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A COPIED LOVE STORY

Lu-ven

I was teachmg Chinese in a certain school. One day, among
thirty compositions I ‘found one with 1lleg1ble handwriting.
There was no title, nor was the author’s name given. It seemed
to me that the student who wrote it probably did not grasp
its full meaning. On the other hand, he was a bit ashamed and
had not the courage to write his name. I read through the
essay quickly and became quite enraged. It was all utter non-
sense! It was a love story, partly invented, but the greater part
of it had undoubtedly been copied from somewhere. How could
such a silly love story be possible, as man is wise and love is
divine? o

Angrily T went over all the compositions and found out at
once who the author was. It was written by a sixteen-year old
student. Since he was so young, I felt inclined to forgive him.
Moreover, the style of the story, when compared with that of
the other compositions, was quite fluent. I read it over again
and, to my surprise, | found that it was not so absurd after all.
There was some meaning to it; there was also something real
about it!

The story was as follows:

One evening, I was taking a walk alone in the park near the
school. The moonlight was very bright and the sky was painted
with unnumbered glittering stars. Silence and peace reigned
supreme, and not a single sound was heard. All the trees stood.
in perfect silence, casting long shadows upon the ground. The
beautiful roses, drinking the evening dew, stood fair in silvery
light like saintly vestals. Their pure breath sanctified the air and
their fragrance filled the night. This kind of fragrance was not
unfamiliar to me, but it was also quite new to me. I remembered
that in a certain book some author described this kind of moon-
light, night and fragrance. O! I see, this was a night of ‘love!
The stars were the images of lovel The night was full of poetry!
It was sweet, sweet, and sweet! . . ..
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But who was my beloved? I was not certain who she was. . . .
Chin-shu was tolerable, and she had two gold teeth. Her smiling
_ face was very charming! Chen-ku had a peculiar face, and her
eyes were a little bit too deep. She was terrible to look at, but
lovely too. Hsiu-chin’s hair was always untidy. She looked just
like a ghost, but sometimes she also looked like a fairy. A
smile always dimpled Jui-yu’s cheeks. The dimple was too big,
but it was quite interesting all the same. Jui-ying was always
dressed in the height of fashion and Chu-pao looked attractive
with her face all painted up. But, which one should I love best?
Every girl had something that I loved, and yet every one had
something that T did not love. They all seemed very stupid.
They never paid any attention to me. They never gave me a
smile. ’

It seemed I had no affinity at all! In fact, I did not like
falling in love. “Love is a tempestuous surging passion. Men can
hardly enjoy love.” Moreover, some author has said that being
a husband is very much like being a camel. Ha! I did not
like to be a camel! . . ..

But, while I was thinking this way, the fragrance of the roses
again stirred me. It reminded me that a certain story writer
had said: “The rose is the symbol of love.” Ha, why should
the rose be chosen as the symbol of love? I couldn’t understand!
There were many other beautiful and lovely flowers besides the
rose. Story writers always said things in. a strange way. More-
over, what is Love? It’s really an unanswerable question. It
could only be felt.

T’ing-wen presented Li-ying with a rose every day. I took
it for granted that this was good proof showing that the rose was
the symbol of love. On the other hand, it could become an
inconvenience to those who had no sweethearts. -For instance,
the other day I plucked a rose without any purpose. It was
simply because T liked the rose. A classmate paid special attention
to me, asking:. “Are you going to present the rose to your
sweetheart? Who is she?” T could hardly bear it. Ha! How
could T pluck any more roses if I could find no one to love? . ..

Yes, “Love is a mystery!” 1 should like to have such an
adventure. At the same time I was afraid to have such an
experience. It was said that every young person would fall in
love with some one some day. I believed it and T waited for
its coming. . . .
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II.

Thus meditating deeply I beheld, all of a sudden, a figure
standing under the willow tree. It cast a long shadow on the
ground. The figure began to move toward me. How terrifying
it was! ... ‘

“Is that Mr. Chen?” uttered a girl’s voice, which was not
unfamiliar to me. I recognized it at once. It was that lass,
Chin-shu. :

“Is that Miss Chow?” )

“Yes! Why are you walking alone in the garden?” She
stepped a little forward.

She was dressed in a white coat and a black skirt. She looked
more beautiful than ever under the moonlight. She gave me a
sweet smile, exposing her gold teeth! She addressed me in a
very gentle way, as if she had some purpose in her mind. I
began to suspect her, for she was one of those who had never
paid me any attention or smiled at me. But at the moment
she became quite intimate with me. She smiled and stood
beside me. We stood close together,—no, her clothes already
touched mine! My heart began to beat very rapidly. My head
grew dizzy, stupefied by the world of beauty around me, and I
half believed I was the dupe of an exquisite dream. I felt that
sometthing unexpected was going to happen.

“Mr. Chen, let me present you with a flower. . . . ” She
suddenly turned around, plucked a rose and handed it to me.
I accepted it, with my heart beating more rapidly. I didn’t know
what I should say to her. I remained silent for a little while.
Then, remembering some story I had read a long time ago, I
pressed the rose against my lips and kissed it, saying, “Rose,
you are so beautiful!” I also plucked a rose and presented it to
her as a token of love. When I gave it to her, she grasped my
hand.

“Do....you....love....me?” she asked shyly.

I trembled from head to foot. How should I answer her?
There was no time for consideration. I only lowered my head,
asking: “How about you?”

“I'o...love....you....

“I love you . . . . t00,” I said in a bashful tone.

”

IIL.
Thus our love began.- But, as we were too young, we did
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not know what we should do next. For a long while we
remained speechless; then we remembered all the things the
lovers should do in a love story; we kissed and embraced each
other. . . . Truly, when her lips pressed mine, I forgot all else.
We wanted kisses as we would never want anything else in all
of this life. . .

Then we sat closely together on the stone bench. “Speak low,
if you speak of love.” So we talked in whispers. We talked
about many things, about our future, about our school-mates,
about our school, and finally about our love.

“When did you begin to love me, my darling?” she asked,
calling me her “darling.”

“Beginning from that day . . . dearest”, I replied, as if I was
reciting a story. “Beginning from that very instant . . . .
when . . . . for the first time . . . . I saw you walking in the

porch.  Your glistening gold teeth and your smiling face
captivated me. Ever since that time I could not forget you.
Then I loved you all the more. I will love you always and
forever, I love you so much. . . . ” I was thinking carefully
when I answered her in a low voice. I held her hand.

“Will you forget me in the future?”

“Never, never!” T said, as if I was reciting some essay, “The
sun may grow cold and the earth may perish, but our love will
never die!”

She felt happy, I felt happy, and’ we both felt happy. We
were born to be a happy pair.

By and by the moon climbed higher, shedding forth her
silvery beams. The night was more serene, and the air more
balmy. Every thing seemed to be slumbering. The garden was
at this moment a paradise of tranquil repose. Only the stars
twinkled, as if they were jealous of our love. The roses still
filled the air with their perfume, as if they wanted to make our
love more romantic. It was indeed a night of love! It was
indeed a night of poetry!

We talked a great deal. We felt greatly obliged to the story
writers, for we had done everything they taught us in the stories.
We had done everything, and we felt satisfied.

It was about mid-night when she returned by the way she
came. She was very beautiful under the moon. That was all
I could say. I was not able to describe it! We forgot to bring
back our roses. It seemed that we need not trouble ourselves
to cherish those roses, since our love had already become a
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success. . . .
The beginning of my love story ended here. In short, I have
understood the meaning of love. It’s really all very interesting!
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A GOOD MAN

Pa CuiN

During my boyhood days, I seldom remembered past events.
But as I grew older, I could remember more and more everyday,
as if the things of the past were worth recalling. I may say that
I am not living for the enjoyment of the present world—in which
there is scarcely anything that I can cherish for long—but rather
for the enjoyment of the memories of the past.

When I was in school, my eyes seemed to be tightly bound
with a bandage. I could see only a very small part of the wide
world: flowers and the sunshine of spring. And I thought the
world was extremely beautiful.

Then at a certain fixed time, I found myself detached from
the school. From all accounts, I was to enter society. So I
began seeing a different view of the world. The bandage was
gradually slipping off from my eyes, and the world changed even
more for me. I saw dirt; I saw tears. I saw darkness. All this
because I had entered society.

My mode of living also changed. I was so totally different
from what it used to be. The things that I had laboriously learnt
in school were quite useless. I began to acquire a new kind of
education—the practical education in life. '

The first step in this education was to do my utmest to unlearn
what I had learnt in school. Then it was that I began to regret
having burnt so much midnight oil. What I regretted even more
was that I had once gone abroad, and so increasing my stock
of materials for recollections. ,

Regardless of whether I succeed or not, there is the daily routine
that had to be carried out: flattering’ the superiors, supervising
the inferiors, playing cards, attending theaters, drinking and eat-
ing. In other words, I have to smile to certain people, and pull
a long face before others, to invite and be invited. Not that I
am interested in them myself, but I am bound to do all that.

When I was studying in the middle school in my native pro-
vince, I once heard a speech by a renowned tuchun (military
governor.) The sentences that impressed me most were: “Behave
yourself like a good man: then and only then you can have food
—s0, students, make this your ideal in life.” Like a number of

_— 2 —
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my fellow students, 1 worshipped heroes: therefore, from that
time on we were determined. Although I have no more idea
now than I had then as to what constitutes a good man—and the
tuchun did not give us an explanation—yet I have food to eat.

However, having something to eat is insufficient for me. Past
inemories often torture me after meals. From time to time I
try very hard to forget all the incidents in my school days, but
the result is that those memories are always among the first to
come up to my mind, leaving no room, sometimes, for other
memories. As every effort proves to be hopeless, my eyes often
wander to a little blue book lying at the left side of my desk.
(I have a very good desk, though I seldom use it). I take that
book in my hand, turn over its cover, and the first thing that
comes to my eyes are those words written on the first page of the
book: “To my young friend M. Wang—". The name is C. M.
Looking at the shaky handwriting, there comes to my mind the
picture of a gentleman—and the clock goes back - several years.

I had made Monsicur Charles Mouton’s acquaintance when I
was studying in Paris. At that time, I was not like what I am
now—I was very fond of my books. Monsieur Mouton ran a
book store in P. Street, a place two or three blocks from my lodg-
ing house. It was a.store for second-hand books, though some-
times there were new books too. Only their covers were a little
old and some pages had been loosened. Their prices were there-
fore much lower. Owing to my poor financial conditions, I
seldom went into a book store where new books were sold.
Whenever I wanted to buy some books I went to M. Mouton’s
store, and if it did not happen to have what I wanted, I would
ask him to procure the books elsewhere. Usually he would
find the books for me in a short while. I was under such circum-
stances that we became acquainted.

M. Mouton was nearly fifty; his wife, whose appearance was
very dignified, was, however, considerably younger. But she was
deaf. T did not know that at the very beginning. One day,
I went to his store to enquire about a book. The old man was
not in the store, and so when T opened the door I found her there.
I said “good day” to her; but she did not answer me, as if she
had not heard me at all. So I loudly repeated my greeting, but
she stll did not move. I felt very embarrassed. The Chinese
abroad are often looked down up by foreigners, and I thought
perhaps it was due to this reason that I had been slighted. T felt
like leaving the place at once, but I was too enamored of the book
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to do so. There it was, on the topmost shelf of the book-case,
looking down at me. It was extremely lovable and I could not
bear parting with it. So I ventured again, this time approaching
her more closely, and before I spoke anything, she smiled at me.
As soon as | had asked my first question, she took out her ear-
trumpet. It was then that I realized that my suspicions had been
groundless. She was deaf.

But my curiosity had been aroused. What was the idea of a
man of nearly fifty marrying such a young girl, and deaf too?
My curiosity was growing more intense every day, still I did not
dare to ask the old man, because at the time he and I weren’t
too well acquainted with each other.

At last the opportunity came. One afternoon, I was taking a
walk in the Jardin de Luxemburg’s. Spring was extremely al-
luring—it had a sort of magic charm that kindled the fire of
life and made people feel that life existed everywhere. Every
tree, every patch of green held a strong vitality of life, and even
the stone statue which had been standing there for years seemed
to wear a tender smile. Girls of sixteen and seventeen, with bare
arms and breast half exposed, could be scen running in the woods.
There were young men and women on the lawn playing tennis.
Everywhere was the sound of children’s laughter. T sat by the
side of a fountain watching the water that was unceasingly spout-
ing only to be blown by the breeze into thin streaks that fell
in all directions. While I was watching it with my whole soul,
some one behind me tapped my shoulder, calling me “M. Wang.”
I hastily turned around and saw M. Mouton standing before me.
The sunlight was shining on his bald head, his flat nose, and
his brilliant eyes, all of which were just as they used to be, but
it seemed that he was many years younger, and his complexion
much brighter. “Monsieur Mouton, -it’s you!” I said with a
smile. “It seems that the longer you live, the younger you are.”
He nodded and smiled too.

We shook hands, and after finding a vacant stone bench to sit
on, we began to talk about everything that came to hand. Once
a conversation was started, he would just talk and talk and talk
and would not give me any chance whatsoever to voice my
opinion. Secing he was in such a mood, I instantly recalled the
question which had long been kept in my mind and which, I
thought, at last found an opportunity to be voiced. So I ventured
to ask him about his curious marriage with his wife.

“Why, how can it be curious?” he said surprisingly. “I don’t
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think it’s curious at all, it’s only too natural. She needs me, and
I need her, that’s all. ‘

“But perhaps it’s not so simple,” I explained. “Every single
event has always a long, long story behind it.”

“All right, T'll tell you,” he nodded his head. “Twenty years
or so ago, I made the acquaintance of a young man of just your
age, who was at first studying in a college, but later on, perhaps
owing to his poverty, he gave up his school career and found
a job in a factory. T heard that he was then mixed up with
the socialists. By the time he reached the age for military ser-
vice, he refused to join the army. “So he was immediately arrest-
ed, and after a court martial, he was sent to Africa to work.”
Suddenly he paused and asked: “What do you understand by
sending a man to work in Africa?” But not waiting for my ans-
wer, he continued: “No, you can’t understand. It means the
very death.”

In fact, I knew all about it, because I had once chanced to see
such a scene in the Wax Museum. I knew he was not exaggerat-
ing, and the scene once again appeared before my eyes. At that
moment, however, I was too much occupied with Monsieur
Mouton’s narrative to find time to think over the whole scene.

“Well, there he went, and never returned. Shortly after his
leaving, his mistress bore him a girl. T recall that at that time
[ went over to see them quite often.

“Three or four months afterwards, I returned one night very
late from the grip of a blinding snow storm, and at the door I
found a little bag. I took the bag to my room and found in it
a little girl,-and on hex body was attached a slip of paper with
lines of pcor handwriting on it. I can still clearly remember its
contents which were as follows: I have done my very best in
these past few months, but now ‘I am bound to give her up:.
[ entrust it to you, because you are his dear friend, and are ever
so kind to us. I was afraid that you would not accept it, so 1
decided to put it, without your knowledege, at your door in the
night. Take care of her for the sake of God.’ I knew at once
who wrote this letter.

“Never had I had any experience in my life in nursing a baby.
With my greatest effort, I finally managed that night ro rock
her to sleep. The next morning I carried her to see her mother,
but T only found her roms all empty.

“So I had to carry it back to my home, and take care of her
myself. Though I succeeded in doing so, it was by no means

_ 8 —
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an casy job. I heard the news of her mother’s drowning herself
in a river in the D—district. Like many others, I did not know
that was the reason of her doing so. But from that time on, the
burden of caring for the child, more so than ever before, fell on
me.

“The child grew up to be a very lovely girl whom I loved very
much as if she were my own daughter. I sent her to study in a
girl’s high school, and after that she helped me in my store, for
[ had already run a book store in my native province as early
as then.

“In her infancy, she had been my curse, but as she grew up she
gradually turned out to be my beloved one. Without seeing her,
I would feel rather blue throughout the day. The more she
grows, ‘I always said to myself, ‘the more I'll love her.” At the
same time, however, a sense of fear was growing inside me and
was becoming stronger and stronger, as if to tell me that the more
she was growing up, the nearer would be the date of our parting
from each other. The very thought of this always made me mad.
In fact I was not her father, nor her kinsman—what legal right,
then, had I to keep her from going away? Whenever she wanted
to leave, I would have to let her do so. ’

“And from that time on, my life was greatly upset by this
constantly haunting fear. I loved to see her, but every now and
then, I purposely kept myself away from her, because 1 was
afraid that she might learn the truth that I was not her father.

“At last my forebodings came true. It was not that she knew
that I was not her father, but that she had got a lover, a rich
man’s son from Paris. The fonder they became of each other,
the greater was my fear of the impending catastrophe that
would possibly fall on me. The fact that I was not in a position
to separate them made me even more jealous. On some occasions
I would gloomily say to her, “Don’t you love your dear Pa, who
has ever so very painstakingly taken care of you? You are now
going to leave him alone and go with another man!

“Though she would not fail to shed tears on hearing these
words, her love for him was in no wise lessened. Finally she
decided to announce her engagement to him.

“During those days, my heart was very painfully struggling in
the grip of a number of conflicting thoughts. Now I thought I
ought to let her go, for the sake of her future happiness; now
I imagined what would become of my life in the days to come
if 1 did let her go away. All of these made me sleepless night

— 10 —
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after night. Owing to the nearness of the coming event, I
finally made up my mind to do something that had long been
planned in my heart.

“On the eve of their engagement, I went to the man’s house,
and told him everything about her—her not being my daughter,
her father being a prisioner in Africa, her mother having drown-
ed herself in the river, and her parent not having legally married.
Believe me, I did not say a word disgracing my dead friend.
What I said was truth, and nothing but the truth.

“After that, he wrote a letter to her explaining the reason why
he could not marry her. He was really a very hardhearted man.
He wrote to her almost everything I had told him, saying nothing,
of course, about the source of his information.

“Having received the letter, she cried almost for half the day.
She went over to see him, but was refused. And then when she
got the information that he was going to leave for Paris that
night, she went over to the station to see him.

