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Chapter I: First Glance, Growing Fond
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Letter 1 Romantic 

Soong,

Thank you for giving me such a good task! I meant to refuse you, but I don't want to because you are so nice. I borrowed four volumes of Introduction to Chinese History and two volumes of Research Methods in Chinese History from the library. I originally planned to copy some quotes, but after I came back, I ended up reading them all together. I managed to get some inspiration and wrote this piece of nonsense.

Why do you say I will get angry again? Does that mean you understand me? Wouldn't I be happy if you understand me?

Unless we struggle to find a way out of our own psychological conflicts, the external environment may not necessarily impose any restraints on our souls.

It is not necessarily true that people commonly dislike old things, especially in our ancient country where there are many people obsessed with relics. I often think that if China did not have thousands of years of ancient culture as its foundation, it might have some hope. No matter how valuable the old culture is, there is a need to destroy it in order to avoid hindering the growth of the new.

Being called a romantic, especially by those pseudo gentlemen, who always associate the term with something negative, is not really pleasant. But in reality, both you and I can be described as romantic. Our personalities are not completely identical, but there are places where we resonate with each other. Although our acquaintance was accidental, our friendship is not. Honestly, I have to admit that you are very lovely in my eyes, although my praise for you is not blind. What we need is understanding for each other's weaknesses. Only those who can understand each other can turn weaknesses into something not detestable, and maybe even lovable.

Ten thousand sincere blessings to you! 

On the night of the 14th

Tsu

Letter 2 Parting

Ch'ing Ju,

I have never considered parting as a significant matter, but now I feel very strange. I want to say something, but I can't say it.

I can't imagine that you've captured my heart for you are pure and pretty! Yet I am not without the possibility of escape. But I cannot bear to fly away, when one day you remember me. 

Go back if you're not busy. Let me know if you want to go to West Lake and take a boat ride again tomorrow. If you go back, make sure to let me know what time so I can send you off. After you go... no, it's nothing.

On the morning of the 22nd  

Tsu
Letter 3 New Home

Good girl,

I seemed to be very unlucky. I had a headache this afternoon up till now. It went away when I was singing, but it started hurting again as soon as I stopped. What's even more unlucky is that your letter was not hidden properly last night. I don't know where I put it, and I can't find it anymore. I'm extremely frustrated and want to die.

The weak commit suicide, and the weaker laugh at those who commit suicide as weak.

The walls of the room were painted yesterday and changed to cream color. Let me tell you what my room looks like. It can fit two small beds and a desk, leaving enough space for walking, slightly larger than a regular small room. The furnishings are very simple, just a desk, an armchair, and a small bed (which is already broken but still usable). Some books are wrapped in linen and stuffed under the bed, some are placed in a wicker basket, and the rest are piled on the table; a box is under the bed, and a few small luggage items are at the head of the bed. The desk is facing the wall by the window, and the bed is opposite to it. Pushing the door open, there are two picture frames on the wall to the left, inside of which are Thirty Poems of Wild Chrysanthemums copied by Ren Mingshan in small characters.

Turning to the right, three pictures hung unevenly on the wall to one side of the desk. One is a Chinese copy of a painting by a French painter Granet, depicting a naked woman holding splashing water in her hands. Another is a reprint of a Chinese painting, and the third hung there is a watercolor landscape by a contemporary artist, titled "Scenery of Your Hometown," but it is actually an ordinary scenery in the South of Yangtze River. Sitting in front of the desk, directly opposite are a portrait of Shelley and a Western painting titled Mirror Kiss, as well as three small frames containing photos of Greta Garbo. Turning around again, on the right side of the window, there is another colorful Western painting printed very beautifully. These pictures are all cut out from magazines. On the wall opposite the bed, there are two photo frames. One contains several photos of friends, titled Old Familiar Faces, taken from a poem by Charles Lamb. The other contains several photos of a poetry society, titled Paradise Lost, borrowed from the title of a book by John Milton. The photos of you and Zhen Di are placed on the desk. The books on the table are divided into three groups. One group consists of foreign books, almost all of which are poetry. The general collections include Century Readings in English Literature, Selected Poems of the World, Treasury, and Selected Modern English and American Poems, etc. There are also individual works of Shakespeare, Keats, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Shelley, Wordsworth, Tennyson, and Swinburne, along with a Bible. The second group includes a few Chinese books, such as Poetry of Tao Yuanming, Tsuangzi, Mahayana Theory of One Hundred Ways of Enlightenment, Baishi Ci​[1], Yutian Ci​[2], Notes of Xiqing​[3], Standards and Sayings of Confucian Scholars. Except for the former two books, the rest were given by others as gifts and kept as souvenirs, which I did not really intend to read. The third group include magazines and pictorials: Literary Quarterly, Literary Monthly, Modern, Cosmopolitan, Screen Romances, Good Friends, Wanxiang, Time Movies, etc. I buy a lot of magazines, most of which are soft and have pictures, which are not worth keeping. I cut out the good pictures and throw them away; I also have Soong collections, including foreign Soongs, Chinese Soongs, original compositions, movie Soongs, and popular single foreign Soong. There is a calendar, an ink bottle, a teacup, and a thermos on the table.

I was so rejoiced to read your letters. As long as one has patience and does not lose hope, one will eventually solve the problems. I searched your letter for two evenings, futilely rummaging through drawers again and again. I couldn't sleep at night. I have lost my treasure. Lying in bed this morning, I thought it over, and came up with a possible location. I immediately got up to search. It was just a try, but I actually found it, I found it! I know I won't lose it; how can I lose it?

I will love you more, for the pain of these two nights.

In short, I treat you well. I feel hurt in my heart, I won't write much, wish you well.

On the Night of the 11th 

Sad Paul 

Incomparable good girl,

Hello? Are you feeling better? How eagerly I want to see you!

