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Essentiallyÿbannedÿduringÿallÿofÿ1966-76,ÿromanticÿloveÿburgeonedÿinÿtheÿfictionÿofÿtheÿlateÿ
1970sÿperhapsÿmoreÿandÿfasterÿthanÿanyÿotherÿtheme.ÿEvenÿstoriesÿwhoseÿmainÿthemesÿ
wereÿquiteÿdifferentÿoftenÿincludedÿlove-storyÿsubthemes,ÿalmostÿasÿifÿthisÿwereÿrequiredÿbyÿ
theÿspiritÿofÿtheÿtimes.ÿYoungÿreadersÿwereÿespeciallyÿfondÿofÿstoriesÿthatÿspokeÿforÿthemÿinÿ
protestingÿtheÿfactÿthatÿmarriageÿinÿChina,ÿdespiteÿyearsÿofÿrevolution,ÿwasÿstillÿbasedÿonÿsocialÿ
considerationsÿsuchÿasÿfamilyÿbackground,ÿwealth,ÿstatusÿ(nowÿprimarilyÿPartyÿstatus),ÿandÿ
parentalÿdesiresÿtoÿcementÿalliances.ÿYouthÿchampionedÿ"trueÿlove,"ÿincludingÿtheÿnotionÿinÿ
theÿpresentÿstoryÿofÿlifelong,ÿorÿevenÿeternal,ÿblissÿwithÿaÿpartnerÿspeciallyÿmadeÿforÿoneÿ
inÿheaven,ÿifÿoneÿ"canÿonlyÿfind"ÿhimÿorÿher.ÿTheÿclashÿbetweenÿtheseÿromanticizedÿvisionsÿ
ofÿindividualÿliberationÿandÿtheÿironÿframeworkÿofÿ"feudal"ÿtraditionÿisÿreminiscentÿofÿMayÿ
Fourthÿliteratureÿinÿtheÿ1920sÿinÿChina.ÿ
Yetÿyoungÿpeopleÿinÿtheÿlateÿ1970sÿwereÿthemselvesÿhardlyÿfreeÿofÿpracticalÿ

considerationsÿinÿchoosingÿmaritalÿpartners.ÿPopularÿcatchwordsÿexpressedÿtheÿconditionsÿ
thatÿyoungÿwomenÿcommonlyÿputÿtoÿyoungÿmenÿbeforeÿagreeingÿtoÿmarriage:ÿ"theÿthreeÿ
thingsÿthatÿturn"ÿstoodÿforÿaÿwatch,ÿaÿbicycle,ÿandÿaÿsewingÿmachine,ÿallÿasÿwidelyÿdesiredÿasÿ
theyÿwereÿdifficultÿtoÿprocure;ÿ"sixty-fourÿlegs"ÿspecifiedÿtheÿamountÿofÿfurnitureÿrequiredÿinÿ
theÿbridalÿapartment.ÿMostÿyoungÿpeople,ÿofÿcourse,ÿwantedÿbothÿidealismÿandÿmaterialism,ÿ
trueÿloveÿasÿwellÿasÿ"sixtyfourÿlegs";ÿtheirÿinfatuationÿwithÿpureÿidealsÿwasÿcompromisedÿinÿ
practiceÿinÿaÿgreatÿvarietyÿofÿways.ÿ
"LoveÿMustÿNotÿBeÿForgotten'ÿwasÿhotlyÿdebatedÿinÿleadingÿjournalsÿandÿnewspapersÿ

duringÿtheÿspringÿofÿ1980.ÿAÿcriticÿnamedÿXiaoÿLinÿwroteÿinÿGuangmingÿribaoÿ(14ÿMayÿ
1980)ÿthatÿidyllicÿloveÿisÿanÿillusion,ÿandÿthatÿitsÿpursuitÿcanÿcauseÿsuffering.ÿIfÿtheÿ
divorcedÿwomanÿinÿtheÿpresentÿstoryÿwereÿtoÿsucceedÿinÿmarryingÿtheÿseniorÿofficialÿsheÿ
loved,ÿwhatÿwouldÿbecomeÿofÿtheÿofficial'sÿwife?ÿDoesÿtheÿfactÿthatÿtheÿofficialÿandÿhisÿ
wifeÿwereÿmarriedÿforÿ"classÿlove"ÿratherÿthanÿpersonalÿloveÿmeanÿtheirÿmarriageÿisÿ
inferior?ÿTheÿstoryÿrepresentedÿfeebleÿthinkingÿandÿmoralÿlaxity,ÿtheÿcriticÿsaid.ÿTwoÿ
weeksÿlater,ÿalsoÿinÿGuangmingÿribao,ÿDaiÿQingÿ(authorÿofÿ"Anticipation;'ÿpp.ÿ147-67)ÿ
rebuttedÿXiaoÿLin.ÿAnyoneÿcanÿsee,ÿsheÿargued,ÿthatÿlovelessÿmarriagesÿareÿaÿwidespreadÿ
problemÿinÿChinaÿtoday.ÿWhyÿshouldÿweÿtolerateÿthisÿcondition?ÿWhatÿisÿtrueÿmoralityÿ-ÿaÿ
marriageÿbasedÿonÿloveÿorÿoneÿthatÿmaintainsÿsociallyÿrequiredÿappearances?ÿ
Youthÿralliedÿinÿsupportÿofÿ"LoveÿMustÿNotÿBeÿForgotten,"ÿwhileÿmanyÿinÿtheÿolderÿ

generationÿremainedÿopposed.ÿYetÿthoughtfulÿreadersÿinÿbothÿgenerations,ÿwhateverÿtheirÿ
feelingsÿonÿtheÿissues,ÿpraisedÿtheÿauthorÿforÿdaringÿtoÿraiseÿtheÿquestionÿofÿaÿperson'sÿ
innermostÿfeelings,ÿandÿtoÿexploreÿthemÿhonestly.ÿZhangÿJieÿ(b.ÿ1938),ÿaÿgraduateÿofÿPeople'sÿ
Universityÿinÿengineering,ÿwroteÿnothingÿbeforeÿ1978,ÿbutÿhasÿwrittenÿmanyÿfineÿshortÿstoriesÿ
andÿessaysÿsince.ÿAlthoughÿ"LoveÿMustÿNotÿBeÿForgotten"ÿisÿcertainlyÿnotÿtheÿbestÿofÿ
these,ÿtheÿextraordinaryÿcontroversyÿaroundÿitÿhasÿmadeÿitÿtheÿworkÿsheÿisÿbestÿknownÿfor.ÿ
Inÿ1980ÿsheÿworkedÿasÿaÿscriptwriterÿatÿtheÿBeijingÿFilmÿStudio.ÿ
ÿ

LoveÿMustÿNotÿBeÿForgottenÿ
ÿ
Iÿwasÿbornÿinÿ1949,ÿtheÿyearÿourÿrepublicÿwasÿfounded.ÿAtÿthirtyÿaÿrepublicÿisÿstillÿveryÿyoung,ÿ
butÿaÿwomanÿisÿinÿdangerÿofÿreachingÿtheÿ"unmarriageable"ÿage.ÿÿ
Don’tÿworryÿaboutÿme;ÿIÿhaveÿaÿveryÿproperÿsuitorÿtheseÿdays.ÿHaveÿyouÿeverÿseenÿ"Theÿ

DiscusÿThrower,"ÿbyÿtheÿgreatÿGreekÿsculptorÿMyron?ÿMyÿsuitor_QiaoÿLinÿlooksÿlikeÿthatÿ
sculpture.ÿEvenÿtheÿbulkyÿpaddedÿclothingÿheÿwearsÿinÿwinterÿcannotÿobscureÿtheÿsplendidÿ
linesÿofÿhisÿphysique.ÿHeÿhasÿaÿswarthyÿfaceÿwithÿaÿboldlyÿdefinedÿnoseÿandÿmouth.ÿHisÿlargeÿ

Rujie Wang




ÿ

ÿ

eyesÿrestÿbeneathÿaÿbroadÿbrow.ÿHisÿfaceÿandÿbodyÿbuildÿaloneÿwouldÿbeÿenoughÿtoÿattractÿmostÿ
youngÿwomen.ÿ
YetÿI'mÿtheÿone,ÿstrangelyÿenough,ÿwhoÿcan'tÿdecideÿwhetherÿtoÿmarry,ÿbecauseÿIÿ

cantÿfigureÿoutÿjustÿwhatÿitÿisÿaboutÿhimÿthatÿIÿloveÿandÿwhatÿitÿisÿthatÿattractsÿhimÿtoÿme.ÿ
Iÿknowÿthatÿpeopleÿareÿgossipingÿbehindÿmyÿback.ÿ"Sheÿmustÿthinkÿshe'sÿprettyÿgreat,ÿ

tryingÿtoÿholdÿoutÿforÿsomethingÿbetterÿthanÿthat."ÿTheyÿseeÿmeÿasÿinferiorÿstockÿtryingÿtoÿ
wangleÿaÿgoodÿpriceÿfromÿsomeÿunsuspectingÿspendthrift.ÿThisÿmakesÿthemÿasÿindignantÿ
asÿifÿIÿhadÿcommittedÿbloodyÿmurder,ÿorÿbetrayedÿmassesÿofÿpeople.ÿ
ÿIÿcan'tÿreallyÿblameÿthem,ÿofÿcourse.ÿInÿaÿsocietyÿwhereÿcommercialÿgoodsÿstillÿexist,ÿ

marriage,ÿlikeÿmanyÿotherÿthings,ÿcanÿhardlyÿescapeÿtheÿlabelingÿprocessÿusedÿinÿcommodityÿ
exchange.ÿ
QiaoÿLinÿandÿIÿhaveÿbeenÿtogetherÿforÿalmostÿtwoÿyearsÿnow,ÿyetÿIÿstillÿhaven'tÿfiguredÿ