“Our home was situated far, far away from the station. The
night was entirely at the mercy of a blinding sonw storm, and the
roads were all snow-bound. I did my best to dissuade her from
going, but she won’t listen to me by any means. So there she
went. I was afraid that owing to the menacing stormy weather,
she won’t be able to get to the station, and that even if she could,
she would hardly return soon. Then quite a long time passed,
but still she had not returned. Greatly terrified, I felt instantly
that something extraordinary must have happened. So I lost no
time in calling someone help me, all of us carrying lanterns.

“Outside, in the dark, it was snowing heavily. The chilly wind
was blowing merciless on our faces. Every now and then I al-
most fell to the ground, but somehow T was able to keep up my
balance. Finally under a fir tree below the hillside, I found her
lying on the ground, her body all covered with snow, and it was
icy cold. We managed to bring her home, and after strenuous
exertions on our part, she gradually came to life. Then she fell
sick, which continued for aobut two months. And after she had
recovered from her sickness, she became deaf.

“She seemed to have forgotten the man entirely after her con-
valscence, and went so far as to be unwilling to make any social
contacts with any other young man. She had already known what
was the sort of relationship between us. Afterwards it was she
who first expressed her willingness to marry me, and so we got
married. This is what I meant when I said we both need each

— 12 —
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other. Such a union is, after all, nothing to be courious about.
You see, our marriage life is very happy, and we haven’t had any
quarrels whatsoever during these years. I tell you, her name is
Martha.”

Finishing his story, he contentedly smiled, indicating that his
was a comfortable and happy life. At the moment he mentioned
her name, I noticed that his expression was sweet and tender, and
I knew that he was still in love with her.

But I wonder why he did not feel even a bit of regret over his
doings—I mean his breaking up the marriage of the young couple,
He seemed, to my great surprise, to consider it as a very common
thing and his means entirely proper.

“Why do you say it’s not strange?” I asked, very much astonish-
ed, “Haven’t you got your wife through improper means?”

“Improper means?” he ejaculated, amazed, and stared at me.
“What do you mean by that? Have I told a lie to earn her love?
Haven't we been living together very happily?”

“But, I said in a serious manner, “she should have married that
rich man’s son.”

“Why?” very doubtfully and surprisingly he asked. And then
all of a sudden he burst out laughing. “You Orientals are al-
ways like that,” he said, “You are really a typical Oriental.”

“T sought to argue with him further, but greatly embarrassed
by his laughing, I had to check myself from saying more. While
[ remained silent for a moment, he took his departure.

Afterwards, time and again I went over to Monsicur Nouton’s
book store, and observed them carefully. I noticed that, for some
reason which I did not know, they were really very passionately
in love with cach other, I wondered what would happen if Martha
came to know the real truth. But so far as I was concerned, I
had not yet the courage to tell her all about it.

We were getting along in a very friendly manner. Before my
return to China, they were my only friends. By the time I was
going to sail for my native country, Monsieur Mouton presented
me with a little blue book, the same book that was lying on my
desk—a rare travelling, sketch book which he has treasured very
much.

Having returned from abroad, I still have not quite forgotten
Monsieur Mouton and the sonvenir he gave to me—I mean this
little blue book which I keep all the time. Whenever I see the
book, I would think of the one who had given it to me. Time
and again I would unconsciously ask myself the question, “Isn’t

— 14 —
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Monsieur Mouton a real good man?” which I cannot even
answer myself.

But for my part, I am still, day in and day out, doing my
routine work, such as flattering high officials, supervising those
who are inferior to me, playing cards, attending theaters, wine-
shops, and restaurants. In high-sounding words, I am being
educated on how to live in this world and how to find food to
eat.

— 16 —
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THE DIARY OF A CRAZY MAN

Luv Hsin
INTRODUCTION

There were two brothers whose names I would not mention.
Both were bosom friends of my high school days. We had
parted for years, and had practically lost touch of each other
until the other day, when I was informed that one of them
was very ill. As I was then returning to my native city, I made a
detour in order to pay them a visit. When I arrived, I found
only elder brother at home. He told me that it was his
younger brother that had been ill but he had recovered and gone
to a certain place as a candidate waiting for some official post.
He thanked me for my trouble and showed me two volumes of
a diary kept by his brother during his illness. He asked me to
keep them, as it might give me an idea of the invalid’s ailment.
I took it back and read it, and satisfied myself that it was a case
of “persecution mania.” The statements in the diary are rather
disorderly and confused; in fact, there are many absurd things
in it, and no dates are given. However, I inferred that it could
not have been written all at one time, but that the various pas-
sages were continuous. Hence I have copied and put together
some of these passages into a chapter for the study of physicians.
Though the diary contains illusory statements, I have not changed
a single word of the original, with the exception of names of
persons which are all omitted, even though they are all names
of country folks only that are unknown to society and hence of
little public importance. As to the title of the diary, T have let
it stand as it was penned by the author himself after he had
recovered from his illness.—April 2, 1918.

I

Excellent moonlight tonight.

I have not seen him for a period of over thirty years. When
I saw him today I was in high spirits. Then I realized that for
the past thirty years I had been living a mad man’s life. Still
I must be very careful. If this be not so, why should the Chao’s
dog give me two glances of the eye?

My fear is not a groundless one.

—
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1T

No moonlight at all today, and I know something is wrong.
This morning, when I went out carefully, Chao Kuei-weng’s
glance was already strange: he looked as if he feared me; as if
he were designing my destruction. Seven or eight other fellows
were whispering together stealthily about me, seemingly afraid
of being overheard by me. All the people along the street ap-
peared to be in the same mood, and one of them looked so
threatening as to make mouths and give me a cold grin. A
shiver ran down straight from my head to my heels, and I knew
they had already completed their designs upon me.

Yet 1 was not afraid of them; I simply went on my way.
Yonder I saw a group of children gossiping about me. The
glances of their eyes were just like Chao Kuei-weng’s, and their
faces also turned bluish like steel. I wondered: what grudge
had I borne these children to incur such an attitude as this?
So I could no longer restrain myself and shouted aloud: “You
tell me!” Then they all ran away.

1 meditated: What grudge have I borne Chao Kuei-weng and
to the crowd in the street? The only bad thing I had done was
about twenty years ago, when I trod on the old account books
of Mr. Ku Chiu, who after that felt rather bad about it. Chao
Kuei-weng was not personally acquainted with Mr. Ku Chiu;
he might have heard about it and become indignant over it. It
must be he who has instigated the crowd in the street against
me. But how about the children who were then not born yet?
Why should they, too, have distended their eyes and stared in
so strange a manner at me, as if they were afraid of me, yet
so bent on mischief upon me? This really gave me fear; it set
me wondering; it causes me deep sorrow.

Ah, I understand! They have been so taught by their parents.

I1I.

I always remain awake at night. Things must be studied in
order to be understood.

They—some of them had been sentenced to cangue by the
magistrate, some of them had been slapped on the face by the
gentry, some had been robbed of their wives by official under-
lings and attendants, some had their parents persecuted to death
by the creditors—yet their faces on such occasions did not show
so much fright and ferocity as they did yesterday.

— 4 —
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The strangest thing of all is that, the woman in the street who
beat her so yesterday—excaliming: “Old man, I'm gonna to
bite you a few mouthfuls to give vent to my anger’—also was
glancing at me! I had such a fright, and I could not conceal it.
Then that group of ferocious fellows—those steel-faced and tusk-
ed-mouth fellows—all laughed at me. Just then Ch’en Lao-wu
overtook me, and dragged me home.

When I was brought home, my folks pretended that I was a
stranger to them. The look in their eyes was just like that of
the crowd in the street. After I had been forced into the study,
they locked the door upon me as if I was some domestic fowl.
Their behavior toward me is a riddle that I can’t solve.

A few days ago, a tenant from Wolves’ Village came to tell us
about the famine there. He told my elder brother that a notorious
fellow in the village had been beaten to death and that some
fellows even took out his heart and had it fried in oil for a
dose to hearten up themselves. When I said a word to join their
conversation, both the tenant and my brother gave me several
glances of their eyes which I now realized bore an exact resem-
blance to those of the people in the street.

When I thought of this, a chilll went down straight from my
head to my heels.

They can eat human beings; who knows they will not eat me?

Think of that woman’s remark that she must bit mouthfuls of
me; think of the hyena laugh of that gang of steel-faced and
boar-tusked fellows and the story of that tenant the other day!
Evidently, all these are their secret code. Now I see all their
words contain poisons, their laughs hide daggers, and their array
of white teeth man-eating instruments.

Though in my own opinion I am not a wicked man, yet since
I trod on the Kus’ books, it is hard to say what people took
me for. All seem to have some thing in their mind that I have
no way to get at. Besides, they could “about face” so suddenly
whenever they got sore with a fellow and call him wicked. T still
remember how, in teaching me essay writing, my brother would
mark my writing with circles of appreciation if I criticize a good
man a bit, no matter how good he actually was, and if the topic
happened to be a very bad character, I could, just by a little
twist of reasoning, secure such praise as “a marvellous apology—
unique!” How could I ever understand their heart, especially
when on the point of satisfying their cannibal instinct!

The comprehension of things came only after study and

—_ 6 —
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research about them. I had not understood clearly, I had remem-
bered that cannibalism ‘was practised in ancient times. So I
looked it up in a history book—history with no- dates, but there
were “written' on” every page, aslant and crookedly, these few
words: “benevolence, righteousness, morality and virtue.” Since
I could not steep at night, T read the book carefully for half the
night when I detected, from between the lines and characters,
‘that cannibalism was written on every page of history. :

So many words were written on the book, so many words were
spoken by the tenant, and yet all of them grinned and stared at
me with such strange eyes.

I am a man; hence they must have been thinking of eating me,

" too! o ' : ' ‘

Iv. '

This morning I sat still for a while. Ch’en Lao-wu brought the
lunch in. A bowl of vegetables and a bowl of steamed fish.
The fish, with mouth gaping and eyes stark and opaque, looked
just like that gang of cannibal-minded fellows. I tasted a few
chopsticks of it; it was so slimy and slippery that I wondered
whether it was fish or human flesh. I threw up everything, in-
cluding its bowels.

I said: “Lao-wu, please tell my brother that I feel very de-
pressed, and want to take a walk in the garden.” Lao-wu went
away without a word.

After a while, the door opened.

I did not move, for I wanted to see what they were going to
do with me, and I was sure that they would not relax their grasp
on me. And so it was! Slowly my brother came with an old
man, whose eyes were beaming with cruelty. But, in order to
avoid my suspicions, he simply kept his head down and stole a
glance at me from over the side rim of his spectacles. My brother
said, “You seem to be pretty well today,” T said “Yes”. And he
said again: “We have invited ‘Dr. Ho to feel your pulse.” And
then T said, “O.K.!I” In fact I know that old fox is only an
executioner in disguise! To feel my pulse is just a pretence to
know how fat I am,—and for this work, he might also have a
slice of my flesh. But I was not afraid of him. Though not
man-eating, yet I was braver than they. I stretched out my two
fists, and I waited to see his movements. That old fox sat down
and closed his eyes; he felt my pulse and appeared in a dull

—_— 8 —
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suspense for a while, Then he opened his ghostly eyes and said,
“Don’t think about nonsense. Rest quietly for a few days and
you will get well.”

Don’t think about nonsense and rest quietly! Rest until I have
grown fat; then they would have more to eat! What good would
it do to me and how could I get well? . These gangs are thinking
of man-eating on the one hand, while on the other hand, they
are stealing around, not daring to strike a clean blow. This tickled
me to death. I could no longer restrain myself, so I burst out
into a roar of laughter and felt very happy. I know that in my
laughter there is the spirit of courage and righteousness. That
old fox and my brother at once turned pale. They have been
overcome by my spirit of courage and justice.

But the more courage I have, the more eager they would be
to eat me up so as to profit themselves by my bravery. When
they had gone out of the door a few steps, the old fox whispered
to my brother: “Hurry up with the eating!” My brother nodded
his head. And so, brother, you also are one of them. This
unexpected discovery is, in fact, not out of my expectation: the
man-eating plot is headed by my brother!

My brother is the man who eats man!

I am the brother of a man-eater!

Let me be eaten up, and still we shall be brother (brethren)!

A%

During the last few days, I have been reconsidering the matter
a little bit: If that old fox were not an executioner in disguise,
even though he is a real physician, still he is a man-eater. One
of the ancient masters of these physicians, Li Shih-chen, in his
“Something of the Materia Medica” (Basic Principles of
Meédicine), has said very clearly that human flesh could be boiled
and taken (as medicine). Hence how could that old fox say
that he himself was no cannibal?

As for my brother, I did him no injustice either. Formerly,
when explaining lessons to me, he personally told me that it was
allowable “to exchange each other’s sons to be taken as food”;
and, on another occasion, while talking about a certain wicked
character, he said that we should not only kill such a person but
also “eat his flesh and sleep on his skin”—a remark that set my-
young heart palpitating for a good half day. When the tenant
was telling him the other day the episode of eating some fellow’s
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heart, he nodded his head. continually without the slightest
astonishment. From this, one can see that he is as hard-hearted
and cruel as he has been. Since even children might be inter-
changed as food, anything else might be interchanged, and any-
body else might be taken as food. Formerly, when I was listen-
ing to his theoretical reasomng, I just let it pass carelessly; but now
I know that while he is reasomng, not only his lips are smeared
with human oil, but his mind is fully occupied w1th the idea of
eating human bemgs . ;

) VI.
Dark as pitch; one can’t tell day from night; and the dog of the
Chaos is barking again.
The ferocity of a lion, the cowardliness of a hare, the craftmess
of a fox. .

VIL

I know they are neither willing nor brave enough to commit
a clear-cut murder; they are afraid of calamities, natural or
supernatural. Hence they have conspired against me on all sides
with a view to forcing me into suicide. Think of the attitude of
those men and women in the streets a few days ago, and my
brother’s actions during the past few days, and you can already
guess the most of it. The thing that will satisfy them best is for
me to hang myself from the beams with my own belt. By that
they will get what they want without having to force the murder
charge; then they will, chuckling, exalt themselves to the skies.
Or if I should die from fright and worry, it will still meet with
their approbation, although I shall be a bit underweight.

They can eat only carrion! I remember from some book that
there is a creature known as the hyena, the eye-glance and ap-
pearance of which are very repugnant. It lives upon carcasses,
chewing, and grinding even large bones into a fine pulp which
it gulps down into its stomach. The mere thought of it gives me
horror. The hyena is a close kin to the wolf, and the dog is the
latter’s own clansman. The glances by the Chao’s dog the other
day shows that is also in the plot. How could the old man fool
me by pretending to look on the ground?

The most pitiable one is my brother. Being a human being,
how could he be so devoid of human fear as to plot as a cannibal
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after me? Has custom and practice taken away the thought that
it is wrong? Or has he lost his conscience and is doing this with
conscious intention?

[ curse man-eaters, and let him be the first one I curse. I
preach against the evil practice, and let me also begin with him.

VIIL

In fact, they ought to have known this right principle by
now. . . . ;

A young man in his early twenties suddenly appeared. I
couldn’t see his face very clearly, but I saw him nodding to me
with a beaming smile, though not a sincere one. Well, T asked
him, “Is cannibalism justifiable?” “Why cannibalism; there is no
famine now?” he replied, still smiling. Immediately T saw that
he was also one of the man-eating gang; so with my courage in-
creased a hundred fold, I interrogated him: “Is it right?”

“Why should you bother with such a question? You are
really ... fond of . . . joking . .. Oh, what a fine weather today!”

The weather is fine, the moonlight is quite bright already too,
but still I want to ask you, Is it right?

Now he knew it was wrong, for he replied in an indistinct
voice, “No. . . . ”

“No? But they did eat!”

“Oh, there is no such thing. . . .

“No such thing? Well, there is a recent case in Wolves’ Village;
while ‘perfectly rosy and fresh of human flesh’ is the phrase
written all over the books!”

- He got angry, his face turning as blue as steel, and with eyes
distending he said: “It may have happened sometimes, but this
has always been so. . . .”

“I'll not reason with you on such things. Anyhuw you ought
not to have raised such a question. When you do, you are wrong
already!” :

I jumped up and opened my eyes wide. The man disappeared,
and I perspired all over. So much younger than my brother,
yet he has already joined that gang. No doubt he has been
taught by his dad and ma. Maybe he has already taught his
own kids; and so even the children also gave me looks that are
so ferocious.

’
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IX

One wants to eat others and is afraid of being eaten up. With
deeply suspicious eyes they watch and gaze on one another. .

Once you have given up this thought, you work, you walk,
eat, and you sleep with the utmost comfort! This is only a
threshold to be stepped over, a pass to be crossed. But fathers
and sons, elder and younger brothers, husbands and wives,
teachers and pupils, friends, foes, and strangers, simply band
themselves into a clique, admonishing one another, checking and
restricting one another. They refuse, for life or for death, to step
over this threshold.

X.

I went to see my brother in the early morning. He was stand-
ing outside the hall, gazing at the sky. I went behind him
and planted myself at the door way. With utmost calmness and
gentlenss, I spoke thus unto him: “Brother, I have something to
say to you.”

“Say it.” He turned quickly, nodding.

“I have only a few words, but somehow I can not express it
Brother, I think probably all savages in primitive ages practised
cannibalism a bit. Later, some, having a different mind, stopped
man-eating and tried to be good. Eventually these become men,
real human beings. But some of them have continued the
practice just like those lowly creatures, some have evolved into
fishes, birds, monkeys, and finally, men. Some did not want to
be good; hence they have remained low in the scale of beings,
such as worms and insects. Compared with real human beings,
the man-eating man ought to feel very shameful, much more
so, I fear, than the lowly worms should toward the monkey.

“I Ya steamed his own son,” I continued, “to feast the tyrants
Chiech and Chou. This occurred long long ago. Ever since
Pan Ku created this world, the man-eating business had continued
till the eating of I Ya’s son, and from the eating of I Ya’s son
it has again continued to the eating of Hsu Hsi-lin; and from
the eating of Hsu Hsilin to the eating of that fellow who was
arrested recently in Wolves’ Village. Last year when a criminal
was executed in the city, there was still a tuberculous patient who
licked the beheaded man’s blood from steamed dumpling dipped
into it.

