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Cultivate local character, Win worldwide attention
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This story begins with Mr. Sayling Wen, a warm-hearted, philanthropic-
minded businessman from Taiwan. One story that Sayling enjoyed telling
and retelling was about a large stone blocking a walkway. The first person
to walk by this stone tripped on it and fell to the ground. He muttered and
cursed and went on his way. The second to walk by the stone also tripped
and fell. He too cursed his bad luck and walked on. However, the third
person, after tripping on the same stone, picked himself up and removed
the stone from the trail.
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Sayling Wen was the third person to walk by that stone — the one who
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stopped to remove it. After turning 50, Sayling devoted himself to helping
rid the world of poverty through education. In addition to his longstanding
desire to use culture and technology to enrich society, Sayling wanted to
help marginalized communities use new computer and Internet
technologies to connect with the world and promote their unique character
and accomplishments. Western China has been largely isolated from

China’ s rapid development and modernization and is disadvantaged by its
limited infrastructure.
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Mr. Wen founded Town and Talent Technologies Co., Ltd. in 2001 with the
intention of using Internet technology to cultivate talent and give
employment guidance to schools in remote rural areas in order to help
reduce the disparities in knowledge and opportunities between urban and
rural students.
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While working to create an Internet savvy Western China, Sayling also
worked to inspire students in this region to proclaim and pursue their
dreams. Unfortunately, Sayling Wen died in 2003 and never had the chance
to see the results of the plans that he had so carefully put into motion.
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The West China Story project initiated by Sayling’ s son Ted Wen continues
to pursue Sayling Wen's desire to use state-of-the-art technologies to
bridge the urban-rural gap in knowledge and opportunities. Talent and
Story Technologies (Tianjin) Co., Ltd. was founded in 2015 to further expand
and deepen the West China Story platform.

"HEEE  MBESETRE - SMIMFEAENS - KEBELRIMGE
B BESMTRERNERE IPNEERBAXANBFENERE - ANE T
ZERAMHRKBRNGD - 2R F NS INENEZRLR -

Today, well into its second decade of operation, the West China Story
project continues to encourage students across western China to invest
their creative talents in writing stories that narrate the unique and
interesting aspects of life there. The large and still-growing database of
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West China Story content not only provides innumerable snapshots of West
China’" s modern development but also celebrates the passion and love of
each and every author for their hometown and region.
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The West China Story Original Writing Competition, launched in September
2016, today attracts an impressive number of delightfully written and
engaging stories from students across western China. Participation in the
competition offers a welcome opportunity for students to assert their
individuality and be seen by the world. All participating schools strongly
promote the competition program, and students whose stories place well in
West China Story Original Writing Competitions earn great respect from
their peers, school, and society. Winning entries truly shine, both in terms of
literary style and subject matter.
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This book contains the original Chinese and translated-English versions of
all of the platinum award-winning entries in the 4™ West China Story
Original Writing Competition. These are provided both as examples of the
exceptional literary talent of West China students and as insightful
reflections on West China’ s intrinsic cultural landscape. This effort further
spotlights Ted Wen' s commitment to use the West China Story project as a
platform to ‘cultivate local character and win worldwide attention.” Itis
our intention to keep this rich stream of creative writing flowing like a
mighty river to inspire and enrich the spirit of successive generations of
students in western China.
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The Transcendence of Poetry and Wine

EP4E ASR HR=MNHET/\FFE KEX

Zhang Jiawen, High School Group, Lanzhou, The 18th Middle School,

Gansu Province
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Words flow effortlessly in a pleasurable hum; Words fall short of
warmhearted chivalry; A chrysanthemum sword and wine; Taking a long,
savoring drink gushes with heroism; The golden elixir keeps flowing. Today
as in centuries past, the unique dignity of Lanzhou flows, like the lines of our
river reflecting the ancient moon, into our heart. Against a tapestry of
mountains and rivers and the bustle of myriad lives, the twinkling radiance
of Chinese civilization is writ large here in Lanzhou!
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What first impresses many people about Lanzhou is its cuisine. Since the
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early 1800s, Lanzhou has been known far and wide for its beef noodles -
especially among hungry gourmands. However, the excitement of a new
food experience is fleeting, fading with time. Rather, Lanzhou’ s truly
indelible treasure is its culture, a pleasurable dive into the pages of
literature!
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They say that to understand a place, you must start with its language.
Lanzhou' s peculiarly interesting dialect is one of the first aspectsof my
hometown | like to highlight.
Some aspects are homegrown,
while others are rooted deep in
the past. “Kuan Kuan Di" ,a
phrase used in the 13th-century
novel Romance of the Western
Chamber to mean “slowly and
carefully” is still used to convey

the same meaning in Lanzhou
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today. There are many other examples of old words, which have long since
fallen out of favor and are not used in modern Mandarin Chinese, being
used in everyday conversation in Lanzhou. The origin of these old words
can all be found in the book Shuo Wen (Compendium of Chinese Words).
Also, people in Lanzhou still use the term “yachagu” for the word mouth,
a term that is otherwise found today only in historical works such as the
mid-17th century novel A Warning on Marriage. This shows that Lanzhou
vernacular is rich in deep, historically-rooted meaning, with a star all its own
in the constellation of Chinese culture.
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Always a paper soaking wet, capricious as a twisting root, poetry, ... poetry.
Lanzhou vernacular, steeped in venerable time, has attracted innumerable
literati and poets to our fair city, who have in turn left in their distinctive
turns of phrase their impressions of this ‘golden city’ . Unlike the refined
streamside dallies so eloquently detailed by southern poets, the indelible
memories of Lanzhou are inextricably entangled in its desolate isolation in

