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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 En-
glish, 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 no-
table translators both at home and abroad. Each book is
carefully compiled and translated with minute precision.
Consequently, the English versions as well as their Chi-
nese originals may both be rated as classics.

It is generally considered that these English transla-
tions are not only significant for introducing China to the
outside world but also useful reading materials for domes-
tic English leamers 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

I often hanker after a little peace and respite from
confusion, but it is really hard to come by. The pr-
esent is so bizarre and my state of mind so confused.
When a man reaches the stage when all that remains to
him is memories, his life should probably count as fu-
tile enough, yet sometimes even memories may be lack-
ing. In China there are rules for writing, and worldly
affairs still move in a tortuous course. A few days ago
when I left Sun Yat-sen University, I rembered how I
left Amoy University four months ago; and the drone of

- planes overhead reminded me of the planes which, a

year ago ,had circled daily over Peking. At that time I
wrote a short essay called “The Awakening.” Today ,
even this fails to “awaken” me.

It certainly grows hot early in Guangzhou; the
rays of the setting sun shining through the west window
force one to wear nothing but a shirt at most. The “wa-
ter-bough” in a basin on my desk is something quite
new to me, a lopped-off bough which, immersed in
water, will put out lovely green leaves. Looking at
these green leaves and editing some old manuscripts
means that I am doing something, I suppose. Doing
such trifling things, although really tantamount to death

3
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in life, is an excellent way of banishing the heat.

The day before yesterday I finished editing Wild
Grass; now it is the tum of Recollections of the past,
serialized in the magazine Wilderness, and [ have
changed its name to Dawn Blossoms Plucked at Dusk .
Of course flowers plucked with dew on them are much
fresher and sweeter, but I was unable to gather these at
dawn. Even now I cannot readily transpose my con-
fused thoughts and feelings into bizarre, confused writ-
ings. Perhaps some day when I look up at the fleeting
clouds, they may flash before my eyes.

For a time I kept recalling the vegetables and
fruits I ate as a child in my old home: caltrops, horse-
beans, water bamboo shoots, musk-melons. So succu-
lent, so delicious were they all, they beguiled me into
longing for my old home. Later, tasting these things
again after a protracted absence, I found them nothing
special. It was only in retrospect that they retained
their old flavour. They may keep on deceiving me my
whole life long, making my thoughts turn constantly to
the past.

These ten pieces are records transcribed from
memory, perhaps deviating somewhat from the facts,
but this is just how I remember things today. The writ-
ing itself is no doubt a strange hodgepodge, having
been jotted down by fits and starts, over a period of
nine months or more. The surroundings differed too:
the first two pieces were written by the east wall of my

5
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house in Peking; the next three during my wanderings
in hospitals and in a carpenter’ s workshop; the last
five on the top floor of the library of Amoy University,
when those scholars there had already excluded me

from their clique.

Lu Xun
Written. in White Cloud Pavilion, Guangzhou
May 71,1927




swgeEe

AEER, i BAA
RREVIMH . IREHRE
FERHIB—R (R X2

HERGE, YRETETY,—

HEGZERANTT. —BSF,
RABERELT . REFEAR
RTHFFERN,FT X, B
THE, M FAREAMTF LR
EE AL MR, B/ E AL

HEHREE, T—AHE,EME

FHETELARLEE, £F
FEEMETFHRT“REERS
HFEFEWAE"ZR, TRE
BREH. Ifam? HhXik
KGR RFE W, B
“RFE"R? RENEERER
#2ZiE B ERAERK L,
JEE B! AARMEE
47 REEH O RIAEN
W, T A B BEE ST E K
11X BETRR Y, BI7ER
REE, REHRER, TR
LA &0, SERAHEH, B
FRE - BN, ==L/, %



Dogs, Cats, and Mice

Since last year I seem to have heard some people
calling me a cat-hater. The evidence, naturally, was
my tale “Rabbits and Cats,” and this being a self-con-
fession there was of course no defence to be made —
but that worried me not at all. This year, however, I
have begun to feel a little anxious. I cannot help scrib-
bling from time to time, and when what I write is pub-
lished it seldom scraiches certain people where they
itch but often strikes them on some sensitive spot. If I
am not careful I may even offend celebrities and emi-
nent professors or , worse still, some of the “elders re-
sponsible for guiding the youth.” Anad that would be
extremely dangerous. Why so? Because these bigwigs
are “not to be trifled with.” Why are they “not to be
trifled with”? Because they may become so incensed
that they publish a letter in a paper announcing: “See!
Don’t dogs hate cats? Mr. Lu Xun himself admits to
hating cats yet he also advocates beating ‘dogs that
have fallen into the water’ ! ”The subtlety of this“logic”
lies in its use of words from my own mouth to prove me
a dog, from which it follows that any defence I make is
completely overtumed. Even if I say two twos make
four, three threes make nine, every single word is
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