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Preface

RAEMISE - IRSHFRE

Cultivate local character, Win worldwide attention

X MERMEENNS - et — ﬁlﬁﬁm BRVEWR - BE{RE - fihE
AIABH—TNE BEAE—RAAL  F—PAZTWREE  BRE-—FZES
A BN AGTEAE PEEL%K@&%% RAB=PABHEG - &
SHEABET - NI - IRBEENAMZS -

This story begins with Mr. Sayling Wen, a warm-hearted,
philanthropic-minded businessman from Taiwan. One story that Sayling
enjoyed telling and retelling was about a large stone blocking a walkway.
The first person to walk by this stone tripped on it and fell to the ground. He
muttered and cursed and went on his way. The second to walk by the stone
also tripped and fell. He too cursed his bad luck and walked on. However,
the third person, after tripping on the same stone, picked himself up and
removed the stone from the trail.

EECIEEIEZ MM ALMA—MER T2 281 - 2— NIRRT
TR ; A+527E - WHRERERE  BiRts  FEBTHEBRAZIKEAX
ARAOMDA - AMEEAX - BEANEHBERES - BEakPEAMEAEMR
2 - DHAMERER N E B RTE IR A R XE -

Sayling Wen was the third person to walk by that stone — the one who
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stopped to remove it. After turning 50, Sayling devoted himself to helping
rid the world of poverty through education. In addition to his longstanding
desire to use culture and technology to enrich society, Sayling wanted to
help marginalized communities use new computer and Internet
technologies to connect with the world and promote their unique character
and accomplishments. Western China has been largely isolated from

China’ srapid development and modernization and is disadvantaged by its
limited infrastructure.

finF 2001 03I " T2 HFRERBIRAE .- BEIMFER - TURAZ 5
WEZEZIUEN - NRWHSEBNELS - UNERRBRZ S - RIEW
BRI ERRAST R - ANMRATLQIEME - TR Dtz n " T2
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Mr. Wen founded Town and Talent Technologies Co., Ltd. in 2001 with the
intention of using Internet technology to cultivate talent and give
employment guidance to schools in remote rural areas in order to help
reduce the disparities in knowledge and opportunities between urban and
rural students.

EECRERAERRS ERME ERZ L - TEFEZFROFR NER -
ofgRFRY - ARBITZ AT UHEESEN - BT 2003 FRBI T
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While working to create an Internet savvy Western China, Sayling also
worked to inspire students in this region to proclaim and pursue their
dreams. Unfortunately, Sayling Wen died in 2003 and never had the chance
to see the results of the plans that he had so carefully put into motion.

2007 FtR - ERVPESKELRH{CAEMNEWIRY " AEHNS , TE -
UEARMFEBIMEZIURBEX NS - AR SHEFRVAIREES - 2015
F B T RETT HDERERBRATE . FERE O NERRSNSEFErIRE

55% -

The West China Story project initiated by Sayling’ s son Ted Wen continues
to pursue Sayling Wen's desire to use state-of-the-art technologies to
bridge the urban-rural gap in knowledge and opportunities. Talent and
Story Technologies (Tianjin) Co., Ltd. was founded in 2015 to further expand
and deepen the West China Story platform.

"HEEE B 2SETRE - SMSIMFECENS - KBLSRMSE
B BRESTRERNERE -  XIABRBANABTEFENERE - ANZE+
SERABHIKBRNGD - TEABZFUNZINENZRLR -
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Today, well into its second decade of operation, the West China Story
project continues to encourage students across western China to invest
their creative talents in writing stories that narrate the unique and
interesting aspects of life there. The large and still-growing database of
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West China Story content not only provides innumerable snapshots of West
China" s modern development but also celebrates the passion and love of
each and every author for their hometown and region.

"HEHNERAUFRAE T 2016 FNBHAND  SEFMBEXRFE 250
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The West China Story Original Writing Competition, launched in September
2016, today attracts an impressive number of delightfully written and
engaging stories from students across western China. Participation in the
competition offers a welcome opportunity for students to assert their
individuality and be seen by the world. All participating schools strongly
promote the competition program, and students whose stories place well in
West China Story Original Writing Competitions earn great respect from
their peers, school, and society. Winning entries truly shine, both in terms of

literary style and subject matter.
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This book contains the original Chinese and translated-English versions of
all of the platinum award-winning entries in the 6™ West China Story
Original Writing Competition. These are provided both as examples of the
exceptional literary talent of West China students and as insightful
reflections on West China’ s intrinsic cultural landscape. This effort further
spotlights Ted Wen' s commitment to use the West China Story project as a
platform to ‘cultivate local character and win worldwide attention.” Itis
our intention to keep this rich stream of creative writing flowing like a
mighty river to inspire and enrich the spirit of successive generations of

students in western China.
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B EZEFCHXENXEDLE
Spring’ s Indian Cress Intoxicates as the Sweet

Osmanthus of Southern China

EP4E B XPHEAPEERE

Wang Jiajing, High School Group, Nanzheng Middle School, Hanzhong
City, Shaanxi Province

EEBREMNE BRE# TEZE—XERZ TROLE NERENG - K
RYREF - ONT - XNENF - BRERRERVER—RSKAN - baxm
Iz - FEEEW - MUE—T5RFRFAZT - mitlFNEN - @2 —RIREHRA - #FK
ELTREENLENLL - RIS ERIRAIATE |

| love it whenyellow-flowered smoky willow fronds bend low and my
schoolmates and | head happily back to school. This is one of my earliest,
fondest memories of childhood. “Hanzhong - Blessed by the Passage of
Time" is a phrase that long ago took root in my soul and has since grown
into a mighty and magnificent tree. The Hanzhong Basin isacongenial
cradle, a silvery full moon, framed delicately by the resolute Qinling Range
to the north and impassive Daba Mountains to the south. She has
accompanied me through more than a dozen full turns of the earth around
the sun and shown the way forwardto a future brimming with exciting

potential.



