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Chinese literature published in the United States has tended to focus on politics — think the
Cultural Revolution and dissidents — but there's a whole other world of writing out there. It's
punk, dealing with the harsh realities lived by the millions of city-dwellers struggling to get by in
the grey economy. Dunhuahg, recently out of prison for selling fake IDs, has just enough
money for a couple of meals. He also has no place to stay and no prospects for earning more
yuan. When he happens to meet a pretty woman selling pirated DVDs, he falls into both an
unexpected romance and a new business venture. But when her on-and-off boyfriend steps
back into the picture, Dunhuahg is forced to make some tough decisions. Running Through
Beijing explores an underworld of constant thievery, hardcore porn, cops (both real and
impostors), prison bribery, rampant drinking, and the smothering, bone-dry dust storms that
blanket one of the world's largest cities. Like a literary Run Lola Run, it follows a hustling hero
rushing at breakneck speed to stay just one step ahead. Full of well-drawn, authentic
characters, Running Through Beijing is a masterful performance from a fresh Chinese voice.

Praise for Running Through Beijing:“The novel captures the taste and tension of Beijing better
than any I’ve ever read.” — Los Angeles Review of Books"Running through Beijing is clean and
fast, deeply felt and very smart: a profoundly engaging story about a certain kind of honor, and
a certain kind of thief, and a life that feels hidden in plain sight."— Roy Kesey, author of Pacazo
and Any Deadly Thing“Xu Zechen has captured with colloquial grace the frenetic pace of a
Beijing heartbeat where dust storms, crackdowns, pirated DVD porn, and double lives are the
norm. . . . Eric Abrahamsen’s translation sparkles like a crystal bobblehead.”— Jeffrey Yang,
author of An Aquarium and Vanishing-Line“A window onto Beijing’s seamy, crime-ridden
underbelly . . . a vibrant story by one of China’s rising young writers. I’d check it out if I were
you.” — Book Riot“Uplifting, thrilling. . . . The novel itself, with its sharp, detailed prose and vivid
storytelling, creates an exhilaration, a giddy hope in the reader . . .” — Numéro Cinq"Its fast-
paced, engaging, realistic plot keeps the pages turning at a furious pace, and when the end
arrives all too quickly, the crushing beauty of its final message leaves one desperate for more
pages . . ." — Typographical Era“As the construction sites and desertification in surrounding
areas raise dust storms in Beijing, the capital is covered in a haze of moral uncertainty. This is
the setting of the story of Dunhuang, seller of fake IDs and pirated DVDs, but not all is unclear:
there’s the clarity of Xu’s realistic treatment of life for the outcastes of China’s development,
and of Abrahamsen’s exacting translation into English.”— Lucas Klein, translator of Notes on
the Mosquito"Xu has something real to offer the ever-burgeoning literature of Chinese despair.
— Words Without Borders"This novel’s style is sparse and direct, representing a divergence
from traditional Chinese literature" — National Endowment for the Arts"This is a fine novel. . . .
It is likely to be enjoyed." — Asian Review of BooksPraise for Xu Zechen:"His silent toiling has
given voice to the equally silent social classes struggling on the boundaries of the country's
urban landscape" — China Daily"Reflects on the scattergun entrepreneurialism and economic
inequality of the new Beijing" — The Financial Times"The glory of the post-1970 writers" —
Master magazine--This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorXu Zechen is the
author of the novels Midnight's Door, Night Train, and Heaven on Earth and was selected by
People's Literature as one of the "Future 20" best Chinese writers under 41. The recipient of
numerous awards and honors, he lives in Beijing.Eric Abrahamsen is the recipient of



translation grants from PEN and the NEA and has written for The New York Times, among
others. In 2012 Penguin published his translation of The Civil Servant's Notebook by Wang
Xiaofang. He lives in Beijing.--This text refers to the paperback edition.