On the 13th 

Happy Henry

Letter 4 Talking about a dream 

Ch'ing Ju,

Last night I dreamed all night and was exhausted. In the second dream, I went to dinner with you somewhere, and there were other people. The place was very crowded, but you did not stay with me, and went to eat alone. We were supposed to get on the train together after dinner and part at a certain place. I waited for a long time but the food didn't come. I came in to see you, but you had already finished eating and said you had to leave without waiting for me. I was really very sad. It was not good of you to act so arrogantly.

But I guess it's still my fault that I shouldn't have dreamed that way. Looking at how beautifully you write your poems, I'm so joyful that I almost want to hug you and wouldn’t let you go if you were here.

The children here have learned all kinds of foul language, which is very ugly, and their parents don't care. Lately, my elder brother often scolds my younger sister as a shrew. Yesterday, my younger sister said, "You are a big shrew, and I am a little shrew." They are crying and fighting all day long.

Everything here is ugly, the wind, rain, sun, all ugly, people are ugly, I am also very ugly. Only you are as enviable as the blue sky.

I think I am really unlucky for I can't take a nap during the day, feeling like being pushed by something in the white fog in which everything feels vague. I must eat candied due to loneliness.

I can’t say more, and I wish you all the best! I saw your name three times in the 63rd issue of the school magazine.

On the 3rd 

Tsu
Letter 5 Satan

Good girl,

You made a mistake in writing “tsan” as “chieh”.

The new poem is very similar to Wang Fanzhi's style mentioned in Hu Shi's History of Vernacular Literature. It's not a good poem, but it's readable. The character “shake” can be written in two ways, one is easy, the other is complex, while you always like to write it in the complex way.

The sentence in your last letter, "Since I don't like to hear negative things, allow me to refrain from saying anything depressing to me in the future, okay?" has abnormal grammatical errors.  

A month ago tomorrow at this time, we braved the rain on the road. How rare are the happy days!

As to "that article of yours," if you hadn’t told me, I definitely wouldn't want to read it, but since you mentioned it, I want to read it; if you don't allow me to, then I must read it.

Sending you love from all over the universe and missing you from earliest time to eternity.

On the 4th 

Lucifer 

Letter 6 Waiting

Dear, 

Thank you for giving me a wait. It is best to always be in a state of waiting, with a distant expectation that does not bring you to the final destination, but brings you closer to the goal day by day. You’re always expecting instead of achieving or ruining, and you discover new joys every day, which is inspiring rather than complete satisfaction. It is best for all hopes to become reality in the last second before the end of life.

I am still happy, and I will always be happy. The suffering in the world is nothing compared to the fact that my soul has never been apart from you for a single day.

Bless you!

On the afternoon of the 15th 

Tsu
Letter 7 Discussions 

Soong, 

I wrote you a letter with a serious face and impulsive emotions, but after reading your lighthearted reply, my heart relaxed. Have you seen the letter they were supposed to show you? Isn't it ridiculous, or are you angry? Recently, I have been feeling quite frustrated. For example, some people think that I shouldn't love you. And the solitary life I have been living for over two months has allowed me to break free from the melancholic atmosphere I used to be immersed in. It has given me the opportunity to reflect on everything and has made me gradually disgusted with my past dreams, motivating me to strive to be a better person.

I really wish you were a boy. In this fleeting year of being together, we have been too restrained and suffered too much. In fact, even the cold eyes of some people, not to mention how clean and pure you are, can bring me closer to you more forcefully. I don't play the trick of having a love affair only once, like ordinary people, and then let go afterwards. I just want to treat you as my dear little brother. In terms of age, I am not much older than you, but I have experienced more hardships than you, and my life experience is not necessarily richer than you. But with all my knowledge, years of calm observation and contemplation, as well as early entry into the world, I may indeed be a friend who can be of some benefit to you, not just a gentle good man.

The repetition of the word 'man' makes it sound awkward. If we change the “man” in the phrase of the man who returned to “lover”, it becomes a light and graceful folk Soong. Perhaps you may find it too frivolous, but the last sentence is not solemn, so the previous “man” cannot be changed to “sir”. The new moon reflects on the ribbon, not yet fully round, making the phrase in the sky not useless.

The 11th poem

Swallows are lively and butterflies are clumsy, 

Flowers in the garden dance under the blue sky.

The immortal is young with wings like jade, 

Laughing like a silver bell with a flushed face. 

The second poem is all in order. The character “Mi” is used in a new way, perhaps unintentionally when you used it?

In the third poem, “slight waves” and “delicate ripples” in the second line was repeating in meaning, and the tone of the character “Yi” is incorrect. In the fourth line, “all past events” should be changed to “worries every year”. The entire verse should be revised as follows:

For no reason, the moon is round again,

The water surface shimmers with ripples.

Such streams and hills resembles dreams,

Worries every year dissipate like smoke.

With a hint of Soong Dynasty poetry, the third and fourth poems deliberately use a sentence with incorrect tone. And in the ninth poem:

Flowers wither in Autumn, but flourish in spring, 

When the same wind, smoke, rain, and dew fall.

My lover plucks a few strands of his whiskers, 

Regretting his white robe in front of the flowers.

You, right now, truly bring me joy. You are the person I love most in my heart. But if one day I see you with a dark face, short hair, and strong arms instead of the thin and delicate ones you have now, walking with a straight chest, shining eyes, and speaking calmly, a citizen of a pure and free country (do you believe that I wouldn't love a 'classical beauty'? Although I used to consider Lin Daiyu​[4] as my ideal), at that moment, I would truly want to hold you and be so happy that tears would flow. Perhaps at that time, I would still be a weak person, and I wouldn't dare to meet you. But I would hide by the roadside, watching you and thinking that I once loved this girl... This consolation could even accompany me to the grave and bring me peace. This dream may be too beautiful, but can you understand what I mean?

