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28 Cheering from the Sidelines

pieces to satisfy the requests of my friends. As time wore on, |
found I had accumulated more than ten of them.

For my part, I thought I had long since ceased being the kind of
person who is bursting to share his message. And yet—perhaps
because I had not yet succeeded in entirely purging my heart of the
sorrow and loneliness [ too had once experienced in bygone days
—1 couldn’t resist cheering now and then from the sidelines so as
to console those bold warriors still charging through the fields of
loneliness, and to encourage them to ride on. As to whether the
sound of my cheers was heroic, woebegone, detestable, or even

downright ridiculous—I couldn’t really be bothered about that.

Since I was cheering, however, ] had to obey the orders of the bold
warriors still out on the ficld. Therefore it often happened thatll
did not balk at twisting things a bit on their command: in “Medi-
cine” I have a wreath appear out of nowhere on Yu Er’s grave, aqd
in “Tomorrow” I don’t go so far as to say that Sister Shan never dfd
see her son in her dreams. At the time our frontline officers were in
no mood to tolerate negativity. And for my own part, I had no
desire to take the loneliness that still afflicted me and infect young
people with it, yourlg people who were still dreaming the same
sweet dreams that [ had dreamed when I was their age. .

Since this was the way these stories came into being, the dis-
tance that lies between them and real art can readily be imagin.ed.
And yet to have the opportunity to gather theml into a collection
and have them graced with the title “stories” is an un?x[.)ected
picce of good luck. Though such luck makes me uneasy, it is also
gratifying to think that, for the time being at least, I still have
readers.

And so T have gathered them together and handed them over to
the printer. Finally, for the reasons set out above, I have entitled
the collection Cheering from the Sidelines.

DECEMBER 3, 1922
LU XUN IN BEIJING

Diary of a Madman

There was once a pair of male siblings whose actual nawmes | beg
your indulgence to withbold. Suffice it to say that we three were
boon companions during our school years. Subsequently, circum-
stances contrived to rend us asunder so that we were gradually
bereft of knowledge regarding each other’s activities.

Not too long ago, however, 1 chanced to hear that one of them
had been hard afflicted with a dread disease. [ obtained this intelli-
gence at a time when I happened to be returning to my native haunts
and, hence, made so bold as to detour somewhat from my normal
course in order 1o visit them. [ encountered but one of the siblings.
He apprised me that it bad been bis younger brother who had suf-
fered the dire illness. By now, however, be had long since become
sound and fit again; in fact he bad already repaired to other parts 1o
await a substantive official appointment i

The elder brother apologized for having needlessly put me to the
inconvenience of this visitation, and concluding bis disquisition
with a hearty smile, showed me two volumes of diaries which, he
assured me, would reveal the nature of his brother's disorder during
those fearful days.

As to the lapsus calami that occur in the course of the diaries, |
have altered not a word. Nonetbeless, I bave changed all the names,
despite the fact that their publication would be of no great conse-
quence since they are all humble villagers unknorwn 1o the world at
large.

Recorded this 2nd day in the 7th year of the Republic.?

I

Moonlight’s really nice tonight. Haven't seen it in over thirty
years. Seeing it today, 1 feel like a new man. | know now that I've
been completely out of things for the last three decades or more.,

First published in New Youth, volume 4, no. s (
Shuren used the pen name Lu Xun.

1. When there were too many officials for the number of of]
-well be appointed to an office that already had an incumbent. The new appointee would

“proceed to his post and wait until said office was vacated. Sometimes there would be a
-number of such appointees waiting their turns.

2. April 2, 1918. This introduction is writt
that follow are all in the colloquial language.

May rglRJ This was the first time Zhou

fices to be filled, a man might

en in classical Chinese, while the diary entries

29




30 Cheering from the Sidelines

But P've still got to be very careful. Otherwise, how do you explain
those dirty looks the Zhao family’s dog gave me?
I've got good reason for my fears.

2

No moonlight at all tonight—something’s not quite right. When I
made my way out the front gate this morning—ever so carefully—
there was something funny about the way the Venerable Old Zhao
looked at me: seemed as though he was afraid of me and yet, at the
same time, looked as though he had it in for me. There were seven
or eight other people who had their heads together whispering
about me. They were afraid I'd see them too! All up and down the
the street people acted the same way. The meanest looking one of
all spread his lips out wide and actually smiled at me! A shiver ran
from the top of my head clear down to the tips of my toes, for I

realized that meant they already had their henchmen well de-

ployed, and were ready to strike.

