REHKE

CHL5 1) R BAIIEEAS H IR M. BisEil, WIS EA RS, B bgid LN
Fpir, L. UM S e AR E KA, Fot R LIUBE . R R S S AR E,
PBIRANEL T, 0% oK

FRMNETERT M, BEABRMRIFARIE, [N KE, —REEARE, EIRA
BWHEAL. X B 0 T BISESFAHSER, WREA T Fbt, KEHWHRER AL
T WU, WIRESE T N ES .

BEENE, A RKMEZET AN R ITR B, WHTFIEREEASIE YR, ik

ERFITEH .

FELRERE, EAEXERATEH . hEmildk, f—@iR—aH, WA TIAE
WHIHEIE, 2B 7. LR — 1, BN LT H N2 T 3758 0K, JRE
AT AR A ED

FEMN A KER,  LEITEHA — A, fh#RFnE K, ot A aAk B2, ORI BRI PH#IRI2:,
BT B AR, BEUNECRAZAFENA, ZFHN TEEBE. AN,

SER A T UM R R, BT =R, S RIEAHAERITIK L, AR PHEE KA. 37
LA, AR BBUE, O HIERCE REABAEIRTIR AT, AR AR .

RAT 4, b, REWLT o HLIACRERFZG, WREFRA DX, BB E SRR
o

The Fire Needle of Sangsang

I finished Grass House during our class reading month. To be honest, when I first
got the book I did not much want to read it. The cover showed nothing but a few
thatched houses, plain and earthy. The teacher said we had to read the whole book and
write our feelings, so I raced through a dozen pages a day. But when I reached the

chapter where Sangsang falls ill, I stopped racing and slowed down page by page.

A lump grew on the neck of Sangsang, and the doctor said it was a frightening
illness. The cure was a fire needle, a red-hot needle pushed into the lump. My palms
sweated while I read that part. My mother was peeling an apple beside me and asked
what was wrong. I said the fire needle sounded far too painful. She said, then keep

reading and see.

Keeping on, I found Sangsang truly remarkable. He sat on the treatment bed, both
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hands gripping its edge until his knuckles went white, yet he never cried out. When
it was over, he even asked the doctor when the next session would come. I held the

book up, stunned, my face warm, because I remembered my own injection last winter.

Last winter I had a fever and went to the community clinic for a shot. When the
nurse walked over with the needle, I cried and twisted while my mother pinned my arms
down with both hands, leaving red marks. The nurse said it would hurt only for a
moment, but I cried far longer than the shot took. When we walked out, my arms still

bore the marks of the fingernails of my mother.

The fire needle facing Sangsang was a hundred times more painful than a shot, and
he knew it hurt, yet he climbed onto the bed himself. That night I turned back and
read the passage again. I thought: brave people are not people who feel no fear; they

are people who feel fear and still agree to sit steady and not run.

In the early summer of this year I got tonsillitis and needed injections for
three days. On the first day I lay on the treatment bed and gripped its edge the way
Sangsang did. The nurse said, no tears today. I said nothing. Inside I was picturing

Sangsang on his treatment bed, his knuckles gone white.

At the end of the book, Sangsang gets well, and his hair grows back black. I
laughed out loud on that page. My deskmate asked what was funny. I said, Sangsang is
better. Actually I was not only happy for Sangsang. I was also happy for myself, for

the me who learned to sit steady.

REWTHES

CHLG3 1) PR TR T o T 10 [R) 2 U SR S S AR A 78 . S U e P 401 it Y
e hfhr, ATEEBACHN, ERZAERUREH.

BHEGRZN T, BEREE B2y, fhmam, Ik D NE, SEREKRAE . ik
wh, AL R, Rk R, ARS8 S e 2k LR

Wyt 2 (LR R ANE T o KRN, YR T b2y, @BOEREE b 3 &
BUCAOEAK . 2iimidok, FAE L TR/, EIRAER - BICRIH . JITHAESME, g
WA WHtIe, T — 08 I TR . FERAE N R, B T R, R
RS — N

REWEAAFIEY T 2 /DR, BARAL, dsom. RER B AERFAEE. il

WL LR T, ARSI, OO AR L Sk, AR T e, AR
LRAE A L AR, OB T AREE, WE RN A T .

www. vv99. net



KA, Bt 7 mUn . MK, Mt 5O BRI ) & ki
Ko AAREATH, MU LRSI T —fF. IR F %, WlaiR—2.

PR REMER K T, Mgy, P bok, FRARE S S0 Sk Wke 7, FeAl %4 o
B, Ak — R % W E, WERICRIH S, v DHBGN, M3, REESAEAR
TR, RIEAKRELAT. LU, RFJLBIOE.

