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Winter nights in Taipei, it usually rains cold rain.

-

Thatpevening, a bleak wind suddenly rose and the rain began

to fall pitter-patter again. In no time the water had

risen an inch 7. ~_ ™in the alleys around Wen-chou Street.,
e s S| (ﬁ{i ban C Lo 'JJ
6alley

Professor Yil.Ch'in-lei welkedfwo the entrance of the
R § /3""3\
and looked around. He was holdlng\an oilpaper umbrella;
Pingd_ tha I

the paper had tornA meav1ng ﬁﬁlarge holef) the raindrops
'iﬁ?%?dttnagpah#ﬁndwfell on his bald head. It sent a chill
through ha?j)he hunch€® his shoulders and shivergd. QO nisD
geet—were a pair-of wooden clog31 He was wrapped in that
@{ﬁ&eavy})old paned gown of hisy Abut even this was
WA 0F- Abad ,

not able to wlthstanJﬁthe gsomber, bone-chilling cold of a
Taipei winter night.

The alley was veiled in hazy gray mist:; Not even
the shadow of a human being could be seen anywhere. Heavy
silence reigned, broken only by the sound of the rain = =3
falling like a gentle shower of sand on the tiled roofs
of the low houses far and near. Professor YU stood in
the cold rain holding up the torn umbrella; after a while,
he turned and trudged back 3?x¥}eﬁnouse in the alley.

He was lame 1n«ﬁi§3r1ght leg?ﬁhe limped along awkwardly

in his c10ﬂq, his body lurchlng\to one side at every step.
o
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The house that sheltered Professor Yii looked exactly

M

like the other Unlver51ty f‘i?lty quarters in the alleyg !
the§ were. all old bUIIdihgs"fhat had surv1veg the Japanese

PLRAATY

!
occupatlonh Long years of neglect had left its doors and

e,
windows Dbroken and decayed. The living#room floor was

Still covered with tatami; years of dampness caused the mats
| S

to give off %ﬂ‘iﬁges§§ﬁm musty odor.of rotten straw.

The living vpemd furnishings were modest and sparse: a desk,

a tea-table, a tattered pair of armchairs, so worn with age
v}\r{’f\‘ | Von t’ A LA. Y
their cotton insides burss, %hrough the“féﬁfﬁa All over

the chairs, the tables, the tataml, streﬁp every which way,
[ Y /V' .
were books that(’édionce)hgmp%hardcoverijbut the bindings
drel W /){4&4‘ &Lkd -

had come off somg;\others were frayed@ﬂmany o= were so
AG Wi &

battered they 1ay about llkeAdlsmembered corpses. Mingled

A WM \,i-{/\ ﬂ

with these were- megnknlght -errant romances covered in

brown paper from the rental¥11brary. Ever since ¢hatatime
tontram

Professor Yi flew into a @Ege¢at hls w1fe. no one, | Pt

D) A% 14
C'“ e -"'”f »”r-‘k( ¢ (\\ii‘-\‘_ AN 3/”-4‘4“: *\‘-f'-o‘-\ﬁ f‘C“‘\

dared "’ touch anytﬁingunn_the mounuawn 1% 5 bOOkS,!Ayls Q

fon

wife had put his books out @"theAsun 572ip and lost thy & 4V
> notes 4@ hat left between the pages of the Oxford edltlon of
v,(r\‘" A ll*(-’ { Co \KEL 1\‘2-(1' QA W MM A ‘,~L G{/
Byron S Collected Poems ——— W& had written those- notea
By Dok s WAERAA,
Apore than twenty years: befg;g, when he was teaching at

Peking Universit%gytﬁgyfgﬂntaipgﬁ;his own observationsy,

Professor YU went into the living room and

T owns wedling, |
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sank into one of the tattered armchairs, panting slightly.
He massaged his right knee-joint vigorously a few times;
whenéver it turned damp and cold, his injured leg would

start to act up. That afternoon, just before his wife went

over to Professor Hsiao's next door for a game of ma&fong

she had instructed him:

"Don t forget, now! Stick on that plaster from the
v TLALD, "Wu G\' U "

Y Shan Herﬁ crinics™
"Would you mind coming home a bit earlier tonight?"
he had tried to persuade his wife. "Wu Chu-kuo is coming.”
"What's so special about Wu Chu-kuo? Won't you be

enough company for him yourself?" His wife wrapped up a
wad of bills in her handkerchlef and walked out the front

a e w,
door. He'd Just happened to ©é holding a copy of the
NRMS oaa e, daag

__.__’-r TS

Central Dai.y A he'd wanted to stop his w1fe to show her

. A
J\b‘ (= Wl v £ AW S i'kd'(\de -

Wu Chu-kuo's plcturg; " L% Wb ‘ ¢

Professor Wu Chu-kuo, our world-renowned
authority on history, presently residing in the
United States, yesterday gave a lecture at the
Academia Sinica. Over one hundred scholars and
dignitaries attended.

But his wife had already raced off next door. She never
missed a single one of Mrs. Hsiao's Tuesday, Thursday

and Saturday magéong games. The minute he tried to protest,




she would shush him, "Don't @ock the boat1 ‘01d boy!l I'm

going to win a hundred dollars and stew a chicken for you."

