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Eileen Chang's novel Sealed Off and the short story A Curse in Yang Village are unique in content and form, yet they share some similarities. The following is a comparison of their differences and similarities from both content and form perspectives.
1. Similarities of two novels:
1.1 Focus on Ordinary Life:
Sealed Off narrates a story that unfolds during a brief tram blockade in Shanghai, revealing the human details of everyday life through the encounters of ordinary citizens. Similarly, A Curse in Yang Village centers on rural life, using the unique device of a "curse" to reflect emotions and interpersonal relationships among villagers.
1.2 Reflection of Human Complexity:
In Sealed Off, Chang explores themes of hypocrisy, desire, and self-deception through the fleeting interaction between the male and female protagonists. In A Curse in Yang Village, the seemingly absurd curse highlights the subtle relationships among villagers, the good and evil in human nature, and the distinctive social ecosystem of the countryside.
1.3 Dramatic Tension within a Short Time Frame:
The events of Sealed Off take place over a few hours during a tram blockade, with rapid changes in the characters’ relationships. A Curse in Yang Village, though lacking a clear timeline, focuses on the dramatic tension stemming from the curse, creating a sense of suspended time.
1.4 Attention to Detail:
Both works rely on details to drive the narrative and depict characters. In Sealed Off, details are presented through dialogue and observation within the tram, while in A Curse in Yang Village, they emerge through the villagers’ reactions to the curse.
2. Differences in two novels:
2.1 Thematic Orientation:
Sealed Off delves into individual emotions and fates in an urban setting, highlighting loneliness and alienation in modern society. In contrast, A Curse in Yang Village reflects rural cultural traits, using the motif of the curse to explore traditions and changes in rural communities.

2.2 Environmental Description:
The backdrop of Sealed Off is wartime Shanghai, where the historical context intensifies the story’s urgency and alienation. Conversely, A Curse in Yang Village is set in a fictional village, emphasizing the natural environment and rural customs to evoke a primal and mysterious atmosphere.
2.3 Character Relationships:
Sealed Off revolves around the brief connection between the two protagonists, with a smaller cast and more concentrated relationships. A Curse in Yang Village features a larger ensemble of villagers, highlighting the complexity of group interactions and conflicts.
2.4 Narrative Perspective:
Sealed Off uses an omniscient perspective, allowing the narrator to delve freely into the characters’ inner thoughts and emotions. In contrast, A Curse in Yang Village leans towards a limited perspective, presenting the story through the collective voice of the village, giving it a sense of shared memory.
2.5 Textual Structure:
Sealed Off follows a clear structure with tight pacing, adhering to the conventions of modern storytelling. A Curse in Yang Village takes a more essayistic form, with loose narrative development focused on imagery and atmosphere.
The differences and similarities between the two works reflect the authors’ distinct reflections and expressions of varying social contexts and cultural environments.
3. Eileen Chang’s Position in Literary History
Eileen Chang is one of the most important figures in modern Chinese literary history. With her unique linguistic style, keen psychological insight, and profound reflections on social realities, she became a prominent literary figure of the 20th century in China. Chang skillfully distilled profound themes from ordinary life, blending personal emotional experiences with social contexts.
She portrayed the conflict between modern urban life and traditional ethics from a unique perspective, pioneering a delicate and coldly realistic literary style. Beyond novels, Chang also wrote essays, plays, and translations. Her essays, such as Little Reunions and Changing Clothes, with their beautiful language and autobiographical depth, hold a significant place in the history of Chinese prose. Her translation of The Sing-song Girls of Shanghai contributed to the preservation of classical literature.
Chang’s language combines classical and modern characteristics. Her writing is concise and elegant, often tinged with a cold detachment. Her use of metaphors and imagery is masterful, expanding the potential of literary language. Through details, she reveals the loneliness, hypocrisy, and helplessness of human nature. This "cold tone" distinguishes her from contemporary leftist writers who focused on grand narratives, bringing a new aesthetic value to modern Chinese literature.
Chang’s female characters are complex and profound. They are victims of traditional societal oppression yet struggle with their desires and choices. Examples include Cao Qiqiao in The Golden Cangue and Wang Jiaorui in Red Rose, White Rose, who represent women navigating multiple layers of oppression. Her works often use Shanghai as a backdrop, vividly depicting the city’s urban landscape and social ecology of the 1940s.
Internationally, Chang’s works have had wide-reaching influence. Her English novels, such as The Rice Sprout Song and Little Reunions, position her as a significant figure connecting Chinese and Western literature.