PEENN S RENEGRAZ
ESAVEE SRS ES

WA, Sh—mihdk, R HrRYERIE K. ...
My friend, have another cup of tea and let me share a tale with you.
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Her (Hanzhong' s) iconic scenic vistas haveperseveredacross millennia of
time. The once-clandestine Baoxie Plank Road played a crucial role in the
politics, military affairs, transportation, and communicationsof ancient
China. In more recent times, a 72-meter section of this walkway was
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reconstructed piece by piece, following the traditional methods and
wisdom of the ancient craftsmen who were the original builders of this
architectural marvel. The scene is aesthetically balancedby the stone tigers
and stone gateway that respectively flank the east and west banks of the
river and contrasted by the mountains that fringe the distant horizon. Itis a
rich and vibrant scene indeed. The rain-fed watersthat flow here through
Bao Valley are hemmed in by the dense, lush woodsalong the riverbank.
Qingren (Lover),a suspension bridge spanning the river, sways to and fro
amidst this verdant natural setting like a tipsy man in a red robe settling in
for a pleasant afternoon nap. Larger-than-life figure of the Three Kingdoms
Period Zhuge Liang’ s grave is here, shaded by ancient cedars, where he
sleeps in eternal rest. Majestic, perennially verdant cedars stretch skyward,
their canopies spreading 20-some meters above the forest floor.During
summer months, the trees are fringed by Chinese trumpet vines in full,
spectacular bloom. This is Zhuge Liang" s ‘second home’ and hostto a
regular stream of visitors from around the world who come to worship and
pay their respects.Nanguan Liping is a place of natural majesty, with
ruggedly beautiful mountains and a pleasant climate that make it a popular
escape from summer’ s heat. Lutiao Valley, Xiliu Stream, Cha’ er Cliffs,
Tianshu Valley, Sword Narrows, and The Daisy Field are the six must-see
sights of Liping Scenic Area - an otherworldly escape into the peaceful
serenity of pineforestswafting with mellifluous birdsong. Look! Shenying
Ridge truly does resemble a goshawk spreading its wings in flight, and Bitan
Lake next to Yunu Peak could indeed be a jade pendant lost by a careless
mountain fairy. On that day as well, the burnished waters of Jingyuan Lake

10
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appeared ever so similar to the reflective face of a brass mirror abandoned
by some fairy after finishing her ablutions. Viewing this flawless realm of the
fairies cannot but gladden the heart. Although getting there is not easy, the
experience makes the effort more than worthwhile.

E—EEROHTHRAELS - |
OAKSHENE 2 Z7H - FEIL
SHirRFONRE ~ O R E 52X
WEE DAL IR —EEERXTD
MBELAREIITRES L - R
WHEX sk Ean ; SAGIEZEMZA
LD - WIRRAUFAEKX NS - R
ZENEIED KT - WHEIRE - NAK
BEEEXSEERE—KAEE -

She is a historical treatise of renowned literati penned indelibly upon
bamboo slats. Many centuries ago, Zhang Qian forged China’ s path
westward as ‘father’ of the Silk Road, Li Gu was an upright scholar-official
of the Eastern Han, and Bao Si’ s beauty inspired a king to foolishly ignite
the beacons of his realm for her pleasure. More recently, Fang Jizhong
created world-class ink wash paintings, Wei Futang was a leader of the Red
Gang and an officially sanctioned member of the enlightened gentry, and
He Tingying fought in the 1927 Autumn Harvest Uprising and sacrificed his
life to the Revolution. Today, Ha Hui plays the zither with refined elegance,
Hu Die anchorsCCTV' s national Morning News program, and novelist
Hong Hua has met with worldwide success. Across the change of seasons

11
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and the march of time, the intelligence and wisdom of the people of

Hanzhongabide.

R —MRED/ORREK - IS/ LB ZEr - EELUERKZREXK - RH
BUAERAMEK - BUTERERLNE - BNFENERERER 7 - SR
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SEMHENXGE - QIKHEH - BEEETEARER - MESNENEHER
mARY) BRBEMENEZ  BEASEARMKEENEZTEAR 7 ADHFE -
p Y EFET  FERRGVENTEES - 15 - EHERZSEE . J2a0X
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& BTEREEMEMEE - UAZNHE - FK=TR-HRX - BUEENF
A EEHIEN -

She is a nostalgic arrow to the heart. I still clearly remember as the moon
rose into the night sky, Grandma soaking rice in spring water and, the day
after, grinding the softened rice into rice milk, which she thencooked in
bamboo steamers. The process wasn’ t finished until, white as lambskins,
the steamed rice milkhad been transformed into fresh rice noodles. No one
at the time imagined that hungry me was already at my breaking point.
Even though barely as high as the stove, | could drink a whole bowlful in
one gulp and then immediately finish off a brimming bow! of stir-fried
vegetables and tofu. The taste was truly brilliant; something that all of the
money in the world couldn’ t buy. Known as ‘palace gourmet’ in earlier
times because of the skill and care required in preparation, dishes such as
this indubitably add a sense of ceremony to home-cooked meals today.

Indeed, they are must-serve dishes when friends come to call over

12
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important holidays. Even today, the children of Hanzhong, returning from
wherever their lives and careers have taken them, eagerly find their way to
street-side shops in the city to enjoy a piping hot bowl of spicy Hanzhong
rice noodles.A full stomach is requisite for doing anything worthwhile.
Taking on the world with one foot planted firmly in home and hearth aptly
describes the deep affection invested by the people of Hanzhong in their
traditional rice noodles.

mS - GlAFH - EEIINE - £FFFHERD - 2BERBAZIR - I3
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Today, she is a place of history and rich heritage. Sparrow’ s tongue and
Wuzi teasare subtle and unassuming, while Mingmei and Yinsuo are sincere
to a fault. These are Hanzhong' s four ‘celestial’ teas, each with their
own distinctive aromas and flavors. The rapeseed flower fields of March
stretch as far as the eye can see are fodder for the creative imaginings of
countless artists. The vibe of this yellow-pixelatedlandscape attracts
recreational cyclists and others seeking solace and an escape from

13
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everyday cares. The high-speed railway cuts through this sea of yellow like
a knife, bringing the world and heralding the future, while taking with it

wonder and expectation.

SIREEERTRENE -

~

WIREXHKDHEEF -
HKHEPER - NEEFE !
I miss your dehaasia laurels decked in powdery perfection

| honor your victories won with glinting spears and armored horses;

| shall be with you always, from dew to frost!
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Reviewer |

The author provides in this essay a rich description of her hometown of
Hanzhong. After first offering a spatial context, she hones in on topics
including the area’ s long history, natural beauty, culture, and architecture.
Next, she focuses on well-known people from Hanzhong past and present
to show how their intelligence and wisdom have had lasting impacts across
time and space. Hanzhong rice noodles are used by the author to convey
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her deep feelings and as a repository for her childhood andclose emotional
attachments to family and place. The story’ s message is underpinned by
copious knowledge. Affections infuse this essay in elegant turns of phrase

and a well-structured presentation.

EXR¥IE
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MEWMFRE - BRDA -

Reviewer I

The author approaches her subject from three angles: scenery, history, and
emotions. Her efforts successfully generate compelling descriptions of
Hanzhong' s grand scenic beauty, historically important figures, and her
grandmother’ s homemade rice noodles. The author’ s writing, both bold
and beautiful, strike at the heart of the reader.

