么成分也得扣了。”

雇贫农小组那晚上讨论了两个问题，一个是组织民兵，另一个是进一步团结中农，扩大斗争队伍。

几天来，全村已经有三十人上下报名当民兵了，其中有不到十八岁或超过三十岁的，都没有收。照规定，土改以后，民兵队才收三十到六十岁的人。这道理就是因为在土改期间，民兵的工作太吃力了。

这时，勇于揭发地主阴谋的中农已经逐渐地被吸收到队伍里，队伍大了，有些雇贫农想不开，怕这么一吸收，将来田不够分的了。卢扬针对这种想法，强调了土改不仅是为分田，而是为了农民在政治上翻身，也就是打倒了地主阶级，永远不让它复辟，要做到这一点，只有雇贫中农拉起手来，共同搞翻身。

但是在这统一战线里，富农朱耀先仍是没有份的。他眼看许多中农参加到农民队伍去了，自己没有份，他就更眼红起来。

他喊他堂客去弄点好菜吃，本来没有人干涉他，但是他是这么吩咐的：

“这年头，不定什么时候美国兵就会来，要不原子弹就会下来，还是得吃且吃吧！”

朱耀先还不知道涂玉贞近来政治上飞跃的进步。正在奶着小娃子的玉贞听到这话，就气冲冲地搭了腔：

“你这话说的有问题！”

“怎么有问题？”朱耀先觉得真是有些天翻地覆了，玉贞居然敢这么顶撞他！

“因为你在造谣！”玉贞挑明了说。

朱耀先当时的逻辑是：你涂玉贞吃我的饭，你敢说我造谣，你滚蛋！

玉贞扣上了钮子就出去了。她找到新五，找到卢扬。

第二天早晨，福全和乡农协秘书一同去县里了。他们拿着回龙乡乡政府致县里公安局的一封公函，介绍他们二人的身份和去县里的目的，另外，乡农民协会有一封控诉书，上面陈述着彭二虎的罪状，最后写着：“请公安局替我农民主持公道。”

福全他们走了没多久，新五和两个民兵也押了朱耀先到区政府去了。下午一两点钟新五回来向乡主席报告说：“我见了区委就说朱耀先这个人不老实，他造土改的谣，捣我们农民的乱。请把他看起来，我们不说放，谁保也不成。”

彭二虎的老婆还在敲着木鱼，不知道丈夫已在押解途中了。朱耀先的老婆可急坏了。她一辈子生了三个孩子，可是从没自己带过一个。她拖了啼哭着的小娃子，满七星岗找人写保。她找到八个村里的“体面人”，写了个呈文。但写好以后，还得送到区政府去。保人们推来推去，谁也不愿意去。还是年近五十的罗超仁自告奋勇。

罗超仁从区政府回来了，朱耀先可并没有跟他一道回来。他对朱耀先的老婆摇摇头说：“大嫂，当保人还得有个资格。你把我的名字勾掉吧，我没这个资格。我放的那点款子，利息高了点，农民还要同我算账呢！”

这么一来，另外七个也溜肩膀了。

到这个时候，朱耀先的堂客才想起小组长彭新五来——人又是他送去的。走到新五屋里，她就对着这个解放前曾经给她打过零工的农民下了跪，彭新五把她拉起说：“这件事你得找涂玉贞去说。”

那天晚上，在雇贫农小组会上研究在哪些条件下才能由雇贫农把朱耀先保出来——因为对于一个没有犯严重错误的富农，关他三天蛮够了。他们决定：（一）朱耀先回来在群众大会上当众认错；（二）他得保证以后永不造谣，或做任何破坏土改的事；（三）向政府补缴秋征时候所隐瞒的公粮。这三个条件是农民大家想出来的。

这时，彭二虎被抓的消息已经传遍回龙乡了。本来怕彭二虎反过手来报复而不敢讲话的，敢讲了。特别是罗家屋里罗氏小学的教员彭国璋。他正在上课的时候，听到屋场里有人嚷：彭二虎捉到了！他把课本放下，跑出去，抓住那个农民问：“真的吗？”

“一点也不假，”那个农民很骄傲地说，“我亲眼在石马乡看见的。身上绑了绳子，跟在后面的福全还朝我咧了咧嘴呢！”

彭二虎押到区政府以后，就决定由人民法庭第二分庭在回龙乡乡政府里开庭。区长邵祖光下来作审判长，聘请了八位农民做半数的陪审员，其中自然有月莲、福全和曾经给彭荫庭当过长工的黎振南。

回龙乡的民兵队这时已经有了初步的武器——梭标。虽然这武器很原始，但是那些尖刺闪烁的标头拿在斗争坚决的农民手里，还足够使站在中间的地主战慄的。民兵后面挤满了村里的农民。

面对着人民的威权，地主们把所有的狡猾都使出来了，怎奈陪审员里就有给他们种过田的长工，烧过大烟、倒过尿盆的丫环，他们无法不招认一部分罪行。譬如彭荫庭便招认了替日本鬼子搜购过八十麻袋的铜板，因为那铜板不是黎振南自己用小车子推去的，便是他经手找佃户运去的。他也承认了曾经带日本鬼子捉过两个抗日青年，他亲眼在祠堂前面广场上看见他们的脑袋被“皇军”砍下来，事后他还遵照日本鬼子的命令，把脑袋用竹竿挑起，挂在七星岗的堤上呢——一直挂得都臭烂了。到最后，彭荫庭才招认圈子会的残余组织是设在他家里，但是“人都散了！”。最初他还不承认有武器。帮他做夹墙的两个圈子会会员——一个木匠和一个泥水匠，把他的底兜出来了。搜出两枝六轮，一把快慢机，五百发子弹，和一大皮箱。

罗培荣承认解放以前，倚仗着他的女婿在国民党军队里当旅长，在农村里欺负过人。土改工作队下乡以前，他到过彭家两趟。彭二虎一再想拉上他那个旅长女婿的关系，要点接挤，他也托人送过信，但是后来听说他在广州被捕了，所以关系没接上。谣言他是造过的，但他不承认是有意的。

彭二虎上来什么也不肯招认。他把双臂盘在胸前说：“你们说人民政府讲理不讲理，我今天瞧瞧看！”但是福全把那张假造的卖田契约拿出来了，同时，那张蒋介石回来以后田归原主的收条也从他家里翻了出来。

乘着彭二虎张口结舌的时候，群众诉起苦来。有告他修堤贪污，年年成灾的，有向他索讨骗款的。黎嫒毑嚷着：“我的德明，你把儿子还给我！”教员彭国璋哽咽着说：“彭二虎，你到底怎么弄死我父亲的！我姑姑到解放后，才告诉我他是你弄死的，但不肯告诉我死时候的情形。你说说吧！”

“暂押在祠堂里的三个不法地主，两个是有血债的——彭荫庭勾结了帝国主义残杀爱国青年，土改期间仍藏匿武器，图谋不轨。彭天保在大革命时候残杀过革命干部，胜利后又贪污舞弊，”帮国民党抽税抽丁；在土改期间又藏匿武器，散布谣言，企图破坏土改。罗培荣也不是好东西，但罪行中还没有血债，是个一向欺凌农民，并且企图破坏土改的恶霸地主。

审判长便将三犯的全部口供和分庭意见在电话上报告了县里的人民法庭，当晚接到回电说：

“罗培荣解放以前的恶霸行为，农民在斗争中自然要和他清算的。他既然在土改中造了谣，就应当判他徒刑。分庭提的五年太轻了，不足以给其他地主适当的警告，应根据群众的控诉，酌量加重。彭荫庭，彭天保二人，同意分庭判的死刑。应当举行公审大会，务必让农民把委屈诉尽，然后当众执行，因为这样既可以消灭农民对地主残存的恐惧，又可以及时给其他地主一个警告。”

12月17日，天阴阴的，回龙乡田埂上红旗衬着灰色的天空招展着，男男女女的农民随着领先的锣鼓向祠堂前面的广坪涌来了。祠堂石阶上又搭起台来，台前放着两张八仙桌。祠堂铁栅栏上挂着一块横楣，写着“人民法庭第二分庭公审大会”。

10点钟的光景，审判长和十六位陪审员在群众热烈的鼓掌声中走上台来了。两个书记也随着走上去。先由七星岗中心小学的学生领着唱国歌，然后向国旗和毛主席像鞠躬。

“今天，”审判长起来宣布，“我们是来公审回龙乡的三个不法地主。”

这时，胳臂被绑了起来的三个犯人，在一簇民兵的押解下，爬上了台前的八仙桌。民兵之外，还有五个区中队队员，有的背了步枪，有的挎着扎绸的六轮。彭荫庭的脑袋低垂着，两只手揣在袖管里，一身都在哆嗦。罗培荣上了桌先给大家深深鞠了个躬。彭二虎撇着嘴巴，努着充满了凶暴的眼睛，毫无表情地望着八仙桌三面的群众。“坏人已经被咱捉到手了。”审判长接着说，“他们就是插翅也飞不掉了。你们不必再害怕他们了。有苦的，有冤的，今天大家诉个痛快罢！我们一定根据大家提出的证据和意见来判他们的罪名。”

第一个抢上台去的是一个五十多岁的妇女。

“我叫彭淑敏，”她捏了捏挂在胸前的红绸条。她是回龙乡妇女中间参加农会最早的一个。“我是彭国璋的姑姑。我代表彭国璋的父亲——我的三哥彭强，来控诉凶手彭二虎。1927年，我的三哥是本乡农民协会的副主席。后来反动派回来了，我的三哥要我同嫂子和刚三岁的侄儿国章逃到山里去，他参加了红军。家里就剩下我的老父亲。”

“彭二虎先派他的清乡团住在我们家里吃、烧、毁，还把我那个八十多岁的父亲拉到这祠堂里头吊了打，踩杠子，逼他交出苏维埃的名册。我父亲的脊梁骨都给他踩断了（说着就狠狠给了彭二虎一个嘴巴），他到死也没交出名册来。”

“这年腊月，我三哥化了装，想在年关回来看望父亲。喝！没进屋场，就给彭二虎抓到了。受尽了苦刑，然后挨了他几刀，痛了三天才死的。死了以后我们都不敢去殓尸，还是托老乡把尸体装到布袋里，挑到山脚埋的。我看见他尸首的十个指头都扎烂了，上下牙齿全被敲下来”

她说着，又激动起来，弯下身去打彭二虎。站在旁边的民兵一把拦住她。他们也咬牙切齿地瞪着面前的犯人。

台下，群众举高了拳头嚷：“打倒反动地主！”“枪毙彭二虎！”

彭淑敏呆呆站在那里，还想往下讲，但是嗓子给什么噎住了。她只说：

“屋里喂的鸡，我都怕杀得。我如今硬下得手来杀这个彭二虎。他害得我们太凶了！”

这时，台上又上来一个青年农民。他向台下打了个躬说：

“我叫田以哲，是石桥村田家垅的。1939年国共合作的时候，新四军北上抗日了，留守处就成立了民生队，发动大家起来抗日，我的爷田志成是民生队的队长。彭荫庭怕我们人民武装起来他的乡长就做不成，他勾结了杨森的一营人在3月23日的晚上先搜查留守处绑去七个同志，又下去抓民生队队长。我的父亲从那以后就没有了音讯。”

“日本鬼子来了以后，彭荫庭还是当他的乡长。他的眼睛一直盯住我们一家子，硬把我们的水牛夺了去。我们一直更名改姓在外边住，解放以后才敢回来。这个汉奸彭荫庭非杀不可！”

台下群众举着拳头，哗哗挥动着纸旗嚷：“打倒汉奸地主！”“消灭反动势力！”“杀人要偿命！”

在福全和黎嫒毑诉完苦以后，控诉会上出现了朱耀先。三四天的拘禁生活使他丢掉不少锐气。爬上台去，已不是当初的“秀才”了。

“诸位父老，诸位雇贫农！”朱耀先深深鞠了个大躬，这个躬似乎特别是鞠给他平时最看不起的搓泥巴的雇贫农的，所以脱口就这么叫出来。

“不对，”台上新五抗议了，“天下农民是一家。对中农也得赔礼！”

“诸位父老，诸位雇贫中农！”朱耀先赶紧修改过来，而且又鞠了个大躬。“我朱耀先，新炉村人。曾经因为个人风头主义没得到满足，造过谣，对土改不利。今天趁这个大会，向大家道歉，我保证以后不再造谣，不再做不利土改的事。同时，秋征的时候，我瞒了一丘黑田，等会开完我就到乡政府来坦白，并且把应缴的公粮，马上补出来。”

说完，他拱着手，对会场转了个半圆形，重复的说着：“大家原谅！”

朱耀先刚下去，又一个青年农民上来了。

“我也得检讨自己一下！”他也深打了一躬，“我叫罗永年，我是罗培荣的侄儿，在土改工作队还没有下来的时候，罗培荣叫我把他的地契在七星岗似真照相馆拍照，说是将来真契烧掉好有个底。他还有两口箱子藏在我屋里顶楼里。以前，我只知道他是伯父，我是侄儿，他说一，我不敢道二。如今，我懂得了他是地主，我是农民。他家里吃鱼吃肉，我家里吃红苕。我糊涂，他藏在我家里的箱子，等下我就送到乡政府来。”

台下群众嚷：“打倒分散财产的不法地主！”“农民团结万岁！”

天落起雨来。但会场里的空气愈诉愈紧张。有控诉彭二虎抽壮丁的，有控诉他吞修堤费的，还有一个妇人控诉彭二虎强奸了她十四岁的女儿。随诉群众随呐喊着，嘶哑的声音在湿漉漉的田野上震荡着！

“枪毙彭二虎！”

“枪毙彭荫庭！”

“惩办不法地主罗培荣！”

“不杀彭二虎我们不散会！”

4点光景，有二十来个农民都诉过苦了。会场里的情绪是沸腾的，同时又是有所期待的。雨落得那么大，没有一个人走开，或躲进祠堂里去。

审判长和陪审员回到祠堂里研究了一个时候，然后在群众鼓掌声中回到台上来了。

八仙桌上，三个囚犯，惨白的脸也紧张起来，侧过脸来倾听审判长的宣判。

“诸位农友！”审判长语气很庄严。“刚才本庭听取了本乡农民的控诉，从大家的控诉里，更可以看出地主阶级怎样一向与农民的敌人勾结——不论是日本帝国主义，还是国民党，来欺负农民。他们一样想做美国帝国主义天然的狗腿子，因为美国帝国主义也是和人民作对的。”

“这三个不法地主，我们是这样判的：罗培荣，年四十岁，新炉村人，犯的是造谣和分散罪。这种非法行为是人民所不容许的。罗培荣不但分散了财产，并且还把地契拿去拍照，这都说明他仍然把幻想寄托在国民党反动派身上。刚才陪审员大家商量的结果，判他七年徒刑。大家同意不同意？”

台下面一片喧天的掌声。罗培荣便被民兵由八仙桌上拖下来，带到祠堂里暂押起来了。

“彭荫庭，年四十九岁，新炉村人。在抗日战争中，屠杀爱国青年。解放后，又搞反动会门，谣言惑众，并且私藏枪支，图谋不轨，判他死刑，大家同意不？”

群众又震天地鼓起掌来。

“彭天保，年四十七，新炉村人，大革命时代，曾充铲共游击队队长，清乡委员，屡次肆意残害我农民组织，捕杀我农民领袖。抗战胜利后，任本乡伪乡长，替国民党反动派抽丁抽税，支持反人民的内战，此外，并贪吞堤费，造成农民巨大损失。判他死刑，大家同意不？”

台下轰起震天的掌声。农民欢喜得跳了起来。民兵把梭标举到半天，表示拥护。会场的四周，都起伏着口号：

“消灭万恶的地主阶级！”

“拥护替农民撑腰的人民政府！”

“共产党万岁！”

“毛主席万岁！”

民兵们扛了梭标和执法的区中队队员把彭荫庭和彭二虎拖下了台，有的群众自动给让路，有的还挤过去想揍彭二虎两巴掌。

彭荫庭一只胳臂横在满了泪痕的脸上，一路被推了走，随走随咧了嘴呜呜地哭。彭二虎的脸上灰里发青，两只凸出的眼珠子这时候是直呆呆、冰冷冷的，当黎嫒毑由人丛中伸出一只枯瘦的拳头，在他肩头揍了他一下时，他还像那垂死的老虎，向她龇了一下牙。周围的拳头太多了，他没敢还手。

雨下得更大了些。但是男男女女紧紧跟在后面，生怕跑了一个囚犯。

犯人被押到祠堂南边的坟场，绕到坟场后面，砰！砰！砰！连续响了八九枪。枪声锐利地穿过回龙乡阴湿的氛围，那回响，在农民心中，变成为轻快的音符。

“消灭恶霸地主！”

“农民翻身万岁！”

没有了顾虑的群众，壮大胆地嚷出口号来了。声音洪亮得宛如他们心尖上的刺被拔了下来。





5. RED, YELLOW AND WHITE

The rain gradually came to a stop as dusk approached.

It was a new Huilung hsiang
 that greeted the sunrise the following morning. On the dykes on either side of the quietly flowing Pigeon River, one could see tall, withered grass weighed down by raindrops, glistening in the early morning sun. A soft breeze sang through the telephone wires.

Curling smoke was seen once more above the Peng-Chu Homestead. In a stream beside the temple, a duck was drifting gracefully, eagerly looking for food. Behind it followed a train of ducklings. Even the long-shut-in buffaloes had been let out to take the sun, and, as they made their way leisurely up to the field-path, they seemed the picture of contentment.

There were women laundering by the pond and men with baskets on their backs cutting grass. From time to time one of them would straighten up and stare at the graveyard south of the temple. "So tyrants are made of flesh and blood too, and a few bullets can easily dispose of them! You, Peng Yin-ting, why don't you get up again to bully us? And you, Peng Erh-hu, where are your old airs now?"

For thousands of years it had been the invariable rule for people like Fu-chuan and Grandma Li to be kicked around, swallow insults and cringe without hitting back. But the sight of the two tyrants gone down before the law had instilled confidence into them and the last vestige of fear for the landlords was dispelled.

The day was December 18 and, for a change, instead of Lu Yang going out to call on the peasants, they had come to look for him. One of them reported how a certain "big family' had sunk their pewterware into a pond to avoid confiscation. Another came lugging a number of trunks and bundles which some landlord had deposited with him before the arrival of the Work Team. "I now understand," he said, "that these are really ours, and I'll be damned if I act as 'an air-raid shelter!'
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 any more."

What kept Lu Yang busiest, however, was the registration of militia members.

"Comrade Lu," Li Ta-ming, a farmhand from Li Garden, thus addressed him. "Please put down my sister's name too. We would like to do night patrol together."

"Comrade Lu!" This came from Tu Yu-chen, who bounced into the room. "My mother-in-law says it's all right for me to join." At first Tu Yu-chen had wanted to enlist in the militia in spite of her mother-in-law's strong opposition. Lu Yang had dissuaded her from it, saying that such over-straining of relations would only create greater handicaps. He'd advised her then, "Come when she's changed her mind." Now Tu Yu-chen had her wish. She also confided in Lu Yang that she had sent word to her ferryman husband to quit his present job and come back for a share of land.

Hsin-wu's wife, already eight months with child, also wanted to join. Lu Yang shook his head.

"The militia will go on. It's not for only one or two days. After the land reform, it will be kept up as a regular peasants' military orgnisation to protect the peasants' own interests. There's plenty of time."

Chun-hsing also joined, and that was a big event. Ever since she became a member of the Women's Small Group, she had stubbornly refused to return to Big House Lo. To the Lo family she had this to say: "For me to go on being a child-bride is out of the question. You want me to pay for what I've eaten during the five years, don't you? All right and good. First you must pay me my five years' wages. During the past five years, I've fed pigs and cattle, spun three ounces of yarn a day and woven I don't know how many hundreds of yards of cloth for you. Pay me my wages and I'll pay you my board."

She owed this brilliant stratagem to the instruction of Mrs. Peng Hsin-wu. As had been more or less expected, the Lo family at first yammered about a lawsuit but thought better of it.

All the militia members being activists of the village, scarcely a night went by without their patrolling around, armed with spears, to watch over the landlords. When off duty, they attended night schools where they studied how to differentiate between the various classes. The school, sponsored by the hsiang
 Peasants' Association, was located in the Lo Family's Primary School in Big House Lo. There the peasant-pupils all sat on long benches and they easily filled the classroom. Grandma Li, Fu-chuan, Chun-hsing, Tu Yu-chen—they all attended classes regularly and threw themselves heart and soul into the study of this fundamental work so essential to land reform.

In the night school Lu Yang first explained the purpose behind this class differentiation—to draw a clear line of demarcation between peasants and landlords, between friends and enemies. He pointed out how necessary it was in the work of preparing the further transformation of rural society. As to how the actual differentiation was to be made, Lu Yang's approach was to get at the essential points first and avoid the technical details. For instance, he pointed out that a rich peasant differed from a landlord by taking part in labour and that whether a person was to be classified as a rich peasant or middle peasant depended on whether or not his income from exploitation exceeded 25 per cent of his total annual income. Middle peasants depended chiefly upon their own labour for their living and did not usually hire themselves out. Those who only slightly exploited others without over-shooting the 25 per cent mark were to be considered well-to-do middle peasants. Poor peasants were those who had to cultivate land and sell their labour power as well. Farmhands generally had neither land nor farm tools, and depended mainly on the sale of their labour power for their living.

Then with the Village Chairman and Chairman of the Peasants' Association as guides, the peasants picked out a few landlords and rich peasants from the three homesteads in Hsinlu Village and discussed each individual case.

While class differentiation was being taught in the night school, members of the Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants began making tentative classifications on the basis of what they had learnt. Small-Group Leader Peng Hsin-wu had gone through a three-month land reform training course in town shortly after his discharge from the army. Therefore he led the others in making classifications, starting with the big families. In the course of classifying, they also had a chance to investigate all the related problems touching each landlord or rich peasant such as his labour conditions, the extent of his exploitation, the number of labourers he hired from 1946 to 1949 and whether or not he practised usury.

There was the case of a woman in Big House Lo who had a six-year-old boy. Her husband, formerly a battalion commander in the KMT Army, had not been heard from since 1945. Her land was all rented out and she had lent out money. Both Fu-chuan and Li Ta-ming voted for making her a landlord.

Hsin-wu wanted to know why, and Fu-chuan answered, "She never laboured. And that's not all. Didn't her husband help the reactionaries fight us? What else could she be if not a landlord?" Chun-hsing, whose experience as a child-bride in Big House Lo made her qualified to judge, thought so too and justified her opinion by remarking that the woman was "mean and nasty".

Good-naturedly Hsin-wu went into a detailed explanation. "The degree of exploitation," he pointed out, "should be our chief consideration in class differentiation. We must not confuse class status and political background. As for personal likes or dislikes, there is still less reason for their entering into the matter. It's not as though she were actually anti-revolutionary, in which case she'd certainly be arrested. She has no labour power in her family and the amount of land she rents out is quite small. Terefore a small land lessor is the correct classification for her."





This went on for over 10 days. A great many peasant activists in Hsinlu Village succeeded in grasping the correct standard for class differentiation. The Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants made out a tentative list of local landlords and rich peasants and submitted it to the Peasants' Association for inspection. A two-day check-up followed, mainly to see if any rich peasant had been classified as landlord by mistake. Then came the first Class Differentiation Meeting, this time inside the temple, in the big hall.

The day before, all those who had been classified as landlords were notified by the Peasants' Association to register punctually at eight o'clock in the morning. The meeting place was simply furnished with a square table and a few benches placed beneath the portrait of Chairman Mao. Before the landlords showed up, the hall was already filled with peasants. Tu Yu-chen's ex-ferryman husband cheerfully threaded his way through the crowd with a fat baby in his arms and a broad grin on his face. "Catch me wandering outside," said he, "when I can get a share of land at home!"

When the landlords arrived on the scene, the peasants saw that they were followed by a group of the people's militia, including such people as Fu-chuan, Li Ta-ming and Chun-hsing, all carrying spears, alert and vigilant. Most of the landlords, by contrast, looked abject and cowed. A few of them brought along tiny bamboo baskets, in which some charcoal was burning in sand to warm their hands.

Around half past eight, the Chairmen of the village and the Peasants' Association and the Secretary of the Village Government, with files, account-books and abaci under their arms, took their seats around the square table, and Lu Yang stood up and called the meeting to order.

"Our Hsinlu Village," said he, "will begin our class differentiation today. We've had half a month of preparation and discussion. Now, the people standing there we regard as landlords. Our decision naturally is backed by strong factual evidence. We'll start by asking them to state their own financial standing. Mind you, we want absolute honesty. If anybody catches them in a lie or a trick, don't hesitate, point it out to their face. Of course, they also have the right to defend themselves if they think our decision is unjust."

Li Chao-chu was the first landlord to stand up. Considered an educated man because he had gone through a normal school course in Changsha, he had carefully studied every article of The Agrarian Reform Law
 in preparation for this very meeting. He had on a light blue gown, and his small sharp features were half-shaded by a felt hat. His cheeks and chin were protected from the cold by a white towel which he had tied under his hat. After delivering a sketchy account of his financial condition, he cast a scornful glance at the peasants and said in an icy, cutting tone: "Make me a landlord if you like! Remember, however, that I'm not one of those idlers who reap what other people have sown. I labour also. Therefore, if we go by the Law, I ought to be classified as a rich peasant."

"In what way have you laboured?" asked Li Ta-ming with suppressed anger. He'd worked as a farmhand for Li Chao-chu for five years.

"When work was busy down in the fields, didn't I also climb out of bed before it was light?" replied Li Chao-chu.

"Sure!" The excited Li Ta-ming rose and pointed his finger at Li Chao-chu. "You climbed out of bed to hustle us farmhands to work. Then you returned to your sleep. Lots of times after I'd fetched six bucketfuls of water, I could still hear you snoring!"

"But," said Li Chao-chu in a faint voice, his cockiness fast disappearing. "I used to go down to the field even when it was raining. If that is not labour, what is?"

"You have the nerve to mention that?" Li Ta-ming noisily spat on the floor to show his contempt. "When we were threshing corn, you stood leisurely by on the field-path and 'directed' us. That's all you did. You wanted the corn well threshed. Not one single grain was allowed to go to waste. Our work had to be both fast and thorough. Now, look at me. I started ploughing the field early in spring when the soil was still frozen hard. My feet were covered with cuts and bruises, and the pain I felt when I washed them in the evening was something awful. Then turning the water-wheel in June under a scorching sun until I felt groggy—you wouldn't understand that either, In August, bringing the hay in would often keep me busy until well into the night. When I finally collapsed on the hay pile, I'd sleep like a log and wake up to find myself covered with dew. These, and lots more, are things that you don't know. I've worked for five landlords. You're all as bad! You all eat a lot but don't stir yourselves. And you talk about labour!"

Uncle Kuang-lin, one of Li Chao-chu's old tenants, also could not contain himself any longer. In a voice shaking with emotion, he said: "I've stood about as much as I can from Li Chao-chu. A few tou
 of land was all I rented from him and what treatment I had to put up with! For every tou
 of land, he must have a chicken as 'extra'. One year his wife bore him a daughter. He was disappointed and took it out on me, saying it was because I had been sending him hens. From that time on, he wouldn't accept anything but roosters. But roosters can't lay eggs, so we had to present him with eggs too, by the hundreds.

"When it was time for him to collect rent, he said there were three kinds of grain he would absolutely refuse to touch: wet grain, flat grain and reddish grain. His invariable rule to test the quality of the grain was first to scoop up a handful and scatter it over the table. Then he'd blow at it hard with all his breath. If the grains of rice remained where they were, he was satisfied. Otherwise he'd say they were bad and refuse to take them."

A young peasant rose and, pointing at Li Chao-chu, said, "My name's Li Jih-chang. I happen to be his nephew but he's treated our branch of the family as though we were dirt. A year before liberation, mother got jaundice, and we needed money to give her treatment. We borrowed 15 silver dollars from him and paid him two months' interest. Grain was cheap then, so he calculated the loan in terms of grain, and said it was 20 tan
 . For four months, he didn't ask for any interest. Quite the big-hearted Master, wouldn't you say? Then came a time when the price of grain went up, since the harvest was a little behind time. He therefore converted the loan into money again. After the autumn crop came in, he turned it back into grain. The result was, after a period of eight months, we found we owed him 58 tan
 of grain. That's why I've no padded clothes to wear in winter. As for him," he flipped open Li Chao-chu's gown to give the people a full view of its fur lining, "just you see—a fox-fur-lined gown! I don't care if you are my uncle or not. All I know is you're one of those cruel landlords!"