4. Translation Strategies adopted: Relevance Theory
For this translation, I adopted the principles of relevance theory as the primary standard. According to relevance translation theory, the translation process involves three main participants: the original author, the translator, and the target audience. "The translator’s responsibility is to align the original author’s intentions with the target audience’s expectations" (Lin Kainan, 1994).
Direct and indirect translation strategies, as proposed by Ernst-August Gutt in Translation and Relevance: Cognition and Context, ensure relevance. When the cognitive environment and linguistic style of the target audience align closely with those of the original author, direct translation can be used to achieve optimal relevance. So in the text, here are some examples
Direct Translation:
Original: "他不怎么喜欢身边这女人。她的手 臂，白倒是白的，像挤出来的牙膏。她的整个 人像挤出来的牙膏，没有款式。"
Translation: "Her arms were white, true enough—white like squeezed-out toothpaste. Her whole body was like squeezed-out toothpaste, no shape at all."
Here, the metaphor of toothpaste is familiar to the target audience. Direct translation retains the author’s imagery, enabling readers to grasp the original intention effortlessly.
Another example, The original Chinese sentence:宗桢断定了翠远是一个可爱的女人——白，稀薄，温热，像冬天里你自己嘴里呵出来的一口气. I translated it into Zongzhen was sure that Cuiyuan was a lovely woman—pale, wispy, warm, like a breath exhaled on a winter's day. The metaphor "冬天里你自己嘴里呵出来的一口气" evokes warmth, tenderness, and fragility, aligning with the emotional progression of the protagonists' relationship. The translation "like a breath exhaled on a winter's day" preserves this delicate imagery while maintaining natural fluency for the target audience.The phrase emphasizes a sense of intimacy and care, reinforcing the growing closeness between Zongzhen and Cuiyuan. The comparison to warm breath in winter not only captures her ethereal beauty but also conveys the fleeting and transient nature of their romance.
The direct translation is retained with slight adjustments for readability. For example, "like breath in winter" is expanded to "like a breath exhaled on a winter's day" to better suit English idiomatic expressions while staying faithful to the original meaning. This translation allows readers to grasp the metaphor’s warmth and romantic undertones without additional cognitive effort, ensuring emotional resonance with the original text.
  Here is another example of Indirect Translation:
Original sentence: "一个乞丐趁着鸦雀无声的时候，提 高了喉咙唱将起来……" is translated as "A beggar, taking advantage of the breathless, birdless quiet, lifted up his throat and began to chant..."The original term 鸦雀无声 ("even crows and sparrows fall silent") is an idiom that conveys extreme quietness. Instead of a literal translation, I adapted it to "breathless, birdless quiet," adding "breathless" to evoke the suffocating atmosphere of wartime Shanghai, aligning better with the target audience’s understanding.

5. Challenges in Translation
Chang’s style is intricate and emotionally nuanced. To remain faithful to the original emotions, I strive to use concise and elegant language, avoiding overly literal or awkward translations.
Additionally, the text contains references specific to Chinese social and historical contexts, which might be unfamiliar to foreign readers. Where necessary, I include footnotes or translator’s prefaces to explain background elements, such as wartime conditions or character identities. Recreating scenes and atmosphere through detailed descriptions helps readers appreciate the cultural and historical texture.
Moreover, the dialogues often contain metaphors, sarcasm, or subtle emotions. Accurately conveying the characters’ personalities and tones poses another significant challenge.
6. How i hope the text will be received by my target readership?
I hope readers will feel the emotional depth of the original text, such as the tension, poignancy, or irony. This involves:Conveying the subtleties of the characters emotions. Preserving the mood and atmosphere of the narrative. Also, I aim to help readers appreciate the cultural and historical backdrop of the story. Thus i Highlight cultural nuances without overwhelming the reader so that Readers will gain insight into the cultural and historical realities of the time while engaging with the universal themes of the story. The original author’s unique style is an essential part of the text. I want readers to experience the same stylistic charm, whether through rhythm, tone, or vocabulary. A sense of literary craftsmanship that makes the text memorable. So readers will appreciate the artistic and literary qualities of the work, even in translation. For readers unfamiliar with the source culture or historical context, I aim to ensure the text is approachable and relatable. So i Simplify overly complex references if needed while maintaining depth and Use language that resonates with the target readership’s contemporary expectations, hoping that  readers will find the story easy to follow and relevant to their own experiences, despite its rootedness in a specific time and place. Finally, I hope readers will engage with the universal themes, such as human relationships, societal pressures, or personal resilience to emphasize the timeless and universal aspects of the narrative and make it relatable without diluting the original message.
















