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The Commercial Press and 1

© Ye Shengtao

If I'm asked what profession I've been following, I say I've been a teacher and editor with a
much longer experience in editing than teaching. Now, because of my failing eyesight, I even
have difficulty in identifying Chinese characters. Nevertheless occasionally I'm still called upon
to revise some short articles. Unable to see the manuscripts well, I have to rely on someone to

read them out for me.

It was not until I entered The Commercial Press that I learned how to go about editorial
work. I remember how I bungled the job when I did proofreading for the first time. It
happened that I read the proof sheet without checking it against the original text. Consequently
I missed out a whole paragraph in proof. A full-time proofreader discovered it and sent the
proof back to me with a comment scribbled in red ink about my mistake. I felt deeply
embarrassed. I then realized that it was no easy job to be an editor and that I had to be very

careful and train on the job earnestly.

I entered The Commercial Press in the spring of 1923 on the recommendation of Zhu
Jingnong, who was then in charge of the Chinese as well as History and Geography Section
under the Editing and Translating Department. At the Chinese Section where I belonged I co-
compiled with Gu Xiegang New Chinese Textbook for Middle Schools. Its first volume was
jointly compiled by several other editors, among them Zhou Yutong. I took part in drafting

guidelines for compiling the textbook.

In June 1927, when Zheng Zhenduo was on leave touring Europe, I acted on his behalf
as editor of the magazine Fiction Monthly, with Xu Diaofu as my collaborator. The
Commercial Press then published more than ten different periodicals, of which the biggest was
Eastern Magazine, a comprehensive publication with a staff of more than ten. The other
magazines were each run by a staff of only four. In addition to Xu and me, Fiction Monthly
had on its staff two men in charge of sundry matters. Occasionally they also did some

proofreading, but we didn't have enough confidence in them.

It was the post-Great Revolution!2! days when the stirring times found expression in



literature. For two consecutive years, there appeared in Fiction Monthly a great many works
full of new ideas and also a great many new names, of which the most conspicuous were Mao
Dunf8l, Ba Jinl4! and Ding Ling[®. People at that time did not know that Mao Dun was the
pseudonym for Shen Yanbing. He had up to then written no fiction, but articles introducing
foreign literary works and theories. I was not acquainted with Mao Dun and Ding Ling. I met

them later.

After Zheng Zhenduo had taken a short rest upon his return from Europe, I gave him back
my duties at Fiction Monthly and resumed my work at the Chinese Department, this time
compiling Chinese National Culture Series for Students. I'm not able to recall the exact date,
but I'm sure it was in the first half of 1929. In the second half of the next year, I co-edited
Women's Magazine with Jin Zhonghua. Early in 1931, soon after Kaiming Bookstore started
its publication of the magazine Middle School Students, Xia Mianzun and Zhang Xichen asked
me to help them with editing the new magazine. So I quit The Commercial Press after being

with it for eight years.

When The Commercial Press was established in 1898, its proprietors were some ex-
workers who had become rich by printing The Bible. Two years later, when the Editing and
Translating Department was set up with the participation of reformist intellectuals, a cultural
enterprise with the triple function of editing and translating, printing and publishing began to
take shape. As its business developed gradually, books and periodicals edited, translated and
published by it covered all fields, such as literature, history, philosophy, science,
engineering, medicine, music, physical culture, fine arts, etc. Some were specialized and
some intended for general readership or specifically for housewives and pre-school children. It
also sold foreign books and periodicals, and various stationery and sports requisites. It also
manufactured instruments, specimens and teaching aids for schools. It even produced films,
including popular science and feature films. None of the present-day publishing houses can
compare with it in the scope of business and number of customers. Yet people today seldom

mention its outstanding features.

The Editing and Translating Department of The Commercial Press boasted a galaxy of
talent, sometimes topping 300. Scholars who came to work there at different times included
returned students from the US like Ren Hongjuan, Zhu Kezhen, Zhu Jingnong, Wu Zhijue,
etc. and those from Japan like Zheng Zhenwen, Zhou Changshou, Li Shicen, He



Gonggan, etc. The core members of the later-established publishing houses, such as
Zhonghua, Shijie, Dadong and Kaiming, were mostly former employees of The Commercial
Press. The same was true of many printing houses and bookbinderies. It can be fitly concluded
that The Commercial Press has trained a huge army of technical personnel for China's publishing

industry.

Interestingly enough, when the General Administration of Publication was established
following the birth of New China to take charge of publication directly under the Government
Administration Council, Hu Yuzhil® was appointed as its director and Zhou JianrenZ and I as
its deputy directors. So the three old friends who had been colleagues over 20 years before at
the Editing and Translating Department of The Commercial Press met again. Later, I became
concurrently director of the People's Education Publishing House. In September 1954, when
the General Administration of Publication was dissolved, Hu Yuzhi was transferred to the
Ministry of Culture to take charge of publication, and I was transferred to the Ministry of
Education while still doing editing at the People's Education Publishing House. During the past
20 years or so, many old friends have passed away. Zhou, Hu and I, however, are still

living and enjoy good health. It is said that people in the publishing trade live longer.

[1] Zheng Zhenduo (1898-1958) , native of Changle, Fujian Province, well-known writer, literary critic, literary
historian and archeologist.

[2] The Great Revolution refers to the First Revolutionary Civil War in China (1924-1927) , waged against the
imperialists and the Northern warlords.

[3] Mao Dun (1896-1981) , born in Tongxiang, Zhejiang Province, distinguished literary critic, novelist and short-
story writer noted for his commitment to realism.

[4] Ba Jin (1924-2005) , born in Chengdu, Sichuan Province, one of China's most acclaimed novelists of the past
century. He studied in France from 1927 to 1929.

[5] Ding Ling (1904-1986) , born in Linli, Hunan Province, one of China's most popular female writers of the past
century.

[6] Hu Yuzhi (1896-1986) , native of Shangyu, Zhejiang Province, well-known publisher and social activist. He
entered the Editing and Translating Department of The Commercial Press as a trainee in 1914 and became chief editor of Eastern
Magazine after the May 4th Movement of 1919.

[7] Zhou Jianren (1888-1984) , native of Shaoxing, Zhejiang Province, well-known biologist and social activist. He
was a younger brother of the great writer Lu Xun.
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Nothing Is Impossible to a Willing Mind

© Zou Taofen

Nobody in the past ever believed that man could fly in the air like“gods and spirits”in
classical Chinese mythology. In the West, people would say mockingly to anyone attempting
the impossible, “You might just as well try to fly.”Evidently, they also disbelieved that man

was capable of“flying”.

It is very interesting to make a brief study of how man changed the impossible into the
possible in the matter of flying. Westerners began to make aviation experiments as early as 120
years ago. Ascribing a bird's flight to its wings, they concentrated their efforts on making
artificial wings for man. But they failed again and again in the attempt and, as was to be
expected, ended up as targets of public ridicule. Among them was a man named George
Cayley, who in 1809 published an article in a journal to enlarge on his dream, reportedly
foreseeing a modern aircraft in terms of its mechanism and theories. He is, therefore, today
popularly known as the father of aviation. Originally a famous philosopher in England, he
later suddenly quit his special field to pursue his dream of flight. A year afterwards, he went
so far as to build a craft for experiment, which he later fitted with a motor. Unfortunately,
instead of rising into the air, it was completely wrecked by explosion. Nevertheless, his failed
venture attracted the attention of some followers. They started researches on the working parts
of an aircraft and its fuselage, indicating man's slow but steady progress towards making the
impossible possible. Yet the handful of“dreamers”of those days were subjected to jeers and

laughter.

Many*“dreamers”persisted in the flight research without getting their flying machines off the
ground. It was not until 1896 that a little relevant progress was made for the first time in history
by an American physicist named Samuel Pierpont Langley. However, instead of rising into the
air, his flying model barely moved close to the ground along the Potomac River for only about
half a mile. Meanwhile, an English apprentice- turned- inventor in the USA named Hiram
Maxim and another inventor by the name of N. C. Ader were also obsessed with aerial
experimentation and made quite a few relevant modifications. But, in spite of their repeated

tries, they never got their models to take off. However, Ader finally built in 1896 a craft that



was capable of flying at a low altitude over a distance of 350 meters. Then, in Berlin,
Germany, an engineer named Otto Lilienthal also got some good results in aviation research.
He made as many as 2,000 experiments, but, unfortunately, he died later when he fell from a

height of 17 meters, breaking his spine.

Without the above-mentioned early trailblazers, there would be no human flight to speak
of today. At the turn of the century, an American named Orville Wright and his brother
Wilbur, enamored of the flying machine, made a name for themselves overnight as aviation
inventors. They were originally two bicycle mechanics with only high school education. On
December 17, 1903, they made the world's first flight in an engined airplane, covering a
distance of no more than 260 metres. Less than two years ago, in 1927, an American named
Charles A. Lindbergh made the first transatlantic solo nonstop flight from New York to Paris,

covering a distance of 3,633 miles in 32 hours.

Orville's 1903 plane was something he accomplished after going through numerous
setbacks. In 1900, the Wright brothers made their first glider patterned after a paper kite, but
it lacked the power to carry a person. Their second glider, made in 1901, also failed, but the
manned machine could move nonstop for 27 miles on the ground, and for 300 feet on the
surface of water. However, their airplane of 1903, fitted with a gasoline engine, was a
success ushering in a new era for aeronautics. Compared with today's plane, it was of course
very crude, but regarded then as a perfect model. And it is now on exhibition at the Science
Museum in London, England. Wilbur died in 1912. Orville is now 58. Their success

indicates that human flying, impossible in the past, has now become perfectly possible.

Nothing is impossible to a willing mind. Now, however, I would like to call your

attention to two vital points as follows:

1. The greater an undertaking, the more difficult it is, and the longer it will take to
accomplish it. Sometimes it can't be accomplished even after a lifetime of effort. But it will
nevertheless be a contribution of ours if we can devote part of our lifetime to opening up a
way, long or short, for the future generations. The same is true if what little we have done
serves as a good example to them, or if our fruitless efforts serve as a useful lesson to them.
Therefore, succeed or fail, one is considered to have made a contribution so long as he has
tried his utmost. Those who refuse to act, those who are afraid to act for fear of failure and

those who stop half way in the face of obstacles will have nothing to their credit at all.



2. Before Lindberg made the solo nonstop transatlantic flight of 32 hours, early aviation
experimenters had failed again and again to get their flying models off the ground until the
Wright brothers succeeded in building a piloted airplane that could fly over a distance of no more
than 260 meters. It is thus clear that changing the impossible into the possible is no simple or
easy matter. To attain it, you need to endure numerous troubles and frustrations. You need to
take much time, do a lot of planning, go through countless procedures and carry out many
improvements. And you'll never make it unless you show the utmost patience. As the ancient

Chinese saying goes, “Haste does not bring success.”
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o, B HRECE R, SREFETE, DIRBREER.
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On“Reading Is Always Beneficial”

O Yu Dafu

“Reading is always beneficial”is an old idiom first used by our ancients to urge people to do
more reading. I used to blame the ancients for misleading me whenever I finished reading a bad
book. Now I know better than to do that. Of course we profit from a good book because, by
reading it, we know why it is good. But, on the other hand, after reading a bad book, we
know all the whys and wherefores of its being bad. Isn't that something of benefit to us too?
Confucius says, “When three walk together, there must be one who can be my
teacher.”However, it does not necessarily follow that one of the three is always a teacher by
positive example; on the contrary, he could be a teacher by negative example for us to take
warning from. Therefore, that people nowadays have taken to reading whatever books they
like, trashy or not, including those already generally judged to be good or bad, is probably an

indication of social progress.



ARk K (1896—1945) , driz'gmaA, DK, XK, FEFLILEHREASLZ
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(1) “FFE&H w7 WA 4% 7 S E % ~O0pen a book, and you will be benefited, {HA4Reading is always beneficial
(Bkprofitable) f&jik B,
(2) “HJli 7 sefe s 457, ¥ Atourge (Elencourage) people to do more reading (&{to read more books) .
(3) “Htr NPT B ED gl i B FREUR W, BLZ < H iR T 2 B B Amisleading me.
(@) “BiAEZ 7 —m8E, ROER XA A AKKIK 773 ANow 1 know better than to do that, FHto know better
than.. 2908 SRR, (E“HFEMAZT...... CEA SRR T “f#. X, to do thatffto blame the ancients for

misleading me....

(5) “HIIE"E FIR R IR 5 Hl )5 7 t A] % Ato know why it is bad and what makes it so bad, {HANlito know all the whys
and wherefores of its being badB¢iA T iffi, . Hithe whys and wherefores & it i, F <5 KA1 B f#

(6) “TJ LA KT = T VE AN BmT LA N5, DL Nfor us to take warning from, A1 Mto serve as a
warning (5}a lesson) .

@D S BRI Eh s MES, HEREECRR?, WMTH . B RN S, —HINEEE
BT BN, 4 &848E T 73 Apeople nowadays have taken to reading whatever books they like, trashy
or not....

(8) “—Fiist 25 it B 52 & 4% IR SC 7 1] EL % ~a phenomenon of progress, Ii%“F~— it £t 2 % ¥ Aan indication
of social progress.
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The Dog

© Lao She

Of all dogs in the world, those in China are perhaps the most pitiful and ugly-looking.
But it is their wretched life rather than their breed that is to blame for their ugliness. All dogs,
if well-fed, will be plump and nice-looking irrespective of their bodily form. In poverty-
stricken China, people don't even have enough to feed themselves, let alone dogs. Chinese
dogs are ugly-looking not because they are born like that, but because they've been reduced to

skin and bones by hunger, with tails between their legs all the year round.

I always feel like crying whenever I see a homeless little dog roaming about the street in
search of human excrement. It doesn't mean that I'm a sentimental, lachrymose sort. It's
because I associate the misery of the little dog with the poverty of our people. Our cats and

dogs will never get nice fat unless our people are well-off.

We are apt to declare that ours is a big country with rich natural resources, meaning that
there is no need for us to worry because we have plenty of everything to last us forever and

ever. Well, why not take a look at our dogs !

Dogs always remain man's faithful servants though they are under-fed and kicked and
beaten without any reason. A dog continues to perform with loyal devotion the duty of guarding
the door and keeping watch at night though he has been starved to a skeleton and kicked at by his
master. He never minds how poor his master is. Such an animal deserves our high praise. We
should attribute to them such laudatory epithets as“devotion”, “loyalty”, “content with
poverty”, “courage”, etc. But I wonder why we have been undiscriminatingly calling traitors
and villains“running dogs”, as if dogs were disloyal and unfaithful animals. I should voice

grievances for them !

Cats, however, are greedy and lazy. They come to you when you have meat to offer,
but otherwise leave you. Flunkeys of imperialism and mean persons should have been

called“running cats™.

Perhaps the reason why we prefer to say“running dogs”rather than“running cats”is that dogs



are good-tempered while cats are supercilious. If so, I would think that people are perhaps

inclined to bully the weak and fear the strong.

Maybe there is a kind of dog whose scientific name is“running dog”. I'm not quite sure.
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WAEAT . NAREAM, FFERAR T % 5P E, AR, FR4M T3 Nn poverty-
stricken China, people don't even have enough to feed themselves, let alone dogs, : ™1/ iElet alonefE“H 27, “FH AL
P2, “I2i87fE, = [Fmuch less.

Q)“RFNEHELE, K44I EE”H Abut because they've been reduced to skin and bones by hunger, with tails
between their legs all the year round. %]t 7] Aybut because they've been reduced to skin and bones by hunger, dragging
out a miserable existence with tails between their legs, by hunger (fHT#/#%) Fldragging out a miserable existence (%
B D RSO REE ES R, RS B TE R A A

QA FIERZEMHBEMN, SAHER—E T3 NIt doesn't mean that I'm a sentimental, lachrymose sort, HH
lachrymose [ & /2 “Z 5175 sort i B2 “F—Fh N”, % Tsort of person. MFAJH T ALt doesn't mean that I'm a

sentimental sort easily moved to tears.

(D) E 1M Ja 279 )73 A0ur cats and dogs will never get nice fat unless our people are well-off, FHnices&#liA, 1&
ifat, {E“tT NEXHL” (pleasingly) fi#, JERCHBIIGaSMS, JECBRIGHFTA HE.

(5)“Ik i K2 0.5 B ¥ Jystarved to a skeleton, Freduced to skin and bones by hunger|[/] % .
(6)“H7K A 32 N 557 7T 1%y He never minds how poor his master isZ{He never complains of his master being so poor.

(7)“IXFE B P EE N A4S 2 AT %% 55 7] 3 A Such an animal deserves our high praiseZ{An animal like this ought to earn
out high commendation.

(8)“FR Mk Y JiE” T BE N1 should voice grievances for them&{1 should cry out against such injustice on behalf of
hem.,

QAR AT S Wk, BRI’ T 7] 1% Npeople are perhaps inclined to bully the weak and fear the strong&¢people
are perhaps prejudiced against the weak but in favour of the strong.
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A Profile of Sa Zhenbing

O Bing Xin

I'll always hold Mr. Sa Zhenbing in high esteem. When I was six or seven, I often heard
my father say, “Of all personnel in the Chinese Navy, Sa Zhenbing is the only one deserving
the title of model officer.”Since then, whatever Mr. Sa says or does has held my respectful
attention and added to my admiration for him. Many people whom I used to look up to in my
childhood have turned out to be very disappointing. Now the thought of Mr. Sa, however,

has enabled me to retain confidence in mankind and forge ahead with renewed courage.

Here I'm going to write about his fine words and deeds as I've mostly learned from my
father. I'm unable to recall the exact dates. I intend some day to write a biography of him when
I've collected sufficient material about his life. Now gratitude is due to my father, who has

tried to inculcate only the best example into a young mind.

Admiral Sa Zhenbing, whose formal name is Ding Ming, was born in Minhou County,
Fujian Province, in 1860 (? ) . He enrolled at Fuzhou Mawei Naval Academy at the age
of 12, among its second batch of cadets, and then entered Greenwich College in England at the
age of 18. After he came back from abroad, he served as an instructor at the Academy of
Marine Engineering in Tianjin. It happened that my father was then receiving training in

navigation at Tianjin Naval Academy. That's how they got acquainted.

While at the Academy of Marine Engineering, Mr. Sa slept on a specially made narrow,
small plank bed like in a ship. He said, “We soldiers shouldn't seek ease and comfort. Our
life on sea or shore should be alike.”He worked conscientiously as an instructor. He would
often award to good cadets his personal belongings, such as his watch, or even his cane chair
when he had nothing valuable to spare. Outside class, he would often teach cadets how to dig
out gun emplacements on the drill ground with spades and shovels. The Marine Engineering
Academy was situated on the south and the Navel Academy on the north, with the drill ground
in-between. President of the Marine Engineering Academy Wu Zhongxiang, who happened to
live in the Navel Academy, disapproved of cadets doing rough work, being himself a bookish

type. So, when the cadets were in the middle of wielding their spades and shovels, Mr. Sa



would stand at the side of the drill ground to keep watch lest President Wu should crop up

making his rounds.

Father and Mr. Sa began to know each other better when they both served on the warship
Hai Yin around 1900. Mr. Sa was then Deputy Navy Commander and concurrently captain of

the ship while father was its second in command.

During the 1900 Boxer Warl, the warship Hai Rong directly under the personal command
of Navy Commander Ye Zugui was pinned down at Dagu by the eight-power allied forces, and
the torpedo boats the Hai Long, Hai Xi, Hai Qing and Hai Hua were captured by them.
Meanwhile, Governor of Shandong Yuan Shikai sent out a letter suggesting that the Hai Yin,
Hai Chen, Hai Chou and Hai Tian, ships of the Northern Fleet then anchored at Miao Island,
Shandong Province, all move to the Yangtze River so as to steer clear of the formidable foe.
Thereupon all the ships retreated southward except the Hai Yin. When Yihetuan!¥ threatened
the lives of foreign residents in China, Mr. Sa let all foreign missionaries and nationals take
shelter in his ship and be well taken care of until the uprising was over. When the US cruiser
Oregon struck a reef near Miao Island, the Hai Yin rushed to the scene for its rescue, for which
American Congress immediately sent a message of thanks. And the captain of the US ship,
while expressing gratitude to Mr. Sa, also advised him to move his ship to the south.

Consequently the Hai Yin sailed into Jiangyin near the mouth of the Yangtze River.

The departure of the other ships had shaken the morale of the men on the lone vessel.
Many deserted after going ashore under pretext of seeing a doctor. All were in a state of alarm
and together petitioned for the ship to seek shelter in the south. There was a horrible hubbub of
voices on the deck. Father was making every effort to pacify the men when suddenly Mr. Sa
emerged from the cabin sword in hand, shouting sternly, “Stop the racket, or you
die! ”Shocked by the great anger on the otherwise benevolent face, the ship crew rapidly
dispersed, and the Hai Yin remained moored at the same old place until the American captain

offered his advice.

Discipline was exemplary on Mr. Sa's ship. He often donated money from his personal
purse for repairs of public property, saying jokingly to father, “Other captains make gold
bracelets for their wives, I make them to deck out my ship.”Once, during a shooting practice
on the ship, a gun officer through carelessness damaged the bore of a light gun worth more than

20,000 yuan. Mr. Sa gave away his monthly salaries to pay for the damaged gun by



instalments. When the news later reached Navy Commander Ye Zugui and Yuan Shikai, then
Governor-General of Hebei Province, the latter immediately remitted money to pay for the
damaged gun. Hence, one of the light guns on the Hai Yin has since been known as Yuan's

gift.

Often on his ship, especially on a drill ship like the Wei Yuan, Kang Ji or Tong Ji, Mr.
Sa would teach the cadets how to row a sampan, swim across the water or practise shooting—
not only as daily military training, but also as recreational activities. In navigating, he would
let the cadets do the piloting instead of hiring a boatman to do it. That made Navy Commander
Ye complain with a frown, “Sa is too reckless, always trusting the young chaps! ”Yet, for

several decades no mishap has ever befallen the ship under Mr. Sa's command.

