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Hope: 
A Modern Chinese Play 

by Yang Qian 

Translated by Mary Ann O'Donnell 

The municipal government of Shenzhen, China, does not sponsor a huaju (modern 
spoken drama) troupe.' At the same time, the Minist9 ofPropaganda still controls cul- 
tural production. ~onse~uently, Shenzhen thespians must -creatively manipulate the 
state apparatus in order to secure approval (pizhun) for dramatic productions. But, 
as the playwright's introduction to Xiwang (Hope, 1997) indicates, the lack of insti- 
tutional support for huaju has also produced a unique opportunit)) not only to rede- 
fine the relationship between artistic production and the Chinese state but al& to push 
the envelope of acceptableplots, style, andform. A journalist profession, Yang Qian 
came to the attention of the huaju public when the National Experimental Theatre oj 
China staged his play Guyi Shanghai (Intentional Injury, 1994). In 1997, he regis- 
tered Ling Ri Yue ( 7 ~ 0  first expen'mental theatre troupe in the Shen- Sun Moon)-the 
zhen ~pesal  ~conomicZone-as a social club, agesture thatfinessed and restructured 
the administrative organization of huaju in Shenzhen. 

Mary Ann ODonnell conducted fieldwork in Shenzhen fi-om September 1995 
through October 1998 and received her Ph.D. in cultural anthropology from Rice Uni- 
versity in 1999. Her theatrical collaboration with Yang Qian began in 1997 when she 
performed in Lishi yuDiaosu (History and Sculpture, 1997) and Hope. In addition, 
Yang and O'Donnell have cowritten a two-act play, Qilu (Forked Road), which was 
published in China's leading theatre journal, Juben Yuekan (Scripts), in May 1999. 

In 1997, Zero Sun Moon's production of Xiwang (Hope) won a 
bronze medal at the Shenzhen Golden Autumn Arts Festival, which is 
held every two years. The last performance took place in Shenzhen's 
largest theatre, the Shenzhen Grand Theatre, with twelve hundred 
cushioned seats, central air conditioning, a computer-programmed 
light system, a sound system imported from the United States, and a 
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revolving stage. But Zero Sun Moon didn't just step onto this stage. In 
fact, the troupe first occupied a street, then a square, only entering the 
Grand Theatre after a year of negotiation and luck. 

It may seem odd that China's first and largest Special Economic 
Zone (SEZ) does not have a municipal theatre troupe when every other 
Chinese city with a population over one million does. But the major- 
ity of these troupes have been unable to support themselves through 
ticket sales, so the government has had to supplement their pro- 
duction costs. In return, these troupes have performed plays for the 
government. During an anticorruption campaign, for example, the 
troupes write and perform plays denouncing corruption. In addition, 
tickets to these plays are distributed by the government apparatus 
rather than sold to outside viewers. In order to make money, huaju 
actors and directors have turned to the movies and television. I suspect 
that, given these practical constraints, the Shenzhen government 
decided to save itself the trouble of establishing a municipal troupe. 
Or perhaps they thought that the round-the-clock performances in 
Shenzhen's ubiquitous nightclubs provide sufficient cultural entertain- 
ment. Whatever the reason, if Shenzheners want to see huaju their only 
option is to go to Hong Kong, Shanghai, or Beijing. 

In the summer and fall of 1996, my wife and I lived in Beging 
and actively participated in the huaju scene. When we returned home, 
she felt the lack of theatre in Shenzhen and encouraged me to estab- 
lish a troupe. Her plans were a little simplistic, however. Except for the 
Shenzhen Grand Theatre, all theatres in Shenzhen are used to screen 
films, rather than stage performances. Even if I were to establish a the- 
atre troupe, meeting an audience face to face would require support 
from another system. Fortunately, in order to maintain the appear- 
ance of respectable administration, our government must periodically 
provide entertainment. In 1997, two such moments presented them- 
selves: the first was in June and July during the celebrations for the 
handover of Hong Kong to Chinese sovereignty; the second was in 
November and December during the Shenzhen Arts Festival. Thus, 
Zero Sun Moon was able to seize the moment and take the stage. 

Shenzhen is situated next to Hong Kong. To quote Deng Xiao- 
ping: "To establish a special zone next to Hong Kong is to demonstrate 
to the world that Socialist China is willing to experiment with the good 
things from capitalism."z During the handover phase, the Shenzhen 
leadership decided to beat the drum and announce the SEZ's special 
connection to Hong Kong. The Shenzhen leadership realized, how- 
ever, that only Jiang Zemin could establish connections between Hong 
Kong and any city in China. Consequently, they hoped that he would 
stop over in Shenzhen on his way to Hong Kong, thereby staging a 



political hierarchy: from Beijing through Shenzhen to Hong Kong. 
They were to be disappointed, however, as Jiang Zemin flew directly 
from Beijing to Hong Kong. In the post-Deng map of China, Shen- 
zhen did not exist. Moreover, Shenzhen was absent from the political 
map of China performed during President Clinton's visit: his itinerary 
included Xi'an, Beijing, Shanghai, and Hong Kong. In a sense, then, 
Shenzhen's handover activities were simply a case of "cheering oneself 
up." In total the Shenzhen municipality spent 600 million RMB on ten 
projects to celebrate "the end of one hundred years of humiliation" 
(from China's defeat in the Opium War to the handover). Nanshan 
District, where we live, sponsored a project as well, a sculpture exhibi- 
tion called Yongyuan de Huigue (Eternal Return) . 3  

