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WANG YUAN-CHIEN

One Family

Half an hour or so before the office closed, the telephone
on General Tseng’s desk shrilled sharply. Putting down
his red pencil, he picked up the receiver.

The call was from his house. In undisguised excitement
his orderly told him: “Chief, your father’s here!”

The general’s heart missed a beat. “So he’s come after
al
- Like a stone thrown into a pool, this news shattered

‘his usual calm. Automatically he picked up the report on

his desk. He had planned to finish going through it this
afternoon, but it no longer held his interest. The blue
type-written characters were dancing on the flimsy paper
so that he could not take them in, while over and over the
question repeated itself:

“He’s here — what am I to do? . . .”

For nearly half a year this had hung over him. In May
had come a letter out of the blue from a peasant in Kiang-
si. Opening it, to his amazement he found himself ad-
dressed as “My son....” The general’s first reaction was
a bellow of laughter. He told the political commissar:
“Look, here’s someone adopting me as his son! . . .”

Wang Yuan-chien is a -young writer who has written many
stories of lasting value, including the collections The Party Fee and
The Younger Gemeration. :




But as he read on, his smile of amusement gave way to
a thoughtful frown. The letter said: “. . . Five years ago,
Kuang Shan came home and told me you’d lost your life
way back in the Long March, crossing the grasslands. I
was so cut up, I wept and wept. But I couldn’t believe
you were dead. ... The day before yesterday I heard
that a speech of yours had been reported in the paper. I
know there are cases of people with the same name, but
surely not this time. ... So I'm writing you a letter.
If you’re my 'son, write back. If not. .. .” There the
letter broke off. The old man, no doubt, had not dared
complete the sentence, while whoever it was writing the
letter for him had been too touched to go on. Under-
neath was nothing but a name the general had never heard.

Obviously, a mistake had been made. The normal thing
to do, since they were unrelated, would have been to write
back explaining the situation. But the general did not
do this. He sent an inquiry to the civil bureau of the
county from which the letter came. A prompt reply in-
formed him that this old man, Old Tseng, was a lonely man,
all on his own. The state and the agricultural co-operative
were supporting him between them. His son —the one
with the same name as the general —had joined the first
army corps of the Red Army in 1931, and had lost his life
crossing the grasslands.

That evening the general sat down at his desk to write
a reply to the old man. He started letter after letter but
tore them all up, till it was well past midnight. No matter
how gently he tried to break the news, each time he wrote
“] am not your son” his hand began to shake, and finally
the thought alone made his cheeks burn. Not till after
one, when he decided to start the letter with: “Dear
Father,’ was he able to express himself adequately. The
next day he went to the post-office in person and sent off
a postal order for twenty yuan with the letter.

No one had expected this. When the general came back
from the post-office his orderly Chao whispered to the
driver: “Other people adopt a son or daughter, but our
chief’s gone and adopted a father!”
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Chao had no inkling, though, of what had passed through
the general’s mind as he sat up sleepless that night. The
general’s father had been dead for more than twenty years.
During the Kuomintang’s four campaigns against the
Soviet bases, the old man had been murdered in the banian
grove south of the village. As the general read this letter
from the dead soldier’s father, as he took up his pen, as
he weighed each word of his reply, he recalled his own
father. He had no idea what this Old Tseng looked like
or what age he was — apart from his name he knew vir-
tually nothing of him — yet he could not help visualizing
him like his own father: black beard, long eyebrows, hair
thinning at the temples and dusted with grey by the ears,
with the same scar the size of a coin under the left ear. . . .
Of course, he couldn’t look like that, this old man who had
been waiting for his son for more than twenty years.

And what of the son? It did look as if he’d died years
ago as reported. The general cast his mind back to the
comrades-in-arms who had fallen by his side. He put down
his pen and stared, in a reverie, at the hoary locust tree
outside the window. Could the old man’s son have been
Tseng Ching-liang, Fourth Squad leader that year? He
had fallen covering the detachment’s crossing of the River
Hsiang. Or Tseng Yu-tsai, political instructor of the Fourth
Company? He had toppled into a crevasse trying to rescue
a porter. . . . Though these two bore different names, he
linked them with the old man in his mind. . . .

In thought, the general retraced his own path in the
wars. Slowly the glimmering leaves outside the window
fcransformed themselves into the far-stretching grasslands.
All round were dank reeds, mud, brimming swamps on
which floated greenish yellow scum. A straggler, suffering
agonies of hunger, as he was limping forward his knees
buckled under him and one leg sank into the slime. When
he tried to pull it out his other leg sank. He was dis-
appearing bodily, the water was over his thighs, up to his
waist. . . . Then a rifle was held out to him and a hoarse
voice cried: “Lie flat and you can roll out!” The same
instant that he took this advice he recognized Tseng Ling-
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piao of the Sixth Sguad. Tugging on the rifle, he rolled
out of the morass. But by the time he had a firm footing
on a hummock, Tseng Ling-piao through his efforts to save
him was bogged down himself. He cried, “Old Tseng!”
.and snatched the rifle from his shoulder — too late. With-
out even time to gasp a word of farewell, Tseng Ling-piao
was sucked into the swamp. Till the last he raised one
hand to keep his rifle out of the water, a rifle with a small
ration-bag tied to its barrel. The next moment bubbles
churned up round him and his army cap with the red star
floated away.

“I owe my life to him.” The general turned involuntarily
to the cot beside him where his small son was asleep, one
chubby fist on the quilt. His eyes misted, blood rushed
to his head. From that unforgettable hour to the present
day, whether fighting, working or studying, the general had
always driven himself to the limit. And one reason was
his secret conviction that to him had fallen another’s un-
finished mission, towards completing which he must do
what little he could. But today it had dawned on him
that this was not all: if possible he should take up a new
task too.

What did this new task involve? His eyes strayed to
the old man’s letter. True, he had never known Tseng
Ling-piao’s address or any details about his family, and
there was not necessarily any connection between him and
this old man. Yet the fact remained: Old Tseng’s son
had died a hero’s death like Tseng Ling-piao, while the
father had waited, hoping against hope, through the bitter
days of the White Terror. . . . Waiting, waiting, waiting
for more than twenty years.

“This old man has lost his only son; the only way to
comfort him is to give him another son! No matter for
how short a time!” Swayed by these considerations, the
general had written his reply.

After that the general considered Old Tseng as part of
his family. He supported him, did his best to cheer him.
Every month when he drew his salary, however busy he

was he would keep one evening free to write a “home let- -
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ter.” By degrees, to his astonishment, this regular exchange
‘of letters drew them closer. To him, this utter stranger
\yvas Tseng Ling-piao’s father — no, part and parcel of his

own family. When the weather grew chilly he suggested
to his wife: “Couldn’t you knit a sweater for the old fel-
low? We should send him woollen socks too.” If anyone
in the household had a cold, he wrote quickly to ask after
the old man’s health. . . . And each sign of contentment
in the letters from Kiangsi gave him extraordinary pleasure.

Despite all this, the uneasiness remained: one careless
slip and he might expose himself. And this uneasiness had
increased last month when his “father” expressed the wish
to visit his “son.” The general wrote two letters running
advising him not to come. Of course he gave good reasons:
he was busy with work, the journey was too hard for an
old man. .. . He promised that as soon as he could find
time he would take the grand-children home. He hoped
by this means to keep his “father’” away. For he knew that
sooner or later the truth must out, but the longer he could
delay that day the more warmth and comfort the old man
would have. Evidently, however, he had underestimated
Old Tseng’s longing to see his son, for ignoring all these
warnings he had come.

“Now what am I to do?” the general wondered. Veteran
of a hundred battles, he was not lacking in initiative and
in countless tight corners had never been at a loss. But
now, like a traveller who has lost his bearings, he did not
know which way to turn. Even when he left the office,
he had no plan of action in mind.

As his car rolled smoothly through the autumn breeze
towards the sunset, the general stared woodenly at the
poplars falling slowly behind by the roadside. He leaned
forward abruptly and said: ‘“‘Slow down a little! Don’t
go so fast!” To him, the poplars seemed to be shooting
past.

Old Han, the driver, grinned over his shoulder at him.
“I’'m not speeding!” He tapped the speedometer. The
needle was flickering between “20” and “40.”



/

“Slow down a little anyway!” The general smiled wryly | /

at himself, but he wanted time to think this problem over./
Oddly enough, the closer they got the simpler it seemed,

He decided: “I'll tell him the truth. I just want to d
what that dead comrade would have done —be a son to
him.” He rehearsed the words of comfort he might use:
“No, uncle, your son gave his life for the revolution, but
those of us still living are all your sons. . . .” That sounded
too stiff and cold. He tried again: “Uncle, you’ve no son
and I've no father. I want you to be my father, if you’ll
let me be your son. . . .”

As the car drew up at the house, the general was con-
fident that he could handle this delicate situation.

With considerable excitement, not unmixed with mis-
givings, the general climbed the stairs to his sitting room.

