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A novel comes into the world through many lucks, which is not an exception to From Guizhou of China to Rovaniemi of Finland Slow & Smart.

In summer 1999, to shoot a documentary, I went to the primeval forest of VerdantOrchid (*NaoLan) of BeautifulSlope (* LiBo). In the day, I parted with my colleagues, came across a python which was as thick as the thigh of an adult, nearly fainted due to fright, but due to the instinct of survival, I calmed down at once, adopted a method of Grandma who taught me when I was a kid that ‘just staring at it with your attention’. As I did not spread any my terror around, thus the python was not stimulated a bit, in the end, I could get away from the python. The experience did not stir fear in my heart about the forest, in contrary, I become obsessed with the forest because in the day I spent a wonderful night which one might be able to see in one’s dream or fantasy. Blooming exotic flowers and swarming fireflies made me wonder suddenly: whether there is a mysterious and secluded cabin deep in forest, and a person is living in the cabin. The man has that kind of isolated life after his experiences of vicissitudes of life and wants to wait for the light illuminate his life in slow fashion. The idea was the seed for the novel Slow & Smart from Guizhou of China to Rovaniemi of Finland, the seed was waiting in my mind for germinating and growing.

In a morning of early winter of 2015, I went to Seven Little Arch Bridge (* Xiao Qi Kong) of BeautifulSlope with the founder of Global Link China, Mr. GuangJie Li (*Guang means bright, light, scenery, Jie means excellent). After the car left the city for a short while, a village showed up ahead: Enshrouding mist, wooden buildings, small bridge above a stream, terraced fields. Suddenly I thought it might be wonderful to open a bookstore in the place. I told my thinking to Mr. Li. He said, that should be very nice, what would you name the bookstore? I said the name would be ‘Waiting for You in Slow Time’. He said where the story would take place. I said in Guizhou. He said he thought part of the story could take place in Finland. I said Finland? He said it’s right, in the place there is Polar Day in summer, the sun will stay for 24 hours a day, there is Polar Night in winter, the sun will never show up for 24 hours a day, it is the real ‘slow time’ in the earth. I said really? I felt a bit carsick in the day.

In the day I really had carsickness. While we were talking, the car took a sharp turn, which immediately made me feel dizzy. Later, we did not talk about the thing any further. Till quite a later time, in January 2018, when he and I were on the way to the door of the South Pole—Tasmania of Australia, he asked me how about your ‘Waiting for You in Slow Time’? I said I had not made any progress. He asked whether I would like to go to the North Pole to find some inspiration. I did not answer him as I thought he was joking. But everything turned to be true as if one were in dream. In August 2018, with the invitation of municipal government of Rovaniemi, my family and I took a trip to Finland. We lived in a cabin at the side of a lake at the capital of North Pole – Rovaniemi. Maybe due to jetlag, I almost became sleepless for every day. One day in midnight, I just could not fall into sleep, turned over and again in my bed, thus I got up, opened the door, went to outside. I found the outside looked like in dusk, the sun was still in sky, the surface of the lake was a bit reddish, the small boat was just rocking silently at the side of the lake, a small animal I did not know its name ran toward a hole in a tree. The scene gave me an inspiration at once: Fireflies twinkling like stars, dazzling Northern Lights; primeval and mysterious forests in Guizhou, reindeers and sleds in Rovaniemi; grandiose and heroic epic of Finland, the enchanting feather clothes...  From Guizhou of China to Rovaniemi of Finland Slow & Smart, the first half of the novel just rushed out like a water from a sluice.

