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Publisher’s Note

Foreign Languages Press is dedicated to the
editing, translating and publishing of books in for-
eign 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 fa-
mous and authoritative in their respective fields,
and their English translations are masterworks pro-
duced by notable translators both at home and
abroad. Each book is carefully compiled and trans-
lated with minute precision. Consequently, the En-
glish 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 transla-
tors. For this reason, we have carefully selected
some of these books, and will publish them succes-
sively in Chinese-English bilingual form.

Foreign Languages Press
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I seldom cared to visit the famous lake although I lived in
a city along its shore. Filled with reeds and large craft, it
seemed exceptionally narrow and cramped and noisy. Some-
times I went rowing with a few friends in the evening, but ev-
ery night it was the same bedlam. The clash of cymbals, the
high-pitched squeal of fiddles, the unpleasant singing, the
men'’s raucous shouts, the seductive laughter of painted wom-
en with sleekly oiled hair, the cries of the vendors on the lit-
tle pedlar boats . .. swept the placid surface of the lake like a
huge wave.

And so, whenever I went to the lake, I would close my
eyes and ears to my surroundings and withdraw into my own
thoughts. Occasionally, when the sunset colours were reflect-
ed on the water, I would stroll along a quiet sector of the
lakeside green grass after the rain and watch the twittering
birds flit among the branches of the trees. I would feel rather
stimulated, moved by a profound consciousness of nature and
excited by innumerable far-reaching thoughts.

One day at sunset, violet and purple rays illuminated the
emerald trailers of the weeping willows on the dyke. In a lit-
tle pond beside a temple huge lotus leaves grew higher than a
man. Although the lotus flowers, pure as carved white jade,
had slowly closed their petals after noon, one or two bees,
lured by their scent, still hovered, reluctant to depart. On the
dark green water, scarlet clouds shimmered golden; the rap-
idly lowering rays in their midst were a remarkable variety of
hues. Layer upon layer of colour, interweaving and interplay-
ing, shone with a dazzling brilliance.

It had rained heavily for six or seven hours the night be-
fore. Today the sky was clear and I walked alone along the
west bank of the lake, enjoying the fresh-washed scene. My
leather shoes left sharp prints on the moss-covered flagstones
of the inclined path.

In the centre of the lake people were shouting, quarrel-
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ling violently. I walked slowly towards the far end of the
stone-flagged path. Rustling willow trailers and the water-
pepper shrubs that had just come into flower beside the trem-
bling reeds danced in the west breeze at the edge of the wa-
ter. This was perhaps the coolest and most secluded spot on
the entire lake. Except for the steps of an infrequent passer-
by or two, the only sound was the twittering of the little birds
in the trees greeting the eventide. Frogs in the tangled grass
croaked rhythmic accompaniment.

Although this made me feel somewhat more cheerful than
usual, I had no desire to retain the rapidly fading scene. For
it reminded me of the words, “the dusk of the dying sun”— a
phrase I found rather depressing.

My head lowered in thought, 1 walked with heavy weary
tread. The violet and purple sunset rays were growing dim-
mer, the light of the sun having already more than half sunk
in the reflecting water. Although I knew it was getting late. I
did not wish to return home. I sat down on a large white rock
by the lake’s edge. Listening to the last of the cicadas droning
in the late summer night, I was conscious of an air of autumn
in the golden haze drifting on the water’s surface. I sat alone
beneath the willows and watched the dusk light fading in the
distance and observed far off the tiny glow of the first lamps
of evening. The weather was no longer very hot during the
day; with evening came a certain soft coolness. At the same
time, probably because of this coolness, I was vaguely stirred
cy an indefinable excitement.

As I sat wrapped in idle thought, suddenly I heard a rus-
tling behind the willows. It came so unexpectedly in the quiet
darkness, I was a bit startled. A moment later, I heard light
footsteps threshing through a cove of reeds. I leaped up, cir-
cled the willows and emerged on the other side of the cove. It
was quite dark by then. I couldn’t see clearly. On a mud
bank beside the reeds I seemed to perceive a small figure.

“Who's there?” I shouted.
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But the shadow made no reply.

Ordinarily, this was a very quiet spot. At night, it was
even more deserted. Now, it was growing darker and darker,
and the reeds and the willows were rustling faintly. I felt a bit
afraid. “Who's there?” 1 cried again. Just as I was turning to
leave, the little dark figure on the mud bank replied in a small
weak voice:

“It’s me, Little Shun... I'm here. .. fishing.”

He practically swallowed the last word and his voice
trembled slightly. He sounded like an eleven-or twelve-year-
old little boy. I was very suspicious.

“How can you fish after dark?” I asked him. “How can
you see?”

Again the small shadow did not reply.

“Where do you live?”

“In Horse Head Lane....”

There was something about that weak voice that sounded
familiar. I took a step closer and asked, “Have you always
lived there?”

“No,” the little boy replied quickly. “I used to live on
Peace Street....”

Suddenly I remembered. “Oh! You're the Chens’ little
boy. ... Isn’t your father a blacksmith?”

The child pulled in his bamboo fishing pole and ran to
me, barefoot, down the mud bank. “Yes.... Papa is a
blacksmith. But who are you?”

I drew nearer and peered at the child’s face. I could ba-
rely recognize him. What had happened to the darling Little
Shun of five or six! His face was blackened — either by mud
or soot. He wore a short homespun blue robe that was well
up above his knees, and he reeked of mud and sweat. When
he heard me call his name, he stared at me in astonishment.
He didn’t know who I was.

I remembered him when he was four or five — I was
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very fond of playing with children then. Whenever 1 passed
his door I saw him sitting on his mother’s lap beneath the big
shady old elm tree. He always sang me his song about the lit-
tle rooster.

More than six years had passed, and I was often away
from home. People in my family told me that Little Shun had
moved, no one knew exactly where. When I passed his house
and saw someone else’s name on the door I felt sorry, as if I
had lost a constant companion'!

Meeting him today again in the cool dusk by the lake-
side, how could I help but be surprised? Strangest of all, how
could the rosy-cheeked Little Shun with the clean white hands
have become virtually the same as the dirty little beggar boys
on the street? His father had been a respectable blacksmith,
quite able to look after his child financially.

Iled Little Shun over to the rock and made him sit
down beside me. I told him how I often saw him when he
was very young, and how I had played with him and made
him laugh. He looked at me, bewildered. I began to ques-
tion him.

“Where is your papa now?”

“At home, you might say....” Little Shun replied hes-
itantly. From his expression I could see that he thought this
old friend was rather peculiar.

“Is he still working?”

“What?... He goes out every day, but he never...
brings home any money. ... Working?. .. I don't know.”

“What about your mother?”

“Dead,” the boy retorted briefly.

I was shocked. But of course it had to be. Little Shun’s
mother had been a frail little woman. People said she had
borme seven children in thirteen years. Little Shun was the
only one that remained alive. But I hadn’t thought her time
would come so quickly!

“Who else do you have at home now?”

“I've got a ma, a new one...."
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