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Preface

© Many ‘of my writer frieads are reluctant to talk about their

own works, and I share their reluctance. And when it comes
to talking about something written more than'twenty years aga,
it is simply like going through an ordeal.

- I was once invited by a magazine to wtite samet!nng on the
tdeolegxcal content of my works, but my efforts were returned
t6 e with a’ diplomatically-worded rejection-slip. I was told,
“Your own assessment of your works is not half so penetrating
as other people’s.” That put an énd to any ideas I might have
had about further attempts at thé unzewatdmg task ef aﬂalysing
my own works.

" Yet when alf’s said and done T've got to say something, be-
cagse my publishers ate anxious thar T should write a preface

to ‘Thunderstorm. “A prefaca,” they say, “swifl help readets to
dinderstand the play Bétter.” These kind gentlemen have lent
me some confidence though I still have my doubts about the
fiécessity for reading a preface before a play. Bernard Shaw $
prcfaces are” always hrdhant yet: ¥, for one, a*hrays tead the
play first and his preface afterwards. “’I’he plays the thing,”
atid it is the play | wst:lf that captms fhe 1mag’inatmn in the
ﬁtst place

“"The point is: Is’ T bunderstorm th‘th reading? 1 imagie
‘one of the jobs of a preface-writer is to pm@pomt ‘the hightights
in an-effort to induce the reader to keep on furning the pages;
but I can't for the life of me put my finger on a single point
that satisfies me. So far as actual productions of the play
in China are concerned, I can only say that it has been staged
a fair number of times. For twenty-odd years now it has been
a regular theatrical feature in the major cities of China, and



has been put on in the most diverse settings: theatres, schools,
villages, factories and army camps. In addition to this, it has
been used in vartious kinds of local opera with the addition of
music and singing. For Chinese audiences, it is, perhaps, one
of the better-known plays. .t 'L

No melon-vendor will admit that his melons are bitter, but
I must confess that the only sweetness I can claim for this
“melon” that I am supposed to be selling you is the fact that,
althoygh the play -was written twesnty-three yeats ago, it has
(much. to my surprise) survived. to this day... A friend of mine
who first saw the play twenty yeass ago told me after a recent
visit .to_the latest production, “When 1. saw Thundersiarm
again, this time, it suddenly struck me.what a, sordid: society
we used to live.in, The first time I saw it, L. felt I was only
too familiar with the way,of life it described —in fact, it was
just.everyday life, But today, that kind of life seems so far
temoved, from us it is guite. anether ‘world.”

As a matter of fact, Thunderstorm is a dramq taken - &am
life as it was. Those bitter; dark days are gone for ever and
the play remains; only for its historical realism. Hvery time I
recall this, 2 wave of gladnﬂss lifts my heart because my fond-
est dream at the time when, I wrote T bunderstorm is realized
today.

The: play is much mo Logg, of coutsc I have many a. nm@
wamaed to shomten it. Perhaps because. it has been. staged so
often for such a lopg time gow, every time I tied to do so 1
was overwhelmed with such. differencey of  opinion that I bad _
to give up the idea. But if anyone outside China wishes to
stage Thunderstorm, 1 am afraid, it will have to be shortcncd
for the benefit of the forexgn audience. I therefore leave this
job to friends abroad who would like to put on this play.

Tsao Yuv
QOctober 1956



THE CHARACTERS

' CHOU PU-YUAN, 55, chairman of the board of directors of a
coal-mining company

CHOU FAN-YI1, 35, his wife

. CHOU PING, 28, his son by a former marriage
CHOU CHUNG, 17, his younger son by his present wife
LU KUEI, 48, his servant

LU SHIH-PING or LU MA, 47, Lu Kuez’s wife, employed us a
servant in a school

LU TA-HAI, 27, her son by a former marriage, a miner

LU SSU-FENG, 18, her daughter by her present husband, a-
muid at the Chous’

Various other servants in the house

* - *

ACT 1— In the Chous’ drawing-room. TIME—-a sultry summer .
morning.

ACT 11— The same. TIME—the efternoon of the same day.

ACT IIL— In a little inner room at the Lus’. TIME —ten o’clock
that evening.

