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Chinese Writers Congratulate Launch of Chinese Literature and Culture in Calligraphy
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THE WORLD DOES NOT lack scenery. There are not enough windows. Push open the new window and you will see the dawn in the east. Walk well.

My congratulations for the launch of Chinese Literature and Culture.

Chen Cang

––––––––
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LET THE WORLD UNDERSTAND the details of China through its stories in English translation.

Qian Fu Zhang
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Let the world understand China through reading its literature.

My best wishes for Chinese Literature and Culture.

Yao Emei
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​​​​​​​​​Message from the Editor-in-Chief
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I AM NOT A WELL-READ person but I do recognize the value of reading, particularly the reading of good literature. I admire anyone who can sit and read with a peace of mind. I particularly admire many Americans who have a habit of reading assuming they do not know much. There are too many people in this world who assume they know everything and do not care to read about others and what others are thinking. I wish I could reduce my ego a little bit by humbling myself in the lines of others. I do read sporadically. I read anything that interests me. Sometimes, I don’t have the right frame of mind to read. Then I translate. When you are translating, you are forcing yourself to read. There is no way to skip any word when you translate. In such a compulsory reading process, you bring those dead words alive and you become part of a spiritual communication. I do not always read a story or essay first before translating it. I often translate to read it. After I finish the last sentence I get the story or idea. Maybe this is a good method of reading for slow readers with bad memories like me. Therefore, I am fond of translating literature.

I am not a native speaker of English either, but I do admire such men as Ibsen, Tagore and Lin Yutang. They are people who have managed to speak directly to audiences outside their home countries through a foreign language. In my country, there is such an amazing readiness to go beyond our horizons that everyone is learning a foreign language. Probably there are more people who can have conversations in English than the native English-speaking population in the world. Problem is most Chinese do not meet English-speaking people often. Even the people who are talented in languages do not see foreigners often. What do they do with their talent? Many turn to translating. As a result, there are more translators in China than in any other country, and almost everything foreign is translated into Chinese. I am working in a university. Everyone around me is a translator or potential translator. You probably don’t realize how amazing this is. Translating has become a spiritual pursuit that gives a sense of fulfillment like an art.

I have never been abroad except for a four-month stay in Searcy, Arkansas, the United States, but thanks to the Internet, I have been able to go abroad every day. I have observed that the Chinese have translated so much from foreign countries but so little is translated from China. I do not claim to know China because I am Chinese. In fact, I know little of China although I was born and bred in that country and have stayed in the country for almost half a century. I haven’t been able to digest everything I see and hear. Like a child I am ready to discover it. By translating I am decoding the cultural messages and trying to make sense out of those texts. My translating projects are meant to make personal discoveries to be shared with friends all over the world. In this line of thinking, I decided to have a journal of translations from the Chinese. I talked to some friends and to my delight, they liked my idea. I approached two Chinese literary journals and they liked the idea too. Then, quickly we had a volunteer team of translators and editors. The result is the present issue of the journal before your eyes.

Like any other new venture, this journal is a newborn baby in a cradle. It is not even a toddler yet. There are varying levels of quality in the translations but all of them have been carefully read again and again by the translators and editors to make sure the readers can understand them as works of English given our present limited resources. Before it grows up to walk properly, it needs tender loving care. Personally, I criticize published translations harshly. I hope in the future issues, the translations will be better and better as the journal has more and more excellent people to participate in its making.

A special note must be made of two popular literary magazines in China. Without their support, the birth of Chinese Literature and Culture would have been impossible.

Hua Cheng is a Guangzhou-based Chinese literary magazine. Thanks to the efforts of Ms. Zhu Yanling, then managing editor, Chinese Literature and Culture has received permission from Sun Pin, Li Yinhe, Fu Yuehui, and Ma Wei to translate and publish the four stories originally published in Hua Cheng.