But T wasn't going to let that intimidate me. I kept right on
walking. There was a.group of children up ahead and they were
talking about me too. The expressions in their eycs were just like
the Venerable Old Zhao's, and their faces were iron gray. I won-
dered what grudge the children had against me that they were act-
ing this way too. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and shouted,
“Tell me, tell me!” But they just ran away.

Let's see now, what grudge can there be between me and the
Venerable Old Zhao, or the people on the street for that matter?
The only thing T can think of is that twenty years ago 1 trampled
the account books kept by Mr. Antiquity, and he was hopping
mad about it too. Though the Venerable Old Zhao doesn’t know
him, he must have gotten wind of it somehow. Probably decided
to right the injustice I had done Mr. Antiquity by getting all those
people on the street to gang up on me. But the children? Back then
they hadn’t even come into the world yet. Why should they have
given me those funny looks today? Seemed as though they were
afraid of me and yet, at the same time, looked as though they
would like to do me some harm. That really frightens me. Bewil-
ders me. Hurts me.

L have it! Their fathers and mothers have taught them to be like
that!
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3

I can never get to sleep at night. You really have to study some-
thing before you can understand it.

Take all those people: some have worn the cangue on the dis-
trict magistrate’s order, some have had their faces slapped by the
gentry, some have had their wives ravished by yamen clerks,?
some have had their dads and moms dunned to death by creditors;
and yet, right at the time when all those terrible things were taking
place, the expressions on their faces were never as frightened, or as
savage, as the ones they wore yesterday.

Strangest of all was that woman on the street. She slapped her
son and said: “Damn it all, you've got me so riled up I could take a
good bite right out of your hide!” She was talking to hith, but she
was looking at me! I tried, but couldn’t conceal a shudder of
fright. That's when that ghastly crew of people, with their green
faces and protruding fangs, began to roar with laughter. OId Fifth
Chen ran up, took me firmly in tow, and dragged me away.

When we got back, the people at home all pretended not to
know me. The expressions in their eyes were just like all the others
too. After he got me into the study, Old Fifth Chen bolted the door
from the outside—just the way you would pen up a chicken or a
duck! That made figuring out what was at the bottom of it all
harder than ever.

A few days back one of our tenant farmers came in from Wolf
Cub Village to report a famine. Told my elder brother the villagers
had all ganged up on a “bad” man and beaten him to death. Even
gouged out his heart and liver. Fried them up and ate them to bol-
ster their own courage! When I tried to horn in on the conversa-
tion, Elder Brother and the tenant farmer both gave me sinister
looks. I realized for the first time today that the expression in their
eyes was just the same as what I saw in those people on the street.

As I 'think of it now, a shiver’s running from the top of my head
clear down to the tips of my toes.

If they’re capable of eating people, then who's to say they won't
eat me?

3- The cangue was a split board, hinged at one end and locked at the other; holes were
cut out to accommodate the prisoner’s neck and wrists. Yamen was the term for local gov-
ernment offices. The petty clerks who worked in them were notorious for relying on their
proximity to power in order to bully and abuse the common people.
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Don’t you see? That woman’s words about “taking a good bite,”
and the laughter of that ghastly crew with their green faces and
protruding fangs, and the words of our tenant farmer a few days
back—it's perfectly clear to me now that all that talk and all that
laughter were really a set of secret signals. Those words were poi-
son! That laughter, a knife! Their teeth are bared and waiting—
white and razor sharp! Those people are cannibals!

As I see it myself, though I'm not what you’d call an evil man,
still, ever since I trampled the Antiquity family’s account books,

it's hard to say what they'll do. They seem to have something in

mind, but I can’t begin to guess what. What’s more, as soon as_
they turn against someone, theyll say he’s evil anyway. I can still
temember how it was when Elder Brother was teaching me com-
position. No matter how good a man was, if I could find a few
things wrong with him he would approvingly underline my words;
on the other hand, if I'made a few allowances for a bad man, he'd
say | was “an extraordinary student, an absolute genius.” When all
is said and done, how can I possibly guess what people like that
have in mind, especially when they’re getting ready for a cannibals’
feast? o

You have to really go into something before you can understand
it. I scemed to remember, though not too clearly, that from ancient
times on people have often been eaten, and so I started leafing
through a history book to look it up. There were no dates in this
history, but scrawled this way and that across every page were the
words BENEVOLENCE, RIGHTEOUSNESS, and MORALITY. Since I
couldn’t get to sleep anyway, I read that history very carefully for
most of the night, and finally I began to make out what was writ-
ten between the lines; the whole volume was filled with a_single.
phrase: EAT PEOPLE!

