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Intersection :
-A Synopsis .

In 1949, China’s cosmopolitan Shanghai, “the Paris of the East”,
closed all her gates to the outside world, until 1979. It was a lapse
of thirty years.

1979 saw Shanghai re-immerse herself into the international
community, followed by another earthshaking tWenty-year when
the entire social ecosystem went through fundamental changes.

Meanwhile, Hong Kong, “the London of the Eas” witnessed the
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154-year old colonial river to have flowed to its end at year 1997,
to the edge of steep cliffs where things started to swirl downward
like huge cascade.

This was a critical moment in Chinese history, an era of mystery,
mystery cities and a whole mystery generation. Everything leaves
no choice, but everything is tolerated one way or another. All the
inexplicable endings will always be elucidated eventually.
There are four characters-two couples, all in their mid ages, in
the story. Each era has inflicted in the depth of their soul different
shapes of, and ineradicable wounds. The story takes this theme
as its pillar that lifts up the whole stage of that distincive era,

where scene after scene of human comedy and tragedy is being
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played . Background and characters keep revolving; fantasy and

reality keep interchanging, and ration and consciousness keep
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overlapping; over and again. In this era \yhen perspectives on
value, life and ideal are gravely dislocated, human flesh and sense
organs are seeking pleasures (or humans are seeking sensual
pleasures), befuddled in physical desires whereas their spirit is
struggling. It is the sensual pleasures that wear away the spirit.

Refined thoughts, vibrant psychological flow, vivid depiction,
cultivated language, and sophisticated details, all carve out the
most exquisite statue of the bits of daily life with one social genre
in contemporary China and its rich spiritual world. It is just like a

delicate ancient china vase, precious but fragile, glimmering an
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alluring gleam in the dim light. This represents a cross point of
contemporary Chinese literature and world literature where the
two combat face to face. Compared with all other Chinese liter-
ary works that takes “yellow earth” as their theme, this novel
stands out in stark contrast, but not in conflict; both themes to-
gether build up the two sides of a personality of a multi-dimen-
sional China.

The truth is nothing but one step away.

He stood there, hesitating for a few minutes.... But he was so
calm, surprisingly calm; and he was also so very rational, amaz-
ingly rational, as if he were just a spectator watching a climax

scene in a TV series, completely irrelevant. He thought it’s OK,
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and that he was, after all, only returning the thing to the owner

that he stole or robbed some thirty years ago?
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He opened the security lock, trying to leave through the front
door, leaving this place to return to the Lake Resort to continue
his writing. But exactly at this moment, the moan in the room
was becoming louder. It was her sound of moan. He was too fa-
miliar with that sound. He pulled back his foot in the air half way
over the threshold. But he was telling himself: get out, and get
out fast! ... He was in the living room looking around for
something, and he found a wall calendar. He took out a pen, and
he wanted to make a mark on it, a mark so noticeable that only he

could have possibly left: this moment on this day....
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It is this spotlight, or this black hole that constituted his complete
response to and total revenge on this event. ...

This A New 7ale of Two Ciities with glaring Chinese characteristics
comes into the world 150 years after the decease of the English
literature giant Charles Dickens....

Eras are horizontal planes whereas lives are vertical threads. A
thread of life pierces through many dazziing but bizarre eras while
a slice of era cuts through numerous lives, noble or unfortunate.

Fate is merciless but very fair...
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Exactly at the moment when Zhao Zheng left
home and set his foot on the street, the lights on
both sides of the street started glowing

He wondered, if he could re-start his life and go through it
again, whether he will be able to love again, and whom he
will then love.
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Back to his childhood

After a long while, he was able to gather up enough courage
to lift his eyelids to steal a look at the profile of her face two
rows across and in the front: her snow-white skin with a

touch.of pink, a lock of hair draping down around her ear,
over her eardrop, and therefore out of the range of his sight.
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The HE that Zhao Zheng mentioned is ME

I said, those who managed to shake off the gravity of the
whirlpool in that era, and those who managed to keep away
from the illusory trend of today are of the same genre. They
are scarce, but they are winners; winners, as history needs,
are always that limited.

4.1964. F&FE, FEFEF, BEREELHIERS

ErtEA, ARGEARCHRTAHALR, BRA
GHEATORIR R, L6 ZEHKFE=LTH
®eGF R, EL AT Y, LA —HFINEATE
TARIAEFEO XS AR EARE KRB R
k.

