THe WARLORD's PurreTeers

any years ago in China, a boy named Chuan

scurried ﬂu‘ough the marketp] aceina busﬂing
oasis on the e&ge of the desert. He clo&ged among the cara-
vans from faraway countries that came to trade for the
treasures of the Middle Kingdom He and the artist to
whom he was apprenﬁcecl had lived at the oasis for the
]ong months of winter, saving money for their journey
home. Now his arms carried the final supp]ies for their
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urry!” shouted the artist the moment he
saw Chuan. "A group of travelers is leav-
ing this morning for the river near our warlord’s pa] ace.”
He snatched bags of rice, millet, and vegetab]es from
Chuan's arms. “Hurry." he said again as he tucked the

provi sions among their bel ongings in a small cart.
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he artist set off with ]ong strides. "It is dangerous to
travel alone” he called over his shoulder. "We do not
want to be left behind”

Chuan followed, pus]n'ng the cart as clui ck]y as he could

without tipping it.




mong the travelers gaﬂlered at the gate, he

recogm'zed a troupe of puppeteers who had per-
formed in the marketp] ace. The old puppet master and his
young claug}tter were chec]dng the harness that hitched
their ]ong—earec]1 gray donkey toa co]orfu]. painted cart.




huan was fascinated by a carved trunk

that sat on top of their load. Its
scenes of fierce warlords on horseback
clue]ing with swords made him ]ong (‘r:f,

for the warlord’s pa]ace. where he
and the artist once lived.



hen the little band set out, Chuan ang]ed his
cart so that he could walk near the clonkey
cart to get a better look. “Tell me about your trunk” he

asked the puppet masters daughter when they stoppecl to
eat and refresh themselves.




W\

t holds our puppets,' "the gir] answered, in a voice

so soft that Chuan had to lean forward to hear.
“Our famﬂy has been puppeteers for generations,’ said
one of her older brothers, opem'ng the trunk to allow
Chuan to peek in. "My father buys on]y puppets made from
the finest camphor wood. Each head takes the carver three

months to create”







huan and his master became friends with
the puppet troupe as ﬂley ]'Le]ped each other
ﬂtrough the ]one]y, roug]t terrain. Some m'ghts they

staye& at monasteries a]ong the route. Some nights they

ca.mped. under the stars.
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Eaﬂy one moming, riders appeared over a ri(lge,
waving swords and shouh'ng.

“Bandits!” cried the artist.