Both your letters and poems bring me joy. Every time I receive a letter from you, I am filled with gratitude, not just happiness. In terms of the standard of poetry criticism, your poems may not be the best, but considering your knowledge of old poetry, it is quite satisfactory. In the first line of the poem, “yan yan” (charming) has a slight imbalance in tones, but it's not a big deal. The second line is a good sentence, but it imitates my sentence too much. You can change the phrase “you xi” (still struck) to “kong pu” (vainly filled). The third and fourth lines are smooth and flawless. Overall, the four lines lack some resonance. The phrase “tian shang ren jian” (heaven and earth) sounds a bit immature. Let me revise the poem as follows:

The misty smoke fell on the distant hills in sunset;

The faint aroma vainly filled the lotus-picking boat.

You left under crescent moon in a chill evening; 

But the heaven and earth allowed no perfection. 

I hope you can improve your ability and become a strong person. Don't be content with being a woman (I believe you won't be content with mediocrity). You must liberate your soul from various restraints and always have the courage to destroy and break everything out of date (if one day you feel that I am useless to you, you can kick me away without any resentment from me). Endure hardships, withstand ridicule and contempt from others, don't have any sentimental feelings like a weak lady, always open your wise eyes to the future, and don't worry about or fear about anything. Just strive to make yourself physically and emotionally strong. I will always be your trustworthy good friend. Can you trust me?

After the previous twenty quatrains, I wrote another eleven, but I didn't show them to you. The first few are better:

The delicate willow floats over the bridge in spring. 

The trace of partridges in the green garden is seen.

The hollyhock flowers fall and the bees are sleeping. 

The swallow tower is somber when the sun is setting.

It is the fairy-tale-like sentiment unique to my poetry.

Maybe one day, there will be a vast sky that we all dream of! Aren't we all seekers of freedom?

For you, I also have a longing for the light, and the world will not be too lonely for me.

The three poems have a light and graceful mood, although they lack originality. You deserve to be my talented student. Shouldn't I be proud of myself?

Cranes with long feathers plunge into the sky after late snow falls, 

Occasionally stop on a thatched hut to quench thirst.

The red plum and white plum are comparatively cold, 

A little nun washes the inkstone while squatting in the frozen pool.

Blushing, with a smile of tenderness, she leans on half her arm.

And the lotus boat is lifted when the green waves break,

Your soul resembles that of pure flowers like lotus, 

And the frog sings as the lotus leaves spread across the whole lake.

Leaning on a sword, the hero chants near a rail carved with letters.

The birds of night sing in red trees while the vines cling forlornly. 

When will I ride my horse and wield my spear, hearing that

The Yi river flows gently, and the reeds rustle in the cold wind?

The weather is getting cooler and my mood turns quieter. I hope you can study with peace of mind and take good care of yourself.

On the night of the 23rd

Tsu Tsu 

I wrote seven miscellaneous poems on autumn which I had no intention to show to anyone. However, since Zhang Quan sent me a letter, I might as well copy them down and let her read them. I don't have the intention to write another letter to her separately.

Letter 8 My Destined Lover

Baby,

It's half past nine now, I guess you're probably asleep, and I want to sleep too. I feel bored, it's cold and raining outside, there's nothing to eat, and I don't feel like doing anything, I just want to lean on your shoulder and listen to you talk. If it weren't for the weirdness of this world, I would wish to be with you forever.

Do you think we were enemies in our previous lives? I have never considered reunions and separations as a big deal. Before you, besides you, I also had good friends. But I don't know why, ever since I met you, it feels like I've been tightly bound by a rope, feeling restrained and not free. My heart is not as light as before, but at the same time, I truly feel much happier than before. 

I won't write anymore. Wish you happiness!

On the night of the 19th 

Letter 9 Consolation 

Soong, 

I can't tell you how annoyed and sad I am. I don't want you to misunderstand me like this. I don't know what it means to be worthy or not. There are social classes in terms of wealth and status, and there are also classes in terms of intelligence and wisdom. Does the soul also have classes? I am not someone who easily develops feelings for others. Even though I liked you so much during our year as classmates, I never thought about loving you like my own life until now. I don't expect you to love me back. Everything is voluntary. You can treat it as if I am loving an illusion. Even if I say I love you, you don't have to be afraid. I can't clearly distinguish between love and friendship. When I say love, it is simply a deep and sincere friendship, without any other meaning. Separation is painful for me, but it also brings some comfort. However, I don't hope to be together forever. I am an ordinary person, not as "wild" as you, but what I dislike is ordinary dreams. I only wish to bring consolation to each other with this inspiration: Like the light of a shooting star, it shines on my tired dreams, and always holds a comfort, even at the time of parting. Of course, being able to meet and talk to each other frequently is the most enjoyable, but it is not absolutely necessary. If I have a dream, it is this kind of dream; if I have a view on love, it is my view on love; And if you ask me about my understanding of friendship, it is just like this. If I truly love you (without understanding whether it’s worthy or not, whether I deserve to love you or not), I have no reason not to treat you well, and I don't understand why I should forget you. My happiness is loving you, my consolation is missing you, whether you are willing to treat me well is not something I can control.

Best wishes.

On the 24th

Tsu
Letter 10 Torment 

Ch'ing Ju, 

Waking up today and seeing the sunlight, I felt a little cheerful. The rain in the mountains gives a poetic loneliness, while the rain in the city only brings a sense of oppression. Even longing has turned into painful despair.

I look forward to your letters as if it were my life, even though I know your letter won't arrive so quickly. One or two years ago, I didn't feel too sad about parting with friends. After they left, I refused to write letters and meet up because I was too lazy to move around. I thought it didn't matter whether we saw each other or not. Why do friends have to be together all the time? I should have been happy back then.

Last Sunday was the anniversary of my mother's passing, but I forgot about it. I only found out today when I checked. The weather was the same as yesterday, just like it was eleven years ago when the sorrow of life overwhelmed me, and it still lingers today.

Blessings.

On the 19th 

Tsu
Letter 11 Literature

Darling, 

It seems like I'm catching a cold, and I want to go to sleep, so I just write a little bit.