His four-year-old son, Ya-fei, came skipping to meet
him, hugging a huge, golden pomelo. “Daddy! Grand-
father’s come!”

The general looked round the room. By the low table,
a short, wizened old man seemed submerged in an easy
chair. A glossy bamboo pipe in his hands, head on his
arms, he was dozing. The long journey by bus and train
had been too much for him. The general stared at his
grizzled hair and felt a pang to find him so old and worn.
He had only to take a few steps forwards, he knew, and
that grizzled head would be lifted, two eyes would be fixed
on his lips waiting for the salutation not heard for over
twenty years — Dad! To say: “No, I'm not your son!”
would be too hard on this worn old man. _

“No, I can’t do it.” A strange sensation swept over him.
His eyes clouded and once more he saw that hand raised
~ from the swamp, that rifle with its quivering strap. . . .
Abandoned was his hardly-conceived plan of action, swept
away by the emotion — now much intensified — he had felt
on reading the old man’s letters or writing his replies.
Slowly relinquishing his small son’s hand, he strode across
to squat by Old Tseng’s side. Stroking those thin shoulders
he called softly: “Dad!...”

- - 'This word charged with so much meaning came strangely
from his lips — it was more than twenty years since the
general had used it. Then the thought flashed through his
mind: “Now he’ll find out.”

As he had foreseen, the old man woke up with a jerk,
his pipe clattering to the floor. But no.disappointment
flooded his face — he was half blind! Meshed with wrin-
kles like a spider’s web, one of his eyes was sunken; the
other showed only a slit in its red, swollen socket, almost
as if he were winking. He struggled to open that eye
as wide as he could, while his wasted hands stretched out,
trembling, to fumble at the general’s shoulders, neck and
hair. Finally grlppmg his head he faltered:

“Ta-wang! . . .”

This  pet name, heard for the first time, warmed the
general’s heart. Gazing squarely at the old man, he said:

“Dad! It’s me!”

The old man’s crumpled face smoothed out, he sighed.
Leaning closer to his “son,” he peered at him and fingered
him, as' if making sure that some long lost possession —
now found — was indeed his own. The general leaned his
head on the old man’s chest and a warm drop fell on his

" cheek. For the first time he savoured the depth of a father’s

love.

It was the general who presently broke the tense silence.
He straightened up and sat down by the old man. “Dad,
how . . . you've aged.” He had spoken at random. Not
yet accustomed to this role of a son, only just in fime had
he bitten back his usual question to his men’s relatives:
“How old are you?”

“Yes! It’s over twenty years!” The old man heaved
another long sigh. “You were only seventeen when you
left home, but now you’re a bearded man. This year you
must be forty-three. . . .”

“Exactly,” the general said. This was not his true age
and the necessity of lying made him uncomfortable. To
cover his confusion he drew Ya-fei to the old man’s side.
“Look, I was a boy when I left; now I've grandsons for
you.” ‘



“That’s right, it’s twenty-six years.” The old man held
the child close. Rather shyly, Ya-fei said: “Grandad?!’
and leaned his head against the old man’s cheek. The in-
nocent gesture touched the general’s heart and he thought:
“If only we can get this new family going!”

The small boy fingered the old man’s white beard
curiously and looked up suddenly to ask: “Grandfather,
didn’t daddy say you'd been killed by the Kuomintang?”’
Before the startled general could pass this off, the old man
answered quite naturally: “Silly kid! How could I die

without seeing you all?” He threw back his head and
laughed.

That hearty‘ laughter dispelled the general’s doubts and

made the whole room gay. Deliberately changing the sub-
ject, the general said with a smile: “This is the younger.
My elder boy’s eight already. He boards at school but
he’ll be home in a few days. Theyre two mischievous
little devils!”

“Like father, like son — how could any boy of yours be
well-behaved? Have you forgotten what an imp you were
at that age? Always up to some devilry!” This kindly
teasing made the general think: “My father would have
said the same!” The old man dragged himself to his feet
and limped to the door, to produce two enormous pomelos
from a basket. These he handed to his “‘Son” with a chuckle.
“You can’t have eaten home-grown fruit for some years.”

“Well, I've eaten pomelos, but they never taste the same.”
That was true. He knew the old man’s district was noted
for this fruit. During the Kuomintang’s four anti-
Communist campaigns he had fought in these parts, but
never tried the local products. He took out his penknife
and neatly stripped the skin from the pink, juicy fruit.

“Do you remember?”’ Groping to put some fruit in his
“grandson’s” hand, the old man turned towards his “son.’”
“You left home just as the pomelos had ripened. Your
mother and I saw you to the orchard at the end of the
village and nothing would do for you but to take a few
along for the others. I was a strong man then, with good
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eyes. I climbed a tree and tossed some down to you.
Then we watched you for several li. .. .”

“I remember,” the general murmured. But a totally dif-
ferent picture had risen before him. It was a dark night
and the local bullies had surrounded the gate when he
escaped over the wall to the Red Army. His father had
given him a hand up from below, then passed him a bundle
of clothes and slipped into his pocket the only fifty coppers
they had in the house. ... His father’s eyes. ... ‘He
looked at the old man and asked: “Dad, how did you lose
your sight?”

“How do you think? It was those hounds of hell’” The
old man burst into a torrent of words. After the Red
Army set out on the Long March, loyal to the revolution,
he had secretly guided the Red Army guerrillas. But in
the autumn of 1936 a traitor informed against him and he
was arrested. Aware that he knew every path to the guer-
rilla’s hide-outs in’the mountains, after torturing him the
enemy ordered him to lead their troops there. The day
before they were to set out, the old man tricked his guard
into giving him a handful of lime and gritting his teeth
he rubbed this into his eyes. . . . Because he was disabled,
he was let out of gaol alive, and thanks to the neighbours’
care he had retained the partlal use of one eye.

“All these years, son,” the old man concluded, “your
father hasn’t lost face for you.”

The general was profoundly moved. With equal grief
and admiration he had stood before his father’s grave in
1951 and heard of the peasants’ long struggle in the old
bases during the fearful White Terror. Old Tseng’s story
brought to his mind the faded army cap floating on the
swamp, the hand holding the rifle high. . . . Never before
had he been so keenly aware of what the victory of the
revolution had cost. Cost not only in blood but in tears
from countless eyes. No love could be too much for these
who had given up all for the cause. Drawn more closely
to the old man, he gripped his hand tightly. “Dad, you

'”

must have known bitterness all these years!
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“Never mind! It was for the revolution! I used to say:
T've half an eye left to see the end of this scum and our
Red Army’s return!” And sure enough I've lived to see
this day.” With trembling fingers he filled his pipe, let his
“son” light it, and puffed hard. “Yes, this half eye still
comes in useful, now I can see you again. More salt
water has flowed from this one eye, my boy, than one young
fellow could carry!”’

In silence the general took out his handkerchief and
wiped the old man’s eyes. ‘Don’t grieve, dad! Here I
am!”

“Yes, now I've all I want. But,” his face clouded, “one
thing I do blame you for. It’s years now since the victory
and all the others still living went home for a visit, yet
you didn’t even write a letter.”

He was right: how could any child have been so un-
“natural? The general wished desperately that they had got
in touch earlier. But how was he to explain? He gave
the first excuse that came to mind: “These years I've been
studying. . . . I did write . . . my letter must have gone
astray. . . .” It sounded terribly thin.

The door opened and his wife walked in to save the
situation.

“Look, here’s dad!” He caught her sleeve,

She nodded understandingly and hastened forward, cry-
ing: ‘Father!”’

“Forget those unhappy times, dad.” The general took
the old man’s arm. ‘“Come, let’s have a meal to celebrate
this family reunion.”

They took seats at a small round table, young and old,
three generations of the family. Old Tseng was obviously
much less distraught now. He made his “son” sit beside
him and could hardly take his eyes off him. The look of
anxiety on his wrinkled face was replaced by a satisfied
smile,

To add to his pleasure, the general poured out a bowl
of wine and set it down before him.
~ “So you haven’t forgotten?” The old man took the wine
with a smile, gulped down a mouthful and wiped his
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moustac_:he with his hand, seeing in his mind’s eye a little
boy running with an earthen bowl to buy five coppers’

- worth of wine. As for the general, struck by the famil-

iarity of the old man’s tastes and gestures, he was think-
ing: “Even.in little ways he’s like my father.”

The general heaped the old man’s plate with food he
remembered his father had liked. Old Tseng ate sparingly,
though, leaning forward constantly to watch his ‘“‘son.”
“Well, you still boit your food the way you did when there
wasn’t enough. . . .’ Without warning he pointed a chop-
stick at the general’s mouth. “I remember you had a wart:
here — why didn’t I feel it just now?”

“That —” Before the general could answer, his wife
came to the rescue. “It made shaving awkward so he had
it removed!” ‘

Presently the old man made another discovery. “After
all these years you're quite changed.” He spoke with feel-
ing. “You used to hold your chopsticks in your left
hand. . . .

“After I was wounded I had to change!” The general
hastily rolled up his sleeve. By a lucky chance he had
a scar on his left wrist.