In China, the success of a project depends on two things: the 
support of the government and the attention of the media. As a gov- 
ernment project, Eternal Return had already secured government sup- 
port. But its organizers had yet to attract the media's attention. The 
head organizer and I discussed how to distinguish Eternal Return from 
contemporaneous sculpture exhibitions with a similar theme. I sug- 
gested staging performance art in conjunction with the exhibition. 
The collaboration between Eternal Return and Zero Sun Moon was a 
unique opportunity. This opportunity had two aspects: first, we had 
obtained de facto government approval by performing in an approved 
event; second, given this status, we were able to obtain funding from 
the exhibition. Nevertheless, we emphasized our difference from the 
exhibition by choosing a title for our work that was related to but 
different from "Eternal Return." We called our performance "1997 
Yundong Huaju: Lishi yu Diaosu" (1997 Active Theatre: History and 
Sculpture.) Our goal was to question the relationship between facts 
(represented by particular sculptures) and interpretation (through 
performance). The performance consisted of six acts taking place on 
successive weekends over a two-month period. From Shenzhen Uni- 
versity students we recruited actors. For a stage we used the exhibition 
hall, plaza, and park where the sculpture was exhibited. The audience 
was composed of people who had come to see the exhibition, tourists, 
drivers, and curious pedestrians. Thespians from Hong Kong, Beijing, 
and Guangzhou also came to see the performance, while there were 
media releases both on the hilainland and in Hong Kong. 

Our second opportunity in 1997 was the Shenzhen Golden 
Autumn Arts Festival. During this citywide festival, representatives 
from each district compete in calligraphy, huaju, dance, painting, and 
singing. Nanshan District entered two pieces in the huaju competition: 
one was produced by the District Culture Station; Hope was produced 
by Zero Sun Moon. Unlike the first time we took the stage, the second 



time we conformed more closely to modernist norms. In addition, this 
time we were unable to use the aegis of another project and had to 
persuade the government to support us directly. This process was dif- 
ficult. Would the government provide money for the production of a 
play? Would the government allow the play to be staged at the munic- 
ipal level? How many times would we be permitted to perform? Cer- 
tainly, Hope provoked intense debate. Some thought the play intended 
to give people hope through a message against dishonesty. Others 
thought the play meant that contemporary Chinese people live in the 
grip of money and materialism. Still others suspected that I was attack- 
ing government policies. Because of the controversy, Hope was awarded 
the lowest possible prize in the festival. (At best, controversial plays are 
awarded the lowest prize in a competition and often are not given any 
prize at all.) 

I believe that the controversy surrounding Hope arose from the 
relationship between the stage and everyday life that obtains in con- 
temporary China. Chinese people often use the stage as a metaphor to 
describe politics, education, history, and life itself. In the political 
world, a person (such as President Clinton) or a group (such as the 
Democratic Party) is said to "take the stage" (shangtai)at the beginning 
of their political career. At the end of the political term, they are said 
to "leave the stage" (xiatai). With respect to pedagogy, there is a Chi- 
nese proverb "Wentai jiaohua. " Roughly translated, this maxim refers to 
the idea that education about how to be a person and attend to one's 
affairs is taught from the stage, which is elevated above the audience. 
Concomitantly, the process of performing a play has been understood 
as the process of historical evolution. Act after act, an orderly organi- 
zation enables people to understand the progression of history. Finally, 
we Chinese understand ourselves as living within social relationships: 
mother, father, son, daughter, friend, relative, classmate, and office 
mate, for example. Therefore, we often think of ourselves as perform- 
ing a "role" in those relationships. Because people will play many roles 
throughout their lives, there are often conflicts among these roles. A 
person whose life roles are always in conflict is said to live a tragedy; a 
person whose life roles are in harmony is said to live a comedy. 

In fact, the "stage" can be expanded to any social space that is 
defined by human will-for example, we would call the United Nations 
"the world's stage" and the universe "the resources stage." Thus we can 
see that the stage takes on many meanings: the source of political 
influence; the source of truth, morality, and knowledge; the source of 
necessity; and the source of the meaning of human life and experi- 
ence. It is especially important to stress the interpenetration of the 
political and the theatrical in modern China. (Both Zhou Enlai and 



Jiang Qing began their political activities in the theatre, for example.) 
Any play that takes Shenzhen as its object is making not only political 
statements but also moral judgments. Indeed, it was the burden of 
Zero Sun Moon to prove that we were not making political statements. 
The relationship between the theatrical metaphors, politics, and the 
specific history of Shenzhen determined the form of Hope. 

