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THIS is a story with pictures
telling of a youngster in a North
China mountain wvillage. Named
Iron Boy, this eight-year-old was
barred from school by poverty
during the War of Resistance
Against  Japanese  Aggression
(1937-45). His mother had saved
up a hundred eggs for his school
tuition, but all were seized by
the landlord’s lackey. Then Iron
Boy’s grandfather, a hunter, sold
furs and got money for the school
fees, but still the despotic land-
lord threw the boy, and even
the teacher who defended him,
out of the school.

The village was later liberat-
ed by the Communist-led Eighth
Route Army, and the people’s
power was set up there. The
village poor overthrew the traitor
landlord and themselves set up a
school where Iron Boy and other
children like him could study.

The story shows how cruelly
the traitor landlord oppressed and
exploited the peasants, and warm-
ly praises Iron Boy for his
bravery in struggling against this
enemy.
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x China was

liberated, a lad by

=  the name of Iron
Boy lived in Lunghu Vlllage on the banks of the
Chiangchun River. He was eight, an age when chil-
dren of all the better off families were already in
school.

His father, Ku Pei-hsiung, sweated as a seasonal
labourer for the village landlords and rich peasants.
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His grandad, Ku Ta-peng, hunted in the mountains
for a living and often had to brave bitter weather
for many days on end. Even so the family went
hungry more often than not. Where was there
money for Iron Boy’s schooling?

Still the boy had his heart set on going to school
and constantly pleaded with his parents till one day
his father was exasperated and gave him a cuff in
the face. After that Iron Boy went about his usual
chores, gathering firewood and wild greens from
the fields with his mother.

One day when they were passing the village
school, the sound of reading aloud fascinated him
and he stopped to listen. Iron Boy gripped his
mother’s arm in his small, thin ones and held her
there, pressing his face against her patched sleeve
and blinking his eyes to fight back the tears. He
didn’t say anything for a long time.

The mother knew how much her son wanted to
go to school and sighed a deep, sad sigh.

“I know you envy others going to school,” said
Iron Boy’s mother, patting him on the head. “But
hasn’t our speckled hen started laying? TI'll keep
the eggs, and when there are a hundred I'll sell
them and send you to school.”
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After that Iron Boy could think of nothing but
the hen and the eggs it would lay. He climbed up
on a big chest several times a day to count the eggs
already in a paper box on the window-sill. In the
daytime he caught grasshoppers to feed his precious
hen, and when evening fell he never failed to shut
it safely in its coop, placing bricks and then a big
stone against the door so that no weasel could get
at it.



His day was
made when it laid
an egg. But when
it did not he went
about with a long
face, pouting the
whole day and not
even stroking its
feathers.

One night Iron
Boy laughed out

loud in his sleep.

When his mother

asked him what he was laughing about he awoke
and whispered in her ear as if disclosing a secret,
“I've just counted the eggs. There are a hundred
now. I'll be able to go to school tomorrow!”

“What are you saying, silly boy?” the boy’s
mother corrected him. “There were only forty-
nine when we counted them last night.”

Then, when she heard him sob, she drew him
close to her and said, “Cheer up! The day will
4



surely come when we’ll sell the eggs and you’ll go
to school!”



Fe T last there were
really one hun-

. dred eggs! Iron
Boy lined a basket with a big handful of straw to
prepare the eggs for market. He would go with his
mother right after breakfast. The boy’s heart was
on fire as he gulped down his bowl of vegetable
gruel, picked up the basket, now heavy with the
eggs, and urged his mother to hurry.

Suddenly, Dong! Dong! came the ominous
din of the gong of the village puppet “Peace Pres-
ervation Council.” Kao Hai-chen, the steward of
the council chief and township head Tai Jung-hou,
was barking out orders in the street. Notorious
for his crimes, he was dubbed Second King of Hell
by the people.

“Fork over your grain and cash!” the lackey be-
gan yelling. “Don’t you know it’s collecting time!
The Japanese Imperial Army orders. . . .”