The words written in the history book, the things the tenant
farmer said—all of it began to stare at me with hideous eyes,
began to snarl and growl at me from behind bared teeth!

Why sure, I'm a person too, and they want to eat me!

4

In the morning I sat in the study for a while, calm and collected.
Old Fifth Chen brought in some food—vegetables and a steamed
fish. The fish’s eyes were white and hard. Its mouth was wide
open, just like the mouths of those people who wanted to eat
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human flesh. After I'd taken a few bites, the meat felt so smooth
and slippery in my mouth that I couldn’t tell whether it was fish or
human flesh. I vomited.

“Old Fifth,” I said, “tell Elder Brother that it's absolutely stifling
in here and that I'd like to take a walk in the garden.” He left with-

~ out answering, but sure enough, after a while the door opened. |

didn’t even budge—just sat there waiting to see what they’d do to
me. [ knew that they wouldn’t be willing to set me loose.

Just as I expected! Elder Brother came in with an old man in tow
and walked slowly toward me. There was a savage glint in the old

- man’s eyes. He was afraid I'd see it and kept his head tilted toward

the floor while stealing sidewise glances at me over the temples of
his glasses. “You seem to be fine today,” said Flder Brother,

“You bet!” I replied.

“I've asked Dr. He to come and examine your pulse today.”

“He’s welcome!” I said. But don’t think for one moment that |
didn’t know the old geezer was an executioner in disguise! Taking
my pulse was nothing but a ruse; he wanted to feel my flesh and
decide if I was fat enough to butcher yet. He'd probably even get a
share of the meat for his troubles. 1 wasn't a bit afraid. Even
though I don’t eat human flesh, I still have a ot more courage than
those who do. I thrust both hands out to see how the old buzzard
would make his move.* Sitting down, he closed his eyes and felt
my pulse for a good long while. Then he froze. Just sat there with-
out moving a muscle for another good long while. Finally he
opened his spooky eyes and said: “Don’t let your thoughts run
away with you. Just convalesce in peace and quiet for a few days
and you'll be all right.”

Don’t let my thoughts run away with me? Convalesce in peace
and quiet? If T convalesce till I'm good and fat, they get more to
eat, but what do I get out of it? How can I possibly be all right?
What a bunch! All they think about is eating human flesh, and
then they go sneaking around, thinking up every which way they
can to camouflage their real intentions. They were comical enough
to crack anybody up. I couldn’t hold it in any longer and let out a

i good loud laugh. Now that really felt good. I knew in my heart of
hearts that my laughter was packed with courage and righteous-

ness. And do you know what? They were so completely subdued
by it that the old man and my elder brother both went pale!

4. In Chinese medicine the pulse is taken at both wrists.
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But the more courage I had, the more that made them want to
eat me so that they could get a little of it for free. The old man
walked out. Before he had taken many steps, he lowered his head
and told Elder Brother, “To be eaten as soon as possible!” He nod-
ded understandingly. So, Elder Brother, you’re in it too! Although

that discovery scemed unforeseen, it really wasn’t, either. My own

elder brother had thrown in with the very people who wanted to
cat me!

My elder brother is a cannibal!

I'm brother to a cannibal.

Even though I'm to be the victim of cannibalism, 'm brother to
a cannibal all the same!

5

During the past few days I've taken a step back in my thinking,
Supposing that old man wasn’t an executioner in disguise but
really was a doctor—well, he’d still be a cannibal just the same. In
Medicinal . . . something or other by Li Shizhen, the grandfather
of the doctor’s trade; it says quite clearly that human flesh can be
eatent, so how can that old man say that be’s not a cannibal too?s

And as for my own elder brother, 'm not being the least bit
unfair to him. When he was explaining the classics to me, he said
with his very own tongue that it was all right to exchange children
and eat them. And then there was another time when he happened
to start in on an evil man and said that not only should the man be
killed, but his flesh should be eaten and bis skin used as a sleeping
mat as well.¢

When our tenant farmer came in from Wolf Cub Village a few

—_— .
5. Taxonomy of Medicinal Herbs, a gigantic work, was the most important pharmaco-
poeia in teaditional China. Li Shizhen lived from 1518 0 1593.

