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Sing to Myself
(The Color of the Wind)
August 13th, 2002. Tuesday, sunny

After going back home, I litened to Dada’s song “
Angle”, but I didn’t like it. As it had once give me a good
ipression, I didn’t disparage the singer excessivey .I thnk
the mot important thing is what he gives m Listening to
this sg, I woder wy it was different from that i my

mry. A long time has passed, so the sg in my mry
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has gone bad. Maybe, I need a refrigerator to keep it fresh.

Insoma, I hate it. Looking at the G-shk helplessly
o whic the date went from 13th to 14th, I didn’t have a
Ittl dere to seep. I got up and contemplated on the
balcony for a short while. Then I felt very tired. As far as
what I thought about was conerned, I had no idea; maybe,
I thught about nothing. I felt dispirited and weak, and had
an impul to throw things On the table, a dinosaur
skelton was radiating out gloy light in the darkns,
whi made m so frightened that I got goose-pimpl the
whole body. I felt soone was watchig me Looking back
suddenly, I ony found nothing. Everything is in my
expectation, but I still wish that there were sothg
different. I think I am rather empty now.

It seems that there is something woderful in the dull
and monotous days But the woderful thing doesn’t last
long. When the night i comng, it always diappears
quickly. I don’t want to think about my future in the fantasy.
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I have once been puzzled and lost. My classmates are very

busy. I cannot hep warning myself, “ You don’t have time
to be puzzled. What you should do is to work hard at hard
wrk. You needn’t think.” Hover, I need impetus really.
Where is my power? My self-confidence and self-respect
are all slowly distorted by failures Narcisssm, self-pity,
inferiority and self-conceit catch me firmy. Only at late
night, can I comfort the injured soul by myself.

I want to be firm, but I fail to make my heart strong; I
want to be fragile, but I am unwilling to show my wound to
others Eve if I drift with the tide, I still want to look for a
special position for mysf in the sea. I once thought that I
was different from othrs. But now I have a strange feeling
that everyone was me as if [ had been merged with others.

Th feelg may prove that I have known I am
lignifiant. Is this evolution or degeneration? Maybe I
should not think about this any longer. However, when

somebody is controed by some thoughts, it is difficult for
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him or her to face the reality again. People often ignore my

ideas just as I ignore theirs.

2002 818 H EHH H
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BARERMARBERER , AHEtERITESNY,
B, RAE—MARLERERMROFEDE, ’E
—MERBILRERFRIELREASE . BRXEEE
CELERB/NRE, MMSIFIH.

RENARRMEENRER, ERENFHIB AR
EEERER BRAER—VNESBMERSLE ,
ERXMERMER. XMERRIR , EBHZ®
ERBATIRBIER L

MK 2HEEH —F, TRURSBHEEBIR
HIRERFRITIEBHIR? SITXE—RTEXBEILER
R|EAF—FR 2 R T R L TR T 8
W —RRBELR, —RRBZET, BRI S OEEEE

286



eSS

WEARREMEREZH . HFEEEAENHMAT
R—EPK; SR OCFTRFEMETEHMEE , BRI
FIT—ZREhEE.

EEMBEEERFE , EBCEHINABZRE—T
2, BEHEENARKZ. IR HREN FERSE
DA%, FFALTHEED, I—EHERREETE
S,

BEEMYGEMRUB—BIE:BITSX, #®MN
LAEMFERZ R, ®EEIREREBRREE
t: BRHERAXBERATEREEE: WEEXERK
B2, YERERTES, WETHR, HATED
EEEERTEMA, FREEETERL.

HERIZE 447 NBBILFIE?

KAEEXMEEEE. E&HMEI.

T b G 7 -

August 18th, 2002. Sunday, sunny
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Ne hairstyle, new mood. Becau se of canges, the Ife
is wonderful.

A’sng, the barber, also lke rock-and-roll. But it is a
pity that he doesn’t like the foreign rock. No other ways can
express minds freely and thoroughly but the roll-rock.
Rethinking those singers I ever lved, I find that I once was
SO naive.

I like the night as much as the rock. I like observing
stars in quiet night. At that moent, I feel I am the center of
the world. I enjoy that feelg, because it can meet my need
of vanity temporarily.