outÿwhetherÿhisÿhabitualÿsilenceÿisÿdueÿtoÿanÿaversionÿtoÿspeechÿorÿtoÿaÿlackÿofÿanythingÿtoÿsay.ÿ
WheneverÿIÿgetÿtheÿurgeÿtoÿgiveÿhimÿaÿsortÿofÿ"intelligenceÿtest"ÿbyÿmakingÿhimÿsurrenderÿanÿ
opinionÿonÿsomething,ÿallÿIÿgetÿareÿnursery-schoolÿresponses:ÿ"Good!"ÿorÿ"Noÿgood!"ÿ
Everythingÿseemsÿlimiteddÿtoÿtheseÿtwoÿcategories.ÿ
OnceÿIÿaskedÿhim:ÿ"QiaoÿLin,ÿwhyÿdoÿyouÿloveÿme?"ÿHeÿponderedÿthisÿforÿaÿwhileÿ-ÿanÿ

exceptionallyÿlongÿtimeÿforÿhimÿ-ÿandÿfromÿtheÿwrinklesÿthatÿappearedÿonÿhisÿbrowÿIÿknewÿ
theÿcellsÿinsideÿthatÿbeautifulÿheadÿmustÿhaveÿbeenÿthinkingÿfrantically.ÿIÿcouldn'tÿhelpÿfeelingÿ
sorry,ÿasÿifÿI'dÿdoneÿhimÿsomeÿgreatÿwrongÿbyÿaskingÿtheÿquestion.ÿ
Heÿfinallyÿlookedÿupÿwithÿthoseÿclear,ÿchildlikeÿeyesÿandÿsaid,ÿ"Becauseÿyou'reÿgood!"ÿ
Aÿprofoundÿlonelinessÿfilledÿmyÿheart.ÿ"Thankÿyou,ÿQiaoÿLin!"ÿ
Iÿcouldn'tÿhelpÿwonderingÿwhether,ÿwhenÿheÿandÿIÿbecameÿhusbandÿandÿwife,ÿwe,ÿwouldÿbeÿ

ableÿtoÿfulfillÿourÿobligationsÿtoÿeachÿother.ÿPerhapsÿweÿcould,ÿbecauseÿlawÿandÿmoralityÿwouldÿ
haveÿboundÿusÿtogether.ÿButÿhowÿsadÿitÿwouldÿbeÿifÿweÿwereÿleftÿmerelyÿcarryingÿoutÿlegalÿ
andÿmoralÿduties!ÿMightÿthereÿbeÿsomethingÿfinerÿandÿmoreÿsolidÿthanÿlawÿorÿmoralityÿtoÿbindÿ
usÿtogether?ÿWheneverÿIÿhaveÿthoughtsÿlikeÿthis,ÿIÿgetÿtheÿstrangeÿfeelingÿthatÿI'mÿnotÿaÿ
youngÿwomanÿaboutÿtoÿmarryÿbutÿaÿbookishÿoldÿsociologist.ÿ
PerhapsÿIÿshouldn'tÿhaveÿbotheredÿthinkingÿaboutÿallÿthis.ÿWeÿcouldÿleadÿourÿlivesÿtheÿwayÿ

theyÿdoÿinÿmostÿhouseholds,ÿhavingÿchildrenÿandÿstayingÿwithÿeachÿother,ÿstrictlyÿthroughÿ
loyaltyÿasÿdefinedÿbyÿlaw.ÿNeverÿmindÿthatÿthisÿisÿtheÿtwentiethÿcenturyÿ-onÿthisÿpointÿweÿ
mightÿasÿwellÿfollowÿwhatÿpeopleÿhaveÿbeenÿdoingÿforÿseveralÿthousandÿyears:ÿtreatingÿ
marriageÿasÿaÿmeansÿofÿperpetuatingÿtheÿfamily,ÿorÿasÿaÿbusinessÿtransactionÿinÿwhichÿloveÿandÿ
marriageÿareÿquiteÿseparable.ÿSinceÿsoÿmanyÿpeopleÿhaveÿmadeÿaÿgoÿofÿitÿthatÿway,ÿwhoÿamÿIÿ
toÿbreakÿtradition?ÿ
No,ÿIÿstillÿcan'tÿdecide.ÿIÿrememberÿwhenÿIÿwasÿlittleÿIÿwouldÿcryÿallÿnightÿforÿnoÿparticularÿ

reason,ÿrobbingÿmyselfÿandÿrobbingÿothersÿinÿmyÿfamilyÿofÿsleep.ÿMyÿoldÿnursemaid,ÿ
uncommonlyÿwiseÿdespiteÿherÿlackÿofÿeducation,ÿsaidÿanÿevilÿdraftÿhadÿleakedÿintoÿmyÿearsÿ
andÿIÿwouldÿalwaysÿbeÿthatÿway.ÿItÿappearsÿherÿprophesyÿwasÿmoreÿthanÿsuperstition,ÿbe-
causeÿevenÿnowÿIÿgetÿupsetÿforÿnoÿparticularlyÿgoodÿreason,ÿrobbingÿmyselfÿandÿothersÿ
ofÿpeaceÿandÿquiet.ÿIt'sÿhardÿtoÿchangeÿnature,ÿasÿtheyÿsay.ÿ
Iÿoftenÿfindÿmyselfÿwonderingÿwhatÿmyÿmotherÿwouldÿsay,ÿifÿsheÿwereÿstillÿalive,ÿaboutÿ

QiaoÿLin'sÿproposalÿandÿmyÿownÿdoubts.ÿWouldÿsheÿwantÿmeÿtoÿaccept?ÿ
Iÿthinkÿofÿherÿnotÿbecauseÿsheÿwasÿtheÿsortÿofÿdomineeringÿmotherÿwhoÿwouldÿwantÿtoÿrunÿ

myÿlifeÿfromÿbeyondÿtheÿgrave.ÿInÿfact,ÿsheÿwasÿlessÿlikeÿaÿmotherÿthanÿaÿfriendÿandÿ
confidante.ÿIÿthinkÿaboutÿherÿbecauseÿIÿlovedÿherÿimmenselyÿandÿfeelÿaÿgreatÿlossÿwhenÿIÿ
recallÿthatÿsheÿisÿgoneÿforever.ÿ
Sheÿneverÿlecturedÿme.ÿSheÿwouldÿonlyÿtellÿmeÿgently,ÿinÿthatÿdeep,ÿalmostÿmasculineÿ

voiceÿofÿhers,ÿaboutÿtheÿsuccessesÿandÿfailuresÿinÿherÿownÿlife,ÿlettingÿmeÿdiscoverÿwhatÿIÿneededÿ
fromÿherÿexperience.ÿYetÿherÿsuccessesÿseemedÿsoÿfew,ÿandÿherÿlifeÿplaguedÿbyÿfailures.ÿDuringÿ
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herÿlastÿdays,ÿsheÿwouldÿfollowÿmeÿaroundÿwithÿherÿfine,ÿsensitiveÿeyes,ÿasÿifÿsheÿwereÿsizingÿ
upÿmyÿchancesÿofÿsurvivalÿonÿmyÿown,ÿandÿalsoÿasÿifÿsheÿhadÿsomethingÿimportantÿtoÿtellÿmeÿbutÿ
couldriÿtÿdecideÿwhetherÿtoÿsayÿit.ÿSheÿmustÿhaveÿbeenÿdeeplyÿworriedÿaboutÿtheÿwayÿIÿ
seemedÿunconcerned!ÿ"Shanshan,"ÿsheÿonceÿblurtedÿout,ÿ"ifÿyouÿcan'tÿdecideÿwhatÿyouÿwantÿinÿaÿ
man,ÿIÿthinkÿstayingÿsingleÿisÿmuchÿbetterÿthanÿmarryingÿfoolishly."ÿ
Othersÿmightÿthinkÿitÿwrongÿforÿaÿmotherÿtoÿspeakÿthisÿwayÿtoÿherÿdaughter,ÿbutÿIÿfeelÿ

thatÿwhatÿMotherÿgaveÿmeÿwasÿinvaluableÿadviceÿbasedÿonÿpainfulÿexperience.ÿIÿdon'tÿ
believeÿthatÿsheÿwasÿdeprecatingÿmeÿorÿmyÿknowledgeÿofÿtheÿworld.ÿSheÿjustÿlovedÿmeÿandÿ
hopedÿIÿcouldÿliveÿwithoutÿsuffering.ÿ
Iÿsaid,ÿ"Mom,ÿIÿdon'tÿwantÿtoÿgetÿmarried!"ÿIÿwasn'tÿjustÿbeingÿshyÿorÿcoy.ÿInÿfact,ÿIÿ

didntÿknowÿwhenÿaÿgirlÿwasÿsupposedÿtoÿbeÿshyÿorÿcoy,ÿbecauseÿMotherÿhadÿlongÿsinceÿtoldÿ
meÿeverythingÿthatÿmostÿpeopleÿfeelÿshouldÿnotÿbeÿtoldÿtoÿchildren.ÿ"Ifÿyouÿfindÿtheÿrightÿman,ÿ
youÿshouldÿgetÿmarried.ÿButÿIÿmeanÿtheÿrightÿonel"ÿ
"Theÿrightÿmanÿprobablyÿdoesnÿtÿexist."ÿ
"Heÿexists,ÿallÿright.ÿButÿit'sÿnotÿeasy.ÿTheÿworldÿisÿtooÿlarge,ÿandÿI'mÿafraidÿyouÿwon'tÿfindÿ

himl"ÿSheÿwasn'tÿworriedÿaboutÿwhetherÿIÿcouldÿgetÿmarried,ÿonlyÿaboutÿtheÿkindÿofÿ
marriageÿIÿmightÿhave.ÿ
"Actually,ÿyou'veÿgottenÿalongÿfineÿwithoutÿanyoneÿelse,ÿhaven'tÿyou?"ÿIÿasked.ÿ
"WhoÿsaysÿI'veÿbeenÿfine?"ÿ
"Seemsÿthatÿwayÿtoÿme."ÿ
"Iÿhadÿnoÿchoiceÿ-"ÿSheÿfellÿsilentÿandÿbecameÿlostÿinÿherÿownÿthoughts.ÿAÿplainÿandÿ

melancholyÿexpressionÿappearedÿonÿherÿface.ÿThatÿsad,ÿwrinkledÿfaceÿremindedÿmeÿofÿtheÿ
flowers,ÿnowÿwithered,ÿthatÿIÿhadÿpressedÿbetweenÿtheÿpagesÿofÿbooksÿasÿaÿsmallÿgirl.ÿ
"Whyÿdidn'tÿyouÿhaveÿanyÿchoice?"ÿ
"You'veÿgotÿtooÿmanyÿ'why's;ÿ"ÿsheÿparried.ÿThereÿwasÿsomethingÿsheÿwantedÿtoÿhideÿ

