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Cherished Dawn Blossoms
Foreword

Ye Mang

The title of this bilingual collection, Cherished Dawn Blossoms , re-
minds one of a bouquet of reopened blossoms. These blossorns of Chinese
literature were once in full bloom in much-read bocks, in teachers’ cur-
ricula and on the lips of students. Time flows like water in a river. Ten
or more years hence, those students would have grown up, but whatever
positions they might hold in society today, they will never forget those
beautiful pieces of prose, poetry and stories in their old school books.
The sound of the classroom recital of those masterpieces stifl echo in their
ears, making them nostalgic for those school days.

One day, an idea suddenly hit us, the editors of this series —
wouldn’t it be wonderful to pick up those cherished blossoms and arrange
them into bouquets for our readers who would probably look at them a-
gain from a new perspective, a matured aesthetic judgment?

“Dawn blossoms plucked at dusk” is a beautifully evocative phrase so
familiar to all Chinese people. This is mainly due to Lu Xun, the great
man of letters of half a century ago, who published a collection of essays
by this title. Since then, it has been used to refer to collections of things
of the past. Lu Xun was 47 then and was by no mezns at the age of
“dusk.” By “dawn blossoms” he was referring to wonderful things he

had seen or experienced when he was a child. He once wrote:

“For a period of time, I often recalled the foods I had eaten
3



when I was a boy, such as water chestnuts, /uohan beans,
jiaobai , and zianggua. P All these were extremely delicious.
They were the catalysts that triggered my homesickness. . .
Only in the memory, do those old sensations still linger.
Perhaps they will beguile me all my life, making me look back

from time to time.”

Most of the readers of this series will probably be much younger
than Lu Xun when he wrote those enduring words. But when you were
in school, you were maybe only a few years senior than Lu Xun when he
savored those flavors of home. However, you may be far from the time of
“dusk” — probably still in the prime of life. Therefore, we have decided
to change the word “dusk” to “cherished,” as their pronunciations are
the same in Chinese (xi). We would like to remind readers to cherish
childhood and cherish the books you read in schools.

The “old sensations” are like first love, which one recalls every now
and again. Now that these masterpieces of the past were chosen for text-
books — be they a poem or an essay or a short story, from ancient times
or of the present — they have given the mind more to chew on than
chestnuts or beans. In this sense they are even more precious.

“Isn’t it a pleasure to review what one has learned from time
time?” or “To learn something new from reviewing the old.” — These
are famous lines by Confucius who was an expert in education. This was
our first inspiration for compiling this series of books.

The second reason, which arose in our minds almost at the same

time as the first, was to include English translations. Reading the

@ These are foods special to certain areas of China: luohan or “arhar” beans are
a kind of broad bean, jiaobai is from the stem of a wild rice plant, and zianggua or
fragrant melon is a fruit similar to a small honeydew melon.
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Chinese masterpieces against the English translations, or vice versa,
would be a very good way 1o learn English — or Chinese. As we are now
already on the threshold of the twenty-first century, learning other lan-
guages is a must for a new generation entering the new century.
However, perhaps some of us may have forgotten that the very aim of
learning other languages is for communication, for sharing. Some say
that the twenty-first century will be the century of the East, the century
of China. China has clearly become a hot topic in the world today and
will remain so in the future. Then to introduce China to the world and
tell people overseas all about us is a common wish of the Chinese people.
In the past, we may have read in English-language textbooks, literary
works by Shakespeare, Byron, Shelley, Dickens, Scott, Austin, or the
Bronté sisters’ Jane Eyre and Wuthering Heights. Maybe some Chinese
youth have forgotten about our own Sima Qian, Qu Yuan, Li Bai, Du
Fu, Luo Guanzhong, and even Cao Xueqin’s A Dream of Red Man-
stons. And what about Lu Xun and his genius works? Perhaps we have
not realized that, while we have shed our tears for Jane Eyre, people on
the other side of the ocean are weeping over Lin Daiyu.

We are quite certain that reading translations of Chinese literary
writings is an easy but effective way to learn another language. At the
same time you will review these Chinese masterpieces once more, or learn
something new about Chinese culture. This is, as they say, killing two
birds with one stone.

English learners may argue that it is better to learn English by read-
ing the works written by natives of Britain and North America. Can an
English translation of a piece of Chinese writing be idiomatic? Don’t
worry — most of the translators of this series have English as their
mother tongue. For almost half a century, many English-speaking men
and women have come to China, fascinated by what they considered mys-
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terious Eastern culture. Many of them have actually settled in China and
joined the editors and translators of the Chinese Literature Press to pro-
duce translations of renowned classical to contemporary Chinese literary
works. Among them are Yang Xianyi and his wife Gladys Yang who
have made pioneering efforts in translation from Chinese into English and
have won great admiration the world over. Their skillful translations of
A Dream of Red Mansions, The True Story of Ah Q and other works
have enjoyed high prestige in international literary circles.

This series has been jointly compiled and published by the Chinese
Literature Press, known internationally for its literary tranclations of
Chinese literature, and the Foreign Language Teaching and Research
press, which is popular among foreign language learners for its quality
publications throughout China. The two publishing houses have joined
forces in publishing this landmark series, which will be doubtlessly bene-
ficial to readers learning English or Chinese who are also interested in
Chinese literature.

Finally, we are most grateful to authors of the works included in
this series, whether they have long since passed away or are still alive,
for giving us the opportunity to cherish this wealth of Chinese literature.
We should also thank the translators for rendering them into such beauti-

ful English readings.

