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Editor’s Note  /  编者按
Tu Qiao masks village and apartment-complex names throughout the article—“某某村,” “××村,” and names like “怡×花园” or “水×村.” This is her deliberate anonymization, written for a Chinese audience that would readily decode the references. The translation preserves her masking. This note exists only so an English reader can share the same background recognition a Chinese reader brings to the page; the bilingual text itself does not name the places.
涂俏在文中以「某某村」「××村」以及「怡×花园」「水×村」等方式隐去了具体的村名和小区名。这是她有意为之的匿名化处理，原本面向的是熟悉深圳的中文读者，他们读到这些名字时大致都能心领神会。译文保留了她的隐名做法。此编者按只是为了让英文读者也能获得中文读者读到这些名字时的背景默契，正文译文中并不点出真名。
Likely decoded references / 大致对应的实际地点:
	Masked / 隐名	Likely actual / 大致实指	Notes
	某某村 / ××村
(Tu Qiao’s base)	水围村 (Shuiwei Village),
Futian	The urban village immediately east of 皇岗口岸 (Huanggang Port). In the early 2000s the most commonly cited address for Hong Kong container-truck drivers keeping mainland women. Tu Qiao’s description of the location, the Fumin Road approach, and the proximity to the port all point to Shuiwei.
	水×村	水围村 (Shuiwei Village)	Same as above.
	渔×村	渔农村 (Yunong) or 渔民村 (Yumin Village)	Both are real Shenzhen urban villages; Yunong is in Futian and more likely given context.
	皇×村	皇岗村 (Huanggang Village), Futian	
	皇×新村	皇岗新村 (Huanggang New Village), Futian	
	怡×花园	怡景花园 (Yijing Garden), Luohu	Well-documented in 1990s reporting as a Hong Kong “kept-woman” address.
	庐×花园	Uncertain — possibly a Luohu complex	Less commonly cited; identification uncertain.

The actual village Tu Qiao spent 60 days in is, in common consensus, 水围村 (Shuiwei).


Preamble 前言

[image: Night view of the Shenzhen River with high-rise buildings reflected in the water.]The Shenzhen River at night. The article's recurring setting is “深圳河畔” — the urban villages that grew up along the river that marks the Shenzhen–Hong Kong border. (Wikimedia Commons, CC BY-SA 4.0)


"Kept woman"—a term absent from modern Chinese dictionaries yet on every tongue these past dozen years or so. Like a tumor swelling steadily larger, it has rooted itself in our living, breathing society.
"二奶"，现代汉语辞典缺席然而近十几年来却耳熟能详的名词，它已像越长越大的毒瘤存在于我们活生生的现实社会中。


"Kept woman" calls unmistakably to mind men and women, money and sex, and above all the fate of a woman. Are kept women happy? How did they come to be kept women? Why did they do it? Was there no other road open to them? Whom should we blame—the man, or the woman? And how is society to cure itself of this ugliness?......
"二奶"让人毫无疑问地联想到男人和女人，金钱与性交易，尤其是容易让人联想到女人的命运。二奶们幸福吗？她们怎样沦为二奶？她们为何当二奶？她们没有别的道路可走吗？人们该谴责男人还是谴责女人？对此类丑恶现象，社会该如何疗救？……


Carrying this string of questions, the author of this piece—a journalist by trade—changed her name, buried her identity, dressed herself as a woman down on her luck, and went alone into the "kept-woman villages" along the Shenzhen River, taking sixty days to lay bare the lives those women lead and the truths they carry inside.
带着这一串串疑问，女记者出身的本文作者改名埋姓装扮成落魄女人，孤身暗访深圳河畔的"二奶村"，用长达60天的时间揭开了二奶们令人心悸的生活内幕和内心真相。


—Originally published in Beijing Literature: Featured Reading, Issue 4, 2004
——原文刊于《北京文学·精彩阅读》2004年第4期


Author: Tu Qiao
作者：涂俏


Across the Pearl River Delta—Guangzhou, Shenzhen, Dongguan—the keeping of kept women has grown steadily worse. From the mid-1980s onward, Hong Kong businessmen, white-collar professionals, and container-truck drivers shuttling between Hong Kong and the mainland began keeping women in Shenzhen and the surrounding cities. As this "philanderers' brigade" swelled, certain garden-style residential compounds in Luohu—places like Yi-X Garden and Lu-X Garden—became known for the concentration of kept women living in them.
在珠江三角洲一带，在广州、深圳、东莞等地，"包二奶"现象日益严重。自八十年代中叶始，一批往来香港与内地的香港商人、白领人士以及货柜车司机，开始在深圳等地包养"二奶"。随着这个"风流军团"的扩大，一些位于罗湖的花园住宅，如怡×花园、庐×花园等楼盘，因"二奶"相对集中而闻名。


By the mid-1990s, as Shenzhen's commercial center shifted west, Futian District became the destination of choice for a smaller set of Hong Kong men who preferred to "hide a beauty in a golden house." Because Futian's Yu-X Village, Huang-X Village, Huang-X New Village, and Shui-X Village sit next to Huanggang Port—the crossing through which container trucks exit—they became, by degrees, the preferred address of Hong Kong container-truck drivers keeping mainland women. Outside the Zone boundary, in places like Buji and Bao'an New City, where rents were lower and no border pass was required, a fair number of kept women also lived.
九十年代中叶，随着深圳中心区的西移，福田区成为少部分港人"金屋藏娇"的首选地。由于福田区渔×村、皇×村、皇×新村、水×村等地邻近货柜车出境的皇岗口岸，便利司机的出入，日渐成为香港货柜车司机包养内地"二奶"的首选居住地。在关外，如布吉、宝安新城，由于房价较低，又无须持有"通行证"，在那些地方，亦有相当的一些"二奶"居住。


[image: Street view inside a Shenzhen urban village, with multistory tenements lining a narrow road and a 'Sunshine Department Store' shopfront in the foreground.]Inside a Shenzhen urban village. The villager-built tenements largely retain their 1990s architecture; a stroll through one feels like walking through a third- or fourth-tier county town. (Photo: NetEase Real Estate, via the article's source republish.)


The keeping of kept women is not unique to Shenzhen, of course—Shanghai, Xiamen, and many other cities have it too. But as Shenzhen's economy raced ahead and the back-and-forth between Shenzhen and Hong Kong grew denser, Hong Kong men keeping women in Shenzhen became a kind of singular spectacle, drawing wide attention for the serious social, familial, and moral damage it caused on both sides of the border.
当然，"包二奶"现象不单深圳存在，在其他地方如上海、厦门等许多地方也有，只不过随着深圳经济飞速发展，深港两地多元交流的频密，港人在深圳包养"二奶"更成为一道独特的景观，由此而在香港与内地造成严重的社会、家庭、道德等问题，早已引起广泛关注。


In the second half of 1999, with the keeping-kept-women trend across the Pearl River Delta showing no signs of slowing, the Guangdong Women's Federation—charged with defending women's rights—finally lost patience, banged the desk, and called for legislation that would punish the practice harshly. As Asia Weekly reported: "An estimated million people on the mainland are kept as mistresses; the authorities are weighing revisions to the Marriage Law to impose stiff penalties on the practice. The tens of thousands of Hong Kong and Taiwanese men with mainland kept women face a serious shock—and the fallout will reach many of the women themselves......"
1999年下半年，因珠江三角洲"包二奶"之风得不到有效遏制，以维护广大妇女权益为己任的广东省妇联终于忍无可忍，拍案而起，呼吁制定相关法律，严惩"包二奶"的丑陋现象。据《亚洲周刊》报道："大陆包养情妇者估计约有百万，当局酝酿修订婚姻法，严惩包二奶行为，对数以万计在中国各地包二奶的港台男人带来强烈冲击，也祸延许多女性……"。


In the new century, the topic of kept women—previously sidestepped or veiled—began to appear more openly in domestic media, though their actual lives remained, for the most part, vaguely described. The truth perhaps lay in some corner behind the haze. When society had finally adopted a more level-headed attitude toward kept women, and the media a more objective one, I plunged headlong into the haze, sank into the kept-women village, and set about coming close to them—understanding them, capturing them, reflecting the sweet and bitter of their lives.
进入新世纪，原先有所回避、遮掩的有关"二奶"的话题开始越来越多地见诸国内媒体，但对于"二奶"的生存状态却普遍语焉不详。事实也许在云遮雾罩的某个角落。当社会对"二奶"有较理智的态度，当媒体对"二奶"有较客观的对待的时候，我一头扎进云雾中，沉进"二奶"村，努力去接近、了解、捕捉、反映"二奶"们的甜酸苦辣。


[image: Two women in revealing clothing stand against a concrete wall in a narrow urban-village alley; pedestrians pass in the background.]An urban village alley — a scene of the kind Tu Qiao describes throughout this account. (Photo via the article’s source republish.)


January 13, 2001—ten days before the lunar Year of the Snake's Spring Festival—I went under a false name, left the comfortable apartment my paper provided, and moved into a cramped single-room unit in X-X Village, on the bank of the Shenzhen River.
2001年1月13日，距农历蛇年春节还有10天，我隐姓埋名，离开报社舒适的公寓，搬进深圳河畔的某某村一个狭小的单元房居住。


I chose X-X Village as the base for my undercover reporting because my friend A-Jie lived there. Back in October 1998, I had been hospitalized for a month, and during that stay I became close with a Sichuan girl in the bed next to mine.
我之所以选择某某村作为隐形采访的落脚点，是因为村里有我的朋友阿洁。早在1998年10月，我因病住院一个月，和邻床的一位四川妹结成好友。


The Sichuan girl was A-Jie, married to a Hong Kong container-truck driver named A-Nan. A-Nan was a full eighteen years older than A-Jie, but the two were so deeply in love that even the hospital orderlies stared in envy. A-Nan's job was inspecting and hauling goods on the mainland; most nights he was busy until twelve before he made it back to Shenzhen. On the nights A-Nan wasn't in town, A-Jie would lie in her hospital bed and talk with me.
四川妹叫阿洁，嫁了一个香港货柜车司机阿南。阿南足足大阿洁18岁，但两人相爱得不行，连医院的护工都看得眼热。阿南的工作是在大陆验货、拉货，每晚要忙到12点才回深圳。阿南不在深圳的夜晚，阿洁就躺在病床上和我聊天。


She told me her home was in X-X Village—since Reform and Opening, geography had absorbed what had once been a small fishing village into the body of urban Shenzhen, and the villagers had grown rich fast, throwing up seven- and eight-story houses on their own plots to rent out to outsiders. There were only some two hundred local households in the village, A-Jie said, but nearly a thousand outsider households rented there. The pretty young women in the village—Sichuan girls, Hunan girls, Guizhou girls, Jiangxi girls, all from inland—were, mostly, women kept by Hong Kong men.
她说她家安在某某村，自大陆改革开放以来，因地理之便，这个小渔村成为深圳市区的一部分，迅速致富，村民普遍盖起高达七八层的私房，供外地人租住。村中仅有200多户本地人，竟租住了近千户外来人员。村中的年轻靓女，阿洁说，也就是四川妹、湖南妹、贵州妹、江西妹等内地女子，多为港人所包养的"二奶"。


Downstairs from A-Jie's place there was a Yunnan congee shop, run by a proprietress so heavy she could barely walk. Around ten in the morning—just when most of the kept women were finally getting up—they would drift down in slippers and pajamas and gather at the shop for breakfast, gossiping about whose man did what, drinking their congee, then heading off together to play mahjong. In that congee shop, all kinds of news about kept women could be picked up almost any day.
阿洁家楼下，有一家云南粥店，粥店的老板娘胖得几乎走不动路，每天早晨10时左右，多数"二奶"才刚刚起床，趿拉着拖鞋，穿着睡衣，云集粥店吃早餐，然后便东家长西家短地扯闲天，喝完粥后，相约打麻将。在粥店中，几乎天天可以听到有关"二奶"的各类信息。


Even then, I had been thinking about spending some time living in that village. When A-Jie was discharged, I rode the elevator down with her, and she pressed me to come visit, no matter what; on nights when A-Nan wasn't around, she said, she felt lonely and helpless, and she hoped I might rent somewhere near her. I told her "we'll see." That "we'll see" stretched into 2001, several years later.
那时，我就打算到这个村里去住一些日子。阿洁出院，我送她乘电梯到楼下，她请我以后无论如何到她家里去玩，阿南不在的时候，她很孤单无助，希望我就在她家附近租房而居，我答应"以后再说"。这个"以后"就后到了数年之后的2001年。


I went house-hunting under the alias "A-Min." The landlord insisted on seeing my ID; with no good options, I found a village cadre I knew slightly, explained what I was up to, and asked him to help and to keep it to himself. For eight hundred yuan a month, I moved into an "apartment unit"—a kitchen, a bathroom, a single room. Beyond the kitchen's security grille, two villager-built houses pressed in on either side; looking up, you could see only "a sliver of sky."
我化名"阿敏"前去租房，房主一定要验看身份证件，无奈中找了一个相熟的村干部说明来意请求帮忙，并请他保密。我以每月800元的租金住进一套有一厨一卫的公寓"套房"。厨房的防盗网外，两栋私房挤压过来，抬头只见"一线天"。


I carried my few bags inside, ran down to the corner shop, bought a Simmons mattress and a nightstand, and paid four yuan for a broom. I swept the room clean. The broom came up matted with long hair. Curious, I pulled out one strand and held it against my own. The previous tenant's hair had been longer than mine—it must have hung down to her waist.
我将带来的少量行李提进屋内，跑到楼下的杂货店，买了一张席梦思床垫和一个床头柜，花4元钱买了一把扫帚，将房内打扫干净，扫帚上沾着许多长头发，我好奇地扯出一根，跟我的头发比了比，原住户的头发还长过我，一定是垂在腰际的。


It is grief that makes a woman lose her hair. What had been weighing on the woman who lived here before me? And which man was she so weighed down by?
苦恼才让女人落秀发，前住户有什么样的烦心事？又为什么人而苦恼呢？


1. A-Ting's "husband" is more than twenty years older1.阿婷"老公"比她大20多岁

The geography of X-X Village is shaped almost exactly like a lowercase English "r." Walk in from the village entrance along the vertical stroke of the "r," and at the village's one wet market the whole place seems to break in two. The left half is a band of modern apartment buildings—upscale, uniform, regulation—more than twenty of them, collectively called X-X Garden. The right half is uneven, mismatched in color, old and new jumbled together: villager-built private houses, no fewer than 140. With these houses going up and up without pause, the buildings stand "intimately close," and in the closest embraces only half a meter separates one from the next.
××村的地理形状极像英文字母中小写的"r"。顺着村口那根"r"字下部的直线往村里走，走到村中唯一的肉菜市场，整个村就仿佛被人掰成了两瓣。左边那一瓣是典型的现代住宅楼，高档、整齐而规范，共有20多栋，外称××花园。右边那一瓣却参差不齐，色泽不一，新旧混杂。这是村民们自盖的私房，少说也有140多栋。由于私房的不停扩建，栋与栋之间已是"亲密无间"，最亲密接触的楼宇之间，相隔不过半米。


[image: Cramped self-built tenements in a Shenzhen urban village, with narrow alleys between the high-rise houses.]A typical Shenzhen urban village (城中村), with villager-built tenements crowding so close together that residents speak of “a sliver of sky” (一线天) between them. Photographed in Fenghuang Village, Bao’an District, 2016. (Wikimedia Commons / Wishva de Silva, CC BY-SA 4.0)


At ten in the morning on January 15, I dressed myself in a stand-collar top, a cheap denim outfit, a pair of yellow-brown platform shoes, the cell phone swinging at my chest, and started "loitering" in the village—hoping to draw attention to myself and so to meet the kind of woman I was looking for. Fifteen minutes into the loitering, I sat down at the edge of a concrete planter. Not long after, a young, pretty face flickered into view among the flowers. The eyes and brow were fine-featured, like the Hong Kong star Sandy Lam. She wore a tight black sweater under a maternity dress. You could see that her belly was already well along.
1月15日上午10时，我穿着企领胸衣，廉价的牛仔衣裤，脚蹬一双棕黄松糕鞋，胸前的手机晃来晃去，在村中开始"企街"，希望以此招摇来遇见我想认识的那类女子。"企街"15分钟后，我找了一个水泥花坛边坐下，不多久，花丛中闪进一位年轻靓女的脸。眉眼纤细得像港星林忆莲。她穿紧身黑毛衣，外罩一件孕妇裙。看得出，她肚皮那儿已经颇具规模了。


"How many days until your due date?" I asked the young mother with unusual care. With pregnant women, the rule is to find a topic they want to talk about. "The 20th of next month!" "How old are you this year? So young to be having children?" I traded on my "older-sister" act and pressed shamelessly on. "Twenty-three." "How much older is your husband?" The moment it left my mouth I regretted asking—I sounded like a cop running a household check. "Twenty-plus years older!" The young woman didn't seem bothered; she even said more than she had to. She had the look of an uncomplicated, careless girl.
"预产期还有多少天?"我以异常关切的声音询问年轻的妈咪。大凡跟孕妇打交道，谨记要找准她们感兴趣的话题。"下个月20号！""你今年多大啦？这么小就生儿育女？"仗着自己是"大姐"，我涎皮赖脸地又问了一句。"23岁。""老公大你几岁？"刚一发问，我便后悔，自己像个公安在查户口。"20多岁！"年轻女子并不在意，甚至还往深里说，看上去是个没心没肺的单纯女子。


"I came to Shenzhen to work when I was seventeen. Later, a girl from my hometown had a husband driving container trucks over there, and she introduced me to a friend of his. On August 1, 1997, we got married." "Is your husband a truck driver too?" I asked. "Construction worker in Hong Kong." Through the small talk I learned her name was A-Ting. "Are you on your own here now?" After I'd put my "hundred-thousand whys" to A-Ting, she—sitting beside me in the sun—turned the question back to me with the same kind of concern.
"我17岁来深圳打工，后来，一位同乡的老公是在那边开货柜车的，她介绍了老公的朋友给我认识，1997年8月1日，我们就结婚了。""你老公也是货车司机吗？"我问她。"在香港当建筑工人。"通过闲聊，我知道她叫阿婷。"你现在是一个人？"在我问过有关阿婷的"十万个为什么"之后，和我并排坐着晒太阳的她，也很关心地问我。


I nodded yes and told her, in detailed embroidery, the story of how I had been "abandoned." "Do you have any savings on you?" She started to worry for me. "These days, nothing else matters—money is everything." "How much household allowance does your husband give you each month?" Better to talk less about myself; I turned the subject back to her. "Five thousand." A-Ting said it with pride. Later I would learn this was the top rate in the village for keeping a kept woman. The five-thousand allowance did not include rent.
我点头称是，把我被人"抛弃"的故事有鼻子有眼睛地讲述了一番。"那你手中有没有攒些钱？"她为我着急起来，说："这个年头，什么都没用，钱是最重要的。""你老公一个月给你多少家用？"还是少谈自己为妙，我把话题转到她身上。"5000块。"阿婷很自豪。后来，我才知道，这是村里包养"二奶"的最高价钱。5000元家用还不包括房租。


I asked her what monthly allowances the already-"married" women in the village actually got. A-Ting must have guessed that I, the abandoned woman who'd just moved in, was angling for a man with a higher price, because she explained happily that they ran from a thousand yuan to five thousand. In the two buildings at the far end of the village lived the factory-girl type of kept women; keeping one of those cost only a thousand. "What can a thousand do? Isn't it barely enough to fill her stomach?" I was stunned.
我问她，村中已"嫁"女人每月家用到底有多少？阿婷大概猜想，我这个弃妇搬到这里来，一定是想找一个出价高的男人过日子，所以乐于向我介绍说，从1000元至5000元不等。在村尽头那两栋楼住的都是打工妹型"二奶"，包她们只需花1000元。"1000元能干什么？不过刚够饱肚而已？"我很吃惊。


A-Ting thought it was a fine deal. "In a factory, you work twelve-hour days, kill yourself, and bring home four hundred. Living with a Hong Kong man, you don't have to work, you don't have to think about how you'll eat—what's not to like?" That morning, on the strength of one woman's trust in another, and a woman at the bottom's pity for one who had "fallen on hard times," I had not only met a kept woman—I seemed to have her trust. In my excitement, I offered warmly to help if she ever needed anything; I would gladly take her to the doctor. "Tomorrow morning, then! I live on the second floor of Building 90—call up from below and I'll hear you."
阿婷却觉得很合算："在工厂打工，一天干12小时以上，累死累活才不过400元。跟香港人生活，不用干活，又不用操心生计，有什么不好？"这个上午，因了女人对女人的信任，因了底层女人对"落难者"的怜恤，我不仅认识了一个二奶，似乎还得到了她的信任。我在兴奋之中，热情表示她有什么事可以找我帮忙，我愿意陪她上医院看看。"明天早晨吧!我住在90栋楼的二楼，你在楼下一叫我就会听见。"


At ten the next morning, figuring A-Ting would be up, I went and stood under Building 90 with a bag of imported grapes and mangoes I'd bought at the corner. She was happy to take the fruit. She had her hair pinned up and looked altogether tidier. The big maternity dress draped over her not-very-big belly produced a faintly exaggerated effect. I attended to her like a proper "escort," supplying my person, the taxi fare, and the labor.
第二天上午10点，估计阿婷起床了，我拎着在街口买的一袋进口提子和芒果，站在90栋的楼下等她。阿婷见我带来水果，很开心地收下了。她盘了头，整个人利索不少。大大的孕妇裙罩在她并不算大的肚皮上，有种夸张的感觉。我像个真正的"三陪"呵护着阿婷，出人出的士费还出力气。