10
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China’ s northwestern wasteland. In Jincheng Beilou (North Tower in the
Golden City), the Tang poet Gao Shi writes: “From North Tower my
westward gaze is filled with clear sky. Waters melding into mountains,
lovelier than a painting. A swift current over the rapids, its sound like an
arrow's. The waning moon over the city, bent in the shape of a bow.” He
describes how the lake and mountain scenery join together and the bright
crescent moon shines above the golden city. In Lanzhou, the Ming poet
Wang Yi describes his visit to the Chinese garrison outposts in the west.
Also, in the twelve poems in the Wo Yi Lanzhou Hao (Fond Memories of
Lanzhou) anthology, the poet Jiang Defu, in my opinion, describes the
scenic tapestry of Lanzhou in words that far surpass those used in the epic
poem YiJiangnan (Memories of the South).
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The Lanzhou vernacular is truly interesting.
Our poems are boldly heroic. There is a
saying that poems and wine belong to the
vigorous. Lanzhou, my home, has more
than just several thousand years of Yellow
River heritage. We embody the heroic spirit

and vigor of the northwestern frontier.

11
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Nothing here, it is said, can’ t be resolved over a good night of drinking ...
and if that doesn” t work, then over two nights of drinking.
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Riding a lambskin raft down the Yellow River; meeting up with friends and
setting up a tent for an afternoon respite invites the chance to talk of
everything and nothing under the vast skies above. Autumn is even
better, with chrysanthemums to go with the wine and a welcome chill in
the breeze. No dreams after wine tonight; a grave disappointment.
Sometimes, | even wonder whether every last bottle of Huang River beer
has been bought up by Lanzhou locals. Alcohol is woven into the
tapestry of life here in Lanzhou. It is how the people of Lanzhou relate, a
tool for breaking the ice and soothing irritated egos, a source of
inspiration, and a wellspring of wonderful ideas. The celebrated poet Li
Bai hailed from Tianshui, which while at some distance from Lanzhou is

also in Gansu Province. His known fondness for drink may thus be tfied to
his shared roots on the western Chinese frontier.
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Rainclouds brushing our barren mountain peaks invariably bring out the
innately regal spirit of our golden city. The quatrain “An outpost of stern

12
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buildings” echoes the deep feelings | have for my hometown. The poetic
words burn like smoldering embers. | carefully gather up each and every
one. While the fire in the oven beside the wine still burns, let me carry my
lambskin raft to the river, where I'll enjoy wine, read poetry, and continue
telling curious stories of my town to passersby.
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Reviewer |

The author uses literary references to Lanzhou to frame his description of
his hometown, with added descriptions of distinctive vernacular vocabulary
and other elements of everyday life. The heavy literary style used leaves a

strong impression on the reader.
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Reviewer Il

The topic of this essay is boldly broad and charged with emotion. Held

together by references to vernacular words and phrases unique to Lanzhou,
the author introduces his town’ s local character. This essay is well-
structured, with the final paragraph tying the story together both
emotionally and literarily. The narrative is emotionally charged with the
clear fingerprint of a precocious young author. “Words flow effortlessly in
a pleasurable hum; Words fall short of warmhearted chivalry; A
chrysanthemum sword and wine; Taking a long, savoring drink gushes with
heroism; The golden elixir keeps flowing. Today as in centuries past, the
unique dignity of Lanzhou flows, like the lines of our river reflecting the
ancient moon, into our heart. Against a tapestry of mountains and rivers
and the bustle of myriad lives, the twinkling radiance of Chinese civilization
is writ large here in Lanzhou!” .

14
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A River of Rich Ink

aPE BER NIFEIXEAFFRIZER K
Zhang Jingyang, High School Group, Pujiang Datang Nine-Year System
School, Sichuan Province
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Most outsiders associate Sichuan’ s Cangxi County with pears and
“monkey fruit” (kiwifruit). However, precious few know about Cangxi’ s
Huanma paper cutting art.
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The teacher’ s eyes passed over me and | could see they conveyed a
knowing smile. He told me, “This is a special ink stone called puyan.”
"Oh! ... This is puyan,” | repeated.
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The pens and pencils that now dominate my everyday life had pushed
aside my memories of those magnificent days spent in the study with a
myriad of traditional ‘treasures’ of the calligraphic arts. Even now, every

