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Those Fond Memories of Mine
Huang Yongyu

As I grow older, I realize what a big world it is!

I have been kept busy all my life: for a means to keep
my body and soul together, for the advancement of my artis-
tic skills as well as for the teaching of myself--thus leaving
little time for other things in life.

Some people wondered why I have so many classmates.
The reason is simple: during the whole three years of junior
high days, I failed to go up to a higher grade for five times,
thus I had at least 150 classmates just at that time.

Decades of years later when I returned to Xiamen, a
beautiful seaside city in Fujian province, we would gather
together and some of my former classmates would laughingly
help me to recollect the names of my classmates, where they
are now, what achievements some have achieved: some have
become renowned doctors, hospital directors, army generals,
professors, etc.

Why did I do so"badly"at school? Was it because Mine
was not a nice school? It certainly was not so. Judging by the
teachers, the teaching facilities, or the location, Jimei, my
former junior high school, was next to none among all the
schools in the whole China. Or was it because I am foolish?
Neither.

It was just because the textbooks or the subjects. Those
texts in Chinese textbooks were too familiar to me to arouse
my interest, as I had read them long before in my primary

school days; as for the other subjects such as Mathematics,

Physics, Chemistry and English, they would take so much of
my time trying to memorizing them to do me any good, so |
decided to give them all up.

Upon my receiving all my new textbooks, I sold them
all for socks and soaps and plunged all myself into the school
library. I dipped into any book I could get my hand on, though
in some books I couldn't make any sense of them.

"Such a bad student as you should have the face to bor-
row so many books! Aren't you felling ashamed of yourself?"
are the frequent words uttered from the lips of my aunt, a
librarian.

At times she would just refuse me flatly, "No, you can't
borrow any books!"

At intervals I would pass by her desk and pretend to be
making for the reading room, trying to observe her reaction.
If she happened to give away a smile, I would know she was
in a good mood and would dash into the stacks of books and
in no time appear in front of her with a pile of books. She
would first shake her head, then nodded and let me take away
those books sighing that I was utterly hopeless. She was re-
ally a kind-hearted woman.

I tried every way to borrow books. I even figured out
the birthdays of my uncle and aunt and their children, their
wedding anniversary and went to the library. On these days
my aunt would be so pleasant to satisfy me generously.

After all, Was not I really feeling ashamed of having



done so badly at school and still going to borrow so many books
irrelevant to my studies? Oh, I did take it easy.

I was just bored! I was bored with those Mathematics,
Physics, Chemistry and English textbooks! I was bored with
my aunt refusing to lend me books! Did I have the face to bor-
row books? Does borrowing books have anything to do with
the FACE?

At Jimei, my first art teacher was Guo Yinglin. Unlike
other people who told lies, he was a genuine graduate from the
Academy of Fine Arts in Paris. He was skilled in both oil paint-
ing and landscape. I approached him with awe because I knew
nothing about oil painting and all those foreign painters. He
went to Paris after he graduated from Jimei. He had a strong
nasal and glottal sound, with a touch of western style talking
and was always dressed very neatly.

One couldn't help feeling airy following him through the
big silk trees till the gallery. In the gallery, one would see a
large number of paintings Mr.Guo copied from Paris. One of
the paintings impressed me deeply: an old man teaching a very
pretty young girl to play the piano. Whenever I saw it, my heart
beat fast, as if she were the only daughter of his. Fearing it
might make him angry, I had to cast a few glimpses at her.
Mr.Guo emigrated to indonesia years later and it was only af-
ter many years that we met again.

After Mr.Guo left for Paris, Mr.Zhu Chenggan came to
take his place. He also graduated from Jimei and then was said

to have studied art at Zhongshan University in Guangzhou.

Mr.Wu Tingbiao, a clerk in the Department of Teaching Af-
fairs, was also an artist, expert at silhouette paper-cut, sculp-
ture and cartoon-drawing.

Mr.Xu Qijun, who conducted a course called Activi-
ties and Labour, was a returned student from Japan. He also
painted in his spare time, but he was expert at weaving crafts
from bamboo. Sometimes he would make a bamboo craft just
like nine-layer elephant tusks and you couldn't figure out how
one could do such wonder. After he told you the simple tech-
niques, it would be so simple that anyone could make one
like it. But not me! I just admired and appreciated those won-
ders, but my laziness stopped me from following those com-
plicated steps in creating a work of art, and, to tell the truth, I
didn't bother to spend much time with him. Scores of years
later I went to pay an visit to him and drew a sketch of him.