6. Both italicized expressions are from the Zuozhuan (Zuo Commentary {to the Spring
and Autwmn Annals)), a historical work which dates from the third century B.C. In 448
8.C., an officer who was exhorting his own side not to surrender is recorded as having said,
“When the army of Chu besieged the capital of Song [in 603 B.C.], the people exchanged
their children and ate them, and used the bones for fuel; and still they would not submit to a
covenant at the foot of their walls. For us who have sustained no great loss, to do so is to
cast our state away” (Legge 5.817). It is also recorded that in s51 8.c. an officer boasting of
his own prowess before his ruler, pointed to two men whom his ruler considered brave and
said, “As to those two, they are like beasts, whose flesh I will eat, and then sleep upon their
skins” (Legge 5.492).
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days back and talked about eating a man’s heart and liver, Elder
Brother didn’t seem to see anything out of the way in that either—-
just kept nodding his head. You can tell from that alone that his
present way of thinking is every bit as malicious as it was when |

- was a child. If it's all right to exchange children and eat them, then

anyone can be exchanged, anyone can be caten. Back then I just
took what he said as explanation of the classics and let it go at
that, but now I realize that while he was explaining, the grease of
human flesh was smeared all over his lips, and what’s more, his
mind was filled with plans for further cannibalism,

6

Pitch black out. Can’t tell if it’s day or night. The Zhao family’s
dog has started barking again.

Savage as a lion, timid as a rabbit, crafty asa fox . . .

7

I'm on to the way they operate. They’ll never be willing to come
straight out and kill me. Besides, they wouldn’t dare. They’d be

- afraid of all the bad luck it might bring down on them if they did.

And so, they’ve gotten everyone into cahoots with them and have
set traps all over the place so that I'll do myself in. When I think

“back on the looks of those men and women on the streets a few

days ago, coupled with the things my elder brother’s been up to
recently, I can figure out eight or nine tenths of it. From their point
of view, the best thing of all would be for me to take off my belt,
fasten it around a beam, and hang myself. They wouldn’t be guilty

~ of murder, and yet they'd still get everything they’re after. Why,

they’d be so beside themselves with joy, they’d sob with laughter.
Or if they couldn’t get me to do that, maybe they could torment
me until I died of fright and worry. Even though I'd come out a bit
leaner that way, they’d still nod their heads in approval,

Their kind only know how to eat dead meat. | remember read-
ing in a book somewhere about something called the hai-yi-na. Its
general appearance is said to be hideous, and the expression in its
eyes particularly ugly and malicious. Often eats carrion, too. Even

- chews the bones to a pulp and swallows them down. Just thinking
“ about it’s enough to frighten a man.
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The hai-yi-na is kin to the wolf.” The wolf’s a relative of the
dog, and just a few days ago the Zhao family dog gave me a funny
look. It’s easy to see that he’s in on it too. How did that old man
expect to fool me by staring at the floor?

My elder brother’s the most pathetic of the whole lot. Since he’s

a human being too, how can he manage to be so totally without .

qualms, and what’s more, even gang up with them to eat me?
Could it be that he’s been used to this sort of thing all along and
sees nothing wrong with it? Or could it be that he’s lost all con-
science and just goes ahead and does it even though he knows it’s.
wrong?

If 'm going to curse cannibals, Il have to start with him. And if
I'm going to convert cannibals, Ill have to start with him too.

8

Actually, by now even they should long since have understood the
truth of this . . .

Someone came in. Couldn’t have been more than twenty or so. |
wasn’t able to maké out what he looked like too clearly, but he
was all smiles. He nodded at me. His smile didn’t look like the real
thing cither. And so I asked him, “Is this business of eating people
right?”

He just kept right on smiling and said, “Except perhaps in a
famine year, how could anyone get eaten?” I knew right off that he
was one of them—one of those monsters who devour people!

At that point my own courage increased a hundredfold and 1
asked him, “Is it right?”

“Why are you talking about this kind of thing anyway? You
really know how to . . . uh . . . how to pull a fellow’s leg. Nice
weather we're having.”

“I'he weather is nice. There’s a nice moon out, too, but I stll
want to know if it’s right.”

He secmed quite put out with me and began to mumble,
“It’s not—"

“Not right? Then how come they’re still eating people?”

“No one’s eating anyone.”

e N . . . . .
7. Three Chinese characters are used here for phonetic value only——that is, hai yi na is

transliteration into Chinese of the English word “hyena.”
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“No one’s eating anyone? The
Village this very minute. And it’
written in bright red blood!”