October 5, 1998



.g. iﬂ
Lu Xun

.# &

Mao Dun
‘B £

Ba Jin
BBEK

Yu Dafu
M3

Shen Congwen

200 43R
Village Opera
2800 #%
My Old Home
520 fL.z2
Kong Yiji
66 (1 W&
The New-year Sacrifice
108 [0 #
Medicine
1281 B Q iEf%
The True Story of Ah Q
236 1 £&
Spring Silkworms
294 A%
A Moonlit Night
3120 FXIIFR K L
Intoxicating Spring Nights
3420 kxR
The Husband



- E 384 (] &

Ye Shengtao Night
BB . 406 [ /N_BL1E

Zhao Shuli Little Evhei’s Marriage
“FhE. 456 [ FriEdE

Sun Li Lotus Creek
-ERE- 474 [ LMk

Wang Yuanjian Seven Matches



“%HAIETHE ST

Cherished Dawn Blossoms

[REnE REXE &4

HE =

o2 Y

BT

HEHE

H AT

/4

HEE
AR
HHF
B
HRE
HRE

M A EL

BEAZ

WS
ZRX
8|
PR U F
SRE
x| #

o X4
>
Loy

i (WTOeRE)
FiH (M)
BET (HREXL)
£ (REBXE)
TR (FHRADRM)
W T (MRABRA)

ITHEZE

#o i 3 o
in T F M i

¥t K




# M-H& M (1881—1936)

RESGVHRARCHEHNHAINRE, 4
HHAELEER, EEFLERSFPHBEERTEYH
Xirehfpit, REAE RSB ST, RERP
NG R RA AR S ERRAGAAS?

REAREEMZ+F5, RELHE P
Hxk, BiTERERE, HARAERNEE
fbls, MMELEGHF, RTERAEERH
HaxmET.

FHRRECFERMB T MR, 4
iAW RE, ERRBF, FAEKLR
HEA? RE, BXREFEKE, WoiELTR,
TREXZABHWHBTAH, RXCEFH
T, ESMER RN R AL R, RITRET,
I AR R MR R —NIE, EXFRK
SFHRFEL, HEWHNEE, HEEE
RENAZE, FdEEen, XAAMRE
Wig, RENEXCKRILNEHWET, AT
O, FWEIMER “BA, AT

BINBRFE, — T REMNHRIR
A TRE, #H—fk, ZPTERMNE,
FRR—FKE, RMBIHLKRLERY ERE
BEAWSZ =, HHEROTRELIT=SH
R, RERBERLAMNBR, BEFEHME
PIRFBITHME, RhMESFRRGEL T,

ETHZH, BV BROMEMEFE,
REENT REGERE, FRMbgRS



Lu Xun/ Village Opera

In the past twenty years only twice have I been to see Chinese opera.
During the first ten years I saw none, lacking both the wish and the
opportunity. The two occasions on which I went were in the last ten
years, but each time I left without getting anything out of it.

The first time was in 1912 when I was new to Beijing. A friend told
me Beijing had the best opera and that seeing it was an experience not to
be missed. I thought it might be interesting to see an opera, especially in
Beijing, and hurried in high spirits to some theatre, the name of which
now escapes me. The performance had already started. Even outside I
could hear the beat of the drums. As we squeezed in, gaudy colours
flashed into view, then I saw many heads in the auditorium. But when [
collected myself to look around I saw there were still a few empty seats in
the middle. As I squeezed my way in to sit down, someone addressed
me. Already there was such a buzzing in my ears that I had to listen hard
to catch what he was saying — “Sorry, these seats are taken!”

We withdrew to the back, but then a man with a glossy queue led us
to one side and indicated an unoccupied place. This was a bench only a
quarter the width of my thighs, but with legs two-thirds longer than
mine. To begin with I hadn’t the courage to climb up there. Then,
being reminded of some instrument of torture, with an involuntary
shudder I fled.

[ had gone some way when suddenly I heard my friend’ s voice

asking, “Well, what’s the matter?” Looking over my shoulder I saw he
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Lu Xun/ Village Opera

had followed me out. “Why are you marching along without a word?” he
inquired in great surprise.

“I’m sorry,” I told him. “There’s such a ding-dong shrilling in my
ears, I didn"t hear you.”

Whenever [ thought back to this it struck me as most strange, and ]
supposed that the opera had been a very pcor one — or else a theatre was
no place for me. "

I forget in what year I made the second venture, but funds were
being raised for flood victims in Hubei and Tan Xinpei® was still alive.
By paying two dollars for a ticket, you contributed money and could go to
the Number One Theatre to see an opera with a cast made up for the
most part of famous performers, one being Tan Xinpei himself. I bought
a ticket primarily to satisfy the collector, but then some busybody seized
the chance to tell me why Tan Xinpei simply had to be seen. At that, |
forgot the disastrous ding-dong shrilling of a few years before and went to
the theatre — probably half because that precious ticket had cost so much
that I would feel uncomfortable unless I used it. I learned that Tan
Xinpei would make his appearance late in the evening, and the Number
One Theatre was a modem one where you did not have to fight for your
seat. That reassured me, and I waited till nine o’ clock before setting
out. To my surprise, just as before, it was full. There was hardly any
standing-room and I had to squeeze into the crowd at the rear to watch an
actor singing an old woman’s part. He had a paper spill burning at each
corner of his mouth and there was a devil-soldier beside him. After

racking my brains I guessed that this might be Maudgalyayana’s? mother,

® A famous Beijing opera performer.
@ Maudgalyayana was a disciple of Buddha. Legend has it that his mother went to
hell for her sins and he rescued her.
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