These last several days, had A-Ting—on the verge of labor—been going to the doctor alone every time? Did none of those women giving birth in the village's rented rooms have anyone caring for them? For an expectant mother, far from home and on her own, "difficult" is as bad as you can imagine. A-Ting was full of optimism about the road ahead. She said most of them came from rural places—they had worked the land since they were small, hardened by it. Forget going to the doctor alone; it was common enough to go alone to the hospital to deliver, too. After all, Hong Kong men had heavy work; her husband, for instance, rarely took leave, because leave cost him wages. For this birth he had promised to take two days, to come over early and be with her for the delivery.
这些天来，阿婷临盆前都是一个人去看医生吗？村中出租屋里的那些女人生孩子，难道都没有人照顾？对于准妈妈来说，远在异地他乡，又是孤身一人，说多困难就有多困难。阿婷对于前方的路，充满乐观情绪。她说，她们大多来自农村，自小农活一一历炼过了，别说一人看医生，就是独自去医院生孩子，也是常有的事情。毕竟，港人的工作负担重，像她老公，很少请假，请假是要扣工钱的。这次生孩子，他答应请两天假，会提前过来陪她生产。


A-Ting's tests came back fine—mother and child both healthy. The only issue was that she had no birth permit. Would the hospitals deliver babies for A-Ting and women like her? With so many kept women bearing children here, did no one enforce family planning? A-Ting told me with absolute certainty that every hospital around here, so long as you paid, was not about to let someone die when they could save them, much less refuse to deliver. The marble floor of the hospital was polished bright; A-Ting's flat cloth shoes made no sound on it.
阿婷的几项检查指标都不错，母子都蛮健康正常的。只是没有准生证，医院会为阿婷她们接生吗？那么多的二奶在此生儿育女，难道计生工作就没有人管？阿婷很有把握地告诉我，这附近的每一家医院，只要肯付钱，肯定不会见死不救的，更别说接生了。医院的大理石地面锃亮光滑，阿婷的平跟布鞋踩在上面悄无声息。


At 10:25 that night my phone rang. A-Ting was excited on the other end: her husband was home, he had heard I'd taken her to the doctor, he wanted to thank me and stand me a late-night meal. I happily said yes. The village cadre I knew had once told me that getting at the lives of kept women was not easy: first you had to get close, then become acquainted, then become friends. The way to get close was to eat at the same Western restaurant, get your hair washed at the same salon, get your face done at the same beauty parlor, take your entertainment at the same nightclub—do that, and you were certain to meet the people you wanted to meet.
晚上10点25分，我的手机响了。阿婷在电话里很兴奋地说，她老公回家了，听说我陪她看医生，谢谢我，想请我吃宵夜。我很高兴地答应了。我所认识的村内那位干部曾经告诉我，要想了解"二奶"的生活很不容易，首先要接近她们，然后结识并交朋友。接近她们的办法是在一个固定的西餐厅吃饭，固定的美发厅洗头，固定的美容院美容，固定的夜总会娱乐，就一定能认识你想认识的人。


It was luck, then, that in an open-air rest area I had so easily met A-Ting and made a friend of her. What surprised me more was that I would also meet her man—perhaps I could come to see the contractual relationship between the kept and the keeper. As the city had ballooned outward, the natural villages that had once sat among open fields had all become urban villages.
也算运气好，在露天休闲区，轻易地就认识了阿婷，并且交上了朋友。更让我意外的事，我还能认识她的男人，也许可以了解到被包者与发包者之间的契约关系。由于市区的迅速膨胀，原先田野间的自然村都变成了城中村。


At a hotpot place at the village entrance—the street entrance, that is—A-Ting's husband had already ordered the hotpot set and was waiting for me. One portion of wild pheasant, one of mountain snake, one of grass turtle, all in the same pot. Through the rising steam I could still see the exhaustion in his face. I had grown used in this village to the sight of old-husband-young-wife pairs, and yet even so I felt the gap between these two was more than twenty-something years.
村口，也就是街口一家火锅店里，阿婷的老公已经点了火锅套餐在等我。一份野鸡、一份山蛇、一份草龟拼在一块煮。香气氲氤中，掩不住阿婷老公脸上的疲惫。即便在村中看惯了一对对的老夫少妻，但我还是觉得他们之间，不止相差20多岁。


The contrast between A-Ting's young face and the gullies running across her husband's was a full generation, even two; they looked at least like father and daughter. "Many thanks—miss, what is your surname? Where are you from?" A-Ting's husband, very polite, raised a glass of Kingway beer to me. "I'm A-Min. From Nanchang in Jiangxi."
阿婷那张青春的脸与她老公脸上纵横的沟壑所形成的反差，足足有一代人到两代人的差距，至少看上去就像父女俩。"多谢，小姐贵姓？从哪里来？"阿婷的老公很客气，端起一杯"金威"敬我。"我叫阿敏，来自江西南昌。"


I had falsified my name, but I didn't dare lie about my place of origin—my Jiangxi accent was not something I could shed. Across many raised glasses, my heartiness earned A-Ting's husband's trust, and he solemnly entrusted his young "wife" to me, hoping I would come by often to check on her. When he'd heard out my "miserable" story, he said that after the holiday he would find a way to introduce me to a Hong Kong man; he encouraged me not to worry about life, because a good heart, after all, was repaid in good measure.
我篡改姓名，出生地不敢乱报，毕竟还有脱不掉的江西口音。频频举杯中，我的豪爽博得了阿婷老公的信任，他郑重地将年轻的"妻子"拜托给我，希望我有空常来看看阿婷。当他听完我的"悲惨"故事后，他说等年后，他会想法给我介绍一个香港男人，鼓励我不要对生活担忧，毕竟，好人好心有好报。


Cold night. Hotpot. Seafood. A-Ting's happy face.
寒夜。火锅。海鲜。阿婷幸福的脸庞。


A Hong Kong man's act of entrusting me. Looking at the amber beer in my glass, thinking of the child in A-Ting's belly, weighing the Hong Kong man beside me—who seemed mature enough, who seemed to carry his responsibilities—I couldn't help but turn the question on myself: was A-Ting, as a kept woman, sure to be unhappy in the years ahead? If you defined happiness as nothing more than these two things—someone who cared for you, a bit of material ground beneath you—what then?
香港男人的托付，望着杯中琥珀色的啤酒，想到阿婷肚里的孩子，揣测着身边这位看上去还算成熟的有责任感的香港男人，我不由得反问自己：作为二奶的阿婷将来一定不会幸福吗？如果将幸福仅仅界定为有人关心，有一点物质基础这两项呢？


There was a danger in this: was I treating the commodity nature of being a kept woman too lightly? Whatever the answer, my spirits were soaring; I was happy for the first step my "undercover" work had taken.
这有一种危险：我是不是把二奶的商品属性看得过于简单了？不管怎样，我的心情极靓，我为自己"卧底"所迈出的第一步而感到高兴。


2. Why do they willingly let themselves be kept2.她们为什么情愿被男人包养

A-Can was the second kept woman I met while "loitering."
阿灿是我"企街"时认识的第二位二奶。


"Loitering"—qǐ jiē in the original Cantonese—means to wander idly. For someone who had moved into X-X Village to study the situation of kept women, it was a very important part of the job. Over the few days around the lunar holiday, I loitered all day long, my eyes sweeping across one young woman after another, and could fairly claim to have gotten a general grasp of the village kept women's dress code.
"企街"，原本是粤语中闲逛的意思。对于一个入住××村考察"二奶"现状的人来说，是工作中一个很重要的部分。我利用年前节后的几天时间，整天"企街"，目光在一个又一个年轻女子的身影上逡巡，至少可以说，已经大体掌握了村中"二奶"们的穿着习惯。


Their greatest asset was youth; you could see it in their mostly fair, faintly pink skin. Their dress fell into two general categories, two opposite poles: fashionable and casual. Fashionable, properly speaking, required the body to underwrite it. The day's temperature in Shenzhen was ten degrees: I wore a leather jacket over two wool sweaters. Some of them wore nothing but an undershirt under a windbreaker; some boldly bared their chest, pushing up a very sexy cleavage, draping an orange puffer jacket over it that revealed by trying to conceal; others simply put two pretty white arms out into the wintry wind with only a half-glove of black on the forearms.
她们最大的本钱就是年轻，这一点，从她们那大多白里透红的皮肤上就可以看出。她们的打扮一般分为两类，因而也构成两个极端：时髦与随意。所谓时髦，的确是需要身体本钱的，今日深圳的气温为10度，我穿一件皮衣，两件羊毛衫。而她们有的仅穿一件内衣，外罩一件风褛；有的大胆袒露前胸，突出非常性感的胸前乳沟，披一件橘红太空服欲盖弥彰；更有的干脆将两只漂亮的白胳膊露在寒风外，仅在手臂上戴小半截黑手套。


To say they flaunted themselves down the street would not be unfair. The other type was casual—frankly, slovenly. They would throw on every kind of pajama top and bottom and walk out into the street, a thin spun-poly vest over the pajamas, sliding along in summer flip-flops; you couldn't help but admire their gift for treating a public space as their own inner courtyard.
说她们招摇过市并不过分。另一类型就是随意，简直就是不修边幅。她们往往将各类睡衣睡裤胡乱地穿在身上走到街上，睡衣外加一件薄薄的太空棉背心，趿着夏日才能见到的凉拖鞋，让人不得不佩服她们把公共场所当作自家内宅的本领。


Was it youth that made them fearless of the cold? Or was there some other purpose? A-Can's face was full of acne. Her hair was cut in a bob; her features were passable. She did not bare her chest. She wore a cream-colored quilted jacket whose collar wound a turn around her neck—she looked like "the man in a case." Below she had on a flared plaid wool skirt that swept almost three hundred and sixty degrees, with cream-colored faux-leather boots. The whole effect lagged at least five years behind any fashion. When she walked toward me, I almost took her for a household maid.
因为年轻，所以无畏寒冷？或者说，为了某些目的？阿灿满脸粉刺，剪了个娃娃头，眉眼还算可以。她并不袒胸露怀，穿了件米黄色的太空衫，上衣衣领还在脖子上绕了一圈，像个装在套子里的人。下身着花格呢大摆裙，裙幅度几乎有360度，足蹬仿皮米色靴子，整个人距离时尚起码落伍五年。当她向我走来时，我几乎将她认成一个小保姆。


At dusk, with a Sony pocket recorder hidden on me, I took A-Can out for dinner at the best Western restaurant in the village and ordered two claypot rices. A-Can chose the shiitake-and-chicken; I chose the salted-fish-and-pork-patty. Through a stretch of seemingly idle talk, A-Can let out the story of her past.
傍晚，我暗藏索尼采访机，在村里那家最好的西餐厅里，我请阿灿吃晚饭，我要了两份煲仔饭。阿灿选了香菇鸡块，我要了咸鱼肉饼。就在有意无意的交谈中，阿灿说出了自己的往事。


[image: A single Cantonese claypot rice with cured pork sausage, greens, and a fried egg, served in a small clay pot.]Claypot rice (煋仔饭) — the dish Tu Qiao orders to share with A-Can at the start of the conversation that opens this chapter. A staple of Cantonese cuisine, common in Shenzhen and Hong Kong. (Wikimedia Commons, CC BY-SA 4.0)


Back home, I worked from the recording and wrote A-Can's story into my notebook—I come from a poor little town in Guizhou. I'm twenty-six. I have a younger brother and two younger sisters. My parents are farmers. My older younger sister works as a materials clerk at a factory in Buji and makes a few hundred yuan a month; my brother is still at home in senior high school; my youngest sister is in junior high. When I was in my first year of senior high, my family was too poor to keep paying for school, and I had to drop out.
回到住处，我根据录音，在日记本上记录整理出阿灿的故事———我来自贵州一个贫穷的小镇，今年26岁。下有一弟二妹。爸妈都是农民。大妹在布吉某厂当物料工，每月能挣几百元，弟弟还在家乡上高中，小妹在念初中。我上高一时，我家穷得再也不能支付我上学的费用了，不得已我就退了学。


I'd heard Shenzhen was a glittering world, easy money, so I followed a boy from the village—a quilt under my arm—and headed south for work. Crossing into the Zone, I climbed over the wire fence. People from home said a factory in Shatoujiao was hiring, and I rushed there to apply. The number of young people there that day! Three rings deep on every side. I squeezed in with great difficulty, saw the rows of strange new trades on the recruitment board—my curiosity was up—"lathe operator, welder, and so on." I didn't understand any of it. I signed my name on the line for "big-iron." When I went in for the interview, the supervisor was a man two years older than me, and—of all things—he was from my hometown.
听人说深圳是个花花世界，好赚钱，就跟着村里一个男孩，拎着一床被子，南下打工。进关时，我是扒铁丝网进来的。听老乡说沙头角一家工厂招工，我就赶过去见工。那天，见工的年轻人真多啊！里三层外三层，我好不容易挤进去，看见招聘栏上一行行新兴的行当，我心中好奇得很，有"车工、焊工……等等"，我什么也不懂，就在"大烫"一栏上签了名。见工时，主管是个男的，比我大两岁，竟然是我的同乡。


He was curious about what I'd filled in on the form, and took me down to the "big-iron" workshop to see how the work was done. The sight terrified me. The "big-iron" weighed a full two and a half kilos, never left your hand all day, pressing stacks and stacks of fabric flat. Even most weak boys couldn't take it. After I'd seen what the big-iron workers went through, the supervisor asked how about it? Could I handle it? I gritted my teeth and said I could. The supervisor took pity on me—his little fellow-townswoman, who didn't know how high the sky was or how thick the earth—and gave me only the workshop's monthly paperwork to handle. The supervisor's girlfriend was an accountant at another factory, and in her spare time she'd teach me a few things.
他对我填的表格感到好奇，拉着我去"大烫"车间看别人是怎么工作的。我一看吓坏了。原来"大烫"足足有2.5公斤重，整天不离手，要烫平成叠成叠的衣料。一般体弱的男孩子，也不一定吃得消的。看完"大烫"们的辛苦样子，主管问我怎么样？能不能胜任？我咬着牙说，可以。主管可怜我这位不知天高地厚的小同乡，只叫我负责每月车间内的抄抄写写。主管的女朋友是另一间工厂的会计，闲时还教我几下。


Six months later, with the supervisor's encouragement, I took over the little factory's stats work—simple bookkeeping, paying out wages—at nine hundred yuan a month. Even then, for a long stretch, I wasn't satisfied. I especially wanted to be a lathe operator, because lathe operators were making something like eighteen hundred a month. It was another half year before I understood that that wage was only what a hand who'd been in the factory five years or more could pull down.
半年后，在主管的鼓励下，我干起了小工厂的小统计，负责简单的结算，发发工资，月薪有900元。就是这样，在很长的一段时间，我还不服气。我特别想当车工，因为车工一个月能赚1800元左右。半年后，我才明白，这份工资是在工厂干了起码5年以上的熟手才能享受到的待遇。


In those first days in Shenzhen I fell in love—with the boy who had brought me out. But two years later, my love came apart. He was working at another company in Shatoujiao, and a woman worker there fell in love with him too.
来深圳最初的日子里，我恋爱了，爱上了那位带我出来的男孩子。可两年后，我的爱情破灭了。男孩子在沙头角另一家公司打工，公司里一位女工也爱上了他。


That winter, a thief picked his pocket of every yuan he had. The other woman pulled out all her savings—seven thousand and change—and gave them to him to get home. He was overcome. He took her back to his hometown and married her. The news left me without a hope in the world.
那一年冬天，我男友被小偷扒完了所有的钱，女工拿出所有的积蓄，一共7000多元给男友回老家，男友感动不已，就将女工带回老家去成婚。这个消息让我万念俱灰。


Back when I'd become a stats clerk, he had felt small in front of me, but I never looked down on him; I was scrimping and saving for the day he would marry me. Instead I got this piece of pain. I had to leave heartbroken Shatoujiao and go looking for work in the Bagualing Industrial Zone, but for a long time I couldn't find any.
当初，我变成一名统计时，男友见到我有一种自卑感，但我从未看不起他，还在苦苦存钱等他娶我，不料，等回了这个伤痛的消息。我不得不告别让我伤心的沙头角，到八卦岭工业区来谋生，却一直找不到工。


Adrift and at my wits' end, I ran into a high-school classmate. She had already become a Hong Kong man's kept woman. Her "husband" had a colleague who was also looking for an honest, decent mainland girl to take on the side. My classmate worked on me and worked on me: better, she said, to draw a few thousand a month in "fixed" wages than to break your back at a factory job. I thought about it for a week, gritted my teeth, and said yes. After more than a year of living this way, I think this Hong Kong man is all right; he gives me three thousand on time every month, and the rent is on him.
正在六神无主之时，遇见一位高中同学，她已经做了香港人的"二奶"。她丈夫的一位同事也想找一位老实本分的内地女子做小的。女同学劝了又劝，叫我与其千辛万苦打工，不如每月拿几千元"固定"工资算了，想了一个星期，我咬着牙答应了。生活了一年多，我觉得这个港人还不错，每月按时给我3000元，房租也是他出。


My life eased all at once, settled down. You could call it comfortable, couldn't you? Sure, the man isn't fully mine—but how much does that matter? As long as he treats you well, that's enough. That's how I keep telling myself. I'm satisfied with this kept life. Really satisfied.
我的生活一下子从容起来，安定下来，也算小康了吧？除了男人不是完完全全属于我的，但这又有多大关系呢？只要他对你好就行了。我总是这么想的。我很满足这种被人包养的生活，真的很满足。


"I have a good friend who works as a hostess in Shatoujiao—dressed in barely anything in winter, snot running from the cold every day, 'standing punishment' for more than ten hours a stretch, all for six hundred a month. I tease her: I spend more than that on beauty treatments in a month." A-Can's man was fifteen years older than her—a forty-one-year-old man "marrying" a twenty-six-year-old.
我有一位好朋友在沙头角做咨客，冬天穿得极少，每天还冻得鼻涕乱流，"罚站"超过10个小时，一个月才600元钱。我常笑话她说，我做美容，一个月都不止这个数。阿灿男人大她15岁，应该是41岁的男人"娶"了26岁的女子。


"Women! That's just how it is!" A-Can said it softly. She was direct, willing to own up to being "kept." Before she became a kept woman, A-Can had been a migrant worker, true, but her "starting line" had been a higher one—a stats clerk at a small factory. By rights she had not, in material terms, had it hard. The real reason she surrendered herself to being a kept woman was heartbreak.
"女人嘛！就是这么一回事！"阿灿幽幽地说。她是率直的，敢于承认自己是"包养"的。阿灿做二奶之前，虽然是一个打工妹，但她的"起点"较高，是小工厂的统计。在生活上，按理说没吃过什么苦。她委身二奶的真正原因是因为失恋。


Kept women who entered the arrangement after a romantic tragedy had soured them on love and marriage make up a sizable share of the kept-woman population. Among the kept women I dealt with face to face, every one of them except A-Yin—A-Jin, A-Jie, A-Yan, A-Yue—had been through some form of romantic failure, and had from that point on taken every mountain-and-sea oath of love for dog shit, and refused to believe that anything real passed between men and women.
经过一段婚恋悲剧对爱情、婚姻失望之后而被人包养的二奶，在二奶中占有一定的比例。在我正面接触的二奶之中，除了阿银外，阿金、阿洁、阿艳、阿月等人，都经历过各式各样的婚恋失败，从此把一切山盟海誓都看成狗屎，不信男女有真情。


3. A-Yan cuts into her own wound3.阿艳剜开自己的情感创痛

Just after eleven at night, A-Yan tapped softly on my security door. "Are you asleep?" "No." I opened up at once. A-Yan drifted in with small steps, a bottle of red wine in one hand and two stemmed glasses pinched between her fingers. "I can't sleep, A-Min. Let's have a little." Every night before bed, A-Yan had to have a little wine to force herself down.
晚上11点多钟，阿艳轻轻地敲我的防盗门："你睡了吗？""没有。"我随即将门打开。阿艳拎着一瓶红葡萄酒，手指夹着两个高脚酒杯，碎步漾了过来。"我睡不着，阿敏，我们喝一点吧！"阿艳每晚睡前必喝一点葡萄酒，强迫自己睡去。


In my room, one small lamp was on. I took my duck-down quilt and propped it at the head of the bed as a high pillow, and A-Yan and I leaned back side by side on the Simmons mattress. "And your husband? Didn't he say he was coming over tonight?" I asked, a little surprised. A-Yan shook her head. "Don't ask. He's always lying to me. But then, I never loved him either... and the one I love—he never comes looking for me."
我的房内，开了一盏小台灯。我拿水鸟被靠在床头当高枕，和阿艳并肩倚靠在席梦思床垫上。"老公呢？不是说今天晚上回来吗？"我有点意外地问。阿艳摇摇头："别提了，他总是骗我，不过我也没有爱过他……我喜爱的人，却总也不会来找我。"


That night, with alcohol for company, A-Yan cut into her own wound. I'm a Changde girl, from Hunan. My family was very poor. The year I was twenty-one, I got married. My husband's family was poor too, and after the wedding we still had a whole household to feed. Less than two weeks after the wedding, money pressure pushed him off to Dongguan in Guangdong for work.
这个夜晚，就在酒精的陪衬下，阿艳剜开自己的情感创痛。我是湖南常德妹。家里很穷。21岁那年，我嫁了人。老公家里很穷，婚后，还要养一大家子人。结婚不到半个月，由于生计所迫，他就去了广东东莞打工。


I kept the empty room back home, waited for him for half a year. Every time, he said he had no money to come back. I thought this couldn't go on. After great effort I persuaded my mother-in-law, and I went a thousand miles to find my husband in Dongguan—and discovered he had taken up with a new girlfriend, and they were living together. That woman was a Sichuan factory girl who had a husband and a daughter back in her own hometown. In my husband's words, they were a "temporary life-partner arrangement away from home"—the kind that would break up the moment either of them went home. I wouldn't have it. I cried, I screamed, I broke them up. Then I went and got work in Dongguan myself.
我在老家独守空房，等了他半年，他都说没钱回来。我想这样下去不是办法，好不容易说服了婆婆，我千里寻夫到了东莞，发现他原来新交了一个女朋友，在一起同居了。那个女人是四川的打工妹，家乡还有丈夫和一个女儿。用老公的话来说，他们是在他乡临时组织的生活伴侣，一回家就会散的。我不依，又哭又闹的，将他们拆散，然后，我就自己跑到东莞打工。