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THROUGH BEIJINGXu ZechenTranslated by Eric AbrahamsenTwo Lines Press1I'm out.As
Dunhuang opened his mouth to shout, a dust devil rose up and filled his eyes, nose, and
mouth with fine grit, obliging him to sneeze and rub his eyes. The little iron gate clanged shut
behind him. He spat the sand from his mouth. The dust devil had already moved on. Tilting his
head back he looked at the sky, a blur of yellow dust behind which the sun glowed, mild but
rough, like a polished piece of ground glass or a copper mirror that had seen years of use. The
sunlight had no power to dazzle, but it still made Dunhuang’s eyes tear up—it was sunlight,
after all. Another dust devil leaned toward him and he dodged out of its way. It was a
sandstorm, he’d heard of them on the inside. They’d talked of only two things over the past few
days: his getting out, and the sandstorms. In jail, he’d seen the storms picking up, seen the
yellow dust settling on the steps and windowsills, but there wasn’t enough room inside for it to
really get going. If he could, he’d like to go back and tell that pack of old cabbage heads that if
they wanted a real sandstorm, they had to get out into the wide open spaces.Wild land
stretched before him: a few trees showed new buds, but there was no green grass in sight. It
must be buried by sand, Dunhuang thought, and kicked at the dry weeds beside the gate—he
looked around but still couldn’t see a speck of green. He’d been in jail three whole months, for
Christ’s sake, and not one green blade of grass had grown. It was cold with the wind on him,
and he pulled a jacket out of his bag. Shouldering the bag, he shouted, “I’m out!”The iron gate
rasped and a head peered out. Dunhuang saluted it, then laughed and said, “What are you
looking at? Back to your post.”The head glared at him, retracted, and the iron gate clanged
shut once more.Dunhuang walked for twenty minutes, then waved a little truck over. The driver,
sporting a first growth of fluffy beard, asked where he was going. Dunhuang said anywhere
was fine as long as it was in Beijing. The driver dumped him on west Fourth Ring Road; he was
taking his truck to sell at the Liulangzhuang automobile market. As he got out, Dunhuang
thought he recognized the place, that he’d been there before. He walked south, turned right,
and, sure enough, there was a little corner store where he’d once bought some Zhongnanhai
cigarettes. Sandstorm aside, Beijing hadn’t changed much. Dunhuang felt a bit calmer; he had
worried that the city might have transformed behind his back. He bought a pack of cigarettes
and asked the young clerk if she recognized him. The girl smiled perfunctorily and said he
looked familiar. He said, “I once bought four packs of cigarettes here.”As he was leaving, he
heard the girl spit the melon-seed shells from her mouth and mutter, “Asshole.”Dunhuang didn’t
look back—you’re too ugly to argue with. He followed the street, knowing he must look like a
hoodlum; he started swinging his bag and swaggering down the wrong side of the street. He
went slowly, savoring a Zhongnanhai. Being in jail was like being home in that it was hard to
get a smoke. The first time he’d brought two cartons of Zhongnanhais home his father had
been thrilled and passed them out to guests, solemnly telling them: Zhongnanhai, named after
where the leaders of our nation live—they all smoke these.Where the leaders of our nation live.
Dunhuang had only passed the front gate of Zhongnanhai once before, on his way to see the
flag-raising at Tiananmen. He’d dragged himself up at 4 am. Bao Ding had sworn at him and
said, “You can see the flag raising any day, why do it on a foggy day?” It had been foggy, and



that morning they had to make a delivery, but Dunhuang couldn’t help himself. He hadn’t been
hustling with Bao Ding in Beijing long, and aside from enormous heaps of cash he dreamed of
nothing but that flag, fluttering in the wind. He heard the clacking of the ceremonial guards’
footsteps as they passed in perfect unison through his dreams. As he flew toward Tiananmen
that morning on a wrecked old bicycle, he passed a bright, blurry gate, where a few guards
might have been standing, but he thought nothing of it. When he got back home, Bao Ding told
him that was Zhongnanhai, and he regretted not having stopped. He always meant to go back
and take a closer look, but never got around to it. It was like Bao Ding said, “You can go any
day, so you end up going no day.” He never went.Dunhuang didn’t know where he was headed.