15
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Gansu Province —Our Golden City

=ShE gER HR=MNmE+/\PEEFE
Zhang Jingyang, High School Group, PujiangDatang Nine-Year System
School, Sichuan Province
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e e % A thousand years ago, a
young maiden, vallant and her0|c fought feroaously and with honor upon
a sand-swept plain. Today, she dances under mild northern breezes in a
time of peace, prosperity, and hope unbridled.Lanzhou, the ‘Golden City’
has settled slowly into the embrace of her verdant fields, which now help
frame her profound, winsome allure. | would love to share with you this
ancient pearl, to detour past the centuries of battle and struggle and

explore her enchantments.

"MAREIEREE - MR CBERRG" - BHEMRE—RWER - "&" - "H
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"Forests wafting with flowery fragrance, artfully carved pillars, lofty
pagodas, and gurgling springs and waterfalls." | would love to show you
her elegant beauty. The five springs atop Wuquan, known as Hui, Gan Lu, Ju
Yue,Mozi, and Meng,blessthis mountain with amajestic robe of white;
clusters of trees and assemblages of flowers embroider its surface; while
pagodas and veranda-graced pavilions are braided ‘buttons’ installed by
our ancestors so long ago. Wuquan and Baita Mountains are woven with
threads of grass and wood, with needles at their peaks and fine silks and
satins caressing the land below. Together, theseare the Golden City’ s fine
robes. She dances in her finery on roads of finely woven silk in tune with the
desert’ s howl and in time with the cadence of the Northwest. She dances
in desolate corners and prosperous boroughs. The Golden City’ s
one-of-a-kind multihued finery has won the hearts of countless visitors.
Who would have thought that such a magical place could be here in the
dusty Northwest? | hope you will come someday and experience the magic

for yourself.

"IKICEUEIE Y - LIBZERRINE" » BIF=M/NEER AR IN R RIEEIE
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“Sunlight dances across the water’ s surface; Mist-enveloped mountains
cast an enigmatic allure” Although Lanzhou' s ‘Little West Lake” may
not be as expansive or graceful as West Lake in Hangzhou, it is the ‘eye’
of our Golden City. | would love to show you her breeze-swept waves in
autumn. Little West Lake is more than just a lotus pond. It is a place for
people of letters and the arts to share poetry and song over cups of wine.
This scenic attraction artfully blends in Lanzhou’ s ‘eye’ southern
China" s warmth and the Northwest’ s bravado. The eye is the window on
the soul. Let us savor together this city’ s poetic heart here inLanzhou’ s
eye. Its clear, pure, and bold character reflect well the true nature of the
people of Lanzhou. What seems a description of contradictory elements is
actually not that at all, because we of Lanzhou embody both grace and
boldness. | look forward to indulging with you here in the scenery and

poetry, the wine and song.

18
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"Willows and poplars enveloped in green; Roses softly coat the ground in
crimson.” The kushui rose is the scarlet-red beauty spot on the Golden
City’ selegant forehead, brightening her face, accentuating her delicate
charms, and beguiling all with her fragrance. Swirling a plump, juicy rose
into a cup of tea adds subtle fragrance and poetic flavor to life. But the
kushui rose is much more than a crimson ‘beauty spot’ .It has indeed
been an indelible part of the Golden City for over a century. Beyond
northwestern China, the wafting fragrance and elegant image of the kushui
rose is Lanzhou’ s gift to the world.Pour yourself a cup of Lanzhou kushui
rose tea and I |l lead you on a cheerful, song-filled walk through our rose
fields.

"TET4E - BERESR" - BABAKHEMMRNYN - ERWHRERNE XK
ZAE - BER—EXYIEL - 2—2=NRENUE - RASEH - &
UETEF PR - ¥ - EESHOBERR - THE  X2—BLEKTHHY
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“Fragrant ramen noodles? Uncle Ma’ s of Course!” This exclamation of
Qing Dynasty poet Zhang Shu about the Golden City’ s snow-white,
angel-hair ramen noodles holds true today as well. | would love to take you

19
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to enjoy those tasty white strands and share with you a taste of Lanzhou’ s
one-of-a-kind ramen. Everyday noodles are transformed in the flowing
dance of the noodle master’ s hands into a work of culinary art that
encapsulates perfectly the Golden City’ s free and easy character. For
visitors, this is a memorable culinary treat. For the city’ s sons and
daughters, this ramen isthe epitome of nostalgia, something so rooted in
hearth and home that it is never forgotten, no matter how far they may
roam. | would willingly serve Lanzhou ramen to all passersby. | hope that

you will always remember the flavor of Golden City.
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“Thecircuitous Yellow River flows across endless desert; Wind-blown
waves roll ever on to the horizon." Powerful waves, flowing constantly. | will

take you out into Golden City’ s lifeline on a lambskin raft. “"We let our
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boat float like a leaf across the vast expanse.” Who would have thought
that such robust blood ran through so soothingly charming a city?
Millennia of time have tarnished none of her abiding fortitude. Watching
the Yellow River is like looking through a window back in time, when
bristling armies fought here in battle. But no judgment is passed, as the
mighty river has a soft heart, giving everything to her children. The Golden
City nourishes us with her blood, helping each generation to do better than
the last, restoring her to the bustle of yesteryears’ glory. | want to reveal
my city’ s true spirit to you; to take you aboard this lambskin raft, carried by
wind and wave, singing boisterous songs and sharing laughs on this last of
China’ s iambic waters.

TFEODNEENK  BFEIJIEEERL - TEOINIHAEE - HFEo IS
E% - EW=WERBERD - BIRESE  MRECHER - RIS - H
FERE - WRIEEEDZD - SEEATNEAN - HRL{ZEE E—DRREHAY
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The change of seasons is clear in a decade, a century is sufficient to observe
a human lifespan, a thousand years tell the change of dynasties and
empires, and ten-thousand years reveal the wanderings of the stars. From a
sea of chaos and calamity, Lanzhou has found her stride and emerged into a
prosperity that is resilient to the cycle of seasons and time. | look forward to
meeting guests from afar and enjoying a Lanzhou elegant dance
performance on the sands of the old Silk Road.

