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They called Li Hongrui the
matchmaker, which she was, but in reality she arranged
introductions between young men ready for marriage, and young women
ready for marriage. Small villages like Xiang's home of
Mianhutang only had so many suitors, while Li had
networks across many villages, some close and some distant, for her
introductions. One day Chen Zhu was introduced by Li Hongrui
where he made a good impression on Xiang's
parents, and while Xiang felt somewhat overwhelmed to be put in
that situation with a total stranger; at the same time sensed
calmness, practicality and something else that was hard to put her
finger on. No, Xiang knew what it was; Chen Zhu had a restless
mind. Within moments of their introduction, Chen Zhu was thinking
beyond meeting a wife who would eventually bear him children.
Already Chen Zhu was thinking of life's challenges once they were
married, of which there would be many.

Another role for the matchmaker
was to present a young bride to be; in Xiang's case in a borrowed
red silken cheongsam with gold embroidery. When Xiang was brought
from her room she saw his eyes, and although those things were new
to her, she knew what that look meant. Chen Zhu liked what he saw,
tight on her body and slit to her knees. Xiang was just an average,
South China woman, she thought, but Chen Zhu's eyes said more than
that. To have a husband who thought deeply, and who was attracted
to her too, was bound to be good. Beyond that, Chen Zhu and his
thinking mind would be good for Xiang's children when they came.
Li Hongrui was the matchmaker, and in this
instance Xiang was pleased with Li's introduction. When Chen Zhu
and his father, Chen Bolin, left; Xiang didn't hesitate to tell her
parents she liked Chen Zhu enough to marry him.

Now on that pleasant, autumn
morning; Xiang was travelling to the Chen family village of
Shitang; a few hours away. Xiang was on her way to her new home and
a new life, but despite the challenges in store for her, Xiang felt
calm. Chen Zhu would care for her; that she knew, and he was
attracted to her too. How could Xiang's new life not be good?

They approached Shitang from the
north, with the gentle clip-clop of the horse mesmerising as they
rolled between the whitewashed, mud brick houses that lined the
main road which ran north and south, and were also gathered around
a paved square with a well. Parallel to the road and adjacent to
the village, the broad Quinhuai River was extraordinarily beautiful
on that lovely, sunny day. Beyond the village, rice paddies showed
a lush sea of green. Well beyond those paddies, craggy mountains
stretched into the distance.

"There are six clans in
Shitang," Li Hongrui said.

"How many families are there?"
Xiang asked.

"There are twenty-seven
families, with Chen Zhu and you making family number
twenty-eight."

"It's hard to imagine my older
sister making a new family," Tai said.

"You'll find the clans and
families of Shitang to be decent and welcoming," Li Hongrui
said.

The matchmaker knew everything
important.

They pulled up at the square
where Chen Bolin, Chen Zhu, and a younger man
emerged from a house. Chen Zhu was all smiles, of
course!

Xiang's father
climbed down with her mother; then helped Xiang and Tai climb from
the rear of the cart. Chen Zhu and the younger man, surely his
younger brother, were engaged in an earnest conversation, before
Chen Zhu moved away to bow to Xiang. Xiang bowed in
response.

"Welcome to
Shitang; soon to be your home," he said.

"Ni hao Xu
Xiang," Chen Bolin greeted. "You and your family can stay with us
until the ceremony, and then you can move to your new
house."

"Have you built
a new house?" Xiang asked.

"The men of the
village have built a new house these past weeks," Chen Zhu said.
"Do you want to see it?"

"Yes please."

Chen Zhu led Xiang and Li
Hongrui to the north side of the village, to a freshly whitewashed,
mud brick house with a tall, tiled roof like all the houses in
Shitang. Inside was also whitewashed, with a packed earth floor.
There was a long, main room with a bench, shelves and a charcoal
stove at one end, a timber dining table with six timber chairs in
the centre, and sturdy timber armchairs and a couch, all with
feather cushions, just inside the door. It was practical.

"What's in here?" Xiang asked
about a room on the left.

"You can't go in there!" Li
Hongrui exclaimed.

Xiang understood, but that
didn't stop her! It had a timber double bed with a feather
mattress, and two simple timber chests for clothes. Momentarily
Xiang imagined herself on that bed.

"The room on the other side is
for children?" Xiang asked. That room looked big enough for three
or even four beds.