Shenzhen, as noted, is Deng Xiaoping's project. In less than 
twenty years, from 1980 to the present, it has become a city of four mil- 
lion people with the highest per capita income in China. One might 
read the geography of economic liberalization through a theatrical 
metaphor: Shenzhen was an overnight success, suddenly bursting onto 
the national stage. Hong Kong and Shanghai are also stars, of course, 
but, after all, Hong Kong was directed by the British and Shanghai is 
enjoying a renewal. And although Shanghai remains a memory and a 
latent hope, its practical value has not yet exceeded that of Shenzhen. 
To press this metaphor a little further, Shenzhen's dramatic style can 
be summarized in three words: new, strange, fast. But the Shenzhen 
script-new, strange, and fast-has been difficult to reproduce, even 
in coastal cities with fast-growing economies. Excepting Zhuhai, which 
neighbors Macao and Hainan Island, all of these cities have at least a 
hundred years of history, so they aren't exactly "new." Likewise, it is 
also difficult to be "strange" in those cities because Chinese people live 
in relationships. In a city full of acquaintances, friends, and relatives, 
even wearing an unusual shirt becomes a problem. There is an old 
Chinese expression, "Renyan kewei," which means the talk of people is 
terrifying. If the proverb lacks the adjective "intimate," it is because the 
talk of strangers does not matter. In contrast to these cities with deep 
histories, Shenzhen is a city of migrants where there is no need to be 
embarrassed by gossiping relatives and friends; Shenzheners lack a 
sense of shame. Indeed, Shenzhen was the first Chinese city to have a 
sex industry. (Rumor has it that Wen Xi, a best-selling author who spe- 
cializes in novels about second wives and prostitutes, was once a Shen- 
zhen second wife.) 

Given the difficulties of promoting the new and the strange 
throughout the rest of China, Deng Xiaoping's script called for veloc- 
ity. Outsiders marvel at the speed at which Shenzheners have accu- 
mulated money. One could call this experience "the Shenzhen 
Dream." Although Shenzhen lacks a long history and marvelous relics, 
it still has many tourists. Most of these tourists are from the rest of 
China, Hong Kong, and Macao. The former head of Shenzhen's tourist 
industry traced Shenzhen's popularity to the appeal of a new civiliza- 
tion: skyscrapers, discos, bright lights, and fast food. I believe these 
tourists come to experience the rapid coming and going of money. 



Most Shenzheners have nothing good to say about Shenzhen, but all 
of them recognize that Shenzhen is the Chinese city with the most 
economic opportunities. I have seen doctors in rehabilitation centers 
threatening recovering drug addicts with immediate transportation 
back to their hometowns. Indeed, Shenzhen is a substitute for drugs- 
at least in the sense of stimulating people into action. In Hope, Zero 
Sun Moon wanted to explore how Shenzhen acts as a social drug. 

HOPE 

CAST 

SALES AMBASSADOR,  a hyperenergetic multihel marketing salesperson of indeter- 
minate gender 

MR.M O N E Y S A C K ,  an old migrant laborer who works as a prop in the SALES 

AMBAS sADO R'S multilevel marketing seminar 
AMBASSADOR CLONE,  clone of the SALES AMBASSADOR 

MRS.M O N E Y S A C K ,  M R .  MONEYSACK'S second wfe 
G U I - G U I ,  the M O N E Y S A C K S '  pet dog 
FOUR WORKERS,  construction site laborers 

(Costumes should be highly stylized and actors go barefoot. The SALES 

AM BAS SADOR wears an  elaborate, almost Liberace-esque costume. MR. 

M O N E Y  SACKScostume has two parts. Underneath he wears the ratty, 
unwashed clothes of a migrant laborer. Over this, he wears a silver sack, 
almost like a toga. He also wears a large, bulbous red clown nose. The 
AMBASSADOR C L O N E  wears the same clothes as the SALES AMBASSA-

DOR with one difference: the CLONE wears a baby's bonnet with a hand 
growing out of it. MRS.  MONEYSACK wears a Cantonese opera costume 
symbolizing a beautiful woman. GU I - GUI wears loose-jtting clothing and 
should have some tumbling skills. 

Stage right is a small table and chair; stage left nine chairs. All 
characters except the SALES A M  BASsADO R sit in these chairs. As needed, 
t h q  enter the stage with the SALES AMBASSADOR; when not needed, they 
play the part of the audience, interacting with the SALES AMBASSADOR. 