21
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Reviewer |

The author imagines her hometown as the Goddess of War, who has for
thousands of years exhibited resilient fortitude and tender forgiveness in
equal measure. The author’ s choice of words is elegant. Despite the
passage of time, the goddess is still able to dance elegantly -- and not for

just one brief glimpse.
EXTE
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Reviewer ||

The author reimagines her city of Lanzhou as a statuesque beauty
embodying both implacable bravery and refined elegance. The author
emphasizes the Northwest’ s agile grace over its (better known) forthright
frankness. An elegant writing style brilliantly presents Lanzhou' s stunning
scenery and delicious cuisine. This is an exceptional essay that successfully
infuses both bold and subtle styles into its literary exposition.
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The Boisterously Vociferating People of Shaanxi

AhE AR REBEMAREYR D FHER
TianZimeng, Junior High School Group, Qianjin Road Middle School,
Weinan City, Shaanxi Province
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Did you know that wheat and sorghum grow here in the yellow earth? The
people make their living on the banks of the Yellow River. Here also, an
ancient city stands, a survivor through the ebb and flow of millennia. It was
once a place of raucous nightlife; a place
brilliantly illuminated from dusk to dawn.
“The song lingered on” A Song of Immortal
Regret; "A melody lingers on blustery winds;
How may | dispel my woe? Only Dukang (The

first brewer in Chinese history)
XE - ARERE - ERUKS MR R R RAIM

77 RERPREMFREERMT - SRS - 2%
CEPAR' IS UYSIE

Here in Shaanxi, tempestuous fire meets with
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blood in a raging bonfire. Here was where the sounds and song of the Qin

were first sown. For me, this is where life first began.
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HPHMIEERTD - WAK—F—FHiTE=F - 8200 ELF - tERBC
BRNE - E=FRAMFEH—T TR - MEBGEFAE - BT - iEFTEE
W MoEEFHFERIFE - RESEE N —HRTE - BALBPHKAL - ZEIRY
ERSEECERL F—AREA - #BFILE - 8BX ¢ - BB Emam b -
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In early spring while walking home one weekend, | took to kicking small
stones along the side of the road; once, twice, many times across the
petal-strewn pavement as | progressed on my journey homeward.It was a
sudden, low-pitched grumble that shook me from my apathetic stupor. My
eyes turned in the direction of the noise, quickly settling on an older man.
He was holding a microphone in his hand and, from his enervated
expression and the sweat beading on his brow, | guessed that he had just
finished singing. Others next to him had other instruments like the erhu
fiddle, dulcimer, and banhu fiddle. After a short rest, the man again broke
out in song in his powerfully sonorous and gravelly voice. In the moment, |
felt myself transportedto the banks of the Yellow River, its waters lapping
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solidly against theshore. Yes, she wanted to escape her confines. She was
expending her energies, looking to carry those confining soils away bit by
bit, to continuecreeping forward. Finally, with another morsel of silt in hand,
she high-tailed it away, leaving but frothy waves in her wake. | snapped out
of my daydream to find that an enthusiastic crowd had already gathered
around the old men. The wind had kicked up, sending cherry petals drifting
slowly toward the waiting ground. | brushed the petals that had landed in
my hair off and continued on my way. But what | had just experienced had
sent ripples across my soul. | had just experienced Shaanxi opera — an art
form born, nourished, and perfected by the people of Shaanxi. Shaanxi
opera is part of me. It runs through the blood of all those who call Shaanxi

home.

EA(FPEZE) GZZ2THP - BE4—MHEREEERIUE  BLEREPS
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JL - REBL—AZERERMEUERI R P - BB EZPBELRAANGA
MERSBSNIRFATFHEGRIEIRK -

On an episode of the television variety show China Star, Tan Weiwei’ s soft
yet powerful rendition of a classic Huayin ‘Lao Qiang’ won accolades
fromall watching. Every sentence struck the heartstrings, taking the
audience to the zenith of excitement. The first time | saw the broadcast was
in fourth grade. After the song had finished, although | didn" t know how
to describe it at the time, | knew that something more than blood was
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stirring deeply within my chest and infiltrating my very being. Qin’ giang is
the forerunner of Shaanxi opera and both share much in common. Each
requires singers to invest every ounce of their energy and being into each
performance, revealing in the process the gregarious boldness that defines

the people of Shaanxi as well as the

¥l 2
unique, synergistic balance they have '%‘ ‘4% &ﬁh
struck between rigidity and pliancy. 'g’ %? (1P ‘??T
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| remember one midsummer’ s eve
watching my grandparents assembling a
metal bedframe in the courtyard. The
evening breeze carried a medley of warm and cool air. Grandma kept
mosquitoes and other bugs away from me with her large feather fan. |
looked skyward to see if | could find the Northern Star I’ d read about in
my school textbook. Scanning the skies in vain, | finally dozed off on the
pillow. Half asleep, | could stillfaintly hear my grandmother softly singing
songs from “Third Mother Teaches Her Son” and “The Case of Chen
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Shimei” .1 couldn’ tfight the drowsiness and fell into a deep slumber. My
dreams that night were crowded- Chen Shimei, Third Mother, Xue Guang,

and others all showed up.
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My grandfather is a true son of Shaanxi. He reflects the unrestrained, honest
character that is typical of the people of this province. He drinks his wine by
the bowlful and his meat by the mouthful. He talks in loud, strident tones
paired with his highly expressive face and an unfalteringly lively stream of
body language.Indeed, it may seemto the casual observer thatour family
was constantly quarreling. One of my most indelible memories is when
Grandpa took me to a ‘dog chasing rabbit’ tournament on Shaanxi’ s
Guangzhong Plain. After a hearty meal, the villagers rode their motorbikes
to the next village over for the rabbit-chasing event. As soon as the starting
whistle blew, six breeders unclasped the leashes on their dogs, which took
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off at breakneck speeds. All started off in a close andevenly matched race
before gradually spreading out until, finally, a clear winner emerged. One in
the packinvariablygrounds the rabbit first. Breaking the soft throat of itsprey,
the champion carriedits trophy back to its master for praise and
appreciation. The face of the winning breederwas, of course, beet red with
pride. He laughed boisterously and gave a hearty shout, all while patting his
prize pooch on the head. He could call over some of his best buddies to
share in some wine and finger food or, if desirous of more, he could call for
another contest to be run. After thisrousing day of activity, | returned to our
village around dusk to wisps of smoke curling from chimneys, dogs barking
in the streets, and sounds of laughter echoing from warmly lit homes, some
of which, I could hear,had televisions tuned into that evening’ s Shaanxi

operaperformance.

BRFURYIS - BRERRY L - BREERIACH FZEMNE - B M ASKERE
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T RS -

There is power in thezest for life,in the soil, and in the people of Shaanxi. It
burns in the heart of every son and daughter of Shaanxi andbuilds into a
cascade of brilliant sparks.These sparks come from the interplay between
Shaanxi’ s people and its opera, between Shaanxi’ s people and their
poetry, between Shaanxi’ s people and their dog-chasing-rabbit
tournaments and, most of all, between Shaanxi’ s people andthe region’ s
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yellow soil. The Yellow River trickles across the land here. Bai Juyi once
walked across this land. Dukang slipped into a pleasant, drunken haze here
2 as well.