"It is," Chen Zhu said. "Also
there's a storeroom for bulk foods and for tools."

"This is a nice house. Soon,
this will be a home."

"Soon it will be."

Xiang went to the window next to
the back door, to see a paved courtyard leading to the outhouse, a
chicken shed, and a yard with a stone wall for their livestock to
come: chickens, ducks and pigs.

They went outside where Chen
Zhu's father, Chen Bolin, asked to speak
with Li Hongrui. They walked some metres away deep in
conversation which Xiang partly overheard. Those fragments were
clear enough. Xiang sought out Tai.

"They're talking about you,"
Xiang whispered.

"In what way?" Tai whispered in
reply.

"Did you like Chen Zhu when he
came to visit me?"

"I liked him very much, and I'm
sure you're going to be happy together."

"Would you be interested in
meeting Chen Zhu's younger brother; Chen Wen?"

"You're joking?"

"Not to marry now, but for
later."

"If Chen Wen is as nice as Chen
Zhu, then yes I would." Tai frowned. "If Chen Wen and I marry, I
could live in this village with you."

"A good husband is more
important than sharing a village with your sister, but if you're
lucky you might end up with both."

Tai smiled brightly. "I might
end up being very lucky."

Xiang felt the Chen family were
good and decent people, so Tai might end up being lucky in a year
or two when she was old enough.

That conversation, partly
overheard, came to an end. Li Hongrui came to Xiang.

"We'll settle you and your
family in with Chen Bolin and his family, while your husband to be
will spend the night in your home to be. The women of the village
are busy cooking, so I'm sure your ceremony tomorrow, and the feast
to follow, will be memorable."

After seeing her house, soon to
be a home, in this pretty village, and meeting these nice, decent
people again, Xiang had never felt happier. "Li Hongrui," Xiang
said. "Thank you very, very much for this."

"Thank you Xu Xiang, and I hope
you have a happy, married life together."

They walked towards the square
while Chen Zhu stayed at his house, soon to be their home. Simple
words like happy or even overjoyed didn't describe the way Xiang
felt. She'd never felt happier in her life.

* * *

The attendant escorted Kurisu
and Chao from the reception room to the music room. There stood two
middle-aged men in an awkward silence; one well-known to Kurisu and
the other recognisable from pictures. Both wore a uniquely Chinese
style of jacket that buttoned to the collar and had four prominent
front pockets, in similar shades of grey.

Kurisu bowed. "Nin hao
Generalissimo Chiang," he greeted formally in Mandarin.

Chao bowed too. "Nin hao
Generalissimo Chiang," she greeted.

Chiang Kai-shek bowed his head.
"Ni hao Kurisu Sato and Lin Chao. This is the leader of the
Communist Party of China, Mao Zedong."

Kurisu bowed to
Mao Zedong who was perhaps a little younger than
Generalissimo Chiang, and a little shorter too, although still a
tall man. "Nin hao Comrade Mao," Kurisu greeted; echoed by Chao.
Usually, Comrade Mao acknowledged these greetings by shaking hands
Western-style, while not taking his eyes off Kurisu.

"You're not Chinese," Comrade
Mao eventually said in accented Mandarin.

"I'm Japanese, but I've been
helping the Chinese cause for many years now," Kurisu replied.

"You're a traitor to your
people!"

Yes, Kurisu was a traitor.

"Why should I listen to advice
from a traitor; an untrustworthy person?" Comrade Mao
challenged.

"I was at Nanjing, and even
though I didn't participate; what I saw made me feel ashamed to be
Japanese," Kurisu said. "Later in Shanghai was almost as bad. What
the Imperial Japanese Army did to China was so terrible; I couldn't
be a part of that anymore."

Comrade Mao turned to Chao. "You
Lin Chao; you're a Chinese woman who had a relationship with a
Japanese soldier!" he snapped

"Yes I did," Chao said. "I knew
Kurisu Sato was a good man not like many Japanese officers, and
because I lived close to the wives of the collaborationist regime
in Shanghai, I hoped with a Japanese army officer as my companion I
could infiltrate their group."

"Did you?"

"Yes I did. Later, when the
opportunity came, I was able to recruit Kurisu to the cause of
liberating China from Japanese oppression."

Comrade Mao nodded his head
slowly. "This is espionage at its finest," he said. "Thank you, Lin
Chao, for helping us win this war. Thank you, Kurisu Sato, for
recognising right from wrong."