N His expression changed and his face went gray like a slab of
iron. His eyes started out from their sockets ag he said, “Maybe
they are, but it’s always been that way, it's—”

. “Just because it’s always been that way, does that make jt~
right?”
“I"m not going to discuss such things with you.
talking about that, then you’re the one who's in the
~ 1leaped from my chair, opened my eyes, and looked around—
but the fellow was nowhere to be seen. He was far younger than

my elder brother, and yet he was actually one of them. It must e
because his mom and dad taught him to be that way. And he’s
probably already passed it on to his own son. \
even the children give me murderous looks.

y’re eating people in Wolf Cub
s wrtten in all the books, too,

If you insist on
wrong!”

No wonder that

9

They want to eat others and at the same time they're afraid that
-other People are going to eat them. That’s why they're always
watching each other with such suspicious looks in their eyes. -
But all they’d have to do is give up that way of thinking, and
then the.y could travel about, work, eat, and sleep in perfect ;ecu—
_ rity. Think how happy they’d feel! It’s only a threshold, a pass. But
what do they do instead? What is it that these fathers ;ons l;r.oth-
ers, husbands, wives, friends, teachers, students, én
- even people who don’t know each other really
Join together to hold each
That’s it! They'd rather

emies, and
do? Why they all
other back, and talk each other out of it!
die than take that one

little step.

IO

like to tell you.”
“Go right ahead.” He imme
“Is only a few words, re

diately turned and nodded his head.
ally, but it’s hard to get them out.
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Elder Brother, way back in the beginning, it’s probably the case
that primitive peoples all ate some human flesh. But later on,
because their ways of thinking changed, some gave up the practice
and tried their level best to improve themselves; they kept on
changing until they became human beings, real human beings. But
the others didn’t; they just kept right on with their cannibalism
and stayed at that primitive level.

“You have the same sort of thing with evolution in the animal
world. Some reptiles, for instance, changed into fish, and then
they evolved into birds, then into apes, and then into human
beings.® But the others didn’t want to improve themselves and just
kept right on being reptiles down to this very day.

“Think how ashamed those primitive men who have remained
cannibals must feel when they stand before real human beings.
They must feel even more ashamed than reptiles do when con-
fronted with their brethren who have evolved into apes.

“There’s an old story from ancient times about Yi Ya boiling his
son and serving him up to Jie Zhou. But if the truth be known,
people have always practiced cannibalism, all the way from the
time when Pan Gu separated heaven and earth down to Yi Ya’s
son, down to Xu Xilin, and on down to the man they killed in
Wolf Cub Village.” And just last year when they executed a crimi-
nal in town, there was even someone with T.B. who dunked a
steamed bread roll in his blood and then licked it off. 10
8. Darwin's theory of evolution was immensely important to Chinese intellectuals during
Lu Xun's lifetime and the common coin of much discourse.

9- An early philosophical text, Guan Zi, reports that the famous cook, Yi Ya, boiled his
son and served him to his ruler, Duke Huan of Qi (685-643 B.C.), because the meat of a
human infant was one of the few delicacies the duke had never tasted. Jie and Zhou were
the last evil rulers of the Shang (t776-1122 B.c.) and Zhou (11225221 B.C.) dynasties. The
madman has mixed up some facts here.

Pan Gu (literally, Coiled-up Antiquity) was born out of an egg. As he stood up he sepa-
rated heaven and earth. The world, as we know it, was formed from his body.

Xu Xilin (1873--1907) was from Lu Xun's hometown, Shaoxing. After studies in Japan he
returned to China and served as head of the Anhui Police Academy. When a high Qing offi-
cial, En Ming, participated in a graduation ceremony at the academy, Xu assassinated him,
hoping that this spark would touch off the revolution. After the assassination, he and some
of his students at the academy occupied the police armory and managed, for a while, to
hold oft En Ming’s troops. When Xu was finally captured, En Ming’s personal bodyguards
dug out his heart and liver and ate them.

to. A similar incident is the basis for Lu Xun's story “Medicine.” Ifuman blood was
believed to be a cure for tuberculosis.
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“When they decided to eat me, by yourself, of course, you
(':o'uldn’t do mucb to prevent it, but why did you have to go and
join them? Cannibals are capable of anything! If they’re capable of

_ eating me, then they’re capable of eating you too! Even within

their own group, they think nothing of devouring each other. And
yet all they’d have to do is turn back—change—and then every-
thing would be fine. Even though people may say, ‘It’s always been
like this, we can still do our best to improve. And we can start
today!

“You're going to tell me it can’t be done! Elder Brother, I think

. you're very likely to say that. When that tenant wanted to reduce
- his rent the day before yesterday, wasn’t it you who said it couldn’t

be done?”