Because I felt very depressed, I decided to buy a book. I have already read most of Maupassant's works, so as a supplement, I bought a collection of Flaubert's masterpieces, which includes his three famous works, Madame Bovary, The Temptation of Saint Anthony, and Salammbô, as well as two or three short stories (or novellas). I was a bit disappointed because his famous work, Sentimental Education, was not included, and the book was relatively thin, with only a little over 600 pages, four hundred pages less than Maupassant's works of the same price. However, it contains dozens of pages of valuable historical materials, including the full text of the court debate and judgment on the obscenity charge against the publication of Madame Bovary, in which the wise judgment of the judge who declared the defendant innocent has been highly praised in literary history.

There are still more than four yuan around me, enough for the Chinese New Year! I may not go out tomorrow. After the New Year, when I receive my salary, I will decide to come to Hangzhou (next week). If you don't treat me well, I won't come. It's really impossible to live like this. French works always have a lot of descriptions of sexual desire, and most of Maupassant's works are about extramarital affairs (although there are also beautifully poetic ones and extremely ugly and bestial ones). Perhaps what has been translated into Chinese is only a small part of his elegant works, so it's better for pure and innocent people not to read his complete works. Among the realist writers in France, Balzac and Zola are naturally very great names, but in terms of writing technique, they are somewhat loose and involve too many details, not as concise as Flaubert and Maupassant. However, in terms of my personal taste, compared to Maupassant's short stories, I always feel that I love Chekhov's short stories more. This is not to say that the former's evaluation should be lower than the latter's, but because in general, I prefer Russian literature to French literature.

I didn't bring an umbrella when I went out. When I came back, the fine rain fell on my face, which was very pleasant. It almost slowed down my pace and made me ease up.

I hope everything goes well with you.

Lovingly yours
Letter 12 Expectation

Dear Friend,

Are you about to have a holiday? I have been looking forward to seeing you since today, cheerfully. I lack ambition, and perhaps that is why I feel as if I could get some degree of satisfaction just by looking at you for five minutes. I value our meetings more than our separations, which is one of the tricks in life. Otherwise, there will be more sorrow than joy in being apart most of the time, and I will have to bear endless pain throughout my life.

I warmly and wholly wish you well.

John who doesn't lie

On the afternoon of the 9th 
Letter 13 Piety

Dear Soong,

Really, I don't blame you. It's not your fault at all. There's nothing you can do about it, so I can't really blame you. But I really don't want to blame you. When encountering such frustrating things, I just need to vent for a moment. Will you allow me to do that? I haven't scolded you, have I? I just don't want you to feel bad. I'm willing to listen and always treat you well.

With an irreparable regret, it is indeed a very embarrassing thing. Let me dream of West Lake again, the plum blossoms on Peak Ling should be blooming. Will you come to Zhakou Station to pick me up? I will bring you some chocolates. This time I have a lot of money on hand, more than fifty yuan, and I also lent out eighteen yuan. Although it is the New Year holiday, there are some expenses for buying things and going home.

In fact, it's not difficult to get from the North Station to my place, although it's a bit far. Just take the Letter 7 Tilan Bridge tram to the end, and there won't be much distance left. If you don't feel like asking for the way, you can take a rickshaw for about ten copper coins. My residence is just around the corner from the office. I should have told you earlier.

You are not great, but you are great in my heart.

From now on, I will never tell lies and deceive myself again. I am willing to cultivate a strong and unwavering confidence, always leaning towards you, when I am tired of all the meaningless games. I don't want to call it love, for it is naturally a purer belief than love. I want to understand the meaning of the word 'eternity' and incorporate the sense of grandeur into ordinary life, and be a pious person. Because I am tired of the changeable world and my changeable mood.

With deep affection, I often think of you as a little brother who is even more adorable than any other little brothers.

Tsu

On the evening of the 9th 

Letter 14 Music 

Ch’ing Ju,

Today I feel a little bit floaty. The reasons are: first, I had a headache all day yesterday, but today it's gone; second, the weather is very warm; third, it's a weekday and I have to work. Although I'm not happy about it, the office is quiet and peaceful, which is better than being at home or walking on the street; fourth, I have already made plans to visit you in Hangzhou.

I will go home the day after tomorrow. I will take a fast train on the 16th from Kashing at 16:20 and arrive at Zhakou at 13:20. It would be great if you could pick me up. On the 17th, Saturday, and the 18th, Sunday, you’re supposed to accompany me, no, guided me. I am so happy, thinking that I can finally see you, the best girl! When I received your letter last time and saw the three words “do not cry” at a glance, tears couldn't help but roll down. I love you so much!

My thoughts are indescribable, so I think of music as the most evolved language: all “prose” languages are at the first level, poetry is at the second level, and music is at the highest level, completely relying on feelings, independent and detached from imagery. The more obscure, the more vivid. I dream of a musical paradise where people forget how to speak and write. This is just idle talk. I know you understand me perfectly, but I can't help but want to show you every corner of my heart to feel relieved. I feel heartbroken because of helplessness, and I want to hold you and cry.

May God bless your soul, which is forever a beautiful flower that never withers! I am happy that I can think of you, dream of you, and have my soul attached to you.

Tsu

On the afternoon of the 11th 

Response

Green Jade Table

Soong Ch’ing Ju

East wind wipes the path in slanting rays,

Asking if you have returned with worries.

The gloomy years pass by without a trace.

Towers overlook the water face,  

Cold drizzles fall on the curtains,

Who knows where spring stays?

The clouds stir up distant mountains.

I decide not to restate my complaints.

How much do you know my affection?

Windows bathed in twilight,  

With a day full of confusion,

Brings sorrow in spring rain. 
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Letter 15 Heartbroken

Good girl,

The grammar is not quite correct, for example, the sentence “as to your rumors，they make me very annoyed” should be expressed as “Your rumors indeed make me very annoyed” or “I am indeed very annoyed by your rumors”.

