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CHANG T I EN - Y I

The Magic Gourd

1

I’m going to tell you a story. But first let me introduce 
myself: I’m Wang Pao. This is going to be a true story 
about myself and my adventures with a magic gourd.

You may ask:
“What! A magic gourd? Like the ones in fairy tales?”
Yes, that’s exactly the kind I mean.
I must make it clear, though, that I’m not a fairy or ogre 

or anything. I’m an ordinary person just like you. See, 
I’m a Young Pioneer. And, just like you, I enjoy listen
ing to stories.

I knew about magic gourds from the time I was very 
small. My grandmother told me. Every time granny 
wanted me to do anything, she had to tell me a story. 
That was our rule.

“Come along, there’s a good boy, and let granny wash 
your feet.” She would run after me, beckoning.

“I won’t. The water’s too hot.” I would try to escape.

The translation of this children’s story is slightly abridged with 
the consent of the author, for further information about whom see 
the article, Chang Tien-yi and His Young Readers on p. 137 of 
this issue.
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“It’s not hot. It’s been cooling for some time.”
“It’ll be too cold, then.”
Granny would catch me and say the water was exactly 

right, neither too hot nor too cold. There was no getting 
out of washing.

I would have to give in. But only on one condition.
“All right, then. But you must tell me a story.”
Then granny would tell a story about a magic gourd.
“Don’t move, Pao!” After washing my feet, granny 

would suddenly want something else. “Let me cut your 
nails. . . .”

What! Cut my nails? Certainly not! I would start to 
run away, barefoot. But granny would catch hold of my 
arm. There was nothing I could do.

Still I would make the same condition:
“You must tell me a story, then.”
Then granny would tell me another story about the 

magic gourd.
So, from the time I was very small until I was ten, 

granny used to tell me stories. Every single one was 
different. The first time, Chang San bumped into a 
fairy one day who gave him a magic gourd. The second 
time, Li Ssu went off on a long journey and swam to a 
dragon’s palace where he found a magic gourd. Wang Wu 
got one because he was a good boy and let his grand
mother change his clothes. Chao Liu found one by digging 
in the ground.

But whoever it was, once he had the magic gourd he 
was in luck, because all his wishes came trv®. Chang 
San thought: “I’d like some peaches,” and at once a plate 
of juicy peaches was before him. Li Ssu wished for a 
big spotted dog and one just appeared out of nowhere—■ 
it rushed up wagging its tail and licked his hand.

What happened afterwards? Why, that goes without 
saying, they lived happily ever after.

These stories often made me think of myself.
Suppose I had a magic gourd? What should I wish for?
I used to think like that even when I was quite big. 

Sometimes I’d be sitting staring at a sum, not knowing
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how to do it, and the figure “8” would remind me of the 
magic gourd — ah, if only I had that!

“That would save heaps of trouble.”
When the boys in our form tried to see who could grow 

the best sunflower, mine came up long and thin with a 
miserable little flower, the worst of the lot.

“If I had a magic gourd,” I thought, “I’d wish for the 
very best sunflower, the finest ever seen.”

That was just a dream, though.
Still, I often used to think that way. I did that day 

when I quarrelled with the Science Group.
“Now if I had a magic gourd........ ”
Well, I’d better start from the beginning.
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It was a Sunday. At nine o’clock after breakfast I 
hurried to school, because at ten our Science Group was 
going to start making an electro-magnetic crane.

But that day everything went wrong: the others did 
nothing but pick quarrels with me. For instance, I was 
playing chess with Yao Chun and anybody could see I was 
winning. I’d even taken one of his castles. Then without 
any warning — I don’t know how it happened — Yao 
Chun’s knight nipped over and “check!” I was going to 
move my king to a place of safety when I saw a bishop 
covering that square.

“How did that bishop of yours get there?” I asked.
“It’s been there all along.”
“It hasn’t! I’d have seen it if it had.”
“Whose fault is it if you didn’t?” A fine thing to say!
So we started squabbling. And the others who had been 

watching all took his side and said I was in the wrong. 
I pushed the chessboard away and refused to play.

And then, when we started making the crane, Su Ming- 
feng picked a quarrel with me.

Don’t you know who Su Ming-feng is? He’s our group 
leader. Not that there’s anything so marvellous about
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him — he can’t beat me at pingpong. But he’s always find
ing fault. While he was doing his own job, he kept looking 
round at the rest of us.

“The way you’re winding’s no good, Wang Pao. Keep 
the wire straight.”

And presently:
“Wang Pao, that’s not tight enough.”
I ask you, friends! I was doing the most important job 

of the lot. That was electro-magnetic wire I was winding. 
Without it, the crane just couldn’t pick things up.

I ask you, friends! Was that an easy job? I had to 
wind that No. 28 insulated wire on a wooden spool, making 
it tight and neat. This is the sort of thing a girl would 
be good at. The trouble is I’m not a girl.

But Su Ming-feng simply didn’t see that. There I was, 
working so hard that my hose was beaded with sweat, 
yet he kept blaming me for this, that and the other.

I lost my temper.
“If what I’m doing doesn’t suit you — do it yourself!” 
“All right, I’ll wind the wire. You can make the handle 

for the gearing.”
The handle for the gearing — that was pretty important. 

You couldn’t move the gearing or raise the jib till I’d 
finished that handle and fitted it on. The crane just wouldn’t 
be a crane without it. So I was very glad to have this 
job. I was pleased to be making such a big contribution 
to the whole project.

But suddenly Su Ming-feng shouted:
“Not like that, Wang Pao! You’ve shaped it like the 

letter N. Those two corners have to be right angles.” 
When I put it right, though, he still wasn’t satisfied. 
“That won’t do — you’ve made them obtuse.”
“What’s wrong now?”
“We can’t use that: the handle wouldn’t turn.”
“How do you know it wouldn’t?”
Someone else chipped in:
“That really doesn’t look like a handle — it looks like 

someone on the edge of the swimming pool getting ready 
to dive in.”
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It did look rather like that. 
They all laughed. I threw it 
on the floor.

“Bah! All you can do is 
jeer at other people. I’m 
through. I’m quitting!”

I kicked the thing on the 
floor as I dashed out.

Su Ming-feng ran after me: 
“Wang Pao! Wang Pao!” 
“Leave me alone!”
“Wang Pao! What way is 

that to behave?”
“Ha, you’re the one who be

haves so well. I think you’re 
wonderful! They’ll soon be printing your picture in Young 
Pioneers!”

“Wang Pao, no one will approve of what you’re doing.” 
“What do I care whether they approve or not?” I stamped 

off without looking back.
I was sure Su Ming-feng would catch me up and make 

me go back. But the others stopped him, telling him to 
let me go.

That made me angrier than ever.
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“That’s fine! Fine friends you are! . . . Never mind!” 
I went home and sulked for a while. I wanted to go 

back to school and see how they were getting on, b u t. . .  
I’d have felt a fool. I told myself:

“Who cares about their old electro-magnetic crane? It’s 
only a toy. What’s so wonderful about it?”

Somehow that set me thinking of the magic gourd. And 
that reminded me of lots of things. I won’t go into them 
now, as three whole days and nights wouldn’t be enough. 
And what I ended up thinking about I can’t say, because 
soon I fell asleep.

While I was asleep I heard someone call:
“Wang Pao, come on! We’re going fishing!”
“Who is it?”
“Hurry up, can’t you?”
I did seem to remember agreeing to go fishing with some 

of the fellows. See, I’d even got the bait ready there 
on the table. Grabbing my rod and a bucket I rushed out.
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I left the town and went to the river bank. But not 
one of my form was there.

“Where have they gone? Why didn’t they wait for me? 
What sort of friends do they call themselves!”

Then I said to myself:
“This is all right. If I were fishing with the others and 

they all caught lots of fish while I didn’t catch one, that 
wouldn’t be much fun. I’m better off on my own — I can 
practise my fishing.”

I still didn’t do too well, though. I sat alone on the 
bank under a willow. And all I had to keep me com
pany was my bucket with a solitary snail inside it. The 
snail lay there on one side, putting its head out to look 
round as if it were anxious for some company too.

I don’t know how long I sat there. But I wasn’t going 
home with an empty bucket. I must catch one fish at 
least. I went on, growing crosser every minute.
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“I’ll show ’em!”
The sun would soon be setting. The river sparkled like 

gold. Plop! Big ripples spread in ever-widening circles 
till my line was dancing up and down.

“Who did that?” I shouted, angry because the fish were 
bound to be frightened away.

The answer was a cross between a frog’s croak and a 
human voice:

“Ger-goo-loo, ger-goo-loo!”
“Eh?”
“Goo-loo, goo-loo.” When you listened carefully, it 

sounded like “It’s me! It’s me.”
“Who are you?”
“Ger-goo-loo, ger-goo-loo.” This reply was repeated till 

I caught what it meant:
“Magic gourd . . . magic gourd. . . . ”
Yes, it sounded more and more like that.
“What!” I threw down my rod and jumped to my feet. 

“The magic gourd? . . .  Is that what you said?”
The answer was another croak, but I understood it. 
“That’s what I said.”
“You mean you’re the magic gourd of the story books?” 
“That’s right, that’s right.” It was speaking more clearly 

now.
I still couldn’t quite believe it.
“Hey, excuse me! Are you really the magic gourd? 

M-a-g-i-c, magic. G-o-u-r-d, gourd. Can you hear me? 
Is that what you are?”

“I really am a magic gourd.” The answer couldn’t have 
been more distinct.

I scratched my head. I hopped. I pulled my nose. I 
pinched my cheek. Ouch! That hurt.

“Well, it doesn’t seem to be a dream.”
“It isn’t a dream,” said the voice, just like an echo.
I looked all round.
“Where are you, though?”
“Here, here.”
“Eh? Where’s ‘here’ exactly?”
“In the water.”
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Ha, I knew —
“Magic Gourd, do you still live in a dragon’s palace?” 
“Bah, who builds dragon palaces nowadays?” The voice 

really was coming from the river, very distinct now, 
though not much like the voice of one of us. “They used 
to build ’em. My grandfather lived in one once. . . .”

I couldn’t help interrupting:
“Do you mean to say you have a grandfather?”
“Of course. If I hadn’t had a grandfather, where would 

my father have come from? If I hadn’t had a father, where 
would I have come from?”

That was it, I remembered now!
“So that magic gourd that granny told me Chang San — 

or was it Li Ssu— got, must have been your grandfather!” 
“Goo-loo!” It made a sound between a cough and a 

sarcastic laugh.
“What Chang San and Li Ssu? Never heard of them. 

Who are they?”
I told it:
“That was a most amusing story. One day, Li Ssu ran 

out. . . .”
“Excuse me. I don’t find it amusing.”
A hazy shape was floating down the river as if blown 

off by the wind. Zigzag ripples wrinkled the water.
“Why are you going, Magic Gourd?”
“I’ve no time to listen to stories.” The voice was fainter. 

I seemed to hear a sigh. “As a matter of fact, I was look
ing specially for you because I wanted to serve you. But 
you don’t need me. . . . ”
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Well, listen to that! It had been looking for me specially! 
I was excited and worried at the same time. At all costs 
I must stop it.

“Come back! Come back, Magic Gourd!”
I stared hard at the river, waiting.
“Come back!”

10

Plop! That sounded like a fish jumping. No matter how 
hard I looked I could see nothing, for a purple mist had 
risen over the river.

But the voice — just listen! — came back.
“What can I do for you?”
“What did you say just now? I don’t need you? Who 

told you?”
“If you needed me, why waste time talking instead of 

getting me ashore at once?”
“I’ll get you ashore right away!” I snatched up my 

fishing-rod and measured the distance with my eye. “Can 
you catch on to the hook?”

“Goo-loo.”
My line grew taut and the float slowly sank. I whipped 

up my rod and the thing I had hooked bounced on to the 
bank before I could see what it was.

It was really a gourd, a wet gourd. A greenish-yellow 
gourd not too big to fit into your pocket. In a satchel, 
you’d hardly notice it.

I picked it up. It was very light. When I shook it ever 
so slightly, something inside went “Goo-loo, goo-loo!” I 
listened carefully and heard it say:

“Thank you, thank you!”
I wondered:
“Can this be the famous magic gourd? The magic gourd 

that makes wishes come true? Does the wonderful magic 
gourd look like this?”

With a sound between a croak and a rattle it answered 
(it knew all that I was thinking):

“Don’t worry. Don’t judge by appearances — I look like 
any other gourd, but every gourd has something different 
inside. I’m a gourd that can really make you happy. I had 
a hard time finding you. You must be my master. I want 
to carry out your orders and make your wishes come true.”

My word! That was friendly, if you like. But I had to 
get one thing clear.

“Why look for me specially? Why do you want me to 
be your master?”
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“Because you’re someone special. You’re a fine young 
fellow. . .

“How?” I cut in. “Fine in what way? What’s fine 
about me?”

It said I was fine in every way. I agreed, but I wanted 
it to go into details.

“How can I put it into words?” it said.
“Why not?”
“You’re too good, too good, too good for words.” It gave 

another “Goo-loo” of admiration. Then it went on 
earnestly: “Please believe me. I understand you so 
thoroughly.”

“That’s right.”
“And you’ll like me too.”
“Quite true.”
“I know you want something of my kind to serve you. 

That’s why I came.”
“You mean, you mean—” I was so surprised and excited, 

I could hardly breathe. “You mean — I can — have any
thing I want?”

“Of course. I promise, to the best of my ability.”
Oh, just listen to it!
What should I do? Holding this magic gourd which 

frankly admitted it was a magic gourd, both my hands 
trembled. . . .  It was a treasure, no question about that. 
Well, I must try it out. But I couldn’t think of anything 
I wanted.

“What shall I ask for?” I looked right and left till my 
eye fell on the bucket. “I want — I want —some fish!”

Keeping quite still, I stared into the bucket, stared till 
my eyes started aching.

But all I could see was half a bucket of water, absolutely 
unruffled. At the bottom lay the snail, exactly as before.

One minute passed. It was still the same.
Three minutes passed. Four minutes, five minuses 

passed. Still nothing moved.
“I want fish!” I shouted again. “Give me fish! Did 

you hear? Fish!”
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A creaking noise made me jump. . . .  I looked up. It 
was nothing but the wind in the willows. I looked back 
at the bucket — still quiet and half full of water.

I wondered if my eyes were playing me tricks.
I squatted down and peered carefully at my bucket. The 

only thing in it was that old snail, which had lazily poked 
its head half way out of its shell.

“Bah, you were lying! You’re not a magic gourd!”
I dropped the gourd and kicked it as hard as I could. 

It rolled several yards away.
I took my rod, picked up my bucket and started home 

in a temper.
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The gourd rolled after me, complaining as it went. It 
sounded annoyed and upset.

I paid no attention, just went on my way.
The gourd called:
“Wang Pao! Wang Pao!”
Did you hear that? It knew my name!
I’m funny that way: I’m always pleased when people 

know my name. In fact I’ve practically made up my mind 
to be a writer when I grow up, for this reason.

So how could I go on ignoring this magic gourd? 
Besides —

“If it knows who I am and understands me, how can 
it be a fake?”

So I turned round. I couldn’t help feeling pleased but 
I didn’t let that show.

“What is it?”
This time the answer sounded something between a sigh 

and a cough:
“My, how impatient you are!”
“Ha, now you’re accusing me of being impatient. It’s 

your fault — your fault for not being clever enough.”
The gourd shook indignantly and protested:
“Oh, no, no, no! Let me explain. If you really want 

to be my master and let me be your slave, I shall certainly

13



do everything you say and give you whatever you want. 
But our relationship hasn’t been settled yet.”

“How can it be settled?”
“There’s one condition.”
“Go on.”
The magic gourd said:
“When you get me, you must keep it absolutely secret.” 
“Oh, is that all?” I relaxed. “I thought it was going 

to be something ever so hard. Why didn’t you say that 
before? Keep it secret, eh? We love keeping secrets. I 
don’t mind telling you, whenever our Pioneer group was 
going to give an entertainment we never let anyone know. 
Even my grandmother, who asks so many questions, never 
gets it out of me.”

But the magic gourd cut' in:
“That won’t do. You mustn’t even let the boys in your 

team know about me.”
“What, is it so secret?”
“Yes. You’re the only master I have in the world and 

the only one in the world who can know my secret.” 
Then it explained that if I let anything out and some

one else knew that I had a magic gourd, it wouldn’t be 
able to do any more for me.

So that was that.
Friends, try to put yourselves in my place. Should I 

have agreed or not? If you’d been Wang Pao, what would 
you have done?

I had no time to think it over carefully, because the 
magic gourd was pressing me:

“Tell me if you can do that or not? If you can, I’ll 
be yours. If not, I’ll leave you now.”

It shook a couple of times as if about to roll into the 
river.

“Hey, what’s the hurry!” I called. “Who says I can’t 
keep a secret?”

I could do it. I could keep this magic gourd secret. 
I wouldn’t tell the boys in my team, I wouldn’t tell the 
form master or instructor, I wouldn’t tell them at home.
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Everything else my friends could know, but not this — 
this would be a secret between me and the magic gourd.

“That’s right! That’s right!” went on the magic gourd, 
“That’s the way to look at it.”

My, it knew just what I was thinking! How clever it 
was!

So it was settled. This magic gourd was mine.
From now on, I became a different boy. I could do 

whatever I wanted.
“Why, that means I can do any kind of work. I can 

be a big help to everybody.”
Just think, wasn’t that marvellous! If I wanted an 

electro-magnetic crane, one would appear at once. A model 
aeroplane? Easy! Hey presto! If I wanted an essay for 
an examination, there would be one ready for me.

Anyone who wanted to compete with me had only to 
say the word. Planting trees or fishing. . . .

I heard a sudden splash from my bucket. I hurried 
over to have a look — the bucket was full of fish.

“Hallo, they’ve really come.”
The water was up to the top now. There were fish of 

every description swimming there. Some of them I recog
nized and some I didn’t. There were some lively little 
bream darting to and fro. A very dignified carp seemed 
to be strolling up and down paying no attention to anyone.

What pleased me most were the really marvellous gold
fish. Two of them had white spots as if they were 
sprinkled with pearls. Another two seemed to have red 
embroidered balls for eyes which flickered as they swam. 
Looking carefully, I saw a few black goldfish streaked with 
gold, with extra big tails, who swayed from side to side 
as if they were dancing.

The gourd — it really and truly was a magic gourd — 
swayed twice as if it were dancing too.

“Is this all right, Wang Pao?”
“I should say so! Marvellous!”
Before I could finish it gave another “Goo-loo” and 

jumped into my hand. There it swayed to and fro like a 
jack-in-the-box and seemed to be nodding to me.
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“From now on I am yours. I swear to look after your 
interests and do my best for you in every way. Believe 
me, I shall give you complete satisfaction. I am your 
faithful servant who will bring you happiness. You are 
my master, and serving you I can use all my gifts. The 
two of us mustn’t be parted, don’t you agree?”

Just listen to it!
I was so happy I didn’t know what to do. I held the 

magic gourd tight, meaning to put it in my pocket. But 
suddenly — goo-loo! — it disappeared.

I exclaimed with a start:
“Where has it gone to?”
A croak sounded from my pocket:
“Ger-goo-loo, ger-goo-loo. I’m here. I’m here.”
“How did that happen, treasure?” I took a deep breath 

of relief.
“You don’t have to give orders. I know what to do.” 
Oh, this was really too wonderful! I rolled over on the 

ground, I was so happy. Then I rolled over again. I 
longed to run and tell granny, mother and father that I 
had found happiness and could do anything I wanted. I 
longed to tell the boys in my form, our instructor and 
form master that I could do anything they wanted in future 
and was quite sure to succeed. I’d be a hero or model 
worker for certain. This was no exaggeration. I was a 
hundred per cent positive. . . .

But I couldn’t breathe a word of this to anyone. I had 
to keep the secret. Yet I was so happy, I didn’t know how 
to contain myself.

There was nothing for it but to sing at the top of my 
voice. I must have looked a fool, I seemed to have turned 
into a baby again. Luckily no one saw me as I rolled over 
twice more.

Still this wasn’t enough. I straightened up, put my 
head on the ground and turned a big somersault.

By degrees it grow dark. A thin crescent moon rose 
and hung all alone in the sky. If you stared hard, faint 
and far in the distance you could see one or two stars. 
By the time you’d counted them, a few more had appeared.

Yet down on earth I seemed to be all alone, without 
a friend in the world, only the magic gourd in my pocket.

I must go back at once. I wanted to find some friends 
or classmates. I don’t know why, but I felt a great longing 
to meet someone I knew — even one of the boys I had 
quarrelled with — I could talk to him and squabble with 
him and let him see how happy I was.

I got quickly up, picked up my bucket and started off. 
But my hand was limp. Funnily enough, the sight of the 
fish in the bucket made me think bf the smoked fish in 
the grocer’s shop. That reminded me of salted eggs, 
pancakes and sugared walnuts, some of the things I liked 
best. . . .

I was thinking like this when a greasy paper bag appeared 
suddenly on the ground. I opened it and found smoked 
fish inside! . . .  In the flash of an eye three more paper 
bags appeared, with all the things I had been wishing for.

I was quite taken aback. The fact was, I hadn’t had 
time to get used to my new good luck.

The magic gourd called from my pocket:
“Help yourself!”
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I put down my bucket and with a trembling hand helped 
myself to a salted egg. Then I realized how hungry I was. 
That’s why I rather gobbled the food, forgetting my 
manners.
. As a matter of fact, I’ve a good imagination and one 
thing easily makes me think of another. So I found my
self suddenly holding a handful of peanuts. The next 
minute, two apples had rolled up to my feet. While I was 
picking them up, without warning two toffee apples sprang 
up from the grass, shining and splendid.

I hastily warned myself:
“That’s enough! Don’t think of anything else! It would 

be wasteful.”
The magic gourd told me:
“Never mind! There’s lots more where these come from.”
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Suddenly I heard someone coming.
Turning round I shouted, “Cheng Hsiao-teng!”
Besides being one of my best friends, Cheng is the best 

fisherman in our form. Nobody can catch more fish than 
he. Each time he casts he gets a fish — each single time. 
If the fish are too cunning to take his bait he knows how 
to wear them out — he’ll wait there for hours and hours 
without losing patience.

A lot of our form learnt fishing from him, including me. 
But I had never done too well. In fact, somehow or other, 
the whole fish world seemed to have a grudge against me. 
Of course, I knew the theory of angling. I could have 
given a talk on the subject. But once I had the rod in 
my hand, I couldn’t help getting excited.

I was ever so pleased to see Cheng Hsiao-teng.
“I was looking for you, Hsiao-teng! Was it you who 

went to my house to fetch me today?”
“No.” Cheng took my hand. ‘‘Why, weren’t you with 

the Science Group today?”
“Oh, yes. . . . But afterwards. . . . Why. . .
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“Hullo, have you been fishing?” He suddenly saw the 
bucket I was carrying. “Who else went?”

“Nobody else! I didn’t see a soul.” -
“You went fishing all by yourself?”
“Yes.” . ' ;
“Did you catch all these, then?”
I couldn’t say No, so I just nodded. My cheeks were 

burning, though.
“My word, what a catch!” Cheng sang out in his excite

ment. “You’re awfully good, Wang Pao. You really are. 
All of a sudden you’ve turned into an expert. How did it 
happen? Have you been practising quietly on your own, 
you rascal?”

“It’s nothing.” My face was growing hotter and hotter. 
“It doesn’t amount to anything. . . . ”

I must confess, friends, that this was really bragging 
and telling a fib.

Had I never done anything of the kind before? Well, 
not quite. If I think hard, I believe there had been times, 
especially when I was very small. But that was because 
I didn’t understand and so I bragged without thinking. It 
wasn’t like this time when I did it with my eyes open. 
That’s why I felt so uncomfortable.

Cheng Hsiao-teng carried my bucket to the street lamp. 
There he cried out in amazement.

“Why, these are goldfish! . . . How do there come to 
be goldfish here, Wang Pao? Did you catch these?” - 

All I could do was nod. He asked:
“Where? In our usual place?”
I could think of nothing to do but nod again.
“How extraordinary!” He looked at me. “I didn’t know 

you could catch goldfish in the river.”
“Huh?”
“Why, haven’t you seen what fish you’ve got here?” 
“No, I haven’t.” This was dreadful. “Each time I caught 

one, I dropped it in the bucket. I didn’t know there were 
some fish we could catch and some we couldn’t. Besides, 
it was dark. . . .”

He was shouting in his excitement:
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“I tell you, this is a 
great discovery!” 

“What?”
“This is a great dis

covery, Wang Pao! 
This has value for 
scientific research.”

He urged me to go 
and tell Mr. Li, our 
biology teacher. Then 
we might be able to 
send these fish to the 
Ichthyological Insti
tute for them to study. 
Then maybe every
body would realize 
that this was a new 
discovery. Imagine 
finding such lovely 
fish in the stream out
side our town — they 
might not be goldfish 

at all but a new sort of fish, without any name.
“They can be called Wang Pao fish.’ ”
“Stop talking nonsense!” I was going hot and cold by 

turns now.
“But it’s true, Wang Pao. It’s true.”
“But I. . . . As a matter of fact. . . . ” I wanted to 

say: “I was just joking.” But that wouldn’t do.
If I had met anyone else in my form, he would have 

been easier to deal with. But Cheng — why, he knows 
me far too well, and knows that I’m a modest chap who
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never boasts. He believed • every word I was saying, he 
believed that this had scientific value. . . . That made 
things very difficult.

Luckily just then some people passed and one of them 
greeted me.

“Hullo, Wang Pao! . . .  Been out playing?”
“ U h .”

“Not bad at all.” He looked from the bucket to us, and 
gave a supercilious sort of laugh. “How is your 
grandmother?” ’

“Uh.”
He seemed about to ask something else, but instead he 

looked at me with a peculiar smile and said: “So long!” 
I had the feeling that he winked as he left, but I couldn’t 
swear to it.

We watched him walk away, and after a time Hsiao- 
teng asked:

“Who’s that? I seem to have seen him somewhere.”
“Don’t you know him?” I seized at this chance to change 

the subject. “He’s Yang Shuan-erh.”
I told him that Yang Shuan-erh was the nephew of Uncle 

Yang, our school porter. His family had lived in the same 
street as ours, that was how he knew us.

“He used to run wild and often played truant from school. 
And granny told me he had light fingers — do you know 
what that means, Hsiao-teng?” '

Before Hsiao-teng could answer, I made haste to tell him:
“Someone with light fingers is a thief. I didn’t know 

at first, but later on. . . .” While speaking I casually 
picked up my bucket and started sauntering off. “Hey, 
aren’t you listening?”

I told him all I knew about Yang Shuan-erh: how his 
father had beaten him, how his uncle had scolded him, how 
he had been expelled from school and sent to a reformatory. 
I made him listen to the whole story from beginning to end.

“Did he turn over a new leaf?” asked Hsiao-teng.
“I don’t know. Perhaps . . .  he may have. . . .” I 

wanted to discuss this possibility, but couldn’t think what 
to say.
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Cheng Hsiao-teng suggested:
“Why don’t we look into this. . .
“Fine!”
“Let’s go home. . . .”
“Fine!”
“My sister will be at home now, and she’s sure to know 

what fish these are. . . .”
“What’s that!” I stopped dead.
But Cheng Hsiao-teng had already taken my bucket and 

was steering me along with the other hand.

8

I put the best face on things I could as I went to his 
house. Sure enough, his sister was in.

I won’t try to hide from you that I was rather afraid 
of his sister at that time. Our nickname for her was “Elder 
Sister,” and she didn’t seem to mind us calling her that — 
in fact she rather liked it. Though she was in her third 
year in junior middle school, and only two years above 
us, she seemed much older than we were.

She listened calmly to Hsiao-teng’s account of what had 
happened, exactly like a teacher. He gave her a careful 
summary — he always got full marks for narratives in com
position class — and told her that I had learned how to 
fish and had just had a wonderful catch. The most 
extraordinary thing was that today I had discovered a 
“Wang Pao fish. . . .”

“What sort of fish?” Elder Sister could hardly believe 
her ears.

“Oh, that’s the name we’ve given it. . . . ”
“You did, not I,” I put in. “They’re just goldfish, 

ordinary goldfish.”
“Not necessarily.”
“I’m sure they are.”
“I doubt it. . . .”
“Really they are!”
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“All right.” Hsiao-teng had to concede that point. “Even 
if they’re goldfish, this is still an important find.”

He said he had decided to fish with me next Sunday 
at the same place, and asked Elder Sister if she’d care to 
go too — on condition that she kept it a secret.

Elder Sister was still puzzled.
“Is this true or something from a fairy story?”
“Of course it’s true.”
“Are you really so silly or are you just pretending?” 
“Hey!” Hsiao-teng glared at her. “What do you mean?” 
“Don’t you know what kind of fish a goldfish is?” 
“What kind of fish is it?”
Elder Sister told him that goldfish are domesticated carp. 

In the river you find carp only, never goldfish — goldfish 
are always kept in tubs or ponds, where they’re bred for 
ornament.

At this point she looked at me.
I felt I ought to say something, but what? I couldn’t 

make up my mind whether to side with her or against her.
Hsiao-teng’s stand was absolutely clear, though. I 

admired him for it. He said:
“Won’t you admit the possibility that the carp in the 

river might change? . . . They might go on changing till 
they turned into goldfish. . . .”

“That’s impossible, because. . . . ”
“Why is it impossible?”
“It just couldn’t happen that way, because. . . . ”
“Why couldn’t it happen that way?”
Just listen to them! Sister and brother were going at 

it hammer and tongs. I couldn’t get a word in edgewise. 
If I said anything I’d have to take one side or the other, 
and I couldn’t decide which.

In my opinion, Hsiao-teng was in the wrong. How could 
he decide offhand that this was possible? He was jumping 
to conclusions.

But though I knew quite well that Elder Sister was 
right, I couldn’t say I agreed with her. That would be 
arguing against myself.
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So I just stood there without joining in, only begging 
them:

“Do stop. There’s no need to quarrel. . . .”
They were too busy arguing to listen to me. Hsiao- 

teng kept using my name:'
“Didn’t Wang Pao catch them? Do you imagine Wang 

Pao invented this? . . .  So you think Wang Pao made the 
whole thing up for fun?”

I raised my voice:
“Hey, there’s nothing to quarrel about! Do stop it now. 

For my sake.”
Hsiao-teng turned to stare at me as if I were a stranger.
“What’s that you say?”
Before I could answer he went on indignantly:
“A nice chap you are! . . . How did this quarrel start? 

Over what? For whom? Just tell me that!” He glared 
at me and waited for me to answer, but I said nothing. 
“You’re behaving as if this had nothing to do with you. 
Why don’t you speak up for yourself instead of acting as 
umpire.”

Help! Now even Cheng Hsiao-teng was annoyed with 
me. The fact is I’ve never been the peace-making type. 
When others are having a scrap, I always take one side 
or the other. My voice is so loud that I can shout other 
people down. So whenever there’s an argument my 
friends always try to get me on their side to crush the 
other side. That’s how I got into the habit of arguing.

But today it was no use. Today my position was too 
peculiar. My throat was dry too. I glanced in the mirror 
and saw that my head was steaming.

“. . . Wang Pao. . . . Let Wang Pao speak for him
self. . . . ” I pulled myself together, hearing Elder Sister 
challenge me.

I stood up, as if to answer a question in class. The 
next minute I sat down again, because I realized there 
was no need to stand. I looked at the bucket of fish.

“I . . .  all I was thinking about at the time was fish
ing. . . .” I told her exactly what I had told her brother. 
“I may have caught some carp or some other fish, but I
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don’t know whether they changed or not. * . . Later on, 
I saw. . . . ”

“Ha, this is as clear as daylight,” cried Hsiao-teng. “I 
tell you what must have happened. Wang Pao caught some 
carp, but when he put them into his bucket, they changed.” 

Elder Sister still did not agree: “I remember an article 
about that in Science Pictorial.”

I jumped up and said cheerfully:
“Oh, Science Pictorial! That’s right. It’s got articles 

about everything, it’s a splendid magazine. Do you want 
to see it, Elder Sister? 1 can lend it you.”

“You have it?”
“Yes!” I could hardly answer fast enough. “We have 

it in our form. . . . Oh, no. It’s like this: I had a set, 
and then I gave it to our form library. It’s a bound set 
of last year’s copies with my chop on it.”

I agreed to borrow this for Elder Sister the next day. 
“Tomorrow — oh, tomorrow I’m playing in the chess 

tournament. . . . ” I thought hard. “Never mind. After 
the tournament I’ll give the magazines to Hsiao-teng to 
bring you.”

9

The next day, the first free moment I had, I went to 
our Library Group. I told them I wanted to borrow 
Science Pictorial — the bound volume I had presented my
self. I made it clear it was not for me (I had already 
read it), but for someone else.

But unluckily the book was out. It had been taken by 
Hsiao Mien-sheng, who would be returning it that after
noon. But even then I couldn’t have it, because there were 
five others on the list for it. That meant I would have 
to wait five weeks for my turn!

“My, what am I going to do?” I felt desperate. “Who’s 
down to have it next? Maybe I can arrange with him to 
let me have it first.”

They checked and found it was Su Ming-feng.
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“Why should Su Ming-feng want to borrow this!” 1 
was angry.

After all, who donated Science Pictorial, I ask you? Yet 
today when I wanted to borrow it, I couldn’t. It was being 
lent to Su Ming-feng.

What was I going to say to Elder Sister?
What a nuisance! I had not foreseen this at all. Actually, 

though, this sort of thing was always happening. For good 
books, especially, you had to wait ever so long. Though 
our form library was one of the best, we hadn’t many books 
as valuable as this Science Pictorial.

But that afternoon a dreadful thing happened to this 
valuable book.

This is how it was —
When the library opened, Hsiao Mien-sheng returned the 

book. There was quite a crowd there and somehow or other 
no one noticed where Science Pictorial was put. When 
they looked they couldn’t find it.

I didn’t know at first. I was busy discussing the chess 
tournament with Cheng Hsiao-teng, working out who was 
likely to win. Suddenly I heard shouting from the corner 
with the book shelves.

“I know Mien-sheng returned it. I gave him back his 
borrower’s slip, I remember quite distinctly.”

“Where’s your borrower’s slip, Mien-sheng?”
“I haven’t got it.” Mien-sheng turned out all his pockets. 

“It’s not here. Can it be that I didn’t return the book? 
I’ll go and look.”

“What an idiot you are, Mien-sheng! Didn’t I give you 
your slip back just now? You tore it up — I saw you.”

The others crowded round. Hsiao-teng and I hurried 
over too. Everybody started searching. I was annoyed.

“How can such a big book have disappeared?”
“Yes.” Mien-sheng was going carefully through his 

satchel. “This is my fault. If we can’t find it, I’ll buy 
another copy.”

“No, this is our responsibility. Our Library Group will 
replace it.”
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“It’s all very well to talk about replacing it!” I couldn’t 
help shouting. “Just try and buy another set! Those 
magazines sold out ages ago, they’re not sitting waiting 
for you.”

