L1PSTICK

= Insome deep corner of the dinner table, I found an old lip-
stick.

The cover was gone, its green plastic body coated with dark
greasy dirt. | wiped it with a tablecloth and held it under my
nose. | smelled the fragrance of wild roses. Slowly I turned the
tube as far as it could go. About an inch of scarlet red appeared
between my fingers. The print of someone’s lips on the top, its
angle so tender that I dare not touch it. Whose lipstick could it
be? Who still had the guts to keep a lipstick in 1971, the prime
time of the Cultural Revolution? Anything which was related
to beauty, whether Western or Oriental, had been banned. Gray
zhongshanzhuang—Mao’s suit—became the uniform for the mid-
dle-aged and old people, and the green and navy blue uniforms
became young people’s most desirable objects. All the woman
had short hair cut just below their ears. Some girls tied their
hair with rubber bands into two brushlike pigtails. They were
called revolutionary brushes because they resembled the
brushes people used to write critical big-character posters.

Whose lipstick could it bet My sister Sea Cloud’s or my
mother's? Sea Cloud’s power seemed limitless. Although she






