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to devour something beyond his flesh and blood. And these
eyes kept following him at a set distance.

These eyes seemed to have merged into one, biting into
his soul.

“Help, helpl!”
But Ah Q never uttered these words. All had turned black

before his eyes, there was a buzzing in his ears, and he felt
as if his whole body were being scattered like so much light
dust.

As for the after-effects of the robbery, the most affected
was the successful provincial candidate, because the stolen goods
were never recovered. All his family lamented bitterly. Next
came the Chao household; for when the successful county
candidate went into town to report the robbery, not only did
he have his pigtail cut off by bad revolutionarics, but he had
to pay a reward of twenty thousand cash into the bargain; so
all the Chao family lamented bitterly too. From that day for-
ward they gradually assumed the air of the survivors of a

fallen dynasty.

As for any discussion of the event, no question was raised
in Weichuang. Naturally all agreed that Ah Q had been a
bad man, the proof being that he had been shot; for if he
had not been bad, how could he have been shot? But the
consensus of opinion in town was unfavourable. Most people
were dissatisfied, because a shooting was not such a fine spec-
tacle as a decapitation; and what a ridiculous culprit he had
been too, to pass through so many streets without singing a
single line from an opera. They had followed him for nothing.

December rgai

VILLAGE OPERA

During the past twenty years I have been to the Chinese
opeta only twice. During the first ten years I never went
h.avmg neither the desite nor the opportunity. The two occa:
sions on which I went were in the past ten years, but each
time I left without sceing anything in it. ,

‘The first time was in 1912 when I was new to Peking, A
friend told me Peking had the best opera and that. seeing it
was an experience I shouldn’t miss. I thought it might be
Interesting to see an opera, especially in Peking, and hurried ‘
in high spirits to some theatre, the name of which I have for-
gotten. The performance had already started. Even outside
I could hear the beat of the drums. As we squeezed in, bright
cola_:uurs flashed in view, and T saw many heads in th;: audi-
to“rmm; as I scanned the theatre 1 saw a few seats in the
middle still empty. But when I squeezed in to sit down
someone spoke up. There was such a throbbing in my ear;
‘I‘ had to listen attentively to catch what he was saying —
Sorry, these seats are taken!”

We went to the back, but then a man with a glossy queue
led. us to a side aisle, and indicated an unoccupied place.
This was a bench only three-quarters the width of my thighs
but with legs nearly twice as long as mine. ’

of some instrument of torture, and with an involuntary shudde
I fled. -

I. had‘gone some distance, when I heard my Eriend.'s-'_ vaice
asking: “Well, what's the matter?” Looking over my: s Ide
‘E saw he had followed me out. He seemed very:

Why do you march along without a word?” he: ¢
I'm sorry,” I told him. “There’s such a pounding in m
ears, I coulds’t hear you.” L :

hadn’ To begin with I
adn’t the courage to get up there, and then it reminded me’
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Whenever 1 thought back on the incident, it struck me as
very strange, and I supposed that the opera had been a very
poot one — ot else a theatre was no place for me.

I forget in what year I made the second venture, but funds
wete being raised for flood victims in Hupeh, and Tan Hsin-
pei* was still alive. By paying two dollars for a ticket, you
contributed money and could go to the Numbert One Theatre
to see an opera with a cast made up for the most part of
famous actors, one being Tan Hsin-pei himself. I bought a
ticket primarily to satisfy the collector, but then some busy-
body seized the oppottunity to tell me why Tan Hsin-pei simply
had to be secen. At that, I forgot the disastrous din and
crash of a few years before, and went to the theatre — probably
half because I had paid so much for that precious ticket that
I wouldn't feel comfortable if I didn’t use it. I learned that
Tan Hsin-pei made his appearance late in the evening, and
Number One Theatre was a modern one where you didn’t
have to fight for your seat. That reassured me, and T waited
till nine o’clock before setting out. To my surprise, just as
before, it was full. ~There was hardly any standing room and

I had to squeeze into the crowd at the rear to watch an actor
singing an old woman’s part. He had a papet spill burning
at each corner of his mouth and thete was a devil-soldier
beside him. I racked my brains and guessed that this might
be Maudgalyayana's®* mother, because the next to come o0n
was a monk. Not recognizing the actor, 1 asked a fat gentle-

man who was squeezed in on my left. “Kung Yun-ful"**¥* he
said, throwing me a withering look from the corner of his eye.
My face burned with shame for my ignorant blunder, and 1
mentally resolved that at all costs 1 would ask no more ques-
tions. Then I watched a heroine and her maid sing, next an
old man and some other characters I couldn’t identify. After
that, T watched a whole group fight a free-for-all, and after
that, two ot three people fighting together — from after nine

* A famous actor in Peking opera.