BRERTEAM RERTE
. —RERTE (EERIR)
 REAAMERE— R AT -
AR T BMEME SETE
4 HRSLEIE AL B E R A
BE

"I love San-Qin (Shaanxi), | love San-Qin.” After a busy day’ s work, an
article on Shaanxi opera in the back of the Dushikuaibao once more
electrified the people of Shaanxi. The sentiment of “His first uncle and
second uncle are both his uncle. The high table and simple stool are all
made of wood” have once more been written by the people of Shaanxi.

EX TR

(=pE] XA BRARYE - PR L - REECSHAMRAAREPEYINNE -
EESEREAZEZEKLRIOKTE - BAXRYESBEENSIE - RESEE -
RSN - BEANBERNR=RESD - AE-

Reviewer |

Shaanxi opera, rooted indelibly in the passions and soil of Shaanxi,
reflectswell the rough and rugged nature of Shaanxi’ s people.The
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interplay between Shaanxi opera and those living in the province creates
the sparks that are this essay’ s grandiloquent ‘detonator’ .Bold and
confident, chivalrous and big-hearted —all can be found in Shaanxi opera,

giving this art form its sublime, transcendent allure.
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Reviewer ||

The author deftly uses parallelism, conversion, hyperbole, contrast, and
concise descriptions andemploys words and phrases that capturewell the
desired ambiance of brash boldness. The powerfully sonorous Shaanxi
opera intertwines with roiling river waters to stirring effect. The contrast
between grandfather’ s stern and grandmother’ s soft natures enliven and
give dimension to the essay. The description of the dog-chasing-rabbit
tournament is thrilling, and well contrasted with the smoke-embraced
village at dusk. The authors interlaced descriptions of the dog carrying its
prey back to its master, the celebratory laughter, and Shaanxi opera brings
Shaanxi’ s folk culture alive to readers, making them eager to experience

these things for themselves.
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Miaowan: A Realm of Dreams

i BE4E BRAREMIOPEMRS
Yang Mei, Junior High School Group, Jiangkou Middle School, Ankang
City, Shaanxi Province
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“A forest of ancient trees undefiled by the passage of men; From whence
come the sound of bells in such mountainous wilds?” Those faraway bells

toll for you, beckoning you to come to my hometown - the secluded

)

ancient temple sanctuary of Miaowan.
Miaowan is a small village in the shadow
of the Qingling Mountains. You’ |l be
glad you came! The area is embraced in
mists and basks in forested quietude.
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An ancient, towering willow shades the entrance to the village, casting
itsblue-grey shadow all the way to the end of the cobble road.Beads of
water from a misty rain and a pointillist patchwork of moss decorate the
white walls capped with bluish-black tiles that line this road. Roof ridges
here end in crescent-shaped eaves and lintels are decorated with engraved
flowers. A walk through Miaowan takes you back in time to what it must
have been like in the misty lanes of towns in Ming and Qing times. The
townsfolk here rise early and retire not long after dark. The men tend cattle
at sunrise, leading them into the fields for another day’ s work, while the
women, with infant children strapped to their backs, head to the river to
wash clothes. The people here cling to the tradition of men farming and
women sewing. The fast-paced development of the world outside seems to

have had little effect on the people here.
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"Miaowan, Miaowan! Temples are your natural claim to fame!” Here,
there is a temple every ten or so kilometers, typically cloaked in blue-green
smoke, giving an ethereal feel to each visit. If you want to dedicate incense,
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the Goddess Niang-Niang Temple is the place to burn your joss. You won' t
be disappointed. This temple is spiritually efficacious. Countless people
have prayedsuccessfully here to the Creator Goddess Niwa for a child. It is

why the censer is nearly always enveloped in thick incense smoke.
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When you step into the temple, the first thing you see is a lifelike image of
an immortal atop the eaves. The black roof tiles in staggered rows are also
quite eye catching. The lintels are hung with red sashes and the familiar
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bluish-green smoke hangs in the air. Stepping inside is like entering a
strange and unfamiliar realm. Atop the altar table is a statue of the
Bodhisattva. Although superficially similar to those you may have seen at
other temples, this statue was carved from jade and is said to be around a
century old. It remains today in the temple without a sign of its age. Over so
many decades, the people of this simple and tranquil village have exhibited
no untoward ambitions or avaricious intentions toward their oldest
‘resident’” . No outsider has sought to smuggle her out either. There are
several explanations posited for this. Firstly, the Bodhisattva sees all and
nips any would-be scheme to take ‘her’ from the temple in the bud.
Secondly, many feel that stealing ‘her’ would end only in personal
calamity and misfortune. Whatever the reason, the result is clear for all to
see. When visiting the Goddess Niang-Niang Temple, it is simple courtesy
to send up a sincere prayer. Bring incense and a donation to the temple and
ask Creator Goddess Nuwa sincerely to grant your wish for a child. She will
certainly intervene on your behalf. My grandfather prayed to the goddess
for a son, and my father was born. Isn" t that an odd coincidence? There
are so many similar stories in this village of ours, justifying Goddess
Niang-Niang Temple as a place of spiritual fulfilment and blessing.
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It would be a shame if you visited Miaowan and didn” t try some of its
signature culinary treats. Toon-scrambled eggs, chilled melde leaves,
robustly fresh chanterelle soup, and tender, wild eagle fern are each worth a
try. If you visit in summer, count yourself fortunate in having the chance to
enjoy our family’ s homemade magnolia-berry (omija) tea. We gather and
wash the fresh berries before drying them in the sun for several days. The
dried berries are steeped in piping hot water to make a delicious tea. Its
flavor is milder flavor than that of fresh berries — sour with a hint of
sweetness. The taste is actually quite similar to sour-plum soup. Enjoy a cup

and feel the day’ s labors melt pleasantly away.