fromÿme.ÿIÿknewÿitÿcouldÿnotÿbeÿthatÿsheÿwasÿtooÿashamedÿtoÿrevealÿit;ÿsheÿwasÿprobablyÿ
afraidÿIÿwouldÿmissÿitsÿtrueÿimportÿandÿmisinterpretÿit.ÿOrÿperhaps,ÿlikeÿeveryoneÿelse,ÿsheÿhadÿ
somethingÿstoredÿawayÿthatÿwasÿjustÿforÿherself.ÿTheÿthoughtÿmadeÿmeÿuneasy,ÿandÿmyÿ
uneasinessÿdroveÿmeÿtoÿaskÿmoreÿrashÿquestions.ÿ
"AreÿyouÿstillÿinÿloveÿwithÿDaddy?"ÿ
"No,ÿIÿneverÿlovedÿhim:'ÿ
"Didÿheÿloveÿyou?"ÿ
"No,ÿheÿdidn'tÿloveÿme,ÿeither."ÿ
"Thenÿwhyÿdidÿyouÿgetÿmarriedÿinÿtheÿfirstÿplace?"ÿ
Sheÿpaused,ÿgropingÿforÿwordsÿtoÿexplainÿsomethingÿthatÿwouldÿseemÿunusualÿandÿ

baffling.ÿWhenÿsheÿspoke,ÿherÿvoiceÿwasÿfullÿofÿregret.ÿ"Whenÿpeopleÿareÿyoung,ÿtheyÿdon'tÿ
necessarilyÿknowÿwhatÿtheyÿwantÿorÿneedÿinÿlife.ÿTheyÿcanÿevenÿgetÿmarriedÿjustÿbecauseÿ
everyone'sÿpushingÿthemÿto.ÿIt'sÿonlyÿwhenÿyou'reÿolderÿandÿaÿbitÿmoreÿmatureÿthatÿyouÿreallyÿ
understandÿwhatÿyouÿneed.ÿButÿbyÿthatÿtime,ÿyou'llÿhaveÿdoneÿthingsÿyou'llÿregretÿsoÿmuchÿ
yourÿheartÿwillÿache.ÿYou'dÿpayÿanyÿpriceÿforÿtheÿchanceÿtoÿstartÿover,ÿandÿtheÿsecondÿtimeÿ
aroundÿyou'dÿbeÿmuchÿtheÿwiser.ÿ1ÿogleÿsay,ÿ'Theÿmeekÿareÿalwaysÿhappy';ÿbutÿnotÿme,ÿI'llÿ
neverÿenjoyÿthatÿkindÿofÿhappiness!"ÿSheÿlaughedÿironically.ÿ"I'llÿalwaysÿbeÿaÿbitterÿ
idealistl"ÿ
Thatÿmustÿhaveÿbeenÿwhereÿmyÿhabitualÿdiscontentÿcameÿfrom.ÿTheÿgenesÿthatÿtransmitÿ

discontentÿmustÿhaveÿdoneÿtheirÿjobÿfromÿmotherÿtoÿmeÿwithÿperfectÿprecisionÿandÿ
completeness.ÿ
"Whyÿdidn'tÿyouÿmarryÿagain?"ÿ
"IÿwasÿafraidÿIÿdidn'tÿreallyÿknowÿwhatÿIÿwanted,"ÿsheÿansweredÿreluctantly.ÿObviouslyÿ

sheÿwasÿunwillingÿtoÿtellÿmeÿtheÿtruth.ÿ
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Iÿdon'tÿrememberÿmyÿfather.ÿHeÿandÿMotherÿwereÿseparatedÿwhenÿIÿwasÿveryÿsmall.ÿAllÿIÿ
rememberÿaboutÿhimÿisÿthatÿMotherÿonceÿshylyÿadmittedÿthatÿheÿwasÿaÿratherÿhandsome,ÿ
dandyishÿsortÿofÿperson.ÿIÿrealizedÿsheÿmustÿhaveÿbeenÿembarrassedÿtoÿhaveÿchasedÿafterÿ
someoneÿsoÿshallowÿandÿmediocre.ÿ"WhenÿIÿcouldritÿsleepÿatÿnight,"ÿsheÿonceÿtoldÿme,ÿ"Iÿ
wouldÿoftenÿforceÿmyselfÿtoÿrememberÿallÿtheÿfoolishÿmistakesÿIÿmadeÿwhenÿIÿwasÿyoung,ÿjustÿ
toÿclearÿmyÿmind.ÿItÿwasÿallÿratherÿunpleasant,ÿofÿcourse,ÿandÿsometimesÿI'dÿgetÿsoÿashamedÿ
I'dÿhideÿmyÿfaceÿunderÿtheÿsheet,ÿasÿifÿthereÿwereÿpeopleÿoutÿthereÿinÿtheÿdarkÿstaringÿatÿme.ÿ
Yetÿtheÿveryÿunpleasantnessÿletÿmeÿfeelÿtheÿcomfortÿofÿatoningÿforÿsomething."ÿ
Iÿwasÿreallyÿsorryÿsheÿhadn'tÿremarried.ÿSheÿwasÿaÿlivelyÿperson,ÿand,ÿifÿsheÿhadÿmarriedÿ

someoneÿsheÿloved,ÿcertainlyÿcouldÿhaveÿmadeÿfamilyÿlifeÿlivelyÿandÿinteresting.ÿThoughÿsheÿ
wasÿnotÿterriblyÿpretty,ÿthereÿwasÿaÿquietÿeleganceÿaboutÿher,ÿlikeÿtheÿsubduedÿqualityÿofÿaÿ
monochromeÿlandscapeÿpainting.ÿSheÿcouldÿwriteÿbeautifully,ÿtoo.ÿAÿfriendÿwhoÿwasÿalsoÿaÿ
writerÿusedÿtoÿteaseÿherÿbyÿsaying,ÿ"Somebodyÿcouldÿfallÿinÿloveÿwithÿyouÿjustÿbyÿreadingÿ
yourÿworks!"ÿ
"...ÿThenÿgetÿscaredÿoff;'ÿMotherÿwouldÿreply,ÿ"asÿsoonÿasÿheÿfoundÿoutÿhisÿbelovedÿwasÿaÿ

wrinkled,ÿwhite-hairedÿoldÿhagl"ÿ
Atÿherÿage,ÿitÿwasÿimpossibleÿthatÿsheÿstillÿdidÿnotÿknowÿwhatÿsheÿwanted.ÿHerÿself-

deprecationÿwasÿobviouslyÿaÿwayÿofÿavoidingÿsomething.ÿIÿfeelÿsureÿofÿthisÿbecauseÿcertainÿ
strangeÿhabitsÿofÿhersÿhadÿlongÿagoÿarousedÿmyÿsuspicions.ÿ
Forÿexample:ÿwhereverÿsheÿtraveledÿonÿbusiness,ÿsheÿalwaysÿtookÿoneÿvolumeÿofÿherÿtwenty-
seven-volumeÿ1950-55ÿeditionÿofÿChekhov'sÿfictionÿwithÿher.ÿ"Don'tÿtouchÿmyÿsetÿofÿ
Chekhov'sÿworks:'ÿsheÿalwaysÿwarnedÿme.ÿ"IfÿyouÿwantÿtoÿreadÿChekhov,ÿreadÿtheÿotherÿsetÿ
Iÿboughtÿforÿyou.ÿTheÿwarningÿwasÿobviouslyÿsuperfluous.ÿIÿhadÿmyÿownÿset,ÿsoÿwhyÿ
shouldÿIÿtouchÿhers?ÿBesides,ÿwhyÿrepeatÿtheÿwarningÿoverÿandÿoverÿagain?ÿYetÿsheÿwasÿstillÿ
afraidÿofÿtheÿsmallestÿunforeseenÿeventuality.ÿThatÿsetÿofÿbooksÿseemedÿtoÿhaveÿanÿ
unnaturalÿholdÿonÿher.ÿ
TheÿreasonÿforÿtwoÿsetsÿofÿChekhovÿinÿourÿhomeÿmightÿhaveÿbeenÿtoÿshowÿthatÿfondnessÿ

forÿChekhovÿwasÿourÿfamilyÿhallmark.ÿMoreÿimportantly,ÿthough,ÿitÿwasÿtoÿgiveÿmyÿmotherÿaÿ
wayÿtoÿcopeÿwithÿmyÿandÿotherÿpeople'sÿfondnessÿforÿtheÿauthor.ÿWheneverÿsomeoneÿwantedÿtoÿ
borrowÿaÿvolume,ÿMotherÿwouldÿtakeÿitÿfromÿtheÿsetÿinÿmyÿroom.ÿOnce,ÿwhenÿsheÿwasdtÿhome,ÿ
aÿveryÿgoodÿfriendÿtookÿaÿvolumeÿfromÿherÿset.ÿHerÿreactionÿwhenÿsheÿfoundÿthisÿoutÿwasÿasÿ
quickÿasÿifÿfireÿhadÿsingedÿherÿeyebrows.ÿSheÿimmediatelyÿtookÿtheÿsameÿvolumeÿfromÿmyÿsetÿ
andÿranÿtoÿexchangeÿitÿforÿherÿown.ÿ
Fromÿthenÿon,ÿherÿsetÿhasÿremainedÿinÿherÿownÿbookcase.ÿIÿcouldÿagreeÿwithÿherÿthatÿ

theÿgreatÿChekhovÿrepaidÿaÿhundred,ÿnoÿthousandsÿofÿreadings;ÿbutÿdidÿthatÿmeanÿoneÿhadÿtoÿ
makeÿaÿpointÿofÿreadingÿhimÿeveryÿsingleÿdayÿforÿoverÿtwentyÿyears?ÿ
Sometimes,ÿwhenÿsheÿwasÿtiredÿfromÿwriting,ÿsheÿwouldÿsitÿacrossÿfromÿherÿbookcaseÿ