The purpose of being so nitpicky is to make you angry, because, although I certainly don't want you to be angry with me, it's better to be angry than to pretend not to care about me. I don't want to blame myself, because I think I've been pitiful enough, but I swear I won't be naughty anymore in the future (although I think I don't need to tell you how eagerly I am looking forward to this holiday, just to have a chance to see you; how happy I was all night on New Year's Eve, and how the bad weather made me even more joyful, because I can prove my sincerity to you; how I ignored all advice and urged them to cook the next morning, and left as soon as I finished my meal; how disappointed I was to find that the first bus wouldn't arrive until eleven o'clock. I couldn't decide whether to go or not, as I had planned to make a round trip on the same day, but it seems unlikely now. Maybe I should go back home first and then decide. When I got back home, my feet were so sore that I couldn't walk, all because of wearing tight shoes. I went with excitement but came back with disappointment, and of course, my courage was also frustrated... Maybe you would consider all these words as annoying rumors). I won't write your name in such an ugly way anymore. However, any international treaty must be based on the principle of equality between both parties. I hope you won't call me “Mr. Tsu” or thank me so much.

I cannot but obey your command, because you deliberately changed the word “want” to “allow”. Not wanting me to write letters only means that you do not wish to hear from me, but it does not imply a prohibition; not allowing it has turned it from a wish into a command. However, I hope that after the tomato seeds are sent out (of course, a letter must be attached, otherwise you won't know who sent it), I still have the right to write and ask if you have received them, do I?

I am heartbroken.

Anathema

On the 23rd 

Letter 16 Joy

Cheng,

With half a heart of despair, I came back for dinner. Thank God, I regained my joy. Don't say that winter is easy to get through. When longing for a letter to come, every minute feels like a century, and every hour feels infinite. However, knowing that you are happy at home brings comfort to my longing heart.

Won't you blame me for all the stupid things I’ve said?

I don't know who ask whether you have any plans for the winter vacation, probably a fool for sure. An ideal life should be filled with divine inspiration, so that it can be exhilarating and vigorous. Plans, even if achieved, are not interesting. Best wishes to you.

I really like the poetic vibe in you, I love you like loving a poem.

Tell me when your school starts, I will count the days to pass the time, and I will definitely tear off two calendar pages every day.

Tsu

On the afternoon of the 23rd 

Letter 17 Wish

Ch’ing Ju,

Are you feeling better? I miss you so much. 

My temper has indeed worsened recently. I often offend people because I don’t take them seriously and I was even scolded by Peng Tongren yesterday due to my slow response. I am at fault, but they are ridiculous.

May you be healthy, may you be happy, and may all peace be with you! When will the azaleas bloom and bring liveliness to the mountains? I have no hopes and nothing can truly bring me joy, yet I don’t want to be despondent. I have only one wish and that’s to see you again soon. I will always leave a heartfelt smile for you, which is the flower of all hopes, waiting patiently to bloom in the long wait.

I often feel very suffocated, hating everyone and even hating my own shadow. I don't want any friends at all. However, when I think of you, there always seems to be a slight exception. If I didn't know you, I would definitely be even more unfortunate.

What a meaningless letter it is!

Tsu 

On the morning of the 22nd 

Letter 18 Silence 

Good girl, 

Reading your letters often brings me both joy and annoyance. I am happy to read your letters, but sometimes you say things that embarrass me. For example, you ask me to write fewer letters, and without explaining why, I can only assume that you dislike being bothered by me. Please forgive my boredom, and I will try to remain silent in the future.

Sending you silent blessings!

An ant under your feet

On the evening of the 10th 

––––––––
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LETTER 19 LOVE YOU 

Last night I saw Zheng Tianran smiling bitterly at me. You were blown up by someone to such an extent that your skin was like soy sauce, and your appearance was not beautiful. I said, 'You are in good health now.' Saying this, I was deeply moved and wanted to pick you up and throw you high into the sky. Waking up, I feel so in love with you.  

I’ve been happy and proud these days.

You are a bit too unfrightening, and particularly not weird at all.

Tsu 

Letter 20 Sweet Dream

Little sister, 

How are you? I...nothing wrong, just feel tired, unwilling to sleep, and unwilling to write a letter.

Is there any news from home? I hope your mother has already recovered.

Every day you let others see you, but I can't see you. There is absolutely no reason for this. I really want you to breastfeed me.

Someone said I have gained weight; I don't believe it at all. Do you believe it or not? Do you still look the same as when we last met? Maybe you are really ugly, but I always feel that you are more beautiful than anybody else. I can't find any fault with you, and I am willing to be infatuated with you.

If you don't like me saying these words, I can still deny that I said them, because I only want to say what you like to hear.

Another week has passed, and the days go by faster, which makes me happier. I swear never to commit suicide unless one day I grow tired of you.

I belong to you, forever and completely. May you be happy.

The Deceptive Speaker

On the evening of the 11th 

If I want to have a dream, in which the world is a vast grassland, with mountains in the distance, blue sky above, streams under our feet, and bird singing in the trees, as peaceful as sleep. There is no one else, only you and me, jumping, flying, and playing hide-and-seek together. Will you allow it? Because I dare not dream without your permission. I am not a poet, otherwise I would definitely dream some lovely dreams for your sake. I cannot write the most beautiful love poem in the world for you, and that will be my lifelong regret. How I wish I were a poet, just for your sake.

Letter 21 Annoyance

Dear Cheng,

I should listen to you quietly, but my heart can't help but want to write a letter again. Do you want to hit my palm?

Today I have been restless all day. In the evening, I went to Chen Yaosheng's house for dinner in the rain. I didn't have any thoughts, but I found that Zhao Zifang and his wife are also living there, which is quite surprising, and they are so close to me. After coming back, I couldn't fall sleep at all. Although I have nothing to say to you, I still picked up the pen.

I wrote several letters to my dear friends this morning, but didn't send any of them. What's the point?... I don't feel like writing. Why do you love Tsu Tsu? (yawn)

I want to write poetry, about rain, about the yearning of the night, about you, but I can't put it into words.