In January 2019, the municipal delegation of Rovaniemi visited China, I wanted to invite them to visit Guizhou. Later with the help of Global Link China and International Department of Guizhou Province, the delegation had a trip to Guizhou. With the helps from Governments of ValuableBrightness (*GuiYang), South Guizhou Prefecture, SharingCity (*Du Yun), BeautifulSlope, SafeVat (*WengAn) etc., the delegation visited West Ring Primary School and No.2 Experimental High School of ValuableBrightness, No.1 High School of SharingCity, BeautifulSlope and SafeVat etc., signed a memorandum for cooperation in education with related department. Their trip ended in a blink, we said goodbye to each other at DragonCave Fortress (*LongDongBao) International Airport in ValuableBrightness, I watched their leaving backs, my vision became murky, as if they were not boarding an airport, they had been entering the primeval forest of BeautifulSlope. At the moment, the second half of the novel came up to the surface gradually. 

I don’t know how to explain this novel, want to give it to readers, hope when you open and begin to read the novel, you will see the power of nature, see the dazzling stars in sky, see the vastness of life.

I particularly have to thank the mountains, rivers and natural wonders which give me inspirations, particularly the sunshine at the midnight in Finland; want to thank my friends and family members, particularly Mr. GuangJie Li. Without his help, this novel might still be waiting to germinate in my mind; with his help, as he has always given to me, this novel could germinate, grow and mature, and show up in your hand.


Shan Feng,

At SharingCity,

November 22, 2021.












Notes from Translators

This novel nearly could be taken as a documentary one as so many names in the novel are proper names, the total count is more than 240. If we simply put the names in alphabet spelling for Chinese characters, the novel would not be readable as none could not figure out the meaning of the spelling as you could see the spelling which was added after * within parentheses, thus in order to ensure the readability, we translate the proper names with meaningful words which might be easy for readers to understand with a risk that the translation might not be correct as under certain circumstance, none is sure about the original meaning of the proper names. Of course, if possible, we try to find the original meaning of the name if the name is from the language of minority. As many things in the world, we have to make compromise, thus we keep the names of the provinces and wide-known names such as Guangzhou etc. in original Chinese spelling with an explanation of its meaning within a parenthesis followed after *, such as for Guangzhou, Guang means wide, vast, Zhou means delta area etc. Of course, if you are interested in local culture and custom, you could find related information in internet or even go to the places by yourself about the correct or appropriate meanings of those proper names.

Another thing needs to mention in the novel, Si Su always calls the man as Teacher, which might sound weird in English, if we put Teacher this or that in the novel as in original Chinese text. In China, it is quite common to call someone Teacher as in The Analects of Confucius (* One of the most important classics in China and of nine books which was used for any student who wanted to become an official through national examination from 134 B.C. till 1905 A.D. when the test was annulled): Among three people, one must be able to be my teacher in certain area. In China, if someone calls you Teacher with or without your family name, that is a respectful calling as he thinks you could be his teacher. We just use him or he rather than Teacher as possibly as we could in this novel.

Who am I? I am nobody, I am just a lonely back, I am merely a lonely back.

The winter of Rovaniemi arrives again. It looks as white as before. Ancient people of Finland believed that a fox is rushing forward on a snow slope, its tail stirs up snowflakes, the snowflakes stretch forward till the horizon, which become the Northern Lights. The red, yellow, blue and green lights are dazzling and rippling in sky. The Northern Lights attracts visitors from all over the world, the snow-covered Lapland becomes bustling again.

As usual, I am going to the glass roof room on a sled with my feather clothes. Since I came Rovaniemi as a foreign student, it has already become a habit of mine that no matter how busy I am, I will come to the glass room every winter to watch the dazzling Northern Lights while listening ‘Waiting for You in Slow Time’.

The surrounding is completely white, bells are tinkling around, reindeers are pulling sleds here and there. In the end I could not remember my teacher anymore as we have already parted for a long, long time. Time is just like a quite sharp knife, it could cut anyone it likes, ticking, ticking, ticking, clicking, clicking, clicking. It completely cuts off every day we have already passed. What is left now? Nothing, only voidness and emptiness. But when the sled is crossing through the forest, I suddenly hear the voice of teacher which likes the voice of the famous writer, painter and poet GreatAchievement Jiang (*Xun Jiang):

“You could do it, Si Su.”