At a booth in a labor market, I met a man—very good-looking, who turned out to be a pimp. He told me he'd take me to a company as a sales rep, that I could make two thousand a month. I went. The moment I got there I knew I was in trouble. There was no shadow of any "company." It was a four-bedroom apartment with four girls living in it. The three who had come before me had the bedrooms; I had to sleep in the living room. During the day he brought men in to sleep with those three girls. From the living room I heard women crying out in bed, and that was when I understood everything. I started shaking.
我在人才市场的一个摊位上，遇到一个男人，他长得很帅，竟然是鸡头。他叫我去一个公司做推销，说每个月能赚2000元钱，我就去了。一到那里，我吓坏了。连公司的影子都没有啊！四室一厅的房子，共住了四位小姐。先来的三位小姐住在房内，我只能住客厅。白天，他带男人来跟那三个女孩睡。我在客厅里，听到女人叫床就什么都明白了，吓得直发抖。


I didn't want this. I wanted to run, but I couldn't. He'd hired an old housekeeper to follow the four of us girls everywhere. We were all four of us pretty enough to look at—every one of us he had tricked off the labor market. We talked all the time about how to get out of the tiger's mouth, and we'd tried to run more than once. We never got out of his grip. He asked me if I had ever slept with anyone. I told him I was already married.
我不愿意这样，想逃又逃不出去。他雇了一个老妈子天天跟着我们四个女孩。这四个女孩子都长得有几分姿色，全是他从人才市场上骗来的。大家常常一起商量怎么逃离虎口，也跑了多次，都没有跑出他的掌心。他问我有没有跟人睡过，我告诉他，我已经结了婚。


He flew into a rage—and frog-marched me to the nearest clinic for hymen-reconstruction surgery. The pain that day was unbearable. After more than a month of recovery, he brought in a Hong Kong man to "deflower" me. The next morning the Hong Kong man gave me a thousand Hong Kong dollars on top of the "deflowering fee." I took the stack of hundred-dollar bills and started to cry; the Hong Kong man had no idea what was going on. I told him I'd been tricked here by a pimp, that I wanted to go home. The Hong Kong man was a good man—he actually agreed to come back the next week and help me escape.
他气坏了，竟然押着我去附近的卫生所做处女膜修补术。那天，我疼得要命。等我养病养了一个多月后，他带一个香港人给我"开处"。早上起来，香港人给了我1000元港币，是"开处费"之外的钱。我拿着一叠百元的钞哭起来，哭得香港人一头雾水。我说，我是被鸡头骗来的，我想回家。香港人很好，竟然和我约定，下个星期来帮我逃跑。


True to his word, a week later the Hong Kong man came. He "paid the tab" and took me to check into a hotel. The moment we got to the hotel door, we hailed a taxi and made straight for Shenzhen. At the Zone boundary, he spent fifty yuan to buy me a border pass, and put me up at the Sichuan Restaurant hotel. That night, out of gratitude, I made the first move and slept with him.
果然，一个星期后，香港人来了，他"埋单"带我去酒店开房。我们走到酒店门口，打了一部车，就往深圳奔。入关的时候，他替我花50元买了一个边防证，将我送到四川饭店住宿。就在那个晚上，我感激他，主动和他睡了。


The next day, he gave me four thousand yuan in travel money to get home, telling me over and over to head back to Hunan quickly. He was a Hong Kong MTR worker; I knew he wasn't rich. I was deeply grateful to him for saving me. I walked him to the Luohu Border Crossing—and never saw him again.
第二天，他给我4000元钱回家的路费，千叮嘱万叮嘱我早点回湖南去。他是一个香港地铁的工人，我知道他并不富裕，很感激他救我。我送他到罗湖口岸，后来再也没有见到他。


Then I got in touch with my parents, was about to go home, and found out my husband had run off to Wenzhou with a Guizhou girl. I cried—properly cried—cried at the heavens, cried at the earth, cried at myself. I gritted my teeth, broke the cracked jar even further, found a nightclub, and—don't laugh at me—I became, in the full meaning of the word, a "three-accompany" girl.
然后，我与父母联系上了，准备返乡，得知我丈夫跟一个贵州妹跑到温州去了，我痛痛快快地哭了一顿，哭天哭地哭自己，一咬牙，破罐子破摔，找了一家夜总会，你莫笑话我，我做了一个真正意义上的三陪小姐。


A year later, in a restaurant, I met the man I'm with now. He had just crossed over to Shenzhen on a visit. He was happy to see me. He asked what I was doing. I lied—said I worked at a factory. He said: the fact that we've met again means it was meant to be. Tell you what, I'll just keep you. Many of his friends were keeping kept women on the Shenzhen side; he wanted to keep me too. I said yes.
一年后，我在一家酒楼遇见现在的这个他，他刚刚过深圳来玩。他看见我很高兴，问我做什么事情？我骗他说我在一间工厂打工。他说，我们相逢就是有缘。干脆，我养着你得了。他的许多朋友都在深圳这边包养二奶，他也想将我养起来。我同意了。


In the year-plus I'd spent as a "three-accompany" girl, I was worn out—taking abuse from one different man after another. I didn't think twice. I went with him to this village, rented a place, and stayed. He'd come over once or twice a week. Slowly, I started to like him. He didn't come tonight, and I wanted to go out clubbing, to go a little crazy.
当"三陪"的一年多来，我累得很，总要遭受不同男人的欺负，我想也没想，就跟他来到这个村，租房而居。他一个星期过来一次或两次。我慢慢地喜欢上了他，今天晚上，他没来，我就想出门蹦迪，想疯狂一下。


Of course, none of this was anything he knew... Maybe it was the wine loosening the talk, maybe it was that the words she'd been holding in her belly felt like fetid shit she couldn't be at rest until she'd let out—A-Yan poured everything out like beans tipped from a bamboo tube, every kind of thing she had, until in the end her head hurt and she had to go back to her own room to sleep.
当然，这些都是他所不知道的……或许是酒多话多，或许是积存在肚子里的话像臭屎不拉不舒服的缘故吧，阿艳像竹筒倒豆子一样，什么话都说，说到最后头疼，不得不回房睡觉。


I looked at my watch—it was already a quarter past three on the twenty-second.
我一看表，已是22日3点一刻。


4. A-Jie, the Sichuan girl I couldn't quite figure out4.说不透川西妹子阿洁

[image: View of the Huanggang Port border crossing between Shenzhen and Hong Kong, photographed from the Shenzhen side.]Huanggang Port (皇岗口岸), the Shenzhen–Hong Kong border crossing the container-truck drivers in this story passed through daily. Photographed from the Shenzhen side in 2015. (Wikimedia Commons / User:水水, CC BY-SA 4.0)


On the afternoon of January 19, I finally got hold of my "hospital friend" A-Jie. In this village, it could be said, only that village cadre and A-Jie knew my true reason for moving in.
1月19日下午，我终于联系上了"病友"阿洁。在这个村，可以说，只有那位村干部和阿洁才知道我入住的真正意图。


A-Jie's skin was on the dark side, but very smooth. Monolids, but the eyes were large and long; her brows were the straight Yamaguchi Momoe brow, and her look at you was sharp and unhurried. The cast of her face strongly resembled the Japanese film star Suzuki Honami. Her mind was nimble, her reactions quick; she was exceptionally capable.
阿洁的皮肤有点黑，却很光滑。单眼皮，却大而长，眉是山口百惠式的直眉，看人的时候犀利而冷静。她的神情酷肖日本影星铃木保奈美。她头脑灵敏，反应极快，十分能干。


In her husband's words, if she had only had more schooling, A-Jie would have done great things. She was born in the bitter cold high country of western Sichuan—poor mountains, mean waters—and her life after marriage stayed poor. In the second half of 1993 she left Sichuan for migrant work in Yantian, Shenzhen. A Hong Kong boss wanted to keep her; she never said yes. The way she saw it, migrant work meant earning by your skills, and she didn't want to trade her body for a mouthful of food.
用阿洁老公的话来说，如果不是因为读书少的话，阿洁一定能成就大业。阿洁出生在穷山恶水的川西高寒地带，婚后生活一直贫困。1993年下半年从四川奔赴深圳盐田打工。有一位香港老板想包养她，她始终没有答应。她想，打工是用本事赚钱，她不想靠肉体换一口饭吃。


She had a distant cousin who worked sales at a Hong Kong-invested seafood company in Guangzhou's Sanyuanli. She went from Sichuan to Guangzhou, found the cousin, and the cousin—who had a bit of pull—introduced her to a seafood subsidiary in Yantian, Shenzhen, under the Guangzhou parent company. A-Jie's hands and feet were unusually quick: within three days she'd been put in charge of the company's stall. Every dawn, when the seafood shipments came in, she handled counting, billing, and dispatch—handled them well—and earned the deep trust of the Hong Kong boss and his wife.
她有一位远房表哥在广州三元里一家港资水产公司做业务，她从四川到广州找到表哥后，有点小权的表哥将阿洁介绍到深圳盐田某水产公司工作。这个公司是广州总公司下属的分公司。阿洁的手脚异常麻利，去了不到三天，就由她负责管理公司档口。每天凌晨水产货一到，从点数，算钱，再发货，她都干得不错，深得香港老板与老板娘的信任。


The Hong Kong company settled in Hong Kong dollars; mainland seafood had to be bought in renminbi. Because the HKD-RMB rate moved every day, the company usually took renminbi in at the stall and then sent someone to a black-market HKD exchange across from the New Capital Hotel to convert it. The Hong Kong boss trusted her: less than a month into her employment she was the one going to do the exchange. Every day, the boss's Mercedes carried her—with the renminbi in a black plastic bag—to the private money-changing company. At the time, the daily exchange averaged at least 800,000 Hong Kong dollars, and the largest single exchange she did was 2.6 million. She would carry the big sack in alone and never thought about taking the money and running. She earned 2,300 yuan a month—a price she thought was fair, especially because the boss and his wife trusted her.
香港公司结算用港币，内地买水产品用人民币，由于每天港币与人民币的比价有浮动，公司往往在档口收人民币，再派专人到新都酒店对面的黑市港币公司换取港币。香港老板信任她，用工不到一个月，就让她去兑换港币。每天，老板的奔驰车载着她，将装在一个黑色塑料袋里的人民币送到私人换币公司。那时，每日平均至少要换80万港币，最多一次换过260万元。她常常一个人拎着一个大口袋进私人换币公司，从来没有想过携款逃跑。每个月可挣2300元人民币，她认为这个价钱不错，再说老板与老板娘信任她。


Heart for heart—she couldn't do something heaven and earth wouldn't condone. When the November bonus came, she counted her pay envelope, and—what was this?—there were five thousand extra Hong Kong dollars in it, out of nowhere. She asked the boss. The boss waved it off with a light hand: don't ask, just take it and spend it. A-Jie didn't want money she couldn't account for, and insisted on knowing why. The boss got angry and called her stupid, then told her: the five thousand was her bonus. A-Jie shook her head, handed the five thousand back, said it was too much, she couldn't accept it. The boss, exasperated, tossed it back: "Buy yourself some clothes with it!" A-Jie still wouldn't take it.
人心换人心，她不能干伤天害理的事。11月份发奖金，她一数工资袋，哎呀，怎么平白无故地多出了5000元港币？她就问老板，老板轻描淡写地一挥手：别问了，拿去用得了。阿洁不要那种不明不白的钱，非要问清缘由。老板气得骂她蠢，告诉她，5000元是奖励她的。阿洁摇摇头，将5000元港币还给老板说，太多了，她不能要。老板气得丢过来一句话："给你买衣服啦！"阿洁还是不要。


One day the boss told her, with an air of mystery, that the company had an important task in Shatoujiao, and she went along with him. The moment they were on Chung Ying Street the boss made straight for a jewelry shop, picking out the most beautiful diamond pieces. Before long he had clasped a long, heavy 18-karat white-gold diamond necklace around her neck. "Do you like it? Let me give it to you." A-Jie smiled. "Very nice. Hurry up and buy it. I'm sure your wife will be delighted to put it on." The boss restated, in unmistakable terms, that he had bought it specifically for her. A-Jie shook her head. "I—do—not—want it. I saw a gold chain I do like."
有一日，老板神神秘秘地说，阿洁，公司有个重要任务，要到沙头角去办理业务，她就跟着老板去了。一进中英街，老板就往首饰店跑，专拣极漂亮的钻饰看。不一会儿，老板将一条又长又重的K白金钻石项链戴到她的脖子上说："中不中意呀？我送给你吧？"阿洁笑笑说，很好呀，你赶快买下来，我相信老板娘戴上一定很高兴的。老板明白无误地重申，这是特地为她买的。阿洁晃晃脑袋说，我——不——要，我看中了一根黄金项链，我很喜欢。


The boss saw hope through his disappointment and pressed her: where? Let's go look. A-Jie walked into the gold shop on her own steam, and when it came time to pay she beat him to her wallet—giving the boss no chance to deliver his "affection." He was very unhappy about that. A-Jie always thought well of his wife. The wife was nearly fifty, very fond of A-Jie, treated her like a daughter, and often sent someone to bring her a whole box of mangoes or prunes or other imported fruit from Hong Kong.
老板从沮丧中看到了希望，急切问在哪里，两个人一起去看看。阿洁自顾自走进那个金饰店，买单时抢先掏钱，让老板无法奉献"爱心"，弄得很不开心。阿洁总是念老板娘的好处。老板娘快50岁了，很心疼她，将她当亲生女儿看待，常常叫人从香港带一大箱芒果或西梅等进口水果给她。


A-Jie thought it through often: you have to have a conscience to be a person, and given how the wife treated her, she could not do a single thing to wrong the woman. Later the boss tested her directly: "Do you have a boyfriend? You're killing yourself to bring home twenty-three hundred a month. If you came with me, I'd buy you a villa at Dameisha—how about that?" When A-Jie didn't answer, he pressed further: "What if I set up a restaurant in your name—would that do? Sometimes the lobsters we bring in die anyway; with a restaurant you'd have a use for them, every kind of seafood at your fingertips. You wouldn't have to worry about a thing for the rest of your life."
阿洁时常想，做人要有良心，老板娘这样待我，自己不能干任何对不起她的事情。后来，老板直接试探她："你是不是有男朋友了？你每月累死累活才挣2300元，你要是跟了我，我在大梅沙买幢别墅给你，怎么样？"他见阿洁不接话，又进一步试探说："我想搞个酒楼送给你，好不好？有时候，公司进的龙虾会死，开个酒楼正好派上用场，什么海鲜都有，你将来一世都不用愁。"


A-Jie was not the kind who lived inside the eye of money. She smiled at her boss. "I'm a married woman; I'm not looking to make anything more of it." The womanizing boss laid himself bare: "Well—why didn't you say so earlier? Anyway, I don't mind that you're married." "I mind," A-Jie said, the words like driven nails.
阿洁不是一个钻在钱眼里的人。她笑着对老板说："我是个结了婚的人，我不想再怎么样。"花心老板急切地表露心迹："你，你为什么不早些说，再说，我又不介意你结了婚。""我介意。"阿洁说得斩钉截铁。


One evening in April 1994, A-Jie was at the stall waiting for a shipment: that day the company expected 150 cases of lobster and 150 cases of soft-shell turtle. She waited until ten at night before the container truck arrived. The driver climbed down, but A-Jie didn't even glance at him then—she only noticed him later when they all sat down for a late meal. His name was A-Nan, the boss's nephew. He was witty and warm. He'd had a rough time of it: he'd been running business in Russia, had ended up several million yuan in debt; his wife had divorced him, taken one of his houses, and gone, and he still had a son back home to support. To make money he had rented a truck to haul goods.
1994年4月的一个黄昏，阿洁在档口等货，当天公司有150件龙虾和150件水鱼到货。一直等到晚上10点，货柜车才到。司机爬下车来，阿洁也没顾得上看一眼，只是在一起宵夜时才注意到他。他叫阿南，老板的侄子，说话风趣幽默，人又很和善。说来也挺惨，他在俄罗斯跑业务，欠了几百万元债务，妻子和他离了婚，拿了他一幢房产跑了，家中还有个儿子要养，他就租了一台车运货赚钱。


Over the late meal, the boss remembered that his nephew was alone, glanced at A-Jie, and said: "Now look at the two of you—you suit each other rather well. Want me to put in a word?" A patch of red rose across A-Jie's face. After that, A-Nan was often around the company; every time he came over he'd ask her to dinner. He didn't yet have steady work—he was just driving for other people, ad hoc.
吃宵夜时，老板记起侄子孤单一人，看了阿洁一眼说："我看你们两人倒挺般配的，要不要我牵个线？"阿洁的脸上，蓦地漾起一片红云。阿南常常来阿洁这个公司玩，每次都约她吃饭。那时，他还没有固定的工作，只是临时帮别人开车。


A-Jie thought A-Nan was decent—honest, of good character, never lied, did things with the proper restraint. The two of them began to see each other in a quiet way. A-Jie told A-Nan she was already married. A-Nan opened his heart to her: "I trust you. I'm willing to wait." Carrying that small hope, she waited until 1996, when her husband back in western Sichuan finally agreed to divorce by mutual consent. Four months later, A-Nan and A-Jie began to live together.
阿洁觉得阿南人不错，老实，人品又好，从不撒谎，做事极有分寸。两个人就这么淡淡地交往着。阿洁将已婚情况告诉了阿南，阿南向她敞开心扉："我相信你，我愿意等你。"怀着一份期待，等到1996年，阿洁在川西的丈夫终于同意协议离婚，四个月后，阿南和阿洁开始了同居生活。


Speaking of A-Nan and her feelings for him, A-Jie was deeply proud: "I've been with my husband six years. He says he's never met a woman as good as me—I'm his second woman, and his last woman. He's content." "Last month my second brother asked us: it's been all these years, why still no marriage? I told him not to worry; we'll get to it when we get to it. We're putting together money to buy a place. I think it's coming soon!" A-Jie added.
说到阿南与自己的感情，阿洁深感自豪："我跟老公6年了，他说他从来没有遇到过像我这样好的女人，我是他的第二个女人，也是最后一个女人。他很满足了。""上个月，我二哥还问我们：这么多年了，为什么还不结婚？我说不用担心，到时再说。我们在筹钱买房，我想快了吧！"阿洁又说。


When the talk turned to kept women, A-Jie wore a look of profound disgust—then turned mid-sentence: "Upstairs from me there are two sisters, both from my hometown, both kept women. Their father actually said: being a side woman just means having no title—it's still better than suffering back home. I think that's truly horrifying. The older sister is A-Jin; she had a child with a Hong Kong man. I haven't seen her in a long time, I don't know how she's doing. The younger one is A-Yin. If you're writing a story, can I introduce them to you?"
谈到二奶问题，阿洁深恶痛绝的样子，只是话锋一转说："我家楼上住着两姐妹，她们是我的同乡，都是二奶。她们的父亲竟然说，做小不过是没有名分，至少比在家乡挨苦要好。我觉得真是可怕。姐姐叫阿金，跟香港人生了一个孩子，很久没有看到她了，不知道怎么样。妹妹叫阿银。你要写文章的话，我将她们介绍给你好吗？"。


In the undercover work that followed, kept women who knew A-Jie let slip something to me I could not have imagined.
在后来的暗访中，与阿洁熟悉的二奶们向我吐露了一个我怎么也想像不到的事。


They said A-Jie was probably a kept woman too. I absolutely didn't believe it. Given A-Jie's character and what I knew of her, she would not have done it. They said: "Are you kidding? In this village, with so many kept women, and no way to run a household check in Hong Kong or on the mainland, who can believe anyone?"
她们说，阿洁八成也是二奶。我绝对不相信。依照阿洁的性格以及我对她的了解，她是不会做二奶的。她们说："鬼扯！在这个村里，二奶那么多，又不能到香港，到内地去查户口，谁相信谁呀？"


5. Every Spring Festival, the "husbands" don't reunite with the kept women5.每年春节"老公"都不会和二奶团聚

The pots of "welcome-the-spring, receive-good-fortune" flowers at the stalls were fewer and fewer; the holiday was almost here.
花摊上迎春接福的盆花越来越少，显示年节愈来愈近。


Today the price of flowers was still high through the morning; once noon passed, the prices began to plunge. Lunar New Year's Eve was at the door. Chinese people take Spring Festival very seriously. In these days, millions—tens of millions—were running themselves ragged on the road home, all so that on the eve of the New Year a family could be together under a single roof.
今天，上午的花价还很高，一过了中午花价开始猛然下跌，我知道，大年除夕的脚步就在家门口。中国人十分注重传统的春节。这些天来，百万千万的人在回家的路上奔波、劳累，为的是在除夕之夜，一家人能团聚在同一个屋檐下。


Eighty percent of the village's outsider households had already left. I had packed up too, ready to head back to my parents' for the holiday. Just as I flagged a taxi, at 1:20 in the afternoon, my phone rang. A-Ting—the pregnant one who looked like Sandy Lam—was begging me over and over to come over and stay with her. On the way I bought a big bunch of pink carnations at a flower stall, but when I handed them to A-Ting she wasn't pleased. A few days apart, and her once-round cheeks had thinned by a notch.
村里的外来户已经走了百分之八十，我也收拾东西准备回父母身边过年。就在我招手拦的士的时候，中午1时20分，手机响了，阿婷，就是那个像林亿莲的孕妇，反复求我去她家陪陪她。路过花摊，买了一大把粉红的康乃馨，递给阿婷的时候，她并不高兴。几天不见，她那圆润的脸颊瘦了一圈。


"Where's your husband?" Sitting down in A-Ting's one-bedroom, I looked around—only her, on the living room sofa, the whole place lifeless. "Ooooh—" A-Ting started crying without warning. I pulled tissues out of a cylinder and handed them to her. She gave a hard, nasal sniff and choked out: "He hasn't been over these last few days. I know it now—every Spring Festival, he isn't going to be with me.
"你老公呢？"在阿婷拥有的一室一厅入坐，环顾左右，只有她坐在客厅沙发上，整个居室显得了无生气。"呜——"阿婷忽然哭起来，我抽出纸筒的纸巾递给她。她使劲吸了吸鼻子，鼻音很重，边哭边说："这几天他都没过来看我。我就知道，他每年的春节都不会和我团聚。