“Don’t make such a noise. Help look.”
We made a thorough search but the book had gone. I 

looked specially hard, because I knew just how good that 
pictorial was. I even got on the floor and felt under the 
bookcase, making my hands and sleeves dusty. It wasn’t 
there. I was frantic. But the chess tournament was due 
to start. I had to get up and dust myself off.

“I’ve no more time to waste here. But I do think you’re 
the limit. I really do!”

I picked up my satchel and started out. . . .
Hey . . . steady on! Why did my satchel seem so much 

bulkier than usual. It seemed to have swollen. I felt it — 
“Aiya!”
Obviously there was a big, fat book inside. I knew what 

it was without looking. I called to Hsiao-teng: “Go on 
ahead, I’m coming.” I rushed out of the class-room, away 
from the others.

“Here!” I patted the magic gourd in my pocket. “What’s 
the idea? How did this Science Pictorial get into my 
satchel? Is this your doing?”

“Yes.”
“Who told you to do that?”
“You did.”
“I did not!” I couldn’t keep my temper. “When did I 

say that? Did I give you any orders?”
“You didn’t say anything, but that was what you were 

wishing.”
“Nonsense!” I was angrier than ever. “When did I wish 

it? When did I think such a thing?”
“When you couldn’t borrow the book you were annoyed 

and thought: ‘Pah, I donated this book and yet I can’t 
borrow it.’ —- That’s what happened. If the book is really 
yours, why should you let other people decide what to do 
with it?”
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“Well, you are the limit! I just felt the least little bit 
impatient, that’s all. How could I want to get the book 
back!”

“If you hadn’t given it to them, you could lend it to people 
you like and not lend it to people you don’t like. . . .”

I interrupted:
“You’re making me look a fool!”
The magic gourd quivered indignantly in my pocket. 
“That’s not fair, Wang Pao! I just did what you wanted. 

How can you accuse me of making a fool of you?”
“Shut up, can’t you?” I cried. “Put that book back!”
I felt my satchel. . . .  It was still swollen.
“Well? Didn’t you hear me? I order you to return it 

to the Library Group!”
“I can’t.”
“What, can’t you do a little thing like that? How did 

you get it, then?”
“I can get things. I can’t return them.”
“Why not?”
“All I can do is bring in, not take away.”

10

The magic gourd was really helpless. No matter how 
cross I was or how I scolded it, it was no use.

What could I do? I couldn’t keep that book in my 
satchel. Then all the others would have no chance to read 
it and would waste a lot of time looking. And if they 
couldn’t find it today, one of them would really buy another 
copy.

“That would be the limit!”
I should have to clear this business up myself. I must 

think of a way to return the book. I could wait till no 
one was looking, tiptoe outside our class-room and quietly 
put the book on the first window sill — that’s where re
turned books were put, Then I could run in and call their 
attention to it: “Have you looked on the window?” They 
would open the window and find it.
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This was a wonderful plan. But I must hurry. I only 
had five minutes. I ran for all I was worth. . . .

“Wang Pao!” Hsiao-teng was calling me.
I hastily turned a corner. I could hear him running to

wards me.
“Where are you going? Hurry up! The chess tourna

ment is just going to start.”
I ducked into a clump of yellow roses until he had run 

past. Then I hunched my shoulders to squeeze my way 
out, scratching my hands on the thorns. I was just mov
ing on when Hsiao-teng came back. We seemed to be play
ing a game of hide-and-seek.

“What are you doing here?” he asked me.
“Nothing.” I hastily added: “But I’ve something to 

do.”
“What?”
“Eh? . . . Well, I can’t tell you now. . . .”
“Come on!” He put an arm round my shoulders and 

dragged me off. “They’re all waiting for you. They sent 
me to find you.”

“Look here, Hsiao-teng. . . . All right, I’ll come. I 
must go to our class-room first.”

“What for?”
“To — to leave my satchel. . . .”
He reached out for it.
“I’ll take your satchel for you.”
“No, no!” I grabbed it with both hands and clutched it 

to my stomach. I held on tight. “Oh, ouch!”
I must have looked rather peculiar, for Hsiao-teng was 

frightened. He stared at me and seemed thoroughly taken 
aback.

“What is it?” he asked gently.
I shook my head.
“Stomach ache?”
This time I — nodded.
He Was worried. He wanted to help me and insisted on 

taking my satchel. I bent double and clasped my stomach. 
“Oh my, oh my!”
“Can’t you walk?”
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“Oh my!”
“I’ll go and fetch Dr. Sun.”
“No, don’t!”
Hsiao-teng looked round for someone to help, but there 

was no one in sight. But Cheng Hsiao-teng is a very stub
born fellow. When he says he’ll fetch a doctor he fetches 
a doctor and it’s no use trying to stop him. Telling me 
to wait, he hurried off to the clinic. . . . Things were get
ting more and more complicated.

I stared after him. Now what?
“Don’t go, Hsiao-teng! . . . Stay with me . . .  oh my!” 
He came back to my side and watched me anxiously. 

He dared not go and I dared not move. I crouched there, 
holding my satchel to my stomach.

This wouldn’t do. I thought:
“How long can the two of us stay like this?”
I said:
“I’d like some water . . . hot water. . . .”
“I’ll get you some.”
That got rid of Hsiao-teng. As he turned the corner, I 

sprang up to get rid of that wretched book.
“I’ll just drop it anywhere for the time being. I can 

put it back later.”
I rushed round the corner, got the pictorial out and threw 

it on a pile of cinders by the kitchen. Then I heaved a 
sigh of relief.

“That’s better. Now I’m not afraid.”
I walked calmly off. Now Hsiao-teng couldn’t stop me. 

I’d tell him: “Let’s go, I’m better.” I might even tease 
him: “What? Who had a stomach ache?”

“Wang Pao!” someone behind was calling.
I looked back and had a shock. It was Dr. Sun, our 

school doctor. I stood there and stuttered:
“Please sir, I’m — all right. Nothing wrong. It was 

just Cheng Hsiao-teng. He got worked up. . . .”
“What are you talking about? Who got worked up? 

What happened?”
“Why, didn’t Cheng Hsiao-teng go to the clinic to fetch 

you?”
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“Oh.” The doctor understood. “I must have missed 
him. I wasn’t there. . . .  Is someone unwell?”

“No, no. There’s nothing the matter with me. . . .”
He was looking at me closely.
“I think there is something the matter.”
“Eh?”
“I’d say carelessness is the matter with you.” He nodded 

slowly. “Isn’t your name Wang Pao?”
“Yes.”
“That’s right, then.” He held out one hand which had 

been behind his back. In it was Science Pictorial.
I fell back a step as he took a step towards me.
“Were you looking for it?”
“I . . . uh, yes.”
What could I do? I had to take it in both hands and 

stuff it into my satchel.
What could I do but look grateful?
“Thank you.” I bowed.
Dr. Sun nodded and walked away. I watched his re

treating back. He turned round to smile at me. I had to 
bow again.

I was thinking crossly:



“What a busybody you are! — As soon as you saw my 
chop on this you had to come and find me.”

I was in the most extraordinary position — afraid to meet 
any good people. They would worry about me and try to 
help me, just adding to all my troubles.

That’s what Hsiao-teng was doing. There he was with 
a mug of hot water, looking very serious. I hastily went 
back to my first position, squatting beside the rose bush, 
hugging my satchel to my stomach.

The two of us were up a blind alley again.
“I must think of another way to get rid of him,” I thought 

as I sipped the scalding water. It burned my mouth and 
I wondered if there would be blisters on my tongue. “What 
excuse can I find this time?”

Before I could hit on a solution, along came some more 
of my friends — Hsiao-teng must have called them. One 
was Su Ming-feng. He said he had just come from the 
clinic, but Dr. Sun had gone out to see a patient. He would 
look for him again presently.

“Don’t!” I waved a hand in protest, then snatched at 
my satchel. “Dr. Sun was here just now. . . .”

I nearly said, “He saw me,” but I didn’t.
Then Yao Chun came panting up with a hot-water 

bottle — goodness know where that had come from. He 
wanted me to hold it to my stomach.

“I don’t want it! I don’t want it!” I shouted.
“You must keep warm!” Yao Chun pulled at my hands. 

“Here, let me have your satchel.”
“Oh, no! No! . . .  I never use hot-whter' bottles.” 
“Why not?” asked Yao Chun.
Do you know who Yao Chun is? He’s one of our Science 

Group. He’s ‘the most inquisitive boy in the whole class. 
He’s always asking questions. You have to give a chap 
like that a reasonable answer, or he’ll keep after you till 
you lose all patience.

So I told him that I preferred keeping the satchel because 
it could stop the ache.

“How can that be?” demanded Yao Chun.
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“I don’t know . . .  oh my! . . . I'may have a different 
constitution from the rest of you.”

“That’i  not possible.” Yao Chun looked at me hard. 
“What sort of constitution can be cured with a satchel?”

.“All right,” I said quickly. “I’ll be^Ljtjght in no time. 
You’d all better go.”

But they didn’t like to leave me. Not one would go. I; 
was desperate. I begged them:

“Do let me stay here by myself. Go and do something 
else.”

They wouldn’t listen. They were too sorry for me and 
wanted to help me. How could I get rid of them? I had 
no idea..

“It’s all the fault of that wretched magic gourd. What 
a nuisance it is!”

11

How long we were stuck there, I can’t say. It seemed 
to me ages. But there came a moment — I don’t know 
what time exactly when I felt my satchel twitch as if it 
wanted to slip out of my hands. I broke into a cold sweat 
and gripped it tighter. But the satchel twitched again.

Presently I realized that my satchel had changed. I felt 
it with one hand.

“Whew!” I took a deep breath.
The satchel was much flatter. Without looking, Ikriew 

that the troublesome book has somehow disappeared.
“I’m all right now,” I straightened Up and told my 

friends. “There’s nothing wrong with me.”
They were all rather surprised, especially Yao Chun, 

and urged me to go to the clinic for a thorough check-up. 
But at least the Worst Was over. ;'l;

The thing that bothered me most was that1! had held up 
the chess tournament. The boy who had played in my 
place had only won one game. If I’d been playing, I’m 
sure I’d have won more.

“Don’t be so sure of that”’ Yao Chun jerked his head. 
“You play well, but you?re careless.”
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: I didn’t agree.
“Who says? When necessary I’m very careful.”
“The trouble is you never think it’s necessary. That’s 

Why I beat you. . . .”
“Now, don’t brag! Have a game and see.”
“Come on.” .
“You’ll be sorry for it.”
“Oh no, I won’t.”

: Yao Chun may be small, but he’s not afraid of anything. 
Though he wasn’t up to my standard and we’d quarrelled 
over chess before, he still dared take me on.

Some others crowded round us to watch, talking and 
laughing. I told myself:

“Now then, be careful. Don’t start a squabble. This 
isn’t a proper match but it’s pretty much the same. They 
want to see how good you are.”

This time I really took care. Calmly and slowly I set 
out the pieces. I looked at the whole board carefully each 
time to decide on the best move to make. That’s the way 
everyone should play.

Yao Chun wasn’t up to me, as everyone knew. Even he 
himself admitted that. But he had a peculiar habit — I 
can’t think why — he kept using his knight all the time. 
That knight of his was hopping all over the place. It stop
ped my bishop from going where I wanted and even made 
things hot for one of my rooks. As if a rook could really 
ibe afraid of a knight.

‘‘I must take' that knight of his,” I decided. I’ll find 
•some way to take him by surprise.

m  ~

That wasn’t easy, though. Suppose I did this? Then 
t h i s . , , .  W

“If he moves there — he’s bound to — I shall. . . .”
I had nearly worked out a plan when I felt something 

in my mouth. I didn’t see it, but it flew in from outside, 
nearly knocking my front teeth out. It Would have slipped 
down my throat, but just in time I blocked the way with 
my tongue. i

Suddenly Yao Chun shouted:
“Hey, where’s my knight? Where’s my knight gone?”
I knew what must have happened.
The others began to exclaim. Some said there had been 

no knight there, others said there had. They searched all 
round the board and on the floor.

I wanted to spit the thing out when they weren’t looking. 
But I had no chance because Hsiao-teng was staring at me.

“Did you take it, Wang Pao?” he asked.
“H’m.” I answered through my nose.
“What? Did you take it?”
“H’m. H’m.” I grunted again and Shook my head.
“What’s the matter now? Aren’t you feeling well 

again?”
At that the whole lot of them started looking at me. I 

broke into a sweat. I waved my hands, but they didn’t 
understand — I didn’t understand myself.

“What’s happened to Wang Pao’s mouth?” one- of them 
asked.

At that point, for some reason — maybe when you 
perspire you catch cold easily — my nose began to tingle 
and I felt like sneezing.

“Hey, that won’t do,” I told myself. “Not on any ac
count. Hold it, whatever happens!”

But it was no use. . . .
I rubbed my nose to warm it, but it tickled worse than 

ever.
“Ah-ah-ah! . . .”
It was coming. I jumped up and rushed away, taking 

out my handkerchief to cover my mouth.
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Then something happened. In the middle of one long 
sneeze I suddenly realized that my mouth was empty ■— the 
knight had disappeared. That gave me such a turn that I 
couldn’t finish sneezing.

“Has it dropped out?” I asked myself. “If only it has.”
I hadn’t heard it fall. And there was no sign of it in my 

handkerchief. I  felt up my sleeves. Nothing there.
“What a nuisance!” I shivered. “I must have swal

lowed it. When I opened my mouth to sneeze and my 
tongue stopped blocking the way, it must have slipped 
down.”

A big chess-man like that! . . .  It might get stuck some
where inside me. That would be awkward. It wouldn’t 
be easy to digest, I knew.

Even if it did go down . . .  if it took the liberty of going 
into my digestive tract, before long it would be in my in
testines, going on and on like a pawn, that would be no 
fun either. You can’t imagine how odd that knight had 
tasted — it couldn’t be a healthy thing to eat.

I got more depressed the more I thought about it.
“It’s all the magic gourd’s fault.”

12

I went straight home. I might really need a medical 
check-up this time.

Granny was out. I found the key and opened the door. 
I went to my room but stopped — quite bewildered — in 
the doorway.

“What’s this? Have I come to the wrong room?”
It didn’t look like my room. There were pots of flowers 

on the window-ledges and floor, row after row of every 
sort and description — I couldn’t have told you their names. 
Some were hanging, some were climbing, some had blos
soms in a cluster of leaves. I could tell at a glance that 
all of them were quite expensive plants. - My old pots of 
chrysanthemum and dwarf bamboo looked quite shabby 
and lost among them.
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My eyes were drawn to my desk, There stood a pretty 
little vase next to the bowl of goldfish. Who knows what 
dynasty it belonged to or where it was made? Set neatly 
round the vase were four fried cakes looking like yellow 
jade, still piping hot. Further to one side stood a model 
crane, a genuine, super, electro-magnetic crane. Beyond 
that lay a stainless steel penknife with five gadgets. Be
hind it I saw a round-eyed pottery doll, watching me with 
a smile. On her right there was a lump of damp clay 
which must have weighed at least two catties.

“What in the name of goodness is this?” I stood in the 
doorway looking round the room. “Is this a department 
store or what?”

“I simply carried out your wishes,” said the magic gourd.
“When did I ask you for these things?”
“You wished for them.”
“Did I?” I wondered. I couldn’t remember doing that.
Maybe the thought had crossed my mind: “This is a 

fine thing," or “That looks fun.” Nothing more than that.
Maybe I even hadn’t thought of that consciously. Maybe 

I hadn’t even liked the things, but simply noticed them....
I’d had no idea the magic gourd was so conscientious.
I opened a drawer and found Science Pictorial. On top 

of it lay a single chess-man.
“So the knight has been here all this time! Did you move 

these things here?”
The magic gourd told me smugly:
“This way we can keep our secret, and you’ve got your 

book back and a knight.”
“Thank you so much!” I said sarcastically. “Tell me: 

can you play chess?”
“Not really, no."
“If you can’t, please don’t try to help me. What did you 

mean by stuffing that big, dirty knight into my mouth?”
“Didn’t you want to take it?”
“Take it, yes. But did you ever see any chess player 

taking a piece in his mobth? Pah!”
“I did this for you, to help you win the game.”
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“What fun is there in playing chess like that? You must 
let me play myself and think out my own moves. . . . ” 

“Why bother? I can see to all these things for you. Why 
should you trouble your head over them?”

Hear that? I simply couldn’t make it see reason. It 
couldn’t understand these things.

That meant that if ever I played chess I mustn’t think 
of taking my opponent’s pieces or of checking him —if such 
a thought crossed my mind,, my friend’s king; would (dis
appear. Then there would be a squabble and we eouldn’t 
play.

I couldn’t play chess, but what about cards? No:, that 
was no good either. Once, the cards had no sooner been 
dealt than someone cried:

“I’m two short!”
“I’ve lost two cards too. Two kings!”
I found I had four extra cards, the highest in the pack.. . .  
I had to throw my cards down and go away.
After that—rwhy, it became practically impossible for 

me with my special share of good fortune to play anything 
with my friends.

13

That was only the beginning, as you can imagine, of big 
changes in my life.

Before, I’d spent a lot of time every day studying arith
metic. But now it didn’t take a second. . . . As soon as I 
opened my book, picked up my pencil and slowly started 
to sharpen it, before I could even start thinking, a piece of 
paper would appear on the table with the neatly copied 
problems and their answers.

“Ha!” The first time this happened I jumped to my 
feet. “I never expected this.”

I don’t know how you’d have felt. I was half pleased, 
half worried — the fact is, I was afraid I must be dreaming.

“But I still have to draw a map. . . . ”
No sooner said than a map was there before me, much 

better than any I could have drawn myself. There was
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no need to add or alter a single line. All I had to do was 
write my name on it. I said:

“My, this is fine! At this rate, I shall save lots of time 
every day.”

I’d always been in such a rush that I hardly had time for 
meals. Now I could save even the time for meals because 
I was never hungry. I was always eating different kinds 
of cakes, biscuits and sweets — all supposed to be things I 
had wished for. I’m not really greedy, you know, but since 
all those things were there why should I waste them?

So I didn’t need to sit down properly at table, and I hic- 
cuped nearly all day long. Still, mother hadn’t come 
home yet and father was out most of the time, so that left 
only granny and she couldn’t order me about. I would just 
call:

“Start without me, granny. I’m not hungry.”
Then I could do whatever I wanted.
“Come on, let me have some planks of wood.” I knew 

what I wanted to make when I gave this order.
It goes without saying, before the words were out of my 

mouth a pile of planks appeared.
I drew the design in pencil on the wood and picked up 

my saw. But in a flash, before the saw touched the wood, 
the thing Was finished. In my hands was a perfect model 
aeroplane.

I threw down the saw and sighed ever so faintly.
“So quick!”
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It’s true, that was what I had wanted to make. I tried the 
plane out and it glided very well indeed. It could stay up 
in the air for two or three minutes.

But for some reason or other, I wasn’t too excited over 
this ready-made model. I left it lying On the ground and 
couldn’t be bothered to pick it up.

'“Now what shall I do?” I wondered.
My eyes Ml on the lump of clay on the table which had 

already struck me as fun for modelling. But as soon as I 
picked it up it turned into the figure of a child. 1 clicked 
my tongue.

“Oh, Magic Gourd, you’re getting sharper and sharper, 
it seems to me.”

The magic gourd answered automatically:
“I’m doing my best to serve you.”
Scratching my head, I stood up and walked round the 

room. I sighed.
“All right. Well, what shall I do now?”
It was still very early. I looked round again. I decided 

all the flowers needed watering. At once they were moist, 
even the leaves looked newly drenched.

“Goodness, how quick you are!” I sat down on the bed.
“Don’t mention it.” Though the magic gourd sounded 

so modest, I knew it was pleased with itself.
I remembered something that had happened when I was 

small. I liked to be doing things: If I heard a knock, I 
would hurry to open the door. If my father came home, I 
would hurry to fetch his slippers, and so on. If anyone 
stopped me, I would fly into a temper. Once I carried a 
kettle of water to the stove, but granny took it away from 
me for fear of an accident. Then I cried for hours and 
hours.

I felt a little like that now — though of course I wouldn’t 
dream of crying. It was very irritating all the same.

“Listen, Magic Gourd!” I said firmly. “In future, leave 
me some things to do myself. There’s no need for you to 
butt in every time.”

“What things?”
“Things that are fun.”
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“Bo you mind speaking more plainly? What sort of
things? What do you call fun?”

“Gracious, don’t you even know that!” I was rather im
patient. “Fun is fun. For instance, playing chess or mak
ing something — understand? Suppose you. want to do 
something which isn’t easy, but you think up a way round 
the difficulties and struggle along yourself — once it’s done 
you feel pretty good. The harder the job is, the; better you 
feel.”

“Oh, I understand.” The magic gourd grunted several 
times. “No wonder some boys are so interested in arith
metic— that’s because it’s hard. You have to think up a 
way round the difficulties and struggle along yourself. Then 
there’s, geography. . . . ”

I made haste to cut it short:
“I wasn’t talking of things like that! I’m not all that in

terested, actually, in those subjects.”
“Why not?”
“I don’t care if I don’t do too well. . . . ”
“Why not?”
“Never mind! Anyway. . . .”
“That makes it very hard for me,” it complained. “Just 

think! You enjoy struggling with some difficulties your
self but others you don’t find interesting. Some.things 
you want done for you or produced for you. Some you 
want to.make for yourself, but if you lose patience while 
you’re making them you do me the honour of calling on me 
again. . . . You’re so complicated, while my brain is so 
simple, I get confused. . . . ”

I had no answer ready for that and it went on:
“There are only two alternatives. Take your choice. 

One is to be like everybody else. Then you must think of 
ways to do things yourself and work hard, not expecting 
any help from me. In that case, you can simply throw 
me away. . . . ”

“That’s not my idea at all!”
“No, I guessed it wasn’t.” The magic gourd sounded 

very confident. “In that case, there’s another way, and 
that is to settle down quietly as my master. Leave every
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thing to me —just decide what you want and it will be 
done without any effort on your part.”

I thought for a time before asking:
“But what about you — won’t that be too tiring for you? 

If you use up all your energy on these little things, how 
will you do big things for me later on?”

“Goo-loo!” That was an unpleasant sound between a 
laugh and a cough. It said:

“Energy isn’t like a fire-cracker which is finished when 
you let it off. I’m not one Of those feeble creatures in a 
fairy tale that can grant you three or four wishes only, no 
more. I’m different. I’m a real treasure. I’ve plenty of 
strength. It doesn’t matter how much work you give me.” 

“That’s not what you said before! You told me that you 
would be growing old, and said I ought to make good use 
of you now. . . . ”

It interrupted me calmly:
“Yes, it’s just because I may grow old that I want to 

make the best use of the present. I want you to keep me 
as busy as possible. While I’m still young I should be 
working, toughening myself. Strength increases the more 
you use it. Abilities increase the more you use them. The 
last few days — since I joined you — I’ve made quite a bit 
of progress.”

“You’ve made progress?” I was amazed.
“To tell the truth, when I first came to work for you I 

was a little clumsy, and my brain wasn’t so clear. When 
I’d done more I got the knack of it. Now I find it easier 
to guess what’s in your mind.”

14

All was quiet in my room, quieter than it had ever been 
before.

Suddenly I remembered something I might as well do 
now while I had the chance. I took the Science Pictorial 
out of my drawer, hastily wrapped it up and wrote Hsiao 
Mien-sheng's address on it. But at once I changed my
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mind, deciding it would be better to send it straight back 
to the Library Group.

I changed the paper wrapping several times. For fear 
my friends would recognize liiy writing, I rewrote the 
address several times too. Then I ran out quietly to post it.

I was whistling — I enjoy whistling, but as I never keep 
in tune I practise like anything — and striding round the 
corner,

“Steady on!” I stopped abruptly. “Is this home already? 
You’ve more time than you can use waiting for you at home. 
It’ll be no fun going back.”

I headed a different way and strolled down the street.
Swinging my arms, I looked at this and at that. I don’t 

know how long I had been wandering about when I started 
to feel rather bored. It was still quite early. Had all the 
clocks on earth stopped?

The streets were lively enough. There were crowds of 
people in laughing, chattering groups.

“Where are they off to?” I wondered as I watched them 
walk cheerfully past. “Are they all going to call on 
friends? They all have somewhere to go at any rate.”

I couldn’t help sighing, for tiredness or some other rea
son. I like being with my classmates or friends, and 
usually find someone to go with me if it’s just to do shop
ping. I decided to look for one of my friends.

That same instant I saw Cheng Hsiao-teng in the dis
tance, coming towards mp. There were other people with 
him, including Elder Sister. I wanted to rush to them, call 
them and grab their hands. But the thought passed through 
my mnid:

“Where are they going?. To look for me?”
Very likely.
They must be. Hsiao-teng and Yao Chun who’d been 

to my room, must have spread the news of all the flowers 
I’d grown and the splendid electro-magnetic crane I’d made,, 
to say nothing of the wonderful sculpture of a boy and all 
the other amazing achievements to my credit. When the 
others heard this they would be bound to cry:
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“Really? No wonder he left the Science Group to make 
things on his own!"

“Yes, that’s it,” I told myself. “Come and have a look. 
You’re very welcome.”

“Well, let’s go and have a chat with him, how about it? 
Let’s ask him how he grew the flowers and made those 
things.”

“Oh, no,” I answered. “I’m not at home. I’ve had to 
go out. Goodbye.” I dived into a lane. Very soon I 
turned north. As I walked I looked round, afraid of meet
ing some other friend like Yao Chun.

But then I stopped short at the sight of three people in 
front. At the first glance I recognized them: Yao Chun, 
Hsiao Mien-sheng and our brigade instructor. . . .

I beat a hasty retreat.
I tell, you frankly, friends, this business of having what

ever you thought of happen — this special good fortune for 
a special fellow like me — could sometimes be most incon
venient. For now I had to be on my guard all the time, 
wherever I was. I looked round cautiously and tried to 
keep a grip on myself:

“Now, don’t go on thinking of your friends!”
I wandered round and round like this for some time. There 

was no danger of going hungry, because my hands were 
always filling with good things to eat. Or I could go into 
any restaurant I liked, because I naturally always had money 
to pay the bill. It was really very convenient.

But as I was eating, I came back to the old problem:
“Is this real or not?”
Were these dumplings genuine or something conjured up 

by the magic gourd?
I shivered. It was rather frightening you know. This 

sort of eating was the same as not eating.
How long could this go on?
“I must eat! I must!” I cried as if in protest. “I must 

have an apple too. H’m. In a minute I shall drink some 
almond tea.”
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I picked up an apple and took a big bite out of it, then 
munched it carefully. Ah, it was sweet, fragrant and crisp. 
Could this be a make-believe apple? . . . Nonsense.

Really, I had better stop thinking this way. It would give 
me indigestion if I went on wondering whether everything 
in the world was imaginary, was make-believe or not. . . .

After eating two apples I stood there for a while, to find 
out if what I had eaten was real or not. I felt quite sure it 
was. Hiccuping, I walked lazily on.

“What time is it now?” I wondered.
Suddenly I heard hearty laughter behind me. I turned 

and saw two children hand in hand. Probably one was tell
ing a story and had got to the most interesting part. I smiled 
too, but they paid no attention to me. They walked on talk
ing all the time. I had only my shadow to keep me company.

“Oh, I wish I had 
someone with me, I 
really do!” I sighed 
again. “But who can 
I find?”

I hung my head 
thoughtfully and 
bumped head-on into 
someone, sending my 
package of sugared 
walnuts flying to the 
ground. A paper bag 
of crab-apples fell too.

“Oh, it’s Wang 
Pao! . . . Sorry!”

“Who is it?” I look
ed up crossly. “Oh,
Yang Shuan-erh!” 4

15

That’s right, it was 
Yang Shuan-erh. You 
remember, he was a



nephew of Uncle Yang and granny said he had light 
fingers but later he tried to turn over a new leaf.

I had never expected to run into him. Still I was rather 
pleased. This was better than being all alone. And he 
wouldn’t make things awkward for me.

Yang Shuan-erh acted very politely: he helped me pick 
up the things I had dropped, apologizing as he did so. I felt 
quite embarrassed. He wrapped my sweets up and asked:

“Where are you going?”
I told him nowhere in particular. He was very pleased.
“Good. I’ll stroll around with you. You’re not busy, are 

you?”
Of course I was pleased. So we walked on together. He 

was a head taller than I, but he craned his neck down very 
respectfully. He asked after my grandmother and said what 
a good person she was. He admired my whole family and 
said all my form were good fellows, especially me.

“Oh?” I couldn’t believe this.
“It’s true. I’m not trying to make up to you. . . .”
“Will you have some crab-apples?”
We became quite friendly. As he was sucking sweets he 

kept saying what a good sort I was.
I asked:
“Hov? do you know?”
“Of course I know.” He looked at me. “You’re good in 

every way. And I know you’re very clever.”
“Very clever in what way?” I was surprised. “How am 

I clever?”
"“Oh, I understand.”
As we were speaking we walked into a big shop. I said:
“You don’t understand a thing.”
“I do!”
“Tell me, then.”
“Oh, no!” He winked at me.
We threaded our way through the crowd and wandered 

around some time before going out.
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As you will well believe, in that shop were things which 
appealed not only to Yang Shuan-erh but to Wang Pao too.
Such as a pair of binoculars..........

Binoculars! . . .  A pair suddenly appeared in my hands. 
I tried to stuff them into my pocket, but they wouldn’t 

fit in. I stole a glance at Yang Shuan-erh. He was smiling 
slyly — smiling with envy and respect,

“Good for you!” He raised one thumb. “You’re really hot 
stuff!”

“What?”
“Don’t think you can take me in.” He was whispering. 

“I spotted at once that you had a turn for this, but I didn’t 
realize just how good you were.”

I flushed up to my ears.
“Don’t talk nonsense!”
I wanted to leave him, but Yang Shuan-erh clutched 

my arm.
“Don’t worry, Wang Pao. You needn’t be afraid; honestly.
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“What do you know about honesty?”
“Listen, Wang Pao!” Yang Shuan-erh looked quite upset. 

“I’ll tell you what I really think. . . . Let’s go over there. 
I want to talk to you seriously.”

“You can tell me here.” I stood still. “Go on.”
After looking round, Yang Shuan-erh whispered:
“Do you know why I’ve run away?”
I shook my head.
Yang Shuan-erh told me that he was playing truant from 

school — nobody knew this, not even his family. He said:
“I came out specially to find you.”
“To find me!” I shivered. “Why?”
Then he told me frankly what his position was. He said 

he had been studying properly until — two days before — 
he started envying my way of life. Now he didn’t want 
to stay in that school any more. He felt it was too boring. 
He became quite excited and raised his voice a little:

“Why should I be such a fool! I’d only done a little — 
you know what — once or twice, yet everyone raised a rum
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pus and said Yang Shuan-erh was light-fingered. My father 
wanted to drive me out. My uncle gave me a good dressing 
down. Everyone told me I must turn over a new leaf and 
make a completely fresh start. But look at you!”

“What about me?”
"Ha! You’ve got so many things but you haven’t had any 

trouble. All the neighbours think you’re a good boy. Your 
grandmother is always singing your praises and saying what 
a good student you are. Yet the fact is you’re many, many 
times worse than me. You go in for big stuff and much 
more of it. . . . ”

I couldn’t stand this any longer. I broke in:
“What are you talking about? Big things, indeed!”
I marched away.
“Hey, what’s the matter!” He hurried after me and took 

my arm. “Don’t pretend to be a fool, Wang Pao. You think 
I don’t know what your game is? I tell you frankly, ever 
since we met on Sunday evening I saw what you were up to.” 

“What did you see?” I had quite a shock. My right hand 
strayed to my pocket. Yang Shuan-erh grinned at me: 

“Don’t think everybody else is a fool, Wang Pao. I may 
not be up to your standard, but I have filched one or two 
things in my time. Where did you get the goldfish in your 
pail? You pulled the wool over your school friends’ eyes, 
but you couldn’t take me in! Ever since then I’ve been 
asking questions about you.”

It was news to me that Yang Shuan-erh had noticed my 
achievements. He had heard of the new things that kept 
appearing in my room. I had lost count how many there 
were, but he had kept as careful track of them as if he were 
my care-taker. Torn between envy and admiration, he had 
decided to make friends with me, to become my accomplice.

“If you’re willing, the two of us” — he pointed at his chest 
and then at mine —■ “we’ll become sworn brothers. Never 
mind if we weren’t born on the same day of the same month 
of the same year —we’ll die together!”

I was hesitating, not quite understanding, when Yang 
Shuan-erh went on:
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“I want to take you as my elder brother. I may be a 
couple of years older than you, but judging by skill you’re 
way ahead of me. You’re my senior, I’m your younger 
brother. I’ll do whatever you say. . . . ”

“What?” I could not grasp what he was driving at. “What’s 
that you say?”
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We walked and walked. Finally I told him I was going to 
the cinema with Cheng Hsiao-teng. Now I should soon be 
rid of him. Yang Shuan-erh wanted to fix a time to see me 
again.

“Shall I call for you tomorrow?”
“No. Tomorrow we shall probably have an arithmetic 

test.”
“An arithmetic test! What does that matter? If you. . . .”
“Look there!” I interrupted him to walk over to a book

stall without an attendant. He had to stop talking and 
follow me.

I had merely wanted to change the subject, but when I 
saw the books I couldn’t help feeling interested. The one 
that appealed to me most was a book about the adventure 
of a cowherd in the woods.

Just then a small boy popped up behind me, looked at the 
bookstall and called:

“Hullo, it’s gone!”
“What?”. Someone called out, and up popped a small 

girl. “Let me see, let me see — isn’t this it?”
They took a picture book from the stall. The boy got 

out his money and was going to put it into the money-box 
when the girl stopped him.

“Have you counted it?”
“It’s all right. Look. It’s two cents extra. Mother hasn't 

any change, so she told me to give two cents extra.”
The girl counted the money, then put it in the box. The 

two of them made sure that it had gone in before 
skipping off.
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We turned to leave too. I followed them with my eyes as 
I sauntered along. I had not taken many steps when a 
brand-new book was in my hand — the one that had just 
attracted my attention.

My face burned and I looked at Yang Shuan-erh. He hap
pened to be watching me, and his expression surprised me: 
it was a mixture of contempt and pity.

“That’s nothing to be proud of, Wang Pao.”
I was flabbergasted. I stood stock still, saying nothing. 
“Let’s get a move on.” Yang Shuan-erh nudged my 

elbow. “Don’t wait there till you’re caught.”
“This book — it’s not from there. It’s mine. . . .”
He simply curled his lips in a supercilious smile. A little 

later he said:
“I know you look down on me. But however low I may 

be, however clumsy, I wouldn’t do a thing like this. That 
stall had no attendant. You’re on your honour. What sort 
of boy are you to do such a thing? Even in our profession 
we have our standards. Suppose you took the whole lot, 
what would that make you, I ask you?”

