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The coming night, which seems to huddle and hide itself within the deep side of green moss growing around the corner, secretly sneaks out at this moment and occupies the empty courtyard. The sky looks dark and heavy, the stars rising one after another, and the suddenly blowing wind shakes the bamboo leaves in the garden, making a rustle sound everywhere.
There are only a young servant girl, Cuizi, and I inside the house, playing and waiting together for my father to come back home.
Cuizi raises her head, staring at the distant skyline, gradually loosens her hands that hold surrounding her knees.
"You do it again! See! You are in a daze. Cuizi, how about telling me a story? Choose the most charming one. But please don't talk about the story of the grinding star and the lamp grass star any more. There isn't much wind in the Milky Way tonight, while there is quite heavy fog. You see, the hazy white all around, making nothing clear to be seen. I feel worried that even the stars can lose their way. "
As if she hasn’t heard about my words, her eyes remain widely opened. However, I can hear myself very clearly. Even the bats passing by the eaves must notice a sentence or two. In her eyes, I can figure out that I am a bit angry. In a silence, I stares at the two faint shadows reflected in the corridor, thinking："Ignoring me, fine! It looks that mine (my shadow) is not much shorter than yours."
Finally, she reconciles with me. Standing up, she reaches out to tidy up a few strands of hair that are scattered by the naughty wind. (The hair woven from the bark night!) She says,
"The time’s gonna to be late. I'll prepare dinner for you. My lord probably won't come back to have dinner."
My lord? He's not your daddy, why do you call him like that? How shameless! Calling others’ father as your own! I’ve laughed at her about it secretly for many times, but I say nothing about it now and turns to walk into the main hall set for worship. The main hall seems even more hollow than the day my mother died. A gecko slowly crawls over the water stains on the wooden wall, but I feel no fear at all. When my mother's coffin was parked there, I was left alone to keep a long lasting lamp for illumination of the path for the dead (to avoid the oil inside the lamp being drunk up by rats, which will make my mom grope in the dark on her path). Now I feel even braver than that day. It is just the big black cat under the table murmuring chatters like chanting Buddha that makes me feel uncomfortable. I continuously shout at it, "Go away! Go!" It behaves as if it were deaf, completely ignoring me. When I wanna to call Cuizi, I hear the sound of a shovel scraping in the kitchen, which may mean that she is adding firewood and is coming soon. Then I think about the appearance of Cuizi when she first came, her skin presented to be dark, wearing shoes of flowers with a pair of craps patterns and a big red 'tongue' hat on her head, and she seemed to be very shy, 'A beauty around the pots!' So I laugh to myself.
While eating, I hold chopsticks in one hand and a fidibus in another, dipping the fidibus with some water and rolling it on the lamp, then it burns on fire letting out the sound of beep-beep, which brings a lot of fun to me.
"Watch out the oil splashing into your eyes, you mischievous little boy!"
"Oh, you really really act just like a mom?" I think, chuckling like a little cat.
"Daddy left early and hasn't come back yet. He never wants to stay at home, always leaving me alone!"
In fact, I know that daddy love and care for me for one night time is much better than others taking care of me for a whole day, and the company from Cuizi also makes me feel no loneliness. But I still look forward to his return eagerly. The evening winds always seems to know its way of blowing into people’s necks, and the big flower dog from neighbor Wang's house would bark fiercely when it hears the sound of footsteps. Won’t daddy feel afraid of dogs? Won’t he be worried that I would be afraid of dogs because I feel worried about him being afraid of dogs? 
I pout my mouth. 
"...It’s during the daytime, my lord must have come to your mother's grave again. You little boy! Look at those mud stains on your clothes every day, and the dew in the morning is so damp!"
Every night, father comes back with a white flower that can’t be found in the city. It’s said by people that the flower is grown by ghost. All flowers blossoming in mother's grave are of this kind. Daddy says that the location of the grave was personally chosen by mother when she was alive. Feng shui masters all claim that it is not an auspicious place, while my father insists to bury her here. However, those flowers can’t bear and survive from the frost. With the growth of Chinese cabbage, these flowers won’t last much longer. I hope that tomorrow father will take me to see if the tips of the flower leaves are turning red. If they are, it means that the time’s approaching. 
