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Letters That Mingle Souls

By Winnie Mo

The English poet John Donne once wrote: “Letters mingle souls more than
kisses.” Each letter quietly unfolded in Abi’s life, becoming the most silent and

profound landscape of her heart.

After returning to Guangzhou, Professor Lin began writing to Abi. At first, his
letters carried a fatherly warmth—gentle reminders, words of encouragement, and
notes on everyday matters. His handwriting was elegant, like a page from a
calligraphy manual. Each time Abi finished reading, she would copy every word as if
transcribing scripture, her heart filled with reverence. Checking the mailbox and

copying his letters soon became the most anticipated moments of her day.

As time passed, his letters grew more frequent, filled not only with advice but
also glimpses of his daily life. Abi grew increasingly curious about his rich world.
Copying his letters was no longer just a practice in calligraphy—it became a secret
emotional ritual. She read them over and over, wrote them out again and again,
feeling subtle ripples in her heart. Respect slowly gave way to fascination, and even
in her dreams, fragments of his life appeared. To her, he was like a vast forest—his
surname Lin, meaning “forest,” seemed fitting—deep and mysterious, hiding

treasures beyond reach.

Weeks later, Professor Lin returned to Longgang. He was no longer the stern
scholar from the classroom, but a gentle, considerate friend. At the dinner table,
there was no rigid formality—only quiet moments shared in silence. Occasionally, he
would place a piece of fish in their bowls, small gestures that wrapped Abi in a tender

sense of happiness.



He often spoke of the benefits of an after-dinner walk, quoting the old saying:
“Walk a hundred steps after a meal and live to ninety-nine.” Each evening, he
suggested a stroll to explore the neighbourhood, and Abi would lead him through the
winding streets. When they passed a shop, he would pause, smile, and urge her to try
on a dress. When she stepped out looking graceful, he nodded approvingly,
“Beautiful, beautiful!” Then, without hesitation, he pulled out his wallet and bought

one outfit after another.

You can imagine the joy of a young woman slipping into beautiful clothes.
Evening walks soon became his favourite time of day, while Abi kept reminding
herself not to be greedy—just a few dresses would be enough. Yet he seemed utterly
captivated by her transformation, his eyes lighting up with delight. Each morning, he
rose early to share breakfast with them, then watched her leave for work. In the
afternoons, he would sit by the door, waiting for their return, eager for dinner and
their strolls. Even the boss noticed that something unusual was unfolding between

them.

Soon, Professor Lin had to return to Guangzhou. In their reluctant farewell,
their eyes met with an unspoken foreboding—this time, he might never come back.
Abi continued her daily ritual of checking the mailbox, hoping for a miracle. And
indeed, letters arrived from Guangzhou every day. Now, she no longer copied them;
instead, she read them silently in her bed. One letter said: “Every night as I lie in bed,
scenes of our walks replay in my mind. Sleep eludes me, and so | rise in the dark to

write to you...”

But the letters eventually stopped. The mailbox stood empty, and

disappointment struck like a thunderbolt, piercing the heart that had waited so long.



One weekend, the boss returned and told Abi: Professor Lin would not be coming

back—his wife had forbidden him to return to Longgang.

Feelings know no age or status, yet they cannot cross the boundaries of reality.
They are like the wind—softly passing, only to vanish without a trace. Abi finally
understood love is not possession, but remembrance. That vast, unexplored “forest”

could only grow in her heart, becoming the quietest landscape of her life.