Seal off

Eileen Chang.

　　A man  drives the tram. Under the big sun, the tram track is like two glistening, water drilled out of the curved earthworm, pumped long, and shortened; pumped long, and shortened, so move forward - silky, old long curved earthworm, no end...... The man who drove a trolley car is with eyes fixing on the two wriggling tracks, yet he was not mad.

　　The conduct of the trolley is never broken until it hits the blockade. The blockade is up.

　　The bell is rung. "Ding-ling-ling-ling-ling-ling," and each "ling" was a cold little dot, and little by little it formed an imaginary line that cut off time and space.

　　The tram stopped, but the people on the road began to run, people on the left side of the street ran to the right side of the street and vise versa. The stores all rustled up their doors. The women tugged at the bars in a frenzy, screaming: "Let us in for a moment! I've got children here, I've got old people!" Yet the door was still shut tightly. The people in the iron gate and the people outside it looked at each other with open eyes and mutual fear.

　　The people in the tram were quite calm. They had seats to sit on, and although the equipment was a little more rudimentary, it was still slightly better than the situation in the homes of most of the passengers. Gradually the streets also fell silent, not absolutely silent, but the sounds of people grew faint, like the rushing commands of a rutabaga pillow heard in sleep. This huge city in the sunlight snooze, heavy head on people's shoulders, saliva down people's clothes slowly flow, can not imagine the great weight of each person.

　　Shanghai never seemed so quiet - in broad daylight! A beggar took advantage of the silence of the crows, raised his throat and sang: "ladies and gentleman, do good deeds to save my poor people wow? " However, he soon stopped, and was stunned into silence by this unseen silence.

　　There is a more courageous Shandong beggar, resolutely break the silence. His voice round and loud: " A man ah no money!" A long song, sung from one century to the next. The musical rhythm infected the tram driver. The man driving the tram was also from Shandong. He sighed a long sigh, clasped his arms, leaned toward the door, and sang along, "Poor, poor! A man ah no money!"

　　In the tram, some of the passengers went down. Of the rest of the group, sporadically there were people who said a put-down. A few of the men who had returned from the public office near the door continued to talk. One man shook his fan with a flourish and concluded, "In short, he has no other faults, but he suffers from not being a man." The other nose grunted, sneered: "Said he won't be a man, he puts on the top of the perfunctory quite well!"

　　A pair of middle-aged couple who looked quite like brother and sister hung their hands on the leather ring, both stood in the middle of the tram, she suddenly called out, "Be careful not to get your pants dirty!" Startled, he lifted his hand, which carried a package of smoked fish. He was careful to keep the oily paper pockets two inches away from his suit pants. His wife rambled on, "What's the price of dry cleaning these days? What does it cost to make a pair of pants?"

