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Preface

Literature may reflect the ethos of a country or a nation, while at
the same time it can transcend the limits of time and space to most
widely resonate a truly universal humanity. Literary works of art that
move hearts may even inspire the compassion of strangers toward a
people or country...

This “Panda Series” of books, expertly translated into English,
compiles the works of well-known modern and contemporary Chinese
authors around themes such as the city and the countryside, love and
marriage, minority folk stories and historical legends. These works
reflect the true spirit and everyday lives of the Chinese people, while
widely resonating with their changing spiritual and social horizons.

Published from the 1980s, through more than 100 titles in
English, this series continues to open wider the window for readers
worldwide to better understand China through its new literature.
Many familiar and fond readers await the latest in this “Panda
Series.”This publication of the “Panda Series” consolidates and looks
back at earlier released literary works to draw new readers, while
stirring the fond memories of old friends, to let more people share the
experiences and views of the Chinese people in recent decades.We
express our sincere appreciation to all authors, translators and editors
who have engaged in their dedicated and meticulous work over the
years to bring out these works. It is their passion and endeavor that
have enabled this series to appear now in luminous distinction.
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Foreword

Chinese Literature Press’ intention of publishing an
English translaton of my works rekindles my
70-year-long writing career. Looking back, I have in-
deed reaped more in the field of non-fiction than fic
tion. Therefore a few words of explanation as to the se-
lection made in this volume are in order.

Sweet, sour, bitter and pungent are the four words
that perhaps best describe what I have felt about my
life.

During the period when 1 wrote «Stars’’, ‘“Waters
in Springtime”, “The Superman” and «The First Din-
ner Party’’, my lift was happy and joyous. Sweet was
my heart.

Later, when I noticed that the world I was living in
was actually divided into classes and that social
environments could be repressive, 1 wrote ‘Birth”’ in
sourness.

All through the Anti-Rightist Campaign of 1957 and
the ten years of aberrant ¢ cultural revolution’’, I only
wrote “My Most Unforgettable Experience’”, a remi-
niscence commemorating the late Premier Zhou Enlai.
This was my bitter time.

After that I wrote the pungent ‘‘An Empty
Nest’” and ‘“The Lowest Calling’’. It was a time
when the country was calling on its young people to
«look forward’”’ while many of them only *looked at
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fortune’’ ! I have heard and seen so many of these
‘‘fortune-seckers’’ with different causes and aims that
my pen has grown pungent.

Human beings are, above all, like a ginger: the
older they grow the more pungent they taste.

Bing Xin
July 9, 1988



Non-Fiction






The Painting and the Poem

BECAUSE of sickness last winter, I had not been able
to attend the Bible test, but as soon as I was better Ms
An, the Bible teacher, asked me to make up the test I
had missed,

It was a dismal day, and although it was not
snowing, there was something oppressive and heavy
about the weather, I trudged listlessly through the grey
snow on campus and headed for my teacher’s
house, I had no more than mounted the first step of
her home when my teacher, smiling warmly, came out
to greet me. ‘‘Recovered?’’ she asked as she led
me into her study, She sat down in a rocking chair,
and I, resting one hand on the mantle, stood beside the
fireplace, She opened a copy of the Bible, asked me
a few brief questions about the Psalms, then wrote a few
things down in her notebook, I looked up ... and sud-
denly noticed a painting resting on the mantle.

It was a picture of a steep mountain cliff, covered
with withered grass, On the edge of the cliff climbed a
shepherd, his back facing the viewer, In the shepherd’s
right hand was a staff, and with his left hand he was
reaching as far as he could to get a lamb, and the tips
of his fingers were just touching the little sheep’s head,
Above, several birds of prey circled hungrily, The sky in
the painting was just like the sky outside — dark and
depressing,
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The shepherd’s clothes were covered with burs
and thomns. he had climbed the rugged mountain in
search of the lamb, the pitiful little lamb, It had gotten
lost; below, a step away, was a jagged cliff, while over-
head the large birds wheeled through the sky waiting
anxiously, The lamb had no way out, But then the
shepherd appeared! He had come not to reproach the
lamb but to lovingly save it, Eyes that reflected misery,
repentance, and joy looked up into the eyes of the shep-
herd, The lamb longed to be safe within the shepherd s
reach yet dared not move,