Seeing that his own nephew had thus turned against him, Li Chao-chu's defences began to break down. Time and again, he tried to put in a word edgewise, "All right! All right! Call me a landlord!" But the peasants' accusations went on and on. Obviously, to many of them, still getting the pent-up grievances off their chests was at least as important as class differentiation, possibly even more so. Hence although a queue of would-be landlords had lined up waiting for their turns to speak, Lu Yang gave no sign of trying to cut short or stop the peasants' accusations. On the contrary, as they made the accusations, he noted them down. When he got to some of the crimes, he would throw glances of intense hatred at the landlord, sometimes even muttering, "the son-of-a-bitch", or words to that effect. At the end of each accusation he would turn around to look at the masses expectantly as though saying, "Sure no one has anything more to say? Let's not keep anything back!"

An unfamiliar looking peasant had detached himself from the crowd. With one hand on his hip and the other pointing at Li Chao-chu, he said, "I come from Ssupu of Hsuehhu Village. Our place is high up and the water-supply has always been a problem. Every year we have to pass through his fields to operate the water wheels, and in return pay him seven tou
 of grain a day. If no grain is handy, we must pay him in the second half of the year plus one tan
 interest. Besides that we have to get him enough water to irrigate about three tou
 of land—free. If we'd been paid for it, the wages would have amounted to about one tan
 of grain. In the year 1936, he made over 100 tan
 of grain merely through that scheme, and in a few years' time he had bought another 20 tan
 or so of land. Once before liberation, our village thought of sounding him out on the subject of the 'transit land'—just to see if he was willing to sell. But he just rolled his eyes and answered that the land had been handed down by his ancestors and was therefore sacred! Another hundred or thousand years, and it would still remain in the Li family, he said."

After five days and five nights of unceasing accusation and struggling, a first list of Hsinlu Village landlords was drawn up. The ones that had given most trouble were the landlords on the street near the Seven Star Slope, because a great many of them were concurrently industrialists and merchants. With every meeting, more new facts and new methods of exploitation would turn up, thus increasing the peasants' hatred towards their oppressors. Then followed three more days of classifying the rich peasants.

When the lists of landlords and rich peasants were ready, they were passed on to the Peasants' Association and the Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants for review. Only one error was found—that of a well-to-do middle peasant who had been included among the rich peasants, and it was quickly corrected. Thus the first "class list" of Hsinlu Village's populace was posted up on the carved wall outside the Pengs' ancestral temple, one white, bearing the names of the landlords, and one yellow, the rich peasants.

When the classification process came around to the farmhands, poor peasants and middle peasants, the atmosphere changed completely. True, occasionally after someone had reported on the size of his family, his land, farm implements, draught animals and debts, others who were present might still point out omissions or mistakes. But it was, at the worst, not unlike a family quarrel. A lot of shouting but scarcely any rancour.

Outwardly, too, they were not in conflict. They all sat in rows on the long benches facing one direction and not opposite each other. Some of the women were busy nursing children. Militia members were polishing their spears on their sleeves. A small boy with a copper ring around his neck, a charm, was dashing to and fro in the crowd with the slipperiness of an eel. All present were at ease. They knew they were among themselves, and that they all belonged to the exploited class crushed under the millstone of a feudal society.

The reports were accompanied by the noisy computations of an abacus and the Village Secretary busily entered everything in his book. As soon as one peasant had finished, the Chairman of the Peasants' Association would ask, "How do you people think we should classify him?"

The rule was to work from the top down. Therefore the peasants started with those whose life was comparatively less bitter—in other words, the middle peasants. Naturally some who fell into this category attempted to get themselves lowered. Uncle Kuang-lin was made a "tenant-middle-peasant". Although his land was rented from Li Chao-chu and he laboured himself, yet he owned quite a complete set of implements and never had to sell his labour power. On the whole, his life had not been as difficult as some. Still, he felt disgruntled and, smoothing his beard, murmured, "How come I can't be classified as a poor peasant? Do I own one mou
 of land? Don't I have to pay my annual rent to the landlord same as everybody else?"

Lu Yang hastily explained, "In the past, the land wasn't yours. After the land reform, you'll have your own land." Then he added, with a view to reassuring the middle peasants, "The main purpose in class differentiation is to draw a line separating us from the landlords. All of us peasants are in one group. We're all the masters of the countryside. The farmhands and poor peasants of to-day will soon become middle peasants too, since their wealth will increase after they've got their own land."

The classification of farmhands and poor peasants also proceeded on the basic principle of each reporting on his own financial conditions. Time and again, tragic happenings were recalled. Grandma Li burst out crying when she blurted out the words, "no labour power", which reminded her again of her long lost son.

When she told how she used to take Chun-hsing with her on a begging tour, she suddenly fell into a fit of convulsion. With gaping mouth and eyes that stared fixedly, she stood for a long time speechless. Chun-hsing furnished the explanation: "One day, a landlord let out a great Mongolian dog which bit my mother on the thigh. She still has a huge scar there."

The tinfoil, incense and candle manufacturers on the street near the Seven Star Slope sent in a request to be made poor peasants. It seemed that business had declined sharply since liberation. After the land reform they said, the peasants' cultural level would be raised and no one would want to buy superstitious articles any more. Therefore their trade was doomed to go. It seemed to them that the land reform had offered them a merciful 'out', and they would like to leave their trade and become peasants. Lu Yang replied that they were still handicraftsmen in class status; however, in the distribution of land, their cases would certainly be considered.

When the whole thing was over, a file containing all the necessary information—name, age, amount of land and implements owned, extent of exploiting of others or exploitation sustained—was submitted to the hsiang
 government and the hsiang
 Peasants' Association for review and ratification.

As a result, the status of some of the peasants was altered. For instance, Lo Tung-sheng of Big House Lo had joined the Red Army during the Great Revolution. When the Red Army marched north, however, he got left behind and made a living out of pushing handcarts, cutting firewood and doing odd jobs. He did not start renting and tilling his four tou
 and five sheng
 of land until after liberation when the landlord had to refund interest on a debt Lo Tung-sheng had been paying interest on for years. Hence his status should be that of a farmhand, but in the file he had been mistakenly listed as a poor peasant.

The second class-list of Hsinlu Village was on red paper. It was posted up beside the first list. The names of all the farmhands, poor peasants and middle peasants were on it. All the peasants in the village, together with the children and the old people, rushed over to "take a look at the list". Those who could read stood on tiptoe and called out the names. Even the order of listing appeared significant to them, and as they pronounced each name, some would query, "number how many?'

Among the crowd were Fu-chuan and Chun-hsing, their spears tied with red tassels. Both of them had been attending night school; so they could recognise their own names, although most of the others still remained unintelligible to them.

"Aren't you happy, Fu-chuan," asked Chun-hsing, "that they've made you a farmhand?"

"Me?" Fu-chuan glanced at the list again, "Oh, that's not the only thing I feel happy about."

Hsin-wu, who had been helping other peasants with the names, turned round at this remark.

"What else do you feel happy about, Fu-chuan?"

Pointing to the list posted up on the wall, Fu-chuan replied, "I feel happy because there are so many of us on the red list."

Hsin-wu nodded. "True. Everyone should bear in mind the fact that there are ever so many of us—and with one heart. On top of this, we have the leadership of Chairman Mao and the Communist Party. Never, never again will the landlords be able to regain their old position.'

On the following day, Lu Yang and a responsible leader of the Peasants' Association summoned all the landlords to the temple for a talk. There they were informed that, if they thought they were unjustly classified as landlords, they could appeal to the County People's Tribunal within the next 15 days. Further, they were told that after the third list, which was to be final, landlords were to turn over the whole of their land, farm implements, surplus houses and foodstuffs. The money deposited by peasants who rented land was to be refunded. All debts which the peasants owed the landlords prior to liberation were to be cancelled. In case a landlord had sold some land or draught animals to others after liberation, he must either try to get them back or pay their equivalent value in cash. Until the Peasants' Association officer took things over, they were ordered to protect very carefully what was to be confiscated. If anything were damaged or missing, they would be held responsible. In conclusion, Lu Yang told the landlords that they were not allowed to have guests staying in their houses and that whenever they wanted to leave the village, they must first obtain permission from the Small-Group leader.

Next, the rich peasants were called together. They, too, were allowed to appeal to the People's Tribunal. Then Lu Yang reiterated the government's policy of preserving the rich peasant economy, adding, however, that according to The Agrarian Reform Law
 , the portion of land they rented out would be requisitioned after the ratification of the District Government, since it was a well-known fact that Huilung hsiang
 had a shortage of land. The land they tilled themselves and their other properties would not be touched. Finally Lu Yang urged them to work hard at production and not listen to rumours. "You can rely on the People's Government," said he, "never to go back on its word."

The complete file of Hsinlu Village's class differentiation documents was put together by Village Chairman Peng Yu-chang and sent to the District Government. A meeting was subsequently called by the Chairman of the District Government of all the land reform cadres of the nine villages, at which he announced that on the whole all nine villages had carried out the task of class differentiation correctly and justly.

In summing up the cadres' reports, he pointed out a few cases which deserved close study. One was a rich peasant in Shihchiao Village, Second Division, who insisted on giving up part of the land he tilled himself. Naturally, the cadres declined to accept it. The incident was a significant one in so far as it reflected some uneasiness which still existed in the minds of some of the rich peasants. "We haven't yet fully convinced them of our policy of preserving the rich peasant economy; hence they dare not as yet devote themselves wholeheartedly to production. More energetic propaganda work is necessary, as only in this way can we rid them of their unwarranted scruples and fears."

Then there was the a air of Liao Cho-nan. Himself Village Chairman of Shuangfeng Village, Third Division, yet he helped landlord Liao Peng-fei "slip through" part of his land with the result that the latter was made a rich peasant instead of a landlord. The fraud was quickly discovered. Liao who was exposed as an old henchman of the landlord had cunningly slipped into the job of village chairman. He was yanked from his post, and his name was struck off from the membership list of the local Peasants' Association. His accomplices also had their membership suspended. This went to show that vigilance must not be relaxed and, as the peasants' organisation expanded through struggles with the landlords, the importance of "cleaning house" must not be overlooked. He finally summed up the experiences of the nine villages, in drawing class differentiations. The proper method, he said, was to work from the top down: first, enemies; then, friends; and last, our own people. Outstanding cases should be dealt with before routine ones, and complex cases should be saved till the last. In dealing with farmhands, poor peasants and middle peasants, a little leniency wouldn't do any harm.

The final lists were duly ratified by the District Government and sent back to the village to be posted up. That was a big day—the biggest, in fact, since the land reform work got underway in Hsinlu Village. Once more, a platform was set up in front of the temple, and the wall was splashed with slogans like: "Follow the Communist Party forever!" "Long live the unity of peasants!" and "Wipe out the feudal landlord class!" Everyone in Hsinlu Village came out to attend the meeting and to read the final decision of his class status which in turn would decide his status economically as well as politically.

It was a cloudy day. Occasionally, white flakes of snow would drift past. Li Chao-chu stood shivering as he read his name on the white list, the list of landlords. He had on only a torn, thinly padded jacket and a battered hat that was pulled down practically to his eyebrows. He dared not risk having other people point at his fox-lined gown again. Behind him stood a few other landlords. Not very many to begin with, and everyone of them looked downcast and apprehensive, with knit eyebrows and lowered heads.

The rich peasants by contrast were quite different. Their number was also small. Chu Yao-hsien was there, with a hat which came down right over his head, leaving only his eyes and nose exposed. He wore, in addition, a woolen muffler around his neck, and he was more than usually quiet. Others, however, were placidly smoking their long "water pipes'. Manipulating the spill with one hand, they pu ed and inhaled noisily.

The long, lively and jubilant team of farmhands, poor peasants and middle peasants entered the meeting place together, in formations. Li Ta-ming marched ahead of the rest, carrying a huge red banner, on which were embroidered the characters: "Huilung hsiang
 Peasants' Association First Division". Behind him were gongs and drums and several rows of militia armed with shining spears. Women, young men and children followed, all waving flags with anti-feudal slogans. In no time at all, the entire space was taken up while the tail of the procession was as yet invisible. The handful of landlords and rich peasants were asked to step to one side and give them the room. Even so, some of the peasants still had to remain outside the meeting place.

After singing the national anthem, Comrade Chao Chieh-min spoke up: "What is land reform for anyway? To do away with all the privileges which this handful of people," pointing at the landlords, "have assumed in order to exploit you all," and he made a wide gesture taking in the greater part of the audience. "So long as the strong team of peasants remains organised and closely united in production, education and self-defense, there isn't any doubt but that we will pull clean out the last roots of feudalism...."





伍　红·黄·白

雨落到天黑时分，就慢慢住了。

第二天，太阳又照耀在回龙乡赭色的田野上了。斑鸠河安详地流着，堤坝上的枯草，叶身还挂着雨珠，迎着新出来的太阳，晶莹地焕发着光彩。初冬的微风，在电线上吹出细婉的声音。

彭朱家的屋场上又袅袅飘起炊烟了。祠堂旁边的小渠里，一只母鸭正闲适地率领着一串小鸭崽在寻食。闷在牛棚里的水牯，也蹒跚在田埂上，依恋地晒着和祥的太阳。

弯着腰在塘里浣衣的妇女，背着筐砍草的男人们，跑出门来第一眼都先望望祠堂南边那座坟场，心里想着：恶霸原来也不过是那么回事！恶霸也吃不住砰砰几枪。看你彭荫庭再爬起来！你彭二虎的威风哪里去了？

几千年来，福全们，黎嫒毑们，只有受欺负，从没还过手。昨天可痛痛快快出了一口气。打比方说，以前睡的那泥巴和烂草堆起来的茅屋，经昨天这么一番举动，直仿佛里面支起钢骨水泥来了。两个恶霸的伏法消灭了农民对地主怀的惧怕，同时，朱耀先的腰昨天在台上弯下来了，农民的腰今天更挺了起来。因为他们更清楚地知道人民政府是替谁办事的了。

这一天，12月18日，卢扬不是出去找农民，而是农民来找他了。有的农民来报告某某大户把锡器丢在塘里了，还有的把地主或富农在工作队下来以前寄存的箱笼包袱提了来，说：如今我才懂得这东西是咱大家伙的，我不能给他们当“防空洞”。

更忙的，是民兵登记。“卢同志，把我妹妹的名字也写上吧。”黎家园的一个贫农黎大明说。

“卢同志，”涂玉贞跳着跑出来，“我婆婆同意我当民兵了。”当初涂玉贞想不顾她婆婆的反对，硬来参加。卢扬怕这种家庭内部的勉强会造成更大的阻力，所以劝她等婆婆想通了以后再参加。如今她婆婆懂了土地改革是怎么一回事。涂玉贞并且托人带信给她在湖上摇船的丈夫，要他辞了船工，回来分田。

新五的堂客捧着个八个月的大肚皮也要参加。卢扬摇摇头说：

“民兵不是一天半天的事。土改以后它是个经常的农民武装组织，将来靠它来保护农民的利益。你有的是日子呢！”

因此，她只参加了妇女小组。

春杏的参加是件大事。自从参加妇女小组以后，她就一直没回过大屋罗，她告诉男家说：“小媳妇是定规不做了。你们要五年的饭钱，可以；但是你们先把我五年的工钱，——五年来，我从早到晚帮你们喂猪，喂牛，一天纺三两纱，织了不晓得几百丈布！你们把了我工钱，我就把你们饭钱。”

这话是新五老婆教她的。男家最初还不依不饶，嚷着要打官司。等朱耀先抓进区政府以后，才不声不响了。

这些民兵都是村里的积极分子，所以每天晚上不是扛了梭标去查夜，监视地主，就是上划阶级的夜校。这夜校是由农会主办的，每村一个。新炉村的夜校便设在大屋罗的罗氏小学。课室的长板凳上，黑压压地坐满了农民，黎嫒毑、福全、春杏、涂玉贞，都是一课也不肯缺地学习着这土地改革的基本工作。

在夜校里，卢扬首先讲解了划阶级，是为了使农民和地主、自己人和敌人截然分开来。说明只有这样才好进行农村革命。讲到“怎样划法”，卢扬的讲法是先抓要点，避免细节。譬如：富农和地主的分别就在有没有主要劳动，富农和中农的分别就在剥削量超不超过全年收入的百分之二十五。中农是自给自足，不出卖劳动力的。对别人有轻微剥削，但是不及百分之二十五的，是富裕中农。贫农自耕兼出卖劳动力，雇农多半没田没农具，主要靠出卖劳动力吃饭。

把大道理讲完，卢扬又解释了细节。主要劳动指的是一年之中，有四个月的劳动；一家得有三分之一以上有劳动力的人口参加劳动，这家才能算有主要劳动。他又指出地主的剥削方式多半靠把田租出去，富农靠请长工。从长工人数来计算剥削量，请一百二十天短工算一个长工。请一个长工以下的，剥削量不会超过百分之二十五，也就不会是富农。请两个以上的，就得算算了。所有的计算都从解放那天起，倒推三年。

接着，工作队和村农会主任领导农民就新炉村三个屋场里的地主和富农，抓了几户来分析，作为具体的典型。

小学教师们这时又给大家演了一次戏。一出是《谁养活谁》，主要是暴露地主不劳而获的寄生性质，另外一出是《懒婆娘》，描写一个不爱劳动的农村妇女的改造。往常，乡里也演戏，但只是热闹一番。这回演完了，农民一路在田埂上，灶火旁谈论着戏里的道理。

夜校讲解着划阶级的时候，雇贫农小组上，农民们便根据学习来的标准开始试划了，雇贫农小组组长新五在复员以后，曾经在县里一个土改训练班上学习过三个月。他领导大家先从大户划起。随划随调查地主富农们的劳动情况，剥削程度，他们在1946年到1949年请的长工的数目，和他们放债的情况。

大屋罗家一个女人，带着个六岁的伢崽。她男人在国民党军队里当营长，从1945年就没了音讯。她的田是全部出租的，并且放点债，福全和黎大明都认为应该划她做地主。新五问他们为什么，福全说：“她不劳动还不说，她男人还给反动派帮忙打我们，不划她做地主划成什么！”在大屋罗当过小媳妇的春杏也赞成，她的理由是“那个女人讨厌！”新五很好性子地向他们解释说：“我们划阶级，主要是看剥削关系。除非她自己是反动分子，那我们一定把她抓起来；我们不能把阶级和政治面貌混起来，更不应该掺上个人的好恶。她家里根本没有劳动力，出租的田地数量又不大，她应该是一个小土地出租者。”

这样继续了十来天，新炉村的农民骨干分子把握了划阶级的标准；同时，雇贫农小组也把本地的地主富农大致划出来了。划的结果送到农会，给大家提意见审查，又经过两天复查，看看有没有把富农划成地主的。于是，第一个划阶级会便开始了，地点在祠堂的正厅。

头一天，农会通知了被划为地主的人，要他们早晨8点正报到。会场的布置很朴素。毛主席的像下面放着一张八仙桌，几条板凳。地主还没来，农民已经密匝匝站在一起等了。黎嫒毑坐在长板凳的一头，嘴箍得紧紧的，一脸都是紧张。她知道今天“谁是好人，谁是坏人，马上就分明了”。涂玉贞的丈夫从洞庭湖船上辞工回来了，手里抱着自己的一个胖崽，见了人就笑眯眯地说：“有田分自然不想在外头晃荡了。”

福全、黎大明、春杏他们，都执了梭标站在地主行列的后面，一个个瞪大了眼睛看守着。地主们一个个瑟缩缩地揣着手，有的腕上挂了只竹篮，篮里放着烤手的炭盆。

8点半光景，村主任，村农会主席，村政府书记便夹了账本，提了算盘，各占据八仙桌的一面坐下了。卢扬站在八仙桌前宣布说：我们新炉村，经过半个多月的酝酿，今天开始划阶级了。现在站在这边的，我们认为是地主。我们这种认为，当然有事实的根据。等下先由他们自报经济情况，他们应该老老实实地报。如果他们有隐瞒，农友们可以马上把他们的马脚指出来。如果我们说的他们不服，也准许他们申辩。

地主黎朝初曾经在省里读过师范。从《土地法》颁布后，他一直在研究着条文。他细眉细眼的，穿了件浅蓝褂子，毡帽下面围了块白布手巾，报完了财产情况以后，他很鄙夷地望着农民说：

“划我做地主没关系，”口气冷冰冰地，很尖酸。“但我不是‘不劳而获’的。我有劳动，因此，照政策看，我应该是富农。”

“你有什么劳动？”黎大明气冲冲地问。他给黎朝初当了五年长工了。

“田里忙的时候，天不亮我不也爬起来吗？”黎朝初不服气地反问。

“对，”黎大明索性站出来指了黎朝初的鼻尖讲：“你爬起来是为了把我们长工一个个赶起来，你又钻回被窝里去睡觉啊！我挑了三担水，你还在打鼾呢！”

“下着雨我都下田，那不算劳动？”黎朝初的声音低下来，没刚才那么“理直气壮”了。

“哼，你不要脸！”黎大明狠狠往地上啐了口痰。“打场的时候，你自己撑把伞，站在田埂上打秧，指挥我们。一下又嫌我们打得不干净了，你要我们搞得又快，又好。我从起春就犁田，田里的泥块还冻得硬邦邦的呢，把我的脚板都切破出了血。你可知道晚上我洗脚的时候有多么疼！6月里车水，太阳像火盆似的烤着，你可知道我头有多昏！8月里收草，一收收到深更半夜，我困倒在草堆上人事不省了，醒来满身都是露水，那滋味你尝过吗？我一辈子给五个地主干过活，你们都是一模一样的好吃懒做，你懂得什么叫劳动！”

这时，光林大叔——黎朝初的老佃户——也捺不住了。他激动地说：

“黎朝初的苦头我算吃够了。种了他这几斗田，年年受他的气！他每斗田要搭一只鸡。有一年他老婆养孩子，养下一个女崽，怪我送了母鸡，那以后，年年得送雄鸡。送雄鸡他又嫌不生蛋，还得论百地送蛋。每年收租谷时候，他有‘三不要’：不要湿谷，不要瘪谷，不要红谷。他看谷子先抓一把谷子放在桌上，然后伏在桌边用嘴吹，一粒也吹不动才要。要不他就捡瘪谷多的地方扫起来量一石，放在风车里用力车，壮谷都被车出来，然后量一下。所有没车的谷子全照这个打折扣。”

这时，另外一个年轻农民指了黎朝初的鼻尖说：“我叫黎日昌。说起来，我还是他的侄子。他把我们这一房搞得没有点点日子过了。解放头一年，为了给我母亲治痨病，向他借了十五块光洋，付了两个月的息。在谷子贱的时候，他把钱合成谷子，作为二十石。他还送了个‘人情’，四个月没要利息。等到青黄不接，谷子贵的时候，他又把它变成了钱，秋收后，他又把它合成了谷子，结果，前后八个月，他要我们五十八石谷子。所以弄得我冬天连棉衣都没得穿。他呢？（青年农民撩起黎朝初的皮袄，）大家看吧，狐狸皮袄！我管你什么叔叔不叔叔，你是个杀人不见血的地主！”

这时，黎朝初看见自己的亲侄子也出来了，气便虚了下来。他几次想打断话头，说“好，好，划我做地主算了。”但是农民的控诉并没有因此而停下来。显然，农民把诉说内心的怨恨和划分阶级看得一般重要——也许更重要些。因此，尽管新炉村的几个地主“候选人”一排等在那里，卢扬一点也没有意思缩短或打住农民的诉苦。反之，他们一边诉，他一边记；诉到可恨处，他时常仇恨地瞪地主两眼，忍不住骂一声“狗婆养的”。诉完以后他又转过头来向群众看看，好像是说：有苦大家诉个痛快吧！

人群里，这时站出一个面孔陌生的农民。他一手叉了腰，一手指了黎朝初说：“我是云湖村曾家垅的。我们那边的地高引水难。年年车水要通过他的田。车一天水，每天要出‘车水埠头’谷一石。没有现谷，到下半年加息谷一石。还要白白替他车够灌三斗田的水——值工钱谷一石。1936年，他凭‘租埠头’就赚了一百多石谷子。在几年里头，他又置了二十多石田。解放前，我们云湖村探探他的口气，大家想把他这‘过水田’买过来，这家伙眼睛一翻说：这几丘‘过水田’是我祖传的，风水特别好，几百几千年后，这田还出不了黎家的门坎！多少年来，我们姓曾姓黎的农民们还为这个一直吵闹着，如今我才明白毛病不在什么姓曾姓黎的，毛病是地主想尽了方法来剥削咱们农民！”

一连五个昼夜，结合着农民的诉苦和斗争，新炉村的地主们初步划出来了。这中间，比较复杂的还是七星岗街上兼工商业的地主。接着，又划了三天富农，每划一个地主或富农，就有更多的剥削事实和方法在农民面前暴露出来，因而也就更加深了农民对地主的阶级仇恨。

地主和富农划好以后，就由农民协会和雇贫农小组去审查。其中，只有一个富裕中农被划成了富农。纠正过来后，新炉村第一道阶级榜贴在彭氏家祠的花墙上了，白纸上写的是地主，黄纸上写的是富农。

划雇贫中农的时候，空气大大不同了。尽管被划的人把自己的人口、田亩、农具、耕牛和债务报告完了后，在座的农民还会指出遗漏或错误，但整个空气是像家庭内部的吵嘴，嗓门尽管高，却没有些许仇恨。从现象来说，划中贫农时候大家都坐在长凳上，并不对立着。女人们还忙着奶孩子，民兵们用袖口擦着梭标，一个脖项上戴了白铜圈子的孩子在人丛中像条泥鳅般钻来钻去。座中的农民穿着打扮都一样，都是挣扎在封建社会碾石下面的被剥削者。

农民随报着，算盘子随着啪啪响着，登记表册的村书记紧张地记着。一个农民自报完了，村农会主席就问：大家看应该怎么划？

根据自上往下划的原则，农民也先找日子好过的划——即是中农。被划的自然也有拼命想降低成分的。彭云章被划成中农时候，撅了嘴说：“欠了一屁股债，还落个中农成分！”福全就插嘴说：“你欠的是什么债？是赌债！”

光林大叔被划成为“佃中农”。他虽然种的是黎朝初的田，完全靠自己的劳动，但是生产工具很全，生活得很好，从来不出卖劳动力。他也撂了胡须，抱怨着说：“我一亩田也没有，年年把谷子挑给地主去缴租，怎么还算不得个贫农？”

卢扬赶紧解释说：过去，田不是你的，土改以后，你就分到田了。然后又针对着中农们的顾虑开导说：划阶级主要是为了和地主分家，咱们农民是一条阵线。当中农一样光荣，一样是农村的主人。

划雇贫农的时候，也是由农民自报经济情况。时常在报的时候，大家联想起过去悲痛的事。黎嫒毑说到“没有劳动力”的时候，又想起她那一去不回头的儿子德明来了，呜呜哭了起来。说到她带着春杏去地主家讨饭的时候，她忽然通身痉挛起来，嘴张着，眼睛直直的说不出话来了。春杏在旁边对大家解释说：

“那一天，地主放出一条大狼狗，在我妈的大腿上咬了一口——现在还有一块大疤。”

七星岗街上锡箔香烛业工人要求划作贫农。解放以来，他们的生意一天比一天淡了。土改以后，文化提高，迷信破除，他们这一行是注定了要消灭的，所以他们想索性趁土改转业当农民了。卢扬的答覆是：成分还是手工业工人，分田的时候可以照顾。

划完以后，把写明了姓名、年岁、人口、田亩、耕牛、农具、剥削与被剥削量的表册，送到乡政府和乡农会去慎重审查了。审查的结果，有几个农民的成分改动了。像大屋罗的罗冬生在土地革命的时候，参加过红军。后来红军北上，他掉了队。靠着推手车、砍柴和卖零工过日子。一直到解放以后，才租种了四斗五升田，他应被划做雇农，但是却划成了贫农。

新炉村的阶级榜第二榜贴出来了。这回，白（地主）黄（富农）两榜以外，还贴出来浩浩荡荡的红榜，上面写着雇贫中农的名字。新炉村的农民，都携老带少地赶来“看榜”。认识字的，踮起脚来帮助不识字的农民看，随看随数自己是第几名，直好像那次序也含有意义似的。然后，看的人朗声报出来。

福全和春杏提了梭标，也在人群中挤。他两个都上了文化夜校，别人的名字还念不出来，却能辨识自己的了。

“福全，你高兴么？”春杏问，“高兴划成了雇农？”