REEE - 2BRE "MUSE" NIORBZRNEIE - YONER  BE1F
ERALZEMIUA IZENT | BEMWL ERE MW UM $i5 - — K5
ZWHFREERI—RBIULEE - Ketsha B 9K RETR - &EE
ABER - BUR - &K - KAGZE T - B - ERMEDHRTE 7 KP - 18
WEE" SHNIZEESRE  DRRNEEREFIHRE - B LA - BAD
T AJURER - WS - Xk "MUIER" - AEENB MW LIDRAE
R BEEACDEINFHOER - XAMRERVRAENTE - 2—1EEH
KHIZER - A0 - MRS EIRIKRE - BRI —ME= IR LA - AT
" BNEF RS EF IR R - XEFHMNKRE - KWIKE - TNES HIKE -
MNIBRRIE - Iz E—0O "“IRfE" - XKXKEHWEEREMEZWIXEL 1 -

If you leave our town without tasting Miaowan’ s ‘fairy tofu’ it will be
your loss. The complicated process involved in making this treat makes it

trulya ‘food of the gods’ . Its main ingredient is wild mulberry leaves
hand-picked in nearby mountains. A brimming basketful is only enough to
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make one small loaf of precious fairy tofu. The fresh leaves are washed,
crushed, strained, and filtered multiple times. The extracted liquid is then
put into a container, left to cool, and then added to water. This water bath
gives the 'tofu’ its form while softening its astringent edge. Fairy tofu is
best served chilled, paired with chili oil, topped with scallion, pepper, and
garlic, and seasoned with just a pinch of salt and a few drops of sesame oil.
Dig into a savory dish of green fairy tofu toppedwith a gleaming coat of
crimson red. The tofu still has traces of crushed mulberry leaves, showing its
natural origins and making it a deliciously natural treat. Sour and spicy
notes firstexcite your palate before the slight bitterness of the fairy tofu
tones the flavors down, subtly paving the way for this delightfully full and
complex culinary experience. Fairy tofu has a pleasant bitterness that is
reminiscent of spring-fed water. It evokes the ‘taste’ of the passage of
time and fondly remembered friendships. Send the sultry heat of summer
packing from your first, satisfying bite of fairy tofu.
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If you are lucky, you may see one of Miaowan’ s infrequent temple festivals.
In my first festival experience, | came face-to-face with a black-faced figure
with a long beard walking in grandiose strides. | stared dumbfounded at
this larger-than-life image in front of me. | babbled incoherently, unable to
engage at all. | was most interested in the old “Xiao Sheng” , wearing a
donkey over his loins and gyrating energetically back and forth. His
movements seemed to bring the donkey to life. Soon after, the sounds of
gongs and drums grabbed everyone’ s attention, but all | could see was
the dense, dark mass of the crowdin front of me. The sounds reminded me
of the sound of bells striking air. Could it be the start of the lion dance? |
wondered. | pushed my way forward into the crowd, but still could only see
the top of the lion dancing atop a wooden pole, its head being maneuvered
by one of the lion dancers. The lion" s body was covered by a red blanket
and its body and the legs of the dancers underneath all sported tassels. The
lion would sometimes jump onto the wooden pole to dance, playfully
wagging its rear end; sometimes cock its head and bat its eyes; and
sometimes open its cavernous maw, seemingly ready to let out a roar. The
red tassels danced playfully as well, seemingly in sync with the lively beat of
the drums. The bell around its neck symbolized the lion" s melodious
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throat, which joined in the cacophony of spirited clapping, shouting, and
other noises of the festival.
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Nothing is more beautiful than hometown scenery - blue mountains, green
waters, and idyllic vistas. Our many temples show our mysterious spiritual
side; our temple festivals are clamorous and exciting; and our cuisine
inspires a voracious appetite. Doesn’ t knowing a bit about Miaowan, make
you eager for more? | hope you will come to Miaowan to see it all for

yourself; to share in our sublime scenery.
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Reviewer |

“Nothing is more beautiful than hometown scenery.” The author’ s
lovingly crafted description of Miaowan unfolds like a scroll painting, clearly
and distinctly presenting the unique character and ambiance of the area.
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Reviewer I

The author’ s well-chosen words give this essay depth and practiced
refinement.Key points are targeted and then each isgiven careful literary
treatment. The essay is well balanced,with key points well framed by the
overall intent. This essay is remarkable for its concise wording. An
exceptional effort!
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Anink Wash Painting Come to Brilliant Life

NMWEE AR OIEmEHEsSER/NFS X
Luo Wenhan, Primary School Group, The Affiliated Experimental

Elementary School of Bazhong Normal College, Sichuan Province
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It is a common saying that “The
mountains of Emei and the waters
of Jiuzhai Valley” are the most

beautiful. But, in the southwestern

corner of my hometown of Bazhong there is a body of water surrounded by

mountains that is beautiful beyond measure. This is Shanshuihua Lake — a

true "ink wash painting come to life."

The green-blue mountains appear

as if pulling upon a massive lake. Beneath the heavens, she is like a

glistening blue gem.
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Once you' vecrossedthat section of road marked by modern,
moon-shaped streetlamps, you have entered Shanshuihua Lake District.
The newly built narrow asphalt roadway that encircles this lake is hemmed
in on both sides with verdant trees seemingly eager to reclaim that ribbon
of black. Some stretch out with expectant arms; others droop softly
downward. On the mountain side of the road, are patches overflowing with
a cacophony of colorful flowers — some pale yellow, others lavender, still
others pure white. They bloom with such carefree abandon, enjoying the
moment ... none wanting to fall behind. | marvel at the pristine greens and
delicately charming flowers. | open my mouth wide and take a deep breath.
Even my soul is touched by the flowery aromas that linger in the air. Ahh ...
each breath fragrant beyond measure — an intoxicating experience! | wish |
could transform into a Tao' tie (mythical beast) and fully engage in this
feast for the eyes and olfactory. No ... but I" ve neglected the auditory
experiences. Oh! From where comes this vernal birdcall? | follow it for a
while, but to no avail. Its call is all | have. This place is wonderful, with no
birds to care for yet birdsongs aplenty to fill the ear.
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This small road ends at the glimmering waters of the lake. How could | have
left without touching her waters? Hugging my father, | board the small boat.
We shove off, heading toward the opposite side of the lake. The water
surface is capped by delicate swells.They move by us in a cadence
reminiscent of a slow-motion film scene. The crest of each wave, as white as
snow, glistens so magnificently in the sunlight. We stop for a moment in the
middle of the lake.Now, even the waves seem to have disappeared. The
lake" s surface is as smooth as a mirror. It is like the poem: "A boat

crossing blue waves; Passengers wandering an artist’ s canvas.”
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Taking advantage of this pause in our journey, the waters around us
came alive with fish. Some jumped high out of the water, seeming to be

saying tous— "Hil" ; others were carrying sticks in their mouths. Could it
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be they were building a nest? Still others clustered into small groups,
seeming for all the world to be convening secretive meetings. What could
they be planning?
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After the boat turned around and we began heading back, | saw upon the
waters a magnificent sight. It was nearly noon and the rippled surface of the
lake had been transformed into a field of glinting ‘diamonds’ that
shimmered and danced under the noonday sun. | reached out my hand to
grab a handful and, when just within reach, they vanished from sight, like a