That seemed awful, when he thought about it. No place to go. The whole lot of them had gone
to jail: Bao Ding, Big Mouth, Xin’an, Thirty Thou with the lame leg. Hardly anyone he knew was
left; he’d have trouble just finding a place to crash. And he was short of money, he only had fifty
on hand, minus the nine he’d just spent on cigarettes. For now, he’d follow his feet, and worry
about the rest tomorrow—he could always just burrow in somewhere for the night. The sun was
dropping steadily in the sandpaper sky, down toward the end of the street—looking more and
more like a giant millstone weighing on Beijing’s shoulders. Dunhuang took the cigarette from
his mouth and whistled a bit to buck his spirits—this wouldn’t kill him. When he was first in
Beijing, that time he’d gotten separated from Bao Ding, hadn’t he slept a night against a
concrete pillar under an overpass?Obstetrics Hospital. Zhongguancun Human Resources
Center. The Bai Family Courtyard Restaurant. The Earthquake Bureau. He looked up and saw
Haidian bridge in front of him. He hadn’t meant to come this way. He stopped, watching a
double-jointed bus run a red light under the bridge. He hadn’t come here on purpose, but there
wasn’t anywhere he wanted to go. It was under Haidian Bridge that they’d been caught, he and
Bao Ding. They had run all the way here from Pacific Digital City without stopping for breath,
but still hadn’t been able to shake the police. They’d still had their stuff with them. If they had
known they were going to get nabbed they would have ditched it. He’d called to Bao Ding, “It’s
okay, these cops are too fat to buckle their pants.” But the policemen turned out to be pretty
nimble. A car had cut them off, and by then it was too late to toss anything.That was three
months ago. It had still been cold, around the New Year, the wind had sung in his ears. As they
had sprinted and dodged they’d nearly made two cars collide under the bridge. Now he was
out, but Bao Ding was still in jail. Bao Ding’s left hand had been stomped on by the police.
Dunhuang wondered if it was better.Dunhuang turned onto another street, then turned again.
The wind picked up more sand from the ground and he ducked in next to a building. The light
was fading, it was almost dark. As he swatted the dust from his clothes, a girl carrying a bag
like his walked up to him and said,“Want a DVD, mister?” She pulled a handful of movies from
her bag. “I’ve got everything: Hollywood, Japanese, Korean, domestic hits. Also, classics and
Oscar winners. Everything.” She spread out the colorful movies for him to see. In the failing
light, the colors were somehow lurid, but he knew that the movies were clean. Just like the girl.
Dunhuang couldn’t guess her age, maybe twenty-four or twenty-five? Maybe twenty-eight? No
more than thirty. Thirty-year-old DVD-sellers didn’t look like that; they carried children, they
asked in furtive tones, “Hey, want a DVD? I’ve got all sorts; if you want porn I’ve got hi-def.”
Then they quickly drew the movies from their clothing.“Even if I bought one I have nowhere to
watch it,” Dunhuang said to her, and leaned back against the wall to avoid another gust of
passing sand.“They’ll play on a DVD player or a computer,” the girl said. “They’re cheap, I’ll give
you a deal, six kuai per movie.”Dunhuang dropped his bag on the steps, wanting to sit and rest.
The girl thought he meant to buy and squatted down with him, pulling a sheet of newspaper
from her bag and spreading out the DVDs. “They’re all good, guaranteed high



quality.”Dunhuang thought it would be impolite not to buy, and said, “All right, I’ll take
one.”“Thanks. Which one do you want?”“Anything, as long as it’s good.”The girl stopped and
looked at him. “If you really don’t want one then don’t bother.”“Who said I don’t want one?” He
was laughing at himself now. “I’ll take two! Hell, give me three!” He quickly rummaged through
the movies under the building’s lights.The Bicycle Thief. Cinema Paradiso. Address
Unknown.“Hey, you’re a film buff!” Excitement was obvious in her voice. “Those are
classics!”Dunhuang said he didn’t really understand film, he’d picked them nearly at random. It