“我呵，”他望了望那榜，“我不单高兴那个。”

这时，正在帮着农友们看榜的新五回过头来问：

“福全，你还高兴什么？”

福全指了指墙上的榜说：

“我高兴咱红榜上的人真多。”

新五听了不住地点头，并且说，一定把福全这句“高明话”在雇贫农小组和农会上传达一下，要大家都记住咱人真多——而且心齐。有了这个，再加上毛主席和共产党的领导，管保地主万世也复不了辟。

出榜的第二天，卢扬便和农会负责人把地主召集到祠堂来，谈了一次话。一面宣布凡是被划做地主的人，若是不服气，可以在批准以后十五天内向县人民法庭去申诉。同时，通知他们等三榜定案后，就要没收他们的全部土地、农具、多余的房屋和粮食。农民租田时交的押金一律得退出来。解放前，农民欠地主的债作废，解放后，地主变卖的土地耕牛一律无效，得交回或者赔偿。所有应没收的东西，在农会没来接收以前，必须好好保存。若有损坏短少，要负完全责任。最后，卢扬宣布地主不许在家留客，出门得向小组长请假。

然后，又召集富农谈了一次，仍是声明准他们申诉，强调政府保存富农经济的政策。接着，卢扬告诉他们回龙乡人多田少。按土改法的规定，并且经过区政府批准，要征收他们出租部分的土地，但是自耕的土地和别的财产绝不动丝毫。最后，卢扬要他们好好生产，不要听信谣言。人民政府说一是一，说二是二的。

新炉村的全部阶级表册都由村主任彭玉堂送到区政府去了。接着，区委召集了九村的土改干部会议，在这会议上，肯定了九个村子划的阶级大致都很公平正确。区委总结干部汇报时指出：（一）二分会的石桥村有一个富农要献出一部分自耕的田来，干部自然没有接受，但是从这事实，可以反映一部分富农心里还有顾虑，还不够相信我们的保存富农经济政策，因而还不敢放手生产。应该对政策随时大力宣传，只有这样才能消除不安定的情绪。（二）三分会的双枫村在划阶级的时候，那个村主任廖卓南替地主廖鹏飞瞒了田，把他划成为富农。发觉以后，那个村主任立刻被撤职并且开除了他的农会会籍。同时，和那个村主任搭伙的也洗刷了。这说明我们农民的队伍还不纯。我们目前还得好好警惕，一面在斗争中扩大队伍，一面还得洗刷坏分子。最后，（三）总结这次九个村子划阶级的经验，应该自上而下，先划敌人，后划朋友，最后划自己；先划典型的，后划一般的。先划容易的，后划难的。划中贫雇农的时候，尺寸不妨放得宽些，划地主富农的时候，要十分严格。

表册由区政府批回来，阶级三榜贴出来的那一天，是新炉村土改开始以来的一个大日子。这一天，祠堂前面又搭起台来了。祠堂的墙上贴着“永远跟着共产党走！”“农民团结万岁！”“消灭封建地主！”一类的标语。广坪上，农民、富农和地主都出来开会，并且看榜了——看决定他们今后在农村的地位的最后一榜。

天气很冷，偶尔还有好像雪花般的白屑飘动。黎朝初怕人撩他的狐皮袍子，穿了件破棉袄，戴了顶破毡帽，瑟瑟缩缩地站在广坪一角，帽沿拉得快盖住了眉毛。他后面，地主们本来就稀稀朗朗没有几个，一个个又都是那么锁紧了眉头，或低了脑袋，一个孱弱无力、萎缩待毙的阶级了。

相形之下，富农们是很不同了。他们的人数也是单薄的，但表情上是愉快的。朱耀先戴了一顶仅仅露出眼睛和鼻子的“夜壶帽”，下面围了条毛线的围巾，一声不响地站在那里。但大多数富农还端着水烟袋，拈着纸捻，呼噜噜抽着水烟。

壮大，活跃，欢欢喜喜的雇贫中农是排了队，一齐进场的。首先，黎大明扛了红绸锦旗走在前面，旗上绣着“回龙乡乡农会第二分会”。他后面便是锣鼓，然后是扛了闪亮梭标的民兵，后面是妇女组、青年组、少儿队，一个个手里都晃动着写了反封建标语的旗帜。广坪上的空地站满了以后，田埂上还看不见殿后的队伍。于是，人数稀少的地主和富农被挤到贴墙边去了，农民队伍占去广坪的绝大部分，然而就这样还有些农民挤不进来，只好就站在或坐在田埂上。

唱完了国歌，赵洁民同志走到台边，望望台底下的队伍说：

“土地改革是什么呢，就是取消这小撮人（指了指地主）欺负这么大一伙子人（用手向广坪划了半个圈子）的特权。只要农民的壮大队伍组织起来，团结起来，在生产，在学文化，在自卫上永远一条心的团结着，我们一定可以把这个封建的恶根子拔干净了”





6. SUNSHINE AFTER THE STORM

A few days after the final classification of classes, the Huilung hsiang
 peasants saw the year 1950 draw to a close. Ordinarily, the solar new year had been a matter of utter indifference to them, but this year, spring scrolls were pasted up on the doors and a huge party was held jointly by the farmhands and poor peasants. Yes, the year 1950 had been an unprecedented one—a year that the peasants would recall for generations.

It was at the party that the problem of reorganising the Peasants' Association was taken up.

The plan was first to get the masses to investigate the Association from the top down: To what extent had the peasants become their own masters since liberation? Was the influence of the landlord class thoroughly eliminated? Was the Association itself sufficiently strong? Were there still people outside the Association who should have been won over? On the other hand, had any irresponsible loafers or bad elements who were secretly in sympathy with the landlords infiltrated into the organisation? Then, the leadership of the Peasants' Association needed going into also. Were the cadres active in their work? Were they firm in struggling? Had there been cases of rank selfishness or protection of landlords? Such a thorough-going investigation laid an excellent foundation for the election of officers.

The Huilung hsiang
 Peasants' Association was divided into nine "big groups", each centring in one village. Three big groups formed one "division". Each big group was again subdivided into small groups, according to geography, customs and nature of work. Hsinlu Village, for instance, had four small groups. Each small group could name three Peasants' Association officers, one of whom must be a woman. In the final count, the Peasants' Association officers of the whole village must have no less than a two-thirds majority of farmhands and poor peasants. That is to say, the number of middle peasants must not exceed one-third of the total.

Before the election got underway, Lu Yang stressed the following qualities as requisites for all the candidates: a clean record, honesty, diligence, activeness in work and firmness in struggling, and impartiality in making decisions. Each candidate must make a public self-criticism before the election started and then the peasants could offer their opinions. One candidate, for example, had it pointed out to him that he had once ill-treated his wife. However, a great many praiseworthy and exemplary acts of the peasants during the past month also came out. For example, Fu-chuan was known to have covered over 60 li
 on an empty stomach the day he went in search of Peng Erh-hu. When his sandals got torn, he went ahead on bare feet. Not until he had escorted Peng Erh-hu safely to the District Government did he discover that his feet were bruised and bleeding.

When the good points and shortcomings of each of the candidates had been brought out and discussed, the election began. People held up their hands to show support of a certain candidate. Altogether 12 officers were elected, and the chairmanship of the Association devolved on Peng Hsin-wu, who was publicly acknowledged to be militant and advanced in his political awareness and struggling, impartial and friendly in his dealings, with the additional advantage of having had some education, so that he could write and do arithmetic and was especially adept at making out lists and charts. He had under him four sections: militia, organisation, culture and publicity, and the women's group. A temporary "Committee on Requisition, Confiscation, Custody and Distribution" was also set up in order to facilitate the completion of land reform.

After this sifting process, the Hsinlu Village Peasants' Association emerged as a new body with all the activists picked out and marked down for certain duties. Lo Shu-min of the Big House Lo who was concurrently head of the Women's Small Group, and Peng Kuo-chang, a teacher at the Lo Primary School, both found themselves in the Requisition Section. Fu-chuan and Chun-hsing were in the Confiscation Section and to Li Ta-ming and Yueh-lien were entrusted the work of taking over and transportation. As a rule, each section had four people. The Distribution Section, however, could boast of 16, including seven farmhands, five poor peasants and four middle peasants, all elected from the small groups, since distribution is the most complicated and difficult process in land reform. It involves the discovery of "black land"
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 , correct evaluation of yearly yields, computation and redistribution of land. It could therefore be said to be the most important supervisory organ of land reform work.

With the full backing of the newly strengthened team of peasants, a firm foundation was thus laid down, and the land reform work in Huilung hsiang
 went soaring ahead.

Faced with the peasants' final offensive, the landlords, though shorn of their old glory and prestige, were yet unwilling to give in docilely. They retaliated with such tactics as the dispersion and hiding of properties and instigation of factional conflict among the peasants.

Lo Meng-hsiung, nephew of the landlord Lo Pei-jung who was serving a seven-year sentence, had several pine-trees on his land felled while the Peasants' Association was busily engaged in classification work. He got a carpenter from the Seven Star Slope, Liao San, to make two coffins for him; and sold the rest of the timber. However, he was smart enough always to appear in a shabby gown, and his wife would pretend they were poor and rush around borrowing rice from others. Actually, scarcely a day went by without their killing a chicken or a duck or what not and eating their fill. The ruse was soon discovered by the Confiscation Section. Lo was forced to cough up the cash and the coffins and all the left-over timber were promptly confiscated in accordance with The Agrarian Reform Law
 .

Practically all landlords tried to perform a few sleight-of-hand tricks in addition to perpetrating a certain amount of wilful destruction. They would extract the inner mechanism out of a merrily ticking desk clock. It was almost as though they all believed that a thing destroyed was a thing gained. Another landlord was caught by militia members while emptying sackfuls of grain into a pond at night.

Besides making clearly known its regulations governing confiscation, members of the Confiscation and Requisition Sections also attempted to guard against any deviations in the process of confiscation through signing a common pledge.

The two sections met together before setting out to work and a programme of five "wants" and five "don't wants" was passed by the eight members after a careful study of The Agrarian Reform Law
 . The five "wants" were: Confiscation of land, farm implements, draught animals, surplus houses and surplus foodstuffs. The five "don't wants" were: properties directly employed in industry or commerce, capital, movable property, physical violence and the infringement of the middle peasants' interests. Also, the members all swore not to cover up misdoings, not to practice fraud or accept bribes from the landlords. At Fu-chuan's suggestion, everyone affixed his thumb-print to the text of the pledge.

Before going to Lo Meng-hsiung's house, Fu-chuan first made a trip to the Seven Star Slope and got hold of Liao San, the carpenter. From the latter he got a piece of valuable information. It seemed in addition to making two coffins, Liao San had also been asked to construct a double wall for Lo. Armed with this information they entered the Lo house. According to a careful plan, the confiscation officers immediately divided up. Some stood by on guard. Some searched the rooms and some inventoried the various articles. Chun-hsing was entrusted with the job of forcing Lo Meng-hsiung's wife to hand over the title deed to her husband's property.

Well, the deed was produced and the implements and animals were correctly inventoried. Then, placing his hands on his hips, Fu-chuan asked Lo Meng-hsiung, "Anything more?"

"You've taken away almost everything my ancestors left me. Are you still dissatisfied?" mumbled the landlord; pointing at the baby nestling in the arms of his wife, he added, "I swear by him, my only precious offspring, that all my properties are here before you."

"All right," said Fu-chuan, nodding imperceptibly to the militia members. They made their way straight toward a chicken-roost at the corner of the house. Lo Meng-hsiung's face turned pale as he watched them dragging it aside. Then the pickaxe Fu-chuan had brought along with him began to resound through the yard. The landlord's family trembled, and the militia, leaning on their spears, stared at the wall fascinated. A few bricks were worked loose, and a plank was visible behind. With that hacked open, a shining padlock fastened on to a huge camphor-wood trunk finally came into view.

The landlords' scheming was by no means limited to the dispersal and hiding of properties. In their dying struggle, they would never let slip any opportunity to fan up bad feelings among the peasants, to break up their unity.

It was during this critical period that the Hsinlu Village peasants went over to Shihchiao Village to witness a public trial. There were certain complications involved, as some of the backward peasants of that village had been at feud with each other owing to a slight misunderstanding arising out of class differentiation. One group, the Yu Homestead, had charged the peasants of another group, the Tseng Homestead, with over-leniency in struggling against their landlord, Tseng Kuang-wen. There was also some talk to the effect that in making up for their surplus foodstuffs in terms of gold, Tseng Kuang-wen and the Yu Homestead landlord, Yu Tzu-wen, received unequal treatment, Tseng being favoured with a higher exchange ratio. Actually it was all a pack of lies fabricated by someone behind the scenes with the intent of creating mischief. But a lot of peasants fell for it. Hence when the three villages that belonged to the Third Division held a joint meeting to struggle against the landlord Yu Tzu-wen, one loafer of the Yu Homestead by the name of Yu Feng-ching suddenly stood up and shouted, "The Tsengs are unfair. Why didn't they struggle against their own landlord equally hard?" The atmosphere in the meeting place immediately became tense, and for a short while it was touch and go whether the peasants would forget about their real enemy—namely, landlord Yu Tzu-wen, who stood complacently in front of the platform waiting to be accused—and return to the age-old custom of family feuding. Fortunately, the chairman of the Third Division had enough presence of mind. Then things came to a head. He ordered the meeting to be adjourned since "we are not sufficiently prepared". Careful investigation after the meeting revealed Yu Tze-wen to be the real wirepuller. It was he who had bribed the loafer to come out and create a disturbance—preferably an armed clash.

Yu Tzu-wen was condemned to be shot and was executed on the spot. That was an important lesson for the Hsinlu Village peasants who thereby learnt to heighten their vigilance. Therefore, when Li Chao-chu tried to get on the good side of Li Ta-ming by saying ingratiatingly, "Ta-ming, I'm sorry I treated you in such a rotten manner in the past. I hope when the land is distributed you'll let that piece of mine near Hsiping, fertile, high up and close to a pond," Ta-ming's face immediately fell and he turned on him, "Land distribution is the job of us peasants. You don't need to come butting in. Let the end of Yu Tzu-wen be an example to you if you are also thinking of alienating us!"

The complete inventory list for Hsinlu Village was made out and checked by the Confiscation Section, and passed on to the take-over people. Then it was for Li Ta-ming and Yueh-lien and others to see to the transportation. Farm implements and foodstuffs were concentrated in the various homesteads, where a few rooms confiscated from the landlords were specially set aside to storing them. Draught animals were temporarily kept by individual peasants to ensure their safety. Then the complete inventory, with detailed explanations as to where each item was kept, went around to the Distribution Section for general computation.

There were cases of landlords who requested to pay the amount of their foodstuffs in terms of other "movable properties". The Association granted them permission to do so, and in no time at all the Pengs' Ancestral Temple was turned into an odd kind of department store. All kinds of ornaments, tonics, drugs and cosmetics, things hitherto unknown to the peasants were gathered together there. Glancing over them, Hsin-wu made the ironic comment: there's enough stuff for an exhibition showing "the way the landlords lived".

The first job that the Distribution Section busied themselves with was discovery of "black land". If some of the land listed were not complete, then fair and judicial distribution would be impossible. As far as the landlords were concerned, all their properties had been brought out into the open during the period of class differentiation. There was practically no problem there. But some middle peasants, especially tenant-middle-peasants, still proved intractable. It was because of this that Lu Yang decided to call an informal conference for tenant-middle-peasants.

"Talk of land reform! It left me even worse off than before!" grumbled Uncle Kuang-lin. "They are dividing up my land and struggling against me!"

Uncle Kuang-lin was by no means the only person who held those sentiments. Some of the tenants who had shown themselves unusually courageous and active in fighting the landlords began to sulk also when they saw the land they had cultivated for years marked down for redistribution.

Lu Yang listened patiently to the tenants "blowing off steam"; then he pointed out to them the indisputable truth that unless the landlords were brought down and the gigantic millstone of land rent and usury shaken off, no good living was possible for any of the peasants. So far everybody was in agreement. Then he expounded the necessity of "taking the long view". Unity among the peasants must be taken as the basis for everything. It was wrong to haggle over some immediate personal matter at the expense of the future welfare of all. That, too, was unanimously accepted. Then Lu Yang got down to brass tacks and did some actual figuring for the tenants. After land distribution, they would each have their own land and no one would need to pay exorbitant rent (from 50 to 90 per cent of the produce) any more. Apart from crop payment to the government, all that was left could be enjoyed by themselves. At the same time, while giving up a portion of their land to be distributed, they also saved on human and animal labour and fertiliser. They could cultivate what land they had with greater care and they would have time left to develop other forms of production on the side.

Lastly, Lu Yang stressed the point stipulated in The Agrarian Reform Law
 —distribution on the basis of actual cultivation. In other words, reservation comes before distribution. The original tenants had priority in reserving a certain amount of good land or land within easy reach. What's more, after the distribution was over, the two per cent of public land in the village could also be rented to the original tillers who had first claim. Another source of tillable land for the tenants could be found in such families as had no labour power or depended on renting out small pieces of land for their living.

Thus, the essential points were all cleared up, and the Work Team and the Peasants' Association went on with propaganda work on a more general scale in order to dispel the last vestiges of selfishness still harboured by some of the peasants.

Hsin-wu got a bundle of chopsticks, from which he extracted one and showed it to the peasants. He then broke it in two, with apparently no e ort at all. Then he tried breaking the whole bundle and of course did not meet with any success. Thus he illustrated the principle that "unity is strength" and that "for one peasant alone to prosper is impossible. We must all progress toward a better life together."

Next he emphasised the principle of "the plenty making up for the few and the fat for the thin" in land distribution, taking care however to point out the mistake of "equilitarianism". Those who were especially poor and helpless, like Grandma Li, and those who were especially strong in labour power, like Fu-chuan, ought to get up to two hundred per cent more.

Somebody thought that was a good time for teasing Fu-chuan. "Sure, with two hundred per cent more land he could get a wife and have children." At this, everyone smiled and looked at Chun-hsing. The girl blushed scarlet and skipped out without saying a word.

Tu Yu-chen was nursing her baby, when an idea occurred to her. Addressing Hsin-wu, she said, "You'll soon have a baby too. I suggest we reserve a portion of land for him." Many peasants applauded the idea. Hsin-wu, however, was firm in his refusal. The others were equally firm in pressing the land upon him. Finally Lu Yang stood up.

"Theoretically speaking, land distribution goes per head. Suppose a person is very sick and dying. He still gets his portion if he is breathing on the day the land is distributed. The same rule applies to a baby. If he hasn't yet come into the world at land distribution, we shouldn't count him in. Therefore, land or no land, it all depends on how fast the baby can run and catch up with us."

Everybody roared with laughter.

The discussion then turned to the problem of handicraftsmen who dealt in superstitious articles like tinfoil, incense and candies. They had asked to be given some land so that they could become peasants. The request was promptly granted.

Then the problem of production after land reform came up. First, the Village Chairman announced that they had received a notice from the County Government through the District Government, which said that this county had been entrusted the job of spreading the use of selected seeds to the extent of 100,000 mou
 this year in accordance with a five-year plan sponsored by the Central People's Government. Five comrades had come down from Changsha specially to help out, and the different levels of the Peasants' Association would assume the responsibility of publicising the campaign. The good seeds to be promoted were known as Golden-Queen Grain. Scientific tests had revealed them to be superior to the current short-stalked kind of rice on every count. Land planted with the new seeds would yield 107 catties more grain per mou
 . They developed sturdy stalks with neat ears and grew boldly upright. They could stand heavy fertiliser and were not much affected by dry spells. What's more, they showed a surprising immunity from plant disease and insects. Those who would like to get loans of this kind of seed from the government could register and send in their requests in a month's time and return the same amount at the autumn harvest. Registration forms could be obtained from the Production Committee of the Peasants' Association. There were two varieties of seeds: one kind for common promotion, and another kind for special model propagation. They could get the seeds in the beginning of February. There was only one condition to be observed: the government-loaned seeds must not be eaten up like ordinary grain.

Owing to the difference in soil and location, two pieces of land of approximately the same size could vary a great deal in value. Moreover, the rice fields in Hunan were mostly of irregular shapes and didn't lend themselves to exact measurement. Since measuring the land itself involved so many complications, the only reliable standard was the average productivity. Thus each peasant was asked to "appraise" his own land.

The correct procedure was for each peasant to write down the productivity of each plot of his land on a flag. Land that he owned himself had a red flag while a white one signified land rented from some landlord or rich peasant. Distribution officers would come around and make the final assessment.

On the eve of the planting of flags, the peasants all held family meetings. Each racked his memory and tried to think back how much his land used to yield in the past. Then the amount which was believed to be accurate would be written down on the paper flag. Landless peasants had a lot of work to do also. They hacked bamboo sticks and pasted paper flags for the others.

The next morning countless small flags fluttering in the wind appeared on the Hsinlu Village field-paths. Often a peasant would bring his whole family along to witness the grand ceremony of flag-planting. One was heard to mutter while sticking up his flag, "I couldn't dare look Chairman Mao in the face again if I made the amount too small." Another pointed at the Peasants' Association Membership Certificate pinned on his breast and swore that he had put down the absolutely correct amount. "I'm willing to forfeit this red silk insignia if I'm found to have cheated."

Around nine o'clock, the four small groups of Hsinlu Village and a few Appraisal Officers specially invited for that purpose appeared on the scene to conduct an actual investigation piece by piece. There was a secretary in every group with a ledger and a copper ink box. When the final amount for a piece of land was decided after due deliberation, he would write it down on the flag and also enter it in his ledger.

Most of the Appraisal Officers were peasants in their fifties or sixties. Standing there on the field-paths, they would run their eyes expertly over the land lying at their feet, just like old cowherds judging the age of a cow by looking at its teeth.

Almost all the peasants proved to be quite fair and unbiased in appraising their own land. It was obvious the propaganda work done by Lu Yang and his comrades was producing good results. Now and then the Appraisal Officers might decide to raise the original amount fixed by a peasant by four or five tou
 , but even then there would be no hard feelings, because the peasant would admit cheerfully, "You people certainly ought to know better than I do." Some thought of the marvellous new seeds they would have soon and insisted that they had fixed the amount too low, because the new seeds would "grow better".

An exhibition was held at the same time by the Association of all the "fruits of struggle" they had confiscated from the landlords. Peng Yin-ting's old mansion, now also confiscated, was turned over temporarily for that purpose. A piece of red cloth, on which were written the characters "Exhibition Showing the Way the Landlords Lived", was hung over the entrance to the huge, sumptuously decorated sitting room where Peng Yin-ting used to entertain passing Japanese military officers, including Brigadier-General Shirakawa. Inside the room, on the long sideboards under the shuttered windows were displayed gold and silver ingots of the Manchu regime, buddhas and bracelets of gold, carved ivory fans, silver chopsticks, jade rice bowls, a huge closet with ingenious carvings and gold lettering and a four-poster bed with a row of small drawers on the side where delicacies and candies could be kept.

The peasants were ignorant with regard both to the names and the uses of these fancy articles. However, by contrasting them with what they themselves possessed, they could not help feeling angry and bitter. Hatred surged up in their breasts as they made the rounds, viewing each article, cursing as they went. Among them was also Yueh-lien. To her these were familiar sights, but she also paused and thought back on the way the owner of these beautiful things used to treat her.

Meanwhile, Comrade Chao Chieh-min called all the Work Team Cadres of the nine villages to a Land Distribution Meeting in the temple. First, they went over together the conditions of land distributed among the three divisions. As a result, it was found that the Third Division has comparatively less land than the other two. Thereupon he decided that the First Division should transfer 23 tan
 and five tou
 of land to the Second Division, which, in turn, should transfer 17 tan
 and four tou
 of land to the Third. Thus the three divisions would all have an average of 2.4 to 2.5 tou
 for each person entitled to receive land.

Adjustment was thus made on the hsiang
 basis. Next they had to investigate the problem of land owned by each village. The average of Hsinlu Village for instance, was 0.04 tou
 higher than that of Shihchiao Village, and 0.07 tou
 higher than that of Yunhu Village. The three villages, therefore, got together and discussed the best method of readjustment. It was not merely a job for the mathematicians. In adjusting land, you have to think about the peasants' domestic problems and the problem of housing. Nothing is easier than to shift people around on paper, but the moment you want it done, human problems begin to pile up. Finally they decided to follow the way of the Old Liberated Area. Yunhu Village, which adjoined Shihchiao Village, would have a tract of land pared down equal in size to what Hsinlu Village should allocate. Then Hsinlu Village, in its turn, would also rule out the corresponding amount of land where it touched Yunhu Village.

It was almost 50 days now since land reform started. The peasants of Huilung hsiang
 had risen early and gone to bed late, and one by one they had pulled the landlords down. They had made out class differentiation lists for the whole hsiang
 down to the minutest detail, assumed control of the properties handed over by the landlords and hunted down what the latter had dispersed or hidden. They had achieved so much simply because they had refused to compromise, ignored temptation and threats and kept on struggling to the very end. Undoubtedly, the last month or so had been a stormy period.

On the eve of land distribution, the whole of Huilung hsiang
 seemed to brighten up. The storm was over, the sun had come out and joy was in every heart. From now on, a peasant would be able to enjoy fully the fruits of his own labour. He could brace back his shoulders and, waving a hand at the land he cultivated, say with honest pride, "This is my
 land. A new, rational state of things had risen like a fresh, golden dawn breaking over the horizon.

And for three days and three nights, the main hall in the Pengs' Ancestral Temple swarmed with people—people on whose faces were written happy expectations.

Peng Yu-chang, Lu Yang, Hsin-wu and other Distribution Officers of the Association clustered around a square table beneath Chairman Mao's portrait. The time was already nearing the end of January, 1951, and the overthrow of the feudal land system was all but completed. Inside the feudal temple, an icy wind whistled down people's necks. A few peasants had brought along bundles of hay from their homes and built a huge fire in the middle of the hall. Fu-chuan and Li Ta-ming sat one on each end of the haystack and fed the fire when it got low. The dry rice stalks crackled and the flame leaped up and down. Shadows played on the peasants' smiling faces, and warmth and harmony and deep-felt joy pervaded the whole gathering.

Each peasant would step up beside the fire and report on the number of people he had in his family. (Actually, in most cases, they were also there with him.) Then how much land and farm implements he owned. The Distribution Section would then open their ledger of "land to be divided" and select a share of land according to the amount the peasant was entitled to. Opinions from the masses could be offered on the spot. The peasant himself was also allowed to make suggestions. Aged people would get land that was located conveniently near. Those who owned water-wheels were given land higher up. Those who lacked certain implements could report and get new ones. Draught animals were shared, one among several families. In order not to overwork the animal, a three tan
 maximum of ploughing was set for each ox.

When Fu-chuan's turn came, he handed over his bundle of hay to Chun-hsing. Family? "One—myself." Land? "No land." Implements? "No implements." The crowd insisted that he should have two portions. Hence he was given a plough, a hoe, a big piece of land near the Big Graveyard valued at five tou
 and 2 sheng
 and a share together with three other families of a three-year-old calf that used to belong to Peng Erh-hu. For living quarters, he was given Peng Erh-hu's study.

While people applauded and edged up to shake hands with a slightly dazed Fu-chuan, Yueh-lien rushed into the room, brushing off snowflakes from her shoulders and sleeves. "Brother Hsin-wu. Brother Hsin-wu!" Hsin-wu, who was bending over the table busily registering, raised up his head.

"Go home quickly!" she cried, gesticulating wildly, her mouth open. "Hurry and get the midwife. Your wife is in great pain!"

Hsin-wu instantly pushed his papers over to another Distribution Officer and threaded his way out through the crowd.

Tu Yu-chen also stood up. Momentarily forgetting her turn in land distribution, she thrust her own baby into the grins of her mother-in-law and followed Hsin-wu to help.

At around two o'clock in the night, the land distribution work was still in full swing when Chun-hsing entered carrying a steaming cauldron of glutinous rice. Placing it on the square table, she said, "You must all be tired out. Have something to eat!"

The officers did not think they should, since they knew Grandma Li was not so well off that she had a lot to spare, but the old woman herself was insistent. Leaning on her crutch, she urged them. "Go and eat! Otherwise we won't feel happy. This is the rice we originally saved for the lunar New Year. But now for the first time since the world began the poor folks have their own land. Isn't that better than a hundred, a thousand New Years?"

The men gave in. Someone went and got a whole stack of bowls from the back of the temple, and Chun-hsing started ladling out the rice.