Shan Hua is another prominent Chinese literary magazine based in Guizhou Province. It has a very refined literary taste. Like Hua Cheng, it is an enthusiastic supporter of our new literary adventure. We thank Mr. Shi of Shan Hua for sharing our vision. This little Shan Hua column consists of three interesting stories from three very good writers. One of our editors loves The Boulevard the best and would like to see more of Jiang Yitan’s stories translated. Readers looking for more Shan Hua fiction can read St. Petersburg Review 2014, which carries my translation of Wei Ya’s “Music from Heaven,” a tragic story of great beauty about a migrant construction worker in Shenzhen.

Chu Dongwei

Editor in Chief

August, 2014

(Revised) December, 2018
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Introduction:​​​​​​​​ Chinese Literature and Culture and the Transmission of Chinese Culture to the West
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BY TIMOTHY HUSON

Chinese Literature and Culture is envisioned to have a practical importance in the world as Chinese culture comes to play an increasingly significant role in its interaction with Western culture. This journal will not merely give writers and translators a chance to share their work, nor merely provide Westerners and other non-Chinese a glimpse at Chinese culture, but more importantly, following the Chinese ideal of universal humanity and the long Confucian tradition of activism, it has the potential to spur a wave of Chinese culture to the betterment of the world. In the preface to Call to Arms, the most influential Chinese writer of the past century, Lu Xun, reminisces about first becoming conscious of loneliness while reflecting on the futility of an early and abortive attempt at a literary movement in the form of the literary journal: “if a man’s proposals met with approval, that should encourage him to advance; if they met with opposition, that should make him fight back; but the real tragedy was for him to lift up his voice among the living and meet with no response, neither approval nor opposition.” A modest goal would be accomplished if we can avoid the loneliness that accompanied Lu Xun’s first journalistic endeavor, and a major one would be to stimulate a few minds in this world the way he did so many. We can take heart in the Confucian idea that every moment is a new beginning, and have a bit of hope that this little splash might end up as a wave at some point down the line.  

Lin Yutang is a good example of how one only really understands a culture in the process of transmitting it. Lin’s more dismissive approach to traditional Chinese thought in the Little Critic essays, before he fully set himself to the task of transmitting Chinese culture to the West, later developed into a deep appreciation of Chinese culture’s potential as a solution to world problems by the time he published The Importance of Living in 1937. At issue is something similar to Martin Heidegger’s translation or transmission of Greek thought into the modern world, not a simple mimicry or replication, but a repetition in the genuine sense of the word, creating something of new significance while repeating the old and the same. There was a lot wrong with the classical Greek world, but its essence harbors a potential for our future, a basis for our new. Heidegger’s translations – his introducing the potential for being of Greek thought into the context of the modern discursive order – struck a resonance because they are in fact the hidden being and potential of the modern world. Similarly a potential for the world, both East and West, lies hidden in Chinese thought as it has traversed China’s history. A genuine concept of universal humanity traverses Chinese culture from the classical time up to today, and the truth of that concept, the humanity common to East and West, is what makes the transmission possible. Lin Yutang’s transmissions of Chinese culture to the West are bridges between spiritual kinfolk. The task of the translator of Chinese culture involves bringing people to recognize that kinship, to rekindle a spiritual friendship, to awaken the Chinese character hidden deep inside Western culture.  

