
[image: Image]


Does Death Do Us Eternally Part?




Published by Marques Vickers at Smashwords




Copyright 2020 Marques Vickers




[image: Image]










MARQUIS PUBLISHING

HERRON ISLAND, WASHINGTON


TABLE OF CONTENTS




The Dreams of Yi

Silence Then Surprise

Genuine Relationships

Shortchanged

Unspoken Exchanges

The Disappearance of Love

Premonition of Death

Reconsidering Simplistic Impressions

The Summons

Forgotten

An Exile in a Foreign Skin




About The Author


The Dreams of Yi


I am a spiritual wanderer. I am an exile always exploring a new world. I prefer to live and love in the spirit world.


The mortal world inhibits our actions. It dulls and restrains our heart from love, which is fresh and beautiful. Love governs our actions. I believe solely that the heart determines human behavior. When we love, this feeling protects us as a bubble from the harsh reality of life. The bubble is fragile and thin. We remain vulnerable. Without the bubble clouding our eyes, we live in fear with our eyes wide open.


In the twilight hours, I dream of my life, both past and present. With dreams, life becomes an unveiling illusion. Dreams soften our acceptance of the harsh realities that we must undergo.


My life has become a dream catching process. I sense that the dream is still far away.


Do I have a fulfilling life? I do not know if I am fulfilled, but I am busy all day long.


Yi wrote me these words within the first two weeks of our acquaintance. They were followed by a history of her early formation and the ultimate journey that briefly intersected our lives.


As her narrative unfolded over three weeks, she abruptly ceased writing and silence followed for several days. She recommenced.


I cannot decide or confirm if you are a passerby or part of my life. I have reflected upon this for several days. Even a passerby is a fragment of existence. We must decide if this is truly love or simply an imitation. Love is a freedom that supercedes all of the words and vain superficial oaths we may proclaim.


Many evenings I ask myself if you are simply a dream, an illusion? I have never had a male friend who did not seek sexual gratification. Are you different? I linger atop my bed and imagine that you surround me. Life often requires illusion. I miss you. Once I lie down, I cannot sleep. My eyes remain focused on you.


Today your hand was on my heart, not stroking but compressing me. I wrote you several lines, but could not find the right words. The letter was too hard to write. I must delete it. I must delete its successor.


Yi and I met as modern singles do via an online dating website. There is little magical about the process. Each party submits personal photographs and descriptions of their expectations. The photographs are intended to flatter and some require a decade from the past to do so. The text is lofty, idealistic and spoken from an alter ego perspective. No one generally expects to encounter his or her soul mate, but the hope remains. Men seldom bother reading the descriptions.


If the photos are sufficiently enticing for both parties, an encounter is arranged. Most couples know within an initial glance if their correspondent is someone they wish to invest subsequent time getting to know further.


Yi was a different personality. She was able to articulate her thoughts even if she required translation software. In many ways, Yi was identical as most women seeking love, companionship, and potentially a partner of destiny. I hadn’t bothered to read the fine print in her description. She was looking for companionship and financial security. She was looking for a marriage partner and soon.


In her profile, she called herself Ann. She was petit, attractive, and Chinese. She dressed tastefully in her photographs. She had designed and embroidered her own clothing with form-fitting attention to detail.


She initiated contact with me. Apparently something within my profile touched or spoke to her. Perhaps I was merely one of seventy-five general solicitations. Online dating is a numbers contest. The more prospective individuals you contact, the sweeter your odds of success. Like sales, an infinite number of prospects eventually heighten a preferable outcome.


I was piqued by her interest, but at that time, preparing for two months of winter travels. We arranged to meet at a library near her residence. I liked her instinctively. Conversation proved difficult. She was studying English at a nearby community college, but her level had not progressed far at that point. We could engage in a fragmented conversation, but it was halting and neither of us was absolutely certain that the other party entirely understood.


We met three times before my departure. She asked me to call her Yi (pronounced e), her Chinese name. She informed me that only her Chinese friends called her by this name. I was touched by her immediate confidence in me. 