Iron Boy’s mother was washing dishes when she

heard the order. A shiver ran down her spine like
cold water dashed over her. Her face was pale as
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she rushed into the inner room and shouted to
Iron Boy, “Didn’t you hear Second King of Hell?
They’ve come for grain. Quick! Hide the eggs!”
She swiftly took the basket from her son’s hand
and placed it inside the chest.

“What if he looks in the chest?” cried Iron Boy.

The mother felt there was indeed a great possi-
bility of that and hastened to find another hiding
place. She put the basket in a large jar behind the
door, then decided the jar was not safe either, as it
looked like a grain jar. After asking Iron Boy to
close the fence gate she hurried with the basket to
Grandad’s east room where she hid it behind
the old man’s pile of tattered bedding.

Going into the central room, she saw Second
King of Hell, gong in hand, already inside the yard.
Like a wolf he padded, leaning forward, one grasp-
ing hand extended, fairly snarling. In shiny black
satin gown, grey felt hat, black worsted woollen
shoes and trouser legs bound in wide silk bands, he
glowered as he burst in, a puppet soldier at his
heels.

“How dare you shut the gate when we come
grain collecting! D’ya think you can barricade the
place and shut out Master Kao?” Then, turning
to Iron Boy’s mother, he let out a curse. “You
told your boy to shut the gate when you should
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have met us there with your grain. Are you going
to be stubborn about the grain collection?”

“We don’t even have grain to eat,” replied Iron
Boy’s mother icily. “How can we have any to
spare?” As she said this she held a bowl of the
vegetable gruel under his nose, which only made
him snort and glare harder at her.

“None of your nonsense!” he roared. “Why did
you shut the gate in broad daylight if you haven’t
any grain?”’

“I closed the gate so my hen wouldn’t get out,”
shouted Iron Boy in reply. “What’s wrong with
that?”

The landlord’s lackey glared at Iron Boy and was
about to give him a trouncing when he hit on an-
other idea. Rolling his eyes, he ordered the puppet
soldier: “Well, if there’s no grain, let’s take the
hen!”

At this, Iron Boy raced off to save his precious
hen. But he could not stop the soldier, try as he
might, and the hen flapped about the yard cackling
like mad. What if he lost it! Without that hen
how long could he stay in school?

The hen was cornered now and in danger of
being caught! Iron Boy ran over and cried, “I'll
catch it. The hen knows me!”
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Out of breath and unable to catch the hen, the
soldier was glad to stop scrambling for it.

“That’s more like it,” said he. “We’ll pardon
your crime of closing the gate on us if you catch
the hen for us.”

Iron Boy caught the hen easily, but threw it into
the air before the puppet could lay his hands on it.
The hen spread its wings and flew over the wall to
a neighbour’s yard, leaving the lackey fuming.

“Give it to us, you brat!” blustered he as Iron
Boy grinned broadly.

Then Iron Boy noticed Second King of Hell mak-
ing off with the basket of eggs, his mother running
after him,

“Thief! Put those eggs down!” she demanded.
“They’re all we have towards the boy’s schooling.”

When she tried to take the basket from him he
roared at her, glaring, and shoved her to the floor.

Iron Boy was furious. “Mother! My eggs!” he
exclaimed, dashing after the pilferer to argue
things out. But he was restrained by the puppet,
who grabbed him by the arm. The boy tried to
wriggle himself free but could not, and his eggs
were being robbed from him right under his nose.
Iron Boy sank his teeth into the puppet’s hand,
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which was on his rifle, causing the man to cry out
in pain.

“Let go, you little devil, or I'll shoot you!” The
puppet gave the boy a blow on the head that made
him reel and almost fall. Everything went dark
before his eyes. His mother clasped him to her

breast and the puppet took this chance to make his
getaway,
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COND King of Hell,
Kao Hai-chen, con-

=<2 tinued his grain col-
lecting in the village, going to every family with
the puppet soldier while still cursing the Kus. “So,
Ku Ta-peng thinks he’s going to send his grandson
to school. A toad greedy for swan meat — he’s
dreaming! How does he think they’re going to
pay for it!”

