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N0 matter whose, started over the hillock she
would chase it away at once.

When Grandma had to go home to cook meals,
F apg—fang would ask two little neighbours, Hsiao
Hsmg and Yuan-yuan, to watch the borders of the
rice field. One of the three children stood guard at
the east end, one at the west, and one mid-way.
They kept an eye out for stray hens, guarding the
field like little sentries of the People’s Liberation
Army.

Even when the butterflies were fluttering
about, they wouldn’t chase them.

Even when the grasshoppers were jumping
around, they didn’t run to catch them.

They were looking after things for the produc-
tion team, so how could they play about!

But one day Yuan-yuan had an accident.

It was the hottest noonday of the summer.
The grown-ups working in the fields hadn’t come
back for lunch. The village street was empty; no
one was in sight except for the three children at
the edge of the field. All of a sudden a flock of
chickens headed by a big rooster climbed up the
hillock from two sides.

Yuan-yuan was at the west end of the field,
looking in the direction of the village street, while
making a “sun helmet” out of willow twigs. He
didn’t notice those chickens at all.

21


















With her own speckled hen in her arms Fang-
fang met Grandpa Wang and Yuan-yuan right at
the door. Yuan-yuan was also carrying a hen. He
didn’t seem to want to go with Grandpa Wang.

“Let Yuan-yuan go, Grandpa Wang,” said
Fang-fang, running up to the old man. “It was my
fault, I killed your hen. I'm paying you back.” She
thrust the hen into the old man’s coat front.

Grandpa Wang gave a laugh, Fang-fang and
her grand mother, who had come to the door at the
sound, didn’t know why.

Grandma started to apologize to the old man.
“Our Fang-fang did something really stupid...”
she said.

“Don’t wrong the child, Auntie,” Grandpa
Wang interrupted. ‘““She didn’t throw that stone.”

“It was I,” Yuan-yuan broke in.

“Yuan-yuan’s brought his hen to pay me back
too,” Grandpa Wang explained.

Only then did Fang-fang realize that the
chicken in Yuan-yuan’s arms was his very best
laying hen. “I'm the one who should pay you
back, Grandpa. Please take mine,” she insisted.

“No, I must pay, Grandpa. Take mine!”
Yuan-yuan shouted.

“Don’t argue, children,” Grandpa laughed.
“Neither of you needs to repay. Sure, my hen was
hit, But maybe it won’t die. Even if it does, Grand-
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pa won’t let you pay. You watched the team’s
crops and didn’t let the chickens ruin the shoots,
That was the right thing to do.”

“It was my fault,” said Yuan-yuan, hanging
his head.

“No, it was my fault,” said Fang-fang.

“It’s not the fault of either of you,” Grandpa
Wang said. “It’s mine. I didn’t coop my hen up
properly. So no wonder it got into the field.
Grandpa’ll give each of you a bamboo pole. From
NOW on you can use those to drive away the
chickens. Just don’t throw stones.”

Laughing, Grandma said to Grandpa Wang,
“They knock your chicken out, then you go and
reward them?” ‘

But Grandpa replied, “It’s not for stoning the
chicken that I'm rewarding them but for being
good children.”

The eyes of Fang-fang and Yuan-yuan met,
both broke into laughs of happiness.
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Suddenly Little Tsai glimpsed Grandpa Wang
approaching from the village. Grandpa Wang
minded the vegetable garden and the sight of him
gave Little Tsai a scare because the old man was
ever so strict. At ordinary times he wouldn’t even
let the children in to play, and anyone who slipped
in got a great bawling out.

“Run! Grandpa Wang’s coming!” Little Tsai
shouted over his shoulder.

But before the children could scatter, Grandpa
Wang was already there, saying, “Don’t run off!
I have something to tell you!”

Grandpa Wang went into the garden and had
a look at the snowmen. He gave a happy laugh.
“Thank you, children,” he said. “This time you
deserve a pat on the back.”

The children looked at each other, puzzled.

“You’ve piled all that snow onto our vegeta-
ble garden. It’ll keep down insects and protect the

soil. You’ve done a good job for our production
team,” said Grandpa Wang.

Little Tsai said, pulling at Yu-ling’s hand:
“Sister, you. . . .”

Yu-ling said nothing. She just smiled.

Grandpa patted Little Tsai on the head and
said, “A good child should study hard, play hard
and work hard.”
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Hearing his words, the children understood
everything. Their joyful laughter was so loud the
snow tumbled down from the trees.
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Childven’s Libvavy

TUN—YUN had a quarrel
with Yu-ting.

They had been good friends at school, always
walking to school and back together. And when
they joined in labour in the production team, they
had worked side by side like sisters.

When Yun-yun was asked why they had quar-
relled, her round face turned red and she answered
with a pout, “Yu-ting’s stingy, that’s all. She had
a few books. But if you wanted to borrow them
it was as if you’d bitten a piece out of her flesh.
I won’t borrow from her any more. I'll write to
Father to buy me lots of books!”