#* Maudgalyayana was a disciple of Buddha. Legend has it that his
mother went to hell for her sins, and he rescued her.

sk Anocher Famous actor in Peking opera, who played old women's roles.
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;ﬂl tcnl, from ten till eleven, from eleven till eleven thirty,
ét:itg_ ;eiven thirty till twelve: but there was no sign of Tan
5 Ne}:fer in my life have I waited for anything so patiently.
ut the wheezes of the fat gentleman next to me, the clangin
tm'klmg, drumming and gonging on the stage ’the whitl gE
bnglht colours and the lateness of the hour sudo’leni made r:
realize that this was no place for me. Mechanica[{y I turneg
round, and tried with might and main to shove my way out
I felt the place behind me fill up at once — no doubt the ziasltjic;
fa‘t gentle{nan had expanded his right side into my em ty
place. With my retreat cut off, naturally there was noth?ﬂy
to do but push and push till at last T was out of the doof
Aparf from the rickshaws waiting for the playgoers, there wa;
practically no one walking outside, but there were s;ill a dozen
people by the gate looking up at the programme, and another
group not looking at anything, who must, I thought, be waitin
to watch the women come out after the show was c;ver Theri
was no sign of Tan Hsin-pei. . .

Th];iut the night air was so brisk, it went right through me.
i‘; 1ls)e1eiigaled to be the first time I had known such good air

I saifi goodbye to Chinese opera that night. I never thought
about it again, and, if by any chance I passed a theatre, it
meant nothing to me for in spirit we were poles apart. ’

A few days ago, however, 1 happened to read a Japanese
book.—unfortunately I have forgotten the title and author
bu.t it was about the Chinese opera. One chapter made the:
point that Chinese opera is so full of gongs and cymbals. .
sho.utmg‘ and jumping, that it makes the onlookers’ heads swim’l' =
It is quite unsuited for presentation in a theatre but, if per:
formed in the open air and watched from a distanc:: it h'a;
its charm. I felt this put into words what had réma'ih'éd |
unformulated in my mind, because as a matter of fact T 'cl'éa'r-l'j'r:
remembered seeing a really good opera in the countty,.
was under .its influence, perhaps, that after coming 't
I went twice to the theatre. It's a pity that, somehow ot
other, I've forgotten the name of that book. -
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As to when I saw that good opera, it was really “long, long
ago,” and I could not have been much more than eleven or

rwelve, It was the custom in Luchen where we lived for

married women who were not yet in charge of the household

to go back to their parents’ home for the summer. Although
my father's mother was then still quite strong, my mother had
quite a few household duties. She could not spend many days
at her own home during the summer. She could take a.few
days only after visiting the ancestral graves. At such times
I always went with her to stay in her parents’ house. It was

in a place called Pingchao Village, not far from the sea, a -

vety out-of-the-way little village on a river, w%tl} less t}?an
thirty households, peasants and fishermen, and just one tiny
grocery. In my eyes, however, it was heaven, for not Ofﬂy
was I treated as a guest of honour, but I could skip reading
the Book of Songs.* .

There were many children for me to play with. For with
the arrival of a visitor from such a distance they got perm-is-
sion from their parents to do less work in order to play with
me. In a small village the guest of one family is virtually
the guest of the whole community. We were al.l .about the
same age, but when it came to determining seniority, many
were at least my uncles or grand-uncles, since everybody in
the village had the same family name and belonged to one
clan. But we were all good friends, and if by some chance
we fell out and I hit one of my grand-uncles, it never occurred
to any child or grown-up in the village to call it “disresipect
to elders.” Ninety-nine out of a hundred of them could neither
read nor write.