When the flowers are completely withered, hanging only some dry leaves swaying in the wind, and the foxtail millet is also shivering in the wind. I wonder if father will still go to the grave every day then?
Cackle-cackle, a faded small green-colored grasshopper, flutters its wings and flies towards the lamp flame. Cuizi waves her hand and drives it away.
Everyone remains silent. The winds blow and lift the banners on the wall, letting out a sound of swoosh. I notice that father hasn’t drawn paintings, written calligraphy and even hasn’t talked much recently. So I ask Cuizi, "Has daddy become more elder recently? The beard on his chin has grown so long, and it pricks my face to make it itchy. Hmm. What's going on? Missing Mom, but Mom doesn't miss him and me anymore, just lying peacefully underground, thinking about nothing."
"Your father... oh, when you wake up tomorrow, tell him not to go out. Tomorrow is his birthday, he's turning thirty this year... Hurry up to eat, the dishes are getting cold!"
Oops! Haven't I finished eating? She must be thinking about something again. She even doesn’t notice when I put down my chopsticks. She is in a daze and it's really funny. Tonight, I’m gonna to tell father that Cuizi seems to lose her soul for these past few days. Her soul grows a pair of wings, when raising her wings, the wind can carry her soul far away. What kind of wind is it? I don't know, and Cuizi doesn't know either.
Cuizi collects the bowls, puts my daddy's neatly folded clothes under a garment brick, and then starts to do sewing. I lean against her, singing softly to the rhythm of her breathing:
"Little little napa cabbage,
With little bit of yellow head,
At such a young young age,
Without a dear mommy.
Cuizi, who's under there?"
"Listen, someone's knocking at the door. Is your father coming back?"
Cuizi lights up the oil lamp and walks into the dark corridor. I stand in a place where I could see the front door to wait, seeing the approaching of candlelight step by step, but notice that the lamp is held in my father’s hands. Cuizi follows quietly behind him.
Father quickly picks me up, kisses my cheek, and asks why I haven’t gone to bed.
"I’m waiting for you! You don't care about me, only about other people's children!"
Father sighs slightly and enters into the room. As soon as his entering, we hear the sound of Bang -bang in the corner. He asks me,
 "What’s being cooked in the jar so early at three o’clock in the morning?"
"The lotus seeds. Cuizi found them in the cabinet, saying that they are of good qualities. If not eat them now, they will go bad. It’s getting cold, and you should eat some nutritious and refreshing food, so she stewed them. She asked me to remind you that the sugar is in the glass jar on the table."
"Oh, when do we have lotus seeds again at our home?"
"Who knows when..."
"Er Bao, you should go to sleep now!"
"What about you?"
"I'm about to sleep too. I'm very tired."
"I've grown up now, and still can't undress by myself? I don't need your help, no!" When father tries to unbutton my clothes for me, I quickly dodge. After taking off my clothes, "I'm going into my quilt, into my quilt, into my quilt!" I crawl into the quilt. The quilt was newly laundered and starched by Cuizi, very warm, with a bit of sunshine scent, a bit of rice starch scent, and a bit of (a very little bit of) face powder scent.
Daddy only eats a few lotus seeds and he gives the rest all to me. He tells me not to get up and feeds me the lotus seeds one by one with a small silver spoon. When eating, I look at his thin face: darker, even thinner, with hair growing so long and his chin all covered with short beard. He's grown up to such an adult, but he doesn’t know how to dress up himself and still needs someone to look after him. Ugh!
Thinking of one thing, I hurried to tell daddy:
"Uncle Gao visited us today. Before dinner, he sat alone in the guest room waiting for you for a long time and talked to me a lot: he asked if I miss my Mom? If I do, he would ask you to find a new mom for me. Then he took down the flute you hanging there and played it for a long time. He said that the music piece he played is called Sorrow in the Han Palace. Daddy, who plays better for this music? You or he? Later Cuizi served uncle Gao with tea and he stopped his playing. He walked around smiling to himself and wrote something on a piece of paper for me to give to you. His writing is so messy that it recognizes me, but I can’t recognize it at all."