was true, he didn’t understand film. He had seen The Bicycle Thief before, and he’d once
heard a pair of college students talking about Cinema Paradiso on the bus—the boy saying it
was good, the girl saying it was great. He’d picked Address Unknown merely because the
name seemed awkward; he wondered why it wasn’t Unknown Address.The DVDs bought, he
sat on the steps looking at the neon lights on the building across the street. Four characters:
“Hai Dian Chess Academy.” He’d seen that name many times before. He drew out a cigarette,
lit it, and blew a cloud of smoke toward the sign.The girl packed the other DVDs into her bag
and stood up, saying, “Aren’t you going?”“You go on, I’m going to rest a bit.” Dunhuang saw no
need to tell a stranger that he had no place to go.She said goodbye and walked off, but then
came back and sat on the step beside him. Dunhuang unconsciously shifted to make
room.“Got another?” She meant a cigarette.Dunhuang looked at her, surprised. He passed her
the pack and lighter. She made a comment about the mildness of Zhongnanhai. He had no
cause to disagree. He’d crossed paths with many, many people during his time in Beijing, but
his interactions with them were nearly all transactions, conducted for the sake of cash, and the
girl’s behavior threw him off balance. He only felt uneasy for a second, though—what could
possibly go wrong? The barefoot don’t fear the shod. Whatever happens, happens. Suddenly
relaxed, he asked, “How’s business?”“Business is business. Weather’s bad.” The sandstorm
had driven all the idlers indoors, and it was mostly idlers who bought DVDs.“Mmm.” Dunhuang
nodded in sympathy. The weather affected his line of work, too. Rain or wind sent the world
scurrying; no one was in the mood.She was no stranger to cigarettes—her smoke rings were
better than his. The two of them sat there, watching the sky darken. The pedestrians thinned
out. Dunhuang heard someone in a nearby bookstore say, “Close it up, who’s going to buy
books when the gravel’s flying?” Then there was the sound of a gate rattling down and banging
into the ground. Flying gravel . . . Hardly. Dunhuang did his best not to look at the girl. All of a
sudden he wasn’t sure how to talk to her, he wasn’t used to lounging around with girls he didn’t
know. What, exactly, was this turning into? He wanted to leave.“What do you do?” the girl
asked him abruptly.“What do you think?”“A student? I can’t tell.”“I don’t do anything. I’m
homeless.” Dunhuang found the truth was as easy as a lie.“I don’t believe you,” she said,
standing, “but even if you are homeless, let’s have a couple of drinks. My treat.”Dunhuang
smiled. You’ve showed your hand now, he thought. I knew selling DVDs couldn’t be your only
profession. He’d never even had sex, let alone paid for it, but Bao Ding and Three Thou had,
and he had a basic grasp of the process. But a girl like this in that line of work . . . it was
heartbreaking. Though the newspapers said many prostitutes were actually college students.
Even college students—such a grand thing to be—had to sell themselves. Dunhuang once
again pictured furtive women with their babies, selling movies.“Why don’t I treat you?”
Dunhuang said, throwing caution to the wind. What the hell. “I don’t know this area, you pick a
spot.”2They went to a hotpot restaurant called Ancients next to Changchun Park. The girl said
she was frozen through and needed to warm up. Dunhuang agreed; the storm had blasted
Beijing right back into winter. From outside, the windows of the hotpot place were blanketed in
heavy steam; only shadows milled within. Inside, there was a huge crowd, all red faces and



thick necks, it looked as though half of Beijing had squeezed in. Countless beer glasses were
hoisted over heads, the smell of alcohol and hotpot mixed with the chatter, all rising on
billowing steam. Dunhuang hadn’t felt such a welcoming intimacy in months, and his heart
warmed so suddenly he nearly teared up. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d eaten
hotpot. He loved hotpot. He remembered the first time he’d gone home for the spring festival.