We spent most of our days digging up worms, putting them
on little hooks made of copper wire, and lying on the river
bank to catch shrimps. Shrimps are the silliest water crea-
tures: they willingly use their own pincers to push the point
of the hook into their mouths; so in a few hours we could
catch a big bowlful. It became the custom to give these
shrimps to me. Another thing we did was to take the buf-
faloes out together, but, maybe because they are animals of

* The eacliest anthology of poetry in China.
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4 higher species, oxen and buffaloes are hostile to strangers,
and they treated me with contempt so that I never dared get
too close to them. I could only follow at a distance and
stand there. At such times my small friends were no longer
impressed by the fact that I could recite classical poetry, but
would hoot with laughter.

What I looked forward to most was going to Chaochuang
to scc the opera. Chaochuang was a slightly larger village
about two miles away. Since Pingchiao was too small to
afford to put on operas, every year it contributed some money
for a performance at Chaochuang. At the time, T wasn't
_cutious why they should have operas every year. Thinking
about it now, I dare say it may have been for the late spring
festival or for the village sacrifice.

That year when I was eleven or twelve, the leng-awaited
day arrived. But as ill luck would have it, there was no
boat for hire that morning. Pingchiao Village had only one
sailing boat, which left in the morning and came back in
the evening. This was a large boat which it was out of the
question to hire; and all the other boats were unsuitable be-
cause they were too small. Someone was sent round to the
neighbouring villages to ask if they had boats, but no — they
had all been hired already. My grandmother was very upset,
blamed my cousins for not hiring one ecarlier, and began to
complain. Mother tried to comfort her by saying the operas
at Luchen were much better than in these little villages, and
there were several every year, so there was no need to go
today. But I was nearly in tears from disappointment, and
mother did her best to impress on me that no matter what,
I must not make a scene, because it would upset my grand-
mother; and I mustn't go with other people either, for then - .
grandmother would be worried. S

In a word, it had fallen through. After lunch, when 'all ="
my friends had left and the opera had started, I imagined 1.~
could hear the sound of gongs and drums, and saw them; with
my mind’s eye, in front of the stage buying soya-bean milk. = .

I didn’t catch shrimps that day, and didn't eat much either.
Mother was very upset, but there was nothing. she:could do.
By supper time grandmother realized how I felt, and: said -
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1 was quite right to be angry, they had been too negligent,

and never before had guests been treated so badly. After
the meal, youngsters who had come back from the opera
gathered round and gaily described it ail for us. I was the
only one silent; they all sighed and said how sorry they were
for me. Suddenly one of the brightest, called Shuang-hsi,
had an inspiration, and said: “A big boat — hasn’t Eighth
Grand-uncle’s boat come back?” A dozen other boys picked
up the idea in a flash, and at once started agitating to take
the boat and go with me. I cheered up. But grandmother
was nervous, thinking we were all children and undependable,
And mother said that since the grown-ups all had to work
the next day, it wouldn’t be fair to ask them to go with us
and stay up all night. While our fate hung in the balance,
Shuang-hsi went to the root of the question and declared
loudly: “I give my word it'll be all right! It's a big boat,
Brother Hsun never jumps around, and we can all swim!”

It was true. Thete wasn't one boy in the dozen who wasn't
a fish in water, and two or three of them were first-rate
swimmers,

Grandmother and mother were convinced and did not raise
any more objections. They both smiled, and we immediately
rushed out.

My heavy heart suddenly became light, and I felt as though
I were floating on air. When we got outside, I saw in the
moonlight a boat with a white awning moored at the bridge.
We jumped aboard, Shuang-hsi seized the front pole and Ah-fa
the back one; the younger boys sat down with me in the middle
of the boat, while the older ones went to the stern. By the
time mother followed us out to say “Be carefull” we had
alteady cast off. We pushed off from the bridge, floated
back a few feet, then moved forward under the bridge. Two
oars were set up, each manned by two boys who changed
shifts every third of a mile. Chatter, laughter and shouts
mingled with the lapping of the water against the bow of
our boat; to our right and left, as we flew forward towards
Chaochuang, were emerald green fields of beans and wheat.
The mist hung over the water, the scent of beans, wheat
‘and river weeds wafted towards us, and the moonlight shone
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aintly through the mist. In the distance, grey hills, undulat-
g like the backs of some leaping iron beasts, seemed to be
acing past the stern of our boat; but still T felt our progress
was slow. When the oarsmen had changed shifts four times,
t was just possible to see the faint outline of Chaochuang,

ind catch the sound of singing. There were several lzghts
oo, which we guessed must be on the stage, unless they were

- fishermen’s lights.