When Grandad Ku returned from his hunting
and heard what Kao had said, he was terribly
angry. Still puffing with rage, he took two wolf
skins to the market and sold them to pay for his
grandson’s school fees.

Home from the market, Grandad Ku said to the
boy’s mother, “You can send him to school now!”
Then leaving the money on the kang bed, the old
man went out again hunting.

Iron Boy’s mother washed his face and hands.
Then she mended his badly worn shirt and trousers
and helped him put them on. “Obey your teacher
and study hard,” she said. “It’s not easy for poor

12



people like us to go to school. We're very hard
pressed as it is. Grandad had to go again to the
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mountains to hunt before even catching his breath.
Daddy works like an ox for the landlord and we
hardly ever see him.”

Iron Boy understood all this. After his mother
saw him off at the door, he smiled back at her, then
ran off happily to school.

No sooner had Iron Boy entered the schoolyard
than his friends asked, ‘“Where are you going,
Iron Boy?”

“To the classroom!” he replied in the highest of
spirits. As he was explaining, he suddenly bumped
into someone he soon realized was the traitor land-
lord Tai’s son. The boy was deliberately blocking
Iron Boy’s way, his legs spread wide apart. Iron
Boy tried going around this ‘“young master,” but
the boy stepped sidewise to block his way again.
Iron Boy detoured once more, and once more the
landlord’s son rushed up and blocked his way.

For some time the two stood eyeing each other —
Tai challenging, Iron Boy breathless with rage.
Then suddenly Iron Boy shouted, “What do you
think you’re doing?”’

Tai gave Iron Boy a hard push as he yelled back,
“Go away! My father says the likes of you are not
allowed here!”
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But Iron Boy was not giving in. Taking a step
forward, he asked, ‘“‘Does the school belong to you?”
Arms akimbo and throwing out his chest, Iron Boy
stared hard at Tai. The boy didn't know what to
say and only blinked his red, puffy eyes madly.
Then he suddenly gave Iron Boy an ugly punch in
the chest and darted off. But Iron Boy was quicker
and grabbed him by the collar, tripped him with
his foot and gave him a shove. The “young mas-
ter’” was down on the ground to the great amuse-
ment of the children looking on.

Tai scrambled to his feet and, without bothering
to wipe the dirt from his face, took one step nearer
to his opponent. “You dare to hit me, eh?” he
bawled. ‘““Think you can get away with it because
your grandpa was a Yi Ho Tuan® bandit chief!”

“Yi Ho Tuan fought the imperialists. But your
father is a Japanese imperialist stooge!” countered
Iron Boy lustily. The two hunched over like billy-
goats fixing for a fight, eye to eye, nose to nose,
circling about. The children clapped their hands
and cheered, most of them for Iron Boy, but a few
for the landlord’s son.

* A popular anti~-imperialist armed force known in the West

as the “Bozxers,” organized in North China at the end of the
19th century.
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Tai tried copying
Iron Boy’s tactics to
throw him, but missed
and himself landed
flat on the ground
instead.

The pupils burst
into another gale of
laughter. Some clap-
ped their hands and
shouted, “Do it again!
Do it again!”

Defeated twice, Tai
felt quite disgraced
and picked up a piece
of tile lying nearby
and hurled it at Iron

Boy. But Iron Boy dodged and it hit a girl squarely

on the head, drawing
blood. The girl screamed
and an elder pupil ran to
report to the teacher.

The teacher, Chai Yun-
sheng, was new at the
school, having just gradu-
ated from a village teach-
ers’ training school. Pale,
his hair shaggy, he wore

16







	img070.pdf
	img071.pdf
	img075.pdf
	img076.pdf
	img077.pdf
	img078.pdf
	img079.pdf
	img080.pdf
	img081.pdf
	img082.pdf
	img083.pdf
	img084.pdf
	img085.pdf
	img086.pdf
	img087.pdf
	img088.pdf
	img089.pdf
	img090.pdf
	img091.pdf
	img092.pdf
	img093.pdf
	img094.pdf