Since July of the year and from that time one, my experiences in Finland begin to spread in front of me like a scroll painting slowly and slowly. His voice vanishes at once, only I am in the place, only I fall into the ocean of my memory, the bottomless and boundless ocean which I could only face by myself.
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Chapter 1

My father ran away.

In the middle of July, a short while after I had my 17th birthday.

My father left a letter to me with following message on the envelope: “Si Su, I am not your biological father, your biological parents are ThousandsSeas and HundredsRivers. You could find them by following the address in this letter.”

I opened the envelope. The letter papers were wrinkled and broken, there were twenty pages, the characters were scrawled down on the papers, after careful and hard reading, I found the following information:

ThousandsSeas, when you are reading this letter, that means I have already run away, you need not to come to look for me, you are the one I love most in my life. It is over between us, you just forget me, you need not to worry about me, you need not to shed tears for me, I hope we all could have a peaceful life from now on.

Within the mountains in BeautifulSlope in South Guizhou Prefecture near the boundary between Guizhou and Guangxi (*Guang here means a county between Guangdong and Guangxi, Xi means west, it indicates the province locates at the west of the county), there is a stream coming out of the dense forest, the stream flows through shrubs, slides on small rocks, forms a river flowing in lower places. There is a bridge with seven arches, people call the bridge Little Seven Arch (*Xiao Qi Kong). When one walks for about ten kilometers north after crossing the bridge, at the side of Camphor River there are several hectares of flower fields, across the flower fields there is a village called Beauty (*Xiu) with more than a dozen households. The buildings for the village are all stilt houses with wooden structures and gray tiles along the slopes till half of the way of the mountain. Cooking smokes will rise upward when the sun is rising and setting, it looks like a fairy land in the human world with verdant mountains, flowing river, stilt building, flower fields. 

The village has fewer than twenty households, people in the village plant tea for living. I grow up in the village, my grandma Yi (* Yi means a girl) taught me to sing songs of Dong (* one of the 56 nationalities in China) nationality, my grandpa Xin (*Xin means pungent, hot, laborious) taught me to read the books in Shui (*Shui means water and is one of the 56 nationalities in China) language and hoped I would be a teacher who taught about the language, but my father wanted me to be a carpenter. My mother inherited the melodious voice of her father Gu (*A legendary venomous insect) and her mother Qin (* A seven-string plucked instrument), could sing not only songs of BuYi and Miao (*Each is one of the 56 nationalities in China) but also songs of Shui nationalities very well.

Because my father was a carpenter who would work in other’s people houses, after my grandparents passed away, my mother took care of all field work, as soon as spring arrived, I would follow my mother around in fields and along paths in the fields, our singing would fly over all the place in wind. In holiday, my mother would take me to visit her parents and visit the old village of my father, I was addicted to the old folk songs, could sing them when I was a child.

There is a huge barn in the village, the barn was built in the period of people’s commune to store all the grains of the village, since the land was contracted to each household (* In China all lands belong to state), the barn has nothing to store, thus, when it rains, people could not work in fields, all the people of the village would gather in the barn, while they were doing embroidery, they would sing various songs. Some were embroidering child carrier (*It is also called cloth carrier by local people and is used to carry a baby on one’s back), some were embroidering waist band, some were stitching sole-pads, some were making embroidered shoes. The thread used for embroidery is made of silk wrapped around one filament of the horse tail, thus, the embroidery is called horse tail embroidery. Embroidery is a treasure of Shui Nationality, which has been practiced for thousand years in the village, it is called living fossil. When I was young, my mother would carry me around on her back with the child carrier embroidered by herself. In the carrier there is a pattern with a thread tied two circular rolls, in the middle there are many soy-bean-size bronze coins-like things. To Shui nationality, the patterns and the bronze coins could suppress the evil. In ancient time, people wrote on bamboo slips, thus the two rolls in the pattern mean the book rolls. The silk thread could mean either the thread to tie up books or lightning. In traditional culture of Shui nationality, lightning could suppress the evil too.