#4 )

He couldn i 1mpose economic sanctions on her, eltherm&she

I\ "f‘

always wonh and she had her own nest egg to draw from.

He'd suggested they invite Wu Chu-kuo over for a family

dinner, but no sooner had he raised the subject when his

proposal was vetoed. #As he watched her broad, corpulent

back disappear, he was suddenly overwhelmed by a sense of
helpless resignation, If Ya-hsing were still alive, ®y all means
dhis eveninig she would:ég"£;toﬁthe kitchen antl’ ¢ook a whole
tableful- of Wu Chu-kuo's favorlte dlsheSIﬁgrSeif to welcome

him back. That time in Pelplng,ﬂthey gave Wu Chu-kuo a

farewell banquet, @hd) Wu Chu-kuo ate and drank until he

prady dateaAax

was quite expan31ve and‘aglOWA; “Yaeh81ng,“ he said, "Next

year when I:%;%:back t$ ;ﬁ;é&&ﬁ%;%ﬂ I'11 have more of

your Peking duck." Who could have known that the following
year Peiping would fall? Wu Ch-kuo's one trip abroad TWJJ!

lasted twenty years. The other day at Sung-shan Airport,

when he saw him, Wu Chu-kuo was engulfed in such a flood

of people}jgovernment officials, newspaper reporters,

curious onlbokeraﬁ that not another person could squeeze
through. He himself was elbowed to the edge of the ﬁrowd

and didn't even get a chance to greet him. Wu Chu~kuo
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had on a black woolen overcoat; he was wearing a pair of
silver-rimmed glasses. His hair had all turned snow-white,
tilfzit shone. Pipe in hand, he looked completely poised
as he answered the reporters. His scholarly elgggiéé,"hisx
awe-inspiring bearing seemed to have grown €Veérpmellower
with the years. In the end, it was Wu Chu-kuo who had
spotted him in the crowd; he made his way through to him
and gripped his hand.

"Why don't I come see you in a couple of days," he

whispered in his ear.

W "Ch'in-lei — "

\
fp ﬂdﬁﬁf Professor Yii started up; he limped over to greet his

ﬁ&JLC*-t!Q visitor. Vu Chu-kuo was already walking into the vestibule.
& . "I went to the entrance of the alley a while ago
GA‘M;:‘:‘

to wait for you. I was afraid you couldn't find your way."

- - WJ
5“%?””““{) Professor Yii crouched, fumbled around in the low wall-

/!

cabinet and fished out a pair of straw slippers for

Wu Chu-kuo to change into; one of them was so worn out
it had popped open at the toe.

“These Taipei alleys are a regular labyrinth,"

X

g
Wu Chu-kuo smiled. "Even more confusing tha%4Peiping hutungs."
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His hair was wet from the rain, and his glasses were spotted
with water. He took off his overcoat, shook it a couple

of tfmes and handed it over to Professor Y{i. Underneath,

he had on a Chinese jacket of padded silk. As he sat down,
he pulled out his handkerchief and gave his head and face

a brisk rub; his silvery-White hair got all fluffed and
ruffled,

"I've been wanting to ask you over for days."
Professor Yil took out the thermos-glass he reserved for
his own use, brewed some Dragon Well tea in it and set it
before Wu Chu-kuo; he still remembered Wu Chu-kuo had

never liked black tea. "I can see how busy you must have \
i "' ‘J I'\ A R ‘ .'! ‘ ; (J 1 ,; P"l \,\_ w;_f\j‘ ‘of\“"ﬁ‘!‘&rd L‘Wtd

been the last few day%D I<§i§n t want to get on tﬁe

|

e W AN (,.,;\‘;‘ 1)

bandwagon." J o o M
"Yes,“we Chinese still love to Ive lavish official

entertainments) don't we." Wu Chu-kuo shook his head

with a smile. "I've been invited to banquets every day

for the past few days, course after course, well over a

dozen each time —

"At this rate, if you stay longer, I'm afraid you'll
eat your way back to your old stomach trouble," said
Prof;ssor YU, smiling i turn. He sat down opposite

Wu Chu~kuo.
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"You GAn Say that- agaInJ I can't take it any more,,
fuercam

as it is. Shao Tzu-ch'i gave a dinner tonight, and I

hardﬁy touched a thing. — He told me it's been a good

many years since he saw you last. You two . . . He

looked at Professor Yii intently.

Professor Yi passed his hand over his bald head and

eaved a gentle sigh. "He's a government official now, i

a very busy man, £00,) you know." He smiled. "Even if

we were to meet éEgE:gjﬁ:zg we wouldn't have much to talk
s .
KW about. Besides, I'm not all that good at idle chat, least

A}

I \u.»wd
of all with himc; It's probably just as well we don't.

-

run into each othe You remember, don't you, the year
MWoareld D{L»M L
we all joined the\Soc1ety for the Common Causé° What was
-‘-._....-——-

RS

the first oath we took?"
To f<togwme a

rt
Wu Chl—kuo let out a chuckle. "'No Joiming the>

td_,u&_

/ﬁovernmeﬂ% for/TWenty/ygarS-'n

"And to think Shao Tzu=ch'i was the one who led the
oath-taking that days Of course, of course, the twenty-
year time-limit has long expired —— " Professor Yu and
Wu Chu-kuo both broke out laughing. Wu Chu-kuo put his hands
around the glass of Dragon Well tea; he 1lifted it, blew
asidé the tealeaves floating on the surface, and “had a sip.