Letter 22 Courage

Buddy,

I don't really blame you, just for joking around. You're a funny person, always comparing yourself to cold ashes - no wonder I always end up with a nose full of ashes. Fortunately, the ashes are cold, otherwise I would have been burnt to a crisp. I don't really like this kind of metaphor. For example, someone says "the heart is like stagnant water", but as soon as you throw a stone in, the water starts moving; someone says "the heart is like dead wood", the only way is to burn it with love, and you know that dead wood burns more easily. As for the cold ashes you mentioned, if you put a piece of hot carbon in its center, it will naturally become hot. But the best way is to ignore it, for in fact you have treated me well, and what does it matter whether it is hot or cold?

If you say you don't treat me well, even though I know it's true, I won't believe it. But if you say you treat me well, why wouldn't I believe it? But I really hope to hear you say it ten thousand times, if you don't mind having sore lips.

You must not be afraid of the future fate, however, you need courage to open your eyes wide and gaze at everything; if you have no courage, close your eyes and trust the unknown forces pulling you, whether it is happiness or misfortune, the outcome is always The End. When we have completed the journey of life, let’s take a breath and smile at each other. It's like going through an exam, even if the results are poor, at least we have unloaded the burden. Ah-ha!

I pat your shoulder.

Villain

LEBENSMISSIONSVORSITZENDERSTELLVERTRETER​[5]

Letter 23 Trickery

Little lover,

I wrote a letter last night, but I didn't run out to send it because it was cold outside. Today, I realized that the letter was um... a little...um... was not written very well, so... so I decided to hold back and not send it.

It seems very cold, doesn't it? Did you squeak?

Some people tend to say things like, “Today's weather seems to be a little bit not very hot.” or “They seem to have a somewhat not very close and friendly relationship as a couple.”

I don't understand why you would do that...Can you explain what you want?

Because... although... but... so... however... therefore... hahaha!

It's probably best not to express any opinions, right?

If you don't love me, I will definitely cry. You never want to accompany me playing.

Little rascal 

On March 2nd 

Letter 24 Reading Books

Ch’ing Ju, 

After reading your letter, I am greatly comforted. I hope you will treasure it. It is not worth the trouble to travel back home in just a few days. It would be much better for you to read books, of course. 

Being a human is such a tedious thing. Like me, every day when I come back, even if I want to read, I lack the enthusiasm and my mind is in such a mess that it's rare to have a quiet day. Even though life is lonelier than stagnant water, all I feel is inexplicable weariness, and I fear that the days will never change. I often write letters to you, driven by a longing in my heart, but every time I write, it is filled with sorrow. I always hope to tell you some new words, but there is only emptiness on paper. The tangled thoughts, even if I try to express them, are still embarrassing and ugly.

Good movies are not often available, but they are often easy to miss. It would be a pity not to watch a movie like 'Mr. Quixote'. There are also poetic and interesting works like 'Soong of Soongs' and 'The Couple of Sanskrit Sounds'. Although I don't regret not having watched some very grand and lively musicals and palace dramas, I don't consider it a loss.

It's raining again.

The Commercial Press had a batch of books from the Modern Library and Every Man's Library on sale at a low price. Since I didn't have much money, I only picked up a copy of Swinburne's selected poems and a copy of Silas Marner. It's not easy to read books, and it seems like we are not fortunate enough to read newly released books. Silas Marner should have been read a long time ago, and George Eliot is someone I really like. However, I have never read this representative work of hers. After finishing it in two days, I was a bit disappointed. I didn't think it was as good as The Mill on the Floss. The story is relatively simple, which is one reason, but overall, it can't compare to those of Dickens. The Mill on the Floss is really good and I shed tears when I read it. The heroine is a reflection of the author herself, a feisty, imaginative, passionate, glassy, brittle and fragile girl with an uninhibited wild streak. Her lover, on the other hand, has a passive personality, a pale young man with a sickly beauty and a lot of feminine fragility, evoking pity. The story is long, complex, and intricate, and it has become blurry after a long time, but the context is still touching when I think about it. Among the three great Victorian writers, Eliot excels at character portrayal, Dickens excels at portraying protagonists, but not as outstanding in portraying supporting characters. The latter's advantage lies in the fusion of warmth, harmony, and humor, narrating the world with innocent eyes and cartooning everyone, but it is not a cold satire. Perhaps Thackeray writes well. However, when it comes to novels, Britain, in any case, cannot match the likes of geniuses from France and Russia, such as Flaubert and Turgenev. Britain simply lacks such talents.

They went to see 'Sisters Flowers' today and came back with high praise. I have already seen it, which is a popular ethical film with some social significance. The performances were so skillful, and the dialogue so delightfully clear, that it was probably no accident that it gained tears from the ladies and even the gentlemen. It has been shown in Xinguang Cinema for nearly forty days, and its popularity is even greater than Life in Lianhua Cinema. Lianhua's films, generally speaking, are still a little shallow in our eyes, but they are not very popular, such as Life, and the last one I saw, Morning in the City. I have never dared to contact with Chen Yumei (an actress of Tianyi Company), some people say she is very bad, I only know that she is an ugly woman.

There are also many old English books in the Zhijiang Library, and it is rare to see the trendy works of modern literature. I still prefer to read a few collections of modern dramas, and I find it much more interesting than reading novels. Actually, you should also make some efforts to read more foreign works. This is a matter of personal enjoyment, not necessarily for your future achievements. I have a prejudice that girls are particularly afraid of reading. They are more enthusiastic about the books assigned by the teachers than boys, but they are always unwilling to find books to read on their own. They may study hard, but it's all passive.

Sincere blessings! I will never forget you.

Tsu 

On the night of the 23rd 

Letter 25 Happiness

Elder Brother, 

After reading the letter I wrote to you last night, please don't be angry with me, don't laugh at me, and especially don't pity me. Today I feel very refreshed, but unexpectedly it's raining again. Last night I dreamt of our younger brother. He was flipping through books in bed all day, as if he didn't want to stay at school, so he came home. I took the tram to the factory every day to work, feeling energetic. Did I tell you that my younger brother went to Fujian to be a soldier? Isn't it interesting? We live our lives as if in a fairy tale. Last night, I ran out and dropped a letter in the mailbox (oil drum, as we used to call it). I saw the moon in the alley, and along the way, it was filled with the gas emitted from the factory, the scent of our roses. Sol sol me，re do' la do' fa，la do' sol-me re sol do. That was the Soong they sang, but I didn't know its title. I bought a pack of cream chocolate.