As the play goes on, the FOUR WORKERS build a pyramid structure at the 
back of the stage. It can be hung from the ceiling and gradually raised. In  
the original production, bamboo was used. In front of the bamboo pyramid 
was a three-step platform. There was also a screen onto which images were 
projected. Throughout the play, music is used to emphasize points and to 
give the SALES AMBASSADOR a chance to break and change the rhythm 
of presentation. Initially, Zero Sun Moon wanted to use "The Interna- 



tionale," a reference to international communism and the Chinese reuolu- 
tion, but were requested to use less provoking music and in the end used 
Beethoven.) 

V O I C E :  Seven, six, five, four, three, two, one. 

(As  the counting comes to an end, the SALES A M B A S S A D O R  runs on 
stage.) 

S A L Es A M B A sS A D OR: (Alternately addressing individuals in the nine chairs 
and the audience.) Mrelcome and welcome back. This is too won- 
derful, you've brought a new friend. And you, you're new, too, 
aren't you? Mrelcome. Why don't you sit in the front row? Hey, let's 
give the front seats to our new friends. Come on, don't be embar- 
rassed, we at Eternal Gold always give the best seats in the house to 
first-timers. Why? Because you are the source of all wealth, you are 
the reason for hope. 

What do we at Eternal Gold call our new lines? A little louder! 
I can't hear you. That's right, we call them our precious darlings. 
Let me make a quick count. How many precious darlings have 
come today? One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine. This 
is too wonderful, nine precious darlings. 

Let me tell each and every one of you, today fortune has 
smiled. You are on a one-way trip to the top of the world. Not yes- 
terday, not tomorrow, but today you have struck gold. You're here. 
Once you get home, be sure to light a few incense sticks to those 
virtuous ancestors whose benevolence led you here, to the Eternal 
Gold Multilevel Marketing Seminar. This is a once in a lifetime 
opportunity. This is destiny calling each and every one of you. 
Today you will witness with your very own eyes the unbelievable 
come true! 

Let me introduce myself. My surname is Wan-that's the "wan" 
in the expression "millionaire,"-and my name is Ren'ai. The 
"ren," of course, is the Confucian virtue of benevolence and "ai" is 
the love that never surrenders. Originally, this wasn't my name 
and, truth be told, this isn't what I looked like. Originally, I was a 
paragon among women, staying at home taking care of my hus- 
band and educating my children. The perfect wife and mother. My 
previous name reflected my quiet, submissive, and elegant femi- 
ninity. I was called Xian. You know the character, it has two parts. 
First write "woman" and then add a "xian." You guessed it, the 
"xian" in the expression "bored to tears." Originally, my name was 
Wan Renxian. 



Ever since I entered Eternal Gold, my life has been completely 
changed. From the inside to the outside, from my name to my gen- 
der, everything is new and improved. Check it out! 

Now I want you to take a look at this (points to screen) and tell 
me what this is. Speak up, the only mistake is not trying. That's 
right, this is the multilevel marketing sales chart. It is also called a 
pyramid. Every one of us at Eternal Gold is familiar with this struc- 
ture. Each and every one of us is striving to reach the top. 

Before we go any further, I want to show you another chart. 
This is a picture of the successful cloning of one of the cells of my 
body. And look at this, who is this precious darling? 

(CLONE stands on  top of the platform.) 

C L O N E :  Guess who I am? 
SALES AMBASSADOR: This precious darling is already three years old. 

What a cutie-pie he is. From birth he had three little hands. Can 
you guess? Who is he? 

CLONE: I'm him! I was cloned from a cell taken from his chest when 
they removed his breasts during the other operation. In fact, they 
could have avoided the third hand altogether but he wanted a 
guarantee that what came out was a man and not some prissy girl 
like I was, so he had the doctors fix my chromosomes. I think they 
may have fixed more than the necessary if you hear what I'm say- 
ing. So I was born with a hand growing out of my head. . . . 

S A L E S  AMBASSADOR:  He's just too wonderful! 
CLONE: YOU can't begin to imagine how proud I am of myself. I have 

surpassed natural man. I believe that once little moi has grown up, 
I will be the next international superstar, beloved by everyone and 
not only by my Eternal Gold darlings. This will happen not 
because of my strange beginnings or my rarity, but because I 
embody the future: Eternal Gold clones! This brave new world lies 
before you. Those who accept the challenge will prosper; those 
who do not face certain death. At that time, family planning and 
the one child policy will be just a joke left over from history. The 
death penalty will be a game of self-extinction. Our ancestors 
drank wine and gambled while watching crickets fight to the 
death. We will give odds on how our old selves will die. Precious 
darlings, this magnificent future can be yours today! 

( C L O N E  returns to his chair.) 

SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  What? Still no takers? You haven't really 



thought it over. I can see you're panting, though, ready to grab the 
future. No time like the present. But look, here's the real hero of 
the day. ( G U I - G U I  stands and performs.) Can you see it? He has all 
the characteristics of a successful sales ambassador. One hand 
clenching money, the other grasping power, his sparkling eyes 
fixed on the road ahead. (SALES AMBASSADOR approaches G U I -

G U I . )  Okay, let go now. That's right, give me the money. 800 RMB. 
This is too wonderful, you've just joined our family. Welcome 
home precious, another Eternal Gold sales line. 