The hot steam from the tea fogged his spectacles. He took

e e guld 4 Ww'“‘s"ﬁ%
L)c U A Ub\.«M.)/L W 4 . Quttbmmc’m oo,

+ + & 4(,@”' M\Wﬁ Wik JL Wi
tﬂj umb
Chaan 2 ' Weaand W

[g'b%?i In Noutharg , Taraurn, 60

» g ll‘
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deep in thought,

2
"Yes, now I've come back, and most of our old friends

n

from the Society have passed away

"Chia I-sheng died last month," Professor Yii responded.,

"It was tragic the way he died."”

"I read about it(ggigééjiﬁwfhe papefi; they didn't

report it in detail, though.”

"Yery tragic " Professor Yu murmured. "I saw him

"ap.

oﬁREampus the day before he died., His neck was paralyzed,

and his mouth was twisted to one side six months ago,
fad ) eAn/

he ]!!’and ruptured a blood vessel when I saw how ill
he looked, I urged him to go home and rest., All he did was
M,

force a smile, I understood he was ngiﬁgaserious financial

trouble, an¢ besides, his wife was in the hospital, That

< Gab MMQF’QM{ K — ww“mwfbw A ’HL?'/E“IW

very evening he had to E&g?%?ﬁ%?t teach a classy At the

school entranc%%niidzzlppedﬁgn ?ﬁa %Eﬁtig, and<g§ was gone@
Professor Yii tﬁ!ﬁﬂ:ﬁ%ah’s ha déxgﬁa gave a dry laugh.
"So ended Chia I-sheng, just like that."
"So that's how . . . " Wu Chu-kuo mumbled,
. "I heard somewhere that ILu Ch'ung had died, too. |

Living abroad, you're probably better informed about &m@}.”

"I could see how Lu Ch'ung would end up long ago,”

'pQ,uA? lt)‘
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4 L)
Wu Chu-kuo sighed. "During the Gommunists'\vﬁundred Flowergv/

backlash, the students at Peita purged him.” They accused him

throdgh his own History of Chinese Philosophy of being a

lackey of the Confucian cult and forced him to write a
confession. How could a man of Lu Ch'ung's character take
that? He jumped off the building. Right in front of
everybody in Peita.*

"Good!~ Good for him!"™ Suddenly Professor Yu got
excited and slapped his knee twice. "What a man: I bow

to him. He deserves to be called &a;%jan&ard—Hgarefrzﬁrqﬁﬁa
\)W \('\ AL H,L"tf\ f\w L(,LA\,Q}\Q 'rlCJ-i LA % /g,f‘ U"V\/t' \ Y

Confucian Eﬁh;ﬁtﬂ”

”Stlll that waS)one of 1life’s big 1ron1es,<w&sn i B
2T

~Wu Chu-ﬁqu%rooded“)‘”Tlme was when he was one of ﬁzzzzﬁwxrb'd:&4{
Uig ty e Call for Gontus diqulw@W (LWJ(LQk&u &&ﬂp ;i
adv ersarles oL *Confucius dnd Sons.'™>
"Wasn't it, though?" Professor Yu agreed with a
resigned smile., "Just look at us — Shao Tzu-ch'i, Chia
Ao e,
I-sheng, you, me, and that big, collaborator with the Japanese,)
£ r\;l @.AJ’GH\({Y’ A st ;\;'E;(,(H‘L{tg AR
Ch'en Hsiung, who /was executed — when we were all at Peita,
what plans did we make together?”
Wu Chu-kuo got his pipe out and 1it it. He took a
deep draw and blew the smoke out slowly. He remained silent

for a while, lost in thought. All of a sudden he began to

# Abbreviation for Peiching Tahsueh: Peking University.

o o o uu. Moypevant™ Lo

" DNEww, Wit Confutran
IV V¥ -

\
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shake his head, chuckling to himself, He leaned over.

"You know, Ch'in-lei," he said, "Most of the courses I give
at uégversities abroad only cover our..” history up to the
T'ang or the Sung. I've never taught a course on the
Republig;ljfggé quarter at Berkeley, I gi:i a course on

the T'ang political system. The studentsrrioting all over
America these days, and the UC students are the worst.
They've burned down buildings on campus, chased the Chancellor
out and beaten.up = professors. The §dioti® way they carry
onéi;ﬁ& really galls mel One afternoon, I was lecturing

on the ¢ivil examination system in Early T‘'ang. Outside

the students were scuffling with the police; they were

spraying tea{éas all over the campus; it was absolutely

“insane! Just imagine — there I was in the middle of all
that, lecturing on the civil examination system in seventh-
century China., How could that possibly interest those

Apadd - Aren X
shaggy-haired, barefoot American kids,~ﬁl§:§¢reamfhgnfor
action? They were sitting in the classroom and staring out

Co
the window. , I put down my book. :
/\ . 4 O /]-{A\a\_ E}
"'You call this a riot?'" I .challenged>them. ‘Over
forty years ago, Chinese students in Peking started a riot
ten times, a hundred times more ferocious than yours.:'

That shook them up, all right; theyall looked at me in
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disbelief: Chinese students? Rioting?" Wu Chu-kuo and
Professor Yu chortled.