I wanted to jump into the air, to bellow with rage, to fight 
with him. But I couldn’t. I wanted to throw the book 
away, but I didn’t. I simply quickened my pace. I hurried 
along till we were opposite the cinema.

Yang Shuan-erh was still holding my arm.
“Another thing. . . . Wang Pao, I know you after today.” 
He looked at me. I looked at him. He went on:
“Oh, yes, you’re sitting pretty, you have money and a 

good name — but you must think of me. What* about me, 
eh? What about my food tomorrow?”

He stopped and looked at me hard. Then he tapped my 
chest.

“What about it, elder brother?”
I stepped back a pace.
“What d’you mean by ‘What about it?’ What do you 

want?”
“Don’t you understand?” He made a gesture. “I want 

your help.”
“What do you want?”
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“Not much, only two yuan.”
I was really angry.
“Two yuan indeed! What sort of behaviour is this!”
But I couldn’t just ignore him. Suppose he really went 

hungry? I felt in my pocket, muttering under my breath to 
the magic gourd, and produced a bank-note.

“Five yuan?” He took it. “Sure you’re not making a 
mistake?”

“There’s no mistake.”
“Thanks. You’re a good friend.” He patted my arm. 

“Goodbye.”
I was just going to cross the street when he turned back.
“You’re not annoyed about just now, are you? I spoke 

too hastily. Don’t be offended. But I advise you not to do 
that again in a place where there’s no attendant.”

Did you ever hear such a thing! As if he were so honest! 
But I didn’t argue. He added something else, which I didn’t 
catch, and waved goodbye.

I heaved a sigh of relief. But before I could run on he 
was back again.

“There’s another thing, Wang Pao.”
He held my arm as we crossed the road, telling me softly 

that if I had any work I could count on him. He would 
certainly help.

I knew he was trying to be friendly again. He saw me all 
the way to the cinema entrance. I had to thank him for 
that. As I hadn’t really intended to see a film, I had no 
ticket. Now there was nothing else for it. I had to put 
a bold face on it and march in.

“Well, it’s all right,” I said to rpyself. “I can’t go home 
now anyway. Magic Gourd! Give me a ticket!”

17

I went into the cinema-hall with Yang Shuan-erh’s voice 
still sounding in my ear. Having shaken my head violently 
to stop it, I heard the buzzing of voices in the cinema.

After I had found my seat I thought:
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“I wonder what the film is?”
A few people in the row behind were discussing the story 

and I listened with interest, though I didn’t know the title 
of the film. I turned and noticed a group of people coming 
in, with one in the middle who looked like Elder Sister. 

“What a coincidence! . .
I felt rather nervous for some reason or other. I quickly 

looked away and lowered my head over my books as if I 
were preparing for an examination.

“Hullo, Wang Pao!” someone called quite close to me.
I turned and stood up, either from shock or from 

politeness.
“Elder Sister!”
She had noticed me.
In fact, her seat was the one next to mine. I looked in a 

puzzled way at her. And she looked in a puzzled way at me. 
“Is your seat here, too?” she asked. “What number is it?” 
“Yes. Look.” I showed her my ticket and checked it 

with the number on the back of the seat.
“How odd! You’re the eighth in the twelfth row too. 

They’ve issued two of the same.”
“Two of the same?”
“Hsiao-teng’s got the same number.”
“What! Hsiao-teng. . . . ” I looked anxiously round for 

him.
“He’s coming presently. He’s got his ticket with him. 

But how did this happen? . . . ”
I clapped my hands:
“Oh, I understand.”
“What do you understand?”
“It’s nothing!” I turned and hurried out. I butted my 

way through the crowd coming in and squeezed to the door. 
People stared indignantly, but I paid no attention.

When I had got a stub from the attendant, I pushed 
through the incoming stream into the lobby.

“Hsiao-teng!”
Cheng Hsiao-teng was there searching wildly through his 

pockets.
“Hullo, Wang Pao! Are you seeing this film too?”
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“Here you are. This is your ticket.”
“What on earth? What happened? . . . ”
“Hurry up, don’t waste time talking. It’s just beginning.” 
I pushed him to the door, and though he tried to keep hold 

of me he couldn’t.
I went out, mopping my perspiring face. Now I had time 

to see what film was showing. It was called The Monkey 
King.

Unfortunately all the seats were sold.
“It must be a good film,” I thought.
“But mind, I never said I wanted to see it,” I announced 

quickly to myself. “I don’t want to see it. I want to take 
a walk. I’ll walk slowly home.”

The street was still very busy. The shops hadn’t closed 
but had all sorts of tempting things displayed on their bright 
counters to attract passers-by.

But I dared not look, for fear of complicating my life even 
more and finding my hands full of boxes or packages.

“Ah, I’m not free any more.”
The magic gourd asked from my pocket:
“What are you afraid of? What you can’t eat you can 

carry, and what you can’t carry I’ll send home for you.” .
That was all right as far as it went. But what did I want 

with all those things?
Of course, there were, some that I liked the look of. But 

as soon as I felt any liking, the thing would appear in my 
hand or be put in my room. They turned up so easily, so 
many of them, that I couldn’t eat or use them all and they 
stopped being any fun.

Tasked myself:
“What else can I ask for during the rest of my life?”
I couldn’t answer.
Now, curious to say, my possessions had become like my 

time — unnecessary. I had so many I didn’t know what to 
do with them. I was like a man who has overeaten; the 
sight of food turned my stomach.

So with my head up, looking neither to right nor to left, 
I walked along. Though I couldn’t help imagining certain
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shop windows or having thoughts in passing about certain 
things, I believed:

“By and large, I’ve managed. . .
“Ger-goo-loo!”
I paid no attention, just walked on in silence. I had no 

intention of talking to the magic gourd, because that was no 
use. I had better just be on my guard against it.

“Why should you be on your guard against me?” it asked. 
“I’m not discussing anything with you.”
“Why not?”
“Because I’m not. The trouble with you is, you’re too — 

you have all the wrong ideas.”
“What wrong ideas?” When I didn’t answer, it answered 

itself: “There’s nothing wrong with me.”
It meant that it always carried out my wishes, but since 

I refused to admit this it was very hurt. It said:
“The fact is you did have those ideas — they may not 

have been too clear in your mind but I understood what you 
wanted. I know from what you’re thinking what you want. 
Those seeds would grow into trees.”

“I dare say. Is that why you always deliver full-grown 
trees?”

“Yes, I want you to have your wish at once —the big 
trees.”

I thought: “That’s not right. Seeds are seeds, trees are 
trees — they’re not the same. Why should it always thrust 
big trees on me? Sometimes these things. . . . ”

I said:
“That’s right. I may admire or like a thing, but that 

doesn’t mean I want to own one myself:— that’s not my 
aim.”

The magic gourd just repeated its precious formula:
“If you like a thing, it must be yours. That’s your aim, 

surely — otherwise why like it?”
After a bit it went on:
“I’m only doing these for your sake.”
Just listen! After all this talk it was back where it had 

started.
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I wouldn’t argue. I wouldn’t criticize it any more. You 
know, although it kept slipping up, its general intentions 
were good. ' Why should I scold it?

“Even if I criticize it, it won’t change. If it did, why, it 
would stop being a magic gourd.”

But I couldn’t help thinking of all my recent troubles. 
Yes, indeed! I must think over my experience.

“I won’t carry this magic gourd in my pocket always.” 
This was the conclusion I reached. “Sometimes I’ll leave 
it at home so that it won’t be in my way. For instance, 
tomorrow. . . .”

Tomorrow? Tomorrow we might have an arithmetic test.
“Well, the day after tomorrow,” I said to myself. “But 

what about geography? Will we have a test?”
Steady on. Wait for a few days.
At least the problem was solved. Swinging my arms I 

strode more cheerfully home.
Yes, friends. After this, there shouldn’t be any great 

inconvenience attached to my special good fortune. After 
this, whenever I wanted anything I would take the magic 
gourd along. When I didn’t want anything, I would ask it 
to stay at home and rest, to save up energy. Then I could 
play chess or cards as usual with my friends. I could join 
in everything in a normal way.

I thought:
“If I don’t carry it, I can make things for myself. I can 

mould clay or do carpentry. A glider . . . that’s an idea. 
If I leave the Science Group I can join the Aeronautics 
Group. . . . ”

I was cheerfully making plans as I walked to my room. 
I opened the door and was reaching for the light when I 
bumped into something and toppled to the ground. Crash! 
It sounded as if something heavy had fallen too. I was 
caught on something sharp and tangled up.

“What’s the trouble now?”
With difficulty I freed my arms, then my legs. I scrambled 

up and put on the light. Then I exclaimed:
“Heavens, what’s this!”
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I saw a brand-new bicycle — a Tientsin model — on the 
ground. That was what had tripped me up. I tried to go 
over to it, but my way was blocked by a big cabinet as high 
as a stool, on which was written: “Five Valve Radio and 
Record Player.” This was made in Shanghai.

This wasn’t strange at all. Ever since I had the magic 
gourd, new things had been raining down on me, if not 
placed in my hand then put in my room. From them I 
understood what I had been thinking. But this was the first 
time anything so large and heavy had appeared.

Was this because the magic gourd was growing more and 
more powerful, or because I was growing more and more 
ambitious? Perhaps both had something to do with it.

I was flabbergasted. First I felt merely shocked surprise. 
Then I was pleased. Then I realized this was going to 
complicate matters.

“The things are good things,” I could not but admit. “But 
what am I going to do with them in this room? What if 
granny sees them? . . .”

I was thoughtfully scratching my head when in came 
granny.

“What happened, Pao? Did you fall?”
“Nothing. Go on with your work.”
But I could not stop her.
“Oh I Where did that bicycle come from?” Granny stood 

in the doorway: “And what’s that? That — oh, where did 
these things come from, Pao?”

“Eh?”
“Whose are they? Did your friends buy them?”
“Yes.”
“Who bought them? Why should they bring them here?”
“What do you think?”
Just then father came home. Naturally father was sur

prised too. And when granny told him that my school 
friends had left them here, he started cross-examining me. 
Whose was this? Whose was that? What were their names? 
And so on and so forth.
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What was I to do, friends? I had to pretend the bicycle 
belonged to Cheng Hsiao-teng and the radio to our Young 
Pioneers branch. My face grew hotter and hotter as I 
answered father’s questions. My throat grew drier and 
drier. I wanted to shout:

“Don’t ask me any more questions, father! If you do, I 
shall have to take the magic gourd’s side against you!”

But the more tongue-tied I looked, the more I stammered, 
the more questions father asked.

“Why should he leave his new bicycle here?”
“I — I — he wants me to learn to ride.”
“And this radio?”
Another long string of questions. Next he asked about 

the vase and the pottery doll. Last of all he asked where 
the electro-magnetic crane came from.

After father had heard my answers, he said:
“So? Your schoolmates have asked you to look after these 

things? Why should you look after so many?”
Granny put in:
“You mustn’t think he’s just a child. His friends have 

great confidence in him.”
“But he’s involved in too much.” Father looked round. 

“These flowers — take them back to school tomorrow before 
you Spoil them all.”

“Yes, father.”
Father looked round the room again, seemed about to 

speak but apparently thought better of it. He turned back 
and looked hard at me for some time.

“Now, Pao,” said father gently. He hesitated. “You’ve 
not been telling me the truth, have you?”

“Father!” I protested. But I could say no more. I bit my 
lip and fought to keep back the tears.

Granny came to my rescue:
“Pao may be mischievous, but he never lies.”
I don’t know why, but that made it even worse. I started 

sobbing.
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The next morning I went to school as usual. I mixed with 
my classmates as usual, which made me both pleased and 
anxious. I simply went a little later than usual, just in 
time for class, so that they wouldn’t bother me with a lot of 
questions. When the first lesson ended I slipped out of the 
class-room.

“Wang Pao!” Cheng Hsiao-teng was calling. “What did 
you lose yesterday?”

I gave a start and didn’t know what to say.
“How careless you are!” he said. “Have you forgotten 

what you bought yesterday? You left them in the 
cinema. . . . ”

At once I remembered I had dropped my binoculars and 
that new book in the cinema. Hsiao-teng had brought them 
to me, at Elder Sister’s request.

“Here you are.” He felt in his satchel. “Hullo!” He 
began to search more frantically, finally emptying all the 
contents out. “What’s happened? They’ve disappeared!”

He started hunting everywhere till I was completely on 
edge.

“Never mind. It doesn’t matter.”
“Of course it does.”
He told me to help him look.
Just then — as they say, troubles never come singly — 

some boys in the corner of the room started an argument 
too. I listened and heard that something else had happened 
in the Library Group.

Hsiao Mien-sheng told me that the group had received a 
parcel containing the bound volume of Science Pictorial, 
and didn’t know who had picked it up and posted it.

“Don’t you think it’s odd?”
“What!” I gave a start. “That’s —-my, who?”
“But just now — just after class when we looked, it had 

disappeared again. What do you. . . .”
“Really! . . . ” I nearly leapt out of my place.
Everybody was busy getting out books and exclaiming: 

“Funny!”
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Luckily before long it was time for the next class. This 
was a test, as we had guessed. So nobody except me paid 
any more attention to these queer disappearances. I knew 
that when anything peculiar happened, it was bound to be 
the work of my magic gourd.

“What a nuisance it is! Really too. . . . ”
I thought it too meddlesome but I didn’t say so, because 

if it stopped meddling with things. . . .
“I still have to do the test,” I thought anxiously. “This 

is when I need the answers to the questions. Did you hear? 
I want the answers.”

I stared at the blank sheet of paper on my desk.
Gradually some greyish dots appeared on the paper and 

moved slowly from place to place. But when I stared hard 
the paper was still blank.

“What’s happening?” I blinked. “Why don’t they come? 
Is it angry?”

The class-room was very quiet. You could hear the boys 
and girls breathing, and the squeak of pencils on paper. I 
didn’t know whether Mr. Liu — he’s our form master as 
well as our maths teacher — was still at his desk or walking 
up and down by the windows. I dared not look up to see.

“Mr. Liu may be looking at me!” I broke out into a 
sweat. I licked my pencil from time to time and pretended 
to be writing.

I waited like this for a long time. Still nothing happened. 
Once, a faint figure seemed to appear on the paper, but 
when I looked it moved off. I was seeing things again!

What could I do?
“Can it suddenly have lost its magic?”
The very idea horrified me. I held my breath and waited 

for its answer.
All I could hear was my heart going pit-a-pat. I 

thought. . * .
I had no time to think. I must give my mind to the sums.
“First sum. . . . ” I started reading it seriously.
Do you want me to copy the questions out for you, friends? 

If I do, it’ll be like having an arithmetic lesson, and that 
would be educational, eh?
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It seems to me, friends, if you really can have some 
difficult sums explained in a story with the working method 
and so on, that would be fine! Then we wouldn’t need 
to go to school, or study, we could just read stories!

Don’t you agree? All right, we can discuss it again later. 
I’ll go on with my story.

I was talking about the arithmetic test.
It really was rather worrying. I’d never imagined that 

anyone with a magic gourd could be in such a fix. The fact 
is, I’d always disliked arithmetic. I’d never found sums 
easy, but always awkward and tiresome. And the last few 
days I hadn’t done any homework — that wasn’t my fault, 
I’d simply been too busy.

Today, without warning, I had to answer the questions 
myself!

“Magic Gourd! Magic Gourd!” I was thinking. “Ah!”
I heard a rustling of paper. Someone had left his desk 

and handed in his paper. He was followed very soon by 
others.

“Three,” I counted. “Oh, there’s another.”
I was feeling desperate when in a flash everything 

changed. The blank sheet of paper before me, which had
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seemed so white and empty, was covered with pencilling — 
the answers to these sums.

“Ha!” I gave another start. I could have’ jumped for 
joy.

My magic gourd hadn’t broken down! • It could still work 
magic, still do what I wanted. All was well.

I hastily wrote on my name and handed in the paper.
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As I was handing in my paper, a funny thing happened. 
Su Ming-feng, whose desk was just in front of mine, 
discovered that his paper which he had just finished had 
disappeared.

Everyone thought it most odd.
And at that very moment, Mr. Liu noticed the paper 

I was handing in. He was surprised. He said my writing 
was quite different from usual, and looked more like Su 
Ming-feng’s. He examined it carefully. Actually, all that 
care was quite unnecessary. You could see it at a glance.

Have you ever seen Su Ming-feng’s writing, friends? 
My! It’s hard to say how he manages to write such weird 
shapes. You think you’re seeing them back to front, but 
you’re not. They all slope to the right in an extraordinary 
way.

If I’d only troubled to look, I would never have handed 
that paper in. But I hadn’t stopped to think.

“Is this your paper?” Mr. Liu asked me. “Why isn’t 
it your usual writing?”

How could I answer that? I just kept quiet.
Mr. Liu told Su Ming-feng to write a line or two of 

his paper out again.
“You write a line, too, Wang Pao.”
I knew all he wanted was to compare our writing. But 

this was actually testing my arithmetic! I had to try to 
work out that sum again, and licked the point of my pencil 
several times.

61



“Have you forgotten what you’ve just done?” asked Mr. 
Liu over my shoulder.

I jumped with fright. He was standing there watching me.
“All right,” said Mr. Liu to Su Ming-feng, who had 

already finished two lines.
By this time most of the others had handed in their 

papers. Though they had left the class-room, they didn’t 
go off to play but stood in groups by the window, talking 
and looking in.

I knew —
“Today it’s too bad, too bad! My! This is awful!”
Sure enough.
They were saying Wang Pao had done something quite 

incredible — taken someone else’s paper and handed it in 
as his own. But how had he got hold of it? Had Su Ming- 
feng been asleep?

“I just don’t know,” said Su Ming-feng. “I’d just finished 
and was going to write on my name, when suddenly. . . . ”

“How peculiar! What does Wang Pao say?”
(What could Wang Pao say? How did I know?)
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“Another thing I don’t understand is how Wang Pao could 
be such a fool as to try to pass off someone else’s paper 
as his? It was bound to be discovered.”

“What could Wang Pao have been thinking of?”
(What was I thinking of? How did I know?)
Even Mr. Liu was puzzled. He said to me:
“Wang Pao, I want you to explain what happened.”
“I — I can’t.”
“Why not?”
“I — I really can’t. It’s too extraordinary. . . . ”
“It certainly is extraordinary. That’s why I want an 

explanation.”
“But I can’t just now. I’m feeling dizzy. . . .”
“When will be a better time, then? This afternoon? 

What about that?”
Mr. Liu kept insisting. All right, the afternoon then. 
But after the class, the others swarmed round to ask 

what was the matter with me.
Cheng Hsiao-teng put both his arms round my shoulders. 
“Why don’t you say something?”
I tidied the things in my satchel and kept quiet. I knew 

they were looking at me, but I couldn’t hold up my head.
“Wang Pao, Wang Pao!” Yao Chun shook me. “What’s 

up with you? Eh?”
I shook his hands off.
“Don’t!”
I moved so suddenly that something fell out of my satchel 

with a thud.
“Hullo! So you’ve got the Science Pictorial!” Hsiao 

Mien-sheng shouted. “I said it couldn’t just have dis
appeared !”

With a clatter, something bright fell on the chair. 
“Binoculars!” someone cried.
Hsiao-teng was astounded.
“Did you take them back yourself, then? Why didn’t you 

tell me?”
I didn’t even look at the things that had fallen. I didn’t 

pick them up. I went through my satchel again and again, 
wiping my sticky forehead. It occurred to me to use a
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handkerchief. When I got it out a five yuan note fell'out 
of my pocket.

“Hullo, where did this come from?” I was surprised 
myself. This must be the note I gave Yang Shuan-erh 
yesterday evening.”

The others were still crowding round me.
“Wang Pao, we want to clear this business up.”
“Wang Pao, do you mean to say you. . . . ”
I hurried away.
“Wang Pao! Wang Pao!” they shouted after me.
I didn’t look back. I walked faster and faster till I was 

running.
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I ran as fast as I could to get away from my friends.
“But what shall I do? Go back to the class-room?” I 

trembled at the idea.
There was nowhere I could be comfortable, neither inside 

the class-room nor outside. Whatever door I passed, there 
was someone there staring at me, pointing and gesturing 
as if to say:

‘ Look at Wang Pao! What mischief is he up to now?”
When I went to the playing-field, three big boys from 

the senior middle school came walking towards me. Dart
ing east to avoid them, I ran into the rose bush and was 
covered with petals. Two magpies on a roof opposite 
started chattering:

“Haha! What’s this? What’s this?”
I walked off in a huff. There seemed nowhere to go. 

Soon I found myself walking out of the school gate. It 
was out of the question to stop there, so I left the town 
and went to the bank where we fished, where I had dis
covered the magic gourd. There I stopped.

I pulled the magic gourd out of my pocket, and flung it 
hard on the ground.

“A fine piece of work you’ve done!”

“Oh, not really!” it said modestly. “Actually — ahem, 
it doesn’t amount to much. I just did my duty. Thank 
you for the compliment. . . . ”

“What! You call that a compliment?”
“Didn’t you say I’d done fine?”
I gave a scornful laugh.
“I was being sarcastic, understand? That was no com

pliment.”
“Oh!” The magic gourd shook twice. “Then let me 

advise you, next time you want to be sarcastic, let me 
know beforehand. Otherwise we may get into trouble. 
And if you’re only joking, make that clear too. That’s the 
way to avoid unpleasantness.”

“Why should I bother?”
“You must. Otherwise your intentions won’t be clear 

and I shan’t know what to do.”
“Pah, why should talking to you be so complicated? 

When I talk to my friends, I never. . .
The magic gourd interrupted:
“Of course! Of course! You’re all human beings with 

human brains who talk a human language. Naturally you 
understand each other at once. But for me you must make 
a special effort.”

“Why? What’s special about you?”
“My head’s empty. I have to live on other people’s 

brains. So you must fix things properly and tell me what’s 
a joke and what’s serious, what I should feel about every
thing.”

“Who wants you to feel!” I gave another scornful laugh. 
“What did you feel today, may I ask, when all those awful 
things happened, making it impossible for me to stay at 
school?”

“What should I feel? If you’ll tell me the rules for 
feeling, I’ll try to keep them. All you have to do is say 
the word.”

“Listen!” I squatted down to settle scores properly with 
it. “Why did you make me lose face like that today? Why 
were you such a fool in the arithmetic test? What did you 
think you were doing? Tell me the truth/’
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“Those were your orders, weren’t they? You wanted the 
answers to those questions. . . . ”

“I didn’t want you to take someone else’s paper.”
“But that’s the only way I could serve you,” the magic 

gourd answered calmly. “I’ve never studied arithmetic, I 
couldn’t do your sums for you, so I had to take someone 
else’s. I’d heard that Su Ming-feng was good at arithmetic, 
and he was sitting nearby. So I waited quietly and 
patiently till he had finished, and before he could write on 
his name. . . . ”

“Do you know what behaviour like that is called?” ' I 
shouted.

“No. I’ve never studied.” It obviously didn’t care. “Any
way, I have to get all these things, examination papers, 
maps and all the rest from other people. . . . ”

I jumped up.
“What! You mean to tell me all these things — the whole 

lot — were taken from other people?”
“Of course. What did you expect?”
This was like a thunderbolt. I was flabbergasted. Through 

my mind flashed a model aeroplane, an electro-magnetic 
crane, a clay statue of a child — the whole lot had been 
made by other people!

The magic gourd interrupted:
“Yes, that’s the way it is. I’m not a worker or a peas

ant, you know, nor yet an artist or gardener — I’m just a 
magic gourd. Of course I can’t make anything. All I can 
do is get you things that other people have made.”

“Well, what about the sweets and fruit you produced for 
me? What about those goldfish? And the radio, the 
bicycle, the binoculars?”

“They all came from somewhere else.”
“The money? All that money I spent yesterday?”
“That too.”
“Gracious!” I sat down heavily. “But you’ve. . .
I didn’t know how to go on.
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Friends! Try to imagine the shock I had. All I had 
known was that I had the special good f ortune to get what
ever I wanted; I had never looked into the question of 
where these things came from. That was the magic gourd’s 
business. I’d thought with its magic it could conjure things 
up.

But that wasn’t the case at all.
“This . . . this will never do!”
It was all too strange and too unreasonable.
The magic gourd said:
“Aren’t these things good enough? I can get better ones 

for you.”
“Get away!” I kicked it seven or eight feet away. The 

more I thought, the angrier I grew. I chased after the 
gourd and pointed at it in fury.

“You! You!”
I was too angry to speak. What I wanted to say was 

that it should have told me if it wasn’t clever enough to 
conjure things up. Why should it go and. . . .”

“Oh, I didn’t think it was necessary to tell you.” The 
magic gourd seemed to realize it was in the wrong. “I was 
sure you knew where the things came from.”

“How could I know what you were up to!”
“Didn’t you really?” It seemed rather surprised.
I ignored it and it went on:
“It’s very simple actually. It’s like this. . . .”
It gave me a little talk.
Well, it was the limit! Do you know what it said? 

Things that a child of three knows. It talked to me as if 
I were still in kindergarten, telling me that all our food 
and clothes don’t just drop down from the sky but have 
to be made. It gave examples. Apples are planted by 
farmers, understand? Radios and bicycles are made by the 
workers, see? A book has to be written by someone and 
printed by someone, understand? As for arithmetic sums, 
they had to be worked out by other students’ brains — I’d 
already seen that, hadn’t I? And so it went on.
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“Yes, everything’s made by someone,” it repeated patient
ly, as if I were too stupid to understand. “If you won’t 
make them, somebody else must do it for you.”

I couldn’t go on ignoring it any longer.
“Stop talking rubbish. Is this your idea of a joke?” 
“How can you say that! I just wanted to clear up a 

misunderstanding.” It suddenly started trembling. “You 
see, if you don’t work but you want certain things, the only 
way is to take what other people have already made. What’s 
strange about that?”

I ground my teeth and shouted:
“That’s stealing! That’s stealing!”
I suddenly remembered Yang Shuan-erh who had said 

how clever I was. . . .
“Mr. Liu must be shocked to find Wang Pao stealing 

another boy’s paper.” The memory of this brought another 
lump to my throat. “And what will my classmates say? 
What will they think of me?”

Tears welled into my eyes. I couldn’t stop them. 
“What can I do? I’ve been stealing.”
The worst of it was that some of the things were public 

property. Some quite obviously came from state shops. 
The dozen or so flowers must have come from some garden
ing co-operative. Then there were all those sweets and 
cakes— nothing was left of them.

“Was that money from the people’s bank?”
I wanted to clear up every point, but I couldn’t. The 

magic gourd had forgotten. It asked:
“What does that matter?”
This was more than I could stand. I jumped up and 

kicked the magic gourd again. While it was still exclaim
ing “Ger-goo-loo, ger-goo-loo!” I ran and kicked it again. 
It whizzed to the bank, whirled round and nearly fell into 
the river.

“Hey! . . .” While it was protesting, I rushed over and 
gave it another kick. It bounced not into the river but 
higher up the bank.

“So you’re trying to run away, eh?”
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I tore forward as if playing basket-ball 

and caught it. “Out of my sight!” I threw 
it as hard as I could into the river.

There was a big splash. The glittering 
spray rose high and ripples spread in ever- 
widening circles. The water did not settle 
again for some time, but even then it had 
stopped reflecting anything. All you could 
see were wisps of vapour rising, more and 
more of them until they made a thick fog.

Not a sign remained of my precious 
magic gourd.
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After staring for a while, I walked slowly along the bank. 
I stood for a little under the willow where I had sat angling 
that day. It was here that I had heard “Ger-goo-loo!” and 
fished the magic gourd out of the water.

Only two yards away, I had rolled over twice and turned 
a somersault.

“How childish!” My face burned at the memory.
After squatting here for a little, I walked on. I squatted 

down again, then walked on a few more steps. My brain 
seemed in a whirl. I was growing more and more confused. 
But the sun was already overhead.

There was a not unpleasant smell coming from the river, 
which reminded me of broth. Mixed with the scent of the 
grass by the path, it was enough to make your mouth water. 
Near the weeds, I remembered, was where I had eaten last 
time. Yes, there among the grass, two toffee apples had 
sprung up. And further along this slope — hullo! — two 
apples had rolled up.

“I’d no idea where they came from. But I was fool enough 
to eat them. If only I’d. . . .”

All of a sudden, my mouth started watering and I had to 
swallow several times. I couldn’t stop.

All of a sudden, I found several things in my hand: little 
paper bags — I dropped them in my surprise. The contents 
fell out: pancakes, sugared walnuts, smoked fish. . . .

There was fruit too, and toffee apples, in exactly the same 
places as before.

This was a tremendous shock. I stared at these delicious 
things on the ground for a good five or six minutes.

“Why are these here again? Haven’t I thrown the magic 
gourd away?”

Maybe because I’d once had a magic gourd, some of its 
magic had stuck to me. If not, how could I manage this 
myself?

I thought: If I really had this magic power and no magic 
gourd to make trouble for me, I should surely be in a much 
better position.
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“But where do these sugared walnuts come from?” The 
paper bag had no shop name on it.

I paced up and down, wondering whether to eat the things 
or not. As a matter of fact, they looked pretty good to 
me. . . .

“Ger-goo-loo, ger-goo-loo!”
I leapt with surprise and rubbed my eyes. I looked all 

round. I couldn’t make out where the voice had come 
from. There was nothing to be seen in the river: the mist 
had vanished and the water was clear, without a ripple.

“Maybe I was mistaken. . . .”
“Please help yourself. Ger-goo-loo. Help yourself.”
I gave another start. I looked right and left.
“Who’s that? You!”
“It’s me. It’s me.”
“Where are you hiding?”
“Here, here.” It sounded like the crickets I had kept in 

my pocket when I was small.
“What’s the meaning of this?”
“You can’t do without me, I know.”
“Who says?”
“You wanted me to come.”
“What!” I shouted. “I wanted you? Nonsense!”
I snatched the magic gourd out of my pocket and threw 

it again with all my might into the river. But it seemed 
to meet a strong gust of wind, for it described a semi-circle 
in the air and fell back on the path. With one bounce it 
was back beside me. I slapped it away, but it hopped back 
to my feet. It said:

“You can’t get rid of me, you know. So I don’t care 
where you throw me.”

Well! No matter where I kicked or threw it, the wretched 
thing would still come back to me. It would follow me 
all the time. Unless I hacked it to pieces with a knife. . . .

This thought no sooner crossed my mind than a heavy 
chopper appeared in my hand.

“All right., I don’t care where you come from. I’ll use 
you.”

Bang! I hit out at the magic gourd.
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You must remember, friends, that I was in such a rage, 
I didn’t stop to think of the consequences. Of course it 
wasn’t afraid of any chopper, a magic gourd which could 
speak, which could tell what you were thinking, which 
could bring you things belonging to other people and which 
couldn’t be thrown away. That should have been 
obvious. . . . Normally, I wouldn’t have dreamed of it.

But I didn’t give the matter any thought. I hit out hard.
My chopper cut the magic gourd into two, and that gave 

me rather a shock. I jumped back two paces to be on my 
guard against any magic change.

I waited and waited. But nothing happened. No sparks 
flew, there was no explosion, no earthquake.

All around was as quiet as ever. Only from some tree 
a yellow oriole was trilling, and the boughs of the willow 
rustled lazily.

I waited for quite a time before tiptoeing over to have 
a look, the way you look at a firework that hasn’t gone off.

“Ha, it’s empty!”
There was nothing in the gourd. I didn’t even see any 

seeds. They may have dropped out, or it may never have 
had any.

I raised the chopper and hacked it into four pieces. With 
the back of the chopper I smashed these up. Then I put 
the chopper down.

“Let’s see if you follow me now!”
Before I had finished speaking the fragments jumped up. 

They whirled round with a sort of rattle and joined together 
again into a gourd exactly the same as before, without so 
much as a crack. Even the colour was fresh, a greenish 
yellow.

I could say nothing. It was the first to speak.
“You can’t get rid of a magic gourd like me so easily.”
The cheek of it!
“Ha, so strong are you?”
“Pooh! If you chop me up, I come together again as 

good as new, in fact stronger than before.”
“Well, then. . . . ” I thought for a while. “I’ll bum 

you!”
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“All right, try!” The magip gourd agreed. “Here are 
some matches.” A box of matches appeared in my hand. 
“Here’s firewood.” A pile of firewood appeared on the 
ground, with some waste paper.

Of course, this made me much less keen to burn it. But 
the magic gourd was eager to help.

“Would you like some petrol too?”
“What for?” As I hesitated, I found myself holding a 

small bottle of petrol. “All right, we’ll see just how clever 
you are!”

I lit a fire. When it was burning I threw the magic 
gourd into it. Sopn the flames were rising high and I heard 
crackling as if the gourd were damp.

I wondered if it had changed, but I couldn’t  see it. I 
went nearer and bent down to look. Suddenly smoke 
belched into my face.

“Ah, the air inside the gourd must have expanded and 
burst it!”

But the same moment something hopped to my feet. Like 
a football player, I hastily kicked it away. Then I felt

something hot, like 
a compress, on my 
chest. When I put 
my hand there, a 
voice rang out:

“Ah, I’m so de
voted to you, dear 
Wang Pao. . . . ”

“So your’re back, 
eh?”

Just see! The 
thing ' couldn’t be 
burned. It said:

“By burning me 
you just make me 
love you more.. I 
can’t bear to leave 
you.”

U
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What would you have done, friends? I felt absolutely 
helpless. I sat on the ground with my elbows on my knees, 
my chin on my hands. I watched the fire die down and 
circles of faint smoke rise in the air. I didn’t move. At 
last even the smoke disappeared.

“How can I go back to school?” I was wondering. I 
had a choking feeling.

An excited voice sounded from my pocket:
“Why should you go back to school? It’s not convenient 

at school. Why should you go back and get into all that 
trouble?”

I answered angrily:
“Nonsense! Don’t I have to study?”
“Why does a boy have to study? Tell me that.” The 

magic gourd sounded very reasonable. “To learn some 
skill, so as to earn money later. But with me you can have 
as much money as you want.”

“Pah! Do I think of nothing but money?”
“What else?”
I ignored it. I knew I couldn’t make it understand. The 

idea! I wanted to make a big contribution to our country 
and do something really splendid — but all it could think 
about was money!

“I understand what you’re feeling,” the magic gourd an
swered. “You want to make a big contribution, to become 
famous. Then your name will be known and your picture 
will appear in the papers — isn’t that it? That’s easy. I 
can manage that for you at once. . . . Leave it to me!” 

“Leave what to you?” My heart started pounding. “Don’t 
tell me my picture’s in some newspaper?”

It wasn’t. I hadn’t seen a single paper.
But look on the ground! What a dazzling sight! The 

grass was covered with medals and banners, too many to 
count.