No one else? The future doesn't interest you? Well, then, let's 
talk about what Eternal Gold can give you today. I'm living proof 
that multilevel marketing works. I broke my shoulder, bought a 
new one. Got tired of being a woman and had a sex change. I used 
to hug other people's children and then I cloned a precious dar- 
ling just to see what it would be like to hug myself. All this has hap- 
pened since I joined Eternal Gold five years ago. Look carefully. 
I'm only a junior-level sales ambassador, three whole levels away 
from the emperor's throne. But even now I can remake the world 
in my own image. ( M R S .  M O N E Y S A C K  raises her hand.) Put your 
hand down and let me finish. I know what you want to ask. "What 
if I don't want a sex change? What if I'm satisfied with natural 
reproduction? What's in it for me?" Let me tell you. 

You think there's a reason for everything a person does? I'm 
hungry, so I eat. I'm thirsty, so I drink. Do you really think it's that 
easy? That people have reasons, naturally? Use the intelligence 
that brought you to Eternal Gold. I'll give you a hint. Think about 
those corrupt bureaucrats and greedy politicians. Why does their 
greed know no limits? Why do they keep taking and devouring, 
taking and hoarding, world without end? It's not about nature. 
They do it because they can. In other words, there are people who 
don't need reasons to do something. They just do it. Like the rest 
of us who overeat and get drunk, we do it because we can. 

Are you with me? That's right, I'm saying there are people who 
can act out their wildest fantasies without restrictions. And do you 
think they were just born that way? Not so. The secret's right here 
in the organization of multilevel marketing. Cell cloning, sexual 
difference, the economy, even the United Nations-they're all just 
so many pyramids. If you can climb to the top, you can make your 
dreams come true. Call this Eternal Gold Philosophy 101 and 
learn it by heart. In your mind's eye see the world as it really is: a 
pyramid! 

Next, we will be initiated into the mysteries of Eternal Gold. 
However, that privilege is reserved for Eternal Gold family mem- 



bers. Unfortunately, I will have to ask people who haven't joined 
us to leave. You have fifteen seconds to consider. 

The rest of you, do you remember the Eternal Gold slogan? 
Clench your left fist, struggle, struggle; clench your right fist, 
endure, endure; raise both fists, success, success! 

( T o  M R S .  M O N E Y S A C K : )  Have you thought it over? In or out? 
Let's see the color of your money. No money? Don't waste my 
time, the exit's that way. ( M R S .  MONEYSACK exits stage right. S A L E S  

AMBASSADOR addresses clone.) What's up with you? You have the 
money, but you're still looking for it. Okay, why don't you hang 
around until you find it. (SALES AMBASSADOR moves downstage; 
M R .  MONEY S A C K  mounts the platform.) Because the moment you've 
been waiting for has arrived. 

Open sesame! 
I now have the pleasure of introducing you to this elderly states 

man, the highest ranking of all the Eternal Gold Imperial-Level 
Sales Ambassadors, Mr. Moneysack! The Imperial Ambassador has 
just flown in from the annual board of directors' meeting in 
Hawai'i. Originally Mr. Moneysack had six hotels in Hong Kong 
and Taiwan, but he decisively rejected those businesses in order to 
become an Eternal Gold First-Level Sales Ambassador. He was the 
first son of this Chinese dragon to become an Imperial Ambassa- 
dor and has been entertained by four American presidents: Carter, 
Reagan, Bush, and Clinton. 

When the Imperial Ambassador makes imperial visits to the 
White House, they send a private jet to make sure he's comfort- 
able. High above the silver seas, beautiful women cater to his every 
whim. But Mr. Moneysack wants you to know this luxury, too. The 
last time he addressed the Eternal Gold board of directors, he advo- 
cated that they change the company bylaws. All Imperial Ambas- 
sadors are to receive the same reward for their efforts: an all-
expenses-paid, monthlong vacation anywhere in the world. This is 
the man, ladies and gentlemen, who's making your dreams come 
true! 

Mr. Moneysack, share some words of wisdom with us. ( M R .  

M O N E Y S A C K  declines.) You see, the movers and shakers know that 
silence is golden. 

Mr. Moneysack is my benefactor. And because of him, I am 
here before you today. Sir, allow me to tell your story, please. No? 
Then let me at least tell Gui-gui's story. Thank you. When we met, 
I was sitting alone on the railroad tracks, my heart already dead. 
Sir, do you remember? 



0'Donnell 

(Sound of passing train. SALES AMBASSADOR sits at the table, M R .  

MONEY S A C K  comes down off the platform.) 

M R .  MONEYSACK:  Who are you? 
SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Just another unloved schoolteacher. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  NO! YOU are the Lady of the House, a future ambas- 

sadress who'll discuss world affairs over cocktails with the UN Sec-
retary. Do you know what the most difficult thing in the world is? 
To die. The easiest thing? Again, to die. But between these two 
extremes lies a wonderful thing called pyramid marketing. Or you 
can call it life. 

