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* Full-length animated film On Happiness Road received prizes 

at Tokyo Anime Award, the Stuttgart Festival of Animated 

Film, Seoul International Cartoon and Animation Festival, and 

the Ottawa International Animation Festival 

 

Following on the international success of animated film On 

Happiness Road, writer and director Sung Hsin-yin teamed up 

with comic book artist Lo He to create this graphic novel prequel 

about everyday life during Sung’s childhood in 1980’s Taiwan. 

 
 

Taiwan in the 1980’s is gradually opening up after decades of 

authoritarian rule. An atmosphere of hope permeates the country as 

manufacturing and small and medium-sized businesses flourish, and 

big ideas like freedom and democracy become mainstream. 

 

Though elementary school student Lin Shu-chi is growing up on a 

Taipei street called Happiness Road, she doesn’t consider herself 

particularly happy. The Barbie doll she received on her birthday is 

nothing like she imagined, the goose she raised on her own was 

almost cooked and eaten by her family, and she stumbled during a 

talent show, ruining her dreams of becoming a star. In fact, her 

troubles are so many they seem beyond counting. Yet, precisely 

because of these everyday struggles, her childhood is transformed 

into a stream of touching memories that will last a lifetime. 

 

In these two volumes of six stories each, readers will make the 

acquaintance of a variety of vivid characters: Lin Shu-chi’s magical 

grandmother, who remembers the old ways of the Amis aboriginal 

group, a local mixed-race girl with natural curls, a boy who is forced 

to leave school to work in a temple.... 
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The stories gain an additional layer of depth from background details 

that conjure atmosphere of the era as well as its controversies, from 

racial discrimination to political power struggles. Simple line 

drawings by artist Lo He imbue the story with childlike warmth and 

energy, perfectly matching the tone of writer Sung Hsin-yin’s work. 

Readers will be transported straight to Happiness Road, where they 

can experience everyday tragedies and wonders side-by-side with 

strong-willed, bumbling, and eternally day-dreaming Lin Shu-chi. 

 

Comic by Lo He 羅荷 

Comic book artist and 2D animator Lo He toured the international 

festival circuit with her first animated work, Remember Me for a Day. 

Her short comic The Gift received special commendation at the 

Tottori International Comic Art Contest. Her works include the 

animated music video Rabbit Hole and the Wishing Pool mini-comic. 

 

Original Story by Sung Hsin-yin 宋欣穎 

A former entertainment columnist, screenwriter and director Sung 

Hsin-yin has produced a diverse body of work in film and television 

ranging from drama to animation to documentary film. She is known 

for stories with roots in Taiwanese culture that have the power to 

move international audiences. Her film On Happiness Road was 

recipient of the best cartoon and audience choice awards at the 

Taipei Film Festival, best animated feature award at the Golden 

Horse Film Festival, and various other awards at the Seoul 

International Cartoon and Animation Festival, Tokyo Anime Awards, 

and the Stuttgart Festival of Animated Film. 

 

 

 
 



There 
it is…

the 
smell of 
straw-
berries!

Pop

Pop

Pop



Humph! Mom, 
you’re so 
annoying. 
You ruined 

a wonderful 
moment.

What? 
What 

moment?

All I saw was you 
standing all alone by a 
smelly drainage ditch 
with a stupid smile on 

your face doing I-don’t-
know-what. And all I 
did was call you home 

for dinner.

Huh? 
When did I 

have a stupid 
smile on my 

face?

click-clack, click-clack

Lin Shu-chi!

Time to come home!

Sniff

Sniff

Strawberry 

fairies...



You’re still 
arguing? If you 

don’t come home 
now I’ll go and 
eat everything 

myself.

But I want 
to eat 
too.

Mom, what 
are we 
having 

tonight?

Minced 
pork with 

mush-
rooms.Yay! 

I love 
mush-
rooms!

Mom, did I 
really have a 
stupid smile 
on my face 
just now?

You did. 
You were grinning 
there by yourself 
with your eyes all 

scrunched up.

Chapter 1: The Secret Signal of Happiness Ditch

I grew up 
on a street 
called 
Happiness 
Road.

From the name 
you’d think the 
street positively 
glowed with 
sunshine and 
happiness.



But in 
fact…

and 
there 
wasn’t 
anything 
especially 
happy 
about it.

I walked 
on it 
every 
day,

it was 
just an 
ordinary 
street.



The only 
note-
whorthy 
thing 
was a big 
drainage 
ditch

called 
the 
Happi-
ness 
Ditch.

How-
ever,

Of course, the 
factories disposed 
of their waste 
water by letting it 
flow, with a certain 
dignity and grace, 
straight into the 
drainage ditch.

I’ll hold off 
telling you 
what was so 
horrible about 
the drainage 
ditch.

Small family-
run factories, 
temples, 
and old-style 
apartments 
lined both sides 
of the ditch,

every sort 
of post-
modern 
building all 
jumbled 
together 
side by side.



disposed 
of what-
ever they 
didn’t 
want by 
dumping 
it in the 
ditch.

bowls 
and 
chop-
sticks,

old 
elec-
tronics,

dead 
dogs 
and 
cats…

A flowing 
garbage dump, 
it was filled with 
anything and 
everything that 
people no longer 
wanted.

People 
passing 
on the 
street

House-
hold 
garbage,

old 
blakets,

Clunk!



