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Young Kao was a small town postman, thoroughly unhappy with his job. He
saw no future in the postal service and considered his talents wasted there. His
comrades tried to help him and show that he was wrong. The county postmaster
told the lad about the exploits and devotion to duty of a veteran postman by
the name of Lao Tieh. In the life-and-death struggle against the Kuomintang,
Lao Tieh ran the enemy blockade to carry important messages and kept com
munications going behind the enemy lines. After the victory over the Kuomin
tang, he did not slacken but studied hard to improve his work and he did well
at his post. The postmaster's story created quite an impression on his listeners,
every one of them. Young Kao included; they were especially moved when they
learned who Lao Tieh was.





Young Kao, a postman, went round the villages to deliver the mail.
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"Hey, messenger, any letters for us?" the villagers would call out to him when
they heard his bicycle's bell. Now "messenger" was a word Young Kao loathed,
he pedalled off without giving them so much as another look.



In the evening. Young Kao grumbled to his mate, Lao Liu. "There's no future
in this. Just 'messengers' — we're not even addressed as comrades."
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"But do you know," said Lao Liu, "our postmaster, Hsu, is ever so pleased when
people call him Old Messenger." "That is because he hasn't got high ideals,"
Young Kao retorted. "Look at him. He's only an insignificant postmaster in
a small town. It's the same with Ma. . . ."
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Ma who came in at the moment was in a sulky mood. He thought having worked
in the revolution for a couple of years he should have been given a more impor
tant position. Young Kao's words stung him to the quick.



"How dare you criticize me," roared Ma. "What and where were you when I
was doing my bit to fight the Kuomintang?" Hsu heard the quarrel and went
in to calm them down.
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"We shouldn't hurt one another's feelings," said Hsu. "If we've got faults, try
help one another to correct them. After all, our common ideal is to work well
for the people's postal service."
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The next day was market day, and the sub-office was thronged with.people. "Lao
Hsu," cried one peasant, and "Old Messenger," shouted another. Hsu served
them all and never looked the least bit impatient.






















































































