This will not sound right to those contemporary academics nurtured on the dogma of cultural difference, the idea that the West and the East are fundamentally different. I’m defending a thesis, largely my own, that might be thought ludicrous in today’s academia. As to the intellectual origins of the idea of universal humanity, both sides are in agreement – both the defenders of the so-called Western universalism and the defenders of the so-called non-Western particularism (third world relativism, nationalism, nativeness, and so forth) agree that the idea of universal humanity has uniquely Western origins. But the very parameters of this debate between Western universalism and third world particularism are integral to the dominant Western discursive order. It’s a case where the question raised presupposes a particular discursive order. The distinction between East and West, between China and the West, is based on the Western fantasy of the other, a fantasy common to both the proponents of Western universalism and the proponents of non-Western particularism. But, I say, both are duped. What is called universal humanity in the West is an abstraction of human existence based on a narrow and isolated view of reason, a view that doesn’t capture much of the world’s humanity, East or West. On the other hand, Chinese thought, in Confucius, in Mengzi, in Laozi, in Zhuangzi, in Hui Neng, and in countless others throughout the centuries, is grounded on a genuinely universal view of humanity, one actually existing as the concrete and real basis of human compassion and understanding. And, though no longer fashionable in Western academia, the Chinese concrete and non-abstracting view of universal humanity, the genuine one, has had plenty of proponents in the West as well – to name the most obvious cases, Thoreau, Marx, Nietzsche, Simone Weil, and a variety of mystics.

As we develop our selection of texts beyond this inaugural issue, we hope to highlight the strong tendency towards social criticism historically found in Chinese fiction and still present today. This might surprise those Westerners who understand China based on the dominant Western media, but it will come as no surprise to Chinese readers or other readers familiar with China’s literary and intellectual tradition. This critical spirit is not unique to present day China, but has existed throughout China’s history on into the twentieth century, featuring such critical and independent minds as Lu Xun, Hu Shi, and Lin Yutang. It is essential to social progress that social problems be confronted openly with an aim to solving them. While social progress depends on allowing critical views to be expressed, the particular interests of some will be served by squelching criticism, whether this occurs directly through official censorship or, as is more common today, through economic pressure of various sorts. The latter method is dominant in the West, and more effective, and in addition the lack of official censorship contributes to the radical duping of the Western intellectual, hoodwinked into believing he freely speaks his mind. Chinese censorship never penetrates to the very heart of the intellectual, enabling some part of the real voices to speak out. To me, these voices are a sign of China’s vigor and youth. The critical literature we hope to publish in forthcoming issues will be a testament to China’s promise and its promise for the world.  

It is my hope that, as our journal develops and we gradually incorporate more of this critical spirit into our selections, Chinese Literature and Culture will play a role in a global rejuvenation of the spirit of genuine universalism and critical thought, awakening  the West’s own critical tradition from its current hibernation. For this initial volume we have included a translation of Airs of the States, seven short stories, and a speech by Li Dazhao. The seven stories are of varying quality, and several of them may not reveal too much of the critical spirit I’ve depicted. These stories all concern relationships of various sorts and, at least in some cases, they point to critical reflection on traditional structures in which human interaction and human relations take place. 

Most of the stories in this issue explore the sexuality and love in under constraint of the social order. In Sun Pin’s “A Dinner for Three,” thirty-five year old Deng Yaxi, sublimates her sexual desire into the creativity of her portrait painting, with the offspring of her passion surrounding her on her studio walls. As she fails at marriage without sex and reflects on a failed relationship from the distant past, we are led to ask about the identity of the three people in her mysterious dinner painting. The interpretive shift one experiences with the diagnosis of the heroine’s mental condition does not answer that question, but augments the levels at which it can be posed. 

With “A Study of Love,” by Li Yinhe, the focus shifts to the sexual relationship itself with the heroine’s musings on love as she reflects on her sexual involvement with a powerful and promiscuous man. Reminiscent of Arthur Schnitzler’s Reigen, where the chain of sexual encounters is broken only once, at the relation between husband and wife, the heroine here ultimately defends the thesis that genuine love only exists where marriage and property do not exist. But her confounding romantic love (a free and emotional relation, independent of social mores) and courtly love (a non-sexual relation based strictly on prescribed social rules) suggests that her own love fantasy itself replicates the power structures of marriage and property that she thinks she is rejecting. 