In the midst of this tumult, Tu Yu-chen again appeared, slightly out of breath. Planting herself squarely before the table, she shouted:

"Attention everybody. Hsin-wu Sao
 (sister-in-law) has just had twins. A boy and a girl!"

The applause that greeted this announcement was nothing short of deafening. Tu Yu-chen was immediately surrounded by a crowd of curious people who wanted to know more of the details.

Then a radiant Hsin-wu showed up, bowing right and left in response to people's congratulations. A moment later, he was back in his seat, once more buried in the intricate registration work.

The next morning, all the peasants got up early and trudged through the snow to have a look at their newly acquired land. Standing on the field-path, they surveyed the snow-covered fields, in their minds figuring out the amount of fertiliser and seeds needed and also imagining the ocean of lush green that would come with the autumn. Some of the fields already had markers on them saying proudly "Victory" or "Liberation" with careful notations on the side of the new owner's name and date.

The Emancipation Meeting—the climax of land reform and an unparalleled joyous event for the peasants—was held at two o'clock on that very afternoon. Once more the scene was laid in the open ground in front of the Pengs' Ancestral Temple. The meeting was under the auspices of the three villages that came under the First Division; for several days all the village activists had been busily preparing for it. The stage was lit up by a pair of bright red scrolls, one saying "Earth and heaven overturned and feudalism destroyed!" and the other, "Resist America and aid Korea; defend our home and country!" On a horizontal tablet were written the words, "All peasants everywhere are brothers."

The celebration started in the morning around ten o'clock. Troops of peasants carrying spears or beating gongs and drums could be seen making their way along labyrinthine field-paths toward the Peng-Chu Homestead. The primary school students led the procession. Some of them were got up in multicoloured clothes, with towels tied around their heads, lightly skipping along doing a harvest dance. Some were members of the Young Pioneers with flowing red ties. A few had their faces heavily rouged and bounced among the procession, waving wooden swords.

The handicraftsmen on the Seven Star Slope had constructed two sedan chairs tied together with bamboo sticks and wrapped in red silk. Each chair bore four pictures framed against a background of heavy colourful brocade. On the first chair were portraits of Chairman Mao, Commander-in-Chief Chu, Vice-Chairman Liu Shao-chi and Premier Chou En-lai. On the other were portraits of Marx, Engels, Lenin and Stalin.

Some of the workers acted as chair-carriers. Some were beating gongs and drums and some were blowing bamboo flutes.

To Fu-chuan on that day was entrusted the job of looking after all the draught animals. In order to get them away from the crowd near the meeting place, all the animals were collected in the graveyard in front of the temple. Some of the oxen, when led there, were found to have colourful rings and balls tied around their horns.

Before the meeting started, Peasants' Association cadres of the three villages had already collected all the title deeds the landlords had handed over and piled them up in the centre of the meeting place in neatly tied bundles. Some of the deeds had turned yellow around the edges, having first been drawn up in the Manchu period. Some were wrapped up with layer after layer of silk. A great variety of seals were affixed to those deeds, representing the Manchu emperors, the warlords, the Wang Ching-wei puppet government and the KMT government. And some of the conditions stipulated in the deeds were cruel beyond belief. For example, a "big-headed contract" meant you must write down the five tou
 of land you rented as seven tou
 and pay your rent accordingly. "Fixed rent" meant the amount of rent you had to pay remained the same even in exceptionally bad or disastrous years. "Flexible rent" meant the tenants could get the landlords to come over to a banquet in a bad year; if upon looking at the crop, he should decide to cut down the rent, all right and good. But it all depended on his whim, and very often the amount discounted was not even sufficient to cover the banquet expenses. There they were, all written down in black and white on those deeds. As the peasants looked at them, their eyes flamed with pain and hatred.

A string of firecrackers about five feet long, especially made for the occasion by the Seven Star Slope workers, was hung up right beside the pile of deeds.

The noise made by the gongs and drums grew louder as more and more people flowed in. Those who had a part in theatrical performances were already made up. The item offered by the peasants of Shihchiao Village was a dragon dance. The fabulous animal was over 50 feet in length, with its head painted gold. Its jaws moved up and down and its copper wire whiskers twitched most realistically. Yunhu Village put on a drum dance—"the Third Scholar Keeping Company with His Lass." The one who played the Third Scholar did not put his beard on right; so it kept falling o, to the great amusement of the audience. The dance performed by Hsinlu Village peasants was copied from the dance of fishermen around Lake Tungting. Chun-hsing in a pink shirt and a baby-blue skirt was "the oyster". She had two huge pieces of stiffened cloth tied to her arms, red on the outside and white inside, which represented the two halves of her shell. She was fleeing from a young fisherman, played by Yueh-lien, who followed behind her with a fishing net, acting out gestures of casting and drawing in the net.

The national anthem was sung, with the fresh voiced primary school students in the lead. Next everybody bowed to the national flag and the picture of Chairman Mao. Then the presidium, formed by the three Association Chairmen, Chairman of the Women's Association, Captain of the Militia, leader of the Small Group of Farmhands and Poor Peasants and the three Village Chairmen, mounted the stage and the meeting began.

Great promises and solemn declarations were made during the meeting by peasants who never before in their lives had spoken in public. Li Chen-nan pledged that he would work hard at production and dyke repairing. Lo Shu-min demanded that women be allowed to take equal part in dyke repairing since in land distribution women received equal treatment with men.

Finally Fu-chuan also pulled himself together and ran up the stage. Nervously twisting his hat in one hand, he made a stiff bow to the audience and began:

"I only know how to meddle with mud and I can't talk. But, when we drink, we don't forget the well-digger; in emancipation, let us not forget the Communist Party! Without Chairman Mao, without the Communist Party, where would I be today? Wouldn't I still be trampled underfoot by Peng Erh-hu?'

With arms raised, the peasants sent out shouts like roaring tides.

"Long live the Communist Party!"

"Long live Chairman Mao, the peasants' Saviour!"

When the slogans gradually quieted down, Fu-chuan went on:

"I understand very well now that landlords and imperialism cannot be separated. Look at the Peng family, Peng Yin-ting and Peng Erh-hu! Didn't my father die at their hands? But we were then all 'sealed up in a drum', since the Communists hadn't yet come to help us open our eyes. Now it's different. If America should want to do what Japan did and try to push us around, we'll get up and smash them all—American imperialists as well as all the Taiwan traitors!"

Shouts and applause shook the quiet fields of Hsinlu Village, echoing the rise of China's new peasantry.

Then a crackling sound was heard. The firecrackers were lit and bundle after bundle of deeds began to catch fire and burn. They were the weapons of the landlord class, by which they sucked the blood of the peasants. Now they were all in shreds and ashes and the wind carried them away.





陆　空前的大喜事

阶级划完不上几天，回龙乡的农民便和1950年辞别了。往常，农民们对于阳历年是漠不关心的，但是今年家家都在门上贴了春联，还开了一个雇贫中农的联欢大会，大家对于空前的1950年，都怪依依不舍的。

在联欢大会上，农民们酝酿起整顿农民协会的问题来。

首先是由群众从上到下检查农会：检查农民从解放到今天，翻了多少身；地主阶级是不是斗垮了；农会的力量大不大，有多少应当吸收而没有吸收的，有哪些二流子或者和地主有勾结的坏分子混在里面。最后，检查农会的领导：干部工作得积极不积极，斗争得坚决不坚决，有没有自私自利或者包庇地主的情形。这样检查就为选举打下了基础。

回龙乡全乡的农会分为九大组，即是每个村子为一大组，每三大组为一分会。各大组下的小组是根据地形、习惯、工作基础来分的。新炉村便分为四个小组。每小组选举三名农协委员，其中一名是妇女；全村农协委员中，雇贫农不能少于三分之二，中农不能多于三分之一。

在新炉村选举以前，卢扬说明了候选人应有的品质：历史清白，为人正派，工作积极，斗争坚决，办事公正，作风老实，劳动勤快。在举行选举以前，候选人先自我检讨，然后农民提意见。一个候选人被指责打过堂客，但是农民在过去一个月中间所做的许多可敬的事迹，也在这会上表扬出来了。譬如福全去抓彭二虎那天，空着肚子一口气跑了六十几里路，草鞋踏破了就打赤脚板，等把彭二虎送到区政府他才察觉脚底下皮肉都磨出了血。

每个候选人的优缺点都反复讨论完了以后，就举手表决。新炉村的村农协一共选出十二名委员来，被群众认为觉悟高，斗争坚决，处理事情大公无私，群众关系好，又能写会算，善于造表册的彭新五被选为村农协主任。在他领导下，农协分为四组：武装、妇女、组织和宣传。生产委员会以外，又成立了一个临时性质的“没收征收接管分配委员会”，负责完成土改工作。

经过整顿，职责明确化了的新炉村的农协中，村中的积极分子都受到群众的拥护，担任了一定的任务。大屋罗的罗淑敏（妇女组的组长）和罗氏小学的教员彭国璋在征收组，福全和春杏同是在没收组，黎大明和月莲负责接管和搬运。每小组四个人，但是分配组有十六个人，其中包括七个雇农，五个贫农，四个中农，都是由四个小组里推选出来的。因为分配是最复杂、最艰巨的一项。它包括挤黑田，评产量，统计和分配——这是土地改革工作的顶点。

这样布置了以后，回龙乡的土地改革就有了更纯洁更壮大的农民队伍，在更坚实的基础上进行了！

工作队不但明确地宣布了没收政策，并且曾用公约方式保证在没收过程中，不发生任何偏差。

在出发以前，没收征收两组先开了一个会。八个组员根据土改法通过了“五要”和“五不要”。“五要”是：土地、农具、耕畜、农村中的房屋和多余的粮食。“五不要”是：直接用于工商业的财产、底财、浮财、不乱打乱杀、不侵犯中农利益。同时，组员们宣誓保证在征收没收过程中，不包庇、不贪污、不受地主的收买利诱。经福全提议，大家还在公约上打下了手印。

卢扬在公约订好以后，又根据上级指示，作了几点补充：一、解放以前农民欠地主的债一律作废。但是解放前后，地主欠农民的债一律要归还；二、所有地主分散隐藏的财产，不论是浮财底财，一旦发觉就没收，作为斗争果实；三、地主富农瞒的黑田，查出来后，都要按税率补征公粮，半数交县，半数由乡农协保管，用来补助本乡的生产资料。

当农民布置着最后的攻势时，威风已经快削光了的地主们自然也不会“坐以待毙”的。他们的战略是分散和隐藏财产，破坏农民的团结。

几乎所有的地主都隐藏了些东西，他们大半都进行了或大或小的破坏。桌上的座钟走得好好的，地主却把它的囊子掏出来，直好像毁坏一件，自己便捡到一件似的。又一个地主被民兵发觉半夜把满麻袋的谷子倒到门前塘里去，宁可这样，也不给农民吃！

被判七年徒刑的地主罗培荣的侄子罗梦熊趁农会忙着划阶级的时候，偷偷把他的山田上的松树砍掉了一半，找了七星岗上木匠廖三来做了两口棺材，剩下的换了光洋。同时，他穿上一件破袍子，他堂客四处去讨米。其实，他们家里天天不杀鸡便宰鸭，正在大吃大喝。没收组发现以后，他才把光洋吐出来，棺材和剩余的木料也照土地改革法充公了。

去罗梦熊家里以前，福全先到七星岗找到了廖三，打听出来罗除了要廖三给他做两副棺材，还造了一道夹墙。进了罗梦熊的门，没收组照预先布置好的，有的负责监视，有的进行搜查，有的忙着登记表册。春杏的工作是向罗梦熊的堂客追红契。那女人一边抹着眼泪，一边开箱子。交出时候那种舍不得的神情，直好像那张纸还有多大效力。

契追出来，农具耕牛点验完了以后，福全插了腰问罗梦熊：

“还有东西没有了？”

“我祖宗三代的点子产业全拿出来了。”地主嘟嚷着说。然后指了他堂客怀里抱着的娃子说：“我指着我这条命根子起誓，什么都摆在这块了。”

“好！”福全朝扛了梭标的民兵努了努嘴。他们一直就走近屋角的一只鸡埘。当民兵把鸡埘往外拖的时候，罗梦熊的脸惨白了。随着是福全用带来的斧头砍动的声音。屋里地主一家颤抖着，民兵拄了梭标，专注地望着屋角。墙砖砍裂了，砖后面是一块木板。木板再敲裂，樟木箱子上亮晃晃的锁便露出来了。

地主的阴谋还不止于分散和隐藏财产。在殊死的挣扎中，他们更随时想破坏农民间的团结。

这时期，新炉村的农民到石桥村去参加了一个公审大会。事情是这样：石桥村的曾家屋场和喻家屋场的落后农民在划定阶级后，闹了点意见。几天来便听说喻家有些人暗地里抱怨曾家农民斗他们的地主曾广文时，斗得不狠。又说曾广文和喻家屋场的地主喻子文同是用金子赔偿余粮，但是折合的比率，曾家定的比喻家的高。这两点其实都不是事实，显然有人在幕后操纵，制造空气。当第三分会三个村子开会斗争地主喻子文的时候，喻家屋场的一个痞子喻凤清突然在会场上嚷“曾家人自私自利，专会斗别姓的地主！”当时会场空气紧张，农民一刹那几乎把真正的敌人——站在台前等待被控告的喻子文——忘记了，思想好像又回到几千年的宗派家族去。幸亏第三分会的会长掌握得好，他马上宣布“今天开会酝酿不充足，改天再开，现在散会！”会后仔细深入调查，才知道是喻子文用钱收买了痞子，想制造一场农民的械斗。

看过喻子文当场枪决后，新炉村的农民对地主更提高了警惕。所以当黎朝初对长工黎大明讨好说“大明，我过去对你实在不好，我希望将来分田时，你能分到细坪墩我那块土肥、地高、离水塘近的田”的时候，黎大明瞪起眼睛对他正颜厉色地吆斥说：“分田是我们农民的事，用不着你多嘴。你也想挑拨吗？你记住喻子文的下场吧！”

没收组点查登记后，随着便把清单交给接管组。黎大明、月莲他们便拿着清单，按户接管搬运了。农具余粮集中在各个屋场，由农协拨几间没收的多余房屋来放置，房门上由接管组贴上封条。耕牛为安全起见，由农民们分头寄养。按项注明了保管情形的清单，转到分配组去统计了。

有的地主交不出余粮来，要求用别的浮财代替。农协同意了。即刻，五花八门的奇怪东西都堆集到彭氏祠堂来，各种首饰、补品、化妆品，都是农民闻所未闻、见所未见的东西。新五提议：把这些古怪东西凑齐了开个“地主生活展览会”吧！

分配组首先忙的是挤黑田。如果表册上的田亩不完全，有隐瞒，分田的时候就一定不可能公平。地主的田，在划阶级时候已经差不多挤干净了，只是个别中农，尤其佃中农还想不通。因此，配合着挤黑田的工作，卢扬又特别召集了一个佃中农座谈会。

“改了还不如不改哪！”光林大叔撂了胡须发着牢骚。“如今，分了我的田，革起我的命来了！”

发牢骚的还不止光林大叔一个。几个在斗争地主的时候很勇敢很积极的佃农，临到自己佃种了多少年的田地被登记下来重新分配的时候，思想上起了波动。

卢扬让佃农们把牢骚发完，然后他提醒佃农们，如果地主打不倒，大家还生活在田租和高利贷的巨石下面，谁也没好日子过。这一点大家很快地都承认了。然后，他指出农民的长远利益完全建筑在农民的团结上面，所以，不能为了眼前的局部利益，牺牲长远的全体利益。这一点，大家也懂了。这时，卢扬才从实际得失来帮佃农们打打算盘：分田以后，田属了自己，农民再也不要缴那五成到九成的田租了，除了缴公粮，扮多少禾都是自己的。同时，把一部分田拿出来分，可以省出劳力、畜力和肥料。这样，田可以耕得更细，并且还得力量发展副业。

最后，卢扬强调了《土地改革法》上规定的“在原耕基础上分田”，采取先留后分的办法。这是说，佃农们可以尽先留些好田、近田，并且分田后，本村留下的百分之二的公田也可以尽先佃给原耕的农民。这以外，没有劳动力的鳏寡孤独的田和小土地出租者的田也可以佃给他们。

重点地打通了佃农思想以后，工作队和农协又广泛地对农民宣传，有力并且及时地打破了有些农民存在的自私自利思想。

新五拿了一把筷子。他先抽出一根来，两下一撅便断了。但是一把筷子谁也撅不断。他用这生动的比喻说明团结的力量，也就说明了“一个人发家致富”的不可能，必须要人人过得好。接着，他强调了分田时候“抽多补少，抽肥补瘦”的原则，指出平均主义思想的不正确。对于特别贫苦的，和鳏寡孤独像黎嫒毑，对于劳动力特别强的，像福全，可以多分一份半到两份。

说到这里，有人就逗笑说，“多分一份半份的就可以娶堂客抱娃子了！”这话说完，许多只眼睛就向福全和春杏的脸上瞟，春杏连耳根子都烧红了，赶忙溜出去了。

这时，涂玉贞一边奶着崽一边对新五说：“你家里眼看就要生了，我提议给那细伢崽留一份。”这话说完，许多农民都拍掌表示赞成。新五坚决表示不留，大家又一定坚持他留。卢扬这时站起来说：

“照原则，我们分田有一口算一口，重病在分田那天未死的，仍分一份，马上分娩，但是分田那天没落地的，不能算数。因此，分不分给那细伢崽的田，就看他两条小腿赶得上赶不上吧！”

大家哄地笑了。

然后又讨论七星岗从事迷信（锡箔，香烛）手工业工人分田可以使他们转业的问题。大家一致同意照分。

最后，讨论转入到土改以后的生产问题上去了。首先，村主任报告区政府转来的一个县政府通知：为执行中央五年良种普及计划，分配本县今年推广十万亩的任务，长沙并且派来五位同志到县里协助，由各级农协负责推广繁殖。推广的良种名叫“万利籼”，经过典型试验，证明它比目前种的“矮脚粘”每亩多产107斤谷子，而且，抽穗整齐，茎秆粗硬，不易倒伏，受得住肥料，经得起旱，对稻热病和钻心虫都具有强大抵抗力。凡想向政府借这种子的，在一个月内可以登记请求，秋收归还。登记表可以向农协生产委员会领取，分普通推广和特约示范繁殖两种。种子2月初可以贷下来，只有一个条件：不许把贷下的种子作口粮吃。

由于土质、地势的不同，同样大小的两块田地，价值却可以很悬殊。同时，多边形的湖南稻田，单凭面积来衡量田地也是不适宜的。从地势来说，最好是当中（平原）的田，其次是边上的农田，最坏的是港边的低田，因为随时可能被水冲了。从土质来说，最好是色灰体松的油沙土，其次是容易干的火烧土。自然，水源的远近也有关系。既然土地本身是这样复杂，分田就得以每丘田的历年平均产量为标准。这便需要大家评议产量了。

评产的手续是先由农民把自己每丘田的产量写在纸旗上——红旗是农民自己的田，白旗是由地主富农那里佃来的。然后由分配委员来评定。

插旗的头天晚上，农民家家都开起家庭会，凭记忆核算历年的产量，然后把自认为公允的产量写在纸旗子上。没有田的农民就帮着砍竹子，糊纸旗。第二天清早，新炉村的阡陌田野上，迎风刷刷地吹动起一面面的小旗子。插旗的时候，农民一家老幼都参加，有的农民还一面插，一面说：“如果评少了，我对不起毛主席！”也有的指着胸前的农协会员证发誓说：“如果瞒了产量，我愿意把这红绸子交出来。”

9点光景，新炉村四个小组和特约的评议委员到田里按丘踏查了。每组都有一个书记，一手提着簿子，一手拿着墨盒。当一丘田经过反复商议评定了时，书记就把评定的产量，注在旗子上，并且登记到簿子里。

大部分评议委员是五六十岁的农民，他们站在田埂上打量着躺在面前的田丘，就像一个老牧人望着牲口的牙齿来判断年岁那样熟悉。

农民经过思想动员，大致自报的都很公道。被评议委员在原报的加上三五斗的农民，也表示“大家评的总比一个人评的公道。”有的想起不久便贷下来的“万利籼”，还说：照改良的种子计算，评的一定还是太低了。

这时，农协把由地主没收来的斗争果实开了一个展览会，会场设在没收了的彭荫庭的住宅里。中间，特别富丽堂皇的那间大客厅，沦陷期间彭荫庭曾在那里招待过多少过路的日本军官，像白川少将。这时，檐下挂了一块红布上面写着“地主生活展览会”。屋里，沿着百叶窗的梨木长案上，放着清代铸的金银元宝、金菩萨、金手镯、金钏、象牙雕的团扇、银筷子、玉做的饭碗。雕花的衣柜外面金字写着“堆金积玉”，四柱床靠里边还有一排为放零吃用的小抽屉。

“农民对这些器皿，珍品的名字和用处都不熟悉，只是对照着自己的生活，他们充满了愤恨。每看一件，就骂一声。比较熟悉的月莲，”望到那些精致摆设，心里更充满了仇恨。八年来，那些精致家具的主人曾怎样恶毒地虐待她啊！

这时，赵洁民同志在祠堂里召集了九个村的工作队干部，开分田会议。先汇报三个分会的分配情况。在这会议上，他发觉第三分会的田比较少，决定一分会应调出给二分会二十三石五斗田，二分会调出十七石四斗，这样，三个分会照分田人口计算，平均数便都在2.4或2.5斗了。

在全乡的基础上调整了之后，三个分会又分头聚在一起，来调整村与村的田地。新炉村的平均数比石桥村的多了0.04斗，比云湖村多了0.07斗，于是，三个村子商量怎样调整了。这不只是个数学问题。调整田地，要照顾到住房问题，也要照顾到农民的心理，移民在纸上看来最简单，但是实际困难最多。最后还是决定在与石桥村毗连的云湖村，分田时候留下相当于新炉村应调出的田地，然后新炉村再在与云湖村交界的地方，把应调出的给两村的田调给云湖村。

将近两个月来，回龙乡的农民起早睡晚，凭了自己团结的力量把地主一个个斗垮，把全乡人口的阶级成份毫厘不爽地划出来，接管了地主应交出的财产，也追出他们所分散隐藏的。所有这些成就，都由于农民不妥协，不怕威胁利诱，坚持到底的斗争。无疑地，过去一个多月是一场暴风骤雨。

在分田的前夕，回龙乡的原野就恰如雨过天晴那样的明朗灿烂，屋场里是一片喜气洋洋。耕田的农民，将享受到田地的收获，他可以挺了胸脯，指着他耕种的田地说：“这是我的了。”一个新的合理的秩序，像金黄色的曙光一样，在地平线上冒芽了。

3日夜间，彭氏家祠的正堂挤满了人——欢欢喜喜的人。

毛主席的挂像下面还是那张八仙桌，桌边坐着彭玉堂、卢扬、新五和农协的分配委员们。时间到了1951年1月的下旬了，祠堂里冷风向人们脖颈里飕飕地刮。农民自动从家里抱来一捆捆的稻草，在堂当中烧起一堆熊熊的火。福全和黎大明各坐在草堆的一端，一撮一撮地续着草。枯干的稻草茎格格响着，火光忽明忽晦地在农民一张张微笑着的脸上晃着，烘托出一片温暖，一片和谐，一片由心坎上溢出的喜悦。

一个个农民站在火焰旁边，报着人口（一家大大小小多半都已经站在眼前了），报田地，报农具，然后分配组打开待分配的田地账簿，照那农民应分的数量来选择，大家当场提意见，本人也当场表示意见。年纪大的，就分近些的田。有水车的，就分给地势高些的田。农具报缺被缺，耕牛几户分一头，但是为了怕把牲口累坏了，规定一头牛顶多耕三石田。

分到福全的时候，春杏把草捆接过去了。福全报人口是“一个”，田“没有”，农具“没有”。大家坚持分他两份，分他一把犁，一把锄，他分到大坟坪的一大丘田，还和三户伙分了彭二虎的牛犊子。房子，他分到了彭二虎的书房。

大家正在拍掌向福全道贺的时候，月莲从外面挤进来了。她肩胛上，身上都是雪花，一路嚷着“新五哥，新五哥！”她挤进人圈，便扑到正在伏案登记着表册的新五面前。

“快回去吧！”她直着眼睛，张大了嘴，好像出了什么事。“快到七星岗找接生娘去，新五嫂肚子痛得在床上打滚呢！”

新五只好把表册交给另一个分配委员，从人丛中挤出去了。涂玉贞也不顾自己的分田，把孩子交给婆婆，也跟出去帮忙了。幸亏县政府在七星岗街上新设的诊疗所里有一个会接生的。新五嫂已经去那里检查过了。

夜里2点光景，分田正在进行着的时候，春杏端着一锅热腾腾的糯米饭放在八仙桌上说：“委员们辛苦了，垫垫肚子吧！”

大家都知道黎嫒毑也没什么多余，都不忍吃她的。她拄了杖，站在火旁说：“你们用了，我们母女才心安。这原是我们预备用来过年的。但是开天辟地穷人头一回分田，这比过一百个年还更喜欢！”

于是，有人从祠堂后面抱出一叠碗来，春杏就赶过去一勺勺地盛。正盛着，涂玉贞喘着气跑进来了。她站在八仙桌前，大声宣布：

“大家听着：新五嫂双喜临门，而且是一男一女！”

农民们听了震耳地鼓起掌来，把涂玉贞包围起来，问长问短。

跟着进来的新五，笑眯眯地接受了大家的道贺，然后，就又回到八仙桌上去登记表册了。

一清早，农民们爬起床来便冒着雪去踏看他们新分到的田地去了。站在田埂上，他们呆呆地对着覆盖在雪下面的田地出神，估量着肥料、种籽，也冥想着秋天一片油绿绿的收成。有的田还插上牌，上面写着“胜利田”或“翻身田”，旁边写着某某人置于某年某月。

翻身大会——土改的顶点，农民空前的大喜事，就在这天下午2点举行，地点还是彭氏家祠的广坪。这是第一分会三个村子合办的。几天来，三村的积极分子一直在筹备着。台上贴了嫣红的对联，一边写的是“翻天覆地消灭封建”，一边是“抗美援朝保家卫国”。横批是“天下农民是一家”。

田埂上，从10点多钟便开始了庆祝的活动。东一队西一队的农民，扛着梭标，敲着锣鼓，向彭朱家屋场进发。最前面还有各村小学生，有的穿了花花绿绿的服装，头上扎了羊肚手巾，步子轻盈如雏燕般扭着秧歌；有的是打了红领巾；还有的扮上花脸，手里提着木剑木刀，在队伍里耍动。

七星岗的手工业工人们用竹子扎成两辆彩轿，轿身都用红绸子包起，中问用五色缤纷的绫缎嵌成四面框子，一辆悬了毛主席，朱总司令，刘少奇副主席和周恩来总理的画像，另一辆悬的是马恩列斯。

工人们有的担彩轿，有的走在旁边敲着锣鼓，有的悠悠地吹着唢呐。

福全在这一天的任务是照顾集中起来的耕牛。为了避免广坪上的拥挤，所有的牛都集中在祠堂前面的坟场里。有的牛牵来的时候，犄角上还扎了花花绿绿的彩球，有的身上挂着牌子，写着：“感谢毛主席，土地还了家，牛也还了家！”

开会之前，三村的农会干部把从地主家里追回的地契一捆捆地堆在会场中央。有的契纸陈旧得已经发了黄，还是清朝时代订下来的，有的是用绸布厚厚包起的。契上盖了清朝皇帝，民初军阀，日本帝国主义的伪组织，以及国民党民政衙门的印。契文里，写着种种残酷血腥的条件：“大头文约”是明明租了五斗田，契约上却写作七斗，而且世世代代都得照七斗缴租，“额租”是不论天灾人祸，一律照额缴租。“行租”是遇到灾年，佃户用轿子把地主抬来吃酒席，当场验禾纳租，但是减不减全看地主的兴致，时常，减掉的还抵不上一顿酒席钱。农民们望着那堆契纸，眼睛里充满了仇恨。

地契旁边，架起了五尺多长的一挂爆竹，是七星岗的工人们特别制作的。

人愈拥愈多，锣鼓的声音也愈来愈响了。准备演出戏剧节目的农民们也化好了装。石桥村的农民耍了一条五丈长的龙。描金的龙头，嘴一张一闭的，铜丝弹簧做的龙须，不停地颤动着。云湖村的节目是花鼓戏《三郎伴姐》，三郎的假胡子松了些，一来便掉下来了，逗得农民们笑个不住。新炉村演的是洞庭湖渔民的一种舞蹈：春杏穿了淡粉色的衫子，天蓝色的裙子，双臂撑了两面可开可阖的“蚌壳”，壳的外面是大红色的，里面是雪白的。月莲扮成一个打鱼的青年，一手提了只渔网，舞在春杏后面，作追赶捞捕的姿态。

开会之前，三村的小学生用脆嫩的嗓音领着大家唱了国歌。然后向国旗和毛主席像行鞠躬礼。随着，以三村农会主席，妇女会主席，民兵队长，雇贫农小组长和三村村主任组成的主席团便上了台。会于是正式开始了。

在翻身大会上，农民们不停地热烈地发着宏愿。许多农民一辈子做梦也没上过高的地方向大家讲话的，都讲了。黎大明向大家保证一定好好生产，好好修堤坝。罗淑敏说，在分田上，男女平等了，要求在修堤坝时候，妇女也同样来分担。

福全鼓足了勇气跑上台去，他一手抓住毡帽，愣愣地向台下打了个躬说：

“我这黑脚板子不会讲话。但是吃水忘不了开井人，翻身忘不了共产党。没有毛主席，没有共产党，今天我就还踩在彭二虎的脚底下哪！”

台底下，农民举起胳臂浪涛般喊着：

“中国共产党万岁！”

“农民的恩人毛主席万岁！”

口号静下来，福全又接下去说：

“我明白地主和帝国主义是分不开的。彭荫庭、彭二虎一家人就是例子。我爷就糟蹋在他们手里了。但是那时候没有共产党帮我们扒开眼睛。我们都蒙在鼓里头！这回，要是美国学日本来欺负咱，不论他老美自己来，还是用台湾的那些‘汪精卫’打冲锋，我们一定起来，揍死他们这群乌龟！”

欢呼呵，鼓掌呵，声音震彻了新炉村的原野。

这时，一阵噼啪爆竹声响，一叠叠的地契，封建地主阶级的武器，人吃人的“合法凭据”，在火焰中燃烧起来了。随着黑烟，纸灰袅袅地向上飘，终于落在地上，被踩在泥里去了。

可咒诅的封建土地制度随着灰烬永远消失了，一个新的天地在农民和农民的子子孙孙面前灿烂地展开了。





7. THE FIRST TASTE OF HAPPINESS

In the newly emancipated Peng-Chu Homestead a tender undulating sound could be heard, regular, rhythmic, like the beat of the heart. It was Hsin-wu's twins crying.

