Prelude: The Little Prince and Echo (= EE/NEFAVFEE)

Sanmao skates through the Sahara Desert. Phrases from her prose collection “Gone with the
Rainy Season” speaks of rain and drought.

L Prelude 1

“The wind and skating sounds glide in; a young 16-year-old girl glides through the desert in an apple-
green dress.”

“I have become unfamiliar with the rain. Where I lived, it does not rain often, and there is certainly no
rainy season. The days without rain should not be very good either. The flowers.”

I1. Prelude I1

“It has rained for too many days. It never falls on me; there is a rainy season in the depth of my heart; I
have soaked myself in water.”

I1I. Interlude 1

One face, Two Sides (B5thit » fEhEE)

Sanmao’s prose about her travels in Europe interweaves
with the narrator’s life and dreams in London.

V. 2

“I came back Europe after traveling around the world. Language changed, and I see the familiar streets
again. The beautiful ladies, the birch trees, and the big e/ /lefrero— long-time-no-see. I head downtown
via underground, bathed in the autumn sun, and watched the people come and go from the outdoor cafe.
The days in Taipei were like a dream. I may be in a dream right now in another thought. Maybe one
day I’d wake up and realise that I am sleeping in my own bed in Taipei.”

V. $i 2

“Rain falls, always. Dream, reality, like the winter rain in London, is always too long. Emotion comes
and goes like the rain. Fall into the deep, and then slowly climb up, proceed. When the rain stops... I
realized that, I am not who I was.”

“Life is a long dream. Over the years, whether I’'m in Madrid, Paris, Berlin, Chicago, or Taipei, I had
to relocate myself when I wake up in the morning, and ask myself, who am I, where I am— Is it the
butterfly that dreamt of me, or I who dreamt of the butterfly? I passed half of my life like this.”



Taiwanese in Toscana (JEHFRE & BE4FE)

Dialogue between Taiwanese students in Firenze.
VI. Interlude II: Is this Taiwanese in Toscana?

“Is this Taiwanese in Toscana?”’

“Ah, this is what I was asking— was running late and was afraid that I couldn’t find you guys. Thanks.”
“Six months.”

“Most of them seemed to have stayed because they got married here.”

“Three years is a short stay? How long have they all stayed here?”

Lo-Bha-Beng (528 LISIAMR)
A dialogue at a Taiwanese restaurant in Perugia in Taiwanese and Mandarin. Lo-Bha-Beng,
meaning “braised pork with rice” in Taiwanese, is a typical cuisine that one can find along the
streets of Taiwan.

VII. Lo-Bha-Beng

“Hi, is the restaurant open?”

“Hello, yes, it is. When do you want to come?”’

“I am here, but I want to come again at 13:00. I wrote on Facebook that I want to have Lo-Bha-Beng.”
“Taiwanese.”

“Yes,  am.”

“Come at 13:00.” —

“You will eat whatever I want to cook.”

“Why is it always a haste when you come here? Today is the last day I am here. [ am returning Taiwan
for about three months, won’t be back until August— I’ll add some fish floss on your rice; there is only
little braised pork left— how are you doing with your Italian lessons?”

VIII. Bridge

IX. Interlude I11: What should be the title of this piece?

Echo, and the Fox (=F 241/ NIE)

Before leaving Spain, Sanmao tells a story about aliens to a 7-year-old child.
X. Echo and the fox

“Come— let Echo tell you another story— a story about another planet, like those with Aliens— Do
you want to listen to it?”



Finale: Going Home (JE-F[EFE)

After traveling around the world, Sanmao returns her home in Taipei. She skates across the
stars and the deserts, and the stars laugh as she finds consolation.

X1 JRFIEI

“The girl continues to skate, through the desert, rain, and the starry night. No words are spoken in the
end of the story. Sanmao returns Taiwan, returns Taipei, missing José. Things changed, just as the
constellations moved their positions. She cannot return to the desert where she lived with her husband.”

“And when you have found consolation— as people always do— you will be glad to have known me.
You will always be my friend. You’ll want to laugh with me. When you look at the sky at night, because
I’ll be living on one of them, because I’ll be laughing on one of them, to you it will sound as if all the
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stars are laughing. You — only you— will have stars that can laugh



