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Dear Paul.

Delighted to know you will participate in the contest. I'd like to recommend my favourite
poem On the Stork Tower.

The poem 15 a masterpiece with only four lines. written by Wang Zhihuan. a famous poet
in the Tang Dynasty. In the first two lines. the writer portrays a spectacular sight featuring the
setting sun agaimst high mountains and the Yellow River by using the typical technique of
Chinese poems—antithesis. The last two lines convey the poet’s great ambition hidden in the
metaphor of “great height™ on the Stork Tower. which makes the poem a long-standing classic
quoted in many contexts.

Hope my recommendation can be of any help. If there 1s anything I can do. please do not

hesitate to ask me.

ours.
L1 Hua
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One possible version:

A local stood at the back of the vehicle, waving me on. He was making vigorous ‘this way.
this way’ movements with his arms. In an act of blind trust. I followed his mnstructions.
creeping backwards and forwards. The car wriggled deep into the garage one centimeter at a
time. Through countless adjustments. finally the car lay straight i the garage! Then with the
instructions of all the locals. turning my head left and right looking back hundreds of tumes. I

backed 1t into the side street.

The other car passed. The driver gave me a grateful wave. In relief. I waved back to her.
finding my hands trembling. Tired out and all sweaty. I lay back on the seat. breathed in and
out to steady my nerves for a while. then reluctantly sat straight. Jocasta swiveled towards me.

“You’ ré my hero.” she squeezed my hand as she said. We set off again. I accelerated towards

the highway. Who would swap all this for a self-drive car?