He seized this chance to steer the talk away from his
“boyhood,” by giving the history of his scars, describing the
battles he had been in, the crossing of snow-bound moun-
tains and the grasslands, his wife and children. . . . The
old man listened raptly, and in his company the general
himself was stirred as never before. ‘

The meal stretched out: it was past ten before the old
man finished his last spoonful of soup. Nodding after the
wine and his journey, he was tenderly helped to his room
by his “son” and ‘‘daughter-in-law.”

But once in bed the old man sat up abruptly. His gnarled
hands gripped the general by the shoulders. He opened
his one good eye as far as he could to stare at him avidly.
Hoarsely he demanded:
 “You are Ta-wang?”

“Yes!” All the general’s misgivings returned.

“You are my son?”
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“Yes, dad!” The general put his arms round the old
man.

“Ah, I've lived to see this day!...” He was shaken

by sobs. The general, who had gone dry-eyed through a
hundred battles, found tears running down his cheeks.

Still sobbing, the storm-tossed old man dropped off to
sleep. The general gazed down at his tear-stained, smiling
face: so haggard yet so kindly. He softly spread a quilt
over him, turned off the light and tiptoed to his own room.

He lit a cigarette and paced up and down, his steps as
heavy as his heart. He could not banish the thought of
his dead comrades, the massed graves at home, his father’s
face, this old man’s sobbing. . . . 4

His wife asked in a low voice: “Can this be the father
of that Tseng who saved you?” :
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“Maybe, maybe not. . . .”

His son, still eating pomelo, said: “Daddy! Lend me
your magnifying glass so that grandad can have a good look
at me tomorrow. . ..” ‘

“Tomorrow let’s go out together to buy him some
clothes,” suggested his wife.

The general nodded slowly. Either in answer to his
wife and son or to himself, he said: ‘Throughout the
war years our people gave all they had! Those of us still
living must try to make it up to them in whatever small
ways we can!’

He swung round to the window and threw it open. The
night was clear and cool. The sky was full of stars, and
a shooting star flashed silently across the firmament.

The general drew a deep breath. Then he called to his
orderly: “Chao! Tomorrow I want you to take my father
to the hospital to register. Remember! To have his eyes
seen!” He laid an emphasis which astonished even him-
self on the two words “my father.”

Translated by Gladys Yang
Illustration by Chang Ta-kuo-



LIU KEH

Jangchan

All those who knew the Tibetan girl Jangchan thought
her stupid and homely. Her flat round face wore a per-
petually dull expression as if she had never known hap-
piness or sorrow. But if you looked deep into her dark
eyes, you would find a certain melancholy and loneliness.

People paid her little attention. She on her part bothered
little about the others nor cared what was happening around
her. Every day, she rose early and retired late, going
about her work quietly. Conscientious and careful, she
was always fearful of making mistakes. Year in and year
out she toiled without a whimper, never making any de-
mands.. But even so, Doling, the master, often took the
whip to her.

Besides her mother she had no other kin or friend in
the village. Her mother told her they had come to the

village when Jangchan was still little. Her father had .

already left home; life was too hard. It had happened one
evening when he was drinking heavily. He was going
abroad, he told his wife, his eyes bloodshot. He would
return to fetch them when he got rich. Then he had
staggered away.

Liu Keh, a member of the Chinese People’s Liberation Army, is
one of those young writers who have a}cquired popularity during
recent years. He has worked for some time in Tibet, where the
incidents of many of his stories took place.
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One year turned into another; every day at twilight the
young mother with Jangchan in her arms climbed to the
roof-top to gaze at the distant road where dust whirled.
They waited and waited but the father never returned.
People said he died on some strange road far, far away.

Then sickness spread throughout the area. One morn-
ing, when snow covered the grassland, the mother, tears
streaming down her face, took little Jangchan by the hand
and left their home to begin a life of wandering. Even-
tually they had come to this village and had settled down
since there was a shortage of hands here after the terrible
epidemic.

Little Jangchan was often beaten or bullied by the vil-
lage children because she was not born there like every-
one else. They called her an outside bastard. She spent
a lonely childhood with no remembrance of joy. Her
mother soon turned into a blind, feeble old woman who
sat on the ground all day long churning butter for the
master with her thin, quivering hands. Jangchan grew up
and looked as fresh as her mother in the prime of her
youth.

Although Jangchan didn’t know how to dance or sing,
whenever there was a holiday and everyone else gathered
on the pasture in their best clothes she too tidied herself
up. She’d wash her strong arms, bare the year round, flap
the dust from her one and only shabby black robe and stick
a little wild flower in her hair. She never joined in the
gathering but hid herself behind a tree and peeped silently
at those enjoying themselves. Only at such moments would
a smile appear on her lips. This was perhaps the greatest
joy in her life.

One spring when she had pinned another wild flower
in her hair, a big rough hand gently touched her shoulder.
“Go and join in the dance, Jangchan, you lead such a hard
life.”

She turned round to look into the honest and clear eyes
of a broad-chested young man. Her breathing came sharp
and fast and her heart pounded wildly. With a timid,
startled cry, she turned and ran away.
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That night, huddling in a corner by herself she repeated
the young man’s words, “Go and join in the dance, Jang-
chan, you lead such a hard life.” This was the first time
in her life that anyone except her mother had spoken to
her with concern. The experience was strange and gratify-
ing. She wept, trembling with excitement.

It soon ensued that every night when smoke and m1st
shrouded the kitchen and the goat-skin blower wheezed
rhythmically, the young man came to sit by her side. In
the dim quivering light of a tiny butter lamp, they ate
tsamba* together and sipped bitter chingko** wine.

The young man, a carpenter called Trashi Dondror, was
employed by the master to build a new house. Honest
and kind, he never drank to excess or gambled. He had
been to many places and told Jangchan amusing tales. He
also sang very tragic airs which sometimes made Jangchan
shed tears. She loved to listen to his strong, clear voice
and put her head close to his broad chest. When he spoke,
she listened attentively, her lips pressed tight and a serene
and gentle light sparkling in her deep, black eyes.

The young man opened Jangchan’s eyes to many things

outside the kitchen and roused in her a vague longing for
the future,

The master’s new house was soon completed and the
carpenter prepared to go. He took Jangchan in to see
Doling asking that she be allowed to go with him. He
offered to give up all the wages due him as payment for
the girl. But Doling shook his head obstinately.

“Not with that pittance of a wage.”

When they could not get the master’s consent after much
pleading, Trashi Dondror, face pale, stood up abruptly, his
hand on the knife at his waist. Trembling with fright,

Jangchan dared not think what he might do but quickly

pulled him out of the room.

*Pre-cooked chingko flour.
**A kind of barley-like grain cultivated in Tibet.
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“Let’s run away together, Jangchan,” he said that night.

“No, no. Don’t say that.” She had never dared to think
of anything like that. \

“We’ll run far, far away. Life is too bitter here.”

“And is it not bitter elsewhere? Tell me, Trashi, is it
not hard elsewhere?” she asked in wonder.

“I don’t know. Still I think we should run away.”

“The master will catch us and bring me back, he’ll catch
us. . ..”

“If he brings us back we’ll run away again,” said the
young man stubbornly.

But Jangchan dared not. To her the master was the
master. She dared not imagine a world without the mas-
ter. How was she to live if she did not work for the
master? Where could she run to anyway? Trashi bowed:
his head silently, but he furiously slashed down a little
tree with a swing of his knife.

A few days later, after a trip to the fair, Trashi brought
back a pair of ox hide boots for Jangchan. “There is no
reason why you shouldn’t have a pair of boots,” he said
with a wry smile. He also thrust five silver dollars into
her hands and told her he was going away. He would
get a room somewhere and earn a great deal of money.
The next spring or the one after, he would come back for
her. Trashi who never drank anything stronger than wine,
got himself roaring drunk that night and staggered away.

Jangchan’s mother died the next spring and Jangchan
gave birth to a daughter. With the baby in her arms,
she often climbed to the roof-top to stare at the distant,
dust-covered road. Like her mother before her, she waited
and watched for her man’s return, but he never came back.

In the same way people told her the seemingly inevitable
news: they said that he had died on some strange road far,
far away.

She sank into grief and misery; her heart seemed torn
to pieces, but she kept her tears from flowing. With an
obstinate faith, she believed that he was still alive and
would come back. .
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Travellers and mule-trains often stayed in the village.

Jangchan never tired of asking them whether they had
come across a young man with a broad chest and clear eyes
in their travels. The usual answer was, “Don’t know him.”
Some spat in disgust at such an irrelevant question but
occasionally a kind-hearted person would say, ‘“‘He must be
dead. Why wait for him any longer?”

One day she happened to ask a hump-backed old man
among the crowd forgetting that she had asked him the
same question three times already. The old man shook
his head with a sigh. Then, blinking his bloodshot eyes,
he answered cheerfully, “Trashi Dondror did you say? Yes,
a burly, hefty man as strong as a yak.”