During our second meeting I met her 20-year-old daughter on my initial visit to her condominium. The daughter had graduated from a local high school and was studying art and design at a nearby community college. She worked part-time at a neighborhood grocery store during the afternoons.


I shared cursory interaction with the daughter. She was pleasant, polite, but hurried to depart for her afternoon shift during our introduction period. She was an attractive combination of Chinese and Japanese nationalities. 


Yi entertained me with descriptions about her present existence following the death of her aged husband from lung cancer the previous year. She confessed to adoring solitary strolls along an adjacent beachfront that reminded her of home. One of her hobbies involved collecting driftwood and preparing each with an epoxy sealer. Her assorted crafted pieces adorned her living room décor.


During our first hour together during my visit, Yi fed me snacks and served tea. The talk was restrained. Her daughter departed and then an ensuing gap of silence followed. She motioned me towards her bedroom. We lay down together on her bed. For the balance of the afternoon, we slowly and deliberately shed our clothing and inhibitions with each other. I sensed and she confirmed that she had not had a lover for a significant stretch of time. She was tender and passionate. The afternoon lapsed into early evening and darkness. 


Upon my departure, we promised that we would remain in contact. My travels commenced in 48 hours. I arranged to meet her at the local library before my drive. She serenaded me with kisses and bags of fruit and snacks for my journey. A son from China was to arrive the following week for a month-long stay during my absence. 


I did not realize whether this farewell would be our final meeting or merely a prelude to future intimacy. We would be unable to communicate by telephone as her limited English made this option impossible. Texting became our sole linkage. It was far from ideal, but our only practical outlet.


Through our writings, I discovered more about Yi than any spoken words might have revealed.


I am a small and ordinary woman. I am no longer young and no genius. I cannot seek too much at this stage in my life. Yet I will chase what I desire even if I fear the catch. I am a hunter. I am not stupid and I no longer live in fear.


Many who meet me observe my placid exterior. They do not look into my eyes. They do not understand the turmoil in my soul. My life has been an extensive compromise. I have had to suppress my visions and sometimes my passions for what I have desired most.


And what have I desired most? Love of course. Love in the proper time with the proper man. I have embraced love, but seldom does it return as I would wish. It is often the unwanted gift given from someone whom I do not share the same feelings for. I have been denied the love that I have sought. I can only be satisfied when I dream. Yet I persist. I live each day with integrity and perseverance. I know what I am seeking.


I am a woman born distant from my birth. People glimpse in me a sense of harmony and calm. They are mistaken. They are wrong.  They have only judged me with a brief glance. They do not know my history. Most of these observers are simply too consumed by their own life. 


I am extremely sensitive. My soul can be injured and bruised easily. I experience conflicting emotions. My soul is turbulent with a mixture of sadness, sweetness, bitterness, spice…a combination of pleasure and pain. But so often pain. I have survived much sadness in my lifetime that no one can imagine. I seek calm and rest, but it is usually denied me.


I did not choose the events of my life. Destiny is something that we must accept. Sometimes we may change the course. Often we are obliged to accept without complaint.


I was called moon in my family because I was born on a moon night (the fifteen day of a lunar year).  I was named Yi Xing. Yi means quiet happiness and Xing is my family name. My English name is Ann and I have used it for ten years. I like the name because it is so easy to remember and the English pronunciation is very much like the Chinese sound.


My background is enough to write a book. I did have this idea. In China, if I do so, I will be locked in jail. At middle-age with real life pressures and a variety of issues that require me to fight and deal with, this reality is unthinkable. I am tired. I’ve allowed the past to become complacent and yes, I’ve succumbed to fate. I have been praying for a safe life.


However, my heart has not entirely succumbed. I am writing you as proof.


My youth had much promise. I was sensitive and delicate and had a talent for playing the violin. I grew up loving painting and music. At the age of nine, I was sent to a special performance school away from my family to practice violin. At the age of sixteen, I was hired as a violinist for a government song and dance band. This was a very special honor.