ACT IV — The same as Act I. TIME — after niidnight that nighi,






Act One

It is a summer moming in the drawing-room at the Chous'.
A doot on the left leads to the dining-room and one on the
right to the study. A third door siands open in the middle,
and through the wire-guuze screen in front of it the shady green
of the trees in the garden can be seen and the shrilling of cica-

~das can be beard. An old-fashioned burean stands against the
wall 10 ‘the right of the door, covered with u yellow' runner.
A number of objels d’art are urranged om it and diso, con-
spicuously out of place, an old photograph. On the right-hand
w#ll is the firepluce, with & clock on the mantelpiece, and on
the wall above bangs an oil painting. In. fromt of the
fireplace are two armchairs, To the left of the centre door is
a-glass case full of curios, with a stool in front of it. The left-
bund corner is occupzed by a sofa with several plump, satin-
dovered cushions on it, in frovt of this stands a low table with
&' cigarette-box and ash-trays on #. In the certre of ‘the stuge
and slightly to the right are two small sofas with a rowtd mble
between them, and on thiy table are a cigar-box and a fan, -

- The curiains are new, the fumttm is rlmfies*x; zmd wll i'be
mﬁal fittings are gleaming.

1t #s ¢lose and oppressive, and the room is sﬁtﬁy Ohitside is

a grey, overcust sky. A thunderstorm seems imminent.
- When the curtain rises, Lu Ssu-feng is standing at « table
dgainst the centre wall with ber back to the audience, filtering
medicine gnd wiping ber perspiring face every mow und then.
Her father, Lu Kuei, is polishing the silver cigarette-box on
the low table in fromt of the sofa.

Ssu-feng is a bedlthy, rosy-cheeked girl of eighteen with a
well-developed figure and large white bands. When she walks,
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the movement of her over-developed breasts is plainly visible
under ber clothes, Her silk slacks and cloth slippers are old
and slightly worn, yet she is neatly dressed and brisk in her
movements. Her two years' service with the Chous bas taught
ber poise and ease of manngr,: bt this does. not mean that she
does not knew ber place. Her bzg, i mpid eyes with their long
lashes will dance with animation or, when sbe frowns, stare
gravely. . ‘Her mouth is large, with jull Jips that are naturally
and deliciously red., When she smiles, we. see that ber testh
are good, and a dimple appedrs on each cormer of ber mouth,
yet her face as a whole retains s expression: of dignity wnd
singerity. Her complexion is mot particulerly fair. - The heat
bas brought a faint perspiration te her uese, and sbe dabs it
from time to time. with o bandkerchief.. She is aware of ber
good laoks and ususlly enbances them with a mz&ef—tbaugb
just. at: the moment she is frowning. ..

Her father, Lu Kugi, is a mean-faced man in bzs form.f,
whose most conspicious features are bis thick, bushy eyebrows
and. bis swollen eyelids. His loose, pendulons lips and the dark
boltows under bis eyes tell a tale of unbridled sensual indul-
gence. He is rather fat, and bis flably face remains expres-
sionless most. of the .time, tkgmgb be. will . put..on. a- cringing,
obsequious srile when occasion demands. Like most servants
in big bouses, be is sbrewd and bas jaultless manners. He bas
a slight staep, which.gives, bim. the appearance..of being.for
ever on the point of saying “Very. good, sir” but the look of
greed and slyness never leaves bis sharp; wolfish eyes. He is
astute and calewlating, . His clothes are showy bus umtidy. At
the moment he is rubbing the silver cigaretts-box, over with
a duster. On the floor at bis feet is @ pair .of brown shoes
which be bas just polished. Ewery now dnd then be wipes his
perspiring face with tbe boose skirts of bis long gown,

Lu Kuei: Ssu-feng!
(She pretends not to bear, but goes on letrzrmg tbe
medicine.)
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Lu;  Ssu-feng! " Sl
Ssu-feng (with a glance at ber /atber) Whew, isn't it hot!
(She walks over to the bureau, picks up a paim-leaf fan emi
- begins - to fan herself with it.) -
Lu (stopping what he is doing and loolamg across at ber)
. Did you hear what T said, Ssu-feng3
E@ng {unconcernedly): Whya, what is it now, Dad?
Lu: I mean did you hear whac I was tellmg you a moment
s ? ce g - ’
‘Peng: Yes; every: woré af it :
 Lu (who is used-to being. treated like this &y bxs daugbter aﬂd
50 can do nothing more than make a feeble pmtffsl)
what's the use of talking to youp ~ui. =« % W -
Feng (looking round at bim): You talk too ‘much!: (meg
. Derself vigorously.y Whew! With the weather as close as this,
.ten to oge il rain presenty. - (Suddenly) Have- you
cleaned the master’s shoes thdt he'll be wearinig to go out?
- {She goes across, picks mp one of the sboes and glances con-
- -dermptuously at it.).. You calli this cleaned? Just a couple of
i~ wipes with a duster! You just-wait ¢ill the master sees them,
vand then you'll be. for it! S
Lu (snatching the: shoe from ber): Tl thank ymk to mmd ‘your
Ii/own ‘business] - Now listen, Ssu-feng; while 1-tell you again:
iwhen you see yeur mother présently, don’t forget to get all
your new clothes out and show them to-her. -
Beng (impatiemly): 1 heard you the fitst time, -
Tms. Let her see: who kiows wim’ bm fm you. she ot your'
~ydad! .
Feng (wntempmm&y) Why* you,' uf mumel
Lu: And don’t forget to-tell hep bow well you're: treated hete—
. good food, light work, just waiting on the mistress and. the
young gem:lemen in the daytime and going straight lmme in
‘.the evening just ds; she told you to do.
Peng: There’s no need. ﬁar me-ta tell her that because‘ she’s
sure to ask anyway. '
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Lu (gloatingly): And then, the money! (Laughing avariciously.)
You must have quite a btt put by!

