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My dear, I can't believe how time flies. You have been away from home for over 50 days now. I

am happy that the central heating in Beijing is now running1. Now I'm finally hoping it's warm 

enough in the detention center. It was too hectic the first time I went to deliver clothes to you. It was 

still warm back then and I didn't bring enough proper clothes (I can hear you saying “silly wife”). 

Only later did I realize that I could only deliver more clothes when you write a request. That made 

me happy because it means I will be able to read your handwriting soon. However, I never received 

such a request. Did you ever write one? I was hoping to trace your life in the detention center 

through your spending record, but I couldn't find any information in the detention center's system. 

Sorry for these trivialities. But I find it hard to talk about important things. 

The last month was horrible, even worse than when you first left. Every time I wanted to write 

to you about something bad that had happened, something even worse occurred before the letter 

was finished. So I had to rewrite the letter over and over, and I even lost the courage to pick up the 

pen. You probably haven't heard that six of our friends have been taken away after your arrest. 

Kaiping, Xia Lin, Xiaohe, Xiaoshu2 are all good friends and now they might be in trouble because 

of you; our friends Xue Ye and Xu Xiao also have been detained even though they have been low-

key. It's not clear why, but I've heard Xu Xiao was charged with “endangering state security”. At 

that point I thought it couldn't get any worse. But immediately after, everyone else from Transition 

Institute was summoned for questioning and the charge changed to “operating illegal business”. In 

the meantime we gathered experience on the abductions. These happen usually without previous

notification. If one is lucky, the family will be informed about the arrest after a few days; although 

in Kaipings case, we just lost track of his whereabouts. Every time someone was summoned, our 

1 In Beijing radiators are powered by a central heating system, that starts usually in November and ends around 

February.

2   Huang Kaiping, the director of  Transition Institute; He Zhengjun, administrative director of Transition Institute; 

Xiaoshu, officer at  Liren Rural Library, a NGO affiliated with Transition Institute. The three were taken into custody 

shortly after Guo. Xia Lin was the defense of Guo Yushan and was taken into custody after demanding to see Guo.



hearts were kept in the throat until they returned. Every time someone could not be reached for 

more than half a day, I said to myself: “Ultimately he also got into trouble because of us.” 

“Dragging others into trouble” has been the thing I have been thinking about these days.

You were house arrested for 3 months in 2012.3 Back then, we discussed whether what you had 

done was worth it. You mentioned Zhang Jian: so many people got in deep trouble for helping him 

in the Disasters of the Partisan Prohibitions.4 Many years have passed, and yet Zhang Jian didn't 

achieve much afterwards. Were all the people' effort to rescue him unrewarded? However, how can 

one predict future? How can one make judgments as to the value of doing or not doing? One has 

just to ask him or herself if he or she is willing to do it and face the consequences. We were clear  

about your decision as to rescue “Zhang Jian” or not, in this case; however, we forgot to think about 

one question: what would happen if you became “Zhang Jian” yourself?

This is an ethical dilemma that no one has the answer to. Everyone has things that they are 

afraid to lose: money, reputation, honor, dignity, families, friends. Those who can use this human 

weakness can become so powerful and can get wherever they want, I guess. Adopting advantages 

and avoiding disadvantages is something in human nature. People will inevitably compromise and 

give up, if that's for the sake of getting what they want to get, or protecting what they want to 

protect. I know dignity is the most important thing for you. I also know that friends are something  

you can not give up on. Now that you have stayed in some little dark room somewhere I don't know 

for over 50 days, what if you were told about what happened to our friends, and that it was most 

probably due to you? How would you choose between dignity and friends? What can you protect? 

How much can you protect?

Darling, you must be feeling awful. Cry out if you want, curse if you want. Whatever decisions 

you make, I can understand you. Even as a victim, you can still keep the dignity of a victim. I know 

this is not easy, but you will try, won't you?

In  the  beginning,  many  friends  were  trying  to  console  me:  “Don't  worry  too  much  about 

3 Guo was instrumental in rescuing Chen Guangcheng, a  mine activist in East Shandong Province, who had been 

under illegal house arrest. In 2012, Guo drove Chen from Shandong to hide in Beijing after Chen escaped his 

house. Afterwards Guo was house-arrested for three months.

4 The  Disasters of the Partisan Prohibitions (黨錮之禍 ) refer to two incidents in which a number of Confucian 

scholars – who served as officials in the Han imperial government and opposed to powerful eunuchs –, and the 

university  students  in  the  capital  Luoyang –  who  supported  them (collectively  referred  to  by  the  eunuchs  as  

“partisans” (黨人, dangren) –, were imprisoned. Some were executed; some were released but lost their civil rights.



Yushan! Usually people in there are actually doing better than those out here would have imagined.” 

