Student translations of passage from: Chapter 12 of Hou Lou Meng
1. Robert Fox
Chapter 12 Phoenix Wang Dupes a Lovestruck Jia Rui

…
“Act properly!” Phoenix whispered. “Don’t make an ass of yourself in front of the maids.” Jia Rui jumped back as if receiving an order from the Boddhisattva Guanyin herself. “You should be running along now,” Phoenix said, smiling. “Hardhearted woman! Let me stay a while longer.” said Jia Rui. Phoenix lowered her voice again. “It won’t do for you to be seen here in broad daylight with so many people here. Come back this evening, when the first watch is sounded. Hide in the passageway on the west side and wait there for me. Jia Rui was elated, as though he had obtained a great treasure. “Don’t try to fool me,” he said. “A lot of people pass through there – how can I hide?” “Don’t worry,” Phoenix said, “I’ll give the servant boys the night off. The doors at both ends of the passageway will be locked. No one else will be there.” Jia Rui was beside himself with joy. He hastily bade Phoenix farewell, thinking he had it had it made.

That evening Jia Rui groped his way through the darkness into the Rong compound, slipping into the passageway just before the gates were locked. The gate that led to Grandmother Jia’s was already bolted from the inside; only the gate on the east side had yet to be locked. As he had expected, the passageway was dark and deserted. Jia Rui cocked an ear and listened for a long time but heard nothing. Suddenly there was a “clank” as the east gate was locked from the inside. Panic gripped him, but he didn’t dare make a sound. He crept out of hiding and shook the gate; it was locked tight as a chastity belt. Now he couldn’t leave the compound – to the north and south were high walls with no hand- or footholds for climbing. A cold draft blew through the cracks of the gates into the empty passageway. It was the twelfth lunar month, the dead of winter; the night was long and the icy northern winds chilled him to the bone, freezing him nearly half to death. At long last dawn broke. An old woman opened the east gate, entered the passageway, and walked across to the west gate. When her back was to him, Jia Rui ran through the open gate, hugging himself against the cold. Fortunately, it was early and no one was up and about yet. He bolted through the rear gate and lit out for home like a bat out of hell.
2. Arlene Hsu

Chapter 12  
Wang Xi-Feng Arranges an Assignation with Evil Intention

Jia Tian-Xiang Looks into the Front of Wind-and-Moon Mirror

…
“Show some respect. Don’t let the maids treat you as a joke,” Sister Feng whispered. Jia Rui took her words like the lectures at school or in temples, and stepped back. Sister Feng smiled and said, “You should go.” Jai replied, “Let me stay for a little longer. You are so heartless, my sister.” Again, Sister Feng whispered, “It’s broad daylight, and so many people come and go. It’s inconvenient for you to stay here. You just go now, and come back after the night watches are sounded. Wait for me in the west entrance hall quietly.” Hearing her words, Jia looked as if he had gained treasures, and then he asked, “Don’t fool me. There are so many people passing by. How can I hide myself there?” Sister Feng said, “Don’t worry. I’ll dismiss the servants who watch out at night. After the doors of both sides are closed, no one else can go in there.” Jia was so delighted by Feng’s words, so he made his farewell quickly and thought he had succeeded in seducing her.


Until that night, Jia sneaked into Ron’s Mansion in the dark as expected. He crept into the entrance hall while closing the door. Just as he had thought, it was dark and empty there. The door to Madam Jia’s room had been locked from the inside, and only the door to the east was left ajar. Jia strained his ear and listened, but he did not see anyone for quite a while. Suddenly, with a “click,” the east door was closed as well. Jia became anxious, but he didn’t dare to make a sound. Therefore, he slunk out and tried to push the door open, but it was closed up like an iron barrel. At the moment, he could not go out, because there were great walls standing at the north and south side. If he wanted to jump off the walls, he hadn’t had any support to hold onto. Inside the house, the wind blew all over the place. It was the twelfth lunar month, and the night was long. The freezing wind cut into the bone. That night, he was close to be frozen to death, and had a hard time making it to the morning. Finally, Jia saw an old maid open the east door and go in to open the west one. He seized the chance when the old maid wasn’t looking his way, held his arms around himself, and ran out. Luckily, it was early in the morning, so people were still in bed. He went out of the back door and ran all the way home
3. Daphne Chang


Chapter 12  
Wan Xi-feng set a vicious trap for her suitor. 

Jia Rui looked into the wrong side of a mirror.