Mr. Sa is very fond of talent and shows deep sympathy and care for officers and men.
When he went ashore on business by sampan, he would have the sails unfurled on a windy day
so as to save labor on the part of the sailors. He had no orderly with him when making visits on
land, but would, when necessary, borrow a servant from a land-based friend of his. He
never tried to find a job for any of his relatives during the several decades when he was in a
position of power as Naval Vice-Minister, Naval Minister or Governor of Fujian Province.
When relatives came from distant places to seek his patronage, he would persuade them to
return home after giving them traveling expenses or some money with which to go into
business, saying, “To hold down a post in the navy without naval training, you would be a

real dog in the manger.”

Mr. Sa and his wife Chen were deeply in love with each other. Once, when Mr. Sa was
bedridden in Yantai, his wife came hurriedly from Weihaiwei to visit him, but he immediately
sent her away. People, however, looked on it disapprovingly. When he became widowed at
the age of 36, he entrusted his children to the care of his in-laws. He has since been wifeless.
When people asked him why he didn't remarry, he said, “Not unless I can find a woman

precisely like my late wife.”

He lives a simple life. He never wears a Western suit, nor fur or cotton-padded clothes.
Generally, he wears cloth shoes and socks, and a woolen mandarin jacket and long gown. He
denies himself every luxury in life. He has never held a birthday party for himself, nor has he
accepted any birthday present. He has no hobby except mah-jong which he plays for fun once

in a long, long while—and that with copper coins only.



He lives in a very humble house. He did all the repairs for the landlord. He grew flowers
and plants, paved the ground with bricks and renovated the gate and doors. His rooms with
bare walls are simply furnished. When he was Naval Vice-Minister, he bought a house in the
western part of Peiping, which was later given to a former classmate of his after he moved to
the south. When he was Governor of Fujian, he worked in the huge compound which used to
be the yamen of the former Qing-Dynasty governor-general. He had most of the yamen
buildings, together with the surrounding walls, pulled down except a few rooms where he held
office. The nearby street has to this day been generally referred to as“Su Wei Street”in honor of

Mr. Sa, the“suwei” (meaning“awe-inspiring”) Admiral.

“Su wei”, however, is not an adequate epithet for him, for he is in fact a very witty and
outgoing man. He is fond of giving a dinner for just a small number of friends. After attending
a banquet collectively hosted by some people, he will give a return dinner for them in small
batches. He said, “When there are too many guests, it's hard to take very good care of
everyone. On the contrary, at a small dinner everybody can thoroughly enjoy themselves.”In
preparing a dinner, he will personally check up every dish and see to it that everything is neat
and clean. He also likes to entertain foreign friends at a dinner. He likes personally to
rearrange from time to time the simple furnishings in his house. If any article of daily use or
ornamental object happens to catch the fancy of a guest, he will immediately give it to him,

usually by calling at the latter's house in person instead of by sending a servant.

He writes letters in a beautiful hand, always paying attention to small details, such as
dates and addresses. He also likes to write poems, and he and father often write poetry in
response to each other. He disapproves of naval academies employing scholars to teach Chinese
on the ground that decadent literati may taint young cadets with unhealthy habits. He
said, “Though I entered the naval academy at an early age of 12, my Chinese is passable.
Language can be mastered through self-study, not by learning to write empty stereotyped

essays.”

Though it is more than twenty years since I last saw Mr. Sa, several things have left an
indelible impression on my memory. Once, when I was about six, he came to Yantai on an
inspection tour and put up at the local naval training camp. One afternoon, at the invitation of
father, he was to have dinner at our home at 7 pm. At 6:55 pm, father went with me to the

gate to wait for him, saying, “The Admiral is punctual to the minute. He always comes to a



host's gate several minutes earlier and refuses to come in until exactly the appointed time. Now
we shouldn't let him wait too long.” As soon as we stepped out, we saw him already standing at

the gate as expected. Dressed in a black woollen gown, he was all smiles.

He was very courteous and considerate. Once, when he was in our home to discuss
official business with father, he was treated to some pastries, which, as father told him
inadvertently, had been prepared by mother. Then as he was about to leave us at the gate, he
suddenly turned back to say to father thoughtfully, “Thanks a lot to your wife for the real

delicious pastries.”

Father's drawing room has always been decorated with few pieces of calligraphy and
paintings because he himself is not a connoisseur of art. The same with photos because he has
not too many friends. But, although he has moved several times, from north to south or vice
versa, his drawing room is always hung with Mr. Sa's portrait and written couplet given to him

as a gift, which reads as follows:
Rich or poor, all is vanity,
Ups and downs, old friends remain true.

I hear that he now lives in Fuzhou, selling the calligraphy he writes to subsidize public
welfare undertakings and providing relief to people in disaster areas. In Xiadu, Fuzhou, a
model village has been set up with donations he collected from the naval circles. The villagers
love him deeply. They have erected a pavilion to pay tribute to him. They visit him on New
Year's Day and other festivals. On laba Festivall4!, they call on him to present him with laba

porridge—a kind of rice porridge they make, as a tradition, with nuts and dried fruit.

Numerous other things I've heard about him will make valuable material too. But pardon
me for leaving off now, for it is deep night and I'm tired. Anyway, I might as well put the rest
in the biography I'm going to write about him in the future. Now I would like to speak my mind
about the present situation in our country. Some time ago, an order issued by the Executive
Yuant®! to“stamp out corruption”shocked me to realize how the country is being plagued by
countless corrupt officials and how they have even been joined by some otherwise honest

officials in seizing public property at will.

Now, rather than enumerating the many cases of corruption I've seen or heard of, I hold



aloft the noble image of an honest and upright man so that our friends now fighting corruption

may look up at it and feel they are not isolated...

Let me from afar wish the venerable old man to enjoy good health and longevity.

[1] Sa Zhenbing, of Mogolian origin, was born in 1858 into an impoverished family that had been living in Fuzhou,
Fujian Province for generations. He died in April 1952 in his hometown Fuzhou.

[2] When an anti-imperialist armed struggle was launched by north China peasants and handicraftsmen at the end of the 19th
century, known in the West as the Boxer Rebellion, Britain, the United States, Germany, France, tsarist Russia, Japan,
Italy and Austria jointly sent aggressive troops to China in 1900, known as the eight-power allied forces, to brutally suppress

the uprising and occupy Beijing and Tianjin.
[3] The anti-imperialist organization formed by peasants and handicraftsmen in north China at the end of the 19th century.

[4] The eighth day of the twelfth lunar month (on which porridge made with cereals, beans, nuts and dried fruit is
served) .

[5] The highest administrative organ of the Kuomintang government (before 1949) .
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MBI, FREFEIERIT 2 —F —417”% NSince then, whatever Mr. Sa says or does has held my respectful
attention, M respectful —1id], FRiL“FEAL”HIPIIK, [Li%.. has held much of my attention ¥ A

Q)“fAnTE A F N RN, MR —ME SRR FE B, MIEERELEE: . .my father who has tried to
inculcate the best example into a young mind (38 I EEREH B 4T , Hrdto inculcateff) & B2 “IFiE#
. .

B RBIPRNTN, ANRERFA M M ZE 73 APresident of the Marine Engineering Academy Wu Zhongxiang...
disapproved of cadets doing rough work, being himself a bookish (&ischolarly) type, H HitypefE«H A FERH: MM
N”fi#, [Fltbookish (scholarly) typelf17& B2« WS+ /N BTN,

(A““HHEUER T, #AH! 7B A“Stop the racket, or you die! ”5(“Any more racket, and you die! "RiFFH
PFE LB R TH”, TMHStop the racket (WD) Fik, WISk Tis@m4, MiANRERE. Xyou dietbyou'll died]
W, HNETEH< DAL &,

G)YBERAEFTERMEM L, ZLEEE, S24e% 2 i ¥ ADiscipline was exemplary on Mr. Sa's ship, FiZAZ, #)
AE MRS R 2, HorPexemplary f AR A T%”ﬁtr

O “IATEA 2 EYIZR, a8 FEN RN E S Rl<&A 2 EYIg, PERREeEIRS, e HEF
YAHIBR”, #1%To hold down a post in the navy without naval training, you would be a real dog in the manger, [ 1%/E
Holding a post in the navy without naval training means usurping the position of a naval officer or man without ability to do your
duties.

D RTEFHA—NLT, MFEARK—FEMFRHE2 73 A Not unless I can find a woman precisely like my late wife,
HNot unless... &I won't remarry unless ... 2 %, X “FARK Fq“CHFE T, WFEmy late wife.

(8)“l J\ 55 1% Hlaba porridge—a kind of rice porridge they make, as a tradition, with nuts and dried fruit, F£H'laba
porridge 5 i 8% SLil £ S 48 265«



2L i g ok o (1)

O K>

R A RO AR L NERMEE S ER, AR K QE R
MT—LHN. IR RN EEMAT IR, AR REBERNEZ
Nifie Bz, SRMBOTEGEIRAITIE ! RIAE T2 2 1, FRE 2P A i
fr, MEBHAEIE— . KEHELEHI NFaculty Baby (BIZom2)L) o B—EHRE
A =N 8),

FERAAERE PR —FE T o A DRIIIF A . B F LB ERDME, R
HOCRA . RE—FERN A LEERE, FLEHAR, KBETLR =220, H
WM AYE, YA =04 BOSTR B a8, M8 Aseg, AR S EE
e FEAN TEFHER. BRE. FREHBLSE U B AR &, TR ESS it — &t 2>
FES PR L. NG ERE, — AN LAMMIHERRIB IR, S5 A A 3K
AN A —— IR — AR BT S . XSS FIA A, HHEI 2 B AT TR LA
IS E— . 1T R A EEME O, BOGE Ak T DS, KES %
H, AT R TR BB T O REAMATH S B SOEE, SR Afk, kI
NI H T ANNEAG WS, Rl IX R Bk, 3T T RS2 A R E T 5
A MRS WA, MORRIT N8, ASHEE, MEEAMED M/
CAA RSN RIS £ X, fhATTRI DA URER: AT EASH, Bt n] & JRbAI B X5
TR, AR T, BAIE e UG R

PILTT T —HESMERER, AR R AERBR . RELAAENG T EMCE
RS, it T B8, AR RE—ROR DO 224, e
BB I—WIARTE WO AT A — AR TIE, AR RRAT, WA, EEFE.
HLATHEE R ATRE . CE M, FRIPEFES 2 8o UEARYR, el BLi
PSR 2 R AR B Jr o AR TR A ARBT B A D, AR SR, A AERIT
IR —2, URIEIR W B

[FMZAERJVF RO E, A REH R AT 1 RO A . RIS BUmAT
B AEFAEER N, RNl S E) . FRATH SRR AW BRI, fEAK g
AR ETPMME R ie ey, BORMEN IR R RIBRTESERA T AN ERLS



FEUS )L A K I SAR AT R ARV L S T LR S IR R =E, AR FE A SR HiA OB SR AN
GRILIR, SEAE. AR CLREN S ES I 8GR, A 2 3 R XU
I, TR G . BRI L PR F 1 AT 8 A SRt
HMEARE), BREXE, o0 BA A FhgeRE0

HNAZIFE T, FULHIREAZ RN, AR RZA”, B GEAF IR N =58
HH R AR SR R A



Joys of the Teaching Career

O Bing Xin

I was a teacher for only ten years. In 1926, on my return to China after finishing studies
in the United States, I began to teach at my alma mater Yenching University, Peiping, as a
lecturer in Chinese. The deans and teachers of the Department of Chinese then were mostly my
former teachers. Other faculties and departments also had no lack of my former teachers. I
may well say that practically all the teaching staff of the University were my seniors.
Therefore, at a faculty meeting, I always chose a seat at an unobservable corner of the room.

Everybody jokingly called me“faculty baby”. I was then on the right side of 26.

It was, however, a different story when I was with my students. They and I were good
friends. When I taught freshman Chinese as a required course, I used a textbook of classical
prose. The freshmen were mostly young boys and girls aged between 17 and 20. Freshman
Chinese was taught in five classes, each consisting of 30 to 40 students hailing from various
places of China. Those from Fujian and Guangdong had difficulty in understanding the heavily
accented speech of teachers like Ma Jian (Dean) , Zhou Zuoren, Shen Yinmo, Gu Shui and
Guo Shaoyu who all came from places south of the Yangtse River. Consequently, some of
these students were transferred to my class through the arrangements of the Dean's Office.
Looking down from the rostrum, I was delighted by a multitude of rosy-faced naive young
students smiling and staring curiously at me—the little teacher. Their smiles were by no means
unfamiliar to me, being similar to those I often saw on the faces of my younger brothers and
younger female cousins. Often, when I opened the roll-call book and asked them each to give
their own names, I corrected their accents one by one. Thus, between laughter and chat, we
came to know each other better and were soon on friendly terms. The first composition they did
was“My Autobiography”. I let them write on this subject because, firstly, everybody always
had got something to say on it and, secondly, it would afford me a good opportunity to
understand each student's family background, habit, disposition, etc. I only put marks but
never gave comments on the papers after reading them. Instead I laid emphasis on holding
outside-class individual talks with them lasting not more than 30 minutes. They would tell me

how they had done the composition, and I would express my opinion on it. And we would



both feel pleased with the frank exchange of views.

I also offered a course on advanced writing, which was an elective for students above the
freshman level. It gave them training in different genres of literary writing, such as fiction,
poetry, correspondence and sometimes translation. I found that students with a solid grounding
in Chinese often did good translations. For the end-of-term examination, I had them each hand
in a self-edited magazine specializing in any subjects, such as fine arts, sports, etc. and
complete with well designed front cover, aim of its publication, photos, etc. Students of the
same class could solicit contributions or photos from each other, or from students of other
classes. They called it an interesting try. The magazines they handed in by the end of the term

were very lively and encouraging, each having its content quite in line with its title.

In recalling my past career as a teacher, I always think fondly of the intimate friendship
between the students and me. In those days, teachers and students all lived on the campus,
which greatly facilitated our after-school contact. We often went boating on the Weiming
Lake, or had discussions about various things on the marble boat by the island in the middle of
the Lake, or had heart-to-heart private talks about, for instance, job selection or marriage. At
this moment the images of quite a few couples, such as Zheng Linzhuang and Wu Ruiwu, Lin
Yaohua and Rao Yusu, etc. suddenly appear in my mind's eye. I attended some of their
wedding ceremonies in my capacity as a go-between. Sometimes, preparatory to making a
match, I had the parents of both parties meet each other at a dinner I gave. All that took place
over half a century ago, and now, alas, more than half of them have gone to another world

before me. I feel very bad about it indeed.

It's time for me to stop writing now. I've not been talking solely about“students respecting
teachers”or“teachers cherishing students”’because, to my mind, teachers and students should

be friends with mutual respect and love.
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(WA B BN R P NJoys of the Teaching Career, FJfLE#FEMHAMFE L ZE: How I Enjoyed Teaching. I
Enjoyed My Teaching Job. My Joyous Days as a Teachers .
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University .
(3)“/Nili —+75 % 7P Non the right side of 26, J&I11%, & I[Fyounger than 26.
(@)W ER % Ha required course, 7] 1% Ha requirement.
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Tidings of Spring

O Bing Xin

Whenever I looked out of the window sitting at my desk, what struck my eye at once
would be a cluster of rectangular dormitory buildings standing side by side without a single tree
in-between. The wide open ground beyond my window, which had been for years piled with
rusty long steel bars—building materials for some new dormitories to be put up nearby, was a
scene of desolation. Disappointed at the drab surroundings, I had to turn to“creating”colour
under my roof. I decorated my room with green-coloured window curtains, spread a green
cloth on the table, placed on the windowsills some poinsettias and, cyclamens given by a
friend and some diaolan planted by my children. A vase filled with roses, chrysanthemums,
carnations or multiflora roses was placed before an oil portrait of Zhou Enlai hanging on the
wall. These flowers, when in season, were sent me weekly by Northern Rose Company at my
request. On the windowsill beside my desk was a potted tender kaffir lily given me by a friend
or sometimes a vase of roses. The consolation I derive from things green or from the vague hint

of spring, though very small, is better than none.

Every year, I remember, when spring came, emerald-green grass would start shooting
up from among the steel bars. It grew still faster under the summer rain until it enveloped all the
steel bars, which were unable to arrest its exuberance. Now the steel bars have been removed

and I hear that the vacant lot will be planted with flowers.

Several days ago, I was suddenly disturbed by a joyous din from outside the window.
Looking out of it, I saw scores of boy and girl students in the middle of tidying up the open
ground. The girls were in colourful down jackets or woolen sweaters, and the boys were in
green army uniforms or dark-coloured jackets. They worked with hoes or shovels. Some were
busy fencing off the land with iron-bar railings. Evidently, they were trying to turn the wide
open ground in front of our building into a garden bright with lush green grass and blooming

flowers.

It became somewhat gloomy, but the young people didn't slack off their efforts. Today I

took off my woolen sweater and put on a cotton-padded jacket instead because the central



heating in our dormitory buildings had stopped as scheduled. Nevertheless, thanks to the

tidings of spring, I'm warm at heart.
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(1) & H“EMHE B ¥ NTidings of Spring, H'tidings% [FInewsiinformation. I& H 1A % N Hints of Springdk
Signs of Spring.

QYINUFEARB A T P A Disappointed at the drab surroundings, & &% 4L#E, HrhDisappointed at/& %32 )
WSy, R BICHAR MG K drab surroundings = Bl € ARG ER LR, 5 JF SCIMAOE A B A B PR —
S

(3)“Fk R UTAE )R T B )i 6 i €279 AT had to turn to“creating”colour under my roof, H:-Hto turn toj& &i%, {E<E )
F” (to apply oneself to) f.

(@)K BRI PE Nemerald-green  grass would start shooting up, FHishooting up/Efi%, & [Flgrowing
rapidly.

GYUF LA A, IEERENIX F 2 Hilg 3 AT saw scores of boy and girl students in the middle of tidying up the
open ground, F:Hin the middle of /& i, fE«IELE”. “IEN T iR,

(6)“IXFEAERE NATSAEIT - 1o 557 51 % % Abut the young people didn't slack off their efforts, 7 [A]but the young people kept
on working hard.
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My Narrow Escape from a Wolf's Jaws

O Bing Xin

The editors of the Childhood asked me to write for kids an article entitled My Childhood.
Since I have written more than once on the same subject, now I might as well tell you a thrilling

story instead.

It was probably in 1906. My father was then in charge of a Yantai naval training camp.
We lived just opposite in an old-style quadrangle for naval officers' family members. It stood on
a piece of level land dug out of the mountain slope. Every day, I remember, when mother
was busy plaiting my hair, I would look out of the back window to set my eyes on a tall earthen
wall and small clusters of dandelions growing out of the holes in the ground left by digging.

They were the first flowers I have ever been friends with in my life !

On the slope behind our house was a platform for exchanging flag signals with warships at
sea. Often, armed with a slate—the kind of slate as used by schoolchildren for learning
arithmetic, father would mount the platform to communicate with warships in harbour,

together with a seaman carrying two coloured flags.

Dongshan in Yantai was then a bleak and desolate place, often haunted by wolves at night
hunting for food. Our cook often complained about wolves eating up our chicks the previous
night after pushing off the heavy stone on top of the big bamboo coop. He suggested that a
brick hen house be built to replace the bamboo coop. I had never seen a wolf, so didn't take his

words too much to heart.

One evening, father went up the platform again with a signal man, but he remained there
long after the seaman came back. So I started running up to meet him. Then, in the midst of
the deepening dusk, I became aware of something like a big dog following at my heels. All of
a sudden, father gave a loud shout, “Come on! Quick! I looked back and saw a pair of
grayish blue eyes glittering piercingly. Meanwhile, there was a terrific Bang! as father's slate
was smashed to pieces on the ground. The dog-like big beast, with its fearful grayish blue
eyes, immediately turned to scurry away with its long tail between its legs. All that lasted but a

few seconds!



Up on the platform, father hugged me closely in his arms and said, “It was a wolf that
pursued you just now! Had I not frightened it away by smashing the slate, it would have eaten
you up. From now on, don't come out by yourself after dark. Understand? I giggled in his
arms, not knowing what it was like to be eaten up by a wolf. Today, nevertheless, the small

incident never fails to strike fear in me whenever I recall it.
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No Title

© Xia Yan

Often, in my calm moment of contemplation, I find it amazing that a man like me who
was born of a poor family and has suffered a lifetime of frustrations should have lived to the age
of 92.

When I was in my eighties, people often asked me for advice on how to keep in good

health. But the fact is, instead of a recipe for healthy living, Ihave some very bad habits.

I'm impetuous and tend to rush all things. I walk quickly, I write quickly, I eat even
more quickly or, so to speak, just wolf down my food. As a result I became ill with
duodenitis. The doctor at last cured me of my stomach trouble, but not of my bad habit of

eating quickly.

I'm a picky eater. Prior to the outbreak of the 10-year domestic political turmoil in 1966, I
refused to eat melon, and seldom took vegetables and fruit. During the seventies, when I was
confined in jail in Qincheng, my daily three meals consisted of nothing but corn buns plus
turnip and Chinese cabbage. That, however, cured me of my being choosy about food.

But, once out of prison, I slipped back to my old self, taking little vegetable and fruit.

I'm a teetotaler, but I began to smoke at the age of 30. At first I did it only occasionally,
but later I became addicted to it. During the ten years when I was with the Ministry of
Culture, I used to consume two packs a day, containing 40 cigarettes, till my fingers were
yellowed and my lips and tongue parched. But I still couldn't get out of the tobacco habit.
Smoking was banned in prison, but as soon as I was released the first thing I did was to ask my
folks for a cigarette. Once, by way of testing my willpower, I stopped smoking for several
months, but only to end up in a relapse. Some people dwelled on the harmfulness of smoking
in articles published in newspapers or magazines. To me, however, they were exaggerating
things just to scare people and sort of manifesting a rebellious mentality. I reasoned lamely that
decades of heavy smoking hadn't shortened my life at all. Strange to say, early on a certain
morning two years ago, my first cigarette of the day happened to be so sickening that I stubbed

it out immediately and from then on smoked no more. That marked the beginning of my clean



break with cigarettes.