15
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encounter brings unbridled pleasure.
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| remember when | first heard the word ‘puyan’. It must have been many
years ago, because | was told about how this stone, upon which ink
wouldn’t freeze, was presented to 12h-century scholar Wei Licoweng. He
used it throughout his career as an imperial official and as an educator at
Jianheshan Academy, and stories of him and his beloved ink stone
became legend. Puyan ink stones became associated with almost

magical powers, the stories of which lived vividly on in my young
imagination.
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The name ‘puyan’ comes from
the stone material, which is
mined near the Pu River in
Sichuan Province. These ink
stones are made locally and thus
bear both the natural energies of

the region and the sweat and

blood of Pu River craftsmen. Every element of a puyan ink stone comes

16
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from the Pu River region and embodies the heart and soul of its artisans.
Native rock is chiseled, steamed, and expertly worked into something that
has been described as being “on par with gold and jade, and as fine as
silk.”

MENRNERZEERNER - REASHBELEIEMTE - BRE - ILBOR
HSRAE  BRIFe/ L TEEmEIIErIIER -
Now, this fabled ink stone had appeared before my very eyes. No one

stopped me from getting close and touching it ... feeling it ... letting its
spirit entangle with mine and listening to its whispered stories of millennia.
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“As you like it so much, you can help rub new ink.” My teacher’ s words
fell like sweet rain and fulfilled a deep desire. Previously, | hadn” t dared
even to touch it, much less run my brush across its surface. | didn’ t know. |
was afraid | my calligraphy wouldn’ t be worthy. Elders always say that the
young simply don’ t understand these things. Afterward, my every
encounter was filled with regret and shame. But now ... it was sitting directly
in front of me. | could use it to rub new ink. | sensed its true value.

ESTEME—RB—RBZ232A  BXAH 7T REEENAE  HERSIERL
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The ink dissolved in expanding circles on the stone, ultimately creating a

deep, rich color. | perceived the satisfying scraping noise the dry ink made
as it scratched against the stone. | saw specks of dust from the air floating
along the surface of the liquid ink. | saw the true face of puyan ink stones.

ESEEAO - BB ILF - B S ERREN AEBERSZIXAZENE
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The scarcity of the stone and the intricacy of craftsmanship make puyan ink
stones precious. Despite their resilient popularity among pen-and-ink
aficionados, ink stones have not been able to hold their own against
modern ink and marker pens. It" s not that people no longer like pen and
ink, they are no longer used to it.
They aren’ t used to spending the
time to rub the ink and no longer
adept at using brush pens. Once
relegated to obscurity, ink stones
are now finding new favor. Like in
the days of Wei Liaoweng, puyan
ink stones offer a new perspective
on the world. Although they will

never be everyone’ s ‘cup oftea’ , | will always be able to find people of a

18
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similar mind with me, who also enjoy doing what | do, and we will create
our own path in life.

"AHBRRRME (12X - RAZIREEWRE - ZMEEFFE - KB
EMEEETL - "RIBRNZITEAR G o T EES MR - IR R—EIT

e B

I m actually not sure how long | spent rubbing the ink. | just know that
when | came back down from my cloud, the teacher had long since stopped
dipping his brush. He looked at me smilingly and said, “I think you’ ve
probably already heard that story.” He seemed almost as if he might be
talking to himself. “Yes,” hesaid, "You' ve certainly heard it before.”

AFER - TR X SORMAENBEB S - BPIINATARBERRE R
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| didn” t know why, but | felt a gush of pride after hearing my teacher’ s
opaque utterance. | realized that others knew the story that, until just then, |
thought no one else knew. Maybe that was how it had always been. From
Wei Liaoweng’ s academy forward, the story has been told by one to tens,
then by tens to hundreds and so on across time and the world, all the way
down to the present. That story of the ink that wouldn’ t freeze tumbled
forward as it passed from generation to generation, creating a continuous
stroke of deep cyan through history.

BT RERF-—RIEMIE S - UEPBUZSSEEE LFHNERLEET
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| finally remembered my first encounter with puyan and how an elderly man
artfully wielded his brush, setting ink flowing across rice paper and forming
words that | was yet too young to recognize. A patch on his shirt read “Pu
River Calligraphers’ Association” .| stood in fixed amazement, wondering
how such handsome characters could arise from the pool of cyan-colored
liquid in that ink stone. After finishing one piece, the old calligrapher smiled
at me and said:  “You know, little girl? It is said that during the Southern
Song Dynasty ..."” At that age, | just remembered the magical bits of his
story and that rich, cyan-colored ink stone.

BUN - vE2®h S 5= - H=ERRA - WERHERSH - MmIJER
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The next time | saw that ink stone, it
came with a description in three
languages after having gone on

| world tour. Puyan ink stones are rare
and expensive, they said. They also
said they are truly special. I ve
since read all of the references to
puyan ink stones in the book

20
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“Pujiang County” .| know, because of this ageless treasure, the road

ahead is paved with ink and this fills me with pride.