Then came Mr.Shi Youyi and Mr.Huang Xi, the latter
being a former graduate from Jimei.

Mr.Shi taught us both music and art. Having littie con-
fidence in his competence in teaching art, he decided to spe-
cialize in music--maybe he was afraid of being found out. He
was a marvelous singer, using his voice in such a vibrating
way that his devotion to art expressed itself. I still haven't
found out where he secluded later on.

Mr.Huang had been teaching traditional Chinese paint-
ing in Hangzhou Academy of Fine Arts before he came to
Jimei. As soon as he started teaching, we were lost in wonder

at his skill and knowledge. He was rather thin, dark-skinned,



with slightly brushed-up long hair--typical of western artists.
He had a soft voice, and his mandarin speech with a touch of
Xian You(a district of Zhejiang province) accent were pleas-
ing to listen to.

He spent quite some time talking about the use of brush
and Chinese ink. While he was conducting his teaching, he
would place some water and ink on his desk and show us the
effect of different proportions of combination of ink and wa-
ter.

What it would be like if it was too dense. What if it was
too faint. But all this was too abstract. All the other class-
mates were bored except for both of us: Zheng and me. Zheng
was a graduate from a teacher's college. The others would be
more pleased if Mr.Huang painted a beautiful woman or some
birds or something. They grew more and more impatient. But
he was taking his time and the others dared not to protest.

He told us to follow him in mixing water and ink, with
varying proportions. According to him, just by mixing and
observing the effect, we would benefit a lot later on. When
we began to draw mountains, water, flowers, birds and
sketches of people, we would be feeling much happier. Those
were grand ideas.

He drew some landscape, flowers and birds for those
students. to copy. Seeing Zheng and me much superior to those,
he singled us out to follow him to his own studio he observe
him paint figure paintings.

Xian You, a district in the neighbouring Fujian prov-

ince, produced quite a lot of famous painters, such as Li Xia,
Li Jie, Li Geng, Huang Xi as well as generations of younger
artists.

Painters of this group has a peculiar way of drawing:
they like to paste the paper onto the wall and paint. Master Li
Geng painted with his left hand, tucking several brushes of
different colors between his fingers, and could change his
brushes at his free will. He must be in his sixties then, with
hard and short beard, a felt hat over his head and a gown not
suitable for the seasons. He liked to walk a long way to enjoy
his beloved Yun Tun (dumpling soup), the heels of his cloth
shoes not pulled up, followed by a long line of kids.

I still admire Master Li Geng whole-heartedly. I know
he has been affecting me in a special way, with his Buddha,
his fat Maitreya, his mountain and caves all having their pro-
found and graceful laws.

[ heard Mr.Huang and Master Li were good friends.
Judging by their respective ages, it should be friendship be-
tween two generations or Huang must have approached Li as
the latter's pupil. This I can't say for sure.

Mr.Huang taught us some basic rules about figure paint-
ing in a very detailed way: how to draw the hair, beard,
wrinkles of the clothes; what the correct order in coloring the
face was... I still remember them vividly.

When my uncle got to know that Mr.Huang gave me
"small mess", he commented in the presence of many of his

colleagues, "You are studying college courses in advance!"



Being the chairman of the board of directors, he was
entitled to take on a bureaucratic tone. "What? You are draw-
ing Qu Yuan? Do you understand so much as to draw him?"

In a show held on the campus, I displayed a picture of
Qu Yuan standing by the river, with these words taken from
one of Lu Xun's poems, "With the river flowing peacefully
by, whoever wants to sigh would calm down."

Mr. Huang drew those reeds and waves on the river-to
make that picture of mine much better, just as proud parents
do when their children are cutting a figure in front of guests.

Acting boldly, I blurted out to my uncle, "Of course I
understand him! Otherwise I wouldn't have painted him!"

"Is that so? Now tell me what he did."

"...He mourned over the pressure of the times on him,
and decided to stay aloof. But he felt he could not tear himself
away from the sufferings of the people and regretted that there
was no one who could understand what he had on his mind." I
recited a few lines from Qu Yuan's verses.

"Whatever are you saying?!" complained Mr.Wang,
Dean of Students, Obviously He was ignorant of Qu Yuan's
verse.

"He is reciting some lines from Qu Yuan's 'Going on a
Long Journey" whispered my uncle to Mr.Wang. Then to me,
"Why not spend more time on some more worthwhile reading
but on these worthless rubbish!?"

