CHINESE MASTERPIECES

SHORT STORY INTERNATIONAL

ilhﬁﬁmﬁﬁ

NeFEEm

| §
/ p
N A\
* 18




oty

AES T T E I E Sy

SHORT STORY INTERNATIONAL

METERS BELOW

Sun Shaoshan #h4

(>
IMNBB R ST AR

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHING AND RESEARCH PRESS!

PESCHHAEH
CHINESE LITERATURE PRESS

!
{

|



BEHAEREE (c1P) B

JUHKBAL: A/ ph 1) - b st PE S AR,
- AMERCY SEEROB L, 1999.1

(L0 SO B/ MK 48)

ISBN 7 - 5071 - 0505 - 9

oA e M. RN - R - MR
IV. 1247.5

b ERFEBE CIP H BT (98)40274 S

NEME LEXFAP
NBXRL
EINV AT

Ui R BRI A
Cles? =t 195)

A 1
GE X ¥ R B
LR TR 24 %)

JE 5 K ER R R
FEBIERIELRRITHEH

4 787x965 1/32 3 EIFK
199941 AP 1A 19994F 1| A% 1 KEIR
1-—5000

ISBN 7 - 5071 — 0505 — 9/1-471
EM:4.50 0



l?‘ ﬁ

AR, RE L RFOE R R G
REBAS, FEA AR T — ST BUA T, 2 W E bR A
RANRE) . M ITERESE B EE . (M E)HE
GADIEE S AR R PN L B
VR, L PR R G W R - St Z S
Kio - AREHHFIREHERRK G £, X
HESIAAY, BrERfHEE, SHATREES
£ 22 59 1 7 A 2R 36 (e iy et o

HRRRHWBENBEEAR, ZHERHSX,
(E bR AR /M) AR S 9 30 Tl 9 A AT 2, 3
S 6 o A A2 R 5 R /ML AT 40, A
IATRE], 1 F A RS H Rk Bk & M43 M i A
A, -3 E BR GRS, B2 X BamE,
BHREMAFRE, RERERABIRSEER
A FAL B FE B, H LA G 4 S, AT
hHH A EEARGAESEBER TR
o

MTHE, SRR EREELR, K&t



FHCERINAER, XFERELENRE BB TR
ke EoAM L TR B EME AH U FH T
Mo LFE—RZHE, B2 REHERERENR. K
HE I B LS A o KT SR A A AR A o B SO0,
SRR FHERER. b (PE ) XA E M
[ R R AT 3R SO0 R R R, AT
T A P R B R BT SR B+ 20K, R
BT A, HAEmM BRI, TR o RMIER
XL AT HE PRI/, R T FE KR
(bR RN RN R, —RR 2 TR E 5 5
DIEIEP 38

FRERATRERRE SRR RS, 1823
PR EE R E . A AEE N, AT Y
P HUA TR BB AR 7 B S0, BT
L TEXH AR fHATE, ARMIERES
2R,

ENE AR RREIRE, N T B EECE
T RCE PP E, WEFSTEERZEER
INE %, KR E CERE N T IRBESARNER.

CUHER, (ERER/NR) SRR T RIT=
FERIEN AR, X8 MERREBIE AN IR



JEH BRI, BB R R (T E ) UK
mE L HAETRINMERN WM RE TR, RITX
BENFEFEENEE, AHRSHNEZXGE
B TEAAIHE, M HERQXAME, -4
BHHER", TRIETIHMAERERY, BAE
BRI EE TR, MAENETUEREY
MERT .

BUAE, FATANGE =+ 5 SRR A /Mj A SUREE
— A RENM PRy —ERS, HFR
MULLECFE A", o kS ¢ ) XK T E g E,
WAk PO ANE R, A S E R
FXHE, MERMENBET .



Introducing
“Chinese Masterpieces”

In the early 1980s, two Americans, Sam and Sylvia
Tankel, founded the bimonthly journal Short Story In-
ternational . In a letter to their readers they wrote,
“Short Story International takes you to all points of the

g@@”l’\oompass, to anywhere in the world. There are intrigu-

ing stories waiting for you... stories that will involve
you in corners of this world you’ve never seen. .. and in
worlds outside this one...., with glim intg the_fu-
. RANS
ture as well as the past, reveahﬁé ascm univ
truths that bypass differences in language and point out
similarities in people.” m
This American couple’s efforts are not in vain.
Two decades later today, their journal has emerged as a
force to be reckoned with on the international literary
scene, disseminating across the world fine short stories
from different countries, including China. The peoples
of the world may vary in race, color and creed, but
Short Story International makes one realize that truly all
of us share the same dreams, fears, pain, capacity for
laughter, sense o%} onder, and hop:?l 505 the future.
The journal eventlially gained the finahcial support of
the UN International Cultural Exchange , and , pub -



lished under that organizatioﬁ" ] rf;me, is playing an ev-
er-increasing role in enhancing understanding between
the people of different coungyigs.