Father looks at the note and laughs heartily. What is he laughing about? And his laughter sounds so loud. 
Then father also takes off clothes to go to bed, lighting a cigarette. Smoke curls up to the air and fills the whole tent. 
"Er Bao, what did you have for dinner tonight?"
"Green vegetable and shrimp ball soup."
"Was it tasty?"
"Tasty, tasty! the shrimp was very fresh. When we bought them, they were still alive and jumping around. The green vegetables were picked fresh from the garden at Aunt Xue's garden. Cuizi said it can add a fresh taste that way. Oh, Daddy, do you know Aunt Xue? Cuizi has just taken her as her godmother. Early this morning, I went to the garden with Cuizi. The morning dew hadn't dried yet, and her shoes became soaked. Mine didn't, as I walked carefully. When arriving, Aunt Xue's eldest son, Da Juzi, was watering. When he saw us, he smiled and poured the remaining half-bucket of water onto the ridge, then went to pick vegetables for us. Cuizi sat on the ridge and chatted with him. Aunt Xue gave me two freshly picked sand walnuts. I went alone to find crickets. I tiptoed for half a day and didn't even hear the sound of a field cricket. Could it be that their wings stopped fluttering after White Dew? Are they too embarrassed to 'seek their mates' boldly again? Daddy, didn't you tell me that crickets make noise to call for female mates? Unable to find them, I picked a few reed leaves to weave small boats, and put them one by one into the flowing water of the river to see which one can sail to the furthest. Purr-purr, a gust of wind flipped all my boats. People were already washing rice prepared for lunch downside the river. I thought it had been quite a while, so I went back to the garden to find Cuizi."
"When I arrived, they didn't notice me. Cuizi was still sitting like previously, with her eyes widely-opened, gazing at the sky. There’s no goose or swan in the sky. Here, acting just like me, Da Juzi stood beside her, straightly looking at Cuizi's face. There were only two vegetables in the basket. When I called Cuizi, both of them moved their eyes and went to pick vegetables together. Da Juzi even washed the vegetables to clean for us in the river."
"Hey, Daddy, you say why Cuizi always looks so absent-minded, staring at the sky? What are there in the sky? People say sometimes the gate of the heaven will open, and it has whatever you think in your mind there. But only the blessed one can see the gate. Is Cuizi a blessed one? You tell me. The opening time for the gate is said to be the night of the seventh day of the lunar July, and the time had already passed! When Cuizi is in a daze, she tends not to speak, not to tell me stories, and not to teach me the song 'White fruit tree with white flowers blooming, from the south comes a little in-law,' ans she also doesn’t like to play the game of 'Crooked bench, crooked bench, chrysanthemum chrysanthemum blooming.' I wanna to cry, but I don’t wanna her to laugh at me. Daddy, please talk to her, ask her to play with me instead of being absence of mind. "
Hmm, for some reason, father ignores my words at this time and also gets into a dazing state, as if he could see through the roof from the tent top to find the scene of Cuizi blanking her mind during the daytime. 
"Oh, Daddy, what's wrong with you? There’s a pile of cigarette ashes on your pillow. You’re almost sleeping inside the ashes! When Cuizi was washing the pillow today, she mentioned you’ve burnt such a big scorch hole in your pillow, and she had no idea what else you may burn later."
Father smiles at me and brushes away some of the ashes.
"Cuizi is so nice, both beautiful and kind to me, just like Mom. Daddy, let's not let her go any more. Let's keep her stay forever in our home!"
"...She's nineteen now; ...next April... a lame man... Oh, Er Bao, let her come back to her own home. Her mother is coming to take her back. I can't be in charge of this matter!"
Daddy picks another cigarette, strikes a match, but doesn’t light the cigarette for a long time. He doesn’t throw the match away until it burns his fingers to make him feel the pain. I really don't understand why even father's soul has grown wings and flown into the void. Then I remember to tell him about what Cuizi mentioned earlier.
