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The Regrets of a Bride Carrier

The Regrets of a Bride Carrier

The dogs are aroused. Ever since Slacker Flat they’ve been
barking and nipping at the feet of the bridal party. Funny how
dogs are just like people, getting excited about the same things.
It’s that horn—its brassy, raucous whining drives everyone mad.
The carriers are powerful young lads who could easily cut a swift
swathe through the canine mob, and yet they claim the dogs are
stymying their steps, that they can’t possibly go any faster, and
they perpetually complain of exhaustion. It's just too unreason-
able, they say, to expect them to carry this stuff—trunks, bed-
ding, a brazier, stools, pillows, lampstands, mirrors, and two
porcelain bowls filled with wheat—the whole fifteen miles to
Rooster Village without a break. “Whew! We gotta rest!” they
pant, and they draw to a halt.

“No! No!” Wang Sao, the matron of honour, exclaims in dis-
may. She throws glances at Wukui through the pock-marked
mask that is her face. Wukui reminds them of the chaos of the
times, that bandits might well be preparing to pounce upon
them. But the lads scoff at the idea. They puff themselves up
and jostle about with boisterous bravado, boasting that there’s
nothing to be afraid of. They espy a thatched shed—the autumn
crop sentinel’s shelter—and acquire from it some hefty sticks,

and start yelling at and beating the dogs. The dogs though, con-
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The Regrets of a Bride Carrier

tinue to swell in number as newcomers bound out of nowhere to
join the pack. The horn’s sonorous and haughty cacophony whips
them into a frenzy, and they fling themselves into the air, thin,
yellow, loptail bodies arching upward like bows. Or they raise a
hind leg and produce streams of urine for all the world to see.
Two of them lock themselves together in a long, drawn-out cou-
pling that elicits bawdy shouts from the lads: “Hey! Horny
dogs! Horny dogs!” Ostensibly hollering at the dogs, they in
fact are ogling the woman on Wukui’s back. The blood rushes to
Wukui’s face. He comes to a standstill. But he doesn’t put the
woman down.

The bride is forbidden to set foot on the ground during this
journey. Wukui, well-versed in bridal protocol, fumes, “His
Excellency’ll really give it to you good!”

”»

“Well, of course we're not like Wukui,” the lads say with a
leer. “We're carrying dead things that get heavier and heavier
with every step. So, Wukui, since you're so tough, you can just
go merrily on by yourself!”

Wukui’s face glows red as burning charcoal. “You're just a
bunch of trouble-makers!” he retorts. But as there’s only one of
him and many of them, he is hostage to their whims and so he
leans his carrying frame against a rock. The woman shifts her
weight, and two supple white hands grasp his shoulders. His
neck goes stiff; an alien unease shivers through his body.

The lads are not themselves. They’re behaving like a bunch of
rowdies. Bridal expeditions in the past had always found them

harkening to the siren call of the cigarettes, food and liquor wait-

4



HE

ABR-AEAS, B ARERAEEMEE,
TIARM WM A R T BUE, BOE 41 K %
WETEREMS FEZ PSR, LERREE
LAWR BZF—MESRBAGTRRAA
WEEBEE-LT . TRRW: 9, BT W,
BRTFIURAT RBEANEELRT LOA
HERELT, WPEE ARERTH LY
Ao

BEMARAEAR LN LK, L AKE
HAE, BRI EAER AR SHGL R AITRT

“BIOMRFGER, 5 ENR, RNE
HWERY, RERBIT. REARBE-TAR
EER! "

AERE R AR, R, EEE, H
Wik, RRAEMBMN —RAXIEHTHREE
T. HR—RE CANETHBBNAT —TF,
HREECHFMERNA L A8 —8FE
fE, RN TR -HEET .

S, XEFEBRRBBIE T, &
Higk 2B REEE L DRFEET
BRI, RUR, & M2 RN Tt H 1

B
English-Chinese
FEX¥EER

Gems of Chinese Literature

%4 R RS

Contemporary Literature



The Regrets of a Bride Carrier

ing for them at the end of the line, and they invariably covered
the distance with no-nonsense alacrity. Today, though, some-
thing has filled them with devilry. Wukui knows what it is: It’s
this particular woman he’s carrying.

As the string of firecrackers was snapping and popping back
there in Slacker Flat, Old Yao, cigarette pinched between his
fingers, had welcomed them into his house to have a drink.
They’d had a glimpse of the woman, face bathed in tears, sitting
on the adobe kang in the inner room. But none of them had
laughed or whooped it up as usual, because that woman was the
most beautiful thing they had ever set eyes on. It was truly a
miracle that such an angel should have come out of that humble
thatched house. Up to that moment they’d felt their coming to
pick up the bride was an onerous task imposed upon them by the
Lius, those habitual abusers of wealth and power. But suddenly
they felt privileged, as if a favour had been bestowed upon them.

Whenever it came time for maidens to leave the protective cus-
tody of their parents and go to the bed of another in matrimonial
bond, their faces were always bathed in tears. But this woman
was unlike any other crying bride they'd ever seen. She cried
adorably. Her mother and her matron of honour were comforting
her with words of encouragement. They pulled her hands away
from her face and re-powdered that visage so utterly divine.
They dipped her comb into fragrant oil and combed her hair until
it shone. Wukui saw her there, sitting at an angle on the kang.
She had one leg curled under her, while the other languidly
stretched at a slant along the edge. Her tiny embroidered shoe,
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The Regrets of a Bride Carrier

looking crafty, as if about to expose her foot, revealed the shape
of her heel. At that moment he knew this was a woman worthy
of the prosperity and prestige that accrued to the Lius, that such
as she had a righteous claim to the life of ease they could offer
her. Not only that, she should ride over in style in an ornamental
sedan chair whisked along by eight bearers; only, unfortunately,
in this land of furious topographical turmoil, there is no road that
can accommodate a sedan chair, so she has to suffer being carried
piggyback by Wukui.

By the age of sixteen, Wukui was alreddy a strapping specimen
of a man, precisely suited to the role of bride carrier. Due to the
rarity of men so qualified, bride carrying soon became for him a
career of sorts. In the past ten years, he has probably carried
thirty or forty brides to their new homes. He knows the weight,
body type, and even the scent of every bride in Rooster Village.
But never has he carried such’a stunningly beautiful woman be-
fore. She truly made him forget his mission. When he walked
over to the kang and bent down to allow her to climb on his
back, he had suddenly broken out into a sweat. By the time she
knelt upon the carpet of the carrying frame, he had gone into a
daze. Only after the Yaos painted his face red with a paste of
cinnabar, and the shout to set out had been sounded, did he fi-
nally realise he was supposed to walk out the door. Now on the
road he’s suffering the pangs of regret, for she who is on his back
is not for him to see, though she can see him up close and in de-

tail and is probably smiling to herself at his foolish appearance.

The lads back-packing the trousseau right behind are capable of
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