In the flower fields across the village, there are roses, bauhinia, lavender, camelia ... After my twelfth birthday, I went to have a look about the flower fields, when I saw some flowers I liked, I would ask the flower grower picked some for me. I would put them into a vase when I came back to my home. Sometimes when Mother opened the door at the morning, she would see a boutique of colorful flowers, the boutique was sent to me by a boy who liked me, Mother would put the flowers quietly into the vase. As the body did not get any feedback from me, he would retreat quietly. Mother set a strict requirement for me, said: “When you reach the age, certainly I will allow you meeting the boy you like.”

After my 16th birthday, I went to Mao Slope to take part in Mao festival in ThreeCapitals County (*San Du). Mao festival is the valentine holiday to Shui Nationality, the activity takes place every year in Mao Slope, young people around fifty kilometers would take part in the festival, they would sing to make friends and find their lover. My singing touched many young men, all the young men were talented people, some came from a family which had been carpenter for generations; some were famous singers, could read books in Shui language with superb intelligence. Even so, I did not pick anyone from them, I just picked up Prosperity (*Wang) of our village as he was the famous rider.

Shui nationality celebrates new year of its calendar by seeing off old one and greeting new one, worshiping ancestors, celebrating harvest. We have Duan festival which means the beginning according to the calendar of Shui nationality and lasts for 49 days. The festival should be the longest festival in the world which is celebrated at different date in different place. In every Duan festival, Beauty Village holds horse racing, Prosperity always is the champion of the racing. He is quite strong and energetic with a brave and heroic manner on his horse.

Our relationship began with mutual pledge, we swore in front of statue of Bodhisattva at Stone Laying Eggs Cliff (*Chan Dan Ya): “From now on, who breaks one’s promise will become a stone egg.” But in the second day of our pledge, our relationship came to a dead end as I had always wanted to become a heroine on horse’s back, he refused my request coldly: “No girl could ride on my horse, even if the girl becomes my wife and makes a great contribution to the family by giving birth loads of children, she still cannot ride this racing horse.” His categorical refusal made me suddenly realize that I came across a heartless man. Undoubtedly, he took his horse more than his life and his girlfriend less than a grass, he was merely a boy who knew nothing about love, thus I ignored him at once due to anger. In order to reconcile with me, he stood in the front of the door of our family for full a day and night. In the period he did not take any food and drink any water. He hoped through such a kind of his attitude, I might come to conciliate with him, in fact I had already made up my mind to ignore this ‘heartless’ boy completely, unless he took his cherished horse to the gate of our house and let me ride the horse to become a ‘famous heroine’. But the boy accepted the saying from other people that ‘if a girl rides on a horse, the horse will never be able to be a champion again’, he did not waver a bit in that belief. He tried to rack his brains, began to use an unbelievable way to approach me.

Late in the night, he began to chisel a hole into our wooden building, the hole he wanted to make was in the wall of my bedroom. The wooden wall was quite hard, he got a hole through which he could talk to my bedroom for one month and ten days. He felt gratefully for the wisdom of our ancestors as through such fashion, he could speak words which began to stream out of his mouth with affection and deep feeling to me. In the night there was a bright moonlight, people in the village had already fallen into sleep, he began to tell his words when the moon was right in the middle of the sky till the moon crossed through the bamboo forest, left the village and went to another place which was faraway. When he finished all his words, he began to wait painstakingly for my response, any sound from the hole would make him feel nervous. Unfortunately, he did not get any response from the hole as he expected because I did not send him a bit sound. If the mouse had not run to his ear through the hole from my room, which made him lose his balance and fall down onto the ground, he might persist till daybreak.

The loud noise of his falling woke my parents up from their dream. If my parents had not known the custom of Yao nationality that a young man could chisel a hole to talk to a girl he liked, they would definitely take him as a pervert and give him a good beat. My parents knew the custom around one hundred kilometers very well, when they were young, they tried to play same game due to their curiosity, began to regret to accept my words that he did not have any sincerity in the relationship and allow me going to Guangzhou (*Guang means wide, vast, Zhou means a delta) to find a job to enjoy a diversion one month ago. As a carpenter, my father knew the true feeling of Prosperity to me as he had to chisel a hole on the wood continually for one month without letting people in the house know his action.