- 'The music we heard was probably flutes. Eddying round
‘and round and up and down, it soothed me and set me dream-
ng at the same time, till I felt as though I were about to

“drift far away with it through the night air heavy with the
‘scent of beans and wheat and river weeds.

As we approached the lights, we found they were fisher-
men’s lights after all, and I realized I hadn’t been looking at

" Chaochuang at all. Directly ahead of us was a pine wood

where 1 had played the year before, and seen the broken
stone horse that had fallen on its side, and a stone sheep
couched in the grass. When we passed the wood, the boat
rounded a bend into a cove, and Chaochuang was really be-
fore us.

Our eyes were drawn to the stage standing in a plot of
empty ground by the river outside the village, hazy in the
distant moonlight, bately distinguishable from its sutround-
ings. It seemed that the fairyland I had seen in pictures had
come alive here. The boat was moving faster now, and pres-
ently we could make out figures on the stage and a blaze
of bright colours, and the river close to the stage was black
with the boat awnings of people who had come to watch the

“Theres no room near the stage, let's watch Erom a dxs~ S
tance,” suggested Ah-fa. i

The boat had slowed down now, and soon we amved True e
enough, it was impossible to get close to the stage.. We had =
to make our boat fast even further from the stage:than the_;" _
shrine opposite it. We did not regret it, though, for we did:
not want our boat with its white awning to mix: Wlth those R
common bfack boats; and there was no room for us: anyway PR
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While we hastily moored, there appeared on the stage a
man with a long black beard who had four pennons fixed
to his back. With a spear he fought a whole group of bare-
armed men. Shuang-hsi told us this was a famous acrobat
who could turn eighty-four somersaults, one after the other.
He had counted for himself eatlier in the day.

We all crowded to the bow to watch the fighting, but the
acrobat didn’t turn any somersaults. Some of the bare-armed
men turned head over heels a few times, then trooped off.
Then a girl came out, and sang in a long drawn-out voice.
“There aren’t many people in the evening,” said Shuang-hsi,
“and the acrobat’s taking it easy. Nobody wants to show
his skill without an audience.”” That was common sense,
because by then there really weren’t many people left to
watch. The country folk had wortk the next day, and couldn’t
stay up all night, so they had all gone to bed. Just a score
or 50 of idlers from Chaochuang and the villages around re-
mained sprinkled about. The families of the local rich were
still there in the boats with black awnings, but they weren’t
really interested in the opera. Most of them had gone to
the foot of the stage to eat cakes, fruit or melon seeds. So
it didn’t really amount to an audience.

As a matter of fact, I wasn't keen on the somersaults.
What I wanted to see most was a snake spirit swathed in
white, its two hands clasping on its head a wand-like snake’s
head. My second choice was a leaping tiger dressed in yellow.
But though I waited a long time, they didn’t appear. The
girl was followed at once by a very old man acting the part
of a young man. I was rather tired and asked Kuei-sheng
to buy me some soya-bean milk. IHe came back in a little
while to say: “There isn’t any. The deaf man who sells
it has gone. Thete was some in the daytime, I drank two
bowls then. T'll get you a dipperful of water to drink.”

I didn’t drink the water, but stuck it out as best I could.
I can’t say what I saw, but it seemed that the faces of the

players gradually became very strange, the features blurred
as though they had melted into one flat sutface. Most of
. the younger boys yawned, while the older ones chatted among
- themselves. Tt was only when a clown in a red shirt was
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_fastened. to a pillar on the stage, and a greybeard started
horsewhipping him that we all roused ourselves to watch again
and laughed. T really think that was the best scene of the
evening,

But then the old woman came out. This was the character

-1 most dreaded, especially when she sat down to sing. Now
I saw by everybody’s disappointment that they felt as T did.