　　Sitting in the corner, Lu Zongzhen, an accountant at Huamao Bank, saw the smoked fish and thought of the spinach buns his wife had asked him to buy at a noodle stall near the bank. Women are like that! Buns bought in the hardest-to-find little hutongs on the bend must be inexpensive! She didn't think of him at all-it was uncharacteristic for a man neatly dressed in a suit with tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles and carrying a briefcase to be running all over the street clutching a steaming bun from a newspaper! Yet in any case, if the blockade was prolonged and delayed his dinner, at least the buns would come in handy. He looked at his watch; it was only half-past four. Was it psychological? He already felt hungry. He gently lifted a corner of the newspaper and opened one inside. One was snow-white and sprayed with the faint odor of sesame oil. A portion of the newspaper stuck to the bun, and he tore it off cautiously; the bun was printed in lead, the words all reversed, like a reflection in a mirror, yet he had this patience, and lowered his head to recognize them one by one:

　　 "Obituaries ...... application ...... Hua stock dynamics ...... grand entrance waiting to teach ... ..." are the words that have to be used, do not know why reproduced on the buns, with a bit of a joke nature. Maybe because "eating" is too serious a thing, compared to everything else is a joke. Lv Zongzhen felt bad about it, but he didn't laugh, he was an honest man. He looked from the article on the bun to the article in the newspaper, and finished reading half a page of the old newspaper; if he turned it over to look at it, the bun would have to fall out, so he just had to do it. He reads the newspaper here, and the whole train follows the example, those who have a newspaper read it, those who don't have a newspaper read the invoice, read the charter, read the business card. Those who have no printed matter of any kind look at the market signs in the street. They can't help filling this terrible emptiness-otherwise their minds might move. Thought is a painful thing.

　　Only an old man sitting opposite Lv Zongzhen, rubbing two oily walnuts in his bony hands, had a board of small movements instead of thoughts.

　　He had a shaved head, reddish-yellow color, full of oil and wrinkles, and his whole head was like a walnut. His brain is like a walnut, sweet, moist, but not much meaning.

　　At the head of the old man's right sat Wu Cuiyuan, who looked like a young grandmother of a church sect, but was not yet married. She wore a white gown with a narrow blue border--dark blue and white, very much in the flavor of the obituaries. She carried a small blue and white checkered parasol. Her hair was combed in a thousand different styles, lest it should call public attention to her.

　　Yet she was not really in danger of being overly conspicuous. She was not ugly, but her beauty was an ambiguous one, as if she were afraid of offending someone, and everything in her face was pale, flabby, and undefined. Even her own mother couldn't describe her as long-faced or round-faced.

　　At home she was a good daughter, in school she was a good student. After graduating from college, Cuiyuan served her alma mater as an English teaching assistant. She now planned to use the blockade to correct her papers. She opened the first one, which was done by a boy, shouting out against the evils of the city, full of righteous indignation, and cursing "red-lipped prostitutes" in poorly grammatical, stuttering sentences.......

　　The big world ...... inferior dance floors and barrooms". Cuiyuan slightly contemplated for a while, then find out the red pencil to approve a "A" word. If in the usual, approved also approved, but today she has too much time to consider, she can not help but to question herself, why she gave him such a good score: do not ask the question is not a problem, a question, she even rose red. She suddenly understood: for this student was the only man who had ever dared to say these things to her so unhesitatingly.

　　He looked upon her as one who had seen much; he looked upon her as a man, a beloved. He looked up to her. Cuiyuan always felt that no one in the school looked down on her - from the president onwards, professors, students, school servants ...... students were especially indignant to the core: "Shen University is getting worse and worse! It's getting worse every day! Using Chinese to teach English, as a rule, is already undeserved, let alone a Chinese who has never been abroad!" Cuiyuan was aggravated at school and also at home. The Wu family was a new, model family with a religious background. The family did their best to encourage their daughter to study hard, and step by step, she climbed to the top - a girl in her twenties teaching at a university! breaking a new record for women's careers. Yet the parents gradually lost interest in her, preferring her to be sloppy with her books in the first place and spare some time for a rich son-in-law.

　　She was a good daughter and a good student. Her family are good people, daily bath, read the newspaper, listen to the radio has never listened to Shenqu funny Beijing opera or something, but specialize in listening to Beethoven Wagner's symphony, do not understand to listen to. Good people in the world more than real people ...... Cui far from happy.

　　Life is like the Bible, translated from Hebrew into Greek, from Greek into Latin, from Latin into English, from English into Mandarin. When Cuiyuan read it, the Mandarin was translated into Shanghainese in her head. That's a bit of a divide.