B
EXRE—
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Reviewer |

The aesthetically interesting topic connects the author’ s study of pen-

and-ink calligraphy to the puyan ink stones that are a special heritage
product of her region. Moreover, the author aptly describes her pride in
learning that ink stones from her hometown have been shared and
appreciated by the world. The structure and verbiage further enhance this
essay’ s original presentation.
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Reviewer |

This essay proclaims its uniqueness from its opening paragraph. The author

lovingly details in the elegantly crafted narrative what makes puyan ink
stones not only special but also a cultural treasure. This essay reflects both
pride and deep understanding of hometown heritage.
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AEBKKEREE
The Lingering, Ambrosial Attractions of Tofu

il gpER NIIEZENIBPE TMHF
Wang Shuo, Junior High School Group, Cangxi Chengjiao Middle School,

Sichuan Province
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Every ancestor-worship ceremony at our house invariably features a plate of
'sour-curdled tofu’ on the spirit table. It is a dish made of locally made
vegetable preserves and soybeans. Our vegetable preserves differ from
regular pickled vegetables. Radish or cabbage leaves are first fermented to
produce significant quantities of lactic acid bacteria. The leaves turn dark
green, while the surrounding acidic water turns syrupy and greenish yellow
in color, giving off an instantly recognizable, vinegary aroma. Tofu soaked in
this water becomes delightfully soft, tasteful and healthfully invigorating.
Sour-curdled tofu is a favorite in our region. The intricate chemical reactions
that occur from the making the vegetable preserves through to infusing the
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tofu and forming the finished product testify to the wisdom and
perseverance of our ancestors and to our proud national heritage.

FHED - RFRAT - FSERA/ MUE S 8 8TEA L0 RS - 1)
FREHKNG -

Our small city of Cangxi, cradled in the mountains, was spared the unrest,
upheaval, and war that were rampant across much of China in the early 20th
century.
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My great-grandmother was a genuine country girl. She was from a small
vilage beneath Mt. Baihe on the banks of crystal clear Jiuqu Stream.
Families in this vilage had farmed for
countless generations. My great-
grandmother became the main provider
for her family at an early age. Her mother
was not well and her siblings were sfill very
young. Thus, marriage was something in
her life that kept being delayed due to
other, more pressing priorities. Others in
the village mocked her, saying she was
destined to be an unwed spinster.

ZHBMREEXEREDL £ - BRXA
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For her part, my great-grandmother had no time to worry about such
matters. Every morning, long before sunrise, she would carry water from
Jialing River to grind soybeans into tofu, which she would hurry to sell at
market before breakfast. Getting to market involved a long walk fraught
with potential dangers over a mountain trail in the dark. She was, of course,
dog-tired by the time she got to market. But, great-grandmother did a
good business. Back then, people didn’ t have much money and many
couldn’ t afford meat. Tofu was a popular alternative as a regular source of
protein.
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Cangxi’ s largest school, Heshan Academy, stood across the street frommy
great-grandmother’ s tofu stand. My great-grandfather was one of thefew
students from poor families studying there at the time. He was driven bya
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desire to get an education and then work to change China’ s future. One
morning, my great-grandmother, arriving as usual to market, saw a young
student lingering around where she usually set up her stand. My great-
grandfather, it turns out, had missed a number of meals by this time. His

III

face was pallid and he was malnourished. “Mister ... Hey mister!” she said.
“Come over here.” He walked over to her and, once he laid eyes on the
powder-white curdled tofu in her bamboo basket, he had a hard time
looking anywhere else. My great-grandmother sized up this skinny,
famished-looking young man with his armful of books and said, “I' m
offering free samples. Would you like some?” Working as hard as he could
to hide his hunger, he shook his head and walked off. My great-
grandmother called after him. “Hey mister! Can you teach me to read and
write? | can pay you a catty of tofu each day as tuition.” My great-
grandfather, more than happy to take up her offer, gave a strong nod of

approval.

BBH - REERAKT - RITERIRE
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That was how it all started. A half a year
later, just before Chinese New Year, they
married. My great-grandfather, a student
with barely a few coins to his name, took a
bride - my great-grandmother “the
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spinster” . Celebration reigned supreme.
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Two years later, my great-grandfather joined the military. Before leaving he
swept my then-infant grandfather in his arms, kissed his baby son on the
cheek and hand, and gave his foot a tender rub. Great-grandmother,
fighting back tears, said to him. "Go with our blessings. | will always be
here!” Great-grandfather wrapped her and their son in a warm embrace.
He did not want to let go.
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After my great-grandfather had left, my great-grandmother became the
sole breadwinner for the family. She still carried sour-curdled tofu to market
every day. The family scrimped and saved as much as possible to make sure
that there was enough left over to send grandfather to Heshan Academy,
which had only recently been renamed Cangxi Middle School. After he
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graduated from university, he returned to Cangxi Middle School as a
chemistry teacher. He worked there until he retired. As for my great-
grandfather, his parting hug was the last memory the family had of him. No
news came. Some said that he had died in battle. Others said that he had
gone to Taiwan. The family never moved to another house. My grandfather
kept the family name. It was my great-grandmother’ s wish. She wanted
great-grandfather to be able to find his family if and when he returned.
Actually, there was another pillar of our family that also never changed -
sour-curdled tofu. It continues to be a perennial staple at family mealtimes,
year in, year out.