But I 
should also 
mention…

that 
smelly 

drainage 
ditch was 
once on 

TV!

With a bit of 
wrangling a 
firefighter 
was able to 
drag the man 
out of the 
slimy muck.

My family 
always 
watched the 
news at 
dinner time. 
When the 
story came 
on

we ate with 
with our 
faces glued 
to the TV, 
like we were 
watching a 
soap opera.

One day 
a drunken 
man 
stripped 
naked and 
leaped 
into the 
ditch.A television 

reporter 
was there 
within 
minutes and 
caught the 
whole thing 
on camera!



I’m guessing 
he wanted to 
kill himself. 

None of 
this “He 

accidentally 
fell in” 
stuff.

Must be. Water 
that disgusting 

ought to be 
enough to kill

 a man.

Mom and 
Dad had the 

funniest 
looks on 

their faces…

Ha 
ha 
ha!

Crunch!



A few 
days 
later,

A veri-
table 
prophet! Where’s 

breakfast?

I couldn’t 
help 
admiring 
my father. 
He got the 
whole thing 
right from 
the start.

I saw a 
follow-up 
story 
about the 
man who 
fell into 
Happiness 
Ditch.

as I was 
practising 
reading 
the paper,



How-
ever,

despite the 
fact that the 
drainage ditch 
was so horrible 
it may as well 
have been the 
river to hell…

I was always 
running off 
to Happiness 
Ditch to play 
with the 
other kids.

and because I 
hadn’t started 
school or even 
kindergarten… 
and because 
I was an only 
child…

not to mention 
my mother was 
always busy 
with odd jobs 
and didn’t have 
time to keep 
an eye on me…



Palm 
up, 

palm 
down

…

Who 
will 

be the 
odd 
one 
out?

Woah! 
Lin Shu-chi, 

only you went 
palm down. 
You’re the 
monster!

Wait a second! 
Hsu Sheng-en 
didn’t put out 

his hand!

Doesn’t 
matter—
you’re the 
monster!

Just do it. 
It won’t 
kill you. 
No point 
in getting 

angry.

I hate 
him…

In a 
moment 
I’ll get 
my…



revenge!

I’m 
coming 
to get 
you!

Oh, oh, 
oh… She’s 
coming this 

way!

But I 
won’t 

make it 
easy for 

her.

Watch 
this…

The 
adults 
always 
asked 
us:

Cheater!
You can’t run 
to the bottom 
of the ditch!

“My 
child…”

Who cares? 
Catch me if 

you can!

“…
doesn’t 
that 
filthy 
water 
stink 
to high 

flap-flap-flap

shwa-
shwa-

shwa-
shwa

Super 
Slide!

Nya 
nya!

slip



Eww…
You’ve got 

some weird 
stuff stuck 

to your 
foot.

Argh! 
That 

stupid 
can!

I think 
you’d 
better 

wash it 
off.

Fine. 
What a 
pain!

But the 
myste-
rious 
thing 
was…

Happi-
ness 
Ditch 
didn’t 
always 
stink.

Uh-oh!

Sploosh!

Whew!

Ha ha ha!

Hey! Stop 

laughing!

Of course 
it stank!



Every 
day,

every 
single 
day,

there was 
a new 
smell 
floating 
along 
Happiness 
Road.

Every time 
the wind 
changed 
direction, 
it brought 
a different 
scent.

Yester-
day’s 
sweet 
smell of 
bread

and tomo-
rrow it might 
be stench 
of welded 
metal.

today might 
be the scent 
of strawberry 
flavoring 
from the food 
products 
factory,



Miraculously, 
whenever I was 
happy as a clam, 
the smells were 
almost always 
sweet…

and when 
my spirits 
were low, 
I was more 
likely to 
smell 
something 
awful.

trickle 
trickle

tri
ckle 

tri
ckle

Waaah!Ugh!
It st

inks 

so bad!

so to us 
the smell 
of the 
drainage 
ditch didn’t 
seem so 
bad,

In short, 
Happines 
Road was 
awash with 
all kinds of 
powerful 
odors,

as long as 
the wind 
wasn’t 
blowing up 
from the 
culvert at 
the bottom.



The large 
smokestacks 
sometimes 
emmitted 
a sweet 
smelling 
smoke,

the result of 
the artificial 
strawberry 
flavoring 
being mixed 
into the 
various foods.

My father 
worked 
at a food 
products 
factory.

Across the 
paddies 
were a 
bunch 
of large 
factories.

Occaisionally 
a new apart-
ment building 
would spring 
up among the 
fields.

When my family 
first moved to 
Happiness Road 
there were still 
green paddy-fields 
all around our 
house.



The smoke 
soared 
through 
the air like 
a dragon, 

escaping 
up into 
the sky 
where it 
dissipated,

becoming 
the little 
 particles 
of scent

that 
floated 
over 
Happi-
ness 
Road.



Of course, 
my favorite 
smell was the 
sweet scent 
that came 
from the food 
products 
factory.

because 
I was 
convinced

It made 
me happy 
when I 
breathed it 
in through 
my nose,



that this 
sweet smell 
was a secret 
message sent 
by my father.

And 
whenever I 
received it

I was 
sure to 
send a 
reply.

How do you like it, Shu-chi?
I love it! Strawberry!