In fact, the new books from Yun-yun’s father
arrived that same day, and she went in the morn-
ing to Pangchun Post Office for the parcel. Though
the production team had a holiday and a very
lively fair was being held in the town, Yun-yun
didn’t want to stay and have fun there. As soon
as she got the books, she went home.
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She was delighted with the interesting new
books her father had sent. They were much bet-
ter than Yu-ting’s! Now Yun-yun could read
books to her heart’s content. She’d read them any
way she liked and for as long as she wanted. Her
friends would be in on it too, of course. “Anyhow,
I'm not stingy like Yu-ting,” she said to herself.

What happened between Yun-yun and Yu-
ting was like this: One day Yun-yun went to see
her granny in town. She took a book she’d bor-
rowed from Yu-ting with her and forgot to bring
it back. When Yu-ting heard, she was very
displeased.

“Yun-yun, go and get the book. You mustn’t
leave it around.”

“When Mother goes to town, she’ll pick it up.
All right?”

“It may get lost if you leave it there so long.
Then what?”

“I'll pay for it.”

“Just the same, it’d be a pity to lose it; a lot
of the kids haven’t read it yet.”

Yun-yun was angry. After lunch, she walked
back to Granny’s in the blazing heat to fetch the
book. Opening Yu-ting’s door, she flung it on her
bed. Yu-ting picked up the book and looked it
over carefully. Then she complained that Yun-
yun had got it all dirty and wrinkled. Yun-yun
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flushed bright red and walked away. From that
time on the two girls were on bad terms.

Now, new books in her bag, Yun-yun was
going around to show them off. In front of the
village was the bean-noodle mill where her grandpa
worked. When Yun-yun went by, he was just
cutting up a watermelon, and he asked her to stop
and have some.

The watermelon looked delicious, so she took
a slice. But she found it difficult to eat with one
hand, and she was afraid to use both for fear of
soiling the books. Where could she put them? On -
the ground? They’d get dirty. And the little table
Grandpa had cut the melon on was wet with juice.
So Yun-yun said, “Grandpa, will you hold these
books for me?”

Grandpa took the books and carefully leafed
through one of them.

“Grandpa, go easy there. Don’t tear it!”
Yun-yun said hurriedly.

Grandpa closed the book and said smiling:
“You're right. They’re beautiful books, worth
making an effort to keep clean.”

Yun-yun answered, pleased: “Of course.
They are fine books.”

“Are they Yu-ting’s?” Grandpa asked.

“Who says they’re hers?” Yun-yun pursed
her lips.
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“They’re so clean,” Grandpa replied good-
naturedly. “Yu-ting knows how to take good care
of things, whether they’re clothes or books, her
own or other people’s.”

Yun-yun was annoyed and almost called Yu-
ting “stingy” then and there. Taking her books,
she quickly ran to the village.

Yun-yun’s little friends — Chin-chu, Huai-
chen, Hsiao-wang and his little brother — were
gathered under a big locust tree, waiting for her
to come back. Yu-ting was there, too.

Yun-yun was glad, because she could hand
out the books to her friends in front of Yu-ting.
She didn’t need to borrow any more from that girl!

Thinking of this, she raised her bag high for
all to see and shouted, “Look! What a lot of new
books!”

Her friends crowded around. Their faces lit
up at the sight of the attractive covers,

Yun-yun laid the books on the grass and
wiped the sweat from her face. “Choose which
ones you like. You can even take several at a time,”
she said generously.

Chin-chu took Tung Tsun-jui and another
picture story book. Huai-chen took The Story of
Liu Hu-lan. Hsiao-wang and his little brother
chose two each.
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was. He ran and ran, now east, now west, his
jacket flapping in the breeze. He was like a little
eagle chasing those tom-tits.

Suddenly Ta-mang hit on an idea.

He ran to the east side of the field, stuck his
straw hat on one end of the pole, tied his Little Red
Guard scarf round it and planted it in the ground.
The hat and the scarf, fluttering in the breeze,
scared the tom-tits over to the west side.

Then Ta-mang ran to the west, making the
birds rise again. But now they did not dare alight
on either side. Ta-mang clapped his hands in
triumph. Then he looked up. There was Grandpa
on the ridge, holding his sickle in one hand and
shading his eyes with the other against the sun’s
glare. He gazed in Ta-mang’s direction for a
moment, then disappeared on the other side of the
ridge.

Ta-mang thought: “Grandpa must be very
pleased and will call me a smart boy.”

How well everything would have gone if Ta-
mang were a little more careful.

Unfortunately, however, he became too self-
satisfied. He started jumping about and clapping
' *+ hands, yelling, “The tom-tits are through! They
can’t do a thing now! They won’t eat our wheat
any more!” In his excitement, he tripped on the
flask and it fell over with a plop.
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