"I learnt it by heart years ago."

Mr.Huang was enjoying his secret pleasure at this. He

was afraid of my uncle. As for me, though seemingly afraid
of him, I never really dreaded him. Why should I, anyway?

Sometimes it is fun to make such kind of people angry.

Mr.Bao Shutang, teacher of Chinese during my senior
high school years, was also present. Later on he often did
every way to cotton up to me. He was a learned man, rather
fat, fond of writing free verses as well as some poems accord-
ing to rigid rules(classical poetry). I still remember one verse
he wrote in mourning over the death of another teacher of
Chinese who died at his productive youthful year, Mr.Wen
Boxia.

"... This thin coffin of Tung wood, leaves me such deep
soffow..."

Once he asked, "last time you recited one part of Qu
Yuan's 'Going on a Long Journey' and said you learnt it at
primary school. Did you really understand it at that time?"

"I was not able to then, but now I am." responded I.
Mr.Huang's dormitory was just on the right side of the din-
ning hall. So whenever I went to get my meal I would pass by
his door. A Mr.Xu, a librarian, seemed to live with him. Mr.Xu
was a native of Zhejiang province, very kind, and always walk-
ing with an air of self-importance. He often gave one an im-
pression of trying to compose some verse. One day, Mr.Huang
gave him a hard beat. [ went to see him after he was called to
the office of the board of directors and was given a severe
criticism.

"It serves him right! He was always talking!"



It seems that this is a case of "a good man beating an-
other good man." and it must be a mistake. After this,
Mr.Huang must have repented beating Mr.Xu and left Jimei
not long after that.

[ may serve as proof that he left out totally out of his
own will. The school never thought of driving him away. I
know one can't feel good beating someone, especially when
you realize that you shouldn't have used your fists on a good
man. [ knew it. I just knew it! With such a good and tender
Mr.Huang leaving, I felt like beating someone. I couldn't check
my own impulse until I gulped down another more bowl of
rice.

Mr. Zhu lived in small house. He painted oil paintings.
He used to spend hours talking to us about Gao Jianfu and
Gao Qifeng, the two brothers who were called the fathers of
Lingnan(Guangdong) school of painting. After his teaching,
we would try to get a few books of paintings by them, flip-
ping through them and got some rough ideas of their styles.
Sometimes we would even try to mime their pictures and hand-
writing. Mr.Zhu adored the Gao brothers. It may well be said
that his own painting style and handwriting were modeled
after them. Speaking of the Lingnan school, Mr.Zhu was one
of those painters. In fact, can only someone from the prov-
ince of Guangdong be a member of this school?

Mr. Zhu enthusiastically took part in all kinds of funny
activities of the school. He just loved being with the others,

though he didn't seem able to control his own emotions ac-

cording to convention. For example, when he was playing
basketball, he would give out loud cheers in praise of a good
pass or a good goal, causing spectators to roar with him to-
gether. In turn, he would be encouraged by the response of
the spectators and became even more excited, or wild, turn-
ing the basketball match into a festival celebration.

Mr. Zhu had a heart of gold. As he talked, he would fix
his eyes--like those of a doe--on you, seeming to talk to you
also. He offered to paint scenes for the school theatre troupe
and compile wall papers. Mind you. Our wall papers were by
no means easy to compile. Every night, some students would
be appointed to listen to domestic as well as international news
over radio and right the next day the news would appear on
the wall paper, with appropriate and interesting illustrations.
Sometimes students would take turns wearing headphones and
listening to radio, drawing illustrations and marking the ad-
vance of military actions. In these activities Mr. Zhu always
took an active part. At times, Zheng and Mr. Wu Tingbiao
would help out by drawing some funny illustrations.

They were all quite young then. I.can't figure out their
ages even today. At the time I was twelve or thirteen(or was
it fourteen? I can't remember clearly), they should be at least
in their late twenties or early thirties. And now I am over 70
and what about them? If you are interested in calculation,
you may work it out for me.

One day in Mr. Zhu's room, he was drawing an oil paint-

ing of Beethoven. Mr. Zhu said he would paint Beethoven as



a fire ball since he was a great musician and had intense emo-
tions. It had never occurred to me that a painter would be so
casual in painting. Did they always paint anyone just the way
he felt him to be, not exactly how he looked?

"Come back and have a look." He told me.

But when I returned two days later, I was told that he
quit it.

"It's so difficult." was the only reason given.