Three things, however, have much to do with one's health, namely, physiology,
psychology and adaptability. That I've lived to this age is probably due to my effort to sum up
my personal experience of the past decades and draw a lesson from it. I've never been weighed
down by cares. I never get angry or become pessimistic. Another strong point of mine is that
I'm always thirsting for knowledge and have many-sided interests. My interests range over a
wide field, from major events at home and abroad to plants and trees, and fish and worms. I
used to raise birds and dogs, and now I keep cats. I was once crazy about philately and
collecting books and paintings. I watch TV or listen in to the radio, not only for news but
mainly for ball games, soccer in particular. I watch each and every Italian Serie A Match
without fail. Only, due to my eagerness for national honor, it always makes me mad to see

the Chinese Team lose out in international matches.

In recent years, when friends write or call on me, they have often greeted me by
saying, “May you have good health and a long life! "Well, I think life shouldn't be
excessively long. Some come into this world while some depart from it, that's the way of all
flesh. What if everybody should live an undying life? What would become of this world if
Confucius, Qinshihuang!, Yuan Shikail?! and Chiang Kai-shek were still alive today !

In this human world, things all go by certain rules. Only by grasping these rules can we
make reforms and create. I think habits do not come under the category of ideology, but have
something to do with inertia. That's why the ancients say, “Old habits die
hard.”Nevertheless, it doesn't mean that habits are impossible of being broken. With strong

resolution and perseverance, we can certainly break ourselves of old habits.

[1] Qinshihuang (c.259-210 BC) , first emperor of the Qin Dynasty, who united China for the first time in history.

[2] Yuan Shikai (1859-1916) , president of the Republic of China (1912-1916) , and chieftain of the Northern
Warlords.
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The Dragon

© Ba Jin

I often have dreams, especially on a moonless and starless dark night. Once I dreamed of

a dragon.

I traveled across a remote mountain and a large swamp, armed with only a stick, with
which I cleared away brambles and thorns and fought jackals and wolves. It also helped me in
climbing the high mountain and crossing the marshland. And the straw sandals I wore enabled

me to wade through the mud without getting my feet stuck in it.

On a vast expanse of marsh, I came across a monster. He had two horns on his head, a
moustache on his upper lip and two wide open round eyes glowing like two lanterns. Being
sunk deep in the mire, he had only his head exposed above the surface, a head at least thrice

the size of that of a human.

As I walked near to the marsh to view the monster with curiosity, he suddenly uttered in

the human language to prevent me from proceeding,
“What's your name? Where are you going? Why did you come here? ”

“I'm a nameless person, ”I replied proudly, thinking it unnecessary to treat a monster with
courtesy.“I'm seeking for one thing. All I do is to break through brambles and briers in search

of my way.”

“No, you shouldn't because a fiery mountain ahead is spurting flames far and wide and

killing lots of people.”
“I don't care. I'm ready to go through the fire for my objective.”

“No, you shouldn't. There's an ocean ahead of you. You can't cross the vast expanse of

its foamy waters without a ship.”

“I'm not afraid. I can go through the waters in my straw sandals. To achieve my aim, I'm



willing to run the risk of getting drowned.”
“No, you can't go forward because you'll run into man-eating wild beasts.”

“I'll use my stick to strike at them. To achieve my aim, I'm ready to engage in a desperate

struggle with them.”

The monster's lantern-like eyes gave out a fiery light. Two long tentacles suddenly
stretched out of his nostrils. With his mouth wide open, he showed a complete set of steely
gleaming teeth. Then a sudden howl he gave sent the green leaves falling off the nearby tress

and the muddy water bubbling and foaming.
“You mulish guy, what the hell are you seeking? ”the monster demanded in a stern voice.
“I'm seeking life.”
“Life? Haven't you already got your life? ”
“I want a life that is full and substantial.”
“I don't understand what you mean, ”he shook his head.

“I'm living a worthless life. I engage in empty talk all day long, not knowing what to do
to help the wretched of the earth. I don't give food to those who are going hungry. I don't give
clothing to those who are suffering from cold. I don't dry tears on the faces of those who are
weeping. [ eat, Italk, Isleep. I'm idling away my time listlessly. Do you think that, being
a man like this, I still have life? To me, one is as good as dead if his life isn't full and

substantial.”

The monster, after a moment of pondering, continued shaking his head, “I'm afraid
you'll never get what you're chasing after. Most probably what you're seeking for doesn't exist

in this world at all.”
Noticing a trace of sympathy in his ugly face, Ireplied,
“It does exist. I've read about it in books.”

“You idiot! Fancy you believing books! ”



“Yes, Ibelieve them. They tell the truth in clear terms.”

The monster sighed shaking his head, “You mule, I advise you to turn back

immediately. You don't know what is waiting in ambush for you ahead.”
“Yes, [know, but I still want to go ahead.”
“You should think it over.”

“Why are you going to all lengths to stop me from going ahead? We're not acquainted with

each other. I don't even know your name. Now, what name, please! ”

“I haven't been called by my name for a long time. I've almost forgotten my own name.

Now, let me tell you, I'm a dragon. I sure am.”
I stared at his bizarre face in astonishment.

“As a dragon, how come you're stuck in the mire? I asked with puzzlement.“As far as I
know, being king of the water, a dragon should live in the sea. And why don't you go up to
the heavens by taking advantage of a thunder-storm? ”A loud crash of thunder had just
prompted the last question. The dragon's chest, belly and tail were covered in dark brown
mud. The muddy water was bubbling like it was boiling and emitting an awful smell all the

time.

The dragon was silent and seemed to be trying desperately to extricate himself, but to no
avail because the heavy mud had his whole body glued, buried under and weighed down. He

opened his mouth to utter a woeful howl, two big teardrops rolling down his cheeks.

He was crying! As I fearfully looked at his head, I found it didn't at all look like that of a

dragon as I had seen in pictures, and therefore suspected him to be a fake.

“Like you, I've come here to seek a full and substantial life, “he restrained his tears and

began to tell his own story. That was totally beyond my expectation. What a big surprise !

“Like you, I hate to idle away my time listlessly. I hate to pursue my personal happiness
at the expense of other aquatic animals. That's why I've abandoned my Dragon King's Palace

and quit the seas so as to pursue what you call a full and substantial life. I hate to live solely for



my own benefit. I've made up my mind to do something for the benefit of my own kind. Up in
the skies, I don't like to keep company with the drifting colourful clouds all day long. Nor do I
like to rule over other aquatic animals. Now that I've fallen on earth, I want to travel across
remote mountains and swamps in search of what I've seen in my dreams, that is, a full and
bright life. But I've ended up being bogged down in a quagmire and unable to extricate

myself.”He kept his mouth shut, several blood-red teardrops starting from his lantern-like eyes.

“You see, I'm stuck in the mud and immovable. I can no longer endure it. I would rather
die! ”Turning round his head, he saw nothing but a vast expanse of mud. Then, as he cried
piteously, blood-like tears again coursed down his face. He said, “But I mustn't die. No, I

shouldn't. I've been lying here for tens of thousands of years.”

My heart ached with sympathy and throbbed with fright. Tens of thousands of years!
What a long time! How did he manage to drag out the miserable existence? A shiver came

upon me. Nevertheless, I putto him one more question.“How did you get stuck in the mire? ”

“Don't ask me. You'll soon understand, young mule.”He suddenly looked at me with pity

as if he had predicted that a misfortune was befalling me.

I gave no reply. He continued, “I wanted to break up the old order established by God. I
wanted to change the arrangement made by God. I tried to strive for things denied me by God.
I wanted to create a new condition. That's why I was punished by God. To seek a full and
substantial life, I flew over fiery mountains, fought wild beasts, abandoned the honorary title
of King of the Water and experienced untold hardships. But I'm still under God's thumb. I've
been banished to this swamp to be exposed to the sun, rain, wind and thunder. My head and
face are weatherbeaten and I look like a freak. But I still have the same heart as before. It's not

a bit changed.”
“Then why do you stop me from going ahead to seek life? ”

“Young mule, I don't want to see you get into trouble too. You're a mortal. You can't
live to ten thousand. You'll die; you'll die very soon. You'll gain nothing and even lose all

that you have now.”

“I'm not afraid of death. Without a full and substantial life, I would rather die. I don't

want to follow your example by enduring the torment in the mire for tens of thousands of



years. I wonder what it is that has made you so reluctant to part with the kind of life you're

living.”

“Young man, you don't understand. I don't want to die. I want to live long. I'm looking
forward to a day when I can extricate myself from the mire and fly to the skies by taking
advantage of a thunder-storm. Then I can continue to seek a full and substantial life. As long

as my heart beats, there is my aspiration. I'll keep seeking until I've fulfilled my expectations.”

As he was talking, tears had stopped flowing and pain on his face had given place to

courage and excitement. He asked me with self-assurance, “Do you still want to go ahead? ”

“Yes, I do, ”I answered resolutely and yet enthusiastically.“Fiery mountains, rolling

seas and wild beasts may be awaiting me out there, but I don't care.”

The dragon burst out laughing. But hardly had his peal of laughter died away when a
thunderbolt from the clear sky plunged all around me into darkness. And I even could not see
the fingers when I stretched out my hand. Just then I heard a terrific noise shooting up into the
sky from the ground and, meanwhile, the splashing of muddy water. I felt the earth under my

feet quaking and my head swimming.

The day was dawning. My eyes were extremely bright. The swamp was nowhere to be
found. Lying in front of me was a vast expanse of grassland with its fresh green studded with
reddish white flowers. Looking up at the sky, I caught a glimpse of the blackish dragon

silhouetted dimly against the azure sky, his scales and shell being as jet-black as ever.
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1,300 Yuan

© Ba Jin

I was asked to a dinner party in Xiguan given by a friend of mine. There were seven of us

going together, including the host.

As has long been known to me, Xiguan is a busy downtown area in Guangzhou — a place
inhabited by many old-fashioned big families. The streets are wide, but there are quite a few
narrow lanes and flagstones too. Hidden in the tightly packed dwellings were unfathomable
mysteries of all sorts. Every afternoon many gaudily dressed young women will be seen parading
through the streets, escorted by their maid servants. It is said that they are concubines of big
families and that the maid servants have been hired by their masters specially to keep watch on

the young women in case they should run away.

After parking our car by the side of a big street, we alighted and walked into a narrow

flagged lane lined with small houses.

We came to a big restaurant after taking a turning. The gorgeous restaurant, standing in

such a lowly place, struck us as unusual and fantastic.

It was quite roomy inside. An old-style multi-storeyed building, with corridors, halls,
courtyards and trees, it also looked like a VIP private mansion. After walking about for a

while, we went upstairs and took our seats at table in a beautifully-named room.

The host having ordered food, we sat chatting and cracking melon seeds. The room was
quite spacious. The electric fan kept rotating. The balcony was decorated with potted flowers. A
bamboo shade under the eaves kept off the sun. Birds were heard again and again singing

outside. The whole place was nice and quiet.

A sallow-faced woman in her early fifties appeared at the door of our room, umbrella in
hand. She paced about for a while before she came in and said a few words to all of us. I couldn't
make out what she said. Then she left after exchanging a few words with one of us, who was a

native of Guangzhou.



My friends laughed and I thought I knew why they laughed. The woman reappeared

shortly, with a young girl and a middle-aged woman following after her.

The young girl, though nicely dressed, was plain-looking. She sat down without saying a
word, and having her eyes dropped, kept waving a folding fan. She looked embarrassed with

all eyes centered on her.

The silence among all made the host feel rather uncomfortable until the Guangzhou man
and the old woman exchanged a few words which, however, I could understood a bit. He
wanted to know what price she was asking and the answer was, “1,300 yuan.”It was not until
then that I realized what it was all about. The young girl was a potential concubine, waiting for

a prospective buyer.

All kept silent. The old woman accepted a 20-cent silver coin (a sum due to her) and then

left with the young girl. On leaving the room, the latter turned round to make a slight bow to us.

A moment later, while we were eating, the old woman came again, this time bringing
with her two young girls. One, wearing a braid at the back of her head, was very young, said
to be only 16. The other, with bobbed hair, was older and said to be only 18, but her real age
was probably over 20.

The girls both sat down in a chair, waving a folding fan all the time, probably because
they wanted to keep their idle hands occupied or because they were fidgety beneath the gaze of

so many eyes. They kept quiet until the Guangzhou man asked them their names.

The two girls were more nice-looking than the previous one, hence their higher selling
prices. 1,300 and 1,800 yuan were the prices asked for the two girls respectively. When one of
my friends said the old woman was asking too much, she replied complacently that the two
girls had got some schooling and knew how to read and write. Then she fetched from outside the
room two slips of paper and a pen and put them on a tea table. Thereupon, the older girl turned
sideways to pick up the pen and write down her name, and then handed the pen to the girl with

the braid, who also wrote down her name.

The old woman brought the two slips of paper to our table and we took a look at them in
turn. The three neatly written characters Huang Xu Zhen on one slip showed that the older girl

wrote a slightly better hand. The other slip was written by the 16-year-old girl, whose name was



Li Pan Hao.

However, despite their ability to write their own names, the two girls were turned down

and left after each receiving a 20-cent silver coin. They also turned about to bow to us.

My friends continued to chat and laugh. They said the reason why they had chosen to eat at
Xiguan was to find me some materials for writing fiction. They may have told the truth. But,
being students of natural science, they had little interest in literature. They knew I was a
novelist, but they had never read any of my works, and even if they had, they probably
wouldn't have appreciated them. Nevertheless I was grateful to them. But they didn't know how
sorry I felt. What I had just seen seemed to weigh heavily on my mind like a solid stone. I
couldn't imagine how the three girls had felt the moment they bowed to us on leaving the room.

Had they accustomed themselves to such dealings?

Human trafficking is nothing new. I know it is one of the outcomes of our morbid social
system. From day to day, a great many living things named“women”are being bought and sold

across the land as commodities.

My grandpa bought a concubine, so did my father's brother and my mother's brother. And
some of my generation are going to follow the example of their elders. I know of just too many
instances of concubinage. But it was the first time for me to see women openly offered for sale at
a restaurant like they were commodities, and prices negotiated in their presence. It was said that
after the bargain was struck and the deposit paid, the customer would go so far as to scrutinize
the woman he had bought physically from top to toe. I could not help feeling most indignant
about all that.
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Q)“—A A AAETE R 5538 7 3 7P N1 was asked to a dinner party in Xiguan given by a friend of mine. tHH[ ¥ AHA
friend of mine invited me to dinner at a restaurant in Xiguan, £:a restaurant/&¥ZsJlid] .

Q)T B R VF 2 IH AR K BEARYE 177 2 IHROK K2 HELE AR 7P Ha place inhabited by many old-fashioned
big families.

() “FAR /N P narrow flagstones; flagstone A< Fi5 i 4% H A i, & $flagstonests A il 4 .

(4)“FiFh AL A 2 3% Aunfathomable mysteries of all sorts, F:Hunfathomable CHEXfRAT) &I, H
DA 5 A AR S

G)FRTFTFLE LHIR T2 RIGEINFER LN, FHERE 7 A7 1% NEvery afternoon there will appear on

the streets many young women in their gaudy dresses, followed by their maid servants, 4 ¥¢Every afternoon many gaudily
dressed young women will be seen parading through the streets, escorted by their maid servants, F:parading throughf5 “#4
R R BRI o XescortedBR R “BEFE7 AL, BRRGIE”. BAh, “IRUFHEIT LA SRR 8

1% ¥ gaudily dressed.

(6)“TEIX M B AR 7 EH ik, BIARYE L F S0P Min such a lowly place (ZEIXAK FRIMTT)
D= AN BRI —AN N EE R N B —A M, 1% a native of Guangzhou.
(8)“— AMERNBE AR A A 24— AN AR K A K K7 P a potential concubineia would-be concubine.

9)“— AR &K 6k B 4y K 155”1% None of my friends said she was asking too much, HHasking )& B, “BN7,
)t 0] B ¥ None of my friends called (considered) the prices too high, {HAMN_ TR, R BHZEGZEA
T[]

(L0)“FRATT A4 W JEZ [ 4 2 1l J&E 2 X AT 122 Jour abnormal social system, 4% Aour morbid social system, +:H'morbid{E“Jf

(A1)*30 A5 32 B it (1) 4 B 474l R4 56— 38”3 Athe customer would go so far as to scrutinize the woman he had bought

physically from top to toe, H:H1go so far asE N“fEoR”, RECHRIEMIEE, JE BT HFTAHE: to scrutinize/F“4
E”f#, #I[Alto examine closely; from top to toe&R/E“ ML B HI7 iR, X EAUXKIE“EF”,
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More Memories of Xiao Shan

© Ba Jin

Last night I met Xiao Shanl! again in a dream. She held me by the hand and
asked, “What's up, dear? You're a wreck.”“I'm all right, ”I answered consolingly. Then she

wept. And I woke up with grief in my heart.

The lamplight was dim in my hospital ward. Every night, my son or son-in-law, who
had been allowed to stay in the ward to look after me, would have my bedside lamp on until I
fell asleep. The quiet of the night was disturbed probably by a noisy cement mixer at a nearby
construction site. Besides, I heard the singing noise of cicadas. But how could there be

cicadas in the depth of winter? Ah, it turned out to be the tingle in my own ears !

It was then my son's turn to look after me. He was sleeping quietly on a camp-bed close to

awall. Then, after along while, he turned over in bed.

I lay awake, recalling Xiao Shan's weeping sound. Then the ringing in my ears became
even louder...I managed to call her quietly by her original name, “Yun Zhen! “Then, when I

shut my eyes, the hospital ward suddenly changed.

I was at home, in my bedroom downstairs. She was on another bed beside me,
whispering her advice to me, “If you have any grievance, don't keep it from me. In no case

should you swallow it alone.”...

I stood beside her bed in a ward at Zhongshan Hospital. She looked at me with tears in her
eyes and said, “I can't find it in my heart to leave you. Without me, who is to look after

you? ”...

In the Zhongshan Hospital mortuary, I bent down to repeatedly pat with my hand a white
cloth bag assuming the human shape. I uttered silent words tearfully, “Yun Zhen, I'm here,

I'm here...”

I buried my face in a bed sheet. How I felt like uttering a couple of loud yells to give vent

to my agony! I was just suffocating.“Where on earth can I ever find her again? I kept asking



myself. Then I was back in my Huadong Hospital, my ears tingling as usual.

It's twelve years since she left me. Ah, twelve long years with its countless days and
nights! Every time when I approach my gate on returning home, I will see her in my mind's
eye greeting me with a smiling face and a gentle voice. But, when I step into the courtyard, I
will see nothing but some flowerless green trees of various heights. Whenever I stand looking
about on the steps leading to the room, the sight of her saying goodbye to our home for the last
time will invariably appear vividly before my eyes: Neatly dressed, she looked somewhat
impatient and melancholy and meanwhile also seemed to feel quite hopeful about things to
come. When she was at the gate, she turned her head to give a look around...It seems like the
car carrying her away has just left and the gate has just shut. No, she didn't leave by the two
big green iron leaves of the gate. And the doorbell at that time wasn't so musical either.
Twelve years ago, there wasn't a little girl entering the gate with a satchel on her back. why
shouldn't Xiao Shan's face reappear at the gate? Why shouldn't she be here to see our lovely

granddaughter Little Duan Duan?

I seem to be standing all the time on the doorstep waiting for the arriving car and someone
to come back. I've been waiting for twelve long years! I can't hear even in a dream her ringing
laughter. I only remember how my children came home holding the cinerary casket in their
hands. It was at first placed on top of a chest of drawers by my bedside in the downstairs
bedroom. Later, at the end of the Cultural Revolution, when her upstairs bedroom, which
had been sealed for ten years, was finally opened, I moved upstairs together with the cinerary
casket, thus having her keep me company again during the long, long nights. So far I've been
unable to rid myself of the endless dreams, in which I always see the same tearful eyes and the
same worried look and knitted forehead, and hear the same words of advice uttered with the
deepest concern for me. As though I'd been keeping untold grievances from her, or I'd fallen
into a quagmire without being able to extricate myself, or I'd been again knocked down onto the
ground and that with a foot put on me into the bargain?!...Every night, every night, I hear her

calling me in a low voice from the bedside casket and sobbing away.

Why do I still have dreams like this? Why am I still in spiritual chains of all
descriptions? ...It's no use lamenting. I should put an end to all dreams. I should pull myself
up, even for the last time. The cinerary casket is in my home. I still cherish her beloved look

in my heart. She'll be with me, as ever. Having been labelled as“monster”or“demon”3! for



ten years, I nevertheless don't feel isolated at all. I'm still courageous enough to march forward
towards my final objective—the grave. After I die, I'll have all my personal effects donated to
the State. My ashes, mixed with hers, shall be sprinkled over the garden to fertilize trees and

flowers.

...The alarm clock went off. I opened my wearied eyes wide. The alarm clock on the
small bedside cabinet had been brought by myself from my home to the hospital ward. I was to
get up at 6:30 according to the winter daily schedule. My son helped me put on my clothes and
get out of bed, not knowing what dreams I had had on the previous night and how many times I

had waked up from my dreams.



[1] The pen name of the author's late wife, also a writer, who died during the Cultural Revolution (1966-1976) in
China.

[2] Referring figuratively to the political persecution and maltreatment suffered by the author himself in the Cultural
Revolution.

[3] “Monster or Demon”, referring to wicked people of all descriptions, was a political label used by radicals during the
Cultural Revolution to discredit those coming under persecution.
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AMREAR T IZAFET? "ANEZFHER, W REATEEMILERE? »i¥F AWhat's up, dear? You're a wreck,
Hhwhat's up? WEBRCEAW”, dearfE B CHIEA AN, wreck/ & BUE TE MR BT 745 . I A) AT 44
EARXFEREA S ? »i% yWhat's wrong, dear? You look sad. B{You look miserable. What's up? % . A% NHow
come you look so frustrated? .

Qo BEXED, BEE T B RARG OB T, WPFT woke up with grief in my heart3%I woke up with my heart full
of sadness.

