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Revenge

“Who's plotting against me?” I wonder to myself as I squat in
the yard.

“Tell me! Tell me!” A ferocious gleam in my eyes, I scrutinize the
world around me: my wife, my daughter, the cradle, iron stove,
washtub, canvas frames, bookshelves . . .

and the wutong tree now completely without leaves.
Silence.
This is a bitter cold secret.

A splashing sound shatters the snow-white world in an instant;
broken pieces of crimson fury pile around my feet.

The giant plantain leaves stir a little. I catch my wife and daugh-
ter lurking behind the green wall. Through the cracks, two pairs
of frightened eyes are looking at me as if at a stranger.

“It must be my enemy.” I sit down, trying to extract him from
my imagination. Suddenly, I shoot up like a bullet as if my pants
were on fire. The smooth, rounded object I was sitting on turns
out to be a rock in the shape of a horse’s ass. “That must be it!”
Out of nowhere rage seizes me as 1 grind my teeth and glare at it,
ready to give it a heavy beating.

Strange! When I touch the rock, it emits a puff of warm air. 1

try to shake it, but the rock doesn’t budge at all. I stick out a
finger and poke it hard in threat; the rock utters what sounds like
a feeble cry. Quite pleased, I throw myself at it, hitting it with
my fists and kicking it with my feet. Paralyzed with fear, my
wife and my daughter fall down on the splintered pieces of the
rock’s shriek.

I glare at them with a sigh: Pitiful fools!