"Daddy, are you turning thirty now? Cuizi says you shall not go out tomorrow. She wants to celebrate your birthday and cook for you!"
"Thirty? Thirty! Why thirty? My birthday has nothing to do with Cuizi. You don't have to either.  I won't celebrate birthday. Er Bao, it’s time for you to sleep. Tomorrow, we need to get up early and go to your mother’s grave to pray for her. Do you remember? Tomorrow is the anniversary of your mother's death. I’ll let Cuizi to return home. She has grown up and can't stay at our home any more."
Why letting Cuizi to go? My nose feels sour, and I couldn't help crying.
Father holds me in his arms and his face sticks to mine. "Time for sleeping... it's midnight! Listen, the jackals are howling..."
The lamp oil runs out, and the flame flickers a few times before extinguishing. The room turns into fully dark, and the sound of the knocking clock echoes the passing of midnight. I don't know when father eventually fell asleep. When I wake up, father had already gotten up and gone to the courtyard to take deep breaths. Cuizi stands by my bed with her eyes red-colored.
































Critical Thinking & Commentary for My Translation
The original written language and expression of this short story can be regarded as a combination of both Chinese traditional poetic aesthetics and countryside slang exerted frequently in southern part of China. It contains ample detailed descriptions for the life scenes of farmers as well as normal natural scenery of typical countryside in southern part of China during the twentieth century, and there are frequent applications of specific appellation for people with different social status and working class, which can also be seen as a significant and typical reflection of cultural background and historical record at that time period because these certain expressions for calling of people are almost appearing only in Chinese textbooks, informal jokes and series or dramas setting from specific historical period but not used in daily expressions or formal occasions nowadays any more. 
The translation principle that I choose to follow is the famous three dominant principles proposed by Yan Fu: faithfulness, expressiveness, and elegance. It is regarded as one of the most essential and advanced translation theories developed by Chinese translator and scholar, which still has great influences on current literary translation practice and functions as the practical guidance for translators: “The translation theory of “faithfulness, expressiveness, and elegance” put forward by master translator Yan Fu played an important role in linking the past with the future.” (Zhang, 2013) Among the three translation principles, faithfulness requires translation to be loyal to the source text both in its form and its content; expressiveness intends to make the structure and expression for translation present both fluency and coherence; elegance targets at pursuing for the abundance and beauty of language expression. The translation strategies that I exert in this translation work contain both literal translation and free translation, mainly literal translation.
During the whole translation process, I do enjoy the interpreting and transferring from source language to target language, while there exist three main difficulties that need to be overcome and bring challenges to my translation: the first one is directly related to the style of language presented in the story, which requires translator to focus on the shifts of narrators and make flexible changes according to the distinguished narrative styles from narrators with different identities; the second one is relevant to the frequent use of certain appellation for people,which expects translator to be familiar with the connotation meanings but not the denotation signifier from literal expressions in order to fully reveal the story; the last one is about the poetic proverbs and nursery rhymes occurred in the original text, which proposes a high requirement for translator to follow both the rhyme and the aesthetic of the texts. 