ﬁ-"Well, then I told them all about it: 'On May Fourth,
1919, the Peking University students in the vanguard, a
mob of student rioters out in protest against Japan
fought their way into the house of a treacherous government
officia%ggﬁiey set it on fire, dragged out the envoy to
Japan, who happened to be in hiding there, and gave him
the beating of his life.' All at once those American

X WAl omel Loteined b WL

students ﬂgzg_listening%with awe, They talk and talk €11)
= ' Arukt

the time against the war in Vietnam, @nd)after all they

T cowtmmiel -

§TIID don't dare burn down the Pentagon. )\'Later, all those
were : - .

students got>arrested and imprisoned in the Law School

at Peking University, over a thousand of them.' ' When

I saw I had their complete attention, I announced gravely,
& {"f ﬁ{" 18 C ‘l:-\, bl Al g.eanXn
'The 1éédeyﬁyho beat up the envoy to Japan is standin%_.
! st AN Uarna )
| rightf@n front of you.' The whole classroom roareQA some

N - . [ e - ‘,U'M:- !
stamping their feet‘A others clappingﬁxgﬁey“eqeﬁ:jgndfgds‘“”f‘“ : i
e L WS LN )

’ sthe police gunfire outside —

Professor Yu shook with laughter, his bald head

bobbing up and down.

"They were all falling over themselves asking how we
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stormed Chao's Pavilion.** I told them we formed a human

pyramid and climbed into Ts'ao Ju-lin's house. The first
/‘.‘ o g

studgnt to jump over the wall go?\hls shoes knocked off;
@?ﬁ; then he ran around barefoot all over the courtyard
setting everything on fire.
®»'Where is that student now?' they asked with one
voice.
"'He's at a university in Taiwan,' I said, "teaching
ta (_‘!J.( li}.u_, aval_ )
Byron.' The American kids were overaoye&ﬂ,N?heﬁjgib:rocked
with laughter — " Al ﬁo;;
; ~ Professor Yu blushnd(§}1 at once;j) hlS wrlnkled face
'\o}okéM;nto a boyish smile. He grinned 1n4qmbarrassment,
and looked down at his feet. He didn't have his slippers
on, just a pair of heavy woolen socks with large black patches

\{f

)r ‘@/a']'.@ on the heels. Q_splte o;f’ hlmse"IT\ he put his feet together

Kf““ﬁh“ﬂi) and rubbed them against each other a couple of times.

"I told them: ‘While we were imprisoned in school,
a lot of girl students came to cheer us up. The belle of the
Women's Normal College and the barefoot arsonis;«got married

(eventualli} they were China's Romeo and Jullet of the day = & 2

Tofae

“"Aw, Chu-kuo, you really know how to i&Lp'fnn at‘a“gqy

i = "Chao s Pav1llon (Chao Chia Lou) is the historical
<erm for the<ggn51o pf Ts'ao Ju-lin, a pro-Japanggg‘c binet
minister in the warlord government, as were Lu Céﬁﬁggha:ang and

Chang Tsung-hsiang,ho are mentioned later in this story.
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Professor YU ran his hand over hlsﬁba%d head; a nostalgic
QLAArp o='?
Sml%? appeared on his face. cﬂﬂﬁﬁaw>wu Chu=-kuo's tea was

A
cohyﬂrw got up and hobbled over @Q_Qldka;hthe thermos

bottle. As he refilled Wu Chu-kuo's glass w1th boiling
water, he retorted, "Why didn't you tell your students.

, about the student leader who carried the flag in the
demonstration that day and got his glasses knocked off

in the fight with the polz.ce._H b ta

!

("Well, as a matter 6?‘?33%3?‘ u Chu-kuas aughéﬁ}a

little self-consciouslyy L dld tell t@sm‘how Chla Izabeng
GLVE US [A §

slit his finger and wrote SINGTAO BACK TO CHINﬁﬂqn the

A

wall in characters of‘bloogg\and how Ch'en Hsiung paraded through

i the streets; dressed in mourning and carrying a funeral
bannery (Ot preclmd) ’
| =y (VE
k--;)‘I‘S'il'sﬁl, LU, AND CHANG WILL 8TLNK TEN THOUSAND YEARS (N EN#XHQF

i W
rlk:f"v’{,)
\

AChia I- sheng . » «» You know, all his 1ife he wanted to
3 ‘W‘ rel,\tihk

Ve

do somethlng*granqA Pt Professor Yu sat down with a
doleful sigh.
"I wonder, did he ever finish that book of his,

The “Historv of Chinese Thought?" Wu Chu-kuo asked with

a look of concern.
"I've just been editing his manuscripts actually.

He'd only gotten as far as the Neo-Confucianism of the Sung
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and the Ming, and besides — " Professor Yu knitted his brow.
"The last few chapters seemed a bit slapdash. His reasoning
wasnﬁt at all as keen and original as it used to be. I
haven't been able to find a publisher for his book yet.
Even his funeral . . . the few of us, his old friends,
had to put up the money for the expenses.”