Spring Festival 1997, we'd only been married half a year. I thought, newlyweds at the New Year—surely we'd spend it together? He said he had to go back to Hong Kong to see his mother. The first day, the second, the third—my calls didn't get through. He didn't come back until the fourth. The year after that, he said his father was ill; I had to go back to my own family alone, and only when I rushed back to Shenzhen on the fifth did he turn up. The third year—1999—he said he had to work overtime, and again I had to go back alone. Last year I didn't go anywhere—I waited in Shenzhen for a reunion New Year, and he still said he had to work overtime. This year I'm having a baby, and he still won't be with us, mother or child.
1997年春节，我们刚结婚半年，心想新婚又逢新春，两个人该一块过年吧？他说要回香港和他妈过年。初一、初二、初三我打电话都打不通，他到初四才回来。第二年，他又说他爸身体不好，我只有独自一个人回老家过年，初五赶回深圳后他才过来。第三年，也就是1999年，他说要加班，我又不得不一个人回老家。去年春节，我哪里也不去，就在深圳等着他过一个团圆年，他还是说要加班。今年，我要生小孩，他还是不管我们母子。


Is his heart made of iron and stone? How can he be this cold, this faithless?" "Don't cry, don't cry!" My voice came out pale as I tried to comfort her. I thought: out in the streets, every man who'd left was coming home; in every household, reunions were being celebrated; and here was a village girl standing at the curb, craning her neck, waiting for the lover who, year after year, said he was coming home, and year after year did not... She was the Wife-Watching Stone. She was Meng Jiang Nü. She was A-Ting.
他是铁石心肠？他怎么这样无情无义？""别哭，别哭！"我声音苍白地劝慰阿婷。我想，街道上，外出的男人都纷纷回家，家家户户庆团圆，只有一个村姑站在路边翘首张望，等待年年说回家年年不回家过年的郎君……她是望夫石。她是孟姜女。她是阿婷。


A-Ting cried a long time, until she was exhausted, then slumped sideways on the sofa, sobbing, and began ticking off the man's faults: "I never minded that he had a wife—who told me my fate was hard? But four Spring Festivals he couldn't spend even one with me? If it's already like this, in a few more years he won't care whether I live or die!" I just handed her the whole cylinder of tissues.
阿婷哭了许久，哭累了，斜躺在沙发上抽泣，开始数落着男人："他有老婆我都不计较，谁叫我命苦呢？可是，这四年的春节，难道就不能跟我过一个？现在都这个样子，过几年更会不理我的死活！"我干脆将整个纸筒都递给她。


About ten minutes later, cried out again, she turned her care toward me. "Why aren't you going home this year?" "I haven't got the face to go home," I said. "I don't want to go home either." Home, for her, was her parents' place. She took my lie for truth and sighed: "If I go home, I can't even hand out the money for all the seven aunts and eight uncles. My family is a big clan in the village—everyone thinks I'm making piles of money in Shenzhen. You know what? I came out to work the year I was seventeen. That Spring Festival I didn't have the money to go home. The next year, when I did, on the morning of the first I went to wrap the red-envelope money for the children—it gave me a fright. Every child in the clan came over. Guess how many? More than forty!" At that she snorted out a laugh. A-Ting's mood lifted a little. I switched on the TV; some channel's Welcome-the-Spring variety show was at full volume, and for a while it took her mind off her Wife-Watching-Stone vigil.
过了大约10分钟后，她又一次哭累了，转而关心起我来，问："你今年怎么不回家？""我没脸回家啊！"我说。"我也不想回家。"这个家，是她父母的家。她对我的假话信以为真，叹了口气说："我一回家，七大姑八大爷的钱都给不起。我们家是村内的大家族，谁都以为我在深圳赚大钱。你知道吗？我是17岁那年出来打工的，那年春节没钱回家，第二年回去，初一早晨起来，封压岁钱的时候，把我吓坏了。家族里所有的孩子们都来啦，你猜猜有多少个？40多个！"说到这里，阿婷扑哧笑出声来。阿婷情绪稍有好转，我便打开电视机，一家电视台的迎春歌舞会很是热闹，暂时转移了阿婷望夫石那样的注意力。


Around half past four that afternoon, out of nowhere—A-Ting's husband dropped from the sky. He wore a thick down jacket and carried a large travel bag. The moment he walked in, A-Ting was happy as a spring lark. "Come look, look what I bought you—" A-Ting's husband, like a peddler showing off his treasures, brought out a blue tin of Belgian-brand butter cookies, a box of dried Vietnamese jackfruit, a roll of English toffee. Before he was even done, A-Ting was on him for a big hug. "I really don't need anything. Just your coming back is enough." A-Ting's husband stood up and laughed as if a weight had lifted. "A-Min! Perfect—you can help me keep A-Ting company."
让人料想不到的是，下午4点30分左右，阿婷老公突然从天而降。他穿着一件厚厚的羽绒棉袄，手中拎着一只大大的旅行袋。当他走进房内时，阿婷即刻快活得像一只春天的百灵。"过来看看，我给你买了什么——"阿婷老公献宝似地递上一罐比利时蓝罐牛油曲奇，一盒越南产的大树菠萝干，一筒英国拖肥糖，阿婷不等老公忙完，上前给了他一个大大的拥抱，说："我其实什么也不要，只要你回来就好。"阿婷老公站起身来，如释重负般地笑了笑："阿敏啊！正好可以帮我陪一陪阿婷。"


"What—are you about to head back to Hong Kong now?" A-Ting's face quickly clouded over. "I won't hide it from you, A-Min—I slipped out today," A-Ting's husband couldn't bring himself to look at A-Ting's face at all; he turned to me instead, rubbing his hands in agitation, sneaking a glance at his watch, muttering to himself: "What do I do?... This afternoon, on my side—my family on that side doesn't know I slipped out. Tonight they're waiting for me to come back for the reunion dinner!"
"怎么，你现在还要回香港？"阿婷脸上很快乌云密布。"不瞒你说，阿敏，我今天是偷偷出来的，"阿婷老公根本不敢看阿婷的脸色，转而望向我，焦虑不安地搓了搓手，又偷偷地看了看表，喃喃自语："怎么办？……今天下午，我那边，那边一家人不知道我偷出来了，晚上，他们等我回去吃年夜饭呢！"


A-Ting forced his head, which had been turned toward me, back around to face her, fixed her eyes on his, and demanded: "And what do I do?" "I promise, tomorrow afternoon I'll cross back over and be with you." "Promise? You've been promising for four years. Every year you don't dare come over until the fourth, the fifth. Your wife is a person, and I'm not? I won't have it..." A-Ting's grievance built as she spoke until she was wailing outright. A-Ting's husband fished out a red envelope and pressed it on her: "Stop crying! This is your New Year envelope." He took out another stack of bills from his trouser pocket. "Here, take this too." "I don't want it!" A-Ting said with finality. "I don't want any of it. I just want you to spend the New Year's Eve dinner with me." Whoever had planted the bitter fruit could harvest it themselves; I oiled my soles for the door. "You two talk it out. I'll head off."
阿婷奋力将他转向我的头扳过去，让他正对着她，逼视他的眼睛说："那我怎么办？""我保证，明天下午就过关来陪你。""保证，你保证了四年，每年都是初四、初五才敢过来。你老婆是人，我就不是人啦？我不管……"阿婷越说越委屈，干脆号啕大哭起来。阿婷老公掏出一只利是袋交给阿婷："别哭啦！这是给你的利是。"他又从裤子口袋里拿出一沓钱，"喏，这个也给你。""不要！"阿婷很坚决地说，"我什么也不要，只要你年夜饭陪我。"谁种下的苦果，就让谁去收获吧，我脚板下揩油，说："你们慢慢谈，我先走一步。"


"No!" A-Ting's husband panicked and grabbed my arm hard. "A-Min, please—please—help me reason with A-Ting. You don't understand. My second son just got married, my older son has come back from England with his wife for the holiday, tonight's reunion dinner is very important, and I don't even know now if I can still make it in time!"
"不行！"阿婷老公急了，使劲拽住我的胳膊："阿敏，你千万替我劝劝阿婷，你不知道，我的二儿子刚刚结婚，大儿子也带着妻子刚从英国回来过年，今天晚上的团圆饭很重要，现在还不知道赶不赶得上？"


At this kind of moment, with this kind of man, if you could only cleave him in two with a single stroke—half left in Hong Kong, half in Shenzhen—it would be just right. But no man could do it. They could only tear themselves in two between the spirit and the flesh, forever! "You're really leaving?" A-Ting was clearly out of hope. "I have no choice. I'm sorry. Let me go home first."
这种时候，这种男人，能一刀劈成两半，一半留香港，一半在深圳就好了。可是，哪个男人也无法做到。他们永远只能在灵与肉中将自己撕扯成两半！"你真的要走？"阿婷显然绝望了。"没办法，不好意思。你让我先返屋企吧！"


A-Ting walked quickly out to the balcony, gripped the railing, ran a hand over her belly. "If you go back today, I'll jump off this building. I'm telling you: two lives lost. Tonight, you won't get out of it." "Don't, don't—please, don't be like this." "I just don't believe it. You'd die if you didn't go back to Hong Kong for the New Year? Your wife has sons, daughters, a whole crowd. Who is alone here keeping this empty room like me? You know how long I've kept it. You..." A-Ting's face had gone ashen as gunpowder; a single glance set the heart shaking.
阿婷快步走到阳台上，扶着栏杆摸着肚子说："你今天要是回去，我就从楼上跳下去。我告诉你，出了两条人命，今晚你也别想走得脱。""别，别，千万别这样。""我就不相信，你不回香港过年会死？你老婆有儿有女一大帮人，谁像我一个人守着这个空房，你知道我守了多久了，你……"阿婷脸色如烟土一般灰灰的，看一眼都让人心头发颤。


I didn't dare look at her face. I gripped the hem of her clothing as if for dear life, afraid that on this day of out-with-the-old, in-with-the-new, she would end her life right here. A-Ting said it again: "Either way, you stay with me today. If you go home, I'll jump. What I say I do, I do." Holding onto A-Ting, I looked straight into her man's dodging, drifting, terrified eyes, and told him with my own: A-Ting means it. "All right, all right!" A-Ting's husband was scared half to death, scrambling to explain himself to her: "I won't go back. I will not go back to Hong Kong. I'll stay right here with you."
我不敢直视她的脸，死死地拽住她的衣角，唯恐她在除旧布新的日子里就这样结束生命。阿婷再一次重申："反正你今天就得陪我，你要是回家，我就跳楼，我说得到做得到。"我一边拉住阿婷，一边直视她男人躲闪、游移、恐惧的目光，用眼神告诉他：阿婷可是玩真的！"好啦，好啦！"阿婷老公胆都吓破了，急得不停地跟阿婷解释说："我不回去，我肯定不回香港，我就在这里陪你。"


Seeing the situation defused, I said goodbye to the old-husband-young-wife pair. Only then did I realize that my thin sweater was soaked through with cold sweat—and my palms too. All of it shaken out of me. On my way out, A-Ting's husband stuffed a note into my hand. "A-Min, no matter what, please put a call through to Hong Kong for me, to a Mr. Qin—tell him I'm Guo Guanqing, his good friend, and ask him to find a way to explain things to my wife."
我一看形势已经缓和下来，就跟这对老夫少妻告辞。直到这时候，我才感到身上的薄毛衣已经被冷汗打湿了，手心上也是汗，都是吓出来的！临走时，阿婷老公塞给我一张纸条说："阿敏，无论如何也要帮我打个香港电话给秦生，就说我姓郭名冠清，是他的好朋友，叫他替我想办法跟我老婆说。"


At the post-and-telegraph office I dialed the Hong Kong number on the note. An old man's hoarse voice came on. I asked whether he knew a Guo Guanqing. The other end said yes, he did. I went through the afternoon's events. The man sighed: "I knew he'd land in trouble. What was he up to? Going up north to mess around, gone and got himself a girl—now look, now she's threatening to take him with her." I pleaded with him over and over, asking that he please cover for Mr. Guo somehow. The man said: "We could've guessed, couldn't we? Going up north to pick up a girl—we all know the story. We just never thought it would come to him not wanting his own family anymore." Then, politely, he said: "Thank you, much obliged"—and hung up.
在邮电所，我拨通了纸条上的香港电话，一位沙哑的老年人的声音传来。我问对方认不认识一个叫郭冠清的人。对方回答说，认识。我就将下午之事说了一遍。对方叹了口气说："我早知他会出事，搞什么鬼？北上去滚滚出一个女仔，依家好了，人家跟你拼命了。"我千叮咛万嘱托，让他一定帮郭先生打个圆场什么的。对方说，猜都猜得到啦！依家北上抠女仔，大家都知道，只是没想到连家都不要了。然后，挺有礼貌地说了声：多谢，吾该，然后收线。


I had just hung up when a scattered round of firecrackers went off, adding a little extra noise to the New Year's Eve about to descend—an eve in which some would rejoice, and some would grieve.
刚挂完电话，一阵零散的鞭炮声响起，给即将到来的有人欢乐有人愁的除夕之夜，增添了几许热闹。


On the morning of the first day of the year I was woken by A-Jie's New Year call. She told me to get up at once and come to her place for a meal. When I arrived her husband still wasn't up. I sat for a few minutes in the living room and suggested we go upstairs together to look in on A-Jin. Three days earlier I had gone with A-Jie to visit her hometown friend A-Jin, and had come away with the sense that A-Jin was like Xiang Lin Sao from Lu Xun's pen, on the edge of a breakdown.
初一上午，我被阿洁的拜年电话吵醒。她叫我立刻起床，去她家吃饭。我赶过去时。阿洁的老公还未起床。我在客厅里小坐片刻，建议她陪我一同去看看楼上的阿金。三天前，我曾跟阿洁去拜访过她的同乡女友阿金，感觉上阿金像鲁迅笔下的祥林嫂，精神处在即将崩溃的边缘。


The kept women I came to know had, for the most part, had jobs before they entered the arrangement. My own count showed that the following occupations made it easier to come into contact with Hong Kong clients, and therefore easier to become a candidate for keeping: Western-restaurant waitress or floor captain; karaoke DJ girl or hostess; hair-salon girl; sauna girl; and migrant factory girl.
我所了解的二奶，在投身做二奶之前，大都还是有职业的。我的调查统计表明，下列几种职业比较容易接触香港客，也就相对容易成为包养对象：西餐厅服务员、部长，卡拉OK的DJ女与咨客，发廊妹，桑拿女，还有就是打工妹。


For a sizable portion of the mainland-to-Shenzhen factory girls, the shaking, drifting life decided that their romance and marriage prospects would be unhappy ones, with little they could do about it. Most of them tried to find a partner among their hometown people; once the relationship was set they joined hands again at work, and after years of saving had a sum to take home for their old age—this was the "fortunate class" among the factory girls. Some grew older; once the "front gate fell quiet," they had no choice but to go back to their villages and find a farmer to marry. Having seen the wider world, going back to a life of facing the yellow earth with one's back to the heavens, alone with a man who tilled, they carried a loneliness hard to put into words.
对于内地来深的相当一部分打工妹来说，动荡与漂泊的生活决定了她们婚恋的不幸与无奈。在她们当中，大部分人努力在同乡中找对象，明确关系后再度联手打工，多年后有一笔钱回乡养老，这是打工妹中的"幸运一族"。有的打工妹年龄渐大，"门庭冷落"之后，不得不回乡找一个农民嫁出去。因为见过大世面，回到面朝黄土背朝天的日子和一个种田人独处，心中的落寞难以言诉。


Many factory girls dreamed of settling in garden-city Shenzhen, but the limits of the country's household-registration system—and in particular the difficulty of converting from rural to urban hukou—together with the cost of life in Shenzhen, would not let them realize the dream. Many therefore did what they could to find a Hong Kong man or a local Shenzhen man to marry, so that they could go on living and growing in the city to which they had given their youth. As a result, some entrusted the great matter of their lives, irresponsibly, to men who were just as irresponsible, and reaped a bitter fruit that an outsider could hardly understand.
许多打工妹幻想在花园式的大都市深圳定居，但国内户籍制度的限制，尤其是农转非的艰难，加上深圳生活费用之高，让她们无法圆梦。于是，不少打工妹想方设法找一个港人或深圳人结婚，以便在这个她们为之付出青春的城市生存发展。这样一来，有些人会不负责任地将自己的终身大事托付给不负责任的男人，结下的苦果外人很难体会。


Like A-Jin, who had dreamed of finding happiness through a Hong Kong man and had ended up a kept woman. A-Jie said that on the first day of the year, when you went to pay New Year's respects, by Guangdong custom a married person should give A-Jin's daughter a red envelope. She went into the back room, brought out a red envelope, and slipped in fifty yuan. I asked if I should do the same. She thought about it. No.
就像阿金，幻想在一个港人身上找到幸福，结果成为二奶。阿洁说，大年初一上门拜年，自己结了婚，按广东的风俗，应该给阿金的女儿包一个利是。她回里屋拿出一个利是袋，在里面塞了50元钱。我问她是不是我也要如法炮制？她想了想说，不用。


A moment later she said: she's too pitiful—you give fifty too. A-Jin's door was shut tight. We knocked for a long while before A-Jin, eyes bleary with sleep, came out and opened it. Her daughter was happy enough; she turned at once and ran back into the bedroom and brought us two pairs of slippers. A-Jin hadn't slept all night—not keeping the year, in her own words, but "behind a closed door, reflecting on her sins."
过了一会儿又说，她太可怜了，你也掏50元吧。阿金家房门紧闭。我们敲了半天，阿金才睡眼惺忪地跑出来开门，她的女儿倒是很高兴，马上转身回房拿来两双拖鞋递给我们。阿金一晚没睡，不是守岁，用她的话来说，是在"闭门思过"。


When she saw the two of us competing to give a red envelope to her daughter, her eyes went red at once. "That dead man, won't even bother with us—and it's friends who keep helping me." A-Jie cared very much to know whether the night before, on New Year's Eve, at the moment when households were lighting up the phone lines with greetings, A-Jin's husband had called to wish her a good year. Dejected, A-Jin said no. Every day she left voicemails on his Hong Kong cell; he would not answer, dead or alive. Her phone bill for the month had run past six hundred yuan. She had no money left; she was reluctant to buy her daughter milk powder; she had put it all into phone calls, and the other end did not hear, did not see.
看见我们两人争着掏利是给她女儿，她的眼圈立刻就红了："那个死鬼，不管我们，倒是朋友们一直在帮我。"阿洁十分关心昨晚除夕之夜，在新旧交替各家各户打爆了电话拜年的那一刻，阿金她老公有没有打电话过来拜年？阿金沮丧地说没有。她天天往香港打手机留言，他死活不理，一个月电话费就花了600多元。她没有钱了，女儿要吃奶粉都舍不得，所有的钱都拿来打电话，可对方不闻不问。


Across one narrow, shallow Shenzhen River—the man who was your own, behind which window are you now?
隔着一条窄窄浅浅的深圳河，自己的男人啊，你在哪扇窗前？


6. Most kept women come from poor rural villages6.二奶们大都来自贫寒农村

If you could say that at thirty-one, A-Jin—after the breakup of her marriage and the grind of migrant work—had ended up kept because she didn't know what she was getting into, the regret of a wrong step, then her younger sister A-Yin simply followed her feelings, eyes open, into the kept-woman bog and dove in head-first.
如果说，在31岁那年，阿金在经历了婚姻的破裂与打工的艰难之后，是因为不知情才被人包养，造成失足之恨的话，那么，她的胞妹阿银则是盲目地跟着感觉走，明知是二奶泥塘也要一头栽进去。


If you could say the older sister's road as a kept woman was full of uncertainty—full of swallowed grievance, of begging, of bitterness—then the strange thing was that the younger sister's road, on the surface, looked smoother, as if there were a layer of happiness over it.
如果说，姐姐的二奶之路充满了不确定性，充满了委屈、求乞和辛酸的话，那么，奇怪的是妹妹的路途表面看起来似乎要平顺一些，仿佛也多了一层幸福。


A-Yin, born 1974, twenty-seven this year. Skin so pale you could see the fine, pale-blue veins beneath; the slightest smile sent a flush across her face in an instant. On January 26, the fourth day of the New Year, I held Nan-nan's hand and went with A-Jin to look in on her. We found A-Yin just back from seeing her piano teacher off. She saw I was close with her sister and took me as a friend, and asked me into her place to sit.
阿银，1974年生，今年27岁。皮肤白皙得让人看得见微细的浅蓝色血管，仅仅微微一笑面庞也会瞬间绯红。1月26日，正月初四下午，我拉着囡囡的手，和阿金一起去探望她时，她刚刚送走钢琴老师回来。看见我跟她姐姐很熟，也把我当朋友，邀请我去她家坐坐。


Her living room was not large, but a German Princess upright piano stood prominently against one wall, its dark-brown finish without a speck of dust. In one corner hung a classical guitar. Beside the TV cabinet were a pair of waist-high speakers and a mid-sized amplifier; I didn't recognize the brand. "Whose is this?" I pointed my chin at the guitar. A-Jin spoke up first: "A-Yin's husband's." "Yes, he loves music. When he made me learn piano he said: someday if we're both out of work, you'll play piano, I'll play guitar, and we definitely won't starve." A-Yin's smile carried its own proof of contentment. "How long have you been learning piano?"
她家客厅不大，一架德国公主牌立式钢琴赫然而立，深褐色的琴面纤尘不染。墙角悬一把古典吉他。电视柜旁有一组半人高的音箱和一个中型功放机，但我不知道是什么品牌。"这是谁的？"我下巴颏指向吉他问。阿金抢着说："是阿银老公的。""是啊，他最喜欢音乐呀！他逼我去学钢琴时就说过，将来我们都失业了，你弹钢琴，我弹吉他，肯定饿不死的。"阿银的笑容是一种心满意足的证明。"钢琴学了多久了？"