Feng: Money?

Lu: Yes, two yeats’ pay, and - tips, and - (meanmgfuliy) and

- thie odd little sums every now-and thes, which they —

Feng (cutting bim short): Yes, and you've telieved e of
_every peany of it, a dollar or two-at a nmel And it's all
gone on drinking and gambling! ;

Lu: ‘There you go againl Getting worked up over n@thmg‘
Don’t worry, I'm not after your money. No;, what I mean is—
(lowering  bis voice) he— rwhasnt he "been  giving you
moneye.. .

Feng (taken gback) He? Who?

Lu (blwnly); Master Ping. :

Beng (crimsoning): What on earth do you mean? Master Ping
- giving e money indeed). You must be off your head,
-Iad, talking such sonsensel i

Lu: All tight, all right, so he hasa’t, then, But in any <case
you must have saved: quite a bit these last two years. —Don’t
worty, I'm not after your money, All I meant was you can
show it to your mother when she comes. That'll be ‘aﬁ’e‘ye-
opéner for heel

F&g: Humph! Mmhc: isa’t ‘like y@u—ashew you a handful

 of coppers and, you'll; break youf neck to get at it! (8he
goes back to the table to attend to the medicine.) o

Lu (sitting down on the sofs with & smirk): Money or no
money, where do you think you'd be without your old dad?
If you'd taken your mother’s advice over the last two years
instead of coming to work in a big house like this, you surely
-don’t imagine you'd be living as comfortably as you are now?

- And yeu wouldw’t be wearing nice, cool sitk: clothes in: thc
middle of summer, either! :

Feng: Yes, but mother has her principles. Shes educa!:ed
dnd she can’t bear.to see her own daughter at someone elise $
beck and call. She’s got her pride, you know. -
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Lu: Pride be damned! If that isn’t just like her] What do
you think you are, an heiress?> Pooh! A setvant's daugh-
ter, and it’s beneath her dignity to go into service!l

Feng (disgustedly): Look at your face, Dad. You might at
least wipe it!— And you’d better have another go at those
shoes, too.

Lu: Pride indeed! If you insist on giving yourself airs you’ll
end up a poor, miserable creature like her. Pride? Just
look at her! She travels three hundred miles to be a skivvy
in this girls’ school of hers, and all for the sake of eight
dollars a month and the privilege of coming home once every
two years! That’'s where her “principles” have got her!
So much for her “education”! A lot of good that’s done her!

-Feng (restraining berself): You'd better keep that until we get
home. Remember you'te at the Chous’ now, not in your own
house. ’

Lu: Why should that stop me discussing my family affairs
with my own daughter? Now, listen here: your mother—

Feng (suddenly): Just a minute! I've got something to tell
you first. It isn’'t every day that mother can get home, and
when she does it’s only to see Ta-hai and me. If you so
much as say a word to upset her, I'll tell Ta-hai just what
you've been up to these last two years.

In: Me? And what have I done, pray? (Feeling that bhis
paternal dignity is at .stake) If you mean I've had a little
drink and a flutter now and then, and a bit of fun with
the girls, well, what of it? After all, I'm nearly fifty. What's
it to him, anyway? ’

Feng: Oh, he couldn’t care less about that sort of thing! But
what’s happened to the money he sends home from the mine

. every month for mother? You've spent every penny of it
on the sly, and if he found out about it he wouldn’t let you
get away with it!

Lu: What could he do about it? (Raising his voice.) His
mother’s married to me, so I'm his father!