I always have liked paintings, and I had encountered
one or two in my life that had earned my rapt atten-
tion and admiration, To me, paintings existed to give
me pleasure, to raise my appreciation of beauty and the
fine arts, Good paintings always evoked from me words
of praise and admiration and kindled a general feeling
of happiness,

This painting, however, was entirely different. It did
not speak, but suggested, challenged and comforted me,
It defied comment, I could only stand there beside the
fireplace in deep and reverent silence,

My eyes were riveted to the canvas, and as I stared
at the scene before me, I was suddenly overwhelmed
with unfathomable emotion. Tears welled up in my
eyes, though I could not explain why, Mere passing
excitement? Faith? Comfort? How could I express my
feelings? The painting would not allow me to try. . _ .

Just then Ms An called my name, and I turned
around, My eyes went directly to the Bible that was
resting on her lap, and several lines — from the
Psalms-jumped out at me:

“The Lord is my Shepherd. ... He restoreth my
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soul —

My teacher tumed a page, Again a passage leapt
from the book: ‘The heavens declare the glory of
God; and the firmament sheweth his handiwork, ...
There is no speech or spoken word, ... Yet their voice
goes out through all the earth, their sayings to the end
of the earth} *’

This all oocurred quite a while ago, and whatever else
happened on that day has long since been obscured in
the fog of time, But the power of those poems and the
message of that painting — these things I shall never,
never forget, . . .

September 6, 1920



Notes From the Mountain

—— To my little friends so far away

THE doctor says I am here to recover; I insist it is sim-
ply to rest, Whatever the case, I have spent over half a
year under strict regulations concerning my activities,
There is something romantic about it all, actually, These
six months have been filled with experiences that
children would find both scary and funny, Most adults
would not appreciate them, but that matters little, If an
adult read this, he would probably just turn up his
nose in disgust and throw these pages away. But if
some boy or girl picks it up and reads it, if he or she
finds these stories amusing enough to pass on to a
friend or retell to others, then that will make me most
happy! I have really been bored for the last couple
days, A lot of things in this world do not make sense,
For example, this morning when I went out for a walk,
the sun was so hot that I could hardly stand it, Now,
just before noon, the sky is overcast and the wind is
gusting hard enough to bowl me over, So I am sitting
on the porch writing down a few random thoughts.
what else is there to do?

June 23, 1924
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I. My Cowardly Soul

When I was a little girl, I was like most children, afraid
of many things, Adults often teased me, I had an uncle
who liked to read me stories from Chats in a Dark
Room, True Records of What Happens at Night, and
other tales with all sorts of goblins and corpses and
that sort of thing, Whenever Uncle would tell these sto-
ries, I would always shake in fear and keep looking be-
hind me. I made sure I was seated in the middle of sev-
eral adults; I wanted nothing to sneak up on me,
After T went to bed, I would stare at the curtains ex-
pecting at any moment to see a white, ghostly hand
reach from behind them, When I could stand it no
more, I would duck under the covers and pull them
over my head so tightly that I could hardly breathe, It
got so hot under there that by morning I was wringing
wet with sweat!

Around age thirteen I changed . I was quite simply
afraid of nothing_ I could walk through a graveyard at
night with the wind rustling the leaves and grass, and
turn around and stare at any strange noise, I could
stand in the dark and spooky temples with those fero-
cious looking idols towering above me on cither side
and not flinch, Mother often told me that I was a brave
girl; she said that when she was that age, she was still
afraid of most everything,

Nothing could bother me during the day; why fear
some silly ghoul you can’t even see, I thought, But late-
ly in my dreams or in that fuzzy world that we enter
just before falling asleep or waking up, I have been sur-
rounded by a horde of the monstrous faces that I feared
so long ago. I am too scared to call out, I lie in bed