He had bought an electric pot with his own money, and eaten hotpot from the first of the year
straight through to the sixth, when he returned to Beijing.They picked a table in the corner, the
girl seated against the wall and Dunhuang with a crowd of boisterous diners behind him. A split
pot; Dunhuang liked it spicy. Three half-liter bottles of Yanjing beer. He noted that she ordered
two plates of winter melon and mushrooms. The pot boiled, the mutton floated. Dunhuang lifted
his glass and said, “What are we toasting?”“Nothing. Drink your beer.”The first glass was
awfully refreshing. The girl turned out not to be much of a drinker. Dunhuang could drink, he
considered it his only true talent. Not many people knew it. Bao Ding thought he could hold his
liquor, but once he’d gotten five shots of Erguotou in him, he never lasted to see how much
Dunhuang could handle.“You can really drink,” said Dunhuang.“You’re not bad yourself.”“Nah,
after one bottle I start talking nonsense.”“So go ahead, I’m listening,” she said carelessly,
smoothing out her sleeves. She hadn’t noticed Dunhuang pouring the beer straight down his
throat, hardly swallowing. “Let’s drink until we talk nonsense.” They started gulping beer by the
half glass. Over the roiling, steaming pot, they looked like a pair of lovers. Dunhuang hadn’t
faced such lush temptation in months. His eyes glittered; he shoveled mutton into his mouth
with his chopsticks.“You must be starved.”“Kind of,” he responded, pausing to look at his dining
partner. Her face had become flushed and soft, and she appeared much younger than she had
out in the wind. Not bad looking.The freckles on her nose looked pretty good.“You should eat,
too.”A phone rang, and the girl quickly looked in her bag. By the time she found her phone, a
man nearby had already picked his up. Her disappointment was obvious. She turned the
cellphone over in her palm a few times, then put it on the table.“What’s your name?” she
asked.“Dunhuang.”“Dunhuang? That’s nice. Is it your real name?”“Of course—money back if
it’s not.”“Who gave it to you? Sounds pretty educated.”“My dad. Educated? He’s basically
illiterate; he just got lucky. My mom said that a couple days after I was born he was so
frustrated by trying to pick a good name he got constipated. In the end he dragged some old
newspapers over from the neighbors’. He spent a whole day looking through them, but couldn’t
decide on anything. Finally, he saw the headline of a People’s Daily article about the Dunhuang
Buddhist cave paintings, and that was me.”“Your dad’s nuts, he should have had a name picked
out before you were born!” The girl laughed emptily, her eyes flicking over her cell phone.
“Guess my name.”“I don’t know.”“Kuang Xia. ‘Kuang’ from ‘spacious,’ ‘Xia’ for ‘summer.’ Nice,
huh?”“That’s nice. Way better than Dunhuang; I always feel like I’m some big rock they dragged
out of the earth.”She laughed again, sounding more like she meant it this time, then told him
that Kuang was her father’s surname, and Xia was her mother’s. Dunhuang didn’t think it was a
particularly good name. Adding your father’s surname to your mother’s—the world was full of
people named that way. But still he said, “Nice.” He felt a need to make her happy. Then he
started talking about how good the DVD business was, how when he’d first come to Beijing
he’d wanted to do that, but had never found an in, and regretted it ever since.“So what do you
do now?” Kuang Xia asked.“Bit of everything. A couple days of this, a couple days of that.
Beijing’s too big to starve in.”“Why don’t you go back home? What’s so great about
Beijing?”“It’s not that it’s so great. It’s just life, right? One place is as good as another.”Kuang
Xia twirled her cellphone again, her expression growing heavy. “If I weren’t selling DVDs I
would have gone home ages ago. Beijing’s too windy.”“It is, but the wind won’t kill you.”A phone



rang again, and Kuang Xia picked up the cellphone she’d just set down. Another call for
someone else. Dunhuang could see something was going on, and he decided to forget it, he’d
quit while he was ahead. He said, “Why don’t we call it a night.” Seeing how readily she agreed,
he said he’d treat. He waved at a waitress to get the bill.“I’ll get it, I’ll get it,” she said, going for
her wallet. “I said I would.”Dunhuang gestured for her to put it away, and obediently she did. He
was stunned—didn’t have to twist your arm, did I? He pretended to look for money in the
pockets of his coat hanging on his seat, while a quart of sweat erupted from his body in two
seconds flat. There was nothing to do but to risk a gambit Bao Ding had taught him. He
rummaged around in his left pocket for a while, his forehead knotting, then rummaged in his
right pocket, then he leaped to his feet and gave a panicked cry, “My wallet’s gone! My
cellphone, too!”“That can’t be, keep looking.” Kuang Xia had stood as well.Dunhuang went
through his pockets again, then snatched up his coat and turned the two interior pockets inside
out for Kuang Xia and the waitress to see. They were entirely empty, of course. “They’ve been
stolen!” he said. “I had them when I came in.” Then, to the waitress: “You’ve got a thief here
somewhere!”The waitress, a girl of eighteen or so, was so terrified she began to back away, as
