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You Appear

- To my wife

You always appear at

Such an unique moment

To get me look up and dizzy

My feet unable to climb

And my eyes full of fear

Your smile is

Hanging on the weed tips in a cliff seam 

But I, at most, am the wind

Stroking but daring not to stay

Such a test is too dangerous and too wonderful

Does the humble like me

Really need such nobleness?

Their birth and their death

Originally had no essential difference

It is due to the occasional prank

That the birth is so tremendous

While the death is so solemn

At the moment when you appear

My world has been crashed

But you

In the mud and ruin

Are intact

On my birthday, 28/12/1996

Looking up at Jesus

- To my modest wife

Jesus, do you recognize me?

As a yellow skin Chinese

I come from the land where the bread of human blood has been used to bribe the gods

Worshiping gods or Buddha is to annihilate their divinity

Our gods are gilt with gold

From the emperors, saints, warriors and virgins

Countless humans have become the gods

Not repenting but only begging for blessing 

One can even see reflection of a god in the urine 

I do not know you, Jesus

Your body was too skinny

Every rib was clear and startling

Your gesture of crucifixion was too tragic 

Every nerve was suffering

Slightly tilted head

Joined the neck with blood vessels protruding 

Hands were powerlessly drooping

Fingers were open

Like the deadwoods in flame

The sins of mankind are too heavy

Your shoulders are too narrow

Can they carry the Cross

That has been imposed to you

The blood has seeped the wood grains

To have brewed the red wine raising mankind

I suspect that you are an illegitimate child

Cruel God tore the hymen

And forced you alone to die a martyr 

Was it merely to

Spread God's love.

The believers that have read the Old Testament 

Are awed by those commanding sentences 

And terrified by that angry God

There is no question, neither discussion

Nor any reason

To believe or not, to obey or not

Wanting to create was at his pleasure

Wanting to destroy was to send a great deluge 

God has no image

But sow the seeds of hatred

Genesis was a small self-entertainment

But created an unprecedented sin

Human ancestors, a tree of wisdom and a snake

Forms a cycle manipulated by God

On the day when human were deported

God became a bottomless trash tank

While Jesus

You were not born yet

From the farm manger to a God’s cross 

A poor baby

Has turned God of hatred into the embodiment of love

With continuous repentance and endless atonement

Love

Has no boundaries and leaves no space.

Like the prehistoric darkness

28/12/1996
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From the Hands of God 

– To my wife

Occasionally

You would focus on listening

What I did not notice

Could be seen by you at a glance

When your hand often

Held that transparent glass

Alone, in which soaking

Were green tea leaves 

The milk at breakfast had been cold

At night

You were in bright light

Naked and pale

Tranquilly calling for the fear

And lingering

When Martha died

In a distance I held you

By your body lying under the ice

And were even warmed

Sleepless for a whole night 

Now

You may be longing

To receive a dream 

From the hands of God

A dream that will make 

Chocolates melting into memory

A dream that will make

Tears flowing into mourning

31/10/1999
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The Killer Sneaked in

- To Xia

Stone would fear

So as a bullet could sigh 

You carefully gaze

The traces of the past

So expensive dust

Fascinating the eyes

Having no time is all right 

Crying all days

Will ask no more why

Everywhere there are

Evidences of rust and doubt

The safest night

Is also restless

The killer, from the canthus

Quietly sneaked in 

He looks like a part of yours

Strange and quiet

Never to let you learn more 

About how

The sharp teeth of a mouse

Chew the darkness

23/9/1998

(Translated by Yu ZHANG)

++++++

Dr. LIU Xiaobo, literary critic, politic commentator and human rights activist, Honorary President of Independent Chinese PEN Center and its President in 2003-2007, the recipient of the 2010 Nobel Peace Prize, was held under residential surveillance by Beijing Public Security Bureau since 8 December 2008 and then formally arrested on 23 June 2009, sentenced to 11 years imprisonment on “inciting subversion of the state power” for his participation in drafting Charter 08 and publishing 6 articles on December 25, 2009. He is also an honorary member of German, American, Portuguese, Czech and Sydney PEN Centers. 
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​Say No to Tombs