My family was cursed. My father, a pediatric doctor, had studied in Germany during his youth. With the founding of the New China, he was unwelcome within the new government due to his overseas studies. He was labeled bourgeois and a black arts academic expert.


He resisted. He did not submit his own hospital for government approval. He was well known in the Nanjing region, but as a famous doctor, he could not undo the stain of the slanders against him. During each political campaign, he was criticized for his academic background. 


When China’s Cultural Revolution arrived in the 1970s, the criticism intensified and drove him to desperation. Finally the pain drove him to suicide. He cast himself into the Yellow Sea. Because of his suicide, our family was labeled black and dishonorable.


I am the youngest daughter in my family and was sheltered by my parents and older sibling from the abuse and disputes. However, I was taunted at school and learned to defend myself. I studied a book on the martial arts vigorously. One day, I lashed out at my biggest tormentor and made her cry. When we were taken to the principal’s office, she confessed that she had called me names. The principal sent her away and spoke with me softly.


You must never do that again to your classmates. You are correct, but their parents will complain and I will have to discipline you. It was a hard lesson knowing that you had acted properly, but were still considered in the wrong. Life is often unfair. We adapt.


My classmates never teased me again to my face, so the encounter proved helpful. I have avoided disputes in my life. When I am unhappy or unaccepting of others, I merely turn away. When I grew up, this trait became my character.


I must confess that I have not played the violin for thirty years. It is simply too hard to break through the bottleneck of competing talent. I reached that crossroad where I could advance no further and express the beauty it should convey. I decided to play the zither instead. I still do and have a few students that I give lessons to.


Whenever I listen to a wonderful violin performance, I enter a dream and my soul is pricked. I will always cry. The soul experiences sweetness, soulness, spiciness, bitterness…a beautiful pain. My greatest achievement with the violin was that I developed sensitivity more delicate than the average person, whether it is the understanding of music or feelings.


I am a good friend, but not necessarily a good wife. Marriage is beyond simply internalizing feelings. This does not satisfy your partner’s needs. The inner world of human beings is rich and complex and many desires are not controlled by one’s own rational sense. I know that the pursuit of good is not wrong. Let us have a beautiful friendship first.


I have had two marriages within China. My first husband was with the national police and was assigned to protect me when I was a violinist with the orchestra. Every evening performance, he would shield me from government officials attending the show. He remained in the background and escorted me home after the show.


I attended a university during this period. His supervisor warned him that if he ever married me, he would lose his prestigious and confidential assignment. When I graduated from school, he secretly welcomed me into his life. He was soon punished afterwards and lost his important security job. He could only be employed in marginal work.


The demotion caused him to feel wronged and imbalanced. He slowly began suffering from depression. Our life ceased to become easy and joyful. 


Our union ended abruptly. A distant half-brother of mine from Taiwan applied for a visa to visit our family, coinciding with the opening up of relations between the mainland and Taiwan. He was retired from Taiwan’s Air Force and missed his hometown. I had never heard of or seen this brother. No one in the family ever spoke of him. My mother kept it a secret so that it would not taint my sister’s medical career by involving her politically.


He was born six years before me. How could I have ever had a relationship with him? It didn’t matter. The National Security Agency warned my husband about this new complication. If we remained married, we would continually remain under suspicion, stress, and shadows.


We calmly decided to divorce. We were grateful for the love we had shared so there was no drama. Together we had a son with this marriage. He currently lives in the Guangdong region and is in his mid-thirties.


I never loved my first husband and sex was merely gratification of the flesh for him.


My second husband was an old friend of my first husband. When he heard of our divorce, he hurried back to my hometown and immediately expressed his love for me. 


His parents were senior government officials who enjoyed many privileges. He soon was able to transfer from the army to a governmental post managing an import/export port operation in a nearby city.


Unfortunately his family did not accept me or bless our union. I was a civilian from a family of poor reputation. Worse, I was divorced which is taboo in our culture. In order to accept his proposal, I was obliged to give birth to his daughter. This was illegal under China’s one-child policy. For a long period of time, I could not tell others that my daughter was mine. I was known as simply her caretaker.