“Green Moss,” by An Yong, also deals with a woman’s relation to a powerful man, this time for the sake of a climb up the social ladder. The heroine, Mo Yali, has chosen the material benefit of pairing with the rich man, but she represses a conflicting compassion and sexual desire for a young and handsome mentally handicapped man. Her desire, like the man himself, is on a slippery slope (the green moss) towards the pure and genuine act that would be disastrous for her social climb. The story ends like the ancient Greek tragedies - what is sacrificed for reasons of social stability receives its compromise symbolic representation in the story’s final ritual. But the final scene also suggests an perspective on that compromise.

Three other stories involve young individuals gaining an insight into life’s mystery as they deal with sexual relations, the need for connections, and the passage of time. In Fu Yuehui’s “Giant Elephants,” a young man from the countryside seeking acceptance in the city deals with dating and temptations of infidelity as he is haunted by a repeating dream of stampeding giant elephants. He connects the dream to a girl he dates in between his more serious relationships, a commonplace girl from the countryside. A potentially tragic ending merges with the dream, but suggests that the dream may after all harbor a deeper truth. 

In “Garlic Breath,” by Zhao Ka, the first person narrator, in a style reminiscent of Pirandello or Borges, reflects on his unfinished novel and the story he tells emerges as a chapter, a humorous coming-of-age story of a young man reflecting on the development of his social connections and a clumsy entry into the world of love as a worker in a chicken production facility, a sort of microcosm of society at large. 

In Jiang Yitan’s “The Boulevard,” Xia Hui is a young history Ph.D. pursuing a life in Beijing as she reflects on the passing of time and her relation with her boyfriend. On her way to visit the villa where her mother works as a nanny, her imagination is stirred by a magnificent suburban boulevard surpassing time and reality, a stark contrast to her historical fate as an outsider to the city. In the final scene, she gains a deeper understanding of the meaning of history, time, and destiny, perhaps a variation on Lin Yutang’s magical description of the Chinese sage as “one who dreams with one eye open.”

“Ten Steps to Kill a Person,” by Ma Wei, offers a variation on Kafka’s “In the Penal Colony.”  Like the officer of Kafka’s story, Ma Wei’s hero, Ma Ci, is the creator of a penal device to which he subjects himself in the end, and both heroes give a detailed account of a process – the step by step clarification of the function of a punishment device and the ten steps to kill someone. Like Kafka’s story, this story intertwines torture, self-punishment, and sexual imagery with metaphors pointing to numerous interpretive levels, with some lines suggesting a political angle: “If a man could concentrate, he could even rule a nation well.”

In “The Youth Movement of a Young China,” Li Dazhao brings the classical Chinese idea of universal humanity and creative and unselfish individualism into the context of modern socio-economic reality, a synthesis of old and new that characterizes modern China’s intellectual culture and its value for today’s world.
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​​​​​​​​​A Dinner for Three, by Sun Pin, translated
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BY CHU DONGWEI, WITH an introduction by Fraser Sutherland

Introduction


First I want to theorize or philosophize a bit about literary translation. 

When we read a translation of a story we’re actually reading two stories by two writers. The first story is written by the original author. The second is written by the translator. The translator decodes the author’s text just as the author decodes the world of experience and imagination. In the case of “A Dinner for Three” one writer is the author Sun Pin. The other writer is the translator Chu Dongwei. My congratulations to them both. 

Another way to look at a translated story is to think of it as an iceberg. When spring comes to the Arctic big pieces of ice break off and drift south to the North Atlantic Ocean. These big pieces of ice are called icebergs, and one of them was so big a collision with it sank The Titanic. 

It’s a commonplace that nine-tenths of an iceberg lies below the surface of the water, which is why an iceberg is so dangerous to ships. One can think of a story as an iceberg. The tenth that we see is the translation; the nine-tenths that we don’t see is the original language of the story. But I think that may not do enough justice to a translation. Instead, we should try to imagine a physical impossibility, an iceberg that is half in and half out of the water. 