　　Cuiyuan put down the volume and held her face in her hands. The sun was hot on her back.

　　Next door sat a nanny with a child in her arms, the child's soles pressed against Cuiyuan's legs. Tiny tiger head red shoes wrapped around soft and hard feet ......

　　This is at least true.

　　In the tram, a medical student took out a drawing book and cogently revised a sketch of the human skeleton. The other passengers thought he was there sketching the man napping across from him. One by one, with nothing else to do, they gathered, in twos and threes, propped up on their backs, hands behind their backs, around him, watching him sketching. The husband carrying the smoked fish whispered to his wife, "I can't stand all this Cubism and Impressionism that's going on now!" His wife whispered, "Your pants!"

　　The medical student filled in the names of every bone, nerve, and tendon. One of the men returning from the office half covered his face with a folding fan and quietly explained to his colleague, "The influence of Chinese painting. Now western paintings are also fashionable inscriptions, it's really 'East Wind West Graduation'!"

　　Lu Zongzhen didn't join in the fun and sat alone. He decided he was hungry.

　　He decided to eat his spinach bun with ease, but when he looked up, he caught a glimpse of a relative of his, his wife's aunt's son, in the third-class compartment. He hated this Dong Peizhi. Peizhi is a poor man with big ambitions, who wants to marry a lady with a little money. Lu Zongzhen's eldest daughter, who is just 13 years old, is already being scrutinized by Peizhi, and her footsteps have become more and more diligent in her mind. Lu Zongzhen saw this young man, secretly screamed bad, I'm afraid Peizhi saw him, to take advantage of this perfect opportunity to attack him. If he was trapped in a room with this Dong Peizhi during the blockade, the situation would be unimaginable!

　　He hurriedly gathered up his briefcase and buns, ran in a gust of wind to the opposite row of seats, and sat down. Now he happened to be blocked by Wu Cuiyuan next door, and his cousin's nephew was definitely not able to see him. Cuiyuan glared back at him slightly. Damn! This woman must have thought that he had changed seats for no reason and was up to no good. He recognized the face of the molested woman - face starkly set, no smile in the eyes, no laughter at the corners of the mouth, not even in the pits of the nose, and yet there was a little quivering smile somewhere, ready to spread out at any moment. People who think they are too cute are simmering with laughter.

　　Damn it, Dong Peizhi saw him after all, coming toward the first-class compartment, full of humility, bowing at a distance, long red-sprayed cheeks, gray cloth tunic containing the smell of monks and nuns-a hard-working and guarded young man, the most reasonably thought of son-in-law. Zongzhen swiftly decided to take advantage of the situation and pushed the boat into the water, stretching out an arm to rest on the window sill behind Cuiyuan and announcing his plan of flirting without saying a word. He knew that he would not be able to scare Dong Peizhi away, because Peizhi had always seen him as an old man who did nothing wrong. From Peizhi's point of view, people over thirty are all old people, and old people are all full of bad things. Pei Zhi today witnessed him such a nasty, had no choice but to go to his wife to report a full report - angry at his wife is also good! Who asked her to give him such a cousin? Pissed off, deserved to be pissed off!

　　He did not like the woman beside him. Her arms were white, like squeezed toothpaste. Her whole person is like squeezed toothpaste, without style.

　　He whispered to her and laughed, "This blockade, when will it end? Really nasty!" Cuiyuan was taken aback, turned her head, saw his arm resting behind her, and her whole body stiffened; Zongzhen couldn't allow him to draw back that arm by himself in any case. His nephew was looking at him with burning eyes and a little smile on his face. If he were to meet his nephew's eyes in his busy schedule, perhaps the boy would bow his head timidly-the embarrassment of virginal charm; perhaps the boy would squeeze his eyes at him-who knows?

　　He gritted his teeth and resumed his attack on Cuiyuan. He said, "Are you bored too?