Our marriage was never really solid. As his professional privileges increased, our time together diminished. Those individuals that required his attention tried many ways to circumvent traditional channels and approach him. There was never a shortage of money or sexual favors, from both beautiful women and men to entice him. He stopped coming home, but would not divorce or release me. For many years, I was desperate and a prisoner to his whims, extended absences, and discretionary power.


Eventually he agreed to a divorce and my freedom. I escaped with my daughter to a new life. 


Through my son, I met an older widower named Mark, who was from the Tacoma area. Mark had various business interests in Asia and had written a few books on his experiences with his wife. She had died of cancer a two years before I met him. He felt his heart was done with her death and decided to quit his business operations and travel in China for a year.


My son was his driver and introduced us. We met and married after only knowing each other one month. I returned with him and my daughter to America. The three of us lived together for six years.


During the last two years before his death, his doctor’s detected cancer in his lungs. He underwent chemotherapy. His condition stabilized briefly and then rapidly deteriorated. The cancer cells spread and he died about a year before I met you for the first time. After he left the world, it felt very lonely. Life is so fragile that when it stops breathing, everything vanishes. Fortunately I have developed many good friends in life and through my work.


Mark was very protective and possessive. He never adapted to the Chinese culture, didn’t speak Chinese, and didn’t want me away from him. I didn’t start working until his condition had begun to evidently deteriorate and his death became eminent. He had not prepared me to be alone in a foreign country and culture. 


I was essentially his nurse during the final stages of his life. We were never lovers. Just before his death, he told me that the most correct decision he ever made in his life was to travel to China and marry me.  


Although I am no longer young, my soul and spirit is far from old. I am still longing for a happy life and eager to find new lover. I am curious and admire you because you seem a versatile person. I really want to know you more.


My English is sadly limited. I started learning seven years ago but it has remained a challenge to me. My memory has become so bad. The effects of learning something new make me disappointed and pessimistic. I can hardly write English. Thank goodness for translation software. At a young age, I was very active in literature. I wrote articles for newspapers and magazines and was well known in my small seaside region. My style of writing is good…in Chinese.


Before I fell asleep last night, I read your letter again. I think you are particularly sincere and close to me. I’m writing to you now and feel very comfortable. It is like communicating with an old friend. Thank you. I am indeed a very adaptable and optimistic person. I am strong and always eager to pursue the dream of a more perfect life.


Others chose my three marriages. Each was not based on love, or the needs of the soul. I have learned where I was wrong but I cannot correct nor start again. I was not really wrong with each choice based on the crossroads of my life. I am really clear that my nature has decided my life.


In this life, I have really only loved one person. He allowed me to wait for many years. I spent many days in despair and gloom. Finally, I realized that my dream was impossible. My grief made me choose to marry another.


I kept my heart’s engagement to him. I buried my past and on many nights, I wrote to him. I knew that each letter was to heaven and to myself. Just as I imagined that my heart’s impulse had gradually subsided, he suddenly appeared. It was like an unforeseen resurgence.


We both had families and our love proved not so strong. We could not find a way out from the consequences of our past decisions. We could not hurt others for ourselves. I faced a choice of life or death. Wandering for a few years, I finally chose to give up. To give up love is an acid taste. I am very clear that I am afraid to experience this taste again.


I know that when a man cannot promise marriage to a woman, this woman should turn around immediately. He has hidden secrets. He has pain as well as a dream. But none of these belong to this woman. I know that the feeling of love is sometimes weird. It can only fight for a single person. It cannot explain the reasons. There is no reason. You simply think that you are burning.


I never find the subject of my love taboo to talk about. I feel that I am sincere, pure white, and with no calculation of interest. I love very poignantly and very romantically. My emotional feelings in fact belong to me as an individual. They have nothing to do with anyone else. I love and feel happy. I am excited. 


You do not feel the same. You are innocent. You are unwittingly caught up in a woman’s dream.