The first difficulty in translation can also be concluded from the following two aspects：one is to present the innocent narrative tone from the perspective of a little boy, the other is about revealing the subtle emotional changes contained in the shift of narrative tone from the perspective of a young father. These two kinds of narrative tones present totally different language styles, which can also form an apparent contrast in expression. During the translation process considering this issue, it also involves two main principles from Yan Fu’s translation theory: faithfulness and expressiveness. On the one hand, the whole story is told mainly from the narrative perspective of the little boy that takes the little boy as the major narrator and expresses the observation as well as interpretations of daily life, intimate people and interpersonal communications all from the understanding of the little boy, thus the overall language style of the whole story performs to be relatively straightforward but full of imagination, and at the same time it also presents many inside mental activities and internal monologues of the little boy, which vividly matches with the features of children’s behavior and psychology. Among those abundant expressions, frequent use of modal particles by the little boy narrator in the source text appears to be the main challenge in translation. Due to the reason that there are various modal particles in Chinese expressions that have no equivalent part of speech in English, the translation exerts several modal particles in English based on similar tones or of the same emotional expressions to try the best to reveal the sincere emotions inside the modal particles. For instance, Oh is used to express a Chinese modal particle presenting the surprising mood of the little boy when he found his father was also in a daze just as what Cuizi behaved. The strategy used here is mainly free translation. The same challenge in translation also occurs in the multiple mimetic words expressed in the text, while this time most of the equivalent substitutes can be found in English language, therefore the strategy used here is literal translation that aims to follow the faithfulness. On the other, there are large amount of dialogues happened between the little boy and his father that also form and promote the majority of story plot. When the shift of narrators occurring with their conversations, the father also becomes a narrator but his narrative style has obvious distinction from the little boy’s, which shows a rather formal and stable tone in its language style compared with the little boy’s cheerful and fluctuate tone. While there’s a deep but hidden sadness and helpless emotion inside his expressions that can be understood under Chinese context but may not clear in English context, which in the translation is revealed by punctuation marks such as using exclamation point as an alternate but not the original full stop exerted in source text to clearly show this emotion for target audiences’ better understanding. The translation strategy exerted here is mainly free translation and follows expressiveness principle. 
The second challenge occurred in translation is mainly about the proper interpretation of certain appellation for the character of father. As to the father’s identity based on the historical background of the short story, he is of bourgeoisie class with some house properties and farmlands, and at the same time he receives relatively higher level of traditional Chinese education that makes him be able to both read and write, which makes him get respects by farmers in the countryside and enjoys good reputation among the residents there. His wealth and social status also allows him to hire the nursery servant Cuizi. Considering the traditional Chinese culture of obeying Confucianism and the division of class which marks the priority hierarchy for educated people than farmers in social status, Cuizi’s appellation for the father follows such rule and shows high respect to the father that makes clear distinction for their identities and social classes respectively. While in the source text, Cuizi and the little boy call the father with the same appellation that can be distinguished by Chinese people under the traditional cultural context but has the denotative meaning of grandfather if translated directly into English with equivalence, which may cause misunderstanding for target audiences in English context. Therefore the translation for Cuizi’s appellation for the father is presented as My Lord to show her identity as a nursery servant hired by the father and mark the higher hierarchy status of the father in their relationship, while the translation for the little boy’s appellation for the father is interpreted as Daddy in order to reveal his great admiration and love to his father as well as their intimate parent-child relationship. The translation strategy involved here is free translation and follows principles of both faithfulness and expressiveness.
The last one hardness in translation is the presence for the poetic rhyme and language aesthetic of the countryside proverbs and nursery rhymes. As to traditional Chinese poetry, it follows the principle of end rhyme which occurs at the last word of each sentence to present the rise and fall of tone in reading or singing. The sentences of poetic language in Chinese are usually in concise and accurate forms, which also contain connotations in its expression and often introduce natural scenery as the loads for indicating personal emotions or experiences, from which the use of metaphor and metonymy are frequently seen. For the translation of the two countryside proverb and nursery rhyme, the translation strategy exerted is literal translation that mainly pursues for the loyalty to the original Chinese poetic language rhyme and follows the principle of elegance to reveal the beauty of language expression in its form, structure and literal meaning. Take the pair of words cabbage and age in the translation of the nursery rhyme, these two words all follows the end rhyme of age that exactly matches with the original Chinese end rhyme in its form and keep faithfulness to the literal meaning of the source text at the same time. However, this translation version also has inadequacy in not revealing the connotation meaning of the poetic rhyme that needs to be taken into consideration in further improvement. 
In conclusion, my translation version mainly follows the original language structure, expression and form of the source text to pursue for the largest extent of loyalty, at the same time it also shows some adjustments that aims to adapt to the audiences from target language context for better understanding of the story content. While my translation does need to be improved not only in further presence for cultural connotations under Chinese context but also considering possible problems for target audiences’ understanding towards the text. 
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