QYW % T : 25 ¥ Nher original name, “Yun Zhen! ”, HH7Enamedil original—1d], FR“ZB”7E R
%o BE&RRARLEEL”, MNFHLFTE.

(4)“F A4l 55 2 (3 183 AT buried my face in a bed sheet, H A4l LUK, i#i%¥bed sheet.

(5)“FR AR NY P 7573 AHow 1 felt like uttering a couple of loud yells to give vent to my agony! , kit give
vent tofE“ K ilt”fif . ¥+ to give vent to my agony &3 7 il 47

(6)“Ni b =77 FF A A 7B ATt seems like the car carrying her away has just left, H:Hiseems like y [ iEK, 4xa)HH[FH
It seems as if the car carrying her away had just left.

(D) BRI — B RTA G ) I RK B P always...the  same worried look and wrinkled forehead. “Hij%i4
BN AN B AR BB, BB Awrinkled forehead&knitted forehead (brows) .

) UG IR A W I Z Ml Uth...... ¥ N As though I'd been keeping untold grievances from her..., HHH—/ As
thoughZ& 3B 5 F L =R B iM% . X, BN BET), fEas thoughTiT 44 B 1 It seemed.

(9)“F N LA FTBILE ik A | — 1”1 NI'd been knocked down onto the ground and that with a foot put on me into the

bargain, - into the bargain/&i&, fE“MH”. “AI07ZEfE. X, thatFHRECHTHE 4] FI'd been knocked down onto
the ground.

(10)“FET-71% Mthe grave, HTE %, Lhtdeath™ HL,
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A Brief Sketch of Peng Dehuai

© Ding Ling

“Once on the battlefield, we begin to trust only one man. Scores of us will focus our
attention on him and none dare to slack off. Even newcomers to the battlefront will throw aside
all fears so long as he is present. When he gives orders, all will charge ahead unhesitatingly to

defy the invisible presence of certain death. Yes we fear him, but we love him more.”

That's what I heard from a 24-year-old young political commissar. While making these
remarks, he flushed with excitement. Whom did he refer to? It's Comrade Peng Dehuai, of
whom I'm now making a brief sketch. At this moment he is our front-line Deputy Commander-
in-Chief.

He is attired in the common grey uniform of a Red Army man, which, covered with a thin
layer of yellowish dust and black greasy dirt, looks very shabby and, moreover, very
unbecoming to him. But he doesn't seem to care. His facial features are somewhat blurry
because they are often chapped all over by the cold wind. From the pair of lively black eyes
rolling about on a face short on handsomeness, one detects naivety and mischief seldom seen on
the face of an adult. And his big mouth is fully expressive of tenacity—the tenacity of a
proletarian revolutionary. Whenever young cadres or junior comrades meet him, they will
have their militant hearts mollified by his most natural and sincere handshakes. Sometimes he
also enjoys bantering with them, cracking jokes that are coarse but harmless. Much more often
he will patiently explain to them various problems concerning politics or work, offering
comradely encouragement in all sincerity. His listeners will have their hearts calmed down by
his words and meanwhile feel pepped up. When he is silently absorbed in thought, everybody
around him will keep quiet lest they should disturb him. Sometimes he is really stern and
forbidding because, though lax about things in his own personal life, he is very strict with

work. Those who have been harshly criticized by him will nevertheless love him all the more.

He often engages in small talk with villagers while holding them by the shoulder or stroking
their backs. He will give the thumbs-up to the simple and honest peasants, saying, “Hi, you

buddies are real nice guys...”They will in turn pat him on the shoulder or try to put their long-



stemmed Chinese pipes to his mouth which he always declines with a smile. When he leaves
them, he will always leave behind a permanent impression on the simple and honest country
folks.
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A“FAME A —AME 0= B FRAME RASE— N>, ## we begin to trust only one man.

Q)Y A BEL S AT $“ U AN BUR 87 2 751 Jynone dare to slack off, [tnone dare to disobeyZinone dare to violate
disciplineZ£ i 17] »

(3)“mit 2N Ik Z8 1”3 N Even newcomers to the battlefront, EtEven those who come to the battlefront for the first time

()2 F A WLIIFE” 3 Ato defy the invisible presence of certain death, A fito defy ORI Fik“il%E”; Mcertain
FEIR KA AT )i, RSO R SR, H BUnGgdeath.

Gy BAEMM R B AERMZE”, 7% Ablack greasy dirtEiblack oil stains.

(6)“T BANKIE B> = B 1 B 5 A AAKAFE”, 7% Nand, moreover, very unbecoming to him#and, what's

more, very unsuitable for him.

(D) “ANRERCAEESE I 7 B B i se e b, % Aa face short on handsomeness, JHishort onf&f&iE,
fEBh = S5

(8 B B 10 AT 2 T8 212 ¥ B0 ¥ % 9 militant heartsEhigh-spirited hearts.

(Q)“HFR T R B FERLk”, AE B Nsoftened by, I BEmollified by.

A0)“A 1% b2 L LR 7 AT % Nlax about things in his own personal lifesli%“4:iGiE7w, AMEIAME”PF Aliving an
austere way of life and caring little for his appearance.

(A1) B RIFHELEATLL AR A G L #% R % 7% A He will give the thumbs-up to the simple and honest peasants, HH'to
give the thumbs-up tofE“F]...... FUIRE RN B F M. BbAJH AT N He will hold up his thumb and wave it to the face of the
simple and honest peasants, :H1to the face of {E“41HI"fi#
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First Love
—Fragments from My Diary

Xie Bingying
September 7, 1926, 2:00 pm

I'm being too hard on myself! I'm suffering a self-inflicted torment! How come his is the
only image rising in my mind? It seems that I see nothing but his smile and hear nothing but his
voice. I take the sender of any letter I receive for him and then read it over again and again.
I'm completely preoccupied with thoughts of him. Oh, my! I'm not in a mood to do
anything, nor am I able to. Whether in class or at table, walking or sitting, asleep or
awake, I can never banish him from my mind. I fail to concentrate when I listen to a talk or

read a book. In short, I just sit about thinking of him.
September 15, 1926, evening
I really don't know what love is and what it is made up of.

I don't know what love is like, except parental love. I don't know whether it tastes bitter
or sweet, sour or pungent. But I know I've developed a very mysterious and deep feeling for

him. Isn't that feeling named love?

During my first encounter with him, the moment we had an eye contact, he instantly
sowed a seed of love in my heart and magnetically attracted my heart and soul. From then on,

I began to have a soft spot in my heart for the opposite sex.

Formerly, I was so naive as to run away from my schoolmates with a

loud“Bah! ”whenever they chatted about the question of love.

They called me simple-minded, but I would rather be always like this. Now I'm

experiencing a nameless agony. Oh, my goodness! I really don't know why !

I can't explain psychologically why I love him and yet completely keep him in the dark

about it. T want to keep it secret forever and ever. What a mysterious and inconceivable



behaviour!

Pain, pain, I welcome you. I'll never shy away from you. Life will be insignificant

without pain.

Kuriyagawa Hakusonl! says aptly, “Anguish and tears make love worthwhile. Marriage

is the grave of love.”

Damn it, why should I quote him? An innocent and artless girl like me shouldn't get a

foretaste of bitter love.

When for the first time in my life my mind was haunted by the image of a member of the
other sex, I was so much distressed that I felt like committing suicide. I couldn't understand
why the image of the smiling young man kept appearing before my mind's eye, so that I
couldn't concentrate on my studies and could no longer live a happy life free from anxieties and
cares. I hated him. And I also hated my third brother who had introduced him to me. I tried to
destroy the image, but in vain. Often in the depth of night, on waking up from a dreadful
nightmare, I would thump my head with my fist and curse: —You good-for-nothing, go to
hell! Why should the unsullied mind of a young girl be haunted by a member of the opposite
sex? O what a misfortune! The image, like a whirlwind, will sweep away your future,
and, like a beast of prey, will devour your life. Ah, you're in great danger! It is,
however, never too late to mend your way. You'll be done for unless you become awakened to

the danger facing you.

Much as emotion was condemned by reason, the former, nevertheless, got the upper
hand. Instead of disappearing, the image of the young man became with each passing day even

more vigorous in my mind's eye.

I managed, however, to refrain from revealing to him my troubled state of mind. For
over a year when I exchanged correspondence with him I never let him know how much I loved
and thought fondly of him. Every day I wrote an entry in my diary as well as some free verse in
vernacular Chinese. Sometimes I got dead drunk with the strong liquor I had bought on the
sly. Sometimes I even thought of asking some friends of the same sex to go with me to an

ancient temple in the remote mountains to become Buddhist nuns. They of course had no idea



of what had happened to me. Oh, first love, how unblemished and unforgettable it is !

The alarm bell began to ring in a new era. The Northern Expedition started. Courageous
young men and women threw away their books, took off their long gowns and joined the
revolutionary army. It was then that I succeeded in freeing myself from the deep distress I was

in.

One day the lovely image suddenly appeared before me. It was none other than the young

man. He fixed his passionate eyes on me and said,

“You must have received my letter. I've been looking for an opportunity to have a serious

talk with you.”
The tender voice was charged with immeasurable hidden hope and joy.
“Don't you believe it? I'm going to join up.”
A smile, accompanied by sternness, passed over my face. He looked astonished.
“No, Idon't. You're joking, aren'tyou? ”
“No. Imean what I said.”
“Physically, you won't be able to go through the hardships! ”
“I need to be toughened up by the army life.”
“So you've really made up your mind? ”
The smile on his face was replaced by deep gloom.
“I've already signed up! ”

“Why not think it over again before you make the final decision? Let's talk it over

thoroughly.”

“No need to think it over. You should unconditionally agree to let me go! ”



He hung his head in silence. I knew he was suffering untold mental agonies. But,
strange to say, I didn't feel bad at all. On the contrary, I sat before him smiling a proud smile

like a prisoner under death sentence being suddenly granted a special pardon.
“I go back home tomorrow. Tell me if we can ever meet again.”

His voice, like a melancholy tune, unexpectedly touched me to the heart. And a feeling

of sadness suddenly came over me.

“Let's meet at the front! I hope you'll join up too.”

He gave no reply, his eyes glittering with tears.

So we parted silently without saying a word. I saw him to the school gate and then turned

round with warm tears in my eyes.

[1] Kuriyagawa Hakuson (1880-1923) , professor of Kyodo Imperial University, was a well-known Japanese literary
critic.
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Sakuralll Apartment

O Xie Bingying

In my long seeking for lodgings, I often met with a snub. I remember how, before Te
arrived, when Xue Ying and I went out hunting for a room to let, we would often encounter an
elderly woman emerging from a house to announce her curt refusal to rent out a room to a
Chinese or a single woman. That incurred our great displeasure and we sometimes found it both
laughable as well as irritating. If we had asked her for the reason why, she would probably
have, to our even greater displeasure, cooked up stories of how noisy and messy the Chinese

were...

It was with great difficulty that I finally, together with two friends, managed to find a
living place called Sakura Apartment. It was an exquisite small house with its exterior painted
pink—of exactly the same colour as cherry blossoms. I was very much struck by it at first

sight. Oh, how poetic it would be to be domiciled in a pink house !

Meditatively, I kept muttering the name of the house“Sakura”. Beautiful! What a

beautiful name! I'd sure take up my lodgings here if only there was a room available !

Hearing me talk to myself, my friends burst out laughing. When the landlord told me
there was a flat available downstairs, I immediately paid some earnest money and decided to

move in the next day.

After alighting from a street car and crossing a railway track, I came to a busy village
street. Near a florist's shop, a wonderful scene suddenly came into view. Standing tall and
erect before me in neat array was a forest of evergreen pines and firs. The shortcut to Sakura
Apartment was by a beautiful track through this forest. While walking in the shade of the
trees, I preferred not to focus my attention exclusively on the scenery. I found it most
interesting to watch, by slowing down my pace, other people walking ahead of me one after
another. On a fine day, I enjoyed watching them like on television. On a rainy day,
however, the bad condition of the track was abominable. The place was, however, very

charming on a snowy day when all was white. Glittering icicles hanging from eaves of houses



and branches of trees plus the snow-capped mountains in sight would make you feel like living
in an earthly paradise. Snow falling off branches of pines and firs would land all over on
pedestrians. When it happened to land on young girls' heads or their delicate necks, their sweet

giggles and rosy cheeks would form a picture of indescribable beauty.

Once, on the second day after the second fall of snow in spring, when we were halfway
through the track, a lump of snow falling from the trees almost hit Te on the head. He
immediately put his own hat on my head and walked ahead of me bareheaded. Two nearby
Japanese boy students, seeing me wearing a man's hat, began to laugh out loud. I didn't see
anything funny about a woman wearing a man's hat. I rather thought it funny for them to

laugh. So I also laughed.

Yes, this was a very interesting place. On the right side of the track stood a Japanese
Shinto shrine, which we often passed by on our way to the post office. All was quiet and
clean. The most memorable thing was the soughing of the wind in the pines at dusk and the

singing of spring birds at dawn.

On a moonlit night, when you passed through this place, you would better understand the

following two lines!2! escaping your lips:

The bright moon peeps through pine trees,

Crystal-clear spring water flows over stones.

Beside the forest lay a brook, which kept babbling along, through the thick forest and by
the pink house.

Sakura Apartment was tucked away in a natural environment of peace and quiet. Though
the interior of the house was not so beautiful as its exterior, I paid only 12 yen a month for my
flat complete with study, bedroom and kitchen. An accommodation renting so cheaply was
hard to come by in Tokyo. Moreover, I could rise at the call of the early morning sun and
enjoy the company of the bright moon every night. These were but two of the things I didn't

want to miss.
Yet I had to leave this quiet and enchanting place !

“Let's stay on...in this nice place! I kept saying falteringly to Te until the porter came.



Thirty minutes after the car left, I, in a dreamy state, still turned back to look out of the

glass window in search of Sakura Apartment hidden in the depths of the forest.

[1] From a poem entitled Autumn Evening in the Mountains by the famous Tang poet Wang Wei (701-761) .

[2] The Romanized Japanese word for cherry blossoms.
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Goodbye to New Year Cards!

O Ke Ling

I was born in January 1909. Time slipped by and I've been muddling along in this world
for eighty-eight years. My illness in the autumn of last year left me in poor shape and so far I've
not yet restored my former state of health. I cannot help feeling that longevity doesn't

necessarily mean happiness.

More than ten years has quickly passed away since I retired and began to stay away from
public activities. I congratulate myself, however, on spending my declining years in peace
and comfort, free from hunger and cold, and on happening to live in time of peace and
tranquility, which is hard to come by even once in a century. Though I still cannot help feeling
concerned about many aspects of the status quo, I am, nevertheless, spared from having to
live in constant fear of being overtaken unawares by an unpredictable man-made stormt!. In
my retirement, I keep the old habit of wielding my clumsy pen. I regard it as one way of
whiling away my remaining years, and also find pleasure in it, similar to an old farmer
enjoying a chat while taking the sun during the slack winter season. But now I feel I'm not quite

up to even this because of age.

The main problem is that my days are numbered and I'm going from bad to worse both
physically and mentally. While busy attending to social relations, I'm meanwhile loath to cut
off my devotion to writing. But I find it difficult to take care of both at the same time. As to
interpersonal correspondence, I've long been unable to write letters in reply though it doesn't
mean I've clean forgotten the sender or I don't feel apologetic for my silence. It certainly gives
rise to a feeling of warmth and pleasure to send new year cards to relatives or friends at the end
or beginning of a year, which not only offer messages of greetings but also serve as a substitute
for correspondence. But much as I want to, it is now beyond my power to keep doing it. The
exchange of a considerable number of such cards will take up much of my time and send me
bustling around. Having difficulty getting about because of age, I have to ask somebody else
to buy the cards or mail them out for me. The trendy cards in the market appear mostly in
glittering de luxe editions and are very expensive. What is worse, the stylish new year

messages printed therein in popular song fashion are incompatible with the status of an old man



like me. Due to numerous frustrations, I many times even thought of having cards of my own
design printed—cards which would be both simple and unaffected, and both expressive of my
true feelings and in good taste, but unfortunately it never materialized. So all I have to do is
wave goodbye to new year cards. From now on I no longer send them, either on my own

initiative or in reply. Pray forgive me for lack of manners on my part.

Time is impartial and nobody can fail to bow to it and admit defeat. Another year has gone
by and spring has returned after winter is over. Let me avail myself of this opportunity to tell
what is on my mind and make known my sincere intentions to all my friends at home and

abroad, old and new, and to all my readers, acquainted and unacquainted.

[1] Referring to the Cultural Revolution and other ultra-left political movements prior to it during the postliberation days.
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On a Yangtse River Steamer

O Ye Zi
Late at night, mother suddenly woke me up from my sound sleep,
“Han Sheng, listen! ...What's that noise? ...I've just been to the women's lavatory...”

I shuffled out of the cabin. The stewards were lying higgledy-piggledy on the floor like
butchered pigs, snoring loudly. Even the one on duty, leaning himself against the cabin
door, had dozed off to sleep. The passengers were all asleep too except two chatting

unintelligibly over their opium pipes.

The wind was howling. The stars were sparkling from behind patches of dark clouds. The
waves kept lashing violently across the deck, splashing foam into the air and giving out a
piercing cry of pain. Mother went crouching to the back part of the ship and, pointing at the

women's lavatory in the dingy corner, said,
“There! Over there...in that corner! A kind of noise...”
“Shall T go get a steward? ”
“No! You go and take a look first. It can't be a ghost...Perhaps somebody...”

Leaning over the railing, I heard from down below intermittent moaning amidst the spray

of breaking waves,
“Aiyo...Aiyo...”

“Go ahead! Go nearer so you can hear better! “mother nudged me and urged with

concern.

“There is somebody. A woman! ”I affirmed.“She's probably hanging down there by

fastening herself to a rope, under a horizontal iron bar...”

About fifteen minutes later, I, by order of mother, managed to secretly rescue the



distressed woman from danger. I did it single-handed and despite the risk.

She, a country woman of about forty, was big with child. Her arm pits and chest looked
swollen from having been fastened to the rope. Mother began to question her under a dim light

in front of the women's lavatory. The woman blinked her small eyes nervously and sobbed.

“Stop crying, you silly! ”said mother consolingly, trying to dissuade her from

sobbing.“The stewards will give you hell if they hear you...”

The woman gave a brief account of her miserable life: There had been a famine in the
countryside. She, despite her pregnancy, had to flee from the disaster with her husband and
child. They intended to go from Hankou to Wuhull! to seek shelter with some relatives. They
attempted to steal a ride on the steamer, but were discovered by the stewards at sailing time.
Her husband and child were expelled from the ship right away while she succeeded in hiding

herself outside the ship under cover of night...
Mother turned to me and said with a long sigh,

“Two lives! How dangerous! What if the rope had snapped...”Then she turned to address
the woman, “It's getting light! You'd better hide yourself in the lavatory for a while. We'll see
the accountant and put in a good word for you. Maybe he'll let you stay on the ship until it

reaches Wuhu...”

We returned to our cabin to sleep. Mother kept sighing for a long while...Then, when it

was dawning, the stewards kicked up a row.

“Han Sheng! Get up! They're beating her to death...”Mother stamped her feet with
anxiety and pulled me by the ear. Nobody knew when she had got out of bed.

“Who is it? ”I mumbled, eyes heavy with sleep.

“That pregnant woman! The one we rescued last night! ...The stewards are beating

her! ...”

We went hastily to the back part of the ship where there was already a big crowd of early
risers from among the passengers. The accountant, a bespectacled thin man in pyjamas, was

standing in the middle of the crowd directing the torture, a cigarette dangling leisurely from his



lips. The woman huddled herself up and shivered, blood oozing out glisteningly from among
her dishevelled hair. The onlookers, for the most part, enjoyed themselves as if they were
watching an acrobatic show. Only a handful of them shook their heads and sighed out of

sympathy.

I elbowed my way through the crowd, followed closely by mother. A squint-eyed
steward, stick in hand, eyed us with an assumed air of impatience. Another steward, with a
ferocious pock-marked face and wide-open dog-like yellow eyes, after giving a wink to the
accountant as if requesting his instructions, dashed to the shivering pregnant woman and gave
her a hard kick.

Letting out a shriek, she rolled over and lay flat on her back, with her limbs stretched out.

“How dare you take this foreigner-owned ship without buying a ticket, shameless

bitch! ...”He came up nearer to heap more insults on her as if he himself were a foreigner.

Mother anxiously squeezed forward to stop him from kicking the woman again,

protesting,
“Why did you kick her? Why! ...Don't you see that she's pregnant? ”

“How can she travel by our foreigner-owned ship without paying for it? ”the pock-marked

steward retorted and gave the accountant a stare.

»

“After all, it's—money only, eh? ...

' »

“Yes, money! ”said the other steward by way of stressing.

Mother pondered for a while without finding a way out. The woman then started groaning
loudly on the deck, which alerted some of the onlookers and sent them speaking in urgent
whispers. The steward with the stick, however, was about to thwack the woman by holding it

aloft.

Mother dashed forward to stop him and approached the woman to examine her belly with
great compassion. The woman suddenly stopped groaning and huddled up convulsively,
rolling her eyes and biting her lower lip. She complained loudly of a pain in the belly. Mother

hurriedly bent over and crouched down to stroke the woman's belly gently over and over again.



And, excited by great anger, she loudly cursed the stewards for being so brutal. Meanwhile,

she warned that the woman had shown symptoms of an imminent delivery.

The crowd backed away. The accountant, spitting in disgust, also walked away
quickly. The stewards listlessly followed at his heels like dogs until they disappeared into their
cabins, hurling back filthy abuse as they walked along.

I was turning to leave when mother stopped me and told me to fetch the yellow blanket

from my berth plus a flaxen string and a pair of scissors to be borrowed from somebody.