For China, this journal %as’ born at thc perfect
moment. The déc}:ie-long trm%m as the “Great.
Cultural Revolution” had just come to an end, and Chi- L
nese literature was being delivered from the influence of

/Fultra-leftist” ideologimgﬂé}w;’bent?iﬁé& joices
began, to} make, themselves heard from benea ' the
thawirtg spiring soil. Almost overnight, g hypdred with- '/,
ered flowers suddenly re-blossomed. Countléss fine lit-
erary works appcqrﬁl, that reflected the true lives of
people and eulogizekt the beauty to be found in humani- -
ty. It was like tears of morning d W Lf,eaking into sunlit
smiles. Editors of Chinese Literature, founded in the
1950s as the only literary journal published in: English
and French out of China for worldwid@g’é)j‘,.fsud- L
denly found their hands full coping with a dazzling out- i
pouring of great short stories. There were so many to
publish that issues of the journal often ran ggt of space.
Only a limited number of these maste1'pié&>4«made,1 it to
the journal, as the editors worked like beed buzzing'
through a sea of flowers. Some of the pieces drew the
attention of editors of Short Story International, who
reprinted them one after another for the benefit of a
much larger audience.



Then letters began pouring into the editorial de-
partment of Chinese Literature, from friends from ev-
ery corner of the globe, expressing their pleasant sur-
prise at the discovery of Chinese literature as a rich
mine of literary gems. One reader said he had thought
that China had nothing but ossified thoughts, but upon
reading the Chinese short stories carried in this journal
was amazed by what beautiful literature writers of a
country with a-, 000 year-old civilization were capable
of creating. Tempted by these fine short stories, many
readers have gone the extra miles to travel to China for
a closer lookat Chinese literature as well as the land and
people deplcted in what they had read. Many Chinese
writers have also travelled abroad to tell international
readers how they have come up with their c@_ya&mg
stories. "

lncomp]ete statistics show that over the last two
decades and more, Short Story International has carried
over thirty outstanding Chinese short stories, beautifully
rendered into English, which had been previously pub-
lished in Chinese Literature. Every now and then we re-
ceive copies of Short Story International that have car-
ried our translations, and make it a point to pass them
on to the writers so that they can share in the joy. As
the Chinese old saying goes, “The apricot tree makes its
presence felt by extending a bough of blossoming flow-

!



ers over the top of the wall, unbeknownst to those who
live behind the wall.” In our case, no matter what our
short stories are, they haye flown across the seas like
Chinese literary ambassadors to foreign countries, and
thus deserve their reputation as the highest reprcsentd-
tives of the Chinese short story.

Now, we have coll9cfed a few Chinese master-
pieces from that prestigioils UN’ journal and published
them once again in this Chinese-English bilingual book
series, called Red Apricot Series in Chinese and simply
Chinese Masterpieces in English. The books are meant
for Chinese readers learning English, and foreign read-
ers who want to learn Chinese. If you will enjoy reading
them by comparing the Chinese originals with the Eng-
lish translations, or vice versa, that is the best this
series” editors could wish for.



I, 1947 FATFILEEREE, PEEVEER
#3580, 1968 FHERBILELETE, FILK B, MR
AL, UEHERABRZER /IMED R, 1981 FAAET HH
FIRSCEBIE, 1984 FH ANJb KX REE, VB XE
AbY 3K 1982 FE L E R /M KT —S%

Born in 1947 in Jiaonan County, Shandong
Province, Sun Shaoshan began work in the country-
side after middle school. In 1968 he moved to
Dongning County, Heilongjiang Province where he
opened up lands in mountainous areas, worked as a

lumberman and later in a small coal mine where
working conditions were poor. It was there that his
literary career began. In 1984 he qualified for a lit-
erary workshop sponsored by China’s Writers’ Asso-/* f
ciation. “Eight Hundred Meters Below” won first
place in a 1982 national competition in China.
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Trapped in an Impasse

The earthquake stranded four men in a
mine éight hundred meters below ground\“where
they were squashed into a corner by a huge rock
fall. Eight hours later they had hewn oufa path
with their picks only to find all exits to the sur-
face blocked. They were practically buried
alive. As they had come to this particular mine
to do a quick job, nobody knew they were
there. What could anyone do even if they knew
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their exact location? It would take six months
to reach them with the normal methods.

They could only wait for death to come.
Their lives would ebb away slowly through cold
and hunger. Death would only take them when
it got tired of toying with them. Despair
gnawed at their hearts. Someone began to
groan.! % :

Zhang Kun, the foreman, was a small
man of fifty-five. His eyes were from
having worked forty years underground but
they had a fierce eibression. Now their steely
coldness was menacingzgz}l}:vﬁxed them on ev-
eryone in turn before saying,' “Keep cool. We
aren’t dead yet.”

That gave them a shred of hope. Accord-
ing to Zhang, if he rcmembered clearly, be-

hind the wall of coal was a deserted seam from
~ which all the coal had been mined dozens of
years back. If they could make their way
there, they could escape through an air shaft,
that is, if it hadn’t collapsed- Anyway, it was a
forlorn hope.

Leng Xijun, a miner in his thirties and the
strongest among them, threw all his weight be-

5
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hind his pick, sending sparks and bits of coal
flying, permeating the area with the smell of
sulfur. He wielded his pick tackling the coal
face, despair and fear transformied into hatred.
To live he must break through it, but it was
harder than rock. With only his pick, it would
be an impossible task even in normal circum-
stances. ..

Wang Jiang, the youngest, was barely
twenty. He was a despondent middle-school
graduate, who had failed to pass the university
entrance exam four months previously.

The middle-aged man with a long neck
like a grasshopper was nicknamed “Chatterbox”
because he talked non-stop and was a poor
worker. He was amazed at Leng, who hadn’t
eaten all day, \]EE_@_‘g away for all he was
worth.

Leng admired only Zhang, a man who
éourageously faced any hardship, but he was
getting old. The task of finding a way out natu-
rally fell on‘beng’s shoulders.

An Unexpected Sound

Suddenly, Leng was asked to stop. Star-
; .