1964: that alley, that house, that broad stairs with
round handrail

Around ten o’clock in the morning, the dazzling sunshine
pierced through the redbrick arc window; occasionally some
pigeons fluttered curving past the window. In the factory
across the street the loudspeaker was broadcasting some
exercise music for the recess; through the leaves, one can
see workers with caps and overalls in white and blue were
stretching their waists.
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Zhan Yu and that wall calendar

Zhan Yu took her eyes back from the kitchen, and cast them
into the dining room. She shot a glance at that very com-
mon calendar hung on the wall, and then dropped her eyes.
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Fu Xing Villa: in th_e 508 of Twentieth Century

This way, our little ballerina passed the gas station and
walked into that alley.

At the mid noon of the summer, the alley was quiet with no
one in sxght The v1lla was a garden house with dark red
pointed top and lpw dark red walls The front garden of this
house faced the back garden of the house in the front
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Zhan Yu and : thirty years prior and after

We parted each other on the street. When I walked around
the corner of the wall and couldn’t help turning my head
around to steal a look at her, her figure had already vanished
in the darkness of the night. A few bicycles were sld\i_lly
passing by me, cranking their bells. ’
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The look in Mr. Bai's eyes

She only felt that memoﬁes would sometimes blend t.hefour
rays from their eyes. She could not distinguish between the
two from Zhao Zheng dnd the two from Mr. Bai.

9 BE BE-AEE

AE, HBLEF, ,\i/\ﬁ——&é&ﬁ% A& %&EJ:
EFESTEIFICETL R VS TAg L3 Ee.)
BED P RHBRE, FEHER, AP 285 %

FRALEL: —HRRGE, B LAT RE, £
—H %

Twilight, in that same twilight

In fact, the so-called narmes are nothing but symbols for hu-




man existence. When the names are mentioned, they are
bits of impression of a person pieced together reflected in
the mind of the speaker or listener, the bits of one's face,
voice, smile, gesture and manner etc.. Shakespeare once
mentioned that the name of a person does not mean anything;
arose is so called, the aroma still remains even if its name is
changed.
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A tug of war: Zhao Zheng became the rope between
Zhan Yu and me

OnoelsmdtoﬂlanYu “Whatyou and I can obtamfromhls
literary works is a feeling that neither critics and pundits
can ever get. This is a type of faint heartache and grief,
turking fove and hate, secret resolve, and other inexplicably
secrecies.”
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Yu Ping-Childhood-Eastern Shanghai




Here she had got used to all the living conditions since her
childhood. She did not understand why all those had all of
a sudden become so fresh, so unfamiliar, so touching, so
imputed with an altered content of life.
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Two parallel lines in life

Sometimes I really wonder if he has chosen to give us the
time and space, I said to Zhan Yu. Really, I have long had
such a feeling.
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An eérly summer morning of 1964 in Zhan Yu's
eyes

So here comes the electricity. The colorful lamps of joy and
hope are lit up at that split second. The eve of the holiday of
life is sometimes more unforgettable than the holiday itself.
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A dialogue between Zhan Yu and me in bed

-.Just as our belief was forged in coercion during our youth,
our adaptation to the rapidly changing value during our mid
ages is brutal. We have been dropouts all along.
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Where is that sweater?

Strangely, when he walked past a certain threshold in life,
what he most wanted to look at when he returned was actu-
ally the place where he had lived before. Life is a circle.
From some point in his life, his life track was returning to
its starting point before he knew it.
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A whole thirty-year is gone. But how each and
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every step has been walked on this road?

He said, is this true? In this twilight, his dark eyes, deep and
quiet, were just like an unending alley. She was intensely
nodding her head. He grabbed her into his arms. “Thank
you, sweetie, thank you! ....” His voice was remote, vague
and hazy, like dream talk.
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Let time toll'back once more Year 1968 a'clear
summer mght ‘

The sequel to the story of Mr. Xie ‘was related to me by
Zhan Yu several decades later. The scene of the sequel had
become the execution field. He, she, she and I then have
gradually knit a web of life stories that have connected all
of us. While the outsider Mr. Xie suddenly slipped and fell
into an abyss hxs desperate scream from the bottom of that
abyss thirty years ago still echoes up and sends chﬂls down
one’s spine today.