"Thank you Comrade Mao," Chao
said quietly.

"I asked Kurisu
Sato and his wife Lin Chao to meet with us away from Americans, so
we can hear their advice on the key problem we face,"
Generalissimo Chiang said. "They're not part of the ruling cliques
of the Kuomintang or the Communist Party of China, and neither have
vested interests in any specific outcomes of our negotiations."

"The Communist
Party of China is interested in creating a coalition government to
rule China," Comrade Mao said. "What we can't agree on is the
structure of this government, the size and scale of our respective
armed forces, and who will control our recently liberated
territory."

Kurisu had been
briefed on the background to the Communist Party of China, and he
knew enough about the Kuomintang. There were significant
differences in outlook between the two parties, while the personal
strengths and ambitions of Chiang Kai-shek and Mao Zedong were
likely to get in the way.

"I'll speak
frankly because that's why you've asked us here," Kurisu said.
"What I see here is a situation not dissimilar to what Japan went
through in the years before war, when there were two factions
pulling at the governance of Japan. One faction was the
democratically elected government, and the other faction were
militarists agitating for war. These two factions pushed and pulled
at each other until eventually a coup saw militarists gain the
upper hand. Looking back now after the defeat of Japan, the outcome
of that conflict was always going to be a win by one and a loss by
the other."

"How long did
this go on for?" Comrade Mao asked.

"More than five
years."

"How were the
people of Japan aligned?"

"That's hard to
say. Most newspapers and radio networks were on the side of
militarists, but we don't know how the majority of Japanese felt
about this conflict, if they cared at all. Maybe the majority of
Japanese devoted their energies to work and family, where the
conflict between democracy and militarism wasn't a great
concern."

Comrade Mao's
face softened at that. "We politicians like to think our games are
the most important thing in the world, where what really matters is
somewhere to live, food on the table, and a job."

Kurisu nodded
his head in agreement.

"Effectively
you've told us there will be a winner and a loser,"
Generalissimo Chiang said.

"I wish I could offer a more
positive view, but that's my opinion. I like China and I wish for
peace for China...."

"You're married to a Chinese
woman," Comrade Mao interrupted.

"We both wish
for peace for China," Chao said.

"I'm sure you
do."

"Thank you very
much for your honest opinion," Generalissimo Chiang
said.

Kurisu and Chao
bowed to two of the most powerful men in the world, before being
escorted away by the attendant. They left the grand, art-deco house
in Chongqing, the temporary capital city of China, and crossed
lovely gardens on a pleasant, autumn day.

"I wish you
didn't have to say that," Chao said.

"They wanted an
honest opinion," Kurisu offered.

"If there's a
continuation of the civil war; what's the likely
outcome?"

That much was
obvious! "The Kuomintang has waged a war against Japan for more
than eight years, while the Communist Party did a bit of urban
insurgency but mostly recruited members in rural areas with the
promise of land reform. The Kuomintang has been weakened by the
grind of war while the Communist Party is stronger than ever
before."

"I don't want
communists to take over my country and destroy it like they
destroyed Russia!" Chao exclaimed.

Although the
Soviet Union helped defeat Germany, they had been through terrible
times of famine, and purges of real and imagined enemies of the
state.

"When the
Communist Party of China defeats the Kuomintang, we can lay the
blame for that on Japan," Kurisu said.

"Do you think
America will intervene?"

"I think
America has had enough of war."

"America and
the Allies will occupy Japan and make it their ally, as a buffer to
Communist China," Chao said glumly.

That was
certain. Japan surrendered unconditionally just two weeks ago,
bombed and destroyed, but over time Japan would recover from
devastation. Now that war was over, Kurisu and Chao had no future
in China, so they would relocate to Tokyo as part of the Allied
Occupation Force. They would get by and perhaps even prosper, while
Chao's country tore itself to pieces because of a war just won.
Kurisu plodded to their apartment near the Yangtze River, deeply
upset that China faced an uncertain communist future.
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Yeuejin (跃进) means 'Leap Forward'. The slogan of Yuejin
was 'Go All Out and Aim High!'



	
Chinese names are always
expressed as family name – given name. When dealing with the West,
Japanese names are expressed as given name – family name, and this
convention has been used in this story.