mischievous little dolly playing a game of hide and seek with me.
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Plunging into the innermost, forest-shaded reaches of the lakeshore road,
the red bridge spanning the lake’ s narrows hove into view. This fiery red
bridge was stunningly inlayed into a setting of forest green and framed by a
backdrop of steel-grey mountains and a foreground of willow tree groves.
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She was the “red dot amidst a mighty green forest.” Her red frame
reflected on the mirror-like waters below, looking for all intents and
purposes like a pair of red, impassioned eyes. | stood; words failed me. A
breeze caressed the surface of the lake churning up line after line of ripples,
making it look as if the bridge was now winking its eyes at me. Does she like
me? | wondered. The mere thought excited me! | ran toward the
bridgehead and shouted to that great expanse of water.I' m here!
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Dad said this bridge was built only recently. Yes, | could see it still looked
quite new. Today, Shanshuihua Lake is a heavenly sight to behold. But my
father remembers a different time, a time of lament. Back then, this river
blocked ourway to town, requiring us to make a long detour to the nearest
crossing. One of my greatest desires as a child was to take a boat to market.
| could almost see myself back then sitting in ragged clothes on a boulder,
looking plaintively out across the river toward the land beyond. On the
other side of that river was a mouthwatering scallion pancake beckoning
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me to come. It was a frivolous desire.
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| felt a rush of sentimentality and an affinity forthe “isolation of Bashan
and Chushui” felt by Li Xian, the heir to the throne of the Tang Dynasty,
during his banishment here. He too once sat atop one of these peaks in
Bazhong and looked forlornly in the direction of the capital Chang’ an. In
the eyes of poets and princes, Bazhong was where one goes to experience
the nadir of life. It was then | remembered: the character ‘ba’ traces its
origins to a pictograph of a giant snake. Thus, could 'Bazhong’ denote a
place where poisonous snakes roam? So, my ancestors here were truly far

from the light of civilization.
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Dad seems to have gotten wind of my thoughts. He said, “Let’ s go take a
look at some of the industrial parks in the area!” From the car, | could see
both sides of the roadway lined with these parks, each separated by grey
cement roads running straight as an arrow in between. Some had newly
transplanted trees, while others were covered in newly planted grass. Not
far from these parks, | could see row upon row of two-story homes, some
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with a car parked out in front.
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The grey mountains have tinted
green the waters of this lake, while lake waters have bled into those same
mountains. Shanshuihua Lake is blessed by the affectionate embrace of
mountains and water. A painting in need of no further embellishments, she
warmly reveals her charms to the world.
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Reviewer |

1) Stunningly beautiful Shanshuihua Lake is Bazhong City’ s most
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magnificent natural scenic attraction. The author describes a boat trip he
took with his father out onto the lake, enjoying the 'banquet’ of sights,
smells and sounds there. Being immersed in this ink wash painting pleases
the soul. The red bridge on the lakeshore roadway that bridges the two
banks has not only improved transportation in the Bashu area but also
carries the author’ s childhood hopes. The author strikes an emotional
chord in recalling the poets of old who once found themselves here, far
from their beloved capital city. Today, modern development has brought all
closer together and opened up the opportunity to appreciate the aesthetics
of Shanshuihua Lake.

2) A light and natural descriptive essay of natural scenery with clever
metaphors, a deft writing style, and lively descriptions.
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Reviewer I

Describing scenery in ink wash paintings requires exceptional literary skill
and rich descriptions. This essay breathes vivid, immediate life into this
scene using direct descriptions, metaphor, and personification. Historical
references and changes across time were introduced. The description of
glinting waves added a touch of classical elegance and richness as well.
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SES: a

Hometown Soil is Best

NFEH AER BREBEHERMRRNERDMIE
Dangfeng Xinyi, Primary School Group, Huayin Chengguan Elementary
School, Weinan City, Shaanxi Province
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The land of the Qin; Mountains and rivers

* unending; Songs of home always have another
refrain; Stories of home are always followed by
another; Shout at the bleeding edge of my lungs;
A shout that splits Mt. Hua in twain; A shout

% thatshakes Dragon Qin from its slumber; A
shout that curls the mighty Yellow River..” My friend, when you heed
these rough Shaanxi opera commands and step onto this fertile land, | want

to tell you this ...
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To the south, Mt. Hua stands asa magnificent and towering ‘lotus

blossom’ . Kou Zhun (961-1023) glorified Mt. Hua as “There is only

heaven above, with no other mountain to compare.” To the north,is Wei
River, a dark-green reed girded by a ‘jade belt’ . This is the home of Yang
Guifei, one of ancient China' s four great beauties, as well as  “Guanxi Fuzi”
Yang Zhen. Walk along the city’ s expansive lotus pond, where “Lotus
leaves stretch to meet the horizon and the sun casts a roseate glow on lotus
flowers,” and experience the nexus of mountains and water. This city that

has produced so many exceptional people is an exceptional place itself.
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The ascent up Mt. Hua' ssteep western slope begins for hikers at Jade
Spring Pavilion, who follow the cool, clear waters upward past Wuliguan,
Shimen, Shaluoping, Maonu Cave, and Yunmen to Qingkeping. The climb
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between Qingkeping andNorth Peak is one of the most difficult of the
journey. Once you pass Huixin Rock, you have sharp cliffs, the
incrediblysteep Qianchi Zhuang and Baichi Gorge. Here is where hikers
ascend through a narrow crevasse in the living rock face on stairs that are
more like a rope ladder unfurled from a helicopter above. The climb is
nothing if not terrifying. Laojun Furrow, Shangtianti (Stairway to Heaven),
and Canglong Ridge all stand in every hiker’ s way. Yaozi Fanshen (Sparrow
Hawk Cliff) is an open cliff face climb with views of craggy peaks, oddly
shaped stone protrusions, cloud seas, natural springs, towering waterfalls,
and historic sites that is popular with hikers from near and far. But the
dangerous nature of this trek has caused many to turn back halfway. The
opening of a second ropeway has opened the mountain to even more
visitors wanting to test their mettle and claw their way further up Mt.
Huashan' s craggy face. The friendly residents of Huayin City, the trek
guides here, are more than willing to share local tales such as “Cracking
the Mountain to Rescue Mother” , “The Sage and the Emperor” , and

“Duel on Hua Mountain” with you, interweaving details so vivid you may
think they had witnessed the events themselves.
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The city cultural park at the base of Mt. Hua is a popular spot for locals to
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relax and exercise. Several ducks cruising the jadeite-green surface of the
lake flap their wings appearing to all like a group of graceful belly dancers
out on a lark. Not to be outdone, the mothers square dancing in the park
twist and turn with eye-catching abandon, their faces beaming with
satisfied smiles. You sing, | dance; a boisterous Shaanxi opera troupe gives
an introductory shout, electrifying the assembled onlookers. These elderly
Shaanxi opera aficionados are regulars here, believing a day without

bellowing out a tune or two simply wouldn’ t be complete.

