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In the night sky, the stars looked also like clear frost,

each a crystal cold and cutting to the core.
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He didn’t make it ! One thousand two hundred years
ago. On that big and lengthy scroll of names,

only his was missing. Why, could it not just hold the two simple

characters of his name, Chang Chi?

The ones that made it, their names were written stroke
for stroke on the public bulletin board. An announcement to
the world. Strangely, he felt, his failure was even more of an

announcement to the world. This shamed and depressed him.

Leave the imperial city! Once a price was fixed, he boarded a
small boat. This was not the way the story was supposed to evolve,
originally perhaps he would be adorned with flowers and he would
parade in the streets, ever so debonair while his horse trotted gently
in the wind. He would be filled with the glory of returning home
decorated and honored. But despite his ten years of careful study
and its share of struggle and pain1, there was no seat for him at the

Chung Lin Feastz.

The boat sailed as fast as the wind.

In Chinese, this literally means to tie one's hair on a house beam and jab at oneself
with an awl to keep oneself awake. It refers to the extreme hardships some examinees
experienced in order to prepare Sfor their official examinations.

2

The Chung Lin Feast was a feast hosted by the emperor in honor of the successful

examinees of the imperial examination.
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The maples by the river bank appear as if on fire, its cold flames
lifted high. That day at dusk, the boat docked at Suchou. But to
Chang Chi, this beautiful ancient city was just another place that

touched his sorrow.

To a scholar, if there was one thing he had to do during the
day, it was to study. And at night? Nights were for sleeping so you
had enough stamina to continue studying the following day. But,
tonight was a melancholic evening. Tonight, in a faraway land, by
the river bank, during the cold season of autumn where wild geese
flew overhead, a down and out scholar was permitted to give full
vent to his sorrow. The river, throughout the years, had the capacity

to swallow infinitely the tears of the unblessed.

A night like this, he sat without any sympathy for himself,
listening to the sound of his own heart disintegrating bit by bit
as something gnawed at it. He look wide-eyed at his own life
dwindling like an old lamp in a strong wind, with every ounce
of energy spent resisting. The oil was almost out, the weak flame
would die any moment. But the hateful truth was, throughout his

life, the flame had never once shone brightly and resplendently!



12—13

VLOKHE T - MivBE 1T - MSsREE 1 - 5 BAY ANt
T ME o GRAR - BERE - ROTER - WIERE - BEA
HEEVE BRIV R - DIBRHTREy 22 & -

d5  RIEIRPHE T i (hER - BN - RRM
ARG 2 ) itk - BHLEBER - 47 o SEIRAL
SRR - RO - NS SR E TR - TR
] 2

HZEm# T - —RIEEBEMER T - GR6 - H
IEEE - RN - A SRR S R T -
LE L BERMTF - ®28 - B0 a0ER - —
RIRL FEIZERE -

LBk == M 2 R AE 7 5
o MR 2 Pt S G R RS 2 (R ER e

ENEIEE THIHGENR | oRIE UL S

Immortal Sleeplessness Tmortal Sleeplessness



The river slept. The boat slept. The boatman slept. The people
on the shore also slept. Only he, Chang Chi, was awake. The
deeper night fell, the more awake he became. Awake as a dying tree
with very few leaves hanging; awake as an empty swallow’s nest

deserted on the roof beam.

At first, sleep refused him (but then, most of his life, wasn’t
he constantly being refused wherever he went?) Then in anger,
his resolve strengthened. Fine, sleepless he would remain. Being
the only one awake in the long night, he would give his scars a

thorough examination. What was there to prevent him?

The moon slanted westward, appearing dispirited. A bird cawed
hoarsely. It was a crow. Cowering under the cries of the crow, the
moon looked even more crestfallen. He imagined frost forming
on the vast spread of grass on the bank. In the night sky, the stars
looked also like clear frost, each crystal cold and cutting to the

core.

There was a sparse scattering of light from the fishing boats

on the river. What were they doing? Catching fish? Or shrimp?



==y,
Al

a5
25

14—=15

BIE AR A A - A5 1% 5 75 R B2 #1 I 2

PRI - e LIE - g —EEigle | 5% - H
EOEHEDE - AW HEG - RO AEZRIK - TIERA

LA - ARIER - BRI —(H - 25
KRR TAE » i iasR RN — (- o

SRR T  EWERREEE LSFEE - T
B B Es R o LA TRk, - AU
Bt o SERERLE KR - FERIA » R E S
PRI 4 - fEMth - Al —iC —ACER MR AE L K
b IEHREE - SRESCHE - HEE CRRERE
T RAFRE ?

PRI - HERLTIAD - BRET TSR

IBFIFERIS
Immortal Sleeplessnes



Do they ever cast out nets that return without any catch? Life was
hard. Even the carefree fishermen must sometimes get tangled in

the wind and waves, surely?

But to be able to work hard was also a blessing. Tonight, the
moon shone as moons do, the frost was cold as frost is generally,
the sleeping were asleep, the working were at work. There was only
he left. Chang Chi, a preson who was discarded by heaven and
jilted by earth. One who did not have the right to work, nor the

fortune to sleep...

A bell rang, late at night, eerily, from the Cold Mountain
Temple. Generally, temples tolled bells in the morning and beat
drums in the evening. But the Cold Mountain Temple rang its bell
in the middle of the night as a warning to the masses. The sound of
the bell rode on the water and travelled over. To others, the sound
was just a vague sort of background music in their dreams. To him,
the sound banged hard against his heart, right to his very hurt. The
bell sounded hauntingly beautiful, but did the bell itself feel pain?

As sleep eluded him, he pushed aside his pillow and rose. In