[image: ]


By JIN Yi
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(Continued)

In the beginning, Xin thought that the most difficult would be to face Ma Jun, but who knew that it was Rong-er.  Jun did not really say anything out of line. It seemed that Xidu had passed on the message, so he still acted as before, laughing and joking. Just on the night before leaving, he expressed his sadness for her decision of living here. He forced a smile and said, “Is it your final decision? Would it be too late to start learning how to take care of yourself?” What he actually meant was that he would be happy to take care of her if she would go back to the hometown. Rong-er casted Xin a significant look and said, “Help me to take care of my brother instead. He is such a brat, but pitifully, the only male in our family, as the root of the offspring.”

At the night after they all of them left, Xin repeated what Rong-er said to Xidu, and asked him, “What do you think your sister meant? Did she felt that we had a dubious relationship? She is worried about your family peace, isn’t she?”

Xidu looked at her for a while, and then suddenly said, “You feel guilty in your mind.”

“You’re the one feeling guilty.”

“Of course I am, so I felt a sin when hearing something like this. If you do not feel so, you wouldn’t even chirp me about it.” Xidu sighed, with his head approaching staring at her for a while and said, “If you keep chirping in your mind, we would have an affair sooner or later.”

“What?” she boldly focused on such a word as sin, what does it has anything to do with her?

“All right. Tell me, have you ever felt me enticing you?”

“Never thought about that before, but when you mentioned it, it seemed so.” She responded bluntly.

“Exactly. I didn’t feel you enticing me, but when starting to think about it, I feel that you have enticed me. Then I begin to feel guilty in my mind. The guilt was just faintly simmering, but after my sister came, the more stirred, the more turned to a raging fire.” She felt a chill, and began to be diffident. It was over midnight, and Xidu was still in her room. His head was just a few inches from her, but she did not get angry. Xidu had put her hand into his pocket, but she had not pulled it out. Xidu deliberately clarified her relationship with Ma Jun to let him give up his hope, and she acquiesced. What did these mean?

No, it was not so. They had been innocent. It was Rong-er whose thought had not been clean! She replied coldly, “Don’t put your own mode on me. Are there too few women in Lijiang?  Seek it somewhere else.”

“I am afraid to be loved by a woman, unable to get rid of. But you have got a resistance to any poison,” he responded very indecently. “On the other hand, it is said that women of 30s are sexually ferocious like wolfs and those of 40s like tigers. You are over 30 years old, but still pretend to be an innocent sheep?”

Obviously he could give her anything except love, while she had everything but love. He said that he was bored, that was all. She shook her head, gave him a sad look, and showed him the door.

He went out and gently shut the door. She breathed a breath like releasing a weight off her shoulders. Her cell phone got a text message from Ma Jun, “I’ve got home, but not my heart.” She was flurried again for a while. Was she not lack of love? Then, did Jun not appear like a refreshing rain after a long drought? Why had she been so determined to refuse him? Was it because she had felt no enthusiasm between her and Jun? Then was enthusiasm between her and Xidu not enough? Why had she refused him so quickly? After all, she was still afraid to arouse passion. Between her and them there was a thin gauze curtain, to see through clearly, but unable to reach each other. She opened her eyes while playing hide and seek with them. Men were dangerous. They all wanted to take advantage of her laxity to catch her. It must be so!

She armed herself up, and hid herself, just like the soldier dressed in camouflage hid in the forest.

She was going to arm and hide herself, like a soldier wearing camouflage to hide in a tropical rainforest. 

Then she hid herself by hanging out with friends, Laolang, Shaohong, Luoluo, etc. Zhang Xin had not come back after the New Year, so a couple moved into his room. The couple looked like a husband and a wife though they were not. They met each other in Lijiang, and moved together. After that, their relationship was up and down, like loving enemies. While in the mood of love, the couple went out with them instead of Zhang Xin to eat, drink and tour together. The friends often liked to talk about them when the couple was absent. Luoluo lived next to them. One day, she mentioned their noises after a few drinks, “They swore so many dirty words when fighting, unclear to know who taught whom. But when making love, they even got the floor shaking, not to mention their screams in bed, getting me to feel the house about to break. No wonder they are born a couple.” 