The two babies lay in a pair of wicker baskets, yelling at the top of their lungs, sometimes alternately, sometimes in unison. They kicked up their heels and threw their arms about wildly, as though doing their best to announce to the world the good news: there won't be any more feudal exploitation in the new China—the new China is ours!

Hsin-wu's wife, her hair dishevelled, had to breastfeed the babies(tinned milk and Tu Yu-chen's milk also helped), as well as look after the other household duties. At the foot of the bed stood a gold lacquered stool confiscated from a certain landlord and on it were displayed a piece of cake sent along by solicitous peasant friend and a tin of condensed milk, already opened. Diapers of various size were hung up all around the room and the smell of the babies' excretion brought out by the woodfire laid in the oven pervaded the room.

Peasants kept going in and out of the room. Some brought food and delicacies. Some just wanted to "lend a hand". And some came out of a curiosity to see what those clever babies were like. Clever they certainly were, because they had chosen a most opportune moment to be born.

Instead of enjoying a bit more leisure now that the land had been distributed, Hsin-wu was, if anything, busier than before. He would leave his home early in the morning, buttoning up his coat as he went. After dashing from one small group to another the whole day, he would come back very late at night.

Enriched with the fruits of struggle, both Chun-hsing and Yuen-lien started thinking about their "trousseaux". The romance between Chun-hsing and Fu-chuan had long been a matter of common knowledge, and people had gradually stopped teasing them. But the first inkling people had that there was "something" between Yuen-lien and Li Ta-ming only came on the day of the Emancipation Meeting when the two partnered in long harvest dance, totally oblivious of the others. The two young couples all belong to the militia. It was this that drew forth from Hsin-wu the jocose remark that the joint wedding ought to be officiated through the Militia Headquarters.

Grandma Li's first reaction to her daughter's coming marriage was one of undiluted joy. She was proud of Fu-chuan who had none of the bad habits like gambling or swearing. He worked hard and was dependable. As she went on, however, tears began to trickle down her cheeks. Yes, she'd be very lonely once Chun-hsing left.

Chun-hsing understood perfectly what was troubling her mother and reassured her by telling her that Fu-chuan had promised that she would not be deserted. Since it was owing to Chairman Mao that we'd all been emancipated, a person like Grandma Li was certainly entitled to some better days. Fu-chuan would personally see to readjusting the rooms, so that mother and daughter needn't be separated.





On the evening of the day of the Emancipation Meeting, an "Exchange of Opinions" was held in the temple, attended by the Work Team cadres and various Peasants' Association officers. The purpose was to get the peasants to point out to the land reform cadres mistakes and deviations in their working methods and attitude during the period of the land reform. The next morning, all the Work Team comrades, scattered throughout the Huilung hsiang
 villages, met together first in the District Government Office and from there were led by Chao Chieh-min to the county seat to attend an enlarged cadres' meeting. There they were to sum up the experiences they had obtained and exchange opinions. Then they would go on to some other hsiang
 to take part in further land reform work.

Thus, the important job of consolidating the success of peasant emancipation devolved on the shoulders of people like Peng Hsin-wu—activists who rose from among the ranks of peasants.

On the morning of January 26, when Lu Yang was scheduled to start o, all of the Hsinlu Village peasants gathered together, amidst the music of gongs and drums, to give him a warm send-o . There were the militia men and women, harvest dancers, Pioneers wearing red ties and bearing flowers and, way up in front, Fu-chuan carrying a red banner on which were embroidered the characters, "Victory in Land Reform". This strong well-organised and disciplined procession of peasants picked its way along the telephone poles and went towards the Seven Star Slope.

With Shuang-chuan punting, the boat slowly glided towards Shihma hsiang
 on the other side of Pigeon River. Standing near the helm, Lu Yang first pointed at the dyke and then formed a trumpet with his hands, through which he shouted to the peasants who had come to see him off : "Work on those dykes and have a good year. Remember, this year you're bringing in your own harvest."

At this, many of the peasants standing on the dyke shouted back that they would do what he said, and Peng Shu-min certainly expressed the sentiment of the majority when she shouted in a voice slightly off-key: "Come back at the Autumn Festival, Comrade Lu, and taste our new rice!"

The boat had almost touched the other bank. Seeing that the peasants were still reluctant to go back, Lu Yang shouted again, his voice echoing back to him faintly over the icy river: "Don't forget to strengthen your organisation!"

The same evening, a meeting of Hsinlu Village Peasants' Association Officers and activists was called by Hsin-wu and Village Chairman Peng Yu-tang. One topic came up to which Uncle Kuang-lin, Tu Yu-chen and Lo Yung-nien all contributed factual details—the evils brought by water. Uncle Kuang-lin recalled eloquently how his whole family had suffered from the "tyranny of water" all through the years. The crops would have just begun to display tassels, when along would come a huge flood. The dyke would collapse and everything sink under water. Lo Yung-nien's land was situated on a high ridge to which the water supply was controlled by the landlord, Lo Pei-jung, his uncle. During drought years, he had to buy water from the latter, using the "green sprouts" as his security. What frequently happened was that the interest piled up, with the result that when autumn came along, his entire harvest, over which he had sweated for a year, would go into Lo Pei-jung's barn.

The Village Chairman then reported on Winter Production Plans for the whole county. The central work was to be the repairing of dams and dykes, and getting it done before spring cultivation began. He also explained how, in the other districts which had gone through land reform already, every family made out its own production plan. Then discussion began as to how they should make their own production plan.

Everyone agreed that two sub-committees should be set up under the Production Committee of the Peasants' Association, on the basis of the four small groups of the village, one on dyke-repairing and one on the repairing of the reservoirs. Seventy per cent of the expenses involved were to be met by the peasants themselves, the amount being determined by the degree of benefits enjoyed by individual plots of land. Farmhands and poor peasants could pay with actual physical labour. For the 30 per cent deficit, they could apply for a government loan.

The work has already been planned by the County Committee on Dyke Repairing. The section that Hsinlu Village was supposed to be responsible for extended from the Seven Star Slope to the Shaho, altogether 12 li
 in length. The width was to be increased from the original 4.5 feet to 20 feet, and the height from the original 10 feet to 33.8 feet. The local sub-committee would take care of the division of labour among the four small groups as well as the driving in of stakes.

There were 33 reservoirs of various size in the village and most of them badly needed to be repaired. It was decided that for this year repair work would be done on a selective basis, repairing only the most dilapidated and those with the greatest capacity in water-reservation and irrigation. If there were time and labour to spare, new reservoirs would be opened. For instance, the reservoir that watered the largest area in this village was the "Horseneck Reservoir" near the Big Graveyard, but it had long been leaking like a sieve. The cornerstones were out of position and on the verge of breaking and the main pillar had already toppled down in the flood last year. The plank to keep the water back had also fallen down. That was where they needed to put in some good hard work without delay.

Schoolmaster Peng Kuo-chang was the next one to stand up and report. Ever since the conclusion of class differentiation, he had been conducting a "character recognition" class for peasants in Big House Lo three evenings each week. The number of students, he said, has grown so that there wasn't even standing room left, let alone benches for sitting. Old people like Grandma Li had also registered. What would the Association advise?

Hsin-wu said that the best thing would be for them first to take the problem up in class. If the public demand was really pressing, a solution would surely be found somehow.





Early the next morning, when the fields were still wrapped in a haze, the Hsinlu Village peasants, old and young, under the leadership of small-group officers, began to journey towards the dyke near the Slope. Some carried hoes or shovels, some baskets for carrying the earth and some pushed handcarts. The winter sun was smiling warmly on a Huilung hsiang
 decked in silver. Along the way, they could see nail-shaped prints made by the magpies in the snow. Treading lightly on the snow-covered path, the peasants chattered, laughed and sang as they went on their way.

"Grandma Li! Surely at your age you could stay behind and let Chun-hsing go alone!"

The remark was made in obvious admiration of her "activeness" and not intended to dissuade her from going.

Grandma Li, with a meal-basket dangling loosely from one arm, turned around: "Chun-hsing's got her land and I've got mine, haven't I? How can she go in my place then? I've lived for over 50 years and this is the first time I repair the dyke 'for my own good'. How could I have the heart to stay at home?"

On the dyke the Construction Team from town had already marked out with chalk and willow branches the projected height and width of the dyke, according to an All-County Plan. The moment the peasants arrived, Hsin-wu summoned together the small-group leaders and divided up the work into "zones". Some of the peasants started digging earth at the foot of the dyke. Some busied themselves with carrying basketfuls of earth up the terrace-shaped slope. Above and below, you could see the energetic peasants at work, perspiring freely in spite of the bitter cold weather. As the "squares" of various size got deeper, shovels of solid, hard, wintry earth were added on to the dyke. Thus slowly against a cold blue sky, the dyke began to grow.

That went on until the sun had gone down behind the hills. The small-group leaders had to beat their gongs three times before the peasants reluctantly left off.

"Now that the local tyrants are down, it seems to be pretty easy to tackle the water tyrant."

This came from Uncle Kuang-lin, as he jauntily swung his hoe on to his shoulder. Each then went back to the group he belonged to and the peasants started on their homeward journey. In the deepening twilight, more than one head turned from time to time to look at the visibly heightened dyke with pride and elation.

On the way, the groups also discussed launching an emulation drive to increase efficiency.





That evening the classroom in the Lo Primary School was even more crowded than ever. Children of seven or eight rubbed elbows with their elders. His mind busy with the practical problems involved, Peng Kuo-chang was fully aware that it was going to be a red-letter day in the cultural emancipation of the Hsinlu Village peasants.

When Li Ta-ming complained that no more copies of the "Elementary Reader for Workers and Peasants" were available at the Local Hsinhua
 Bookstore, he nodded sympathetically, but there was a suggestion in his manner that "everything would come out all right".

"Peasant comrades!" At these words of Peng Kuo-chang's the noise quieted down. "You have worked hard the whole day at the dyke and you must be very tired. Can anyone tell me why you're still so enthusiastic about studying?"

They could think of a lot of reasons. One said in the past he had been cheated out of his pay while working for the landlord and he didn't want it to happen again. Another said he would like to be able to read the "Blackboard News". Here someone nudged Grandma Li. "And why do you
 want to study, you who already have one foot in the grave?"

Puffing up her hollow cheeks, Grandma Li replied: "When I was going around begging with Chun-hsing, many were the times I'd stopped outside a private school and peeked in at the landlords' children studying inside and learning all kinds of things. Those were the days for the landlords. Now the world belongs to us peasants, and we must study and learn too. Am I not right?"

Her speech was greeted with a wave of applause.

Other peasants also told about what they had suffered through "having no education". Some got swindled when the landlords made out contracts which they could not read. Some could not even read the lots they drew and were pressganged into the KMT military service. Fu-chuan also spoke up: "If we can't read, we can't look at the newspapers and can't tell the truth from the rumours! We must know what are the things the reactionaries said and what are the things Chairman Mao said!"

Seeing that the mass feeling was so high, Peng Kuo-chang said: "Peasant comrades! Your demand for literacy is natural and legitimate. The difficulty, however, is in the shortage of classrooms and teachers. Ours is a fairly big village, seven or eight hundred people, and we have only two primary schools. Of course free education will be provided for all by the government before long. But the problem is: What are we to do now?"

There was temporary lull and everybody began to think.

"I'm willing to contribute five tou
 of grain out of what I've received in land distribution so that we may also have a school in the Peng-Chu Homestead!"

The one that spoke was Tu Yu-chen, nursing her baby as usual. She turned her head slightly and glanced meaningfully at her ex-ferryman husband, who promptly raised his hand in support of the motion, as he, too, had suffered from being illiterate. The ball started rolling. One tou
 from Uncle Kuang-lin, some from Grandma Li and some from Fu-chuan. Twenty-odd tan
 was got together in no time at all by the peasants of the Peng-Chu Homestead. Those of the Li Garden followed.

At Lo Yung-nien's suggestion, the peasants of the Big House Lo and the Seven Star Slope, who already had schools of their own, also chipped in and helped with small amounts of grain.

At this point, Head of the Women's Small Group Lo Shu-min had a brainstorm. There used to be a good deal of "school land" in the villages, but the landlords usurped it all. They collected rent but didn't build any school. In land distribution all "public lands" had gone into the pool but the Association reserved two per cent of the "public land", and further confiscated a whole lot of lumber and coffins from the landlords. They had carpenters and builders right in the village. Why couldn't the Association contribute the land and the building material and the peasants contribute labour power? They could then build a school house easily.

Everybody applauded the brilliant idea.

Going home in the starlight, the peasants from the two homesteads carried on heated discussions about the architecture and setup of their future school. It seemed as though the building had already risen up before their eyes and was no longer only in their dreams.





When the future marriage of Fu-chuan and Chun-hsing, of Li Ta-ming and Yueh-lien was taken up during a militia meeting, everyone agreed that these two couples symbolised the true emancipation of the peasants of Hsinlu Village. The two bridegrooms both used to be farmhands, kicked around by the landlords; of the two brides, one had worked as a maid-servant for Peng Erh-hu and the other was within an inch of becoming a direct victim of feudal society—it was learnt that the consumptive boy to whom Chun-hsing was originally promised had recently died. The double wedding was set for the 29th of the Twelfth Moon, according to the lunar calendar, and it was to take place in the office of the hsiang
 government. The militia body was prepared to pool its strength and resources and make it a really big event.

The two couples were moved beyond words when the meeting dispersed. In the old society all they had to expect was to be spat and trampled upon, and now a new life was open before them. They knew that this would not have been possible without Chairman Mao and the Communist Party. Hence they planned to write a letter to the benefactor—Chairman Mao, in which, besides thanking him for helping them in their struggle, they would tell him the future plans the four of them had made. It was naturally a bold thing to do, but they felt they ought to do it.

By this time Grandma Li and Chun-hsing had also moved into the wing of Peng Erh-hu's house as arranged. All three of them would get up before dawn and go down to the fields to weed, sift fertiliser and repair the edge of the paddy fields which became straight and shiny like rails. That much done, they would go work on the dyke.

On the "Kitchen-God Day", the Association decided to give the two couples a day off so that they could go shopping for the things they would need in the "bridal chambers". Chun-hsing and Fu-chuan had already converted some of the "fruits" they got from land distribution into cash, and they went forth happily toward the Seven Star Slope.

The street certainly looked different. Formerly, the peasants were only there to sell, and now scores of them could be seen, with baskets on their arms, negotiating to buy fish and ham for the New Year. The restaurant "Home of Spring" which only catered to the landlords in the past now advertised its "economic meals" to appeal to the peasants. Newly-made implements piled up in the blacksmith shops, with name tags pasted on them of the people who had sent in the orders. Six new cotton-bowing machines from Hsiangtan were being operated in the four cotton stores. An atmosphere of ease and prosperity enveloped the whole street. When Fu-chuan and Chun-hsing entered Chou Jui-hsiang's department store to buy some towels and a wash basin, they saw quite a number of people from other villages who seemed also to be on the look out for various things. Thought Chun-hsing, "Strange, is everybody getting married?"

At the west end of the street a new store had just opened—in many ways entirely different from the other stores. A placard told the passers-by that it was the "Mobile Section of the Hunan Trade Company". The attendants of this state-owned enterprise had on light-blue uniforms. The way it did business was a pleasant surprise to the peasants. In the past the peasants had to sell their by-products at an impossibly low price to the merchants, from whom again they had to buy in industrial products at a high price. The Mobile Section bought in pig bristles, eggs, tea and tobacco leaves. Being free from middlemen's exploitation it was in a position to offer better prices, frequently 30 or 40 per cent higher than what peasants could get from the shops. At the same time it sold all kinds of equipment for production to the peasants, including things like new-model implements, refined cotton and chemical fertilisers, at a low price.

What pleased Fu-chuan and Chun-hsing most was a copy of the eagerly-awaited "Elementary Reader", which they picked up at a Rural Branch Office of the Hsinhua
 Bookstore. Among other things they also bought in exercise-book and a pencil for each of them, and then the crowning touch—a coloured portrait of Chairman Mao.

Li Ta-ming and Yueh-lien, who had gone to the Shihchiao Village Co-operative Store instead, also came back with armfuls of packages. In addition, they brought back some of the co-op's publicity pamphlets. From them, the peasants learnt that already over 2,000 farmhands, poor and middle peasants had joined the co-op, and that with the conclusion of land reform they would develop further and take in all the nine villages of the hsiang
 . Landlords and rich peasants were, however, excluded. Each share cost only one tou
 of grain, and arrangements could be made for payment in installments. Yueh-lien then mentioned how much things like soap, candles, oil, homespun cloth and salt cost there, and the prices were really cheap. "The co-op is the place to go if you want to get good things and cheap," commented some of the peasants.





At the general call sent out by the hsiang
 Association to make redoubled e orts at hoeing, fertilising and threshing, the Hsinlu Village Production Committee also got busy organising Mutual-aid Small Groups. Benefiting from the experience of the Peasants of North China, they spontaneously co-operated in their production work, thus solving the problem of the shortage of implements, draught animals and labour power. The way they did it was by passing out bamboo chips, one hundred to a family. Each unit of full-term labour was worth ten chips, half-term labour, five chips. The payment for full-term labour was six catties of grain. Each unit of animal labour was reckoned as four and a half units of human labour. Accounts were settled once every five days and at the end of each month, they would make a general clearance.

To meet the growing demand for fertiliser during the period for spring cultivation, the Production Committee was making plans for collecting 150 tan
 of grain and setting up a lime factory so that fertiliser could be mass-produced.

The "Blackboard News" announced the "production plans" made by the various families in Hsinlu Village. Young people who were strong would repair the dyke and cultivate their own land. If there was still time left, they would go far into the hills to work at reclaiming wasteland. Older men would weed, sweep leaves and sift and store up fertiliser, and older women could spin yarn, make shoes and sandals and look after chickens and pigs.

One thing had caused a good deal of comment among the villagers: so far there had been no trace of production plans for Fu-chuan and Li Ta-ming, two of the most generally admired activists.

An idea had occurred to lots of peasants while pondering over their production plans. Why couldn't we also write to Chairman Mao and tell him about our emancipation just as the two couples were doing? Our improved livelihood, our plan for tomorrow—surely these were things we should let Chairman Mao know.

Schoolmaster Peng Kuo-chang was the one to whom most people turned. Every day over a dozen "letters" would be handed to him many of which were actually scraps of paper with a barely intelligible sentence or two, the stationery as well as the handwriting showed a tremendous variety. Some of them contained very detailed homely information like what they would plant on their newly-acquired land and how family discord (especially among in-laws) was smoothed out after land distribution.

It was Uncle Kuang-lin who remarked wisely that they should ask Peng Kuo-chang to incorporate everybody's ideas into one composite whole. Eyeing the sheaves and sheaves of letters on the table, he said, "We have hundreds of thousands of villages like ours in China, don't we? If you write a letter and I write a letter and everyone writes a letter, won't Chairman Mao get tired out?"

His idea met with general approval. Thus, in the literacy class of the night school, collaboration in letter-writing became an item of universal interest.

Each peasant stood up and told what he wanted to have put in and Peng Kuo-chang took everything down swiftly.

"Say that in the past those who could read in our village could be counted off on one hand and now many of us know over 100 characters!"

"Say this year on 'Kitchen-God Day' we had glutinous rice. We also bought two new coverlets. In the past dried potato was all we had, even on New Year's Day, and our clothes were in tatters and there was only one quilt for the whole family!"

Fu-chuan said, "Be sure to let Chairman Mao know that I wouldn't have got a wife if it hadn't been for land reform!"

"And Chun-hsing?" yelled the peasants in great glee. "You must say something too, Chun-hsing!"

When they finally got the remark out of her, Chun-hsing was already in tears. "I—I'd be a widow now if it hadn't been for Chairman Mao!"

On the morning of February 4 (the 28th of the Twelfth Moon, according to the old calendar), the two couples, accompanied by the Village Chairman Peng Yu-tang, went to the District Government to apply for their marriage licences.

A charcoal fire was burning in the District Chairman Shao Tsu-chang's office. Portraits of Chairman Mao, Commander-in-chief Chu, Vice-Chairman Liu Shao-chi and Premier Chou decorated the walls. Since the District Chairman was having a meeting inside, Peng Yu-tang used the opportunity to introduce these national leaders to the four young people, who stood for a long time under each picture gaping with undisguised interest and admiration.

At last the District Chairman came out and listened to Peng Yu-tang describing the miserable past of the young couples and the courage they showed in struggling. Peng Yu-tang also took care to point out that it was during land reform that their love for each other grew.

Shao Tsu-chang then asked a few questions about their personal background and made sure that they were getting married of their own free will. Then he produced application forms from a drawer, and the young people filled in their names, age and home town. Under the heading "profession", Peng Yu-tang came to their rescue. For the men, one character sufficed, "cultivation"; for the girls, similarly one character, "weaving". The forms were subsequently passed on to the Clerical Section where the licences were issued.

At this point, Hsiung Peng, the Secretary of the Communist Party's District Branch, also arrived on the scene. He congratulated the two couples and the conversation turned to their plans after marriage.

"Chun-hsing and I have already decided," Fu-chuan was the first to speak up. "We're both young. I have no family and she has only her mother. The two of them could easily support themselves by labouring. Therefore I request to be allowed to join the People's Liberation Army."

"We too have decided," said Li Ta-ming, rising from his seat. "If the People's Liberation Army wants me, as a soldier, as a cook or as anything, I'm ready to go!"

"Aren't all four of you already members of the militia?" asked Hsiung Peng.

"Yes," replied Fu-chuan. "We joined the militia to watch the landlords. Now that land reform is completed, the Peasants' Association can take care of them. We know Chiang Kai-shek is the master of the landlords, and American imperialism is the master of Chiang Kai-shek. Until their masters are overthrown, the landlords will never really behave!"

When the District Chairman and Hsiung Peng heard this, they both shook hands with each of the four young people. Hsiung remarked, "I'm sure what the People's Liberation Army needs are just such emancipated peasants like yourselves, courageous, loyal, and with a high level of political consciousness."

When the young couples returned, they were met at the ferry place by the entire militia body. The dyke-repairers also quit early, and, carrying implements on their shoulders, they trailed behind the two couples to the Peng-Chu Homestead. On the way everybody sang songs.

In front of the temple, once more a platform was put up. Red scrolls on either side read: "Freedom in marriage!" and "Companions in revolution!" Even the old trees on the open ground had red silk streamers tied around them. The slanting sun threw a pale golden veil over the portrait of Chairman Mao.

Amidst the music of gongs and drums and the rising and falling of harvest songs, the two couples mounted the stage. Chun-hsing and Yueh-lien had on newly-made gowns with bright patterns. Grandma Li wore a blue silk gown with fur lining which was confiscated from some landlord. And Fu-chuan and Li Ta-ming, too, were in new blue uniforms.

Under the supervision of Peng Yu-tang, the young people put their seals on the marriage certificates. Scattered shouts came from the peasants below. "Come on, bridegrooms! Speech!"

Fu-chuan and Li Ta-ming stood up and announced, one after the other, that they were going to join the army after they got married and that their wives had consented.

In the midst of the loud applause that greeted this announcement Li Chen-nan's voice was heard: "Chairman, I want to join too!" A forest of arms were raised to express the same intention.

Here, Hsin-wu felt an explanation was needed, hence he went up to the stage, and the people quieted down. "Peasant comrades! It's good that so many of you should want to join the Liberation Army after you have been emancipated through land reform. This shows that not only has land reform broken the economic chains of us peasants but it has also stimulated our patriotism. It has made us see that the motherland belongs to us all and it is up to us to defend it.

"Yet, joining the Liberation Army impulsively without careful deliberation beforehand isn't right either. I would like to ask those who demand to enlist in the Liberation Army to study the examples of these two newly-married couples. They have been discussing this since the day of the Emancipation Meeting and have got everything finally settled. They know how to carry on production alongside with their enlistment, since production work is just as important as national defence.

"After you have thoroughly considered this matter, if you still think you should join, then the Association and the Village Government will certainly recommend you, provided you're in good health and have the consent of your family."

There was another wave of applause.

The next one to go up was Peng Kuo-chang. After he had carefully unrolled a sheet of paper, he addressed the audience: "During the last ten days or so, lots of people in our village, the old as well as the young, have offered to write to Chairman Mao. Now I have collected all of your ideas and have put them together in one letter. I have tried to keep your original remarks but avoided repetitions. Let me take this good opportunity to read it aloud to you. If there are things you don't approve, say so and we'll change them. If everything is all right, we'll stamp and address the envelope and in five or six days, Chairman Mao will have it in Peking!"

Immediately everybody became quiet and attentive. This was their letter, therefore of the utmost importance. In a clear and resonant voice, Peng Kuo-chang started to read, articulating each word clearly:





"Our Beloved Chairman Mao, Saviour of the Chinese People:

"We are peasants of Hsinlu Village, Huilung hsiang
 . We are writing to you to express our thanks for the emancipation you helped us obtain and also to report to you on our future plans.

"There are still in our village people who can remember the year 1927 when you led us in a bitter struggle against the reactionary warlords and landlords. Later on, you were forced to leave because the dirty swine, Chiang Kai-shek, betrayed the revolution, and a period of utter darkness began to come upon us. On the one hand, the landlords took staggering rents from us; on the other, we had to pay taxes and provide manpower to meet all kinds of impossible demands from a reactionary government. For over 20 years, we rice-growers had not been able to taste one grain of rice. We subsisted entirely on dried potato strips. Our clothes were shot through with holes and a pair of sandals were a great luxury to us. In the night, we slept together with draught animals in damp and filthy barns. Our life was not even on a par with that of some kinds of animals, and all the time open to the threat of Chiang Kai-shek.

"In August 1949 you came back. That is to say, the Army and cadres you led and trained came back. To us peasants, that was like coming upon an oasis in a desert or seeing a withered tree bursting forth in bloom. Needless to say, the landlords still had fond dreams of another 'comeback', and among ourselves there were not lacking backward elements who shied away from struggling against the landlords and blamed everything instead on 'fate'. Finally, however, all of us woke up, and once we are awakened, we know how to struggle relentlessly.

"For the last 30 years, you and those under your leadership have led the Chinese people in their determined struggle to free China from its semi-colonial fetters and now we have our first taste of happiness. We owe all this entirely to you. With your shining example and the example of the Communist Party before us, we have come to see that all the talk about 'fate' and 'horoscope' has no truth at all."