I picked one up — an award for an invention. With it 
was a blue print: sketches of a machine which I didn’t 
understand.
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“What’s this?”
“That’s proof. Proof that you invented this thing.”
“Who asked you?”
I picked up another medal by my foot, a first prize for 

a young artist. I looked at a banner beside it, inscribed:
“Champion in the two. hundred metre breaststroke.”
I was bending forward to pick up some more when I 

caught sight of a cluster of medals on my chest, all different 
shapes, sizes and colours. I didn’t know what they were 
for, or by whom they had been issued. I didn’t know who 
their original owners were.

It was impossible to count them all. On my chest alone 
there hung several rows. . . .

“Is that enough?” asked the magic gourd. “If not, I can 
easily get some more.”

I didn’t know how to answer. My face was hot, I felt 
an awful fool. But I did rather wish I had a mirror to 
see how I looked.

The magic gourd said:
“Now you’re great. Any reporter who sees you is bound 

to take your photograph. The Young Pioneers will certain
ly want you to spend a day with them. There’ll be people 
calling on you all the time, asking you to make speeches----”

I yawned. “How could I make a speech?”
As I was thinking, I heard footsteps approaching.
“Bother!” I threw myself flat on the ground, pretend

ing to be asleep. I had pulled all the medals and banners 
under me.

The magic gourd was muttering eagerly:
“Your life is going to be splendid and magnificent. You 

won’t have to go to school any more. You needn’t pay any 
more attention to those teachers and students. They’d only 
trouble you. How comfortable you’ll be on your own! 
You’ll have me for everything. I’ll make all your wishes 
come true.”

I paid no attention, listening hard to those footsteps. 
Someone seemed to have walked straight to the main road 
without passing here. The steps died away.
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The magic gourd didn't stop talking. It urged me to 
leave all the people I knew, to enjoy my good fortune with 
an easy mind instead of tripping up at every turn.

It said I could have whatever41 wanted. I needn’t  depend 
on others for anything. I needn’t bother about bther 
people or pay any attention to them.

It added:
“Just think, what use are other people to you? None at 

all. But they can be a nuisance. If they find out our 
secret we shall be in trouble. If they know that all your 
things come from them, they’ll hate you.”

After a bit it went on:
“It’s true, some people loved you or were your friends, 

but now all that has changed. Now I don’t know what 
they think of you. Your best way is to pay no attention 
to them, but have a fine time on your own.”

I said nothing. I was afraid passers-by might hear. The 
magic gourd’s voice was so small that I was the only one 
who could catch what it said. It was always muttering 
like this. Though I was used to it and didn’t find it so odd 
now, it really wasn’t like a proper person talking. And I 
couldn’t understand some terms it used.

I thought back over all the happenings of the last few 
days. I said to myself:

“What, must I spend my whole life like this?”
If you’d been in my place, friends, what would you have 

done? If I depended on this magic gourd, I would have to 
do as it said: spend my whole life with this precious thing, 
without school, home or friends. Of course, the magic 
gourd could get money for me, or food, toys, anything I 
wanted. But. . . .

“But what should I do all day?” That was the question. 
“I wouldn’t need to do anything or learn anything. A few 
days of this had already bored me stiff. A lifetime like 
that! There would be no point in living.”

Another thing — I’d have to spend my whole life skulk
ing like a thief, afraid of meeting anyone I knew! If I met 
someone I knew I’d be ashamed and have to tell lies, be
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cause the magic gourd was the only one in the world to 
whom I could tell the truth.

“What does that matter?” The magic gourd gave its 
opinion. “Just keep but of the way of all the people you 
know. We’ll do much better mixing with people we don’t 
know.”

“Better, indeed! Suppose some stranger saw my medals 
and wanted to make friends with me? What about that?”

I sat up with a clanking sound. I started unpinning the 
medals on my chest.

“Wear them! Wear them!” the magic gourd urged me.
“Certainly not!”
It took me a long time to unpin them all. Then I got up 

to go.
“Don’t forget the cakes,” said the magic gourd. “Have 

something to eat.”
“Certainly not!”
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I walked a few paces, then I stopped again.
For some reason or other, I started crying like a child. 

I couldn’t help myself.
I didn’t know where to go. When I thought of our school, 

our class-room, I seemed to have been away a long, long 
time. I like Mr. Liu very much — and though he’s so strict 
with me I know he likes me too. I could see all sorts of 
people in my mind’s eye: Cheng Hsiao-teng, Su Ming-feng, 
Yao Chun, Hsiao Mien-sheng and many, many others. How 
I wished I could be with them, talking to them.

I seemed to wake up suddenly. I looked round.
“I can’t stay here for ever!”
I wiped my eyes and went on. I must go somewhere, 

but where?
“I’ll go home first.”
Tears were running down my cheeks again.
“Does father suspect anything?” I wondered. “If father 

knew where all those things have come from. . . .”
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My steps lagged till I was hardly ‘moving at all.
When I was small, whenever something upset me, I would 

run to mother and everything would be all right. But 
now —

“Mother isn’t home yet.”
Then I thought:
“It’s a good thing she isn’t. If mother were at home and 

knew what had happened at school. . . . ”
I felt terrible. Mother would be coming back tomorrow 

or the day after. But who knew what I would be doing 
then?

I thought of granny too. Granny had never been angry 
with me, but I Was always losing my temper with her. I 
sighed.

“I know sometimes I do behave badly.”
I thought as I walked along. I thought of all the people 

at home and all the people at school.
Funnily enough, it wasn’t till today that I realized how 

good they were to me. (I don’t think I’d ever thought about 
it before.) But today — at that moment — they seemed 
far, far away.

To tell the truth, I wished I could do as I had when I 
was small — go home and cry till I’d had my cry out, and 
let granny comfort me.

“Go on quickly! Never mind.”
I walked faster. I .entered the town and went down the 

main street. I hung my head and strode along faster and 
faster. But without warning someone caught hold of my 
arm.

I had no time to think. Without stopping to see who 
it was, I tugged away.

“Hey, Wang Pao!” I was caught again. “Where are you 
running?”

“Oh, it’s you, Yang Shuan-erh!” I heaved a sigh of relief. 
“What are you doing here?”

Yang Shuan-erh told me hoarsely:
“Don’t make such a noise! Tell me, are you going home?”
“Eh?”
“Come on, come with me!”
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“What?”
“You mustn’t go home,” he whispered. “There’s been a 

tremendous row there over you. Some boys from your 
school went there to find you but you weren’t in. They 
telephoned to your father, and was he angry! They are 
trying to find out where you got all those things in your 
room, and they suspect you’re in league with me. Your 
grandmother’s in such a state she’s crying like anything.” 

“Rubbish! I don’t believe it.”
“I came to tell you because we’re friends. Believe it or 

not as you please.”
“How did you find out?”
“You needn’t ask.”
After peering round he told me that he had been twice 

to my house and the second time he had heard shouting.
“I . . . I’ll tell you the truth, I meant to steal some of your 

things. . . . I’m at my wit’s end, Wang Pao. I don’t know 
how that five yuan you gave me yesterday disappeared. 
I really couldn’t help myself. . . . Next time I won’t dare. 
You can count on me.”

“What?”
“Now then, don’t make fun of me. You know very well.” 
I found out that he had been to steal that vase, but later — 

how he didn’t know — it had disappeared. Then he had 
gone back to my house and found it on my table exactly as 
before.

“I deserve to die, Wang Pao. I said to myself: It serves 
you right for trying to cheat the master. He’s let you off 
lightly, a king of thieves like him. . . .”

“That’s enough.” I cut him short impatiently. “Is my 
grandmother at home now or not?”

Suddenly he jumped as if he had been stung.
“I must go, they’re waiting for me at home.” He gabbled 

and hurried off and was soon out of sight.
As I wondered what to do, the magic gourd in my pocket 

cried out joyfully. It had never been in such high spirits 
before.

“This is fine, this is fine! You’re completely free now!” 
“Bah!” I walked on.
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“Where are you going, Wang Pao?” the magic gourd 
asked.

I paid no attention.
The magic gourd made another suggestion:
“From now on, they can’t do anything about you. Nobody 

can stop you. If you feel bored, you can get Yang Shuan- 
erh to keep you company. He can be your servant too. . . .” 

I walked as fast and noisily as I could to drown what it 
was saying.
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By this time, as I discovered later on, everybody at school 
was trying to guess what had happened to Wang Pao.

When they discussed all the odd things I had done, they 
were afraid I might be out of my mind — there was no 
other explanation.

“But where has he gone? Why can’t we find him any
where?”

My classmates decided not to rest after lunch but to go out 
in different directions to look for me. .

My father went to school too. Then they started won
dering where all those strange things in my room had come 
from. Could Wang Pao have stolen them? Or had Yang 
Shuan-erh stolen them and hidden them there?

My friends said:
“Wang Pao would never do a thing like that.”
“Well, then, is this a sort of disease?”
They were guessing like this when someone outside 

shouted:
“Here he comes!” -
Then Hsiao Mien-sheng ran to the staff-room and reported:
“Here’s Wang Pao!”
Yes, Wang Pao had come back.
I had come back to school. I went to the dean of studies —■ 

luckily Mr. Liu was there too and so was my father — 
and in front of them all took the secret magic gourd from 
my pocket.
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“There! This was at the bottom of everything!”
“What’s this? What are you talking about?”
“It’s this . . . this . . . .  You see, I. . . . ”
“You’re quite out of breath.” Mr. Liu made me sit down 

and poured me a cup of water. “Have a drink before you 
tell us.”

When I had caught my breath I started my story:
“It was a Sunday. ; . .”
I told them the whole thing, exactly as it happened, just 

as I’ve told you only in greater detail.
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I felt as good after telling them my secret as if I’d put 
down a heavy load.

As for the things the magic gourd had fetched — all 
those things in my room — they had been brought to 
school. There were lots of them and plenty more had been 
added today. Most striking were the medals and banners 
hung all over the wall — the magic gourd had picked them 
up and put them in my room.

They weren’t easy to deal with: we must find a way to 
return them to their owners.

Then there were other things: the money I had spent and 
the sweets and stuff I had eaten. I made out a list, intend
ing th pay back the owners.

“But who are the owners? How can we tell where they 
came from?”

That was a problem. Some schoolmates proposed putting 
a notice in the paper, but how should we word it? Others 
suggested visiting all the shops and co-operatives in turn.

“Will you check whether you’ve lost anything? If you 
have, come and see me.”

That wouldn’t do either.
We couldn’t decide what exactly to do.
This was the trouble the magic gourd had left for me.
There was another thing — not so serious but a nuisance 

all the same. That was that my friends were so interested 
in the story of the magic gourd that they kept asking all 
sorts of questions. Especially Yao Chun. Whenever he had 
a moment to spare he would come and discuss the magic 
gourd with me. How could it speak? How could it know 
what I was thinking? Why should it steal other people’s 
property — what was its motive? Supposing that bicycle 
had hit the telegraph wires when it was moved out of the 
shop? . . . And so on and so forth.

The boys passed this greenish-yellow gourd from hand 
to hand, looking at it closely to see what magic there was 
about it. But they could discover nothing. When they
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shook it, it made no sound. Of course, it couldn’t produce 
things any more.

And then there were the goldfish — my classmates wanted 
to get them to speak and asked them this and that, but they 
didn’t answer. They were just ordinary goldfish.

All these tests failed. Strange! It seemed as if all these 
things had never happened!

Apart from these problems, I worried about Yang Shuan- 
erh — I didn’t know what had become of him. I felt partly 
responsible for his running away from school the way he 
did.

“Isn’t that Yang Shuan-erh?” I suddenly heard Uncle 
Yang say. “Catch him, quick!” .

“Where? Where?”
As I started running — I don’t know how, I can’t remem

ber exactly — I found my eyes wide open. . . .
“Hullo, what’s this?”
Do you know what? I found myself lying in bed.
That’s right. I was at home in my own bed. I heard 

granny say:
“Look at you! Sleeping all this time.”
“What about Yang Shuan-erh?” I asked.
Granny didn’t know what I meant.
“What about Yang Shuan-erh?” she repeated.
“Where is he?”
“Where is he? Isn’t he studying like a good boy at 

school?”
“You mean he hasn’t run away?”
Granny laughed.
“You’re still dreaming. Wake up.”
So that’s how it was. I scratched my head. “When did 

I fall asleep?”
“You’ve been sleeping ever since you came back from 

school.”
“Oh!” I exclaimed and gave a yawn.
So, friends, that was it.
And after?
After, of course, everything was quite clear. I got up, 

washed my face and went to find Yao Chun. I went with
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Yao Chun to call on Su Ming-feng and the three of us went 
to Cheng Hsiao-teng’s house to play.

That’s what we’re like in our school. We may squabble, 
but once it’s over nobody bears any grudge. My grand
mother laughs at us:

“Boys will be boys!”
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Maybe you’re disappointed after reading to here?
“What! After all that talk it was only a dream!”
Sorry, that’s just how it happened.
Maybe you will say:
“The thing is it never happened — that’s really too dull 

for words. We were listening quite seriously. Bah, only 
a dream! You are the limit!”

All right, all right.
But I learned my lesson. I said:
“Wang Pao, don’t ever have that sort of dream again. If 

you must dream, dream something different.”

Translated by Gladys Yang 
Illustrations by Chang Luan

Lake in Early Summer by Hsu Shih-ming
—V

The artist was born forty-six years ago 
in Soochow, Kiangsu, a province with 
many lakes and waterways. He paints his 
immediate surroundings in a style reminis
cent of classical landscape painters. This 
picture is one of his latest works.
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The S. S. International Friendship

1

It was an autumn night in Gdynia in 1953. The bay was 
wrapped in a thin mist and the chill wind from the Baltic 
seemed to eat into your bones. Not so long ago the sandy 
beach here had been crowded with merry holiday-makers. 
Now they were gone. Tonight only I, a Chinese seaman, 
strolled along the cobble-stone road that skirted the coast. 
As I gazed at the beacon outside the port and the ships 
returning from the sea, the murmuring of the sea beat on 
my ear drums and my thoughts rose and fell like the billow
ing waves. The next day I was to start work on the Polish 
ocean liner the S. S. International Friendship.

Since the Polish government began training our sailors 
to man ocean-going vessels, I had worked on various kinds 
of ships, and Polish craft were not unfamiliar to me. But 
when I stepped aboard the S. S. International Friendship, a 
ship as tall as a ten-storey building, my heart thumped 
with excitement. As I knocked at the captain’s door, I 
couldn’t help feeling tense. How is he going to receive 
me? Is he proud and difficult to know? What kind of a

Lu Chun-chao is a seaman by profession. He writes mostly about 
the sea.
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man is he? Will he think it a bother to have a Chinese 
pilot on his ship? . . .

The door opened. I was nearly carried into the room by 
a pair of strong arms — the arms of old Captain Maciejewski! 
I stared at him a little astonished. How kind he looked 
with his silvery hair, his weather-beaten face, his frank 
laughter.

Without waiting for me to introduce myself, the old cap
tain took off my cap and ruffled my hair. “Ah, black hair,” 
he cried happily. “What a fine young man!” He waved 
his fist like a victor and said to himself, “So they gave me 
a Chinese pilot at last!”

Twisting his moustache, he smiled happily, beaming at 
me in a warm and very friendly manner. The distance 
between us dwindled to nothing in these few seconds.

“My name is Hai Ning,” I told him when we were seated.
“Heine! What an interesting name!” he said, pronouncing 

my name in his own way.
There were peals of laughter outside. I discovered that 

sailors kept passing the door and thrusting their heads in 
to scrutinize me curiously. Then the door was blocked by 
a tall sailor. The old captain called to him in high spirits, 
“Don’t stand in the doorway, Eurek. Come in and meet 
our Chinese friend.”

Eurek entered. He was a head taller than I, and big 
and husky, but his golden hair gave him a childlike appear
ance. His only defect was that he limped a little on the 
right foot.

“Eurek, our Chinese pilot has come. You will be work
ing under his command,” said the captain in a fatherly tone. 
“Oh, Heine,” he said, turning to me. “This is the able 
seaman, Eurek, a brave sailor and a brave guerrilla fighter 
who has recently escaped from Greece. He was wounded 
in the right foot in a battle against the reactionaries, but 
this does not prevent him from being a good sailor.”

A Greek! I was surprised to find a Greek sailor on a 
Polish ship. Eurek walked up to me, stretched out a big 
hand which gripped mine in a bone-crushing grasp and 
shook hands warmly.
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After supper, the old captain took us ashore.. 1 thought 
we must be going to his home. But I was wrong. Instead, 
he led us to a four-storey apartment on a street facing the 
sea. As he pressed the door bell, he called, “Is my old 
friend Lewandowski in? I’ve brought you company.”

A white-haired old man about the same age as our captain 
opened the door. The old captain began his introduction 
eagerly, even before the door was closed behind us.

“Listen, my old friend, listen. We now have seamen 
from three different countries on our ship. Truly, it 
deserves the name S. S. International Friendship! Come 
here, dear friend, let me introduce you. This is Heine, our 
Chinese pilot. Black hair, black eyes. This must be the 
first time you’ve ever met a Chinese!

“And this is our Greek sailor, Eurek. Look at him. How 
tall he is and how thick his arms are. He is a rare piece 
of material. If he hadn’t become a seaman I would have 
protested on behalf of the sea! Embrace him, this sailor 
from Greece. Oh, by the way, Eurek, let me remind you 
again to be a little gentler with your handshake otherwise 
you’ll break my old friend’s bones.”

The old captain said all this in practically one breath. 
And before our host had had time to pour out some coffee, 
before we had quite settled ourselves on the sofas, he hur
ried us out of the house again. Taking us by the arm he 
hustled us along the street from one friend’s house to 
another, repeating the same warm introductions.

This went on for three days until we had visited all of 
his friends. In these three days I discovered him to be a 
charming old man with a very warm heart. To tell the 
truth, I liked him the moment I set eyes on him. I wanted 
to know all about him and made use of every opportunity 
to inquire. “Why does he always take us visiting?” I asked 
Eurek. “Isn’t his home here in Gdynia?”

“You’ve only gone on one round of visits with him. I’ve 
been on three. He considers it a great honour to have 
foreign seamen working on his ship,” Eurek told me. “He 
has no home. The Second World War left him a lone old 
man. As a rule, when the ship makes port, he doesn’t go'
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ashore much. He usually strolls along the deck patting 
this one on the head and asking whether his wife is good 
to him, patting that one on the shoulder and inquiring how 
much taller his child has grown. The ship is his home and 
the sailors his kin. We all call him Captain Grandpa be
hind his back.”

2

Our ship was loaded and was ready to set out again. 
According to the rule of the sea, a Chinese flag was hoisted 
on the foremast. This meant we were bound for China.

Everything was ready but still the old captain did not 
give orders to put out to sea. “We’re waiting for a guest,” 
he told me.

Before dark, an ambulance drew up at the wharf. A doc
tor helped a dark old man out of the car; in the old man’s 
arms was a little cat. The captain hurried down the gang
plank to welcome the old man on board.

We set sail. Soon we passed the seawall and the outline 
of the bay gradually disappeared in the dusk. . . . 
Although I was busy at work as we steamed out of the 
Baltic, my thoughts reverted often to the mysterious guest. 
Of what nationality was he and where was he going? Why 
was it that he> had no luggage but only a cat?

My curiosity increased. As soon as I was off duty I went 
to peek into his porthole. I found him looking at me with 
an expression of suspicion and uneasiness. He still held 
the cat in his arms as if it were his inseparable companion. 
The old captain suddenly appeared beside me.

“Don’t disturb him,” he said, waving me away. “Let him 
stay in his cabin quietly.”

This made me more curious than ever, and I peeked at 
the old man frequently. Only when we had sailed into 
the foggy English Channel did the captain solve the riddle. 
He called me to him and said, “All right. I’ll let you visit 
him today. Maybe you can be of some help to him.” As 
we were walking to the old man’s cabin, he suddenly asked, 
“Have you ever crossed the Bay of Bengal, Heine?”
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“Sure,” I answered in surprise. “You have to cross it 
to get from China to Poland.”

The captain’s face brightened when he mentioned the 
Bay of Bengal. “That was where we rescued the old man 
and his cat,” he said proudly, gripping my hand. “He was 
in a junk on his way back to Penang and was blown off his 
course by a tropical gale. You are a seaman so I needn’t 
tell you that tropical gales can stir up an entire ocean. 
Think of it, a little junk not much bigger than a life-boat, 
adrift on the seething waves for eighteen days. You don’t 
have to experience it. Just imagining it is enough to make 
your hair stand on end. He, a sixty-year-old man, gave 
his last mouthful of food to the cat while he himself starved 
for six whole days. Yet when we found him he was able 
to climb up the line we threw him without the help of the 
sailors. In my sixty-four years I have never seen a seaman 
with such tenacity and toughness.”

Then the old eaptain sighed heavily and continued, “But 
this old man fyas a very odd disposition. In the month he’s 
been with us he’s always eyeing us with suspicion. He 
shuts himself up in the cabin and won’t come out for a 
stroll on deck with us. And he eats only the food taken in 
by Eurek. It might have something to do with the fact 
that Eurek broke a Anger when we were rescuing him. I 
noticed that he was getting thinner and thinner and was 
afraid that he might not be able to get home alive. So I 
sent him to a sanatorium as soon as we reached Poland. 
But he’s not much better. Since we speak different languages 
and can only talk through gestures, it’s hard to communicate 
with him. He’s from Malaya.”

From Malaya! My heart jumped. I could never forget 
Malaya. I rushed into the old man’s cabin. The captain 
called in a friendly voice: “Ali, Ali, come and meet our 
Chinese friend. You are both from Asia.”

“Ali,” I cried in surprise. It was a name very dear to 
me. I studied the face of the man before me as I repeated 
the name silently. Ah, he looked familiar. Could he be 
the Ali who was so closely linked with my life? I was 
reminded of a bitter experience in my youth.
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In 1942, I was working as a sailor on a British ship. She 
was sunk by a Japanese submarine in the Bay of Bengal. 
Together with my mates I was captured and put in a con
centration camp in Penang. We did hard labour all day 
long but were given only one rice ball a day. We were so 
hungry we even ate the raw snails we found on the ground. 
Before long, all the snails round camp were eaten up. One 
night, during a tropical gale, I escaped by climbing on the 
shoulders of my companions and jumping over the wall, 
in spite of a stream of bullets fired at me by the guards. 
I ran to a thatched hut by the sea. The owner of the hut, 
a Malayan, sheltered me at the risk of his own life.

He was a kind old man named Ali. A seaman himself, 
he couldn’t go to sea because of the war. Thereafter I 
stayed with Ali. With a curved cutlass at my waist, I 
climbed palm trees with him to gather coconuts; or we went 
to the plantation to gather betel-nuts. Sometimes we went 
fishing in a canoe in the Strait of Malacca. One day we 
made coconut cakes stuffed with fish. I told Ali that many 
of my friends were still in the concentration camp and 
said I would take some of the cakes to them, otherwise they 
would soon die of hunger. Ali volunteered to go with me. 
We pretended to be passers-by and strolled outside the 
camp. No sooner had we thrown the cakes to my friends 
than a pack of dogs dashed out barking fiercely. Ali couldn’t 
run as fast as I and one of the dogs bit him on his heel. . . .

I would never forget the troubles and hardships I had 
experienced during the war, and I would always remember 
kind-hearted Ali.

Looking at this Ali, I tried hard to find traces in him 
of the Ali who had saved my life. Yes, there was some 
resemblance. But this man’s hair was all white, and he 
seemed much smaller than the Ali I had known. He had 
less teeth, too. . . . Then I hit upon the idea of examining 
his heel. I didn’t bother to wonder whether he’d think me 
very rude but stooped down and pulled off his shoe. . . . 
Ah, it was he! There was no mistake. There were the 
scars on his heel.
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I was so happy that I cried out in Malayan, “Ah, Ali, Ali, 
it is you! Don’t you know me? I am Hai Ning. We cut 
coconuts and gathered betel-nuts together and we fished 
in a canoe!”

Ali was startled. He stared at me a long time. Then 
he rushed over and took my hands, shaking them and calling 
simultaneously, “Hai Ning? Are you really Hai Ning? At 
last I have met someone I know!”

He looked at me again with tear-dimmed eyes. But 
when his gaze fell on the gold braid of my pilot’s uniform 
his hands dropped down slowly and he backed away from 
me. His face, bright and eager a moment ago, was again 
dark and downcast like the foggy sky over the English 
Channel. He held his cat tightly in his lap as if it was the 
only thing dear to him in a world of woe. . . .

What was the matter? Why should there be such cold
ness when two friends, who had been through thick and 
thin together, met again unexpectedly on the sea? Was 
it my pilot’s uniform which had created this wide gap 
between us? Did he take me to be an important person, 
proud of my rank? No. My memory wasn’t so short. 
Although I was now a full-fledged pilot, I hadn’t forgotten 
the days when I ate raw snails, and I certainly remembered 
the tried and tested friendship between Ali and myself.

Excitedly, I walked over to him and drew him to sit down 
beside me on a sofa.

“Who would have dreamed that we’d meet again, Ali! 
How’s your family? Don’t worry, we’ll take you home.”

My last words touched a chord in his heart and he looked 
at me gratefully. But I could Still see a tinge of suspicion 
in his eyes. As far as I could remember, Ali had always 
been an open-hearted old man, optimistic and cheerful even 
in the hardest days. He would frequently break into song, 
even in our little canoe that might capsize in the slightest 
squall. Now he seemed to have changed into another per
son, wrapped in layers of grief. Perhaps his narrow escape 
from death had affected his nerves, or maybe there were 
other reasons I didn’t know of.
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• All this time-while Ali and I were talking in Malayan, 
the old captain watched. Finally, he couldn’t refrain from 
inquiring:

“You seem to be old friends, Heine. How do you happen 
to know each other? Ah, this is a small world! Who’d 
ever dream that you were friends.”

“I was put into a concentration camp by the Japanese,” 
I told him. “After I escaped from that hell, I lived with 
Ali for three years.”

“Concentration camp!” The old captain jumped as if 
someone had hit him. He repeated the words “concentra
tion camp” with loathing. Glaring, he turned to stare at the 
fog outside the porthole. His breathing came hard and 
fast. He was unable to speak for a long time.

3

Crossing the stormy Bay of Biscay, our ship followed the 
turbulent Atlantic current and entered the Strait of Gibral
tar. Before us stood the white fortress on the rocks. The 
signal tower at the entrance of the Mediterranean wanted 
to know where we were bound. We replied:

“For China.”
The flashing of our signals had hardly ended when a 

British warship glided up to us. A French warship too 
edged over from Tangier on our right. They seemed to 
have a special interest in the word, China. We were sand
wiched between the two ships, though at times one went 
ahead and the other tailed behind us.
' “Look, we’ve acquired an escort.” Our captain stroked 

his beard with a humorous smile. “An ordinary ship like 
ours has gained status because we are bound for China.”

After escorting us for a short distance, the two warships 
turned back. We felt rather lonesome.

Now as we steamed towards the Suez Canal, I noticed 
that the captain steered the ship a few points off course to
wards the Greek islands. It could not be due to the cur
rent since the current here was not particularly rapid nor
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did it flow in the direction of Greece. I was sure there 
was another reason and could not .help asking about it.

“The ship isn’t sailing off its course,” said the captain 
blinking and pointing to his breast comically. “It’s my 
seaman’s heart!”

I didn’t understand.
“Let Eurek have a glimpse of , his motherland,” he whis

pered in my ear. “He hasn’t seen her for a whole year.”
Now I knew. Unable to say anything, I stared at the 

old captain.
It was an extraordinarily fine day and the sunset painted 

half the sky red. As soon as the curtain of night descended, 
the moon climbed into the sky to shine like a big lantern 
over the sea. A breeze ruffled the serene water, rippling 
it like blue satin. Now and then a school of fish stirred 
the satiny surface, making endlessly widening circles. The 
moon and the stars shed beams of light across the water 
straight to our ship. The sea was very quiet. The only 
sound was the lapping of the waves as our ship cut through 
the water. How could anyone sit in his cabin on a night 
like this?

When the wind is down and the sea is calm, thoughts of 
home always stir in the sailor’s heart. One by one the 
crew came up on deck. They sat, stood or sprawled on the 
rough canvas spread over the hatches. I pulled Ali out of 
his cabin, and for once he came Willingly. We found Eurek 
at the rail. One hand shading his eyes, he was peering 
anxiously to the port side.

A flock of sea gulls suddenly flew overhead.
“My island!” cried Eurek, “I see it! Ah, island of my 

home. . . . ”
We could vaguely discern the silhouette of low hills in 

the moonlight. Crete. The island beacons beckoned to 
Eurek and to all roaming sailors, reminding them of their 
far-away homes. Against the dark shore-line, a U.S. naval 
vessel, red lights glowing and siren arrogantly hooting, 
glided into the harbour, while Eurek, one of those to whom 
the islands really belonged, but driven from his home and 
people, stood eating his heart out for his native land. Crete
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moved slowly backwards until soon it had fallen astern. 
Eurek’s eyes were still riveted on his beloved island. Sud
denly he snatched the accordion out of his comrade’s hands 
and began to play a melancholy tune. To the music he 
sang:

O sea gull, our faithful friend,
Why do you cry so without cease?
Do you bring news of trouble at home,
Or greetings from her, the lass I love.
0  sea gull, will you take a message for the seaman?
Tell my mother, yonder, under the orange trees,
1 shall one day return to her embrace,
My wounds all healed and cured.

This melancholy song drew our captain out too. He sat 
down quietly by Eurek. “Sing on, son,” he said, stroking 
Eurek’s head with a big hand. “Sing on, sailor boy, your 
homeland will hear you.”

The song stopped with a choke. Sitting quietly by me, 
Ali’s eyes were fixed on Eurek’s broken finger. To my 
surprise he suddenly buried his face in his hands. Tears 
seeped out between his fingers.

Eurek’s massive frame rocked rhythmically in the moon
light. Thoughts of home and motherland stirred this brave 
strong sailor to the depth of his soul. Ah, motherland! to 
us seamen you are a beacon shining in our hearts, day and 
night.

The sea gulls’ cries, Eurek’s song and Ali’s tears made me 
long for my own country. A hundred thoughts crowded 
my mind; I remembered how before I left China in 1942 
people said to me, “Hai Ning, you are an orphan whose 
home has been destroyed by a bomb of the Japanese im
perialists. Going to sea is just right for you. There is noth
ing here to bind your heart. . . .” But they were wrong. 
My heart was not unattached. Though an orphan, I was 
tied to the motherland as if by a tangible cord. The further 
I went from her, the stronger and more durable this in- 

- visible cord became. It will never be broken, even when 
I leave this world. '
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When working on British ships and suffering discrimina
tion and scorn, I did not forget my humiliated country; and 
I remembered my suffering motherland in those difficult 
days of the war when I had to fill my stomach with raw 
snails. With the rebirth of China, I too obtained a new 
life. She trained me to become a pilot on trans-oceanic 
ships. On rough waves and in turbulent seas, the thought 
of her always gave me strength. I knew my work was 
increasing her prestige and might. Travelling to dozens 
of countries, I saw that people were beginning to look at 
me with respect. More than anyone else, I noticed this 
startling change and appreciated its meaning.

A longing for my native land gripped me from time to 
time. By looking at my watch, I would tell whether it 
was sunrise over the East China Sea and when heavily laden 
junks could come up the Whampoo River with the tide. 
Thinking of China, a warmth coursed through my veins and 
flowers burst in my heart.

But I could not think only of my own happiness..I wanted 
to share Eurek and Ali’s worries and trouble, too. I decided 
to do my best to make Ali happy again. Our ship was the 
S. S. International Friendship. I could not let this glorious 
name down. .

4

We sailed on across the broad back of a vast sea, then 
steamed through the Suez Canal, the Red Sea and the Gulf 
of Aden. No sooner had we left the Africa continent 
than the Indian Ocean greeted us with a tempest.

A mighty seasonal wind roared, sweeping across the 
boundless ocean for the continent of Asia. The gale raged 
for a whole month, wreaking havoc on the unfathomable 
Indian Ocean. Rows of tall white-crested waves, rushing 
at us like thousands of pythons with gaping mouths, tossed 
our ten-thousand-ton weight into the air like a child’s play
thing. When we were hurled up on their crests, they seem
ed intent on breaking our keel, but the next moment, drop
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ping into a deep trough, you’d think they wanted to swallow 
us in one gulp.

The roaring of the waves and the howling of the wind 
are the seaman’s call to arms. Like a powerful mainmast, 
our old captain stood firm on the bridge. A particularly 
strong wave knocked his pipe out of his mouth. He didn’t 
even change colour, and his hawk-like gaze never wavered.

The storm seemed to restore his youth. His courageous 
expression made him look quite different. He showed not 
a trace of weakness in the face of the mountainous waves; 
in fact he looked every inch the conquerer.

As we battled against wind and waves, we received an 
urgent SOS from a British ship which had been blown off 
its course. She gave us an approximate position: longitude 
60° 30' E. and lattitude 2° S. This was hundreds of knots 
from where we were; the storm there must have been even 
worse.

The old captain promptly gave orders to change our course 
and go to the rescue. As our ship heeled over in a sudden 
turn, the waves struck us sharply. From the bridge, 
dozens of feet above the sea, my hands nearly touched the 
water. I had never seen anything like this even during a 
typhoon, but the captain headed the ship around without 
the slightest hesitation.

After a whole night and another day’s hard battle we 
found the drifting British ship.

“Please give us three hundred tons of fuel oil and two 
weeks’ supply of food,” was the message they flagged us.

“Three hundred tons of oil!” burst out the captain. “Em
bargo stuff! To throttle us, your British Empire will not 
sell us a single drop of oil!”

Yes, because of the embargo we always had to carry 
hundreds of extra tons of fuel oil instead of cargo. We knew 
well enough that a drop of oil was as precious as a drop of 
blood.

“But life is more important than oil!” The captain agreed 
to help the lost ship. It was dangerous to moor the two 
ships together because of the storm. We decided to tow the 
British ship to calmer seas and refuel it there. We tried
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several times to get a cable across with a line-throwing 
pistol but the wind always deflected our aim. Finally the 
captain asked me to go across in a life-boat with three 
sailors and take the cable over.

A life-boat was lowered on to the tossing sea. Eurek and I 
were just sliding down the rope when suddenly I heard Ali 
shout, “Be careful, Hai Ning. Wait, let me come with you. 
I’ll be your helmsman.”

Ali gave me no chance to refuse because he had already 
slid down the rope. Hauling the cable, our boat rowed away 
from the ship. A strong wave brought us close up to the bow 
of the British ship and the line was heaved up to them. At 
this moment I heard Ali’s startled cry. Turning round I saw 
a mountainous wave crashing down on us. Our rudder was 
smashed. As I rapped out the order for all hands to hold on 
to the cable, I noticed that Ali was still doggedly turning 
the broken rudder.