PG, FENRE T, WEEILLIRTEY ., & EPRA, A B AT 2 115 — % A
RIE R TR o AT HRESEE S, 2 RAE— DT L, ©2MNANY . BERTR, —
BT %

The Bitter Medicine Sangsang Drank

It has been two weeks since I finished Grass House. Other classmates always talk
about the fun parts, how Sangsang turned the cupboard into a dovecote or made a
fishing net out of the quilt of his mother. What stays in my mind most, though, 1is

him drinking medicine after he fell ill.

In the book, the sick Sangsang drinks a bowl of bitter medicine every day. He
lifts the bowl, throws his head back, and gulps it down in one go, his whole face
scrunching from the bitterness. His father says, without it you will not get well. So
Sangsang drinks, one day after another. Nobody has to urge him; he goes to the stove
and fills the bowl himself.

I know the taste of bitter medicine too well. Last summer my stomach hurt, and my
grandmother boiled a pot of herbal medicine. Before I even reached the kitchen my
nose was already wrinkled. When the bowl came, I pinched my nose and took one small
sip, and the bitterness crawled from the root of my tongue up to my ears. I pushed
the bowl away and swore I would not drink. My grandmother coaxed me and added a
spoonful of sugar. With sugar it was still bitter. It took me half a day to finish
half the bowl, spilling a ring around the rim, the black dregs at the bottom like a
patch of mud.

No one knows how many days Sangsang kept drinking, with no sugar to coax him and
nothing spilled. I lay on my desk and thought: it is not that Sangsang fears no
bitterness. The bitterness in his mouth was far heavier than mine, yet he could stand
it, because his heart held a wish to get well, a wish to run wild again, a wish to
walk to school beside Zhiyue. Once the heart has a wish, the bitterness in the mouth

cannot win.

Thinking this way, I seem to understand the later chapters a little better.

Sangsang feared the fire needle too, and he got through it on that same wish to be
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well. He is not made of iron; he simply figured out one thing before I did: swallow

the bitter thing, and the illness steps back.

This spring sores grew in my mouth, and the bitter medicine came back. When the
bowl arrived, I remembered Sangsang lifting it and throwing his head back. I steadied
the bowl and gulped it in one go. The bitterness was still there, crawling from
tongue-root to ears, but I spilled not a drop and asked for no sugar. My mother
stared at me with wide eyes and asked what came over me. I said, Sangsang asked for

no sugar either.

At the end of the book, Sangsang gets well and runs faster than before. Closing
the cover, I thought that the bitter medicine in that book has traveled all the way
from Youma Village to my desk. Everyone who falls ill has to drink it; the only

difference is one gulp or two hours of coaxing. The me of today takes it in one gulp.
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My Little Sister Learned From Sangsang

In our family, the first one to finish Grass House was actually not me but my
little sister, who is in Grade Two. Her teacher assigned the book, and she chewed
through it in three days. At night she climbed onto my bed hugging the book and said
she would read it to me. When she reached the chapter of the fire needle, she stopped
and asked, big sister, what is a fire needle. I said it is a red—hot needle. Her face

scrunched up at once, and then she kept reading.

My sister has asthma, and in the bad years she needs injections. Last winter when
it flared up, she was only four. When the nurse came with the needle, she cried and
tried to burrow under the quilt, and our mother had to hug her together with the
quilt to get the shot done. She cried until she hiccupped, and the eyes of our mother

went red too.

This summer it flared up again, and my sister is already in Grade Two. On the way
to the clinic she was quiet all the way, so quiet my heart tightened. When the nurse
took out the needle, my sister held out her arm herself and said, you may give it

now. The nurse called her brave. I could see that her lips were trembling.

At night I asked her why she was not afraid today. She said, because Sangsang did
not cry. Sangsang was so scared and still did not cry. I am in Grade Two now, so I
can sit steady too. When she said the name Sangsang, she said it the way one talks

about a classmate who just transferred in.

I did not answer right away. What came back to me was the closing scene: Sangsang
gets well, and his father carries him on his back home from the doctor, and the hair
of Sangsang has grown back black and standing up a little. My sister once told me
that on that page she wanted to laugh and cry at the same time. I said I understood.
I would want that too.

Our mother came back from the market and, hearing this, said she had been the
loudest crier at injections when she was little, and now she cannot even close her
eyes when my sister gets her shot. My sister climbed onto a stool and announced that
she would teach our mother to be like Sangsang. We all laughed in a heap, and

afterward the corners of the eyes of our mother looked a little wet.

That night I took Grass House off the shelf again. Its corners were already
curled from the reading of my sister. The roof of the grass house is ordinary thatch,
yet one by one the children who live inside it grow up. Sangsang taught my sister,
and my sister taught our mother. The lesson I took away is this: when someone at home

is afraid, hold her, and do not let her burrow under the quilt.
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