"Your instruction has helped us to change our fate. Our village has now carried through land reform, wiped out the feudal system of exploitation and cut apart the chains of slavery. We can now stand up erect and be the masters of our village.

"We want especially to tell you about two marriages: between Fu-chuan and Chun-hsing, Li Ta-ming and Yueh-lien. All four are members of the militia. The bridegrooms both used to be farmhands without a sheng
 of land or a roof above them that they could call their own. Now each has got some land, a house and a wife. Chun-hsing used to be a child-bride, and Yueh-lien a maid-servant. Both were direct victims of feudal society. And now both have got land and houses of their own and have chosen their own life companions of their free will.

"There are altogether 192 families in our village, of which 115 were families of landless or almost landless farmhands or poor peasants before land reform. After we carried out land reform, we got from the landlords 82 tan
 and seven tou
 of marshy land, 12 tan
 and five tou
 of dry land, 45 farm implements, six oxen, 52 rooms both big and small, and over 4,000 catties of surplus foodstuffs. In the past, both the land beneath our feet and the roof over our heads belonged to others, we dared not complain or shed tears. Now we have our own houses and our own land, and a prosperous future is well in sight.

"Now that a breathing spell is given us economically, we have also thought of studying culture. Since the beginning of class differentiation, everyone in our village has begun to learn to read. Now we can tell you with pride that, except for children under five, everybody in our village can at least write his own name. Some have mastered as many as 300 characters. It's a momentous achievement and the starting point of the development of our peasant culture. We shall go steadily on and on, the sky is the limit.

"We understand that these changes have only become possible with the liberation of the whole nation. Only with a government of our own could we have obtained the present conditions. We realise that the future success of the nation rests largely on our efforts at production and in protecting the people's democratic dictatorship in the rural areas. We also realise that the consolidation of national security is indispensable to the effective protection of our hard-won victory.

"Therefore we have decided to devote all our power to repairing dykes and water-gates and cultivating and fertilising the land, so that in the coming autumn we can bring in a bumper harvest to repay your goodness and help strengthen our nation economically.

"In national defence, we shall also play our part, whether as local militia, volunteers or as fighters of the Liberation Army. We fully realise that national defence is the first condition for safe-guarding the fruits of our anti-feudal struggle and for consolidating our victory.

"There is a lot else we might tell you. We are planning to build a school of our own. We will soon have our own co-op. A medical clinic will soon be established near the Seven Star Slope. We have also heard that the 'vet' in town will soon come around with a whole team of medical workers to help immunise our animals against diseases.

"After the autumn harvest the women in the village plan to open a weaving factory with the financial backing of the co-op. We are convinced our days will become steadily better and better. Today is but the beginning of a yet more glorious tomorrow.

"We know if we really cherish our happiness, we should persist in the Resist-America-and-Aid-Korea Campaign until we have completely overthrown the enemies to our happiness—American imperialism and its lackey, Chiang Kai-shek.

"Hence, we peasants of Hsinlu Village have solemnly undertaken to do the following things:

"One, repair all dykes and water-gates, step up spring cultivation and increase the production of foodstuffs.

"Two, enlarge and strengthen the organisation of the Peasants' Association and the militia. Heighten our vigilance against counter-revolutionary elements and strengthen public security.

"Three, support whole-heartedly the campaign to resist America and aid Korea with material and manpower and carry on the revolution to a victorious end.

"We wish you:

"Unbreakable health like the rock's and

"Eternal brightness like the sun's.

(Signed by)

The whole body of Hsinlu Village peasants

January 28, 1951."





柒　为了更伟大的明天

翻了身的彭朱家屋场，日夜都有娇嫩的声音。一起一伏地，像脉息的悸动，使人强烈地感到重生：那就是新五家里一对细伢崽的哭声。

两个细伢崽各躺在一只藤篮里，有时一答一应地，有时合起喉咙来哭。随哭四肢随像猴子般踢踹，像是尽他们所有的气力在向世界宣布着：新的中国再没有封建剥削了——新的中国是属于他们的了！

新五嫂披着凌乱的头发一边轮班奶着崽，一边操持着家务。床头是一张由地主家没收来的漆金茶几，上面放着农友们送的鸡蛋糕。屋子四角挂的都是形状大小不一的尿布，屋里弥漫着尿布被灶上一块燃着的树根烘出的婴儿的尿味。

屋里陆续不断地出入着农友们，有的是来送吃送喝的，有的经常来帮忙，也有的是来结识一下很会选择出世时间的这对细伢崽。

田分完了，但是新五比分田以前还忙了些。他清早扣上钮子出去，便往四个农协小组跑，很晚很晚他才回得来。

春杏和月莲分到斗争果实以后，两个都筹备起嫁衣来了。春杏和福全两个要好的事，村里大家都晓得了。他们已渐渐不是大家戏谑的对象了。但是月莲和黎大明之间的恋爱，到翻身大会那天，当他们忘情地手挽着手跳秧歌的时候，才透露出来。这两对青年伴侣都是民兵，所以新五半逗笑着说，他们的婚事应该由民兵大会来主持。

当黎嫒毑听到女儿这门亲事的时候，最初她心里自然是替女儿高兴，夸福全不赌钱，不骂街，干活勤快，是个正派小伙子；但说的时候，她却簌簌掉下泪来——她想到春杏走了以后，自己的孤零。

春杏猜出母亲的心事，马上告诉她，福全说了，毛主席帮咱都翻了身，他彭福全一定给受了一辈子苦的黎嫒毑一点好日子过，他一定想法子把房子跟人调换一下，使母女不分离。

翻身大会开完，当晚工作队和农协联合在祠堂里召集了一个检讨会，请农民们指出在土改过程中，干部们在工作方法和作风上的缺点和错误。第二天早晨，散在回龙乡各村的工作队同志们便集中区政府，然后由赵洁民同志率领去县里开扩大干部会议，总结这一段过程的经验，然后再分到别的乡里去进行土改。

于是，巩固农民翻身胜利的重大工作，便落到像新五这样由农民队伍中间出现的骨干分子的肩头上了。

1月26日，卢扬起身那天的清早，各屋场一阵锣声，新炉村的全体农民都热烈地出来欢送了。男女民兵们和敲锣打鼓的秧歌队形成仪仗队，脖颈上系了红领巾的少年儿童队队员捧着鲜花，福全扛了那面新绣的“土改胜利”红旗走在前面。新炉村农民壮大、整齐、有组织的队伍，沿了电线杆子向七星岗进发了。

当摆渡朝着斑鸠河的对岸石马乡滑动时，卢扬迎风站在船头，着重地指着河岸，用手卷成传音筒，对送行的农民嚷：“修好堤坝，争取丰收呵——今年你们打自己的谷子了！”

堤岸上许多农民浸在惜别的情绪里，听到这话，大家扬起胳臂来向他保证。彭淑敏还嘎了嗓子说：“八月节卢同志来吃我们的新米哒！”

摆渡快靠岸了，卢扬看大家还不肯回去，就又嚷——声音砰击在冰冷的河面上，回响异常清脆：“认了字，好好学习政治，更别忘了巩固你们的组织！”

当天晚上，新五和村主任彭玉堂便召集新炉村的农协委员们和各小组的积极分子开会。在这个会上，光林叔、涂玉贞、罗永年都诉了历年“水”给他们的苦。光林叔痛苦地追忆斑鸠河这个“水霸”害得他一家大小多么惨！眼看上了穗的禾，一场大水，堤一垮，就都淹了。罗永年的田在高垅上，地主罗培荣（他的叔叔）把持了“水分”（塘坝）。遇到旱年，他得用青苗抵押向罗培荣买水，秋后利上滚利，辛辛苦苦打的谷子又滚到罗培荣的仓里去了。

接着，村主任报告全县的冬季生产计划。重点是赶春耕以前，完成修堤坝工作，并且介绍了土改完成的地区，家家户户怎样订生产计划。然后，便展开本村生产计划的讨论。

在农协生产委员会下面，大家同意设两个委员会，都以本村四个农协小组为基础：一个负责修堤，另一个负责修塘坝。两项工程的经费，决定基本上都由农民按受益的程度来摊筹，准许雇贫农以工代款，不足的数目再请政府贷。

修堤的工程已由全县的修堤委员会统一设计好了，本村担任由七星岗到沙河的一段，共长十二里，宽度由原来的4.5尺加到20尺，高度由原来的10尺加到33.8尺。本村的修堤委员会负责内部四个小组的分工及插桩工作。

本村大小有三十三座塘坝，大半都年久失修了。大家决定今年首先在现有的基础上，重点地修补，增加它们蓄水灌溉的力量，如果有余力，再去开新塘。像大坟坪的马颈坝，是本村灌溉面积最大的塘，但是漏得已像米筛子一般了。坝墩子东倒西歪的，眼看就要崩裂，将军柱去年被水冲倒，拦水板也塌了，必须先把它抢修起来。

从划阶级以来，每星期三个晚上一直在大屋罗给农民们开识字班的彭国璋，这时站起来报告说：自从分了田，他那里的学生愈来愈多，连黎嫒毑那样年纪的人，也来报名了，以前是凳子不够坐，最近，连站也站不下了。他问农协要办法。新五说，这个问题拿到识字班上去酝酿，群众的要求真正高涨了，办法也一定出来了。

第二天，天还没有大亮，蜿蜒的田埂上，新炉村有组织的农民老老少少便在各组组长率领下，向着七星岗的堤上进发了，有的扛着锄锹，提着簸箕，有的推着手车。冬天早晨的阳光，灿烂温煦地照着，回龙乡直像是镀了银。覆在田上的雪，印着“个”字形的喜鹊爪痕。农民们的脚咯吱吱地踩在雪上，他们一路上有说有笑，歌声悠扬地震荡着。

“黎嫒毑，这样年纪，有春杏来，你可以歇歇啰！”这么说的人，语气间不是劝她回去，实在是夸奖她积极。

胳臂上挂着一只饭篮的黎嫒毑回过头来说：

“春杏分了田，我婆子也分了田，她代我不得！我活了五十多年，这回是头一回给自己修堤，我有心肝蹲在家里！”

堤上，县里派来的工程队已经照全县的设计，用石灰和柳枝把应加的高度和宽度划了出来。到了堤上，新五便召集四组组长，把各组担任的地区划清。

于是，有的农民在堤脚划定的地方挖土方，有的沿着砍成梯级形的堤坡一担担地挑土。堤上堤下，黑压压一片人，尽管是隆冬，还擦着汗干活。各种形状的土方愈挖愈深，一锹锹挖出的硬邦邦的冬土，贴到堤身上去了。堤随着向晴蓝的冬空长高起来。

太阳落到黄古岭后面的时分，各组组长连打了三遍锣，农民们才不甘心地歇了手。

“恶霸打倒了，水坝看来就好对付了！”光林叔扛起锄来，很满意地说。随后，他便站到彭朱家屋场这一组的队伍里，沿了田埂往回走，随走，农民们随回过头，在暮色苍茫中兴奋地望着加高了的堤身。

一路上，各组间已在酝酿着竞赛。

那天晚上，大屋罗的罗氏小学的教室里外挤满了人。有七八岁的小娃子，也有比黎嫒毑年纪还大的老人家。彭国璋充分预感到今晚上对于新炉村农民文化翻身的重要，所以当黎大明抱怨七星岗街上新华书店农村服务社的《工农文化读本》卖光了时，彭国璋只同他点点头，像是说：问题都会迎刃而解的。

“农友们，”彭国璋用手招呼大家安静下来。“大家修了一天的堤，辛苦了！我问问大家，究竟为什么这么累，还这么热心学习？”

农民们抢着讲。有的说，过去给地主做工，不会算账吃了亏；有的是为了好看黑板报。这时，有人指了黎嫒毑说：“你黄土壅了半节哒，还学习做么哩？”黎嫒毑鼓起没了牙的腮帮说：

“过去我带着春杏讨饭的时候，常常站在私塾门口，眼巴巴望着地主的孩子念书，学本事。那时候是地主的天下。今天，是咱农民的天下了，咱也得学本事才行！”

大家听了鼓起掌来。

跟着，别的农民也诉起“文化苦”。有的在写租约时候上过地主的当，有的抽丁时候认不得签，出了冤枉丁。福全说：

“不认字就看不得报，就辨不出哪是谣言哪是真话；哪是反动派的话，哪是毛主席的话！”

彭国璋看见群众情绪这么热烈，就说：

“农友们，大家对于文化要求的高涨是很自然的。但是目前我们的困难是教室不够，教员不够。我们这么大个村子，七八百口子人，只有两座小学。政府是要办义务教育的。但是眼前我们怎么办？”

这么一问，声音由嘈杂而安静下来了。

“我愿意由我分到的果实里，拿出五斗谷子来，在彭朱家屋场也办个学校！”正在奶着崽的涂玉贞从人群里嚷出来。报完了，她才侧过头来望她那个曾经在洞庭湖上摇船的丈夫。

他也是吃过不识字亏的人，所以也举起手来响应他的堂客。跟着，光林叔出一石，黎嫒毑、福全，都报出了数目。彭朱家屋场的农民一下便凑了二十多石谷子。接着黎家园的农民也报起来。

由罗永年领头，已经有了学校的大屋罗和七星岗的农民也出了谷子，来帮助两个没有学校的屋场。

这时，妇女小组组长罗淑敏提议说：过去村里有不少“学田”，但是都被地主霸占了，只收租，不办学。分配土地时候，农会留了百分之二的公田。农协又没收了一批地主盗卖的木材和棺材。村里现成有些木匠和泥水匠。她提议由农协拨地基和木材，大家出人力，学校就可以盖成了。

农民们听了鼓起掌来。

那晚上，彭朱家屋场和黎家园的农民们在归途中兴奋地议论着学校的建筑和组织。星光下，萦绕在他们脑际的学校好像已经在地面上出现了。

当民兵大会讨论到福全和春杏、黎大明和月莲的婚姻时，大家一致认为这是新炉村农民翻身的象征。两个新郎都是一向被地主当牛马使唤的长工，两个新娘，一个给彭二虎当过丫环，一个几乎当了封建家庭的牺牲品——春杏做童养媳那家的那个患痨病的男人，一个富农的儿子，新近死去了。两对民兵未婚夫妇当场同意在农历腊月二十九日一道结婚，地点是乡政府。民兵大会决定用集体的力量把这件喜事热闹起来。

两对新人，一向受尽旧社会的唾弃蹂躏，在会散以后感动得不知道说什么好了。他们想到能有今天这份幸福日子，都是搭帮了毛主席，搭帮了共产党。他们准备联名给恩人毛主席写一封信，好好谢谢他领导他们翻身，并且报告他们四个人的计划——他们正在商量着做一件大胆而且应该做的事。

这时，黎嫒毑和春杏已经调到彭二虎的厢房来了。两个人天不亮就同去田里铲草皮，沤绿肥，把田塍刨得像铁轨一样，又直又光。然后，一家就上堤了。

过小年那天，农协一定要放他们四个人一天假，要他们去买些新房用的东西。春杏和福全就带了他们分到的一部分果实（已折成款子），去七星岗街上了。

街上可和以前不同了。以前，只见农民挑卖，如今，农民也熙熙攘攘提了菜篮在摊上挑选着鲤鱼，买着腊肉。一向做地主生意的“一家春饭馆”改卖“经济小食”了。铁匠铺里堆积着新打成的农具，上面都贴着订货者的名字。街上四家棉花店由湘潭运来六架弹棉机。整个七星岗街上浮动着一片繁荣的景象。当福全和春杏在周瑞祥的百货店里买洋瓷脸盆和手巾时候，店里还有一簇别村里的农民也在物色着什么。春杏想：莫非他们都要结婚了吗？

在街的西端，新开了一个店铺——一个格式很不同的店铺。店外写着“湖南贸易公司机动小组”，店员们都穿着浅蓝色的制服。农民们的副产品向来是低价卖给商人的，然后又从商人手里高价买进工业品。机动小组专收猪鬃、茶叶、鸡蛋和烟叶，因为是国营机构，没有中间人的剥削，出的价钱都比私商高了三四成。“机动小组”同时低价卖给农民生产资料，如同改良农具，弹棉机和肥田粉。

福全和春杏最得意的，是在新华书店农村服务社买到了久已缺货的《工农文化课本》，每人买了一本练习簿，一管铅笔——并且买到一张彩色的毛主席画像。

黎大明和月莲也大包小包的买了些东西——他们去石桥村的供销合作社了。他们回来的时候，带来了一些合作社的宣传品，上面写着：合作社在本乡已经有了二千多个会员，土改既然结束了，马上就要发展到全乡九个村子去。所有会员都是雇贫中农，地主富农不收。每股股金一斗谷，可以分批交付。月莲还一五一十地背出那里肥皂、蜡烛、洋油、土布、芦盐的价钱，农民们都说：合作社的东西确实便宜公道！

在乡农协“多锄一遍地，多上一车粪，多打一成粮”的号召下，新炉村的生产委员会积极酝酿起互助小组来了。同时，全村各家各户在订着生产计划。学习了华北农民的经验，新炉村的农民为了解决土改后农具、耕牛和劳动力的缺乏，三五户人家自动联合起来共同搞生产。开始的时候，每家发给一百分的竹签，每一个整工算十分，半工算五分。一个整工的工资是六斤粗粮，一个牛工等于四个半人工。这样互助组员给谁帮工，便向谁要竹签。每五天一结账，一月一算账。

为了解决春耕时期的肥料问题，生产委员会正在酝酿集一百五十石谷子办一座石灰窑，大量生产肥料。

新炉村一家家的生产计划都在黑板报上公布出来了。年轻力壮的，除了修堤坝，耕现有的田地以外，还计划去山里开荒。年老的男人铲草皮，扒叶子，沤粪积肥，年老的妇人们加紧纺纱，做鞋，或者打草鞋和养猪养鸡。

但是村里人纳闷：福全和黎大明两个积极分子的生产计划怎么始终没有公布出来？

在搞生产计划的时候，有许多农民说：两对新人正在给毛主席写信，报告翻身；我们现在都翻了身，不应该把我们今天的好日子，连我们未来的计划，一起告诉我们的毛主席吗？

这么一来，可忙坏了改信的彭国璋老师。用各种形状的纸，斜斜歪歪的字体写成的信，每天都有十多封递到他那里。有的报告打算在分的田地上种些什么，有的报告婆媳一向吵嘴，分了田以后和睦起来。

光林大叔望到那一叠叠的信说：中国不晓得有几十万个新炉村，要都像我们这么你一封我一封地，还不把毛主席累坏了！他提议还是全村合为一封，大家会写的动笔，会说的动嘴，最后请彭国璋把大家的意思都写进去。这意见得到了大家的赞同。

热烈的集体创作便成为夜校识字班上一个重要节目了。

你一嘴我一嘴地嚷着，彭国璋伏在桌上，笔疾速地滑动着。

“过去村里没几个人识字，现在大半都认得三百多个字了！”

“过去年下还吃茴丝，衣裳满身都是补丁，一家子盖一条被子；今年过小年就有糯米吃了，家里添了两条被子。”

福全说：“一定得告诉毛主席，不是土改，我这辈子休想娶老婆。”农民们戏谑着嚷：“春杏呢？请春杏表示表示！”

过了好半天，春杏才含了眼泪说：“不是毛主席，我现在早守了寡了！”

2月4日（腊月二十八）的上午，彭玉堂村主任陪着两对新人上区政府登记去了。

区长办公室烧着一盆炭火，墙上，除了毛主席，还挂着朱总司令，刘少奇副主席和周总理的像。区长正在开会，彭玉堂便指了墙上的领袖照片，向两对新人介绍着。

区长出来了。彭玉堂介绍了两对新人的贫苦的过去，在斗争中他们英勇的表现，最后说明他们是在土改中间自由恋爱的。

这时，区长又问了些他们的个人背景，和他们是不是甘心情愿的。然后，就由抽屉里给他们每对拿出一张结婚申请书。先填了名字、年龄和籍贯。职业一项，是村主任帮他们填的，男的填的是“耕”字，女的填了“织”字。区长便把申请书交给文书科，填发结婚证书。

这时，区委也来了，向他们道完了喜，就和新人们谈起婚后的计划。

“我和春杏商量好了，”福全第一个开口。“我们俩都年轻。我孤身一人，她也只有个妈妈。她们两人有一个半劳动力，够吃饭了。我要求出去参军。”

“我也商量好了，”黎大明站起来说：“如果人民解放军要我的话，打仗，做伙夫，我什么都愿意干！”

“你们四个不都已经是民兵了吗？”区长问。

“是的，”福全说，“我们当民兵是为了看地主。土改完成后，地主有农会看管了。我们知道蒋介石是地主的后台，美国帝国主义又是蒋介石的后台。不打倒后台，地主还会不老实的！”

区委和区长听了，赶紧过去和他们四个人一一握了手。区委说：“我相信人民解放军要的正是你们这样英勇、忠实、觉悟高的翻身农民！”

两对新人回来的时候，民兵队已经在七星岗摆渡地方迎接他们了。修堤的农民提早收了工，扛了农具拥着新人们集合到彭朱家屋场来，一路上唱着《团结就是力量》的歌。

祠堂前，那座台又搭起来了，台的两柱上，贴着“自由结婚，革命伴侣”的红对联。广坪上，连古树身上都飘起了红绸的彩穗。毛主席的像朝着被夕阳镀成金黄色的田野慈祥地微笑着。

在锣鼓、秧歌和起伏不已的歌声中，两对新人走上了台。这时，春杏和月莲都已换上新缝的花布衣服，黎嫒毑穿着分到的那件蓝缎面的皮袍子，福全和黎大明也都换上新蓝布的短褂。

在彭玉堂的主持下，双方都在婚书上盖了印。这时，台下的农民嚷着“新郎新娘讲话！”

福全和黎大明先后站起来，宣布已经完全得到妻子的同意，婚后他们两个便去参军，并且说：

“区委说了，人民解放军要的正是咱们这样英勇，忠实，觉悟高的农民！”

台底下鼓起掌来。黎振南首先嚷着：“村主任，我也要报名！”许多只胳臂随着也都举起来。

这时，新五就走到台口向群众说：

“农友们，大家爱国情绪高涨，在土改翻身以后，自觉自愿地要求参军，这完全是应该的。说明新炉村的土改，不但解除了我们农民的经济上的枷锁，并且也使我们在政治上明了祖国是我们大家的，我们必须自己去保卫。”

“但是，我们不要单凭一时的情感去参军。请要求参军的农友们，学习今天结婚的两对夫妇：他们从翻身大会那天便开家庭会，讨论好，安排好才决定参军的。他们首先把生产和参军配合好了，因为生产阵线上，国家同样需要我们。”

“各方面考虑成熟以后，凡是要求参军的，只要体格强健，家庭同意，农会和村政府一定负责介绍。”

农民们听了一齐鼓掌。

跟着，彭国璋走上台来。他很谨慎地展开一个纸卷，然后才说：

“十几天来，村里老老少少参加给毛主席写信这件大事情。现在，我已经把大家的意思合拢了起来，合拢成这么一封信。我现在趁着这个大喜的日子，念给大家听听。大家不同意，咱们再改；大家同意，咱们贴上邮票，一发可就寄到北京，寄到毛主席那里去了！”

台上台下，农民都静寂下来，细心倾听这封他们自己写成的信。彭国璋的嗓音今天特别爽亮，他咬着字读：





我们敬爱的毛主席，中国人民的大救星：

我们——回龙乡新炉村的男女老幼农民，写信感谢你领导我们翻身，并且向你报告，翻身以后我们巩固胜利的计划。

在我们村里，还有人记得1927年你领导我们同军阀和地主作斗争。后来，狼心狗肺的蒋介石出卖了革命。你走了以后，我们就变成了见不得天的“黑人”。一边，地主像抽肋骨般向我们逼租，一边，反动政府编出五花八门的名堂向我们要税要丁。二十多年来，我们种白米的人吃不到白米——只能吃茴丝；衣服露了肉，连双草鞋都买不起。夜里，我们和牲畜同在阴湿肮脏的牛棚里打滚，过着牛马不如的生活，时刻受着蒋介石的威胁。

1949年8月，你回来了——你带领的部队和干部回来了。我们农民就像沙漠上见到了井水，枯树开了花。地主们那时候还幻想着复辟，我们中间也有落后分子，因为一肚子的八字风水，竟也不敢起来反抗地主。但是我们终于觉醒了。一觉醒我们就斗起来了。

你和你的同志们，三十年来，领导着人民，艰苦奋斗，改变了中国半殖民地的命运，使我们有了今天的好日子。你的历史本身，中国共产党历史的本身，就是否定八字、风水最有力的例证。

在你的英明领导下，我们农民也改变了自己的命运——完成了我村的土地改革，彻底消灭了封建剥削制度，斩断了奴隶的锁链，直起腰板来，成为我村的主人了。

特别是举出新近两对民兵——福全和春杏、黎大明和月莲——的结婚。两个新郎都是无田无屋，一向给地主干活的雇农。如今，他们有了田，有了房子，又结了婚。春杏本来是童养媳，月莲本来给地主当丫环。这两个受尽封建社会欺侮压迫的女人，也有了田地和房屋，并且自己选择了一生的伴侣。

我们村里一百九十二户人家，土改以前有一百一十五户是无田或少田的雇贫农。这回土改，我们从地主那里没收来八十二石七斗水田，十二石五斗旱地，四十五件农具，六头牛，大小五十二间房，和四千多斤余粮。从前，我们脚踏别人地，头顶别人屋，有苦无处诉，有泪无处流。如今，我们有了房子有了田地，扎下了致富的根子。

从划阶级以来，我们村里老老少少都认起字来。现在，我们骄傲地说，村里除了五岁以下的细伢崽，没有一个不会写自己名字的，有的还认了二三百字。这是破天荒的一件大事。这是我们农民文化无限前途的一个起点。

我们深深明白所有这些改变，根本上都是因为全国解放了，我们有了自己的政府，我们农民在政治上和以前有了天地的分别。

因此，我们决心使出所有的力气来修堤坝、锄地、施肥，准备今年秋天用一场大丰收来报答你，并且来巩固我们的国家。

为了保卫国家，我们村里已经在酝酿起参军运动。我们——新炉村的农民也得替祖国出一份力。

可报告你的好消息太多了：我们正在凭自己的力量开办学校，我们不久就要发展合作社，七星岗街上已经有了新式产婆了，——我们村里新五嫂头一个用现代方法接的生，一胎生了一男一女，都是白胖胖的。

村里的妇女们还打算在秋收以后，向合作社贷点款子，合力开一个织布厂呢！我们坚决相信我们的日子会一天比一天更幸福起来。今天还只是更伟大的明天的萌芽。

要更幸福起来，我们知道就必须坚持抗美援朝运动，就必须打倒威胁我们幸福的敌人——美帝国主义和它的走狗蒋介石。

为了这个，我们全村农民，向你认真保证：

一、修好堤坝，加紧春耕，多打粮食。

二、继续扩大并且巩固农协和民兵大会，对一切不法分子提高警惕，加强地方治安工作。

三、用人力和物力，热烈支援抗美援朝运动，将革命进行到底！

愿你：

永远像岩石那样健壮，

永远像太阳那样灿烂地照耀着我们！

新炉村全体农民上

1951年1月28日


In Memory of Some Friends

回忆几位友人


Some Friends





1. THE FRIENDS I MADE IN GREAT BRITAIN

I am fully aware that name-dropping is rather vulgar in the West as well as anywhere. But now I am going to do the very thing—to drop some illustrious names before you, of people more dead than alive. I shall do it with restraint. But somehow, the general atmosphere of Chung Chi College reminds me of my days in England over 40 years ago and evoked in me a sense of nostalgia.

My pilgrimage to the West started in 1939 and from Hong Kong when I accepted the post as a lecturer at London University where I taught for three years. That was followed by two years at King's College, Cambridge as a student and two years in Fleet Street as a correspondent. It was truly great to be in war-time London. For then, I saw the British at their best spiritually though materially they were at the worst. London then was the citadel of the anti-Nazi war. A number of refugee-governments of Europe and the headquarter of Free France were there. I believe it was also a golden period for the international PEN, the organization of world writers which located in London. Then there was also the London chapter which I remember its president H. G. Wells and then EMF. I was then a member to both. Hardly one week passed without some luncheon, tea or lecture given by such organisation. The secretary of the London PEN was then the British poet, Hermon Ould who edited and published my first book in 1940, Etching of a Tormented Age
 . I met many veteran writers at the PEN such as Thorton Wilder, the author of that beautiful but sad novel, The Bridge of San Luis Rey
 . There were Stephen Spender and John Lehman and other young writers.