I knew it's just some comforting words, but recently I began to hope that it's true. The recently 

disappeared  friends  all  have said  similar  things  to  me.  With  more  detentions,  friends  that  can 

support each other are fewer and fewer; families of those disappeared are more and more. In the

beginning, it was only Kaiping's wife who had similar sufferings as mine, then more wives joined in 

the club. I was talking to one of the wives the other day, and I suddenly said: “Our men are not free  

to do what they need to do now, and it's our turn to carry on”. I immediately ridiculed myself: 

“Really? What can we do except for trying to find about the men's whereabout, delivering clothes to 

them, looking for lawyers, writing some letters that they cannot receive!?”

What good will all these letters I have written bring to you? Can they make any difference? We 

are like little ants in a ridiculous reality and grave history – so unimportant. The words conveying 

one ant's longing and care for the other might be even less important. Is it possible that they actually 

even bring more dangers? The border between security and danger is something beyond the

understanding of ants like us. You have been trying everything to ensure the security of Transition 

Institute.  In  the  end,  disaster  still  happened  and  your  efforts  were  in  vain.  However,  with  the 

knowledge that what I am doing might be in vain, I still can't just give up. It might be in vain, yet –  

for me – it's still meaningful. It is like my longing for you: this longing is not helpful to my life, but 

it is meaningful to me. The pain resulting from longing reminds me that it's not normal that you are 

absent from my life and that I have to do something in order not to fall into numbness.

I  have stopped thinking when you can come back home.  In the beginning,  our friends had 

different guesses about the number of years you might have to be away. They asked me what's the 

maximum I can accept. I had to lower my head in these occasions, so they couldn't see my tears.

What a cruel question, for which I am not prepared to answering. I didn't know that there is a price  

behind listening to the call of one's conscience. Only after living together with you did I realize this. 

Yet,  I am not prepared. How many years of departure could I accept? I heard that even in the 

happiest marriages couples have thought about killing each other for at least five times and divorce 

for at least fifty times. How about in a broken life like ours now? I don't have the confidence, but I 

will try, hoping you will do the same. I will try to become a better myself through this experience, a  

self that is worth more appreciation of yours. Now, after eight years of marriage, our love might 

enter a new phase.

I should tell you something about the lawyer. When your lawyer was detained on some random

charge, I was bewildered for a whole week. Only afterwards did I start looking for new lawyers. 



There are not so many professional and trustworthy lawyers who can handle the risk (I don't want to 

see another lawyer getting in trouble for defending you, like Xia Lin). Now that so many friends 

have been arrested, lawyers as such are even more difficult to find. I was discouraged and had put it  

off. Give me a bit more time, in the worst case, I will defend you.

Kaiping's wife went to the detention center again yesterday – still  no information about his 

whereabouts. She told me that she dreamed about Kaiping's death. Tears welled up before she was 

able to finish her sentence. She said “others all have warm clothes delivered to them, what would 

Kaiping do without anything? Will he complain that I am an unqualified wife?” I didn't know how 

to comfort her. As always, I couldn't dream about you. I hope you don't dream about me like you 

always did before – that  I  was not  nice to  you.  Now you have no one to  turn for  comfort  or 

complaint when you wake up from such a dream.

I am afraid you can't celebrate our anniversary with me at home this year. I was unhappy with

you and didn't print out the pictures from last year's anniversary. Last weekend I went to print and  

had a little album. I will take that as our celebration this year. You were agitated that day (you have 

been easily agitated these past two years) and refused to shave, making yourself look a bit unkempt.  

However we appeared very happy in front of the camera. No one could tell that we had a flight 

before leaving home, before entering the photography studio and after taking the pictures. Darling, 

have you reflected on cases when you could have behaved better in the past? I have been reflecting 

a lot: housework and your impatient attitude were little things I had been unhappy about. Now when 

I look at them, I could have been more tolerable. You had a hard time, and I should have been more  

understanding towards you. I promise you a happy time once you are back.

Excuse me for the wordiness of this letter. I have some worries and want to express everything 

while I can. I will keep on writing, one letter a month. I was busy with housework and didn't pay 

attention to the love poems you wrote to me before. This time you can't respond immediately to 

these letters I have written. Now we are even, and you can stop complaining to our friends.

Let me put an end here.

The weather is pretty nice these days, and I hope you can see the blue sky once in a while.  

I love you.

Your wife, with love

Dec 3rd, 2014



Ps: I lost 1.5 kilos these days. Our friends were joking that “only 1.5 kilos? Is it all  Fatty is 

worth?”5 Ahem, I am sorry about that. Btw, how much weight have you lost? I wish you good luck 

in your weight-losing efforts.

5 Fatty is the nickname of Guo Yushan.