At first he just stood there with a cold smile, but then his eyes
took on a murderous gleam. (I had exposed their innermost
secrets.) His whole face had gone pale. Some people were standing
.outside the front gate. The Venerable Old Zhao and his dog were
among them. Stealthily peering this way and that, they began to
crowd through the open gate. Some I couldn’t make out too well—
their faces seemed covered with cloth. Some looked the same as
ever—smiling green faces with protruding fangs. I could tell ar a
glance that they all belonged to the same gang, that they were all
cannibals. But at the same time I also realized that they didn’t all
think the same way. Some thought it’s always been like this and
that they really should eat human flesh. Others knew they
shouldn’t but went right on doing it anyway, always on the look-
out for fear someone might give them away. And since that’s
exactly what I had just done, 1 knew they must be furious. But

- they were all smiling at me—cold little smiles!

At this point Elder Brother suddenly took on an ugly look and
barked, “Get out of here! All of you! What's so funny about a

- madman?”

Now I'm on to another of their tricks: not only are they unwill-

: ir?g to change, but they’re already setting me up for their next can-
nibalistic feast by labeling me a “madman.” That way, they’ll be

able to eat me without getting into the slightest trouble. Some peo-
ple will even be grateful to them. Wasn’t that the very trick used in
the case that the tenant reported? Everybody ganged up on a “bad”

- man and ate him. It's the same old thing.
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Old Fifth Chen came in and made straight for me, looking mad
as could be. But he wasn’t going to shut #e up! I was going to tell
that bunch of cannibals off, and no two ways about it!

“You can change! You can change from the bottom of your
hearts! You ought to know that in the future they’re not going to
allow cannibalism in the world anymore. If you don’t change,

you're going to devour each other anyway. And even if a lot of you -
are left, a real human being’s going to come along and eradicate -

the lot of you, just like a hunter getting rid of wolves-—or reptiles!”

Old Fifth Chen chased them all out. I don’t know where Elder

Brother disappeared to. Old Fifth tatked me into going back to my
room.

It was pitch black inside. The beams and rafters started trem-
bling overhead. They shook for a bit, and then they started getting
bigger and bigger. They piled themselves up into a great heap on
top of my body!

The weight was incredibly heavy and I couldn’t even budge—

they were trying to kill me! But I knew their weight was an illu-

sion, and I struggled out from under them, my body bathed in ;
sweat. [ was still going to have my say. “Change this minute! j

Change from the bottom of your hearts! You ought to know that

in the future they’re not going to allow cannibals in the world any- 4

»

more . . .

I

The sun doesn’t come out. The door doesn’t open. It's two meals |

a day.
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courtyard taking in a cool breeze when Elder Brother told me that
: when parents are ill, a son, in order to be counted as a really good
person, should slice off a piece of his own flesh, boil it, and let
them eat it At the time Mother didn’t come out and s’ay there
was anything wrong with that. But if it was all right to eat one

SEwise s mhpiteul

Y

strange—vcry, very strange.

12

- Can’t think about it anymore, Ijust realized today that I too have
~muddled around for a good many years in a place where they’ve
: b.een continually eating people for four thousand years. Younger
_Sister happened to die at just the time when Elder Brother was in
charge of the house. Who's to say he didn’t slip some of her meat
into the food we ate? (
.Who’s to say I didn’t eat a few pieces of my younger sister’s flesh
iwithout knowing it? And now it’s my turn . . .
. Although | wgsn’t aware of it in the beginning, now that I know
’m someone with four thousand years’ experience of cannibalism
behind me, how hard it is to look real human beings in the eye!

15

A . .
Maybe there are sroﬂnAlgEhf]drgnwnround who still haven’t eaten

“human flesh.” ™
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[ picked up my chopsticks and that got me thinking about Elder
Brother. I realized that the reason for my younger sister’s death lay
entirely with hint. I can see her now—such a lovable and helpless
little thing, only five at the time. Mother couldn’t stop crying, but
he urged her to stop, probably because he’d eaten sister’s flesh
himself and hearing mother cry over her like that shamed him! But
if he’s still capable of feeling shame, then maybe . . . :

Younger Sister was eaten by Elder Brother. I have no way of §
knowing whether Mother knew about it or not.

I think she did know, but while she was crying she didn’t say
anything about it. She probably thought it was all right, too. I can. 4|
remember once when I was four or five, 1 was sitting out in the &

"~ Save the children . ..

"APRIL 1918

1t In traditional literature stories about such gruesome acts

of filial piet
uinusual. piety were not