Was there really anything a painter couldn't paint?
Surely so long as he likes. He did give up painting Beethoven!

"Eh, Why didn't you join the Association of wood-cut
Artists? I would like to recommend you." Said Mr. Zhu to me
one day.

"I don't feel like joining. I know nothing about it." I
confessed to him.

"Know nothing? Aren't those you copied from 'the
Blood Flower' (a daily newspaper) wood-cutting?"

"You mean the sort of pictures in the pictorial?"

"Yes, they are wood-cutting pictures. First they cut a
pattern on a flat piece of wood, then they press it on paper
and they get pictures in this way--that is wood-cutting."

"But I have never seen anyone cut wood."

"Neither have [, but I know some of those wood-cut-
ters. Zheng Chengzhi, also known as Yefu, is one of them,
and he is quite famous. He and another wood-cutter Jin
Fengsun set up the Southeastern China Wood-cutter's Asso-

ciation and members are widely distributed in districts such

as Jinhua and Lishui in our Zhejiang province. I sincerely
advise that you join it. Some day you may create your own
wood-cutting pictures instead of copying others."

"I can't cut even after I join the association."

"Oh no. After you become a member, they will mail
you some magazines, telling you how to cut, and some other
information as well. One day they may want to print your
paintings. Who Can say?"

"In that case, I might as well try. But I don't want to be
alone. I'd like Lin Zhencheng and Ye Guomesi to join it to-
gether."

"Are they classmates of yours? Do they also enjoy
painting?"

"Not quite. We are close friends. But I don't know how
to go about it..."

"I will write Yefu this very night, asking them for gen-
eral regulations and forms to fill in."

"Are Huang Xinbo and Wen Tao members of the as-
sociation? You see, I often copy them in the daily newspa-
per."

"I know of these two artists, but I don't where they are
and haven't had any personal contacts with them. Let's settle
this matter first."

A little over a month later, Mr. Zhu motioned me con-
fidentially to the stone memorial gateway and produced a
thick envelope.

"here it finally comes!"
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A thick stack of mimeograph copies. But first I had to
pay one dollar twenty cents as admission fee.

"What a shame!"I thought. Before I could take advan-
tage of it,  had to pay one dollar twenty cents. Where could I
find it? If I had that amount of money, I would be a rich man,
and would never have thought of joining the association.

Lin Zhencheng was very eager to become a member of
it, regardless of its requirement. Ye Guomei refused to join
and in the end was denied admission. Thanks to me, Lin was
admitted to the association. He even paid the admission fee
for me--his father was once a regimental commander and made
quite a fortune.

When [ was filling in those forms, Mr. Zhu told me to
exclude my grandma because he thought it was quite unnec-
essary to include her.

Shortly after we sent our forms with photos, we got
periodically mail after mail, including member correspon-
dence, accounts about activities. What counted was a bronze
medal with a little embossed flower. This was of critical im-
portance, especially for Lin Zhencheng. He would always wear
it above the left upper chest pocket of the boycott uniform
and felt swell about it. Sometimes he would ask me as if he
had forgotten all about it.

"What kind of association is it? I have forgotten it.
Would you kindly tell me?"

Other trouble soon followed. The association wanted

to sell engravers to us. It seems natural for a member of the
association of wood-cutters to have an engraver. Lin Thouhgt
it was fairly reaonsable, thus he send for two packets of en-
gravers, one packet for me, of course.

Here I'd like to dwell more on Mr. Lin. He never cut a
single piece of wood. As for the engravers, he merely left
them on his desk at home. In the summer vacation, I accom-
panied him to Yongchun county to take the entrance exam
for the Central Military school. He was good at Mathematics,
Physics and chemistry, but not so in Chinese, so the next day
[ became the ringer student and he was admitted. Years later
in 1948 when I was in Hong Kong, he came to see me.

"You see, you made me become a student in CMS."

"Do you still practice wood-cutting?" I inquired.

"Shit! I've never done a single piece of it!"

He may have gone to Taiwan later.

I think the engraver is a precision instrument, especially
the triangle knife. One would be at a loss how to use it."Will
such a wonderful knife only be used to make a narrow notch
on the wood board?" As a matter of fact, it is that simple.

Following the Yefu' guidelines in his "How to learn
wood-cutting", I began my wood-cutting career.

I wasn't aware of the significance of wood-cutting at
the time, but just enjoyed for the pleasure and excitement it
brought me.