This morning, an old woman broke one of my teacups. She took out a few copper coins and after some careful calculation, insisted on compensating me. She even refused to take them back. She is very sincere and honest. It would be interesting if Chaplin came in at this moment, swaying and staggering. I can't communicate with adults because I am too young, and I can't communicate with children because I am too old. A bedbug reports the news of spring. Yesterday, one was found in the quilt. I carefully wrapped it with a piece of paper. I was afraid to touch it because I felt like bedbugs were crawling all over me, which was disgusting. I hope you laugh! 

Ariel

I forgot what I said that made you grateful. I hope you don't trust me too much, as it's easy for someone to be deceived when they trust too much. It's up to each person to decide what's good or bad, and there's no such thing as right or wrong. I should be glad if you would be at ease with me, and would let me say what I please to you. I am more of a hedonist and not very rational. I may love you without any specific reason, although there can be reasons, such as your intelligence, purity, loveliness, and being a Good girl, but the main reason is probably that you perfectly suit my taste. Therefore, you still know that I am selfish, so there's no need to be grateful to me. Gratitude can easily turn into hatred. Would you be willing to hate me? Even if you are willing to hate me, I don't want to be hated by you. We should always be good, that's the point. Just like today it's raining, there must be a reason for the rain, but can you say that the sky must have a reason to rain?

There is so much to say about this topic, but it's best if you believe that you should be “happy” if this is what “happiness” means.

Letter 26 Arts

Good girl,

You don't understand the art of writing letters. How can a sentence like 'please don't be mad at me, I refuse to marry you' be placed at the beginning of a letter? Just imagine, if someone happened to peek at my letter, and the first sentence they see is something like that, wouldn't I be embarrassed? It should be placed in the middle. Otherwise, it would be better to use the following sentences as the opening: Today's weather is really nice, the spring flowers are quietly turning red again. If you say:  'Today's weather is really nice, the spring flowers are quietly turning red again, I have no objections', this kind of syntax has no meaning at all. But if you say: “Today's weather is really nice, the spring flowers are quietly turning red again, please don't be mad at me, I refuse to marry you”, then it becomes a wonderful choice of words. If you lack this kind of poetic instinct, at the very least, you should change “Mr. Tsu” in the salutation to “good friend”, or be a bit sappy and use 'darling'. Look at how jarring it is to say “Mr. Tsu, please don't be mad at me, I refuse to marry you”, and “Good friend, please don't be mad at me, I refuse to marry you” gives people the impression that there must be some kind of hidden reason, even though the meaning itself is the same. The problem is not with the salutation of “Mr. Tsu” or “good friend”, but with those words 'please don't be mad at me...' which can clearly express both a heartless rejection and a tactful refusal. You should read Zuo Tsuan (or Tso Chuan, a commentary written by Zuo Qiuming on the Spring and Autumn Annals) more.

I didn't mean for you to introduce a girlfriend for me. Don't take my words too seriously. You know what kind of treasure your friend (referring to me) is, but introducing me to someone else won't make them grateful to you, and of course, I won't be grateful to you either.

If I treat you well, don't fail to treat me well.

Letter 27 Life extension 

Sister, 

You are not allowed to call me Mr. Tsu anymore, otherwise I will find a most sappy title in the dictionary to call you. This is a warning.

Your letter is like a life-extending pill. Today I managed to survive, but tomorrow I will die a quarter, the day after tomorrow I will be in a half-dead state, the day after that I will die three-quarters, and the day after that I will die seven-eighths... and so on, until you send another letter. If you never send a letter, I will never completely die. On the sixth day, I will die fifteen-sixteenths, on the seventh day, I will die thirty-one-thirty-seconds, on the eighth day, I will die sixty-three-sixty-fourths, and so on. How's my math?

Someone wants to rush to translate the complete works of Gorky to make a speculative business. They asked me to gather five or six friends to do it, but I can't think of anyone. Isn't it boring to flatter and praise without sincerity?

I don't know which is longer, four years of you not seeing your old friend or four months of me not seeing you.

I don't know if there are people in the world who are more helpless than us.

You were probably the wife of Lin Hejing​[6], because you call yourself Soong Mei. I don't like this name at all. Your current name Ch’ing Ju is much better than all the else for it is neat in shape, clear in strokes, and pleasant in syllables. No matter how it is written, the two characters always look beautiful, while the shape of the character “Cheng” resembles a frog. Using the characters “Ch’ing Shu” show your lack of knowledge in philology, because “Ju” and “Shu” can hardly be harmonic.

Can you translate? Creation is sometimes impossible because of the lack of materials or the exhaustion of ideas. For the sake of practicing writing, translation is very helpful to the technology of writing. If your English is not too bad, you might as well try it yourself.

People's walking postures can be various. One man walks with a straight and stiff body, with his buttocks sticking out; one man steps heavily, causing his whole body to shake with each step; one man walks with his hands tied behind his back, his face facing the sky, and his leather shoes making a crisp sound, like a ghost walking; one man hunches and bends his back, as if about to fall forward; some people walk recklessly, some sway from side to side, some walk with a sense of contentment; there is a lady who tilts her head and twists her body as she walks, as if she is not using her feet.

To be continued.