Then a terrific crash was heard as the life-boat was 
dashed against the steel side of the big ship. Luckily, Eurek, 
with amazing agility, had lifted Ali out of the boat. 
We were all hanging on to the cable now. Slowly, 
we felt ourselves lifted into the air. The waves rolled under 
our dangling feet and the wind ballooned our shirts. Along 
this cable bridge stretching between the two vessels, we 
slowly climbed back towards our ship. Over the howling of 
wind and waves I heard the captain’s quivering voice, “Hold 
on! Careful now, hold on tightly.”

At last we were safely back on board. Towing the Brit
ish ship behind us, we reached a calmer sea and pumped 
them three hundred tons of oil. We also gave them enough 
food for a fortnight. When all was done, the captain sent 
me over with a note for their captain to sign. I noticed 
that the old captain had written in conclusion:

. . .  I remember clearly that fuel oil tops your gov
ernment’s embargo list. But whether your government 
relaxes the embargo or not, I want you to know that 
we are always ready to hold out a helping hand to 
brother seamen. Friend, I have a small request to
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make. You have seen how our seamen risked their 
lives, hanging on: to a cable over a stormy sea, in order 
to rescue you. As captain of your ship, you should 
let this incident on the Indian Ocean be known to our 
brothers, the British seamen. . . .

I returned to our ship. Smoke was coming out of the fun
nels of the British vessel again. She blew three blasts of 
the hooter as a salute of thanks and we responded with 
three in kind. As I gazed at the two tall masts on her stern, 
the words of her captain rang in my ears:

“. . . Mr. Hai Ning, I am grateful to your captain and 
the crew. Please tell him for me that the people who 
signed the embargo list are those who stayed in air-raid 
shelters during the war. We British seamen did not sign 
the embargo; we do not recognize it!”

5

The next day at noon our ship was to cross the equator. 
It was a great event for the seamen. According to ancient 
sea-faring custom, we were to have a carnival. (We missed 
the chance to do this when we passed the equator last time, 
rushing to the rescue of the British ship.) Seamen who 
cross the equator for the first time must go through the 
baptism of the sea when the god of the sea inspects the 
novices. They cannot be considered genuine seamen until 
after this inspection.

Not sure whether he would agree, we asked the captain 
to assume the role of Neptune. He gladly consented. Ali 
was nominated for the role of one of the two generals since 
he was the oldest seaman among us. Another reason was 
that we wanted to draw him more closely into our big 
family of brothers. Eurek was to be the other general for 
no' other reason than that he was big and massive. Some 
of the short, stout Polish sailors volunteered to act the part 
of witches while the lean and small ones vied to be the 
devils.
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' Bustling preparations went on in the club that evening; 
Sheets were dyed to make skirts and ropes cut up and 
frayed to make false hair for the witches. The generals’ 
armour was made of card-board painted black and gold, 
while small oars served as their sabres.

The sea was calmer the next morning.
“Ho,” said the captain, “I’ve ordered it that way!”
At noon, the hot sun made rainbow arcs in the foamy 

spray. The loudspeaker on the bridge trumpeted: “The 
S. S. International Friendship has crossed the equator at 
64°32’ E. at 11 hours 21 minutes on September 16, 1953. 
The carnival now begins, Comrades.”

All hands came on deck. In a royal robe and with sword 
in hand our captain took his place on a wooden throne. 
From his quivering moustache, I could see he was finding 
it hard to keep a straight face. His two generals stood one 
on each side. Eurek, in painted armour, gripped the oar 
at his waist as if it really were a priceless sabre. Sweeping 
those round him with a militant glance, he looked the pic
ture of a mighty warrior. But the other general’s face was 
half covered by his huge helmet and he was nearly 
smothered in his too-big armour. By the side of the mas
sive Eurek, Ali looked like a general from Lilliput. I 
couldn’t help roaring with laughter. Just then two little 
devils came to drag me before the sea-god.

“We’ve brought Chinese seaman Hai Ning before your 
majesty,” they announced and pressed me down. Then 
they smeared my face with black grease and waved the 
paint brush threateningly, ordering me to crawl through a 
canvas ventilator. All this time the witches were writhing 
and twisting in a weird dance and singing some queer tune 
they had made up. The witches and the devils teased me 
until I bent double with mirth though they trained a water 
hose on my back to urge me forward.

Suppressing bubbling laughter, I held my breath and 
crept forward until I had emerged from the other end. The 
two generals seized me, one by my legs the other by my 
arms. Before I had time to look up, Neptune barked out 
an order and I landed in the swimming pool. Coming to
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the surface, I saw Ali laughing so heartily that tears were 
streaming from his eyes. It was impossible not to laugh 
amid such gaiety and joy.

Laughter rippled up and down the deck spreading ever 
wider to draw in all present. Old and young, officers and 
mate celebrated gaily round our captain—the sea-god.

That evening, we novices were issued diplomas by the 
sea-god in the brightly lit dining room. The captain signed 
his name, giving diplomas first to the generals by his side. 
Ali could not write his name but in his usual manner put 
his thumb in the ink pad and made a thumb print. Perhaps 
this was the first time in his life that he made his thumb 
print without feeling insulted. No wonder he could not 
stop smiling. I shook his hand warmly and also con
gratulated myself on becoming a tried seaman.

After the carnival our Ali was a changed man. To be 
more accurate, perhaps I should say Ali became his normal 
self again. He rose with the sun every morning, hung a 
sailor’s knife at his waist and went on an inspection of the 
boat from stem to stern, touching everything. As soon as 
the bell for work rang, he went on deck with the other 
sailors, climbed the masts and painted the rusty parts. He 
worked with an agility and vigour that belied his sixty 
years. Always humming a little tune under his breath as 
he laboured, he seemed very happy now. We were all 
rather surprised by this sudden change.

Once when Ali climbed up very high, the captain rushed 
out after him. “Come down now, Ali,’’ he ordered. “If 
you won’t stay idle, come with me.” He led the old man 
to the store-room, handed him a piece of canvas and said 
winningly, “Make me a sailor’s sack, will you? I need one 
badly.” Ali accepted the canvas eagerly, picked up needle 
and thread and began to sew. Soon he was humming a 
tune again.

Ali, Eurek and myself spent practically every evening on 
deck braving tropical squalls to search with our flash
lights for flying fish washed on board. We fed them to 
our little cat. We each sang our favourite songs.
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Then one day a small beacon appeared at the end of the 
horizon to inform us that we had reached the Bay of Bengal. 
Our songs ended. As day by day we neared Ali's home, 
our hearts constricted at the thought of the coming parting.

“Hai Ning,” said Eurek hesitantly, coming up to my side, 
“let’s go to the captain and ask him to let Ali stay with us. 
He has begun to like our ship and he is a very able sailor. 
He climbs up the mast like greased lightning and we all get 
on so well together. If we let him go home, the Malayan 
colonial government will arrest him as a Communist. 
They’ll trump up some charge against him.”

Eurek’s last words made me shudder. I stared into the 
pitch black sea and pondered. Yes, ever since the Malayan 
colonial government adopted an emergency bill, thousands 
of innocent people had been shut up in concentration camps 
for no reason at all. Terror and suppression ruled the 
land. It was bad for Ali to go home in our ship. The name 
of our S. S. International Friendship alone was enough to 
frighten the colonialists. We knew by experience that as 
soon as we reached a capitalist port they would keep a sharp 
watch over us and tab our ship a communist “propaganda 
boat.”

Because I was silent, Eurek pulled Ali and me into the 
captain’s cabin. The captain, as usual, immediately poured 
us cups of green tea with sugar. To tell the truth, green 
tea with sugar tastes something awful but the old captain 
hospitably urged Ali to drink.

“This is the famous Lungching tea, Ali. Look at Heine’s . 
eyes, so black and bright. All the Chinese have bright 
black eyes because they drink green tea. If you are willing 
to stay on our ship, I’ll treat you to green tea every day.”

Eurek and I exchanged a delighted smile; so the captain 
had the same idea we had.

“Heine,” he turned to me. “Please tell him that he’ll 
not want for food or clothing here on board, we’ll treat him 
just like the other sailors. I have seen enough tragedies 
caused by racial discrimination. I myself was once a vic
tim. I was put into a German concentration camp during



World War II simply because they suspected that my 
ancestors had Jewish blood.”

Agitated, the captain ripped open his shirt and showed 
us a burn scar on his breast. “Look,” he said pointing to 
it. “Forty-five years ago, my mother tattooed an eagle on 
my breast with her own hands, the eagle of our Poland. 
She forbade me to tattoo a woman’s figure or an anchor 
lik-p other sailors because she didn’t want me ever to forget 
my motherland or follow my father’s footsteps: he led a 
vagabond’s life in America. I travelled over sea and 
oceans for several years with this eagle. The Germans 
finally burnt it off with red hot iron. . . .” The captain 
stopped at the memory of the ordeals he went through, 
shaking with indignation.

Then he continued in a calmer voice, “I want to create 
an example on my ship. We have Poles, a Chinese, a 
Greek and a Malayan now. We will live together like 
brothers and sail to all corners of the earth so that people 
can see how we, although from different nations, live at 
peace together. . . .”

How alike was the fate of us seamen during the war. 
Now I understood why the old captain jumped so when 
I had mentioned concentration camp the other day. We 
were overjoyed by the captain’s wish to keep Ali on board 
and I shook Ali’s hand excitedly as I started to translate. 
But the old captain suddenly put a hand over my mouth.

“One moment, Heine,” he said. “Ask him first who he 
has at home.”

I replied for Ali. “He has his old wife, three sons and 
seven grandsons.”

The captain’s face fell. After a pause he told us he had 
changed his mind. “We mustn’t keep him. Ali is an old 
man with a big family. His wife and children are looking 
forward to his return.”

Eurek and I stood up simultaneously, protests on our 
lips, but the captain’s decided wave of the hand stopped 
us from further arguments.

The wind seemed to be rising again as the waves smote 
the portholes. A framed photograph of the S. S. Inter
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national Friendship began to sway on the wall with the 
pitching of the boat. The captain unhooked the photo* 
graph and placed it in Ali’s hands.

“You’ll be home in three days, Ali, don’t forget us. Re
member the name of our ship — the S. S. International 
Friendship — and write us a letter if you are in trouble. 
We will help you.”

Ali stared long at the picture, too moved to say anything.
“How can I thank the captain enough for his kindness?” 

he asked me when we left together. “He delayed the ship 
to save my life, and the company lost thousands of dollars 
because the cargo couldn’t be delivered on time. You 
know me, I have only a small coconut grove. How much 
is that worth? Even if I were to sell it, I still won’t have 
enough to pay for the food I’ve consumed on board.”

It is true that a poor sailor would never be able to repay 
this debt. This kindness and friendship at sea could not 
be repaid in money, anyhow. During a crisis, Ali 
risked his life to save me. Could that be paid for in money? 
To rescue that British boat, we supplied them three hun
dred tons of oil and nearly lost our lives in reaching them. 
This too could hardly be computed in cash. Today I was 
lucky enough to serve as pilot on a Polish boat to learn 
the technique of navigating the oceans; was it possible to 
repay this kindness in money? I meant to tell Ali all this 
and much more, but we heard the captain’s sigh through 
the sound of the wind and the rain. He began to recite 
some lines of Mickiewicz:

If you see a tiny little craft,
Chased by the mighty strong waves,
Do not torment your heart with worries,
Don’t hide your eyes with tears. . . .

Ali listened with a rapt expression and suddenly gripped 
my hand. “Are you a Communist, Hai Ning?” he asked, 
looking me straight in the eye. “We have Communists 
too, but they have been driven to the mountain forests. I 
cannot bear to let my son be a policeman, for the British 
any more. I shall forbid him to arrest Communists. Hgi
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Ning, I have not treated you all in the right way. I feel 
ashamed before you, I Used to think all white people and 
Communists are bad. I believed all the lies I read about 
the Communists.”

It was only then that Ali told me, his old friend, what 
had been bothering him since he came on board. For 
months, he had been tormented by suspicion and fear 
aroused by the one word, “Communist.” However, his sus
picion finally turned to trust.

There was the captain’s voice again, rising above the 
noise of the storm:

No. I’d like to match my strength against 
wind and storm,

I’ll struggle to the end.

Our ship would sail into Malacca the next day. Ali was 
going home. Before him was the prospect not only of 
stormy seas, but the storms of life. But I was confident 
that my old friend Ali would straighten his back, match 
his strength against the storm and struggle to the end.

6

The Brueh beacon outside Sumatra blinked. Our ship 
cast anchor in Penang Harbour in the early morning mist. 
Penang is a big harbour in the Strait of Malacca. Trees 
are green there all year round and people called Penang 
the garden of the East. None of us, however, was in a 
mood to admire the beauty of our surroundings. We gath
ered round our friend Ali on the deck.

Ferries steamed past our boat busily, their sirens blast
ing, tightening our heart-strings. My eyes fell on the tall 
coconut grove on the beach. If you went further on you’d 
come to the place where the concentration camp used to 
be. Every tree and bush round there was branded deep in 
my memory. But I couldn’t disembark at Penang, for the 
colonialists who had returned to take over the island after
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the war would not even let me go home with Ali for a 
friendly visit.

The crew embraced Ali in turn, folding strong arms 
round his thin shoulders. The same arms which rescued 
him from the sea now hugged him in farewell.

“Ali,” said Eurek loudly, “if anyone dares to do you, any 
harm, don’t you be afraid. They will not find any mercy 
at the hands of us sailors!”

The old captain came down from the bridge in spotless 
white summer uniform, a navigation chart in his hands. 
He was ready to report to the local authorities about the 
S. S. International Friendship’s part in rescuing Ali at sea. 
Ali shouldered the sailor’s sack he had made on board, now 
full of presents given to him by the crew, and walked away, 
turning back every few steps to wave goodbye and to thank 
us in Malay, Polish and Chinese: “Terima Kasih . . . 
Dziekuje . . . Hsieh hsieh. . . .”

Together, the two old men went on board the launch. 
Ali turned round for a last look. His little cat clambered 
down from the spardeck, mewing plaintively.

“Go back,” Ali waved and shouted. “Stay on board. 
They will love you and Hai Ning and Eurek will catch 
flying fish to feed you.”

I caught the cat up in my arms. “Goodbye Ali,” I shout
ed. “Give my love to your whole family. I wish you 
luck.”

I saw tears glittering in Eurek’s eyes. My heart too felt 
heavy. The little launch was already chugging off. I saw 
the captain and Ali in a hazy' mist, as my eyes were moist.

“Dear, dear Captain Grandpa!” I mused. “I’m sure your 
wish will come true. Already we are sowing friendship and 
setting an example for others. The S. S. International 
Friendship will become known in Malaya because Ali will 
let his countrymen know of the friendship in our hearts.. . . ”

Translated by Chin Sheng



FU CHOU

Night

C lose, close the forest holds the moon, 
Through lofty pines fall gleams of light; 
Above the tree tops hang the stars 
Like necklaces of jewels bright.

Soft, soft I hear the branches breathe 
While tender shoots and grasses spring; 
Pine needles in the stillness prick 
The sleeping bats, who twitch a wing. * I

Fu Chou, now in his early thirties, is an editor of the poetry 
magazine Stars in Szechuan.
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I hear the forest’s heart-beats now,
Beneath its roots gay fountains rise;
The dew, like doves that will not sleep,
Has flickering bright emerald eyes.

I hear the woods stretch rustling arms,
Each tree strains up to reach the skies 
To greet a new bright day ahead,
For soon the glorious sun must rise.

In all these echoes of our life 
My breath, my voice have parts to play;
All, in the service of our land,
Grow fast to meet the coming day.

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi



Selections from the Classics

PU S U N G - L I N G

Two Tales of “Liao-chai”

The Cricket

During the reign of Hsuan Teh, cricket fights were popular 
at court and a levy of crickets was exacted every year. 
Now these insects were scarce in the province of Shensi, 
but the magistrate of Huaying — to get into the good 
books of the governor — presented a cricket which proved 
a remarkable fighter. So much so that his county was 
commanded to present crickets regularly and the magis
trate ordered his bailiffs to product them. Then young 
fellows in town began to keep good Crickets and demand 
high prices for them, while the crafty bailiffs seized this 
chance to make money. Thus each cricket they collected 
was the ruin of several households.

Now in, this town lived a scholar named Cheng Ming, 
who had failed repeatedly in the district examination. This 
slow-witted pedant was appointed beadle on the recommen
dation of the crooked bailiff and could not evade this ser
vice hard as he tried. In less than a year his small patri-

“Liao-chai” is the title for a collection of 431 tales written by Pu 
Silng-ling (1640-1715). For an introduction to this book and its 
author see Chinese Literature No. 1, 1956.
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mony was exhausted. Then came another levy of crickets. 
Cheng dared not extort money from the country folk but 
neither could he pay the sum himself. At his wit’s end, 
he longed to die.

“What good would dying do?” demanded his wife. “You 
had better go out and look for a cricket yourself. There 
is just one chance in ten thousand that you may catch one.”

Cheng agreed. With a bamboo tube and wire cage1 he 
searched from dawn till dusk among ruins and waste land, 
peering under rocks and exploring crevices, leaving no stone 
unturned — but all in vain. The two or three crickets he 
caught were poor specimens which did not come up to 
standard. The magistrate set him a time limit and beat 
him when he failed, till in little more than ten days he 
had received some hundred strokes and his legs were so 
covered with sores that he could not continue his search. 
Tossing painfully on his bed, his one thought was to die.

Then to their village came a hump-backed diviner who 
could tell fortunes by consulting spirits. Cheng’s wife, 
taking money went to ask his advice. She found his gate 
thronged with pink,, blooming girls and white-haired old 
women. Entering, she saw a curtain before the inner 
room, with incense on a table in front of it. Those come 
to ask their fortune burned incense in a tripod and kow
towed. The diviner prayed beside them, staring into space, 
but though his lips moved no one knew what it was he 
said and all listened respectfully. Finally a slip of paper 
was tossed from the inner room with the answer to the 
question asked — an answer which invariably proved 
correct.

Cheng’s wife put her money on the table, burned incense 
and kowtowed like the other women. Presently the cur
tain moved and a piece of paper fluttered to the ground. 
Instead of writing it had a painting of a building like a 
temple with a small hill behind covered with rocks of every 
shape and overgrown with thorns. A cricket was crouching 
there while beside it a toad was making ready to spring. 
She had no idea what this meant, but the cricket at least
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had some connection with their problem. Accordingly she 
folded the paper and took it home to her husband.

Cheng wondered: “Is this supposed to show me where 
I should look for a cricket?”

On examining the picture closely, he recognized Great 
Buddha Monastery east of the village. So taking the paper 
with him, he struggled along with the help of a stick to 
the back of the monastery. There he found an old grave 
overgrown with brambles. Skirting this, he saw that the 
stones lying scattered around were exactly like the painting. 
He pricked up his ears and limped slowly through the bram
bles, but he might just as well have been looking for a 
needle or a grain of mustard-seed. Though he strained 
every nerve he found nothing. As he was groping around, 
a toad hopped into sight. Cheng gave a start and hurried 
after it. The toad slipped into the undergrowth and, fol
lowing it, he saw a cricket at the root of a bramble. He 
snatched at it but the cricket leapt into a crevice in a rock 
and would not come out though he prodded it with a straw. 
Not till he poured water on it, did it emerge. It seemed 
a fine specimen and he picked it up. Seen close to, it had 
a large body and long tail, dark neck and golden wings, 
and he was a happy man as he carried it home in the cage 
to delight his household, who considered it more precious 
than the rarest jade. The cricket was kept in a pot and 
fed upon white crab’s flesh and the yellow kernel of chest
nuts, tended with loving care till such time as the magistrate 
should ask for it.

Now Cheng had a son of nine, who uncovered this pot 
on the sly while his father was out. At once the cricket 
jumped out and sprang about so nimbly that he could not 
catch it. Finally the boy grabbed it, but in doing so tore 
off a leg and crushed it so that the next moment it died. 
The frightened child ran crying to his mother. When she 
heard what had happened she turned as pale as death.

“You wicked boy!” she cried. “You’ll catch it when 
your father comes home!”

Her son went off in tears. Soon Cheng came back and 
when he heard his wife’s story he felt as if he had been
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turned to ice. In a passion he searched for his son, who was 
nowhere to be found until at last they discovered his body 
in the well. Then anger turned to sorrow. Cheng cried 
out in anguish and longed to kill himself. Husband and 
wife sat with their faces to the wall in their thatched and 
smokeless cottage in silent despair. As the sun began to 
set he prepared to bury the boy, but upon touching the 
child found there was still breath in him. Overjoyed, he 
laid the small body on the couch, and towards the middle 
of the night the child came round. Cheng and his wife 
began to breathe again, but their son remained in a trance 
with drooping eyelids. The sight of the empty cricket cage 
brought back Cheng’s grief, but he dared not scold the 
child now. He did not close his eyes all night, and as 
the sun rose in the east he was still lying in stark despair 
when a cricket chirped outside the door. He rose in 
amazement to look, and sure enough there was a cricket. 
He clutched at it, but it chirped and hopped away. He put 
his hands over it but to no avail: when he turned up his 
palms the cricket escaped again. So he chased it up and 
down till it disappeared round, the corner of the wall, and 
while searching for it he discovered another cricket on the 
wall. But this was a little, dark red insect, not to be compared 
with the first. Deciding that it was too small to be worth 
catching, Cheng looked round again for the one he had 
lost. At once the small cricket hopped from the wall to his 
sleeve, and he saw it resembled a mole-cricket with 
speckled wings, a square head and long legs — it might be 
a good one. So he was glad to keep it.

Cheng meant to present this cricket to the yamen, but 
fearing that it might not do he decided first to give it a trial 
fight. Now a young fellow in that village had a cricket 
called Grab Blue which had beaten every other insect it 
fought, and its owner wanted such an exorbitant price for 
it that it had remained on his hands. This man called on 
Cheng and laughed to see his cricket, producing his own 
for comparison. At the sight of this large, handsome 
insect, Cheng felt even more diffident and dared not offer 
a fight. The young man, however, insisted on a match;

III



and since his poor cricket was useless in any case Cheng 
thought he might as well sacrifice it for a laugh. So the two 
combatants were put in one basin, where the small one 
crouched motionless as a stick of wood. The young man 
laughed heartily and prodded it with a pig’s bristle, but 
still it made no move. At that he laughed louder and 
louder until at last the cricket was roused to fury. It 
hurled itself at its opponent, attacking savagely. In an 
instant it had leapt forward with bristling tail and seized 
the other by the neck. The horrified young man made 
haste to separate the two contestants, while the little 
cricket chirped proudly as if to announce its victory to its 
master. Cheng was glorying in this sight when a cock 
bore down on the cricket and pecked at it. Cheng gave a 
cry, rooted to the ground in horror; but luckily the cock 
missed the small cricket which leapt a foot or more away. 
The cock gave chase, the cricket was under its claws. 
Cheng, unable to intervene, stamped his foot and turned 
pale. But the next thing he knew the cock was flapping 
its wings and craning its neck — his cricket had fastened 
its teeth in the cock’s comb. Amazed and exultant, he put 
the cricket back in its cage.

Later Cheng presented this cricket to the magistrate, 
who abused him angrily for producing one so small. Re
fusing to believe Cheng’s account of the little creature’s 
exploits, the magistrate pitted it against some other crickets 
and it defeated them all. He tried it with a cock, and 
again it turned out exactly as Cheng had said. Then the 
magistrate rewarded Cheng and presented this cricket to 
the governor, who put it in a golden cage and sent it joyfully 
to the emperor with a detailed report of its prowess.

In his palace the emperor tried the cricket with But
terfly, Praying Mantis, Yolita, Green Forehead and many 
other champions, but none was a match for it. And he 
prized it even more highly when he found that it would 
dance in time to music. In high good humour, he rewarded 
the governor with fine steeds and silk garments. And the 
governor, not forgetting where the cricket came from, 
within a short time commended the magistrate for
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Outstanding merit. The magistrate, pleased in his turn, 
exempted Cheng from his duties and ordered the local 
examiner to see that he passed the next examination.

A year later Cheng’s son was restored to his senses. He 
said: “I dreamed I was a cricket, a quick, good fighter. 
Now I have woken up.”

The governor also rewarded Cheng so handsomely that 
within a few years he owned vast estates, whole streets 
of houses and countless flocks and herds. When he went 
abroad, his furs and carriage were more splendid than a 
noble’s.

The chronicler comments: The emperor may do a thing 
once and forget it afterwards, but those who carry out his 
orders make this a general rule. Then when officials are 
greedy for profit and their underlings are bullies, men are 
driven to sell their wives and children. This shows that 
since each step an emperor takes is fraught with conse
quence for his subjects it behoves him to be very careful. 
This man Cheng, first impoverished by rapacious officials, 
grew so rich thanks to a cricket that he went about in 
magnificent carriages and furs. He can never have 
dreamed of such good fortune when he was a beadle and 
was being beaten! Because Heaven wished to reward an 
honest man, the governor and magistrate also benefited 
from the cricket. It is true, as the ancients said: “When a 
man becomes immortal and soars to heaven, his chickens 
and dog attain immortality too.”

The Rope Trick

When I was a boy I went to the provincial capital for 
the examination. This was just before the Spring Festival, 
and the custom was that on the eve of the festival all the 
tradesmen would go with pageantry and music to the finance 
commissioner’s office. This was known as the Spring 
Pageant. I was there with a friend to watch the fun. The
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crowd that day was enormous. In the court, four officials 
in scarlet were sitting facing each other on the east and 
the west sides —■ I was too young at the time to know their 
ranks. Amid the babel of voices and ear-splitting music, 
a juggler went up to the dais carrying a pole and leading 
a boy with long hair. He appeared to be speaking, but 
his words were lost in the uproar. I could, however, see 
the officials laugh. Then a soberly clad attendant ordered 
him in a loud voice to give a performance. The juggler 
asked what he should do. The officials consulted together 
and made the attendant inquire what he could do best.

He answered: “I can change the order of nature.”
The attendant, having reported this to the officials, came 

down and ordered him to produce some peaches. The 
juggler agreed to try. Taking off his coat and laying it 
over his basket, he complained:

“These gentlemen are hardly reasonable. The ice has 
not melted yet — where can we find peaches? But if we 
don’t try, the authorities will be angry. What’s to be 
done?”

His son replied: “You said you’d do it, father. You 
can’t back out now.”

The juggler reflected gloomily for a while. Then he 
said: “I have thought this over carefully. JVith snow 
still thick on the ground, we certainly shan’t find any 
peaches on earth. The Heavenly Mother’s garden is the 
only place where plants flower all the year round. There 
may be peaches there. We shall have to rob heaven.”

“But how can we climb up to heaven?” asked the boy.
“I have a way,” said the man.
He opened his basket and took out a coil of rope, hundreds 

of feet in length. He grasped one end of this and threw 
it up, whereupon the rope stood straight up in the air as 
if suspended to something. It went higher and higher till 
it was lost in the clouds, and the whole coil was paid out.

“Here, lad!” he called. “I am old, and too heavy and 
clumsy to get up there. You’ll have to go.” He passed 
the rope to his son. “You can shin up this.”
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The boy's face fell as he took the rope. “What an old 
fool my father is!” he grumbled. “He expects me to climb 
all the way up to the sky on this thin rope. If it breaks 
halfway, every bone in my body will be broken!”

Still his father was adamant. “It was a mistake to agree 
but the harm’s already done,” he said. “I’ll have to ask 
you to go, son. You mustn’t complain. If you can steal 
a peach they’re bound to give us a hundred pieces of silver, 
and with that I shall get you a good-looking wife.”

Then the boy grasped the rope and swarmed up, like 
a spider running along a slender thread. In a few 
minutes he was out of sight in the clouds. By and by down 
fell a peach as big as a bowl. The delighted juggler pre
sented it to the officials, who passed it from hand to hand 
unable to tell whether it was genuine or not. But sud
denly the rope dropped to the ground and the juggler cried 
out in dismay:

“The rope has been cut up there! What will my son 
do now?”

Then something fell with a thud — it was the boy’s 
head. Clasping it in both hands, the juggler wept.

“The keeper must have caught him stealing the peach. 
My poor son is no more!”

Then the boy’s leg came down, and all the dismembered 
limbs one after the other! The wretched juggler picked 
them up and put them in the basket. He closed it, saying: 
“This was my only son. He travelled north and south with 
me. Obeying my orders, he came to this pitiful end. I 
shall take him away and bury him.”

He went to the dais and knelt before the officials. “I 
killed my son for this peach,” he cried. “Have pity on 
me and help me with his funeral. Then I shall be eternally 
grateful.”

The horrified spectators showered him with coins which 
the juggler pocketed. Then he rapped the basket and cried: 
“Why don’t you come out, boy, to .thank the gentlemen?”

At once a lad with tousled hair lifted the lid of the 
basket and jumped out. As he kowtowed, we saw it was 
his son! This was so miraculous that I remember it to
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this day. Later I heard that members of the White Lotus 
Sect* can do the same trick — perhaps this man was one 
of them?

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi and 
Gladys Yang

* A secret society which started in the 13th or 14th century. 
During the Ching dynasty it developed into a movement against 
the Ching government which spread to several provinces but was 
eventually crushed.

The Hermitage (114.9 cm. X 26.4 cm.) -v-
by Chien Hsuan

Chien Hsuan of the Yuan dynasty (1279- 
1368) is best known for his landscapes and 
figure painting. This picture of the life 
of the recluse is a reflection of the mental 
suffering of artists under the despotic 
regime of his time. Unable to rise in revolt 
they tended to withdraw from society. 
Depicting his observations of a particular 
scene, the artist traces the outline of hills 
and woods with such harmony that he 
creates a realm of peace and serenity 
which seems to take ode right into the 
painting.
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T IE N  CHIEN

The Girl

L ik e  gold above the grassland 
The morning clouds are bright; 
But she, the maiden who lives here, 
Is up before it’s light.
She takes an emerald pitcher,
She wears a crimson shawl,
And as she hurries to the spring, 
“Skylark!” the neighbours call.

She stoops above the water,
As bright as leaping fire;
To kiss her face reflected there 
The fountain gushes higher.
She takes a sip of water,
As merry as a lark;
Her laughter echoes all around 
To wake the grassland — hark!

Tien Chien who has already attracted attention in the thirties, 
is one of the outstanding poets in China today.
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She clambers up the derrick,
Her eyes with triumph shine,
And waves a friendly hand to greet 
The Bayin Obo Mine;
To open up the grassland 
Her fingers hold the key;
Now happiness is calling her 
And happy she shall be.

High up upon the mountain 
I see this girl so sweet,
With fleecy clouds above her head,
Rich ore beneath her feet;
Our country’s mineral treasures 
The whole wide world must prize,
And over this abundant wealth 
Our human skylark flies.

Her coloured garments flutter 
Along the steep ascent,
Like some bright rainbow of the steppe 
Above her little tent;
The ore she holds is sparkling,
Her kettle sings good cheer;
True daughter of her motherland,
Her second home is here.

For milk she drinks spring water,
Pins flowers in her hair;
With ore and pot for company,
She roams in fancy there;
Alone she climbs the derrick,
Drills iron ore, hard-won;
Ah, high above the grasslands green,
This maiden is the sun!

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi

Writings of the Last Generation

W A N G  L U - Y E N

On the Bridge

Chug, chug, chug. . . .
The roving boat equipped with up-to-date rice-hulling 

machines could be heard in the distance again.
Uncle I-hsin’s grasp on the rope of his balance slackened. 

Countless black circles formed before his eyes, rolling 
nearer and nearer across the hills and valleys.

Swallowing back a groan, he breathed out deeply and 
pulled himself together.

“Forty-nine!” he shouted.
“That’s not right!” cried a woodcutter from the hills 

with a grin, as he lifted the firewood higher. “The wood’s 
still touching the ground.”

“Get along with you! It’s fuel we’re weighing, not gold! 
Fifty-one . . . fifty-five . . . fifty-four . . . sixty! There’s 
too much hard wood in this lot. How do you expect a

Wang Lu-yen (1901-1940), born in Chenhai, Chekiang Province, 
attracted wide attention in the thirties with his stories, which were 
later collected and published in three volumes: The Pumelo, Gold 
and Sod Childhood. Writing in a simple and sympathetic style, he 
depicted the life of villagers and small tpwnfolk with great insight. 
But owing to the limitations of his middle-class mentality, he could 
not see any prospect of a bright future. “We curse society,” he 
wrote in his essay Autumn Night, “but are unable to revolt against 
the world as it is.” He died in solitude and poverty under the 
reactionary Kuomintang regime.
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h o u se w ife  to  b u rn  th a t?  H o w  m a n y  m o u th s  do y o u  th in k  

s h e  h a s  to  fe e d ?  F o r ty -e ig h t!”
“Y ou  can  o p en  it  u p  an d  lo o k  at it! S e e  h o w  b ig  th a t  

p ile  a t th e  b o tto m  is ? ”

“I h a v e n ’t  g o t a ll  d a y . I f  y o u  d o n ’t a g ree , th a t’s a ll  
r ig h t w ith  m e . F if ty - tw o . A  b u n d le  o f  s o f t  w o o d  is  

a lw a y s  le ss  th a n  th ir ty  ca tt ie s . H o w  can  tw o  b u n d le s  

w e ig h  m o re  th an  s ix ty ?  F if ty - th r e e !  F if ty !”
“S o m e  b u n d le s  m a y  b e  b ig g e r ? ”

“I s n ’t th a t y o u r  job ?  Y o u ’re  u se d  to  ty in g  b u n d les . I ’v e  

fo l lo w e d  th is  trad e  fo r  p r e tty  w e ll  tw e n ty  y ea rs . F if ty -  

o n e ! W h o are  y o u  tr y in g  to  fo o l?  F if ty !”
C h u g , c h u g , c h u g . . . .

I -h s in  f e l t  h is  le g s  trem b le . T h e  r ic e -h u ll in g  b o a t had  

co m e  b ack  to  S o u th  B r id g e , a t  th e  en d  o f  H su e h  F a m ily  

V illa g e . T h o u g h  h e  w a s  s ta n d in g  o n  N o rth  B r id g e , h a lf  

a li a w a y , h e  co u ld  a lr e a d y  s e e  th e  r e v o lv in g  b la c k  c ir c le s , 
sm e ll th e  s t if l in g  p ara ffin  fu m e s , an d  m a k e  o u t th e  la r g e  

b o a t th r o u g h  th e  ju m b le  o f  b la ck  r in g s . It w a s  v ib ra tin g  

an d  s la p p in g  th e  w a te r . T h e j e t t y  sw a rm ed  w ith  m en  and  

w o m e n , w h o  w e r e  fe e d in g  cra te  a fter  cra te  o f  p a d d y  in to  

th e  m o u th - lik e  p e c k  m e a su r e  a m o n g  th e  b la ck  c ir c le s . It 

ch a m p ed  an d  c h e w e d  g r e e d ily  b e fo r e  sw a llo w in g  th e  

g ra in . . . .

U n c le  I -h s in  sa t  d o w n  w o o d e n ly  o n  th e  b r id g e , th e  

b a la n ce  p rop p ed  a g a in s t h is  ch est.