I left, passing through a crowd of nosy onlookers whispering to each other. When I
returned bringing with me everything as mother had told me, she had already taken off the
woman's trousers and the floor was wet with a pool of dirty water. The woman's lips were
bloodstained through biting. Her forehead was dripping with beads of sweat. Her whole body
was writhing in great pain. As soon as she saw me, she shyly turned her face away and shook
her hand vigorously. Just then, atiny, ruddy baby came out instantly dripping with blood. It

turned over on the floor and burst out crying—probably to complain of its unknown destiny.

I quickly turned away. Mother was panting with exertion. It took her five or six minutes
to remove the bloody afterbirth from the woman before tossing it from my left side into the depth

of the river.

“The beating is to blame for the premature birth, ”said mother furiously, raising her two
blood-smeared hands.“Damn ruthless gangsters! ...The baby is just too undersized to survive.

And yet they insist on charging the steamer fare.”
“What shall we do then? ”

“We shouldn't give up halfway, ”said she firmly in the tone of a philanthropist.“You go

and bring me a basin of water. I've got to wash the baby first before...”

The sun had just risen above the mountains on the left bank of the river. The wind,
devoid of its previous night's vehemence, was blowing softly. Beyond the distant right bank,

the contour of the small end of a sprawling town gradually came into sight.

After fondly swathing the newborn baby and covering it with the blanket, mother showed

it to the woman, saying,



“We're nearing Jiujiang/2! now. Take good care of the baby...Congratulations! What a

pretty baby girl! ...We'll see what we can do to help you...”

The woman seemed to have regained consciousness and opened her eyes, tears of gratitude

trickling down her cheeks.

Taking on the look of a real philanthropist, mother had me accompany her with a tray in
my hand visiting both steerage and cabin passengers to solicit donations from them. But the
outcome was very disappointing. Except one or two who gave a 10 or 20-cent banknote each,
all gave but a few copper coins each. Altogether, the contributions added up to only exactly

one dollar and thirty cents.

Mother sighed deeply, “Good-hearted people are hard to come by.”She decided to
contribute the only dollar coin she had on her. She produced it meticulously after removing

several paper wrappings.

Mother again went to the back part of the ship to see the woman, with coppers, banknotes
and silver coins in hand, saying, “We're pretty close to Jiujiang now! Here is more than two
dollars. Talk to the accountant when he comes and ask him to let you travel to Wuhu at a
reduced fare, so that you can keep some of the money for yourself...Of course I'll try to put in a

word for you too...”

The woman barely managed to prop herself up with tears in her eyes and reached out her
tremulous hand for the money. As she was putting away the money under the blanket, mother

exclaimed as her eyes fell on the lifted corner of the blanket,
“Hey, where is your baby? ”

Flurried and uneasy, the woman didn't say a word, tears rolling down her cheeks to plop

on the blanket.
“So you've thrown her away? You heartless woman! ”
“I, I, I...”she faltered and then hung her head in grief and utter silence.

Mother stood for a long while staring at the river bank and the busy streets of Jiujiang

approaching slowly and quietly from afar. The spray of the breaking water under the ship was



weeping—weeping over the innocent feeble life carried away by the whirling current.

The two stewards showed up again, this time to drive the woman ashore by order of the
accountant. They dragged her roughly. One of the two rolled up the blood-stained blanket we
had given her.

The ship anchored.

Mother's act of benevolence had come to nothing. Watching the stewards dragging the
woman ashore and picking up the coppers and silver coins from the ground, she could hardly

keep back her tears.

[1] Wuhu—A river port and rice market on the southern bank of the lower reaches of the Yangtse River in southeastern
Anhui Province.

[2] Jiujiang—A river port on the southern bank of the middle reaches of the Yangtse River in northern Jiangxi Province.



R (1910—1939) A+ H# 2=+ FKRAEFEUIEMAMEN 2 FFER. RL
FEAK, BB BEMA, Y FIREARAT, SFE, DNFEHR. BERE. 19325F A
BE R, 4L AIME. 19395510 A58 Bitmkt, FR_FTHY . e,
WA ERT, e H—4, KRZIARGZ T FoE R e REEARIN L,
(Kizse L) T1935F8AH KA £ (¥4R) a7l (adik) L, BRMTAEAALE, T2
ERARMEL S T Fda, BAXENFTT, $9F75, ORI NI, XFZHF
%, AAFEE,

R

Q)“URE7ERIURIT”, i listen, A Pflook.
Q) “FHEHE T 0] F IR I G BT AR~ NI shuffled out of the cabin, H:Hout of the cabinsg P HT ARGV Ak

Q)F RN G, i REmRE. BE. 8. KE. BIELNEREBFKERESHN, 549501 RE
YL L THTANE, EIRA BN ROA FIE T, A5t e B Nsteward. waiter.  attendant® .

() “FERE AL "3 Alike butchered pigs, [blike dead pigs& T/ IE R, MEE%, BT S%.
G —"M N ANThere is somebody, FHHishAHET, ZiHEEE, LUNERIES.

(6)“ VA ME 2L AT 42247 HAS S EL T iy sl 4T H ik ZEHE TR 48 M5 1% N They attempted to steal a ride on the steamer They
attempted to get a free-ride on the steamer.

(7)“VPRIX 4275 5 W] P yshameless bitchayou slut% .

B F NI A EL, S — M ER %1 NThe stewards listlessly followed at his heels like dogs, HH“/Nf5E
SRR T HT R PR MlistlesslyBiin low spirits&s

(9)“5E4FT TR 7 AT $2 B p= 58 4 S W31 18 B A 1% N The beating is to blame for the premature birth.

A0)“BRANBR )L 1) BL /NS 45 ANi% % A The bady is just too undersized to survive, H:Hundersized % %4 tbsmallffit] .

AD“GREHNCIE K T — 2 KT 17 )22 EL P A0 B i B« X3 T g 40 dh X 1218 f2 44 7T IL”, 3 9the contour of the small
end of a sprawling town gradually came into sight, H:Hthe small end )7 & “ 17 I AMNEI BRI X 7. X, “RKIHTH” 3
Jya sprawling town, FHisprawling A< {E < [H] S GE {7 fi# o

pai



S = A7
"= /RE
© I
BRI ME, B50%, RN —AMEFRD,

2 MR AR _EAG 2R AR A I, BRI L), e BIBUMN 5 1F— AN i
B RIIRAT, O T HES A RIE XD, Al T A R0 Z IR AR — 402 (R A
PEikdE) , —A9E (EEEHEF) « BOVAEWARR, EATUE B MEX IR R
#, WAl B - BRERAE R SR, R RIEAUBGR X AR, P
AR X =HOR AR b R ERPTAR B T IX A M ai kb, Mg T

HIRERRATH, AR RAALSHEMIHE . BE BRI, REFRE, &
PRGBS, T H A EREMAPIA T A AR A RAE K

fBEISEIR, RFRE ] LS —RA/REN, WL EANEE - FIURE T K
ANBEFR H — FUE 2 I TER L AR B Lo (AR R R 28 A () A% (R K

fBESE, AMERIFEREIBIL, 1 HR2 ST A FERSIR. BN EEA2Ib
KN, A AR R R 1.

LA AL, U RE AR R OR AR R 4R S AT B R AT 1 .

B R AR AR, SR ELXRMERT, AR R AGZ AR — 25 AT A Hh SR AT
ipeia



Mourning the Death of Maxim Gorky

O Ye Zi

Maxim Gorky has exerted enormous influence on me and benefited me a lot. He is my

most beloved writer.

I learned of his illness from newspapers when I was about to leave for Hangzhou for a short
visit at the invitation of a friend. Deeply concerned about the ailing literary giant, I took with
me two books that were my favourites among his works: Selected Short Stories of Maxim Gorky
and Stories of the Grassland, believing they would afford me an insight into his great soul and
teach me how to“live on”. Of course, it is not these two books alone that have contributed to
his eminence, nor have I come to love him by reading only one or two of his works. Yet it has

certainly done me much good to read exclusively the two books in question.

On my way to Hangzhou, I was daily on the lookout for news about him. I felt relieved
whenever his body temperature dropped, and otherwise I felt worried. And the two books I

was reading made me impressed with his greatness all the more.

When 1 learned of his death on the second day after my return to Shanghai, my heart

sank. Words failed me as to how grieved I was and how inspired I was with respect for him.

His death is a loss not only to the Soviet Union, but also to all young devotees to literature
the world over. No longer can we receive new instruction from him; no longer can we read his

new remarkable works.

What we can do while commemorating and mourning for the great writer is to search

among the works he has left behind for guidance as to how to“live on”.

The way before us is very long, and dark and arduous. His works, however, will shine

permanently like a beacon to guide our advance.
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The Hunter and Bird Painting

© Ai Qing

A man wanted to learn hunting and offered to apprentice himself to a hunter, to whom he
said, “One's got to have a speciality. Of all the different trades, I like hunting best. I hope I

can go inside a woods with a shotgun and shoot down any bird I want to.”

The hunter checked on the quality of the would-be hunter's shotgun and saw it was all
right. He also found the man to be quite determined to learn hunting. So he told him the
different characteristics of various birds as well as how to aim and shoot. He also advised him

to practise shooting on various kinds of birds.

Thereupon, the man believed that the hunter's words had already made a good hunter of
himself. So he went inside a woods, shotgun in hand. However, to his great dismay,

wherever he went, all the birds just flew away even before he raised his shotgun.

So he went to call on the hunter again, saying, “Birds are clever. They discover me

before I see them. They're gone before I raise my shotgun.”
“Do you mean you want to shoot at only birds that can't fly? ”asked the hunter.

“Honestly, ”the man replied, “how nice it would be if birds couldn't fly when I go

hunting ! ”

“Go home and look for a piece of cardboard, ”said the hunter.“Hang it up on a tree after

you paint a bird on it. Then shoot at this bird, and you'll make it.”

The man, after arriving home, did what the hunter had told him to do. But, alas, he
fired several times without hitting the painted bird. He had no choice but to go and see the
hunter again, saying, “I've done everything the way you suggested, but without success.”The
hunter asked him why and the man replied, “Maybe I've painted the bird too small, or fired

from a place not close enough.”

The hunter went on after pondering for a moment, “I've been deeply touched by your



strong will. Now you go home and hang up on the tree a larger sheet of cardboard for you to

shoot at. You'll make it this time, I'm sure.”
The man asked apprehensively, “Shoot from the same distance? ”
“It's up to you to decide.”
“There'll also be a bird painted on the cardboard? ”
“No.”
The man asked with a forced smile, “You mean I'm to target the cardboard only? ”

The hunter explained in good earnest, “What I mean is this: Keep firing at the cardboard
as many times as you like. Then paint a bird wherever there is a hole. As a result, there will
be as many birds as your holes. That's the way for you to be absolutely certain about your

success.”
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The Secret of Longevity

© Ji Xianlin

Approaching ninety, I'm really old. People often ask me for advice on how to keep fit and

live a long life.
The answer I would give is, “The best way to keep fit is by making no efforts towards it.”

That sounds profound, but is in fact very simple. Two friends of mine put in great efforts
to keep in good health. They spent at least two hours per day doing physical exercise. Cao

Caoll says in one of his poems like this:

Cup to cup calls for song,

Man's |ife—how long?

Few people live to be 100. Two hours per day during one's lifetime—what a tremendous
amount of time it would add up to! And what a lot could be done with that much time! It
would have been all right though if my two friends' physical exercise had really helped. But fact
is, one of the two has passed away before me and the other now never shows up, being

confined to bed with illness.

I'm known to all for having initiated three Nos, namely, no exercising, no picky

eating, no grumbling.

My three Nos, however, are apt to be misunderstood. So I need to take this opportunity
to make an explanation. Exercise, if moderate, is all right, but I disapprove of overdoing
it. One who overrates physical training while dreaming of living a long life must be mentally

unbalanced. He should learn to let things take their own course.

As to picky eating, I often find people barely over forty becoming very choosy about
food. They abstain from eating egg yolks and tripe. They behave gingerly at table as if
treading on thin ice. The embarrassment they show cannot but evoke laughter from all. Acting
with such a mentality, they can only end up in defeating their own purpose of increased

longevity.



To my mind, the last of the three Nos, i.e., avoid grumbling under any circumstances,
is the most important. Be broad-minded, optimistic and cheerful, and you will be able to eat
with a good appetite and enjoy a sound sleep. When you are faced with problems, try every
means to solve them. When you meet with difficulties, do your best to overcome them.
Neither fret over trifles, nor take an attitude of cynical indifference towards life. That's the

way to be long-lived.

One more important point: According to my personal experience of the past eighty years
or so, one should put his brain to frequent use instead of letting it stay idle. The result of
experiments made by some foreign scientists has shown that frequent use of the brain leads to
longevity instead of doing harm to it as people used to believe. Man's aging is mainly caused by
the death of cerebral cells. However, though the cerebral cells of middle-aged and elderly
people keep dying every day, man uses up in his lifetime only one fourth of the total cerebral
cells, and new cerebral cells will, under normal conditions, keep growing up daily. As long
as you use your head regularly, dead cerebral cells will always be outnumbered by new ones.
Regular use of the head will ensure the normal circulation of cerebral blood and our control of

the whole bodily function through its coordination.

I used to urge, “Never have an idle head! ”And I myself have acted accordingly. Some
people have consequently saddled me with the epithets: “agile like a swallow”and“walking as if
on wings.”They are exaggerating to be sure, but it's true that I'm in better health than people of

the same age. The above has come of plain intuition, without any scientific basis.

So mush for my“secret of longevity”.

[1] Cao Cao (formerly translated as Ts'ao Ts'ao, 155-220) , military strategist, statesman and writer during the Three
Kingdoms.
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“Great Empty Verbiage”

© Deng Tuo

Some people have a facile tongue. They talk on and on regardless of the occasion, words
pouring out of their mouths incessantly, as it were, in a torrent. But, when we try to do a bit

of recalling soon after listening to them, we find we have clean forgotten what they said.

Like examples abound. Keep your eyes open, and you will find them here and there.
Some of those given to verbiage feel very pleased with themselves and are more than willing to
share their experience with others, saying, “Our ancients say one shouldn't say anything but
can cause great sensation. I therefore ought to follow their teachings by using nothing short of

the greatest of human language.”

See, what a baloney! Many listeners will laugh off what they are boasting about as
bagull. Personally, however, I think it more appropriate to call it“great empty verbiage”than
bagu. Nevertheless, since it is closely related to bagu, the only way to trace its origin is

perhaps from bagu.
Here is a typical example. A bagu essay begins with something like this:

0 heaven and earth—the all-embracing, the cosmos, the universe! How
great and everlasting it is, in existence for millions upon millions of

years instead of one day!

See, the two sentences, known as poti2!, read quite smoothly, don't they? Not only are
they composed of big words like“heaven and earth”, “all-
embracing”, “cosmos”, “universe”, etc., but also sound deep and clear, hence pleasant to
the ear. If you read them aloud according to the tone peculiar to a bagu essay, you may be so

carried away as to start wagging your head with pleasure in spite of yourself.

Unfortunately, these big words are nothing but redundant synonyms. As you read, you
don't know what the writer is driving at with all his verbosity. And the more he talks, the more

unintelligible his words become. Or you find him talking for nothing at all. All that is



characteristic of great empty verbiage.

Undoubtedly, as empty verbiage is unavoidable on some specific occasions, there is need
for its existence in a sense. But it would be extremely terrible to popularize it, flaunt it
everywhere, or even regard it as one's special skill. And even worse it is to educate our
younger generation in the art of empty verbiage so as to develop a large number of relevant
experts. We should therefore do our best to dissuade people from following such a trend

whenever it happens.

Quite incidentally, a kid of my neighbour's recently wrote a great many things in the
manner of great poets, mostly in the form of modern poetry, but all were nothing but empty
verbiage. Often, on finishing a new piece, he would read it aloud smugly. The other day,

he wrote the following poem entitled Ode to Wild Grass, likewise packed with empty words:

The sky is our father,

The earth is our mother,

The sun is our nurse,

The east wind is our benefactor,
The west wind is our foe.

We are a tuft of wild grass,
Some people love us,

Some people hate us,

But, come what may,

We'll keep growing.

Does it read like a poem? How I worry about the future of this kid who does nothing but
write trash like that all the time! Without looking at the title, one would never know that it was
a poem eulogizing wild grass. Yet, to my great surprise, the kid has been given a high

compliment for the so-called poem! I wonder what has motivated the flattery.

There are in the poem eye-catching terms
like“sky”, “earth”, “father”, “mother”, “sun”, “nurse”, “east wind”, “west
wind”, “benefactor”, “foe”, etc., which have become hackneyed through abuse. The kid
may regard his way of writing as a means to novelty while in fact he achieves nothing novel at
all.



In all language, including poetic diction, we should strive for economy of expression,
i.e., using as few words as possible to express the maximum amount of content. The language
you use will be most effective only when you have an idea that you simply must put across.
Otherwise, your speech will be empty of matter no matter how high-sounding the words and
expressions you use. And the more you talk, the worse it is. I, therefore, advise all friends
indulging in empty talk to do more reading and thinking, but less talking. Resist the urge of
empty talk so that you can take a rest and meanwhile avoid wasting the time and energies of

yourself and others.

[1] bagu—eight-part essay prescribed for the imperial civil service examinations (known as a stereotyped essay for its
rigidity of form and paucity of ideas).

[2] poti—first two sentences of an essay giving the theme (originally said of a bagu or stereotyped essay).
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My First American Teacher

O Feng Yidai

Whenever 1 open an English book, the image of my first American teacher will
immediately appear before my eyes. In 1929, on finishing junior middle school, I was
admitted after an examination to Huilan Middle School in Hangzhou. Established by the
American Baptist Church, it was known for its good academic atmosphere. Strikingly
enough, it had English lessons taught solely by American teachers. Anding, my junior middle
school, was also known for its English language teaching, but, to complete my entire middle

school education, Ihad to get transferred to Huilan, a senior middle school.

At Huilan, my English lessons began with the following as textbooks: Charles Lamb's
Tales from Shakespeare, 50 Famous Stories from the West, published by the Commercial
Press and finally the thick-volumed Modern World, which, actually a book on world
geography, took us three semesters to finish learning. It helped me not only improve my

English but also build up the habit of caring for world affairs.

The English grammar book we learned was Nesfield's Grammar, Book III. All the above-
mentioned textbooks, except Modern World, were authored by Englishmen and hence of a

higher level than those used in ordinary middle schools at that time.

I was particularly interested in Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare, so much so that I finished
reading each tale before the American teacher had explained it. I attracted her attention by
always coming out on top in an exam. Her last name was Edgar, but I'm unable now to recall
her first name. She was then in her late thirties, short of stature and already beginning to be on
the plump side. She was very kind and gentle, and shy even with kids like us. But she was
very strict about teaching. Whenever students failed to perform well in doing lessons or in
exams, she would, with a flush in her face, criticize them for not studying hard enough. The

pet phrase she often used was, “God forgive you, my children! ”

She was sent to China by the American Baptist Church to do teaching and meanwhile
missionary work. On Sunday afternoons, she would pick some students diligent in English

studies to join her Bible class, in which all members had to converse in English because she



herself couldn't speak Chinese.

A ridiculous error I made in the class turned out to be of great help to me in my later
studies. One day, when I was in class, it suddenly clouded over and rained heavily. I was
then learning English adverbs. Thinking that an adverb could modify a verb, I said, “It's
raining hardly.”Miss Edgar responded by saying, “It's raining hard.”But I failed to understand it
and repeated my own sentence, “It's raining hardly.”She gave me a stern glance and said once
more, “It's raining hard.”Then I suddenly realized that there must be something wrong with the
word“hardly”though I didn't know why. I kept quiet and felt very uneasy. After class, she
told me very gently that in order to know the different functions of a word, I should frequently
look up a dictionary. To avoid embarrassing me, she had chosen not to directly point out my
error in the classroom. She wanted me to discover and correct the error by myself. The small
incident, however, gave me a deep lesson. It has resulted in my habit of consulting a
dictionary frequently. This lesson I learned more than half a century ago is today still deeply
engraved in my memory. Whenever I do reading without understanding it thoroughly, I will
remind myself to look up a dictionary quickly. That applies to Chinese as well as English

learning.

From then on, she and I were on very friendly terms. During the time when I was in the
second and third grade of the senior middle school, most students joined the patriotic national
salvation movement at the outbreak of the September 18th Incident’! and the January 28th
Incident’?. I got very busy doing propaganda work for Hangzhou Student Association and had
no time to attend the Bible class, but I didn't slacken my efforts in English studies. One day,
when after class I accompanied Miss Edgar on her way to her home, she said, “I know you're
very busy, but I hope you keep your English from getting rusty. A second language, if not
often used, will soon be forgotten. However, I don't think it's wrong for you to take part in
the student movement. Let me pray to God for blessings on you! ”She hoped I would become
a Christian, but I, having embraced new ideas, chose to remain a non-convert. She felt

regretful and blamed impiety on her own part for failing to convert me.

In 1932, when she was leaving China for home, I went to the wharf to bid her farewell.
She said to me with tears in her eyes, “I'll pray for you every day. May the blessings of God be
on you! “Then we corresponded regularly until 1936 when I began to live an unsettled life.

Nevertheless, I always cherished her memory.



In 1980, on my visit to the United States, I contacted the American Baptist Church with
inquiries about Miss Edgar. They told me, after checking up, that she passed away in 1946.

Miss Edgar was my first American teacher. Her friendly feelings towards me will always
remain in my memory. Now that I'm old, I often feel I've treated her somewhat unfairly.

Perhaps I shouldn't have kept myself aloof from her belief.

[1] September 18th Incident refers to the seizure of Shenyang on September 18, 1931 by the Japanese aggressors, as a
step towards their occupation of the entire northeastern China.

[2] January 28th Incident refers to the invasion of Shanghai by the aggressor troops of Japan on January 28, 1932. The
local Chinese troops put up a stiff resistance to the invaders and anti-Japanese sentiment ran high throughout China. The
hostilities lasted until May 5 of the same year when Chiang Kai-shek, who had persistently followed a policy of non-
resistance, signed a truce with Japan.



B (1913—2005) , #iciM A, FEEFNET HEFALKTHEFNLI S
K, REAEFLMER. 8FR. A, (RN F—2F£EBEIF) RHE FT1990F10A2H
89 — B ALK T A a9 4Rk .