	
Hanyu Pinyin has mostly been
used to transliterate Mandarin Chinese to our Romanised alphabet,
except in cases where this would result in confusion such as
Kuomintang.



	
In Hanju Pinyin most names and
places are pronounced phonetically, with the following exceptions.
Liu is Li-u while Sha-oqi is Shao-qi (or Shao-tchi (with a light
t)). Names and places commencing with 'X' sound more like Zh but
not exactly.






Chapter
One

It was not long
past dawn when Zhu took his shovel from his storeroom. He then
grabbed his tall and broad straw hat before heading outside on a
warm and sunny morning, to get as much done as possible before the
day got too hot. Outside, what was once Shitang Village and now was
Shitang Workers' Collective, bustled. Working-age men like Zhu
headed to the rice paddies, while women started their day's tasks;
mostly wearing blouses and loose slacks, invariably with their long
hair braided into one or two pigtails, and all with straw hats for
protection from the sun. For village women, slacks were more
practical than dresses.

With his shovel
over his shoulder, Zhu reached the paddies where the 20 working-age
men of Shitang gathered, including Zhu's brother Wen. The rice
paddies were on a dead flat plain; effectively one very large field
subdivided by low walls of stone and earth wide enough to walk on,
into eight paddies of manageable sizes. Wen smiled brightly as Zhu
approached.

"Been busy this
morning, brother?" Wen asked.

"No," Zhu
replied. "Why?"

Wen looked
towards the sun. "It's approaching midday after all."

Zhu understood
the implication. "It's not that late," he said.

"Now that we're
all eventually here," Wei said. "We'll work in groups of two to get
this started."

Zhu and Wen
headed towards the river, where they removed their sandals and
rolled up their trouser legs, before wading into water to dig weeds
from the main irrigation channel. That was easy work in soft, muddy
soil, and at least Zhu's legs were cool in that water as the sun
beat down from a relentless sky.

"How's Xiang?"
Wen asked.

"She's fine.
How's Tai?"

"She's
well."

"Xiang's
killing a chicken today, so you'll have chicken
tonight."

"That's
something to look forward to."

Their wives
were sisters, which had its advantages.

Zhu and Wen
worked steadily with the only noise being the splash of feet and
shovels. By mid-afternoon they cleared and rejuvenated about 50
metres of the main channel which looked as good as new. Despite not
working particularly hard, Zhu was sweaty and uncomfortable on a
hot and humid day. He took a break to lean against the handle of
his shovel. Further along, the other men of Shitang worked on
clearing other irrigation channels and drainage channels, which
were an essential part of growing and harvesting rice. Wen leaned
against his shovel while he stared into the distance.

"What are you
thinking about?" Wen asked.

"We've done
enough for a hot day," Zhu said. "We ought to wash before going
home."

"Good
idea!"

Zhu jammed his
shovel into mud before heading to the others. They agreed it was a
good time to wash before going home.

On the bank of
the Quinhuai River, they shed their clothes before diving into the
cool, clear water. So invigorating! Always when working in summer,
the best part of the day was bathing in the river afterwards! The
water was too inviting, so they floated near the bank until it was
time to head home. Though still wet, they pulled on shirts,
trousers and sandals before walking to the village square. There
they bid each other 'míngtian jiàn' (see you
tomorrow), before returning to respective homes.

Zhu entered the
main room of his house; their home of the past 14 years. Xiang was
busy at the stove while Zhu put his shovel away. He then went to
his wife.

"How was your
work?" she asked while boiling broccoli.

"We'll be
finished by the end of the week," Zhu said.

"Good. The
children are outside with their friends. Take a seat and we'll have
dinner in a little while."

Zhu sat in the
armchair. There he watched Xiang from behind, while thinking she
was just as beautiful as the day they met. Average height, slender
build, then as now her long hair braided into two pigtails, and her
bottom still just as cute! Gentle and
contented then, and gentle and contented now, but with a clear,
sharp mind.

Zhu
couldn't help himself. "I love you," he said.

Xiang
turned her head with a big smile! "I love you too."

Xiang then
carried their bowls of food to the table while Zhu fetched their
three children: Tung, Shi and Pang. Tung aged 12 was destined to be
a farmer in Shitang in years to come, while their daughters Shi,
aged nine, and Pang aged six, would probably marry farmers in other
villages, or actually collectives, and become part of the families
of their future husbands. It was a noisy meal as their children,
hungry as always, enjoyed chicken with broccoli and
rice.

