

    
        
          Dreams of the Red Chamber

        

        
        
          Hugo Wells

        

        
          Published by Hugo Wells, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DREAMS OF THE RED CHAMBER

    

    
      First edition. July 13, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Hugo Wells.

    

    
    
      Written by Hugo Wells.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dreams of the Red Chamber

CHAPTER ONE: The Stone Descends to the Mortal World

CHAPTER TWO: The Rivalry of the Cousins

CHAPTER THREE: The Dream of the Red Chamber

CHAPTER FOUR: The Grand View Garden

CHAPTER FIVE: The Poetry Society

CHAPTER SIX: The Rising Tensions

CHAPTER SEVEN: The Love Triangle Deepens

CHAPTER EIGHT: The Death of the Grandmother

CHAPTER NINE: The Fall of the Family

CHAPTER TEN:The Wedding of Deception

CHAPTER ELEVEN: The Death of Lin Daiyu

CHAPTER TWELVE: The Exile of Jia Baoyu

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: The Return and the Ruin

CHAPTER FOURTEEN: The Enlightenment of the Stone

CHAPTER FIFTEEN: The Dream Fades

About the Author


PROLOGUE: The Stone That Yearned for the World
In the beginning, there was a stone.
It was not an ordinary stone, not the kind that lies forgotten by the roadside or serves as a foundation for some humble dwelling. This stone was a fragment of the great celestial cliff that Nuwa, the goddess of creation, had used to repair the vault of heaven. When she had finished her task, one single block remained—rejected, overlooked, and left to languish at the foot of Green Ridge Mountain.
But this stone was not content with its fate.
It had witnessed the birth of stars and the death of dynasties. It had seen the rise and fall of empires, the laughter of children and the tears of widows. It had watched the world spin through countless ages, and it had grown weary of watching. It wanted to participate. It wanted to feel. It wanted to experience the joy and sorrow, the love and loss, the triumph and tragedy that made life worth living.
And so, the stone prayed.
It prayed to the heavens, to the earth, to any power that would listen. It begged for a chance to enter the mortal world, to taste the sweetness of human existence, to know what it meant to be alive.
Its prayer was answered.
Two celestial beings, the Buddhist monk Mangmang Dashi and the Taoist priest Miaomiao Zhenren, happened upon the stone during their wanderings. They saw its longing, understood its desire, and decided to grant its wish. They would give the stone a new form, a new purpose, a new destiny.
It would become a young man.
But not just any young man. The stone would be reborn into a family of immense wealth and power—the Jia clan of Nanjing, one of the most prestigious households in all of China. He would be named Jia Baoyu, and he would be the heir to the family's vast fortune. He would be handsome, intelligent, and beloved by all who knew him.
But the celestial beings also placed a curse upon him—or perhaps it was a blessing, depending on how one looked at it. He would be born with a piece of jade in his mouth, a symbol of his celestial origin. And he would be destined to love a woman who could never be his.
The stone did not know this when it accepted its fate. It only knew that it was finally going to live, finally going to feel, finally going to experience everything that the mortal world had to offer.
And so, the stone descended into the mortal realm, leaving behind the cold, eternal silence of the celestial cliffs.
It did not know that it was entering a world of suffering.
It did not know that it would lose everything it loved.
It did not know that its story would become one of the most tragic and beautiful tales ever told.
—-
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THE STORY OF DREAM of the Red Chamber is a story of contradictions.
It is a story of immense wealth and crushing poverty, of profound love and devastating loss, of exquisite beauty and unspeakable tragedy. It is a story of a family that had everything and lost it all. It is a story of a young man who was destined for greatness and ended in ruin.
It is also a story of the fall of an empire.
The Jia family was not just any family. It was a symbol of the Qing Dynasty itself—a dynasty that had once been the most powerful in the world but was now crumbling from within. The corruption, the decadence, the moral decay that destroyed the Jia family were the same forces that would eventually destroy the Qing Dynasty.
But the novel is not a political treatise. It is a human story, a story of people who loved and hated, laughed and wept, hoped and despaired. It is a story of the human condition, of the joys and sorrows that make life worth living—and the tragedies that make it unbearable.
And at the heart of it all is Jia Baoyu.
He is one of the most complex and fascinating characters in world literature. He is intelligent and foolish, kind and cruel, sensitive and selfish. He rejects the conventional wisdom of his time, despises the pursuit of wealth and power, and seeks only the pure, untainted beauty of the human spirit.
But his quest is doomed from the start. The world he lives in is not a world of beauty. It is a world of corruption, greed, and hypocrisy. The women he loves are not eternal. They are mortal, fragile, and subject to the same weaknesses as everyone else.
And so, he suffers.
He suffers as only a soul that has glimpsed perfection can suffer—for knowing that perfection is real and that it is forever out of reach.
This is the tragedy of Dream of the Red Chamber. It is the tragedy of all of us who have dreamed of something better, something purer, something more beautiful than this world can provide.