“It could not be done in one day.”

My parents got to know his sincerity, invited him to come into our house, treated him as their child, let him feel assured that they decided to let me get married with him in future.

When he got to know that I had already left for Guangzhou one month ago to find a job to enjoy a diversion, he immediately felt dispirited, but my father told him that he would let me come back in a short while, he felt grateful, knelt down on the ground, called my parents as dad and mum in advance (*The calling usually happens at one’s wedding ceremony), my parents answered the calling willingly and gladly. From then on, so long as we needed help, he would show up in time at our house, but I did not know anything about that as I was in Guangzhou thousand miles away. My parents thought the thing could not be explained clearly on phone, wanted to tell me the thing when I got back to our home, but ten months later my father had an accident.

In one morning, when my father went to the hill to cut down a tree, he was knocked down onto the ground by the falling tree. When Prosperity heard about the news, he ran to the hill in a breath, took my father to a hospital, but as my father lost a lot of blood, he left the world in a short while.

There was a custom in our village since ancient time that if a woman died, the family had to dedicate a cow as a sacrifice, if a man died, the family had to dedicate a horse as a sacrifice. The rich family would buy best cow or horse as a sacrifice without caring much about money, the cow or horse which took part in competition would frequently be bought as a sacrifice. Our family was not rich, we did not have a horse in our family, my mother had no idea what she should do due to the sudden death and sorrow, she did not have much energy to take care of the thing about buying a horse as a sacrifice. When he noticed his future mother-in-law turned white haired in one night, he thought only he could take care of buying a horse as a sacrifice in the funeral.

He made a decision, wanted to dedicate his cherished horse to my father to let his horse accompany my father to go to Heaven. When he took his horse to the funeral with his tearful eyes, all other people looked at him with admiration, many old people raised their thumbs to him.

None knew that when he made the decision he cried for a whole night. He never expected that the horse which had given him confidence and pride and he took it as his brother would leave him in such fashion. He had thought before no matter what happened, he would accompany his horse for its life till it died naturally, never expected that the horse would be cut its head off in that kind of tragic way.

Though none was sure about the outcome between us, he was not sure about my current status in Guangzhou, the honest and kind man did not want to care about that kind of thing, he only knew that he loved the girl dearly, he should take her parents as his own whether I would get married with him or not in future. He loved me, thought he should do in that kind of way, as such, he took his cherished horse to the man who was presiding the funeral, apologized hundred thousand times to the horse, till the horse understood his meaning and shed its tears, he turned and left the scene.

ThousandsSeas, our family owed too much to him, I could not ignore him. I knew you would come to try to find me in the place with songs, we definitely could see each other again. As a matter of fact, I really wanted to go away with you to another place, the farther, the better, just like my grandparents at my father’s side and at my mother’s side, they just ran away together without caring anything, even with a bad name of elopement. But when I got back to the village and got to know the thing, I had no other choice. I took you to get to know the two love relationships between my grandparents, let you know that I had a blood of risking everything for love and was a girl who would go to any place willingly for love. When I was facing Prosperity, the man who treated our family with care and deep feeling, I could only give my first time to you and accompany him for my life.

ThousandsSeas, you are the man I love most for my life. It’s the fate that we could not be together. You just forget me, don’t worry about me, don’t shed tears for me, I could only wish we all have a peaceful life.

Always,


HundredsRivers

May 6th, 1998.



ThousandsSeas and HundredsRivers were my biological parents. How could it happen in such a way? Billowy waves were turning in my heart. When I was young, I cried daily for my mother, didn’t he tell me that my mother had already left the world? Wasn’t she burnt to death? In the day, I realized for so many years he had been lying to me. The man I called him as Father for more than a dozen years was a liar, a hundred-percent liar.