For a period, I did a number of broadcast for the BBC, mostly to China and India. It was George Orwell, the author of Animal Farm
 who got me to do them. He was then the head of the Far-eastern section of the BBC, probably because of his early link with the east having been a policeman in Burma. While I was in England a month ago, a friend told me that he saw a paragraph about me in Orwell's diary and he assured me that Orwell remembered me kindly.

In SOAS where I taught, the secretary happened to be Ronald Botterel, quite an important British poet in those days.

I think I have dropped enough names on you. Now I am going to talk about some of the people that I really did know well. I would like to start with Harold Acton—now Sir Harold Acton, because he was my oldest friend in England (He is now in Florence). I knew him well before I went to England.

He was a professor at Peking University in the early 30's. Some Western intellectuals in China adored the old China and would spend time and money on collecting curios and historic relics. They showed no interest in contemporary China. Others were interested only in modern development, collecting facts and figures so that they could become competent China-watchers. Harold Acton fell in love with China, especially with Peking, the moment he got there. He called himself a true mandarin. He rented a big house with a large courtyard. Several years after he left China he was still paying rents for that house, hoping he would go back there one day, until the Japanese came in when he could no longer remit his rent through the bank. No doubt he loved the old China, having translated four naughty tales of the Ming Dynasty, published under the title of Glue and Lacquer
 . But he was also the co-author of the first anthology of modern Chinese poetry in English. So he was equally interested in our modern period as well.

In the 40's, we renewed our friendship in London and Paris. During the war, because of his profound knowledge in French and Italian, he served as PRO with the RAF. So he was always in grey uniform. I never asked him what his job was—one never asked such questions with a military personnel, no matter how well you knew him in civilian life. Furthermore, although in military uniform, he was still fond of talking of old time in Peking, the temple fairs or boating in Beihai, and of course about literature and the arts. Walking together on the Strand or Charing Cross, he would tell me the various types of European architecture, sometimes with appreciation, sometimes with disgust. "Oh, that hideous Victorian arch", or "Isn't that gorgeous? It's William and Mary." I owed to him for my scanty knowledge about European painting, sculpture and music. Now I still have a set of Boswell's Life of Johnson
 given by him, a de luxe
 edition.

Since 1949, I lost touch with all my friends abroad, including Harold. I retrieved some of them during my first trip abroad for 30 years, it was to Iowa City when I was sent as the first batch of Chinese writers to America for thirty years. But I did not resume correspondence with Harold until 1983 when I appeared in a TV serial: The Heart of the Dragon
 in which I denounced the Cultural Revolution as a sheer disaster. When it was shown in Britain and Italy, a number of friends got in touch with the BBC and through them traced my whereabouts.

I have been reading his Memoirs of an Aesthete
 and his More Memoirs of an Aesthete
 , in which he wrote a bit about me. It was he who recommended me to be a visiting scholar in N. Y. University two months before I came here.

I had quite a number of dear friends in England during the war days. Most of them are all dead now except a few, such as my old tutor Dadie Rylands who figured prominently in the letters and diaries of Virginia Woolf. Many of my friends belonged to the Bloomsbury group, which I suppose represented the Ivory Tower in Britain from the 20's to the 40's.

I knew Arthur Waley, the sinologist, quite well. You may have read his translation of our Tang poetry for which he had been awarded by the Queen, or his Lady Murasaki
2

 , that Japanese 11th century novel about romances inside the Japanese Palace. It was one of the best sellers in England then. Waley had translated many of our major classics. He summarised the teachings of Laotse and Chuangtse in his book Three Ways of Thought in Ancient China
 . Now you have a full translation of The Journey to the West
 by a Chinese professor in Chicago. Waley had done an abridged edition of it in his book The Monkey
 .

During the war, he served as a Censor and all my correspondence for my paper in Chongking had to pass through his hands. He sometimes made a slip of his tongue by saying, "Oh, sorry. I chipped off your first paragraph yesterday." He even wrote a poem, dedicated to me, entitled "Censorship", satirizing the life of being a censor which was published in the Horizon
 and which has been translated into Chinese by Prof. Yu Kwong Chung. I found it in Yu's Collected Poems
 .

I very often went to see him in the 40's, in Gordon Square where he lived with the British lady Beryl de Zoete who was an expert on Bali dance. But a month before his death, Waley married another lady whom I have never met. I would cite Arthur Waley as a glorious example to show that Chinese is a language you can master without being able to speak it. He told me he had only lessons for 15 days from a Chinese genealogist who passed through London on his way to Berlin in the 20's. Since then, Waley persevered on his own. He learnt Japanese the same way. (He had never been to the East and he told me that he did not want to go because he wanted to preserve the image of the China of Tang Dynasty and he hated to let it be spoiled by chimneys and railroads.) Waley is also the translator of another Japanese classic: The Pillow Book
 . The literary success of Waley also reveals to me that in translation, comprehension of the original text is important, but still more important is the style and taste of the translator.

Since my college days in mid 30's, I have always admired the works of Virginia Woolf. So when I arrived in England, my one wish was to go and see her. But for no reason, I was given the status of Enemy Alien and as such I was not allowed to go anywhere within five miles from the coast. (Of course I became a Great Ally overnight immediately after Pearl Harbour.) Mrs. Woolf was then living in Sussex (Monk House) and quite near the coast. I got there only after her death. Her most devoted husband, Leonard, was very kind to me. He took me to the spot where she drowned herself and allowed me to read and copy some of her diaries during the weekend I spent with him. Unfortunately all my notes were lost during the Cultural Revolution.

You may have heard of a Quaker lady, Margery Fry, who was a sister of Roger Fry, the famous art critic. She herself was a great prison reformer. One day she took me to Roger's cottage in Aylesbury. There, she produced before me a pile of papers. They were the old issues of Hansard—record of the Parliament. But they were the Hansards of the 1840's! There I read the speeches of her great great grandfather, long and virulent speeches, condemning the Opium War. I realised there were two Englands: one the supporters of the imperialist gunboat policy and the other, the England of Francis Bacon and John Stuart Mill who stood for justice.

I was also a close friend of Kingsley Martin, then editor of The New Statemen and Nations
 . Through him, I knew a number of British intellectuals including Harold Laski. And it was Kingsley who introduced me to E. M. Forster.

It happened in May, 1941, at a Memorial Meeting for the Indian poet Tagore in Conway Hall. On the platform were the Soviet Ambassador Maisky who spoke for Russia, Forster spoke for Britain and I was there to speak for China. I had just read his Passage to India
 and admired his humane attitude toward India. The novel was anti-colonial in a mild way.

Forster was most keen on making friends. Because of his early links with Egypt and India and the influence of his friend Lowes Dickenson, he was particularly fond of befriending orientals. Soon after, he wrote a letter inviting me to his club. I believe it was the Reform. I have also been to his house, the Hackhurst in Arbinger, Surrey, hence Abinger Harvest
 , and met his mother who hated anything mechanic. There was no electric light in the house. They used kerosine oil lamp. Forster was a most filial son. He was so gentle and obedient with her that really put an oriental to shame. For centuries before, we had been taught by Confucius to be filial, but few could be as filial as Forster. There was a cat in the house called Tom. I also had a cat in Hampstead called Rhea. So after the visit, Forster one day came to my basement in Hampstead. He unwrapped a handkerchief in which were some synthetic food. He said gently, "This is for Rhea, from my Tom." I quickly brought my cat over. Rhea sniffled and coldly walked away. She seemed not to care for it at all. It was rather embarrassing indeed. I accepted the gift on behalf of Rhea and thanked Forster for it all the same.

During my two years as graduate student at Cambridge, doing research in the English novel, Forster was one of the authors that I concentrated. I have not only read all his novels and two volumes of short stories already in print, but also the posthumously published novel Maurice
 , the one about homosexual love which he took out from the bank vault and lent me for a month. I have great admiration for him both as a storyteller and a stylist. I also have great respect for his liberal attitude and his philosophy: Only connect. He believed in human friendship above everything else. In one of his essays in Abinger Harvest
 , he said: "If I were to choose between betraying my country or my friend, I hope I shall have the courage to betray the former."

I quote this because our friendship ended rather tragically. I must have over 80 letters from him, which were all lost during the Cultural Revolution. In 1984, when I revisited Britain, the archive keeper of King's College, Dr. Michael Halls, managed to find a typescript of the initial 40 letters.

Now I want to end this with the story about the tragic end of our friendship. When I left Hong Kong for Peking in 1949, knowing from what happened in Russia in the mid 30's and in post-war East Europe, I wrote to all my friends to suspend our correspondence and asked them not even to send me a X'mas card, Forster included of course. But in 1954, there was a British cultural delegation to Peking on which was a close friend of Forster, Prof. Jack Sprout of Nottingham whom I had met in England before through Forster. On arrival in Peking, he made an express request to the Ministry of Culture to see me. So, I was included in the welcoming party in those days I might not be invited otherwise. At the party, Sprout told me that he had brought a book with a letter from Forster for me and he wanted to pass them to me in person. So he wanted a separate session with me. He did not know that in those days such a meeting simply could not be arranged and it was not. As a result, he took the book and letter back to England. I have no doubt that Forster was deeply hurt and in his annoyance, might well have torn all my letters to him, as the archive keeper of King's told me there are now only two left, probably by accident.

I feel very mortified by what happened and I realised that when it came to choose between which to desert, the country or the friend, it was not so easy as Forster thought. Perhaps I was a coward. But whatever one may believe, there were also the wife and children to consider. Being a bachelor all his life, Forster never had the problem that I had to face.

So ended a beautiful friendship tragically. It remains one of the regrets in life to my dying day.

My apologies for this unhappy story and I hope it won't spoil your appetite for the meal. Thank you!





[Speech delivered on January 7th, 1987 at the College life luncheon, Chung Chi College of Chinese University, Hong Kong
 ]





壹　我在英国结交的文友

我十分清楚，不论在西方还是任何地方，罗列一些重要人物的姓名是相当庸俗之举。然而眼下我就是要这么做——在你们面前历数几位杰出人士的大名，他们大多已经作古了。我会有所节制地去做。诚然，不知怎地，崇基学院的普遍气氛使我想起四十余年前在英国的日子，勾起怀旧之情。

我的西方之旅始于1939年。那时我从香港应聘赴伦敦大学，任教三年。随后在剑桥王家学院攻读两年，接着又在舰队街度过两年记者生涯。呆在战时的伦敦的确棒极了。尽管物质匮乏到极点，我看到英国人的精神境界却无比崇高。当时伦敦是反纳粹战争的要都。一批欧洲流亡政府和自由法国的司令部云集此地。我相信，那也是国际笔会中心的黄金时代，世界各国作家的这个组织就设立在伦敦。还有英国笔会中心，我记得主席是赫·乔·威尔斯，后来由爱·摩·福斯特接任。我既是伦敦国际笔会又是英国笔会的成员，这两个组织几乎每周都举行午餐会、茶会或讲座。那时，英国笔会中心的秘书是英国诗人赫尔曼·奥尔德。1940年，他编辑出版了我的第一本书《苦难时代的蚀刻》。在笔会上我遇到许多老作家，如索尔顿·怀尔德，那部优美然而催人泪下的小说《圣路易·莱之桥》的作者。再就是斯蒂芬·斯彭德、约翰·莱曼以及其他年轻作家。

我为英国广播公司工作过一段时期，主要是针对中国和印度进行广播，是《兽园》的作者乔治·奥威尔推荐我去做的。当时他主管英国广播公司远东部。这可能缘于他早年与远东的联系——在缅甸做警察。一个月前，我曾赴英，有位朋友告诉我，他读到过奥威尔的日记中写我的一个段落，他肯定地说，奥威尔关于我的回忆很亲切。

我所任教的东方学院，秘书刚好是罗纳德·勃特勒，当时的一个相当重要的英国诗人。

我想我已经为各位罗列了相当多的名字，现在我准备谈谈那些我真正熟悉的人。我想从哈洛德·艾克敦——如今是哈洛德·艾克敦爵士了——谈起，因为他是我结识最久的英国朋友，眼下在佛罗伦萨。我赴英之前就跟他结为莫逆。

他是三十年代初期的北京大学教授。有些旅居中国的西方知识分子爱慕古老的中国，花时间、花钱去搜集古玩和历史文物。他们对当代中国不感兴趣。另外一些人只关注现代化的发展，搜集事例和数字以便能成为出色的中国观察家。哈洛德·艾克敦刚一抵达就深深地爱上了中国，尤其是北京。他自称为真正的中国达官贵人。他租了一座很大的四合院。他离开中国后，还继续付了好几年房租，希望有朝一日能返回。直到由于日军入侵，再也不能通过银行汇寄房租才作罢。毫无疑问，他热爱古老的中国，翻译了明朝的四篇言情小说，并以《如胶似漆》为名出版。然而他又跟人一道编译过第一部英文的《中国新诗选》。因此他对现代中国同样有兴趣。

四十年代，我们在伦敦和巴黎又重叙友谊。战争期间，由于他在法语和意大利语方面的渊博知识，遂以公关人员的身份在英国皇家空军服务。因此，他总是身着灰色制服。我从来没有问起过他从事什么工作——不论你在市井生活中跟一个人多么熟悉，他一旦服役于部队，你就绝不可以问这类问题。不过，他虽然身着军装，却依旧津津乐道往昔在北平度过的岁月：逛庙会，在北海泛舟，当然还有文学和艺术。我们在河滨马路或查林十字路并肩步行之际，他就向我讲述各种类型的欧洲建筑，时而用赞扬的口吻，时而又用厌恶的口吻。“哦，丑得吓人的那座维多利亚拱顶”，或是“这不是蛮漂亮吗？这可是威廉和玛利！
1

 ”我对欧洲绘画、雕刻和音乐的那点不充足的知识，还都是从他那儿获得的。我至今保存着他赠送给我的一套豪华版鲍斯韦尔的《约翰逊传》。

自1949年起，我与海外所有的朋友失去了联系，包括哈洛德。30年后，我在第一次国外旅行期间重新联系上了一些朋友。当时我是作为第一批中国作家，在30年的隔绝后，应邀到衣阿华市出访的。然而直到1983年我在电视系列片《龙的心》中露面（那一次我曾痛斥“文化大革命”纯粹是一场浩劫），这才与哈洛德联系上。这部电视片在英国和意大利播出后，一些朋友通过英国广播公司联系上了我。

我一直在拜读他的自传《一个唯美主义者的回忆录》正、续集。在书中，他提到我。来这里之前两个月，他推荐我到纽约大学去做访问学者。

战争年代，我在英国结交了相当数量的好友。除了少数几个人——如我的老导师戴狄·瑞兰兹，他在弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫的信件和日记中扮演过重要角色——他们大多已作古。我的许多朋友属于“布卢姆斯伯利团体”，我认为这个团体代表着二十年代至四十年代英国的象牙之塔。

我跟汉学家亚瑟·魏理很有交情。你们也许读过他翻译的我国唐诗（为此他获得了女王的嘉奖），或者他译的《源氏物语》，讲述日本十一世纪宫廷内部风流韵事的长篇小说，当年它在英国成为畅销书之一。魏理翻译过我国的许多经典著作。他在《古代中国的三种思潮》这一著作中概述了老子和庄子的学说。如今你能读到由芝加哥的一位华裔教授翻译的《西游记》了。而那时，魏理完成了一部节译本，叫作《猴子》。

战争期间，他的身份是检查官，我给重庆报刊的全部函件都要经过他的手。他有时脱口而出：“哦，对不起，昨天你的第一段可给我剪掉啦。”他甚至还作了一首诗献给我，题目就叫《检查制度》。诗中对检查官的生活进行了一番嘲讽。这首诗登在《地平线》上，后由余光中教授翻译成汉语。我曾在余的诗集里看到过。

四十年代，我经常到戈登广场去拜访他，他跟一位英国女士贝里尔·德·佐特一道住在那里。她是巴厘舞专家。然而魏理却在去世前一个月，跟一位我从未谋过面的女士结为伉俪。我把亚瑟·魏理作为一个光辉的范例来说明，汉语这个语言，即使你不会讲，也能精通。魏理告诉我，二十年代，他仅仅向一位经由伦敦赴柏林的中国宗谱学家学习了15天。打那以后，他坚持不懈地自学下去。他用同样的方式掌握了日语。（他从未到过东方。他曾告诉我，他不愿意来，因为想在心目中保持唐代中国的形象，生怕让铁路和烟囱把这形象破坏掉。）魏理也是另一部日本经典作品《枕草子》的译者。在文学上卓有成就的魏理也向我揭示了，就翻译而言，理解原文是重要的，但更重要的还是译者的风格与品味。

自从三十年代中叶我上大学的时候起，我就一直欣赏弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫的作品。因而当我抵达英国后，我的一个愿望是想去见见她。但是我无缘无故地被当作敌性外侨，禁止到距海岸五英里以内的任何地区。（当然，珍珠港事件后，一夜之间我就成了“伟大盟邦”之一员。）吴尔夫夫人当时住在苏塞克斯（僧屋），离海岸很近。她逝世后我才到那儿去。对她一往情深的丈夫伦纳德十分殷勤地接待了我。我到他那里去度周末的时候，他领我去她投河自尽的所在地，还让我阅读并抄录她的一部分日记。不幸的是，我所有的笔记在“文革”期间都遗失了。

你们也许听说过贵格会信徒玛杰利·弗赖伊的名字，她是著名的美术评论家罗杰·弗赖伊的妹妹。她自己是一个伟大的监狱改革者。一天，她带我到她哥哥坐落在艾利斯勃里的小别墅去。在那儿，她捧出一摞文件，放到我跟前。那是汉萨德——英国议会议事录——的古老册子。但它们是十九世纪四十年代的英国议会议事录！我从中读到了她那位高祖父的诸多长篇讲演，义愤填膺地谴责鸦片战争。我意识到有两个英国：一个是帝国主义炮舰外交支持者的英国，另一个是伸张正义的弗朗西斯·培根和约翰·斯图尔特·穆勒的英国。

我也是金斯莱·马丁的挚友。当时他是《新政治家与民族》的编辑。通过他，我结识了包括哈罗德·拉斯基
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 在内的一批英国知识分子。也是他把爱·摩·福斯特介绍给我的。

那是1941年5月，在康伟礼堂为印度诗人泰戈尔举行的追悼会上。坐在台上的有代表俄罗斯讲话的苏联大使迈斯基、代表英国讲话的福斯特，以及代表中国讲话的我。我刚读完他的《印度之旅》，很赞赏他对印度的人道态度。小说是以温和的态度反对殖民主义的。

福斯特非常热心于交朋友。由于他早年与埃及和印度结下的因缘，又受了他的朋友洛斯·迪肯森的影响，他格外乐于结交东方人。不久，他写信邀我去他的俱乐部。我想那就是改良俱乐部。我还去过他的家，坐落在萨里郡哈宾芝尔镇的哈克赫斯特，故有《哈宾芝尔收获集》
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 。我见到了他那位讨厌一切机械的母亲。房子里没有电灯，他们用煤油灯。福斯特是个非常孝敬的儿子。他对母亲那么温柔恭顺，确实让东方人感到汗颜。多少世纪以来，孔夫子教育我们尽孝，然而很少有人能做到像福斯特那样孝顺。福斯特家里有一只叫作托姆的猫。我在汉普斯特德也有一只猫叫作瑞雅。因而，我拜访之后不久，有一天福斯特到汉普斯特德我所住的那间地下室来了。他打开一块手绢，里面包着一些人造猫食。他柔声说：“这是我的托姆送给瑞雅的。”我赶快把我的猫抱过来。瑞雅嗅了嗅就冷漠地掉头而去。她好像对它压根儿不屑一顾，着实让人十分尴尬。我还是替瑞雅收下了这份礼物，并向福斯特致了谢。

我在剑桥攻读硕士学位期间，钻研英国小说。福斯特是我集中研究的小说家之一。我不但读了他已经出版的所有长篇小说和两卷短篇故事，而且也读过他那部去世后才出版的写同性恋的《莫瑞斯》。当时他从银行保险库里取出来，借给我读了一个月。不论是作为小说家还是文体家，我对他都钦佩不已。我对他那开明的心态与他所奉行的“惟有融合”这一人生哲学，也怀着极大敬意。他把人间的友谊看得高于一切。他在《哈宾芝尔收获集》里的一篇文章中说：“倘若我不得不在背叛我的国家和我的朋友之间作出抉择的话，我但愿自己有勇气背叛前者。”

我援引这句话，因为我们的友谊是相当悲剧性地结束的。他应该是给我写了八十几封信，但因为“文化大革命”全无踪迹了。1984年，当我重访英国时，王家学院的档案管理员迈克尔·豪尔博士总算找到了最早的40封信的打字稿。

现在我想谈谈我们友谊的悲剧性结局，以结束这个讲话。1949年，当我从香港动身赴北平时，由于晓得三十年代中期在俄罗斯以及战后在东欧所发生的事，就发函给所有的朋友，嘱他们别再跟我通信，就连贺年片也别寄，福斯特当然也包括在内。然而在1954年来北京访问的英国文化代表团中有一位福斯特的密友——诺丁汉大学的杰克·斯普劳特教授。早先在英国，我曾通过福斯特见过他。他一到北京，就特意向文化部提出要见我。于是，我应邀参加了欢迎酒会。否则，在那年月我是不会受到邀请的。在酒会上，斯普劳特告诉我，他带来了福斯特送给我的一本书，还附有一封亲笔信，他要私下交给我。所以他要求单独会见我。他不晓得，在那年月，根本就不可能给安排那样会面的机会，确实也没给安排。结果，他把书和信带回英国去了。我相信福斯特必定深感痛心，气得将我写给他的信统统撕个粉碎。王家学院的档案管理员告诉我，如今只剩下两封，多半是出于偶然。

发生了这件事，使我感到十分羞愧。我意识到，非要在国家和朋友之间作出抛弃一方的抉择，可不像福斯特所想的那么容易。也许我是个懦夫。然而，不论一个人相信什么，总还得替老婆孩子考虑啊。福斯特打了一辈子光棍，他从来也没有我必须面对的问题。

于是，一段美好的友谊就以悲剧告终了。这是使我遗恨终身的事情。

请原谅我讲了这么个不愉快的故事。我希望它不至于损害你们用餐的食欲。谢谢大家！

［此篇为作者1987年1月7日在香港中文大学

崇基学院生活午餐会上的致辞］

（文洁若、杨美俊译）





2. IN MEMORY OF SIR HAROLD ACTON—The Passing of an Aesthete





Sir Harold Acton, historian, poet, aesthete and China lover, died at the end of February at his home in Florence.





I should have written an article in his memory a long time ago, but I was so busy translating James Joyce's Ulysses
 that I failed to do so.

But now that the Chinese version of the great Irish classic is going off press, I shall settle the long overdue "debt" I owe to Sir Harold.





Beijing, with its charm as the ancient capital of the country, used to attract lots of famous people from overseas. The whiskered and bearded Tagore, for example, came to Beijing when I was a school boy. Bertrand Russell was attracted to the city when I was a middle-school student. In the 1930s when I was a college undergraduate, many other English literary geniuses came to town. Literary critic I. A. Richards and poet William Empson both taught at Qinghua and Beijing universities.

And there was another gifted man who loved Beijing more than the others—the self-professed "aesthete" Sir Harold Acton.

Sir Harold continued to send his rent to the landlord of the compound house where he lived before the city fell to the hands of the Japanese, hoping he would one day come back to Beijing.

Sir Harold worked as a professor at Beijing University (Peking University) in 1932, teaching English poetry. He stayed there until Britain declared war against Nazi Germany in 1939 and went back to England to do his bit for his country.

In the 1930s, I used to visit the homes of professors of Qinghua and Beijing universities regularly. I often met Sir Harold in the salons and tea-parties at the homes of professors like Zhu Guangqian, a renowned aesthete, and writer Lin Huiyin.

Sir Harold was tall and amiable. He was soft-spoken and his eyes were full of understanding and appreciation. He often appeared in theatres and ballad-singing places around Qianmen, itching to plunge himself into Chinese culture.

Together with the late Professor Chen Shixiang, he compiled the English version of Selected Modern Chinese Poems
 . In addition, he chose four stories from the famous Ming (1368-1644) romances and translated them into English. They were published under the title Glue and Lacquer
 , which was illustrated by English artist Iric Gill.

He also wrote a novel Peonies and Ponies
 , which vividly described the dissipation of Western diplomats and business people in China.

What impressed me most was his ability to read English poems aloud. His voice was so resonant and mellow. I did not hear such a beautiful recitation again until I saw Sir John Gilgud perform a Shakespearian drama in London in the 1940s.

People say that of all the European languages, Italian sounds the most beautiful. No wonder Sir Harold recited English poems so beautifully. He was half Italian.

Sir Harold was drawn towards Italian culture all his life. His major work,The Last Medici
 , tells the story of an ancient clan in Florence.

In the 1920s, he was one of the famous Oxford poets. His contemporaries were Evelyn Waugh, Peter Quennel and Cyril Connally.

But Sir Harold was a dutiful son. His mother, who lived in Florence, was under house arrest when Italy entered World War II. She later managed toflee to Switzerland and did not return to Florence until after the war.

After he was demobilized from the Royal Air Force, Sir Harold lived in La Pietra outside Florence, where he took care of his mother.

The old lady demanded that her dutiful son, who was in his 50s by this time, still get home before 7:30 p.m. every evening. No key was given to him in case he managed to steal into the mansion after the deadline.

I didn't become familiar, or even intimate, with Harold until after I arrived in England in the late 1930s.

I still remember in the spring of 1940, the London-based International Association of Poets, Playwrights, Editors, Essayists and Novelists (PEN) co-sponsored a fund-raising dinner. The chairman of the occasion was H. G. Wells, author of Outline of History
 . He was flanked by novelist E. M. Forster, Chinese-culture expert Arthur Waley and so on. Acton also participated. I gave a lecture on war literature in China on that occasion.

Even before that, we had already been closely associated. I left Cambridge for London on the Christmas of 1939. He was living in the lush Ritz Hotel in London. He was in silver grey RAF uniform, wearing major's insignias. He told me that he was not allowed to combat troops because of his knowledge of French, Italian and Portuguese. Instead he found that he was desk bound doing clerical work every day.

We simply could not talk enough about Beijing, the Dong'an Market, Dazhalan and all.

Our last meeting was in Paris, which had just been liberated by the Allies. He was still in his silver grey uniform and I was in mine. The words on my insignias said "China: Reporter". My pass told the enemy that I should be treated as a major if I was taken prisoner.

I was as curious as I was timid. I was deaf and mute in the French-speaking Paris and did not dare to go around the city, although I very much wanted to.

If I had not run into Sir Harold that day, Paris would have remained just another geographical term for me. He took me to the mysterious Montparnasse, where I had a glimpse of the unique Parisian way of life.

After our meeting in Paris, we never met again. But 40 years later, we picked up the broken pieces that we left in the French capital.

In the early 1980s, I was told one day that the BBC wanted to shoot some episodes of my life as part of the film Heart of the Dragon
 . The programme was about China's reform and opening up to the outside world.

The film was shown in Britain, the United States and other countries. Afterwards many of my old friends, with whom I had lost contact with for many years, saw my appearance.

It was during this period of time that Sir Harold and I began to contact each other again. He sent me a picture album of his inherited mansion in La Pietra and invited me to visit his home. I wanted to go there very much but I was very busy at the time and couldn't go.

In 1990, he posted me his reminiscences: Memoirs of an Aesthete
 and More Memoirs of an Aesthete
 . He labelled himself as an "aesthete" and I think the label fits him well.

Now that he has passed away, I hope that Western scholars and teachers, who come to China to teach in colleges and universities, love Chinese culture as much as Sir Harold did.