I was curious; the place really had its atmosphere. She thought for a moment. "Just over a year. I've nearly finished Beyer, and I'm a dozen-some lessons into Czerny 599." "Play something for us! Nan-nan's been begging to hear it!" A-Jin pulled her daughter up onto the sofa; mother and daughter sat straight-backed, like an audience waiting for the concert to begin. "New year, new piece. Come on—play us one." I gave a soft clap.
我好奇，觉得这个家还是蛮有情调的嘛。她想了想说："一年多吧，拜尔差不多完了，599弹到十几课。""弹一只曲子吧！囡囡一直在家吵着要听呢！"阿金将女儿抱到沙发上，母女俩端坐着，像在等待一场音乐会。"新年新曲，来，弹一支吧！"我轻轻地拍掌。


A-Yin flushed all at once. "Let me play 'A Maiden's Prayer.' I just learned it—I love it." She settled onto the bench, opened the keyboard cover, and tested a clear, beguiling string of notes. Slowly the cramped village, with all its market-stall air, fell away, and led by a night wind through the hills, the sound of bamboo, and a soft mist, a young woman in a classical English dress was standing into the wind, hands folded, facing the moonlit sky, the earth, and the unseen spirits that hold human fortunes in their hands, praying without words—praying for the road ahead, longing for a miracle to break in upon her fate.
阿银的脸突然红起来，她说："弹一曲《少女的祈祷》吧！我刚学的曲子，我很喜欢。"她在琴凳上坐好，打开琴盖，先试着按下一串清亮而迷人的音符。渐渐地，这个狭小而充满市井之气的村庄遽然远去，在午夜山风、竹音和薄雾的引领下，一位穿着古典英式长裙的少女迎风而立，双手合十，面对月空、大地和冥冥中主宰命运的神灵，默默地祈祷——祈祷她的未来之路，期待她的命运出现奇迹。


"Clap, clap"—the moment the piece ended, Nan-nan led the applause. A-Jin and I joined in. A-Yin went redder still. She closed the keyboard cover. "My teacher says I've come along quickly these past six months. I'd like to take the grading exam. In a few more years—who knows?—maybe I could teach." "Teach? Can that support you?" A-Jin asked, uncertain.
"啪，啪，"一曲刚落，囡囡带头鼓起掌来。我和阿金也鼓掌，阿银脸上更红了。她放下琴盖说："老师说，我最近半年的进步很快，我想去考级。可能几年之后，说不定我也能教琴呢？""教琴？能养活自己吗？"阿金疑惑地问。


I smiled. "Teaching can do it. Piano teachers are in demand right now—a hundred yuan a lesson." "Do you know Dan Zhaoyi, Yundi Li's teacher? I'd thought of getting someone to ask him to teach me, but it was too expensive—five hundred yuan a lesson, I heard." "Yundi Li who?" A-Jin opened her eyes blankly. "Sis, come on—you don't know anything!" A-Yin laughed, exasperated. That year, the piano prince Yundi Li was still well short of fame.
我笑着说："教琴肯定能。现在的钢琴老师多俏啊，一节课就收100元。""你知道李云迪的老师但昭义吗？我本来想找人请他教课，但是太贵了，听说要500元一节课哩！""李云迪是谁？"阿金张开茫然的眼睛。"姐啦，拜托啦，你什么都不知道！"阿银无奈地笑着。这一年，钢琴王子李云迪还远没有出名。


Two days later, on the afternoon of the eighth day of the year, I asked A-Yin out to a Western restaurant in the village to talk. A-Yin was a good interview subject—her cultivation was on the higher side, not quite like the village's other kept women.
两天之后的一个下午，正月初八，我约阿银去村内一家西餐厅聊天。阿银是个很合适的谈话对象，素质较高，和村内其他二奶不太一样。


When I had eased the talk around to the kept-woman situation in the village, she gave her own view: As for how the kept-woman phenomenon comes about in our society, I think society has to bear some of the responsibility. For girls like us, from the countryside, from poor families—can we really not turn to some "heretical" route to change our fate? I struggled too. I worked too. But the cost was too high. Either a man cheated me, or I got sick for no reason. Have people in society noticed? The well-fed and well-watered ones just spit at us. But how to improve our lot—how to let us go on offering up whatever cleverness we have without having to worry about food and clothing? And why blame only the kept women? Why not go after the men, why not punish them? Otherwise, so long as there are men who keep, the kept woman will go on existing.
当我迂回曲折地把话题扯到村内的二奶现状时，她提出了自己的观点：对于社会上二奶现象的产生，我觉得社会要负一定责任。像我们这些来自农村的、贫穷家庭的女孩子，难道就不能通过什么一些异端来改变命运？我也奋斗过，我也打工呀，可是，代价太高了。我不是被男人骗就是自己无端地生重病。这一点，社会上的人们注意到没有？吃饱了喝足了的人们只会唾弃我们，但是，如何来改善我们这批人的生活，在我们奉献聪明才智时，也能衣食无忧呢？还有，为什么光指责二奶，就不讨伐、制裁男人呢？要不然，只要有男人包，二奶现象还要继续存在下去的。


Have you analyzed it?
你分析过没有？


In this village, the kept women share quite a few things in common.
在这个村里，二奶们有不少的相同之处。


Same family circumstances: from poor rural households.
家境相同：来自农村贫寒家庭。


Same family background: at least four siblings at home, or more.
家庭背景相同：家中起码有兄弟姐妹超过4个以上。


Romantic tragedy: before leaving home, or before being kept, all had been through some romantic tragedy.
婚恋悲剧：出来之前或者是被包之前都经历过婚恋悲剧。


Same education: the great majority had finished junior high, or only primary school.
教育背景相同：绝大多数是初中或小学文化。


Same migrant-work experience: pushed around.
外出打工经历相同：被人欺负。


Same end result: kept by a man.
导致的结局也是一样的：被人包养。


Go to a newsstand. Almost every cheap magazine has something written about kept women. I dare say those writers and reporters are all making it up: the kept women they describe are either dissolute or pitiful-and-disgusting. None of them ever came out into the field, sat down with one of us, and really analyzed why so many men keep kept women, why more and more women become kept women. When I stress society's responsibility this way, I'm not saying being a kept woman is the only road for women like us. But at least for me, from the setbacks I've had, I don't dare go back out and try to claw my way up. I can't afford to try. I might as well let someone keep me. Some people are kept by the state, some are kept by an enterprise—they rise through the ranks, their children go abroad, they don't have to worry about food or clothes. Back home there are people whose names get put on the roster at age five, which means they get a state salary, which means they're state cadres. Why can't I let a man keep me? You may have heard from my sister: we were very poor. When my sister was fourteen, she went and looked after children for other people for twenty yuan a month; from the age of twelve I did the same, and together we made the money to feed the family. When I came to Shenzhen for work, every man I met would say with his mouth that he wanted me as his girlfriend, but every single one of them was a wolf about to pounce—wanting to do that with me.
你去书摊上看一看，几乎每本地摊杂志上都有写"二奶"的东西。我敢说，那些作家、记者们都是瞎编的，写的二奶不是风流就是可怜可嫌，谁也没来实地考察，找个把人聊聊，认真地分析一下，为什么有那么多的男人包二奶？为什么又有越来越多的女人做二奶？我这样强调社会的责任，不是表示做二奶是这一类女人的唯一的出路。但至少从我来说，从我遭受的挫折来看，我不敢再去社会上打拼了，我拼不起，干脆让人养起来算了。有人叫国家养，有人叫企业养，升官发财，儿女出国，衣食无忧。我们那里有人五岁造名册，就有了国家工资，就是国家干部。我为什么不可以叫男人包养？你可能也听我姐姐说了，我们家很穷的，我姐姐14岁时帮人带孩子，一个月赚20元，我也从12岁开始帮人带孩子，和姐姐一同赚钱养家。我来深圳打工，认识的那些男人，嘴上说想找我做女朋友，但一个个都像狼一样，狠不得扑上身来，和我干那个。


I had trouble accepting it. I felt that things you'd only see in novels were happening to me. My sister came to Shenzhen in 1991, four years before I came out to work in 1995. At the time Xinhui in Guangdong was hiring, and I went into a private garment factory in Xinhui—a sweatshop. They paid us only just over twenty yuan a day; we worked day and night for a month and were nearly dead on our feet. I wrote my sister a letter in secret. When she came from Shenzhen to rescue me and I saw her, I cried. Things were hard for her too then—she had just been discharged from the hospital with a gynecological illness. I left Xinhui and moved in with my sister, going out by day to look for work however we could.
我很难接受，觉得好多只有在小说里才能看到的事，都在我身上发生了。我姐是1991年来深圳的，我晚她4年，1995年出来打工。当时广东新会市招工，我进了新会市一家私人制衣厂，是个黑店，每天只给我们20多元工钱，没日没夜地干了一个月，人累得快断气了！偷偷写了信给姐姐。当姐姐从深圳赶来救我时，我一看到她，就哭了。那时，姐姐也很艰难，她患妇科病刚刚出院。离开新会，我和姐姐住在一起，白天出门拼命找工作。


One time I saw a hiring notice for a restaurant, and followed the address out to the town of Fuyong in Bao'an. The owner was a young guy on a motorbike. He took me through main streets and back lanes, a long way. The whole ride I was muttering—was the restaurant really this far? He parked his bike outside a shop and told me the shop was also his, and he wanted me to come in and help him tidy up. When you're asking someone else for a bowl of rice, can you say no when they want help? I went in with him into the shop, just over ten square meters, and he suddenly turned and locked me in a tight embrace. I had never seen anything like it; I was terrified. I stepped down on his foot with all my weight, broke free, and grabbed a pair of scissors off the table. If he had dared to come close, dared to come at me again, I would have driven them into him.
有一次，我看见一个酒楼的招工启事，按照地址找到宝安的福涌镇上。老板是个骑着摩托车的年轻仔，他带着我穿大街走小巷，走了很远。我一路上在嘀咕，酒楼那么远吗？他将摩托车停在一家商店门口，告诉我，这家商店也是他的，要我进去帮他收拾一下。你要在人家手里讨碗饭吃，人家要你帮忙你能不去吗？我随他走进只有十几平方米的食杂店，他突然转身紧紧抱住我。我哪里见过这种阵势，吓坏了，用脚死死地踩住他的脚，刚刚挣脱开，顺手拿起桌上的一把剪刀，他敢靠拢我，要过来，我肯定要戳过去的。


The fierce streak of a Sichuan girl scared him off; he had no choice but to run out the door. After that I went and worked at a factory in Xiasha. The supervisor would, every chance he got, when I was reaching for material, brush a hand across my face or my chest. At first I bore it—I thought he'd touch me a few times and let it go—but seeing I didn't resist, he got bolder, more reckless.
四川妹子这么刚烈的性格，他吓坏了，不得不跑出门去。这以后，我又去下沙一家工厂打工。工厂的主管动不动就趁我拿料时，摸一摸我的脸和胸，一开始，我还忍着，心想他摸了几次也就算了，谁知道，他见我不反抗，更加肆无忌惮。


I couldn't bear the insult. I shoved him hard and cursed him in front of everyone—called him lower than a pig or a dog. Oh god, he was a relative of the boss! The price of my dignity was getting kicked out again. I started to feel that every man had something he wanted from me. I don't know how men have turned into this—greedy hearts, base bones, eyes always thieving.
我受不了这种污辱，一把将他推开，当众骂他是猪狗不如的东西。天哪，他是老板的亲戚啊！维护尊严的代价是我再一次滚蛋。我觉得，男人对我，都是有企图的。我不知道，现在男人怎么变得这样贼心贼胆贱骨头啊！


In the second half of 1996, I didn't want to work in those rotten places anymore, and I took a job as a shampoo girl at a hair salon near Huanggang Port. In the salon, I felt that few men's eyes lingered on me as if to strip me bare—there were too many pretty girls in the salon, and every one of them wanted men's eyes to land on her. Each move they made was meant to pull in the men who came in for a wash. The great majority of those men were Hong Kong clients.
1996年下半年，我不想再去那些烂地方打工，就在一间设在皇岗口岸附近的发廊当洗头妹。在发廊里，我觉得，很少有男人的目光像剥光我衣服那样停留在我身上，因为发廊里漂亮小姐太多了，她们一个个巴不得男人的眼光停在她们身上。她们一招一式总想勾引那些来洗头的男人，其中绝大多数是港客。


[image: Interior of the Luohu Border Crossing between Shenzhen and Hong Kong, with crowds of travellers passing under signs directing Hong Kong residents and other visitors.]The Luohu Border Crossing (罗湖口岸), one of the main Shenzhen–Hong Kong land gateways. Through Luohu, Huanggang, and a handful of other ports, Hong Kong men entered Shenzhen daily. (Wikimedia Commons, Public domain)


Of course, plenty of men left me their numbers, asked me out for tea. I never went. Every time they handed me a business card I stuffed it into my bag and forgot it. I had no interest in selling flesh. On the morning of the twenty-ninth of the twelfth lunar month, 1996, I took a motorbike taxi to make my evening shift at the salon. I had planned to skip going home for the New Year so I could make a little more money before the year was out. As it happened, the motorbike rider was careless and hit a taxi. My head was cracked open; blood was all over the ground. A passerby got me to the Red Cross Hospital.
当然，也有许多男人给我留电话，约我喝茶，我从未出去过。每次收到他们的名片，我随即塞到包里去。我是不想卖肉的。1996年腊月二十九上午，我打辆摩托车准备赶到发廊上晚班。为了在年前多赚几个钱，我没打算回家过春节。不料，摩托车仔不小心，和一辆的士撞了车，我头被撞破了，流了一地的血，被路人送到红会医院。


When I came to in the afternoon, they had put a dozen stitches in my head. The hospital said I owed a thousand yuan. I was terrified. My sister had gone back to Sichuan for the New Year. Who could I ask for money? Not a soul I knew was around. Who was going to save me? I dug out the Hong Kong men's business cards in my bag and started calling—a great long string of calls. Only one Hong Kong man came to pay the bill. He was already fifty-one. A container-truck driver, but the kind that dressed well, clean and neat, not like most of the drivers; he looked like an educated man. He handled all the discharge paperwork for me, then hailed a taxi and took me back to the room I shared with my sister.
下午我醒过来时，头上给缝了十多针。医院说要我交1000元费用。我吓死了。姐姐在年前赶回四川过年去了，我找谁要钱呢？举目无亲，谁会来救我？我翻出包里的港人名片，给他们电话，打了一大通电话，只有一个港佬来给我交钱。他已经51岁了，虽然是个货柜车司机，但穿戴时髦，整齐干净，与大部分司机不太一样，看起来像个文化人。他帮我办理好了一切出院手续，然后，打了一辆的士，送我回到和姐姐租住的房子里。


As he was leaving, he paused a moment and pressed a stack of bills into my hand, telling me to make sure to go back to the hospital for follow-ups. After he left, I counted: he had given me a thousand yuan! That New Year's Eve, all alone, holding his money, thinking of how kind he had been—my heart was full of gratitude, nothing but gratitude. What a good man! Whenever I could see him again, I would make sure to thank him properly.
临走的时候，他略一停顿，将一叠人民币塞在我的手里，还叮嘱我定时去医院检查。等他走了，我数了数，他给了我1000元钱！那一年除夕，孤零零的一个人，捧着他的钱，想起他对我的好处，心中除了感激，还是感激。好人哪！什么时候再能看见他，我一定好好地对他说声：多谢！


It was past the Lantern Festival that year before A-Yin saw the Hong Kong man who had saved her again. A salon co-worker had invited her to dinner at a Western restaurant; the moment A-Yin walked into the dining room, her eyes lit up: the star of her life she had thought she would never see again was right there, eating with a crowd at the same restaurant. Only then did she learn his name: A-Yuan.
阿银再次遇见那个救助她的香港佬时，已经是那年的元宵节之后。那天，有个发廊妹在西餐厅请阿银吃饭，当她走进大堂时，只觉得眼睛一亮：原以为今生再也见不到的那颗生命中的星辰，此刻，正和一大帮子人也在西餐厅吃饭。直到这时，她才晓得他叫阿原。


A chance reunion, like duckweed in water—when A-Yuan caught sight of her he was happy too, and politely asked her to come sit and eat. Before he and his friends left, he made a point of swinging by her table to tell her they were going to a coffee shop next door, and that he hoped she would stop in after she had eaten, and they could talk a while. There, he bought her coffee and asked the shop to play Madonna's "Don't Cry for Me Argentina."
萍水相逢，偶然间阿原看见她也很高兴，客气地请她坐一块吃点东西。当阿原和朋友临走前，还特意绕到她的餐桌旁告诉她，他们到旁边的一家咖啡厅去喝咖啡，希望她饭后也去坐坐，大家聊一聊。在那里，阿原请她喝咖啡，还让店家播放了一首麦当娜的《不要为我哭泣，阿根廷！》。


Hearing this beautiful English song for the first time, A-Yin felt herself stirred; she stole a glance at him, and saw—of all things—that A-Yuan was a little shy. The truth was that A-Yin's face was even redder. They talked until 2:30 in the afternoon, when A-Yin had to head back to the salon for her shift. After two in the morning, A-Yuan came to pick her up from work, and they went to Luohu's Seafood Street for seafood. Her appetite was good, her mood better; they ate until four o'clock, and again A-Yuan took out a thousand yuan and gave it to A-Yin.
阿银第一次听到这首好听的英文歌，心情有些荡漾，偷偷地瞥了他一眼，阿原竟然有点害羞。其实，阿银的脸红得更加厉害。两人聊到下午2时30分，阿银不得不去发廊上班。凌晨2时后，阿原来接阿银下班，两人去罗湖区海鲜街吃海鲜。她胃口好，心情更好，一直吃到4点钟，阿原又一次掏出1000元给阿银。


A-Yin refused firmly. A-Yuan said: "Remember to see the doctor, all right? A young girl needs to know how to take care of herself." More than a year away from home, and besides her own sister, this was the first time anyone had cared for her like this. Right then A-Yin's eyes went red.
阿银坚辞不受，阿原说："记得看医生哦！年轻轻的女仔，要懂得保养自己。"出门一年多，除了姐姐之外，第一次有人这么关心自己，阿银当时眼眶就红了。


Speaking of her life, A-Yin was content. "I like him, he likes me—isn't that good? The place I rent now is a two-bedroom, fourteen hundred a month, three hundred or so in utilities. He gives me five to six thousand most months. He's a straightforward man—says what he has to say, never beats around the bush. When he earns more, he gives me more; when he earns less, he gives less. Sometimes when he has no money to give, he even takes some of mine to use!" "Being with him is something I'm doing of my own free will. He's always telling me to learn something. The first thing he did was buy me an electronic keyboard. The lessons cost a hundred yuan each; I thought that was too much and didn't want to go. So he thought it was the keyboard I wasn't into and just up and bought me a piano. I always thought that was too expensive. But—the piano was here, that much money already spent, how could I not study seriously?" "He's planning to buy me a computer, so I can learn to type and get on the internet. He's a responsible man. He's always wanting to plan my future for me. He has a wife and child over there. The more he plans my future, the more I think he might leave, that he's arranging the second half of my life this way so that he can go with peace of mind."
说起自己的生活，阿银很满足："我喜欢他，他也喜欢我，这样不是很好吗？我现在租住的是两室一厅的房子，月租1400元，水电费300多元。他每个月一般给我5000至6000元。他是那种直率的人，有什么就说，从不吞吞吐吐。多收了钱，就多给我，少收就少给。有时，他没钱给，还从我这里拿钱用嘞！"我跟他在一起，我是心甘情愿的。他一直劝我学点什么东西。最早时，他买过一部电子琴给我，要100元一堂课，我嫌贵不愿去，结果他以为我不愿意学电子琴，就自作主张又买了一台钢琴给我，我一直觉得太贵了。但是，钢琴买回来了，花那么大的价钱，我不认真学行吗？"他打算给我买台电脑，让我学习打字，上网。他是个负责的男人，总想替我规划好未来。他在那边是有妻儿的，他越替我规划未来，我越想到他可能会走，为了走得放心才这样安排我的后半生。


What does the future hold, in the end? Who could know? "If one day he disappeared the way my sister's husband did, I absolutely would not go looking for him. Being with him is the road I chose. Isn't there a saying—don't hope for forever, just hope for one day's possession? These days, I'm happy, and I'll always be grateful to him. If he has to go, he'll have his own reasons. I'll go on with my life. For women like us, if we don't take it a little lightly, what else are we to do?"
未来究竟怎么样？谁又能知道呢？"假如有一天，他像我姐姐的老公那样消失了，我是绝对不会去找他的。我和他在一起，是我自己选择的道路。不是有句话叫不期望天长地久，但愿一朝拥有吗？这段日子，我是幸福的，我永远感激他。他要走的话，肯定有自己的苦衷，而我会继续我的生活。像我们这样的女人，不想开一点，怎么办呢？"。


7. The reporter goes to meet an "Old Daddy"7.女记者相亲见「老爸」

This is the kind of phenomenon you only see in a new immigrant city: starting in February, the wanderers who had gone back to inland hometowns for the New Year began returning to Shenzhen, returning to their temporary perches—wave after wave. The main street through the village shed the quiet and chill of pre-holiday days and began to bob with more and more young, bright girls. Not far off, on the Lok Ma Chau crossing bridge, container truck after container truck shuttled between Shenzhen and Hong Kong.
这是新型移民城市特有的现象：进入2月以来，回内地老家过年的游子一拨拨回到深圳，回到暂时栖身之地。村内的主干街道上，一扫春节前的寂寥与清冷，开始晃动着越来越多的青春鲜亮的女孩子身影。不远处，落马州过境大桥上，一辆又一辆货柜车穿梭往来于深圳与香港两地。


On February 9, A-Chun—a fellow villager I'd met at the mahjong parlor—came to find me; she was going to introduce me to a Hong Kong man. Before this, A-Ting's "husband" had said he'd find me a Hong Kong man, but that hadn't come through yet. I decided to follow A-Chun's setup and go to the "blind date" first.
2月9日，在麻将馆认识的同乡阿春来找我，她准备给我介绍一个香港人。这以前，阿婷「老公」要帮我找一个香港男人的话，还没来得及兑现。我决定按阿春的安排先去「相亲」。


