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Publisher’s Note

All Lu Hsun’s prosc poems, twenty-three in all, are con-
rained in this collection.  Written between 1924 and 1926,
they were compiled by the author into onc volume entitled
Wild Grass, which was first published in 1927 by the Peihsin
Bookstore, Peking.

This English translation has been made from the 1973
cdition published by the People’s Literature Publishing
House, Peking. To help readers to understand these prose
poems better, the preface Lu Hsun wrote in 1931 for an
English translation of Wild Grass, which never appeared in
print, has been included in the present edition,

Printed in the People’s Republic of China

——
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Lu Hsun's Peeface, Written 1in
19%1, for an English Edition of
“"Wild Grass”’

Mr. Y. S. Feog has scot me through a fecnd his
English translation of Wild Grass* and asked mc to say
a few words. Unfoctunately, not knowing English, 1 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 picees, as the dates at the end
of cach show, were written between 1924 and 1926 in
Peking and published successively in the periodical Xu_&_wié,’ ﬁ_
Most of them were simply occasional retlections.  Bes
cause at the time it was difficult to speak ontrioht T same-

times had to use rather ambiguous language.

To cite a few cxamples. “My Lost Love” was written
to_sariri bout lost loves which were then tl
voguc; “‘Revenge” was written out of revulsion at the

*The translator of Wild Grass was Feng Yu-sheng, whose English
translation never appeared in print.  This preface was later published
by the auchor in Two Hearts, a coliection of essays writeen in 1930
and 5931.




number of hystanders in socicty; “Hope” out of astonish-
ment at the passivity of young people. “Such a Fighter”
was mv reaction to thosc men of letters and scholars
who abetted the warlords. “The Blighted Leaf” was writ-
ten for my friends who wanted to preserve me. After
the Tuan Chi-jui government fired on unarmed demonstra-
tors. | wrote “Amid Pale Bloodstains,” at a time when T
had left home and cone into hiding., “The Awakening”
was written during the fighting between the warlords of
the Fengtien and Chihli cliques. after which 1 was unable

to remain in Peking.

So it may also bc said that these were mostly small
pale flewers on the edges of the neglected hell, which
could not of course be beautiful. But this hell was bound
to be iost. This was brought home to me by the expres-
sions and tones of a handful of cloquent and ruthless

“heroes” who had not at that time realized their ambi-
tions. Thereupon T wrote “The Good Hell That Was

Later on 1 wrote no motc things of this kind. In an age
when thines were chaneing daily, such writing, and even

such reflections, were no longer allowed to exist Lo my
mind, this was probably a good thing. And here my
preface for these translations may well end.

November s, 1931

V]

Fovewovd

When I am sifent, T fecl 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 life 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 trces, only wild grass. For that I am to blame.

Wild grass strikes no deep roots, has no beautiful flowers
and Jcaves, yet it imbibes dew, water and the blood and
[lesh 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 T am not worricd; T am glad. I shall lavsh aloud
and sing.

I love my wild grass, but 1 dctest the ground which
decks itselt with wild grass.

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

But I am not worried; I am glad. T shall laugh aloud
and sing.
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Hecaven and earth are so sercne that I cannot Jaugh
aloud or sing. Even if they werc not so screne, 1 probably
could not cither. Betwcen light and darkness, Life and
death, past and future, T 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 T do not
love, 1 hope for the swift death and decay of this wild
arass.  Otherwise, it means I have not lived, and this
would be truly more lamentable than death and dzcay.

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

L Hswz

Written in White Cloud Pavilion, Kwangchow
April 26, 1927

Autump Night

Behind the wall of my backyard you can sec-two trees:
onc is a date tree, the other is also a date tree.

The night sky above them is strange and high. I have
neyver scen such a strange, high sky. It scems to want
to feave this world of men, so that when folk look up
they won’t be able to see it. For the moment, though,
it is singularly blue; and its scores of starry cyes are
blinking coldly. A faint smile plays round its lips, a
smile which it secms to think highly significant; and it
dusts the wild plants in my courtyard with hcavy frost.

I have no idea what these plants are called, what names
they are commenly kinown by. Onc of them, I remember,
has minute pink flowers, and its flowers are still lingering
on, although more minutc than cver.  Shivering in the
cold night air they decam of the coming of spring, of the
coming of autumn, of the lcan pect wiping his tears upon
their last petals, who tells them autumn will come and
winter will come, yet spring will follow when butterflics
flit to and fro, and all the beces start humming songs of
spring.  Then the little pink flowers smile, though they
have turned a mournful crimson with cold and are shiver-
ing still.




As ftor the date trees, they have lost absolutcly all their
lecaves. Before, one or two boys still came to beat down
the dates other people had missed. But now not one
date is lcft, and the trces have lost all their leaves as
well. They know the little pink flowers’ dream of spring
aftet antumn; and they know the drcam of the fallen leaves
of autumn after spring. They may have lost all their leaves
and have only their branches left; but these, no longer
weizhed down with fruit and foliage, are streiching them-
sclves luxuriously. A few boughs, though, are still droop-
ing, nursing the wounds made in their back by the scicks
which beat down the dates: while, rigid as iron, the
straightest and longest boughs silently picrce the strange,
high sky, making it blink in dismay. They pictce cven
the full moon in the sky, making it palc and iil at case.

Biinking in dismay, the sky becomes bluer and blucr,
mote and morce uncasy, as if cager to cscape from the world
of men and avoid the date trees, lcaving the moon behind.
But the moon, too, is hiding itsclf in the cast; while,
silent still and as rigid as iron, the bare boughs picrce
the strange, high sky, resolved to inflict on it a mortal
wound, no matter in how many ways it winks all its be-
witching eycs.

With a shrick, a ficrce night-bird passcs.

All of a sudden, T hear midnight lavghter. The sound
is muffled, as if not to wake those who sleep; yet all
acound the air resounds to this laughter. Midnight, and
no onc c¢lse is by, At once I realize it is I who am laugh-
ing, and at once T am driven by this laughter back to my
room. At once I turn up the wick of my paraffin lamp.

A pit-a-pat sounds from the glass of the back window,
where swarms of insects ace recklessly dashing themsclves
against the pane. Presently some get in, no doubt through
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a hole in the window paper. Oncc in, they set up ancther
pit-a-pat by dashing themsclves against the chimney of
the lamp. Onc hutls itsclf into the chimncy from the
top, falling into the flame, and I fancy the flame is real.
On the paper shade two or three others rest, panting.
The shade is a new onc since last night. Its snow-whitc
paper is pleated in wave-like folds, and painted in ove
corner (s a spray of blood-red gardenias.

When the blood-red gardenias blossom, the datc trecs,
weighed down with bright foliage, will dream once motc
the drcam of the little pink flowers. . . and I shall hear
the midnight laughter again. I hastily break off this
train of thought to look at the small grcen insccts still
on the paper. Like sunflower sceds with their large heads
and small tails, they are only half the size of a grain of
wheat, the whole of them an adorable, pathetic green.

I yawn, light a cigarette, and puff out the smoke, paying
sifent homage before the lamp to these green and exqui-
site herocs.

Septeniber 15, 1924