There was no white cloud and blue sky outside of the window, I could only see the forest of cement, depression, breakdown, any words which were related to despair were rushing into my head.

In this huge city, I did not have anyone whom I could talk to, none at all. I did not know to whom I could bare my heart, to whom I could talk about my misfortunes. I really did not know. Anyone I knew including classmates, teacher, neighbors were very busy. It seemed that their every moment was taken away by some unfinished things, just like a whipping top which was turning continuously.

At the moment, I really wanted to find HundredsRivers, my mother, I thought in this world, only she would stop her thing for me. I did not mind what she had done for me in past, I just wanted to find her, it was enough so long as she could listen my words, just for one sentence, so long as she gave me a reply ‘yes’ when I called her ‘Mum’.
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One week later, I took a train to Guizhou. My father, the liar, left a message to me, if I wanted to go to Guizhou (*Gui means valuable, Zhou means a state or prefecture, Guizhou is one of the provinces in China) to look for my mother, I could only read his letter to me on the train. I did not know what was in the letter, what kind of secret was hiding in the letter, I took the letter in my hand, wanted to open the letter for several times, but I just did not have the courage to open it.

What showed up in front of my eyes was not the scenery outside of the window, not the bustling people in the coach, not the various packages on the overhead racks, what I heard was not the playing sound of a game in phones, not the broadcasting sound of the train for its arrival in various stations, but Father’s hysterical expression and the noise of the bowls and plates crashing onto ground, the ash tray throwing outside of the window, the palm on my face. The ashtray was mine and the palm was his. The stub of cigarette was still burning with smoke, the lonely stub, the lordly stub, the youthful stub, the stubborn stub, the rebellious stub. I just ran away from the house without a bit hesitation, from then on, I learnt to run away from home.

Yes. When I was a fresh man in high school, I loved a boy in distance. He looked like Eddie Peng, almost same, I thought they should be twins, or they should have same father or mother. The boy who looked like Eddie Peng worked in a KTV, I came across him when I took part in a birthday party of my classmate. In a short while after I got to know him, I followed him to smoke and have an eagle tattooed on my arm. Yes, in the night, Father saw the tattoo, he flew into rage, for the first time, he rushed into my room without knocking, found the secret of my smoking. With the tattoo and smoking, Father thought his daughter came across some bad boys, he stamped on ground, trembled with distending veins on his face due to rage, could not talk coherently, then could not talk any word. For first time, he gave me a slap on my face. I pulled the door open, ran away from the home, just like a wild horse, no matter how hard he called me, I did not give him any reply, no matter how hard he chased after me, I did not stop, just continued my running.

From then on, I stayed outside for whole night, learned to drink, to skip school, to adapt to the plummeting scores and the isolation and estrangement by my teacher and classmates in the school. 

Only my father and I lived together, though he was a taxi driver, he would try very hard to satisfy my wishes. He hoped I would become a person who could raise her head to have a living and not become a person like him who could only make a living as humble as an ant. Except driving, he could not do anything else, except driver license, he did not have any other diploma, relationship and resource. From the first day when I went to school, he wanted me to study very hard to be an excellent student. I could not possibly finish my homework, even in my school vacation, my time was fully occupied with various classes. I tried very hard, spent all my time to do best in my homework and school to get excellent scores at the tests in each semester. Whether I was excellent or not, it would only be judged by the scores I got in school. The scores would be barometer of the mood of Father and my teachers, and the barometer of my life.

I hated the scores.

Later I suspended my schooling. I had nothing to do. I thought life was boring, extremely boring, was not sure what I should do for my life. Father talked with me for countless times, wanted me to continue my study, but I refused each time, I would break up with him each time, just wanted to fight against his will, which made him feel dispirited, he really did not know what he could do with me, became hopeless, his hairs turned white in one night.

The endless cars and bustling people in street and Oriental Pearl Tower which could reach clouds accompanied the rushing Huangpu River in the metropolitan area. Father came back tiredly without a bit smile after his taxi driving. In the rented house, everything was in disorder with rundown furniture. Everything was a mess without any possibility for an end. I felt extremely terrible, extremely anxious, extremely panicky.

