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Dear one, it took me longer to write this letter. Although I have been thinking about you all 

along: on the subway, before going to bed, or while walking alone; it's difficult to put feelings into

words. To clarify one's own thoughts, and to express them precisely in language, is not an easy task. 

I guess that's why even those deep in love have misunderstandings among themselves.



86 days  after  being  taken away  from home on charge  of  “picking up quarrels”,  you were 

officially arrested with “operating an illegal business” at last. I was inconsolable: some parts of me 

had been hoping that you could soon come back home. I thought, if they realized that you have 

nothing to do with Lisha's action of printing out yellow umbrella to voice support for Occupy

Central (although she had printed with a receipt of Transition Institute), you would have been freed 

soon. My heart was full of hope before Christmas, when Lisha, Chenkun, Xuxiao, Xueye, Xiaoshu 

all got released.1 I was expecting you, Kaiping , and Xiao He to be freed soon as well.2 However, I 

waited  only  to  get  an  official  detention  notification. The  butterfly  effect  doesn't  end  with  the 

returning home of the first butterfly, does it?

Although I only received the official detention notification on January 6th, towards the end of 

December my instinct had been telling me that something bad would happen. I couldn't eat or sleep 

properly. The first  thing I did after New Year was to deposit  some money on your card in the  

detention center. Surprisingly, they told me that same day you made the first purchase inside the

detention center – they had been saying that no information could be traced about your spendings, 

the two times I asked before. This worried me a lot: what could this change possibly mean? On the 

morning of 5th,  the lawyer went to try to visit you again and the officials only asked for more 

documents  (rather  than  finding  excuse  to  deny  the  visits  like  before).  I  was  wondering  what 

happened before the 4th...  only later on when I received the official detention notification, did I 

realize that you were officially arrested on the 3rd. 

When one sends out strong signals, the universe will respond. I consider this gut feeling a grace 

from heaven. Otherwise how could I have deposited money the first day you were able to spend it?  

Were you amazed and saying “Well done my dear”? Were you feeling proud about how frequently I

visited the detention center? Do you feel warm seeing my signature on the deposit note? Could I 

make up a little bit for the fact that I didn't even give you a hug the night you were taken away from 

home?3 These silly questions filled my head on my way home from the detention center. Realizing 

that the worse has yet to come, my heart sank.

1 Lisha, Chenkun, Xuxiao, Xueye, Xiaoshu were people associated with Transition Institute in one way or another. 

They were taken into custody, among the same detention wave, together with Guo Yushan. Some believed the 

detention to be associated with Lisha printing out leaflets supporting Hong Kong revolution and writing Transition  

Institute on the receipt. However, as it turned out later, the detentions were indeed targeted at Transition Institute  

itself, amid a wave of repression on intellectual and speech freedom.

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

Huang and He 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.

3 According to Pan's first letter to Guo, she was so astonished by the arrest that she didn't hug Guo before he was  

taken away from their house.



You were not in good condition the first time the lawyer was able to visit you. However, he told  

me that you seemed to have recovered a lot the second time he was allowed to see you. I am happy 

that you could recover in such short time. At the same time, I can't imagine what they have done to 

you before that. Kaiping returned home on January 28th. We were all very worried about his liver

problems after being taken away without any legal procedure, wondering if he would receive proper 

health  care  in  the  detention  center's  hospital.  Luckily,  he  came back  to  us after  a  whole  110 

incommunicado days. He is going to do a checkup these days to see if his liver is fine. We hugged 

each other for so long and had a great time together over food and drinks the day he was back. I 

didn't ask how he was at the detention center – I didn't want to know, and he didn't tell. I don't dare 

imagining what you are undergoing these days, because the reality might be even harsher than the 

imaginations. However, I sometimes think about it from another perspective: we are not the only 

ones, and we won't be the last ones to endure this pain. If others have been able to bear it, we should 

be able as well. So, just hold on a little bit more, my dear, just a little bit more. When everything is 

over, we can return to our past vibrant life; of course we would still fight, but we would always be

able to patch it up.

In this month, I have been trying to hold on and be strong. However, one question has been 

bothering me: what is the limit? Under such great fear, where will the end be? When the first one 

disappeared, I was furious; when the second and third disappeared, I started to fear, “maybe I am 

the next one”; when no new disappearances took place, I was relieved; when another one returned 

home from detention, I was exhilarated. But what is there to be exhilarated about? Do innocent 

people  deserve  to  undergo any of  this?  About  when you could  return:  in  the  beginning I  was 

thinking 24 hours, then 37 days.4 Then I was hoping that you wouldn't be criminally charged... and 

then what? My expectations have been dropping, but is there gonna be an end in sight? These days I

have come to terms with a shameful fact: I remember scolding them [the police, Translator's Note] 

from behind our doors one midnight in 2006, but that me is gone. When you were taken away 

another  midnight  in  2014,  I  didn't  even  have  enough  courage  to  hug  you.  The  innocent  yet 

courageous  young woman is  gone,  and what's  left  is  this  scared  middle-age  woman with  few 

aspirations.

 

I hate myself like this. Before the age of 29, I was living in a world of school books and CCTV 

news, sincerely believing in everything they told me: the world is great, the path is bright, people 

love each other; and that they are legitimate...5 I was brave in my ignorance, until you opened for 

4 Thirty-seven  days  is  the  maximum  amount  of  days  that  a  detainee  can  be  kept  without  an  official  charge, 

theoretically speaking.