In the beginning, the old woman just walked to and fro sing-
ing, then she sat on a chair in the middle of the stage. I
was {eally distressed, and Shuang-hsi and the othets started
sweartng. I waited patiently until, afrer a long time, the old
woman raised her hand, and I thought she was going to stand
up. But despite my hopes she lowered her hand slowly to
its original position, and went on singing just as before. Some
of the boys in the boat couldn’t help groaning, and the rest
began to yawn again. Finally Shuang-hsi couldn’t stand it
any longer. He said he was afraid the old woman would
go on singing till dawn, and we had better leave. We all
promptly agreed, and became as eager as when we had set
out. Three ot four boys ran to the stern, seized the poles
to p}:ﬂt back several yards, and headed the boat around.
Cursing the old singer, they set up the oars, and started back
for the pine wood.

Judging from the position of the moon, we had not been
\Tratching vety long, and once we lefr Chaochuang the moon-
light seemed unusually bright. When we turned back to see
the lantern-lit stage, it looked just as it had when we came,
hazy as a fairy pavilion, covered in a rosy mist. Once again
the flutes piped melodiously in our ears. 1 thought the old
woman must have finished, but couldn’t very well suggest
going back again to see. e

Soon the pine wood was behind us. Our boat was mdving

rather fast, but there was such thick darkness all around: you'

could tell it was very late. As they discussed the: players;
laughing and swearing, the rowers pulled faster on the oars.
Now the plash of water against our bow was even more dis-
tinct. The boat seemed like a great white fish carrying a
freight of children on its back through the foam... Some old =
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fishermen who fished all night stopped their punts to chees
at the sight.

We were still about a third of a mile from Pingchiao when
our boat slowed down, and the oarsmen said they were tired
after rowing so hard. We'd had nothing to eat for hougs.
it was Kuei-sheng who had a brilliant idea this time. He
said the loban beans were ripe, and we had fuel on the
boat — we could use a little to cook the beans. Everybody
agreed, and we immediately headed towards the bank. The
pitch-black fields were filled with succulent beans.

“Hey! Ah-fal It’s your family’s over here, and Old Liu Yi's .

over there. Which shall we take?” Shuang-hsi had been
the first to leap ashore, and was calling from the bank.

As we all jumped ashore too, Ah-fa said: “Wait a minute
and I'll take a look.” He walked up and down feeling the
beans, then straightened up to say: “Take ours, they're much
bigger.” With a shout we scattered through the bean field
of Ah-fa’s family, each picking a big handful of beans and
throwing them into the boat. Shuang-hsi thought that if we
took any mote and Ah-fa’s mother found out, there would
be trouble, so we all went to Qld Liu Yi’s field to pick another
handfu] each.

Then a few of the older boys started rowing stowly again,
while others lit a fire in the stern, and the younger boys and
I shelled the beans. Soon they were cocked, and we let the
boat drift while we gathered round and ate them with our
fingers. When we had finished eating we went on again,
washing the pot and throwing the pods into the tiver, to
destroy all traces. Shuang-hsi was uneasy because we had
used the salt and firewood on Eighth Grand-uncle’s boat, and
the old man was so sharp he would be sure to find out and
scold us. But after some discussion we decided there was
nothing to fear. If he did scold us we would ask him to
return the pine branch he had taken the previous year from
the river bank, and call him “Qld Scabby” to his face.

“We'te all back! How could anything have happened?
Didn't I guarantee it would be all right!” Shuang-hsi’s voice
.suddenly rang out from the bow.
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“Looking past him, I saw we were already at Pingchiao, and
someone was standing at the foot of the bridge — it wag
mother. It was to her that Shuang-hsi had called,
walked up to the bow the boat passed under the bridge, then

opped, and we all went ashore. Mother was rather annoyed
and asked why we had come back so late — it was after mid—’
' But she was soon in a good humour again, and smiled
as she invited everybody to come back and have some puffed
rice.

They told her we had all eaten something, and were sleepy,
so they had better get to bed at once, and off we all went

Zto our own homes.

I didn’t get up till noon the next day, and there was no

word of any trouble with Eighth Grand-uncle over the salt

cor fitewood. In the afternoon we went to catch shrimps

as usual,

“Shuang-hsi, you young rascals stole my beans yesterday!
And you didn’t pick them properly, you trampled down quite
a few.” T looked up and saw OId Liu Yi on a punt, coming
back from selling beans. There was still a heap of left-over
beans at the bottom of the punt.

“Yes. We were treating a visitor, We didn’t mean to take
yours to begin with,” said Shuang-hsi. “Look! You've frighten-
ed away my shrimp!”