It was bleak ahead, there was no way out of the situation.

When the train was about to reach Guizhou, I could not help but open the letter.

Father said in the letter: Sixteen years ago, he was just a taxi driver for two years with a stable income and a girlfriend. His girlfriend was a painter, they planned to get married at the end of the year. But when they were preparing for their wedding, in one moonlit night with sparse stars, when he drove a passenger and passed the park of Lu Xun (* a penname for a famous writer in the first half of the twentieth century in China), he heard my cry, could not leave the scene, saved my life. The letter HundredsRivers wrote to ThousandsSeas was in the swaddle. His girlfriend wanted him to give me to an orphanage, but he persisted in adopting me, thus, she left him. Later, he tried to date with several girls, each time, due to me, he failed in his attempt to have a girlfriend. He did not want to give me away, raised me up by himself, wanted me to become a useful person, therefore, he persisted in that kind of way.

The train passed one village after another, crossed one tunnel after another, my ears were filled the rumbling noise of the train, billowy waves were overturning in my heart, I really did not know where was my hometown.

My biological mother only knew that her choice would affect Prosperity and ThousandsSeas, but she never expected that her option would affect the life of a man who picked up her daughter in a park. For her daughter, the man parted with his girlfriend, did not get married, and raised me by himself.

The man, my father, who raised me for sixteen years by himself, where was he now after he ran away from the home? My mother, HundredsRivers, the woman I never met before, where was she now? What was she doing? Did she spend her life in such a dire state like me? Or did she have a happy life like most of women?

I really wanted to know, truly.
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I came to BeautifulSlope, to Beauty Village following address of the letter to ThousandsSeas. I asked around in the village, whether the locals or the visitors, about HundredsRivers, they all shook their heads. There was no girl with the name of HundredsRivers since they knew in the village, local people never heard any man with the name of Prosperity before, as to ThousandsSeas, they did not have any clue as they had never heard the name before. I tried to utilize various channels to get to know the information, asked people to help me, but I got not a bit information about them.

How could it be? How could it be in such a way? The address was quite clear in the letter, my mother was a person in the village. I could not leave now, I had to stay in BeautifulSlope till I found her.

People say water is formless, the water in BeautifulSlope could be in various forms, sometimes it looks like a fish when it flows through forest, sometimes it looks like a snake when it flows around mountains, sometimes it looks like a swallow when it flows down in a fall. People say nice water is colorless. The water in BeautifulSlope is azure, the intoxicating blue. People say good water is odorless, the water in BeautifulSlope is fragrant, when it flows through forest it carries the fragrance of grasses and trees, when it flows into a peaceful lake, flowers fall down into the lake like a painting, it carries the fragrance of flowers. The water in BeautifulSlope is different with the ones in Li Jiang (* one of the most beautiful rivers in Guangxi of China) and Nine Village Valleys (*JiuZhaiGou in Sichuan of China). BeautifulSlope has nothing to do with lychee (*The name in Chinese character means waves of lychee), it only owns beautiful valleys and clear water. 

HundredsRivers, did not it mean water? The more I walked around BeautifulSlope, the more I believed what Father said was true, my biological mother was within the area belonging to Beauty Village. I could not leave BeautifulSlope, I had to continue my search, I would never give up till I found her. Every day I walked around the village and nearby areas, when people saw me, they would say: “Look, the girl from Shanghai who is looking for her mother comes again.”

I came across Teacher in a tea garden behind the village. 

In the day it had downpour suddenly, I got lost at the hillside. While I was panicky, I saw a young man with his back basket. He was thin, genteel with a clear expression in his eyes and extraordinary temperament. He appeared at a crossing, just came back from picking herbs in the hill, offered help to me when he found I got lost.

There was a tea garden when we climbed up from the hillside. When we reached the top of the hill, it was within mists, at the foot of the hill, I
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