They all laughed. Xin privately admired that Luoluo could sleep well in those noises nightly. Her reply was surprising, “I hardly sleep in that court, just five days a month.”

“How come only five days?” Xin was surprised.

“Five days are my period. I spent other times outside. Well, one could not bring men to one’s own court, right? Rabbit cares about the environment around home.” Luoluo was born in 1987, the year of rabbit. Xin could imagine her mind to be quite open, but not to such an extent. She had to pray Amitabha, for she became older while this world had not changed but herself. 

When praying Amitabha, she recalled again what Xidu said, “women of 30s are sexually ferocious like wolfs and those of 40s like tigers. You are over 30 years old, but still pretend to be an innocent sheep?” Xidu did not turn up any more since that night. She had repeatedly recalled that his mean words were actually said very frankly in every sentence. After all, he had just been such a heartless person. He walked away carelessly, while she thought he would play hide and seek with her. 
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Luoluo’s body was found and sent back on 1st June, the Children’s Day. The police had talked to Xin for investigation, but Xin had not gone with them to Tiger Leaping Gorge. Laolang said that Luoluo had fell on a big rock under the gorge, like a kite, and that she had got a smiling month while passing to the underworld... Was it for real? Just a few second, could Laolang have observed so much? Although what Laolang had presented was an illusion, it was the truth that Luoluo’s body fell from the cliff onto the ground, a bump leading to the end of a life, whether she smiled or not.

The police finally found Luoluo’s picture in the missing people’s website. In fact, she had run away from home over two years. Her father had been the owner of a large enterprise. When leaving home, she had taken with her millions of money, a casual amount for her family, and then wandered around casually. It had been long for her to stay in Lijiang. Maybe she had not intended to treat herself well when leaving home. Maybe she had already left her suicide note when leaving home. Luoluo they had known had died long time ago, just like a ghost wandering around them, until her body fell onto the rock under the Tiger Leaping Gorge, where she had been reborn from a ghost and reincarnated into a dead body. One time, only one time, she had smiled to celebrate her own new birth and vanishing. Xin even felt her smile before her death was full of scorn and disdain for the world. Luoluo, whom she had used to looking down upon and always been surprised by, as a dead body at the moment, made Xin feel it deserve fear to be alive.

When the police asked her questions, she only remembered madly shaking her head and saying she had not known anything. Even she herself could not recall she had known a person as Luoluo. Later, the police had no choice but leave. She then found Xidu appearing again when she had not noticed, and sitting not far from her, silently.

She started sobbing, leaning her head on Xidu’s shoulder. How could a life, so alive, be exchanged with a dead body? As if it had been still the day before, Luoluo had been asking her with a smile, “How’s the man?”

Xidu sent the police away, carried Xin to bed, kissed her, and had invaded her. She did not reject it. She was born as a white board. People with a little experience of playing Mahjong, with a thumb to rob its face, could easily realize that it had no content but a frame. Luoluo’s death became her vulnerable point that Xidu went through. Nobody could be blamed for this, but the short and bitter life. As being compelled, everybody should seize the day.

When Luoluo was mentioned at the friends’ gathering, Laolang said it was the problem of the post 80s generation. As their parents had been busy earning money, children had been ignored and so would like to rebel. Lan Shaohong rolled her eyes as she was one of post 80s as well, but she did not go the same as Luoluo had.

When Sun Yue spoke on behalf of Shaohong, he almost forgot that he actually had been born in 1970s. When people mentioned post 80s’ or post 90s’, his generation was called the 70s. He did not try to go to the bottom of this distinction. Getting older is not pathetic, but being differentiated. Xin and Xidu knew exactly what it meant, but not Yue.