When the old man saw me, he stopped punting, and
chuckied. “Treating a visitor? So you should.” Then he
asked me: “Was yesterday’s opera good?”

“Yes.” 1 nodded.

“Did you enjoy the beans?”

“Very much.” I nodded again.

To my surprise, the old man was greatly pleased. He stuck
up a thumb, and declared with satisfaction: “People from
big towns who have studied really know what’s good. I select.
my bean seeds one by one. Country folk can’t tell good: from
b.?d, and say my beans aren’t as good as other people’s.  T'll ot
give some to your mother today for her to try. . . * Then-
he punted off.

When mother called me home for supper, there u;as..'_.;jét large
bowl of boiled beans on the table, which Old Lit' Yi had
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brought for her and me to eat. I heard he had praised me
highly to mothet, saying, “He's so young, yet he.kno\fzs what's
what. He's sure to pass all the official examinations in future.
Your fortune’s as good as made.” But when I ate the ber‘ms,
they didn’t taste as good as the ones we’d eaten the night
before.

It's a fact, right up till now, I've really never caten such
good beans, or seen such a good opera, as I did that night.

THE NEW YEAR'S SACRIFICE

New Year's Eve of the old calendar* seems after all more
like the real New Year’s Eve; for, to say nothing of the villages
and towns, even in the air there is a feeling that New Year is
- coming. From the pale, lowering evening clouds issue frequent
flashes of lightning, followed by a rumbling sound of firecrackers
celebrating the departure of the Hearth God; while, nearer by,
the firecrackers explode even more violently, and before the
deafening report dies away the air is filled with a faint smel]
of powder. Tt was on such a night that 1 returned to Luchen,
my native place. Although I call it my native place, I had had
no home there for some time, so I had to put up temporarily
with a certain Mr. Lu, the fourth son of his family. He is a
member of our clan, and belongs to the generation before mine,
sd T ought to call him “Fourth Uncle.” An old student of the
imperial college** who went in for Neo-Confucianism, I found
him very little changed in any way, simply slightly older, but
without any moustache as yet. When we met, after exchanging
a few polite remarks he said I was fatter, and after saying that
immediately started a violent attack on the revolutionaries, I
knew this was not meant personally, because the object of the
attack was still Kang Yu-wei*** Nevertheless, conversation

proved difficult, so that in a short time I found myself alene
in the study, :

October 1922

to sce some relatives and friends. The day after T did the___sa:'i}_'__ L
None of them was greatly changed, simply siightly older; but

*The Chinese lunar calendar. :

**The highest institute of learning in the Ching dynasty. SR

*** A famous reformist who lived from 1858 to 1oz7 'aﬁ'r;l"a'd'\'rqéa'ted_ :
constitutional monacchy. e
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The next day I got up very late, and after lunch went Q_u:_t;: .




AN INCIDENT

i tr
Six years have slipped by since I came Eromd tzxe rcc:lout:itir:
to the capital. During that time I have seen anf l;ea ;ade
¥ - i : but none of them
f so-called affairs of state; ( the
eml;ghirspression on me. If asked to define their mf‘liuencz,
: i € me,
lIm::am only say they aggravated my ill temper_and ma
frankly speaking, more and more mlsa_ntl'f;?pig.t o soused
inci ignificant,
incident, however, struck me as s oused
eofr:)m my ill temper, so that even now I c.annot fo;':,eti ;d
i It happened during the wintet of 1917. A bitter nort dWOUt
was blowing, but, to make a living, I had to beduli1 z:jn= out
early. I met scarcely a soul on the road, anG ta %Jres-
' —_ €.
difficulty in hiring a rickshaw to t;ke me t:hs 1Oos: e e
i little. By now
tly the wind dropped a e
:Ill[ ybeen blown away, leaving the roadway .clean, ag;lChing
rickshaw man quickened his pace. We were just appr ching
S — Gate when someone crossing the road was entang
ickshaw and slowly fell. o _ .
Ouit ri:f:as a woman, with streaks of white in her. hair, wear{ng
rageed clothes. She had left the pavement w1t1.10uth warmzﬁ
togiut across in front of us, and although the ricks :lg\w m
had made way, her tattered jacket, unbuttone‘d an;i f.utizegm‘i
i , he shaft. ILuckily the ricksha
in the wind, had caught on t . _
iﬁan pulled up quickly, otherwise she would certainly have
' iously injured.
d a bad fall and been serious :
haShe lay there on the ground, and the rickshaw man stopé)ed.
1 did not think the old woman was hurt, and ther:ei h}a}d 0(;;11
no witnesses to what had happened, so I resentid t ;su
ciousness which might land him in trouble and hold me up.
“Tt's all right,” I said. “Go on.
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He paid no attention, however — pethaps he had not heard
— for he set down the shafts, and gently helped the old

woman to get up. Supporting her by one arm, he asked:
“Are you all right?”

