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LU HSUN (1881-1936), chief com-

mander of China's modern cul-
tural revolution, was not only a great
thinker and political commentator but
the founder of modern Chinese litera-
ture. As early as in the May 1918
issue of the magazine New Youth,
Lu Hsun published one of his best
stories, A Madman’s Diary. This
was his “declaration of war” against
China’s feudal society, and the first
short story in the history of modern
Chinese literature. Thereafter he
followed up with a succession of
stories such as The True Story of
Ah @ and The New Year’s Sacri-
fice, which cut through and sharply
attacked stark reality in the dark old
society. These stories were later in-
cluded in the three volumes Call to
Arms, Wandering and Old Tales
Retold, and have become treasures
in the Chinese people's literary
heritage.

In his early life Lu Hsun was a
revolutionary democrat, who later
matured into a communist. His ear-
lier works were mainly stories, 18 of
the more important of which, plus
the preface to Call to Arms, his
first short story collection, have been
selected for this volume. The stories
show clearly his method in this period
of creative writing, thoroughgoing
critical realism, a method closely re-
lated to the outright anti-imperialist
and anti-feudal views which he
formed in his early days.

In his preface to Call to Arms,
the author tells his motive in choos-
ing literature as a weapon of
struggle. This will give readers a
deeper understanding of Lu Hsun's
stories.
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PREFACE TO THE FIRST COLLECTION
OF SHORT STORIES, “CALL TO ARMS”

When I was young I, too, had many dreams. Most of them
came to be forgotten, but I see nothing in this to regret. For
although recalling the past may make you happy, it may some-
times also make you lonely, and there is no point in clinging
in spirit to lonely bygone days. However, my trouble is that
I cannot forget completely, and these stories have resulted
from what I have been unable to erase from my memory.

For more than four years I used to go, almost daily, to a
pawnbroket’s and to a medicine shop. I cannot remember
how old I was then; but the counter in the medicine shop
was the same height as I, and that in the pawnbroker’s twice
my height. I used to hand clothes and trinkets up to the
counter twice my height, take the money proffered with con-
tempt, then go to the counter the same height as I to buy
medicine for my father who had long been ill. On my return
home I had other things to keep me busy, for since the phy-
sician who made out the prescriptions was very well-known,
he used unusual drugs: aloe root dug up in winter, sugar-cane
that had been thtee years exposed to frost, twin crickets, and
ardisia . . . all of which were difficult to procure. But my
father’s illness went from bad to worse until he died.

I believe those who sink from prosperity to poverty will
probably come, in the process, to understand what the world
is really like. I wanted to go to the K — school in N —*
perhaps because I was in search of a change of scene and
faces. ‘There was nothing for my mother to do but to raise
eight dollars for my travelling expenses, and say I might do
as I pleased. That she cried was only natural, for at that

* The Kiangnan Naval Academy in Nanking.
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