5 China Central Television, the predominant state television broadcaster in mainland China.



me a window into the world's realities. People might laugh, but that's my past and is ridiculous as 

such. Eight years ago, I experienced the destruction of the old world, without the construction of a 

new one. You criticized me for my disengagement, and you were right. All these years, I could be 

no longer enthusiastic about this ugly world; at the same time, I haven't been brave enough to part

from it. Yet my conscience is not totally damaged, thus making the helplessness stronger with time. 

This is why I do not want to care about current issues these years – I am not brave enough to stare at 

the ugly reality in its eyes. I do not want to be drown in powerlessness and rather choose to hide  

myself in romantic love and family.

Therefore, you are the refuge and harbor of my mind. You are a lover, a husband, and a guru, a 

dear friend with whom I can talk about everything. You are also a child of mine who never grows 

up, the most valuable person in my life. This recent incident finally made me reluctantly realize that  

the one I treasure most is also subject to torture and humiliation. I cannot be the grass on the top of 

a wall which sways with every wind no more; I have to either make peace or burn bridges with the

world.

However, does a coward like me have the guts to burn bridges with this world? I always thought 

only the purest and the most beautiful will be cherished and remembered, no matter how fragile and 

hopeless they seem – like those paintings of Jewish kids in concentration camps. I hope I can also 

leave even a little bit of beauty to this world. Physical bodies are always a burden: they suffers from 

pain and hunger. One can only rely on spirit in order not to be totally driven by physical bodies. 

Beautiful  spirits  help  us  to  endure  physical  pain  and  transcend  anything  contemporary.  This 

resistance can be unstable and can fail again and again, yet it's still valuable.

Dear, be happy for me. I have made one step forward towards my small wish (or vanity, or 

ambition, if you want to call it that way). The police summoned me for questioning at the end of 

December. My first reaction was: am I still gonna make it back home? I made a to-do list and put all 

the documents in a folder. I pretended to be calm while telling parents what to do if I didn't come 

back and bid goodbye to them. During the questioning, they said that I was also involved in some of 

the “criminal issues” and I  might have to face some consequences.  I was indeed scared in the 

following half a month,  constantly  imagining how broken our life  can be.  I  suffered a lot and 

wondered how much more I could endure. By the end of it, however, I was relieved: we have to 

come to terms with our true selves. If we deserve what we are enduring, this experience will only 

relieve us from future burdens. If we are wronged, the world will have a fair judgment in the end.

What's important is to have a clear conscience when examining ourselves. I believe speaking out 



the truth is always meaningful.

Dear one, my cowardliness didn't go away; I am still constantly worried about misfortunes that 

might be awaiting us. But this little wish has supported me in carrying on this journey filled with

fear. Brothers and sisters in Transition Institute have experienced a lot these days.6 Perhaps this is a 

blessing in disguise? We even have to work hard to deserve this experience.

Whenever I have strong headaches and lie unable to fall asleep, I hope everything is just a  

fleeting dream. I hope to wake up to the realization that we have already journeyed through a large 

part  of our life.  The two of  us would be sitting on a bench in the warm sunshine,  telling our 

grandchildren about our young days – everything is but a short dream. “I fear time goes too slow, 

that I may lose you in the next second. How I wish our hair could turn gray overnight, then we will  

never be apart.”7 It's probably the most accurate expression. With you being away for 100 days, I 

have already suffered so much. How did all the wifes of others who had been away for longer do?

They might not have as many friends as I do; there were no weibo or wechat back then; was there 

anyone to share their pain and sorrow with?8

How lucky we are to have gained so much support from friends just because the little bit of 

good deed you have done. How lucky we are to be living in an Internet age when people can stand 

in solidarity with each other. Therefore, to realize that little wish of mine, and to reward the good 

intentions of friends, I decided not to desire that much – desire to protect oneself, desire to protect  

families, desire to protect friends. People are such trivial beings, who can we have so many desires? 

It is more than enough to be able to protect one's own body and heart. So, dear one, when the worst  

comes, don't hesitate to tell the truth. You are there, and I am here, let's just take care of our own

bodies and hearts.

I am afraid you will have to spend Spring Festival behind bars this year. There are quite a few 

friends in there with you. Ridiculous as it may sound, I hope you guys might run into each other, 

6 Transition Institute is a civil society think tank that Guo has co-founded, whose major members have been either

detained, questioned or forced into hiding since October 2014.

7 Lyrics from Sentimental Version, a song by Lin Yilian. The whole song follows: I'm afraid time's running out/ I 

need to hold you tight until I can feel the tracks of time through the lines on your face/ until I can be sure that you 

are real/ until I've used up all my strength/ I'm willing to do that for you/ Even if I can't move anymore/ I need to  

watch you until I can feel the tracks of snow on the contour of your hair/ until my eyes become blurry/ until I can't  

breathe anymore/ Let us never be apart/ If I should give up the whole world/ at least there's you that I must cherish./ 

Your existence is a miracle in my life./ Perhaps I can forget the whole world/ but I can't lose any news about you./ I 

can always remember every tiny mark on your palm./ It's never easy for us./ We can't make our own choice all the 

time./ I fear the time goes too fast, that I can't watch you enough./ I fear the time goes too slow, that I may lose you  

in the next second./ How I wish our hair could turn white overnight then we will never be apart.

8 Weibo and Wechat are Chinese social media and messaging platforms.



say hi, and exchange some warmth one another. A Hua wrote on New Year's Day: “There are so 

many irresistible external forces in this world. What's comforting is that trust between friends and 

care between enamored can never be compromised”.9 I want to share these words with you.

I hope you are good and stable, physically and mentally. 

I love you and am awaiting your return.

Your wife who loves you,

4 a.m. Jan 31st, 2015

9 A Hua (Li Jingmu), a Chinese writer and mutual friend of Guo Yushan and his lawyer Xia Lin.


