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Wang Meng

All the way down history, many writers have been sickly people.Take
Dostoevsky, for instance. He had epilepsy. Chekhov had tuberculosis. Dobroliubov
had boils tuberculosis of lymph nodes. Both the Tang poet Li He and the Japanese
writer Masaoka Shiki had hemoptysis and died of tuberculosis at an early age.

As for Jack London, Ernest Hemingway, Kawabata Yasunari, Yukio Mishima and

others, they had all died by their own hands.
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Then there were writers whose illness had not gotten around through the
grapevine. Their illness had been mostly on the psychological side. There is no
denying their accomplishments as writers, but the minute you pick up one of their
works, you cannot help being staggered by their uncontrollable fits of:

pig-headedness, self-conceit, braggadachio, self-aggrandizement, persecution-
mania, depression, uncontrollable violence, and more.

There is no denying their genius.

But they see ghosts in broad daylight, and are completely off their rocker.

The pains of living and dying are turned into colorful art through their hands.

But we must not turn a blind eye to their medical problems because of their
genius.

Other writers had health problems too, not known to the outside world,
mostly mental problems. But again, there is no denying their genius.

They are indisputably great writers, but when you read them, you cannot
help being struck by their perversion, self-conceit and persecution mania.

They are indeed geniuses: the pains of living and dying dazzle through their
writings.

We should not discard them as writers on the grounds that they themselves
were sick.

On the other hand, we should not turn a blind eye to their sickness on the
grounds of their literary genius.

I wish there were practicing doctors within the ranks of practicing writers —
not writers who had dabbled in medicine before they became famous as writers.
Disease being rampant, people’s expectations from doctors are rising daily.

We do have a writer among us— Bi Shumin. She had been a PLA clinical
worker, a medical student, head of the division for internal medicine, novelist and
essayist, holder of an MA degree in psychology, and a counseling psychologist. A
model student and good daughter since childhood—never a freak —in a word, she

is a person with outstanding accomplishments keeping within mainstream values.
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Medicine is a branch of science.
Practising medicine is high technology.
Doctors are angels with hearts of Buddha,
Supporting the weak and ministering to
the sick.
Following their hearts, they are full of
compassion;
Aware of their responsibility, their mission
is to give.
‘Novels are narratives of human feelings
told in vivid detail,
The experience of a lifetime. the grip of
emotion sweet and bitter,
Passing through the pen of scribblers,
they flower out in magic writing.
Psychological counseling is a new line of
business,
A proof of the human sadness and frailty.
As life gets increasingly complicated,
As the society is increasingly knit,
As the pace of life is urgent,
As competition is increaéingly tense,
So is our mental burden increasingly
heavy,
And all the more do we need the doctor’s

concern, dispensation, and understanding.
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Read Bi Shumin’s stories,

And you will find it all there.

The stories relieve your suffering,

Though nowadays it is cool to put you through the grinder.

Her stories put your heart at ease,

Though nowadays the focus is on that boring thingamy between your legs.

Smoothly her story flows in colorful detail,

Though nowadays pseudo-profundity is all the rage.

She is tough with a gentle touch,

Though nowadays cruelty and malice has the upper hand.

She is cool and reasonable,

Though nowadays raging and ranting is what you hear.

She assures you that one and one makes two,

Though nowadays the total runs into hundreds of thousands.

Her writing is smooth and elegant,

Though nowadays to read is to subvert.

She urges you—enjoy life; be happy: be kind; be healthy; be sunny,

Though nowadays high fever, paranoia and nightmares are good strategies to
catch your eye.

If I have friends and relatives, if I have children and they have friends and if
they were ordinary normal people, I would recommend them to read this book.

As an alternative to reading books that make you sick, or as a harmless
concession, or rather as an urgent need, one should read works of literature that

make you happy.
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Two Pairs of Hands Hidden in a Book
Bi Shumin

The hands of Zhu Hong, the translator of this volume of stories, are soft and
warm.

It is hard to imagine that this pair of hands had written articles on English
and American literature with sharp critical acumen.

More amazing is the fact that Zhu Hong had translated outstanding works of
Chinese literature into English. Her translations, precise. succinct, sometimes with
a dash of humor thrown in, have been approved of and accepted in the English-
speaking world of academia, while at home they have more than once served as
topics for Ph.D theses.

Zhu Hong works hard and is deeply devoted to her chosen field. True to her
ideal of translation not as a mere formation of words but as a means of imparting
the spirit of the original, Zhu Hong’s works of translation have managed to offer

her readers a taste of the English language in all its beauty and flexibility.

Now why did this famed master of translation, at the venerable age of
eighty-four, bother to translate these short stories of mine? It turned out that Zhu
Hong had planned to translate this collection of my stories as a gift to all her
granddaughters, a gift to be handed down as an heirloom within the family. Thus
she threw herself into the job of translation, sweating over every word in pursuit
of perfection. However, the project was discovered by Tiandi Press, and thus

destined to be released for a larger readership.