if the thief himself were bearing down on her. Her hand fluttered in negation, “We don’t, we
don’t!” Her look of fright made Dunhuang pause, but the show, once begun, had to go on.The
chopsticks of the nearby diners all halted in midair, their heads turning to look with deep
interest at the man who’d lost his wallet and cellphone; everyone leaned backwards slightly as
if to indicate their innocence. The stage was growing larger. Dunhuang gritted his teeth and
prepared his performance.“Are you sure you didn’t just put them in your bag?” asked Kuang
Xia.“Of course I’m sure. There was six hundred kuai in my wallet, maybe more. There was my
bank card, my ID card, and a fifty-kuai phone card—all gone! Never mind the money, it’s a
huge hassle to replace an ID card. And I bought that cellphone just a few weeks ago, it cost
more than a thousand.”He put on his best fussy old lady act. Practically every diner in the place
was staring at him. The young waitress grew even more panicked and ran off to find the
assistant manager. By the time the assistant manager arrived, Kuang Xia had noticed that the
waitress had neglected the clothing cover that restaurants put over coats to thwart thieves—if
she had, the wallet and phone could never have been stolen. The restaurant, therefore, bore
responsibility. The manager wouldn’t admit the restaurant’s fault, though, he only stammered a
bit as he explained that the sign on the door stated very clearly that customers should take
care of their own belongings, and that the establishment wasn’t responsible for any losses.
Dunhuang and Kuang Xia weren’t hearing any of it. If the clothing cover had been in place the
restaurant would, of course, be blameless, but the fact was it wasn’t in place, and who knew
whether that had been intentional. The implication was clear.“We are deeply sorry for the loss
of your belongings,” said the manager, finally caving. “How about we give you a 20% discount,
and we’ll call it even. And we’ll throw in two free bottles of cold beer.”Dunhuang looked at
Kuang Xia, who nodded in assent.But Dunhuang shouted, “No! We want five bottles!”The
assistant manager said, “Sir, that’s the best I can do.” Dunhuang responded, “Fine, call your
boss over.”The assistant manager hesitated, then left. Kuang Xia asked Dunhuang for his
cellphone number: she’d call it and see if the thief was still in the restaurant. Dunhuang rattled
off a number and Kuang Xia dialed, but the phone was off. It was hopeless, there was nothing
else to do. Of course, thought Dunhuang, there’d been no hope to begin with. That was a three-
month-old number and god knows where the phone is now. The assistant manager came back
two minutes later, the waitress carrying five bottles of beer behind him. He apologized once
again and said the general manager was currently engaged, but sent his apologies and agreed
to give them five bottles of beer.Dunhuang said, “All right, bag them up so she can take them



home.” Then to Kuang Xia: “I’m sorry, looks like this one’s on you after all.”Kuang Xia said,
“Never mind, it was meant to be mine to begin with.” She looked at her cellphone, then
suddenly stuffed it in her bag, sat down, and said to the waitress, “Open them, we’ll drink them
now!”If you say so, Dunhuang thought. No skin off my nose. It just so happens I hadn’t had
enough.They really got into it then. Kuang Xia was suddenly drinking with abandon, as though
she were downing water, and they clinked their glasses with solemn determination.“Drink,
drink,” she said. Two bottles later, all she could say was “drink,” as she slowly slumped onto the
table.“You all right?” Dunhuang asked.“Fine . . . drink. Drink.” Kuang Xia spoke as if she had a
fishball in her mouth, then she suddenly began to weep. “I want to go home. Take me
home.”“Okay,” said Dunhuang, “I’ll take you home.” He finished the rest of the beer straight from
the bottle.Luckily, Kuang Xia remembered the name of the place where she lived, and
Dunhuang had heard of it. Three months ago, he’d known this stretch of Haidian like an old
Beijinger. She lived in a one-bedroom apartment in the west section of Furongli, third floor, a
rental. Dunhuang got her upstairs and opened the door to discover that the room was packed
with white wicker baskets, all of them full of DVDs. Labels were stuck on the baskets: Euro/
American, Indian, Korean, Japanese, etc. He was just thinking of looking for the baskets
labeled softcore and hardcore when Kuang Xia spoke from the bed, her eyes still closed,
“Water, I need water.”Dunhuang went to the kitchen, but the water cooler was empty. He ran
back into the room and told her to hold on while he boiled some tapwater. While he did, she fell
asleep again, rolling herself in the blanket and snoring gently. He sat down in an old wooden
chair, holding the glass of water and waiting for it to cool. The room was crudely furnished;
besides the queen-sized bed where Kuang Xia lay there was only one table and one chair in
the whole place. On the table was an old television and a nearly new DVD player. The rest was
DVD baskets. He nosed about here and there, and ended up drinking the water himself. He
couldn’t imagine how he would pass the rest of the evening—where would he sleep tonight?