Xidu became the big brother accepted in the group, for his sense of humor and mean comments. A big brother was not for one to fight for but endowed from one’s natural advantages. Xin liked others calling her “big sister-in-law”. Only at this time, she could feel Xidu belong to her. They had been together so long, but never even tried to quarrel. Quarrel needed time and energy, either of which, apparently, they did not have. Xidu was always so docile and obedient as using his toleration for a compensation for the dedication and commitment which he was unable to pay. Xin was always so lenient as she was aware of her own status not to deliberately give him a hard time. If he had been a fickle libertine, it would have been all right, as she might get the desired object after all but feel unnecessary to cherish it. However, when they were together, his wife -would often appear like the sprite of Luoluo. It could unintentionally be mentioned by him or recalled by her that his commitment and determination to his wife could not be replaced by either of beauty and death. Therefore, she was getting more and more addicted.

Until before his leaving, they had the first conflict. Xidu’s wife was graduated, and got the residence permit to be able to apply for his reunion. Xidu just told her frankly. 

Xin asked, “What about me?”

Xidu was still mean as always, “You will still be yourself.”

“Still be myself?”

“I’m sorry. The first time when I hug you, I knew I was wrong, but I it was unable to restrain myself.”

Xin slapped on his face, and then looked at him, stubbornly staring at him, “You had the chance to restrain yourself! You were able to restrain yourself! You have emptied me, and then just say sorry to walk away. Even if you could fool me, can you fool yourself?”

Xidu lowered his head without a word. It was his way to go and so was his determination. He conveyed it to her with his lowered head and regret look.

“I had thought about divorce, but I am the only male in my family. Since she has not done anything wrong, how can I betray her?”

Everything went back to common customs. What were common customs? They were the commandments that none of men and women can challenge!

She had compromised again and again, and given in again and again. This time could not be an exemption. After all, she was a human in a mundane world, neither a god nor a devil. Otherwise, she could end up differently.

On the day of his leaving, he handed over his ID card to her, and said, “Open the window and throw it, then I cannot go.” At that moment, she knew that he loved her, but confusingly.

The card was in her hand for a few minutes. If throwing it out, that man would stay, but never belong to her!

She held his card until it was returned to him at airport. He left, and her world collapsed. But he did not understand that. Otherwise, it would be another problem for his personality. He was just the person who left with his flight tickets and ID card, like the opposite of Luoluo, reincarnated from a dead body into a human. The man whom Xin wanted to take into full consideration was neither a dead body nor the living. What she wanted was to respect his choice though the power of choice had been held in her hand.

While parting, she said, “If life is not happy in reality, come back. I’ll be waiting for you,” as if Lijiang was an everlasting pure land, or at least she thought so. In fact, the pure land was not in Lijiang, but in her memory.

The moment of his turning around to leave became the last picture in her life, yellowed with light grey. As time went by, the picture started to fade, but its content remained the same. That was the view of his back, as the first time when they had met and she had seen his back at first. The view became blurring by time, but retrospective.

He never came back!

However, Rong-er and her husband came back once. It was their habit to visit Lijiang every year, as a token of their love.

Rong-er and Xin sat in the same old bar, still with tee and beer. She wanted to trap Rong-er to tell something. Rong-er did not wait but told her, “They have divorced!”

“How come? He loved so deeply.”

Rong-er smiled, looking at Xin like looking at a newborn baby, “Life is about making a living. Do you really think romance could maintain forever? It says that love only exists for 18 months. What about the rest of life?”

“Haven’t you and your husband got along with each other?”

Rong-er smiled again, “it is because we know how to uphold our love at last, but my brother has still been a romantic kid.”

However, he did not come back.

If he had not lived a happy life, he should have come back.

He did not come back, which should have implicated he lived a happy life!

“I have been in Lijiang for two years, but never been to Tiger Leaping Gorge. Are you guys going with me?” asked Xin.

“We have been there, but it’s fine to go there again. Lijiang is changing, but our hearts don’t. That’s why we come back every year. What I said is to come back.”

Right. Lijiang was no longer the place she used to love, but people were still the same as she had known. Xidu was still himself. Although he had not been successful at all, he did not come back for her. That man had been dead before they had known each other, like Luoluo, of which she had just been unaware.

They went together to the Tiger Leaping Gorge. For the first time, she felt so fascinated by the rock down there. 