withÿaÿcupÿofÿstrongÿtea,ÿstaringÿdreamilyÿatÿherÿsetÿofÿChekhov.ÿIfÿIÿsuddenlyÿwalkedÿintoÿ
herÿroom,ÿsheÿwouldÿbecomeÿnervousÿandÿupset,ÿandÿeitherÿspillÿtheÿteaÿonÿherselfÿorÿbeginÿtoÿ
blushÿlikeÿaÿyoungÿgirlÿonÿherÿfirstÿdate.ÿ
"IsÿsheÿinÿloveÿwithÿChekhov?"ÿIÿimagined.ÿIfÿChekhovÿhadÿbeenÿalive,ÿsuchÿaÿthingÿ

mightÿreallyÿhaveÿhappened.ÿ
Whenÿherÿmindÿgrewÿaddledÿasÿsheÿlayÿnearÿdeath,ÿherÿlastÿwordsÿtoÿmeÿwere,ÿ"Thoseÿ

booksÿ-".ÿSheÿnoÿlongerÿhadÿtheÿstrengthÿtoÿsayÿ"ThatÿsetÿofÿChekhov'sÿselectedÿfiction;'ÿbutÿIÿ
knewÿperfectlyÿwellÿwhatÿbooksÿsheÿmeant.ÿ"Andÿthoseÿnotebooksÿ...ÿthatÿsayÿ...ÿ`Loveÿmustÿ
notÿbeÿforgotten'ÿonÿtheÿfront...ÿcremateÿthemÿ...ÿwithÿme."ÿ
Iÿdidn''tÿcarryÿoutÿallÿofÿherÿlastÿrequests.ÿIÿdidÿburnÿtheÿbooks,ÿbutÿcouldn'tÿpartÿwithÿtheÿ

notebookÿthatÿsaidÿ"Loveÿmustÿnotÿbeÿforgotten."ÿIÿalwaysÿthoughtÿthatÿifÿitÿcouldÿbeÿpublishedÿ
itÿwouldÿbeÿtheÿmostÿmovingÿpieceÿsheÿhadÿeverÿwritten.ÿButÿofÿcourseÿitÿcouldÿnotÿbeÿpublished.ÿ
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AtÿfirstÿIÿhadÿthoughtÿthatÿitÿcontainedÿonlyÿnotesÿforÿfutureÿwriting,ÿbecauseÿitÿdidn'tÿ
readÿlikeÿaÿnovel,ÿorÿlikeÿreadingÿnotes.ÿNorÿdidÿitÿseemÿlikeÿlettersÿorÿaÿdiary.ÿOnlyÿwhenÿIÿreadÿ
itÿthroughÿfromÿbeginningÿtoÿendÿdidÿherÿcrypticÿcommentsÿjoinÿwithÿmyÿownÿscatteredÿ
memoriesÿtoÿsuggestÿtheÿvagueÿoutlinesÿofÿsomething.ÿAfterÿaÿgreatÿdealÿofÿreflection,ÿIÿ
finallyÿunderstoodÿthatÿwhatÿIÿheldÿinÿmyÿhandsÿwasÿnotÿlifeless,ÿantisepticÿwriting;ÿitÿwasÿtheÿ
searingÿexpressionÿofÿaÿheartÿafflictedÿwithÿgriefÿandÿlove.ÿAndÿIÿcouldÿseeÿhowÿthatÿheartÿhadÿ
hadÿtoÿstruggleÿandÿsufferÿunderÿtheÿgriefÿandÿloveÿitÿbore.ÿForÿmoreÿthanÿtwentyÿyears,ÿaÿ
manÿhadÿoccupiedÿallÿherÿromanticÿaffections,ÿandÿyetÿhadÿremainedÿunattainable.ÿSheÿ
hadÿusedÿtheÿnotebookÿasÿhisÿsubstitute,ÿandÿhadÿpouredÿintoÿitÿtheÿthoughtsÿsheÿmeantÿforÿ
him.ÿEveryÿhour,ÿeveryÿday,ÿeveryÿmonth,ÿeveryÿyear.ÿ
Noÿwonderÿsheÿhadÿneverÿgottenÿexcitedÿwhenÿsomeÿveryÿardentÿmenÿhadÿproposedÿtoÿ

her.ÿNoÿwonderÿsheÿhadÿdismissedÿwithÿaÿlaughÿallÿofÿtheÿidleÿtalkÿaboutÿher,ÿneverÿknowingÿ
forÿsureÿwhetherÿitÿwasÿwellintendedÿorÿmalicious.ÿHerÿheartÿwasÿoccupied,ÿthat'sÿall;ÿandÿitÿ
couldn'tÿholdÿanyÿmore.ÿIÿrememberedÿtheÿfamousÿlinesÿtheÿpoetÿYuanÿZhenÿ[A.nÿ779-831ÿ-
Tr.]ÿwroteÿafterÿtheÿdeathÿofÿtheÿwomanÿheÿloved:ÿ
Onceÿyou'veÿcrossedÿtheÿdeepestÿsea,ÿcanÿotherÿwatersÿvie?ÿ
TakeÿawayÿtheÿgreatÿMountÿWuÿandÿcloudsÿseemÿlessÿthanÿclouds.ÿ
Mostÿpeopleÿareÿincapableÿofÿloveÿlikeÿthis,ÿIÿknew;ÿandÿwhenÿIÿrealizedÿthatÿitÿwasÿunlikelyÿ
anyoneÿwouldÿeverÿloveÿmeÿinÿthisÿway,ÿIÿfeltÿmoreÿdiscouragedÿthanÿIÿcanÿsay.ÿ
Iÿlearnedÿthatÿduringÿtheÿ1930s,ÿwhenÿthisÿmanÿwasÿdoingÿundergroundÿworkÿinÿ

Shanghai,ÿanÿoldÿfactoryÿworkerÿhadÿbeenÿkilledÿwhileÿprotectingÿhim,ÿleavingÿtheÿworker'sÿ
wifeÿandÿdaughterÿdestitute.ÿBecauseÿheÿwasÿaÿmoralÿandÿresponsibleÿperson,ÿandÿfeltÿ
comradelyÿaffectionÿforÿtheÿworker,ÿheÿmarriedÿtheÿworker'sÿdaughterÿwithoutÿhesitation.ÿ
Wheneverÿheÿencounteredÿcouplesÿwhoÿhadÿmarriedÿforÿloveÿandÿwhoseÿ"love"ÿmadeÿendlessÿ
troubleÿforÿthem,ÿheÿwouldÿthankÿhisÿluckyÿstars.ÿ"Iÿmayÿnotÿhaveÿmarriedÿforÿlove;ÿheÿ
wouldÿthink,ÿ"butÿweÿhaveÿworkedÿtogetherÿinÿharmony,ÿlikeÿtheÿrightÿhandÿwithÿtheÿleft."ÿ
Forÿdecadesÿtheyÿhadÿweatheredÿlife'sÿstormsÿtogetherÿasÿcompanionsÿinÿadversity.ÿ
ThisÿmanÿmustÿhaveÿworkedÿwhereÿMotherÿdid.ÿHadÿIÿeverÿseenÿhim?ÿIÿcouldn'tÿ

identifyÿaÿtraceÿofÿhimÿfromÿamongÿourÿnormalÿhouseÿguests.ÿÿJustÿwhoÿwasÿhe,ÿanyway?ÿ
Iÿrememberedÿaÿspringÿdayÿinÿ1962ÿwhenÿMotherÿandÿIÿwereÿgoingÿtoÿaÿconcert.ÿTheÿ

concertÿhallÿwasÿaÿlongÿwayÿfromÿourÿhouse,ÿandÿweÿhadn'tÿtakenÿaÿbus.ÿ
Aÿsmall,ÿblack,ÿchauffeur-drivenÿcarÿpulledÿquietlyÿupÿandÿstoppedÿatÿtheÿcurbÿbesideÿus.ÿAnÿ
elderlyÿmanÿwithÿwhiteÿhairÿandÿaÿblackÿtunicÿgotÿout.ÿHowÿstrikingÿthatÿwhiteÿhairÿwas!ÿTheÿ
manÿgaveÿtheÿimpressionÿofÿuncompromisingÿsternness,ÿrefinement,ÿandÿcrystal-likeÿclarity.ÿ
Hisÿeyes,ÿespecially,ÿhadÿanÿincisiveÿbrightnessÿasÿtheyÿdartedÿfromÿoneÿobjectÿtoÿanother,ÿ
remindingÿtheÿviewerÿofÿaÿboltÿofÿlightningÿorÿtheÿflashÿofÿaÿswordÿblade.ÿIfÿitÿwereÿ
possibleÿforÿtendernessÿtoÿfillÿsuchÿcoldÿeyes,ÿitÿcouldÿonlyÿcomeÿfromÿaÿtrulyÿpowerfulÿ
loveÿforÿaÿtrulyÿdeservingÿwoman.ÿ
Heÿstrodeÿoverÿandÿsaid,ÿ"Howÿareÿyou,ÿComradeÿZhongÿYu?ÿHaven'tÿseenÿyouÿforÿaÿlongÿ

time."ÿ
"Veryÿwell.ÿHowÿareÿyou?"ÿMother'sÿhand,ÿwhichÿIÿwasÿholding,ÿsuddenlyÿturnedÿcoldÿandÿ

beganÿtoÿtrembleÿslightly.ÿ
Theyÿstoodÿfacingÿeachÿother,ÿlookingÿsorrowful,ÿevenÿsternÿperhaps,ÿbutÿneitherÿ

wasÿlookingÿatÿtheÿother.ÿMotherÿwasÿlookingÿatÿtheÿbareÿshrubsÿatÿtheÿroad'sÿedge.ÿ
Theÿmanÿwasÿlookingÿatÿme.ÿ"You'veÿgrownÿintoÿquiteÿaÿyoungÿwoman.ÿThat'sÿgreat.ÿYouÿ
lookÿjustÿlikeÿyourÿmother."ÿ
Heÿdidn'tÿshakeÿhandsÿwithÿMother,ÿbutÿheÿdidÿwithÿme.ÿHisÿhandÿwasÿcoldÿandÿ