Listening to Kuang Xia’s light snores he was suddenly overcome with self-pity. He didn’t have
so much as a hole to crawl into. He’d been in Beijing for two years and this was the best he’d
done. Thinking about it objectively, it really was too much. When he’d quit his old job in his
hometown, he’d had complete faith that he could come to Beijing and make a good life—now
he was the living dead. He had only twenty-two kuai and four mao in his pocket. He poured
another glass of water for Kuang Xia, in case she woke up asking for a drink.
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outdated, but there's no way to know. Unlike the way the PRC likes to be presented as a
wholesome hard working culture, there is an underground economic force that exists just under
the radar.The people in this book represent those off the grid who make a living any way they
can. Usually it's doing illegal buying and selling of things most of us are happy to buying in
pirated editions. Fresh out of jail, Dun has no prospects for making an honest living. He can't
find anyone from his old group of friends who make their living selling fake id's and licenses.
Those at the top of the trade made diplomas and government certificates.He ends up meeting
a girl who sells pirated DVDs while he looks for the girlfriend of his friend Bao who he went to
jail with. He later ends up selling DVDs with Qibao, Bao's girl. Mostly you read about the
corruption among the lower level police and party members. Everybody has a scheme to get
rich quick. Mostly these people live like the homeless (or unhomed) in America, but there
aren't any services to help these people with food and shelter.This book is like the movies from
the thirties about people who live on the edge of society, but they are just societies dregs trying
to live another day.”

bdallmann, “A great new style of Chinese literature. See more reviews at
mybooklust.wordpress.comJust released from prison for peddling fake IDs, 25-year-old
Dunhuang finds himself having to start over from scratch in Beijing. His first night in the city he
meets a woman who happens to sell pirated DVDs, giving him an “in” for a new way to earn a
living. Now he needs to work to get back on his feet in order to save enough money to rescue
his friend from prison. Throughout it all, Dunhuang must learn how to navigate through
complex human relationships while still focusing on what’s most important.I was very
pleasantly surprised by how much I liked this book. I’ll admit that I didn’t expect much from a
book by an author I had never heard of published by a relatively small publisher. Most of the
Chinese books I’ve read were long and tedious – two things that this book is not. It’s fast-paced
and enthralling, with well-developed, likeable characters and a solid plot.A story about a pirated
DVD peddler is just what I needed. Having spent 13 months living in Shanghai, I’ve seen plenty
of these guys. I know how much the DVDs cost, what movies I’m likely to see, and what tricks
they use to convince you to buy. And I was tickled to find all that in the book. I know these
characters, but had never gotten a glimpse into their lives before. Besides that, the book
captures the everyday petty corruption and tedious bureaucracy that is such a part of life in
China. And it’s nice to hear a Chinese national also complain about landlords that demand
three months rent at a time.TL;DR: Running Through Beijing is definitely worth the short
amount of time it will take to read it, and certainly worth the $12.95 list price. It’s a great insight
into modern China for those who have never been there, and an amusing, familiar story for
those who have.”

L. Chen, “It is achingly beautiful. Both the story and the translation are outstanding. I
particularly like how Xu portraits female characters with independent spirit, one of the most
important traits I search for in contemporary Chinese writings. Eric's excellent translation
makes the book read like an original.”

alertec, “Interesting discovery. Not the tourist side of Beijing!”

The book by Vatsyayana has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 11 people have provided feedback.
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