








Introduction

Zhu Ziging was an outstanding Chinese prose writer, poet
and educator. He was born in Zhejiang Province in 1898.

Zhu Ziging wrote both poetry and prose, but he is better
known as an essay-writer than a poet. He was educated at
Beijing University. After qualifying in 1925, he took a position
as professor of Chinese literature at Qinghua University.

In 1931-1932 he studied English literature and linguistics
in London, and travelled to five countries in Europe. He
returned to China in July 1932, and became the dean of the

Chinese Language Department at Qinghua University.

He started writing poetry early in his career and is best
known for his long poem "Huimie" [Destruction] (1923). His
collections of prose include “Beiying” [The View of My
Father's Back] (1928) and “Ni wo” [You and Me] (1936).

Upright, diligent and a tireless teacher, Zhu Ziging was
regarded as a model modern scholar by his students and
colleagues. Two of his most respected pieces of prose The
View of My Father’s Back and Lotus Pond by Moonlight are
included in this book.

Zhu died in August 1948. In August 1978, three decades
after his death, "Ziging Pavilion" was built at Qinghua
University in his memory. In April 1987, during the
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anniversary of the founding of the university, a white-marble
statue of Zhu was erected on the bank of the lotus pond.

In this collection, the translator selected five of Zhu's
most famous prose pieces and translated them into English.
One piece is about a person The View of My Father’s Back,
another describes the passing of time Swiftly, and the other
three are about nature and scenery. Zhu is famous for his
descriptions of nature and scenery. He has the ability to
make people believe that they are there seeing and feeling
what he is experiencing. It is as if when reading his work
you can touch the trees, feel the mist, taste the water, and
smell the grass...

The five pieces of prose were all written in the 1920’s.
Lotus Pond by Moonlight is one of Zhu Ziging’s
masterpieces (1927). It was written after the coup of 12
April in 1927 [the 4.12 Coup]. The author was left

depressed by the confusion and disorder caused by the

Coup. He became down hearted so he said directly at the
beginning of the piece "l have been feeling uneasy these
days.” He felt no sense of freedom in daytime, so he found
freedom of expression with nature at night. Even though his
night-time escape to nature was short, it refreshed him. He
came to the lotus pond and found peace there in the vast
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moonlit night with the fragrance of lotus blossoms. While
reading this work the reader should remember the turmoil
and the restrictions he was under as a writer in time of
political unrest. It may be necessary for today’s reader to
read between the lines to get the full meaning of this piece
of work.

The aim of this book is to give people outside China a
chance to become better acquainted with Chinese poetry

and prose, while offering Chinese readers a chance to see

the work in English translation.

Thanks for the support | received in translating this
book. Special thanks to Susanna Gladwin, creative writing
tutor at Middlesex University; Anna Webber, language tutor
at Waltham Forest College and my blind friend George
Foremann. They offered valuable comments and sugges-
tions and helped make this book “sparkle”.

Haiying Zhang
Westcliff-on-sea, 2006
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WTET , BERORR ; HUET  BEEFHEMR ; B
T , BEFTNHR. B2 , BAN , REFR , RNV H
FRAALA—EZTERE ? —RAAMTME : BRHE? X
WAEMALTE ? 2MEMIESRETE : WEXE T HER ?

BTHMEMNETRZDET  BENFET RN ZE
T. ERREERE , \TZHEFEENRFHRE ; BRERL
—RKBEXREE  BNEFRENBENRE , REFE
BRAEF T RIAELZSEZTRBET.

ENREXRT , RWRERE ; ERNTE , XEFES
A ? B ERBEROEHR , MEEHHAR=FFRFNAM. K
FREEMIM K BEREEEHRRET  RbEERRERE, T

HFHNER , BFNKBEYE ; BHROEER, BFM

RBET X ; MM, EMNBEABINRIE X, RIEFEMER
YT, AEFERN  XNERBENFLIE , REN,
BRERL , EASGHMENES LB , NEML TE
To SHEBFARMAMABN , XEXBET —H. REBEN
Bo. BERMRWAEFHEILXFABENEENLT.
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Swiftly

Swallows depart, they will come back again; willows wither,
they will be green again; peach flowers fade, they will bloom
again. But clever as you are, please tell me, why do our days pass
never come back again? Has someone stolen them? If so, who
could that be? And where have they been hidden? Have they run
away by themselves? Where are they now?

I don’t know how many days I have been given, but I do
know that something is slipping from my grasp little by little. I'm
counting in silence: over eight thousand days have slipped through
my fingers, like a drop of water from the point of a needle into the
sea. My days are dripping into the river of time, no sound, no
shape. I find sweat on my forehead and tears in my eyes!

Time gone never returns; time coming is still to come.
Between time coming and time going, how hastily time goes!
When I get up in the morning, two or three squares of sunshine
lean into my small room. Oh, the sun, it has feet. It is moving
silently and slightly, but I'm rolling with it at a loss. When I'm
washing my hands, my days are flying away from my basin; when
I’m having my meal, my days are passing across my bowl; when
I'm lost in thought, my days are departing from in front of my
gazing eyes. When I notice that they’re going too quickly and want
to pull them back with my hands, they flee away from my hands.

When it’s dark I lie on my bed, they stride across me swiftly and

fly away from my feet. When I open my eyes to see the sun,
another day has passed! With my hands on my face, the shadows of
the new day flash away with my sighs.
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