“They want to eat me,” I added, “and of course you could not
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stop them all single-handed; but why should you join them?
Man-eating fellows may do anything and everything, and since
they can eat me, they may also eat you. Even members of the
same gang can easily turn upon each other. But if you will
only turn and correct yourself, there will be peace in this world.
Though things have always been so, yet today we may be specially
good to each other. Please don’t say it is impossible! Brother,
I believe you could say this. The other day, when our tenant
was asking you for a rental reduction, you said: “Impossible’” .

At first he only grined at me, but afterwards his eyes grew
fiercer and fiercer, and when I exposed their secrets, his face
turned blue. There was a crowd standing outside the gate, Chao-
Kuei-weng and his dog among them. They poked their heads in
and tried to crowd in. Some of their faces were indistinct, and
secemed to be covered with cloth; others were wearing a ferocious
mask; holding their mouths and laughed. I know that they all
belong to the same gang, and all man-eaters. Yet I know, too,
that they have different minds and intentions. - Some of them
think that man-eating is traditionally practised and is, therefore,
proper and right; others understand that it is wrong, but the
eating they want to continue—they are also afraid of the exposure
of their secrets. Hence my words have proved very irritating;
yet they held their mouths and smiled coldly.

Just then my brother suddenly appeared fierce-as he shouted
in a loud voice:

" “Get out everyboy! What is there to see in a lunatic?”

Now I have learnt another trick of theirs. They have not only
refused to reform themselves, but have planned to call me a
lunatic. So that when they have a chance to eat me up later,
everything would be all right, and witnesses to prove my insanity
would also be produced. The tenant said when they ate up a
bad fellow, they used the same excuse. That is their old trick!

Ch’en Lao-wu rushed in with an indignant face, and avanted to
cover up my mouth. But I was bent on giving them a piece of
my mind: You had better correct yourselves now and begin with
a sincere heart! You must know that in future this world will
not tolerate any cannibals. If you will not correct yourselves,
then you will eat up one another. Should you multiply and
increase, you will be destroyed by true men, just like the hunter
killing up all wolves—not unlike insects and worms!”

Ch’en Lao-wu had driven away the crowd, and my brother
had gone somewhere. Lao-wu tried to persuade me to go into
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the house. Within the building there was complete darkness.
Above me, the beams and crossbeams all began to shake; and,
after shaking a while, they grew larger and larger until they
fell upon my body. .

The weight was tremendous and I could not move. Its purpose
was to kill me. I knew that its wcight was a false one, so I
struggled to get out of it, perspiring all over. Still I wanted
to shout:

“You must reform at once! Begin with a sincere heart! You
must know that in the future this world will not tolerate men
who eat up their fellow beings. . . . ”

XI.

The sun did not appear; the door did not open; and two meals
every day.

Whenever I tock up the chopsticks, I thought of my brother,
and I knew he was responsible for the death of our sister. At
that time, sister was only five years old, and her lovable and yet
pitiable appearance was still vivid in my memory. Mother cried
and cried without stop, and it was my brother who persuaded
mother to stop crying. It is probable that owing to his eating of
sister’s flesh, he felt rather embarrassed to hear people crying
for sister, only if he could feel rather embarrassed toward this. . .

Sister was eaten by my brother; I do not know whether mother
knows it or not.

It is probable that mother has known it already in her crying;
however, she did not make it clear—that, I think, is owing to
her conception that man-eating is right. I still remember, when
I was only about four or five years old, one day we sat at the
front of the hall to cool ourselves, and my brother told us that
whenever one’s parent was ill, in order to be a filial son, one
must cut off one piece of his flesh to feed his parent. And at
that time, mother was sitting together with us, she did not say
that that was not right. If it is permissible to eat one piece of
flesh, so is the whole man. But it is curious to note that whenever
I think of mother’s crying on that day, I always feel rather sad!

XII.

I could think no more.
Now I know that for years I have lived in a place where man-
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eating has been a constant practice for more than four thousand
years. The death of my little sister occured at the time when
my elder brother was managing the houschold, and her flesh
might have been secretly mixed with our food.

Maybe unconsciously I have eaten a few pieces of my sister’s
flesh, and now it is my turn to be eaten. .

Though I was ignorant at first, now I know that man like me,
who has a man-cating record of four thousand years, is really
hard to meet any real man!

XIII.
Maybe there are still some children who have not yet indulged
in man-eating?
Rescue the children! . . .
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'HOW MENCIUS PUT AWAY
HIS WIFE

Kvo Mo-jo

€

Mencius rose early one morning, taking what he called
“exercise” out in his garden. Naked to the waist, he stood there
akimbo, craning his neck, suggestive of a rooster about to crow.
He threw back his head, allowing air to go into his nostrils and
come out of his mouth, five seconds at a time. When he was
drawing his breath, one could see him throwing out his slim
chest over his sunken belly, with all his ribs almost visible. This
sort of exercise was better known in those days as Hsing Ching
Niao Shen which, if closely translated, means “an old bear going
to hang himself and a rooster preparing to crow,” or “deep
breathing,” to put it more sensibly. :

Despite this deep breathing for some time, he was still in a
daze, as if his brain were wrapped up in a piece of cloth. His
nostrils were dry, and so were his eyes. He has hoped to preserve
that refreshing “night air” feeling in him, but actually he was
dry all over. He felt weary in his limbs, more so in his fingers
—it was as if warm water was bulging in them.

He knew very well what it was. Suddenly, he heaved a sigh.

“Ah! if only my spmt were sprlghtly as that cicada, and, and
as clear as its voice.

He had begun to admire the singing cicada on the mulberry
tree in a corner of his garden. Naturally, no one in his time
understood that the singing of an insect is really a love call or a
call to its mate. v

“Sir, the meal is ready. Pray come up and take your break-
fast.”

Midame Mencius, who was just about thirty, was a direct con-
trast to her husband. Like a summer morn, she was full and
fresh. Attired in a white tunic of grasscloth and a green skirt,
she had something of the appearance of a Korean woman of the
present day. She was barefooted, holding a tray of food. As
she came on to the porch, she called Mencius to come in and
have breakfast.

Mencius reluctantly turned his head round and glanced at
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her. He knitted his brows and nodded once but did not say
anything. He dragged his tired feet along and came into the
room. He first went into an adjoining room, put on his clothes,
and returned to the main room, sitting down on a seat which
his wife prepared for him. The seat, needless to say, did not
consist of the chair and table which later generations used. It
was a seat in the original sense of the word. This ancient form
of life is still to be found in the living museum that is Japan.
Anyone who has been to Japan, or seen photographs and moving
pictures of Japanese life—let him put that before him, and he
will have an inkling of the mode of life led by Mencius and
his wife.

Madame mencius emerged from the kitchen, holding a small
pot of rice.

Mencius, though impecunious, was a follower of Confucius,
and very particular about manners. This is putting it rather
harshly, of course. But the ancients’ being particular about
manners might be liked to the “display of official airs” of to-ady,
or—to be even more modern in phraseology—to giving vent to
aristocratic propensities. So our Mencius was squatted with all
properity. ‘The cheerful and amiable Madame Mencius knelt on
one side to fill his rice bowl. Not only wouldn’t she dare to eat
together with her husband, but she must needs wait till his meal
was over, till she had had the table cleared, and then alone in
the kitchen she would have her repast. In serving, she would not
take nor give the ricebowl with her own hands, but would use a
tray instead; and in holding the tray she must raise her two
hands and bend her head down.

It was under such circumstances that Mencius took his meal.
He liked light food and he liked fish, too. His fare was simple;
he would have a bowl of fish soup, a dish of sliced ginger, and
a plate of cold bean-sprouts. All this clean and delicious food
came of his wife’s cooking. Delicate though the food was,
Mencius sat dawn to his breakfast with extroardinary restraint.
His eyes moved straight from his rice-bowl to the table, and
from the table to the rice-bowl. He did not even give his kneeling
wife a glance from the corner of his eyes.

What could be the reason? Had Mencius lost his reason that
he should be so contemptuous of his wife? Was it because she
had sinned? No, It was neither. But both Mencius and his wife
understood what it was—Mencius with his restraint, and his wife
with her good cheer. Things were so very different that morning
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from what they had been the night before. Did not Mencius
love his wife as one prizes even the last drop of a sweet melon?
Yet, just because there had been this affection the night before,
there was this frigid restraint in the morning. It is but one of
the realities of life, this matter-of-fact contrast.

Mencius had vowed to be a sage. He went about it by in-
hibiting his physical desires and attaining a state of calm. But
he simply couldn’t be calm when his wife was around, especially
at night. In such a case, he would be ill at ease in the morning.
He would find the Confucius he admired chastising. That was
why he behaved with that restraint

“Ah, devill T follow Confucius, not you,” he muttered to him-
self while eating his meal.

When he was about to finish his first bowl of rice, his wife
reverently pushed the tray to receive the empty bowl. Mencius
could stand it no longer. “Please go into the kitchen,” he said
in a hoarse, imperious voice. “Let me help myself to the rice.”

She had known that something like this was coming. Agree-
ably, she made her obeisance, placed the bowl nearer to him,
and went out in the manner he had commanded.

Mencius did not, however, feel relieved even with her out of
sight. She had left behind an odor that lingered around his
sense of smell. It was in the bowl; it was in the rice pot; it was
in the food; it was in his clothes; it was in the chopsticks he was
holding; it was everywhere. Something fragrant, yet not
fragrant; sweet, yet not sweet; warm, yet not warm. Something
that tickled. Mencius’s face was all Aushed. The bowl and
chopsticks flew out of the hand. Turning round, he faced the
portrait of Confucius and kowtowed.

“O, Master Confucius, help me, help me! I do so want to be
your disciple. I know that you parted with your wife; so did
your sen and your son’s son. I am cne of your followers. Some-
how T must learn to do this. So help me! Give me strength that
I may this day renounce my wife, that I may be a disciple of
the sage.”

He sobbed as he thus prayed. Madame Mencius, on hearing
him throw his bowl and chepsticks, excitedly rushed out to sec
him, but inadvertently landed in an adjoining room. She over-
head his importunities and hesitated. In the end, she made up
her mind to go to him. He was still couched before the portrait
of Confucius, and did not raise his head.

She sat where she had sat awhile ago and again hesitated.
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“Sir,” she said, “what is amiss?” .

Mencius was startled. He raised his head; there was a tinge
of red around his eyes. “I told you to go to the kitchen,” he
retored, “why are you back here?” ’

“Sir, it is indeed improper for me to return without your com-
mand. But, forgive me; when I returned, I heard you praying.”

Mencius was silent.

“8ir,” she continued, “when last you were angry, did I not
ask you let me be your disciple or your servant, and serve before
you? And did you not so promise?”

For some time, Mencius remained tongue-tied.

“Sir, do not regard me as your wife, nor indeed as a woman.
Would not this be possible? . . . Without me around you, I am
afraid you might be inconvenienced. . . . Please, sir, let me be
your disciple or servant!” '

Mencius heaved a long sigh. “Fish is what I like. Bear’s paw
is also what I like....” He said this as if talking to himself.

It was something that Mencius was fond of saying. He had
only said half of it and then buried his head in silence. With
her acumen, she understood it all.. She saw the reference of fish
to the love for women, and of bear’s paw to the virtue of the
sage. He couldn’t have both. She rather suspected that he
preferred the sage to his wife.

Compassion seized her. She felt like being a mother to him.
As she viewed it, the coming sage must be born of her. So she
grimly resolved to help and make his dream come true.

“Sir, I understand it all. I want to obey your wishes. .Even
today I can leave you and return to my parents. Hereafter, I
can work for my living. I hope most earnestly that you will
become a sage.” ‘

Mencius hung his head in silence.

“Sir, please go on 'with your meal!”

Mencius was still wrapped in silence, He only shook his
head. _

“Then, I may clear the table.”

So saying, she made her obeisance. She put the rice pot on the
tray, and withdrew.

Mencius’s head was still buried. But his restraint had long
since been dissipated. In his wife he saw his dead mother. Then
a wave of shame swept over him. With it, a gripping fear. Who
was going to manage the oil, the salt, the firewood, the rice, after
his wife had gone? He was face to face with a plain, simple
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truth: one who aspired to be a sage, to indulge in deep breathing,
must have some one to perform the menial-duties for him.

He pondered for some twenty or thirty minutes. Then he
made up his mind to go to the kitchen and apologize to his wife.

When he entered the kitchen, he found it spick and span. But
his wife—she was gone! His fears mounted. “Has she really
gone without telling me?” he thought with mixed feelings of
fear and doubt. From the kitchen wall, he took down an
apron that his wife used to wear, and smelt it heartily. He was
feeling in a way nothing could describe.

Just as he was absorbed in that feeling, his wife came into
the kitchen. Seeing Mencius holding her apron, she hastily said:

“Sir, you really need not come into the kitchen yourself. I
have just been across to Mr. Wan Chang’s house and asked his
folks to take care of your food and clothes every day. They are
coming over to see you presently.”

Poor Mencius! Like a sensible child imploring his mother’s
forgiveness for a misdeed, he threw away the apron and fell on
his knees before his wife.

“Madame, stay, won’t you? What I said must not be taken
seriously.” He was holding her hands in his.

His wife hurriedly helped him up. Her eyes, like shining
black stones, glistened with a bright light.

“No, I thank you. You are an illustrious teacher of the land.
I cannot have you all to myself. If I stay, it will do you no
good. If T go, you will be benefited by it. So long as it will
do you good, I am willing even to walk into a fire.”

In these simple, ordinary words, Mencius -found a revelation.
He had preached righteousness and benevolence, his wife had
talked nothing, but she had already put the virtues into real
practice. In an instant, he felt that she was even greater than
Confucius himself. Confucius travelled far and wide to preach
his gospel. Was it not perhaps his wife who had made that
possible? What if his wife had given him no freedom—would
not Confucius have been tied down to his family burden? “Yes.
Not words but deeds. Action! Action! I would rather be guided
by my wife, who is near, than worship Confucius, who is far....”

Wan Chang had come. Mencius had to leave his wife and
the kitchen. But already his mind was filled with plans to take
Wan Chang and his other disciples to preach his gospel in the
states of Ch’i and Liang.
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" ONE SPRING NIGHT

Yu Ta-ru

I

During the half year that 1 spent in Shanghai idle as the
result of being out of'a job, I was forced to change my lodging
three times. At the start I went into a sort of voluntary im-
prisonment south of Bubbling Well Road, in a cell the size of
a bird-cage into which the sun never shone. Apart from a few
ferocious tailors who were more like robbers or petty thieves,
the inhabitants of this voluntary prison were all wretched and
nameless literary men. For that reason I nicknamed the place
“Yellow Grub Street.” After living a month in Grub Street a
sudden increase in the rent forced me to cart my few battered
books off and move near the Race Course into a tiny hotel whose
owner I knew. Later on, life became full of annoyances here also,
and I was obliged to move again. I found a tiny room in the
slums facing Jihsin Alley on Dent Road in the quarter north of
Garden Bridge, and transferred myself there. -

These rows of houses on Dent Road measured only ‘about
fifteen feet from the ground to the top of the roof. The room
which I occupied on the second floor was, of course, frightfully
low, so low that if one stood on the floor and stretched himself, his
hands would go straight through the grimy roof. From the
narrow alley in front one step through the door of the house
brought you into the room occupied by the owner. Edging your
way a few feet among piles of rags, tin cans, bottles, and bits
of machinery, you found leaning against the wall a ladder with a
number of broken rungs. By poling the top of the ladder up
through a hole two feet square, you were able to get into the
upstairs. A dark, gloomy attic, no larger than a cat’s forehead to
begin with, had been partitioned off by the owner to form two
tiny cubicles. The one in front was occupied by a girl from
some cigarette factory or other; mine was the diminutive room
at the head of the ladder. Inasmuch as the front lodger was
obliged to pass in and out through this room, the monthly rent
on it was several dimes less than that on the outer room.

My landlord was a bent old man of about fifty, with a sallow
face lit by a dark, oily gleam. One eye was larger than the other,

- 2 —



BERUAR ) BEERI B TRART o 4B R AL DS S
FRAO TR BT - BHERE ) DA DGR ERT
~BEERAN ) ERATRENAREE ) BAKERE AN LR R
BEA L o RERAE L RRELTRELEE > —EARARE L
BESFSFTREHEA o "

EARBNAELHE-IE AERAN TR o £RNERD

 BRETHIBANRGE KRBT -HEME EREERAARREEER

BAUHE o FERMBRTH 7% —B0%) — %A > AREFEF
REKEEHERFAA-BUAREL - HPARERINET 5%
ERERUREEETE ) BATERGH o BT ELR RRUET
FRUEBRNET ) AL -BHBRE LR SR ERUERTHE
uo

f-B8 ) ~BERERAUELLNERL > CTRLBF 0 LR
TR HE-% RART - BUEHEARRHET ) RARELET
BAO ERABEAVEFRR: TEALAT o JRARYHAT RS
s ~HRABEUHER > PREEHXAGEE > FARHRRRE LK o
~RTRHERARAERERRHBAREST o BARAR B THBE
SREEHENEEFRR SEERTR—BE AR BLHEE AT
oH-NEBERGEL ) “HERFERLANKLANG > BT A
ETHoSHELTHT » RARARRETREH :

TRTE > KEAGRRAN > UHEFFHE )

— 3 —



his cheek bones were very prominent, and the wrinkles in his
forechead and cheeks were stuffed with coal dust, which his
morning wash seemed unable to remove. He rose each day at
eight or nine o’clock, indulged in a spell of coughing, swung a
couple of bamboo baskets over his shoulder, and went out.
Around three or four in the afternoon he returned, generally
with the same empty baskets. Whenever he did had a load, it
consisted merely of rags, bottles, broken machinery, and the
like. On such evenings he would buy himself a little wine, and
sitting on the edge of his bed would pour forth a torrent of
confused and unintelligible speech.