At first Jangchan was stunned by the answer. Then,
wringing her hands, she wailed, “Heaven! So you saw
“him. You really saw him.” She knelt down in the mud
and embraced the old man’s knees.

“Yes, I saw him. He’s alive.”

From that day onwards, Jangchan again stuck little wild
flowers in her hair. She brought out her new boots wrapped
in layers of straw and put them on. “Yes, Trashi was
quite right. Why shouldn’t I have a pair of boots.”

A neighbour looked at Jangchan in amazement, “Why,
Jangchan, what’s happened to you? Going to get married?”

Blushing, Jangchan smiled shyly. The serene and gentle
light that used to shine in her black eyes reappeared. But
a month passed and then another, a year turned into another
year. The boots were worn out but still no Trashi returned.

A change came over Jangchan. She no longer worked
well but became forgetful and slovenly. She broke dishes
and let the chingko flour burn in the pan. She failed to
empty the teats when she milked and even lost the scythe
with which she was cutting grass.

The master, irritated by all this, said, “You must marry,
Jangchan. Marry Bangdue of the vegetable oil press.” And
so Jangchan married Bangdue.

She left the master’s kitchen still with her arms and
feet bare, wearing the same old black robe she wore year
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in and year out. But now she had the five dollars Trashi
had given her in her pocket and led by the hand a liftle
girl also named Jangchan,

The little oil press was close to the master’s big house.
Every day at dawn, the sound of a little bell tinkling in
the tiny hut indicated that she and Bangdue had started
pounding the rapeseed with a wooden pestle to which the
bell was attached. This was a devise worked out by the
clever master to make sure that his serfs were working
diligently. When the bell stopped tinkling, the master knew
his workers were idling. Bangdue and Jangchan kept the
bell tinkling incessantly all day long so that the master
had no cause to roar at them.

The tedious long days flowed by slowly like the tr1ckle
of black oil pressed out of the black oil cake by a thick
wooden club and a heavy stone.

Bangdue was not broad in the chest and his eyes were
not bright and clear. When he was drunk, he sometimes
beat Jangchan and her little girl. But ordinarily, he was
all right toiling silently on and on. He often told Jang-
chan that in another two years the master would give
him some land as payment for his wages. Yes, in two
years’ time, he would have a bit of land. She listened with
a wooden expression showing neither joy nor disgust. Since
her husband said so, she supposed they would be  getting
some land. There was no reason why they shouldn’t have
some land.

When two years had elapsed and Bangdue went to the
master, he was told, “Wait another two years. Isn’t it just
as well to work in the oil press?”’

“Yes, yes!” Bangdue backed out timidly. Home in his
little hut, he got furiously drunk and, clutching Jangchan
by the hair, beat and kicked her brutally. She neither
wailed nor resisted, but suffered his blows in silence. When
night came she got to her feet slowly. Pushing back her
dishevelled hair, she said calmly to her husband, ‘Let’s go,
Bangdue, go far, far away. Trashi was right, we should
go away. Why shouldn’t we?”
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“Run away?” He stared at her in amazement, suddenly
bewildered and frightened. After a long pause, he shouted
shrilly, “Youre talking rot. In another two years, the
master is sure to give us land.”

Jangchan said no more. A few days later on a pitch
black night, she led two of the master’s horses to their
door and lifted little Jangchan on to one of them. With
a sack of tsarnba in her hands she walked up to Bangdue.
“Lets go, Bangdue,” she pleaded in a low voice.

He jumped up in fright and punched her. Jangchan
staggered and fell. A little later, she approached him again,
her body quivering, a cold stubborn look on her face. Bang-
due sighed with indecision.

The next morning, the little oil press was as silent as
death; the clear tinkle of the bell sounded no more. Very
quickly Doling’s horse hooves began pounding the road.

On the third morning Bangdue heard an angry roar be-
hind him. He reined in his horse hesitantly. The next
minute the master’s whip whistled over his head. Once,
twice, and three times the whip came down. The fourth
time, something hit the master sharply on one cheek. Be-
fore him stood a dirty, emaciated woman whose flat face

A Fishing Port by Cheng Shih-fa-v
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remained wooden in expression though a terrible gleam of
hatred burned in the depths of her big, black eyes.

A tremor shook Doling’s big frame as he covered his
cheek with his hands. For a moment he was too stunned
to realize what had happened. Then, convulsed with rage,
he cried, “Seize them!”

Not long after Bangdue was brought back, in much less
than two years, he was given the bit of dand he hankered
after. But as for Jangchan, no one saw her any more,

Three years rolled by. It was spring again, New terms
like ‘“‘chain-breakers” began to crop up in people’s ¢on-
versation. Soon, these “chain-breakers” themselves ap-
peared in the village. One day a Tibetan officer of the
“chain-breakers” came riding down the dust-covered road.
He was broad in the chest and had bright clear eyes. The
first sentence he uttered was, “Where is Jangchan?”

- Three more years passed and again it was spring. One
day the Tibetan officer of the “chain-breakers” brought his
daughter Jangchan to the Central Institute of Nationalities
in Peking and enrolled her as a Tibetan student. Like her
mother, Jangchan had deep black eyes, but these eyes
sparkled with a light of joy.

Translated by Tang Sheng

*What the Tibetans call the soldiers of the People’s Liberation
Army.



KAO HSIANG-CHEN

Sunflowers Turned into
Big Mushrooms

Early in the morning, when it was just beginning to
dawn, Wang Hsiao-ping quietly sneaked out of bed. He
tiptoed very carefully past the beds of his grandmother
and younger sister. The door was beside his grandmother’s
bed. He lifted the bolt noiselessly and pulled the door
open slowly without making a squeak. Once safely out of
the room he jumped with joy. What fun! Grandmother
and sister didn’t know. Let them be surprised when the
green sprouts emerged quietly from the ground. Grand-
mother would surely say, “Hsiao-ping is a good boy. Let’s
write and tell father and mother.” And Hsiao-na would
blink her eyes helplessly.

Wang Hsiao-ping ran to the kitchen in a few steps. Grop-
ing in the dark he pulled at the drawer so hard that he
nearly brought the whole cupboard down. He rummaged
about, but could not find what he wanted. He had put

Kao Hsiang-chen is a woman office worker who writes for chil-
dren in her spare time.
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them there yesterday afternoon! Where had
they gone to? He turned on the light, but
could not find the package of sunflower seeds.
His heart sank. He immediately ran back
to the bedroom, swung the door open with
a bang, waking both grandmother and sister.

“What’s happened?”’ asked grandmother,
half sitting up. She turned on the light.
Hsiao-na sat up too, rubbing her eyes which
were dazzled by the light,

“My seeds, where are my seeds?” Hsiao-
ping shouted and stamped his foot.

“What kind of seeds? Don’t shout so. You didn’t give
them to me, did you?”’ asked grandmother, fully awake now.

“Ten sunflower seeds, big and full. I got them from
my school yesterday.” Hsiao-ping nearly cried.

Her brother’s agitation pleased Hsiao-na. ‘“Maybe now
he won’t put on such airs,” she thought. “He wouldn’t
even explain arithmatic problems to me when I asked him.
And yesterday he said he would tear the picture up rather
than give it to me. Well, now he’s upset too. It must be
very important since the seeds were given to him by the
school.” : - ‘ . ,

“Where have you put them? Have you looked every-
where? All you know how to do is scream,” said grand-
mother.

“I put them in the cupboard. I searched through the
drawers already.”

Hsiao-na’s heart missed a beat when she heard that the
seeds had been in the cupboard. She buried her head in
the pillow.

“Maybe rats have stolen them,” said Hsiao-ping.

“How could there be rats in a newly built concrete
house?” Before grandmother had finished, Hsiao-ping ran
back to the kitchen. ‘

“Hsiao-na, why are you going back to sleep? Get up.
The sun has reached the wall already,” said grandmother.

3
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Hsiao-na always jumped out of bed as soon as she awoke
as if every day promised to be a festival, but today she
wrapped herself in the quilt and refused to budge.

“Get up quickly. Youll be late,” urged grandmother.

Hsiao-na turned towards the wall mutely, listening care-
fully to the sound of her brother moving about in the next
room. Each sound seemed to be a reproach.

“What’s wrong with you? Get up and let me make the
bed.”

Grandmother pulled the quilt off the bed, forcing Hsiao-
na to sit up. She rested her chin on her knees, reached for
her blouse, turning it this way and that, unable to find
the sleeve. When she was ready to put her shoes on, she
put the right shoe on her left foot.

“What’s wrong with you today? What do you know
about your brother’s seeds?” asked grandmother. Hsiao-
na, eyes fixed on the ground, shook her head slightly and
hesitantly.

“Tell grandmother where you put the seeds.”

“They have been eaten,” said Hsiao-na under her breath.
“Fe1—fe1 and I looked for things in the kitchen for playing
‘hospital.” I found a package
of sunflower seeds which we
used as pills. And later the
‘patients’ ate them up.”