R

WFERE, FECFIREEMN, AR RHRER S, SOOR AR LR RS L »#AAt  Huilan,
my English lessons began with the following as textbooks: ....

(2)“ZL[E A\ ”1¥ NEnglishmen. Ufli¥native speakers of EnglishJfIE 5 AT, R 5 FEEIEAH H A

(3)“IKF L 2 iy — e A 2= 13 R 1R 7 B Aand hence of a higher level than those used in ordinary middle schools at that
time. 7] ;and hence more advanced than those used in ordinary middle schools at that time.

(A “FFREITIG, RGBT, KILSZ2 32T 173 573 A1 attracted her attention by always coming out on top in
an exam. A% AT attracted her attention by always coming out ahead of others in exams (E{by my excellent performance in
exams) o

G)“AT B & TP 4f & BE T 7% Nalready beginning to be on the plump sideZ¥already on the plump side, F:+Hion the...side
RBGE, EBia T, < T, .

(6)“{H FAT B AR AN EHIEIE T PR $5AT 125 Abut 1 hope you keep your English from getting rusty&ibut I hope you won't let
your English get rusty, FHrusty’ FISRfgHAE. 1B S S EE”.

(D) “Be5% | — e A8 P Hhaving embraced new ideas, +HembracediE [Flaccepted&istarted believing

(8)“ 9V agf A2 FRAS [ 758 1t (943 PP W 9, VRS B 20T Wt (945 AP0 26 7R v ¥R W > 1% 9 Perhaps T shouldn't have kept
myself aloof from her belief, H:H'aloof{E“FK R4 ¥% "k, belief [FAreligious faith (belief) . IFAJH AT 41 shouldn't have
disapproved of her Christian faith#%I shouldn't have been so standoffish toward her religious faith.



s (1)
O Ry

AL B, ZHRAA=THR, RARDJLREBEE 28K, G485 WL
ETEHRASHIBND, AR TR, 0H A A A S

bR A PRRR RIS | IR EDORA M BRI, B B AR 20), A
FEANMRIEABAIIFETEHE AR R L, BOR, N FE R OafEsL®, RUNERDH
re EIARIbRE. £ ERMEFMANRARL S TAERZ 1, AP IREE, A7 EER %
EPFT AL L A A NKS T, Ja RIA RIEAATE RS B L T N TARE, $
BIHAMAK T . AT 228018, BRI MAR I i, BEIRMEE T
AR, (B B bA 1A & — N REE R E S, 3T RSB R A, ST B HER
28, FUMZFATER LRI T, WK T LET) . RELBWHAA TAR, MBA1H

AT

HRMECRE R I RO THISURAIE IS, 9 5 — 7 K s BRI g N 1) & 1 Fe R i 9
e JERBBARLIL T2, KISCEEXIAGFE AU 55« AR 1
H, SRt A ARC R R R, AL S B R R TR R
B, AR AATEMZ B Bt s | DIRT R e 2 B R N2 . XS
AR EIRFHFESE, FHFEE X!

ANV ERNE K, AU B NERARTE, REZRMEL. MOETIRHERER
sl MR BREERE A, #MARIL T IRIRES). BirRE R Ll —KE9 LN
JREGRER, R, RIEAET, 2R, ERZEZARMILOHTBES, BN
NP2, WA EE ML RSB B RSk BN, A i
LN EHENIZA T SRMTARAEF XL . ZEVEXURAN ARk by, 75 S ] 2R R i
5, BPEADZEM ST IFEN, RBMAIEREE 7P, Rz )E, ARk L
N

= tTERKN ERESERE, SHFBEAZ, WaaERAEEE, W5 A ERE
T WA RIS, 1B BRI ZITAT R 2 AT K ER ARG A R R B B, ] iRLe
FAE=HERSCA A, REFHHA MG R, HuiERN, RETEN, EEW
St A AT RBL, B B, SRR, i, BB L



Hh, AT, AURZAAREE NN R SE, KNERBAT IS, <R LR REA1E
To “Rbig! RMIRED.

PR EGREFS EEER R, RAE (TR« (R S W AR
MisfedE, WEIZZAS. KK 55, ANEATHAEE B Sal—x 2B, WREFZ R
PO RO HF B TR R . RSk R O A ME T &, A RMRETRERE KD, i
HESERF AR EDR /N BB % o e — 38T LSRR AR T U, XA EAT B>
FF/NMAAIR R E PRI T Y AT, AMEIFRRIADILEORKN S T, BixRE
0. AR EABMEAKRTTH — B BT, mH USRS S5 RS E L )\ =4+
REEAIH A 1.

FEAAEEAN R B R T B RIS AE BRI 1 rp B EE — T A B e R
e HSRFZEEEWHA TRGEBMFALERE, T EEEH, H R RZ 1
X, NATEGr. FLR2BEERSRRE, ENMESNM, bt s b, BRETS LR
ZAHFRAD, IS K A ARSI IR ARTES), XM R IR B2 R R
B = TR s e !



Shanghai as I See It

© Wu Guanzhong

Whenever I passed through Shanghai, I would stay there for only three or four days,
seldom more than a week. So the city, like a person who is more of a nodding acquaintance
than a close friend of mine, is still rather unfamiliar to me. But its look and voice are

unforgettable.

Shanghai is a mysterious place! When I was a child living in the countryside of Yixing, I
used to elbow my way into a big crowd so as to listen to someone lately returned from Shanghai
chatting about things he had seen and heard in the dazzling city. To me, their summer wear of
dark-coloured xiangyunshalll was characteristic of a Shanghailander. Evidently, those who
had been working in Shanghai enjoyed a much higher status than their fellow villagers. They
seemed to be quite rich. The tins of biscuits and wall calendars with pinup girls on them they
had brought home were the envy of all country folks. Later, I learned, however, that they
had been earning money the hard way by becoming factory workers, old jobbers or
housemaids. Like 99 percent of our fellow villagers, my parents had never been to Shanghai.
Though living not remote from Shanghai, they had to regard it as an inaccessible paradise on
earth. In recent years, often in the waiting room of Shanghai Northern Railway Station, I
have overheard some travelers speaking with a pure accent of my native place. They are
apparently elderly villagers from my home town who, thanks to their children working in local
factories, universities or research institutes, can now well afford to visit the city on sight-

seeing tours.

The Bund is a marked feature of Greater Shanghai. Shanghailanders used to describe to
country folks with pride how Nanjing Road is lined with high-rises. Later, while I was in
London for a summer vacation, I noticed the remarkable resemblance between some of the
narrow streets there with their renaissance-style ancient buildings and Nanjing Road. But I
would rather say that it is Nanjing Road that has been modelled after London. Well, let's
review the history of Shanghai! Nevertheless, Nanjing Road has a characteristic of its own,
that is, street congestion. In this respect, it can vie with Wangfujing!® of Beijing for

championship, or world championship.



Some say Shanghailanders are shrewd, some say they are smart. I agree with the latter.
The delicacies they cook and the sweets and pastries they make, as well as their light industry
products and dress fashions, all speak well for their cleverness. Recently I was very much
struck by the robust beauty of an acrylic blanket made in imitation of tiger skin, which was the
product of a Shanghai Woolen Mill. It was a real work of art standing head and shoulders above
other blankets with old-fashioned dull patterns and colours. I hope they will follow up with
blankets patterned to perfection on leopard skin. Shanghai is not without its sly fellows or even
rogues of course. And I used to presume that Shanghailanders as a whole are not used to
hardship and toil. But I have come across a great many hardworking youth hailing from
Shanghai in the Jinggang Mountains, on the rubber plantations of Xi-shuang-ban-na, or in
Altai on the frontier of Xinjiang. It was not until they revealed their Shanghai accent that I

knew where they were from.

In the thirties, Shanghai used to compare well with Hong Kong for skyscrapers and high-
rises. But later, when it ceased to erect more, it began to lag behind Hong Kong and even
Beijing. Most of my former teachers and schoolmates there are still living in the close quarters
of lanes and alleys, experiencing the same environment that had produced literature of the
thirties. In the latter part of last October, when I made a stopover in Shanghai, I happened to
be caught by a heavy rain outside the railway station. I joined a long queue for taxis with
luggage and umbrella in hand, but to no avail. I joined another long queue for pedicabs, but
also to no avail. Then I tried to seek a shelter from the rain, but also to no avail. All travelers
had to stand in the open totally exposed to the storm.“Damnable Shanghai! ”they

cursed.“Damnable Shanghai! ”I echoed.

I've never come to know any wealthy guys in Shanghai except in the novel Midnight, the
stage play Mayor Chen Yi, etc., depicting moneyed capitalists and their families leading a
lavish life. On my last trip to Shanghai, I happened to see many young men dressed in
Western suits and leather shoes and women with perm and rouged lips, some sporting big red
flowers on their chests, lining up in front of many luxury hotels to await the arrival of cars
carrying distinguished guests. Wasn't that a night scene of colour and bustle typical of a
metropolis—a scene of children from rich families flaunting an ostentatious life-style? While I
was utterly puzzled, people told me that I was too much of a country bumpkin to recognize a
wedding ceremony. The guest-welcoming line extended all the way from the gate to the

banquet hall. And several big hotels had already been booked up for wedding banquets till the



end of 1983.

Ren Bonian[3! and Wu Changshuo®! used to sell their paintings for a living in Shanghai.
And Liu Haisul® established China's first school of fine arts in the city. Today, many
provinces and cities in China boast their own standardized art schools with the exception of
Shanghai although it is home to a galaxy of painters. All art exhibitions, foreign or Chinese,
were first held in Beijing and next in Shanghai. But the exhibition hall in Shanghai, like its
railway station, doesn't go well with the status of such a metropolis. It therefore holds little
attraction for me as a painter. That probably accounts for the fact that every time in passing

through the city, I usually stayed there for only three or four days !

[1] xiangyunsha—Silk fabric with a thin film of lacquer on the surface, manufactured in Guangdong and used as summer

dress material.
[2] Wangfujing—the busiest downtown street in Beijing.
[3] Ren Bonian—1840-1896, born in Shaoxing, Zhejiang, a famous traditional Chinese painter.
[4] Wu Changshuo—1844-19927, born in Anji, Zhejiang, a famous traditional Chinese painter and seal cutter.

[5] Liu Haisu—1896-1994, born in Changzhou, Jiangsu, a famous art educator well versed in traditional Chinese

painting, oil painting, calligraphy and poetry.
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(1) B H < B SRR 5% 3 N AT DAL ER . U4 51 B N Streets of Shanghai Ml 5 S0 &E N AN, i
PfShanghai as I See It, ©{Shanghaiti ],

(2)“H WLTHME TCIRAS 138 N\ AT 1% Na nodding acquaintance5%a mere acquaintance.

(3)“ LifE A I8l £ 9% Asomeone lately returned from Shanghai, 3 Hreturned/& A K& ¥zhidreturn it 2540, FEE
1] o

@BKR, 155 BEIE =27 P Ntheir summer wear of dark-coloured xiangyunsha, 4 {flwear{E“/R %" fi# .
4] ] A The xiangyunsha clothes they wear in summer.

(5)“TKATE A& — AN RBAZE ) K [ > ] $2 I8 v 2R A N ] K 3% an inaccessible paradise on earth.

(6)“4MNE? %~ The Bund, A IHIN & RIS CHAZ; bund R R “UHT D7, “I2F"%,

(DU NATENZ Lz R A1 522508 | 73 A Well, let's review the history of Shanghai! , H e Well/& B3 IG5
By, BRA LB TFAN, RS R

(8)“HARIN 1 HE B SR ] #5150 B 3 N 22 A BRI R 571 Nall speak well for their cleverness, F:ispeak forj&
}&i}é‘_’ ,f/'-:‘“%ﬂ)an‘ {:.LIEE)%):%D

(9)“F5 F B 51 38 K £1 4% 1% Nsome sporting big red flowers on their chests, :Asporting= Elwearing, {HH 5“4 A
HH” “BE S X

(10)“/b35/NGEAT T il 23 )R ” P Nchildren from rich families flaunting an ostentatious life-style, :Hflaunting & [7]

showing off (JZ##) , ostentatiousi [Fextravagant CHTRIRZEMD o PElI I At AT B Jychildren from rich families showing
off their extravagant life-style.

A0 FRIRET 5 g2 AHFR 1 Nthe exhibition hall in Shanghai...doesn't go well with the status of such a
metropolis, HH1go withZ i, 1EAHFF. “AHAC” (match with) 5.
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The Green-Uniformed Girl

© Wu Guanzhong

The place where I live, known as Hui-xian-tang, used to be a well-known big restaurant
in Beijing during the last years of the Qing Dynasty. With painted pillars and carved
windows, it was then a splendid mansion facing the Shi-sha-hai Lake. The rooms downstairs
and upstairs would be packed with literati enjoying a get-together, tradesmen negotiating
business affairs, and singsong girls performing for a living. And it also witnessed numerous
wedding feasts held by rich and influential families. But now, like a run-down royal palace, it
has become a residential compound occupied by dozens of households with some of its members
working at six or seven different organizations. Piled high with rubble here and there, the
whole place is in a terrible mess with makeshift shacks, a narrow path running zigzag across
it, and eaves so low as to hit the head of passers-by. I live in a one-story two-room house in
the rearmost backyard backed by a small lane. As the window is high up in the wall, I can't see
anything in the lane, but I can hear a lot of noises therefrom, such as the cries of itinerant knife
sharpeners, the blaring of car horns and the shouting and screaming of women. The mixed
noises often disturb me in my work. Exceptionally, however, I find one voice so very
pleasing.“Letters, and newspapers! —”It's the clear, ringing voice of a young girl, uttered
with a much prolonged last syllabic sound. It seems to keep echoing over the courtyard of each

and every household in the neighborhood. To me, it's music!

People who have fortune on their side will look forward to good news; people separated
from their dear ones will long to hear from them. Man always lives in hopes. The personal
fate, the prospects of the nation, the fast changing world—in short, all variables and
uncertainties in the future—are causing great concern. Nobody knows what tomorrow has got
in store for us! The postgirl delivers to us news about the unknown future and about the real
state of affairs, pleasant or unpleasant. Like others, I'm eager for mail every day. How heart-
warming is the cry of the postgirl coming from the small lane back of my house! As the years

go by, Iseem to have known her for a long time.

Later, whenever I took a stroll along the secluded small lane, I would unconsciously turn

my eyes towards the green-uniformed postgirls riding green-coloured bikes, wondering which



of them was the one whose familiar voice I had heard calling every day. These girls were
equally beautiful! When I was young, I once entered a hospital in Kunming, capital of
Yunnan Province, to undergo an operation for eye trouble. With both eyes bandaged, I left
myself entirely in the care of a nurse. Every morning and evening, I would hear her calling me
in a clear, soft voice, “Let's take your temperature! ”Gradually I became familiar with the
voice. I felt grateful and well disposed towards it. In short, I fell in love with her on the sly
though I didn't even know what she looked like. The day when I had my eye bandage removed
after recovery, I was eager to find out from among the many nurses the one who had attended to
me, but in vain because leaving in a flurry, I failed to hear her voice again. Nevertheless,

I've since held all white-robed nurses in high esteem. O white-robed nurses, how beautiful is
the spotlessly white colour! O green-uniformed postmen and postwomen, how beautiful is the

green colour signifying peace !

One snowy afternoon, when I was doing painting, I heard the familiar voice of a girl
calling at a distance from the front courtyard, “Wu Guanzhong, your seal, please—! ”Yes,
that was the postgirl! I put down the painting brush and hurried to the front courtyard through
the passageway between the makeshift shacks. Arriving at the gate, I saw hanging on the
postgirl's green bike a big postbag bulging with mail. Of course that was the last thing for her to
leave behind under any circumstances. I immediately realized why, instead of going to the
rearmost courtyard to deliver the letter to me in person, she had had to call me from afar at the
top of her voice like a shepherdess on the grassland. It was cold and she was dressed in a
cumbersome cotton-padded jacket, which was so big that she could no longer wear the green
uniform over it. The big scarf round her neck concealed half of her face so that I was unable to
see what she really looked like. Not knowing that I was eager to talk a few words to her, she
quickly mounted her bike and left. Against the blinding white snow, both rider and bike
looked especially dark. Her quickly receding figure brought to mind a raven on the wing, or

rather a magpie !
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Q)N HHEEE” BRI ST NS4, 1% Nliterati enjoying a get-together, H:Hliterati= [F/men of letters.
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The Cricket

© Wu Guanzhong

Grey-templed as I'm, I still always keep myself occupied. Everyday I bustle about town
having little time to indulge in pleasant reminiscences of how I used to catch crickets in my
childhood. One day, however, my wife and I were pleasantly surprised by the sudden
chirping of a cricket in our apartment. How did it get into this tall building? As the sound
seemed to come from a corner of our kitchen, I guessed it had probably come with the

vegetables my wife bought from the food market.

On Sunday, when our youngest granddaughter Xiao Qu was with us, the cricket started
chirping again at supper time with a rising clear and loud sound like in a performance. Xiao Qu
was overjoyed and stopped eating as she was eager to catch the insect. Torch in hand, I found
my way to a corner of the kitchen by tracing the sound and then cleared away everything in the
way, like brooms, discarded outer leaves of vegetables, leftovers, waste paper, used empty
bottles, etc. until my eyes fell on a big cricket on the damp cement floor near a water pipe. It
stayed still as I lit it up with the torch. So I got it easily. The whole family was wild with joy.

I put it into an empty colour-tube cardboard box and handed it to my granddaughter. But she
said she wanted to have it kept in a transparent container so that she could see it chirp. Then she
found a plastic bottle and happily watched the pitiable little captive therein moving about in
panic. Her grandma, however, fearing that the cricket might suffocate, punctured a few

holes in the plastic bottle with a pair of scissors.
Xiao Qu left for home with the cricket.

That night a complete silence reigned in our house. Our children had already gone to bed
behind the closed door. My wife and I felt unusually lonesome in our bedroom. She blamed it

on my having got rid of the cricket.

Late at night, we heard the chirping of a cricket again. Ah, that must be another one!
My wife and I were too excited to sleep. We were lost in memories of our child life in our rural
home with the starry sky outside the antique window, the glowing of fireflies, the warbling of

nightingales, the ever-present accompaniment of crickets' chirrups...We chatted on and on



recalling elders at home, fellow villagers, kids in the neighbourhood, and so on and so
forth. All the while, we were transported by nostalgia to our old home remote from Beijing.

May the cricket settle down permanently under our roof'!
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Q) EE B A EFR”, #i¥Four apartment, A %E41% Nour houses{our home.

@RI IEMAETERR . &5 ME, 7 ¥ ANcleared awayBiremoved, i /&G .

G)FRFTREFR T HISEH M, Hi¥discarded outer leaves of vegetables.

O)“REBE DK EIAE T NSo I got it easily, HFgotfE“PE”. “HH3k"2EfE, = [Fcaught, HEER.

(N “Z AR A IZAEPE T IR T P AShe blamed it on my having got rid of the cricketa{She blamed me for having
removed the cricket&{She complained that I had removed the cricket%% .
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Life

© He Wei

There are various ways of returning to nature, but people generally respect the last wish
made by their parents towards their journey's end. A friend of mine incidentally related to me

the following occurrence which, like a little story, is very touching:

In a newly opened-up forest, a quietly dressed woman walked all by herself on a winding
path straight towards one of the trees. There were many trees of varying sizes, and some had
just been transplanted, but all were shooting up fast, standing straight and stout and covered
with light green young leaves. Evidently, some people had been put in charge of these

memorial trees.

As she had been doing for we don't know how many years, the woman stood silently
beside the tree with a bunch of fresh flowers in her hand. She raised her head to fix her eyes on
the tree and kept moving her unique small lips as if she were soliloquizing or sharing her
innermost feelings with someone. She took a step back to assess how much the tree had grown
in height and softly removed the mottled fallen leaves under it. She bent forward to hug and
kiss the tree that had been transplanted many years before, and gently stroked its wrinkled bark
as if it were something alive. Then she reluctantly turned round and left, vanishing into the last

rays of an autumn day in the deepening dusk.

At a sudden gust of the autumn wind, the tree rustled like it was whispering secretly and
the woman, being the only person capable of understanding the full implications of the
whisper, immediately turned round. Then, after mumbling a few words to the tree, she said

goodbye to it and set out on her way home with tears in her eyes.

As the years went by, the woman, a regular solitary visitor on the path, became older

and older.

Several years later, the tree became even taller and was crowned with verdant foliage. It
stood erect and became more and more luxuriantly green in the wind. It looked up at the

firmament to watch the motions of the sun, moon and stars and thus merged itself with Mother



Nature.

Another period of time afterwards, there appeared close to it a newly transplanted small
tree. It was robust and quiet. With the passage of time, the roots of the two trees had become
twined together. They each had a delicate small wooden cinerary casket buried underneath
them. The ashes in the caskets had gradually turned into organic fertilizer passing into the trees
trunks by way of the roots. The two elderly persons had successively chosen the same way of
returning to nature so as to have life prolonged in the bosom of nature. Each tender leaf in the

trees was pregnant with green hope.

It's a true story. It's a poem singing the praises of tree burial. No need to identify the two

elderly people though. It could be any person.
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)“FIZEM NG — I IZ R B E MR & SR 27 2 7% Nthe last wish made by their parents towards their
journey's end, H:Hone's journey's endE i, B AR, “EaiIRL”, MAJHATE Nthe last wish made by their
parents towards the end of their life journey.

Q)“— LR K ABSR YL — 1 F1% N A friend of mine incidentally related to me the following occurrence, F:relatedi
Hedbid”, 45Frecounted. spoke of. talked about5F. MA)tH A KA friend of mine by chance spoke of the following.

B)YARERMM L NF Aa quietly dressed woman, FHiquiet— A= B R2IGHOE G, ANEMR S, HEIEHAT

1 a woman in quiet clothing. a woman wearing a dress in quiet colours%5 .