Feng: Ssh! No need to shout.
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Lu: Humph! (With sudden eloquence.) Now just you lis-
ten to me. I've never stopped blaming myself for marrying
your mother. To think that a smart chap like me should go
and do a thing like that! Now is there a single person in

- all this big house who doesn’t think I'm one of the best? I
hadn’t been here two months when I got my own daughter
a nice job in the house, and even your brother — he'd never
have got that job in the Chous’ mine if I hadn’t put in a
word for him. Could your mother ever have done as much
for the two of you? And what thanks do I get for it?
Your mother and your brother are still ganged up against me
as much as ever! If she still tries to put on airs and come
the great lady over me this time, ['ll disown her, and in front
of your brother, tool I may even divorce her, even if she
has given me a daughter —and brought along that come-by-
chance of hers into the bargain!

Feng: Dad! How can—

Lu: God knows what bastard fathered him!

Feng: What right have you to say such things about Ta-hai?
What's he ever done to upset you?

Lu: What’s he ever done to make me feel proud of him,
I'd like to know? He’s tried his hand at being a soldier, a
rickshaw boy, 2 mechanic, a student—he’s been a Jack of
all trades, but hasn’t stack to any of them for long. After
all the trouble I had getting him this job in the mine, he has
to go and spoil everything by picking a quarrel with his fore-
man and beating him up!

Feng (cautiously): But from what 1 heard, the men didn’t do
anything until the master told the police at the mine to open
fire on them.

Lu: Whatever happened, the boy’s a bloody fool. He should
have had enough sense to realize that if somebody’s paying
your wages you've got to take orders from them. But no:
he has to down tools, and then come and try and get round
his poor old dad to smooth things out with the master for
him.
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Feng' You've got it all wrong, I'm afraid. He's not asking
1 you to do anything of the sort. He saxd he s commg to see
- the master himself. - &

Lis (smeugly): - Well, after all; I am his father, and I can’t very
+well just stand aside and let him get on with it on his own,
now, can I?.- -

Peng (eyedng bim comempmausly wnd beawng ] sng) Well,
4f you'll excuse me Tl take this medicine up to the mistress.
(She picks up the little bowl and goes towards the dzmng-

; rown door.):. ¥

- Just a minute. kae got wmethmg else -to tell you
' Fcng (in an eflort to change the subject); 1t's neady hmch—
“itime. Have you made the Yunnan tea yetP -~

Lu:  That's no concerr of xmne The g;:is Wﬂl hﬁve’ seen’ to
stilat.

Feng: Mm, Well I’d bet:ten: ‘be QE

Lw. (standing in ber wiy): What's the’ hurry, Sm—feng?
“There’s sonething I'd- like to: talk ower wn:h you SRR

Feng: What? B v

Eu: - ¥ouwknow- yem&éay WaS %he master's—birthday
Master Ping gave me a tip— four dollars. v

Feng: Very nice too. - (Letiing ber tomgue vim away witb

ither.) — Though 1 wouldn’t give you a penny if'1 were him!

Lu (laughing coarsely): There’s something in that, tool.. What
wdn you do with four dollars; anyway? - 1 pmd aff x debt or

+ftwo and now T'm broke again. - o o

Feng (adroitly): You’d bettes. Musch I’a—ha: for a few danars,
tﬁen, when he comes, & :

. Doa’t: be' like that Ssuzfeﬂgl Wheﬂ chd I ever bam;w
money and pot pay it back? .| Now, whait about a little loan
-of seven or eight 'dolars, now that you're in the money?

Feng: I haven’t got any money. (Sbe pauses a moment.) Did
‘you really use that money-to pay off your debts? -

Lu: Of course! (With an air of injured innocence.) You
"don’t think I'd sink so low.as to tell lies to my own danghter!
-~ Though it isn’t really my fault that 'm in debt now. The
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. measly little tip I got yesterday wasn’t enough to pay off the
big debts, though there was some left over after I'd paid
off the small ones, so I had a couple of games of cands with

. the rest — you see, I hoped F'd: win enough to get out of debt

- once and for all. -How was I to know I was going to-have
a run of bad luck? Anyway, what with the losses and a

- few drinks, T'm now in debt to the tune of ten dollars. (Ssu-
femg starés hard at ber fatbsr) And - that’s the truth, every

word of it,

Feng: Then let me tell you somethmg thats just as tmca 1
haven’t 'got any money, either! (Slw gom to pzck up the
-bowl of medicine sgwin) - . -

Lu (becoming agitated): -Now, Ssu'feiétg Whacs the mati:er?

. Youv're, my own daughtér, aren’t you?