EFHENFTFER - HNIXBRUE—HRESZENE  SBEKXENER !
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In the 1990s, a letter postmarked from Taiwan suddenly arrived atour
doorstep It was from my great-

journey, his Ietter finally arrived.
Grandfather held the letter in his hands,
tears streaming down his face. While

| reading the words out loud, he choked up
and couldn’ t continue after reading the

, words, "I so fondly remember my wife’ s
handmade sour-curdled tofu. Its memory
will be with me always until death.”
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Time unremittingly passes and the wheels of history grind dispassionately
forward. That letter and sour-curdled tofu are our family’ s most prized
possessions. These past years, my father has been working diligently to set
up a business to sell our sour-curdled tofu online. Perhaps one day,
compatriots in Taiwan may be able to buy our Cangxi sour-curdledtofu with
the click of a button. Our family’ s deep, multigenerational relationship
with sour-curdled tofu promises to continue still for generations tocome.
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Reviewer |

This essay stays fully focused on the theme of shadow puppetry and
discrete topics such as the exquisite detailing of individual puppets and the
stories played out in shadow puppetry theater are handled with aplomb
and flair. The author’ s style is refined and the composition flows naturally.
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A masterful accomplishment.
HXAE_
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The title "My Shadow Puppet Journey” whets the reader’ s curiosity from
the outset. The author creatively uses his childhood experlence with
shadow theater as a platform for : ' -
introducing his hometown’ s distinctive
character. The narrative unfolds in the
manner of a traditional historical drama,
with characters and settings taking center
stage. "My leather shadow puppet
journey seems to have come unavoidably
toan end” conveys both heartfelt
nostalgia for home and grief over the
demise of this traditional art form.
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AR N I P
The ‘Heart’ inthe Ruby-Red Dress

FhE BEd KREBFEMAHABYIRPE KW
Zhang Xiaoyu, Junior High School Group, Qianjin Road Middle School,

Shaanxi Province
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Have you ever set eyes on the majestic Yellow River? Did you know that
the Wei is its largest tributary? Have you had the good fortune to
experience for yourself the 'heart’ inthe ruby-red dress?

BEZNERBA—RT - EMRFRILET ; BRAOASBE—EET - BHNE
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A river called the Wei flows across the East. Here also in the East is a city
known as Weinan. In an out-of-the-way, unremarkable corner of Weinan
City is an area called Hancheng. What makes “unremarkable” Hancheng
remarkable, however, is that it produces one of China’ s most highly-prized
peppercorns, the tingly numbing, lightly lemony da hong pao or Sichuan
peppercorn.

SRAERAEN - —RmMme R ERARNELBIEEZRS - 1028
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When you bite one of these peppercorns, the numbing, astringent effect
moves quickly from your tongue to your entire body. For many newbies, the
shock is enough to send them scrambling to gulp down several mouthfuls
of cool water. But the remedy invariably does nothing and the numbing,
astringent effect lingers on before dissipating of its own accord. Its
fragrance conveys undertones of aromatic lindera woven into complex
savory peppercorn notes. These two distinct smells are surprisingly not
unpleasant. Holding the peppercorn and pressing it down into your hand
shows how surprisingly hard it is. Pop it in your mouth, and its distinctive
numbing and astringent qualities will quickly show themselves, giving you
the urge to spit it out posthaste. Seeing how the peppercorn sits robed in a
ruby-red shell, only one description for this unique spice leaps intuitively
into the mind —the “heart” in the ruby-red dress.

KBHBERIAZIE : TEMEEBINDALR - M MABIERHKT - BESLZE
AT SR L - \REAmAK - MIEMEEBEY - AESWEE - i
PUhE EARZRIEMT - MAZTEMHT - BRI - TEHIFRIKEE R —L -
Anyone who is more than a casual chef knows that Sichuan peppercorn

refers to the shell that surrounds the seed rather than to the peppercorn
seed itself, which is noticeably absent from kitchen spice racks. This is
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because the seeds are ground into powder. The flexible shell, however,
isn” teasily ground up, so most of the 'Sichuan peppercorn’ available
on the market is actually just the shells. However, peppercorn seeds pack
even more flavor than their shells.

BRENSEFAL  KTEERZ - EXFESHRE N - BI5IEMRTE
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The climate in Weinan is far from ideal, with bitterly cold winters and torrid
summers. Even so, Sichuan peppercorn trees not only survive, but thrive,
consistently producing their distinctively flavored seeds year after year.
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The residents of Welnan area Iot like the Sichuan peppercorn. They are as
i o & ’ benevolent as autumn, as warm

as fire, and as straight as a poplar
tree. They are unyieldingly
resilient and down-to-earth
honest. The tenacity of the
women of Northern China is like
the remarkably resilient shells of
the Sichuan peppercorn, while
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their eclectic and candid nature is like the enduring fragrance of the fiery
Sichuan peppercorn seed. It may not be pretty, but it draws endless
sustenance from the sun; It may not be charming, but it strives to persevere;
It may fall short in glamour, its luster is long-lasting.