After dinner,
Shi fetched water from the well before she and Pang washed their
dishes and put them away. After that, they all went outside on a
pleasant evening. The men of Shitang gathered near the river bank
to talk, while women stayed in the square to talk amongst
themselves. Elderly men had different interests, invariably
discussing and discussing again, the ordeals they had to endure
when occupied by Japanese invaders, and later during the civil war.
Zhu lived through all that, but he was young at the time and war
didn't register strongly. As light faded, families gradually
drifted to respective homes. After all, it had been an early start
for most. When Zhu and his family reached their home, Tung, Shi and
Pang bid 'wân'ân' (goodnight)
before going to bed. Xiang returned to the square
with a jug, to fetch water to freshen herself before
sleep.

Zhu removed his
clothes and had just slipped into bed when he heard commotion in
the other room. Tung and Shi were teasing Pang, and as always Pang
responded which made things worse. Then Zhu heard Xiang telling
their two oldest children to leave Pang alone, and all get to
sleep. Actually Xiang really told them! After that Xiang came into
their room, just as Zhu folded the blanket back and looked into her
eyes as an invitation. In flickering candlelight he saw Xiang smile
brightly as she unbuttoned her blouse, before removing her slacks
and underwear to lie beside him. Face to face he held her soft,
slender body as she hugged him while she wrapping her leg over his
body to press against him. With Zhu's hand between Xiang's legs and
rubbing her while her body was tight, Zhu knew life and love didn't
get better than that, except for what was about to
follow.

* *
*

Wen entered his
home of whitewashed mud brick, to smell a delicious meal cooking on
the charcoal stove.

"How was your
day?" Tai asked.

"My day was
fine. We readying the irrigation channels, but didn't work so hard
because it's hot and there's plenty of time. How was your
day?"

"I'm worried
about the children's clothes. Xiang's worried about her children
too. They grow so fast yet there's no cotton to make bigger
clothes. Our clothes will also be problem when they wear
out."

For sure the
lack of cotton was a problem for everyone in Shitang.

"Never mind,"
Tai said. "Something will come up. After all, we can't go around
naked. Sit at the table and I'll bring our meal for an early
dinner."

Wen sat with
their children; son Yuhan ten and daughter Ai eight. Tai brought
three bowls before sitting to join them. She'd prepared chicken and
asparagus, with rice of course.

They helped
themselves using their chopsticks. It was a fine meal for sure.
After dinner they played a game of Zheng Shangyou before it
was time for the children to sleep. Wen carried the candle to their
room and set it on the holder.

"Seeing as this
isn't a busy time of the year...," Wen said.

"Again!" Tai
exclaimed.

Wen looked into
her eyes with hope.

"Alright," Tai
said with a smile.

Wen couldn't
help but smile too; Tai always said that with a smile.

Wen quickly
removed his clothes while Tai removed hers, before they both
climbed into bed. Wen lay on his back while Tai lay above him,
kissing his lips. Wen grabbed her smooth, curvy buttocks while
still they kissed; then he eased his hand between her legs. Tai
squirmed her hips against his hand. Squirming and squirming while
he rubbed, more and more until she cried out. Wen let Tai go before
she squatted above and took him. Tai rode Wen while he rested his
hands on her hips; looking up as Tai looked down. Bodies joined and
eyes joined too. Wen held himself back to enjoy this special time
with Tai, but still he felt it building. Building more and more;
closer and closer; closer still, closer to the edge. So, so
close.

"Now," Wen
gasped, before Tai jumped off to rub him. Pure delight when he
came. As it faded Wen felt his heart beating fast, while Tai dabbed
a damp towel on his stomach. Wen caught her eyes and Tai smiled a
smile of contentment; no, a smile of love. Wen kissed Tai's
forehead before blowing out the candle.


Chapter
Two

On a warm and
humid morning, all men of Shitang gathered in the square, as
instructed by Comrade Ma Zhu, the cadre from the Communist Party of
China.

"This month of
September, 1957 is the start of a new era for the People's Republic
of China!" Comrade Ma announced dramatically, as was his style.
"This month we begin projects to optimise water conservation, where
we'll construct a number of dams and irrigation systems. Six men
have been selected from this collective to work on a project at
Lake Taihu. The men selected are Su Wei, Zi Rong, Tang Ming,
Hu Lei, Long Tian and Chen Wen. You men will be
parted from your families for some time, but this is for the
greater good of the People's Republic of China!"