tremblingÿslightly,ÿlikeÿMother's.ÿIÿfeltÿasÿifÿI'dÿbecomeÿanÿelectricalÿconductor,ÿsensingÿbothÿ
impulsesÿandÿresistance.ÿIÿquicklyÿwithdrewÿmyÿhandÿfromÿhis.ÿ"No,"ÿIÿsaid.ÿ"Actuallyÿit'sÿ
notÿgreat,ÿnotÿatÿalll"ÿ
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"Whyÿnot?"ÿheÿaskedÿinÿamazement.ÿPerhapsÿIÿthoughtÿheÿwasÿjustÿpretendingÿtoÿbeÿ
shocked,ÿbecauseÿwheneverÿchildrenÿblurtÿoutÿsomethingÿdisarminglyÿfrank,ÿadultsÿmakeÿaÿ
pointÿofÿlookingÿamazed.ÿ
Iÿlookedÿatÿmyÿmother'sÿface.ÿYes,ÿitÿwasÿtrue.ÿIÿdidÿindeedÿlookÿlikeÿher,ÿandÿthatÿwasÿaÿbitÿ

disappointing.ÿ"Becauseÿshe'sÿnotÿveryÿpretty!"ÿIÿsaid.ÿ
Heÿbeganÿlaughingÿandÿspokeÿtoÿmeÿinÿaÿjocularÿvoice.ÿ"Howÿsad!ÿYouÿmeanÿthereÿreallyÿ

existÿgirlsÿwhoÿthinkÿtheirÿmothersÿaren'tÿpretty?ÿSay,ÿcanÿyouÿrememberÿinÿ1953ÿwhenÿyourÿ
motherÿwasÿassignedÿtoÿBeijingÿandÿcameÿtoÿtheÿofficeÿtoÿreportÿin?ÿSheÿleftÿyouÿoutÿinÿ
theÿhall,ÿyouÿlittleÿrascal,ÿandÿyouÿranÿupÿandÿdownÿallÿtheÿstairs.ÿYouÿpeekedÿintoÿoffices,ÿandÿ
finallyÿgotÿyourÿfingersÿcaughtÿinÿmyÿofficeÿdoor.ÿIÿhadÿtoÿcarryÿyouÿcryingÿtoÿlookÿforÿ
yourÿmother."ÿ
"No,ÿIÿdon'tÿremember,'ÿIÿsaid,ÿaÿbitÿputÿoff.ÿWhyÿdidÿheÿhaveÿtoÿdragÿoutÿthingsÿthatÿhappenedÿ

whenÿwasÿstillÿinÿopen-crotchedÿbabyÿpants?ÿ
"Iÿguessÿsuchÿthingsÿareÿeasierÿforÿolderÿpeopleÿtoÿremember,"ÿheÿmused.ÿThen,ÿturningÿ

quicklyÿtoÿMother,ÿheÿsaid,ÿ"I'veÿreadÿyourÿlatestÿnovel.ÿFrankly,ÿit'sÿnotÿquiteÿrightÿinÿsomeÿ
places.ÿIÿthinkÿyouÿshouldn'tÿbeÿsoÿhardÿonÿtheÿheroine...ÿyouÿshouldÿrememberÿthatÿlovingÿ
someoneÿisÿnotÿwrongÿinÿitself,ÿandÿsheÿdidn'tÿreallyÿhurtÿanyoneÿelse.ÿTheÿheroÿmightÿalsoÿ
haveÿbeenÿinÿlove,ÿyouÿknow,ÿonlyÿdeniedÿhisÿloveÿinÿorderÿtoÿpreserveÿanotherÿperson'sÿ
happiness..ÿ."ÿ
Atÿthisÿmomentÿaÿpolicemanÿwalkedÿoverÿtoÿtheÿcarÿandÿbeganÿtoÿberateÿtheÿdriverÿforÿ

stoppingÿinÿaÿno-parkingÿzone.ÿThisÿputÿtheÿdriverÿinÿanÿawkwardÿposition.ÿTheÿwhite-
hairedÿmanÿstoppedÿspeaking,ÿlookedÿinÿtheÿdirectionÿofÿtheÿcar,ÿandÿspokeÿtoÿtheÿpoliceman.ÿ
"Sorry.ÿIt'sÿnotÿtheÿdriver'sÿfault,ÿit'sÿmine.ÿIÿ..."ÿ
Iÿwatchedÿattentivelyÿasÿtheÿelderlyÿgentlemanÿbentÿforward,ÿlisteningÿtoÿtheÿpoliceman'sÿ

lecture.ÿWhenÿIÿfinallyÿturnedÿmyÿmischievousÿsmileÿbackÿtowardÿMother,ÿsheÿlookedÿ
miserable,ÿlikeÿaÿlittleÿgirlÿinÿfirstÿgradeÿcoweringÿbeneathÿtheÿprincipal'sÿsternÿgaze.ÿItÿwasÿ
almostÿasÿifÿtheÿpoliceman'sÿlectureÿwereÿdirectedÿatÿher!ÿ
Theÿcarÿdroveÿaway,ÿleavingÿaÿlightÿhazeÿofÿexhaustÿbehindÿit.ÿVeryÿquicklyÿevenÿtheÿ

hazeÿwasÿblownÿaway,ÿandÿitÿwasÿasÿifÿnothingÿhadÿhappenedÿatÿill.ÿYetÿforÿsomeÿreasonÿmyÿ
memoryÿofÿtheÿeventÿdidÿnotÿvanishÿquickly.ÿ
Thinkingÿback,ÿitÿmustÿhaveÿbeenÿtheÿpowerÿofÿhisÿspiritÿthatÿhadÿstirredÿMother'sÿ

feelingsÿforÿhim.ÿThisÿpowerÿcameÿfromÿhisÿmature,ÿsteadyÿpoliticalÿsense,ÿdevelopedÿinÿ
theÿlife-and-deathÿstrugglesÿofÿtheÿRevolution;ÿitÿcameÿalsoÿfromÿhisÿnimbleÿmind,ÿhisÿ
artisticÿcultivation,ÿandÿ-thoughÿitÿseemsÿstrangeÿtoÿsayÿsoÿ-hisÿloveÿofÿtheÿoboe,ÿwhichÿ
Motherÿalsoÿloved.ÿYes,ÿsheÿmustÿhaveÿworshippedÿhim.ÿSheÿnotedÿatÿoneÿpointÿthatÿwithoutÿaÿ
senseÿofÿadulation,ÿherÿloveÿcouldn'tÿhaveÿsustainedÿitselfÿforÿaÿday.ÿ
Iÿcan'tÿguessÿwhetherÿheÿreallyÿlovedÿMother.ÿButÿthen,ÿifÿheÿdidn't,ÿwhyÿdidÿherÿnotebookÿ

containÿtheÿfollowingÿentry?ÿ
"Thisÿisÿtooÿlargeÿaÿgift.ÿHowÿdidÿyouÿknowÿIÿlikedÿChekhov,ÿanyway?"ÿ

"Youÿmentionedÿit'ÿ'ÿ
"Iÿdon'tÿremember."ÿ
"Iÿdo."ÿ
TheÿcollectedÿworksÿofÿChekhov,ÿthen,ÿwereÿfromÿhim.ÿToÿMotherÿitÿmustÿhaveÿseemedÿ

almostÿaÿtokenÿofÿlove.ÿ
Perhapsÿthisÿmanÿwhoÿdidnÿtÿbelieveÿinÿloveÿhadÿgrownÿwhiteÿhairÿbeforeÿheÿeverÿ

realizedÿthereÿwasÿsomethingÿinsideÿhimÿthatÿcouldÿbeÿcalledÿlove.ÿHowÿtragicÿthatÿwouldÿ
haveÿbeenÿIÿ
Itÿmustÿhaveÿbeenÿmiserableÿtoÿloveÿhimÿandÿtoÿgetÿnoÿaffectionÿinÿreturn.ÿHowÿsheÿmustÿhaveÿ
strainedÿherÿmindÿtoÿfigureÿoutÿjustÿwhenÿhisÿcarÿmightÿcrossÿaÿcertainÿstreetÿonÿhisÿwayÿtoÿandÿ
fromÿwork,ÿsoÿthatÿsheÿmightÿcatchÿaÿglimpseÿofÿtheÿbackÿofÿhisÿheadÿthroughÿtheÿrearÿwindow.ÿ
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Wheneverÿheÿascendedÿtheÿplatformÿtoÿmakeÿaÿspeech,ÿsheÿwouldÿhaveÿsatÿinÿtheÿaudience,ÿ
withÿdistance,ÿsmoke,ÿdimÿlight,ÿandÿjuttingÿheadsÿbetweenÿthem,ÿlookingÿatÿhisÿdimlyÿvisibleÿ
face,ÿfeelingÿasÿifÿthereÿwereÿaÿlumpÿinÿherÿchest,ÿunableÿtoÿstopÿtheÿtearsÿfromÿwellingÿupÿinÿ
herÿeyes.ÿSheÿwouldÿhaveÿchokedÿbackÿherÿtearsÿtoÿhideÿthemÿfromÿothers.ÿWhenÿheÿcoughedÿsoÿ
muchÿthatÿheÿhadÿtoÿstopÿspeaking,ÿsheÿwouldÿworryÿwhyÿnoÿoneÿkeptÿhimÿfromÿsmoking.ÿ
Sheÿwouldÿworryÿthatÿheÿmightÿgetÿbronchitis.ÿAndÿsheÿwouldÿneverÿunderstandÿwhyÿheÿ
wasÿsoÿnearÿandÿyetÿsoÿfarÿfromÿher.ÿ
AndÿIÿsupposeÿheÿmustÿhaveÿstaredÿuntilÿhisÿeyesÿwereÿblurryÿatÿtheÿstreamÿofÿbicyclesÿ

outsideÿtheÿsideÿwindowÿofÿhisÿcar.ÿHe'dÿbeÿworriedÿwhetherÿherÿhandbrakeÿwasÿ
functioningÿproperly,ÿandÿwhetherÿsheÿmightÿhaveÿanÿaccident.ÿOnÿtheÿrareÿoccasionÿ
whenÿheÿdidn'tÿhaveÿanÿeveningÿmeeting,ÿheÿmightÿleaveÿhisÿcarÿandÿwalkÿoverÿtoÿourÿ
neighborhood,ÿjustÿinÿorderÿtoÿdrawÿnearÿourÿfrontÿgate.ÿNoÿmatterÿhowÿbusyÿheÿwas,ÿheÿwouldÿ
neverÿforgetÿtoÿscanÿtheÿmagazinesÿandÿnewspapersÿforÿthingsÿMotherÿhadÿwritten.ÿAndÿheÿ
wouldÿneverÿhaveÿunderstoodÿwhyÿlifeÿhadÿturnedÿoutÿthisÿway.ÿ
Whenÿtheyÿhadÿtheÿgoodÿfortuneÿtoÿmeetÿatÿwork,ÿtheyÿmustÿhaveÿgivenÿeachÿotherÿ

hastyÿnodsÿandÿbrushedÿbyÿasÿquicklyÿasÿpossible.ÿEvenÿso,ÿthisÿwouldÿhaveÿbeenÿenoughÿtoÿ
loosenÿMother'sÿgripÿonÿherÿsenses,ÿtoÿturnÿtheÿwholeÿworldÿmomentarilyÿintoÿaÿbigÿblank.ÿ
IfÿsheÿmetÿaÿcoworkerÿwhoseÿnameÿwasÿWang,ÿshe'dÿbeÿcertainÿtoÿcallÿhimÿGuoÿandÿsayÿ
somethingÿthatÿdidn'tÿreallyÿmakeÿsense,ÿevenÿtoÿher.ÿ

