In Other People’s Shoes

射雕英雄傳中的華箏

Looking into the reflection in the bronze mirror, I notice I have lost my golden youth.  The silver adornments sewn on my skirts are still tinkling and twinkling, so clear and melodious, yet time has cruelly dyed my temples gray, wrinkled my cheeks with lines, although I feel as if it was just yesterday when I was having a horse-back competition with my brothers.  Outside my tent, the dry dusty wind pained my eyes.  I stood straight, facing the expansive, cloudless, bright blue sky.  Yes, I am Princess Hua Zheng, daughter of the desert.  I was once your fiancée, but I have no regret or complaint about my one-way romance with you.

We grew up together in the boundless desert and became best friends.  You were always nice to me, treating me as your own sister, but I had loved you with all my heart since the first day I laid eyes on you.  Do you remember the time you saved me from the claws of the leopards?  I secretly vowed to myself that day that my life would be yours forever.  The parentless little hawks that you saved from a steep inselberg are now full-grown.  We had raised them together, and I thought we would always be together, just like them.  
How wonderful it was when my father announced our engagement!  “I give my daughter to you.  From now on, you are my Gold Knife consort Prince.”  Father's words were still echoing in the wind and I remember how happy I was to accept the arrangement.  At that moment I searched your face for clues to your feelings.  People had said that you were so upright and honest that you didn't know how to express your own emotions.  But I saw the hesitation in your eyes.  That look did not bother me until you told me you were leaving.
As usual, you were awkward at words.  I understood you, but it was a terrible thing to say that you only thought of me as nothing more than a younger sister!  Shouldn't it be common sense that the engagement was vital for both of us and could not be easily absolved by such a vague answer?  You Chinese people often referred to us as barbarians, uneducated, unmannered liars; but you were the one who broke the promise and did not even dare to face the reality.  It was mean for you to leave your mother in my care while passively letting our engagement become an unsolved paradox.  Can you imagine how painful and shameful it was for a young woman like me to wait for a future husband with only an ounce of hope? 

I realized it too late that you had always taken precautions against my father and my brother since your mother had really achieved her goal successfully—to teach you to become a hackneyed Chinese nationalist, and to always have a blind, nameless respect for the Central Plains although you grew up under the nomadic sky.  No wonder the contradiction between your strict, Chinese-thinking family education and the freely ebullient living environment of the desert had planted in you a cowardly ambiguous attitude when faced with our complicated relationship.  I was a fool to have offered you plenty of time and space to cultivate your own career, and allowed Miss Huang, your stubborn, ambitious and clever new lover, opportunities to win over your weak heart.  Her tricky and coercionary cleverness, however, made up an obvious complement to your hesitating mind, and I was left out of the game.
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