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Publisher’s Note

“Once upon a time...”, such is the beginning of a story that may have accompanied
wmany people through their childhood no matter what country they Llive in and what
language they speak. Whew we grow up, we remain keen on one kind of stories or
another. This is because stories always keep us at a fascinating distance: things that
take place around us may drive home to us a timeless truth, while remote or illusory
stories may as well be relevant to reality or reflect the problewms of today.

Howevey, if a story is linked with the name of a country, what can the Listener expect
from it?

The China Stories series is dedicated to those who are fond of stories and hope to know
about China. The reason why we have chosen this way of storytelling is that while
people nowadays wmay easLLa get to know a country by turning own the television,
surfing the nternet or touching a cellphone sereen, we believe stories make China
look wore vivid, serene and down-to-earth than wedia or political or ecomomic
commentators, historical archives or museums do.

Ouvr stories or “storytellers” generally fall into two categories. Firstly, small works
of big names in contemporary Chinese literature, such as 7he Love Story of a Young
Monk by wWang Zengai and Ah, xiangxue by Tie Ning; Secondly, Chinese tales
told by writers from other Lands from the “other” perspectives, like The Magic of the
White Snake by the German freelancer Helmut Matt. The differences in settings,
plots and the storytellers’ personalities have added to the charisma of our stories. This
China Stories series will maintain its openness by putting forth new stories, so as
to present a rich, varied three-dimensional China to our readers. n this sense, this
series is catered not only to foreign friends but also to Chinese-speaking natives so
that they can observe this country from a fresh point of view.

nstead of lengthy narvatives that may wear our readers down, the China Stories series is
a collection of short stories and novellas that are weans for a pleasant reading experience, an
experience that is wmade all the wmore delightful by our elaborately produced bilingual texts
and beautiful illustrations.

Whether the storyteller or the Listener comes from China or elsewhere, we believe that you
cawn derive Your own impression of China from these stories, and feel closer to it whether
it was famdiliar or strange to You before You lay Your hands on the China Stories series.
So let's vead China Stories, and get a taste of China from them.

Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press

August, 2011
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|‘ Two blindmen walked single-file across the vast expanse of the
‘! mountain range, one old, the other young, their two blackened

\ straw hats bobbing, the two of them darting forward as if they were

a drifting with the cutrent of a restless river. It mattered little from
; where they came or where they were headed. Each of them carried

a three-stringed banjo, and told stories to earn their livelihood.

\

‘h The mountain stretched over several hundred kilometres in
;\ | circumference, each peak stretching higher than the last; it was criss-
crossed by gullies and ravines, and sparsely populated, so that one
\ could walk a whole day and see only a single patch of open terrain
dotted by villages. Passing by thickets of brush, at any time one
might see pheasants spring up, or a rabbit or fox jump out, or other
game. Hawks often circled above the valley floor. The sun beat

down fiercely on the bleak, shadeless mountains.

% “Keep hold of the banjo,” the blind old man called out, and the
|

sounds of his echo rang back from the facing mountain.
“Got it,” the blind lad answered.

“Mind you don’t let your sweat get on the banjo. If it gets wet we’ll

have to strum your ribs to make tonight’s music? ”

“It’s right here in my hand.”
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Senior and junior, both half-naked, each carried a stick to feel
his way. Their coarse cloth coats tied up around their waists were
soaked through with sweat and their steps stirred up a choking
dust. It was peak season for storytelling —days were long, and after
dinner the villagers all lounged outdoors; some of them even carried
their bowls out to eat by the roadside or on the village common.
The elder blindman was eager to get in as much story-telling as
possible; duting the heat of summer he had dragged the blind lad
from village to village performing night after night. The old man
grew more nervous and excited by the day. By his reckoning, the
day he would play through his thousandth string might yet be this
summer, and maybe it would happen right up ahead in Goat Valley.

The shadows lengthened as the day’s blistering sun retreated from
its attack on the earth. Cicadas everywhere relaxed and quicted their

voluminous drone.

“Boy! Can’t you walk any faster?” the old man called from ahead
without slowing his pace. As the lad ran a few steps forward his
satchel banged against his rump with a clatter and he failed to close

the gap between him and the old man.
“The wild pigeons are all headed for their nests.”
“What?” the lad again quickened his step.

“I said the pigeons have already returned to their nests, and you’re

still dragging.”
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“Are you playing with that electric box of mine again?”
“Oh no! The damn thing moved.”

“Those headphones are going to break if you tinker with them like
that.”

“The damn thing moved.”

The old man laughed darkly: how many days had this boy been born

now? “I can even hear ants fighting,” he boasted.

The lad was not going to argue; he quietly slipped the headphones
inside his satchel and trailed the old man along the dull, endless

road.

After a while the lad heard the sound of a badger gnawing away
at some field grain. He growled out his best imitation of a dog’s
bark; the badger rolled, crawled, and ran to make its escape. Feeling
cheered, the lad softly sang a few bars from a love song. Master
wouldn’t let him keep a dog because he feared it might fight with
villagers’ dogs and thus affect their business. A little later, the lad
heard the slithering of a snake not far off. After leaning over and
groping for stones on the ground, he chucked one toward the snake,
sending a loud rustle through the sorghum leaves. The old man

took pity and stopped to let him catch up.
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“If it’s not badgers, it’s snakes,” the lad hastened to explain, fearing

his master would curse him.

“There’s a field coming up, not too far.” The old man passed a

water jug to his apprentice.

“In our trade, a fellow walks his whole lifetime.” Then he added,
“Tired?” The lad didn’t answer; he knew Master hated it when he

said he was tired.

“My master never got his due. He played his whole life without
going through a thousand strings.”

Observing the old man was in a better mood, the lad asked, “What’s

a green lounge chair?”

“What? Oh, it’s most likely a kind of chair, I suppose.”
“What’s a twisting corridor?”

“A corridor? What kind of corridor?”

“A twisting corridor.”

“I don’t know.”

“They said it on the radio.”

“All you like is listening to that toy. What good does it do you? The
world is full of nice things, but what do they have to do with us?”



42 2B D

China Stories

PRTEMERE.” NEFEITE, BOIPRBMM.,
BTERMT, FixT . EBEFIE—IIKEBETES.
TRIIXEER, —EFHEE, BETXR, “BFR?”
INEEFAEE, FIBYP AT RABIRER

HINRAER . SERIRITS, FER, FEAE—EF,
BT — TR ES

NEFITEPRIXE)ILOERT, #E: “HARSENE
< (fg)? 7

A? |, \RER—IEETIE,”
"HEFTRSEIR (hFER ) MB? 7
CHIR? A ATHIR?
HTASHIR .

REDE

‘BEFEIRA.”

YRAEREITHRLLIT )L . IFBBLETE ) LEHAR? RET
HIFARFESL, BRIBIEHAXR? 7



