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We had only just filled the jar with water when Granny
came back again. Throwing her basket on the kang, she
said angrily: “The Japanese soldiers won’t allow anyone to
go over the bridge. They even took the eggs I borrowed from
our neighbour!” Still fuming with anger, Granny took out
the last two eggs from her basket and gave them to us.

My sister sat on a little stool
beside Granny to eat. I gestured
to her and tried -to attract her
attention, but she was enjoying
her egg so much that she did not
notice me.




Finally I gave her a tug and whispered,
“Let’s go to Observation Post 3 and see what’s
happening!”

We slipped out
without Granny no-
ticing. She would
have made us stay at
home, of course. She
didn’t know  that
when we came to
the wvillage to see
her, Political Instruc-
tor Liu of the local
guerrilla unit had
told us to see what
we could find out
about the enemy’s
movements.




As soon as we reached
” the place, I quickly climb-
A ed up “Observation Post
il 3”, and looked through
the binoculars which I
had made myself with
cardboard.

To the west of | i WA
Yangchia Village )\ / j* '
where Granny lived | Wil 4
were three willow %
trees, from the top of
which we : ater
the movements "
enemy fort. We called
these three trees ob-
servation posts, and
named the tallest one
“Observation Post 3.







After a while my
legs grew tired, but
still I couldn’t see
anything.

“Come down!”
urged my sister im-
patiently.  “Perhaps
there’s nothing unusu-
al today after all.”

I was just going to slide down from the tree when
I saw a man dressed in ordinary clothes running out
of the fort. Screwing up my eyes and looking care-
fully, I saw that it was Comrade Lao Chiang, a guer-
rilla scout. He usually delivered his information at
night, so why was he leaving the fort so early today.
I guessed that he must have some urgent message.




1
j Bang! A rifle shot rang out from the fort. Lao
" Chiang was running away as fast as his legs could
carry him. I was sure the shot was meant for him. |
But I couldn’t understand why he was taking such ‘
risks in running out of the fort at this time.
Another shot was fired, and Lao Chiang ran even
faster. He was quite a long way from the fort, but
now the enemy machine-gun began to bark at him.
Lao Chiang stumbled; he struggled to his feet again,
but after a few paces he fell once more.
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I climbed down at
once.

“Let’s go and see
“what has happened!”
1 said to my sister,
and we ran to the
place where Lao
Chiang was lying.




“Don’t be afraid!” I whispered to my sister

under my breath.
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“Keep calm and for heav-

The enemy soldiers are

coming. Pretend to be picking up firewood.

Watch them closely and see what they do.”

= %

en’s sake don’t run!
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We began to pick up firewood,
watching the two enemy soldiers out of
the corners of our eyes.

They searched Lao Chiang’s body all over, then
went away. :

“Have they taken away a message!” I asked my-
self, a little worried. “No, they’ll never get anything
important from us.” Then I remembered what Po-
litical Instructor Liu had told us about ways of hid-
Ing secret messages. :




I quickly stuffed the paper into my stocking. We saw two
puppet soldiers coming towards us, taking two peasants in
their custody. It was too late for us to get away now.




% “What are you doing
N here!” shouted one of the
puppet soldiers. My sis-
ter was scared to death
as she stood there with
the shoe in her hand.
“Give it to him, we
don’t want it!” I said, try-
ing to keep as calm as
possible.

The puppet soldier
grinned. “You poor
wretch! You can eat the
shoe!” he shouted as he
gave my sister a slap on
the face with it. I sup-
pressed my anger and led
my sister away, thinking
that some day we would
take our revenge on this
scoundrel!
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A Japanese soldier was patrolling the bridge. Be-
neath it, we saw egg shells scattered here and there
on the ground.

My sister struck at me with her shoe. I snatched
it from her and threw it across the ditch. So our
message, hidden in the shoe, was now on the opposite
bank.




“Give me back my shoe!” cried my sister, pushing me
towards the ditch. I took advantage of this and jumped into
the ditch, dragging her down with me. The water splashed
on us coldly, for the ice in the ditch had melted.

The enemy soldier was watching us. He roared with
laughter when he saw us fall into the water. “Ha .
veryses veryicood kst ha i ha | s




Then

we chased each other
again. running all the
time in the direction
of the guerrilla head-

quarters.

She quickly put on
her shoe with the

message in it.

’ I said to my

“Take hold of my arm.” I seized a tuft of grass and

“All right, LII"g6 and get-the shoe for you,’
crawled up the bank, thén turned to help my sister:

sister.




The Japa-
nese soldier
started to fire
at us. The
bullets whis-
tled over our
heads. Sud-
denly my
sister fell to
the ground.
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“What shall we do!
What shall we do!” my
sister cried, tears stream-
ing down her cheeks.

z “Don’t worry, it’s only
[, V 0V a scratch,” I told her try-
ing not to alarm her. I

: smothered my pain and
A struggled to my feet.
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As we walked on, my sister sobbed. “We mustn’t
give up,” I said to myself. ‘“No matter what hap-
pens, we must deliver this message to the guerrillas.”

My sister helped to support me as we trudged on
and on.

My pace grew
slower and slower.
Sometimes we both
stumbled. I tried hard
to bear the pain, but
I was worried about
how long it would
take us to reach our
destination at such a
pace,