My first meeting with my fellow-lodger next door took place
in the afternoon of the day on which I moved in. It was after
five o’clock, and the short spring day was drawing to a swift
close. I lighted a candle and began putting out the worn volumes
that I had just brought over from the hotel. I first arranged
them in two square piles, one somewhat larger than the other.
On the top of larger pile I placed picture frames, each about two
feet long. All the rest of my possessions had been sold, and
this pile of books and the two frames had therefore to serve me
as a writing-desk by day and as a bed at night. After laying
on the boards of the picture frames, I sat down on the smaller
pile facing my table built ‘of books, and smoked, with my back
towards the opening for the ladder.

I was smoking and gazing idly at the candle flame, when I
head a sudden movement of the ladder. Turning my head I saw
nothing but an enlarged projection of my own shadow, but
although I could distinguish nothing, my sense of hearing told me
plainly that some one was ascending. After I had stared fixedly
into the darkness for several seconds, a pale round face and half
of a slender female form finally made their impression on my
retina. Her appearance told me immediately that this must be
my next-door neighobor. When I had come looking for rooms,
the old landlord had told me that, besides himself, the only other
person in the house was a factory girl in an upstairs room. I
had settled on the room immediately, because of the low rent,
in the first place, and in the second place because of the fact that
there would be no other women and children in the house. I
waited now until the person coming up had stepped off the
ladder, then stood up and nodded to her.

“Pardon me. I just moved in to-day. I hope hereafter to be
favored with your watchful care.”
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She listened to me, but made no reply. After giving me a long
serious look from her lacquer-black eyes, she walked over to her
door, unlocked it, and entered her room. From this brief meet-
ing with her I felt, I could not say why, that she was a girl very
much to be pitied. The high-bridged nose, the pale oval face,
the short, slender body—all seemed to call in a special way for
sympathy. I was then, however, too much concerned over the
problems of my own existence to be able to spare time for pitying
a factory girl who, in any event, had a job. After a moment
or two, I was sitting again in a motionless position on my pile of
books, staring stupidly at the candle or oil lamp. Doubtless her
curiosity was aroused by my half-insane manner.

One day as she came up from work, and I had stood up as
on the first day in order to let her pass by, she stopped suddenly
close to me, gave me a look, and stammered out timidly as
though afraid of something:— “What books are these that you
read here every day?”

(She spoke with a soft Soochow: accent, but as the impres-
sion made by her voice could not possibly be set down in writing,
I can only translate her speech into the common paihua.)

Her question made me blush. In reality, although I had a few

- foreign books spread out before me as I sat idly day after day
here, my mind was so confused that I could not grasp the mean-
ing of a single sentence or phrase. Sometimes I allowed my
imagination to fill in the white spaces between the lines with
fanciful figures. Sometimes I merely turned over the pictures
inserted in the books and let them mingle themselves in grotesque
phantasms. Though lack of sleep or proper food, I was really
alrcady physically sick. Besides, my single treasure, a long quilted
gown, was so unmercifully ragged that I could not go out for a
walk in the daytime. In my room it was necessary to have either
a candle or a lamp the whole time, since no ray of light ever
penetrated here. Because of this, not only was my physical condi-
tion quite abnormal, but my eyes and leg muscles were to some
extent atrophied. These being the facts, I could not help blushing
at her question, and replied stammeringly:—“I'm not really read-
ing. I merely put the books out, because it would not look well
for me to sit doing absolutely nothing.” ,

At my reply she gave me another earnest look, made an ex-
pression of incomprehension, and passed into her as usual.

It would not be correct to say that I made no attempt what-
ever during these days to find job, or that I did no work. At
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times, when my brain appeared slightly clearer, I had translated
a few short poems from English and French, as well as one or
two short stories from German, averaging less than four thousand
characters each. At night, when people were fast asleep, I had
stole noiselessly out to mail these to a publisher. My hopes for
securing a position anywhere had long since been completely
blasted, so that this was. the only remaining resource for my
withered brain. If by any chance I should strike the fancy of
the editors, and have my translations published, I should be able
to count on receiving a few dollars. Since moving to Dent Road,
therefore, and up to the time of her first conversation with
me, I had sent out manuscript on three or four occasions.

11

Living amidst the bustle of the International Settlement of
Shanghai, one is not readily conscious of the change in the seasons
or of the passing of days. The only intimation I had, after
moving to the slums on Dent Road, was the fact that the quilted
gown I wore grew daily heavier and warmer. I said to myself:—
“Spring must long ago have reached its height.”

But in my penniless condition, a pleasure trip was out of the
question, and so I remained sitting idly in the eternal lamplight
of the gloomy room. One day—I suppose it was afternoon—I
was sittiig thus when my fellow-lodger next door came up with
two paper packages in her hands. As'I stood to let her pass,
she placed one of the packages on my book-built table, and said:—

“Those are some current buns. Please take them. You can
eat them tomorrow. I have some bananas here, besides. Won’t
you come into my room and eat them with me?”

[ held the package for her, while she opened her door and
invited me to come in. After two weeks of this common life,
she seemed to have come to the conclusion that I was an honest
sort of fellow. The suspicion which had shown in her face at
our first meeting had now completely disappeared, I saw.

On entering her room, I had my first intimation that it was
still light outside, for she had a window that faced south. Rays
of suhshine came through the window, lighting up the tiny room,
a bed constructed of two boards, a narrow table painted black,
a rough wooden box, and a round stool. The bed had no curtains,
but there were two clean blue quilts on it. On the table was a
small tin box in which I assumed she kept her toilet articles, as
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there were grease spots on the lid. She moved the few articles
of old clothing—a cotton wadded coat, coarse cotton trousers,
and the like—from the stool on to the bed, and invited me to sit
down. Her careful hospitality began to embarrass me somewhat,
so I said:—

“We are just fellow-lodgers. Why should you be so polite?”

“T am not being polite, but you always stand up to let me by
when I come home, and I feel I put you to a lot of trouble.”

With this she unwrapped the bananas and offered them to me.
Taking one herself, she sat down on the bed and began question-
ing me as she ate.

“Why is it that you just stay at home? Why don’t you go out
to lock for work?”

“That’s a good question, but I've looked everywhere and can’t
ﬁnd anything to do.”

“Have you f{riends?”

“They have no interest in me when I am down and out.”

“Have you ever been to school?”

“I've studied a few years in foreign schools.”

“Where’s your home? Why don’t you go home?”

Her question awakened me suddenly to a realization of my
predicament. Since the previous year I had been growing more
lifeless day by day, until I had almost completely lost track of
such thoughts as “Who am I?” “What are my present circum-
stances?”  “Do I feel happiness or sorrow?” Her question
brought back again vividly to mind the various stages in my
half year of misery, and left me staring stupidly at her without
a word to offer. From my manner she inferred that T was a
homeless wanderer, and a lonely expression came swiftly into
her face. She gave a little sign.

“So you are the same as I am, are you?”

After this remark she became silent. I could see her eyes
filling, so to change the subject I asked:—

“What sort of work do you do in the factory?”

“Packing cigarettes.”

“How many hours a day?”

“We start at seven in the morning and stop at six at night,
with an hour’s rest at noon. Ten hours a day. If you work
an hour less, you get docked.”

“Docked how much?”

“The pay is nine dollars a month. That's three dollars for
ten days, three cents big money per hour.”
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“What does your food cost you?”

“Four dollars a month.”

“In that case, if you don’t miss a single hour in the month,
you can save five dollars over and above your food. Is that
enough for your room and clothes?”

“Of course not! Besides—besides, that foreman is always
wanting . . . Oh ... I That's why I hate the factory so. Do
you smoke?” ,

“Yes.”

“ wish you wouldn’t. If you must smoke, don’t smoke the
cigarettes that we put out. I couldn’t stand them here.”

Secing her embittered mood, I did not feel like continuing
the conversation. I took a few bites of the half of a banana
that T was holding and gazed about me. Her room was rather
grimy, too. I stood up, thanked ber, and returned to mine.

I suppose it was because of fatigue from work that she
generally went immediately to her room. Tonight she seemed
not to get to sleep till past midnight.

From that time on she chatted a little with me every day
when she came home. I learned from her that her family name
was Chen, her given name Ermei, and that she came from the
countryside east of Soochow. From childhood she had lived
near Shanghai. Her father had also been a cigarette factory
employee, but he had died during the previous autumn, before
that they had lived together in the room, and gone together to
their daily work. Now she was left completely alone. For
over a month after his death she had cried all the way to work,
and all the way home. She was seventeen this year, without
brothers or sisters or any near relatives. Before his death her
father had turned over fifteen dollars to the old man down-
stairs, and the latter had looked after all the arrangements for
the funeral. .

“The old man downstairs,” she said, “is really quite a good
man, and has never attempted to harm me. So I stay on here
and keep going to work just as when my father was alive. But
there’s a foreman Li at the factory who is a thorough scoundrel.
He knows that my father is dead, and is always trying to flirt
with me.”

I learned practically her whole life history and that of her
father, but as to what sort of a person her mother was, whether
she was dead or alive, and if alive where she was staying—to
these things she never once referred.

— 12 —



(2)

FRAGRT o BUAAPEANER ) BRAIERHERN R
ARSENEE B REAESNE R SHR IR ERNBLEER
WER BTSENER HERABRDE - FUREERAH TR
BERLAB2A BEEREEUS 2o —HAEEL LARBREER
EREEEE BRRNANGAE ) —SHRBEERY LR HARKN S
BREAS -

ERRRETAN ) BRIBAGL AEEA4EL L RHREN
WBERTRE AubHERTHEHE ) S aTRHE- KR 0T
FEAEERI BT IOANAATREF WE—B > FHRERES
WEARGRET ) THREUGEEREHRAT I ARG ERHIT
MBI A EFBATHENEL BT o BARLELBUE-K
18 RABE - 2TEREE DERRARRE - RREFHEZ
%o ELH > UK THE Allan Poe RWAE L BFEE 4T
BEoRUTEI BTEL ——RAFE 24 WEERE TLHEH
L ERNNHSTRERNEEL O BTEK RERRMAET o

BEEG TR GERA EMEEAE L THEE REEHERE
) PAEBTIRARBGE  ARXA AENRE ) CATERAKRE
HEEMURAEE ) THHRAN ATAREHREREXT « AR HER
EEHES-To BAZ AR ATEAREE QPERAERRAAY
FHER

FEHERRAECH WECBAZTSRUET ) —RAHRTRE
L EE EAEE- AR EESEHANMRARE ) R NEARTY
AR

TRTH-EREHEDE ) EHETHT 246 )

— 13 —



111

The weather seemed to be changing. For the past few days
the fetid air in my only world, my gloomy little room, had been
like the steam of a cooker, making me faint and dizzy. The
neurasthenia that afflicted me every year during the change
from spring to summer, combined with this sort of an atmos-
phere, was sending me half crazy. So during these latter
evenings after the streets quieted down, I had been going out
for walks. Strolling alone on the street, looking up at the
stars in the narrow strip of deep blue sky, going along slowly,
indulging in boundless unrestrained fancy,—all this was like a
tonic to me.

On such aimless, springsintoxicated nights, I would wander
purposelessly about, not returning until almost day-break. These
walks tired me out, so much so that I would sleep until midday
of the next day; several times it was not until the time for
Ermei to come home from work that I got up. Through having
a sufficiency of sleep I began gradually to recover my health,
and my stomach, which had been refusing to take more than
half a loaf of bread, improved from the start of these nightly
walks until it could digest almost a pound. Although this was
naturally an economic blow, yet the added nourishment made
my brain more capable of concentration than before. In intervals
between my return from walking and my going to sleep, I
had written several short stories in the style of Allan Poe. They
Gid not scem so bad to me, when I read them over, so after
polishing them up and copying them out several times, I mailed
them. I was slightly hopeful about them at first, but when I
realized that T had never had any word from my earlier transla-
tons, 1 soon forgot all about them.

When Ermei went to work in the mornings, I was always
sound asleep. It was only when she came back in the after-
noons that there was any opportunity of speaking with her. I
was conscious that for some reason her attitude towards me had
reverted to her original one of suspicious apprehension. Some-
times she looked long and earnestly at me, her black crystal,
liquid eyes full of reproof and entreaty.

It was about twenty days after my arrival in the slums. One
afternoon I had just lighted my candle and was looking at a
novel that T had bought in a second-hand *book-store, when
Ermei came clattering up the ladder.

“There’s a lettercarrier downstairs. He wants you to take
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your chop down and get a letter.”

Her suspicious dread of me seemed to be increased. She
appeared to be saying, “Aha! They've found out about you!”
Her manner annoyed me, so that I answered rather impatient-
ly:—*1 have no mail. It’s not mine.”

The irritation in my voice seemed to her only another proof
that she was right, and a cynical smile showed on her face. “Go
and look after it yourself. Nobody knows your business but
yourself.”

At the same time I became aware that there was actually
someone, probably a postman, calling out from below:—
“Registered letter!”

When I saw the letter, my heart began to beat violently. One
of the translations from the German, which I had mailed a
short while ago, had already appeared in a magazine, and the
letter contained. a postal order for five dollars. My purse was
almost empty. With these five dollars T could not only rest
easy as to the next month’s rent, which had to be paid in
advance, but after paying the rent I should still have enough
for food for several days. You can imagine the degree of use-
fulness which these five dollars represented to me.

The next afternoon I went to the post office to cash the order.
After walking a short while in the sunshine of the open street,
I found myself suddenly bathed in perspiration. I looked at
the pedestrains all around me, then back at myself, and hid my
head in shame, while the perspiration poured like a heavy rain
from my head and neck. There had been no sun in my
nocturnal wanderings, only the chilliness of spring, and pale
dawn from the east sweeping through the lonely streets, so that
I had never felt that my torn quilted gown was so very in-
appropriate to the season. Here I was® striding along the road
under warm spring midday sun, all unconscious of the fact
that I had donned that wretched night costume as usual. As
I compared myself with the fellow-humans to right and left of
me, who had kept up with the season, I felt very much
abashed.

Immediately I forgot all about the rest that must be paid in a
few days, forgot the exhausted condition of my purse, and walk-
ed slowly towards the second-hand clothing shops on Fukien
Road. It was so long since I had walked about in the daytime
that the motor-cars and rickshas passing by the well-dressed
young men and women sitting in them, the beautiful window
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displays in the silk and jewlry stores lining the street, the con-
fused hum around me of voices, footsteps, carriage bells—all this
seemed to transport me into a seventh heaven of delight. I for-
got about my personal existence, and longed to mingle in the
merry-making of my fellows. Quite involuntarily I began to
sing an_operatic air that I thought T had long since forgotten,
But as I was about to cross the street to turn into Fokien Road,
this ecstatic paradise was rudely shattered by the clanging down
in front of me. The fat motorman standing at the head leaned
half-way out of ‘the car and shouted at me in an irate voice:—

“Pigl Ain’t yer got no eyes! If you get run over, it’s another
yellow dog dead!”

I stopped and started stupidly after the cloud of dust behid
the railless car rolling northward. I don’t know where the
impulse came from, but I broke into a loud laugh. Then seeing
that the people about me were staring, I blushed and went slowly
into Fokien Road.

I went into several clothing shops and asked the price of a
light lined gown, mentioning what I could afford to pay, but
the clerks, as though all coached by the same tutor, replied
with a sneer:— :

“What's your game? If you can’t afford it, you don’t have
to buy, you know!”

After inquiring all the way along to Canton Road I decided
that a lined gown was out of the questions, so in a little shop
I bought a thin cotton gown, and changed into it immediately.
With the discarded gown done up into a bundle I started quiet-
ly homewards. v

“I haven’t enough money, anyway,” I thought to myself. “I
might just as well have a good time spending it.” I recollected
the bread and bananas, sweets, cakes, and such like. As I
stood in the shop, waiting for the clerk to make up my package,
I suddenly remembered that I had not had a bath in more than
a month, and decided that it would not be a bad idea to have
one right away. .

When T returned to Dent Road after bathing, carrying a bundle
of clothing and a package of candy, the shops on both sides
of the street had already turned on their electric lights, and
pedestrians were rather scarce. The cool twilight breeze from
the Whangpoo made me shiver. I returned to my room and lit
my candle, but a glance at Ermei’s door told me that she was
not yet home. Although I was very hungry, I refused on any
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condition to open up the package of sweets that I had bought,
as 1 wished to wait and share them with Ermei. I took up a
book to read, and contented myself with swallowing hard. 1
waited a long time, but Ermei did not appear. Weariness over-
powered me,—I did not know when,—and I fell asleep leaning
on my pile of books.

v

When the sound of Ermei’s return awakened me, I saw that
two inches of my candle—out of a twelve-ounce package—were
gone. I asked her what the time was.

“The ten o'clock whistle has just blown.

“Why are you so late today?”

“Business is booming, and they want us to do nightwork.
They pay us extra of course, but it’s awfully tiresome.”

“Well then, don’t go.”

“There aren’t enough workers. We have to do it.”

At this two tears rolled down from her eyes. I suppose she
felt bad because she was tired, and while I was sorry. for her, 1
found her childishness somewhat amusing. I opened up the
package of sweets, offered her some, and said consolingly:—

“When you first do nightwork you are not used to it, so you
feel fatigued. But after you get accustomed to it, it isn’t bad.”

She did not answer, but sat on my low table of books and
ate a few chocolates, throwing occasional glances at me as
though she had something she wanted to say but couldn’t.

“What were you going to say?” I urged her.

She remained still for a moment, then said very hesitantly:—

“I...I... wanted to ask you before. You've been going
out every night recently. Are you associating with bad
people?”