Wen felt
breathless, like someone punched him in his stomach. He was to be
taken from his home, wife and children, to build a dam or an
irrigation system. He was a rice farmer not a labourer, but worse,
this was like being arrested and punished for a crime he didn't
commit! This wasn't right! This wasn't fair! Wen saw the look of
horror on Tai's face, with her eyes big and her hands to her mouth.
They were to be separated and worse, Tai would have to fend for
herself while caring for their children. Wen hoped they would pay
him enough for his labour to support Tai and their
children.

"Those of you
who have been selected must get your things, because shortly you'll
be leaving," Comrade Ma said.

In shock, Wen
trudged to his house while wondering what to pack. His mind just
wouldn't function.

"I'll look
after Tai and your family," Zhu said.

"Pardon?" Wen
asked then realised. "Thank you."

"There's no
need for thanks, brother!"

When Wen
reached his home, Tai gave him a calico bag. He looked inside to
see his other shirt and his other underwear. That's all he had. Wen
kissed Tai's wet cheek to realise she was quietly
crying.

"I'm sure I
won't be gone for long," Wen said.

"Look after
yourself," Tai said.

Wen felt a hand
on his back, and turned to see his parents. He put his hand on his
father's back before kissing his mother.

"Be careful
Wen," Mother said.

"I'll be
careful."

Already men
milled around the olive green truck with a green canvas hood. One
by one they climbed on board, before Comrade Ma slammed the
tailgate and they roared away from the village. On and on; further
and further from home. Single men weren't so bad, but those who had
families all looked grim. Wen felt grim. He tried to cheer up;
surely their task wouldn't take so long. After a while the truck
turned off the road to bounce over rough countryside and toss the
men in the back around. Wen braced himself as best he could before
the truck screeched to a halt. Wen looked out to see mud and chaos.
He released the catches to drop the tailgate before climbing down.
Maybe a hundred men were at work with picks, shovels and
wheelbarrows, digging mud and dirt from a hill to take that some
distance away, where they pushed barrows up narrow,
roughly-constructed wooden ramps to reach the top of an embankment
to dump their loads.

"Leave your
things here; take a shovel or a wheelbarrow and get to work like
those men."

Wen took a
shovel with a long handle, before trudging over rough, muddy ground
to the hill. There he worked hard filling wheelbarrow after
wheelbarrow, as the sun rose high in the sky, the day got ever
hotter, before the sun faded to the west. The longer Wen worked the
thirstier he felt, as afternoon drifted toward evening. A bell
clanged. Men all around dropped their shovels, abandoned their
wheelbarrows, to trudge across the field to a camp with two large
pots boiling over fires, tended by four men in white aprons. Each
worker took a metal bowl, a spoon and a metal cup, to be given a
serve of water in their cups, and boiled cabbage with rice in their
bowls. Wen sought out the men from Shitang, where they sat in a
silent circle. He contemplated his meal. It didn't look nice and it
wasn't really sufficient. Wen ate that and drank half his water,
but left the rest of his water for later. All around men then lay
on the grass, so clearly shelter wasn't provided. Although it was
cold in the open at night and the ground was hard, Wen was so
exhausted from his labours he knew he would sleep. While he lay
amongst his villagers, the men he'd known all his life, Wen
wondered how he could be turned from a son, a husband, a father and
a farmer, to a beast of burden in just one day. It seemed
incredible that his country would do that to him.

* *
*

During the
night, rain started. Lying in the open Wen was drenched. Light
gradually seeped through heavy, grey clouds before the bell was
rung. The wet, muddy field slowly stirred. Conscripted workers
queued at the cooking pots for serves of thin congee and cups of
water; but not really a sufficient meal to start the day. Then they
set to work in the rain. Wen, like all rice farmers, was used to
working in mud, but not in heavy rain like that. Streams of water
ran off his wet hair down the inside of his shirt and even into his
dripping trousers. He never imagined he could be so wet, as shovel
after shovel of heavy mud was scooped into a never ending
procession of wheelbarrows, while they slowly moved a hill to a
growing embankment in a valley near the river, which Wen assumed
would be a dam. Being cold and wet was worse than being arrested and
punished for a crime he didn't commit! The misery Wen endured that
day was shared
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