––––––––
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AUTHOR'S MESSAGE: WHY This Story, Why Now, Why You

I first encountered Dream of the Red Chamber when I was fifteen years old, in a battered paperback that had been passed down from my grandmother. She had written notes in the margins, tiny characters in faded ink, marking passages that had moved her, questions that had puzzled her, insights that had illuminated her understanding.

I did not understand most of what I read. The language was dense, the characters were numerous, and the plot moved at a pace that seemed glacial to my teenage impatience. But I understood something else—something that transcended the words on the page. I understood that this was a story that mattered. A story that had been told and retold for generations. A story that had shaped the identity of an entire civilization.
When I grew older, I returned to the story again and again. I read it in translation, studied it in college, discussed it with friends and colleagues. And with each encounter, I discovered something new—a nuance I had missed, a character I had underestimated, a lesson I had failed to learn.
Dream of the Red Chamber is a story that grows with you. When you are young, it is a love story, a tale of star-crossed lovers who cannot be together. When you are older, it is a social critique, a condemnation of the corruption and decadence that destroy families and dynasties. And when you are wise, it is a meditation on the nature of existence itself—on the transience of beauty, the inevitability of loss, and the enduring power of memory.
I wrote this book because I wanted to share that journey with you. I wanted to bring the characters of Dream of the Red Chamber to life in a way that is accessible, engaging, and emotionally resonant. I wanted to show you why Jia Baoyu, despite his flaws, is one of the most sympathetic characters in world literature. Why Lin Daiyu, despite her fragility, is one of the most resilient. Why Xue Baochai, despite her conformity, is one of the most tragic.
These are not perfect people. They are deeply flawed, deeply human, and deeply relatable. And that is what makes their story so powerful.
—-
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DREAM OF THE RED CHAMBER is often described as a novel of manners, a portrait of the lives of the wealthy and privileged. And it is true that you can learn much about the customs, the etiquette, and the social structures of Qing Dynasty China from its pages. But if that is all you take from it, you have missed the point.
Dream of the Red Chamber is ultimately a story about the human heart. It is about the love that defies convention, the loyalty that transcends betrayal, and the hope that persists even in the darkest of times. It is about the choices we make when the world is falling apart and the consequences of those choices. It is about the question that has haunted humanity since the dawn of time: What does it mean to live a meaningful life?
There are no easy answers in this story. The heroes are not always heroic. The villains are not always villainous. The lines between right and wrong are blurred, and the path to redemption is paved with good intentions and terrible consequences.
And that is why Dream of the Red Chamber has endured for so long. Because it does not offer easy answers. It offers only the question—and the courage to keep asking it.
—-
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TO MY GRANDMOTHER, who first introduced me to the dreams and sorrows of the Red Chamber.
To the countless storytellers who have kept this epic alive for generations.
And to you, dear reader, who have chosen to embark on this journey with me. I hope you find in these pages what I have found: a story that challenges you, moves you, and reminds you of the enduring power of the human spirit.
The dream may fade. The chamber may crumble. The flowers may wither. But the story—the story will never end.
With gratitude and wonder,

Hugo Wells

Summer, 2026
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