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Chapter 21

Drunk, the Old Bawd Beats Tang the Ox
Song Jiang Slays Poxi in a Fit of Anger

As Song Jiang ambled back to his quarters along the moonlit street
after seeing Liu Tang off, it was Mistress Yan who hailed him from be-
hind.

She hurried to catch up. “I sent someone with an invitation a long time
age, but you’re so important it’s hard to get hold of you,” she said. “If
my baggage of a daughter has said anything to offend you, forgive her for
my sake. I've reprimanded the girl, and told her she must apologize. I'm
in luck tonight, running into you. We can go back together.”

“I’m busy at the magistrate’s office. I can’t get away. I'll come
another time.”

“Nothing doing. The girl is at home longing for you. Comfort her a bit.
‘Why must you be this way?”

“I’'m really busy. I'll come tomorrow, for sure.”

“No, tonight.” She pulled him by the sleeve. “Who’s provoking you
against her? We're dependent on you for the rest of our lives. Whoever
is telling you stories, don’t believe him. Make up your own mind. If my
daughter has done anything wrong, I’m the one to blame. Please come
with me.”

“Stop insisting. I’'m busy and can’t get away.”

“The magistrate won’t punish you if you put your work off a little
while. I’m not likely to run into you again. You must come. I’ ve things to
tell you when we get home.”

Song Jiang was an impetuous fellow, and the old woman clung to him
tenaciously. “Let go of my arm,” he said. “T’ll go.”

“Don’t rum away. An old woman like me could never keep up with

»»

you. A
“What would I do that for!”
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They continued on, side by side. At the door, Song Jiang halted. Mis-
tress Yan pulled him by the hand.

“You've come this far. Why not go in?”

Song Jiang entered and sat down on a bench. The sly old woman,
afraid that he would try to escape, sat down beside him.

“Daughter,” she called, “your beloved is here.”

Poxi was lying on her bed, staring at the lamp and thinking of nothing
in particular. She was hoping that Zhang would come. When she heard
her mother say: “Your beloved is here,” she thought it was the young
rake. She got up quickly and fixed her hair.

“That rogue,” she muttered. “He made me wait long enough. I’1} box
his ears!”

She flew down the stairs and peeked through the lattice wall. The
glass lamp in the parlor brightly illuminated the figure of Song Jiang. Poxi
promptly turned, went back up the stairs and threw herself down on her
bed.

Mistress Yan heard her daughter’s footsteps come down and then go
up again. “Your lover is here, daughter,” she shouted. “Why have you
gone away?” ’

From her bed, Poxi replied: “This room isn’t so far that he can’t
reach it! He’s not blind! Why doesn’t he come up here instead of wait-
ing for me to come down and greet him? Don’t gabble so!”

“She’s bitter that you stayed away so long,” Mistress Yan explained
to Song Jiang. “That’s why she talks like that.” The old woman laughed.
“I’ll go with you.”

Song Jiang felt uncomfortable and awkward. But Mistress Yan was
insistent, and he went with her up the stairs.

The girl’s room was fairly large. In the outer half was a dressing-
table and bench. The inner half contained on one side a carved bed with
railings at head and foot and hung with a red silk canopy. There was a
clothing rack and a towel at one end of the bed. At the other was a wash-
basin. A pewter lampstand rested on gold lacquered table, which was
flanked by two matching stools. In the center of the middle wall was a
painting of beautiful girl. Four wooden armchairs stood in a row along the
wall opposite the bed.

12 Jeideys

ysiew oyl Jo smepn(

=
=
=]
m
=
]
=
&
=
=
7]
@
7]
“»

603

1SINIHD J0 AHYHEN




B1+% FHN

#)L, WRARESAE, BEERGHE, FEEARL
I, RNYERERE., RUASFEDHEME, KIFE
REEATEIL, WA " BEETERIT, BIET R
HAXBSE RUREHMT FE AR LT, BEREHE
YT ORI T, R . BFERNE BRI
T, @b ILAE, B RS — A, RREEE
B, ORE£R, 7 BERBEE IR EERIIAELT,
RITIE TR FH0S; BFELILN, HI%TH, EEHE,
“CREBY, WALES 1EEE—ELEFEEXE, X
Bl Bk EMAIRAE, RIL, AR L, REHE,
RERG, ” RITHAFEY: “REXBTHAET, BER
B, SMTHE, RMBHET. ” BETRILRIEERN
BE, WEETE, DEHEER, EEEITEL, BER
BT, RICRAE TR E TR, "

HSEE TR, SR kB ReeE —
RN, F bsesesl, ST HEET, HE0ETEEN
ARG, 6. BOY. BEEXR, HEKE, HEETR
T, REGEEE, SEETF, ERERAT, HENS
B, R THRAYE, SAES, 0%, —HBaEL%

R, MERGE. FTE, BEAK, BHEEAT. &

Ricnt, REHEL; BLILN, WHEHNL. BEE:"K
JL, BRIERE, ” BHEE:“RIMBEE, RAWHR " &T



Mistress Yan pulled Song Jiang into the room, and he sat down-on one
of the stools near the bed. The old woman went over and pulled her
daughter up.

“Sir Clerk is here. He's been staying away because you’ve offended
him. You have a rotten temper, but you think of him often. It hasn’t been
easy for me to get him to come. Yet instead of getting up and apologizing,
you sulk!”

