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Publisher’s Note

Foreign Languages Press is dedicated to the ed-
iting, translating and publishing of books in foreign
languages. Over the past several decades it has pub-
lished, in English, a great number of China’s clas-
sics and records as well as literary works from the
Qin down to modern times, in the aim to fully dis-
play 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 produced
by notable translators both at home and abroad.
Each book is carefully compiled and translated with
minute precision. Consequently, the English ver-
sions 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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Chapter One

1

M A Wei walked toward Marble Arch with a bowed head and
halted mechanically after a few steps to stare off in a daze. He
raised his head and glanced about. It wasn’t that he was looking
for anything in particular, nor did he really focus on anything
before him. His mind was preoccupied — absorbed by that
something which seemed to permeate his heart like gule, imped-
ing any penetration from outside. Even the movements of his
muscles seemed directed by something other than his heart. His
gaze drifted about, finding nothing to fix on. He had long since
given up on everything, and wished that both he and the world
could just vanish away, be extinguished in an instant — then he
wouldn't have to endure the anguish of looking any longer.

He remained planted there in utter solitude for several minutes
before before slowly beginning to discem what was going on
around him.

“Mmm, todays Sunday,” he murmured to himself.

There was always a hub of activity in front of Marble Arch on
Sundays. The green lawns and walkways were crowded with
groups of people: workers waving a red flag craned their necks,
and holding up rough dark fists, they thundered out in raspy
voices, “Down with the capitalists!” It was as if all the world's
ills could be placed squarely on the shoulders of the capitalists;
even if one hadn't slept well the night before, it had to be the
doing of those capitalists. Conservatives carrying the Union Jack
were squeezed against the red flag, their necks out even further

3

4

.
o

Lo Sl 4




n

BER, (HARE _TREBESIL, TR
BRI ) KB MR BT, oA o “IT
it asE, " ITRAEEHKITH.IEXT A
MR EHMEE AR L, E5KERTH,
MRIRK R RE T - RGE, 2R T ASHH
MR BREX—BILR TR B %,
MR\ B, WO /NI L, ES B B R
fluf 1836 LA R, LI T i T A A AR 2
A BB R I, AT TB AR 33, AR 41
TR EABAHTFRERANLE RN FES
Ho REENHEMEX FHIEMN, Bit &
AAZ OB IL: PRI BN, R K E
), 0F B R S8 R s A AR, kL
AEFENAHAFT/ DT LI, BHHEEE
LT BN, EAL /DR IES Y
B WFHIEIELE ., & B4, ]
SR A 4. WEEETE A, SR
W /M 5E LR YRNE , 55 Sk M B A R -
TR B R AU T 3, [Fad
HOR X T "R ML B E IR, — B, A A
LB 2 — %, ZFIBE/NE LR
FXERB X ARF—BT . Mf1BERU
PRHEERR Oy 4K, FEM LB A e —
BILAEEF LGB S B L, Meoh B —Bt
ERE, BUE L B ETMAT, SE X /) B
L, A BT TR, R R B, RO R R —



(because of their starched high collars ). Raising up soft white
hands, they shouted in a frenzy, “Down with the Socialists!”
“Down with those disloyal traitors!” All the world’s evils were
foisted onto the workers — if it rained that moming or if you
happened to get a rotten egg for breakfast — it was all invariably
the workers’ trouble-making. Pressed against this group were
Sarvation Army soldiers waving a blue flan, beating on octago-
nal drums, and blowing small flutes in unending hymns. As the
praises of the Lord rose more jubilantly, so grew the enthusiasm
of the workers’s cries. There were moments when the soldiers
were fired so with the holy ghost, that their singing would jar
the earth, so much so that those beneath the red flag could but
shout forth maddened curses that could not be found in dictionar-
ies. Right next to the soldiers of the Salvation Army, he saw a
Catholic proselytizing. Further on there were other groups: those
in favor of Indian independence, others calling for a post-haste
thrashing of China, and still others advocating the revival of the
Liberal Party. And there were a few people who weren't preach-
ing anything, but just standing around a shriveled-up old man
with a red beard, looking at each other and smiling.

Most of the people standing beneath the red flag were puffing
on church-warden pipes, with their hands in their pants pockets,
nodding in approval to whatever was said at the podium. Below
the Union Jack, almost everyone wore black felt bowler hats,
nodding and smacking their lips in agreement as they muttered,
“Aye, aye!” or “So indeed!” Every now and then a couple of
them would hear something that sounded perfect, and both
would come out simultaneously with a “Jolly right you are!”
Tuming to each other then, they would wink and grin. The
smaller groups of people didn't seem as orderly or cohesive as the
larger ones. Most of them were arguing with one another; hud-
dling their heads together like sheep, they wagged their tongues
in a bleating din of contention. Aside from them there was only
a bunch of young men wearing crooked caps, scowling as they
circled around the groups, making sarcastic remarks and poking
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fun at people. They weren't interested in anything save for get-
ting a few laughs out of everyone and the chance to show off
their own clever wit. Policemen were grouped in threes and fours
around the crowds of people, all of them about the same height,
with identically large hands and feet; it was almost as if London
's bobbies were all born of the same mother.