So, “A Dinner for Three.” Let me tell you what I don’t like about the story. For one thing, I don’t like that it’s written in the present tense. At the start of the story the main character, Deng Yaxi, did not lean against the door; she “leans against the door.” To me, the growing popularity of the present tense baldly tries to imitate a movie, a television show, or a video. In creating a false immediacy, it seems to me an unnatural way to tell a story. The Odyssey and the King James Bible are not written in the present tense. Some of the most famous words in the English language, the first words of the King James Bible, are “In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.” Note that the sentence does not read, “In the beginning God creates the heavens and the earth.” In my view the present tense in narration should be used sparingly. 

I also don’t like the rushed ending of the story. Very near the end we’re told that Li Tang, Deng Yaxi’s former tenant and husband, takes “Deng Yaxi to a mental hospital. The doctor says she has had schizophrenia for a very long time because she has persistent hallucinations. Every day she hallucinates that she is surrounded by a lot of people who accompany her all the time, even when she sleeps.”

Why do we need to be told this? Haven’t we come to that conclusion anyway? Can’t we make up our own minds? This kind of ending tends to undermine the narrative that preceded it. It’s the “it-was-only-a-dream” syndrome. In the amateur construction of an “it-was-only-a-dream” story, the writer ends a story by saying, “And then she woke up.” Rather than let the reader surrender to the story, the writer has invalidated it by imposing a cause. This is a despicable cheat. The writer tricked us into supposing that the events he described were real, then gives us the news that they weren’t. The joke, the writer seems to say, is on us. But it isn’t: it’s on the writer. 

“A Dinner for Three” is framed as a realistic story. About Deng Yaxi’s schizophrenia I had to suspend a certain amount of disbelief. As it happens I know something about schizophrenia because I was close to someone who had it. I have no professional qualifications as a psychiatrist but I personally would not diagnose Deng as a schizophrenic, at least of the type I am familiar with. She is obsessional certainly, and psychosis may be involved to some extent. But why does her mental anguish have to be labeled at all? It adds nothing to the story. 

Then there is the matter of style. Although much of his story is told simply and naturally, now and then similes, “as” and “like,” are piled on to compare very dissimilar things. When Li Tang, seeking a room to rent, first comes to Deng Yaxi’s apartment, she hears that “a tinkling echo that, as if fermented, overflows everywhere. As the sound ascends the stairs from the first floor, the echo follows as if a bell is tied to it. In this sound of footsteps, there is an element of hesitation or a strangeness like uncooked rice amid cooked rice. ” 

How can an echo ferment? How can it flow? Can the sound of footsteps really be like boiled rice? Much later in the story, a drunken Li Tang “squeezes in through the opening. He becomes a mollusk. Then he stumbles like a lump of dough. She vaguely senses danger, and moves three steps back. She is surprised at her own vigilance. Just like a dog guarding its bone, she is poised to defend herself with her two rows of fangs. “How can a lump of dough stumble? Li Tang is successively likened to or identified with a mollusk, a lump of dough, and a dog. Well, I suppose sometimes we all feel like that when we’ve drunk too much. . 

By now you may have got the impression that I dislike the story. But I do like the story. In fact, I think that it’s quite powerful. I can’t easily illustrate its power by direct quotation because so much of it is cumulative. The sense of Deng’s extreme isolation, the quiet desperation of her loneliness, is convincing, and the artistic handling of how she deals with her dilemma goes from strength to strength. 

In fact, I can find redeeming features in each of the flaws I’ve identified. 

I still think the story could be better told in the past, not the present, tense. But I have to admit that once I got into the story the use of the present tense bothered me less and less. 

As I’ve suggested, I don’t think it was helpful for the author to clinically label Deng’s mental disorder. Whatever Deng’s malady, one of the story’s strengths is that Li Tang, her lodger, grows as a character into somebody who seems to be just as crazy as she is. At the end we’re led to believe he’s become sane, or saner, but I’m not so sure. 