Tsu 

On the 1st 

Letter 28 Appellation  

Silly girl,

I don't want to show respect to you, because I don't want to have a gentleman's relationship with you. If calling me “Mr. Tsu” is a sign of respect, does 'be amenable' also count as a sign of respect? You said that if someone calls you Ms. Soong, you will never feel offended. Here, since Manager Lu and everyone else below him call me Mr. Tsu (except for our director who calls me “gentleman Shenghao”, and a couple of colleagues in the English department who call me “Mr. Tsu” in English because they understand English; an attendant serving tea affectionately calls me “Tsu”, thinking that this nickname is trendy, but completely lacking in respect). But why would I mind their politeness? The problem lies in whether it is appropriate for you to call me “Mr. Tsu”. As common knowledge goes, the term “Mr.” is an honorific title for the respected elders and strangers or alienated people. In colloquial usage, it is also used by women to refer to their own husbands or other people's husbands, such as “My husband is not at home” or “Has your husband come back?”. When used among familiar friends, it often carries a deliberate sense of distance, so it is unacceptable.

Today, there's not much to say. I really wanted to sleep in the morning, but I still got up at ten o'clock and read some... In the afternoon... God knows how bored I am.

I feel emotionally dissatisfied because I can't find the right words to express myself. It would be great if you knocked on my door right now and we could go out to take a walk.

Huang Tianba

On the night of the 5th 

Letter 29 Anger

Ch’ing Ju, 

I shouldn't have written this letter, but I had been angry all night last night and forgive me for not having anyone else to tell.

I have too much to say, but I don't know where to start. I just regret that I’m too immature. I should understand more in the future. I am a man, and you should be suspicious of me. I have always trusted the word 'friend' too much, thinking that since we are friends, it must be because of mutual affection. As for the extent of this affection, it should not be forced. But loving a friend is never a wrong thing, now I realize that being too close is really not appropriate. I feel deeply humiliated.

May you believe that I have always lied to you, that I have not treated you well, that I do not treat you well now, and that I will not treat you well in the future, so that perhaps you can feel a little more at ease. To make friends is nothing but trouble, for to make friends is to be good, and you don't want others to be good to you. Now I do believe in that statement you have made from time to time, that friendship between a man and a woman cannot last forever. This is not my responsibility, because I have always trusted you, it is you who do not trust people. I could never have imagined that treating you too well would constitute a crime against myself. My heart is filled with infinite humiliation.

I can't write anymore; the main meaning is still unsaid. Take care, and in the future, I hope to make you a little quieter.

Being a human being is so embarrassing.

Letter 30 Nightmare 

Last night, I woke up to the sound of rain. After a moment of haze, I fell back asleep and started dreaming again. Generally, the dreams in the early morning are always more chaotic, and I can't remember them very well. But I remember that I was sleeping and had a nightmare when something pressed against my chest and I couldn't shout. One of my legs was still upright and couldn't be straightened. This was a common phenomenon. Then I felt that some people came in. My aunt said, “Look at how well he sleeps. Let's uncover the blanket.” I knew everything while I was in a nightmare. I knew what they said and did, but I couldn't get up. Finally, I woke up and turned around. I said, “I know everything you're doing. I know everything while I'm asleep. If the moon is bright outside the window tonight, I can see it even while I'm asleep.” It's as if my eyes were blind. I suddenly want to ask you a question: after I die, will you cry for me? It's as if I was going to die. If we were born in an unscientific era, we could believe that the soul was immortal and we looked forward to the afterlife, but now everything is over, I don't want to die because I love you so much. It's as if I received a letter from you, as warm and familiar as usual, but not in a state of dying. I want to write back to you, so I wrote these words.

Letter 31 Fall in love

Do you believe in “love at first sight”? If you don't, I hope you do. Because yesterday, someone came to see me. We watched a movie, we strolled in the park, she was very lovely, and I really liked her. I said, she is just as good as you, I just don't know whether she is you. Maybe it was just a dream after all. Dear little ghost, what cheesy words should I say to you? I just want to devour you, devour you.

Duck

On the 25th
Letter 32 Tears

The younger brother full of sorrow and don’t want to live. Has the elder sister been carried away by the big wolf?

A few drops of water were spilled on the paper, pretending to be tears.

At five o’clock on the 29th 

Letter 33 Memory 

Ch’ing Ju, 

I just want to write you a letter, but I can't think of what to say. I had a terrible day. My friend in Suzhou asked me to visit before spring comes, and I was tempted, but I think I'd rather come to see you one more time. If there's no inconvenience, would you like to see me? I just turned down someone's request for a loan the day before yesterday, and today someone else came to ask for one. It really makes me feel like I'm a rich person. “The wine flushes my face like a spring breeze, and tears fill my eyes like autumn rain. After the parting moment, do you still fancy love?” These four lines of poetry are so wonderful, I'm very pleased. Now I'm very hungry, and I'm starting to feel a little cold. You're probably in your room right now. Believe me, I'm remembering you exceptionally, exceptionally. Best wishes.

At four o'clock on the afternoon of the 1st  

Letter 34 Weekdays

Miss Soong,

After reading your letter, I don't want to say anything anymore, because I'm afraid you will get jumpy again.

This week went by particularly fast because it included the May Day holiday. Actually, the concept of a week is quite bad. After playing all day on Sunday, of course, no one has any motivation to work on Monday. Tuesday and Wednesday are the most boring and depressing days of the week. When these two days come, I always feel like committing suicide, unable to go on living. The mood is a bit more stable on Thursday, and the work performance is also better. Once Thursday is over, people become optimistic again. But more than half of the week has already passed, and I can't wait to have fun. On Friday, after finishing work, I can't stay still. I will go to the cinema or take a stroll on the road and bring back some food which I may eat on the tram or on the way. On Saturday, I simply can't work. I feel restless and cannot fall asleep at night until two o'clock. But Sunday, like the price for working hard for six days, is the most miserable day.

Watching movies on Sunday is always more enjoyable than watching them on other days. Everything feels empty, as if I have walked a long way, and life has become completely unreal, very blurry and dull. After it passes like this, my soul becomes like a white mist on Monday; on Tuesday, it wakes up and realizes that it is still trapped, and then it becomes miserable again.

One day you will look down on me, because I am truly hopeless. Even my ability to daydream is much worse than before. If it weren't for the fact that today is Friday, I really don't
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