S A L E S  AMBASSADOR:  Who are you? 
M R .  MONEY S A C K :  My name is Hope. (Hangs a gold necklace around the 

SALES AMBASSADOR'S neck.) From this day forward, you are my 
own precious darling. 

SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Then, the Imperial Ambassador told me Gui- 
gui's story. 

(This story is performed in  traditional jingju style while the SALES 

A M BASSADO R narrates. If possible, workers can play the instruments. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K  moves stage left and GUI-GUI  joins him.) 

SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Once upon a time, Mr. Moneysack had a small 
dog, the kind of dog that old ladies love, with long white fur. It was 
called Gui-gui, Gui-gui, the well-behaved. That year, Mr. Money- 
sack's business went bankrupt. He was forced to leave his home 
and then his wife left him. Only later would another woman take 
him in. This was the second Mrs. Moneysack. 

(High-pitched cry offstage announces the am'val of the beautiful woman. 
M R S .  MONEYSACK enters stage right and joins M R .  M O N E Y S A C K . )  

G U I - G U I :  Woof! Mroof! 
SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  The second Mrs. Moneysack refused to take in 

the first Mrs. Moneysack's litter and forced her husband to dispose 
of Gui-gui. 

( M R .  MONEYSACK takes G U I - G U I  on a motorcycle ride and dumps the 
dog in  the country. Both are crestfallen, but M R .  M O NEYSAC K returns 
alone. M R S .  M oN E Y SAC K welcomes him home.) 

S A L E S  AMBASSADOR:  But Gui-gui had followed Mr. Moneysack home. 
This forced the second Mrs. Moneysack to take matters into her 



own hands. She boarded a train for the hinterlands and then, sev- 
enty miles outside of town, threw Gui-gui out the window of the 
speeding carriage. That evening, the second Mrs. Moneysack 
returned home very late and had just finished dinner when, thump, 
Gui-gui arrived. Her rage overwhelmed her. Mrs. Moneysack 
stuffed Gui-gui into a burlap sack and beat the obedient canine 
mercilessly with a heavy pole. When she saw the bag had finally 
stopped twitching, she made her husband throw the bundle into 
the deepest part of the ocean. When they arrived home that night 
our heroes were exhausted beyond endurance, but still they did 
not sleep. They waited with ears pricked. Only as the first rays of 
sun appeared did their fear abate; they had seen the last of Gui- 
gui. Just then, scratch scratch, they heard a faint noise at the door 
and when they opened it, splat, an unrecognizable lump collapsed 
at their feet. It was Gui-gui. Mr. Moneysack lifted his eyes to heaven 
and cried. 

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  If only people were like dogs and could persevere 
no matter how hopeless the situation, then what couldn't we 
achieve? Eh, wife? 

M R S .  M O N E Y S A C K :  All right, we'll keep him. But first we must rectify 
his name. Let's call him "Xiwang." 

( M R .  and M R S .  M O N E Y S A C K  and G U I - G U I  pose as thep@ect family.) 

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  "Xiwang" is Chinese for hope. Ever since then, 
Mr. Moneysack has pursued multilevel marketing with the tenacity 
of a dog, finally becoming the Imperial Ambassador who stands 
before you today. 

( G U I - G U I  and M R S .  M O N E Y S A C K  return to theirseats. M R .  M O N E Y -  

S A C  K returns to the platform.) 

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  I can't tell you how much that story touches me. 
Every time I think about Gui-gui, it's all I can do to keep from cry- 
ing. Maybe a woman's heart still beats softly in my chest. Anyway, 
now that you've heard the story, let's see your money. (ToC L O N E . )  

What? You're still scratching your belly instead of opening your 
wallet? All you people see is money. Do you think you're giving me 
800 RMB? Frankly, at this point if there were 1,000 RMBjust lying 
in the street, I wouldn't waste the energy to bend over and pick it 
up. This 800 RMB expresses your commitment to the future. With 
the money comes commitment, belief, courage, and willpower. 
This money is a guarantee-proof that there's success only where 
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there's effort. In fact, we don't want your money. If at any time you 
want to resign from Eternal Gold, we will return your investment, 
no questions asked. If I've cheated you in any way, you can sue me. 
(To C L O N E . )  HOW about it? Stop making the rest of us wait. Open 
your eyes and take a good look at the Imperial Ambassador. You 
still have doubts? You're standing at the opening level to the largest 
marketing kingdom in the world, and all you have to do is pay 800 
RMB to enter. Not only that, once you're in, other people will give 
you the money back. Where else can you get a deal like this? 
( C L O N E  reachesfor monq.) Here, let me help you. What's it doing 
stashed in your undies? (To audience waving cash.) This money's 
still damp. 