I was astounded at her question, which seemed to imply that
I was spending my nights in the company of thieves or crooks.
When I did not answer immediately, she assumed that she had
ferreted out the truth, and continued very tenderly:—

“Why must you have such fine things to eat, or such fine
clothes to wear? You know that that sort of business is risky.
If you should get caught, how could you have the face to go
on living? Never mind about the past, but you'll make a fresh
start, won’t you? . .. "

I was staring at her wide-eyed and open-mouthed. Her ideas
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were so extraordinary that I could not think of any defense.
After a silence she went cn:—

“Take just your smoking, alone. If you would give that up,
you could save quite a few coppers a day, couldn’t your I
advised you long ago not to smoke, and particularly not to
smoke the cigarettes of our factory that I hate so much. But
you won’t listen me.”

There were tears again as she said this. I knew that they
were tears of vexation over the factory, but in my heart I tried
hard to believe that they were shed over me. I thought for a
moment or two, while she recovered herself, and then told her
all about the registered letter that came the day before, and
about getting the money and making the purchase today.
Finally, I explained about my nervousness which made it neces-
sary for me to take walks at night. She accepted my explaina-
tion, and when I was finished she blushed suddenly and drop-
ped her eyes to the table in an embarrassed way:—

“Oh, I was all wrong about—all wrong. Please don’t take it
to heart. I didn’t mean anything bad. But you acted so queer-
ly that T thought right away of some crookedness. If you can
keep working steadily, that will be fine, won’t it? The thing
you just mentioned,—what did you call it?—that you could get
five dollars for. If you could make one of those every day,
wouldn’t that be splendid?”

Her delighful simplicity suddenly aroused in me a curious
emotion. I wanted to put my arms and take her to me, but my
reason told me:— ’

“Don’t make a slip again. Don’t you realize the position you
are in? Are you set on poisoning this innocent young virgin?
Beast! Beast! You have no right to love anyone now.”

I had closed my eyes under the stress on my eniotion, when,
sobered by reason, I reopened them, I found everything about
me suddenly brighter than before. I smiled at her:—

“It’s late,” T urged. “You ought to sleep. You have to go to
work again tomorrow. Beginning from today, I'll give up
smoking.”

She listened to me happily, rose and went to her room.

After she had gone, I lit a fresh candle, and sat plunged
in meditation. :

Five dollars, the result of my labor, and three of them spent
already. With the dollar or so that I possessed before, I shall
have, after paying the rent, just two or three dimes. What am
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I to do about it?

Pawn my ragged gown? Probably the pawn shops would
not take it. _ :

I am sorry for this girl, but I am in worse condition than
she. Work that she doesn‘t want comes demanding her, while
I, who want to work, cannot find a thing to do.

How about physical work? I fear these weak wrists of mine
could never stand the weight of a ricksha.

Suicide? If I had had the courage I would have done it long
ago. Yet the fact that I can even think of it is proof that my
will is not completely gone.

Ho, ho, ho! That motorman or the railless tram. How was
it that he cursed me? “Yellow dog!” Not a bad name, yellow
dog. . . .

All manner of disconnected thoughts streamed through my
mind, but out of none of them could I derive a plan for escaping
from my imndediate poverty. A mill whistle blew, announcing
twelve o’clock. I got up and put on my ragged quilted gown:
blew out the candle and went out to walk.

The slum-dwellers were all asleep. In Jihsin Alley opposite,
in the row of foreign-style houses bordering on Dent Road, a
few people still had their colored lamps lit, and were playing
the balalaika. One or two sweet voices, tinged with melancholy,
were borne on the cold still midnight air. There were Russian
girl refugees there, probably, singing for money. The sky was
overcast with thin cadaverous grey clouds. One or two stars
showed through the patches in the cloud-sheet, but the dark-
ness around them seemed to hold nothing but an infinite grief.

.
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TWENTY-ONE MEN

Cuanc T’1EN-1

We rested at White Reed Ditch.

We had marched for a day and.two nights. - The blisters on
the soles of our feet had come up, burst, come up again, and
burst again, until there was one thick mass of skin stuck tight
to our stockings, which wé could not pull off . . . Our bodies
were covered with lice. We tried to shake our clothes to get
rid of them, but our shirts clung to us like postage stamps, and
could not be shaken. Our trousers had been wet in the river,
but had dried. They were a little tighter than before, that was
all. . ..

The white of our eyes had turned red, and the pupils were
rolled up like in the open eyes of a corpse. There were dark
rings around the eye-balls. . . . Our legs were rather swollen—a
little bigger around than before.

After food and a drink we all lay down, and as soon as we
did so our very bones went soft. We told ourselves that we
would go on lying there no matter what happened. . . . As a
matter of fact, we would not have got up for the enemy if they
had come. We would just as soon have swallowed a black date
(bullet) or two. . . .

But we had hard luck. We had not been lying there long
before an orderly rode up from army head-quarters to summon
Captain Kao to an important conference. ’ :

What was up? Did we have to get ready again?

“Ravish his sister!” said one of our fellows with a snort. “Let
him be! We'll have a sleep and see about it afterwards.” _

Things didn’t look very pleasant. Not that we were afraid. . . .
If we didn’t stop, if we didn’t lie down, if we kept on walking
for several more days and nights, and then met the enemy,
we shouldn’t be afraid. But once we took a rest we were finished.
As soon as we rested, if we were asked to walk three or four
steps, let alone to fight, we began swearing. .

So we lay fast asleep, breathing heavily. . . .

At about one o'clock in the afternoon the general came up
on his horse, followed by several captains. He was inspecting
the defenses.
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A moment later Captain Kao gave the order to march one
mile east.

Our fellows opened up half an eye and cursed thirty-six genera-
tions of his ancestors under their breaths, but in spite of that
they got up. Wiping the saliva from their chins with the backs
of their hands they stood up without even a yarn, hoisted their
truck on to their backs, and set out. . . . The crevices in their
faces were stuffed with ashes and dirt. You could shake mud
out of their ears. Their cheeks were grey.

“Load up with water first! There’s probably no water over
there!” '

I don’t know who shouted this, but we all flocked to the bank
of the ditch, as though in a dream, drank some water, and filled
our bottles. The water was somewhat black, to be sure, and full
of bugs, but it was moderately clean. It had a flavor,—I don’t
know what you call it—we call it puckery. The water had a
puckery taste. . . . But we fooled ourselves after all. There was
water at the other place, connected directly with this ditch,—good
water, too.

Sun Chen-kuo marched besede me, “Ravish his mother!” he
muttered spitting. The oath seemed to have been really inside,
and to have slipped out through some crack that he could not
close. I understood what he meant, all right, but I can’t describe
it. . . . He didn’t mean to swear at anyone in particular.

I was going to answer, but couldn’t think of anything to say. I
wanted to: put into words, so that people would understand—but
it wasn’t easy. I kept my mouth shut. I'm not much of a
talker. ©

“Hurry up!” called Captain Kao.

Lai-hsing was dragging along in the rear. Crack! came the
butt of the sergeant’s gun on his calf.

“Rape of your ancestors! Are you going to hurry?”

The one who was struck seemed to step more energetically,
but he still couldn’t raise his legs very high.

Our backs were crooked. Those damned things we were
carrying seemed heavier than ever. The officers were rather
easy on us, and did not yell at us to “throw out the chest, pull
i the stomach.”

When we arrived we weren’t allowed to lie down. . . .
~ There was some point to that. If we had lain down and gone
to sleep, we should all have been killed, as the enemy was ap-
proaching us.
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“Listen! They're coming!” hissed one .of our fellows.

We all cocked our heads to one side and listened.

Sure enough! Palapala! Palapala-palapala! The sound of rifles!

“Still a long way off.”

Yes, they weren’t very close. .

“Get ready,” said Captain kao. “Don’t get excited. . . . . ..
Everybody stay calm . .. We're on the defensive. . .. Be calm . ..

We all stood straight up.

Some of us rubbed our eyes. The whites were still red, and
the pupils an ashy grey.

As we stood listening with heads turned, the sound of rifles
stopped.

We relaxed a little again, and our eyelids dropped heavily. ...
Some of us seemed unable to hold our guns steady.

But....~

“They’re coming on: Listen!”

Palapala!

Nearer, damn them!

Our fellows clutched their rifles tighter, as though afraid they
would escape. .. .One fellow moved his jaws, but he was not
chewing anythmg Who could eat any longer?

Just as all was quiet, the orderly from headquarters galloped
up and shouted from his horse:

. .thirth-fourth company t6 cover the retreat....”

Although our ears were not sick, we heard only the one phrase:
“thirty-fourth company to cover the retreat.” Cover the retreat,
hell! That’s as much as saying, “The rest of us are retreating,
you people stay on.”

The men of the thirty-ninth and fortieth companies started a
commotion. They began to retreat....

Captain Kao remained stern, but he changed color at the
phrase “thirty-fourth to cover retreat.” His face turned white,
from his ears to his mouth, and from there to his neck, as though
a bucket of whitewash has been dumped over his head....But
he controlled himself, with the same self-control that he had
recommended to his men.

“Don’t get excited,” he yelled. “This is a matter of life and
death for us....Don’t get alarmed... Get your spirits up!....
Hey, you! What are you doing?”

The fellow who was shouted at gave a start and threw out
his chest.

Captain Kao, screeching like an owl, called for the lieutenants.

— 6 —
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“Lieutenant Wu, all of you, come here....Hand around the
ammunition in clips.” ‘

The lieutenants busied themselves. “Chen Te-pao, hand over
two clips. Take two more clips, Ho-kuang,. .. .and you....”

“Get ready,” growled Captain Kao through his teeth, appear-
ing to speak with difficulty. Don’t get rattled, This is a matter
of life and death for us....Be calm....”

Then he roared at us.

“Fix bayonets!”

There was a clatter of bayonets being attached.

The sound of rifles came closer....As we marched we could
see a white cloud in the distance, rolling skywards. As soon as
it cleared, palapala! another cloud formed. ...

As we came nearer, the bullets whistled by.

We marched unconscious, one after another. Our minds were
blank. We weren’t afraid. We had no time to be afraid. We
were not conscious of having hands, or legs, or skulls. We did
not even remember who we were. If someone else marched, you
marched. If he fired, you fired. If he ran, you ran. Following
the rest you couldn’t go wrong... It was like a dream.

The enemy advanced, firing and yelling at the top of their
voices.

We spread out,-holding tightly to our guns—so tightly that
our hands were swollen. N

“Enemy in sight ahead! Rapid fire at 500 meters....”

Crouching with hips and knees bent, we pulled our triggers
and let fire. Palapalal

“Advance!” shouted Leiutenant Wang as he ran. “If we re-
treat, we're dead! Damnation! Keep your eyes on your target!”

“Eyes on the target!” Who didn’t know that much? But
it was all smoke. Smoke everywhere, the sky, the ground. Even
though you watched your target, pa! you hit to the left. ... We
did need to shoot carefully, though. If we shot wildly, our
ammunition would give out and we should be in the soup. After
all, we were covering a retreat!

Palapala! That was all. Palapalal you could not hear the
bullets whistle.

“Aiya, bad luck!” Lai-hsing had blossoms on his thigh. His
knee daubled up and he fell flat. ’

No one could look out for any other person. In a moment
Lai-hsing was thirty feet behind us. ...

The two sides came closer together. Sometimes seemed to be

—_ 8 —
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setting off firecrackers beside my ears and filling them with
smoke. Bullets seemed to fly into my ears and out again.

Ho-kuang had blossoms on his head. He crumpled up in
the mud, gave a few flutters like a chicken that had just been
killed, and went off to sleep. ... 7

It was all smoke, smoke all around. We saw the enemy
through a film of gauze.

Palapala!

The bullets brused by our shoulders, our elbows, under our
arms.

Oh! It’s knocked off my damned hat!

How about my skull? My skull, blast it! .

I stole my left hand up to feel of it. All right! The skull was
still there. ... I pulled at the trigger again. ... :

Now the enemy is directly in front. They are exactly like us,
of course. We cannot see their faces. Who has time to look at
their .damned faces? Their eyes must be like ours, however,
not very wide open. They must have been on the march for

several days and nights. Their faces are pale—moving in front
of us.

Advance!

“Kill them! Damn their hides!....”

“Kill them... kill them....”

There isn’t time for pulling triggers. What we have to do now
is to stab and hack with the bayonets,—~what we call split-thrust-
ing.

But the ‘split-thrusting’ we learned as recruits doesn’t help us
now. We used to take up a good posture then, legs a little apart,
advance one step, and lunge at the air with a wooden gun, yell- *
ing ‘kill” If we didn’t yell properly, the sergeant punched us
in the back with his fist. . .

“Rape of your ancestors! Are you milksops? Yell louder!”

Now it’s all useless. .No one thinks about his postture, or his
form, or his yelling... .Even the stabs do not go by formula.

If you can spike some-one in the belly or chest, fine! If you
can’t do that, you turn your gun around and smash his skull
with the butt. . . .

“Kill them... Killl”

Both sides yell. You can’t be sure from which side it comes,
or from whom....You only know that they are human beings
like yourself . . . “Kill! . .. kill! . ..”

Besides this there are other cries, of course, and the occasional

— 10 —
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crack of rifles. The clank of guns against each other, and the
sound of bayonets ripping through flesh.

All hold their breath, and slash, cut, jab with all their might,
They say you have more strength if you hold in your breath.

Some fall from bayonet wounds in the neck. ... Jen-chung gets
a stab in the chest, and the blood gushes over his uniform until
his whole body is covered. .. .One of the enemy runs his bayonet
into Hwa Pisheng, but he does it too violently and can’t draw it
out again. We dash in his skull with the butts of our rifles and
red and white blossoms spatter out.

Generally the dead go into convulsions for a second before
passing out. But there was one fellow—I don’t remember on
which side he was—who got a slice from a bayonet in his belly.
Just as he fell, someone stepped on him, and his blood and en-
trails came gushing out. That fellow didn’t have time to go
into convulsions. Another fellow had half his head split off. He
went home without convulsions, too.

It seemed nothing that scores of men were dying here. The
ground was strewn with brains and warm blood.

“Kill them . . . kill them!”

Some fall down flat; others fall on their knees first, and then
down.

Besides, hands, legs, rifles, bayonets—all are splashed with red-
water. You can’t say whether it’s your or someone’s else. The
blood that flows on the bayonets dries. When it is dry, the
bayonet goes through somebody’s something and there is blood
flowing again. As long as it is in the hands of a living person,
fresh, layers of blood keep being added.

Our feet are in a sort of mire, but not of mud. If you raise
a foot you find it covered with blood as thick as paste.

“Kill them . . . kill them!” We kept up the shouts, but with
less spirit than before.

Suddenly I realized that something was wrong with somewhere.
There was blood on my hand—blood that flowed from the arm.

How did it happen, this?

I don’t know. I couldn’t understand it. In any damn case,
there were blossoms on me somewhere.

There was an irritating pain under the armpjt....I looked
there. .. .Hell, blood was dropping out! )

As long as I didn’t know I had blossoms, I had been all right.
As soon as I knew it, it was all up.

My knees weakened, and I sagged down. Thousands of ants

— 12 —
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seemed to be crawling in front of me, then black and white
circles spinning.

“A-a-yo! damnation! I staggered back a few steps and lay down.

As soon as I lay down, I knew no more.

They told me afterwards that the enemy, not having received
reinforements, fled when they could not hold out longer. There
were only eight or nine of them left, it was said. (Why the eight
or nine were not wiped out, they never explained).

We had to retreat quickly or they would be at us again. They
knew that we were merely covering a retreat. As soon as rein-
forecements came up they would attack us again.

....I opened my eyes. ‘

Sun Chen-kuo was pouring ditchwater over my head.

Damn it, [ was lying in a pool of blood! My clothes were un-
fastened. Sun had torn off a piece of cloth and was tying up
my wound. ... The ground was a jelly of blood, an inch or so
deep. On both sides of me it was littered with odds and ends
of things: legs, arms, water bottles, rifles, livers, entrails. .. .Men
lay sprawled about, headless, with ripped bellies, with holes in
their faces....The smell of gunpowder was everywhere, and be-
sides this was an odor, if T must say it, like—like—well, like
this smell of corpses.

Two licutenants were dead. Lieutenant Wang was badly
wounded, and had been carried to a farmer’s cortage. We had
not time to look after him... Captain Kao had not been killed.
He was standing back of us, waiting for us to return to our lines
....Some of our fellows were looking over the men that had
blossoms to see whether they could be saved. If there was hope
for them, they would rejoin the lines and retreat along with the
rest. If there was no hope, we would leave them. My wound
was slight—a bayonet wound. If it were from a gun, it would
feel very different. When you have a black date in your flesh
it hurts so much that your heart quivers.

Sun Chen-kuo brought me water to drink.

“No blossoms on you, Sun, old fellow?” I asked him.

“Damn it, drink this water,” he answered.

“How 1is he, Sun Chen-kuo?” calling the sergeant from behind.
That bastard hadn’t been shot.

“He’s coming to,” said Sun impatiently.

“What’s the matter? ... Hurry up,” called Captain Kao. Come
on. If he can’t stand up, leave him there... Get over here.
Lai-hsing.”

— 14 —



REPAF L o

KERET ) BANRELHE R o

FEZABRER N -THRERE: TAY > HREBET

FreE RBEARTENG > JURER -

BEHBAPA- B HETRE R FLHBAH Ll o

LINEJN SIS € 5-Fhals S BF: 5113

FieE! JgEER -

FREEXGE T #o

TREGBAETE L BRI JEERET Ko

rgsdg- gl gh - ERRRR > I HEFHTK

FRA A RE

PAH? wwe

TEE? ) BEER TR Ko

FTHEER > A JABLAZAR  BuTFEEIMo

BEHBMERS IR T T TRGEAZ > B%K1 ]

FRABFAEE : FEETEH » AW ZEH ) AXBHETERE
SR FBERE ) BIER ERTFEES - FRHRTERSNARED
Bigo

[Pay» ity ! JRHEAT —iko

FHREE INRER TEFLREERGARTE > 2XLEEY
£ ’

THRARAE? JERA o

FAERE R

Fafs FERME JEREET o

HAREEL ) B TS

FMEEHETR ! - TFRERAMRAATEERE ]
RE ~HAREEK o TRRME » i 2 oo ELBRSGEL S

J
WKEE LSREEE ) AT EARARS Lo ZRBTRAE: T
KAKG ! ]
AFHT A%, ~RFERBRAPRERGENHY o B HERSE
— 15 —



So Lai-hsing wasn’t dead!