Feng: Yes, but even your own daughter can’t be expected to
- pay your gambling debts. for everl

Lu . {solemnly): Now, my dear gitd, be' teasoﬂablc Your
mother only. talks. about loving you, whereas 1 takc a real § in-
terest in everything that concerns you,

Reng (realizing that be is binting. at ,sametbmg) What .elsc is
wortying you? .-

Lti {after a swift glance all mmad" be | moves \clomr to bw)
© Listenr, 1 Master . ng often taIks tn ‘me abtmt you Wcil
he; saﬂ;va— .o

Feng {unable to- cavztmn kamalf) Mast_er Ping,  Master: ng
all the time! You're off your headl—Well, I'm gmncg The
- mistress will be asking for me in a minute..

Lu: No, don’t go. Just let me ask. yom one thmg T'he
- othet day 1 saw Mastér Ping buying material for a dressi—

F@g (darkly): . Well, what of it? @ -

Lu (Pocking her up and down): Well ~ (bis eyes now rest on
. ber band) this ring~ (laughing) didn't he give you this, too?!

Feng (with dmgwt) "The nastmemded way ycm talk ub@ut

- everythmg! '

Ta:  You don’t have to put on an act with me. After all,
you are my daughter, (With ¢ sudden avariciows laugh.)
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Don't worry, there’s nothing wrong in a servant’s daughter
accepting gifts or money from people. Nothing wrong at
all. I quite understand.
-Feng: Don’t beat about the bush. Exactly how much do you
want? .
Lu: Not much. Thirty dollars would de.
Feng: 1 see. Well, you’d better try and touch your Master
Ping for it. '
Lu (mortified and angered): Now look here, my girl, you
~ don’t really think I'm such a fool that I don’t know what's
going on between you and that young scoundrel?
Feng (suppressing her anger): Call yourself a father? That’s
a fine way to talk to yout own daughter, I must say!
Lu: It's just because I am your father that I have to keep an
eye on you. Now, tell me, the night befote last —
Feng: The night before last?
Lu: Yes, the night when I wasn’t at home, You didn't turn
up till midnight. What had you been doing all that time?
Feng (inventing an excuse): 1 had to hunt out some things .
for the mistress. ‘ ‘ 2
Lu: And what kept you out so late?
Feng (contemptuously): A father like you has no right to ask
such questions, : ' ' -
Lu: Ho, getting superior, aren’t wel You still can’t tell me
where you were, though., '
Feng: Who says I can’t?
Lu: Come on, then, let’s hear it
Feng: Well, as a matter of fact, the mistress heard that the
mastet had just got back, and she wanted me to get his
clothes out ready for him. ‘
Lu: I see. (In a menacing undertone) And who was the
gentleman who brought you home in a car at midnight that
night? — The one who’d had a drop too much and kept talk-
ing a lot of nonsense to you? (He smiles triumphantly.)
Feng: Well —er— '
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Lu (with a roar of laughter): No, you needn’t tell me: it was
our rich son-in-law, of course! To think that our rickety
little hovel should be honoured by a visit from a gentleman
in a car, running round after a servant’s daughter! (Sud--
denly stern.) Now, tell me, who was it?

(Ssu-feng is speechless.) '

(At this moment. Lu Ta-bai — Ssu-feng’s balf-brother and
Lu Kuei’s stepson— comes in. He is tall and powerfully
built, with bushy black eyebrows and slightly bollow cheeks.
His stubborn character shows in bis square jaw and bis pierc-
ing eyes, His lips are thin, in striking contrast lo  bis
sister’s, which are the full, red lips of a passionate soutbern-
er. He speaks with a slight stutter, but when be gets excited
bis tongue can have a sharp edge to it. At the moment be
bas just arrived from the coal-mine two bundred miles away
where be bas belped to organize a strike. Tbhe strain of the
past few momtbs bas told on him and aged bim. Weary and
unshaven, be looks old enough to be Lu Kuei's brotber, and
only the closest observation reveals that his eyes and bis
voice are just as youthful and ardent as his sister's. Like
ber, be is inwardly consumed by the white-bot passions of
youth and bas the latent energy of a simmering volcano,
He wears a miner's short jacket of coarse blue cotton and in
bis band is a greasy straw hat. One of bis shoes bas lost
its lace. As be comes in, be seems rather ill at ease. His
speech is terse, which makes him appear cold and aloof.)

. Ta-hai: Ssu-feng!

Feng: Ta-hail .

Lu (to Ssu-feng): Now, come on! Don't pretend you're
dumb.,

Feng (appealing to ber brotber): Ta-hai!

Lu (ignoring this): It makes no difference with your brother
here. 1 still want to koow.

Hai: What's the matter?

Lu: None of your business.