Poxi pushed her hands away. “What are you making such a fuss
about? I haven’t done anything wrong. If he never comes how can I
apologize?”

Song Jiang listened but did not speak. The old woman pulled a chair
over beside him and pushed the girl down on it.

“You sit here with him. If you won’t apologize, at least behave your-
self.”

But Poxi refused to sit by Song Jiang. She took a chair opposite. The
clerk kept his gaze lowered and remained silent. Poxi averted her face.

“‘Without wine and soysauce how can you lay a feast?’”quipped
Mistress Yan. “T’ve got some good wine. Now all we need is some food
and we’ll be able to express our apologies. Daughter, keep sir Clerk
company. Don’t be embarrassed. I'1l be right back.”

“That old woman has me nailed down tight,” thought Song Jiang.
“When she goes downstairs, I’ll leave!”

But Mistress Yan guessed what he was planmng, and bolted the bed-
room door from the outside after her.

“The old bawd’s out-foxed me,” Song Jiang said to himself.

Mistress Yan went downstairs, lit the lamp by the stove, saw that the
water was hot, and added a few sticks of wood. She took some change
and, at the end of the lane, bought fruit, fresh fish, a tender chicken, and
pickled fish. These she brought home, and put them on plates. After pouring
the wine into a jug, she ladled some into a kettle and heated it on the
stove. She poured the warm spirits into a wine pot. Then she cooked a
few dishes and carried these, along with three cups and three sets of
chdpsticks, on a tray upstairs.

She set the tray on the dressing table, opened the bedroom door, en-
tered, and placed the food and drink on the table of gold lacquer.
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Song Jiang still sat with his head down, Poxi with her face turned.

“Daughter, pour the wine.” '

“You two drink. I don’t feel like it.”

“Your father and I spoiled you since childhood. But you shouldn’t act
like this in front of others.”

“What if I don’t pour the wine? Will his sword come flying and cut
off my head?” ‘

The old woman laughed. “It’s all my fault. Sir Clerk is a gentleman.
He won’t take umbrage at the likes of you. If you won’t pour the wine at
least turn around and drink with us.”

But the girl wouldn’t look at Song Jiang, and Mistress Yan had to
toast him herself. He reluctantly drank a cup.

“Don’t blame her,” the old woman urged with a smile. “I know there
are a lot of rumors. I’ll explain everything tomorrow. Some people are
envious of you. It burns them up to see you here. They’ll say anything
that comes into their heads. Just empty farts! Don’t listen to them. Now,
let’s drink.”

She filled the three cups and said to her daughter: “Quit acting like a
child. Have some wine.”

“Leave me alone! I’'m full. I couldn’t touch another thing.”

“Come now, daughter. Drink with your beloved.”

Poxi said to herself: “I’ve given my heart to Zhang. Who wants to
stay with this lout! But if I don’t get him drunk I suppose he’ll be wanting
things from me.” She forced herself to down half a cup.

Mistress Yan laughed. “My girl is upset. Relax, have a few drinks and
go to bed. Sir Clerk, drink your fill.”

Song Jiang couldn’t resist her urgings. He drained four or five cups in
a row. The old woman also had quite a few. She went downstairs to heat
some more wine. She had been annoyed when her daughter refused to
drink. Now that the git]l had changed her mind she felt much better.

“If we can inveigle him into staying tonight,” she thought, “he’ll get

- over being angry. The thing is to hang onto him for a while longer, then
we’ll see.”

~ By the stove, she drank another three cups. This only increased her

craving, and she filled a bowl and downed that, too. Mistress Yan then
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poured half a kettle of heated wine into the pot and crawled back up the
stairs. She found Song Jiang sitting in silence, with lowered gaze. Poxi,
her head turned away, was toying with her skirt. The old woman laughed.

“You two aren’t made of clay. Why don’t you speak? Be a. man, sir
Clerk. All you have to do is show a little tenderness and whisper a few
sweet nothings.”

Song Jiang didn’t know what to do. He said not a word. To stay or go,
both seemed wrong.

“You never come to see me,” Poxi thought, “and now you expect me
to talk and play around with you as usual. Not a chance!”

Mistress Yan had drunk a lot of wine and she babbled all kinds of-

nonsense. Gossiping about this one, slandering that, she talked a blue
streak.

While this was going on, Tang the Ox went looking for Song Jiang.
Tang was a pedlar of pickled meats and vegetables who also managed to
do some of hustling on the streets of the county town. Song Jiang often
helped him financially. Whenever Tang picked up a bit of useful informa-
tion about court cases and litigants he let Song Jiang know, and the clerk
gave him some money. And so, if Song Jiang ever had need of him, Tang
went all out.

On this particular evening Tang had lost at gambling, and he went to
the county office to put the touch on Song Jiang. But the clerk was no-
where to be seen.

“Who are you looking for in such great haste, brother?” asked one of
Song’s neighbors.

“What a thirst I’ve got. I'm looking for my patron, but he’s not
around.”

“Who is your patron?”

“Clerk of the county court, Song Jiang.”

“I saw him going off with Mistress Yan not long ago.”

“That daughter of hers is a dirty tramp. She and young Zhang are
really hot for each other. The girl’s cheating on Song Jiang. He probably
got wind of it and stopped going there. Today, the old bawd must have
tricked him into paying a visit. I've got no money and my throat is dry.
I’11 just drop by and borrow enough for a few bowls of wine.”
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