A week later Wang Hsiao-
ping brought home a few sun-
flower seedlings and planted
them outside the window. He
watered them every morning
and evening. He forbade

near them, nor would he let
Hsiao-na water them for him.
He threatened his sister and
her naughty friends that he

would cut off their fingers if
they dared to touch the sun-

the neighbours’ children to go

flower plants. To be doubly sure he begged grandmother
to keep watch for him,

Grandmother was fifty-four years old. Her hair was
grey and she was quite stout. She loved Hsiao-ping and
Hsiao-na dearly and was never hard on them. She faith-
fully watched the sunflowers as she sat sewing at the win-
dow, a pair of spectacles perched on her nose. Fei-fei and
the other children knew that while she pretended to be
sewing she was watching to keep them away from the sun-
flowers. Naturally they were attracted all the more and
they tried to come up close or throw stones at the plants
from a distance to prove how brave they were.

A group of children stood under a big locust tree not
far from the window, egging five-year-old Ying-ying on to
touch the sunflowers. - If he dared to do that they would
know he is brave.

Ying-ying walked stealthily towards the plants but as
soon as he stopped near the sunflowers, grandmother put
her head out the window and hitting the window-sill with
her scissors, threatened, “Stand still or I'll spank you!” -

Ying-ying’s heart jumped and he quickly ran back to
the big locust tree. The other children laughed, and clapped
their hands.

Sometimes grandmother permitted Hsiao-na to keep
watch over the sunflowers, for she knew that Hsiao-ha was
an honest and reliable child and good friends with the
neighbours’ children. She taught them songs she learned
in school and told them stories and they obeyed her, for
she was a first-year pupil!

One afternoon Hsiao-na was dismissed from school earlier
than usual. Grandmother said to her, “Watch over the
sunflowers while I go to buy some meat for dumplings.”

After grandmother had gone Hsiao-na went out to play
with her little friends.

“Let’s make dumplings,” she suggested and the children
agreed readily.

Each one was busy with his own task. Fei-fei kneaded
the mud. -Ai-chen found a piece of iron to be used as a
knife and Hsiao-ti found a chopstick for a rolling-pin,
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" Ying-ying’s task was to prepare the
stuffing to put into the dumplings.

“Here is the stuffing,” Ying-ying
said, proudly putting the “stuffing”
on the ground.

When Hsiao-na saw it she turned
pale with fear and let out a scream —
her brother’s sunflowers! The other
children, affected by Hsiao-na, were
also frightened. Sensing that he had

done something awful, Ying-ying

began to cry.

Just then grandinother came home with a basket of food
for stuffing. '

“What’s wrong? Who's been teasing you, Ying-ying?
Come away from them. Come and make dumplings with
grandmother,” said she, tfaking Ying-ying’s hand.

The children were not as active and gay as usual. They
stood there as silent as tree trunks. When grandmother
saw the torn sunflowers on the ground she dropped her
basket and ran as fast as she could to the children.

“Ajyaya, you rascals. Who is the culprit? Speak up
quickly.”

The children looked at Hsiao-na and Ying-ying tensely.
Ying-ying nervously looked at Hsiao-na for help.

“It’s my fault, grandmother. I suggested making
dumplings. ...” Hsiao-na lowered her head and whispered.

“Make dumplings?”’ Grandmother looked at the children,
puzzled. She intended to give them a piece of her mind,
but when she saw how distressed they were she became
helpless.

As soon as Wang Hsiao-ping came home from school
that evening Hsiao-na ran up and told him what had hap-
pened. He threw his school bag on the bed angrily.

“It’s all because of you, you and your friends. Always
sabotaging. You can’t ever do anything right.” Hsiao-
ping scolded his sister. .

The next day Wang Hsiao-ping brought ten more sun-
flower seeds from school. With the seeds in one fist, he
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paced to and fro from the kitchen to the bedroom. He
stood in front of the table for a moment and then walked
to the window. He could not make up his mind to do
what his teacher had advised. Should he let those little
imps. help him grow the sunflowers? They might prove
to be a nuisance. But if I exclude them won’t they make
mischief again? Will they really behave themselves once
they have a share in the work? No, I'll plant them my-
self, he finally decided.

The children gathered round when he began to dig.

“Get away, or I'll hit you,” threatened Wang Hsiao-ping.
“I’ll spank anyone who damages a plant this time. And I
mean it.”

Fearing that Hsiao-
ping might hurt them,
the grandmother called,
“Children, come listen to
stories. Who’s coming?”’

“l know your story.
Long long ago, there was
an old grandmother....”
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“She had a beautiful grand-daughter,” continued another
child. They all refused to move. They were intently
watching Hsiao-ping dig, then break up the big lumps of
earth and finally bury the first seed.

“Why does it grow if it’s buried underground?” asked
Fei-fei, Hsiao-na’s best friend.

“Because,” said Hsiao-na seriously. “It feels uncom-
fortable if it doesn’t come out. It is uncomfortable to be
underground all the time, isn’t it, brother?”

“Uncomfortable! Do you think a seed is like you?” said
Hsiao-ping. Then he told them about soil, its varieties and
characteristics, things that he had learned in his natural

science class. He talked so earnestly that none of the chil- -

dren dared to show that it was all beyond their understand-
ing. They looked at him respectfully. He was wonderful.
He knew everything. He was a sixth-year pupil.

“My brother is going to be a scientist,” said Hsiao-na
proudly. “Will you let us break up the lumps of earth
for you?”

“All right,” said Hsiao-ping off-handedly, thinking that
his sister was trying to flatter him. “But you must follow
my orders,” he added.

The work now went
quickly. Hsiao-ping dug
and the children broke
up the lumps with their
little hands.

“Don’t make them too
small. Make them as
big as a hazelnut.”
Hsiao-ping  supervised
the work.

“Can - a  sunflower
plant grow grapes, Sister
Hsiao-na?” asked Fei-fei.

“Sure. It can grow
whatever you want.”

“I want grapes.”

“I want big apples,” said Ying-ying,
breaking the lumps of earth. “What
do you want?”. : :

“T'll wait till it grows up to a big
tree. . . .” Before Hsiao-na had
finished, Hsiao-ping interrupted her.

“It will not grow to a big tree. It
has a thick stalk which supports a
golden plate. It is golden and very
beautiful. The plate is always filled
with sunlight. . . .”

The children looked at each other in surprise and smiled
happily. Cherishing a beautiful vision, they worked in-
dustriously. ,

Four days passed and still nothing showed on the ground.
Why didn’t it come out? All the children waited eagerly.
Finally Wang Hsiao-ping could wait no longer. He must
dig one up and have a look. The next morning he got up
especially early. As he was putting on his shoes, he heard
noises outside the window.

“Dig here. Don’t make any noise.” It was Hsiao-na.
To whom was she speaking? Then he
heard the sound of digging. Wang Hsiao-
ping ran out.

He stole up to grandmother quietly and
shouted in her ear, “What are you doing
so early in the morning, grandmother?” '
That gave her a fright.

He snatched her knife and dug carefully
until he found a sprouting sunflower seed.

“It’s coming out soon. Put it back,”
said grandmother happily. Her voice was
young and gay.

Fei-fei came with a basin of water. It
was her turn to water the sunflowers that ,
day. el

Green sprouts of sunflower plants came out at last. Their
two leaves were like a pair of naughty eyes looking curious-
ly at everything under the sun.
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‘Wang Hsiao-ping became uneasy. He
watched the children whenever he had
time. He chased them away when they
looked at the sunflowers too long. Once
when Hsiao-na was playing ball with the
other children their ball happened to
roll near a sunflower. Hsiao-ping was so
furious that he kicked the ball as far as he
could and called them mischief-makers.

“Did you plant them by yourself? Do
you think you’re the only one who cares about them?”
grumbled Hsiao-na.

One early Sunday morning Hsiao-ping and a schoolmate
went fishing. The weather was fine and the sky was clear
except for a dark cloud in the northwest. A cool wind
rustled in the reeds. Soon the wind grew stronger and
the reeds shook violently. Yellow sand was blown about
as the sky darkened. The black cloud grew bigger and
bigger and muffled thunder crashed in the distance.

“It’s going to rain,” said Hsiao-ping happily.

“That’s good,” said his schoolmate.

Big raindrops fell. Hsiao-ping and his schoolmate sought
shelter under a willow tree and watched the bubbles on
the water.

“It’s  hailing!?” Hsiao-ping
shouted. He suddenly remem-
bered that the sunflowers had
just come out. Disregarding the
heavy rain and hail the two boys
quickly ran home.

They arrived home drenched
to the skin. Water trickled
down from their hair and their
rain-washed eyes smarted.

“What kind of sunflowers do
you have? It looks like mush-
rooms are growing outside your
window,” said  Hsiao-ping’s
schoolmate.

Hsiao-ping rubbed his eyes with his wet hands. There,
under his window was a row of red, yellow and white,
big and small mushrooms.

“Yes, sunflowers — mushrooms,” he said softly and
doubtfully.