　　It never matters if we talk a little! Let's - let's talk!" Involuntarily, his voice took on a pleading tone. Cui-yuan was startled anew, and dropped back to look at him again. He remembered now that he had watched her get into the car--a very dramatic moment, but that dramatic effect had been obtained by chance and could not be attributed to her. He whispered, "You know what? I saw you get in the car, and the advertisement that was taped to the glass in front of you, tore a piece of it, and from this broken place I saw your side, just a little bit of your chin." It was an advertisement for Nai Lovi formula, depicting a fat kid, and suddenly this woman's chin appeared under the kid's ear, which is a little scary when you think about it. "Then you lowered your head to get money out of your purse, and I saw your eyes, your eyebrows, your hair." Taken apart part by part, she hadn't been without her kind of charm.

　　Cuiyuan smiled. Couldn't see that the man was good with words-thought he was a dependable businessman look-alike! She looked at him again. The sunlight was reddening the cartilage under the tip of his nose. The hand he rested on the newspaper bag came out of the cuff, yellow and sensitive-a real man! Not very honest, not very clever, but a real man! She felt suddenly blazing, happy. She turned her back and said in a thin voice: "Such words, say less!"

　　Zongzhen said, "Huh?" He had long forgotten what he had said. His eyes were fixed on his cousin's nephew's back-that sensible young man felt that he was superfluous here, that he did not want to offend his cousin's uncle, that they would have to meet again in the future, that they were all good relatives who could not be cut off by a quick sword; and he even retreated back to the third-class compartment. As soon as Dong Peizhi was gone, Zongzhen immediately withdrew his arm, and talked properly. He accosted her with a glance at the exercise book spread out on her lap and said, "Shen Guang University ...... you studied at Shen Guang!"

　　He thought she was so young? That she was still a student? She laughed and didn't make a sound.

　　Zongzhen said, "I graduated from Huaji. Huaji." There was a small brown mole on her neck, like an imprint carved by a fingernail. Zongzhen subconsciously twisted the nails of his left hand with his right hand, coughed, and went on to ask, "Which subject did you study?"

　　Cuiyuan noticed that his arm was not there anymore and thought that the change in his attitude was due to the subtle influence of her Duanning personality. Thinking so, but could not not answer, then said: "Arts. What about you?" Zongzhen said, "Business." Suddenly, he felt that their conversation was a little bit too dense with Taoism, so he said, "When I was in school, I was busy with sports, and when I was out of school, I was busy making a living. Books, simply did not read much!" Cuiyuan said, "Are you busy with public affairs?" Zongzhen said, "I am so busy that I don't know what to do. In the morning, I take the tram to the office, and in the afternoon, I take the tram back, and I don't know why I go and why I come! I am not interested in my work at all. I say it's to earn money, but I don't know for whom!" Cuiyuan said, "Everyone is a bit tired."

　　Zongzhen said, "You don't know - my family - ahem, don't mention it!" Cuiyuan said darkly:

　　 "Here it comes! His wife doesn't sympathize with him at all! Men in the world who have wives seem to be in desperate need of another woman's sympathy." Zongzhen hesitated for a while before he stammered and said with great difficulty, "My wife - doesn't sympathize with me at all."

　　Cuiyuan looked at him with furrowed brows, indicating full understanding. Zongzhen said, "I simply don't understand why I go home every day when the time comes. Go back to where? I'm practically homeless." He removed his glasses to meet the brightness, wiped the water stains on them with a handkerchief予, and said, "Ahem! Just muddle along, can't think--just can't think!" The nearsighted person took off his glasses in public, Cuiyuan felt a little dirty, as if he took off his clothes in public, which was unseemly. Zongzhen continued, "You-you don't know what kind of a woman she is!" Cuiyuan said, "Then, when you first ......" Zongzhen said, "I was against it at first. She was booked by my mother.

　　I was naturally willing to let myself pick, but ...... she used to be very beautiful ...... and I was young at the time ...... young people, you know... ." cuiyuan nodded.