RREH - FEEARERAAMIKRARZI - BIREXZEMTHE - 83X
EME - REE  AIRAERIN) DT EEFR  HBH - Ja® @ BIERKSHE
MFs% - FAFHRREEEIREMARIINA L - BER "AE/CHEBRI" TF |

On sultry summer days, the sprawling lotus pond here is a popular spot for
locals to beat the heat, drink in scenes of beautiful lotus fields, and watch
fish flitting playfully beneath their leaves. See over there? Ladies striking
poses, taking selfies or group pictures together, laughing playfully in the
mild breeze. The sunlight reflecting off pond waters casts ripples of light
and shadow across these beauties’ faces. Itis truly “Crimson reflected off

faces and lotus flowers” !
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On market day, West Bridge is inundated by a sea of people and vehicles.
Freshly picked coriander, white radishes capped with green tassels, green
peppers, pink tomatoes, lanky garlic shoots, and tender summer squash are
all here for the asking. Lotus seeds from Shuangquan; sweet potato
vermicelli from Bayi; tofu, pine nuts, and walnuts from Huayang -- are all
staples of this market. Over here, caged roosters give spirited calls; over
there, caged ducks go quack, quack, quack. A young mother with child in
arm pulls up a chair and orders a bowl| of buckwheat noodlesoup. Despite
the overpoweringly piquant spices, she clearly savors this familiar treat,
thinking indeed that one bowl may not suffice and slurping down the last
drop. She certainly appears the seasoned gourmand. Her babe in arms
enjoys a bowl of fragrant oil pasties andsour-and-hot thick-cut noodles
paired with a Shaanxi pork burger from Pang Nuiren. Such signature dishes
make a trip to the market complete. Most seasoned market-goers stop in
for a fragrant bowl of spicy, thick ma’ shi with vegetables. The pot-baked
bread chunks in the bowl make this dish a market favorite for Huayin
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residents, setting their day off on the right foot and inspiring them to invest

their all in this shared land of ours.
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In the soft light before sunrise, the streets

already bustle with activity. Some people
are busily discussing the coming day’ s work;others are leading their
children to school;still othersare carrying their breakfast and, once finished,
toss their cardboard boxes into the garbage, earning gleams of approval
from nearby street cleaners. Primary school students line up smartly in front
of school gates, waiting patiently to begin their daily studies.Little hands
carrying the morning’ s schoolbooks set the vibe for street scenes in the

hours just after dawn.
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When the lights of evening switch on, Huayue Boulevard is impeccably
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clean and as bright as day. Pedestrians stream endlessly by; the city’ s
multihued lights illuminating their smiling faces. Binhe Boulevard is flanked
by lotus-shaped lights that, when viewed from above, seem suspended like
rows of candles floating in a gentle stream. It is a scene that inspires endless
imaginings. The “Riverbanks” Scenic Development on the west side of
Binhe Boulevard glows as a new city hotspot. Not long from now, the new
Water Street project will thread its way from south to north, giving Huayin
City even more picturesque charm.
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"One robust bellow of Huayin Shaanxi opera; Hometown soil is best; The
hearts of the people burst with the dazzling warmth of the azure blue sky;
Raise your head and see the day; Breezes roll in billowy waves; An open sea
set with cloudy sails; Dreams are built on dazzling rainbows; rainbows that
lead to that cloud-draped sky. ..."
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Reviewer |

Powerful and direct writing style; Using scenery to describe the local culture,

54



PEENN S RENEGRAZ
ESAVEE SRS ES

the local terroir, and life. Using Shaanxi opera as her opening, the author
takes readers on a journey through the manifold pleasures of her
hometown’ s mountains and waters and then uses the opera to close out
the essay, leaving a sweetly emotive ‘taste’ onthe memory that lingers

long afterward.
BEXMNE_

—  EENABRZERKLBK - tRAR - EmEEH IS IIAIELL - 46
HEREFRPIOEK ,; 2 "OE—XBEE  ~"EMELHE ) NEAMRL
Wiz - 2 "REAXRF L MENKNE - XHRASEAEFELERE - T2
- BERBREHAZESTUHFX—RILE - FERE ; BRIEE - TEBEBHE
BEROMRE - RFE - BA =8 I8R - VR ARSEXRA=M - |55
L ARBRIRRR - BB MRS UERE - EHEARBENEEL - X
FEMpLE—HR - NESTIHWEE - S8 - ) =28 BROEE - Ef 5
EEfE - EHHE  BEEXXREEHNRRZM - FEAGEHENEF - Lz
RES  FZRkn - WEERE - KJJHE - AKXERE - MEX - KEMNE - AfFEY
XIEEKEEZHNRR -

—EENRZFABRE - RRROPEENIH - ARXFEREK - BAR
2 gRE¥N - Z2WRELFRIEm -

Reviewer ||

1) The author introduces the mountains and waters of her hometown,
Huayin, as well as its remarkable sights and people. Mt. Hua lies to the
south of the city, while Wei River, celebrated in poetry across the ages, lies
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to the north. Huayin is the birthplace of legendary beauty Yang Guifei as
well as of “Guanxi Fuzi” Yang Zhen. The author describes the perilous
dangers of scaling the western side of Huashan — particularly the
heart-stopping section between Jade Spring and Qingkeping. The trek from
the northern peak across the dangerous cliff is another hair-raising
experience. The views of craggy peaks, oddly shaped stone protrusions,
cloud seas, natural springs, towering waterfalls, and historic sites entice
many travelers to its myriad exhilarating challenges. The cultural park at the
base of Mt. Hua is a favorite of locals; a place where older men put on
brassy Shaanxi performances thatinvariably electrify their appreciative
crowds.The city’ s sprawling lotus pond is an ideal respite to the heat of
Huayin in summertime. Moreover, the
city’ s summer treats include buckwheat
noodles, fragrant oil pasties, thick-cut
noodles, Shaanxi pork burgers, and

ma’ shi with vegetables. The fragrance

of such culinary delights pervades the air

of the regular market along West Bridge.

2) The author has deep affections for her hometown, saying that
'hometown soilis best. The writing is sharp and concise and

impassioned and deeply meaningful. The essay’ s beginning and ending

complement one another. This is a particularly outstanding effort.
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