[July 21, 1994,
 China Daily]





贰　悼哈洛德·艾克敦

——一个唯美主义者的陨落

也许是由于故都的吸引力，北京一向总有一些域外的名家来访。我读小学时，从印度来过一位大胡子诗人：泰戈尔。读中学时，又来过英国哲学家罗素，而且都是由诗人徐志摩陪同在全国访问。三十年代我上大学的时候，也来过几位，而且碰巧都是英国人，文艺理论家I. A.理查兹和八十年代故去的诗人威廉·安普森，前者在清华，后者从北大（北平沦陷后）一直疏散到昆明西南联大。还有一位更加钟情于北平的（故都沦陷几年后，为了渴望有一天能回去，他还托人在交着四合院的房租），那就是以唯美主义者自诩的哈洛德·艾克敦。他于1932年应聘在北大任教，一直呆到1939年秋张伯伦对希特勒宣战的前夕，才为了报效祖国而赶回英国去服兵役的。

我不是北大的，但当时北平大学（尤其燕京和清华是紧邻）之间并无畛域，串门之风甚炽。家宅宽敞的朱光潜和林徽音二位又喜欢举行一些沙龙式的茶会，所以我常同艾克敦碰头。他个子很高，为了谦逊，跟人谈话总低下身子，声音柔和，眼神里充满着理解和赞赏。他经常在前门戏园子里或说书唱大鼓的场所出现，恨不得一头扎进中国文化里。他同已故陈世骧编译了第一部英文的《中国新诗选》，又从三言二拍里选了四篇小说，译成《如胶似漆》（由英国著名版画家厄里克·吉尔插图），还写了一本挖苦旅京洋寓公的小说《赛马与牡丹》，淋漓尽致地描绘了当年住在北京的西方外交官和商人骄奢淫逸的生活。不同于有些在华的西方文人，他对明代的冯梦龙和民国初年的朱湘同样爱慕。给我印象最深的是他的英诗朗诵：声音那么深厚、宏远，我只有在伦敦看吉尔戈德演莎剧时才又听到过。有人说欧洲语言中，意大利语音色最美妙。也许正由于艾克敦几乎是半个意大利人，他的朗诵才那么出色。

艾克敦一生都与意大利文化有着密切联系。他生平主要著作《最后的米迪齐》是写意大利佛罗伦萨一个古老家族的。二十年代他是英国牛津的著名诗人之一，还主编过大学诗刊，虽然在三十年代文学界他的名气并不如他的同辈易沃林·沃、彼得·奎耐尔或希尔·康诺里那么响。他是个大孝子——也许正因此才终身未娶。二次世界大战初，意大利参战后，他的老母适在佛罗伦萨，当时被软禁，后逃到瑞士，战后才回意大利。艾克敦退役后，就一直住在那座中古幽宫里侍奉老母。老太太限她这位年逾半百的孝子每晚7点半前必须回家，而且不给钥匙，以防他过时溜进来。

我同艾克敦真正熟起来是在我抵英以后。记得1940年春间，伦敦国际笔会与英国笔会联合举行了一次以支援中国抗战为主旨的聚餐——餐费很高，是变相募捐。那天主席是《世界史纲》的作者赫·乔·威尔斯。他旁边坐着小说家福斯特、汉学家阿瑟·魏理等。艾克敦也参加了。那天由我主讲战时中国文艺。在那之前，1939年圣诞节我从剑桥去伦敦度假时，我们就联系上了。他住在繁华的西区皮克迪理一家十分豪华的旅馆（瑞兹）里。他已穿上了军服——是空军银灰色的，肩章属校级。他告诉我由于他的语言能力（法、意、葡），没让他参加战斗部队（正如魏理由于会中、日文，就管检查信件），每天只坐办公室。我们就像后来我在巴黎见到斯诺一样，从东安市场扯到大栅栏，聊起北平简直没个完。

我同艾克敦最后一次相聚是在刚从纳粹手里解放出来的巴黎。他仍旧穿着银灰色的空军服，我也穿上了军装，是棕色的。

肩章上是“中国：战地记者”。照我身上的记者证说，“此人如被俘，应享受少校待遇”。

我这人既好奇，又胆小，尤其法语不灵，在巴黎不敢乱撞。倘若不是那天与艾克敦邂逅，巴黎对我很可能只是个地理名词。是他把我带到神秘的（文化兼色情）孟巴那斯去的。

那次同艾克敦分手，就未再见着了。我那两年马不停蹄地在大西洋两岸追踪着新闻。40年后，我们才又联系上了。

八十年代初，单位人事科通知我说BBC（英国广播公司）要来我家拍电视。原来英国一家电影公司正与中国文化部合拍一部记述中国改革开放的电影，片名《龙的心》。后来此片在英美及世界许多国家放映了。我在国外许多老友都是看了此片（其中第12集描绘知识分子复苏的那段，有我几分钟镜头），写信给放映此片的BBC，再经文化部与我重新联系上的。当时艾克敦正在意大利。他也是这样写信同我联系上的。他还给我寄来有关他所世袭（当时他的老母已故去）的那所宫殿的画册，表示欢迎我们去小住。我早年就从徐志摩文中读到过“翡冷翠”，也很想去看看他。只是八十年代我几乎像40年前那样奔忙起来，挤不出时间。另外，我对去一个语言不通的地方，一向发怵。所以洁若去日本做访问学者的那一年，日方愿为我提供旅费和用度，我也没为之所动。

1990年，他先后寄给我两本他的自传正、续集《一个唯美主义者的回忆录》。这顶帽子是他自己扣的，我看很合适。我记得1942年我做了一件蠢事：我请艾克敦去伦敦上海饭馆吃饭，同席的还有印度作家安纳德和他的英裔夫人。请客不一定先了解被请者的政治观点。原来安纳德的夫人是位激烈的共产党员。席间，她就同艾克敦这位保守的古典主义者争辩得面红耳赤。

最近几年，除了每年交换圣诞贺卡之外，我们两人只间接打过交道。一次是1985年纽约大学校长布赖德玛斯来京约我偕洁若去该校小住。后来才知道原来艾克敦刚立下遗嘱，把他世袭的那座宫殿捐赠给纽大了——他母亲是美国人。捐赠时，他曾表示希望该校邀请我们去校园小住。当时洁若还在日本，不久我们就去了。另外，两年前一位意大利记者突然来访。他是从艾克敦那里听说我们在译乔伊斯的，我们交谈的主要内容是西方小说在中国。

得悉艾克敦去世的消息，我在悲痛之余就想到：八十年代以来，有更多的西方学人在中国高等院校里任教，他们中间可有像艾克敦那样热爱中国和中国文化的人，会在中西之间起些穿针引线的作用。

［原载《解放日报》，1994年8月4日］





3. HELEN SNOW: A PERSONAL REMINISCENCE

It has been almost one year since Helen Snow, a sincere friend of the Chinese people, left us. In the 1930s she and Edgar Snow played a remarkable role in promoting friendship between the Chinese and American peoples and in introducing China's new literature to the English-speaking world. Though they divorced in 1949, nine years after they left China, their life-long friendship with the Chinese people never ceased. After 1949, Edgar Snow revisited China three times, in 1960, 1964 and 1970, and Helen Snow in 1972-73 and 1978.

I got to know the Snows in 1933. At that time Edgar Snow was teaching a journalism course at Yenching University and I was enrolled at Yenching after leaving Furen University. Snow taught at Yenching for two years. Since I was a journalism major, it was natural for me to register in Snow's classes, including a feature-writing class. Helen and I were classmates at Yenching, as both of us were attending a course on an aesthetics class taught by Prof. Huang Zitong. During World War II, I encountered Edgar in Paris and we spent almost a whole day together; we were both war correspondents assigned to cover the war in Western Europe. In 1979, when I revisited the United States, I made a special trip to see Helen at her home in a small town in Connecticut.

In the 1930s, a time when most foreigners in China still held the Chinese people in contempt, the Snows were fully confident that the Chinese people would one day stand up. They not only fully supported, but also participated with great zeal in the December 9th Movement in 1935. In the postscript to Chestnuts
 , my collection of stories published in 1936, I recalled how I accompanied an American couple to visit some students who were wounded and hospitalized the day after the December 9th student demonstration. That American journalist friend of mine and his wife spent a sleepless night, because they were so shocked by what had happened during the day. The wife suddenly gripped my arm, her hair disheveled, and shouted at me: "
 How could the Chinese soldiers (i.e., Song Zheyuan's 26th Army which suppressed the student demonstration in cold blood) be so cruel to their own people!" That American couple were the Snows.

At that time they were living in a courtyard house in the Haidian district of northwestern Beijing, where Yang Gang (then called Yang Bin) and I spent most of our free time. After they read my article about new Chinese literature published in 1931 in China in Brief
 , they invited me(and later Yang Gang) to join their e orts in translating and editing the book, later entitled Living China: Modern Chinese Short Stories
 .

It took a very long time to translate and edit the book, and to finally get it published. In the beginning, Snow had planned just to publish an English version of Selected Short Stories
 by Lu Xun. At Snow's request, Lu Xun wrote a "Preface to the English Translation of My Selected Short Stories" (later included in Fragmentary Recollections
 , Vol. 7 of The Complete Works of Lu Xun
 ). Helen actively participated in Edgar's Living China
 project, as Lu Xun's diary entry for June 19, 1934 suggests: "Yao Ke came with a letter from Mr. Snow and his wife, I wrote them a letter of permission entitling them to translate and publish my works in the U. S." On August 22 that same year, in his reply to Harold Isaacs, editor of Straw Sandals
 , Lu Xun wrote: "Early in the spring I gave permission to Mr. Snow to translate my short stories into English. That's why I cannot give them again to another person." In the section on Lu Xun in his Journey to the Beginning
 (a selected translation of the book was published in China entitled My Thirteen Years in China
 ) Snow recalled a meeting with Lu Xun in the company of Yao Ke in Shanghai: "At that time we were trying to publish an anthology of contemporary Chinese vernacular short stories, for which we received warm support from Lu Xun."

Unfortunately, the English version of Lu Xun's Selected Short Stories
 was not published as originally planned for a variety of reasons. Instead, it was included in Part One of Living China: Modern Chinese Short Stories
 . The book included seven short stories by Lu Xun, two each by Mao Dun, Ding Ling, and Tian Jun, as well as one each by Rou Shi, Ba Jin, Shen Congwen, Sun Xizhen, Lin Yutang, Yu Dafu, Zhang Tianyi, Guo Moruo, and Sha Ting. At the suggestion and insistence of Snow, the story "Fragment from a Lost Diary" (the Chinese version was published in China Weekly Review
 in 1935 under the title "Corporal Punishment") by Yang Gang, who used the pseudonym Yi Ming, and my story "The Conversion", which denounced imperialist cultural aggression by describing the Salvation Army's missionary activities among the lower class of Beijing society, were also included in the book.

The publication of Living China
 by George G. Harrap & Co. in London in 1936 evoked remarkable responses from its readers and reviewers. In my preface to the Chinese version entitled "Edgar Snow and China's New Literary Movement" (published by the Hunan People's Publishing House in April 1983), I wrote: "In the early 1930s Snow did a job of great significance. He and his wife Helen Foster made painstaking efforts to introduce China's new literary movement and works by Chinese writers to the English-speaking world, thus building a spiritual bridge between China and the rest of the world."

Included in Living China
 as an appendix was an essay written by Helen under the pen name Nym Wales, entitled "The Modern Chinese Literary Movement". In his Editor's Note to the book, Snow praised Nym as "an authoritative source on modern Chinese literature and art. This essay was written based on extensive and in-depth investigations of works by Chinese writers, and the opinions of many outstanding Chinese literary critics were solicited before the writing began. I believe this was the first time such an approach was ever taken to completely analyze the subject in English." Here I would like to reaffirm that Helen loved the Chinese people as much as Edgar did. She worked very hard, and was a great help to her husband in those days. She was deeply concerned with and had a good understanding of China's new literary movement. More significantly, they both recognized the value of China's new literature. Her essay was based on a wide range of sources, and whatever she heard about the subject was included in this essay. This inclusiveness did not reduce the significance of her essay, and her work remains a lasting contribution she rendered to the Chinese people. Helen showed great courage in exposing in detail and denouncing the Kuomintang's cruel purge and bloody oppression of the Left-wing writers. Under the Kuomintang's terrorism and tight information control at that time, her exposure of the fascist atrocities committed by the Kuomintang displayed dauntless heroism. Her motive was clear: to help the progressive peoples of the world understand and pay attention to China's new literature.

Through their study of China's new literary movement and the voluminous works created by Chinese writers in the 1930s, Helen and Edgar tried to understand the enthusiasm, passion, misery, and hope of the Chinese people then living in dire circumstances. It was Edgar Snow's insight into the reality of Chinese society that spurred him to take a courageous trip to Yan'an, the sacred center of the Chinese revolution, in 1936. Like John Reed, the American journalist who wrote Ten Days That Shook the World
 , Snow had discerned that the final victory of the Chinese people's revolution was an inexorable law of history.

It is not an overstatement to say that Edgar and Helen were the two most active and most objective-minded Western journalists among their colleagues in China and the Far East during the 1930s. Though a good wife and an indispensable assistant to her husband's work, Helen was more than a housewife. When Edgar finished his Red Star over China
 after his Yan'an trip in 1936, Helen made her own journey to Yan'an in April 1937 to "catch up with her husband", at even greater risk. Shortly after this visit she published her own book, Inside Red China
 , which was acclaimed the companion piece to Edgar's Red Star over China
 and drew attention both in China and worldwide.

When I met Helen at her old house in Connecticut in 1979 we talked about her separation and divorce from Edgar. Early in the 1930s when I first met them I felt their personalities were in sharp contrast. Edgar was always calm, refined and taciturn, while Helen was enthusiastic, impulsive and overwhelming. These differences eventually led to their divorce. Many years later in his Journey to the Beginning
 , Edgar wrote that Helen was "an extraordinary woman, sometimes a torture, but more often an inspiration to me. She is full of energy and creativity. She was my loyal partner, my companion as well as my critic." With deep affection Edgar continued: "She is a Greek goddess, admired wherever she goes. She is exquisite and healthy, with a pair of ever-twinkling blue eyes, really a rare crystallization of beauty and wisdom." After her divorce Helen lived for almost half a century in the old house in Madison, Connecticut which Edgar had bought with his Red Star over China
 royalties. In October 1979 when I went to see her at her home in the company of Prof. Hans H. Frankel (Sinologist and husband of famous Kunqu opera actress Zhang Chonghe), Helen showed me 17 books in manuscript placed in cardboard boxes. After I returned to Beijing, I wrote some articles—one was entitled "What Helen Snow Had Said"—to appeal on Helen's behalf, urging Chinese publishers to translate and publish some of her works. Unfortunately, it seems to me that only two of Helen's books have been published in China so far, one is My China Years
 , and the other is China Revisited
 (a collection of writings about her trip to China in 1978).

Both Helen and Edgar had devoted a great part of their life to promoting mutual understanding between China and America. The more I think of their profound friendship with the Chinese people, beginning in the 1930s, the more I cherish it.

[September 19, 1997
 ]





叁　悼念海伦·斯诺

中国人民的挚友海伦·斯诺去世已将近一年了。三十年代，在沟通中美人民之间的友谊，并向世界介绍中国新文艺方面，她和埃德加·斯诺曾起过卓越的作用。这对夫妻离开中国后，婚姻关系早于1949年就破裂了，然而埃德加曾于1960年、1964年、1970年，海伦也于1972年至1973年以及1978年分别重访过我国。他们对中国人民的深厚情谊持续终身。

我和这对美国夫妇是1933年结识的。说来也真巧，斯诺在燕京大学新闻系统共只教过两年书，我刚好从辅仁转入燕大，读的还是新闻系。当然选了斯诺的课，其中一门是特写。我和海伦另外还有一层同学关系，因为我们二人都上了黄子通教授的“美学”（她是旁听生）。二次大战期间，在奔赴西欧战场的途中，我曾同也是一身从军记者戎装的埃德加于巴黎偶然相逢，而且一道盘桓了大半天。1979年我重访美国，曾去海伦蛰居的那个东岸小镇探望过她。

三十年代，当许多洋人对中国心存蔑视时，海伦和埃德加坚信中国人民有一天必将会站起来。他们不但支持、而且还以极大的热情参加了一二·九运动。他们走在游行队伍的前列，挥动着标语旗帜，并同抡着大刀的军警搏斗。1936年，我曾在小说集《栗子》的跋中谈到我陪一对美国夫妇在一二·九的次日去医院探视受伤同学的情景。“一个作新闻记者的美国朋友和他的太太也由于神经受到过重的刺激，一夜未能阖眼。那位太太披散着乱发，抓住我的胳膊嚷：‘中国人（指宋哲元的二十六军）怎么对自己的人民那么凶狠！’”那位美国记者就是斯诺，他的太太就是海伦。

当时他们夫妇住在海淀军机处八号一所四合院里。我和杨刚（当时名杨缤）几乎天天都泡在那儿。当他们看到1931年我在《中国简报》（China in Brief
 ）上所写的有关中国新文艺的介绍时，马上就把我（后来加上杨刚）拉进《活的中国》的编译工作中去了。

《活的中国》的编译、出版过程相当曲折。斯诺首先计划出版的是鲁迅的《短篇小说选》英译本。为此，鲁迅还写了一篇《英译本〈短篇小说选集〉自序》（后来收入《鲁迅全集》第七卷《集外集拾遗》）。海伦对埃德加的工作一直是积极参与的，这从鲁迅1934年6月19日的日记中可以得到证实：“姚克来并交施乐（即斯诺）君及夫人信，即写付作品翻译及在美印行权证一纸。”同年8月22日，鲁迅又在致《草鞋脚》编者伊罗生的复信中说：“我的小说，今年春天已允许施乐君随便翻译，不能答应第二个人了。”斯诺在《我在中国十三年》一书的“鲁迅印象记”一节中提到，他在上海曾偕同姚克与鲁迅晤面：“那时候，我们计划把一些现代的白话短篇小说翻译成为英文结集出版，为此，鲁迅热情地给予支持。”

后来由于种种原因，鲁迅的《短篇小说选》不曾单独出版，却改成了《活的中国——现代中国短篇小说选》的第二部分，其中收入了鲁迅的七篇小说。第二部分还选译了茅盾、丁玲、田军的小说各二篇，柔石、巴金、沈从文、孙席珍、林语堂、郁达夫、张天翼、郭沫若、沙汀的小说各一篇。在斯诺的建议和坚持下，还收进了杨刚那篇〔署名“佚名”的〕《日记拾遗》（中文版易名《肉刑》，发表在1935年的《国闻周报》上）和我那篇通过救世军在北平下层社会的宗教活动写帝国主义文化侵略的《皈依》。

《活的中国》于1936年由伦敦乔治·G.哈拉普公司出版后，曾引起巨大反响。正如我在该书中文版（湖南人民出版社，1983年4月）的代序《斯诺与中国新文艺运动》中所说的：“三十年代上半期，斯诺在中国曾做过一件极有意义的工作：他和他当时的妻子海伦·福斯特花了不少心血把我国新文艺的概况及一些作品介绍给广大世界读者，在国际上为我们修通一道精神桥梁。”

《活的中国》后面有一篇附录，那是海伦用“妮姆·威尔斯”这一笔名所撰写的《现代中国文学运动》。斯诺在该书的“编者序言”中说，妮姆是“研究现代中国文学艺术的权威。此文是在对原著做了广泛而深入的调查研究的基础上写的，执笔之前又曾同中国几位最出色的文学评论家磋商过。我相信这是第一次用英文写成的全面分析的探讨。”这里，首先应该肯定海伦对中国人民的友谊是跟埃德加同样深厚真挚的。她总是勤勤恳恳地工作，是丈夫当时的好帮手。她对中国新文艺运动是关心的，也有一定的了解。更重要的是他们二人都认识到中国新文学的重大价值。她的材料来源庞杂，几乎是“有闻必录”。然而她这篇文章仍然是重要的——甚至说得上是她对中国做出的一项不可磨灭的功绩。最可贵的是她在文中详尽具体地揭露并义正词严地声讨了国民党对左联作家的残酷迫害与血腥镇压。在国民党一面实行白色恐怖，一面对内对外严密封锁消息的当时，仅仅把这些法西斯暴行公诸于世就是大无畏的正义之举。她的出发点是明确的：使世界进步人士了解、注意并重视方兴未艾的中国新文艺运动。

海伦和她丈夫埃德加一道把精力倾注在中国新文艺运动的探讨上，通过沸腾的三十年代像雨后春笋般涌现的文艺作品，探索了处在水深火热中的中国人民的憎与爱、咒诅与憧憬。正因为埃德加窥见了现实更本质的方面，他才于1936年突破黑暗的重围，奔赴陕北革命圣地，才像另一位美国记者——著有《震撼世界的十天》的约翰·里德那样，洞察到人民革命的胜利是历史的必然规律。

应该说，海伦和埃德加是三十年代在中国、在远东最活跃也是最正直的一对西方新闻记者。尽管海伦对丈夫照拂得无微不至，倘若她仅仅是一位“贤内助”，我们也不需要对她本人进行什么了解了。然而她不但是埃德加的得力助手，而且往往还独立地平行地活动着。例如埃德加于1936年去陕北后写了《西行漫记》，海伦也不甘落后，转年4月她冒着更大的风险只身去了陕北，并写成《续西行漫记》。这是《西行漫记》的姊妹篇，在国际国内产生了广泛影响。

那一次我在海伦那古色古香的小木屋里与她叙旧的当儿，话题曾转到她和埃德加分手的事。三十年代我就感到这对夫妇性格迥乎不同。埃德加总是那么温和典雅沉静，而海伦则激烈冲动，热心肠。尽管性格的差异最后导致这对夫妇分道扬镳，然而多年后，埃德加还在《复始之旅》（Journey to the Beginning
 ）一书中说海伦是位“极不寻常的女人。她时常折磨我，又经常给我以启发。她充满活力，创造力，是一位忠诚的合作者。她既是我的伴侣，又是我的批评家。”他还满怀深情地这样形容她的容貌：“她是一位希腊女神。走到哪里，都为人们所爱慕。她漂亮、健康，一双蓝眼睛闪闪发亮，是美貌和智慧两者罕见的结晶。”

与丈夫离异后，海伦在埃德加当年用《西行漫记》的版税买下的那座小木屋里度过了将近半个世纪。它坐落在康涅狄克州的门格尔镇。18年前的10月下旬我在汉学家傅汉斯教授（昆曲大师张充和的丈夫）的陪同下去拜访海伦时，她把装在硬纸盒里尚未能出版的17部稿件指给我看。回京后，我曾在《海伦·斯诺如是说》等文章里替她呼吁过，然而令人遗憾的是，其中迄今得以在我国翻译出版的好像只有《我在中国的岁月》和《重返中国》。

海伦和埃德加都为促进中美友谊献出了自己的大半生。三十年代以来他们对中国人民的那份隆情厚谊，至今回忆起来仍是弥足珍贵的。

［1997年9月19日］


注释与参考书目

序


1
 　见《萧乾文学回忆录》第l64页，华艺出版社1992年4月版。此书收入《萧乾文集》第7卷，见第316页。


2
 　见《未带地图的旅人》第136页，中国文联出版公司1998年版。此书收入《萧乾文集》第7卷，见第119页。


3
 　见《未带地图的旅人》第176页，中国文联出版公司1998年版。此书收入《萧乾文集》第7卷，见第155页。

苦难时代的蚀刻——现代中国文学鸟瞰


1
 　英文音译名应为米尔，今通译为约翰·斯图尔特·穆勒（1806—1873），英国哲学家、经济学家和逻辑学家。


2
 　Burma：缅甸（Myanmar）的旧称。


3
 　Manchuria：满洲，旧指中国东北一带。


4
 　Dairen：大连的旧译。


5
 　约瑟夫·康拉德（1857—1924），英国航海家、小说家。


6
 　安德烈·马尔罗（1901—1976），二十世纪法国著名小说家。


7
 　威廉·布莱克（1757—l827），英国漫画家、诗人。


8
 　保罗·瓦莱里（1871—1945），法国诗人、评论家。


9
 　沃尔特·惠特曼（1819—1892），美国诗人。


10
 　见《笔立山头展望》，收入《女神》。


11
 　A. A.米尔恩（1882—1956），英国幽默作家。


12
 　该剧为英国唯美主义剧作家王尔德的名作。


13
 　詹姆斯·巴里（1860—1937），英国剧作家、小说家。


14
 　该剧即萧伯纳的名作《华伦夫人之职业》。


15
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


16
 　J. K.杰罗姆，英国小品文作家。


17
 　W. H.赫德森（1841—1922），英国作家、博物学家和鸟类学家。


18
 　纳克索斯，希腊神话中因爱上自己映在水中的美丽影子以致淹死而变为水仙的美少年。


19
 　哈夫洛克·蔼理斯（1859—1939），英国随笔作家、编辑、医师。


20
 　参见欧阳竞《谈何其芳的散文》，原载《宇宙风》（乙刊）1941年第37期。


21
 　参见何其芳著《还乡日记·街》，上海良友图书公司l939年8月初版。


22
 　康斯坦斯·加尼特夫人（1862—1946），英国女翻译家，是最早把陀思妥耶夫斯基和契诃夫的作品译成英文的人。


23
 　利顿·斯特雷奇（1880—1932），英语传记作家、批评家。


24
 　韦塞克斯，盎格鲁撒克逊英格兰诸王国之一，其君主后来成为全英格兰的国王。


25
 　指抗战爆发。

龙须与蓝图——战后文化的思考


1
 　意为乌托邦，即nowhere的倒拼，预示对永恒进步所抱幻想的破灭。


2
 　英国城镇，英格兰萨洛普郡首府。城市存有许多著名建筑，其中包括旧市政厅、部分城墙、城楼、多种风格的圣玛丽教堂等。


3
 　据查证资料，汤若望曾被软禁在家，于1666年7月病故于宣武门内天主教堂南堂。


4
 　杨光先（1595—1669），康熙初年曾上书反对西洋人制《时宪历》。著有《不得已》一书，反对西方科学技术。


5
 　王壬秋，即王闿运，晚清著名辞章家，辛亥革命后任清史馆馆长。此处根据英文转译。


6
 　清朝（Qing Dynasty）。


7
 　伦敦阿尔伯特纪念堂，常用作音乐会和其他集会的会场。


8
 　英文疑为作者笔误，实为Liang Shuming。


9
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


10
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


11
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


12
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


13
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


14
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


15
 　参见闻一多《戏剧的歧途》。


16
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


17
 　芬尼·伯尼（1752—1840），英国女小说家兼书简作家。


18
 　欧玛尔·海亚姆（1048—1122），阿拉伯诗人、数学家、天文学家，著有《鲁拜集》。


19
 　亚历山大·蒲柏（1688—1744），英国十八世纪前期最重要的讽刺诗人。


20
 　沃尔特·佩特（1839—1894），英国批评家，王尔德、穆尔和其他一些唯美主义作家都是他的信徒。


21
 　朱里安·贝尔：英国著名女作家弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫的侄子，抗战期间曾在武汉，与中国女作家凌叔华交往密切，并介绍凌与吴尔夫通信。


22
 　参见《我与散文》，收入《还乡日记》，上海良友图书公司1935年8月初版。


23
 　此处根据英文转译。


24
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


25
 　英语文学刊物。


26
 　此处引文根据英文转译。


27
 　此处引文根据英文转译。

土地回老家

（英文原注）


1
 　The tithing system of the Manchu regime in which every 10 families make a chia
 and every 10 chia
 a pao
 . The KMT also adopted this system. It made families within a pao
 responsible for each other's action and all responsible to the local Japanese or KMT officials.


2
 　About three o'clock in the morning.


3
 　A li
 is slightly more than one third of a mile, about 633 yards.


4
 　Before the liberation, peasants renting land had to pay the landlords a deposit in advance which customarily amounted to a year's harvest yield.


5
 　The traditional day for visiting the graves of the ancestors. It falls in early April.


6
 　The 9th day of the 9th moon which is about mid-October in the solar calendar.


7
 　Tou
 is one tenth of a tan
 (picul) which is 50 kilogrammes. Ten sheng
 make a tou
 . In Hunan, land is sometimes measured by the average yield, as around Changsha. In the locality where the events related here are set, it is measured according to the amount of seeds the land requires. One tan
 equals roughly 7 mou
 . A hectare is approximately 16 mou
 .


8
 　A hollow drum shaped like a fish used by Buddhists during their chants.


9
 　Jellied soya beans resembling junket in substance.


10
 　The Qing Dynasty was overthrown and the Republic began in 1911. Therefore, the l6th year is 1927.


11
 　Term used by peasants indicating a hiding place for landlords and their properties.


12
 　Land the ownership to which has been hidden to avoid pooling for redistribution.

回忆几位友人


1
 　指英国国王威廉三世（1650—1702）及其妻子玛利二世统治英国的时代（1689—1702）。这里指某座建筑是那个时代的。


2
 　The Tale of Genji
 by Lady Murasaki.


3
 　哈罗德·拉斯基（1893—1950），英国政治家、教育家，杰出的工党成员。1945年被选为工党主席，同年大选中工党获胜。


4
 　《哈宾芝尔收获集》（1936）为福斯特的一部散文集。
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