　　Zongzhen said, "She later turned out to be such a person - even my mother fell out with her, and came back to blame me for not marrying her! She ...... her that temper - she didn't even graduate from elementary school." Cuiyuan couldn't help but smile, "It's as if you value that diploma very highly! In fact, a girl's education is nothing more than that!" She didn't know why she broke her own heart by saying this. Zong Zhen said, "Of course which, you can make snide remarks from the sidelines because you are superiorly educated. You don't know what kind of a--" He stopped short, coming up for air, having just put on his eyeglasses and fading them down to wipe the lenses. Cui Yuan said, "You're talking a little too much?" Zongzhen cupped his glasses in his hand and with difficulty made a gesture and said:

　　 "You don't know that she's-" Cui Yuan busily said, "I know, I know." She knew that his wife could never be blamed alone for the couple's discord, and that he himself was a simple-minded person. He needs a woman who forgives him and encompasses him.

　　There was a flurry of chaos on the street as two trucks rumbled in, loaded with soldiers. Cuiyuan and Zongzhen poked their heads out at the same time to look; unexpectedly, their faces were unusually close. In a very short distance, anyone's face is different from the usual, like a close-up shot on a silver screen. Zongzhen and Cuiyuan suddenly felt as if the two of them had met for the first time. In Zongzhen's eyes, her face looked like a white peony flower with a few light strokes, and the two or three short hairs on the corner of her forehead were the stamens in the wind.

　　He looked at her and she blushed, and as soon as she blushed and let him see it, he was obviously pleasant. And her face got redder and redder.

　　Zongzhen did not think he could make a woman blush, make her smile, make her turn her back, make her turn her head. Here he was a man. Normally, he was an accountant, he was the father of a child, he was a parent, he was a hitchhiker in a car, he was a patron in a store, he was a citizen. But to this woman, who didn't know the first thing about him, he was just a simple man.

　　They fell in love. He told her a lot of things, about their bank, who is the best with him, who is not with him face and heart, how the family quarrel, his secret sorrow, his study age volunteers ...... endless words, but she did not mind. The man in love is always like to say, the woman in love is always like to listen. The woman in love is exceptionally not very talkative, because subconsciously she knows that a man will not love a woman after he has thoroughly understood her.

　　Zongzhen concluded that Cuiyuan was a lovely woman - white, thin, warm, like a breath of air from your own mouth in winter. You don't want her, and she quietly drifts away. She is a part of yourself; she understands everything and forgives you for everything. You speak the truth, and she is sore for you; you speak a lie, and she smiles, as if to say:

　　"Look at your mouth!"

　　Zongzhen was silent for a while and suddenly said, “I plan to get married again.” Cuiyuan hastened to make a look of alarm and called out, "You want a divorce? I'm afraid that ...... won't work."

　　Zongzhen said, "I can't get a divorce. I “have to take care of my children's happiness. My eldest daughter is thirteen years old this year, and she has just entered the middle school with very good grades." Cuiyuan said darkly:

　　 "What does this have to do with the issue at hand?" She coldly said, "Oh, you plan to take a concubine." Zongzhen said, "I am planning to treat her as a wife. I-I will make arrangements for her. I won't make things difficult for her." Cuiyuan said, "But if she is a girl from a good family, I'm afraid she might not be willing to do so. All sorts of legal trouble ......" Zongzhen sighed, "Yes. You are right. I don't have the right.

　　I shouldn't have even thought about it ...... I'm too old. I'm already thirty-five." Cuiyuan slowly said, "Actually, according to the current perspective, that is not too old." Zong Zhen was silent. In the middle of the day, he said, "How old are you ......?" Cuiyuan lowered his head and said, "Twenty-five." Zongzhen paused and said, "Are you free?" Cuiyuan did not answer. Zongzhen said, "You are not free. Even if you agree, your family won't agree, will they? ...... Isn't it?"

　　Cuiyuan pursed her lips. The people in her family-those spotless good people-she hated them! They had coaxed her enough. They wanted her to find a rich son-in-law, Zongzhen had no money but a wife-it was good to be angry with them! Pissed off, deserved to be pissed off!

　　There were more and more people on the bus. There was a rumor outside that the blockade would be opened, so the passengers came up one by one and sat down, Zongzhen and Cuiyuan squeezed them tightly, sitting closer and closer.

