MRS E L REAE

107200 Ei— i
AR b, FRIEAE . M LIREY, WiE WAL DNRSSES % R, BB

WEARUR BAL CFE55 1) BRI FEB5E 7o A/ BERE e iR A K £ 70 Ak
FAHER S TSR G0, A A E— ML B AT %, e — Rz 4y T—Hli 7K T 1%,
MBI T, JE TP B 2L T IR S T 1. A/NBER RS, RS SOR AR AR I 1)
PR . LS AR N, BRI ER R, MR T AASVPE, PR ISR AN T
FILEIX LB T, FEREKHELE k.

FIEAF, RRCAERAE A D XAMEY TR, RO LA auk; - 7L
GUHIAS T, R BT AN i ZE b i B L1, 2 D9 0 op B A% BB S A2 o B,
PR BT I AL/NRRAE P 25 B RS 1, W RER bR B R R A=,
AR URTIHYT. P RAIRRAR, BICBIFAIg 7 Xy EoR S A k.

JE KW DL T A W B A (7 o, FRICHE R DE L 25, ARAEI 5710, JEAL NIk
DRI r: Z00I0 I EE . 5 MR WEVresa B BB, 17— U4k
GEAS /NI B2, MERAREEAME T, BEMEREES, LEGIEMEA HH#. B
IRPEANA D, AR ANFIE T .

FAVIN RN, WRIGEAS AT E B2, IS e BUIRLEH] 1 JL DOt H A 1o 494
A HEF ATk, HAR R T A, BRAER S T =4 W%,

AT AL SR BHEH L AN RELREANE . BAE LSS, BAE, WHIITH
7. BIERE L, BEEIORIMAA — ARz 5E .

Du Xiaokang’ s Story Keeps Me Awake

October 20, Tuesday, Sunny

Tonight I cannot sleep. The moment I close my eyes, I see Du Xiaokang standing in
the reed marsh, a flock of ducks behind him.

After dinner I finished the chapter of The Straw House in which Du Xiaokang s
family goes bankrupt. Du Xiaokang was once the proudest boy in Youmadi: his family s
grocery shop had goods stacked to the ceiling, and he owned the village’s only red
bicycle. But in a single night it all ended—the shop went to the creditors, his
father fell ill, and even the two red-lacquered door panels of the shop were pawned
for the debt. Du Xiaokang had to drop out of school and follow his father to a reed
marsh far, far away to herd ducks. The book says that when he came back, his face was
tanned dark and his voice had turned hoarse; he was no longer the old Du Xiaokang. 1

sat up straight reading this and could not go on for a long time.
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I cannot sleep because I thought of myself. This week I threw away half a meat
bun just because I disliked the filling; I stuffed a notebook with only a few pages
used into the back of the drawer because its cover was ugly, and nagged my mother for
a new pencil case; my erasers, bitten full of tooth marks, get replaced after two
days. Du Xiaokang guards a flock of ducks in the reed marsh, longing for one more day
at school; I sit in a bright classroom and toss away half a bun without a second
thought. My face burns under the quilt, and I pull the kicked—off quilt back over my
head.

Later I heard my mother folding clothes in the living room. I got up, walked over
barefoot, sat beside her, and told her Du Xiaokang' s story from the beginning: the
red door panels, the father struck down by illness, the flock of ducks in the reed
marsh. Mother was quiet for a moment after listening, then spoke. She said that when
grandpa was a schoolboy, his pencil grew too short to hold, so he slipped it into a
bamboo tube and kept writing; he would not replace a pencil until it could no longer
be held. Mother said: it is not scarcity of things that matters, but not knowing how

to treasure them.

We talked late, about grandpa’ s bamboo-tube pencil, about the notebooks in our
own drawer used a few pages then shelved as old. Mother found the ugly—-covered
notebook, wrapped it in a kraft—-paper sleeve, and I wrote three characters on the

sleeve: please use me up.

Before bed I wrote today in my diary: Du Xiaokang’ s story keeps me awake. Being
awake is not a bad thing. Being awake means I am beginning to understand. Tomorrow

morning I will eat the whole bun I buy, not leaving a single bite.
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