I have my own love...a beautiful love story. This only belongs to myself. I know that my love has nothing to do with others. The object is simply a substitute. He may not be in real life as my dream. I do not need to prove if he is right or wrong. I need to preserve the perfection of my love.


Maybe life’s frequency is similar. Stuck within the middle of obstacles and blockages, the road is no longer smooth. Love will end, but the aftermath may shock. It never completely disappears. Love never has reason. You do not understand why you love. Once you understand that it is not love, it is calculated.


I know that your life cannot have love, maybe attraction, but due to various reasons, you cannot come together or perhaps your love is not so strong that you can give up yourself. Sometimes scars of love will always remain in one’s heart. They will hinder someone’s thinking and choice.


The barriers with which Yi related were very real and clear. I had no urgency to re-marry and no desire to reorient my life with her or anyone else. Perhaps I was incapable of love as she defined it. Perhaps my feelings were ultimately irrelevant. Her love, according to her writings, was her unique dream. She cautioned me:


The attraction of love will not last long. The lasting power of love is the attraction of the soul. I know the dangers and instability of falling in love with people like you. You can always leave because you discovered a new world.


It is scary for an average woman, especially for a woman seeking marriage. Yet I am not afraid of you. You will turn around and see me hurt. I will not lose myself completely. I will reflect on my own errors. I will allow you to fly away. I will fly in the other direction.


I have met many so-called artists in my life. They felt compelled to show the world their unique expression. They have crowned many honors upon their own heads. I have appreciated their talents but never been conquered by them. I have been reflecting that maybe you are the first that I have met in love. Perhaps this is why I cherish you more.


To tell you the truth, I have been looking for a man, but not an artist, nor a businessman. A businessman is too calculated in his thinking process and affection.


How can you become an artist without an active soul or thoughts? An artist needs inspiration, not simply a signal, but his soul must be touched. When your hand does not touch his soul, his soul may perish. Every soul craves life and stimulation. Falling in love with an artist is too stressful.


I fear that I am incapable of touching your soul because I am small and ordinary. Please do not expect too much from me. I may just be an empty bottle for you. When you inspect closer, you will be disappointed with me. 


I think that it is best in the emotional world to seek a calm and stable relationship. It is best to find an inactive person or one who may actually seem silly.


Let’s put away our wings and land back to the ground. I love both your wings and feet.


Yi’s friends were not understanding about our growing correspondence and closeness, particularly with marriage as an unforeseeable outcome. They understood her need for clarity and resolution. I was an inconvenient encumbrance. 


My friends ridicule me as most people do when someone is enamored in love. Does love really bring us happiness? I don’t think so. Additionally it brings us thoughts of anxiety and touches of sadness. 


Love mandates that we acknowledge all of the complex and diverse emotions and sensations of life. We feel more alive, but this may later result in an accompanying melancholy. What do you believe in order to see? What do you see to embrace? Do you feel that you are speaking with your own soul?


Life is always a lot of lines moving forward. Which line to select…can you predict and change? We are all marchers. We are all isolated.


I am mostly closed. I rarely let people inside. When I wish to rid myself of someone, I will place a tablet for them like a gravestone. I will bury it in the depths of my soul. With you, I have created another grave in my heart.


During the third week of my travels in California, I would meet Yi’s son for the first and her daughter for the second time. The threesome was traveling along the Pacific Coast as part of his visit. Their itinerary stretched from Washington to San Diego, compressed into five days. Our schedules coincided for one evening at their hotel in Berkeley. Yi’s son was polite and formal. Her daughter remained timid but was slightly warmer towards me. The pair remained in their hotel room watching television while Yi and I went out to dinner. 


Their absence proved a lost opportunity for me to become acquainted with both of them. Both were fatigued from ten hours of driving. My stature in Yi’s life and plans was vague and undefined. We ate together and softly exchanged conversation. There were tears tracing her eyes, but none flowed. She forgot her eyeglasses in my car while we said our goodbyes. She returned to her hotel room.


I frantically telephoned her. No answer
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