. I stood up and went toward the captain leaning on Sun Chen-
uo.

Lai-hsing gave me a resounding slap on the back. “Ay, you’re
up!”

“Careful there. He’s got a wound in his damned armpit,”
said Sun.

The fellows with blossoms came limping up. Those who
couldn’t stand lay on the ground and yelled for their mothers.

We counted off. Twenty-one, with the sergeant, but not count-
ing the captain. :

“Quick march,” said Captain Kao.

Some who couldn’t walk fell out.

“Why the hell don’t you march?” shouted the captain angrily.
“I'll shoot you.” '

“Reporting to the captain....It’s a fact, sir,. .. absolutely. ...
shoot me, captain,” the fellow sank down.

His friends at his side dragged him along with them.

PAH!

“What's that?” said Captain Kao, jumping.

“Reporting to the captain, gun went off, sir,” said a man in
another squad with a gun that was still smoking.

The sergeant’s rifle butt came down heavily on his back. “Rape
of your ancestors, I'll shoot you.”

We all march against our will. Some of us cannot walk, and
others are full of resentment. They are not certain agains whom
they have resentment, but it is resentment all the same, and they
swear under their breath. Some of the curses become articulate.

“Pah, damnation!” says Laihsing, spitting.

“Rape their mothers,” says Sun.Chen-kuo. “If it weren’t that
there isn’t even thin gruel to eat at home, who would take up
this blasted work?

“What did you say?” shouts the captain.

No one pays any attention to him.

“Speak up! What did you say?” The captain stops still.

We go on marching without a word.

“Hell and damnation! Disobeying orders! T'll send you all
up for court-martial,” he splutters. “What did you say, you?
Speak up, what were you saying? '

Sun Chen-kuo gets an ugly look in his face as though a devil
has got into him, “It’s my business what I say,” he says fiercely.

We all jump. No one in his life has heard a man talk that

— 16 —
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way to an officer. All eyes are fixed on Sun, and all our hearts
beat for him. We fellows always help each other....But we go
on marching all the same, watching and waiting to see what will
happen. We are all afraid that Sun will be haled before a court-
martial, but being afraid doesn’t felp. If he is taken, he is taken.

“I hope someone gives Captain Kao a piece of his mind.” That
is what we all think.

“Disrespect to your officers!” shouts the captain.

Sun Chen-kuo is an obstinate fellow and carries it through.

“To hell with the officers! They’re all born from women!”

“Disrespect to your officers! Mutiny . . . you!” The captain’s
face is purple with rage. “You....I'll shoot you'.”

Sun stops suddenly.

“Hm! Shoot?”

“Sergeant, take away his gun!”

Everyone stands still, with tense face... . We all know that we
can’t leave Sun to carry on alone. We all ought to say something
or do something. But no one knows what to say or do. This
is a strange business.

Sun Chen-kuo removes the gun from his shoulder.

The sergeant, following the captain’s orders, goes to get it, but
just as he does so, something seems to take possession of Lai-
hsing. He grabs forward on his bad leg and grabs the sergeant’s
gun.

“Don’t you dare to move!”

We all seem to have wakened from a dream, or to have come
to life. All our stored-up resentment over pain, hunger, unpaid
wages, wounds, bursts out suddenly like a shrapnel shell.

We grasp our guns and set up a shout.

“Kill him!”

“Finish off the captain!”

“We’'ll shoot you!” .

The sergeant, seeing that things are in a bad way, quickly
removes his cartridge belt.

“I surrender to you. ...

But before he can finish, Laihsing fires point blank at him.

In a flash Captain Kao had run off.

Pah pah! Chen Te-piao fires two shots but misses at fifty
meters. Someone joins him in the pursuit, firing as they go.
Captain Kao returns the fire with the revolver.

After a long while the pursuers returned. They had not got
him. An orderly, so they said, had come up on a horse, and

3
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Kao, leaping on to the horse, had escaped with him. At that
the two gave up the chase.

“We'd better get out of here quickly,” we said.

Someone called out from the pile of bodies behind us.

“Who is it?” we asked, going towards it.

“I’s 1,” said a voice as weak as a mosquito’s. The man was
able to sit up. .

“Ha! an enemy!” He was an enemy right enough. His clothes
were different.

“They have captains and sergeants, too, just like us,” observed
Lai-hsing.

“Just the same,” said Sun Chen-kou, going closer to the man.
“They probably came here only because there wasn’t even thin
gruel to cat at home. Damn it alll Can you get up, comrade?”

The man drew himself up painfully, swaying from side to side.
Sun caught and supported him.

“More of you who can’t stand up? Sorry? We can’t look after
you. You'll hold us back.” We left them calling more and more
weakly for their mothers.

Sun Chen-kuo came over, supporting the enemy.

“Are we going in the front lines?” asked Chao Liang crazily.

“Sure we are,” said someone with a laugh. “But whom are
we going to fight? Tell us that”

Chao Liang thought it over a long time, scratching the back
of his head. “Let’s fight those bastards the officers. What do you
say to that?”

“Of course those are the beggars we'll fight,” said Sun Chen-
kuo. “We want no commissions any longer. All we have to do
is to fight those dirty bums.”

“I'm for it!” said Lai-hsing.

“T used to think I'd get a commission if I went in the front
lines a few times. Now, rape of his aunt! Now I'm not that
crazy!”

As T said, Sun Chen-kuo was holding up the enemy as he
walked. .

With the sergeant dead and Hsiao-ch’uan, the enemy, added,
we were twenty-one again, and we marched side by side.

Pah, pah! The sound of rifles!

“Damnation!” We jumped aside.

We held our breath and listened for a long time, but it was
to no purpose. . . . There were no futher rifle shots.
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“We'll go east and then south,” said Lai-hsing, leading the way.

We walked close together as though we were bound together in
one flesh. Not one of us could be parted from another and live.

The nine who were without blossoms went in front, fingers on
the trigger in case one of those bastards should appear.

“Bugger them all, covering the retreat. This here is what you
call covering a retreat!”

We all laughed.
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RESISTANCE

YEH SHAO-CHUN

I ,

Professor Kuo, who had been up since daylight correcting the
twenty or thirty compositions of his students, put down his pen
and raised his eyes. Flocks of something resembling black crows
fluttered about in front of him. He closed his eyes and passed his
fingers over the eyelids. When he opened them again a moment
later, the crows were gone, and he turned to the daily paper
which had just been delivered. Smoke came drifting in from the
back of the house. It got into his nose and made him feel like
sneezing. He could hear,the crack, crack, of firewood being
broken up.

“Be damned to them!” he said angrily, tossing the paper away.

His wife, who was inside the kitchen, spoke up anxiously.
“What’s the matter now?” She tried to speak very tenderly.

“The matter?” They want to starve us to death!”

“What has happened?”

“The paper says that it is uncertain whether the salaries that
are in arrears this year can be paid or not, and that for next
year either a fifty percent cut or a complete closing down of the
schools will be necessary.”

This was cruel news, indeed, and the wife was compelled to
leave her stove door and came over to stare into his gloomy face.
There was nothing she could think of to say. Her mind seethed
like boiling water, and the thoughts that she had been turning
over and during the last few days bubbled by to the top again:
it was not much more than a month now till the end of the year
and all that they possessed was bills from this one and bills
from that one; there really should be some presents sent to her
mother and her aunt: her quilted coat was a perfect sight, and
she should have at least one new outer jacket;—apart from all
this, there was the impressive fact that two bare dollars and a
few score of coppers were all that remained in the house. And
next year there was to be a fifty percent cut! When she reached
this point in her reflections, and particularly as she had not eaten
since rising, she became suddenly dizzy and her chronic illness
recurred. She sat down like a drunken person on a chair and
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rested her flushed, emaciated cheeks on her chapped red hands.

“Do you think you could talk it over with them?” This was
the only hopeful thing that she could think of.

“Talk it over! I don’t know how many times we've talked
things over. Their reply is always the same. ‘It can’t be helped!
As far as talking things over with those people ‘goes, you might
just as well talk them over with the wall.”

“If they want people to be teachers and to teach, they certainly
ought not to let them starve to death.” She felt that so reasonable
an argument as this should impress them.

“Why cares if you have anything to eat? Who cares whether
you die of starvation or not? If you don’t want the job, they
say, you must remember that they never forced you to take it.”

“Then what can we do?” she asked helplessly, conscious that
the future was extremely desolate.

“We must find a way, of course.” As he said this, he threw
out his chest and smiled somewhat loftily.

“Go on.” she said, tentatively.

“There is a way all right, but it consists in having no more
discussions with them. Only weaklings talk matters over, only
worthless things do it. You may initiate a discussion, but whether
or not you get any attention is entirely in their hands. You are
eternally at a disadvantage. I'm not dreaming any longer.
There’ll be no more talk!”

“Then what are we to do?” She was completely at sea.

“Everyone understands what they are doing. How does it
came about that the chiefs of bureaus have the money to build
foreign-style homes? How does it happen that committee men
can carouse around and play majong?—Do you see? What it
comes to is this: there is really no reason whatever should be in
arrears or should need to be reduced. It is their revels that have
brought us to this state. Are we to talk things over any more?
There is only one thing to do. The teachers must organize and
demand a reckoning from them!

She did not have a very clear picture of this as a way out, but
thought there was something not quite safe about the proj=ct.
She looked steadily at him. “Who thought this up?”

“I did.” He made the admission emphatically. “It’s my own
idea.”

She was now convinced that this was not only not a way out,
but that it would end by losing him his present position. Even
though there was back pay and the prospect of a cut, it was better
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than having no salary at all to be unpaid or cut. So she adopted
the tone of a mother reasoning with her child. “Leave things
alone. Don’t start advocating policies.”

“Why not?” He looked straight into her eyes, trying to pene-
trate her thought. :

“Just mind what I say. I don’t believe that any good would
come of it.” She did not mention the fear that was at the bottom
of her mind. .

“Why not? The abacus is a mechanical thing. What is the
appropriation for education? Is there any reason now to hold
back our salary or to reduce it? Do you think they can sneak off .
with a single bead of the abacus?”

“Why is it that no one has ever demanded an accounting from
them "before?”

“Because they were afraid. It isn’t easy to secure positions, and
people are afraid to lose them.”

“But you aren’t afraid?”

“T said that a large number of us must unite. If one person
tried to resist them alone, of course he would suffer. Don’t you
see, union is our magic wand.”

“And suppose they don’t care anything about your magic
wand.”

“Then we resign in a body!” He spoke excitedly, just as though
she were the very person he was resisting. .

This remark brought her precisely back to the fear that was
lurking in her mind. She felt that future events would work out
just that way. By a sudden transition, she thought of the bare
dollars and the few score coppers. Her heart sank and tears
began to drop. Her head felt increasingly faint. She shut her
eyes, gulped, and said disconsolately, “Anyhow, I don’t approve
of your doing it.” )

“What do you know about anything?” He glared at her some-
what angrily.

“What do T know? ‘In all things be careful and let caution be
your guide.””

“Shut up! You have me here and that ought to be enough!
Look at the time. Where’s the porridge?”

He barked this at her, contemptuous of her talk as though
it were a bit of dirt, magnificent and a nuisance. She was very
much hurt, and wept freely. She blamed him because he could
not see that her feelings were all for him, and because he reward-
ed her so badly. If that was the way things were to be, what
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was the use even if by some remote chance circumstances should
improve? ‘Then she remembered that he had to go to school
soon. She rose and retired like a silent shadow to the back room.
He gazed with still angry eyes at her tousled hair and satin
coat. Suddenly he became conscious of all the pain that had come
to her in the past years. He closed his eyes in a frown. “Yiyal”

I

The Teachers’ Association had been formed just the previous
year. Concrete results were: one set of hectographed regulations,
in which of course the purpose was declared in such terms as “to
study education, to promote friendship,” and so on; one book
of signatures made at the opening meeting, which consisted of
everything from snaky scrawls painted with brush and ink to
neat little fly-specks inscribed in lead pencil; one book of minutes,
which recorded the names of the officers elected at the time.

Professor Kuo was a member of the executive committee. He
now went to see the president and declared that current condi-
tions intimately affected the whole body of teachers and that it
was therefore imperative that a special meeting be called to
formulate a satisfactory policy. There was nothing the president
more greatly dreaded than meetings, and immediately on
entering the hall he was accustomed to go promptly off into a
doze. This time, however, he tugged at his mustache and nodded
vigorously. “Quite right! Quite right! We must have a special
meeting, by all means.”

The announcement of the meeting went straight to the heart
of every teacher: “For the sake of our own advantage, and for
the future of education, we must combine together and adopt
a unified program. For this purpose a meeting is called. Place:
This Third Municipal Primary School.”

The Third Primary School was located in the temple of the
God of War. On the east of the great court was a hall which
had been turned into a schoolroom, while the temple courtyard
formed the playground. There had originally been two almond
trees in the court, like huge embroidered balls at blosson time,
but they ‘had been completely rooted out because the pupils were
always cracking their foreheads against the branches and raising
lumps the size of walnuts. This was a Sunday, and the nightfrost
in the tiles of the temple roof was gradually melting in the morn-
ing sun and giving off a delicate vapor. It was still dark in the
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court, where a few sparrows, all tucked in, set about on the
ground. Some of the members had already arrived and were peer-
ing inquisitively around on the east side.

“Gentlemen, you are already appraised of the reason for this
meeting—the question of finances.” The president heartily ap-
proved of this gathering, but he could not improve on the habitual
languidness- and hesitancy of his speech, and after each phrase
he performed his customary gulp. In front of him sat his seventy
or cighty colleagues. This pupils’ desks were too low, so that
the majority of them sat bunched over, chin in hand, elbows rest-
ing on knees. The slanting rays of the sun streaming through
the windows made irregular splashes on their heads, bodies and
legs. All felt warm and spring-fevered.

When the president had finished expounding the purpose of
the meetihg, he waited for the discussion to begin, pulling half-
heartedly at his mustaches with one hand. The audience, how-
ever, responded with a profound silence, broken only by isolated
coughs.

“Gentleman, what should be done in your opinion?” The
president felt somewhat distressed, and his eyes roamed uncom-
fortably from left to right and back from right to left, hunting
for someone who might be capable of uttering an opinion.

True enough, a weakened professor with greying hair and a
beardless face rose up courageously, and began in a cracked voice.
“The reason for this gathering has been set forth by our president.
But Professor Kuo was the original proponent, and I think we
should have the benefit of his ideas.” Having delivered himself
of this, he looked about him and sat down.

The assembly, which had been perplexed as to how to take
up the president’s question, immediately recognized this as the
safest procedure, and befan to clap.

Professor Kuo was seated in the last row, with spirit on fire,
so much so that he could scarcely refrain from grasping each of
his colleagues by the hand, and saying, “For the sake of our
students, for the sake of ourselves, let us unite together firmly
and sincerely.” Seeing now that the president was looking at
him, he did not wait for him to speak, but stepped up in front of
the desk and began earnestly: '

“Mr. President, gentlemen! We teachers are the victims of a
swindle. This swindle appears to raise us to a lofty height, but
results in reducing us to extreme distress. The swindlers get the
benefit' of it and then stand by and smile in quiet amusement.
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What is this trick? It is the proposition that education is a
sacred porfession, that teachers are noble, that they are above
the common crowd, and so forth. The essence of this sort of
talk is that it makes no particular difference if teachers do not eat.
If you become concerned over the question of food or of existence,
then you are -soiling your spiritual nature and losing your noble
purity. Is it not true that all work, and all those who do work,
are noble? Where is the man who cannot consider his own work
sacred? That is something, however, for him to feel within
himself. It is not a thing that others can be allowed to make a
bait our of, while he himself becomes a fish to swallow the bait.
Gentlemen, the first step in our course from now on consists
in seeing through this swindle!”

The audience hardly waited for him to finish before it applaud-
ed warmly.

“Once we have seen through the swindle, we naturally realize
that to talk about our material welfare is neither sacrilegious nor
ignoble. If we should produce, as the result of our teaching,
students who were depraved and absolutely worthless, then we
would be wicked and dishonorable. But we are no different from
other people, and we have an inherent right to live. Why should
we be called on to make special sacrifices? Why should our
salaries be cut until we cannot live on them? Is this reasonable?
Is it reasonable? As a matter of fact, there is no reason whatever
for this situation, except that the creatures and circumstances of a
rotten world have brought it about.”

The applause grew wilder, representative of the cry that was
rising to every throat: “Hurrah.”

Professer Kuo paused a moment and liked gratefully into the
faces upraised to him, then continued. “What we say here in-
volves no desire to overthrow anyone else, but only to protect
our own inherent rights. Not our rights alone, but also the in-
herent rights of the students. Have you not heard that there
is a possibility of the schools being closed next year? From the
point of view of those of us who believe in education, closing the
schools is equivalent to murdering the students.

“What we must do is to fortify ourselves. We must fuse all
our individual opinions into a group consciousness. Nothing is
more powerful than that. If we remain disunited, you may have
a breast full of sorrow, but you will never have anything more.
It is only by a group consciousness that we can transform our
personal sorrows into a common happiness. The Teachers’
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Association is our organization, is it not? The reason why I
proposed this meeting was because I hoped that out of these
opinions we might develop a group consciousness for dealing
with the immediate problems of our life and profession.”

Professor Kuo returned to his seat amidst applause. The
atmosphere in the room was tense. Here, after all, was a subject
that concerned one intimately, quite different from those worth-
less discussions of pedagogical methods. A buzz of conversation
arose on all sides, restless and urgent in tone. The president
again looked back and forth from right to left. Although he was
not tired, his mouth opened on a wide yawn.

“My idea,” said the greyhaired man who had spoken before,
“is that we should elect four representatives to go to see the
superintendent and to request him in any case to pay up the
back salaries for this year; and as to next year’s policy, to
ask him to give it suitable consideration. Cutting salaries and
closing schools are not proper tactics!” He spoke very indignantly
and his cheeks were still a fiery red when he sat down.