H e  w a s  in  th e  r ic e  b u s in e ss  h im se lf . . . . N o , h e  w a s  

th e  o w n e r  o f  C h an g  H sia n g  S to r e  at th e  fo o t o f  th is  b r id ge , 
th e  first b u ild in g  in  th e  s tr e e t . H e h ad  k e p t th is  sh o p  fo r  

tw e n ty -th r e e , y ea rs . A t  f if te e n  h e  w a s  an a p p r e n tic e  in  

P e ic h ie h , a t tw e n ty  he' m a rr ied , e a r ly  in  h is tw e n ty -fo u r th  

y e a r  h is  first d a u g h ter  w a s  b orn , an d  tow a rd s th e  en d  o f  

th a t y e a r  h e  o p en ed  sh o p  h ere . A  y e a r  la te r  h is  e ld er  

so n  w a s b orn  —  first a g ir l an d  th e n  a b o y , th a t w a s good  

lu c k  —  an d  h is  b u s in e ss  h ad  p ro sp ered  s te a d ily . A t  first 

h e  so ld  o n ly  g ro cer ie s , w ith  s ta tio n e r y  as a s id e - lin e . T h en  

h e  b ra n ch ed  o u t to  s e l l  so y a  sa u c e , p ara ffin  an d  w in e .  
L ater  h e  w e n t  in  fo r  c ig a r e tte s  an d  m o n e y -c h a n g in g  too , 
an d  fin a lly  h e  h ire d  a c o u p le  o f  fu l l- t im e  a ss is ta n ts  to  h u ll
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g ra in , an d  w e n t  in to  th e  r ice  trad e . A s if  th a t w e r e  n o t  

en o u g h , h e  b eca m e  a m id d lem a n  too. F ir s t h e  w e ig h e d  

g o o d s fo r  th e  p ed la rs  in  fr o n t o f  h is  sh o p  on  th e  v il la g e  

m a r k e t-d a y s  —  th e  d a y s  o f  th e  m o n th  w h ic h  e n d e d  w ith  

f iv e  or n o u g h t. L a ter  h e  a c te d  as m id d le m a n  fo r  th e  h il l  

p e o p le ’s cab b age , tu rn ip s, b am b oo  sh o o ts , p lu m s, ap rico ts, 
p e a c h e s , m e lo n s , p u m p k in s , w h ite  gou rd s. . . .  T h e y  ro w ed  

u p  b o atload  a fte r  b o a tload  fo r  h im  to  w e ig h  an d  s e l l  to  

p ed la rs  or o th er  cu sto m ers . E v e n tu a lly  th e y  a sk ed  h im  to  

w e ig h  an d  s e l l  th e ir  firew ood  too.

H e  w a s se ld o m  id le  fo r  a m o m en t. T h o u g h  b u sin ess  

w a s g o o d , h e  d id  e v e r y th in g  s in g le -h a n d e d , h a v in g  no  

m a n a g er , a cco u n ta n t, a ss is ta n t or a p p ren tice . H is  o n ly  

h e lp  w a s h is  w ife . B u t sh e  c o u ld  n e ith e r  read  n or k e e p  

a cco u n ts , and  h er  m em o ry  w a s  poor. S h e  s im p ly  w ra p p ed  

u p  a f e w  c o p p e r s’ w o r th  o f  w h ite  or  b ro w n  su g a r , and  

w a tc h e d  th e  sh o p  fo r  h im . S h e  c o u ld  n o t  s i t  to o  lo n g  in  

th e  sh o p  e ith e r , as s h e  h ad  to  cook , w a sh  an d  m in d  th e  

c h ild r e n . A s fo r  h im , fa r  fr o m  h a v in g  a n y  h e lp , h e  h e lp ed  

o th ers . H e  n e v e r  r e fu se d  a re q u e st fro m  a n y o n e . I f  th ere  

w a s a w e d d in g  or fu n e r a l in  th e  v il la g e , or so m e o n e  w a n te d  

to  b u y  in  v e g e ta b le s , h e  w a s  in v a r ia b ly  a sk ed  to  le n d  a 

h an d  b e c a u se  h e  m a d e  th e  b e st  b u y s . M ost le tte r s  th a t  

ca m e  to  th e  v il la g e  w e r e  a d d ressed  to  h is  sh o p , an d  h e  

a lw a y s  m a d e  t im e  to  d e liv e r  th em , so m e tim e s  rea d in g  th e m  

to  th e  r e c ip ie n t, or  w r it in g  an  a n sw er  an d  ta k in g  it  back  

to  h is  sh o p  to  g iv e  to  w h o e v e r  w a s  n e x t  g o in g  to  P e ic h ie h  
to  p o st.

H e  a te  h o m e -sa lte d  v e g e ta b le s , w o r e  co tto n . A n d  h e  

n e ith e r  sm o k e d , g a m b led , n or d ran k  to  a n y  e x te n t  —  h a lf  

a .c a t t y  o f  w in e  w o u ld  m a k e  h im  red  in  th e  fa ce . A s  a  

y o u n g  m a n  h e  p ra c tised  e c o n o m y  fo r  th e  sa k e  o f  h is  

a n cesto rs, in  ord er to  b e  p o in ted  o u t as a filia l son . H e  

k e p t th is  u p  as h e  g r e w  o ld er  so  th a t h is  ch ild r e n  m ig h t  

l iv e  in  g rea ter  co m fo rt. H e se t  g rea t s to r e  in d e e d  b y  h is  

g ood  n a m e , an d  w o u ld  n o t la y  h im se lf  o p en  to  a n y  

c r itic ism . J u st a fte r  th e  b ir th  o f  h is  se c o n d  so n  h e  w o n  

g e n e r a l r e sp e c t b y  r e b u ild in g  h is  p a r e n ts ’ tom b s in  s ty le . 

“I f  I  u se  u p  a ll  m y  m o n e y , I can  sa v e  so m e  m o r e ,” h e
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th o u g h t. A n d  su r e  en o u g h  in  a f e w  m o re  y e a r s  h e  had  

p rep ared  h is  o w n  fin a l r e s t in g  p la c e  a n d  rep a ired  h is  e ld e r  

b r o th e r ’s  g r a v e . N e x t  h e  m a rr ied  o ff h is  s ix te e n -y e a r -o ld  

d a u g h ter  w ith  e v e n  m o r e  o f  a  flo u r ish . B y  th e  t im e  h is  

e ld e r  so n  h ad  se r v e d  th r e e  y e a r s ’ a p p ren ticesh ip  in  S h a n g 
h a i and  w a s m a k in g  th r e e  d o lla rs  a m o n th , h e  h ad  b u ilt  
h im se lf  a  fin e  n e w  h o u se  in  th e  v il la g e .

S t i l l  h e  d id  n o t r e tir e  to  ta k e  h is  ea se . H e w e n t  on  

w o r k in g  a s h ard  as e v e r , h a rd er  i f  a n y th in g . T h ere  w e r e  

th e  v il la g e  fa ir s , o f  co u rse , o n  th e  d a y s  e n d in g  w ith  a five  

or a n o u g h t. A n d  o n  th o se  e n d in g  w ith  tw o , fo u r , se v e n  

a n d  n in e  —  th e  m a r k e t d a y s  in  H e n g sh ih c h ia o  —  h e  w o u ld  

sta n d  on  N o r th  B r id g e  and in te r c e p t a c o u p le  o f  b oa ts  o f  
firew ood .

“C an y o u  find  c u sto m ers? ” th e  w o o d c u tte r s  w o u ld  ask .
. “S u re ! H an d  y o u r  fu e l o v e r . I g u a r a n te e  to  g e t  rid  

o f  th e  lo t !”

U n c le  I -h s in  h ad  h is  o w n  s a le s  m e th o d s, th o u g h  th e r e  

w a s n o  fa ir  an d  v e r y  f e w  p a sse r s-b y . H e  k n e w  ju s t  h o w  

m u ch  firew ood  e a c h  v il la g e  h o u se h o ld  h ad  le f t , an d  fo u n d  

t im e  to  s e t t le  th e  tra n sa ctio n  w ith  th em .

“T ak e a b o a tlo a d , S is te r  A h -k e n g !” H e  stood  u p , sm ilin g ,  
w h e n  sh e  ca m e u p  th e  b r id ge .

“H a lf!”

“S u c h  g ood  fu e l  is n ’t e a sy  to  co m e  b y , s ister . Y o u ’d  

b e tte r  ta k e  a  w h o le  load ! I t ’s  g o in g  sp e c ia lly  ch ea p  to d a y , 
fo r  five  d o lla rs  tw e n ty  cen ts . Y o u ’l l  n eed  it  a ll in  th e  

lo n g  ru n , so  w h y  n o t b u y  a l i t t le  m ore?  H e y ! B r in g  u s  

th a t firew ood , C h a n g -sh e n g !” B y  n o w  h e  h ad  p ic k e d  u p  
h is  b a lan ce .

“F if ty -o n e !  F o r ty -n in e !  F if ty - th r e e . . . . ”
C hu g , ch u g , c h u g . . . .

T h e  r ic e -h u ll in g  b o a t cou ld  b e  h ea rd  in  th e  v il la g e  b ay .

S o m e th in g  se e m e d  to  b e  b lo c k in g  U n c le  I -h s in ’s ea rs so  

th a t h e  c o u ld  n o t h ea r  c le a r ly  th e  fig u res h e  w a s  sh o u tin g . 
B la c k  c ir c le s  b lo tte d  o u t th e  sm a ll n u m era ls  o n  th e  b a la n ce  

c lo se  at h an d , s w a llo w e d  u p  th e  firew o o d  an d  th e  w o o d 
c u tte r s , an d  e v e n  b lu rred  S is te r  A h -k e n g  sta n d in g  b y  h is  
s id e .
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“B u sin e s s  is good  to d a y !” S o m eo n e  sp o k e  lo u d ly  in to  

h is  ea r  an d  th e n  w a s g o n e . U n c le  I -h s in  p u lle d  h im se lf  

to g e th e r . T h a t h ad  b e e n  G rand ad  H s in -sh e n g .
“P le a s e  s i t  d o w n !” H e  c a lle d  o u t as i f  h e  w e r e  in  h is  

sh op .
B u t H s in -s h e n g  p a ssed  o n  w ith o u t  a lo o k  b eh in d .
H s in -s h e n g ’s  m a n n er , l ik e  e v e r y o n e  e l s e ’s , se e m e d  to  

h a v e  ch a n g ed . H e  w a s  a good  so r t , w h o  a lw a y s  m a d e  

ta c t fu l rem ark s. B u t to d a y  h e  h ad  so u n d ed  sa rca stic  and  

co n tem p tu o u s.
C h u g , ch u g , c h u g . . . .
T h e  r ic e -h u ll in g  b o a t a g a in .
It h ad  arr iv ed  ju s t  a s  U n c le  I -h s in  w a s  b u ild in g  h is  

h o u se . B e fo r e  th e  b u ild ers s e t  to  w o r k  h e  h ad  h ea rd  th a t  

L in  C h i-k a n g , o w n e r  o f  Y u n g  T a i R ic e  S h o p  in  P e ic h ie h , 

w a s g o in g  to  s ta r t r u n n in g  a r ic e -h u ll in g  b oat. H e  k n e w  

th a t th is  w o u ld  a ffec t h is  r ic e  b u sin ess  an d  m e a n  a drop  

in  h is  in c o m e . B u t  as th e  n e w s  a b o u t h is  h o u se  h ad  sp read , 
h e  c o u ld  n o t g o  b ack  on  h is  w o rd . I f  h e  d id  h e  w o u ld  

lo s e  fa c e  c o m p le te ly , an d  th a t m ig h t b e  b ad  fo r  h is  cred it.

“Is th is  m a c h in e -p o lish e d  r ice  a ll r ig h t? ” se v e r a l 

cu sto m ers so u n d ed  h im  o u t.

“T h e r e ’s  so m e th in g  to  b e  sa id  fo r  b o th  so r ts ,” h e  a n sw ered  

w ith  an  a ir  o f  g rea t co n fid en ce . A n d  h e  m o v e d  th e  b u ild 

in g  d a te  fo rw a rd .

T h o u g h  a h u lle r  w o u ld  a ffec t h is tra d e , h e  d id  n o t  

b e lie v e  it  w o u ld  p u t h im  o u t  o f  b u sin e ss . M a n y  o f  th e  

v illa g e r s  b e lie v e d  th a t m a c h in e -h u lle d  r ice  g a v e  y o u  b er i
b eri. B e s id e s , h e  w a s o n  g ood  term s w ith  m o st o f  th em , 

an d  i f  h is  r ic e  b u s in e ss  w e r e  h ard  h it  h e  h ad  o th e r  so u rces  

o f  in co m e . T h e r e  w a s h is  g r o cery  sto re . I f  o n e  l in e  fa ile d , 
th e r e  w a s a lw a y s  th e  o th er . N o , h e  w a s  n o t a fra id .

B u t it  s e e m e d  th a t L in  C h i-k a n g  k n e w  h e  h a d  p u t th e  

d a te  fo rw a rd , fo r  h e  se n t o u t  h is  b o a t a t o n c e . O n th e  

a u sp ic io u s  d a y  ch o sen  fo r  e r e c t in g  th e  fr a m e w o r k  o f  th e  

n e w  h o u se , th e  b o a t cam e to  H su e h  F a m ily  V illa g e .

C h u g , ch u g , ch u g . . . .

E v e r y  so u l in  th e  v il la g e  w a s  a g o g  a t t h e  so u n d . T h e y  

flock ed  to  th e  w a te r ’s ed g e  to  s ta r e  at th is  s tr a n g e  m o n ster .
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D e sp ite  a ll th e  fire -cra ck ers U n c le  I -h s in  le t  off, v e r y  f e w  

v illa g e r s  g a th ered  rou n d . T h e  b o a t m oored  at th e  je t ty  

n ear  h is  n e w  h o u se , as i f  to  in t im id a te  h im . A s th is  w a s  

its  first ap p ea ra n ce , n o  o n e  to o k  g ra in  to  b e  h u sk ed . T h e  

b oat p o lish e d  w h a t  it  h ad  o n  board .
C h u g , c h u g , c h u g . . . .

T h is  c la tte r  w e n t  o n  t i l l  n o o n , w h e n  su d d e n ly  w o rd  w a s  

se n t o u t th a t th e  b oat w o u ld  h u sk  a h u n d red  c a tt ie s  o f  

r ic e  fo r  ea c h  h o u seh o ld  —  fr e e  an d  g ra tis  —  if  it  w a s  

b ro u g h t b e fo r e  s ix  th a t e v e n in g . T h is  n e w s  sp rea d  l ik e  th e  

w in d , an d  ca u sed  a tr em en d o u s se n sa t io n . L oad a fte r  load  

o f  p a d d y  w a s ca rr ied  to  th e  b oat. In  le s s  th a n  a n  hou r  
th e  road  b e tw e e n  th e  j e t ty  a n d  th e  b r id g e  w a s  b lo c k e d  b y  

sack s an d  crates .

C h u g , ch u g , ch u g . . . .

N o t fo r  o n e  se c o n d  d id  th e  ra ck et sto p . B la ck  c irc le s  

ch u ffed  rou n d  an d  rou n d , r ea ch in g  r ig h t o u t to  U n c le  

I -h s in ’s h o u se . T h e  b o a t’s  arr iv a l m e a n t th a t th is  d a y , 
w h ic h  sh o u ld  h a v e  b een  su c h  a tr iu m p h a n t occa sio n , th e  

d a y  o n  w h ic h  h e  a c h ie v e d  h is  fina l a m b itio n , h ad  tu rn ed  

to  d u st an d  a sh es. A ll w a s  b la ck  b e fo r e  h is  e y e s  as th e  

m otor  c h u g -c h u g -c h u g g e d  lik e  th e  str o k e  o f  an  'a x e . H e  

w a s n e a r ly  f ifty  an d  h ad  s e e n  a good  d ea l in  h is  t im e . A  
p id d lin g  r ic e -h u ll in g  b o a t w a s  n o th in g  to  h im , e sp e c ia lly  

as r ic e  w a s  n o t h is so le  m ea n s o f  l iv e lih o o d . B u t h o w  

o m in o u s th a t i t  sh o u ld  c o m e  on  th is  d a y  o f  a ll  d ays, w h e n  

h e  w a s  se t t in g  u p  h is  p illa rs  and b e a m s ! H e n e a r ly  p a n ick ed  

an d  lo s t  a ll h op e , s e e in g  h im se lf  a r u in e d  m an . T h a t w a s  

a s le e p le s s  n ig h t fo r  h im . T h e b o a t k e p t u p  it s  c la tte r  

t i l l  d u sk , an d  m o o red  th e r e  d u r in g  th e  n ig h t . A t th e  crack  

o f  d a w n  it  sta r ted  c h u g g in g  aga in . T h is  w e n t  o n  fo r  tw o  

an d  a h a lf  d a y s b e fo re  it  fin ish ed  p o lish in g  a ll th e  grain  

carried  th e r e  b e fo r e  h a lf  p a st th r e e  on  th e  first d ay . S o m e  

v illa g e r s  to o k  p a d d y , carr ied  it h o m e , an d  to o k  it  back  

a g a in  th e  n e x t  d a y , t i l l  f in a lly  it  w a s  h u lled .

U n c le  I -h s in  k e p t h e a r in g  rem ark s w h ic h  b od ed  n o  good . 
O n e c o m m en ted  o n  th e  sp e e d  o f  th is  h u lle r , a n o th er  on  

its  c o n v e n ie n c e . T h e  b oa t w a s  th e  ta lk  o f  th e  v il la g e .
“T im e  w il l  s h o w ,” h e  sa id  to  h im se lf .
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H e  w o u ld  w a tc h  d e v e lo p m e n ts  c a lm ly . S o m e  th in g s  

m a d e  a g rea t s t ir  to  b e g in  w ith , o w in g  to  th e ir  n o v e lty ,  
b u t as t im e  w e n t  o n  fo lk  sa w  th e m  a t th e ir  tru e  v a lu e .  
H e h ad  k n o w n  th is  to  h a p p en  q u ite  o fte n .

A fte r  th a t th e  b o a t k e p t co m in g . It ch a rg ed  th ir ty -f iv e  

c e n ts  fo r  p o lish in g  a h u n d red  c a tt ie s  o f  p a d d y , w h ic h  U n c le  

I -h s in  c a lc u la te d  w a s  n o  ch ea p er  th a n  w h a t h e  ch arg ed  fo r  

h u llin g  r ic e  b y  h an d . A  w o rk m a n , p a id  f if ty  c e n ts  a 

d a y , co u ld  h u ll tw o  h u n d red  c a tt ie s . Y o u  h ad  to  offer  

h im  a c a tty  o f  w in e  a t th ir te e n  c e n ts , w h ic h  b ro u g h t co sts  

u p  to  s ix ty - th r e e  c e n ts ;  b u t y o u  cou d  g iv e  h im  co a rse  fo o d , 

n o t lik e  th e  m e a l a ta ilo r  d em a n d ed  w h e n  h e  w o rk ed  in  

so m e o n e ’s h o u se . A n d  as e v e r y  h o u se h o ld  h ad  p le n ty  o f  

v e g e ta b le s , j e l ly  fish  o r  p reserv ed  se a -fo o d , th e r e  w a s  n o  

n e e d  to  b u y  th e se , w h i le  th e  r ice  d id  n o t ad d  u p  to  m u ch . 
S o m e tim e s  th e  w o rk m a n  d id  n ot d r in k , in  w h ic h  ca se  

th ir te e n  c e n ts  c o u ld  b e  sa v ed . T h e r e  w a s  n o  d e n y in g  th a t  

m a c h in e -p o lish e d  r ic e  w a s  w h ite r  th a n  th a t h u lle d  b y  h an d  

w ith  a p e s t le . B u t c o u n tr y  fo lk  w e r e  n o t too  p a rticu la r , 
an d  if  y o u  w a n te d  w h ite  r ic e  y o u  g o t le s s  th a n  o n e  b u sh e l  
fo r  tw o  h u n d red  c a tt ie s  o f  p a d d y . B e s id e  w h ic h , th e r e  w a s  

a g ood  d ea l o f  b rea k a g e . T h e  o n ly  a d v a n ta g es  o f  th e  b oat  

w e r e  th a t it  sa v ed  t im e  an d  tro u b le . B u t  w a s th a t so  im 
p ortan t?  H o u seh o ld s  u se d  to  h ir in g  a m a n  d id  n o t find  it  

a n u isa n ce , an d  sp e e d  d id  n o t m a tte r  e ith e r . N o  fa m ily  

w a ite d  t i l l  it s  r ice  w a s  fin ish ed  b e fo r e  h u ll in g  an o th er  lo t .

U n c le  I -h s in ’s  v ie w  p ro v ed  correct. T h e  r ice  b o a t d id  

v e r y  l i t t le  b u sin ess . T h e  o th er  v illa g e r s  m ad e th e  sa m e  

c a lcu la tio n , an d  r e a liz e d  th e  r e la t iv e  a d v a n ta g es  an d  d is 

a d v a n ta g es , w h ile  m a n y  o f  th e m  c o n tin u e d  to  sh a k e  th e ir  

h ea d s o v er  th e  m a n  w h o  h ad  ea ten  m a c h in e  r ice  w h i le  in  

S h a n g h a i and H a n k o w  o n  b u sin ess , w h o  h ad  su ffered  fro m  

b er ib e r i fo r  m a n y  y e a r s , n o t reco v er in g  t i l l  h e  cam e h o m e  

an d  a te  u n p o lish e d  r ice .

W h en  U n c le  I -h s in  m a d e  u p  h is  a cco u n ts  a t th e  en d  o f  

th e  m o n th  h e  fo u n d  th a t h is  b u sin ess  h ad  fa lle n  o ff v e r y  

l i t t le .  O n ly  fiv e  o f  h is  fo r m e r  cu sto m ers  h a d  sto p p ed  

co m in g , an d  th a t m e a n t l i t t le  lo ss , as th e y  a te  o n ly  a f e w  

p e c k s  e v e r y  m o n th . M ost o f  th e  v il la g e r s  h ired  m e n  to
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h u ll th e ir  r ic e  a t h o m e . These who b o u g h t sm a li q u a n ti

t ie s  o f  p o lish e d  r ic e  fr o m  h im  e ith e r  h a d  n o  h u ll in g  im p le 
m e n ts  o f  th e ir  o w n , o r  co u ld  n o t afford  to  b u y  a h u n d red  

or tw o  h u n d red  c a tt ie s  o f  p a d d y  a t  a  tim e . A n d  b e sid e s , 
h e  a llo w e d  th e m  cred it. T h e  fiv e  h o u se h o ld s  w o n  o v er  

b y  th e  b o a t w e r e  n o t  to o  p o o r  b u t c o u ld  n o t afford  th e  

h u llin g  gear . T h e  b o a t’s  b e s t  c u sto m ers  w e r e  th o se  w h o  

h ad  b o th  g ra in  an d  im p le m e n ts . B u t th e se  h ad  n e v e r  d e a lt  

w ith  h im  a n y w a y .

W ith in  tw o  m o n th s , tw o  o f  th e  f iv e  fa m ilie s  s ta r te d  b u y 
in g  r ic e  fr o m  U n c le  I -h s in  a g a in , a n d  th e  r ice  b o a t’s  v is it s  

b eca m e  le s s  fr e q u e n t as i t  w a s  d o in g  le s s  b u sin ess  th an  

in  th e  fir st m o n th .

“It  c a n ’t w in  a w a y  m y  c u sto m e r s!” th o u g h t U n c le  I -h s in  

w ith  se c r e t  sa t is fa c tio n . H e  w a s n o t a fra id  o f  a n y th in g  

n o w . H e s im p ly  fo u n d  th e  b oa t a n  in fe r n a l n u isa n ce , w ith  

it s  fo u l s m e ll  an d  it s  c la tte r . P a r tic u la r ly  m a d d en in g  w a s  

th e  w a y  it  h a d  m o o red  a t th e  j e t t y  o n  th e  d a y  th a t th e  

fo u n d a tio n s  o f  h is  h o u se  w e r e  la id , an d  tr ied  to  fr ig h te n  

h im . B u t m u c h  as h e  d is lik e d  it ,  h e' sa id  n o th in g  a g a in st  

it . T h at w o u ld  h a v e  se e m e d  to o  p e tty -m in d e d .
“O th ers w i l l  d o  th e  c o m p la in in g ,” h e  th o u g h t. It w a s  

n o t h is  jo b  th e  b o a t h ad  ta k e n , b u t th a t o f  th e  m en  w h o  

w e n t  fr o m  h o u se  to  h o u se  h u ll in g  g ra in . E ach  tw o  h u n 

d red  c a tt ie s  o f  r ic e  h u lle d  b y  th e  b oat m e a n t o n e  d a y ’s  

le s s  w o r k  fo r  th e m , o n e  d a y ’s  le s s  fo o d , an d  f if ty  c e n ts  le s s  

ea rn in g s .

“W e sh a n ’t s ta r v e  b eca u se  o f  it !” H e  h eard  th e m  g r o w l  
a n g r ily .

T h a t w a s tr u e , as h e  k n e w . M en  w h o  w e r e  s tr o n g  e n o u g h  

to  tu rn  m ills  a n d  w ie ld  h e a v y  p e s t le s  c o u ld  do o th er  w o rk . 
B e sid e s , v e r y  f e w  o f  th e m  liv e d  e n t ir e ly  b y  h u ll in g  r ice .

T h ese  m e n  figu red  i t  o u t, an d  sa id : “T h e y ’l l  n e v e r  m a k e  

it  p a y  —  th a t la r g e  b oat w ith  th e  h u lle r  an d  o n e  w o rk m a n , 

o n e  a cco u n ta n t an d  o n e  a p p r e n tic e .”
B u t th e  o w n e r , L in  C h i-k a n g , h ad  g iv e n  th o u g h t to  th is . 

H e  h ad  p le n ty  o f  ca p ita l. In  P e ic h ie h  h e  o w n e d  Y u n g  T ai 
R ic e  ‘S h op , W an  Y u  W ood S h o p , H s in g  C h an g  S ilk  S h o p , 

L u n g  M ao S o y a  S h o p , an d  T ien  S h e n g  H s ia n g  G ro cery , to
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s a y  n o th in g  o f  th e  m o n e y -c h a n g e r ’s b u s in e ss  h e  ran  w ith  

a fr ie n d  in  th e  c o u n ty  to w n . H e  c o u ld  afford  in it ia l lo s se s  

fo r  th e  sa k e  o f  fu tu r e  p rofits. A t  th e  b e g in n in g  o f  th e  

th ird  m o n th , h is  b o a t su d d e n ly  lo w e r e d  it s  p r ic e . In stea d  

o f  th ir ty -f iv e  c e n ts  fo r  a h u n d red  c a tt ie s , i t  n o w  a sk ed  

th ir ty  cen ts .
T h is  c o n sid era b le  red u ctio n  th r e w  H su eh  F a m ily  V illa g e  

in to  a  fe r m e n t a g a in . H o u seh o ld s  w h ic h  g e n e r a lly  h ire d  

m e n  to  do th e ir  h u ll in g  ju m p e d  a t th is  ch a n ce , an d  to o k  

th e ir  g ra in  to  th e  je t ty .
“I sh a n ’t b e  th e  lo s e r ,” d ec la red  U n c le  I -h s in  c a lm ly .

H is  r ic e  a cco u n ts a t th e  en d  o f  th a t m o n th  sh o w e d  th a t  

o n ly  s ix  cu sto m ers  h ad  le f t  h im . H e  w a tc h e d  im p a ss iv e ly  

as th e  b o a t’s  tra d e  p ick ed  u p  an d  th e n  s lo w ly  f e l l  o ff a ga in . 
T h ere  w e r e  a lr ea d y  m a n y  co m p la in ts  th a t th e  m a c h in e 
h u lle d  h u sk s  w e r e  to o  b it ty  to  u se  as fu e l ,  w h i le  th e  bran  

w a s to o  coarse  to  fe e d  to  h e n s  an d  co u ld  o n ly  b e  so ld  as 

d u c k -fe e d  fo r  le s s  th a n  five  cop p ers. I t  fe tc h e d  m e r e ly  

th r e e  cop p ers p er  c a tty , in  fa c t , an d  th e y  h ad  to  s ie v e  it  

first a g a in  an d  aga in . A s  th e  v il la g e r s  lik e d  b ig  h u lls  and  

fin e  chaff, th e y  w o u ld  h a v e  lik e d  to  h ir e  m e n  to  r e m o v e  

th e  h u sk s  an d  th e n  g e t  th e  b o a t to  p o lish  th e  r ice . B u t  

fo r  th a t th e y  w o u ld  n o t p a y  th ir ty  c e n ts  a h u n d red  ca tt ie s . 

A ll th e y  o ffered  w a s  fifteen .

T h is  th e  b oa t w o u ld  n o t a ccep t, h o w e v e r . T h e  a c co u n ta n t  

e x p la in e d  th a t u n h u sk e d  an d  h u sk e d  r ice  m e a n t th e  sa m e  

a m o u n t o f  w o rk . A  h u n d red  c a tt ie s  o f  p a d d y  p ro d u ced  

o n ly  f iv e  p eck s  o f  m a c h in e -p o lish e d  rice , b u t th e  sa m e  

a m o u n t o f  h u sk ed  r ice  p ro d u ced  n e a r ly  a h u n d red  c a tt ie s  

o f  p o lish e d  r ice . T h a t w a s  a lr ea d y  to  th e ir  a d v a n ta g e , an d  

th e y  co u ld  n o t ask  th e  b oat to  h a lv e  it s  p r ic e . A t  th e  

m o st it  w o u ld  co m e  d o w n  to  tw e n ty - f iv e  c e n ts . B u t  to  

th is  th e  v il la g e r s  d id  n o t a g ree . T h e y  ch o se  to  g o  on  

h u llin g  r ic e  a t h om e.
S o  U n c le  I -h s in  sa w  th e  b o a t’s tra d e  fa l l  o ff a ga in .

“I t ’s n o t a p a y in g  p ro p o sitio n ,” h e  rem a rk ed  w ith  s e c r e t  

sa tis fa c tio n .

B u t if  o n e  m e th o d  w o n ’t w o rk , y o u  can  a lw a y s  tr y  

a n o th er . L in  h it  o n  a n e w  so lu tio n . A s  h e  o w n e d  Y u n g
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T ai R ice  S h o p  in  P e ic h ie h , ra th er  th a n  ad m it d e fe a t h e  

m a d e th e  b oa t s e l l  r ice .

T h at w a s w h e n  th e  b oat b e c a m e  a  se r io u s  r iv a l. I t  u n d e r 
c u t U n c le  I -h s in . A s  h e  h ad  a fu n d  o f  g o o d w ill , w e n t  o u t  

o f  h is  w a y  to  h e lp  o th ers , an d  c o u ld  k e e p  h is  o w n  a cco u n ts , 

it  h ad  n o t cro ssed  h is  m in d  th a t a n y o n e  co u ld  s te a l h is  

cu sto m ers; b u t n o w  th e y  w e r e  r u sh in g  to  th e  b oa t to  b u y  

at th e  ch ea p er  ra te . T h e  first an d  se c o n d  grad es w e r e  n o t  

im p o rta n t, a s f e w  o f  th e  v illa g e r s  a te  w h ite  r ice . B u t th e  

th ird  g ra d e  w a s  a n o th er  m a tte r  —  an d  h ere  th e  b o a t had  

m a d e th e  b ig g e s t  cu t.
“Is it  g o in g  to  d am a g e  m e  too , a fte r  a ll th o se  o th e r s? ” 

h e  w o n d er ed .

H e  m a n ip u la ted  h is  ab acu s, an d  fo u n d  h e  s t i l l  h ad  a 

m a rg in  o f  p rofit.

“I ’l l  co m e  d o w n  to  y o u r  p r ice , an d  s e e  if  y o u  can  s t i l l  
s te a l  m y  c u sto m e r s!”

U n c le  I -h s in  b ro u g h t d o w n  h is  p r ic e s  to  th e  b o a t’s :  S ix  

tw e n ty  fo r  th e  first grad e, fiv e  s ix t y  fo r  th e  seco n d , and  

fo u r  e ig h ty  in s te a d  o f  five  d o lla rs  fo r  th e  th ird .

O n ce  a g a in  th e  b o a t’s b u s in e ss  f e l l  off. A fte r  a ll , th e  

v illa g e r s  w e r e  U n c le  I -h s in ’s  fr ien d s: T h e y  c a m e  b ack  to  

h is  sh o p . N o t  o n e  b o u g h t fr o m  th e  b oat.
“M a c h in e -p o lish e d  r ice  —  p oor  s tu ff!  G iv es  y o u  b er ib er i. 

W h o w a n ts  th a t? ”
W h en  L in  C h i-k a n g  k n e w  th a t h is  p la n  h ad  fa ile d  b e c a u se  

U n c le  I -h s in  h ad  lo w e r e d  h is  p r ic es  too , h e  m a d e  a n o th er  

cu t. H e red u ced  th e  tw o  top  gra d es b y  fiv e  cen ts , th e  lo w e r  

b y  ten .

U n c le  I -h s in  flick ed  th e  b ead s o f  h is  ab acu s a g a in , an d  

red u ced  a cco rd in g ly .
T h e  tra d e  r em a in ed  h is.

T h en  L in  s la sh e d  h is  p r ic es  a g a in , s e l lin g  th e  th ird  g rad e  

fo r  fo u r  d o lla rs  s ix t y  cen ts .

U n c le  I -h s in  m a d e  an o th er  c a lc u la tio n . F r e sh  p a d d y  

co st a d o lla r  te n  e v e r y  h u n d red  c a tt ie s  and a te n th  o f  it  

d isa p p ea red  d u r in g  th e  d ry in g . A  b u sh e l o f  r ice  c o st  fo u r  

d o lla rs, a  d a y ’s  la b o u r  th ir ty -f iv e  c e n ts . W ith  fo o d  th is  

ca m e  to  o v e r  fo u r  fo r ty  a d ay . I f  y o u  ad d ed  ren t, ta x e s ,
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transport, incidental expenses and interest, he could only 
sell at a loss.

M a k e  a n o th er  c u t  or  n o t?  U n le s s  h e  red u ced , h e  w o u ld  

lo s e  h is  cu sto m ers . N e w  r ice  w o u ld  so o n  b e  o n  th e  m a rk et, 

an d  k e e p in g  o ld  sto c k s  w o u ld  m a k e  h is  lo s se s  g rea ter . 
G r itt in g  h is  te e th , h e  b rou g h t th e  p r ic es  d o w n .

A p p a r e n tly  L in  w a s  tired  o f  lo s in g  m o n e y , fo r  n o w  th e  

b o a t s to p p ed  co m in g . It m o o red  id ly  in  P e ic h ie h .
U n c le  I -h s in  s ig h e d  w ith  r e lie f . H e  h ad  n o t y e t  lo s t  

to o  m u ch , an d  sh o u ld  b e  a b le  to  reco u p  d u r in g  th e  n e x t  

tw o  q u arters.