She said, “Tell your brother, I’m going to look for him!”

Then she jumped down.

In the pictures of her life, there was not this dynamic piece, but at least, it was recorded in Rong-er’s life.

As for Xidu or Luoluo, who knows?

(End)

(Translated by Angela HU)

++++++

Jin Yi, a member of ICPC, is a writer and poet who is currently living in Shenzhen, Guangdong.
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By SHENG Hui 
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(Continued)

4

It was already over seven o’clock in the evening when we were back to our small town. People, who got off from the bus, quickly disappeared into the darkness of night. The lights coming from Chunsheng Grocery were like drowsy eyes. There were two billiard tables at the shop door, at one of which several long-hair young people were playing billiard, wearing nothing on their upper bodies and exposing tattoos of dragon. On the other table, one naked child was climbing up and down. On the bridge people were fully packed with people to get cool night winds, which mixed up with stinky smell from the river.

Song Debao greeted at the sight of my dad: Fuchun, so late back from work? 

Dad replied: Yap.

Song Debao asked: what’s in your hands?

Dad answered: crabs.

Song Debao said with half trust and half doubt: you can afford to buy crabs?

Dad smiled and said nothing.

As soon as we got home, Dad started to deal with the crabs. After having brushed them over and over again, he poured them all into the pot to boil. The whole house started to fill with a strong stinky smell. Dad opened all doors and windows, but it didn’t help at all. The stinky smell was like a ghost lingering in the house for long.

Dad called: Xiao Hai, come over and eat crabs.

I replied: I don’t want to eat.

Dad said: these are such good stuffs, pitiful should we do not eat!

I said: it will make you die if eating.

Dad said nothing more. He was eating very slowly, first opening apart the crab legs,  smashing them with a little hammer, dragging out the snow-white crab meat and them into soy sauce before putting into his mouth. He then gently sipped one mouthful of rice wine from the edge of the bowl, and closed his eyes, showing great enjoyment out of it. He finished all of the crabs within the period from nine to twelve o’clock at night. Finally, he sucked his fingers and made a burp with great satisfaction. 

I was lying in bed with my hands cover over my face and tears coming down quietly. I thought it was all Dad’s fault. If he didn’t try to buy bargains, how could we buy those half-dead crabs! If the crabs were not dead, my job would have been already sorted out.

In the next few days, Dad always came back home very late. I thought he must try again to borrow money for going to Aunt’s house once more. But Dad failed me again and again. Each time he got back home, he went to wines. He drank only one bowl before, but now he could have three or four bowls. He drank to full drowsiness, and tilted over in walking, just like a pineal being blown by winds. He even never talked about my job any more.

Dad was just like a fishbone stuck in my throat. My feeling of disgust towards him gradually turned into hatred. I didn’t talk to him any longer. After meals, I would like to hide back into my bedroom. I wrote down all my hatred in the diary. Once I wrote: Dad is totally a useless big loser. Otherwise Mum wouldn’t have left him. All he knew was to drink wines, using wines to lull himself. I felt greatly ashamed of having such a dad like him. I wished I were not his son at all. Everybody said that my job was not a problem and I would have a bright future. But what future would I have now? Everything is because of Dad, my loser Dad, who even had no courage to knock at the door. What’s the use for him to live? Better to die. Maybe if he died, auntie would show sympathy to me and find a good job for me. 

5

The afternoon of July 24th was long and dull, same as every ordinary day. I hid in my bedroom smoking, one cigarette after another. When the last cigarette burned to the end, I burned the butt into my palm. I could not have a tiny hope, feeling my heart being turned into a piece of yellow and dry leaf. 

I was sitting in my bedroom, motionless; the darkness, like a cat, jumped into my bosom. After finishing the last cigarette, I finally made a daring decision: to leave, leave Dad, just as Mum had left Dad before, and never come back. This idea made me exciting for long, and I seemed to see my beautiful life which, as described in the pop songs, I would be sitting back to back with my lover on the floor, listening to music and chatting about wishes.... 