The occasional excesses of the style can be excused because the main character is, after all, prone to hallucinations. The portraits Deng paints literally become real people to her. It’s reasonable to suppose that the sensations that flood into her mind should be mirrored by the prose’s clustered, cluttered, sometimes mixed similes and metaphors. Stretching the excuse a little further, I could argue that the verbal layering of unlikely comparisons becomes an equivalent or correlative to the layering of paint on canvas. 

“A Dinner for Three” is a complex story, and several themes are at work. One of those themes is the nature of marriage. Deng is sexually frigid, and sex is not just disgusting to her, it is psychologically and physically a non-starter. Li, her lodger, has been traumatized by a miserable marriage and has become, it seems, permanently impotent. Not unreasonably, Deng comes to believe that a platonic marriage between them is feasible. They can lessen each other’s solitude. They do get married, but then Li recovers his potency, with disastrous results. Li and Deng will divorce. He had tried to coerce Deng into having sex, and later comes back to the apartment with a girlfriend. The story thus raises an interesting question about marriage in general. I could be wrong, but I suspect that, for many people, mutual sexual relations do not have to make up a major – or even any – part of a successful marriage. But what other kind of loyalties does it call upon?

Sun Pin and Chu Dongwei, the co-authors, make us think about that, and about other things as well. 

This introduction is a commentary by Fraser Sutherland delivered at the Sense and Senses story reading event on June 21, 2014, Guangdong University of Foreign Studies



Editorial note on the interpretive openness of “A Dinner for Three”

Like many of the stories in this volume, “A Dinner for Three” is open to a variety of interpretations. The medical diagnosis at the end only seems to resolve things. When one thinks of the variety of levels at which the imagination can have been at work, we are led to a radical reflection on the meaning of reality itself, and the distinction between reality and fiction or imagination. A short story reader does not need to decide which interpretation is correct. One can maintain several at once. The criterion is not factual, but a matter of meaningfulness, in all the senses that can have. T.H.



1

Arms crossed, Deng Yaxi leans against the door to listen to the spiraling sound of footsteps in the stairwell. It is the eleventh inquirer. 

The stairwell is as desolate as an empty tin can. As soon as the sound of footsteps is put into it, there is a tinkling echo that, as if fermented, overflows everywhere. As the sound ascends the stairs from the first floor, the echo follows as if a bell is tied to it. In this sound of footsteps, there is an element of hesitation or a strangeness that like uncooked rice amid cooked rice piles on her ears. Nonetheless, that sound becomes more and more distinct. As it reaches the fifth floor, out of the footsteps it quickly produces a nose, then eyes and brows and then a blurry face. The sound of footsteps finally stops. A fully developed face is out there at her door. 

A second before the doorbell rings, she quickly draws a sketch of the renter: a man, not very young, skinny and fragile. It is the sound of his footsteps that has betrayed him to her. On her part, she has always loved such one-player games. For example, she is in the habit of talking to herself. She often looks herself in the mirror and asks, "What do you eat today?"

She bets against herself, just for fun. Then she looks through the peephole. Sure enough, it is the face of a man. She gloats secretly, and opens the door. A complete man is hatched out of her sketch. She looks at him as if he were her trophy. He is indeed not very young, thirty-seven or thirty-eight perhaps, short and thin, as if a copy of the sketch in her mind. She can't help but gloat. The thin man is squarely packaged in a short dust coat. He politely nods at her. She gestures to invite him in. He steps in. She says, "Can I have a look at your identification card and employee card?" He complies and gives her his identification. A photojournalist, forty. His name is Li Tang. 

While he studies the apartment she studies him. Inside his dust coat is a plaid shirt with a clean collar and tightly buttoned sleeves. Outdoor shoes of army green. It seems that he has robbed a twenty-year-old boy of these clothes. And the expression in his eyes is also a transplant. The expression in a young boy's eyes is grafted onto a face of forty. It twinkles shyly as if it were too a stolen property. Besides, he emits an odor that belongs between a man and a woman. Some of his gestures don't seem to belong to a man. They more befit a woman. A young artist that has turned old, perhaps, she thinks to herself. 

