RTTEHIAREK IH R

Cops o) B, R R py 13— HE, Mmoot s, nTRImIA A H. X
SENEL, B IAAL N FE . ABRKILIMETT T, 28 DU T 00 B JO PR L2 BN A4S
SRR T AT T RS %1

WO SR, BORIIAR ST, RS MAR. KT RIFRSITEROE, A, b
JONHESAERS T T, RER W B VR, Wr R EREmY, B AT AR RERT K — R 2R .
HGMIRS, ARAE, B DHF. BER - REERNX R, GOEE R A e A,
AEREARAEYE B, AT HE .

/N RELEBARE A I RIREAL . WE AL LRGN SEES, Ja K37 Kbe THfI, AfeEds 05074
B, AR M MALEHERTIUT, T RIRGREEETEFE, AR, s N —
NRAR. PR T, ABRE T AR, AR R R T I . ISR TR
VMR, AR AR o JR KRB A RE, WLAURE R e e, RO, A RTARR T, 9iE
WRAT AR BATIR L o AAAL N A — RPN s dCARTT R 00 1, A ATTees ok, JEH 73
—EREHT Y LS .

REBBL KF . R TG, AT MBS 0. e, 3
SEAFAEVT WIS, R RO, RSB A B, B T, KASET .
KA EATHIRS T AR, AT R AR IA DA ST 0. B AN (5 ) B
FIi: BARARA A, BB AR AR

o b4, BB REURAL N R AEREL T, AU R AT KT, AR IR R 64T . Al
IR B — AR, AT, BTN AR . IXAE 748 B A Q- R, A
SARREIXFE: AR, AN, TSGR, 18K K.

The 01d School Desk at the Gate

In The Straw House, the thatched houses of 0il Grain Village stand row after row,
swaying whenever the wind blows, yet the people inside stand straighter one by one.
Among them, the one I admire most is Du Xiaokang. His family s red boat sank, their
shop was seized for debts; the day before he was the only young master in class
wearing leather trousers, and the next day he became the child keeping a stall at the

school gate.

What Cao Wenxuan writes most cruelly about Du Xiaokang is not his poverty but his
refusal to hide. Other poor children might detour around the school; he does not. He
sets his small stall right at the school gate, listening every day to the class bell
and the break bell, watching classmates buy things from his stall for a cent apiece.
The book describes his eyes: neither servile nor defiant, like a well. The first time
I read this, my heart gave a lurch: falling into the mud is not the hard part; the
hard part is sitting in the mud and still holding your back straight.
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Du Xiaokang reminds me of mute Uncle at the mouth of our lane. He used to run a
small shop, then a fire burned it all down, and he set up a bicycle repair stand at
the lane entrance. I passed him every day after school. He never sighed at his stand;
his tools lay in perfect order, and after patching a tire he would give you a thumbs-—
up. Once my chain fell off, he waved away my money and fished a biscuit out from
under the stand to press into my hand. That biscuit tasted of gasoline, yet I ate it
as if it were the sweetest thing. Only later did I learn that mute Uncle opened his
stand earliest and closed it latest each day; in winter his hands cracked open, and
he wrapped them in tape and kept turning screws. He and Du Xiaokang are the same kind
of person: when fate tears off their roof, they squat down and stack their days back

up, piece by piece.

My own family moved once too. My father’s factory fell on hard times, and we
moved from a three—room apartment to a single-story house facing the street. That
night the new house was so empty it echoed, and I sat on a cardboard box afraid to
cry. My father plugged in a new desk lamp and said: when the lamp is lit, the home is
lit. That lamp stayed with me through three years of homework, and under it my
father’s ledger slowly climbed from red numbers back to balance. Only then did I
understand what The Straw House says: hardship is not the destination; it merely

reveals the metal a person is made of.

When I close the book, I keep seeing Du Xiaokang squatting beside his stall, mute
Uncle’ s taped hands, that lamp in the small house. None of them ever said a single
defiant word, yet their backs were straighter than any defiant word. If the day of my
own bankruptcy ever comes, I hope I will be the same: no hiding, no kneeling — set
up the stall, and light the lamp.

www. vv99. net