As they came closer they recognized Hsiao-na and the
other children shielding the young, delicate sunflower seed-
lings with basins and umbrellas. The hail rattled like a
nursery band playing.

“How good! The sunflowers have turned into mush-
rooms,” said Hsiao-ping gratefully. He bent down and
helped Ying-ying hold his umbrella steady in the wind.

Translated by Yu Fan-chin
Illustrations by Lin Wan-tsui-



HAI MO

Fourth Sister

Reminiscences are sometimes bitter, sometimes painful,
sometimes sweet, and sometimes full of regret. But I have
come to know that recollections of the past can provide a
strong impetus for the present and evoke great hopes for
the future.

I remember it was summer in 1942.

At that time our army was engaged in operations along
the Great Wall. Since 1941 the Japanese had been paying
particular attention to the anti-Japanese bases in east Hopei.
So they launched their autumn “mop-up” that year earlier
than usual. Unfortunately, I was seriously ill just then.

‘If it was only malaria which I had long been accustomed

to, I wouldn’t have minded much. At the worst I would
feel hot and cold in turn and when the headache got too
bad I could do strenuous exercise and get over it. The
trouble was my malaria had turned into relapsing fever.
Just at this time the army received orders to fight outside
the Great Wall. I was ordered to stay back and rest.
The sick and wounded among us used to call such rest
hiding-out. Hiding-out originally meant concealing im-
portant supplies from the enemy. - However, after years
of the enemy’s cruel “mop-up,” hiding places had be-
come more and more scarce. In fact, this concealing of

Hai Mo is a writer of short stories and film scenarios.

34

the wounded always brought to the people concerned a
feeling of -dread, solitude and helplessness. And no wonder!
For one used to fighting side by side with his comrades-
in-arms, the sense of loss on leaving them and his weapons
seemed extremely fearful. '

Where would I be sent to rest? Nobody told me. In
the past when we fought against the “mop-up,” we used to
send the sick into enemy territory, sometimes even into
the enemy’s blockhouses guarded by Chinese puppet sol-
diers. The year before, some of our sick comrades in hiding
were discovered by the Japanese, and this made me all the
more worried. Delirious with a fever of forty-one degrees,
I had no idea where I was being taken by the stretcher nor
was I able to protest,

When I came to, I found darkness all around me. I
groped about with my hand, but couldn’t find the edge
of the brick bed or the low table by my side. I tried to
recollect how I got here but I couldn’t. A person who’s
been ‘sick for a long time often feels empty and lost. I
felt at that time as if I were thrown into a deep bottomless
valley, or to be more precise, as if I had just been thrown
down and my body was still hanging in mid-air. What was
more agonizing was the splitting headache and dryness in
the throat I was suffering from. My throat was especially
bad. It was so swollen that I felt as if it were sealed with
wax. ' I tried to cry out. After a desperate struggle I
finally tore a rent in my wax-sealed throat. After that I
felt a little better. I heard a rustling sound near by. Some~
how I imagined that I had been taken prisoner or else
some other misfortune had fallen on my head. But in the
next minute I felt a coolness by my mouth, my lips touched
a bowl of water. Without bothering about its source I
drank the water in one gulp. A little while later, another
bowl of water was proffered to my lips and I drank it
again. Then, a baby started crying, but immediately I
sensed that someone had stopped the baby’s mouth with
her breast: Then all was as silent as death again. Gradual~
ly I sank again into a coma that was half sleep.
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‘When I regained consciousness, I felt as if immersed in
a pool of blood. Actually it was the bright sunlight prick-
ing my eyelids. When I opened my eyes hurriedly, they
felt painful and I could see nothing but flickering gold stars.
Slowly I made out the things round me. This was a thatched
hut re-erected from broken walls and charred beams.
I was lying on a half crumbled brick bed. Dry grass still

green in colour were spread thickly on the ground and the

imprint left by someone’s sleeping form was on it still.

Where was I? Who was the owner of this hut? Startled,
I looked around. Vigilance and apprehension gave me a
rush of strength which made me able to scramble to my
feet. Supporting myself against the edge of the bed I strug-
gled slowly towards the door. Before I could step outside
a fit of weakness seized me, the house began to turn and
I fainted again.

“Wake up! Wake up!” I came to with the sound of
a woman’s voice calling. To be more accurate, it was a
young girl calling me — a girl in her late teens. She helped
me to a sitting position. I noticed that she wore only
a vest above her ragged trousers.. When she saw that I

had opened my eyes she became self-conscious and hastily

pulled a tattered fur coat down from the bed to throw over
her naked shoulders.,

“Comrade, why don’t you behave? I wish you'd do as
I say. I'm terribly busy now. If you are thirsty, here’s
some water; as for food, I've got baked potatoes for you.
After I have finished I’ll tend to you, all right?. . .” She
gathered a bundle of grass to spread outside the door, took
my quilt and pillow from the bed and put them on the
soft grass. Then she said in a coaxing voice as if addressing
a child; “It’s dull in the hut, you can lie out here and
watch things. But don’t try to get up any more!”

“Fourth Sister! Another batch’s coming!” A man’s voice,
loud and husky, called from afar.

“Aye,” replied the girl.

She turned and, pulling the fur coat from her shoulders,
hung it on a tree near by before she dashed off like the
wind.
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Now that I was outside I was able to see my surround- -
ings much clearer. The hut was built on a hillside. Op-
posite, another hill stood a hundred metres or so away.

‘There was no cultivated land anywhere. The hills were

just rocks, weeds and bushes. The path between the two
hills was narrow and steep. There were few households
and all of them seemed poor. Of the few huts remaining
the one I lived in was the best. The others had nothing
left but charred walls and broken tiles.

What place was this? After surveying things for a
while I began to comprehend. Probably this was what the
Japanese called “no man’s land.” That meant I had already
crossed the Great Wall and had entered into Jehol. ‘

Jehol, I had already heard much about this area which
had suffered so severely in the war. The Japanese forced
the people to move out of their scattered villages and band
together in enclosures near railway and highway lines
where the enemy could control them better. The people
called these enclosures human pig pens. All villages the
Japanese destroyed in accordance with their policy of loot-
all, kill-all and burn-all, creating a vast no-man’s land.
It was the enemy’s purpose to make it difficult for the Com-
munist Eighth Route Army to operate, for the people in
the villages enthusiastically gave their army every sup-
port. Only the very staunchest of the people remained
living and fighting in the no-man’s land. I had long cher-
ished a deep admiration for them. But this time I had
come not to pay them my respects but to cause them
trouble with my fever and weakness.

I felt heavy-hearted as I pondered. Just then the young
woman’s laughing voice drifted up, perhaps I should have
said Fourth Sister’s laughter.

“Fourth Sister, don’t carry so much. Careful you don’t
overstrain yourself!” a man’s husky voice said.

“Well, Pa! This year you can’t laugh at me for having
no strength, eh?”’ Fourth Sister retorted.

With this Fourth Sister emerged from the valley below.
She still had only the vest on over her trousers. On her
shoulders were two big bundles of cotton-padded army
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uniforms. These were probably things which the Army
Quartermaster wanted hidden here. She came nearer, pant-
ing and smiling. Her dusty vest was soaked with sweat.
As she passed and saw I was sitting up, she gave me a
frowning look: “Comrade, lie down, I won’t stand for any
nonsense!”

That morning I saw her make five trips, each time carry-
ing heavy loads of uniforms. Although I was in much pain,
for some reason I behaved differently from usual and I
didn’t let out a single groan. ’

At the same time I felt my fever had subsided a little
and the sense of emptiness I felt the night before had
vanished.

When the sun was setting in the west, Fourth Sister
reappeared on the hill. The sun behind her shone upon
her sun-burnt body, making her look like a bronze statue.
This time she did not go down for more uniforms but came
towards me. She went first to the tree to put on the rag-
ged coat. Then she asked me smiling, “Feeling better?”

“Much better,” I said.

“Any pain?”’
 “Not much. This sickness is like that — the fever runs
for a few days and then everything’s all right again.”

“You make it sound like nothing. Yesterday afternoon
when they carried you here you looked dreadful.”

“Have my people gone?”

“Gone long ago!” She brushed the dust from her trou-
sers and brought me some more water.

“Were you busy concealing supplies?”’

“Yes. Things are tense. Rush job.”

“Why don’t they get men to carry these things?” I felt
sympathetic towards her.

“Things are getting worse every day. Originally there
were seventy to eighty households here, now only a dozen
or so remain. We do our hiding separately, each person is
responsible for his or her lot. Even your Army Quarter-
master people won’t know where I hide mine.” '
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I examined her closely. She was just a young slip of a
girl. It was strange to hear her speak in such a bold, com-
petent manner.

Fourth Sister of course did not know what I was think-
ing. She noticed that I was gazing at her fixedly and
showed a trace of embarrassment for the first time, pulling
her coat closer together over her breasts. I took out a cloth
uniform tunic from the pack under my pillow and offered
it to her. “Put this on,” said L

Fourth Sister looked at me with a laugh. “I don’t want
it. Come, you must drink some water. We’ve got to be
moving.” She handed me a bowl of water, “Water is scarce
in the hills, so drink up!”