“T h e  sc o u n d r e l m u s t  h a v e  h u r t h im se lf  a s m u ch  as a n y 
o n e  e ls e ,” h e  r e fle c te d  a n g r ily . “ I f  n o t, w h y  sh o u ld  h is  

b o a t h a v e  s to p p e d  c o m in g ? ”

L itt le  d id  h e  k n o w  th a t L in  h ad  d e c id e d  to  d e sto r y  h im .
C h u g , ch u g , c h u g . . . .

T h e  h a r v e st  w a s  n o  so o n er  in  th a n  th e  b o a t reap p eared  

in  th e  v illa g e .

I t  w a s  s t i l l  h u ll in g  an d  s e l lin g  r ice . B u t th e  p r ic e  in  

b o th  ca ses w a s  lo w e r  th a n  e v e r . It ch a rg ed  f ifte e n  c e n ts  

o n ly  to  h u ll r ic e , th e  p r ice  th e  v il la g e r s  h ad  a sk ed . A n d  

th e  p r ic e  o f  r ic e  w e n t  d o w n  fr o m  d a y  to  d a y , t i l l  th e  th ird  

g rad e h ad  fa l le n  to  fo u r  d o lla rs .

U n c le  I -h s in , w h o  h ad  ju s t  b o u g h t in  n e w  su p p lie s , cu t  

h is  p r ices  in  d esp era tio n . B u t  h is  r ic e  w o u ld  n o t s e l l .  T h e  

w h o le  v il la g e  k n e w  th a t  L in  w a s  p la y in g  w ith  h im  an d  

d id  n o t m in d  lo s in g  m o n e y . E ach  t im e  U n c le  I -h s in  c u t  

h is  p r ice , L in  w o u ld  c u t  h is  a g a in . S o  th o u g h  U n c le  I -h s in  

m a d e  red u ctio n s , n o b o d y  b o u g h t fr o m  h im  —  n e x t .d a y  th e y  

c o u ld  b u y  a t a  c h e a p e r  p r ic e  fr o m  th e  b oa t.

U n c le  I -h s in  d ared  n o t g o  o n  lo s in g  l ik e  th is . H e  a n 
n o u n ced  th a t h e  h a d  sto p p ed  s e l lin g  r ic e , c lo sed  d o w n  h a lf  

h is  sh o p , p a id  o ff h is  a ss is ta n t, an d  p rep ared  to  s e l l  th e  

r ic e  h e  h ad  b o u g h t in .

“T h is  is  th e  e n d !” h e  s ig h e d . “T h e m a n  has c a p ita l —  

w h a t can  I d o?”

B u t L in  h ad  n o t fin ish ed  w ith  h im  y e t . K n o w in g  th a t  

U n c le  I -h s in  w a n te d  to  s e l l , h e  p la y e d  a n o th er  tr ick . W h en  

th e  n e w  r ic e  c a m e  o n  th e  m a rk et h e  h ad  b o u g h t in  la r g e
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q u a n tit ie s , and  n o w  h e  sta r te d  d u m p in g  th is  o n  th e  m a rk et. 

U n c le  I -h s in  d id  n o t w a n t  to  s e l l ,  b u t h is  h an d  w a s  fo rced . 
I f  h e  h u n g  on  to  th e  g ra in , th e r e  w a s  n o  k n o w in g  h o w  

g ood  n e x t  y e a r ’s  h a r v e s t  w o u ld  b e . B e s id e s , to  k e e p  a ll  
th a t r ice  in stea d  o f  c h a n g in g  it  fo r  m o n e y  w o u ld  't ie  h is  

h an d s in  h is  g r o cery  b u sin e ss . H e  h ad  to  s e l l  o u t a t a  lo ss  
aga in .

C h u g , ch u g , ch u g  . . . .

T h e  b o a t’s  b u s in e ss  p ick ed  u p  o n c e  m ore . I t  cap tu red  

n o t o n ly  th e  r ic e  tra d e , b u t th e  h u ll in g  as w e ll .  I t  ca m e  

e v e r y  f e w  d ays —  s o m e tim e s  e v e r y  d a y  —  to  th e  v il la g e .
“T h e  d e v il!” U n c le  I -h s in  g ro u n d  h is  te e th  an d  sw o r e  

u n d e r  h is  b rea th  ea ch  t im e  h e  s a w  th e  b oat. H e  w a s  in  a 

co ld  sw e a t  a t th e  th o u g h t o f  h is  d e b ts . In  a ll  h is  y e a r s  

o f  tra d in g , h e  h ad  n e v e r  su ffered  su c h  a se tb a ck  b efo re .

H e  sa w  b u s in e ss  b o o m  fo r  th e  b oat, an d  r ic e  go  u p  aga in . 

W h en  h e  h ad  so ld  a ll h is  p a d d y , th e  p r ic e  o f  th a t ro se  too .
“W e ll, I can  ta k e  i t ! ” h e  th o u g h t, an d  th is  w a s  h is  a n sw er  

to  q u e stio n s  a b o u t h is  a ffa ir s . “R ice  w a s  a s id e - lin e  fo r  m e  

in  a n y  ca se . I s h a ll  c o n c e n tr a te  on  m y  m a in  b u s in e ss  n o w . 
I ’v e  g o t so m e  good  l in e s  th e r e .”

I t  w a s  tru e . H is  o n e  h o p e  n o w  la y  in  h is  g ro cery . I f  

n o t fo r  th is , h e  c o u ld  n e v e r  h a v e  h o p ed  to  ra ise  h is  h ead  

a g a in  a fte r  su c h  a crash .
H is  C h an g  H sia n g  S to r e  w a s  a n  o ld  e s ta b lish m e n t, h is  

c r e d it  w a s  good , an d  so  w a s  th e  lo c a tio n . T h e  sh o p  w a s  

th e  first b u ild in g  a fte r  N o r th  B r id g e  a t th e  to p  o f  th e  s tr e e t , 
so  th a t  a n y o n e  p a ss in g  th a t  w a y  b y  la n d  or  w a te r  co u ld  

b e  s e e n  fro m  b eh in d  th e  co u n ter . O n m a rk et d a y s  p ed la rs  

an d  cu sto m ers  cro w d ed  rou n d  h is  en tr a n c e , m a k in g  it  e a sy  

fo r  h im  to  d o  o th e r  b u s in e ss  and fo r  th e m  to  b u y  fr o m  h im . 
T h e  r e n t w a s fo r ty  d o lla rs  a y e a r , w h ic h  w a s  n o t e x o r 
b ita n t  fo r  a d o u b le  fro n ta g e , w ith  sto r e -r o o m s an d  a k itc h e n  

a t th e  b ack . N o w  th a t h e  h ad  sto p p e d  d e a lin g  in  r ic e , h e  

h ad  m u c h  m o re  sp a c e ; b u t h e  d id  u p  th e  p r e m ise s  an d  

tu r n e d  o n e  room  in to  a  p u b lic  p arlou r , to  g iv e  th e  p la c e  a  

m o r e  p rosp ero u s ap p ea ra n ce . Q u ite  a n u m b er  o f  fo lk  lik e d  

to  d ro p  in  fo r  a ch a t, an d  o n ce  th e r e  w a s  th is  p a r lo u r  th e y  

d id  n o t h a v e  to  s q u e e z e  b eh in d  th e  co u n ter  b u t c o u ld  s it
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lo n g e r . A s th e y  a ll  h ad  th e  su r n a m e  H su e h  a n d  U n c le  

I -h s in  w a s  su c h  a g o o d -n a tu re d  f e l lo w , th e y  c o u ld  s i t  th e r e  

as lo n g  as th e y  p le a se d  w h e th e r  h e  w a s  in  or  n o t, c h a ttin g , 

l is te n in g  to  th e  n e w s , an d  w a tc h in g  th e  road  or th e  r iv er . 

T h o u g h  th e  sh o p  h a d  n o  m a n a g er , a cco u n ta n t, a ss is ta n t or  

a p p ren tice , a ll th is  co m in g  an d  g o in g  m a d e  i t  a l iv e ly  p la ce .

A m o n g  th e se  h a b itu e s  w e r e  so m e  w h o  f e l t  co n cern ed  fo r  

U n c le  I -h s in , as w e ll  a s so m e  w h o  ju s t  ca m e  to  h a v e  so m e  

fu n . O n e d a y  o n e  o f  th e m  sa id :

“T h e y  s a y  th e  r ic e  b o a t’s b u s in e ss  is  s o  good  th a t L in  

C h i-k a n g  w a n ts  to  r e n t a  sh o p  fr o n t fr o m  y o u .”

U n c le  I -h s in  g la r ed .

“N e v e r !” h e  g r o w le d  fro m  b e tw e e n  c le n c h e d  te e th . “T h e  

m a n  m u st b e  d rea m in g ! I w o u ld n ’t  ta k e  h im  as a  ten a n t  

fo r  a  h u n d red  d o lla rs  a m o n th ! N o t u n le s s  I w e r e  b an k 
r u p t!”

“Q u ite  r ig h t to o ,” a g r e e d  th e  o th ers .

It w a s  th e  v il la g e  h ea d  w h o  h a d  sp o k e n  first. A s  h e  

w a s  fo n d  o f  a jo k e , U n c le  I -h s in  th o u g h t th is  w a s  ju s t  a  

b it  o f  h is  fu n . T h a t w a s  w h y  h e  r e v e a le d  h is  tr u e  f e e l 
in g s . T h e  fa c t  w a s , h o w e v e r , th a t th e  v il la g e  h ea d  h ad  b een  

a sk ed  b y  L in  to  s e e  h o w  th e  la n d  la y . I f  U n c le  I -h s in  w e r e  

to  r e fu s e , th a t w o u ld  m ea n  a  lo ss  o f  fa c e  for  L in , w h ic h  

e x p la in s  w h y  h e  a sk ed  th e  v il la g e  h ea d  to  so u n d  h im  out 

c a su a lly . A s  h e  h ad  e x p e c te d , w ith o u t  car in g  w h e th e r  th e  

p ro p o sa l w a s  se r io u s  o r  n o t, U n c le  I -h s in  f le w  in to  a  rage.

“W e’l l  w a it  t i l l  h e ’s b a n k ru p t th e n !” L in  r e a c te d  w ith  
a la u g h .

H e  s ta r te d  p la n n in g  h o w  to  g e t  h is  w a y .

H e  w a s in  n o  h u rry  to  d r iv e  U n c le  I -h s in  o u t o f  b u sin ess , 
b u t p re fe r r e d  to  b a n k ru p t h im  s lo w ly . F irs t h e  to o k  a 

co p p er  or  tw o  o ff th e  p r ic e  o f  so y a  sa u c e  in  L u n g  M ao  

S o y a  S h op .

It w a s  o n ly  tw o  an d  a  h a lf  li fr o m  P e ic h ie h  to  th e  v illa g e  

—  n o  d is ta n ce  a t a ll. S o m e  o f  th e  v illa g e r s  w e n t  th ere  

e v e r y  d a y , an d  a lth o u g h  th e  p r ic e  red u ctio n  w a s  so  sm a ll 

th e y  h ea rd  o f  i t  a t o n c e . A s  tw o  an d  a h a lf  li w a s  n o th in g  

to  th e m , th e y  to o k  th e ir  so y a  sa u c e  b o tt le s  to  P e ic h ie h .
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' ‘T im e s a re  c e r ta in ly  b ad !” U n c le  I -h s in  sh o o k  h is  h ea d , 

n o t r e a liz in g  th a t  th is  w a s  a im ed  a t  h im . A s  h e  d id  n o t  

s e l l  m u ch  so y a  sa u c e  in  a n y  ca se , h e  d e c id e d  n o t to  lo w e r  

th e  p r ice  b u t w a it  to  s e e  h o w  th in g s  w e n t .

B e fo r e  lo n g  w in e  W ent u p , an d  it  w a s  q u ite  c o m m o n ly  

sa id  th a t th e  w in e  ta x  w o u ld  b e  in c r e a se d  fro m  fiv e  d o lla rs  

a k e g  to  s e v e n . A n d  g lu t in o u s  r ic e  w o u ld  g o  u p  lik e  o th e r  

gra in , b e c a u se  o f  th e  g e n e r a l u n r e s t  in  th e  d is tr ic t.

“W h at I lo s e  o n  o n e  lin e  I can  m a k e  u p  on  a n o th e r ,” 

th o u g h t I -h s in .

H e m a d e  so m e , ca lcu la tio n s , a n d  as g lu t in o u s r ic e  h ad  

n o t y e t  r ise n  m u c h  h e  b o rro w ed  m o n e y  an d  b o u g h t in  a 

sto c k  o f  w in e .

S u re  en o u g h , g ra in  w e n t  o n  r is in g , to  U n c le  I - h s in ’s  

d e lig h t. W in e  w a s  b e g in n in g  to  g o  u p  too , an d  h e  in crea sed  

h is  p r ices.
B u t b e fo re  lo n g  th e  p rice  o f  w in e  in  L in ’s sh o p  w a s  

red u ced . A s U n c le  I -h s in  d id  n o t b e lie v e  it  w o u ld  g o  d o w n  

a n y  m o re , h e  k e p t  h is  s to c k  to  s e l l  la te r  ra th er  th a n  cu t  

h is  p rice . T h e n  a ll  h is  d r in k in g  cu sto m e r s  W ent to  P e ic h ie h .
T h e  p r ic es  in  L u n g  M ao S o y a  S h o p  flu ctu a ted , t i l l  U n c le  

I -h s in  b e lie v e d  L in  w a s  u n su r e  o f  h im se lf , an d  th is  m a d e  

h im  m ore  d e te r m in e d  n o t to  red u ce .

B u t on  th e  fir st o f  S e p te m b e r  th e  w in e -ta x  c o lle c to r  

arr iv ed . T h ere  w a s  n o  in cr ea se  a f t e r  a ll, an d  t im e s  w e r e  

m o re  se t t le d  a g a in , so  th e  p r ic e  o f  w in e  d rop p ed . T h en  

U n c le  I -h s in  k n e w  h e  h ad  m a d e  a  m ista k e , an d  b ro u g h t h is  

p rice  d o w n  too . B u t  L in  se e m e d  to  b e  th e  m ore  n e r v o u s  o f  

th e  tw o , fo r  h e  so ld  m o re  c h e a p ly  th a n  a n y w h e r e  e lse ,  

c u tt in g  h is  p r ic e s  aga in  an d  a g a in , t i l l  w in e  th a t h a d  so ld  

fo r  th ir ty  co p p ers  a  c a tty  w a s g o in g  fo r  tw e n ty .

B y  th is  t im e  U n c le  I -h s in  h ad  to  do th e  sa m e . O th er  

sh o p s cou ld  k e e p  th e ir  w in e  fo r  a y e a r  or a h a lf , b u t n o t  

h e . H e  h ad  t o  r e p a y  h is  lo a n s , an d  th e  in te r e s t  w a s  h e a v y .  
I f  h e  k e p t h is  w in e ,  it  m ig h t d ep rec ia te . J u st  th e  in te r e s t  

o n  th e  in te r e s t  h e  o w e d  w a s  a s iz a b le  su m .

H e  w a s g o in g  b a n k ru p t a g a in  in  th e  sa m e w a y  as b e fo re , 
an d  th is  m a d e  h is  l i f e  a  n ig h tm a re . H e  dared  n o t k e e p  up  

th e  p r ice  o f  so y a  sa u c e  e ith er .
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B u t U n c le  I -h s in  w a s  a n  e x p e r ie n c e d  tra d esm a n , w h o  h ad  

w a tc h e d  c o u n tle ss  sh o p s th r iv e  a n d  c lo se  d o w n . H e  co m 
b in ed  ca u tio n  w ith  b o ld n ess . In  d eb t as h e  w a s , h e  d id  

n o t g iv e  u p  h op e.
“I ’v e  d o n e  b u s in e ss  s in c e  I w a s  tw e n ty -fo u r ,” h e  sa id . 

“A n d  fo r  th e  first f e w  y ea rs I d id  w e ll  e n o u g h  o u t  o f  g ro 

cer ies  a lo n e .”
“W e s h a ll s e e ,” w a s L in ’s  la c o n ic  co m m en t. “W e sh a ll 

s e e .”

H e  s ta r ted  lo w e r in g  th e  p r ic e s  in  T ien  S h e n g  H sia n g  

G ro cery  top , an d  p o ste d  u p  a n n o u n c e m e n ts  to  th is  e ffe c t  

a ll th e  w a y  b e tw e e n  th e  v il la g e  a n d  P e ic h ie h . I t  w a s  n o w  ap 
p ro a ch in g  th e  e n d  o f  th e  y e a r , w h e n  e v e r y o n e  b u y s  m o re  

g ro cer ies  th a n  u su a l. T h e  p r a c tic e  h ad  a lw a y s  b e e n  to  

g iv e  cu sto m e r s  a b o n u s in  th e  sh a p e  o f  o n e  p a c k e t o f  

sw e e tm e a ts  to  sacr ifice  to  th e  K itc h e n  G od , b u t  n o w  T ie n  

S h e n g  H s ia n g  g a v e  tw o  p a c k e ts , an d  it s  g o o d s w e r e  m u c h  

ch eap er . T h e  v illa g e r s  flo c k e d  to  P e ic h ie h  a g a in . B y  th e  

m id d le  o f  th e  tw e lf th  m o n th  th e r e  w a s  s t il l  n o  N e w  Y ear  

sp ir it  in  U n c le  I -h s in ’s  sh op . T h o u g h  h e  lo w e r e d  h is  p r ices  

too , h is  b u s in e ss  w a s  poor; A n d  th e  m e n  w h o  u se d  to  

d rop  in  to  ch a t h ad  n e a r ly  a ll  s to p p e d  co m in g , fo r  th e y  

w e r e  b u sy  a t  th e  en d  o f  th e  y e a r . T h e  m o n e y -m a r k e t  w a s  

t ig h t too , a n d  s ta te m e n ts  o f  h is  a cco u n t s ta r te d  co m in g  in  

fro m  h is  w h o le sa le r s , w h i le  th e  m o n e y - le n d e r s  s e n t  to  

d em a n d  p a y m e n t.

A s fa r  as U n c le  I -h s in  c o u ld  s e e , h e  w a s fin ish ed . H e  

had sp e n t a ll  h is  sa v in g s  an d  r a ise d .lo a n s  to  b u ild  h is  h o u se  

th a t y e a r , con fid en t th a t a f e w  m o n th s  w o u ld  c lea r  h is  d eb ts. 

H e h a d  n o t fo r e se e n  th e  ru in  o f  h is  r ic e  an d  w in e  trad e, 
n or th e  fa c t  th a t  n o w  h e  c o u ld  m a k e  n o th in g  o n  h is  g ro 

cer ie s . I f  n o t  fo r  h is  p o p u la r ity , th e  fa c t  th a t h is  w a s  an  

o ld  e s ta b lish m e n t an d  h is  cred it w a s  good , h e  w o u ld  lo n g  

s in c e  h a v e  lo s t  ro o m  in  w h ic h  to  m a n o eu v re , a n d  h a d  to  

c lo se  d o w n  as a b a n k ru p t. L u c k ily  m a n y  o f  th e  h o u se w iv e s  

h ad  a h ig h  reg a rd  fo r  h im . T h ey , t id e d  h im  o v e r  b y  d e 
p o s it in g  w ith  h im  th e  N e w  Y e a r ’s m o n e y  s e n t  h o m e  b y  

th e ir  so n s an d  h u sb an d s, or th e ir  sa v in g s , f ifty  o r  a  h u n d red  

d o lla rs a t  a  t im e .
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S o  h e  g o t th r o u g h  N e w  Y ea r . B u t  h e  h a rd ly  d ared  th in k  

o f  th e  fu tu r e , w h ic h  h e  k n e w  w a s  e v e n  m o re  b la ck . H e  

tr ied  to  d e lu d e  h im s e lf  b y  sa y in g :
“N o w  I ’l l  m a k e  a fr e sh  s ta r t . L u ck  c h a n g es  e v e r y  yea r . 

T h e r e ’s  n o  r ea so n  w h y  L in  sh o u ld  h a v e  it  a ll  h is  o w n  w a y ; 

h e  m a y  b rea k  u p  e v e n  fa s te r . A n d  th e r e ’l l  b e  n o  w a y  o u t  

fo r  th a t sc o u n d r e l o n c e  h e  cra sh es , w h ile  I ca n  s t i l l  g e t  

a lo n g  as a  m id d le m a n .” In d eed , h e  c o u ld  m a k e  a l iv in g  

as a m id d lem a n . T h ere  are g o o d s to  b e  w e ig h e d  a ll  th e  

y e a r  rou n d . C abb age, tu rn ip s , b am b oo  sh o o ts , p lu m s, 
a p rico ts, p e a c h e s , m e lo n s , g o u rd s . . . an d  firew o o d  p r e tty  

w e ll  e v e r y  o th e r  d ay .

T h e  firew o o d  a lo n e  w a s  a lm o st en o u g h  to  k e e p  h im  b u sy , 
ru n n in g  h e r e  an d  th e r e  lo o k in g  fo r  cu sto m ers.

“I g u a r a n te e  th a t fu e l is n ’t  d a m p !” H e  s to o d  u p  on  th e  

b rid g e  to  s to p  S is te r  P in -s h e n g , w h e n  h e  sa w  h e r  p u ttin g  

o n e  f in g e r  in to  a b u n d le . “I f  a n y  w e r e  d a m p  I ’d h a v e  

p ick ed  it  o u t. A n d  th e  p r ic e  c o u ld n ’t b e  fa ir e r  —  five  

tw e n ty .”
“C an ’t y o u  co m e  d o w n  a  l i t t le ? ”

“I ’l l  g iv e  y o u  a g ood  w e ig h t . T h is  is  th e  m a r k e t p r ice , 
w e  c a n ’t g o  b e lo w  it . F u e l i s n ’t  l ik e  o th er  g o o d s. I b u rn  

th e  sa m e  a t h o m e , an d  o n ly  w is h  I co u ld  g e t  i t  ch ea p er  

m y s e lf . D o  y o u  o n ly  w a n t  tw o  b u n d les?  H e r e , le t  m e  

w e ig h  it . F o r ty -e ig h t . A ll  th is  w o o d  m a k es  ju s t  fo r ty -  

e ig h t c a tt ie s  —  th a t sh o w s y o u  h o w  d r y  it  m u st b e . F if ty !  
F if ty -o n e !  F o r ty -n in e !  . . . ”

C h u g , ch u g , ch u g . . . .

T h e  b o a t s ta r te d  u p  it s  h u lle r  b y  th e  j e t t y  a t N o r th  
B rid ge .

U n c le  I -h s in  co u ld  s e e  n o th in g  b u t th o se  h a te d  b la ck  

c irc le s , g o in g  ro u n d  an d  ro u n d , b lo t t in g  o u t e v e r y th in g  e lse . 
H e n e a r ly  ch o k ed  an d  c o u ld  h a r d ly  k e e p  h is  e y e s  o p en . 

H o rrified  to  f e e l  th e  s tr e n g th  e b b in g  fr o m  h is  lim b s , h e  

h a s t i ly  sa t  d o w n , c lu tc h in g  th e  b a la n ce .
C hu g , ch u g , c h u g . . . .

H is h e a r t w a s  th u m p in g  lo u d ly ] H e  m a d e  a trem en d o u s  

effort. A ll  h is  e n e r g y  s e e m e d  to  h a v e  b e e n  d ra in ed  b y  

th e  b oa t, le a v in g  h im  fe a r fu lly  e m p ty  —  lik e  h is  sh o p . It
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w a s  s t i l l  o p e n , th e r e  w e r e  good s o n  th e  s h e lv e s , an d  th e  

s ig n b o a rd  w a s  h a n g in g  o u t; b u t in  a c tu a l fa c t  h e  w a s  

a lr e a d y  b a n k ru p t. T h e  o ld  s to c k  in  h is  sto r e -r o o m  w a s  

f in ish e d , an d  n o  n e w  good s h ad  co m e in . H e  w a s  h e a v ily  

in  d e b t .

“I w a n t a c a tty  o f  d r a g o n -e y e s *  U n c le  I -h s in !” A u n t  

C h i-sh e n g  h ad  co m e  in .

H e  o p e n e d  a d ra w er  in  th e  co u n ter , an d  d isco v ered  th e r e  

w a s o n ly  h a lf  a c a tty  le f t .

H e  h u rr ie d  in to  th e  s to re -ro o m , b u t fo u n d  o n ly  m o u ld y  

b la c k  d a te s  th e r e .

H e  ca m e  q u ic k ly  b ack  to  th e  co u n ter  an d  o p e n e d  se v e r a l  
d ra w ers , b u t  a ll  w e r e  e m p ty . H a stily  h id in g  th e se  fr o m  

A u n t  C h i-sh e n g , h e  c lo se d  th e m  again .

“ S o ld  o u t . S h a ll I se n d  y o u  so m e th is  a fte r n o o n ? ”

S h e  sh o o k  h e r  h ea d  an d  le f t .

T h e r e  w a s  a q u iz z ic a l lo o k  in  h er  e y e , as i f  to  sa y :  “Y o u ’l l  

b e  g o in g  b a n k ru p t a n y  m in u te , I se e !”

“A  t in  o f  b am b oo  sh o o ts !” S is te r  P e n -c h u a n  w a s  at th e  

co u n ter .

“P le a s e  h a v e  a se a t!” H e  to o k  a q u ick  g r ip  o n  h im se lf  

an d  co n ju red  a sm ile  o n  to  h is  fa ce . B u t a fra id  sh e  w o u ld  

n o tic e  so m e th in g  w r o n g , h e  tu rn ed  and w e n t  to  th e  c u p 

board .

H e  s ta y e d  th e r e  fo r  a  t im e  as if  lo s t in  th o u g h t, an d  f in a lly  

fo u n d  a t in . H e  w ip e d  th e  d u st off it.

“ W h y  is  it  r u s ty ? ” S is te r  P e n -c h u a n  s ta red  in  su rp r ise . 

“G iv e  m e  a  b e tte r  o n e .”

“T h e  o u ts id e  d o e s n ’t  m a tter . It w a s b ro u g h t h e r e  in  th e  

ra in , th a t ’s  w h y  i t ’s  r u sty . T a k e  it  and tr y  it . I ’l l  ch a n g e  

it  i f  it  is n ’t g o o d .” H e w a s  a fra id  as h e  sp o k e . S is te r  P e n -  

ch u a n  w a s  g a z in g  rou n d  h er  se a r c h in g ly , a p p ra is in g  th e  

good s in  th e  sh o p . A s  sh e  to o k  th e  tin  an d  le f t ,  sh e  se e m e d  

to  b e  sa y in g : “C h an g  H sia n g  S to r e  is  g o in g  to  c lo se  d o w n !”

“H e ’l l  h a v e  to  c lo se  d o w n !” H e h eard  h er  a n n o u n ce  

o u ts id e .

‘Nephelium longana.
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“H e ’s  g o in g  b a n k ru p t!” o th e r s  ch im e d  in , co m in g  to w a rd s  
h im .

U n c le  I -h s in  h a s t i ly  o p e n e d  th e  b ack  d oor an d  w a lk e d  
to  th e  b r id g e . '

“P le a s e  s e t t le  fo r  th e  firew o o d  fo r  m e ,” sa id  S is te r  P in -  
sh en g .

T h at w a s  n o t w h a t  sh e  m e a n t. S h e  w a n te d  h er  d ep o sit  
back .

“F if ty  fo r  m e .”
“A  h u n d red  fo r  m e .”

“T h ree  h u n d red  fo r  m e .”
“P le a s e  p a y  m e  b ack , U n c le  I -h s in !”
it 99

it 99

it 99

C hu g, c h u g , ch u g . . . .

“G iv e  m e  y o u r  h o u se  t o  s e t t le  y o u r  d e b t.”
C hu g, c h u g , ch u g . . . .

“M ak e o v e r  th e  sh o p  to  m e !”
C hu g , ch u g , ch u g . . . .

S is te r  C h a n g -sh e n g , S is te r  W a n -fu , A u n t H s ie n -k a n g , 
A h -lin , U n c le  K u e i-tsa i, U n c le  M in g -fa , S is te r  P e n -c h u a n , 

G randad  H s in -sh e n g , S is te r  A h -k e n , H u n ch -b a ck  M ei-sh e n g , 
L am e A h - li ,  P o c k -m a r k e d  T h ird  B ro th er  . . . th e  w h o le 

sa lers , th e  m o n e y - le n d e r s  . . .  a ll  h ad  co m e. L ik e  th e  co n 
v e r g in g  b la ck  c ir c le s , th e y  w e r e  su r g in g  to w a rd s h im  fro m  
a ll s id es .

U n c le  I -h s in  s to o d  u p  b y  th e  p ara p et, le t t in g  g o  o f  th e  

b a la n ce . H e  c o u ld  n o t e v e n  g o  o n  a s  a m id d le m a n  n o w . 
H e  m u st  g e t  a w a y  a t  o n ce .

“A ll  r ig h t . A ll  r ig h t. T o m o rro w  is  m a rk et d ay . C om e  

b ack  to m o rro w ! I ’l l  h a v e  y o u r  m o n e y  r e a d y .”
A s h e  sp o k e  h e  w a lk e d  d o w n  fro m  th e  b r id ge .
C hu g , c h u g , ch u g . . . .

H is fo o t fa lls  so u n d ed  h e a v ily  in  h is  ears.

1935
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Translated by Gladys Yang

Y U A N  YING

Chang Tien-yi and His Young Readers

In a rather quiet street in east Peking small groups of chil
dren, many of them Young Pioneers, may often be seen enter
ing an old-fashioned gate, passing the wistaria in the courtyard 
and trooping merrily upstairs.

These are Chang Tien-yi’s young visitors.
They have a great deal to tell this writer who is one of their 

favourite teachers and friends: what poems their Pioneer group 
recited during an excursion to the country in the Spring, how 
the aeronautics group has made a new type of glider called a 
“pigeon-glider” because it is carried up in the air by a pigeon, 
how Chao Hsiao-ming or Yu Hung-hung has been doing better 
in arithmetic and got full marks in the last weekly test, how 
their school had a football match with another school and lost 
one point owing to the goal-keeper’s carelessness. . . . They 
have endless stories to tell. Before even sitting down they 
start chattering like a brook.

And this “Uncle” of theirs welcomes these young visitors 
eagerly and listens to each one with great interest. He knows 
them well, knows virtually each child’s family background and 
temperament, which of them are lively or pull faces when talk
ing, which little girls are shy and bend their heads to play 
with their plaits, whose father is a labour hero, whose mother 
is a doctor. . . .  As a true friend he helps them to solve their

Yuan Ying is a well-known writer of children’s stories. At the 
moment he is a literary editor of Renmin Ribao.
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problem s, and as one of the elder generation  he teaches w hat 
life  m eans. S om etim es he te lls them  about h is hard struggles  
in  the past or the n ew  th ings he has seen  in  the p eop le’s com 
m unes or construction sites during h is travels.

C hang T ien -y i g iv es u n stin tin g ly  of h is best to th ese children, 
the young readers h e  loves.

H is love for children w as ev id en t nearly  th irty  years ago.

D uring the th irties in  China th e revolutionary literary m ove
m ent, led  b y  the L eague o f L eft-W ing W riters headed b y  Lu 
H sun, sw ep t forw ard lik e the tide in  spring desp ite a ll efforts 
by th e reactionaries to suppress it. T his revolutionary liter 
ature grew  and gained  strength  in  th e hard fight against the 
enem y. This w as th e tim e w hen  a n ew  literature for children  
also appeared.

This n ew  ch ildren’s literature w a s d ifferent from  th e  earlier  
children’s literature, m ost o f w hich  encouraged children to  
escape from  th e  w orld  th ey  liv ed  - in , to  close their ey es to  
reality, to be docile as sheep, to grow  up w ith ou t h igh  ideals, 
conscious on ly  of p etty  selfish interests. T hat old literature  
did not g ive  them  m uch room  for im agination , m uch less inspire  
them  to change th e world.

B ut the w riters for children w ho grew  up during th e  revolu 
tionary literary  m ovem ent, m ade untiring efforts to alter th is  
situation . C hang T ien -y i w as on e of th ose w ho aroused m ost 
in terest. H is Big Lin and Little Lin and King Tutu w ere  
published  during th is period.

The story of Big Lin and Little Lin is  as fo llow s: L ittle Lin  
and h is brother B ig  Lin, leav in g  hom e to  find work, are sepa
rated by an ogre; L ittle Lin fa lls  in to  bad hands and is  sold as 

a slave; but h e  and h is friends fight stubbornly against their  
w icked  ow ners. B ig  Lin is adopted by a m illionaire and lives  
lik e  a parasite, eatin g  and id lin g  till he becom es as fa t and  
lazy  as a pig; finally  he fa lls  in to  th e sea and is  carried to Gold  
D ollar Island w here h e  dies of hunger on a p ile  of gold. This 

story first revealed  the w riter’s political insight; and literary  

gifts. H e led  h is  young readers in to  a w orld  of fancy  and  

show ed them  th e good and th e bad in  life  through a series  

of strange adventures, teaching them  to love w hat is good and  

hate w hat is  bad. This he achieved  not by em p ty  m oralizing  

but by hum orous incidents adapted to a ch ild ’s in terests and  
leve l o f understanding.

m

T w en ty-five  years have passed sin ce Bigr Lin and Little Lin 
w as first published. This story has delighted  tw o  generations 
of children. E ven today, like m any of h is later tales, it  is  still 
a favourite w ith  C hinese boys and girls.

In 1957, C hang T ien -y i m ade th e children another charm ing  
g ift —  The Magic Gourd. This story is not about som e fa iry 
land inhabited  by fa iries and goblins, b u t is  set in  C hina today  
and deals w ith  th e fancies of present-day C hinese children. 
Y oung W ang Pao has heard m any stories from  h is grandm other  
about th e m agic gourd w hich  g ives its  ow ner w hatever he  
w ants. H e dream s of p ossessing such a gourd and actually  
acquires one, so th at h e  can have w hatever he asks for or 
even  th inks of. T he m agic gourd does everyth in g  for him . 
B ut since h e  loses th e fu n  of m aking th ings or w ork ing h im 
self, th e m agic gourd deprives h im  of som ething m ore im portant 
than its  g if ts  —  the satisfaction  a ch ild  o f N ew  China finds in  
com m unity life  an d  w ork ing w ith  h is friends. F in a lly  he  
reveals the secret of the m agic gourd to h is teacher and class
m ates and it lo ses its  m agic power.