Two weeks ago, she posted a message on the Wild Wild Web to look for a roomer, and for the past two weeks she has been receiving inquirers. The first of them was a girl who was tall and mighty with threatening bangs. She wore no smile. Like a woman politician she inspected the room, and then suddenly said, "How come there's no air conditioning?" Yaxi said, "There isn't." The girl asked again, "How come there's no air conditioning?" She drove her away. Want to be comfortable when you are a roomer? Haven't I survived year after year without air conditioning? I didn't die of heat on a hot summer day, she thought to herself. There was another girl who was dressed gorgeously with thickly painted brows, blood-red lips, and high-heeled shoes. Evidently she was someone's mistress but she assumed the airs of a master. The girl said, "Where do I put my washing machine? I have three wardrobes of clothes but you have only one wardrobe in the room. Where do I put my clothes?" A woman like this one comes to rent my place and live with me? She has walked into the wrong place! Yaxi thought, Such a woman, instead of being kept by a man, comes out to rent a place to live. No kidding! Days passed without any result. Lest she should not find an appropriate woman to share her home, she became flexible. Either a man or a woman would do. 

Then men came. A man of twenty-seven or -eight came in a car. He was tall and had some sunshine on the face. She thought to herself, Let him be it. He looks nice. Probably he will be able to help by repairing the electric bulbs, the fridge and the like. But he started to bargain with her. "Can it be cheaper? Payment on yearly basis? I can't afford it. Can it be half-year basis?" he said. She was in a good mind to ask, "Did you steal that car you are driving?" That a man with a car should come to rent her place was by itself suspicious. Besides, in haggling with her, he had the ruthless expression of an old Residents Committee lady buying vegetables: a blade of cilantro is also money. She dismissed him. There was another man, whose head was shaven and who wore a pair of tight-fitting jeans. He had a natural savageness. A mere look at him gave her fear: was he newly released from prison? But the man told her he wanted to rent a place in order to live with his girlfriend. She thought, Does cohabitation need an onlooker? The man went. After the man left, Yaxi had a retrogressive fear: what can I do if a bad man comes in, rapes me, and runs away with my money? Next time, she would have to check the employee card and the identification card. To be on the safe side, she would examine all identification. 

Thus, in the two weeks, potential tenants came one after another and left one after another, like a spinning lantern flashing past in front of her. She patiently watched the parade as if she were a professional landlady. Her patience was running out. The man who is coming today is the eleventh inquirer. 

Having had a glimpse of the apartment, the man stops in front of her. He inquires about the rent. She tells him. He doesn't bargain, which means acceptance. Then he sheepishly says, "Do you have any requirement on me?" This has never occurred before. The man asks her like a student at an interview, "Do you have any requirement on me?" She pauses for a second, then says, "You. . . living alone? I mean, do you bring anybody else to live with you, like a girlfriend?" The man shakes his head, saying, "Me alone." A photographer. We have something in common. Besides, he is reasonable. He doesn't haggle. He's a little bit too old but what does that matter? It's not looking for a husband. More importantly, although he is a man, he does not let her feel the slightest aggressiveness of a male, probably because of his femininity that spreads around him a strange sense of safety. 

Then the two close the deal and sign an agreement. And then rent is paid. The man is going to move in shortly. 

Like a landowner collecting rent from a tenant, she mercilessly takes the money from the man. Why not? She is not running a charity. Hasn't she lived through it all by renting from others? She didn't have her own home until she was thirty-one. By that time, knowing that she would never get married, she put every effort into buying this apartment. When a woman reaches a certain age, a man becomes something extraneous to her, and a home becomes a shell that is connected to her blood and flesh. Even a snail has a shell. How can a woman rent and drift into old age? No one cared for her. Then she should care for herself. During all that time, the desire for a home stood inside of her like a tumbler that couldn't be pressed down. Then she bought a home on credit. As she moved into the newly bought home, she thought, another vagabond disappears from this world. 
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