I gently pushed open Dad’s bedroom door, and a whole room of dark coolness came over to me. I didn’t turn on the light. I felt my heart turned into a bouncing ball. Once I opened my mouth, my heart would jump out. Beside the bed there were several gunny bags filled with paddy. I knew Dad hid his money in the bags, but didn’t know which one particularly. I searched for a while, and finally found a cloth bag. My heart turned icy cold when I touched it. After opening it, I found with surprise that there was two hundred and sixty Yuan in it. I took two hundred and fifty, and quickly put back the other ten Yuan to its original place. Getting back to my own room, I relieved with a long sigh and started to write a letter.

I wrote as follows:

Dad,

When you are reading this letter, I already left, forever left. Please do not try to find me. Even if you find me, I won’t come back with you. Many thanks for your grace of raising me in the past years. Just forget that you once had a son like me.

Xiao Hai

I was getting more nervous when I went back to Dad’s room again. My hands were sweating, and I was feeling that everything in the room, light bulbs, gum boots, umbrella and rice barrels, were looking at me with their eyes wide open. A gust of wind closed the door with a big bang, which made me feel like being stabbed by a knife. I placed the letter under Dad’s pillow, moving as stiffly as a puppet. At the moment of getting out of the room, I got to have a soft heart and took fifty Yuan out of my pocket to put back.

While packing up, I heard sounds outside the door.

Dad was back.

Dad came back with the help of Uncle Li.

Dad’s face was covered with blood. 

I was shocked and asked in surprise: what’s the matter? 

Uncle Li answered: your Dad was knocked down by a truck.

My face was hot, as hot as a ball of flame. 

Uncle Li and I helped Dad to his bed, and I fetched a basin of water to wash off the blood from Dad’s face. 

Uncle Li said: I mentioned to send him to the hospital but he refused.

I didn’t dare to look at Dad’s eyes, and said with my head down: Let me take you to the hospital. 

Dad gently shook his head, saying nothing.

Uncle Li told me the whole story of the accident. 

Uncle Li said: I went off from work with your Dad, and he invited me to drink at a pub. He was quite unusual today. He generally talks few and wouldn’t make a fart even with three beatings of the sticks. But today, he was so talkative. He also mentioned that you would get a job soon. However, after finishing drinking and getting out of the pub, he threw himself onto a truck. Luckily the driver stopped the truck in time, otherwise.... 

Upon hearing Uncle Li’s sayings, my tears couldn’t help dropping. 

After Uncle Li left, the room returned back to silence. I fed Dad with some rice with water, and then sat in Dad’s room with my head down like a criminal.

I didn’t know how long time passed before Dad said in a low voice: I am all right, and you can go to sleep. 

6

The moon was full and round, and the moonlight spread over my bed like salt. I couldn’t get into sleep for a long time, rolling over and over again like frying chestnuts in the pan. I was scared that Dad would see the letter, but had no way out. I was stretching up my ears like a rabbit, trying to listen to the moving in the next room, and waiting. In the normal days, Dad would get up to release himself. I thought today wouldn’t be an exception. I was not quite sure if Dad was asleep or not, as I didn’t hear snoring. I must try best to take out the letter from underneath his pillow.

The clouds were moving slowly to cover the moon. I heard some sounds in the next room. That was Dad coughing. The coughing sound was getting closer and closer, and then I heard my bedroom door was pushed open. I quickly closed my eyes. Dad walked very gently to my bed side. I felt some itches on my eyelids. Dad stood there for a while, and he tried to touch my face. But fearing that I could be awakened, he gave up and went out of the door softly. Dad didn’t go back to his room, but went out of the house gate. I opened my eyes. I thought Dad must go out to release himself. It was an extremely good chance. I jumped out the bed like a grasshopper, rushed to Dad’s room, and took out the letter from underneath the pillow. My hands were shaking very hard, fearing that Dad might suddenly appear. Getting back to my own room and lying down, my heart was still beating mad. I heard one dog-barking in the village, and then barking came up everywhere. After quite a while, Dad still didn’t come back. I suddenly got a bad omen. It was so late now, where would Dad go? Could it be...? I didn’t dare to think
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