T his story te lls  children the truth  th at there is  no good  
fortune to be atta ined  w ith ou t w ork. A nyon e in  th is w orld  
w ho seek s for th is type of good fortune w ill find n o th in g  but 
trouble and unhappiness. True happiness lie s  in  study and  

hard work.
T his story, like a ll th ose  w ritten  b y  C hang T ien -y i, m ak es a 

w arm  personal appeal to  children; for th e life  described is  
their ow n and so is the language. T hey enter in to  th e joys  
and sorrow s o f the characters because th ese  are genuine children.

C hang T ien -y i has m any public duties. H e is a p eop le’s 
deputy, a council m em ber of th e C hinese W riters’ U nion, the  
ed itor-in -ch ief o f People’s Literature, P eking . T he hardships 
he suffered under the K uom intang regim e have perm anently  
injured h is health . Y et w h en  w ritin g  or ta lk in g  w ith  children  
he seem s so  fu ll of sp irit and so careless of h im self th at h is  
sm all gu ests o ften  rem ind him :

“U ncle T ien -y i, you  ought to rest n ow .”
B ut he answ ers w ith  a sm ile:
“No, th ere’s no need .”
Y es, for th e  ch ildren’s sake, to  help educate N ew  C hina’s 

n ext generation, th is indefatigab le w riter w ill not rest.
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Notes on Literature and A rt

CHANG TING

Folk Toys

Chinese folk toys have a long history. Merely in the Sung 
dynasty paintings of street vendors by Su Han-chen and others, 
we can see several hundred varieties, while museums today 
display many small porcelain and terracotta toys made during 
the Tang and Sung dynasties.

These children’s toys are not simply small reproductions of 
objects in daily use. When boys and girls play, they create 
a world of fancy of their own, and these folk toys in the tradi
tional style are among their most popular playthings.

These folk toys are usually made by peasants or deft
fingered housewives for some of the many traditional festivals 
celebrated in the Chinese countryside. Thus before the Lantern 
Festival, the Spring Fair or the Dragon Boat Festival, all sorts 
of toys are made for sale in the market, for personal enjoy
ment, or for the children of relatives and friends.

These toys are made to suit the children’s mental level. For 
instance, a tiger is a frightening beast, but parents want their 
children to become as strong as tigers to be able to stand up 
to all difficulties; so in some districts every family makes cloth 
tigers to hang on the curtains, doors or children’s clothes, to 
be used as toys or sometimes even as pillows. These stuffed 
tigers are generally made of bright yellow cloth with black 
designs on their bodies and wrinkled brows. They have short

Chang Ting is president of the Central Institute of Applied Arts 
in Peking.
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leg s  and tails, large ey es and a cheerfu l expression . T he resu lt 
is  som ething rather m a g n ific en t— a b east w ho look s both  
stupid  and in telligen t. T his is exactly  how  children im agine  

tigers: frien d ly  anim als w ith  w hom  th ey  can p lay and chat. 
S o  th ey  are not afraid of them  b u t lo v e  to  carry them  around.

F olk  toys are m ade in  m any d ifferen t m a te r ia ls : . straw , 
bam boo, w ood, terracotta, porcelain, clay, cloth and so on. 
T he m edium  varies from  district to  d istrict according to  w h at  

is availab le loca lly , and th e toys h ave th eir d istin ctive charac
teristics ow ing to special local custom s and conventions. T he  

terracotta w h istles of S ian in  Shensi, for instance, are m ade in  
th e form  o f hum an figu res w ith  coloured designs on  a  black  
ground; and m ost o f th ese  sim ple, charm ing figu res are based  
on characters in  th e local opera. T he c lay  figu rin es of W usih  
in  K iangsu are plum p and bright. C hekiang w ood carving is 
sophisticated and neat, depicting fish in g , boating, h u llin g  rice, 
herding cattle or other scenes from  th e  life  o f th e coast- 
dw ellers. The popular clay toys o f north  China, characterized  
b y sim plicity  o f form  and strong colour, are m iniature horses, 
dogs, lions or legen dary  figures. W ooden toys are favou rites  
too. A nd so are th e pottery m oulds w ith  w hich  in  spring and  
sum m er children turn out designs of all kinds.

T hese fo lk  toys cost n ex t to noth ing. D uring festiva ls, 
vendors w ith  carrying-poles or carts take th eir b rightly  coloured  
knick-knacks to th e tem ple fairs. A s th ey  sound th eir sm all 
gongs —  the gongs are lik e  toys th em selves —  the children  
crow d around. For a few  cents y ou  can b u y a cock w ith  b r il
lian t p lum age w hich  w h istles w h en  you  b low  it, or a bam boo  
d ragon -fly  w hich  can be flicked  stra ight up in to  th e air. T hese  
sim ple toys stir  th e ch ildren’s im agination  and appeal to their  
sense of beauty.

T he fo lk  artists w ho m ake these toys dep ict m ovem en ts and  
postures w ith  great technical econom y, d elib erately  om itting  
irrelevant details. Instead of striv ing  for verisim ilitu d e th ey  
grasp th e fundam ental spirit and m ake bold  use of artistic  
exaggeration . M uch in gen u ity  is sh ow n  in  th is art, w hich  is  
natural, sim ple and h igh ly  evocative. T hese toys are dynam ic  
and vibrant w ith  life , and their decorative qualities m ake th e  
children love them .

In recent years considerable attention  has been  paid to fo lk  
toys b y  artists, students of fo lk  lore, educationalists and those
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concerned w ith  child w elfare. M uch m aterial is being collected  
and studied. C hildren’s toys in  N ew  China w ill develop  
fu rth er on the basis o f our classical and folk  traditions and  
b y  absorbing the best features of the toys of other lands.

CHAO IT A N -L I

The Yung Lo Encyclopaedia

T his m onum ental w ork  is  a huge encyclopaedia com piled  
550 years ago. In 1403, th e  first year o f th e  reign  
of Y ung Lo o f th e M ing dynasty , th e  em peror, to con
solidate the n ew  regim e and w in  over th e country’s in te l
lectuals, ordered h is im perial academ y to  com pile a Wen Hsien 
Ta Cheng or com pendium  of literature, w hich  w as fin ish ed  the  
fo llow in g  year. S in ce th e w ork w as h astily  done and there  
w ere m any om issions, in  1405 Y ung Lo ordered h is academ icians 

to com pile a n ew  encyclopaedia, sum m oning scholars from, all 
over th e em pire to assist in  the com pilation  and th e copying. 
Som e three thousand m en w ere  th u s em ployed. F irst th ey  

em bodied the in form ation  in  the S u n g-an d -Y u an -d yn asty  books 
in  th e im perial library; th en  scholars w ere sent to F u k ien  and  

other provinces to co llect additional m aterial. W ithin a short 
period, about e ig h t thousand books o f history, philosophy, 
B uddhist and T aoist canons, northern and southern dram as, 
popular stories and so  forth  w ere c lassified  in  separate sections  

or books under d ifferen t headings arranged according to  a 
rhym ing system . B y  the end of 1408, th e  six th  year o f Y ung  

Lo, the encyclopaed ia  w as com pleted. It com prised 22,937

Chao Wan-li now working in the Peking Library is an expert on 
rare editions of Chinese classics.
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books, w hich  w ere bound in  11,095 volum es, totalling about 
370,000,000 characters in  all.

T h is encyclopaedia  w as com piled in  N anking, then the 
capital. In 1421 a n ew  palace w as b u ilt in  Peking. Sub
seq u en tly  th e N anking im perial library and the Yung Lo 
E ncyclopaedia w ere sen t to P ek in g  for safe keeping. Owing 
to th e  trem endous size of th is w ork, it  w as never printed. In 
1562, th e 41st year of Chia Ching, a fire  broke out in the 
palace, b u t th e encyclopaedia w as saved from  the flam es. This 
induced th e em peror to  g ive  orders for another copy to b e  m ad e  
in  case of further accidents. One hundred and e igh t copyists  
w ere em ployed , each  of w hom  copied three pages a day, and  
in  s ix  years th e w h o le  w as com pleted. Thus in  th e M ing  
d yn asty  there w ere tw o  ed itions o f th is encyclopaedia: th e  
original com piled at th e  begin n in g  of th e 15th century, and  
th e copy m ade in  th e m iddle o f th e  16th century. Later 
the original w as destroyed, b u t th e  copy w as preserved in  the  
im perial academ y. B y  th e  tim e of Chien Lung w h en  th e  
governm ent m ade a check, m ore than  2,400 books w ere lost, 
on ly  som e n ine thousand rem aining. T hese proved im m en sely  
u sefu l w hen  th e  C hing court began to  com pile books, for m uch  
valuab le h istorical m aterial cam e to ligh t again. B u t la ter  on  
th is encyclopaedia w as forgotten , and m ore volum es w ere sto len  
or dam aged b y  rats and m aggots. T hese further lo sses  w ere  
discovered in 1890. A  w orse b low  w as in  store, how ever, for  
in  1900 the troops o f e ight im peria list pow ers entered  Peking. 
Part of th e  encyclopaedia w as destroyed  in  fire, and th e re
m ain ing vo lu m es w ere  looted b y  th e foreign  o fficers and  
troops. M any w ere tak en  out of China to be sold as curios, 
or found their w ay  in to  public or private libraries as relics o f  
oriental culture. S ince then  th e largest libraries in  th e  U nited  
States, England, G erm any, Japan and other countries have  
possessed  vo lum es o f th e Y ung Lo E ncyclopaedia. T h is is one  
of th e  m ost b latant instances of th e lootin g  of C hina’s cu ltural 
relics b y  th e  im perialist powers.

T he destruction and th eft of th is w ork  w as an irreparable  
lo ss to the study of ancient C hinese literature, art, h istory  and 
science. T housands of books dating from  th e Sung and Yuan 
d ynasties on local geography, m edicine, poetry, prose and 
dram a em bodied in  th e Y ung Lo E ncyclopaedia w ere lost or 
le ft  incom plete. M any ancient w orks of scientific  value on 
agriculture, architecture, m edicine and kindred subjects must
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h ave been included  in  th is encyclopaedia; if  not for its  lo ss w e  
could com pare th e earlier tex ts w ith  th e  current, in ferior  
ed ition s and w ork  out a better version. U nfortunately , th is  
is  no longer possib le.

T he P ek ing  Library m ade great efforts to collect w hat  
volu m es it could o f the Y ung Lo E ncyclopaedia, and b y  the  
tim e o f liberation  in  1949 it had assem bled  110 volum es. In 
1951 the library of th e  Institu te of O riental S tudies of Leningrad  
U niversity  sen t th e C hinese M inistry of C ulture 11 vo lum es  
of th is encyclopaedia w hich  had been  in its possession  since  
tsarist days. In 1954 th e Lenin Library of the S ov iet U nion  
sen t our M inistry of Foreign A ffa irs another 52 vo lum es  
previously  k ep t b y  the library of th e Japanese-ow ned  South  
M anchuria R ailw ay Com pany. In 1955, w h en  Prem ier G rotew ohl 
of th e  G erm an D em ocratic R epublic v isited  China, he  
presented the govern m en t w ith  three vo lum es of th is w ork  
form erly  in  th e L eipzig U niversity  Library. T hese th ree  sets  
of volum es w ere la ter  m ade over to  P ek in g  Library. S ince a 
few  m ore volum es w ere  collected from  d ifferen t parts o f China, 
b y 1958 there w ere 215 volum es o f th is w ork in Peking.

T he va lue of th is encyclopaedia lies in  th e fact that its  com 
pilers collected a m ass of m aterial current at th e begin n in g  of 
the 15th century, m uch of w hich  is now  lo s t or has been  
handed dow n in m utilated  form . A s it  em bodied w h o le  sec
tions, parts and som etim es th e com p lete w ork w ith o u t any  
alteration, th is encyclopaed ia  is th erefore of great va lu e  for  
research w ork and a com parative stu d y  of texts. Som e clas
sical w orks b elieved  lo st have been  rediscovered here. For 
instance, during th e second h a lf o f th e  18th century w hen  
the Ching court w as com piling th e Four Libraries, over five  
hundred u n know n books cam e to lig h t in  th e  Y ung Lo 
Encyclopaedia. M oreover, w hen  w e com pare our current tex ts  
of ancient books w ith  th ose in th is w ork, w e  find  that it  u su a lly  
has th e better text.

T here are w orks on agriculture and technical subjects in  the  
Y ung Lo E ncyclopaedia. Thus B ook 13,194 contains W u T san’s 
Every Man’s Guide to Agriculture w ith  C hang F u ’s supplem ent, 
sum m arizing exp erien ce in  grow ing w heat, hem p, beans, 
spinach, turnips, peaches, plum s, apricots, persim m ons, pom e
granates, lotus, peon ies and bam boo. B ook 18,245 is  a work  
from  the begin n in g  of th e Y uan d yn asty  b y  H sueh C hing-sh ih  
dealing w ith  carpentry, th e m aking of w heel-barrow s, w eav in g -
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loom s and so forth  w ith  drafts and specifications. Though  
these are slender m anuals, th ey  are u sefu l for the stu d y  of old  
C hinese technology. The encyclopaedia also contains m any  
ancient treatises on m edicine and prescriptions not to  b e  found  
elsew here, w h ich  w ould  no doubt be valuab le in  th e  stud y of 
our traditional m edicine.

There are also m any local operas preserved here. The 
hsi-wen, popular in  th e Y angtse V alley  in  the 13th and  
14th centuries, is one of these. O f the three p lays of 
th is type preserved, that o f th e scholar Chang H sieh  is  excel
lent, describing h ow  prosperity m ad e him  turn u n gratefu l and  
leave h is w ife . T his is rem in iscent o f the M ing d yn asty  story  
The Beggar Chiefs Daughter* and the M ing d yn asty  p lay  

The Tale of the Lute.**
In addition, th ere are all sorts o f other form s of ancient 

literature: prose, poetry, songs and stories. A m ong th ese  are 
som e of a h igh  artistic order, as w e ll as lyrics and w ritin g  in  
praise of patriotism  and labour, all o f w hich  constitu te im por
tan t m aterial for a study of our literary  heritage.

For the conven ience o f research w orkers, th e C hunghua B ook  
Com pany in  P ek in g  plans to m ake photo-lithographic copies  
of the availab le vo lum es preserved  in  the P eking Library. 1958 

w as the 550th anniversary of th e  com pilation of th e  Y ung Lo 
E ncyclopaedia. T he reprinting o f th ese vo lum es w ill arouse 
great in terest am ong scholars in  China and abroad.

*See Chinese Literature No. 3, 1955, p. 108.
**See Chinese Literature No. 4, 1957, p. 175.
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HUNG YU

Lively Art from Hungary

Forty years ago in spring a H ungarian w orkers’ and p easan ts’ 
govern m en t appeared in B udapest. This w as im m ed iately  
hailed  b y  progressive in tellectu a ls in  China. T he Weekly 
Review, th e Morning Daily and th e Political Commentary, w ell-  
know n revolutionary  papers and periodicals in  C hina then, 
published articles about th is even t. M ao T se-tung, M arxist 
theoretician  and great leader o f th e C hinese people, w rote  an 
article for  th e  Hsiangkiang Review, of w hich h e  w as then  the  
editor, exp ressin g  enthusiastic  adm iration for th e H ungarian  
revolution. T he friendship  b etw een  H ungary and C hina has 
grow n w ith  th eir revolutionary struggles.

This spring, in  com m em oration of the fortieth  anniversary  
of the H ungarian S ov iet R epublic o f 1919, an  E xh ib ition  of 
H ungarian G raphic A rts and P hotographs w as held  in  P ek in g’s 
P eihai Park. The H ungarian artists’ w orks ex h ib ited  took  
us back forty  years. M ihaly B iro’s poster Burial Song for 
Austria-Hungary show s a pair o f b raw n y arms, sym bolic  o f the  
strength of th e w orking class, driv ing tw o u g ly  b irds represent
ing A ustria-H ungary into the coffin . In  h is pain ting We Want 
a Red Parliament, w e see  a proletarian giant sm earing the  
parliam ent h ou se crim son w ith  a huge paint brush. The 
artist m etaphorically  records h istory  in  its true colours.

The H ungarian S ov iet R epublic ex isted  only 133 days. The 
artists su ccessfu lly  reflected  in  a m ost trenchant m anner this 
precious seed  o f revolution  w h ich  has been preserved , w hile  
portraying th e  dreadful situation  under counter-revolutionary  
rule. Sandor Ek’s Memorial series w as a case in  point. In 
“She Is L eft A lon e,” the artist draw s a litt le  g ir l w andering  
in  a v ast w ild erness, th e cloth  do ll she holds in  her hands 
her on ly  dear one. “S olitu d e” sh ow s a burly you n g  revolu 
tionary, ly in g  on th e ground, h is fists  tigh tly  clenched  even  
after death. Sandor Ek’s p ain tin gs recall the vo ice o f th e poet 
Petofi:

m

If n o t a llow ed to live , th en  d ie w e  w ill,
D ie b eau tifu lly , d ie b ravely  w e  w ill.

Though the H ungarian S ov iet R epublic w as strangled, the  
revolution  grew  d efian tly , cu lm inating in  th e fin a l v ictory of 
1945 w ith  th e birth  of th e P eop le’s R epublic o f H ungary. This 
year m arks th e 14th anniversary of th is great event. 
In celebration of the occasion an E xhib ition  of H ungarian R evo
lutionary A rt w as opened in  A pril in  th e an cient Palace  
M useum  of Peking. M ore than  tw o  hundred w orks of art 
by 95 outstanding H ungarian artists w ere  p u t on display. 
T hey m irrored v iv id ly  th e d ifficu lt path  of th e  H ungarian revo
lution. M ihaly M unkacsy’s Strike, som bre in  colour and  
heavy in  tone, portrays th e ind ignant state o f m ind of the  
ground-dow n H ungarian workers^ B e la  C zene’s June 20, 1918 
in Mavag-ban show s hungry w orkers brandishing their fo rce 
fu l fists.

W hen the revolu tion  broke out in  1919, m ost artists took  the  
people’s hard life  as their them e. A fter  th e revolu tion  w as  
defeated , in  th e  scores o f years th at fo llow ed  under fascist 
rule, revolu tion ary  artists continued  to  depict th e life  of the  
labouring people, but b y  d ifferen t m eans. G yula  D erk ovits’ 
The Danube Transport Workers lo d ges an accusation against 
society  after th e d efeat o f th e  1919 revolu tion  through four  
carters a t a  bridge. B ela  U itz’s General Ludd series w ere  
cartoons dep icting the fearlessn ess and valour of th e w orking  
class through th e  deeds of th is va lian t worker.

T he liberation  of H ungary in 1945 and the n ew  life  it  has 
brought g a v e  n ew  colours to th e artist’s brush. Laszlo B en cze’s 
Setting Up the Agricultural Producers’ Co-op is active  
w ith  m en and w om en, old and young, in  happy m ood against 
a sn ow y w in ter  background. Jozsef L egendi’s Fight to the 
Last Grenade depicts th e heroic life-an d -d eath  struggle of the  
people against th e counter-revolutionaries in  1956. U nder a 
portrait o f L enin are tw o  you n g  m en, one of w hom  has already  
g iven  h is life  for th e revolution . T he other holds their last  
grenade, w h ile  outside th e m alicious counter-revolutionaries  
w ait. Laszlo B encze’s Honour Students on a Trip presents an 
en tirely  d ifferen t picture. A  group of young students joyou sly  
crowd around th e door of a train. T hey are o ff for a holiday.

E very p icture in  th e exh ib ition  w as perm eated w ith  revo lu 
tionary spirit. T h is w as the com m on characteristic of th em  all.
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A t th e sam e tim e  
these p ictures w ere on  
display, th e B allet 
Troupe of th e H un
garian S ta te  Opera 
Theatre w as a lso g iv in g  
perform ances o f clas
sical and fo lk  m usic  
and dances in  th e big  
cities o f China. K lotild  
U gray, prim a ballerina, 
gave an appealing per
form ance of th e  in 
nocent O dette. A  pair 
of young G ypsy lovers  

are featured  in  th e  

Scarf, scarf b ein g  the  

sym bol of th eir love. 

K lotild  U gray dances 

the part o f th e  G ypsy  

girl b old ly  and pas

sion ately  as a b laze of 

Scarf Sketch by Li Ke-yu fire. In a lyr ica l in ter
lude to G rieg’s To the 

Spring, A del Orosz and L evente S ep ek i dance th e role o f a 
you n g m an and a young w om an w h o  have fa llen  in  love  for 
th e  first tim e. T he audience w ere  brought in to  a realm  of 
poetry and rom ance. P ian ist A m ade N em eth, ob oist Peter  
Pongracz and v io lin ist A gnes D eak provided accom panim ents 
and also gave perform ances o f  th eir ow n. W hen A gnes Deak  
played  A Summer Evening, a  C hinese tune, on her v io lin , the  
audiences w ere sim p ly  thrilled  b y  th e gen u in e C hinese  
atm osphere th e artist had so su ccessfu lly  caught and produced  
on her vio lin .

In the past C hinese p eop le learned  m uch about th e H ungarian  
people and their contributions to w orld literature and art 
through P e to fi’s poetry, M oricz’s fiction , Erkel, . B artok and  
K od aly’s m usic. . . . Today, th e outstanding artistic creations of  
H ungarian artists refresh  th e  old acquaintance and strengthen  
th e n ew  solidarity  cem ented  b y  a com m on cause for progress 
and a happy future.

m

SUN ME I - L A N

Illustrations for Children’s Books

E very tim e  I go into a bookstore I en joy  going to th e sh elves  
w here the ch ildren’s books are kept. It is  fu n  to look at the  
illustrations: so m any d ifferen t k inds o f p ictures used  for the  
m any k inds of books, the fa iry  tales, poem s, nursery rhym es  
and stories. Y ou sim ply cannot help  b ein g  fascinated  b y  them  

w ith  th eir variety  and colour.
T ake Chang T ien -y i’s fa iry  tale, Big Lin and Little Lin. W e 

see on th e first page an old m an w ith  a lon g  beard w earing a 
straw  hat. This poor farm er w hose w ife  bore h im  tw o  sons 
in  h is old age beam s w ith  happiness as h e  clasps th e tw o  
babies to  h is bosom . “W hat nam es should th ey  choose?” —  

This is the first illustration.
Later, th e sons, B ig  Lin and L ittle Lin, chased b y  an ogre, 

separate and enter a  strange country. W e see  tw o  of the  
“learned” local gen try  w ho se ll L ittle Lin lik e  a p iece of m er
chandise. One is a dog nam ed P i Pi, the other a fo x  nam ed  
P ing P ing. One w alk s head h igh  and ch est out in  a m ajestic  
m anner w h ile  th e other saunters along w ith  assum ed elegance

and grace. Each how ever has 

a tail. W hat’s m ore, P i P i has 

a big b on e stuck in h is b elt 

w h ile  a chicken feather sticks 

out on P ing P in g’s hat. Thus 

w e g et a pretty  good idea of the  

nature of th e tw o gentlem en  

at a glance.
T hese illustrations are th e  

creation of cartoonist H ua Chun- 

w u, w ho draw s h is characters 

as seen  through th e eyes of 

children. T hey are v iv id  and  

charm ing, im agin ative  y e t trueby Hua Chun-wu
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to life . T heir e x 
aggeration and  
hum our enhance  
th e charm  o f the  
fa iry  tale.

B eau tifu l legen ds  
are great favour
ites o f C hinese  
children. 1 W ith  
th eir rich national 
flavour th ey  are 
b est illustrated  by  

pictures in  the traditional sty le. A rtist Chang K uang-yu  w ho  
illustrated  The Magic Brush is very  successfu l w ith  h is u se of 
fin e and harm onic lines, h is m ethod o f exaggeration  and con
trast and h is stron gly  decorative sty le. W hereas H ua C hun- 
w u ’s illustrations are for th e m ost part h igh ly  original and  
im aginative portraits, Chang K u an g-yu ’s draw ings sh ow  the  
characters in  action, so that w e  are taken  d irectly  in to th e  
story  itself.

W ang Shu-hui, w h o  also illu strates fo lk  tales, applies her  
sk ill to advantage in  detailed  delineation  of characters and  
th e scenes of daily  life . H er sty le  is fresh, d eligh tfu l and  
im aginative.

Liu C hi-chu, w ho has been  w ork ing on p icture-story books 
for som e tim e, is very  good at arranging the com position of 
h is illustrations. H e portrays fee lin gs w ith  sen sitiv ity . W ith  
h is m astery of traditional techn ique and ab ility  to catch the  
m ost dram atic poin t in  a story, h e  creates liv e ly  and in terest
in g  pictures.

Each o f th ese illustrators o f  fo lk  ta les has h is ow n  d istinc
tive  sty le, but th ey  a ll have one th in g  in com m on —  clear-cut 

lin es of f in e  and detailed  strokes. B y  h igh -ligh tin g  th e  charac
ters and th eir costum e, th ey  are a lw ays able to bring out 
the local flavour of th e tales.

Som e C hinese artists lik e  to  em ploy our traditional sketches  

in  ink and colour to illu strate short poem s and nursery rhym es. 

Chen C hiu-tsao illustrated  th e prose poem , Flowers of Spring, 
w ith  h is  sketches of m ore than  a dozen spring flow ers. The 

b eau tifu l colours and tin ts created b y  h is brush bring us a w h iff  

o f spring air and th e  fragrance o f the flow ers. He also uses

by Wang Shu-hui

W

th is form  of art to advantage in  h is illustrations of We Sing 
Mountain Songs, a collection  of n u rsery-rh ym es. H ere w e  see  
a series o f adorable litt le  creatures: a k itten , goatsj duck lings  
and chicks, a rocking horse, . . . To illu stra te  th e fo llow in g  lines:

M ew, M ew, M ew !
W hat a lazy  th ing  you  are, 
M um m y says to w ash  your face, 
B ut all you  do  
Is pat your nose.

illlM
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The artist sk etch es a k itten  w ith  head cocked and one litt le  
paw  w ash in g  th e tip  of its  nose. Its m isch ievous expression  
brings to m ind a naughty  ch ild  u n w illin g  to be clean. The 

flock  of ducklings and chicks 
under th e pum pkin v in e  w hich  
illu strates the rhym e, We Sing 
Mountain Songs, are not on ly  
sw eet in  their n aivete  but con
v e y  to  u s the sense of bustle  
and activ ity  o f th ese you n g  
th ings. T he illustrations are 
appreciated b y  children also  
because of their attractive  

colours.
In recent years our artists  

have also  begun to use scissor- 

cuts to  great advantage for 

children’s books. T his u n iq u e  

fo lk  art o f our w orking people  

has a lw ays been  popular in  the  

countryside. N ow , Lin H si-m in g’s 

scissor-cuts m ade specially for  
a collection of Szechuan nursery rhym es have brought out 
the b est o f th is decorative art w ith  its strong a ffin ity  to real 
life . W e cannot but adm ire th e cricket p lay in g  on the lute, 
th e  frog beating the drum, th e litt le  g irl m assaging grandpa’s 
back and the w isp  of sm oke curling up from  the litt le  cottage.

W oodcut artist H uang Y u n g-yu ’s illustrations of th e  fo lk  
poem  Ashma are a good dem onstration  of th e  artist’s  lyrical 
ta lents and in sigh t in to  hum an feelings. HI? litt le  an im als too  
are particular pets o f children. T he artist observes w ith  care

by Chen Chiu-tsao
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the shape, movement and characteristics of the animals before 
he starts to engrave. He uses traditional cutting methods and 
creates fine lines. The little animals thus created by him, 
such as the clever squirrel and the naughty little bear, are 
attractive to his young readers who see in the animals either 
a friend or something of themselves. . . .

I have touched upon only a few of the illustrations made 
for children’s books. Lithographs and pen sketches are also 
used sometimes. Chinese artists are proud to do what they 
can for the little folks and to help educate China’s next gener
ation. They are always eager to create new forms of illus
tration to please their young readers.

Chronicle

C lassical L iterary C riticism  Series

The P eop le’s L iterature P ublish ing H ouse is com piling a 
series of books of literary  criticism . T hey fa ll in to  three ca te 
gories.

C ategory One is com posed of seven  parts w hich  w ill contain  
excerpts from  th e w ritin gs of ancient and m odern w riters and  

anthologists on literature.
C ategory T w o w ill be devoted  to critiques of literary  w orks  

and fam ous w riters. It w ill treat w ith  the Book of Songs, Chu 
Tzu, th e Historical Records, Yueh-fu poem s, and such w ell-  
know n classical w riters as Tao Y uan-m ing, Li Po, Tu Fu, Po  
C hu-yi, Han Yu, Liu T sung-yuan, W ang A n-sh ih , Su Shih , H sin  

C hi-tsi and Lu Yu.
C ategory Three w ill contain  60 special w orks (in w h o le  or in  

part) including a 6th  century book on literary  criticism  en titled  

Carving a Dragon at the Core of Literature, and articles on  
history, poetry, tzu and chu.

The books w ill be pu b lish ed  as th ey  are com piled.

G ogol’s A nniversary M arked in  P ek ing

M arch 31 w as th e 150th anniversary of the birth of the great 
R ussian w riter N ikola i V. G ogol. T hat d ay a com m em oration  
m eetin g  w as held  b y  cultural circles in  Peking.

The m eeting w as presided over b y  Lao Sheh, vice-chairm an  
of the C hinese W riters’ Union. Tsao C hing-hua, council m em 
ber of th e S in o -S ov iet F riendship  A ssociation  and vice-chairm an  
of th e P ek ing branch of th e S in o -S ov iet F riendship  A ssocia 
tion, ta lked  on th e life  and w orks of the great author, stressing  
the contributions G ogol has m ade to w orld  literature and the  
in flu en ce h e  has exerted  in China. M ost of G ogol’s im portant 
w orks have been translated into C hinese; am ong th em  Lu 
H sun’s translation  of Dead Souls has becom e a m odern classic
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in  itself. Perform ances o f  The Inspector General have been  
g iven  on  th e  C hinese stage ever since th e  th irties.

S. K. K atleko, w e ll-k n ow n  S o v ie t scholar, also sp ok e at the  
m eeting. He analysed  th e social m eaning and patriotism  of 
G ogol’s w orks, and h is sym path y for the people. A fter  the  

m eeting, a S ov iet colour film , The Inspector General, w as  
show n.

C om m em orating C heng Y en-ch iu

To com m em orate th e first anniversary of the death of C heng  
Y en-chiu , fam ous actor of P ek ing opera, on M arch 9, th e U nion  

of C hinese D ram atists and the In stitu te  of C hinese D ram as 
and. Operas gave perform ances o f outstanding item s from  the  
late artist’s  repertoire in  th e special sty le  w hich  he developed. 
(Chinese Literature No. 4, 1958 published  an article  on the  
characteristics o f C heng Y en -ch iu ’s special sty le  of acting.)

T he 12 operas th at w ere perform ed, including The Wife’s 
Dream in Spring, A Bag of Treasure and Tears in the Wild 
Mountains, are representative of C heng’S special sty le . W ang  
Y in-chiu , Chao Y ung-shen , H ou Y u-lan  and C hiang H sin-yun, 
all o f w hom  had been trained b y  Cheng, p layed  th e ro les w hich  
he had m ade fam ous.

A  collection of C heng Y en -ch iu ’s w ritin gs has been  published, 
as w e ll as a selection  of operas in  w hich  C heng p layed  leading  
roles, and a book b y  h im  entitled  On the Four Drills and Five 
Ways in the Dramatic Art..

C zechoslovak P uppet F ilm  E xhib ition

A n E xh ib ition  o f C zechoslovak P uppet F ilm s opened on  
M arch 12 in  P ek in g ’s C hungshan Park. It w as sponsored  

jo in tly  b y  th e C om m ittee for C ultural R elations w ith  Foreign  
C ountries and th e  S ino-C zechoslovak Friendship  A ssociation.

A ll th e exh ib its w ere the creations of C zechoslovak puppet 
film  artist Jiri Trnka. T hey included  puppet m odels and  

scenes from  the film s One Year in Czechoslovakia, The Em
peror’s Nightingale, Prince Bayaya, Good Soldier Schweik and

m

A Midsummer Night’s Dream. AH the puppets are remarkably 
exp ressive, and possess great charm . Their excellent per
form ances fascinated  both  young and adult audiences.

L argest C hinese D ictionary R evised

One of the largest C hinese dictionaries, Tzu Hai is n ow  being  
revised  b y  the C hunghua B ook C om pany in Shanghai, w ith  
the aid o f som e of th e  country’s lead in g  scholars.

F irst published b y  th e C hunghua B ook C om pany in  1936, Tzu 
Hai contains about 11 m illion  C hinese characters. It is one  
of C hina’s b iggest com pendium s o f w ords, even ts and phrases.; 
B u t it has never been  brought up to  date.

T he n ew  Tzu Hai w ill h ave som e 90,000 en tries o f words, 
phrases and expressions, includ ing a large num ber of term s, 
id iom s and expressions that h ave  com e into popular u se since* 
th e  M ay th e Fourth C ultural M ovem ent of 1919, and expres
sions of th e n ew  socialist period.

“D aybreak in Iraq”
R ecently  released  in  P eking w as the colour docum entary  

film  Daybreak in Iraq. C olourfu l and in teresting, th e film  
g ives an introduction  to  the h istory  of ancient Iraqi culture  

and presents incidents in  th e  struggle of th e Iraqi people  
against enslavem ent and exp lo itation  b y  foreign  invaders. The 
scenes sh ow in g  the Iraqi people, under the leadersh ip  of 
G eneral K assim , engaged  in p eacefu l construction w h ile  figh tin g  
courageously  against im perialism  aroused the adm iration of 

th e  C hinese audience.
T his docum entary w as m ade la s t Septem ber b y  cam eram en  

sen t to Iraq b y  C hina’s C entral N ew sreel and D ocum entary  
Film  Studio  w ith  the enthusiastic help  of the Iraqi governm ent  

and people.
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THE RISE OF THE CHINESE 
PEOPLE’S COMMUNES

by Anna Louise Strong

This is a b ook let w ritten  b y  th e w ell-k n ow n  A m erican  

w riter A nn a Louise Strong after she had visited  

w id e ly  scattered  p eop le’s com m unes in  d ifferen t  

parts o f China. She relates th e birth and grow th  

of the p eop le’s com m unes and the trem endous  

ach ievem ents th ey  have m ade, togeth er w ith  a truthfu l 
description of th e com m unes as th ey  are of present 

date. W ith convincing argum ents and num erous  

facts, she show s the v ita lity  and superiority  of th is  
n ew  social organization.

Illustrated 18.5 X 13 cm. 133 pages

Published by

THE NEW WORLD PRESS
Peking

Distributed by

G U O ZI SHUDIAN
P. O. Box 399, Peking, China
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This is a fascinating series of personal reminis
cences written by Colonel Chen Chang-feng, who 
worked with Mao Tse-tung from 1930 to 1936, 
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was with him throughout the famed Long March. 
This daily contact makes it possible for the author 
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participator in this great epic of Chinese history, 
the author also gives a fresh and lively account of 
the life of the Workers’ and Peasants’ Red Army.
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of later meetings with Chairman Mao, and a 
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Long March.
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