XFALFAEER FAEHBA » BIEW © "—F7KEF—TA " BURKFE
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The Sichuan peppercorn also resembles the people of Northern China. It
has been said that, “People reflect their environs.” The waters of the Wei
River nourish both Hancheng' s da Aong pao and the people of Weinan.
Peppercorn shells resemble the hardship-wrought, oft-frustrated people of
Northern China, while their numbingly astringent seeds, the “heart”

inside the ruby-red dress, are like the passionate hearts that pound within
the iron-like ribs of Weinan' s people. While it may not look impressive, it
burns with passion; While it may not be comfortable, it is strong; While it is
certainly not the “belle of the ball” , it celebrates its singularity. Its unique
and stubborn nature gives it a brilliance all its own.
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A Sichuan peppercorn tree stands in front of our family home. As a child, |
loved to eat Grandma’ s peppercorn eggplant, made with fiery-hot, red
chili peppers, numbing and fragrant Sichuan peppercorn, and fresh and
tender eggplant. Together, they danced on my tongue in exquisite flavor.
Memories of Grandpa, Grandma, and me gathered around a delicious plate
of Sichuan peppercorn eggplant encapsulates my childhood perfectly. I ve
since grown up and left the countryside to study in the city. What | miss
most is my family, gathered together at mealtime, enjoying a plate of
peppercorn eggplant. I’ ve tried to make this dish myself, butit’ s never as
good as Grandma’ s. Only after leaving home for middle school did | learn
that the secret in Grandma' s classic dish was not only Sichuan
peppercorns. There was her love as well. With Grandma growing older, | was
determined to perfect authentic peppercorn eggplant. But, heaven

doesn’ talways listen to the wishes of mere mortals. My efforts not only
didn’ tlook right for sale, the dish had a bitter taste. Grandma clipped up a
piece and put it in her mouth. A smile of delight spread across her face, as if
she were thinking, “Delicious!” |was dumbfounded until | came to my
senses, realizing the truth. This was her way of encouraging me ... her
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implicit love. Although my grandmotherisn’ t highly learned, she made it
crystal clear—the ‘heart’ beneath that ruby-red dress beats with love.
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This daughter of Weinan has a
heart that beats with passion. The seed of the da hong pao has a taste all its
own.The ‘heart’ of the Sichuan peppercorn is resolute, solid, unyielding,
tenacious, and full of love, just as the children of China will forever remain
strong in their unity. We are all children of the Yellow Emperor. We all
possess that ‘heart’ beneath the ruby-red dress.
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Reviewer |

This essay unveils in layers the scenic and emotional landscapes of the
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author’ s hometown with special focus given to the hometown specialty
product — Sichuan peppercorn. What makes this essay particularly stand out
is that, while Sichuan peppercorn is a ubiquitous item, its flavors are
influenced by the land, climate, and weather. The essay exudes honesty and
the narrative flows well. It is a particularly commendable work.
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Reviewer |

In using Chinese Sichuan peppercorn’ s well-known fragrance, spice, and
numbing quality to describe Weinan City on the banks of the Wei River, the
author’ sstyleis as august as it is irresistibly enticing. Moreover, adopting
the natural qualities of the Sichuan peppercorn to portray the tenacity and
forthright passions of Northern Chinese women successfully delivers
consummate comparisons and an emotionally charged essay.
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ILNTP 22 30
The Fortress in Our Heart

INEH BRER HBHRAaXEFPE LA
An Xinran, Elementary School Group, Dongzi Middle School, Honggu
District, Gansu Province

FPNOPEAE— R -
We all have a fortress set deep inside our heart.
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All of our childhood experiences, from the mundane to the mirthful, from
times of sorrow and tears to times of happiness and giddy laughter, are

Ir locked away in photographs cast in
a cacophony of colors and

4 ultimately relegated to frames of
somber black, never again to see
the light of day. Forever behind
those fortress walls; forever woven
into this land called home. Glancing
upon them so many years later
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evokes vague memories of times now long past.
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stream of days carries nothing worth a song or a tear. There are mostly
trivial remembrances of the everyday and of good friends and family.
Although the subtleties that set my hometown apart from elsewhere areso
slight as to not to bear mentioning, it was my nondescript background that
set me apart in the big city and my intimate familiarity with what Iwould

call my “home soil.”
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Sand hangs perennially in the skies above
Lanzhou, where | was born and raised. Every
blade of grass, every tree, every bring, and
every tile is imprinted indelibly upon my soul. |
love my town’ s ordinariness, laid-back
character, quietude, and plain and quiet way of §
life. There is little drama. We are in competition
with no one.
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Beef noodles are one of my fondest memories of Lanzhou. Its slowly
simmered, fragrant broth and perfectly prepared al dente noodles are
topped by diced scallions and garlic and several pieces of thinly shaved
beef. | enjoyed it mouthful after delicious mouthful. | remember it as if it
were yesterday. | will also never tire of the tastes of fermented rice and
sweet fermented malt. The first, with a sweet fragrance, grainy texture, the
softness of egg whites, and the aroma of fermented cream, is colorfully
topped with a variety of fresh fruit. The other is a perfect remedy to beatthe
summer heat. It quenches thirst while delivering a delicious treat that perks
up the palate, making it a perfect gift. These are foods as well as
expressions of endearment. Whether a bowl of piping-hot beef noodlesin
winter or fermented rice and malt
in summer, they all pair perfectly
with a conversation with friends.
They are life’ s true pleasures;
bright and beautiful moments that
feel forever frozen in time.