“I'm hure.”
I had seen how slowl

y she fell, and was sure she could
not be hurt.

She must be pretending, which was disgusting.
The rickshaw man had asked for trouble, and now he had
it. He would have to find his own

But the rickshaw man did not hes;
the old woman said she was injured.
he helped her slowly forward. 1 was surptised.
looked ahead, I saw a police station.
wind, there was no one outside, so the
the old woman towards the gate,

Suddenly I had a strange fecling. His dusty,
figure seemed larger at that instant.
walked the larger he loomed, until I had to [ook up to him.
At the same time he seemed gradually to be exerting a pres-
sure on me, which threatened to overpower the small self
under my fur-lined gown.

My vitality seemed sapped as I sat there motionless,
mind a blank, until a policeman came out.
from the rickshaw.

The policeman came up to me, and said,
rickshaw. He can’t pull you any more.”

Without thinking, I pulled a handful of coppers from my
coat pocket and handed them to the policeman.
him these,” 1 said.

The wind had dropped completely, but the road was stifl.

way out,

tate for a minute after
Still holding her arm,

When I
Because of the high

tickshaw man helped

retreating
Indeed, the further he

my
Then I got down

“Get another

“Please give

turn my thoughts on myself.

Was it a reward? Who was I to
I could not answer myself.
Even now,

judge the rickshaw n'lan?:"-

this remains fresh in my memory. It offen <
causes me disttess, and makes me try to think about myself.:

- quiet. I walked along thinking, but I was almost afraid to . .

Setting aside what had hap-.--
pened earlier, what had I meant by that handful of coppers?’.,
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. i I have fop-

i itical affaits of those years :

1e” militaty and politica - /

I mlaltls czmpletely as the classics 1 read in my cthdllc;O%
i v

§;tte?his incident keeps coming back to me, often n:orreforl
h:\tn in actual life, teaching me shame, urging me to m,
t
and giving me fresh courage and hope.

STORM IN A TEACUP

July 1920

The sun’s bright y
mud flat by the river
the river were at last g
4 few striped mosquito
Less smoke was comin
‘peasants’ houses along
‘sprinkled water on the ground befor
out little tables and stools.
the evening mea].

The old folk and the men sat on the low stools, fanning
themselves with plantain-
children raced about or squ

atted under the tallow trees playing
games with pebbles.

The women brought out steaming hot,
= black, dried vegetables and yellow rice, Some scholars, who

-were passing in a pleasure boat, waxed quite lyrical at the

sight. “So free from carel” they exclaimed. “Here’s real
“idyllic happiness.”

anark, however, That was
d Mrs. Ninepounder was
was in a towering temper,
tattered plantain fan.

that's long enough,” she de-
verything going to the dogs -

whacked the legs of her stool with a
“I've lived to seventy-nine,
- clared. “T don’t like watching e

I'd rather die. We're going to have supper tight away, yet they're
+ still eating roast beans, eating us out of house and home!” '

Her great-granddaughter, Sixpounder,
ning towards her holding a handfu] of
sized up the situatjon she flew str
and hid hersclf behind a tallow ¢

her small head with its twin tufts
Never-dying!”

beans; but when- she
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ellow rays had gradually faded on the
. The leaves of the tallow trees beside
ble to draw a parched breath, while
es danced, humming, beneath them,
g from the kitchen chimneys of the
the river, as women and children

e their doors and brought
You could tell it was time for

leaf fans as they chatted. The

had just come run<

aight to the river bal_'tk._:'_'._--'-'_'
ree.  Then, sticking-_"ou_t_:_
» she called Ioudly:"_‘Qlt:.i-:__._.._-._-__