IÿknewÿitÿhadÿbeenÿaÿdesperateÿstruggleÿforÿherÿwhenÿIÿsawÿentriesÿlikeÿtheÿfollowingÿinÿ
herÿnotebook:ÿ"Weÿhaveÿpledgedÿtogetherÿtoÿforgetÿeachÿother.ÿButÿI'veÿcheatedÿonÿthatÿpledge.ÿ
Iÿhaven'tÿforgottenÿyou,ÿandÿIÿsomehowÿfeelÿyouÿhaven'tÿforgottenÿme,ÿeither.ÿWe'veÿmerelyÿ
deceivedÿeachÿother,ÿwhileÿtryingÿtoÿhideÿourÿtorment.ÿIt'sÿnotÿthatÿI'veÿwantedÿtoÿdeceiveÿyou.ÿ
I'veÿtriedÿsoÿhardÿtoÿforget,ÿIÿreallyÿhave.ÿSeveralÿtimesÿI'veÿleftÿBeijingÿforÿthisÿpurposeÿandÿ
goneÿfarÿaway.ÿIÿplacedÿmyÿhopesÿinÿtheÿnumbingÿpowerÿofÿtimeÿandÿspace,ÿandÿsometimesÿfeltÿ
Iÿreallyÿhadÿforgotten.ÿButÿwhenÿmyÿworkÿwasÿdoneÿandÿtheÿreturnÿtrainÿwasÿdrawingÿnearerÿ
andÿnearerÿtoÿBeijing,ÿmyÿheartÿwouldÿbeÿpoundingÿsoÿhardÿthatÿeverythingÿbecameÿaÿdizzyÿ
blur.ÿIÿwouldÿgazeÿanxiouslyÿtowardÿtheÿplatform,ÿasÿifÿthereÿwereÿsomeoneÿwaitingÿforÿme.ÿ
And,ÿofÿcourse,ÿthereÿwasÿnot.ÿThenÿIÿwouldÿunderstandÿthatÿIÿhadÿnotÿforgotten,ÿthatÿ
everythingÿwasÿjustÿasÿitÿhadÿbeenÿbefore.ÿYearÿbyÿyear,ÿthisÿobsessionÿhasÿbecomeÿmoreÿandÿ
moreÿdeeplyÿrooted,ÿandÿtoÿuprootÿitÿisÿbeyondÿmyÿstrength.ÿ
"Atÿtheÿendÿofÿeachÿday,ÿIÿhaveÿaÿnaggingÿfeelingÿthatÿI'veÿforgottenÿsomethingÿ

important,ÿandÿatÿnightÿIÿawakenÿwithÿaÿstartÿfromÿmyÿdreams,ÿwonderingÿifÿ
somethingÿhasÿhappened.ÿNo,ÿnothingÿhasÿeverÿhappened.ÿThenÿitÿcomesÿtoÿmeÿwithÿ
perfectÿclarity:ÿIÿdon'tÿhaveÿyou,ÿandÿnothingÿcanÿmakeÿupÿforÿthat.ÿYouÿandÿIÿhaveÿalreadyÿ
reachedÿourÿdecliningÿyears,ÿyetÿI'mÿstillÿplaguedÿbyÿaÿyoungÿgirl'sÿemotionsÿ-whyÿisÿthat?ÿ
Whyÿmustÿlifeÿleadÿusÿoverÿsuchÿaÿlong,ÿarduousÿpathÿbeforeÿtheÿdreamsÿweÿpursueÿfinallyÿ
appearÿbeforeÿus?ÿAndÿbecauseÿyouÿandÿIÿonceÿclosedÿourÿeyesÿtoÿourÿdreams,ÿnotÿonlyÿdidÿweÿ
missÿourÿchanceÿatÿtheÿcrossroadsÿofÿlife,ÿweÿplacedÿourselvesÿandÿourÿdreamsÿonÿoppositeÿ
sidesÿofÿaÿgreatÿchasm:'ÿ
Yes,ÿthatÿwasÿit.ÿMotherÿhadÿneverÿletÿmeÿcomeÿtoÿtheÿstationÿtoÿmeetÿherÿwhenÿsheÿ

returnedÿfromÿherÿtripsÿoutÿofÿtown.ÿSheÿmustÿhaveÿpreferredÿtoÿstandÿonÿtheÿplatformÿ
alone,ÿenjoyingÿtheÿillusionÿthatÿheÿwasÿmeetingÿher.ÿMyÿpoorÿwhite-hairedÿmother,ÿ
behavingÿlikeÿaÿlovesickÿschoolgirl!ÿ
Sheÿwroteÿveryÿlittleÿaboutÿtheirÿromance,ÿactually.ÿMostÿofÿwhatÿsheÿwroteÿwasÿaboutÿtheÿ

triflesÿofÿday-to-dayÿlivingÿ-ÿwhyÿsomeÿofÿherÿeffortsÿatÿwritingÿhadÿfailed,ÿdoubtsÿandÿ
misgivingsÿaboutÿherÿownÿtalent,ÿwhyÿShanshanÿ(thatÿwasÿme)ÿwasÿsoÿnaughtyÿandÿwhetherÿ
orÿnotÿtoÿmeteÿoutÿpunishment.ÿThenÿthereÿwasÿtheÿtimeÿsheÿmisreadÿsomeÿticketsÿbecauseÿsheÿ
wasn'tÿthinkingÿclearly,ÿandÿmissedÿaÿperfectlyÿmarvelousÿplay.ÿAnotherÿtimeÿsheÿleftÿherÿ
umbrellaÿatÿhomeÿandÿgotÿsoakedÿtoÿtheÿskin.ÿHerÿthoughtsÿclearlyÿwereÿonÿhim,ÿdayÿandÿnight,ÿ
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justÿasÿifÿtheyÿwereÿreallyÿmarried.ÿInÿactualÿfact,ÿifÿyouÿaddedÿupÿallÿtheÿtimeÿtheyÿhadÿeverÿ
spentÿtogether,ÿitÿwouldn'tÿtotalÿmoreÿthanÿtwenty-fourÿhours.ÿButÿthoseÿtwenty-fourÿ
hoursÿwereÿprobablyÿricherÿandÿmoreÿprofoundÿthanÿtheÿenjoymentÿsomeÿpeopleÿhaveÿinÿ
anÿentireÿlifetime.ÿShakespeare'sÿJulietÿcomparedÿherÿloveÿtoÿrichesÿwhenÿsheÿsaid:ÿ"Iÿcannotÿ
sumÿupÿhalfÿmyÿsumÿofÿwealth"ÿ[RomeoÿandÿJuliet,ÿactÿ2,ÿsceneÿ6ÿ-Tr.J.ÿIÿsupposeÿMotherÿ
couldn'tÿhaveÿsummedÿupÿhalfÿherÿlove,ÿeither.ÿ
ItÿappearsÿthatÿheÿmetÿanÿearlyÿdeathÿduringÿtheÿCulturalÿRevolution,ÿthoughÿherÿ
referencesÿtoÿthisÿareÿvagueÿandÿevasive,ÿveryÿlikelyÿbecauseÿofÿherÿownÿsituationÿatÿ
theÿtime.ÿWhatÿmystifiesÿmeÿisÿhowÿMotherÿwasÿableÿtoÿkeepÿwritingÿatÿallÿinÿtheÿmidstÿ
ofÿviciousÿattacks.ÿFromÿherÿveiledÿreferences,ÿitÿseemsÿoneÿcanÿinferÿthatÿherÿmanÿhadÿ
questionedÿsomeÿofÿtheÿtheoriesÿofÿaÿcertainÿultra-Redÿ"authorityÿonÿtheory"ÿwhoÿwasÿatÿ
theÿheightÿofÿhisÿpowerÿthen.'ÿ"Thisÿisÿnothingÿbutÿright-wingÿthoughtÿinÿdisguise!"ÿheÿ
apparentlyÿhadÿsaidÿtoÿsomeone.ÿAndÿIÿcouldÿtellÿfromÿreadingÿthoseÿtear-stainedÿpagesÿthatÿ
heÿhadÿbeenÿdealtÿwithÿharshly,ÿbutÿhadÿneverÿgivenÿinÿtoÿhisÿpowerfulÿtormentors.ÿEvenÿonÿ
theÿvergeÿofÿdeath,ÿtheÿlastÿthingÿheÿsaidÿwas,ÿ"IfÿyouÿsendÿmeÿtoÿgoÿseeÿMarx,ÿI'llÿtakeÿmyÿcaseÿ
againstÿyouÿrightÿtoÿhim:'ÿ
Thisÿmustÿhaveÿhappenedÿinÿtheÿwinterÿofÿ1969,ÿbecauseÿthatÿwasÿtheÿwinterÿwhenÿ