I wonder whether everyo i adolescence will
struggle heply in the trap set by himself or herself. Th
useles struggl maybe is a kind of meaningless protest
against the dirty world. Once and again, I burst out, and
then copromised until I was too tired to protest. Th I

gave in. At the sam tie, | also It my fighting will, and
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only a body was left for m. Wh en the inferior evil thoughts

haunted in my mind, then just a skeleton was left for me

When I recall the time that I have idled away, I always
feel 1 am so unforgivable. In those hard times, I always
cheated myself and only want to run away.

A man called Yi Bing once said, “Up to now, I still
have to face my stock problem. I have trid to avod it by
idling away my tie, covering it up with other things,
cheating mysf to ignore it, and changing mysf to accept
it. But finaly, it is still in frot of me, and I have to deal
with it.”

It is the same to me

I have to face the problem, without a place to hide

mysef.

2002824 H EHN M@
KE—FIZ%E, SERHEE, FETEANET,
AHECH A ENM. BE—EAESIKRMAAE,
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BEHBETRIGENSE. FTEEH, XAZIMHF
iz i&TIE, ER—RZE: Eft, BAMBER.
Loving you is easy because you are beautiful
And loving you is all I wanna do
Loving you is more than just a dream comes true
And everything that I do is out of loving you.
AIBRBERE, FEARETENER, METER
Bit.

August 24th, 2002. Saturday, rainy

Floating plants have n roots. Floating on the river day
by day, they don’t know where to go. A a piece of floatig
plant, I go here and there to lok for a hoe for my soul. 1
have been longing for the warmth and the protection for a
long time. Today, he appeared and asked me, “Could you
be my girlfriend?” 1 was so shocked that I can feel my

heartbeat. [ was totaly unprepared for hi sudde
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appearance. | even didn’t have the courage to refuse him.
On the other hand, to refuse him is not my intention.

I always think I am an obstinate bad girl, persisting my
od ways without considering the results. I just let my
pass flood, and begin and end an affair rashly. I was hurt
again and again. But I never hetate to touch the  ‘bomb of
lve” which will detroy m into fragments. Am I obedient
or disobedient? Maybe both. I am obedient to my heart, and
disobedient to the rule of the world. I have once thought
that the all restraints on emotions are evil.

When I feel sad, I can give vent to my suffering by
destroying pretty things, or by listeng to a pleasant music
to calm mysf. I think in my md, there are both pasvity
and positivity. I often refuse to use my see to make choice.

I frequently dream that I jump down from a high and steep
cliff one day. With the clouds and the wind around me, I
stretch my arms to enjoy the short happinss of flying. I am

sure when I fly, I have the most beautiful smile.
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Watcing the pretty girl in the mrror, I believe my
s 1s still bright. Other pepl might think I am

optimisti as if I would never be hurt by failures. In fact,
they never kn optim is also a kind of helplessness.
When I find I am unable to change anythig, the only thing
I can do i to sm. Nobody kno that my heart has been

hurt sriously, because I nver s the injured heart to the
others Only I know that my heart has be ful of palenes,
distress, loneliness, dullness and indifference.

Hand in hand, he gave m the warm feeling of love,
and I was moved. Walking alog the street, seeing the street
lamp light flicker, he told me a love story between a piece
of leaf and a butterfly. The leaf may not kno the love
should not happen until it falls But when the love takes
place, nobody can te whether it should happen. The
mment when the laf falls in love with the butterfly is also
the beginning of endless suffering of the leaf, because there
is no potion for the leaf in the heart of th butterfly. When
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the leaf falls, it may finaly understand ho woderful th

butterfly’s world is. So it’s no reason to ask for the love
from the butterfly. Neverthele, the leaf, experiencing the
lve affaire, fall to the soil without any pity, just as the old
saying, “Love him, so let him be free.”

Loving you is easy because you are beautiful,

And loving you is all I wanna do,

Loving you is more than just a dream comes true,

And everything that I do is out of loving you.

The human beings exto the love not for its coplxity,

but for its crazy.

20020F981 8 £2HAH %=
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