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The Fox With One Tail Less

Halfway through the film, Zhou Xiaozhou next to me whispered: why does that fox
always sit alone? I could not answer. The fox on the screen has eight tails, while
other foxes all have nine. It searches everywhere for the tail it lost, turning over
stones, crawling through grass, asking passing birds. It searches the whole film and

gets not one tail back.

What moved me most was the rainy night. A young deer had its leg wedged in a
crack of rock. The fox was on its way to look for its tail, but it paused, reached
out its eighth tail for the deer to bite and pull itself free, and the leg came out.
A tuft of fur was bitten off the tail. The fox licked its wound and made no sound.
Later, when the snow stopped, it returned to its old place to sit, and suddenly found
the ninth tail behind it, short and newly grown, like a small bundle of flame. It
stared for a long time, curled the tail around to look at it, then let it fall back
behind.

Watching that, I thought of Chen Xiaohe. In the first term of fourth grade, she
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used my eraser to rub out a wrong character and smeared my half-finished reading
card. I got angry and pushed her library card off her desk onto the floor. She picked
it up, and for two weeks she did not speak to me. Our seats touched, and in those
fifteen days we exchanged not one word, speaking loudly to others on purpose. Outside
I seemed fine; inside I counted the days. By the tenth day I had written an apology

on scratch paper, then crumpled it up.

On the fourteenth day she was absent with a cold. At dismissal her mother came to
return my library card, saying Chen Xiaohe kept talking about me at home. The next
day I put a tangerine candy on the corner of her desk, with no note. She came, picked
up the candy, looked at it, sat down, unwrapped it, and ate it. She said: I will

replace your reading card with a new one. I said: mine was crooked anyway.

The tail the fox searched a lifetime and never got back grew back the night it
lent a tail away. [ cannot say whether that counts as a lesson. I only know that at
dismissal that day, Chen Xiaohe and I walked out of the school gate together, her
scarf dragging on the ground. I reminded her, she picked it up, and we talked the

whole way.

As the hall emptied, Zhou Xiaozhou asked again: why was the fox not anxious? I

said: it was not that it was not anxious. It was that it opened its hand.

www. vv99. net



