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1. The translator of Wild
Grass was Feng Yu-sheng,
whose English translation
never appeared in print. This
preface was later published
by the author in Two Hearls, a
collection of essays written in
1930 and 1931



Lu Xun's Preface, Written in 1931, for an English Edition of Wild Grass
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Mr. Y. S. Feng has sent me through a friend his English translation of Wild Grass' and
asked me to say a few words. Unfortunately, not knowing English, I can only say a few
words of my own. However, I hope the translator will not mind my doing only half of
what he expected.

These twenty-odd short pieces, as the dates at the end of each show, were written
between 1924 and 1926 in Peking and published successively in the periodical Y Ssu.
Most of them were simply occasional reflections. Because at the time it was difficult to
speak outright I sometimes had to use rather ambiguous language.

To cite a few examples. “My Lost Love” was written to satirize the poems about lost
loves which were then the vogue; “Revenge”was written out of revulsion at the number
of bystanders in society; “Hope” out of astonishment at the passivity of young people.
“Such a Fighter” was my reaction to those men of letters and scholars who abetted
the warlords. “The Blighted Leaf” was written for my friends who wanted to preserve
me. After the Tuan Chi-jui government fired on unarmed demonstrators, I wrote.
“Amid Pale Bloodstains,” at a time when I had left home and gone into hiding. “The
Awakening” was written during the fighting between the warlords of the Fengtien and
Chihli cliques, after which I was unable to remain in Peking.

So it may also be said that these were mostly small pale flowers on the edges of
the neglected hell, which could not of course be beautiful. Bur this hell was bound
to be lost. This was brought home to me by the expressions and tones of a handful
of eloquent and ruthless “heroes” who had not at that time realized their ambitions.
Thereupon I wrote. “The Good Hell That Was Lost.”

Later on I wrote no more things of this kind. In an age when things were changing
daily, such writing, and even such reflections, were no longer allowed to exist. To my
mind, this was probably a good thing. And here my preface for these translations may
well end.

November 5, 1931
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Thope for the swift death and decay of this wild grass.
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Foreword
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When I am silent, I feel replete; as I open my mouth to speak, I am conscious of
emptiness.

The past life has died. I exult over its death, because from this I know that it once
existed. The dead lire has decayed. I exult over its decay, because from this I know that,
it has not been empty.

From the clay of life abandoned on the ground grow no lofty trees, only wild grass.
For that I am to blame.

Wild grass strikes no deep roots, has no beautiful flowers and leaves, yet it imbibes
dew, water and the blood and flesh of the dead, although all try to rob it of life. As long
as it lives it is trampled upon and mown down, until it dies and decays.

But I am not worried. I am glad. I shall laugh aloud and sing.

I love my wild grass, but I detest the ground which decks itself with wild grass.

A subterranean fire is spreading, raging, underground. Once the molten lava breaks
through the earth’s crust, it will consume all the wild grass and lofty trees, leaving
nothing to decay.

But I am not worried; I am glad. I shall laugh aloud and sing.

Heaven and earth are so serene that I cannot laugh aloud or sing. Even if they were
not so serene, I probably could not either. Between light and darkness, life and death,
past and future, I dedicate this tussock of wild grass as my pledge to friend and foe,
man and beast, those whom I love and those whom I do not love.

For my own sake and for the sake of friend and foe, man and beast, those whom I
love and those whom I do not love, I hope for the swift death and decay of this wild
grass. Otherwise, it means I have not lived, and this would be truly more lamentable
than death and decay.

Go, then, wild grass, together with my foreword!

Lu Xun
Written in White Cloud Pavilion, Guangzhou
April 26, 1927
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While, rigid as iron,
the straightest and longest boughs silently pierce the strange,
high sky, making it blink in dismay.