"Oh?" Wu Chu-kuo was taken by surprise. "Was he really
ghat + .« « "

Professor YU and Wu Chu-kuo sat facing each othenA\CLuGL
by and by, thqy fell silent. Wu Chu-kuo slid his hands into
his sleeve%AGP;sgessor YU kept patting his stiff, aching leg.

"Chu-kuo — " After a’long while, Professor Yu raised
his head and looked at Wu Chu-kuo. "I must say, you're the
most successful of us all."

"Me? Most successful?" Wu Chu-kuo looked up, startled.

"

"Yes, really, Chu-kuo. Professor Yl's voice grew
agitated. "All these years I've accomplished nothing.
Every time I've read in the papers about how your name has

become known all over the world, I couldn't help feeling

heavy-hearted, and at the same timcﬁ\dqfelt comforted.

At least we have you to vindicate us in the scholarly world
—— " As he spoke, he stretched out his hand impulsively

and took Wu Chu-kuo's arm.
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"Ch'in-lei:=— ™ Wu Chu-=kuo cried; abruptly he tried to
free himself. Professor YU heard the anguish in his voice.
"If fou keep saying things like this, I won't know where to
hide myself.:"

“"Chu-kuo?" Professor Yu murmured, drawing back his hand.

"Ch'in-lei, let me tell you somethin%éhﬁhen vou*ll
understand how I have felt, being away from the country
all these years."” Wu Chu-kuo put hislg%gfﬁifﬁn on the table,
took off his silver-rimmed glasses andfkneadednthe close-knit
bridge of his nose. "I've spent all this time giving
lectures here, attending conferences there, all over the
worldefht all seemed very exciting, a2ll right. Jhknflast year
the Oriental Histoﬁ}dﬁi\Association held a convention in
San Francisco. At %he session I attended, there was an
American student, a graduate, fresh ‘rom Harvard, who read
a paper entitled ‘A Re-EvaIﬁation of the May Fourth Movement.'®
Right from the start that young fellow tore the Movement to
pieces. He concluded with quite a burst of eloguences)

——. e |
AaLd. )

In an iconoclastic outbreak against traditioh;hthase over-

4
A g

zealous young Chinese intellectuals completely overturned

the Confucian system that had prevailed in China for over

S

two thousand years. These young Chinese, ignorant of the

current conditions in China, blindly worshipped‘Western

culture and had a superstitious belief in western democracy
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and science. This gave rise to unprecedented confusion in
the Chinese intellectual world. But this generation, which
had érown up in a patriarchal society and which had neither
a system of independent thought nor persistence of will-power,
suddenly found themselves bereft of their spiritual sustenance
once the Confucian tradition crumbled; then, like a tribe of
parricidal sons, they began to waver in panic; they became
lost — they had overthrown Confucius, their spiritual
father —— carrying the heavy burden of their guilt, they
set out on their spiritual self-exile. Some hurled themselves
into the arms of totalitarianism; some turned back and
embraced the remnants of their long-since-shattered tradition;
some fled abroad and became wise hermits taking refuge in
Lad Ekeir‘isolation. Their Movement disintegrated, deteriorated.
Ry

v AOMtug
¢ i Az J
¢¥Some Chinese scholars have compared the May Fourth Movement
ezl -

¢ ”

- |' ‘r Ll"* o — &5 { // - -
to a Chinese Renalssance,¢<ﬁé concluded}‘jbut I consider it
e e ———

!“i y BAn

N

FGJL oyf*‘nj at best an aborted Renaissance.@{fhs soon as he finished,

f
(lpALLUJ}A“ there was great agitation in the audience, especially among

(

W

&‘"*
' K‘ ‘ the several Chinese professors and students, all of whom

turned to look at me;ﬁjﬁgpﬁ?}sthinking I would certainly
stand up to speak., But I didn't say a word and quietly
left the conference room."

"Oh, Chu-kuo — "
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"Actually, some of that youngster's theories wouldn't
be %oo hard to refute, but Ch'in-lei — " Wu Chu-kuo's
voice choked; he gave a nervous laugh. "Just think, I've
been a deserter abroad for so many years — several decades.
On such an occasion how would my own pride permit me to
stand up and speak for the May Fourth Movement? That's why
in all my years abroad I've never wanted to talk about the
history of the Republic. That time at Berkeley, I only
mentioned May Fourth because I saw how excited the students
were by the riots and it put me in the mood to talk about it
— I just wanted to have some fun with them; it was nothing
more than a joke. It's so much easier to talk about SgEELQLEuLWARES
past glories. I don't have to feel ashamed at all when 1
tell my students, In its time, the T'ang Dynasty built
the most powerful and culturally the most splendid empire
in the world.— just like that, I've been thundering forth
these pronouncements all thei;&ifaiéﬂigfqid%wqgq$§2§$siL£;/
can't help l?gghing to myself and feelin%ggike one ofﬁtggjg:ﬁggp

Emperor Hséén-tsung's whité@aired court ladies who went om
M b :

gﬁ@fﬁhRPoasting<§§:§§§§§gpgrg;about the glories of the

T'ién-pao Reign —

"But Chu-kuo, you've published so many books." Professor

YU interrupted, almost in protest. d/’f

"Oh, sure, I've written quite a few bookss he Powers
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7
7

and the Office of the T'ang Prime Ministergﬂu%he Svstem of

{t g
Garrison Commands in the latter T'angﬁ; I've even written a

>

monograph, §Ehe_PearfGarden Actors of T'ang Ming Huang$:
Altogether several hundred thousand words — empty talk,
211 of itl"” cried Wau Chu-kuo, waving his hand. “Those books,"
pre VSN Y QAT TA Y-

he sneered., "They're dll> piled—u ;ﬁgn the library, and probably
only some American student working on his Ph.D. would go
flip through them."”

