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Publisher’s Note

Foreign Languages Press is dedicated to the editing, translating
and publishing of books in foreign languages. Over the past
several decades it has published, in English, a great number of
China’s classics and records as well as literary works from the Qin
down to modern times, in the aim to fully display the best part
of the Chinese culture and its achievements. These books in the
original are famous and authoritative in their respective fields, and
their English translations are masterworks produced by notable
translators both at home and abroad. Each book is carefully
compiled and translated with minute precision. Consequently, the
English versions as well as their Chinese originals may both be
rated as classics.

It is generally considered that these English translations are
not only significant for introducing China to the outside world
but also useful reading materials for domestic English learners
and translators. For this reason, we have carefully selected some
of these books, and will publish them successively in Chinese-
English bilingual form.

Foreign Languages Press
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Preface

Preface

This is 2 small volume of stories, yet the interval between the
t:ime~ when T started it and its completion was quite long: a whole
thirteen years.

The first tale, “Mending Heaven,” originally entitled “The
Broken Mount,” was written in the winter of 1922. My idea at that
time was to take material for some stories both from antiquity and
the present age. “The Broken Mount” was a first attempt, based
on the legend of Ni Wa who melted stones to mend the vault of
heaven. I started off in sober earnest, though simply using Freudian
theories to explain the origin of creation — the creation of men as
well as of literature. I forget what made me put down my pen half
way to read the newspaper, where as ill luck would have it I found
an article by a critic whose name I have forgotten on Breege over the
Orchids by Wang Jingzhi. With tears in his eyes, the critic besought
young writers to produce no more such effusions. This miserable
plot struck me as so ludicrous that when I returned to my story, try
as I might, I could not prevent a little man in antique dress from
appearing between the legs of the goddess. That was how I lapsed
from seriousness to facetiousness. Facetiousness is the worst enemy

of writing; I was most displeased with myself.
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Preface

So I decided to write no more tales of this sort and, when
publishing Call to Arms, 1 appended it as the first and last attempt
of its kind.

That was when our noted critic Cheng Fangwu was
brandishing his axe at the gate of the Creation Society under the
flag of “Adventures of the Soul.” On the charge of “vulgarity,”
with some swings of his axe, he annihilated Ca// t0 Arms, and
only described “The Broken Mount” as a fine piece of writing —
though not without faults. Frankly speaking, far from convincing
me, this made me despise this warrior. I have no contempt for
vulgarity: I delight in being vulgar. As for historical stories, to
my mind those based on extensive research with sound evidence
for every word are extremely hard to write, even though they are
sneered at as “novels smacking of he school-room”’; wheteas not
much skill is needed to take a subject and write it up freely, adding
some colouring of your own. Besides, “The fish can tell whether
the water is hot or cold.” In vulgar parlance, “A man knows his
own illness.” The second half of “The Broken Mount” is far
too sloppily put together to be called a fine piece of writing. If
I allowed readers to believe the judgement of that adventurer,
they would be deceived and I would be deceiving them. So I cut
this story out of the second edition of Call fo Arms to strike back
at this “soul” — that volume was wholly occupied by rampant
“vulgarities.”

In the autumn of 1926, I was living alone in a stone house in

Xiamen, looking out over the ocean. T leafed through old books,
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Preface

no breath of life around me, a void in my heart. But letters kept
coming from the Weiming Press in Beijing asking for articles for
our magazine. Since I was in no mood to think of the present,
old memories stirred in my heart, and I wrote the ten essays in
Dawn Blossoms Plucked at Dusk. And, as before, I picked up ancient
legends and the like in preparation for writing the eight stories
in O/d Tales Retold. But no sooner had I finished “The Flight to
the Moon” and “Forging the Swords,” published under the title
“Mei Jian Chi,” than I had to hurry to Guangzhou, once more
setting the project aside. Later on, though I found fresh scraps of
material and wrote some hasty sketches, I never managed to put
the whole in order.

Now at last I have made up some sort of volume. Most of it
is still in the form of hasty sketches, not worthy of the name of
“story” according to the manuals of literature. In some places the
narrative is based on passages in old books, elsewhere I gave free
rein to my imagination. And having less respect for the ancients
than for my contemporaries, I have not always been able to avoid
facetiousness. Thirteen years have passed, still I have made no
progress: this does seem to be “trashy stuff like “The Broken

293

Mount.”” At least I have not made the ancients out as even more

dead than they are, and this may justify the book’s existence for a
while.

December 26, 1935
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Mending Heaven

Mending Heaven

Nii Wa woke with a start.

She was frightened out of a dream, yet unable to remember
what she had dreamed; conscious only, rather crossly, of
something missing as well as of a surfeit of some kind. Ardently,
the quickening breeze wafted her energy over the universe.

She rubbed her eyes.

This way and that through the pink sky floated wisps of rock-
green clouds, behind which winked stars. In the blood-red clouds
at the horizon was the glorious sun, like some fluid orb of gold
lapped in a waste of ancient lava; opposite, the frigid white moon
seemed as if made of iron. But she did not notice which was
setting or which rising.

The whole earth was a tender green. Even the pines and
cedars, whose leaves fall so seldom, were strikingly fresh. Great
blossoms, peach-pink or bluish-white, clearly visible nearby, faded

in the distance into a motley mist.