Mother'sÿhairÿsuddenlyÿturnedÿcompletelyÿwhite,ÿevenÿthoughÿsheÿwasÿonlyÿapproachingÿ
fifty.ÿSheÿhadÿpinnedÿaÿstripÿofÿblackÿclothÿtoÿherÿsleeve,ÿandÿthisÿhadÿcausedÿherÿtrouble.ÿ
Sheÿcameÿunderÿsevereÿcriticismÿforÿwearingÿthatÿmourningÿband,ÿwhichÿwasÿconsideredÿaÿ
backwardÿsuperstition.ÿThenÿherÿattackersÿinsistedÿonÿknowingÿjustÿwhomÿsheÿwasÿwearingÿ
itÿfor.ÿ
"Who'sÿthisÿfor,ÿMommy?"ÿIÿonceÿaskedÿherÿatÿtheÿtime,ÿfeelingÿalarmed.ÿ
"Aÿnearÿrelation:'ÿsheÿreplied.ÿThen,ÿworriedÿsheÿmightÿhaveÿshockedÿme,ÿsheÿadded,ÿ

"Someoneÿyou'reÿnotÿacquaintedÿwith:'ÿ
"ShouldÿIÿwearÿone,ÿtoo?"ÿIÿhadÿasked.ÿThenÿsheÿdidÿsomethingÿsheÿhadn'tÿdoneÿforÿaÿlongÿ

time:ÿsheÿpattedÿmyÿcheeksÿasÿsheÿhadÿwhenÿIÿwasÿaÿsmallÿchild.ÿItÿhadÿbeenÿaÿlongÿtimeÿ
sinceÿthisÿkindÿofÿwarmthÿhadÿappearedÿinÿher.ÿIÿoftenÿfeltÿthatÿtheÿmoreÿyearsÿandÿ
experienceÿsheÿhadÿbehindÿher,ÿespeciallyÿafterÿthoseÿyearsÿwhenÿsheÿwasÿpersecuted,ÿtheÿ
moreÿsheÿwithdrewÿfromÿwarmthÿandÿaffectionÿ-orÿperhapsÿjustÿhidÿitÿdeeperÿandÿdeeper-ÿ
untilÿherÿapparentÿlackÿofÿemotionÿmadeÿherÿseemÿlikeÿaÿman.ÿ
Sadlyÿandÿratherÿabsentmindedly,ÿsheÿlaughed.ÿ"No,ÿyouÿdon'tÿneedÿtoÿwearÿone;'ÿsheÿsaid.ÿ
Herÿeyesÿwereÿdryÿandÿslightlyÿpuffy,ÿasÿifÿeveryÿlastÿdropÿofÿmoistureÿhadÿbeenÿcriedÿoutÿofÿ

them.ÿIÿwantedÿtoÿdoÿsomethingÿtoÿconsoleÿher,ÿtoÿmakeÿherÿhappy,ÿ.butÿsheÿsaid,ÿ"Youÿcanÿgoÿ
now."ÿ
AtÿtheÿtimeÿIÿwasn'tÿsureÿjustÿwhy,ÿbutÿIÿwasÿovertakenÿbyÿaÿfearÿthatÿpartÿofÿmyÿdearÿ

motherÿhadÿalreadyÿleftÿmeÿinÿpursuitÿofÿsomethingÿelse.ÿ
"Mother!"ÿIÿcried.ÿ
Motherÿmustÿhaveÿrealizedÿinstantlyÿwhatÿwasÿgoingÿonÿinÿmyÿmind.ÿ"Don'tÿbeÿafraid;'ÿsheÿ

said,ÿveryÿtenderly.ÿ"Justÿgo.ÿLeaveÿMotherÿbyÿherselfÿawhile:'ÿ
Iÿwasÿright.ÿMotherÿhad,ÿinÿfact,ÿwrittenÿthis:ÿ
"Youÿhaveÿgone,ÿandÿIÿfeelÿasÿthoughÿpartÿofÿmyÿsoulÿhasÿgoneÿwithÿyou.ÿ
"Iÿdon'tÿevenÿknowÿwhereÿthey'veÿtakenÿyou,ÿmuchÿlessÿhowÿIÿmightÿseeÿyouÿoneÿlastÿtime,ÿ

sinceÿIÿcountÿasÿneitherÿcloseÿfriendÿnorÿrelativeÿ...ÿsoÿwe'llÿsimplyÿhaveÿtoÿpartÿlikeÿthis.ÿIfÿonlyÿ
Iÿcouldÿhaveÿundergoneÿtheirÿinhumanÿtorturesÿinÿyourÿplace,ÿsoÿthatÿyouÿmightÿhaveÿlivedÿon!ÿ
HowÿcouldÿIÿeverÿbelieveÿallÿthoseÿabsurdÿchargesÿagainstÿyou?2ÿYouÿhaveÿbeenÿmurdered,ÿyouÿ
whoÿwereÿamongÿtheÿbestÿofÿthemÿall!ÿWouldÿIÿloveÿyouÿlikeÿthisÿifÿyouÿwereÿnot?ÿYes,ÿIÿ
amÿnotÿafraidÿtoÿutterÿthoseÿthreeÿwordsÿnow.ÿ
"Snowÿkeepsÿswirlingÿdown.ÿGoodÿHeavens!ÿDoesÿevenÿGodÿindulgeÿinÿpretenses?ÿTryingÿ

toÿcoverÿyourÿbloodÿandÿtheÿuglinessÿofÿyourÿmurderÿwithÿaÿblanketÿofÿpure,ÿcleanÿwhiteness!ÿ
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"Iÿneverÿthoughtÿmyÿownÿexistenceÿwasÿveryÿsignificant,ÿbutÿnowÿIÿspendÿeveryÿmomentÿ
wonderingÿwhetherÿtheÿthingsÿIÿdoÿandÿsayÿwouldÿbringÿaÿfrownÿtoÿthatÿsternÿbrowÿofÿyours.ÿ
Iÿfindÿmyselfÿwantingÿtoÿliveÿright,ÿtoÿleadÿaÿgoodÿlife,ÿlikeÿyours,ÿandÿtoÿdoÿsomethingÿforÿ
thisÿsocietyÿofÿours.ÿBecauseÿifÿwon'tÿbeÿlikeÿthisÿforever,ÿyouÿknowÿ-theÿswordÿofÿJusticeÿ
isÿalreadyÿpoisedÿaboveÿthatÿpackÿofÿdogs!ÿ
"Iÿwalkedÿaloneÿdownÿthatÿstreet,ÿtheÿonlyÿoneÿweÿeverÿwalkedÿdownÿtogether,ÿandÿ

listenedÿtoÿmyÿsolitaryÿfootstepsÿinÿtheÿdarkness,ÿechoing,ÿechoingÿ...ÿInÿtheÿpast,ÿwheneverÿ
Iÿwanderedÿupÿandÿdownÿthisÿstreet,ÿlingeringÿasÿlongÿasÿIÿcould,ÿIÿneverÿfeltÿtheÿgriefÿthatÿIÿ
feelÿnow.ÿIÿknewÿthenÿthatÿevenÿthoughÿyouÿweren'tÿatÿmyÿside,ÿyouÿwereÿstillÿlivingÿinÿthisÿ
world,ÿandÿforÿthatÿreasonÿIÿfeltÿyouÿwereÿwithÿme.ÿButÿnowÿyouÿareÿnoÿlongerÿhereÿ-ÿIÿ
justÿcan'tÿbringÿmyselfÿtoÿbelieveÿit!ÿ
"Iÿwalkedÿtoÿtheÿendÿofÿtheÿstreetÿandÿback.ÿThenÿIÿturnedÿaroundÿandÿwalkedÿitÿonceÿ

more.ÿ
"Iÿturnedÿaroundÿtheÿrailing,ÿthenÿfacedÿbackÿasÿalwaysÿbefore.ÿItÿseemedÿyouÿwereÿ

stillÿthere,ÿwavingÿgoodbyeÿtoÿme.ÿWeÿhadÿonceÿatÿthisÿspotÿgivenÿeachÿotherÿtheÿplain,ÿblankÿ
smilesÿofÿmereÿacquaintances.ÿWeÿwereÿdoingÿourÿbestÿtoÿmaskÿtheÿdeepÿfeelingsÿweÿshared.ÿ
Thatÿwasÿoneÿeveningÿinÿearlyÿspring,ÿbutÿhardlyÿanÿinspiringÿone,ÿsinceÿchillingÿwinterÿ
windsÿwereÿstillÿblowing.ÿWeÿhadÿwalkedÿalongÿinÿsilence,ÿkeepingÿaÿgoodÿdistanceÿbetweenÿ
us.ÿYouÿwereÿhavingÿdifficultyÿbreathingÿbecauseÿofÿyourÿbronchitis.ÿMyÿheartÿwentÿoutÿtoÿyou,ÿ
andÿIÿwantedÿtoÿslowÿtheÿpace,ÿbutÿforÿsomeÿreasonÿcouldÿnot.ÿWeÿnearlyÿflewÿalong,ÿasÿifÿ
someÿpressingÿmatterÿdemandedÿthatÿweÿcoverÿthisÿstretchÿofÿroadÿasÿquicklyÿasÿpossible.ÿHowÿ
weÿtreasuredÿtheÿonlyÿstrollÿweÿeverÿhadÿtogether,ÿyetÿweÿwereÿafraidÿthatÿoneÿofÿusÿwouldÿ
speakÿthoseÿfrighteningÿwordsÿthatÿhad.ÿtormentedÿusÿforÿyears:ÿ'Iÿloveÿyou.ÿIÿdoubtÿ
anyone,ÿotherÿthanÿourselves,ÿcouldÿeverÿbelieveÿthatÿweÿneverÿevenÿshookÿhands,ÿletÿaloneÿ
anythingÿelse!"ÿ
Youÿareÿwrong,ÿMother.ÿIÿbelieveÿyou.ÿIÿhaveÿseenÿinsideÿyourÿsoulÿasÿnoÿoneÿelseÿeverÿhas.ÿ
Thatÿsmallÿstreet:ÿIÿwouldÿneverÿhaveÿknownÿitÿtoÿbeÿsoÿfilledÿwithÿpainfulÿmemories.ÿ