“Please take it—as a present.”

Fourth Sister became serious: “It’s not that I dont
appreciate your kind offer, but here in the hills we are
hiding a lot of uniforms for the Eighth Route Army. How
can I wear this?”

“Why not? It’s a personal gift from me.”

“How would people know that?’ When she saw that
I had no answer she said again, “Hurry up. We’ve heard
that the enemy may be coming to search the hills today.”

Fourth Sister noticed that I was pondering over some-
thing. She changed her tone. ‘“Don’t worry. You've been
put in my charge and I'll be responsible for your safety.
Let the enemy come. There are plenty of places to hide
higher up in the hills. Our eyes are wide open but the
enemy is blind. Have you ever seen a blind man catch a
man who can see?”’

She said these words so eloquently that I suspected she
had learned them from somebody else. In any event I
had to trust her. I obeyed her orders and drank two bowls
of water. ‘ ‘ .

“We don’t live here often,” she said. ‘“Most of the year
we live on the hill top. See that patch of weeds and wild
grass? Last year crops grew there, but as soon as they
ripened the Japanese forced the people from the enclosures
to come and cut all our crops for horse fodder. This year
we didn’t plant at all.”
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“But, what do you eat?” I asked.

“Eat. . . .” She paused, then said as if coaxing a child,
“Anyway I won’t let you go hungry.”

Just then, a white-haired old man came up the hill, a
sleeping baby in his arms. He had a stick under one armpit
and carried the baby carefully with both hands stretched
out flat to make the baby as comfortable as possible. Fourth

- Sister hurried over to take the child and put him on the
soft grass.

“Pa, you go first!” said she to the old man.

“H’m, being a slow bird I had better fly first!” Leaning
against his stick, the old man lighted his pipe.

I recognized the old man’s loud and husky voice as the
one I had heard that morning. When he turned and saw
me he asked eagerly, “Comrade, how do you feel? Up
here in the hills it’s not like on the plains. We haven’t
good food here.”

“It’s good enough, Old Uncle!” I hastened to reply.

“Fourth Sister, wouldn’t it be better if I took the baby
along!”’ the old man said again..

“Oh, Pa! Hurry and go now. I'll bring the baby to you
later. Go now, or I'll have to get someone to help you
climb the hill!”

“All right, I'll go.” The old man limped off. I smiled.
He hated having to be helped. _

‘“He’s our family group leader,” Fourth Sister explained.

“What group leader?” I asked.

“Leader of the Party group,” said Fourth Sister. “He’s
been captured by the Japanese five times. Three times they
beat him until he was unconscious. Once they broke his
back.”

“Fourth Sister!” the old man had reached the slope and
was calling back. ‘“When my grandson wakes up give him
some water. He hasn’t had any for a long while. And,
don’t forget to give the documents to my son!’

“Aiya! You run along now. I know.” Fourth Sister
was getting impatient.

“Also take along my fur rug for this comrade to use"’

Fourth Sister got some things ready for me, then she
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said, “Comrade, there’s  no stretcher for you. I'm afraid
youw’ll have to use my two-legged stretcher.”

“What?” 1 didn’t understand.

“I'll carry you on my back.”

“No, how can I allow that?”

“Don’t fuss, please! Time is pressing,” she urged im-
patiently.

Just then I was startled to hear the sound of many voices.
Fourth Sister hurriedly explained, “See, our militia is be~
ing withdrawn.”

The funny thing about voices in the h1lls is as soon as
you hear them you see the speakers coming round the
bend. About seven and eight militiamen came up from
behind the hut led by a particularly youthful looking man.
“Are you still here?” he asked Fourth Sister.

“We're leaving right away,” said Fourth Sister bring-
ing out a bundle of documents from under the bed and
handing it to him. ‘Pa says to give you these.” -

Taking the documents, the man turned to gaze at the
sleeping baby for a second or so before he said to me,
“Comrade, go with her. She’s a Communist and you can
trust her. If there’s anything you need, she’ll see to it.”
Then he turned to Fourth Sister. “Hurry up. Our posi-
tion is between the northern ridge and the eastern gully.
Don’t go there unless things get desperate. All our ma-
ierials are over there. The district Party committee thinks
the enemy’s ‘mop-up’ might last three months or so this
time. You had better move about and not just stick in
one cave. Too bad our tasks are so heavy this year. There
aren’t enough people to go round or I'd get someone to
help you.” :

“Go on. Go along! You're getting to be like pa, you
fuss so.” .

The young man said no more and turned to leave, but
before he had gone two steps he came back to say, “We've
still got two sentries at the foot of the hill. But they
won’t be coming this way. They’ll go east in half an
hour.”
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“I know!” Fourth Sister gave him a look and an affec-
tionate smile.

The young man gazed long at her before he ran off to
catch up his militiamen. After his departure, Fourth Sister
began to take quick action. Without giving me a chance
to protest, she pulled me up to sitting position. Then bend-
ing her body slightly, she put one of my arm round her
shoulder and so half carried and half supported me on her
back. I was too weak to pull away or refuse her help.
Willing or not, I had to let her carry me.

The mountain road was tortuous and steep. I was no
longer delirious and saw everything quite clearly. Being
a man of fairly big build I felt like a thousand-ton weight
buttressed by a slender hemp stalk when half-carried like
this by such a frail young thing. At first every time she
ascended a steep rock, I was afraid we'd fall, but before
long a sense of shame and mortification replaced all other
emotions. I dared not move or shrink away from her
either. I seemed to have been conquered by her strong
personality. I could but do as she willed and try not to
make her burden heavier,

After we had gone a distance, I suddenly discovered that
she had not brought the baby along. “Where’s your baby?”
I asked.

“Let him have a nice nap at home,” she answered, panting.
“Poor baby, he hasn't had a proper nap for several days.
He’s a really naughty rascal and quite spoiled by grandpa.
He either refuses to sleep at all or sleeps for hours once
he drops off.” She looked at the sky. “I think there’s still
time. The enemy left Hsinglung this morning. They can’t
get here until dark at the earliest. I’ll get you half-way
up the hill and then go down for the baby. I’ll be able to
bring up a bucket of water too.” '

I supposed she was right. At any rate I had to trust
to her experience. It struck me that every one round her
had to conform to her strong will. Of course I could be
no exception. I remembered the young man who had left
us with such affection in his eyes. Though I could guess
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they were husband and wife, I couldn’t help asking, “Who
was that man who gave you orders just now?”

“He’s the secretary of the Communist Party branch here.
He'’s called Fourth Brother. I suppose you’ve noticed.” 1
smiled and she smiled too.

Fourth Sister made everything seem very lively and
cheerful; in fact she appeared almost carefree and light-
hearted. In comparison I felt too much of a weakling,
But what could I do? I could not get down from her back
while she was climbing uphill; struggling on my part
would simply add to her burden. I felt more like a lamb
than a grown man several years older than she. I had to
be tame and obedient. :

Fourth Sister put me down outside a cave half-way up
the hill and brushed the sweat dripping down her cheeks.
Her hands, muddy from grasping at the brushwood and
rocks all along the way, smeared dirt all over her pretty
face. But she was unaware of all this. ‘“Don’t move
please. I'm going for the baby and will be back as soon
as I’'ve taken him to grandpa.” Like a little squirrel, she
skipped and ran down the hill. Before she had gone very
far, 1 noticed that she pulled the shabby fur coat off her
shoulders. It was obviously not meant for this weather.

I was all alone on the hill." She had left me in a shady
spot where the mountain breeze wafted cool, bringing a bit-
ter flower scent to my nostrils, which helped to clear my
head. 1 saw there were thornsticks all round me and tried
to pluck one down. To my surprise I couldn’t break it.
Had I really become so wasted and feeble? I tried to
stand up by myself, but before I had quite straightened
my knees, the sky and earth started whirling round me.
I had to desist. Looking downwards, I was amazed at the
steepness of the hill and marvelled how Fourth Sister had
managed to bring me up.

As I was sitting in a bend in the hill, it was not possible
to see the houses further down. After a long wait, about
thirty minutes at the least, there was still no sign of Fourth
Sister. Suddenly two shots were fired somewhere. I could
tell it was from a .38 gun.. The shots reverberated long
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in the valleys and I wondered what had happened to my
protector. i

After another wait, I felt that I had come to the end of
my patience. I grasped the only weapon near me, a hand-
grenade strung on my belt, and my thoughts turned to pos-
sible accidents. Just then, Fourth Sister, face pale and
perspiring profusely, returned. She was murmuring to
herself faintly, “I didn’t expect they’d be here so quickly
. . . so quickly. . . .”

“Where’s the baby?”’ I asked.