A-Chun's view was that an inland girl "marrying" a Hong Kong man generally took one of two forms: free "love" and through-an-introducer. Free "love" meant getting to know a Hong Kong man on your own, while working a job or sitting tables at a club, and then either making the first move or letting yourself be taken. The through-an-introducer route had two sub-types. One was through a coworker—A-Chun herself had been introduced by a woman she worked with at a Western restaurant. The other was through a hometown connection: a girl already "married" to a Hong Kong man would then introduce a girl from her village or neighborhood to one of that Hong Kong man's coworkers or friends.
阿春认为，一个内地女仔「嫁」给香港人一般只有两种形式：自由「恋爱」和经人介绍。自由「恋爱」指自己在打工过程中，或是在坐台的过程中结识港人，尔后或主动进攻或被动接受。经人介绍则分为两种，一种是经同事介绍，阿春就是西餐厅女同事给介绍的；另一种是同乡牵线，一个女孩子「嫁」给香港人，再将家乡的同乡或邻居女孩介绍给这个香港人的同事或朋友。


The "marriages" that came together through this hometown route were the largest share in the village. At 10:30 in the morning on February 10, A-Chun took me to a Western restaurant. The moment A-Chun and I stepped in, A-Chun's husband stood up to greet us; beside him was a Hong Kong man—an "Old Daddy" type (in Cantonese, lou dau)—with a face crawled over with fine little wrinkles. His hair was thick enough, but it had been freshly dyed, and at the roots there was a clear half-inch of ashy gray-white showing.
这种经过同乡牵线而成功的「婚姻」在村内占的比例最大。2月10日上午10点半，阿春带我去一家西餐厅。我和阿春刚走进西餐厅，阿春老公就站起来跟我们打招呼，他身旁的有一位香港人，是「老爸」（广东话叫「老痘」）级的人物，满脸爬满微微细细的皱纹。头发倒是十分茂盛，因为是临时染过，在发茬处有明显的半寸长的灰麻色白发。


After the round of small talk, A-Chun deliberately pulled her husband out to the street to leave me and the "Old Daddy" to drink tea together. "Where you from, then?" the "Old Daddy" asked, in Cantonese. Looking at that face full of wrinkles whenever he spoke, I'd have bet he was over sixty. I could speak only a little, less-than-standard Cantonese, but to please him, like all the kept women, I started speaking to him in Cantonese: "I'm Jiangxi. Do you know Jiangxi?" "I know," he laughed.
相互寒暄后，阿春有意拉着老公上街玩，剩下我和「老爸」一同饮茶。「你系边度人？」「老爸」问。揣摩他那张一说话就满嘴皱纹的脸，我敢打赌他超过60岁。我仅仅会说一点点并不标准的粤语，为了迎合他，我也像所有的二奶们一样，开始跟他讲广东话：「我系江西人，你知不知道江西？」「我知，」他笑了起来。


"Jiangxi girls are good. The ones I'm most scared of are Hunan girls. Sichuan girls aren't good either—too wild. Jiangxi girls are nice and conservative, don't go running around outside." Maybe he'd been "bitten" by a Hunan girl, or a Sichuan girl, in the past; he had the look of a man who shies even from a well-rope. "Do you like to fool around?" he tested me again.
「江西妹不错的。我最怕找湖南妹，四川妹也不好，太疯了，江西妹好保守，不太会出街乱走。」可能是被湖南妹、四川妹「咬」过吧，他一副怕井绳的样子。「你锺意不锺意玩？」他又试探着问我。


I didn't know what he was really asking, and I didn't know how to answer; I was working out what to say when he went on: "I work at a construction company, managing materials. I go home twice a week." Meaning: be with him and I wouldn't be left alone night after night. I was listening hard. From his side, I must have looked very serious. After he had sprayed a few flecks of spit through his talk, I tried: "Why do you keep a girl? Why come to this village?"
我不知道他究竟什么意思，也不知道怎么回答他，正在考虑措词，他又告诉我，「我在一家建筑公司做工，管管材料，一个礼拜返屋企两次。」这意思是，跟上他，不会让我夜夜独守空房。我很费劲地听着，在他看来，我的确是一副认真相。等他唾沫星子乱飞一阵之后，我试探着问：「你点解要包女仔，点解到呢个村来？」


My intent was plain enough: to understand why Hong Kong men—including this "Old Daddy" sitting across from me—still wanted a "little wife" on the mainland. "My wife isn't well. She's had cancer for two or three years. What can I do but find a girl. Plus, my son has kept a girl too, also in this village. My son wants me to live with him so we can split the rent." To abandon a sick first wife at home, and go and "take a concubine" out here alongside his own son—if I hadn't been undercover, I'd have slammed the table and shouted in his face till he was covered in blood.
我问话的目的很明显，就是要了解港人，包括眼前这位「老爸」为什么还要在内地养小老婆？「我老婆身体吾好，她有癌症，已经两三年了，我只好找个女仔喽。再讲，我仔也包佐一条女仔，也在呢个村，我仔要我同他合住，房租可以省一点。」把生病的结发妻子抛弃在家，同儿子一块在外「纳妾」，要不是我正在隐性采访，我早拍桌子指着他鼻子骂他个狗血喷头。


I held my temper. "How much would you give?" He took on a charity giver's look: "Thirty-five hundred a month—plenty!" Morning tea had arrived: four small dim sum items, two bowls of plain congee with preserved olive vegetable. I had been hungry coming in; now I had no appetite at all. Seeing I gave no reaction, he took me for thinking it was too little and tried to talk me round: "It's plenty. The rent my son will cover; you only have to buy a little food, and that's it." "Fine!" I snapped back, and shifted the subject. "Have you kept girls before?" He smiled, the wrinkles smoothing out. "Kept two girls before: a Sichuan girl, a Hunan girl. Both no good. One was with me two months. The other lasted a week and ran." He was hoping to find a girl who was honest, who knew her place.
我忍住性子问：「你给多少钱？」他一副施舍的样子：「一个月3500块，够多的啦！」早茶端上来了，四个小件，两碟白粥配上榄菜。我独自很饿，却丝毫没有食欲。见我没有任何反应，以为我嫌少，劝导我说：「不少啦！房租是我仔交，你只买一点点菜就答啦！」「好啦！」我凶巴巴地答应，转换了一个话题：「以前包过没有？」他笑了，脸上的折子舒展开来：「以前包过两条女，一条是四川妹，一条是湖南妹。都不好，一个同我住了两个月，另一个待了一个礼拜就跑走佐。」他希望寻一个老实、本分的女孩。


"I told A-Chun's husband: this time I want one a little older. They said you were twenty-nine. I said: at that age, it's a bit harder to get yourself kept. Still, I don't hold it against you..." He looked me over with the magnanimity of a man doing a favor. In their eyes, "a woman at thirty is bean-curd dregs"—of course she had to be marked down, as if it were a law of the market. "All right. Let me think it over and I'll get back to you?" The thought of sharing dim sum with an old man whose hands habitually "wrapped an old tree round a tender branch" made me sick.
「我同阿春老公讲，这次要寻一个年纪大的。他们讲你29岁，我说，这个年纪要想包出去，困难一点。不过，我是不嫌弃你的……」他以宽宏大量的目光审视我。在他们眼里，「女人三十豆腐渣。」自然要降价处理，这仿佛符合市场规律。「好，我考虑一下再同你联系？」想着要同一个时常「老树缠嫩枝」的老头子共进早餐，我就恶心。


I made an excuse and tried to slip out first. He had perhaps never been refused by a kept woman before; he went up in flames. "You should think about it—you're nearly thirty already. If you don't find someone to lean on now, what'll you do later? There are plenty of pretty girls on the street these days, I..." He'd thought to land a hard blow, to bring me back round. I gave him a sweet smile instead. "That question now... I've just been abandoned, I don't dare think about anything yet. I want to go home and look in on my own father—see if his hair has gone white yet." That evening, when A-Chun heard how it had gone, she comforted me instead: don't worry, she would introduce me to more "candidates."
推托有事想开溜先走。也许从未遭受过「二奶」的拒绝，他火冒三丈：「你也不想一想，自己都快30岁了，依家不寻个人靠靠，将来怎么办？依家街头大把靓女，我……」他本以为能狠狠打击我一下，让我回心转意，我却嫣然一笑：「这个问题嘛……我刚刚被人抛弃，现在什么也不敢想，我想回家看我老爸，看看他染了白发没有？」当天晚上，阿春知道情况后，反倒安慰我，不用担心，她还会为我介绍「对象」。


On February 14, Valentine's Day, my next-door neighbor found me yet another Hong Kong man. The next day I met him: a stats clerk at some factory in Hong Kong, around forty-five, carrying an even more pronounced air of the messiah looking down from above—as if the moment he kept me, I would step into a heaven of happiness. I did not, of course, step into any heaven. Not because I turned him down—because he didn't take to me.
2月14日，情人节，隔壁邻居又给我找了一个香港人。第二天，我见到了一个在香港某厂打工的小统计，45岁左右，更是一副居高临下的救世主姿态，仿佛一旦包下我，我就过上了天堂般的幸福生活。当然，我并没有跨进天堂，并非是我拒绝他，而是他没有看上我。


8. Some women treat being a kept woman as a profession8.有人竟然将二奶当成职业

In the twenty-eight days since I'd moved in, I had come to know A-Ting, A-Yan, A-Yue, A-Jin, and A-Yin one after another. You could say all six of these kept women had been pushed into it by the demands of getting by; for the sake of warmth and food, they had no choice but to be kept by men with money and steady income. Living in X-X Village, separated from Hong Kong by only a single bridge, they naturally relied on Hong Kong men—mostly container-truck drivers—for keeping.
入住28天以来，我先后结识了阿婷、阿艳、阿月、阿金以及阿银，可以说，这6个二奶都为生计所迫，为图温饱不得不被经济条件好、收入稳定的男人包养。她们住在与香港仅一桥之隔的某某村，自然是有赖于港人，主要是货柜车司机的包养。


But that was only part of it. Other young girls had come flooding from the inland to Shenzhen, and had actually turned being a kept woman into a "profession"—or, put differently, a means of getting money—working hard to draw in Hong Kong men. If they differed from prostitutes at all, it was that prostitutes mostly faced walk-in clients, while these women sold themselves to one or two regulars.
这只是事情的一部分，还有一些年轻女仔从内地涌到深圳，竟把为人二奶作为一种「职业」，或者说是谋财手段，奋力勾引香港男人。如果说她们跟妓女有所区别的话，妓女面对的多为散客，她们则卖给一两个常客。


This sort of kept woman, for the most part, had calculation to spare. She had read the mindset of a Hong Kong man who kept a kept woman: timid, scared of trouble, unwilling to make noise. He wanted both his "sex" and his standing intact. Worse than that: during her brief stretch of being kept, she would get hold of his home phone number—as if she'd grabbed the man by the windpipe—and with that, she could threaten him and leave him with nowhere to go.
这一类二奶，多数是有足够心机的。她们摸准了港人包养二奶的心态，那就是胆小怕事，不敢张扬。既要「性」福，又要脸面。更要命的是，在短暂的包养过程中，她们掌握了港人的家庭电话号码，仿佛摸到别人的命脉，借此来威胁男人，让港人无可奈何。


Once they figured they had "squeezed" enough money out of the Hong Kong man, most would go all the way: sell off every appliance in the rented flat, pick another village to live in, build a new nest, and wait for the next Hong Kong man to take the bait. It was only on the morning of February 15 that the "for sale" notices stuck up on every ground-floor shopfront in the village finally got enough of my attention.
当她们自认为「榨」够了港人钱财后，多数会一不作二不休，将出租屋内的电器悉数卖光，再择另一屋村居住，另筑新巢，等待下一个港人上钩。直到2月15日上午，我对村内每栋楼房底层商铺上张贴的转让启事，才引起足够的注意。


One notice read: Appliances for sale. Going home, must sell cheap: 29-inch Panasonic color TV, VCD sound system, brand-new air conditioner. Miss Sun, 95X×××—92835. I tore the slip off the front of a fruit stall. The proprietress offered the explanation: some kept women cheated the Hong Kong men out of money; after a few days of being "kept," they would wait until the man left for work, drag the appliances out, and post a notice to sell the electronics cheap.
有张转让启示是这样写的：家电转让：因回家低价转让29英寸松下彩电、VCD音响一套，全新空调一部。孙小姐95×××——92835。我从水果店铺的门面上撕下这张纸条，老板娘主动告诉我，有些二奶骗那些香港人的钱，包了几天后，趁香港人出门开工，将东西拖走，再张贴启事贱卖电器。


You'd see one of these notices every month or two. At ten that morning, I paged Miss Sun under the name A-Min. Within two minutes she returned my page. She said she'd recently rented in Caiwuwei, and she wanted me to take a minibus to find her; when I reached the Caiwuwei Grand Hotel, I should page her again and she would send her sister down to meet me. Half an hour later I was at the Caiwuwei Grand Hotel. Five minutes after I paged Miss Sun, a perfectly ordinary-looking girl came up to the hotel entrance. We met, walked another five minutes, and knocked on an old wooden door.
这种张贴每隔个把月都可以看到。上午10时，我用阿敏的名字传呼转让启事上的孙小姐，不到两分钟，孙小姐就给我复了机。她说她日前租住在蔡屋围，要我坐中巴去找她，到达蔡屋围大酒店后，再传呼她，她会叫妹妹来接我。30分钟后，我到达蔡屋围大酒店。传呼孙小姐后，过了5分钟，一位长相极为普通的女孩子来到酒店门口。接上头以后，大约又走了5分钟，敲开一扇陈旧的木门。


The living room was less than ten square meters, lit dimly. Three sofas, their colors no longer identifiable, were broken down beyond use. On the screen of a 25-inch Panasonic color TV, Coco Lee was working hard to sell Bird mobile phones. A young woman, pale-skinned, her face a little full, stood half up from the sofa. "Hello!" she smiled at me. Her smile was striking: those bright, glittering pupils inside her phoenix-shaped eyes, like small flames lit in a night sky. Below her high-bridged nose, a sensual, full mouth.
不足10平方米的客厅光线昏暗，三只看不出颜色的沙发早已破旧不堪，一台25英寸的松下彩电屏幕上，李玟正卖力地推荐波导手机。一位肤色白皙，面庞微胖的年轻女子从沙发上欠起身来。「你好！」她笑着跟我打招呼。她笑起来很动人，那对晶亮的眼眸，在她那双凤眼里面闪烁，像夜空里点燃起的火苗。高挺的鼻梁下，有一双性感的厚唇。


If heaven hadn't made a mistake, she and her sister could hardly have come from the same mother and father. I sat down on the sofa and explained why I was looking to buy her used electronics cheap; naturally enough I drifted into the sorry tale of being "abandoned" again. That trick had never failed me. People sympathize with the weak, after all; for those already in the weak, or in a special, category—that fact matters.
如果不是上天搞错的话，她与妹妹简直就不是一个母亲父亲生的。我在沙发上落座，诉说为什么要图便宜买她二手电器的缘由，很自然地，又如此这般说出被人「抛弃」的悲惨经历。我这一招屡试不爽，毕竟人都是同情弱者的，对于本身就处于弱势群体或是特殊群体来说，这一点很重要。


The moment I finished, Miss Sun jumped up in fury. "Another Hong Kong man cheating people—I can't stand it!" She blew a strand of golden hair off her face and got angrier. "My Hong Kong man was fifty-eight—what's there to play at? At the start he even lied to me, said he was divorced. They get to cheat us, and we can't cheat them back? I told him: don't mess with me. Mess with me again and I'll tell your wife." "And then?" "Then I dumped him. I'd been with him two months, gotten nothing out of it, snuck the appliances out and ran." She laughed in triumph.
我刚说完，孙小姐气愤得跳起来说：「又是一个香港人坑人，真要命！」她把一缕金黄的头发从脸上吹开，生起气来，「我那个香港人58岁了，玩什么玩哪？一开始还骗我说离了婚，就只允许他骗我们，我们就不能骗骗他们？我对他说，你别惹我，再惹我告你老婆去。」「后来呢？」「我就甩掉他了，我跟他两个月，什么都没捞到，我把电器偷偷运出来跑了。」她得意地大笑。


I asked her, "And that Hong Kong man didn't come looking to make trouble?" "Not possible." She shook her head as if shaking off every Hong Kong man who had ever kept her. "Hong Kong men are timid, afraid of trouble. He couldn't find me in the village. He saw what I'd posted, paged me, started cursing the moment I picked up. I watched the clock—I let him curse for three full minutes. I only said a few sentences before he hung up." Like a storyteller dropping the thread at the cliff's edge, she stopped, and unhurriedly used a gold lighter to light a Seven Stars Marlboro, blew out a string of round smoke rings, the smoke spreading through the close air, before going on: "I said: what dick are you any good for? Going around picking up girls, and you can't even get it up. Curse me again and I'll tell your wife." "You had his wife's phone number?" I asked.
我问她，「那个香港人不来找你麻烦吗？」「那不可能。」她摇了摇头，仿佛能够把包养过她的港人摇掉似的，「香港人胆小怕事，他到村里找不到我，看到我张贴的东西，传呼我，一开口就骂人，我盯着表看，任凭他骂了三分钟，我只说了几句话，他就挂了电话。」仿佛说书人说到紧要处突然卖关子似的，她突然打住，不慌不忙用一只金色打火机点上一支七星万宝路，吐出一串圆形的烟圈，窒闷的空气中烟味弥漫开来，她才接着说：「我说，你有什么鸡巴用？还到处抠女呢，也不看看能不能雄起来，再骂，我告诉你老婆去。」「你知道他老婆的电话？」我问。


"Of course. When we were together, was he going to tell me if I asked? I went through his things, carefully, every time. I saw the address on one of his work IDs. Then I had a friend's Hong Kong old man ask around for me, little by little. Burned through more than two hundred yuan in international long-distance, and I got his home number." She said that years ago she had been bewitched—she had wanted to marry over to Hong Kong and live there—but it wasn't going to happen, she could see that now. Still, she could "handle" Hong Kong men and squeeze some money out of them.
「当然，在一起时，我问他他怎么会讲呢？我就每次小心搜他的东西，看到他一个工作证件上的地址，再托一个小姐妹的香港老人去替我打听，一点一点地问，打掉200多元钱国际长途电话费，找到他家的电话。」她说，早些年鬼迷心窍，想嫁过香港去生活，现在看来是不行了，但可以搞搞香港人，从他们那里弄些钱。


She said proudly that in three years she'd handled at least twenty men. She was from the Zunyi region in Guizhou Province, a country girl, twenty-six this year. Her place actually had three 25-inch color TVs to sell. I made a show of inspecting them, agreed with her to send someone over at four in the afternoon to haul them off—and then said my goodbyes.
她得意地说，三年来，她至少搞掂了20个男人。她来自贵州省遵义地区，农村妹，今年26岁。她家竟然有三台25英寸的彩电要出售，我装模作样地看了看，和她约好下午4点找人来扛。然后，我便拜拜。


I didn't buy her used electronics, and so the contact ended. I could never verify her "legendary" ability to have "handled" twenty men—and for my investigation, that counted as a missing piece.
我没有买她的二手家电，也就断了联系，无法搜证她「搞掂」20个男人的「传奇」本领，对我的调查而言，也算是一个缺失。


9. The daughter who had a "daddy" got no daddy's love9.有「爹」的女儿没爹疼

February 16, the twenty-fourth day of the lunar new year, a weekend. I was still reeling from the Guizhou girl knocking men down like dominoes when A-Jin came to my door, begging me to come with her to "find her husband."
2月16日，正月二十四，周末。我还在为贵州妹麻倒男人而震惊，阿金找上门来，央求我陪她去「找老公」。


A-Jin held her three-year-old daughter and carried a big pile of food, as if she weren't on her way to wait for a faithless man who had given no word for three months, but on her way to an early-spring picnic. Huanggang Port: Asia's largest land freight port, with the highest vehicle traffic of any border crossing in the country, handling 80% of the vehicles entering and leaving between Shenzhen and Hong Kong. At 9:25 in the morning, the entry and exit lanes were a scene of noise and bustle.
阿金抱着三岁多的女儿，带了一大堆吃食，好像不是去等一个三个月没有音讯的负心汉，而是去参加一场初春的踏青。皇岗口岸，亚洲最大的陆路货运口岸，出入境车流量居全国第一，从这里出入境的车辆占深港之间进出境车辆的80%。上午9时25分，口岸出入境处，呈现一片喧嚣和繁忙的景致。


A-Jin knew the place by heart. She picked a patch of open ground next to the first lane—right under the overpass, in the bright spot—spread out a large sheet of plastic, and sat down with her daughter on it. A-Jin's eyes fixed on every Hong Kong container truck entering. Her daughter Nan-nan walked back and forth in the few feet of plastic, dragging a can of Yilibao in one hand, murmuring to herself, no one understanding what she was trying to say.
阿金熟门熟路，找准了第一车道附近的一块空地，也就是天桥下面的醒目处，铺了一大张塑料布，抱着女儿席地坐了下来。阿金两眼专注地盯着每一辆入境的香港货柜车，女儿囡囡就在塑料布仅有的几尺空间内走来走去，手中拽着一罐益力宝，喃喃自语，谁也不知道她想表达一些什么。


I was like the accompanying prisoner at an execution, the hunter waiting by a tree stump for the rabbit, sitting on the freight thoroughfare between Hong Kong and the mainland, waiting for some unknown turn of events. Every time a container truck rolled past, A-Jin—sitting cross-legged—leaned a little forward. As the time wore on, A-Jin's eyes filled with strange trucks. One after another they raced past, all of them out-of-territory container trucks, but none of them was A-Jin's.
我就像是一个陪绑的犯人，守株待兔的猎人，在香港通往内陆的货运要道上，等待未知情节的突然展开。每当一辆货柜车驶过，盘腿而坐的阿金的身体都会向前倾一倾。随着时光的流逝，在阿金的眼里，泊满了陌生的车辆。一一向前飞奔的，虽然都是一辆辆境外的货柜车，却没有一辆是属于阿金的。