Thisÿshowsÿthatÿnoÿsmallÿcornerÿofÿtheÿearth,ÿhoweverÿplainÿinÿappearance,ÿshouldÿbeÿ
writtenÿoffÿasÿinsignificant.ÿWhoÿknowsÿhowÿmanyÿsecretÿjoysÿandÿsorrowsÿmightÿbeÿ
concealedÿinÿit?ÿ
Sometimesÿwhenÿsheÿhadÿwrittenÿherselfÿtoÿexhaustion,ÿsheÿwouldÿwalkÿbackÿandÿforthÿinÿ

theÿsmallÿstreetÿoutsideÿourÿwindow.ÿThisÿcouldÿhappenÿafterÿsheÿhadÿwrittenÿuntilÿdawn;ÿorÿ
itÿcouldÿhappenÿonÿblackÿandÿgustyÿnights,ÿevenÿinÿtheÿwinter,ÿevenÿwhenÿtheÿwindÿwasÿ
howlingÿlikeÿaÿcrazedÿanimalÿandÿpeltingÿtheÿwindowÿwithÿsand.ÿIÿalwaysÿthoughtÿitÿwasÿ
simplyÿaÿstrangeÿquirkÿofÿhers.ÿLittleÿdidÿIÿknowÿthatÿsheÿwasÿgoingÿforÿspiritualÿcommunionÿ
withÿhim.ÿ
Sheÿalsoÿlikedÿtoÿstandÿinÿfrontÿofÿtheÿwindow,ÿgazingÿoutÿatÿtheÿstreet.ÿOnceÿsheÿgotÿ

suchÿaÿlookÿonÿherÿfaceÿthatÿIÿfeltÿsureÿoneÿofÿourÿfavoriteÿguestsÿwasÿcoming.ÿIÿhurriedÿtoÿtheÿ
windowÿforÿaÿlook.ÿOutside,ÿinÿtheÿautumnÿevening,ÿaÿchillÿwindÿwasÿtossingÿwitheredÿbrownÿ
leavesÿintoÿtheÿairÿandÿblowingÿthemÿacrossÿanÿemptyÿstreet.ÿ
Itÿwasÿasÿifÿheÿwereÿstillÿalive.ÿHerÿhabitÿofÿpouringÿoutÿherÿthoughtsÿtoÿhimÿinÿwritingÿ

continuedÿasÿbefore,ÿrightÿuntilÿshe,ÿtoo,ÿwasÿunableÿtoÿliftÿaÿpen.ÿHerÿpartingÿwordsÿtoÿhim,ÿonÿ
theÿlastÿpageÿofÿherÿnotebook,ÿwere:ÿ"Iÿamÿaÿmaterialist.ÿButÿnowÿIÿfindÿmyselfÿlongingÿforÿ
Heaven.ÿIfÿthereÿreallyÿisÿaÿHeaven,ÿIÿknowÿyou'llÿbeÿthereÿwaitingÿforÿme.ÿI'llÿgoÿthereÿ
andÿseeÿyouÿagain.ÿWe'llÿstayÿthereÿtogetherÿandÿneverÿpart.ÿWe'llÿneverÿhaveÿtoÿdenyÿ
ourselvesÿforÿfearÿofÿhurtingÿsomeoneÿelse.ÿDarling,ÿwaitÿforÿme.ÿI'mÿonÿmyÿway..."ÿ
IÿneverÿwouldÿhaveÿimaginedÿthatÿMother,ÿevenÿasÿsheÿlayÿdying,ÿcouldÿbeÿsoÿtakenÿbyÿ

love.ÿAsÿsheÿherselfÿhadÿsaid,ÿitÿreallyÿwasÿanÿimmutableÿthing.ÿMyÿownÿfeelingÿwasÿthatÿitÿwasÿ
lessÿlikeÿloveÿthanÿsomeÿkindÿofÿtorturedÿyearning,ÿaÿforceÿsomehowÿstrongerÿthanÿdeath.ÿ
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Ifÿwhatÿpeopleÿcallÿ"eternalÿlove"ÿreallyÿexists,ÿthenÿthisÿepitomizedÿit.ÿSheÿfeltÿblessed,ÿevenÿ
toÿherÿlastÿmomentÿonÿearth.ÿSheÿhadÿtrulyÿloved,ÿandÿhadÿnoÿregretsÿforÿhavingÿdoneÿso.ÿ
Byÿnowÿtheirÿwrinkledÿskinÿandÿwhiteÿhairÿhaveÿwastedÿawayÿandÿturnedÿintoÿotherÿ

formsÿofÿmatter.ÿYetÿIÿknowÿthatÿwhateverÿtheyÿhaveÿturnedÿinto,ÿtheirÿloveÿforÿeachÿ
otherÿendures.ÿThereÿareÿnoÿlegalÿorÿmoralÿcodesÿbindingÿthemÿtogether,ÿandÿtheyÿneverÿ
evenÿsoÿmuchÿasÿshookÿhands,ÿbutÿtheyÿbelongÿcompletelyÿtoÿeachÿother.ÿTheyÿareÿinsepa-
rable.ÿThroughÿtheÿagesÿtoÿcome,ÿwheneverÿoneÿwhiteÿcloudÿpursuesÿanotherÿacrossÿtheÿ
sky,ÿorÿoneÿbladeÿofÿgrassÿdrawsÿcloseÿtoÿanother,ÿwheneverÿoneÿwaveÿsplashesÿanother'sÿ
foamyÿcrestÿorÿlightÿgustsÿofÿwindÿchaseÿeachÿother-theyÿwillÿbeÿthere.ÿ
IÿweepÿeveryÿtimeÿIÿseeÿthatÿnotebookÿwithÿ"Loveÿmustÿnotÿbeÿforgotten"ÿwrittenÿ

acrossÿitsÿfront.ÿIÿweepÿbitterlyÿagainÿandÿagain,ÿasÿifÿIÿwereÿtheÿoneÿwhoÿhadÿsufferedÿ
throughÿthatÿtragicÿlove.ÿTheÿwholeÿthingÿwasÿeitherÿaÿgreatÿtragedyÿorÿaÿmassiveÿjoke.ÿ
Beautifulÿorÿpoignantÿasÿitÿmayÿhaveÿbeen,ÿIÿhaveÿnoÿintentionÿofÿreenactingÿit!ÿ
TheÿgreatÿEnglishÿnovelistÿThomasÿHardyÿhasÿpointedÿoutÿhowÿrareÿitÿisÿthatÿthoseÿwhoÿcallÿ

outÿandÿthoseÿtoÿwhomÿtheyÿcallÿareÿableÿtoÿcomeÿtogether.ÿIÿcannotÿcondemnÿmyÿmotherÿ
andÿherÿbelovedÿforÿtheirÿbreachÿofÿconventionalÿmorality,ÿbutÿwillÿcriticizeÿthemÿonÿ
oneÿpoint:ÿwhyÿdidriÿtÿtheyÿwaitÿtoÿfindÿtheÿotherÿsoulÿthatÿwasÿcallingÿtoÿthem?ÿ
Ifÿpeopleÿcouldÿwaitÿforÿeachÿotherÿandÿkeepÿfromÿdriftingÿintoÿmarriage,ÿhowÿ

manyÿtragediesÿofÿthisÿsortÿwouldÿbeÿavoided!ÿ
Whenÿcommunismÿisÿachieved,ÿwillÿloveÿandÿmarriageÿstillÿsometimesÿbeÿtreatedÿasÿ

separateÿthings?ÿTheÿworldÿisÿsoÿvastÿthatÿthereÿmayÿstillÿbeÿtimesÿwhenÿpeopleÿwhoseÿsoulsÿ
beckonÿcannotÿsayÿ"yes"ÿtoÿeachÿother;ÿdoesÿthatÿmeanÿtheÿproblemÿwillÿstillÿbeÿwithÿus?ÿ
Howÿveryÿsad.ÿLetÿusÿhopeÿweÿwillÿhaveÿfoundÿaÿwayÿtoÿavoidÿthisÿsadnessÿbyÿthatÿtime.ÿ
Inÿtheÿmeantime,ÿwhyÿdoÿIÿtroubleÿmyselfÿwithÿsuchÿnettlingÿproblems?ÿ

Inÿtheÿfinalÿanalysis,ÿperhapsÿweÿourselvesÿmustÿacceptÿresponsibilityÿforÿallÿthisÿgrief.ÿWhoÿ
knows?ÿPerhapsÿtheÿblameÿliesÿwithÿtheÿoldÿmindÿsetÿpassedÿdownÿfromÿearlierÿtimes.ÿ
Theseÿdays,ÿsimplyÿrefusingÿtoÿmarryÿhasÿbecomeÿaÿdirectÿchallengeÿtoÿthatÿoldÿstyleÿofÿ
thinking.ÿSomeÿwillÿsayÿyouÿhaveÿpsychological-ÿproblems,ÿorÿsomeÿshamefulÿsecret,ÿorÿ
perhapsÿpoliticalÿmisdeedsÿinÿyourÿpast.ÿOrÿtheyÿmightÿsayÿyouÿareÿtooÿweirdÿandÿwily,ÿorÿ
thinkÿyou'reÿbetterÿthanÿeverybodyÿelse,ÿhaveÿnoÿrespectÿforÿtime-honoredÿcustomsÿandÿareÿ
anÿevilÿheretic.ÿTheyÿwillÿfindÿallÿsortsÿofÿmean,ÿlow-mindedÿwaysÿtoÿundercutÿyouÿuntilÿyouÿ
knuckleÿunderÿandÿmarryÿtheÿfirstÿpersonÿwhoÿcomesÿalongÿjustÿtoÿgetÿitÿoverÿwith.ÿThenÿ
youÿreÿshackledÿinÿaÿmarriageÿwithoutÿloveÿand,ÿunableÿtoÿescape,ÿsufferÿthroughÿitÿforÿtheÿ
restÿofÿyourÿdays.ÿ
Iÿfeelÿlikeÿshoutingÿ"Stayÿoutÿofÿourÿlives!ÿAllowÿusÿtoÿwaitÿpatientlyÿuntilÿthatÿrightÿpersonÿ

appears,ÿandÿevenÿifÿitÿneverÿhappens,ÿdonÿtÿmakeÿusÿrushÿblindlyÿintoÿmarriage!ÿLivingÿaloneÿ
isÿnotÿsuchÿaÿterribleÿthing.ÿPerhapsÿit'sÿjustÿaÿsignÿthatÿlifeÿinÿourÿsocietyÿisÿevolving,ÿ
advancingÿ...ÿ
ÿ
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