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‘Don’t you know anything?’ the chauffeur replied rudely. “This is your new
home. Your parents moved here a few months ago.’

‘I had forgotten, I said as I got out.
Ah Gum opened the door. Inside, it was quiet and cool.
‘Where is everyone?’

*Your mother is out playing bridge. Your two brothers and Little Sister are
sunbathing by the swimming pool. Your father is in his room and wants to
bridge A card game played with four see you as soon as you get home.’

people. ‘See me in his room?’ I was overwhelmed by the thought that I had been

summeoned by Father to enter the Holy of Holies — a place to which I had
never been invited, Why? ...

Timidly, I knocked on the door. Father was alone, looking relaxed in his
slippers and bathrobe, reading a newspaper. He smiled as [ entered and I saw
he was in a happy mood. I breathed a small sigh of relief at first but became
uneasy when I wondered why he was being so nice, thinking, Is this a giant
ruse on his part to trick me? Dare I let my guard down?

*Sit down! Sit down!’ He pointed to a chair. ‘Don’t look so scared. Here, take
a look at this! They’re writing about someone we both know, I think. I

He handed me the day’s newspaper and there, in one corner, [ saw my name
ADELINE YEN in capital letters prominently displayed.

‘It was announced today that 14-year-old Hong Kong schoolgirl ADELINE
JUN-LING YEN of Sacred Heart Canossian School, Caine Road, Hong
Kong, has won first prize in the International Play-writing Competition held
in London, England, for the 1951-1952 school year. It is the first time that
any local Chinese student from Hong Kong has won such a prestigious event.
Besides a medal, the prize comes with a cash reward of FIFTY ENGLISH
POUNDS. Our sincere congratulations, ADELINE YEN, for bringing honour
to Hong Kong. We are proud of you.

Is it possible? Am I dreaming? Me, the winner?

‘I was going up the lift this morning with my friend C.Y. Tung when he
showed me this article and asked me, “Is the winner Adeline Jun-ling Yen
related to you? The two of you have the same uncommon last name.” Now
C.Y. himself has a few children about your age but so far none of them has
won an international literary prize, as far as [ know. So [ was quite pleased to
tell him you are my daughter. Well done!’

He looked radiant. For once, he was proud of me. In front of his revered
colleague, C.Y. Tung, a prominent fellow businessman also from Shanghai,
had given him face. I thought, Is this the big moment I have been waiting for?
My whole being vibrated with all the joy in the world. I only had to stretch
out my hand to reach the stars.

face In this context, a positive successful “Tell me, how did you do it?* he continued. ‘How come you won?’
appearance in the eyes of other pecple.

“Well, the rules and regulations were so very complicated. One really has to
be dedicated just to understand what they want. Perhaps I was the only one
determined enough to enter and there were no other competitors!’

He laughed approvingly. ‘I doubt it very much but that’s a good answer.

‘Please, Father,’ I asked boldly, thinking it was now or never. ‘May I go to
university in England too, just like my brothers?’

.