BN ZKEFEEAR - ALY
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The waters of the Yellow River flow ceaselessly. It is different from both the
clear waters of West Lake and Guilin" s rugged landscape. Silt stains our
river yellow — the color of the Chinese people, the “children of the Yellow
Emperor” . It doesn’ tlazily meander but rather lashes out with unyielding
force, as once written in a poem, “See the waters of the Yellow River
flowing from heaven; tumbling ocean-ward, never to return.” The Yellow
River seems to churn with the waters of heaven.
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Gone for many years, it is the occasional letter from home that brings
memories of home to the fore. After so long, | return again to find that
things remain the same, although the people have changed. The familiar
sounds ring warmly in my ears. | look closer and see vendors still hawking
their wares, the beef-noodle restaurant still wafting delicious aromas,
people sitting outside in chairs drinking fermented rice and chatting, and
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curling smoke floating on the breeze toward the Yellow River. My memories
of Lanzhou come streaming back. While time has moved forward, my city
hasn’ taged a whit. | go back to enjoy another bowl! of beef noodles, to
savor cups of fermented rice and sweet fermented malt, to see again the
river' s roiling current, to walk again through each and every corner of my
city, and to touch again that mottled lattice wall. My childhood, as
expected, is back.
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Time flies. Lanzhou has seen the passing of countless days and nights, and
of innumerable dawns and dusks. Through so many years, while faces have
come and gone, it abides, changed not a whit. Lanzhou! | will always
remember you and the time our lives intertwined.

PUEA 258 -

| will treasure these times forever.
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Reviewer |

1) Lanzhou is the ‘eternal fortress’ in the author’ s heart. The easygoing
and tranquil character of this city evokes thoughts of a secluded paradise
on earth. After many years away, the author returns to her hometown and
rekindles her memories of eating beef noodles, fermented rice, and sweet
fermented malt. She revisits the
churning Yellow River and every
corner of her city, and touches
again the mottled lattice wall.
Memories of youth come
flooding back, and she knows
that her abiding city of Lanzhou
will remain deeply woven into
her treasured memories. This
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essay delivers ripples, twists and delightful details.

2) The author’ s style is practiced and confident and presented in amanner
punctuated with the vicissitudes of history. The beginning and ending
complement each other, which is a remarkable accomplishment. This is an
exceptionally outstanding work.
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Reviewer |

Writing about one’ s hometown is not an easy task and it even rarer to
write about a place so familiar in such an emotionally interesting and
stirring manner. This essay describes in clear and elegant prose the
quietude, culture, and scenery of the author’ s hometown, while
interweaving a clear sense of the passage of time. The narrative involves the
reader in the story, eliciting a desire to take part.
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The Runners of Bashan

MWFH gER OIIKMzhhE BR4%&E
Cheng Siwei, Elementary School Group, Central Elementary School, Dahe
Township, Sichuan Province
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A shoulder harness, a walking stick, and a length of sturdy rope are all the
tools you require to make a living. A set of playing cards, a smoking pipe,
and a song are your entertainment away from the drudgeries of work. A
water jug, a handful of pickled vegetables, and sesame-seed husks feature
prominently in your extravagant meals. Running goods across the
mountains and rivers of Sichuan, your aching, scarred shoulders and backs
are a blessing on the people of Bashan. We salute you — our runner brethren
of Bashan!

ENREE - HIREESEEHENE - HANEZ EH 7 B ARTIRSE A
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My parents began taking me with them into the city when | was still
quite young. We would deliver rice and vegetables grown on our farm to
relatives there. As we arrived, | remember seeing people clad in mud-
stained, dirty clothing with bamboo baskets strapped to their backs and
walking sticks in their hand surging toward us. “Hey Boss! Heavy load? I" ||
carry it foryou!” ... “Let me help! Boss, I’ mstrong!” ... “I' mworthit...
Let me help!” My father called one of the elderly ‘runners’ over.
Everyone else was picking the young, strong ones. What was Dad
thinking? ... Mom’ s expression told me she was wondering the same thing.
Dad smiled and said, "We don’ t have a lot to carry, and someone of his