　　Zongzhen and Cuiyuan wondered how they could have been so confused just now, not thinking to sit closer automatically. Zongzhen felt that she was too happy not to protest. He said to her in a bitter voice, "No. This won't work! It won't do! I can't let you sacrifice your future! You're a superior person, you've had such a good education ...... I--I don't have much money, I can't pit you against your whole life!" No, it's still about money. His words made sense. Cuiyuan thought, "It's over." In the future, she will more than likely marry, but her husband will never be as cute as a stream of a pimply man - the man on the tram in the blockade ...... Everything will never be as natural as this again. Never again ...... Heh, this man, so stupid! So stupid! She only wanted a part of his life, a part that no one cared for. He wasted his own happiness for nothing. So stupidly wasted! She cried, but it was not a svelte, ladylike cry. She practically spat her tears in his face. He was a good man-one more good man in the world!

　　What was the use of explaining to him? If a woman had to lean on her words to impress a man, she would be pitiful.

　　Zongzhen was so anxious that he could not speak, and shook the parasol in her hand again and again. She ignored him. He shook her hand again and said, "I said--I said--there are people here! Don't! Don't do this! We'll talk it over on the phone later. You tell me your number." Cuiyuan did not answer. He pressed, "You have to give me a phone number anyway." Cuiyuan said quickly, "Seven-five-three-six-nine."

　　Zongzhen said, "Seven-five-three-six-nine?" She was silent again. Zongzhen mumbled, "Seven, five, three, six, nine," and reached into his upper and lower pockets to find a pen, but the busier he got, the more he couldn't find it. Cuiyuan had a red pencil in her purse, but she intentionally didn't take it out.

　　Her phone number, he should remember. If he can't remember it, he doesn't love her, and they won't be able to talk about it anymore.

　　The blockade was open. "Ling Ling Ling Ling Ling Ling" rang a bell, each "Ling" a cold dot, a dot that formed an imaginary line, cutting off time and space.

　　A cheering wind blew through the big city. The tram was moving forward. Zongzhen suddenly stood up, squeezed into the crowd and disappeared. Cuiyuan inclined his head and just ignored it. He was gone. For her, he was dead. On the sidewalk at dusk, a man selling stinky tofu jerky rested his load, holding a box of Wenwang's trigrams and shaking it with his eyes closed. A large blonde woman, with a big straw hat on her back, showed her big teeth and smiled a jocular smile at an Italian sailor. Cuiyuan's eyes caught sight of them and they came to life, just for a moment. The car ran forward locally, and one by one they died.

　　Cui-yuan closed his eyes in annoyance. If he had called her, she would not have been able to manage her own voice, and would have been extraordinarily enthusiastic about him, for he was a man who had died and come back to life.

　　Lights were lit in the tram, and as soon as she opened her eyes she looked to see him sitting distantly in his original seat. She shuddered-so he hadn't gotten off the train! She realized what he meant: everything that had happened during the blockade had not happened. The whole of Shanghai had dozed off and dreamed an unconscionable dream.

　　The tram driver sang, "Pity, pity! A man with no money! Poor ah can ......" a sewing poor woman panicked swept across the front of the car, crossing the road. The tram driver shouted, "Swine!"

　　Lu Zongzhen arrived home in time for dinner. As he ate, he read his daughter's report card, which had just arrived in the mail. He remembers the incident on the tram, but Cuiyuan's face is a bit of a blur - the kind of face that is born to make people forget. He couldn't remember what she had said, but his own words he remembered well - gently:

　　 "How old are you-how old are you?" Impassionately, "I can't let you sacrifice your prospects!"

　　After the meal, he took a hot hand towel, wiped his face, paced to his bedroom, and twisted on the electric light. An Urchin crawled halfway from one end of the room to the other, and when the light was turned on, it had no choice but to crouch down in the middle of the floor, not moving a muscle. Is it playing dead? Is it thinking? Crawling around all day, rarely have the time to think, right? After all, thinking is painful. Zongzhen twisted out the light, his hand pressed on the machine bracket, the palm of his hand was sweaty, and his body was sweating drop by drop, like small insects itching and crawling. He turned on the light again, the shellfish disappeared and crawled back to the arena.
(August, 1943) 
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