The sun was at full strength; neither of us had brought an umbrella. Beads of sweat broke out on the tip of A-Jin's nose. Nan-nan played by herself for a while, then suddenly lost patience and began wailing for "Mama! Daddy!" Her daughter's cries dug at A-Jin's wound; A-Jin grabbed her up, snot and tears spilling, and broke down sobbing. She turned the child's backside up and slapped it twice, hard. "What are you crying for? Cry however much you want, your dead-man father isn't coming back. Let's just... go back to Sichuan... a widowed mother and an orphan child..." A-Jin's wail was the kind that shakes heaven and earth—then it was crushed under the roar of the next container truck.
阳光正烈，我们都没有带伞，阿金鼻尖上渗出了粒粒汗珠。囡囡独自玩了一会儿，突然不耐烦，嘴里喊着「妈妈，爹地」大哭起来。女儿哭声勾起阿金的伤心事，阿金一把抱住女儿，一把鼻涕一把眼泪恸哭起来。她边哭边将囡囡的屁股翻过来，重重地扇了两巴掌：「哭什么哭？再哭你死鬼爸爸也不会回来，我们干脆……回四川……孤儿寡母的……」阿金的号啕惊天动地，随即被货柜车的轰鸣压了下去。


For the first time I saw what a woman's face could look like in tears—how ugly it could become, twisted out of shape; the contrast with A-Jin's usual look of worried unease was sharp. I tried to console her for a while and found that words were poor; in the end I shut up. Suddenly A-Jin tossed her daughter down on the plastic and walked alone over to a container truck that had just come through. From a distance I watched the driver lean his head out, exchanging greetings with A-Jin. A burst of joy rose in me—could it be Wang Baochuan in her cold cave welcoming Xue Pinggui home at last? My joy was premature. They talked for two or three minutes, and A-Jin came back, head down.
我第一次发现女人哭时，脸孔竟然可以扭曲得这么难看，和阿金平素的忧愁与不安形成强烈的反差。我劝了半天，发现言语十分贫乏，只有闭嘴。突然，阿金将女儿扔在塑料布上，独自走到一辆刚刚入境的货柜车旁打招呼。远远地，我看见司机探出头来，跟阿金打着招呼。我突然欢喜起来，莫不是守寒窑的王宝钏迎来了薛平贵？我高兴得太早了。他们两人说了两三分钟，阿金又闷闷地踱了回来。


The truck was her "husband"'s coworker's—A-Jin knew him. He was astonished to find she was actually here waiting for her man to come back. He tried to talk her into going home, told her not to wait; even if she waited she wouldn't get him. There was more than one crossing between Hong Kong and Shenzhen—there were also Wenjindu and Shatoujiao. If he was avoiding her on purpose, he'd come into Shenzhen through one of the farther ports. A-Jin was a stubborn woman; she had made up her mind to wait, and I had no choice but to wait with her.
那辆车，是她「老公」同事的车，阿金认识他。发现阿金竟然在此等待阿郎归来，很是惊讶。他劝阿金回家，别在这里等，即便是等也等不到，香港到深圳不止这么一个交通口岸，还有文锦渡、沙头角等地。既然对方有意躲避，肯定会从较远的口岸进入深圳。阿金是一个很倔的女子，铁定了等下去，我只好陪着她。


Near noon, to show my support, I ran to a nearby shop and bought two claypot rices and one children's set meal; we spread them out and ate in the sun. A-Jin, apart from feeding her daughter, didn't touch a bite of her own food. Maybe it was the slap that had made Nan-nan unnaturally good; she sat there like a little grown-up, beside her mother on the lane like a small statue of longing. The three of us—two adults, one child—waited at Huanggang Port through the whole day in silence, until 6:30 in the evening, when the sky had gone fully black. Only then did A-Jin quietly pack up and carry her daughter home.
临近中午，为了表示对她的申援，我跑到附近买了两份煲仔饭和一个少儿便餐，一块摊在阳光下吃。阿金除了喂女儿之外，对面前的饭菜没有动一口。也许是被妈妈打了一巴掌的缘故吧，囡囡乖得很离谱，她像个小大人似的，和她母亲一样，在出入境信道旁边坐成一尊思念的雕像。我们两大一小，就在皇岗口岸静静地等了一整天，直到下午6时30分，天都黑透了，阿金才默默地收拾东西，背着女儿回家。


The next day A-Jin didn't call me. She still went to the port to wait. She still came back empty-handed.
第二天，阿金没有叫我，她依旧去口岸等待，依旧两手空空地回来。


On the morning of February 18, after eight calls and eight short messages had produced no answer, A-Jin took her daughter to her sister A-Yin's place to talk about what to do. What could A-Yin possibly do? Her one ace was to tell A-Jin to lay all the resentment and the humiliation at the "big wife"'s feet, to call Hong Kong and demand the man back from her.
2月18日上午，就在打了8个电话，留下8篇简信息，仍没有音讯的情况下，阿金抱着女儿到妹妹阿银家商量对策。阿银能有什么办法？她的杀手锏就是让阿金将所有的怨恨和委辱都算到「大婆」帐上，打电话到香港问她要男人。


A-Jin worked out her lines over and over, summoned the courage, took a five-yuan phone card, and got through to the "big wife": "Excuse me, are you ××? I'm a customs declaration officer at Huanggang Port. Your husband has a document here. Please ask him to come and pick it up in the next few days." The other end had just answered, "Yes!" when—of all the bad luck—the card ran out, and she didn't get her lines all the way through. A-Jin had barely gotten home with her daughter before her "husband"'s call came in.
阿金反复设计了台词，鼓足勇气，拿一张5元的电话卡，打通了「大婆」的电话：「请问，你是××吗？我是皇岗口岸的报关员，你丈夫有本证件请他近日来拿。」对方刚刚回答了一句「好！」可惜，磁卡上没有钱了，没有把台词背完。阿金抱着女儿回家不久，她「老公」的电话就跟过来了。


"Things are hard for me too. I have no money..." "You think you're poorer than me? A few days back when the Hong Kong midstream business was going on, you were all on strike. Nan-nan saw you on the TV. Fine—you couldn't come over then. But the strike's over now, isn't it time you saw us, your mother and daughter?" A-Jin handed the phone to her daughter. "Say 'Daddy.'" The girl shook her head, said nothing. The girl had always liked her daddy best of all; but when fathers and daughters are kept apart long enough, they too, like the mother, can turn longing into hate.
「我也很难，我没有钱了……」「难道你还穷过我？前几天香港中流一事，你们都在罢工，囡囡在电视里看见你了，那时，你过不来就算了，现在罢工也罢完了，你也应该看看我们母女了吧？」阿金将话筒递给女儿，「叫爹地……」女儿摇摇头，不理。女儿原本一直是最喜欢她爹地的，父女相隔的时间一长，也就如母亲一样因思生恨。


So young, and she would sit quietly beside her mother as she cried. Sometimes A-Jin would ask if she missed her daddy and she would say she didn't know. On the fourth day of the New Year, a neighbor asked about her father; the child blurted out, "He's dead..." A-Jin had gone white in the face, not knowing what to do. Just then a stern voice came through the phone: "Stop stirring things up. By noon tomorrow I'll get back to you."
才一点点年纪，她会静静地陪母亲掉泪。有时，阿金问她想不想爹地，她说不知道。大年初四，邻居问她爸爸的消息，她竟然脱口而出：「他死佐了……」阿金脸色煞白，不知如何是好，这时，话筒内传来对方严厉的声音：「你不要再搞三搞四，明天中午12时给你答复。」


A-Jin waited all the way to February 24. The Hong Kong man who had vanished for nearly four months finally came back to her rented apartment, near midnight. The daughter was already asleep. A-Jin was watching TV; the man she had longed for as one longs for the stars, for the moon, was right there in front of her—and she didn't move. She turned her body away, gave him only her back to look at. In the deadlock, the man suddenly sank to his knees in front of her.
一直等到2月24日，隐身近四个月的香港佬，才在一个子夜时分回到阿金的出租屋里。女儿已经睡了，阿金正在看电视，盼星星盼月亮一样盼来的男人就在眼前，她却无动于衷，转过身子，只把个背影留给男人。僵持中，突然，男人面对阿金跪了下来。


Coldly, A-Jin said: get up off your knees, don't you remember how many times you've already knelt. He said, you can't possibly forgive me, but I really did have my appendix taken out, I'll show you the scar. A-Jin didn't look. She no longer cared whether the man had been in the hospital. He insisted he had had appendix surgery, and that for various reasons his container truck had been impounded by the company, so he couldn't come over. And the phone? A-Jin asked. The Hong Kong man didn't answer. And do you know, A-Jin asked, how many messages I left you? Again the Hong Kong man said nothing.
阿金冷冷地说，别跪了，你不记得你跪了多少次吗？他说，你肯定不会原谅我的，我真的开了阑尾了，我给伤口给你看。阿金不看，她已不在乎男人是否住院。他强调他阑尾开刀，货柜车也由于种种原因给公司扣下了，所以他无法过来。那电话呢？阿金问。香港佬不回答。阿金又问，你知道我给你留了多少次信息吗？香港佬又不说话。


A-Jin locked the door, ran into the kitchen, brought out a knife, then called her sister A-Yin. "Little sis, if you can't find me tomorrow, go to the police. Then take Nan-nan back home." On the other end A-Yin broke down crying; the two sisters wept across the phone, the tears like rivers. A-Yin said: "Sister, please—please don't do something you can't undo, don't let a white-haired parent bury a black-haired child! Dad called today; he told me to ask you to bring the child home—even if we have to eat chaff we'll raise her..." The Hong Kong man sat there, arms wrapped around his knees, head buried deep, willing to be killed or carved.
阿金将门锁上，冲进厨房拿出一把刀，然后，打电话给妹妹阿银，说：「小妹，明天找不到我就去报案，再将囡囡带回老家。」电话那边，阿银大哭起来，两姐妹在电话两端泪流成河。阿银说：「姐姐，你千万不要想不开，不要让白头人送黑发人啊！今天爸爸打电话来，叫我劝你，将孩子带回家，我们一家人就是吃糠也要把她养大……」香港佬坐在那里，双手抱膝，把头深深地埋下去，一副任杀任剐的样子。


A-Jin cried herself out. In one of the breaks in her sobbing, he took the knife out of her hand and went down on his knees again. "A-Jin, I won't abandon you, I've really been terrible, I had no way..." "Your word means nothing. Last year you said you were already separated, and you still haven't divorced. I don't want to share you with anyone else. Give me an exact answer." This was a knot he had tied with his own hand, and now there was no exact answer to give; he could no longer shape the marriage he had built.
阿金哭诉累了，哭声间歇中，他夺下菜刀，再一次跪下来：「阿金，我不会抛弃你，我真的很不好，我没有办法……」「你说话从不算数，去年说已经分居，现在还没有离，我不想跟别人分享你，你给个准确的答复给我。」自己一手编织的这道难题，已经无法有个准确的解答，也就是说他无法掌控已经成型的婚姻格局。


He said, painfully: "She's been with me twelve years. We have no money, the children are small, our relatives and friends look down on us. You've been with me four years. I really don't know what to do..." "So twelve years means more feeling? Then why did you keep lying to me, why did you keep saying you'd marry me? She's pitiful; am I not pitiful? I have nothing—I only have one daughter, and you can run any minute. Just settle on a number every month, give me a sum, and I'll take Nan-nan home to school." "I won't let you go, I won't let either of you go, we are not going to be apart..." the Hong Kong man muttered to himself in pain. They argued for two hours. A-Jin was finally too tired to keep going; she went into the bedroom and slept.
他为难地说：「她跟我12年了，我们没钱，小孩子又小，亲戚朋友都看我们不起。你跟我也4年了，我真的不知道怎么办……」「是不是12年更有感情？那你为什么一直骗我说，要和我结婚？她可怜，我就不可怜？我什么都没有，只有一个女儿，分分钟你可以跑掉。干脆你每月说好数，给我一笔钱，我将囡囡带回家读书。」「我不会让你走，不会让你们走，我们不要分开……」香港佬痛苦地自言自语。两人吵了2个小时，阿金终于疲累难支，进卧房睡去了。


The Hong Kong man wrote a written pledge on a sheet of letter paper. A-Jin had me make two copies of it later. She gave me one and said I looked like an educated person, that I should keep it—maybe I'd write about how lonely and bitter the sisters' lives were. The pledge read: "I hereby [source has 始 for 此] pledge that from this day forward, for the rest of my life, no matter what may [source omits 的事] happen, I will without fail care for the woman who is the most important love of my heart, and for our beloved daughter, for all time, this [source has 至 for 志] vow unchanging [source has 喻 for 渝], with heaven and earth as my witness, this pledged as [source has 始 for 此, and 句 for 据] proof." (The Hong Kong man's pledge preserves multiple homophone misspellings in the original, suggesting limited literacy.)
香港佬在一张信纸上，写了一份保证书。这份保证书，事后阿金请我复印了两份。她给了我一份，说看上去我像一个文化人，留给我，说不定我可能写写姐妹们的孤苦。保证书说：「本人在始（此）保证日后有生之年，无论发生怎样（的事），务必一生一世照顾心中重要爱人及爱女，天长地久，此至（志）不喻（渝），天地为证，立始（此）为句（据）。


At 6:30 the next morning, the Hong Kong man, who had slept on the living room sofa, woke up and knocked on A-Jin's door. He had to take the truck out. A-Jin looked at the pledge, gave a sad smile, and handed back the waist pouch she'd grabbed off him. She was a kind woman. One of her village friends had pushed a Hong Kong container-truck driver toward marriage and almost driven him to a nervous breakdown, almost driven him into a crash.
翌日早晨6时30分，睡在厅房沙发上的香港佬醒过来，敲敲阿金的房门，他要出车了。阿金看了看保证书，凄然一笑，将抢来的腰包还给了他。她是善良的。同村一个小姐妹逼一个香港货柜车司机娶他，差不多把香港人逼到神经崩溃几乎撞车的程度。


When A-Jin saw him off, she knew clearly that he would be back. Not out of conscience but out of fear. Three days later the Hong Kong man came back, paid three months' rent, and a few days after that gave A-Jin eight thousand yuan in "body money." A-Jin paid back five thousand of debt, sent two thousand to her father for the maintenance of the son she had had with her ex-husband, and was left with one thousand for the mother and daughter to scrape by on. She was still waiting—if you could call it waiting for the man, it was more honest to say she was waiting for the man's money.
阿金送他出车的时候，清楚地知道，他会回来的。不是因为良心，而是害怕。三天后，香港佬再次回来了，交了三个月房租，几天后又给了阿金8000元「卖身钱」。阿金还了5000元债，寄了2000元给父亲作为与前夫所生的儿子的抚养费，剩下1000元，母女俩苦撑时日。她仍在等，与其说等的是男人，不如说是男人的钱。


A-Jin was also putting together a plan to go home: borrow thirty thousand yuan from her sister, buy a three-wheeled motorbike taxi back in her village, rent it out, take in a thousand yuan a month—back in her hometown, that would cover the three of them. But unless she was at the very last extremity, she would not go home.
阿金也筹谋回家，向妹妹借3万元钱，到家乡买一辆三轮摩托车，租给别人去开，一个月可收1000元钱，在老家那地方，也够母子三人的开销了。但是，不到万不得已，她是不会回家的。


Home was a place the size of a palm. Everyone was a villager you'd see if not in the morning then in the evening. She had divorced, left a son behind, drifted away like a wandering ghost, and now suddenly to come back dragging a daughter—what face was there left to see anyone? With nothing but an illegitimate daughter to her name—was this the sum of eight years working in Shenzhen, four years a kept woman?
家乡就巴掌那么大的地方，都是早上不见晚上见的乡里乡亲，她离了婚，扔下一个儿子游魂一样走到外面，突然间又拖个女儿回去，怎么有脸见人？除了一个私生女，她一无所有，这就是在深圳打工8年、当4年二奶的唯一的成绩？


But if she stayed, what would tomorrow look like? A-Jin had stopped thinking that far. She told me: take a day at a time, never mind what tomorrow brings.
但是，留下来的话，明天究竟会怎样？阿金已经不想那么多了，她对我说：过一天算一天，管他明天做啥子嘛！


10. Nineteen-year-old A-Mei, torn about leaving10.十九岁阿妹去意彷徨

A-Mei was from Huangmei in Hubei, nineteen this year, living in a rented apartment in a neighboring village. She was the youngest kept woman I'd come across in my undercover work. At an age when most girls were starting their first year of university, she had already spent three years being kept by a Hong Kong man, and now she was stuck—couldn't move forward, couldn't go back—and didn't know which way to turn.
阿妹是湖北黄梅人，今年19岁，居住在邻村一幢出租房内，是我暗访时发现的迄今为止年龄最小的二奶。一般女孩子读大学一年级的年纪，她却已经让香港人包了三年，如今进退两难，不知何去何从。


If she went—after all, there were three years of feeling between them. If she stayed—she knew this was only a tender trap, with no tomorrow in it at all. Living in a situation she couldn't put into words, couldn't explain, couldn't fix, she kept bearing the soul-and-flesh torment of it, and felt her step grow heavier, her heart more sour, by the day.
走吧，毕竟和他有三年的感情。留吧，明明知道这只是温柔的陷井，根本没有明天。在一种无法诉说、无从解释、无可奈何的生活环境里，她不断忍受灵肉撕扯的煎熬，并愈来愈感觉到脚步的沉重与心灵的酸楚。


At dusk on February 20, downstairs from A-Mei's place in the neighboring village, at a small Sichuan eatery, I picked up the tab and had dinner-and-talk with A-Mei and Cobbler Little Yu. The talk had been arranged by Little Yu the cobbler, who lived downstairs from me. I'd been drifting through the village every day, and we'd become familiar by sight. Seeing me on my own, lonely, he had kindly thought to introduce A-Mei to me as a friend.
2月20日傍晚时分，在邻村阿妹家楼下的四川小饭馆，由我买单，和阿妹、鞋匠小于吃饭聊天。这次聊天是住我楼下的鞋匠小于一手安排的。我天天在村里晃，和他混了个脸熟。他见我独来独往，十分寂寞，便好心地介绍阿妹给我认识作朋友。


A-Mei was about 1.55 meters, plump—certainly over 55 kilos—with a child-like smile still on her face; she had the look of a sweet, pet-able girl-next-door. I asked her how she had gone so wrong. A-Mei stared out at the people passing on the street, and her eyes slowly filled. By the count, young as she was, A-Mei already had two stretches of being "kept" behind her.
阿妹身高1.55米左右，胖乎乎的，体重肯定超过55公斤，脸上还挂着稚气的笑容，就像是一位惹人怜爱的邻家小美眉。我问她究竟怎么会行差踏错？阿妹盯着饭馆外来来往往的行人，眼中渐渐溢出泪水。算起来，年纪轻轻的阿妹已经先后有两次被包的「历史」。


Her family had "six golden flowers"—six daughters, which in the countryside guaranteed poverty. She was the youngest. At thirteen she went out into the world, working in Jiangsu, then Zhejiang, then around Guangdong's Pearl River Delta, sending home whatever little money she had. She was a filial girl. After Spring Festival 1998, she came to Shenzhen to try her luck.
她家有六朵金花，这在农村，注定了受穷。她是家中的老么，13岁就出门闯荡世界，先后在江苏、浙江与广东珠三角一带打工，只要有一点钱就寄回家，是个很孝顺的女孩。1998年春节过后，来到深圳淘金。


A lot of domestic media had been describing the progress of the migrant-worker class: in the eighties it was about "survival," in the nineties about "development." From what I could see on the ground, in the nineties, the migrant factory girls coming out of the countryside, though they were called the engines of "development," had outcomes that were not anything to be sanguine about. They went on living at the edge of development, liable at any moment to fall through into being a discarded surplus person. A-Mei was just like this: she had reached her first year of junior high, then had to drop out because her family couldn't afford it; she couldn't recognize many characters, had no skills, and in a city of fierce labor competition was easy to throw away.
国内众多的媒体曾经指出打工群体的进步：八十年代求「生存」，九十年代求「发展」。据我接触到的实际，在九十年代，来自农村的打工妹们虽然被冠以「发展」的主体，但她们的结局不容乐观，仍旧生活在发展的边缘，随时可能沦为被抛弃的多余人。就像阿妹，她读书读到初中一年级，因家贫不得不中途退学，诸多大字不识，缺乏技能，在城市劳力竞争剧烈的社会里很容易被抛弃。


After half a month of running around, with the soles of her platform shoes worn down by a thin layer, A-Mei still hadn't found work, and had no choice but to agree to see a Hong Kong old man her hometown friend had set her up with. The old man was over sixty, ran a transport company in Hong Kong, owner-level, well-off. When he smiled, his face was like a brilliant autumn chrysanthemum. How could he be older than her own father? At the meeting, A-Mei was so scared she pulled her head back and kept trying to draw away.
经过半个月的奔波，阿妹的松糕鞋底被削去薄薄一层后，工作还没找到，不得不答应去见见同乡女友给她介绍的那位香港老头。老头60多岁，在香港开运输公司，是个老板级人物，很有些钱。笑起来的时候，脸像一朵璀璨的秋菊。怎么比自己的父亲还老？见面的时候，阿妹吓得缩头缩脑地拼命往后缩。


The introducer blocked her retreat with her own body and talked her round: you're no longer a virgin, you have no money, and isn't going home just as much getting married off? All the men under the sky are the same. Next time, if there's a young one, I promise I'll introduce you. A-Mei had only fifty yuan left in her pocket—not enough to pay rent if she stayed, not enough to get home if she left. An empty wallet thins the will. She had no choice but to nod.
介绍人用身体挡住她的退路，劝她：你已不是处女，又没有钱，回家不也是一样要嫁人？天底下男人都是一样的。下回有年轻的，保证给你介绍。阿妹口袋里只剩50元钱，留下来交不起房租，回家连路费都不够，钱包瘪意志也就不够坚强，只好点头同意。