But of all the people in the crowds, it was the Coldstream
Guards with their red uniforms, who stood out and attracted the
most attention. Their backs were even stiffer and straighter than
drawing boards, and the pleats in their pants seemed to be sup-
ported by smooth rigid steel rods. Each and every one of them
was sharp and spiffy, ever-graced with a hint of smile that re-
vealed a thin line of snow-white teeth. Their hair was clipped
close enough to let the blue-black color of their scalp peek
through. They weren’t listening to anyone, just standing away
from the clusters of people in the most conspicuous part of the
park, deigning to let their gaze fall upon the things about them.
After standing there for a few minutes, they took off to link their
arms around those of tender-wristed young ladies, turning then
on their heels to go off to their téte-a-tétes on the grass.

On the lawn there were couples, some sitting facing one an-
other, others lying down embracing. There were also men sitting
alone holding evening newspapers, not really reading, but look-
ing off at young women’s legs. Packs of pudgy dogs scattered
about jumping with glee, barking and yapping at nothing. Small
children dressed in white cashmere outfits and red jumpsuits
twisted their stubby legs to and fro, running back and forth on
the grass. Nannies sporting white bonnets chattered as they scur-
ried after their little pixies.

Ma Wei stood there for a long time, not in the mood to listen
to speeches, yet not knowing quite where else to go.

He looked to be around 22 or 23 years old. Though not short
in build, he was fairly thin. His complexion was a pale yellow,
slender, but not haggard. His long eyebrows lifted up at the
ends, and the comers of his eyes slanted upwards as well. It was
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fortunate that his large eyes always held a hint of smile, other-
wise there would certainly have been something a bit frightening
about his looks. His irises were extremely dark, yet extremely
bright. This balance of darkness and clarity made the edges of
his irises brighten a little, just enough seo that the contrast in his
eyes wasn't as stark and simple as the black and white irises of
paper figurines bumed for the dead. His nose wasn't too high,
and because his face lacked girth, the height seemed just in pro-
portion. Curling up a bit, his lips together with his smiling eyes
combined to form a gentle countenance .

Judging from his appearance and youth, it would seem that he
should have no reason to be troubled. But from his furrowed
brow, lowered head, and slightly hunched spine, it was evident
that he had long since lost that spark of youthful vigor.

He was dressed in gray wool, with a black overcoat draped
around his shoulders. And although his clothes were tastefully
cut, they had taken on a seedy appearance from lack of brushing
— just as the gloom which hung over his face had come to over-
shadow its original lustre. Compared to the young men in red
uniforms who slipped their arms through those of young girls, he
looked a bit wretched indeed.

Without thinking, he pulled out a handkerchief and wiped off
his face, then continued to stare off blankly.

The sun was already about to set; one by one clusters of red
cloud reflections tumed the velvety green grass into lavender,
and the workers'red flags were slowly transformed into the pur-
plish color of congealed blood. People listening to speeches grew
fewer and fewer.

Ma Wei tucked his hands into his overcoat pockets, and
walked a few steps to lean on an iron railing near the lawn.

Reddish clouds from the west gradually dispersed the last
glimpses of daylight. Layer by layer the clouds took on a purple-
ashen hue, and with the final reflection of the sun’s rays, re-
vealed a thin layer of bluish frost, like that on the necks of wild
pigeons. The ashen dusk grew deeper, and mingling with the
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fog, swallowed up the earth's colors into obscurity. The workers
" flags followed suit and became black patches. Distant trees gen-
tly embraced the dark rmbrage and drifted off into the night.

Bit by bit the people vanished. The gas lamps came on, and
red and green cars flashed past marble. Arch in circles; distantly
through the mist they melted to form a long rainbow.

The lawns had emptied of people; only one lone dark figure
remained to be seen beside the iron railing.

2

Li Zirong had already settled into bed. Just when he was half-
asleep, stretching his arms and legs, he seemed to hear the faint
sound of a doorbell. But as he went to open his eyes, his head
slipped from the pillow. Somewhere in his mind he hazily re-
called that something had sounded. But. ..

“Bzzzz!”

It was only then that he halfway opened his eyes, eyes that
had been closed so comfortably, and slowly moved his head to
the pillow.

“Bzzz!”

“Who the devil could that be — in the middle of the night!”
He propped himself up with one hand and opened the curtains to
look outside. Although the gaslamps were still on in the alley,
the fog was thick; he couldn’t make out through the darkness
where the racket was coming from.

“Bzzzz!” It sounded longer and louder than before.

Li Zirong got up. He fumbled in the dark for his shoes; when
his warm moist arches slid against the cold shoes he couldn't help
breaking out in goose pimples. Even though it was late April,
the nights were still pretty chilly. He felt for the switch to turn
on the lights. Then draping an overcoat on his shoulders, he
held his breath and tiptoed down the stairs. The old lady down-
stairs was already asleep, and if he weren't careful and woke her
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