s age wouldn’ t be doing manual labor if his
family weren' tin need. It' s hard enough
to make a living.”
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A cold wind followed us the entire way, shaking leaves from the trees along
the road. Mom couldn’ t stop holding me close. Dad’ s hands were both
occupied holding some of our lighter packages. Only our heavily burdened
‘runner’ , bent over with our cargo on his back and supporting himself
with a walking stick, seemed unaffected, walking spryly onward to our
destination. As he walked, he kept us engaged in conversation. | remember
him saying that his wife was laid up in bed, seriously ill. They needed money
for their son' s tuition. Although his own health wasn’ t so good, he had to
make a living. Afterward, | remember he let out a good chuckle. His load
wasn’ toverly heavy; nevertheless, climbing the stairway at the end of our
journey, | could see the strain on his face and hear him gasp for breath.
Perhaps it was due to his age. At each floor, he would stop to rest, draping
himself over his walking stick, creating in my mind the shape ofa “T"
After resting, he called out “Yo Ho Way! Huzzah!” to steel his resolve and
then proceeded up the next flight of stairs.
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Despite his own exhaustion, he still offered several times to help Dad carry
his things and give him a break and said that Mom shouldn’ t be left to
carry a child like that on her own. Both politely declined his offers. His
performance that day left me with a model example of a good person.
When our relative’ s home on the third floor had finally been reached, our

‘runner’ carefully removed our parcels from his basket and, one by one,
brought them into the apartment, clearly afraid that he might dirty our
relatives’ floor. Finished, he raised his head, revealing his sweat-drenched
face. His age-worn face clearly bore the marks of a hard life. He quickly
pulled up his sleeve and wiped dry the sweat that clung to his brow. He let
out a sigh of relief and gave us a smile.

"B RZHAT—I0 0 WHNRE ST " "BR" M OEKREFIE
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“Boss, you paid me a yuan more than
we' dagreed to. We agreed to 5 yuan." He
spat in his hand and counted the bills
carefully again, several times.

KR REES - ARERE - /MY
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“Uncle,” my father said, “the building is
several floors high. | added an extra yuan
for your trouble.”
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“Thank you for your consideration,” he replied, "but we agreed on a
price, and | won' ttake a fen more. A man is worth no more than his word!
Although what | do is manual labor, | make an honest wage for honest
work. | can live with that.” He pushed the extra yuan back into my father’ s
hand and let out a hearty chuckle. Although I didn" t understand at the
time, what transpired that day touches me deeply now.
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Back then, transportation was painfully slow in Bashan. These ‘runners’
who took on the role of human vehicles, moving items of all shapes and
sizes past cliffs, over rivers, and through brambles and forests, made a truly
enduring contribution. Vast improvements in the transportation network
have greatly diminished the need for ‘runners’ . However, in those
corners of populated areas still unreachable by car, people still use the
services of ‘runners’ . Throughout the day, they traverse the streets and
alleyways from before dawn to well after dusk. Never complaining of
fatigue or bemoaning their lot, they use their labor and their attention to
detail to earn a meager wage.
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To promote and pass on the distinctive and honorable heritage of

Bashan' srunners, the government erected on Caoba Street in Bazhong
City a bronze statue dedicated to the “Runners of Bashan” . It has already
grown into one of the city’ s scenic attractions. Also, an original theatrical
production entitled “Runners of Bashan” was recorded and broadcast on
SCTV and China Central Television. Finally, the runners of Bashan have been
officially recognized as a national intangible cultural heritage by the State
Council.
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Hard working and courageous, tenaciously
facing hardships, sincere and plain-spoken,
outgoing and optimistic, the spirit of the
“runners of Bashan” should be passed on
from generation to generation. The runners
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of Bashan are the embodiment of our Bazhong City spirit of "Better Do
than Endure” . They are the strength of Bashan’ s sons and daughters; they
stimulate us to keep striving forward; their image will always live on in the
hearts of the people; their stop-at-nothing spirit shall always inspire the
sons and daughters of Bashan confidently forward into the future.
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Reviewer |

Portering, an ancient profession, compensates participants for manual labor
done. However, few write down their stories to be passed on through the
generations. This essay, which describes the hardworking spirit, sincerity,
and upright character of an elderly Bashan runner, is excellently narrated,
vividly developed, and quite touching.
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Reviewer Il

1) Bazhong City’ s most compelling scenery is the hardworking services
provided by its Bashan runners. They cross the Bashan landscape carrying
civilian goods and delivering provisions far and wide. Although they
exchange their scarred shoulders and backs for a meager wage, they never
bemoan their difficulties or weariness. These runners made their most
outstanding contributions at a time when transportation in the Bashan area
was still woefully inadequate. The author approaches the topic using a
personal experience, when his father hired a runner to transport a load of
fruit and vegetables. The hardworking, honest,
plainspoken, and inveterately optimistic image
of the Bashan runner has long taken root in the
heart of every citizen of the Bashan region.

2) The narrative describes the stop-at-nothing
spirit of these runners as encapsulating the
spirit of Bazhong City. Rousing morale and
encouraging bold steps forward, their example
is worth studying for generations to come. The
essay is cogent, powerful, and sincere. A worthy

example of positive motivation.
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