When the old man saw A-Mei nod, he was thrilled. He happily took the introducer and A-Mei out to dinner at a restaurant, and in his excitement got through the meal in half an hour. He wiped his mouth and rushed A-Mei off to rent a place. The renting went lightning-fast—half an hour to take a two-bedroom. Then they hurried to a big supermarket and furniture place in the village and bought a sofa, a wardrobe, a mattress, a bed frame, bedding, a dresser, a coffee table, stools, plus a water heater, a rice cooker, a gas stove and a gas canister—paid out over fifty hundred-yuan bills.
老头见阿妹点头，很开心，乐颠颠地带介绍人和阿妹去酒楼吃饭，心急火缭的，花了半个小时就吃完饭。嘴巴一抹，急如星火带着阿妹去租房。租房很神速，半个小时就租下一套二房一厅，再赶到村里的一家大型超市与家具城，买了沙发、衣橱、床垫、床架、床上用品、梳妆台、茶几、凳子还有热水器、电饭煲、煤气灶与煤气罐，付了50多张百元大钞。


It was already two in the morning by the time the shops had delivered everything and they had it all in place. Who in their right mind wanted to go to bed with him? A-Mei sat on the new sofa with her heart drumming, dragging her feet. The old man called her in to bathe; she answered out loud but didn't move. He called three times before she went to the bathroom. The old man was impatient; the moment A-Mei came out he reached for her, and A-Mei firmly refused. "Why?" he asked. A-Mei shook her head. "Nothing." "Are you not happy?" The old man fixed his eyes on her face, trying to find an answer in those clean, bright features. "How would I not be happy?" A-Mei forced a smile. "When you've taken up someone's rice bowl, you accept their rules." She gave a long, heavy sigh, dove under the covers, and squeezed her eyes shut.
等商店把货品送到家中，打理完毕，已是凌晨2时。鬼才愿意跟他上床？阿妹心中打着鼓，坐在新买的沙发上，磨蹭着。老头唤她去冲凉，她嘴里应着，手脚没挪动。唤了三次，她才进洗手间。老头性子急，阿妹一出来，就搂着她，阿妹坚决不允。他问：「为什么？」阿妹摇摇头说：「没什么。」「你不开心？」老头盯着阿妹的脸，想从那张光洁明净的脸上找寻答案。「我哪里不开心？」阿妹强作笑颜，「端了人家的碗要服人家的管。」她重重地一声叹息钻进被窝，紧紧闭上眼睛。


When the old man's snoring rose like a roaring tide of mountains and seas, A-Mei had no sleep in her. Her head was a mess; she was sick to her stomach. She wanted to leave the old man—but in the dead middle of the night, where could she go? She didn't even have enough money for a night's lodging. She also thought it would be wrong to leave without a word: he had, after all, been honestly hoping to live with her—otherwise, why would he have bought all this for her? The next morning, at 7:30, the old man was up, in a great mood, pulling A-Mei out for dim sum. After they'd worked through the big and small plates, he took her to walk around Luohu.
等老头的呼噜声山呼海啸，阿妹却了无睡意。她心中好乱，好烦。她想离开老头，深更半夜的，她又能往哪里去？身上的钱连住宿费都不够。阿妹也觉得，如果不辞而别也对不起老头，人家毕竟是正经想跟她过日子，要不，为什么为她置办这么多家当？次日早晨，老头7时30分就起了床，心情极好地拉着阿妹去饮茶。吃过大碟小盏之后，他又带阿妹去罗湖逛。


At a shop, he bought her a forty-yuan short-sleeved top; A-Mei looked good in it, so he bought another one in a different color of the same cut. Seeing her wrist was bare, he generously bought her a watch worth a hundred or so. At noon they had Western food outside. The old man forked up a piece of steak, and asked: "Can you cook?" "No," A-Mei said. The old man wasn't bothered. He smiled. "No matter, I'll teach you!" On the third day the old man went back to Hong Kong to handle company business, and came back seven or eight days later. He brought her a pair of gold earrings, an 18-karat sapphire ring, and pulled out five hundred yuan as pocket money.
在一家商店里，买了一件40元的短袖上衣给阿妹，阿妹穿得好看，又买了一件同式样的不同颜色的上衣给她。见她手腕上空落落的，慷慨地替她买了一块百把元的手表。中午，两人在外面吃西餐。老头叉起一块牛排，望着她问：「你会不会煮饭？」「不会。」阿妹说。老头也不恼，笑嘻嘻地说：「没关系，我教你！」第三天，老头去香港打理公司业务，七八天之后才回来。他给阿妹带了一对金耳环，一只18K蓝宝石戒指，还掏了500元给阿妹零用。


Before A-Mei's eyes the gold flashed, the sapphire threw a light that was like a dream; her heart was drunk. But at bedtime A-Mei got into bed early and pretended to sleep. The old man called softly to her a few times; she pretended not to hear. He undressed her, wanted her to sleep naked; she wouldn't have it. He went on pulling at her clothes. "What are you doing? I don't like this!" she said. He said nothing for a long while. Then his old, hoarse voice came out of the dark: "It's for your own good. Sleeping in a bra makes you prone to breast cancer." She got through the night. As soon as he was back in Hong Kong the next morning, A-Mei made a hard resolve: when the old man came back next, she would lay her cards down.
阿妹的眼前，金光闪烁，蓝宝石折射出的光芒如梦似幻，她的心醉了。但睡觉时，阿妹早早地上床装睡，老头轻声唤了她几声，她假装没听见。老头给她脱衣服，要她裸睡，阿妹不干。老头继续剥阿妹的衣衫，阿妹就说：「干什么，我不喜欢的呀！」老头没出声，过了好久，黑暗中传来他苍老而嘶哑的声音：「为你好，穿胸罩睡容易患上乳癌。」这个夜晚终于熬了过去，早晨老头一回香港，阿妹就痛下决心，等老头下次回来，就与他摊牌。


Five days later, the moment the old man came back to the rented place, A-Mei told him—her voice stiff and final—that she wanted to go home, that she missed her parents, that she wasn't used to being alone out here. The old man looked into her eyes. Sorry as he was, reluctant as he was, the smile stayed on his face; he didn't say much, just murmured that spilt water can't be picked back up, and once she had finished, he gave her another eight hundred Hong Kong dollars and wished her well on the way. Carrying her bags out on the main street, with the traffic and the people running every direction, A-Mei didn't know where to go. Tears came slowly down her face.
过了5天，老头一回到出租屋，阿妹就告诉他，口气生硬而坚决，自己想回家想父母，一人在外不太习惯。老头盯着她的眼睛看，尽管很惋惜，很留恋，脸上依旧挂着笑容，并没有多说什么，只道是覆水难收，等阿妹讲完，又给了阿妹800元港币，并祝她一路上走好。拎着行囊走在大街上，街上车来人往，流向四面八方，阿妹却不知道往哪里去，泪水缓缓地顺着面颊淌了下来。


A-Mei went from the city's southern end to its northern end and found a ten-yuan inn in the Sungang area. A week later, she went to a gathering at a fellow villager's place and ran into Big Lin, the older brother of Little Yu the cobbler. Cobbler Big Lin asked what she was up to these days. She said not much, she was looking for work. A few days later Cobbler Big Lin introduced her to a Hong Kong "husband."
阿妹从城市的南端到了北端，在笋岗一带找了一家十元旅店住下。一个星期后，她到一位同乡家参加聚会，碰到鞋匠小于的胞兄大林，鞋匠大林问她最近忙什么？她说什么也不忙，正在找工作。过了几天，鞋匠大林就给阿妹介绍了一位香港「老公」。


This "blind date" was at the roadside by the village entrance near Big Lin's place. In the bustling market and the noisy crowd, A-Mei watched a man around forty walk toward her—regular features, not tall, on the thin side. A-Mei wanted to back away again; she had no preparation at all. Big Lin leaned quietly over and whispered to her: "For now go along with him. If a better one comes up, I'll introduce you." The Hong Kong man introduced himself as A-De.
这次「相亲」是在大林住所附近的村口马路边。在熙攘的集市与嘈杂的人群中，阿妹看到一位40岁左右的男人向她走来，他五官端正，身材不高，有些偏瘦。阿妹又想往后退，她一点心理准备都没有。大林悄悄附在阿妹耳边说：「暂时跟着他吧，有好的我会帮你介绍。」香港男人自我介绍叫阿德。


A-Mei couldn't understand Cantonese, so the man had to communicate with her in his half-broken Mandarin. After they finished their tea at the restaurant, A-De took A-Mei back to the apartment he was renting in the village. His two-bedroom had every appliance and piece of furniture you'd want. A-De ran ahead into the inner room, straightened the messy bed a little, folded the quilt, and only then brought her in to look around. You could see no one had cleaned the place in a long time; the air carried the disheveled smell of a single man.
阿妹听不懂粤语，男人只得用半通不通的普通话和她交流。在酒楼喝完茶后，阿妹被阿德带往他在村中租住的单元房。阿德的二房一厅中，所有的电器与家具一应俱全。阿德抢先一步冲进里屋，将零乱的床铺稍作整理，叠好被子，这才带阿妹进屋看看。看得出来，这里长久无人收拾，空气中弥漫着单身男人杂乱不堪的气息。


Later, A-Mei would learn that in this same apartment A-De had kept a girl for three years; the two of them had broken up the year before for some reason. At 6:30 the next morning A-De was out the door for Hong Kong. Before he left, he handed A-Mei the keys to the apartment. A-Mei got up early and put the place in order, wiped every piece of furniture again and again, washed the floor and every piece of clothing, then turned on the TV. Having been through so much hardship, A-Mei felt a strong urge to lean on someone. She gazed at A-De's color photo in the frame on the table and thought, dreamily: at last—she could exhale.
后来，阿妹才知道，就在这套出租屋里，阿德原先包过一位女仔三年，两人去年因故分手。翌日清晨，阿德6时30分就出门过香港去了。临走前，将房门钥匙交给了阿妹。阿妹早早起床收拾居室，将家具擦了一遍又一遍，洗了地板和所有的衣物，然后，打开电视机开始看电视。经历了太多的艰辛，阿妹有种强烈的依赖感。她凝视着桌上相框里阿德的彩色照片出神地想，唉，终于可以喘口气了。


But could this man be relied on? Would he be good to her? That year, A-Mei was only sixteen. With her conscience clear, food and clothing taken care of, even a little left over to send home, she'd call home and say "work" was easygoing, that there was money to be made. Three years passed like that. A sixteen-year-old girl, after three years of "married life," found that every life-plan and dream she'd had as a girl had changed. A-Mei thought A-De was a good man; she would stick with him for this lifetime, go on with him for the long haul.
但是，这个男人靠得住吗？会对自己好吗？那年，阿妹才16岁。她心安理得，吃穿不愁，还有些富余寄回老家，打电话说「工作」蛮轻快，也有钱赚，就这样过了三年。16岁的女孩子，经历三年的「婚姻生活」后，少女时代的所有的人生设计和生活梦想都已经改变。阿妹觉得阿德人好，这辈子跟定了他，与他长久地过下去。


Then, hit by the Asian financial crisis, A-De's business slid downhill. He couldn't make ends meet. He stopped giving the three thousand a month, and only gave a hundred or two at a time—and only when A-Mei was out of money to eat. Since the previous Spring Festival, A-Mei had sent her parents only fifteen hundred yuan. Slowly, A-Mei began to mistrust this declining man, began to push back at him.
不料，亚洲金融风暴的冲击下，阿德生意走下坡路，开始入不敷出，每月不再给3000元家用，只是一次给100元或200元，而且非要阿妹没有钱吃饭才给个一两百元。去年春节以来，阿妹只给父母寄过1500元。慢慢地，阿妹对这个没落的男人有了怀疑和抵触情绪。


Xu Zhimo would say to the women he chased: promise me a future! A-Mei could not say things so full of poetry and painting—but as her body and her mind grew, she knew A-De could not give her a future. Her future, even as a dream, was already broken. She knew she had to start arranging something for herself. At bottom, the tie that kept the relationship between the "Big Master" and the "kept woman" "normal" was money.
徐志摩会对他所追慕的女人说：许我一个未来吧！阿妹不会说此类充满诗情画意的话，随着身心长大，她知道阿德不会给她未来，她的未来即便是梦，也是破碎的，她知道她必须为自己的未来作一点安排。说到底，维持「大爷」与「二奶」关系「正常」的纽带是金钱。


Since the start of the previous year, A-Mei had felt the despair set in. Her complaints about A-De had escalated; the relationship was worse with every day. As the prospect of no money frightened her, she started pushing to formalize the marriage—what amounted to looking for a long-term meal ticket. Again and again she pressed A-De to give her a "title." A-De couldn't come up with an answer, because his Hong Kong wife refused to divorce him. For the first time, A-Mei accused him of having no sense of responsibility.
自去年初开始，阿妹心生绝望，对阿德的抱怨开始升级，两人关系一日不如一日。当阿妹对没有钱的前景心生恐慌，便谋求对婚姻关系的正式确立，也还是找张长期饭票的意思。她一次又一次逼着阿德给她一个「名分」，阿德也拿不出解决的方案，因为香港老婆不同意离婚。阿妹第一次指责他没有责任心。


A-De thought of himself as a man of responsibility, and shot back at once: "What would count as responsibility, in your terms?" A-Mei answered without hesitation: "You don't think about me at all!" "How am I supposed to think about you?" A-De's rebuttal was weak; he asked the question and then went silent. A-Mei herself was just as lost. "What am I supposed to do? Could you not give a single thought to my future?" "What do you want me to do? Don't pretend you don't know I'm broke." "Even when you have money you only take it to gamble. You don't think about me." After these years living together, she had found his weak spot. "If you don't believe me, forget it!" A-De felt deeply wronged.
阿德自以为是个有责任感的男人，立即反问道：「你要怎么样才算责任心？」阿妹理直气壮：「你根本不会为我考虑！」「你要我怎么考虑？」阿德无力地进行反驳，仅问了一句，然后，沉默不语。阿妹自身也惶惑得很：「我怎么办？你就不会为我的将来考虑一下？」「你叫我怎么办？你又不是不知道，我没有钱？」「你有钱也只会拿去赌，不会为我考虑。」经过这些年的共同生活，她找准了这个男人的致命伤。「不相信算了！」阿德觉得很委屈。


The worst fight came over the smallest thing—and it grew into a full physical brawl. Even A-Mei was bewildered: this kind of thing wouldn't have started a fight before. Now they were so hard to be around each other. A-De was deeply disappointed: "Don't be like this, or you'll make me go back to Hong Kong and never come back!" "Who needs you to care about me? Don't come back if you don't want to!" She grabbed a glass and hurled it at the 25-inch Konka color TV; the glass shattered, and a small dent appeared on the screen.
吵得最凶的那次，只是为了很小的一件事，竟发展到大打出手。连阿妹都纳闷，原先这点小事是不会这么容易吵架的啊！现在似乎很难相处。阿德很失望：「你别乱搞，搞得我去香港再也不回来了！」「谁稀罕你理我！不回来就算了！」她操起一只玻璃杯就往25英寸的康佳彩电上砸去，杯子破了，屏幕出现一个小小的凹坑。


A-De picked up her makeup case and cosmetics from the dresser and smashed them all on the floor; the gummy liquid of moisturizing milk spread everywhere. A-Mei let out a wail and started crying. A-De's own voice cracked, complaining: "Don't cry in front of me. Do you think you're so pitiful? I'll tell you: I'm more pitiful. I've made it to forty-six this year and I'm still flat broke. I want a good cry myself!" He pulled together a few changes of clothes, stood at the door, looked back into the room with a touch of sorrow and longing, and walked out and across the border river.
阿德从梳妆台上拎起阿妹的化妆盒和化妆品，统统砸到地上，满地都流溢着嫩肤奶液的黏稠液体。阿妹哇地一声哭出来。阿德也带着哭腔诉苦：「你不要在我面前哭，你是不是觉得自己好可怜？我告诉你，我更可怜，我混到今年46岁了，竟然一穷二白，我还想大哭一场呢！」阿德说完，草草地拣了几件换洗衣物，站在门口回头望了望室内，带着几分伤感和留恋，出门过了界河。


When A-De left, A-Mei had a hundred yuan to her name. She had gone white. She stared dumbly at the door that had just closed, listened to A-De's footsteps fading in the stairwell. Her courage went with them. All that was left was a despairing fear. She was afraid the pain would drown her in this isolation; sobs came tearing one after another out of her throat.
阿德走的时候，阿妹身上只有100元钱。阿妹脸色惨白，呆呆地望着刚刚关上的房门，听着阿德在楼梯间的脚步声渐渐消失。她的勇气也消失了，只剩下一种令人绝望的恐惧。她害怕在孤立无助中被痛苦湮没，哭声一串串地从她的喉咙中撕扯出来。


A week passed, no word from A-De, and rent was due. After the unpleasant landlord had pressed her three times, A-Mei had no choice but to dial A-De's cell. "What do you want? If you want to break up, say it and we're done. If you don't want to break up, get over here fast and help with the rent." The moment she heard A-De's voice, A-Mei's tone went unsteady, high and low. "Okay." That was all he said. What did "okay" mean? That he was breaking up, or that he was paying? Her heart pounded.
过了一个星期，阿德没有音讯，房租的期限又到了。等讨厌的房东催租催了三次后，阿妹不得不拨通阿德的手机。「你想怎么样？要想跟我分手，就说声算了，想不分手就赶快来帮交租。」阿妹一听见阿德的声音，情绪又开始不稳定起来，声调忽高忽低。「好！」阿德只说了这么一句。「好」是什么意思？是要分手还是要交租？阿妹听了心中直打鼓。


For all the fighting, actually leaving A-De would mean more than leaving this environment of food, warmth, and no hard work; it would mean cutting away the family-like dependence she had on him. The next day, A-De came back to Shenzhen, but didn't dare go back to A-Mei's place. He set himself up across the way, at a beauty parlor.
她吵归吵，真的要离开阿德，不仅要离开这个尚能温饱、不用劳累的环境，还要斩断那种对阿德类似亲情的依赖感。第二天，阿德就回到了深圳，不敢回到阿妹身边，只在家对面的美容美发中心落脚。


The owner of the beauty parlor was from his hometown and gave him a treatment bed for free. Back in Hong Kong, his "keeping a kept woman" had long since blown up; home was no longer a quiet harbor, and he didn't want to live in Hong Kong either. He had a friend pay A-Mei's rent for him. He lay on the beauty bed for a full week. His bones got sore, his anger ran out, and he started to remember every good thing about A-Mei. He decided to go home.
美容中心的老板是他同乡，免费给他提供一张美容床。在香港，因为他「包二奶」早已闹得沸反盈天，家早已不是宁静的港湾，他也不愿意在香港居住。他找朋友给阿妹代交了房租，自己在美容床上躺了足足一个星期，躺得骨头也酸，气也消了，就怀念起阿妹的种种好处来，于是，决定回家。


At seven that night, A-De knocked on the door of the "golden house with a beauty hidden in it," drank the dragon-bone-and-kelp soup A-Mei had simmered for him, and pulled her into his arms. The two of them put things back together, sweet with each other again. Carefully, A-De asked: what was she planning to do after all these days? Hesitating, A-Mei let out one sentence: "I want to stay with you one more year. I'll be twenty next year. Then I'll go home and open a shop." A-De didn't speak for a long time—maybe he understood, then, that the breakup was only a matter of time, or that the breakup was the best ending. The thought of the woman he had once loved being so far away on the other side of the world brought a wave of pain to his throat. He asked: "What do you need?" "What do you think?" A-Mei kicked the bundle back to A-De.
当晚7时，阿德敲开了「金屋藏娇」的门，喝完阿妹煲的龙骨海带汤后，将阿妹揽在怀里。两个人重修旧好，好不亲热。阿德小心翼翼地探问阿妹，这么多天有什么打算？阿妹迟疑地吐出一句话：「我想再和你待一年，明年20岁了，然后回家开个店。」阿德许久没有说话，也许他已经意识到分手是迟早的事，或者说分手是最好的结局。想到曾经爱过的人，将要天各一方，一股辛酸涌上心头，便问：「你有什么要求？」「你说呢？」阿妹将包袱踢给阿德。


"Is it money you need?" This was the question that the man who had "kept down" a young girl's youth always had to face. A-Mei looked at him, full of hope. "Yes—husband, how much will you give me?" "How much do you want?" A-De's voice was very weak, like a man with a heavy cold. "Are you saying I can have however much I want?" A-Mei's eyes lit up, full of eagerness.
「是不是需要钱？」这是「包下」少女青春的男人始终要面对的问题。阿妹满怀期望地看着他：「是啊，老公，你给我多少？」「你要多少？」阿德的声音好虚弱，像个患了重感冒的人。「你的意思是，我想要多少就有多少？」阿妹双眼放亮，充满了热望。


"I'll give you ten thousand Hong Kong dollars. I'm bankrupt—everything except that container truck is gone." A-De's expression turned too serious. "You're about to understand, in a flash, that the good days are over. If you're willing to take the poverty, then live with me—but no more big fights. If you want to leave, I'll give you the ten thousand to go home and open a hair salon..." Before A-Mei's eyes a heavy gray mist closed in. Wave after wave of cold went through her chest.
「我给你1万元港币吧！我已经破产了，除了那辆货柜车。」阿德的神情变得过分严肃，「你会突然明白，好日子已经结束了，假如你愿意挨穷，就跟我一起过，不要大吵大闹，如果你想离开，我给你1万元去家乡开个美发店……」阿妹眼前一片雾霭沉沉，心里一阵阵发冷。


A-Mei's story took three days to tell, in the end.
阿妹的故事，是前后花了三天时间才说完的。


When she had finished saying everything that was hard, A-Mei asked me what she should do.
讲完自己的难处，阿妹问我怎么办？


What to do? My eyes were vacant. I had no prescription to write.
怎么办？我两眼茫茫，开不出任何药方。
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