"Chu~-kuo, your tea is cold, I'll go get you some fresh.”
As Professor YU got up, Wu Chu-kuo suddenly seized his
hand.

"Ch'in-lei, let me tell you the truth." He looked up

- at Professor Yai. fI wrote those books only in order to

‘j f\) o\_\ GAn ,(Ll'f (ar "ff'[t,

satlsfyAAmerlcan unlver51tle§J£If yo1 don't publish, <QitﬁE?)
; )
they don t hire you or you gon t get promoted; so every

couple of years)@um I grind out a book. If I Hadn't dodm <
Ebsolutely ha$fto publish, I wouldn't have written a single
one of them."

"I'il just go make you another cup of hot tea,"
Professor Y{ faltered. rﬁe noticed a slight spasm &&d appeared-
in Wu Chu-kuo's éggq;aélyaface. He dragged himself over to
the tea-stand in one corner of the living room, . emptied

-ﬁ\ CAAR.4

the cold tea into the spittoon, and made a fresh cup of
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Dragon Well tea. Holding the thermos-glass with both hands,
he lifped painfully back to his seat. His right leg was
feeling more and more stiff after sitting for so long, and
a numbing pain seemed to seep out in waves from his knee-
joint. After he sat down he couldn't help giving it a hard
squeeze.

"Your leg seems to have been pretty badly hurt.”
As he accepted the hot tea, Wu Chu-kuo looked concernedly
at Professor Yu. ’
m_; AAal
"It's that injury from I got run intos I've
frudit ¢
never recovered from it. It's pure luck I haven't turned
into a cripple by now," Professor Yii said with an air of

self-mockery.

"Have you tried everything pos:iible to treat 1t?"
e O, S

S P
AP A LA

"0h, don't eVem talk about ??." Professor Yu waved

his hand. "I stayed in Taiwan Unifersity Hospital for five
months. They operated on me, they gave me electro-therapy,
they did this,:and they did that, the more they did the worse
I got. Damned if I didn't get thoroughly paralyzed. Then,
over my strenuous objections, my wife got some acupuncturist
from\God knows where. A few jabs and what d'you know: there
I was, feet on the ground and running around again."
Professor YU threw up his hands, laughing helplessly.

Ar £

"I guess upS)Chinese are pretty ggﬁhaweird when it comes to

§
L al :
illness; sometimes Western treatments just won't work, and




P/I WN 20

we have to turn to some secret native cure of our own — acupunc-
it
ture, .for example. A random jab of the needle and just maybe

you hit the magic spot —
Wu Chu-kuo shook his head, echoing Professor Yi's
helpless laughter. He reached out and patted Professor

Yi's injured leg gently. "You have no idea, Ch‘in—le%@

]
@%ile I was abroad, whenever I thought of you and Chia I-sheng,

I couldn't help feeling ashamed of myself. Life here has
el %P
been so austere for the two of you, and yet you s%IITl stand>

f£irm & your posts, educating our own young people — %

Wu Chu-kuo's voice started to shake; he gave Professor Yu

another gentle pat. "Ch'in-lei, it réally hasn't been

easy for you —

Professor YU gazed at Wu Chu-kuo without saying a
word. Then he scratched his bald head. "All my students
are girls now; last semester, there wasn't a single boy left."

"Well, you are teaching the Romantic Period, after all;
naturally girls take to it," Wu Chu-kuo tried to explain.

"There was one girl student who asked me, 'Was Byron
really that handsome?’

" 'Byron was a cripple,' I told her, 'Probably a worse
one than I am,"'"

"She looked $o stricken I had to comfort her. "But
he did have a ravishingly handsome face — '" Professor Yu

and Wu Chu-kuo broke out laughing. "On my final exam
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last semester, I asked them to write an essay on the Romantic
Spiri% in Byron; One girl wrote down an impressive list of
Byron's mistresses; she even included his half-sister
Augustal”

Wu Chu-kuo doubled over with mirth. "Oh yes, teaching
girls is fun, too: How's your translation of Byron's
Collected Poems doing? It must be in great demand here,
surely?"

"Byron's Collected Poems . . . I never finished trans-.

lating itgEEallp.”