“I don’t think four are enough. It’s my opinion we should
have six.” This came from the back row, but no one was scen
to stand up.

“Let’s not limit the discussion to salaries!” A tall man stood
stifty up and spoke rapidly. “Let’s have an-accounting from
them! Why should salaries be in arrears? Why should they
be reduced? Make them figure it for us, and let us figure with
them.”

“Excellent! An accounting!” This idea had been brewing,
and now that someone had introduced it, there was a general
shout.

“They reply that there is no need for an accounting, as the
estimates and expense accounts are always published in the
press. Then what do we do?” This speaker used a tone of
deep irony, to show that he was more clear-sighted than the rest.

“Nobody believes the estimates or the expense accounts,”
clamored several.

“You may not believe them, but what evidence have you as
a basis for questioning them,” returned the other sarcastically.

The audience became depressed, all realizing that it was true
that there was no evidence at hand. Some people began to
meditate on the ‘educational appropriation for the district and to
wonder how much it actually was. They thought of asking, then
felt that they would appear foolish, and so kept the matter to

— 14 —



RARE-

TEMERE! [ a0 AR RAT o [RTRBHIAKTHR
ZEHEREAY HEARRAEHA!

AEZHANER ARG THTZE » WRERRRAR S RESTHE
BAHRS o

BEEFHOT o [RFATHE  REEEABHAT I LERRAR
DO R-FRARE MHRMAAERERAH RENA B o 4 RR
dEFTHHERAT A ZERBENH MR ER ) REE AR
FoR T AREF RN BIREX AR BRRAGLHEEY
HE - GENRAHEN Z o BEABENEN T4 o BT &2
LHIAREE - BRERTE-HERATRA !

[(#%) ARBAERER? | HEEESUTRENER

[%2%xMo ) BRUBHBEIAT ) FRERMRTE o

[RERAT - GHAZERFSMIT2E? ]

ESE TSN

(SEE BEREFIRRE - ERERDAARER | BER
TR EABHER o

[hr%on!]

(M R NBRRDLE REEA R SR F% ) G LORHK

A ABKEE ) SHERAME - BEURY ) —HERRERLNY
EENA ATEBRENT BN ~HARELL REERER

— 15 —



themselves for the time being.

“What evidence do we need?” said the tall one, rising again
suddenly. “Everyone knows that they fabricate them. Estimates
and expenditures! Believe that sort of black magic!”

Most of the listeners felt now that things were not so hopeless,
and that there was no point in being depressed over it. There-
upon the gathering resumed its animated character.

Professor Kuo spoke again. “The calculation i$ not impossible.
It is particularly important, if we hope to lead education in this
destrict towards a brighter future. But to do this we must have
dependable material—evidence. Beginning from today it would
be wise for us to do some preparatory work and collect detailed
statistics. When the material is complete we can present it form-
ally. Meanwhile, we can follow the suggestion just made by
this gentleman, and elect representatives to visit the superintendent
and to transmit to him our definite expectations: first, that our
salaries for this years will be completely paid up, and second,
that there will be a careful decision regarding next year’s policy.
This is education, the education of all the children in the dis-
trict, and it cannot be dealt with in a careless, haphazard manner!”

“Well then, how many representatives shall we elect, anyhow?”
The president discharged the responsibility that rested on him
as chairman.

“I propose six.” This back row became vocal again, to show
that its original motion was still adhered to.

“Two are plenty. s it going to take a crowd to transport these
short remarks?”

“Ha! Hal”

“I wish to call your attention, gentlemen, to the fact that the
motion to elect representatives to go to the superintendent has
not yet been seconded.” This, of course, was another cool, clear
brain. ’

“Ha! Ha.”

“I second the motion!” shouted a number of people at once,
and simultaneously there was a confused raising of arms, like
the masts of junks on the river.

The discussion on the number of representatives resulted in
two being approved by the majority. Those who were elected
were, first, the tall man who spoke so rapidly. Everyone felt
that he was the most vehement, and the more vehement the
better. The other was the president. The only reason for electing
him was that he represented the whole association, so that if he

o
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went, it was almost as if they all went.

“What weapon do we have in reserve?” The “cold, calculating
brain” had seized the opportunity of general inattention to rise
slowly. He shut his eyes. “To put it in another way, we are
stating definite expectations. They pay no attention to us. Then
what do we do?”

At this remark the carefree attitude of the gathering stiffened
again.

“We all resign!” ,

No one saw who said this, but all felt that this was a powerful
reserve weapon, and hastened to applaud.

“Give them a week. If we don’t get a satisfactory answer in
a week we'll all resign.” There was a gencral tumult of applause
and shouting.

Professor Kuo was deeply moved. He rose and spoke in a
voice that shook:

“We have achieved group consciousness today. We must
carry through with all our strength and not permit it to gradully
dissipate itself until there is nothing left of it. This is a life and
death matter for our existence and our work. It is not a trivial
thing. We must carry on this group consciousness!”

“All as one man! One week! If there’s no answer, we resign
in a body!”

This was shouted as a reply to Professor Kuo.

The president dismissed the meeting. The teachers stood up
noisily, with a confused scraping of chairs and desks. There was
a reddish glow of sunshine on each face. There was an unusual
liveliness of spirit, and a feeling that high hopes filled the future.
Some had even convinced themselves that they were not far from
being “‘revolutionists.”

I

“I have the highest consideration for the opinions that you
gentlemen have expressed.” The superintendent was giving his
reply to the two representatives—his face set, as usual, in lines of
modest dignity, and his eyes glancing out from time to time
around the edges of his spectacles. “I was once a teacher myself,
so that I feel thoroughly acquainted with the conditions of a
teacher’s life. And as to education, it is clear that there is no
hope for China except in a good educational administration. For
these reasons, I may say to you quite frankly that my feelings
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are identical with yours.”

The tall delegate shifted his seat a little more as he listened.
He seemed apologetic over his excessive length, and seemed to
be bending every effort to double up his back. Should he say
anything further? Apparently it was unnecessary. The super-
intendent feels precisely as do the teachers, so-“we’re all good
fellows!” As to the president, he had never had any intention of
putting himself in the forefront, and now that he found his
advance guard chary of words he was quite satisfied to rest his
chin in his hands and listen in silence.

“But—" The superintendent emitted a slight cough, to indicate
that an important remark was on its way. “We have our
own difficuities here in the office. It goes without saying that we
will attempt anything within the bounds of possibility. But when
we have expended every effort in seeking a solution, and are still
helpless, it is not fair to lay all the blame on us. That’s right,
isn’t it? Isn’t that right?”

The two delegates nodded their heads involuntarily.

“But—” This marked another transition. “I have been a
teacher myself, and I have the greatest faith in education. It
will now be my aim to seek through a morass of difficulties for a
happy solution. As soon as I am successful, I shall let you
gentlemen know.”

“We give you a week!” The tall delegate was on the point
of saying this, but, deciding that it was a little too crude, he
changed his style: “We hope that within a week we shall hear
news of your success.”

“If T am successful,” smiled the superintendent,— a most kind-
ly smile,—“it may be today, it may be tomorrow. Why wait for
a week?”

What more could one say? The two representatives took their
departure.

The gathering place for the teachers of this district was the
tea-shop. It was here that jokes were told and ma-jong parties
made up. If the teashop had been selected as the assembly
hall for the Teachers’ Association, it would never have come about
that only one meeting had been held since the formation of the
association.

Two or three days after the visit of the delegates to the super-
intendent, some of the customers in the tea-shop entered on a
discussion of the matter with the teachers. The participants were
members of the Board of Education, of the landed gentry, and so

—_ 20 —



BB FEE

TR ETEET 2 )

[EW O RFBREZATRET o ERFRHME AN &Y
X FETREREL L) AMERE-ERNEEE R ]

TREEER? )

[RGB TRERY DB

TH-—HENET ) BEVEERE? ]

[BEREEERT KRR ANET ) 2R |

TE B HERE ) HERRE o — & |

[FEAE? )

[EAERRT AR —RuS B £ RATELERAN
ERHE ST BRTREA L SFERERE I RARBA -7
BAGREE |

[EABREN o HEETHNLRE; T RERBZRITE 2

[EBEE? HK > FARBLBHREFTRIRE o %% ! |

E33AN

[FEASHT o BAREFUBHERNE o %% | ]

BRARERS [H00) | WEBFLABAD R HEHERER
WEBRAEN DA -HARBEE  RUATH L CEXAKR
FERFRE GEHS SE AR E-SGRBLE B-RR (B T
B TE] TH) 4252080 BATREN - AREE-8F ) 1%
TABEH] THRSH | GAETREL Do K# > id o HRERM

WRE RPREANE BUERN o b %82 THHARRN-
— 21 —




on—men who associated generally with the teachers, and from
whom they had no secrets. .

“So you have been to see the superintendent?”

“Yes, we elected representatives to wait on him. This is a
question affecting all of us, and a critical point as regards the
future of education, so that we were obliged to speak out quite
severely. We have asked him to find a solution within a week.”

“What did the superintendent say?”

“He said he would find a way out through a morass of dif-
ficulties.”

“And if it should happen that a week passed without any
solution?”

“We have already decided in regard to that. We made very
firm representations to him that we should all go on strike.”

“Fine! That is the best way, because it is thorough. But—"

“But what?”

“You must do as the workers do when they strike—organize a
picket squad. If anyone holds classes secretly, give him a beating.
If anyone dares to accept a new appointment from the super-
intendent, give him a beating, too. That’s the only way to show
your power—and that is way to ensure a final victory.”

“That is not so easy. ‘Picket’ is a very unpleasant word. And
we can’t go about beating people.”

“Not easy, you think?  Then your final victory belongs. to
a future of indefinite date. Ha! hal”

“Not necessarily.”

“Don’t be too optimistic. What you had better do is to organize
your picket squad as early as possible. Ha! ha!”

Although the teachers said ‘not necessarily,’ it was nevertheless
true that their resolution was somewhat shaken. They had no
illusions about conditions around them. It would be easy enough
to employ a recent graduate as a substitute at four dollars a
month, and to get one-self a concurrent lucrative position in some
department or office; or else to hire a normal school graduate at
eight dollars, turn over to him this whole business of “Lit,”
“Math,” “Manual Training, “Phys. Ed.” and be completely free
from worry. There were plenty of suitable eight-dollar-men or
four-dollar-men around. Unpaid salaries and wage cuts would
not mean anything to them. All they wanted was a rice bowl—
even if it was a cracked one. If there should be a strike, would it
not afford an excellent opportunity to these fellows? In that case,
the resistance would be a complete failure, and they would have
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made a useless sacrifice of themselves. That would certainly not
be the part of wisdom!

At the same time, a number of the newspapers published
editorials on the situation, all guided by an unbiased concern for
the cause of education. The Local News, for example, said:

“It has been recently reported that representatives of the Tea-
chers’ Association have been to see the Superintendent, asking for
payment of the salaries that are in arrears this year, and expressing
the hope that sound policy will be adopted in regard to educational
expenditure for tife following year. Elementary school teachers
are mostly men of limited means with families depending on them
for support. The burcau would do well to devise means as soon
as possible for conceding them their rights, thereby enabling
them to feel pleasure in their work, and relieving them of anxiety.

“It has, however, been further reported that the teachers, on
their part, are resolved, should their requests not be granted, to
join in a strike as a means of exerting pressure. This is absolutely
unthinkable. Education is inherently a sacred profession, and one
of the three delights that life affords. Its followers must be
imbued with a spirit of sacrifice. The satisfactions which they
derive are not those that come from a full meal. To strike as a
consequence of salaries not being paid, would be to lose sight of
the sacred character of their work, and would expose them to
public disapproval. We trust that the elementary school teachers
of our district will avoid such a course.”

This was especially disturbing to the teachers. Obviously, it
was the old swindle, the gift of an extremely high hat. Neverthe-
less, if the editors talked after this fashion, and if the readers
nodded approvingly, must it not represent a very wide-spread
public opinion?

Four days passed without an answer; five days without answer.
There had been no reply up to the evening of the seventh day.
The next morning the teachers went to their schools full of
strange feelings, like those of a timed traveler approaching a
dangerous mountain trail which must be crossed, yet which
would be better avoided. The dilemma was great.

The First Primary School teacher stared abstractedly at his
pupils, seeing them as a confused swarm of ants. “Go over to
the Second School,” he said to the janitor, “and ask them whether
or not they are holding classes today.”

At the Second Primary School the janitor found the two teach-
ers greatly perplexed and talking together in low tones. The
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great mistake, they said, was in not having arranged beforehand
a signal for concerted action.

“Are you having school today, sir?” asked the janitor boldly.

Some of the pupils nearby, hearing this, started shouting
excitedly, “Today’s a holiday!”

“Hush!” said one of the teachers. “What nonsense are you
talking!” In this situation there was nothing left to do but
to say to the First School janitor: “Yes, we are having school
today.”

“How about you?” the other teacher asked.

“I came to ask you, because we had not decided what to do.”

The janitor returned to the First School, and reported that the
Second School was opening. “I will not be the first, then,”
thought the teacher, “to break the agreement, so I can’t be held
responsible.”  He turned to the janitor. “It’s all right,” he said
in a determined manner. “You may ring the bells according to
the usual schedule.”

As the teacher of the Third School was passing the First School,
he thought of stopping in to hear the news. But when he saw
the running, shouting children, he gathered that there was no
need to ask, and went dejectedly to the temple of the God of
War.

The Higher Primary School was fitted with a telephone. Some-
one took down the receiver ahd asked, “How about you, today?”

“We are following the crowd,” came the answer. “We have
just sent out to inquire. Every school is opening as usual.”

“I suppose we've given up this idea.”

“I guess it’s given up. Hal ha!”

Professor Kuo rose particularly early on that day, and tramped
over the thickly frosted streets to visit the dozen or so schools.
Some of the teachers had not arrived. Those that he found all
said cynically that they were afraid some people were attempting
to curry favor by starting their classes independently of the others.

“Never mind about others,” he said angrily. “What are you
yourself doing about it? Are we or are we not going to carry
out the resolution that was unanimously agreed to last week?”

Every answer was soft as silk: “Certainly it would be the
best thing to carry it out. We should all be glad to do anything
that would benefit us. But we have so little power. What we
have to worry about is whether we may not become like the man
who swallowed arsenic himself in order to kill a tiger.”

Professor Kuo did not give up all hope. He stalked over to the
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president’s place and related indignantly to him what he had
seen. “Whatever we do,” he said at the end, “we must call a
special meeting immediately.”

“Do you thmnk they would come to a meeting?” scoffed the
president. Then in a serious tone: “If you want to call a meet-
ing, you can get out the notice yourself.”

Professor .Kuo had run his nose into an ash-heap. He felt
very much disheartened. The high hopes that he had envisioned
for the future had been nothing more than a puff of smoke. Now
they were dispersed, leaving ‘as before illimitable darkness.

When he reached his school, his first thought was to announce
to his pupils that he would not teach today. “But who would
feel any force in a lone demonstration? It would be a silly, point-
less action.”

When he walked into his classroom for the first period, carry-
ing a pile of arithmetic exercise books, and saw the pairs of eyes
staring at him out of little frozen faces, he could not resist cursing
at them. “Tiresome creatures!”

Immediately he was overcome with remorse and, dropping
his eyes, prayed: “Forgive me. That is the only time that I have
been unkind to you.” :

v

It was the end of the term. Everything had progressed
smoothly, although no word had. ever been received regarding
the expectations of the teachers.

Professor Kuo, however, had received his notice of dismissal.
The reason was not explicitly stated. Probably he was supposed
to know it himself.

This was the cause of self-congratulation on the part of a
good many. It was best, after all, that they had refrained from
doing that thing. It would only have been like smashing up an
article that was already badly broken.

It was the last lesson of the term. Professor Kuo had been
reviewing with his pupils the book that they had completed.
Now that was done. Feelings of sadness began to rise to the
surface, and he finally spoke in a tone of deep emotion: “I have
something to say to you, something that you would never guess:
next term 1 shall not be your teacher, Why? I know you will
want to ask that. Oh, you all know nothing beyond playing at
school, playing at home, taking a little time out for study. What

— 78 —



FRRERERRRA > EXIA > S RNAH BT o FRARER
BRABLEHBY - BREBIEETRAR - RRRERL RN 2
FiRntiste 42> TRRRTRIMHEL | HATERLBRHIKN
M

CPEREARKIE? | SROTS BEREREEN ) LARE
HERE-ERFRAN o

[BRR-fiikE > REBAAES FUTHEFERo
- TREREFELE FRERRI) BTH? | S-BETEERE
YRR

(A $10 REHBTE AR | BRERREL LB
LA o & A E RERKE TR ARIREERET ) AR
BG4 -BREH BEERT ) AEARARBARAT

(ekEHEATRBER o FRANEL-ETRERT) BRAH
s BBt o FRBR-RRHREHCRINALR | | Dok e
SR FRAE R > B -

RERTAE HUFERRARARBRLT - ~HURRERE
EREEE L GRRTRELEARH S BREN -

(LR FTEXFRNE? | E-aB AR )
TR -

MEEAET) REAHETERELABYET o [RARNER
T B 5 ABB ARBTRBA RERNEFRECE ) &
CER | RALRE IS TS ) ARABERARE | | RTHRSR
PAEBADE ) BERBARRAREABLARRT o

SLRIHRE ) BB ERERE - RALE-MAHAY LIY
AR RS > B B AT BT H o

KT RER FRAHR o

— 29 —



can you know of the complexities of this world? If I should try
to give you all the details, it would only put your minds in a
muddle. It is better for me not to say anything. Anyhow, I
shall not be your teacher next term. But not because I want to
leave you.”

“Who is coming to teach us next term?” asked a boy “sadly
from the darkest corner of the room, which was already growing
dim in the winter twilight.

“A new teacher, of course. I don’t know who, so I can’t tell
you.

“If we all go along with you, will you teach us still?” asked
“another child, with a bereaved look in his eyes.