She hesitated. ‘‘Somebody must have taken him away
for me,” she said, coming to my side and putting one of my
arms over her shoulder, quickly helped me to move for
a safer place. ‘Let’s hurry, the enemy has begun to search
the hills.” :

The rest of the way was even harder. I wished that I
had been in a coma. But no, I had to be fully conscious of
everything although there was not an ounce of strength in
my limbs. It seemed to me nothing could be more mor-
tifying than this help I was getting from Fourth Sister.
Just imagine your indignation if you saw a child feeding a
grown-up or a cat carrying a bear; actually I felt myself
to be more disgusting than either. At that moment, my
obedience was a shield for my shame.

After a. stretch of dangerous mountain path, Fourth
Sister took me into a gap. We must have passed a critical
point, for now she put me down on a flat boulder to catch
her breath. Turning to look down, I noticed a heavy streak
of smoke rising from the gully. A more careful scrutiny
informed me that the thick smoke was rising from the hut
we had vacated.

The situation was bad. It seemed Fourth Sister had not

been telling me everything. “Oh, the baby!’ I cried.
My eyes fell on Fourth Sister. She was leaning weakly
against a tree and staring down the hill with a dazed look.
From a profile view I could see a stream of tears flowing
like rain on the wild flowers at her feet.
What kind of a man was I! There was no easing the
pain in my heart. I stood up abruptly, to do what I had
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no clear idea, except
that I was consumed
with an irrepressible
desire to rush down-
hill to where the
smoke was rising.
Unfortunately, I fell,
head forward.

I used to think
there were two kinds
of debt that could
never be repaid:
those of a son to his
mother and a patient
towards his nurse.
But the care 'and
devotion I got from
Fourth Sister far sur-
passed either that of
a mother or nurse.
Imagine my uneasi-
ness then at the
thought of her utterly
selfless and profound
solicitude for me
during my uncon-
scious hours; in fact
my inexpressible and
heartfelt  gratitude
gnawed at my heart
cruelly and gave me
no peace.

It seemed I had been in a high fever during the five
days since Fourth Sister lost her beloved baby and I fainted
on the boulder. I was in a semi-delirious state all this
time and was only vaguely conscious of what happened
in my moments of clearness. There was no recollection
of how Fourth Sister carried me into the cave but when
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I thought of my clearer moments I wondered how I, for
whom she cared as a comrade, could have been so selfish.
I talked of chilliness and dampness in the cave. Then
¥ourth Sister put both my cotton quilt and grandpa’s fur
rug under me to ward off the damp from below. She even
covered me with her tattered fur coat. I should never,
never have asked for water. It was only today when I
asked for water again, that I realized the bowls of “water”
that I had been drinking were the milk from her breast.
That was why every time I asked for water, she always
picked up my enamel bowl and then turned her back on
me. It took her a good deal of trouble before she was
able to give me this most noble “drink of water.”

“I'm sorry there’s so little water for you,” she told me
apologetically, ‘“the enemy has the hill surrounded. Don’t
you see their camp fires at night? They’ve been out there
for three days. Only in the night can I creep out to get
a little water from the thin trickle in the stone crevices.”

A pain rose in my chest. She risked her life every night
to get me drinking water for the simple reason that I might
recover gquickly so that ‘“‘some day, we will all go and re-
capture our Peking. ...’ '

The enemy made more noise and bother searching around
the hills. At times the sound of their footsteps seemed
to pound right above our heads. And that’s no exaggera-
tion either — there was a path about five feet above the
roof of our cave. The enemy soldiers would shout: “Come
out, Eighth Route Army men. The Imperial Japanese
Army will not kill you but will give you rewards.”

These words produced no fear in my heart but a deep
repulsion and disgust. Sometimes it got so bad that I
wanted to sit up and take action. At such times, Fourth
Sister always consoled me. She said once, “Don’t worry,
the enemy won’t be able to get down here. This path has
never been discovered by outsiders. My father-in-law hap-
pened into it when he was hunting.”

That reminded me to ask where the old man had gone.

“He has his particular lair,” said Fourth Sister. “The
evening you came we had a group meeting in the family.
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My responsibility was to take care of you; grandpa was
to take the baby and hide in the big cave. My husband
was to protect the community’s grain with the militia; when
necessary they must fight openly with the enemy. My
brother-in-law was to take the old, the women and the
children out to hide in the gullies. He’s the head of our
village, you see. You've met, I think. When he left, he
said goodbye to you and I remember you nodded back.”

I had no impression at all of all this. She continued
after a pause, “Every time there’s a ‘mop-up’ by the enemy
our family doesn’t stay together; we each have our duties
and we hide ourselves where we can. . In this way the

enemy can’t kill all of us. . . .” Her head bent lower and
her voice suddenly broke. “Comrade Chang, you must
listen to my directions closely . . . I've made one slip

already, I can’t let anything happen to you. . After the
‘mop-up’ I'll be severely criticized at our family group
meeting, I'm afraid. . . . You see, my father-in-law is
always blaming me for any little thing happening to the
baby, and now. .. .” ‘
I felt a desperate desire to obliterate myself. I meant
to say something, but couldnt think of a single thing.
Fourth Sister must have sensed my discomfiture, she moved
closer and said, “Comrade, this has nothing to do with
you. You have no responsibility whatever in this matter.”
Dusk fell. There was a gloomy sombreness in the cave.
Outside, the dazzling glow of sunset played on the dark
green leaves of the bushes at the cave entrance. A few
floating clouds in the blue sky had turned a deep purple.
There were wild bursts of gun-fire, then the enemy again
lit camp fires here and there. Fourth Sister poked her
head out of the cave and looked round. The sad expres-
sion disappeared from her face. She stood up, stretched
lazily and reached for my enamel bowl. When she got
to the entrance, I said, ‘“Be careful.”
“The enemy’s going back to their camps. Didn’t you hear
them firing at random?” »
After about the time it takes for two meals, she re-
turned.. In one hand, she held the bowl, in the other a
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bunch of wild flowers. She had placed a piece of cotton
wool in the bowl to hold the water otherwise there would
not have been a drop left after her climb back. To my
surprise she handed the flowers to me. She meant to cheer
me up now that I was getting much better. She had done
her job for a comrade.

We stayed another two days in the cave. I was feeling
much better. I had thrown off fever and now suffered only
from wobbly legs, weakness all over and a bad headache.
Unfortunately we’d exhausted our supply of cooked rice
though Fourth Sister had been very frugal and mixed
wild herbs in the rice at every meal to make them last
longer. Now that there was not a single grain in the bag,
Fourth Sister suggested that we should not stay on in
the cave. On the eighth evening we left the cave that had
been my temporary home. I wanted to walk by myself
now, but Fourth Sister would not hear of it. Gripping the
vines and wild grass that grew profusely, she helped me
walk downhill little by little. We slipped through the
bushes not far from the enemy’s camp and found shelter in
another part of the hill. The next few days we played
hide and seek with the enemy. _

The Japanese had reaped the ripe harvest planted by
the villagers, and taken away all the crops they could put
their hands on. They had even fed the stalks to their horses.

What did we eat during all this time? Fourth Sister had
said to me before she carried me into the hills, “I won't
let you go hungry,” and she really lived up to her words.
Miracles happened one after another. After we left our
cave home she led me down devious half-hidden mountain
paths. She would grope among the wild grass, growing
knee high along the way, and discover stalks of millet or
corn. At other times she’d make a few kaoliang appear
behind clumps of bushes. Once, when all other sources
were exhausted, she produced a pumpkin from a pile of
dead leaves and vines.

“There is no road that man can’t cross,” she told me.
“The Japanese invaders have forced us to think of all
sorts of devices.  You see, every spring our people come
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up the hill with sacks of seed. They plant a few kaoliang
here and one or two corn there. The more isolated and
wild the spot, the mére seeds we sow.  The Japanese may
have lots of soldiers, but they don’t have enough to cut-and
pull out all we've planted. This makes it cohvenient-_ of
course for our guerrilla warfare; we’re able to find food
all over the hills. Let the enemy soldiers come. ' They
may be powerful, but they can’t conquer us when we’ve
sown seeds all over the place.”

Less than three months later, the enemy brought their
“mop-up”’ to a close. Naturally they failed to root out
the people’s resistance seeds. I too didn’t stay long enough
to take part in Fourth Sister’s family group meeting. I

‘had meant to defend her against her family’s criticism for

the loss of her baby son, but orders came for me to return
to the ranks and I left in a hurry. However, two years
later I heard from someone coming from these parts that
Fourth Sister’s baby was found soon after the “mop-up”
that year. He had been picked up before the enemy got
there by a passing guerrilla who had heard him cry. 1 was
also told that Fourth Sister was severely criticized by
grandpa at their family meeting even though the baby had
not come to any harm and that she was pardoned only
because she had done so well in saving a sick comrade
entrusted to her care.

More than a dozen years have gone by since I bid my
benefactress goodbye. During this time great changes have
occurred in our country and to me personally. For some
unknown reason I have been thinking about Fourth Sister
recently and wondering how the baby who was lost and
found again has turned out. I've made up my mind to
go this autumn to the area that used to be known as the
no-man’s land. I don’t dare to hope that I will find Fourth
Sister or learn about her