@“M8R, HANEL TP HELIR 0 S 2E i Evidently, some people had been put in charge of these memorial trees, H:H
RIE IR BEAOL course, K Evidently 1P Y)A T 3. MAJtH AT Evidently, some persons had been specially
assigned to take good care of the memorial trees.

(B)“ANFn% LA N As she had been doing for we don't know how many years, F:"Hwe don't know how Z3fi\i&, H
PLRIEJFE A7 b A AT 3 A As had always been the case for many years@{ As she had been doing for many years.

O) TR BRIk —5”, #P¥kept moving, K PFmoved.

(D) BERK RGO MR 48 R SCmi$g e 7 —BERKX”, %At a sudden gust of the autumn wind, FrPAtHIE SE“AE
R R BB T

(B)“BybybHhm By, 7Bk BRI AL 157 B Fithe tree rustled like it was whispering secretly, %5 7J-the tree rustled as if it
were whispering secretly. 3 H [flike s [Flas if, XA LT @B EF.

Q“Me L NI R, BAEKRHREE T AEER, BUHZ<E LT/ LRI UL A, Bk
% 7 7% Hithe woman, a regular solitary visitor on the path, became older and older.

(A0YARZEAETYT, A E ALV AT 7B HR A H.45% 487 2 1% Nthe roots of the two trees had become twined together.

ADRGEHEIE IR, BEHHARRTRAIUL, B S eR G R E K, BEvAIUE, @R, 2
AW BB The ashes in the caskets had gradually turned into organic fertilizer passing into the trees trunks by way of the
roots, H:H'by way of & [F]through.
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The Last Lap

© He Wei

Back in the late 1970s, I received a letter from Xiao QianHd, in which he said, “I
shouldn't slacken off on this last lap of my life.”I was deeply touched and have remembered his
words to this day. Last year, when I read his I'm an Octogenarian, in which he
said, “Having covered more than half of this lap, I'm now close to the finishing line, I was
even more touched and seized with a feeling of sadness. To my great delight, however, his
last lap, having lasted, as I figure out, for more than a decade now, is very long and
fruitful. Judging by his strong will and broad-mindedness, the finishing line should
undoubtedly be somewhere in the coming 21st century. Meanwhile, the last lap of human life
has reminded me of the marathon race. According to legend, when the ancient Greeks defeated
the invaders at Marathon[2, a Greek soldier is believed to have run non-stop from Marathon to
Athens, a distance of 42, 195 metres, to announce the Athenian victory at the battlefield.
Unfortunately, after making the announcement, he dropped dead from exhaustion. He was
not only the courier carrying news of the Greek victory, but also the winner of the record
journey. Now the long-distance foot race of the same distance has been named after the Battle

of Marathon to commemorate the legendary feat of the Greek soldier.

The marathon race is a sports event testing man's endurance and strength. Runners start
from the same starting line and on the seemingly endless track the gap gradually widens between
the strong and the weak. The last lap always witnesses the runners going all out to win
success. The first to reach the finishing line is showered with warm applause and acclamation

while the new record he or she has created is flashing across the screen.

Nevertheless, we also see this moving scene: An exhausted runner, dragging a pair of
weary feet and staggering as though about to fall into a faint, barely manages at long last to hit
the finishing line after a desperate struggle. Oh, what a stirring moment! He may be the
last, yet he is also a winner. He likewise deserves spectators' warm encouragement and

approving applause. People are deeply moved by his tenacity.

Human life can be likened to the marathon race. All people, especially the aged who have



already seen much of life, have the last lap. Septuagenarians and octogenarians are on the last
lap of their lives after experiencing the twists and turns of life's journey, meeting human beings

of all descriptions and going through one obstacle after another.

The last lap may be long or short; the runners may be fast or slow. Some may run with
firm and steady steps and self-possession; some may run very unsteadily and out of step; some
may be sluggish and run with faltering steps. What is worse, some may resort to dishonest
practices; some, being slow themselves, may purposely stand in the way of others; some may

run without adhering to the rules of the competition. Such people are doomed to failure.

Whoever acquits himself well on the last lap is a winner.

[1] Xiao Qian (1910-1999) , famous writer, journalist and translator of literary works.

[2] Marathon, village of ancient Greece, on the east coast of Attica, some 25 miles northeast of Athens.
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My Study

© He Wei

The study is to a scholar his private domain, his spiritual home and his intellectual world.
I've been to the studies of several friends. Though of different sizes and with different
furnishings, they are nevertheless about the same in boasting a roomful of books. Books
shelved in bookcases lining the four walls. Books either piled up one upon another, or
displayed in neat rows, or laid out in disorder like fields with crisscross footpaths or a jungle.
In recent years, the appearance of various multivolume collected works in de luxe editions as
well as selected works of every description has added to the splendour of a study. Among them
there is no lack of great classics and master writings. On the other hand, some trash is
inevitably mixed with them too. But that doesn't hinder the owner of the study from enjoying

the company of his library.
A study is always a place of enormous appeal to us.

I've been engaged in writing for several decades, but I've never had a study of my own—a
study that is independent, intact and true to its name, that is. I've moved many times, once
even away from a big city to a remote small mountain village in another province. Whenever I
moved, my books, cumbersome as they were, turned out to be the last thing for me to part
with. I'm a bibliophile. My collection of books is far from being a big private library, but it
keeps growing from day to day. Several times of house moving did not disperse my
collection. On the contrary, it has become larger with each passing day until my small
dwelling is overcrowded with them. Now the shelves of books in my study-cum-bedroom

extend as far as the tiny toilet. No room is available to serve specifically as a study.

However, in the course of my career as a writer, I did once own a study, or, to be
exact, a storeroom turned study. I was then living in an old house built at the turn of the
century. It was quite roomy, so much so that the ground floor served even as a neighbourhood
nursery. I and family lived in a room on the third floor, which was really big but impractical
because, according to today's standard, it could have been divided into at least three rooms.

Fortunately, close to the staircase just outside my room, there was a storeroom, which I



regarded as something of great rarity to me because sitting inside it behind the closed door I

could cut myself off from my family and work without any disturbance from my small kids.

The storeroom was the only study I've ever had in my life. Perhaps it could be aptly called
a workshop. It was long, narrow and small. An old desk stood against a wall under the
northern window. Two piled-up glass bookcases rose erect near the entrance. They were the
furniture abandoned by a former resident. There was no room for anything else besides my old
cane chair placed before the desk under the window. However, enjoying the privacy of a so-
called study like this, I could do writing with high concentration. All festivals and holidays as
well as all after-hours sparetime would find me confined in solitude to the tiny room to

experience the delight of giving free rein to my literary thought and imagination.

In the fifties, Shanghai was much colder in winter than now. The window panes would
ice up and one's breath would freeze in the cold air. I would, with the window curtains drawn
together, warm myself by a charcoal brazier over which a small kettle was sizzling away, and
gradually move into the best state of readiness for creative writing. On the four walls, which I
could easily reach by holding out my hand, I had several strings with scraps of paper hung on
them stretched between nails. On these scraps of paper, I kept jottings of fragmentary
materials for creative work, some linguistic gems and my original manuscripts awaiting
revision. In this workshop, I turned out in a few years a large number of articles, both long
and short, and, to my great surprise, some of the short essays I then wrote are today still to

the liking of the reading public.

How I cherish the memory of the small study! Whenever I passed by the former residence
with my children, who have now reached middle age, I never failed to show them the location
of our old home and tell them that the third floor of the building which had changed beyond
recognition had once been our home. Yesterday, when passing by the same place, I found
that the old building was nowhere to be found and that a high-rise had been erected on its site.
In the deepening dusk, I repeatedly turned round to look up at the towering structure and

wistfully relived the old days I had spent in the small study.
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I1l-Informed US Newsmen

© Dong Dingshan

The other day, an editor of The New York Times called me to inquire about“the Yan'an
caves”, a phrase he had come across in one of my articles. It struck me immediately, for the
young American editor with his ignorance of current affairs and historical events was a reflection

of my own old age.

The article I had written was about a recently published biography of Edgar Snowll. I
pointed out therein that Snow's Red Star over China, published in 1938, served to spur
innumerable aspiring young Chinese intellectuals to make pilgrimages to the Yan'an caves, thus

contributing to the success of the Chinese revolution.

The young American editor's failure to understand the said phrase made me lament the

fading out of elderly senior members on the editorial staff of the renowned newspaper.

That the new generation of American newsmen are unfamiliar with modern Chinese history

is by no means something new.

Ten years ago, after I sent in an article for the OP-ED page of The New York Times
recounting experiences of my first visit to my motherland, the editor phoned me to ask about
the meaning of“the French Concession”. My explanation, however, failed to bring him
round. He said readers had difficulty understanding it and therefore suggested, for safety's
sake, “the French Quarter”’as a substitute for“the French Concession”. 1 agreed, but with

reluctance.

Another time, in the newspaper's weekly book review, an article on Helen Foster
Snow'sl2) My China Years addressed Zhang Xueliang!®! as“Communist Young Marshal.”How

could he be a Communist?

So I wrote them to rectify the mistake and they had my letter published. The New York
Times is world-famous for its conscientiousness, but a lack of general knowledge on the part of

its editors is nevertheless unpardonable.



Those in charge of the American press are often found ignorant of things in China although
the country is said to abound in“China hands”. For instance, they often don't know how to put
Chinese surnames and given names in the right order. TV news broadcasters are even more ill-
informed about the current affairs. I've more than once found them mix up“the People's
Republic of China”with“the Republic of China”.

US editors born after 1949, the year when the People's Republic of China was founded,
are now in their forties. Some of them have little knowledge of what Shanghai was like in

China's pre-liberation days.

One American editor got into a heated argument with me about the English equivalent of
Waitan4! in Shanghai. He wondered why I should insist on using the word“Bund”, saying that
as far as he knew, it referred exclusively to a pro-Nazi organization in the pre-war US. He
didn't know that the word, first used by British merchants in India during its colonial days to
mean“an embanked road along a waterfront”, was later also used to refer to Waitan in

Shanghai.

He finally chose“the Waterfront”in preference to“the Bund”, which was a
misrepresentation giving the picture of a desolate and messy dock instead of the erstwhile

thriving Shanghai Bund as I had intended to describe.

Evidently the young have replaced the old to play a leading role in the US press, and
ageing newspaper contributors like me seem to have lost, much to our regret, our

understanding friends.

[1] Edgar Snow (1905-1972) , US journalist and writer known for his book Red Star over China.

[2] Helen Foster Snow (1907-1997) , better known by her journalistic pen-name Nym Wales, was the former wife of
Edgar Snow. She moved from Utah to China in her twenties to become an author and journalist.

[3] Zhang Xueliang (1901-2001) , a native of Haicheng, Liaoning Province, was a patriotic Nationalist general well
known as“the Young Marshal”because he was the eldest son of“Old Marshal Zhang Zuolin”, former warlord in Northeast
China. In the Xi'an Incident of December 12, 1936, he and Yang Hucheng, also a patriotic Nationalist general, ordered
their troops to kidnap and imprison KMT leader Chiang Kai-shek (1887-1975) until he agreed to stop the civil war against the
Communists and fight against the Japanese.

[4] Waitan, known as the Bund in English, is a stately street and important landmark of Shanghai located along the
Huangpu River.
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Summer in Western Europe

© Yu Guangzhong

Light-hearted as he seems, a traveler is in fact under great stress. Though on vacation,
he is nevertheless subject to the restraint of time. He can do whatever he likes on the trip, but
he has to keep the expenditure within the limits of his pocket. Wherever he goes, he has to
take with him his cuambersome hand luggage. He faces the most horrible possibility of losing
his money and credentials, which will reduce himself to a pauper of unknown background.

And, besides, he can never be sure of the weather.

That's what I'm like now. I've traveled all the way from the southern tip of Spain to the
northern tip of England, experiencing a variety of climates until I've become apathetic to the
elements. I'm now sitting in a medieval castle turned hotel, writing an article for my readers.
The day is just dawning. In Central Scotland, there lies under the grey wet clouds a wild
wooded region, beyond which a green mountain stands faintly visible. In the chilly air of the
early morning, I have to be dressed in a woolen sweater while sitting on a stone wall one foot in
thickness. But I need, in addition, an outer garment to keep me warm in case I come down
the spiral staircase—the intestines of the castle—to take a stroll along an unfrequented path

down the mountain slope in search of secluded places of quiet beauty.

By Taiwan standards, Western Europe has practically no summer at all. Summer in
Taiwan is characterized by man's copious perspiration as well as daytime chirping of cicadas and
nightly croaking of frogs while in big European cities, like Paris and London, the mid-July
temperature is so moderate and comfortable that none sweat even in the sun. Hotels and cars in
Western Europe are usually not air-conditioned because hot days are so few that people don't
bother about having a cooler. The cars I hired for long-distance driving in Spain, France and

England had fans, but no air-conditioning.

The climate of Paris in summer is like that of Taipei at night. When you go out on an early
morning or late evening, your woolen sweater will be hardly warm enough to keep out the nip
in the air. When you walk along the Seine, where it is even chillier due to the strong wind

coupled with the cold waters, you have to wear a windcheater. Then, all you need is just an



unlined garment in the afternoon when it is warm, but you'll feel like putting on more when you
are under the shade of buildings or trees. That's all for things aboveground. Now things
underground. The subway of Paris is better than that of New York, London or Madrid, but it
is so hot and stuffy that you feel like taking off your woolen sweater. Consequently you'll be
annoyed by having to don or doff your clothes now and then, depending on whether you're
aboveground or underground. In July, Parisians in the open are seen dressed in the clothes of
all seasons, ranging from young girls' vests and short skirts to elderly women's thick
overcoats. In July, Paris has sunny weather almost every day. Sometimes the sky is blue and
cloudless for days on end and, when night comes, it never turns pitch dark, but remains a
deep blue. There are no mountains in its vicinity and few high-rises in the city proper.

Montmartre in the north of the city is a mere hillock. As the sun never sinks below the horizon
until 9:30 pm, the days seem even longer and the nights even shorter. And the afternoons seem
to last endlessly. Nevertheless, sometimes a thunderbolt also comes from the clear sky. On
the morning of July 14, French National Day, when President Mitterrand was presiding over
the review of a massive military parade on Champs Elysées, it suddenly started raining in
torrents. The President and the military band, caught in the downpour, found themselves in a
very awkward situation. TV viewers even saw the bandmaster bend down quickly to pick up the

baton he had dropped onto the ground in a flurry.

In Northern and Central France lie boundless level plains with varying climates. Rouen,
which is a one-hour ride to the north of Paris, is cooler while the central reaches of the Loire
River, which is a two-hour ride to the southwest of Paris, is much warmer. The latter

becomes very hot in the afternoon, but cooler at night with the bright moon and stars in the sky.

Down in Spain, the climate is arid and warm. Madrid is located in the center of a
plateau. Its noontime temperature in July is not sultry, and you have to wear a woolen sweater
towards the evening. In Southern Spain, when driving in the Andalucia region and along the
Costa del Sol, I found everything dry and hot. The grass was turning yellow and the rocks
were dry. The earth was like a pancake roasting under the deep blue firmament. Alarmingly,
the roadside grass often started burning by itself. Unlike Taiwan which is humid, Southern

Spain is hot and dry and so people there don't sweat at all.

England is at the other extreme, being overcast and wet with a low temperature. It was

gloomy all the time and kept drizzling intermittently during the three days when I stayed in the



River Embankment area of London. Sometimes the morning sun made its brief appearance at
daybreak, but the sky turned overcast soon after breakfast. While crossing Waterloo Bridge
with Wocun against the July wind blowing from the River Thames, a nip in the air sent shivers
down my spine, forcing me to turn up my fur collar. We drove up north through Oxford with
its dreamy spires, Ludlow with its illusory old castles and Chester with its ancient bridge and
solitary ferry crossing. Rain clouds continued to hang over our car and raindrops remained
intact on its windows. After entering the Lake District, Cumbria, we found rivers and lakes
everywhere and the sky full of rain clouds. Occasionally a speck of light blue would appear
over the horizon only to be soon blotted out by dark grey rain clouds. I could not help
complaining against Wordsworth for grudging me a sunny scene of the beautiful Lakeland as
described in his poems. In Hawkshead, I put up for one night at a small inn. Looking out of
its window, I saw all trees around the lakes wet with rain and all mountains shrouded by
clouds. How I longed to tell the great poetd lying in Grasmere Churchyard that in ancient

China there was also a great poet!2l domiciled in a region of rivers and lakes !

[1] Referring to the English poet William Wordsworth (1770-1850) of the romantic school, who was buried in Grasmere
Church after his death.

[2] Referring to Qu Yuan (formerly translated as Ch'u Yuan ¢.340-277BC) , minister of the State of Chu during the
Warring States period and one of China's earliest poets. His failure to win the support of the corrupt king of Chu for his honest
and progressive proposals made his life a tragic one. Seeing no future for his beloved country, he drowned himself in the Miluo
River in Hunan Province.
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One Saucer More

© Jin Shenghua
I've been told the following anecdote by a friend of mine:

When Chen Chih-fan, professor of electronics, was about to leave the U.S. for Hong
Kong to take up his new post at the Chinese University of Hong Kong, he did packing at home
with his wife. They owned a beautiful tea set, but while packing up, they had one of the cups

broken through carelessness.

Ordinary people would have got very upset over it, as it was always troublesome to replace

the broken cup to complete the set.

Professor Chen, however, reacted to it differently. He said calmly with a

smile, “Wow! Now we've got one saucer more! ”

The attitude of always looking on the bright side of things will definitely be of inestimable

benefit to us in our real life.

Professor Chen has distinguished himself both as a scientist and an essayist. His prose
writings, which have been published in several collections, are known for their fresh and
expressive style. I was struck with admiration when I first read them, and I remember how I
marvelled then at the keen insight and wisdom displayed between the lines as well as his

beautiful language.

Things seldom go one's way. That's a popular saying too old to warrant re-quoting. But,

one will certainly meet with one setback after another on his life's long journey.

When frustrated, one is apt to wonder why the more fortunate can fare so well either in
business or officialdom, making a pile or enjoying both fame and wealth, while he himself,
like an old ox pulling a rickety cart, has to trudge all by himself on a country road thick with
dusk.

Is that true? Now take for example a cup half filled with water. Some, in the face of it,



may exclaim with delight, “Great, the cup is half full! ”Some may grumble gloomily, “Too

bad, the cup is half empty! ”You see how the two kinds of people differ.
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Books and Man

© Jin Shenghua

A friend of mine, having been actively involved in the arena of love for some time,
finally became weary of it and, containing himself, quietly retired to his study to spend time

with books all day long.

He was no longer heard sighing deeply. On the contrary, he now had a peaceful mind and

felt everything was bright and clear and the world wide and open.

It is very dangerous to let somebody be master of your sentiments, such as joy, anger,
pleasure and sorrow. For example, you are elated simply because the other party looks
cheerful, you are jumpy simply because the other party looks put out. Consequently, you are

completely at the mercy of the other party as regards your own mood. Is it worth it?
As to books, things are entirely different.

It is much easier to choose a book than a friend. One who is poor at speech and shuns
socializing will nevertheless feel like being surrounded by friends while sauntering freely in the

midst of books.

Some books are to be read cursorily, and some are to be chewed and digested. None will
ever call you fickle-minded, and none will ever demand that you be constant in your
affection. You can go from one book to another. And you can read your favourite book over
and over again. When you lay aside the book you dislike, none will ever feel hurt or
disappointed. While interpersonal relations are most complicated, what about your relations
with books? Devote your time to studies, and you will be able to acquire any knowledge no

matter how profound it is.

While being confined to your small room with a book in your hand, your mind will be
roaming throughout the world. You will not only have a heart-to-heart chat with Laozill and
Zhuangzil?, but also converse with Plato. When you are in a mood, Keats and Shelley will

whisper to you soothingly, and Balzac will amuse you with stories from his La Comédie



humaine. And a galaxy of talented friends like Li Bail¥l, Du Ful4l, Oscar Wilde,

Shakespeare...will come to you at your call.

If you are lonely, why not seek the company of books?

[1] Laozi (or Lao-tzu, c. 604-531 BC) , renowned Chinese philosopher of the late Spring and Autumn Period and

founder of Taoism.

[2] Zhuangzi (or Chuang-tzu, c. 369-286 BC) , Chinese philosopher and writer of the Warring States Period who

advocated Taoism.
[3]LiBai (701-762) , one of China's most famous poets in the Tang Dynasty.

[4] DuFu (712-770) , one of China's most famous poets in the Tang Dynasty.



(PBPEA) L AABPLIRFHISESZLEZNEE (FrmkRmk) (199551 7 &
BR) o X EREAHEE, FETIE, BRE “H%7 5 ‘PR wirEiFk, EEOK, BA
N FAE

R

W)“IETG 3 L 2R EZZIZ I IhIE 7 —FE” 1 having been actively involved in the arena of love for some time, " having
been actively involved infJ&EE“BRS5..... YoY% AT EFVEARFEY - having  galloped  about
vigorously in the arena of love for some time. {1 4: having been engrossed in romance for some time, *:"'romancei
[Fllove affairs.

@ “WHatE LB« B H]”, #i%containing himself.
A)EH DM ERER, BEFLAERI—DANS ERER AR B SRR G4, %t let somebody

be master of your sentiments, such as joy, anger, pleasure and sorrow.

(4)“ PR S »PF Jyshuns socializing, ' Hshuns (avoids deliberately) #{Xdislikes; socialize] & 82 “S Ntk 22 i&
zh”, a3 Adislikes social functions, {Hsocial functionsig#t3i4E 4y, WK S, B, st N lsocialize/ .

(5)“TT LAZHIES” A AT 125 some are to be chewed carefully, 5| FHJEE 25 35 2 P - 554R (Francis Bacon)  {iRiE
F)  (Of Studies) —3CH TG, HU“4HNE” 1% Mto be chewed and digested (PHIEYHI) , TLIEE.

(6)“.CME ML) 73y When you are in a mood, F:Hin a moodSgkif, {E“BHENI “AS MR

(D) “TEA H-BE W25 1% A will whisper to you soothingly, H Hisoothingly &R - F I s, 1E< AR
A fid

(8)“ELIRHLTE R i N [o) 8 Ja) ] 42 B R HL 50 B N [ o) o (8, D9 /R R PR % yBalzac - will - amuse

you with stories from his La Comédie humaine.



