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Far away from here, follewing the Jade Biver, there was
ance a black maumaain thae cut o the sky like a jagged
picce of rough metal. The villagers called it Fruithess
Muountain becavse nothing grew on it and bards and am-
mials did @it rest there.

Crowded i e corner of where Froitbess Mountain
and the Jade River met was a village that was a shade of
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village was hard and pooe, To coax rice out of the stub-

born land, the Belds had o be Aooded wath waeer. The



villagers hacl o tramp in the mud, bending and stooping
andd planting day after day. Working in the mud so much
made it spread everywhere and the hot sun dried it onto
their dothes and hair and homes, Over time, everything
in the village had become the dull color of dried muod.

Oine of the howses in this village was so small that its
wind boards, held wogether by the roof, made ane think
of 3 bunch of matches tied with a peece of twine. Inside,
there was harcly enough room for three people o st
around the tahle — which was lucky because only three
people lived there, One of them was a young girl called
Minl.

Minh was not brown and dull like the rest of the vil-
lage. She had glossy black hair with pink cheeks, shining
eyes always cager for adventure, and o fast smibe that
Aashed from her face. When people saw her lively and
impulsive spirit, they thought ber name, which meant
queack thinking, suived her well. “Too well,” her mather
sghed, as Minli had a habie of quick acting as well.

Ma saghed a great deal, an imparsent noise usually ac-
companied with a frown an their rough clothes, rundown
house, or meager food, Minli could ot remember a time



when Ma did not sigh; it often made Minli wish she had
been called a name that meant gold or fortwne instead. Be-
cause Minki and her parcns, like the village and the land
around them, were very poor. They were barely able 10
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ey in the howse was twe old copper coins that sat in a
bluse rice: bowd with a white rabbit painted on it The coins
and the bowl belonged to Minli; they had been given 1o
her when she was a haby, and she had had them for a5
lng as she could remember.

What kepe Mindi from becoming dull and brown like
the rest of the village were the storics her father wld her
m'cr].'n.igj'ﬂ.ﬂdinrhrr.ﬂl'tﬂﬂﬂd with such wonder and
excitement that even Ma would smile, though she would
shake her head ae the same time. Ba seemed w drop his
gray and work weariness — his hlack eyes sparkled like
raindrops in the sun when he began a story,

“Ba, tell me the story abour Fruitless Mountain again,”
Minki would say as her mother spoaned their plain rice
o bowls. “Tell me again why nothing grows on it.”

“Ah,” Minli's father said, “you've heard this se iy
nmes. You know,®
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