Ladies and gentlemen, I've told you Gui-gui's story because I 
wanted you to know that Sales Ambassadors aren't made of stone, 
we have feelings, we cry. Now, I have to report some tragic news. 
Our Imperial Ambassador, Mr. Moneysack, has cancer. At first I 
refused to believe this news, but now. . . oh, sir, let me see your 
face one more time before you die. ( S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R  falls to 
his knees.) 

Great-Grandfather Heaven, Mother Goddess of the Sea, where 
are you? Oh, sir, let me die in your place. You've been better to me 
than my biological parents and grandparents. What did you say? 
No, I won't stand up. When I think that even with cancer at this 
advanced state you risked dying in a foreign country. . . . How's 
this? Let me kowtow three times and call you "father." ( S A L E S  

A M B A S S A D O R  stands u p . )  

Let our precious darlings be my witness, I swear to fly your 
ashes around the world and into the heavens in a pure gold plane. 

Now, before we say good-bye, let us recite our slogan one last 
time: Clench your left fist, struggle, struggle; clench your right fist, 
endure, endure; raise both fists, success, success! My precious dar- 
lings, our seminar is over, thank you each and every one. Good- 
bve. 

( S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R  bows; C L O N E ,  G U I - G U I ,  and M R S .  M O N E Y -

S AC K exit. M R .  M oN E Y S AC K comes down off theplatfom and collapses.) 

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  Hey, get up. Don't go playing dead dog on me. 
(Tying to take the sack off M R .  M O N E Y S A C K . )  Don't think you can 
use the sack to blackmail me, either. (Tries again.) Don't be so 
greedy. We had an agreement. Okay, okay, here's an extra fifty 
cents. Now give. (Ripssack off M R .  M O N E Y  S A C K  and starts packing 
up to leave.) 



M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I had a dog named Gui-gui. A good dog, more 
faithful than flies on a warm pot in winter. One flick of the wrist, 
smack, dead. That year, it didn't rain and nothing grew. First, we 
ate the food, then next year's seeds, finally, tree bark. In the end, 
we had to come to the city. Gui-gui wanted to come, too. But they 
don't let you raise dogs in the city, so we left him tied to a tree in 
the village. Who'd have thought he'd gnaw through the rope and 
follow us? 

S A L E S A M B A S S A D O R : Hey, I hold the copyright to that story. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  In a city of strangers, hearing Gui-gui-woof woof 

-gave me a feeling of homecoming. 
S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R : Hey, the seminar's over and nobody's listening. 

Take off your nose and give it to me. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I never let anyone hurt Gui-gui, not anyone. How 

long can a dog live? Thirty-two years. Gui-gui made it to four. They 
used a rope to strangle him. 

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R : Hey, give me the nose. It's time you and I said 
ciao. ( Tries to get the nose and fails.) I said, give it to me. 

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  YOU want to steal my things and then throw me 
away, don't you? 

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R : That nose is mine. 
M R .  M O N E Y  S A C K :  Princess, why don't you treat Daddy a little better? 

You remember who I am, don't you? I fly in gold planes to have 
afternoon tea with the American president Bushton. I wear the 
emperor's crown and am served by beautiful girls just like you. I 
eat what I want, drink what I want. You think your father is a piece 
of trash? At this rate, in five years you won't even recognize me. 
This is your last chance to be good to me. Don't make me go. (Sud-
denly changes attitude.) And another thing. If you don't acknowl- 
edge me, in the future I won't acknowledge you. The Imperial 
Ambassador has spoken. 

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  (Amused.)  You said you're who? 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  Your father. 
SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  (Furious.) Who? 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  The Imperial (Fixes nose.) Ambassador. 
S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  (Relieved.) And just where did this ambassador 

come from? 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  America. NO? Hong Kong. 
S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  And where is he? ( M R .  M O N E Y S A C K  points to 

h imseg)  You? Jackass, I wrote that script. 
M R .  M O N E Y  S A C K :  NO, he was just here, standing here in all his glory. 

(Looks around and points.) He was wearing that sack. 
S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  Talk about typecasting. You're by far the biggest 



fool I've ever met. No wonder your daughter kicked you out. Now, 
give the nose back to me. I haven't got time to humor a half-wit. 
Every minute of every day is money to be made. 

M R .  MONEYSACK:  But you called me the Imperial Ambassador. 
SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Class is over and you're out. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  Then who are you? 
SALES AMBASSADOR:  Give me the nose. Imperial Asshole. 
M R .  MONEYSACK:  And then what? 

SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Each of us goes their own way. 

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  And then? 

S A L E S  AMBASSADOR:  I don't know you, and you don't know me. 

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  And then? 

SALES AMBASSADOR:  I move on to another city. 

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  And 1'11 go, too. 
SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Just don't ever get in my face again. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I'm not the Imperial Ambassador? 
S A L E S  AMBASSADOR:  SO? It's not like I'm Wan Ren'ai. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  But I love my title. 