OB . e %

"Actually, I oa}y have the last few Cantos of Don Juan

ws

Tefp to ¢£§g§1§fe; A I haven't translated.one’word these past

seven or eight years, and even if I hLad translated the whole

of Byron, I'm afraid there wouldn't be many people who'd

want to read it now — " Professor Y{i uttered a forlorn sigh
and looked directly at Wu Chu-kuo. "Chu-kuo, I haven't been

at all as you've 1mag1ned ﬁ? %ll thnse years; I never really
Léx’Tﬁ

along I've been trying to figure out a way to go abroad, « « »
PEh'in-lai == you ==
"I haven't just wanted to go abroad, either; I've tried

every scheme to grab the chance., Every year, the minute I
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learned about any foreign grants to our Humanities Faculty,
) ¥ 35 e [
j .';(‘(' d/;(“-‘{r At

I was) the first to\gyéh afiter them; Five years ago, after

a great deal of trouble, I finally won a two-year Ford
Foundation grant from Harvard, almost $10,000 U. S, a year,.
All the formalities and my travel arrangements had been
taken care of. The day I went to the American Consulate to
get my vingQIggggb the Consul himself shook my hand and
congratulafed me. Would you believe, the moment I was
dAovt Ty
outside the Consulate gate a Taita/student iding™a motor-
cycle drove)straight into me; Ethe next thing I knew, I
had a broken leg."

féﬁfyfh'in-lei!" Wu Chu-kuo rnoanecjitlwP :

\thée I was Xgid up in the hOSpitaﬁ‘I should have
announced I was surrendering the felkowship immediately.
But I didn't. I wrote Harvard to sai;$§‘leg had suffered
only a minor injury and that I wouldrleave for the United
States as soon as I had recovered. I wound up staying
in the hospital for five months, and by then Harvard had
withdrawn the fellowship., If I had given it up early,
Chia_I-sheng would probably have gotten it."

"Chia I-sheng?" Wu Chu-kuo exclaimed.

1-Abbreviation for National Taiwan University.
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# "He had applied for it, too, Chia I-sheng. That's
why I felt so miserable when he died; I felt I had done
him a great wrong. If he had gotten the fellowship and gone
to America, he probably wouldn't have died like that.
When he passed away, I ran around everywhere to raise

money for the funeral expenses and his family. You know,

his wife was verydfick in the hospital, too. I wrote to
A
Shao Tzu-ch'%f\all he did was send somebody over with a

$1,000 NT contribution — "

"0h, good grief," Wu Chu-kuo sighed.

"But Chu-kuo," Professor Yl looked at Wu Chu-kuo in
chagrin, "The fact is, I badly needed that fellowship myself.
When Ya-hsing passed away, my two sons were still small.,
Just before she died, she made me promise to bring them up
properly and give them the best possible education. When
my older son went abroad to study engineering, he didn't
have a scholarship; I had to borrow the money — a
considerable amount, as it turned out. I've been paying
it back for a number of years, but I'm still in the red.
So I thought at the time if I got the fellowship and used
it sparingly, I'd be able to pay off all my debts. Who
could have known — " Professor Yu shrugged, with a mirth-
less laugh.

Wu Chu-kuo raised his hand as if he was about to
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say something, but he only moved his lips a little and

{
fell silent., After a while, he forced himself to smile.

“"Ya-hsing . . . she was the kind of woman you always remember."
OQutside the window, the rain came soughing down more
and more heavily. The cold chill kept:creeping in through
cracks along the windows and doors. The front door opened
and banged shut, and a tall, slender young man in a navy-
blue plastic raincoat came up from the vestibule. His
ink-black hair was wet from the rain. In his arms he carried
a. pile of books. :.He.nodded to.them with a smile and headed
toward his room.
"Chun-yen," Professor Yu called'to the young man,
"Come and meet Uncle Wu." =~ - T s
Wu Chu=kuo glanced at.the young man's handsome,
lively face. "Ch'in-lei! The two of you, father and son,
why = " Wu Chu-kuo laughed in spite of himself and
pointed at Chin-yen. "Chin-yen! If I had seen you first
lthen I came in, I would have thought your father had 42e_
['1$ii£§§;%;£§\his youth! Gh'in-lei, you looked just like
Cﬁﬁneyen here when you were at Peita." The three of them
laughed together,
"Uncle Wu is teaching at UC Berkeley. You want to

go there to study, don't you? Now you can ask Uncle Wu

sl about 1"
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? "Uncle Wu, is it easy to get a fellowsﬁip inhBerkeley?“

Chiin-yen asked eagerly.

"Well . . . " Wu Chu-kuo hesitated a moment. "I don't
know that much about it, but of course there are a lot more
scholarships in the sciences than in the humanities.”

"I hear their Physics Department often spends half

a million dollars or so on one experiment alone:" Chiin-yen's

youthful face gleamed with envy.

"America is indeed a rich and powerful country,”
Wu Chu-kuo sighed.q{bhﬁnmyen stayed for a while; then he
excused himself. As he watched the retreating figure of
his son, Professor YU whispered, "These days, all the boys

want to go abroad to study engineering or science of some

¢

e A . ';.- W
kindgh- ¢ | Ak { 5 ! WwLUAL"
AN Lo o o —

"Well, that's thenray—iffggggzzgY'veryw 935'"

"We wént all out for 'Mr. Science' in our day, didn't
we. And now 'Mr, Science' has practically snatched the
food out of our mouths," Professor Yu and Wu Chu-kuo
chuckled. Professor YU stood up to get some fresh tea;
quickly Wu Chu-kuo stopped him and stood up himself.

