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Introduction

An abstract of The Magic Brush Ma
Liang: Ma Liang is a literary image highly
familiarized and loved by the Chinese
children. To them he embodies wisdom
and justice, while the magic brush is the
symbol of the rich culture and lofty ideal
of the Chinese nationality. The Chinese
children call Ma Liang “the first Chinese
chivalrous brushman” and say the story
satisfies the Chinese children in their
dreams. Generation after generation of
them have enjoyed reading it.
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Long, long ago there was a
boy named Ma Liang. His
parents had been dead for a
long time, so he had made a
living by collecting firewood
and cutting grass, Ever since
he was a child he loved to
draw, but he had neverhada
brush.

One day, when he was
passing a school he saw a
painter inside drawing with a
brush. Unintentionally he
walked in and said to him,

“I want dearly to learn to
draw. Would you lend me a
brush?” The man stared at
him, “Pooh!” spat in his
face, and cursed, “A brush
for 2 poor kid to learn to
draw? You can only dream!”
After saying this, he drove
him out.
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But Ma was a boy with high

aspirations. He thought,

“Why cant a poor child
have a brush to leamn to
draw. I'm determined to
learn it!”

From then on, he made up
his mind to learn to draw and
practised hard every day.
When he was collecting fire-
wood in the mountains, he
would pick up a dried tree
branch and learn to draw fly-
ing birds; when he was cut-
ting grass on the riverside,
he would dip grassroots in
the water and learn to draw
swimming fish. At night,
when he was at home, he
would take a piece of char-
coal and redraw on the walls
of his cave the pictures he
had drawn during the day.
Every picture would be re-
done once. Although he did
not have a brush, he kept on
trying to learn to draw.

Year after year, Ma did not
stop practising for a single
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day. Pictures overlapped
pictures, one covering an-
other on all the four walls of
his cave. He, of course,
was making rapid progress.
The birds and fish he drew

were almost able to chirp and
swim. Once he drew a little
hen at the end of the viliage
and from then on there
would be an eagle havering
above the spot. Ancther
time, he drew a black wolf
on the other side of the
mountain, and the cattle and
sheep have dared not graze
there ever since. Yel, he still
did not have a brush of his
own. How he wanted te
have one of his own to use!

One night, he was lying in
the cave. Tired after a day’s
work and drawing, he fell
asleep scon after he lay
down.

Some time during the
night, the cave was lit up by
colourful brilliant rays of
light. A white - bearded old
man appeared. He gave him

a brush and said,
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“This is a magic brush and
you have to make good use
of it.” Taking it n hand, he
noticed it was heavy and
shone with golden light. He
jumped with joy out of the
bed, “Thank you, Sir---"

The old man had disap-
peared before he could fin-
ish.

Ma was so surprised that
he woke up. Rubbing his
eyes, he thought it was only
a dream. Yet it was not, as
the brush was really in his
hand.

He was s full of joy that he
dashed out of the cave. He
went from door to door,
waking up all his friends and
telling them, “l've got a
brush. ” By that time it was
only midnight.
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He drew a bird with the
pbrush. The bird fluttered its
wings, flew into the sky,
and sang him a song. Then
he drew a fish and it bent its
1ail and swam in the water,
swaying for him like a

dancer. He was filled with
excitement,

“What an incredible
brush!”

After Ma got this magic
brush, he kept drawing pic-
tures for the poor In the vil-
lage every day. He would
draw a plow for families
without one; an ox for those
who did not have one; a
stone mill for those who
needed one---

This cat could not be kept in
the bag. A wicked landlord,
living on a nearby plantation,
soon heard of Ma's magic
brush. He was terribly
greedy and bossy. He sent
two henchmen to bring Ma
back and force him to paint
pictures for him.
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Young as he was, Ma was
born a dauntless man. He
saw all the wickedness in the
landlord. No amount of bar-
gaining could make him draw
shoe — shaped gold ingots for
the landlord. The landlord
then locked him up in his
stable, denying him food
until he premised to draw
such ingots.

That night, it snowed and
the ground was coverad with
a thick layer, The landlord did
not think Ma could bear it any
longer, so he went to the
stable to have a look. But
from a distance he saw some
red light radiating, and smelt
something savoury. Con-
fused, he walked closer.
Locoking inside, he saw Ma
burning a pile of firewood and
eafing hot pancakes over the
fire. The landlord knew the
fire and the pancakes were
all drawn by Ma with his
magic brush. He angrily sent
for his henchmen and or-
dered them to seize the
brush.
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