S A L E S  AMBASSADOR: YOU love it? I'll give it to you. 

M R .  MONEYSACK:  You're not my daughter? 
SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  YOU want that, too. I'll call you dad one last 

time. 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  SO I'm useless to you. 
SALES AMBASSADOR:  What do you think? 
M R .  MONEYSACK:  Couldn't I be your precious darling like once you 

were mine? 
S A L E S  AMBASSADOR:  Oh! In that case, hand it over. 
M R .  MONEYSACK:  (Momentarily confused.) What? Heh, heh, heh. This 

is the 20 RMB I made hauling cement this morning, and this is the 
10 RMB that you gave me tonight. 

SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  This it? ( M R .  MONEYSACK looks on theground for 
thefifty cents that the S A L E S  A M B A S  S A D O R  had thrown at him earlier.) 
Don't bother looking. It's like this. You simply don't have what it 
takes to be a sales ambassador. You want to make it in this business. 
You have to walk over other people. You only become a giant by 
standing on the shoulders of giants. People like you are merely 
stepping stones for the rest of us. To use the lingo, you'll never 
have a new line. You see this pyramid? You're the lowest rung, 
maybe not even that. You're just a speck of dust on the floor. You'd 
better learn to be happy being garbage. Because you're never 
gonna have a dream-come-true. Now, as I care about people 
who've helped me, I'm telling you this free of charge. 

M R .  MONEYSACK:  Then you can't take me in? 



SALES A M B A S S A D O R :  Why? You think you've got hidden potential? 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I don't want to get rich. 
SALES A M B A S SADOR:  Then what do you think you're doing here with 

me? 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I want to wear the sack. 

SALES AMBASSADOR:  YOU think I can't find people to wear this sack? 

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I'm really that useless? 


(SALES A M B A S S A D O R  holds out  hand for nose and  this time M R .  M O N -  

E Y S A C K  hands  it over, but doesn't let go of S A L E S  AMBASSADOR'S 

hand.)  

M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  Actually, you're an intelligent person who ought to 
understand a basic truth. Not only people but rats, cockroaches, 
and ants are all the same. Queen ants grow wings but they never 
fly. When they move, the worker ants carry them willingly. The 
queen bee gets fatter and whiter every day she eats the honey that 
the worker bees have made. The workers sacrifice without reward. 
But why? The question is: why settle for this life? 

When I first stood inside your sack, it was dark and suffocat- 
ingly hot. I was so dizzy I didn't know where I was. But after you 
told the story about the little dog, I understood. It didn't matter 
that his master beat him, yelled at him, practically drowned him. 
In the end, he still came back as devoted as ever. Why? It was hope. 

Don't laugh at me. When I stand in your silver sack on stage, I 
feel like I'm flying in that golden airplane. Everyone fixes their 
gaze on me alone. Never in my life have people looked at me in 
that way. It's like when the little clone talked about his third hand. 
Your body feels light, and your sweaty stench becomes pleasurably 
fragrant. This is what it means to be a human being! Besides eat- 
ing and drinking, what can a human being strive for if not to feel 
human? And now I have that feeling and you want to steal it from 
me. Just like my daughter stole everything from me and then left 
me on the street. 

I'm begging you to let me go with you. Except for money, I've 
got everything your precious darlings have and more. I'm willing 
to follow you. Everything you say, I've memorized. Next seminar, 
I'll give the class for you. But if you don't want me to open my 
mouth, I guarantee that I won't even fart even if I constipate myself 
to death, just like today. 

The game you're playing is simple: make lies seem true. But 
that doesn't bother me because everyone likes happy endings. 
Every time you lead a seminar, I want to lick up the words that spill 



like honey from your mouth. Your seminars even have educational 
value. All I want is to go where you go. Hit me, scold me, drown 
me, none of that matters because I'll always come back. You were 
the first person who named my heart-Hope. I'm willing to be a 
beast called Hope. (Attacks S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R . )  

S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  What do you think you're doing? How much do 
you want? Name your price. (Starts throwing monq at M R .  M O N E Y -

S A C K . )  100, 200, 300. .  . 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I don't want your money. 
S A L E S  A M B A S S A D O R :  Then what do you want? 
M R .  M O N E Y S A C K :  I want Gui-gui back! 

( M R .  M O N E Y S A C K  grabs the sack and nose. As he climbs into his cos-
tume, the countdown begns and the other characters return to their start-
ingpositions for the next seminar.) 

NOTES 

1.Located just north of Hong Kong, Shenzhen is the oldest and most 
successful of China's Special Economic Zones, which were opened in 1980 to 
attract foreign investment and stimulate the national economy. 

2. In the symbolic geography of contemporary China, Shenzhen is 
uniquely identified with Deng Xiaoping's policies of reform and opening 
(gaige kaifang). Thus any critique of Shenzhen implicitly questions the direc- 
tion of reform. 

3. Shenzhen is composed of six districts, each with a status similar to 
that of a New York City borough. 