"I have to give a lecture tomorrow morning early at

Chengchi University; I think I'd better leave now and

get some rest.” He mused for a moment. "The day after
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tomofrow, I'm flying to West Germany to attend a conference
on Sinology. Look, why don't you save yourself the trouble
of seeing me off. Let's say goodbye VG W BE ey
Professor Yii handed Wu Chu-kuo his overcoat. "Really,"
he said apologetically, "Now-you're back at last, and I
haven't even asked you over for dinner. My present wife . . . "
Professor YU gave an embarrassed smile.
"Oh, yes: Where is your wife?" Wu Chu-kuo interrupted.
"I've almost forgotten to ask Four"

"She's next door." Professor Yu squirmed. "Playing

mahjong."
A

"Oh, well, then please give her my regards, won't you?"
As he spoke, Wu Chu-kuo walked toward the door. Professor
Yi slipped into his wooden clogs, opened his tattered oil-
paper umbrella and followed behind.

“Don'tudon't come out, please.,"” Wu Chu-kuo tried to
stop Professor Yi. "It's so hard for you to walk,."

"You don't have a hat on. Let me walk you part of
the\way.“ Professor Yu held the umbrella over Wu Chu-kuo's
head; he put an arm around his shoulder, and they walked
toward the entrance of the alley. The alley was steeped
in darkness; everywhere the rain blew about endlessly.
Leaning on each other, treading through the pools of water

in the alley, Professor Y{i and Wu Chu-kuo trudged slowly
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along, halting at every step. As they approached the entrance
of the alley, Wu Chu-kuo's voice dropped.

"Ch'in-lei, I'1ll probably be coming back myself in
a little while,"

"You're coming back?"

"I'1]1 be retiring in a year."

"Really?"

"I'm all by myself over there now. Ying-fen passed
away; it's awfully hard getting along alone. My stomach's
giving me trouble all the time; besides I don't have
any children, you see.”

R e e

"Tt seems to me the area around Nankang is a rather
nice, quiet neighborhood. The Academia Sinica is right
there, too."

"Nankang's not at all a bad place to live.”

Raindrops trickled through the tear in the umbrella
and hit their faces. The two of them hunched their

shoulders against the cold. Just then, a taxil drove ups;

Professor Yi immediately raised his hand to signal it.

As the taxi driver pushed open the door, Professor ¥ii
extended his hand to Wu Chu-kuo for a last farewell.

"Chu-kuo,"” Holding Wu Chu-kuo's hand in his,
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suddgnly his voice shook. "There's something I haven't
been able to bring myself to ask.”
“Eh?ll

"Do you think you could possible wrlteM’Q a
.*; AR t‘

)

recommendatlon}\ “If any American university happens to have
an opening, I'd still like to go-e=hesd& to teach for a year
or two,"

"But — I'm afraid they wouldn't want to hire a
Chinese to teach English literature.”

"0f course, of course," Professor Yu cleared his throat.
"I wouldn't go to America to teach Byron — what I mean
to say is that if there's a school where they need somebody
to teach Chinese or something like that.”

,"N"

. " Wu Chu-kuo hesitated, “Certainly, rfa 2y,
o G U L B g b ek
e e Wq{

After Wu Ghu~kuo was in the taxi, he reached out and

Professor Yu plodded back home. By now the bottom

e
gave Professor Yil a firm handshake. Ag
M

of his gown was soaked through; wet and cold, it clung to
his legs; his right knee had really begun to hurt. He

hobbled into the kitchen, got the plaster from the YU Shan wﬂ"

(\;, L ‘Mf\ A v

" $erb-@tinic) that had been warming on the stove, and pressed
the hot dressing snugly over his knee. As he returned to

fhe living room, he noticed the window over his
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wriging—desk had bloéfapen and was flapping noisily in the
wind. He hurried over and bolted it. Through the window's
wooden slats he could see the light was still on in his son's
room. Chliin-yen was seated at his window studying, his head
bent low, his handsome profile framed in the window.
Professor YU was somewhat taken aback; for an instant he
thought he was looking at himself as a young man. He

had gradually forgotten how he'd looked long ago. He remem-

bered he was only twenty, Chliin-yen's age, when he first

met Ya-hsing. That time they were together at Pei-hai Park,

Ya-hsing had just cut off her braids, and her beautiful

hair flew about in the wind. In her dark blue college skirt
she stood beside Pei-hai Lake. Her skirt fluttered in the
breeze. The evening light in the west set the whole lake

on fire and tinged her face with a crimson glow. He had
contributed a poem to New Tide; it was dedicated to

Ya-hsing:
‘ rdp - ‘3 LR8N
When you recline on thé’éﬁE@Eﬁﬂhwaves,
the 'sky's profusion of afterglow
transforms into myriads of lotus-flowers
that 1ift you up
to drift away with the wind
Hsing Hsing
you are the Goddess » WhoWalks on the Waves
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# Professor Yu shook his very bald head and smiled
shamefacedly. He found it had rained in on his desk and
wet the pile of books there. He gave them a quick wipe

with his sleeve and picked up a book at random, The Hermit

Knight of Willow lake. He sat down in the chair under the
dim light and turned a page or two before his eyes closed;

soon he began to nod and dozed off. Half asleep, he could

QfE:I}\vaguely heardth% sounds of maeeong tiles being shuffled and
_/Lb\ L
of +the women laughlng next do%r.

The winter night in Taipeli deepened as the cold rain

outside the window continued to fall incessantly.
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