“That couldn’t be done. Anyway, I am not going to teach
any more for a while.” Professor Kuo felt unspeakably miserable
as he said this. One thing in his life he had wanted to give his
heart to, this group of boys, with whom his relations had been
most pure and intimate. Now he was being driven away from
them.

“All teachers,” he said, “love their pupils. And your new
teacher will surely like you and watch over you, just the same
as I have done. What you must do is to prepare a warm welcome
in your hearts for your new teacher.” His thought for the future
of these boys made Professor Kuo speak very earnestly. .

It was quite still in the classroom, as though all breathing and
heart-beats seemed to have stopped.” All these pairs of eyes
focussed themselves on Professor Kuo. They seemed to regret
not having seen him clearly enough when they had the opport-
unity, and to be trying now to drink their fill.

“The new teacher may be nice, but why wouldn’t it be better
if you didn’t go?” The tone of sincere lament broke into the
quiet of the hall.

“I can’t help it.” Professor Kuo’s voice trembled and broke.
“Now we shall break up. I would like to say to you that it does
not matter so much who teaches you. The important thing is
for you yourselves to work hard and to want to improve. I hope
that you will all become finer and better students.” He could
not say much more, but nodded hastily to the boys, because the
tears that were coming out would soon be noticeable to them.

The pupils went out slowly, as though their legs were weighted
with lead. Professor Kuo looked turning over in mind his
character, his tastes, his ability.

At last there was silence, deathlike silence.
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“And that is the end!” Professor Kuo realized that now he
was perfectly empty-handed, with nothing to depend on, no
- home to return to—nothing. He stepped down from the platform,
dejectedly, then turned involuntarily to look at it. “Alas, my
stage! All these years I have played a whole-souled act on you.
They have driven me off, now.” Turning his head, he saw the
rows of lifeless, empty desks and seats. “All those faces I have
learned to look for—rosy ones, pale ones, clean ones, dirty ones—
the time will not come when I shall enjoy you here again! On
the wall was a row of drawings, free-hand sketches made by his
pupils whom he had taken on a trip into the country. “Pleasures
like those will never return, even in dreams!”

He sorted out his books and other articles, picked them up,
and rushed out from the school. The west wind was blowing
sharply, and pedestrians were shivering. Twilight had grown
very deep. It seemed to settle heavily on his heart. His feet
moved mechanically, and his mind was crowded with forlorn
thoughts.

“Go home? Go home to what? To see her tear-stained face,
to hear resentful speeches! I should have listened to her. Who
was right after all? That was what she would say. The em-
barrassing facts would substantiate her words. What was there
to do about it? She would remark also that there were not many
clothes to pawn, that there were only so many coppers left. Oh,
it is maddening! Why do people have to eat?”

His thoughts floated off like a loose thread of silk. “If I did
not have her, if I had no family, would I not be free then?” Into
his mind came the image of a wandering monk with his posses-
sions on his shoulder and a palmleaf hat on his head. Immediate-
ly he realized that he was extremely selfish: “Why shouldn’t
she complain? Ever since she married, she has been married to
pain. Of toil and worry she has her share; rest is the only thing
that has never been hers. Am I to begrudge her the satisfaction
of a few resentful words?”

“The devil take those colleagues of mine!” His thoughts turn-
ed angrily in another direction. “They have neither intelligence
nor courage. A rice bowl! That is all they know. A rice bowl is
the sole object of their life. Even a rice bowl should be made a
little stronger, and a little more stable, but they do not think
about it! And beyond the rice bowl, to perform a little worth-
while labor—that never enters their heads! They talk of educa-
tion; all their hopes are pinned on education. Entrusting them
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with education is less safe than building a house on a sandy
shore!” Professor Kuo’s basic faith had now been shaken. He
recognized how superficial his earlier view had been, when he
had thought education the only road worthy of his travelling.
Its thorns and its barriers were as many as on any road. So now
not only were his bands empty, but his mind also. The thought
that dwelt in his empty mind was not quite one of sorrow and
hardly one of pain—it was, in fact, a desire immediately to get
rid of the mind itself. How to do that was the question.

“Clang! clang!”

Professor Kuo glanced involuntarily towards the blacksmith’s
shop out of which the sounds were coming. In the small coal-
black shop stood three smiths with a bright red glow on their
faces and bodies. The sledge-hammers rose and fell rapidly,
forceful yet smooth. In the forge the petals of flame quivered,
like a great lotus flower rustling in the wind. He seemed never
to have seen anything like it,—this striking, living picture.

“Ah, they are the sacred ones! People who want nails, people
who want spades, came and beg from them. They never beg
from others. They apply their own energy to constructing things
that are useful; and all their questions are solved.”

“How can I compare with them?” he thought, withdrawing
his glance of envious admiration and directing it inward. He
became more deeply depressed. All he had was an empty mind,
worthy of no comparison.

He had walked some distance when he suddenly bumped up
against another pedestrian and raised his head. On an electric
light post a notice had been pasted, and two or three people were
looking at it in the lamplight. He did not know when the lights
had come on. The notice was the announcement of a newly-
opened stocking factory. Girls willing to work were wanted,
wages were good, so it said.

The thought of his wife flashed into his mind. “She . . ... ”
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THE SUPERMAN

Hsien Pinc-Hsin

Ho Pin was a cold-hearted young man. None has ever seen
him make social contacts with others. In the house where he
dwelt, there lived a great many others. But he never went over
to talk to them, nor did he eat with them in a common dining
room. If by chance he was met by his neighbors while entering
or leaving the house, scarcely would he greet them. Other young
men were excited and happy when the postman arrived with their
letters; but Ho Pin never received any. Excepting for occasional
conversations on official matters with his colleagues in the office,
or short conventional conversations with Mrs. Cheng, the land-
lady, when she brought him his meals, he would remain silent all
the day long.

Not only did he keep away from men’s company, but he would
refuse almost everything that was lovely and animated. Not even
one single flower or grass could be seen in his Toom which was
as gloomy and sullen as a cave; but there were many, many
books heaped on his bookcase. Leaving his office, he used to
walk home alone with a bent head; and having shut the door
and taken off his hat, he would sit by the side of the table, pick
one book from the case, and read it without any purpose in
mind. Now and then, when feeling tired, he would walk about
the room; or draw aside the curtains and look out, only to
drop them before long.

Mrs. Cheng may be looked upon as the only one to whom he
would pay any attention. Having brought his meals to him,
she would sometimes stand by the side and chatter to him, chanc-
ing to ask why he was ever so lonely. In response to her incessant
questions, he would peradventure, briefly answer by saying: “The
whole world is vacant, and life itself is worthless. The union of
man and man, men and the universe, and thousands of millions
of things in the world, is merely like an opera show. On the
stage, we are parents and children, very familiar and closely relat-
ed; but off the stage, having torn off our masks, we part with one
another. Whether laughing or crying, they sound just the same.
Therefore it would be better for us to forsake one another rather
than uselessly to tie ourselves together. Furthermore, Nietzsche

- 2
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once said that love and sympathy are all evils—"

The landlady understood, not thoroughly, to be sure, but only
half of it. “Be that as it may,” she said, smiling; “there will be
no meaning at all to live in the world. It may be better. to die
and to be extinguished; what, then, is the use of eating or dress-
ing?” :

“Well,” he smiled and replied, “in this way, is it too much to
emphasize ourselves and the world at large? Take care of
nothing, like the floating clouds and running water.”

Mrs. Cheng tried to continue the conversation; but seeing Ho
Pin was busy with his eating, with head bent and his face ex-
pressionless, she did not venture to say any more.

That* night he suddenly awoke from his sleep. He heard,
coming from the opposite downstairs room, that some one was
moaning very painfully. The pitiful sound, now rising, now
subsiding, quivered in the tranquil night. Though never unduly
bothered, he was kept awake all night. The moonlight was like
silvery water, streaming through the curtains. He thought of
his early days, his past golden days, his mother’s tender love,
starry nights, flowers in the garden—until his mind was ex-
hausted by all these memories. He made every effort to shake
off these recollections, but they persistently stuck in his mind.
He remained awake the whole night until the day dawned.

During the following two nights, he heard the same moaning

sound, saw the same silvery moonbeans, and recalled many past
events.

From that night on, he began to be sleepless and lose his
appetite. His eyes darkened and his face became pale and wan.
Chancing to hold a mirror, he was a little startled by the reflection
in it. He continued to work, as mechanically as before; but into
his empty mind there intruded the memory of that sick person
in the night.

One morning, a week later, he suddenly asked Mrs. Cheng who
was the sick person in the downstairs room. The latter was much
surprised.

“Oh, that’s Lu-erh” she answered, “the page in the kitchen.
The other day he was sent to do some shopping, but, for some
reason or other, returned with his leg broken. The medicine
he bought helped him very little. It was he who was moaning
painfully every night. Poor boy, only twelve years of age; and
he used to be very painstaking and lovable. . . . ”

Ho Pin, not relishing to listen further, put on his things and
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walked to the door. Mrs. Cheng had to stop talking. She collect-
ed the dishes and got ready to leave the room. Ho Pin slowly
drew his hand from his pocket and handed her a note, saying:
“Give it to that boy, and tell him to send for a doctor.” Then
he went away, leaving the landlady greatly puzzled by the big
amount.

The moaning sound daily became fainter and fainter; and
the full moon waned. Ho Pin, however, was still in a very
confused state of mind—mother’s tender love; starry nights;
flowers in the garden—and his mifd was still exhausted by all
these memories. He made every possible effort to drive away
these recollections, but in vain.

A few days later, there was no more moaning to be heard, and
the night was as tranquil as before. Ho Pin again slept very
soundly, like those selfish persons who cared nothing about the
world. The memories of the previous nights were soon forgotten,
like the feeble moonbeams at the break of day, shining for a
very little moment at the top of the snow-covered mountains, and
then disappearing soon after.

More than once, Mrs. Cheng, together with Lu-erh, would
knock at his door in order to thank him. He only raised his
head and stared at them, seemingly to have utterly forgotten all
about it; and then shook his head, resuming once again his read-
ing. Lu-erh, with head lifted up, gazed at the door, and almost
wept.

One evening, at dinner time, he told Mrs. Cheng that he was
going to take up his new post in the office of another branch of
the bureau in which he was then working; that he would leave
for his destination day after tomorrow; and requested her to pre-
pare his bill for settling all the accounts. The landlady was very
much disappointed. It was really very rare to have such a quiet
lodger. But, knowing that she was not in a position to detain
him, she immediately offered her congratulations. He bent for-
ward a little, and then turned back to arrange his books.

He was very tired, and consequently went to bed before long.
—Suddenly he heard that some one was turning his door handle,
and then pushing it with both hands. Lying still in bed, he
did not move, nor make any reply. A few minutes later, there
was no more sound at the door.

The next day he was busy packing and arranging his things.
Mrs. Cheng offered her services but he declined, saying that he
would trouble her only in case of need. But after she had gone

—_ 6 —
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downstairs, he at once recollected that he had forgotten to buy
some ropes to tie his things together. Slowly opening his door,
he saw the passing of a shadow. It was Lu-erh, hiding behind
the opposite door. Ho Pin looked around and hesitated: no
servant was to be found. “Go and buy for me some ropes,” he
said to the boy. The boy hesitated; then gladly took the money
and ran quickly downstairs.

Before long, Lu-erh, out of breath, with face all colored up,
returned. One hand held the ropes he had just bought; the other
was unseen, there were some golden stars or something of that
sort hidden behind. Lu-erh gave the ropes to him and raised
his head, evidently attempting to say some thing. The other
hand was at that time no longer hidden behind; but Ho Pin did
not pay attention to it. He took the ropes and went back to
his room.

Almost everything has now been packed and fastened together.
He stretched out his hands and looked around—the room was
empty. Relaxing in his bed, he felt very warm. He got up and
opened the door and windows a little, to let the fresh air in.

“Still feeling very warm,” he said to himself, “my mind is all
in a jumble. Perhaps the room is too empty. But why should
I always think about the sick person in the night?—Mother’s
tender love, starry nights—Oh, stop it: I am getting sick about
all this!”

The breeze blew gently and waved the hair that covered his
forehead, cooling him and gradually rocking him to sleep....

Opening his eyes, he could only see the white walls, the gleam-
ing night, and the black shadows piled in the corner. The time
was slowly slipping away, minute after minute.

Mother’s tender love: starry nights; flowers in the garden. Oh,
how confusing!

The black shadows were spreading all over the ceiling, and
the time was gliding by, minute after minute.

The wind now began to blow hard. There was something very
bright over there. The stars in the sky were peering into the
room; and .amidst the starry hallucination, there was a lady, all
dressed in white, slowly stepping in to his room, one hand hold-
ing her train, and the other pressing her forehead. She came
near, followed by a kind of heavenly fragrance. She slowly
bent her body forward and riveted her eyes on him, very quietly
and very gently. Out from her eyes there poured a world of
tender love. : '
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Ho Pin’s nerves seemed to stop functioning. It would be
better -to- get up from the bed, but he could not. This was a
cradle and oh, mother—dear mother.

Mother, I would like to get up and lie in your bosom. I wish
you could hold me in your arms.

Mother, we were after all closely related: we simply could
not forsake each other. ...

The image was slowly becoming fainter and fainter, but out
from her eyes there still poured forth a world of tender love. The
illusion then became more and more indistinct. Pattering like
raindrops, the stars showered on the black shadows that piled
themselves up in the corner of the room.

“Ah, mother, don’t go; please don’t go.. )’

The love instinct that had been concealed for years now again
appeared on Ho Pin’s face; and the pearl-like tears that had been
kept back for a long time, began to stain his cheeks.

The heavenly fragrance lingered in the air, and the lady in
white was still there. He reluctantly opened his eyes: the lovely
fragrance seemed to hover over the white walls, over the gleam-
ing dawn, and over the black shadows in the corner of the room.
Moving his body a little, he instantly heard a boy furtively going
out. It was that sick person moaning in the night—Lu-erh who
glanced around upon reaching the door.

Ho Pin made a great effort to get up, and saw that blooming
on the books which had been fastened together, was a basket of
flowers of glorious golden tints. Still dressed in his night gown,
he walked toward the flowers. .Under the basket was a sheet of
paper on which were written a few sentences in bad handwriting.
He read it by the twilight outside, and it ran as follows:—

“I do not know how to return my gratitude for your kindness.
I had been looking through your door several times, and noticed
that there was no flower on your table. We have here a great
many hawkers carrying flowers for sale. 1 do not know whether,
you have seen them or not. The flowers in this basket are all
planted by me. I can not name them, but they give out beautiful
fragrance. I love them very much and suppose you must love
them also. I have been waiting for a chance to send these flowers
to you. Knowing only yesterday that you were going to leave
here, I have no time to lose in presenting them to you.

“I do not think you will accept these flowers. But I have a
mother, who, being very fond of me, is deeply grateful to you.
Have you a mother? She must love you very much. Thus my

>
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mother and your mother are friends. Therefore, you must accept
the things that are presented by the son of your mother’s friend.
Lu-erh.”

Having fiinished reading, Ho Pin took the flowers and hurried
to his bed. There was nothing to hold him back. He could not
restrain himself from crying.

The heavenly fragrance was still in the air, but mother had
gone. There were only moonbeams, straight, and tears in the
room as well as outside under the clear sky.

Mrs. Cheng, c6ming into the room the next morning, saw that -
Ho Pin had already dressed and, with his hat pulled low over his
eyes, standing at the window facing outside. She smiled and
timidly asked whether he would like to take his breakfast. He
shook his head. The hired car was waiting outside; the trunks
had all been carried downstairs. Ho Pin, with tcar—stained face,
thanked the landlady, and took that basket.of flowers into the car.

Lu-erh stood by the side of Mrs. Cheng. On their faces there
was the same expression of surprise. “Go and clean up that
empty room; and lock the door, the key being on the door,”
she said to Lu-erh after the car had gone far away.

The room was empty. On the bed there was a letter which
read as follows—

“Lu-erh, my friend:"—

“First of all, I sincerely hope that you will forgive me. My
kindness is my sin. You wrote that you were grateful to me, but
T myself do not know how much am I indebted to you.

“Your moaning at night made me think of many, many past
events. The first thing T thought of was my dear mother. My
emotion is like a stream of stagnant water; but her love causes it
to wave and bubble. For many years I thought that the world
was vacant, and life worthless, and that love and sympathy were
similar to evil. But now I know that I was all wrong. The
giving of money to you for sending a docter did not imply that
I loved you or had sympathy for you. It was simply used as a
means to stop your moaning, to keep my mother out, to refuse
the whole universe and life itself, to refuse love and sympathy.
God bless my soul, what crazy idea!

“I am greatly obliged to you for the innocent ideal that you
hinted in your letter. It is true, my little friend, that all the
mothers in the world are dear friends, and all the sons in the
world are pals. We are closely related and never shall we for-
sake each other.

—_ 12 —
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“My mother came to me before you sent me this basket of
flowers. She has brought your love to move me. I will never
forget your flowers an§ your love; and I hope you will not fail
to remember also that all these are merely the manifestations of
motherly love.

“I am mean and sinful; and have nothing of my own that is
worthy to send you. I am here only accompanied by regretful
tears, crescent moonbeams, and the shining stars. In the whole
universe they are the only things that are pure and holy.
I wish I could use a string of soft materials, threaded with my
tears, hang it on the two extremes of the crescent moon; and pick
the stars from the sky, nestling them in the bosom of the moon;
isn’t this like a basket of flowers of glorious golden tints? Its
fragrance is my words of regret. Please accept it; for only this
is worthy of you.

“The day is dawning. 1 shall leave here very soon. I have
nothing more to say. Thank you very much, little friend. Good-
bye, goodbye. All the sons in the world are good pals. We are
closely related to each other, forever and ever.

Ho Pin”

“P.S.—I have written too much, and I do not think you will
thoroughly understand them. But, never mind, there is no use
of knowing their meaning; because what you understand in the
world is far much more than many others.”

Lu-erh raised his dark and fat face and looked stupidly into
the sky: “He says he is to give me a basket of flowers; but where
s it?”
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