— EEK 1R
0 4 F ik

BV — PaMr, s, AURERR, KOG . Wi lnl, JREE KRR r L aQ,
T SRR, BRI, BRI, AR, Sk R — B AN R 2D XU AR
[EEPE S

AR, EAFAEIIN, B EERR RTINS, B2 p? BTk
B, A B, R ?

ZTRT, —HEERRNEEES.
[FAEATT: “ORAITRIRIIE, T340 TAF, DJiefeils, Tah+e?”
AT sk, FERHE ORI “BRATERR T2, FATEAHZ . ”

FRRE: X220, Rl Asr, IR, HUGER. BEsSs, fRf1n&niE
A 55 0 S A >

Fl. BB RN~

FRE R HEEARITE ARBA N TRZ AT M AR RIS ? X — A7 AR BB
FolD, FREHBEWNBRER O, ERBFEMNT. a7, AEN LB, BA SR
RVAGRER i

NEIE: “BAIAZEH A 7

B AAAWGE: i BEA A WAAR, AR SRR RN, X AR nI 43
NDETE, MR R R IR B SE, AN B Sk AR ROk
SHE: WA LR S RS, ST MRARSATATSS, ARA— B TR, B4k
HETRF? 7

Mg 1, B, 2k 5k FIIRAEARIE, SCAUFERCHR. Rl R AT N ?



A Long Bridge

© Jin Shenghua

Translation is like a bridge with a very different climate and landscape at either end of it.
Under the bridge, there lies a valley between steep mountains with a rapid stream flowing
through it. Before the bridge is built, people on either side of the valley have for generations
made no contact with those on the other. Hence, there have developed two different customs

and habits, and two different languages and cultures.

One day, people of the two sides, each with a different culture and custom, suddenly
desire to communicate with each other. What can they do? A bridge of course has to be built in

order to cross the valley. But who is to build it?
At last, a group of people naively offer themselves for the job.

Someone asks them, “Don't you know you'll have to go about this job earnestly and fear no
hardship? ”

They nod their heads and answer with confidence, “We're full of drive and not afraid of
hardship.”

The questioner says again, “The profession you're joining pays badly. And often you
even have to work round the clock. Frankly, you won't be fairly rewarded according to your

labour.”
They answer, “We don't want to get rich.”

The questioner says again, “Don't you know that none in this profession have ever become
prosperous. You have to toil away in obscurity. If you want to go after fame and
compliments, you had better not choose this profession. When people walk on the bridge after

it is built, none will ever think of putting up a monument to you.”

They answer again, “We don't care for fame.”



The questioner concludes with a sigh, “OK, so you seek neither fame nor wealth. But
mind you, you have to be very careful in doing this job. A solid foundation must be laid at
each end of the bridge. A stone bridge is built with block after block of stone. A wooden
bridge is built with piece after piece of wood. Even the building of a rope bridge requires great
care. Each rope has to be tied tightly lest the foot passengers should fall into the ravine, to say

nothing of reaching the opposite side.”

Bridges are being built one after another. Knowledge spreads and cultures interflow. But
who thinks of the bridge builders?
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I Love...

© Zhang Xiaofeng

I love the winter sun spreading out behind the morning haze. I love the pervading calm and

peace of the moment as well as the light and warmth quietly brought by the sun.

I love to saunter in the spring breeze on a narrow mountain path bedecked with strawberries
growing graciously like delicate red lanterns. I love to look up at treetops to watch tiny buds

with their tender yellowish green tinged with an artless pink.

I love the long days of summer. I love to sit by myself on a hillside balcony on a windy
summer afternoon, watching rice rippling in the valley and sending forth its aroma. When the

splendid evening clouds are gone, gentle stars will take their places in the sky one after another.

I love to watch the pretty but forlorn Chinese silvergrass, of a dreary white, growing

against the autumn wind all over the hills—on the slopes, by the waterside.

I love dreams, in which I enjoy seeing strange things. I always dream of myself flying in
the air and jumping over small hillocks and rivers. I dreamed of a chestnut steed tossing its
glossy mane in the wind. I dreamed of a boundless sea of lotus flowers flaunting their faint
fragrance and pink colour from afar. The most unforgettable dream I have ever had is about
myself watching the sunrise in front of a mountain, which, originally emerald, looked bizarre
by taking on a purple colour under the rising sun of the early dawn. In real life, I love

mountains too.

I love level and glossy rice fields with seedlings growing so tightly together that they

resemble as many hairy blankets, tempting me to lie down on them.

I love flowers of all kinds. I love slender chrysanthemums, exuberant roses, untarnished
lilies and leisurely jasmine. I also love unknown little wild flowers tucked away in remote
mountains. I quite believe that they have been endowed with equal dignity and honour by the

Creator.

I love another kind of flower—the smile on a human face. One freezing morning, when



I, walking down an alley, was greeted with a smile and“Good morning! by a thin lady living
in a house opposite to mine, I suddenly felt that the world was so warm and my gloved fingers
were no longer numb with cold. Once, I was delighted to meet some middle school girls with
bobbed hair at a bus station. I loved to see their beautiful, clean and broad foreheads, and

their lively, limpid eyes.

I love to read letters. I love to hear from my brothers and sisters. Their naive and simple
sentences make me recall tearfully my old home in the south—a small town aflame with the red
flowers of flame trees. TI'll never forget how one summer a tree leaf sent by my husband from a

remote high mountain made me feel at once happy and refreshed on the sultry day.

I love, in particular, letters from my readers. It always gives me extraordinary thrill to

read their letters. I may have wised up some people to something in this world.

I also love reading books, especially at night. I cherish a deep love for thread-bound
Chinese books yellowed with age. They show me our most brilliant traditions as well as a kind
of classical beauty. While the rise and fall of a nation and the vicissitudes of life are all vanity,

the wisdom contained in books is everlasting.

I love to have friends. I love to pay them a surprise visit. I love to knock at a friend's wet
door on a rainy day. When he or she comes out hurriedly to meet me, I feel as if the rain had

suddenly stopped and the sun were shining bright.

I also love to sit by a window to wait for my husband to come back. I can always
distinguish his footfall among those of many pedestrians before our home. On hearing someone
who quickens his steps the moment he enters the lane and walks with heavy rapid strides, I'm
sure it's my husband. I love to hear him turning his key in the lock. I love to hear him calling

out my name gaspingly as soon as he steps across our threshold.

I love to live a relaxed and leisurely life. I don't like a tight schedule. I don't like an
elaborately arranged program. I love many objects of no practical use. Ilove to leaf through an
old photo album. I love small ornaments like ear-rings, necklaces and brooches. I love to
have enough time for meditation. I love to enjoy myself sitting in the drawing room after
supper. I love to listen to a concerto while holding a small fine-china teapot to warm my

hands. Ata moment like this, I seem to taste of the leisureliness of idyllic life.



I also love to go cycling to church side by side with my husband on an early Sunday
morning. Riding against the sun's golden rays, I feel as if I were gliding along not on a bike,

but in a motorboat, braving the wind and waves.

I love life. And I'm very glad that my heart is overflowing with so much happiness.
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For the Mountaintop
—To Students of the Graduating Class

© Zhang Xiaofeng

Long, long ago, in a very, very faraway place, a tribal chief found himself terminally
ill.

He summoned three most promising young villagers to his bedside and said, “As I'm
leaving you soon, I hope you can do one thing more for me. Young men, you three are all
unusually strong and resourceful, so I'd like you to strive to climb that high mountain which
we've always been worshipping as a sacred place. Now do your best to reach the topmost and

most forbidding part of it and then turn back to tell me about your findings.”

Three days later, the first young man returned smartly dressed and said with smiling

face,

“Lord, I've been to the mountaintop where I saw flowers of all sorts lining both sides of a

path, babbling spring water and singing birds. That's a real nice place.”
The old tribal chief replied smilingly,

“Son, I've been there before. The place with singing birds and fragrant flowers, as you

mentioned, is not the mountaintop. It's the foot of the mountain. Now you can leave.”

A week later, the second young man also returned. He looked terribly weary and his face

was weather-beaten.

“Lord, I've been to the mountaintop where I saw groves of tall, solemn pine trees and

vultures circling in the air. That's a real nice place.”

“What a pity! ”said the tribal chief.“Son, you've been halfway up the mountain rather

than to its summit. But you had a real tough time. Now you can leave.”

A month later, everybody began to worry about the safety of the third young man.



However, he finally showed up, hobbling along in rags. His hair was off-coloured and his

lips parched, but his eyes were clear and bright.

“Lord, I succeeded in reaching the summit. Well, what shall I say to you about it?

There was nothing there but the wailing highland wind and the blue sky hanging over the land.”
“So you saw nothing at all? Not even a butterfly? ”

“No, lord, nothing. All you can see is yourself. You feel how insignificant you are in
this infinite universe and how sorrowful and agitated you are at the thought of heroes through the

ages.”

“Son, you've reached the real mountaintop. According to our tradition, you'll

undoubtedly be made our new tribal chief. My best wishes to you.”

What makes a real hero? A real hero has cuts and bruises all over his body, he is all

alone on a long journey and he feels with increasing sincerity how small he is.
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The Wealthy Quarter

O Feng Jicai

In Los Angeles, an American friend of mine drove me to an affluent quarter for a visit. It
was a place inhabited by the rich. Americans like to take their guests to see it as if on a
sightseeing tour. Standing before me were houses and courtyards of a great variety of shapes,
looking elegant, quiet and comfortable like in an earthly paradise. I suddenly put this question

to him, “Don't you feel jealous of guys living in beautiful houses like these? ”
He looked at me in astonishment and said,

“Jealous? Why? They live here because they've met with a good opportunity. If I should

also find a good opportunity in the future, I can do even better.”

The answer he gave was typical of Americans. Americans set great store by an

opportunity.

Later, when I was in Japan, a Japanese friend of mine said he would take me to a nearby
wealthy quarter and show me around. So, Japanese and Americans shared the same inclination
to visit a wealthy quarter. Japanese houses were small, quiet and exquisite, and each was like

a beautiful jewellery box. I put to him the same question as I had asked the American,
“Are you jealous of the rich people living in these beautiful houses? ”

After pondering for a moment, he shook his head and said, “No, never.”Then he
explained, “When a Japanese finds somebody superior to himself, he'll contact him on his own
initiative, make friends with him, learn from him, and try to excel him after learning all the

strong points from him.”
Ah, the Japanese were a real aggressive sort! I was absorbed in thought.

Not long ago, a friend of mine called on me on his arrival from southern China. While
chatting together, he told me how, like in foreign countries, wealthy quarters had appeared in

his own city in the wake of its fast development. When I, out of curiosity, demanded to hear



more details of them, he mentioned their fountains, garages, security personnel guarding the
gates, wolfhounds, etc. Then I asked him the same question as I had asked my American and

Japanese friends,
“Do people visit the wealthy quarter? ”

“Yes, they often do, ”said my friend.“But they can't get into it. They can only watch it

from outside the gate.”
“How do you feel? Aren't you jealous? ”

“Jealous? “he brightened up and said with a smile.“Not only jealous. We're dying to finish

off these rich guys.”

I was stunned to hear it.
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The Surviving Bird

© San Mao

Over a year ago, the Book Enthusiast magazine asked me to write an article in answer to
the question, “What would you do suppose you were to live for only 30 more days from

now? ”
So far I still haven't set pen to paper.
Hexill, learning of it from me, asked with curiosity, “What would you do? ”

I was then kneading dough. Raising my hand caked with white flour to caress his hair with
tenderness, I said unhurriedly, “O silly, I'm not going to die. I have to live on to make

jiaozil? for you! ”

Later when we again mentioned the article I was supposed to write at the request of the
magazine, I still took a simple and resolute stand.“I'll keep watching over the house, “said I.“A

person bearing responsibility for a home has no right to die at all.”

Although I know my favourite way to end this life is by death, I still don't want to die.
Three persons in this world have their fate so closely tied up with my life and death. They are
my parents and Hexi. I refuse to die as long as they're alive. Not even a god can take me away

when I say no.

The loss of their beloved daughter would deprive my ageing parents of their life-long

happiness and consolation. It would be cruel and unfair for them to suffer the crushing blow.

If Hexi should lose his beloved wife, with whom he had been living for interdependence,
what an emotional trauma he would undergo! And what bitterness would be deeply engraved in
his mind! The thought of the complete vanishing of smiles from his face during the rest of his

life as a result of his bereavement made me all the more determined against my death.

I cannot bear to think of the great adversity to be brought on my parents and husband by my

death. No, Ican't, absolutely can't.



Yes, those who leave first are happier than those left behind, and the latter are not
necessarily the stronger. In spite of my painful illness, I reiterate that for the sake of love, let

me stay behind to drink down the last bitter cup of parting.

I hope to remain with my parents and Hexi in their lifetime and be the last to pass away. It
would make me turn in my grave if I should be the first to die, thus leaving them with perpetual

sorrow. My concern for them is as deep as my love for them.

Therefore, I have no choice but to be a temporary surviving bird. Though I can't fly any
more, having lost all my feathers due to Hexi's death, my broken heart is still treasured by my
parents. They just won't let me die despite my spiritual agony and wound. And nor can I bear

to lose them.

The day will surely come when six loving open arms on the other golden bank will

welcome me to eternity. Then, and only then will I rush forward with a smile.

I originally intended this article to be written under another title. But I rejected the
hypothesis that I was going to die in 30 days. The trials and tribulations of living, the

sufferings of mortal life, the acute sorrow of parting for good—Ilet me bear all that alone.

Dad, Mom and Hexi, my dear ones, I love you more than I do myself. So let me guard

your happiness and never unthinkingly speak of my death.

[1] The author's Spanish husband.

[2] Dumplings with meat and vegetable filling.
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asked me to write an article in answer to the question, “What would you do suppose you were to live for only 30 more days
from now? ”, tHA[i¥ Athe Book Enthusiast magazine asked me to write an article entitled What Would I Do Suppose I Were to

Live for Only 30 More Days from Now? .

QQ)“F—E KA sh2E” ¥ NSo far 1 still haven't set pen to paperZ{But so far I haven't complied with the request of the
magazine.
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7177 191 wouldn't be able to rest in peace in my grave.
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I'm Your Bride Tonight

O Ye Meng

Yesterday you said to me, “Let's get married! ”That's something you've said for the first

time in twelve years.

And you added before I could reply, “How about tomorrow! I can't wait any longer, not

even a single day. Let's get married tomorrow.”
So it was all set. There was little time left for me to weigh and consider.
The irreversible was to become a fait accompli in a little more than twenty hours.

All would be very simple. No wedding banquet or ceremony. No need to notify friends

and relatives. All I had to do was inform my parents, and put on brand-new bed-clothes.

To me, marriage is a very solemn matter in one's life and therefore it is absolutely
unnecessary to invite a great many people to the wedding, both related and unrelated, and
announce to them our matrimony with cigarettes, wine and sweets like at a news briefing, so
that they can indulge in wining, expressing good wishes, chatting about the bride's appearance

and what not.

I'm not vain. I don't want to go in for pomp and celebrate our nuptials in a big way. I
don't seek the approval of anyone, nor do I try to buy over those holding conventional views on

marriage.

Marriage is our personal business. We are fully entitled to go about it in a way of our own

choice, unconventional as it may be.

I don't expect the presence of many guests at my wedding because tranquility plus an air of

mystery is what I design for this once-in-a-lifetime sacred ceremony.

My life, at the end of the thirty-five years, is going to take on a new pattern. It will mark

the end of the old phase of my life and the beginning of the new.



On the last day of my virginity, I stayed indoors alone, quietly decorating my wedding
chamber. I diverted my mind from a medley of thoughts by keeping my hands busy with this
and that.

A joyful feeling came over me stealthily, together with fear and worry, and helpless

SOITOW t0O0.

I felt like a pale canvas soon to be daubed with a multicoloured pattern. I felt sad as if I

were faced with a big disaster.

It was a long day, long enough for me to muse over the past thirty-five years. The
beautiful dreams of romance in early girlhood were vague and far off. But the bitter experience
of courting in later days were still clear before my eyes. Beautiful or bitter, both are of another

day. And I'll never regret at all.

Correct or not, the decision is made and allows of no hesitation. I'll go ahead resolutely to

live a new life.
The unshirkable night came at last.

An oppressive silence reigned in the wedding chamber. Suddenly, there broke out outside
a deafening sound of gongs and drums amidst loud music. Firecrackers and fireworks sent the

dark night blazing with colour.
Was the music for us?

The night finally relapsed into silence. The music was no more. All was quiet. The light

was switched off, leaving two red candles burning away in the room.
I sat by the red candles.
You sat in an armchair in the drawing room.

I suddenly wished we would both remain permanently where we were as if separated by a

ravine between us.

Just then you began to move towards me.



I listened to your heavy steps with a throbbing heart.
You came nearer and nearer.

My limbs went ice-cold when suddenly there came over me the presage of coming

ravages. I uttered abruptly from my heart.“I'm done for.”
I could not escape becoming a real woman.
As you came to my side, I was afraid to look at you like you were a stranger.
The wedding chamber was permeated with the aroma and smoke of the red candles.

“I'm your bride tonight! ”It took me quite a long while to utter these words from the

bottom of my heart, though with a touch of grief.
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On Self-Appreciation

© Ying Pei'an

Frankly, I very much appreciate myself. Yes, I admit I'm in many respects not as good
as other people, but I don't think I'm always no good. When I find what I've done or written is
okay, I'll remain pleased with myself for quite a few days, and, in case I receive praise for

it, I'll even become so swollen-headed as to add a few words to glorify myself.
True, I'm not modest at all.
People may call me conceited. But I think otherwise.

I also appreciate other people. I appreciate anything good. Isn't it unfair to forget

appreciating myself while appreciating others?

We Chinese are generally inclined to be modest; and we take pride in being so. For
example, a Chinese will call his own wife zhuojing, meaning“my humble wife”, and his own
writings zhuozuo, meaning“my poor writings”. But if you should call his wife a“rustic
woman”or his writings“trash”, he would, I'm sure, slap the table in a rage and declare he
would make a clean break with you. As a matter of fact, there is probably no difference at all

between what is said by him and you respectively.

I don't think it's wrong for you to freely praise yourself if you're really worthy of praise. As
we know, there is an old Chinese saying disparaging a melon peddler, named Lao Wang,
who keeps praising his own goods. Well, why can't he praise his melons if they are really

sweet and juicy?

Friends, Lao Wang sells melons for a living. How could he carry on business if he, by
imitating the affectations of us intellectuals, were to show false modesty about his melons? He

would sure enough die of starvation.

Self-appreciation is therefore key to professional dedication and enjoyment of work. One

will lose confidence in continuing with writing when he ceases to admire his own essays.



Needless to say, the same is true of those who make a living with their pen.
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The Enamel Mug

© Wan Quan

Whenever [ visit a department store, I always take delight in seeing the enamel mugs

which, pure white or creamy, are graceful in pattern and colour.

In my middle school days, I preferred to use white enamelware because, like most young
girls, I was very particular about cleanliness. In those days, Iremember, a Swede-made pure
white mug would cost five silver dollars, and it was obtainable only at a foreign firm. In
1939, a certain store in Chongging offered for sale, at a price of course higher than in prewar
days, a stock of enamel mugs they had laid in through the Yunnan-Burma highway. With the
money I had raised. I asked a friend leaving for town to buy an enamel mug for me.
Unfortunately, probably due to nervousness, he dropped it onto the ground the moment he

stepped out of the store and had it chipped.

Afterwards I went to the anti-Japanese base area carrying with me the enamel mug with a
chip in it. Unexpectedly, over there it turned out to be a multipurpose utensil. It was used for
carrying drinking water or cooked rice, for heating up food, cooking congee for sick
comrades, and, when necessary, as a substitute for a basin or bathtub. Thenceforth, the

militant friendship between it and me became even more profound.

In 1946, when I came to Peipingll!, I was eager to buy a new enamel mug to replace the
old one which had given me years of devoted service. But a new one was hard to come by in
the then Peiping. Once, while roaming about a small market in Dongdan/2!, I came across a
pure white Swedish enamel mug at a roadside stall displaying only a handful of articles for
sale. That was just what I needed. But the price asked by the woman owner of the stall was too
high for me. When I bargained, I noticed tears brimming in her eyes. And then I also realized
that she was sort of an educated young woman. She said what she had for sale was her personal
belongings because she was badly in need of money to pay for the medical care of someone at
home. Thereupon, I gave her all the money I had with me for the mug. She hoped that I
would buy one more article from her. But, sympathetic as I was with her, I couldn't buy

anything else because I really had no money left in my pocket. Later, after leaving Peiping, I



went through several years of the War of Liberation in company with the mug which often
reminded me vividly of the tearful eyes of the young woman—tearful eyes typical of the

common people of Peiping in the throes of hunger and civil war.

In 194913], T again came to live in Peiping. My husband used all his pocket money to buy
me a creamy enamel mug in commemoration of the victory of the War of Liberation. It was of
US make.“All creamy ones are US products, “declared the salesman. But the mug isn't so
important to me now because firstly, at my age, I'm no longer so particular about trivial
matters in my personal life, and secondly it has resumed its normal uses in peaceful urban
life. Nevertheless, up to now, whenever I come across enamel mugs of any kind, I still
cannot help taking a look at them. It's because both pure white Swede-made and creamy US-
made mugs have now given way in the market to Chinese products of ever increasing variety of

colours and designs and much lower prices.

The woman owner of the roadside stall at Dongdan who sold me her personal mug must

have long ago bought a new one of Chinese make for her own use.

[1] Peiping was the pre-Liberation name for Beijing.

[2] Dongdan, a busy street in the southeastern area of downtown Peiping (now Beijing) , was known in pre-Liberation
days for a host of roadside secondhand stalls frequented by low-income city dwellers.

[3] The year 1949 saw the founding of the People's Republic of China.
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