As Ralph Emerson said, "In the eyes of a young per-



J=

ok Ttk

son, everything is individual."

As I cut, I felt very uncertain. Was this the right ap-
proach to learn it? Suppose I followed this for ten years and
then found it went completely the opposite way, what a tragic
story it would be?! Just as the Egyptians finished building a
pyramid according to the blueprints, but found to their disap-
pointment that it was built upside down owing to the misin-
terpretation of the building plans. How terrible it was!

Mr. Zhu seemed not so sure as me, but he encouraged
me, "Just go ahead."

I bought some good printing ink from a store that sold
lithographic utensils. I managed to cut a lot of pictures and
printed them on pieces of paper right away. Gradually I gained
confidence and became a kind of authority in the eyes of those
around me.

Mr. Zhu took me around just as a hen would show off
her only newly-hatched chick. He also sent my seventh, eighth
and ninth works to the "Popular Wood-cutting" magazine,
which was edited by Mr. Song Bingheng and published in
Sha Xian county. And, to my wildest joy, they were pub-
lished!

"Popular Wood-cutting" published works from such
wellknown artists as Song Bingheng, Huang Yan, Er Shi and
Zhu Bingwang. I was thrilled to be among one of its con-
tributors. And To be named side by side with those artists! I

could hardly contain myself for joy!

Since then I got to know there was such wonderful thing
in the world as wood-cutting. And I got to know about such
masters in the field of wood-cutting as Ye Fu, Chen Yangiao,
Li Hua, Huang Xinbo, Luo Qingzhen, Wan Shisi, Song
Bingheng, Huang Yan, Zhang Xiya, Zhu Boingwang, Er Shi
as well as those I knew in the field of cartoon-drawing, Zhang
Guangyu, Zhang Zhengyu, Zhang Leping, Lu Zhimo, Ye
Qianyu, Hua Junwu, Zhang TingGao Longsheng, Wang Zimei,
Huang Wenlong, Ding Cong, Yu Feng, Huang Miaozi and
Huang Rao. To know that I was soknowledgeable made me
almost swell with pride!

When interviewed by some reporters, I told them that
my first contribution fee was five silver dollars. I know think
I must have exaggerated a little. They couldn't have given me
so much. My uncle gave me a mere one silver dollar as pocket
money then. They may have given me between two and three
dollars. After all, for a young and inexperienced artist like me
they couldn't have been so generous. Two dollars or five dol-
lars, they did gave me a great encouragement. You may laugh
at my timidity, but I did asked several of my close friends to
escort me to and from the post office to get the payment. I told
them to wait at the door, and if anything should happen, they
should never take to their heels.

Standing by the post office counter, I had a deep
breath.telling myself to stay calm, I handed over my money

order, my chop and student's identity card.The old man inside



the counter was just like a dying man. He was coughing
and spitting and wiping his nose with a torn handkerchief
Finally this dying old dog handed me a pile of money.

"You check it."

Of course I would! You think I would allow you to
give me one cent short?! I counted it and stepped out of
the post office, holding my head high.

Those pals of mine kept their word and upon see-
ing me, they crowded around me like a pack of hungry
dogs. But I didn't care whether they would wait for me or
not. They could leave me behind and hurt a thing! Who
cared? After all, drawing money from the bank was a piece
of cake! Who could have hurt me even a hair?!

I invited all of them to a porridge shop in
Zhongzheng Street(named after Jiang Kaishek) and or-
dered each a big bowl of oyster porridge.

"Quick! Add more pepper powder! Quick! Add
more ginger and onions!" All of us gulped down the por-
ridge like a gang of beaten bandits.

Hou Baolin, master of Chinese crosstalk, had an
interesting episode. In it he taiked about the wounded
soldiers(from the anti-Japanese war)

Of the Kuomingtang army. They did lots of evils,
such as going to the theatres or having meals at restau-
rants, without paying, of course. Sometimes they even

took their children with them. Under this influence, their

children were spoiled. If they went to the theatre and were
demanded to show their tickets, they would imitated their fa-
ther and shouted,
"Damn it! I fought the Japanese for eight long years......"
In a way, I resembled one of those children: having
begun my career of wood-cutting muddle-headed and even-
tually made my own name. At times, I felt like shouting:

"Damn it! I fought for eight long years!"

By Huang Yongyu, at my home"Hall of Lotuses"
April 16, 1999
(Translated by Tang Yuhua, Foreign Languages Teach-

ing Center, Jinan University)