“Easy tiger ,” Xi-feng whispered, “the maids are watching. ” 


On hearing this, Jia Rui drew back immediately, as if it was a mandate from a goddess.


Xi-feng smiled. “You’d better go.”


“That’s cruel of you. Let me stay a little longer.”


“It’s inconvenient to have you here in broad daylight, with people coming and going all the time. Leave me now yet come back secretly later at the first night watch. Wait for me in the west gallery,” Xi-feng said under her breath.


Her word was like an invaluable jewel bestowed on Jia Rui. “Don’t tease me,” he asked pell-mell, “people pass through that way. Where can we hide?”


“Don’t you worry. The pages shall have one night off. Once the gates on both sides lock, there’ll be no one else.”


Jia Rui was beside himself with delight. He excused himself without hesitation, thinking inwardly his desire would be satisfied soon.


Finally the night fell. Jia Rui groped his way into the Rong Mansion, sneaking through an ajar gate into the gallery. It was pitch dark and totally deserted, just as Xi-feng had promised. The gate at one end to Grandmother Jia’s quarters was bolted, only the one on the east remained open. Jia Rui tilted his head and listened intently for a while. Not a footfall. 


Suddenly came a click. The east gate was latched too. Frantic as he was, he dared not make a sound, but tiptoed to shake the gates, both shut tightly as if he had been in an iron bucket. Now it was too late for him to ask to be let out. Also escape was out of the question, for the walls on either side were too tall to jump over. The gallery was empty and draughty. The night lingered in mid-winter, with the bleak north wind cutting and piercing into his very bones, almost freezing him to death. 


The day broke in his expectation. The east gate opened, and an old maid entered, going over to knock on the west gate. While she was looking at the other way, Jia Rui hugged his shoulders and slunk out, disappearing like a wisp of smoke. To his luck no one was up in the wee hours, so he slipped out of the rear door unnoticed, and ran all the way home..
4. Marko Kovacevic
Chap 12: Wang Xi-feng craftily incites an unrequited love;
Jia Tian-xiang looks into the wrong side of the Wind-Moon mirror.

Feng-Jia whispered, “Be a bit more circumspect; remember the serving girls are watching us!” As if scalded, Jia-rui immediately pulled back. Laughing, Feng-jia said, “ You better go now.”“How can you be so cruel,” Jia-rui said, “Let me stay a bit longer.”“ Feng jia then leaned in and whispered, “It’s not proper for you to be here during the day, too many people can see us; come back when night has fallen and wait for me in the western corridor.” Hearing this Jia-rui felt as though he had been handed a great treasure. He quickly asked, “Are you playing with me? Were could I hide with so many people passing by?” Feng jia replied, “Don't worry, I’ll give the servants the night off, and with the doors at both ends of the hall shut, you’ll be quite alone.” Hearing her words, Jia-rui could not control his joy. He hastily took his leave, believing in his heart that he had succeeded.     


Jia-rui waited in keen anticipation. Once night fell, as planned, he felt his way through the inky darkness into the Rong compound. Passing through a door that had been left open, he slipped into the western corridor and saw that he was alone in the darkness. The western door leading to Grandmother Jia’s quarters had already been shut; only the door that opened to the east was still ajar. Jia-rui cocked his head and listened for footsteps; time passed, yet still no one came. Suddenly, with a clang, the eastern door slammed shut. Jia-rui was so nervous that he didn't dare make a sound. He quietly emerged from his hiding place, tested the door, but found it sealed tight as a drum. With doors to both the east and west shut, and unclimbable compound walls towering to the north and south, Jia-rui saw he had no avenue of escape: he was trapped. The corridor was drafty as well as cold and cheerless; it was the last month of the lunar year and the nights were long. The northern wind blew cold and cut right through him. After a passing a long, freezing night in the corridor, Jia-rui saw that dawn had almost arrived. Soon after, the eastern door swung open and an elderly serving women came in. She walked to the western door and called out. Seeing that her back was to him, Jia-rui made himself as inconspicuous as possible and darted out. Fortunately, it was not quite morning yet, and most everybody was still asleep, therefore he was undetected as he passed through the back gate and ran swiftly home. 

5. Julia Szu-tu
Rendezvous and the Taoist’s Mirror   From Red Chamber Dream

“Behave yourself,” Xi-Feng whispered, “or you want to be the maids’ laughing stock.” 

As if caught by some revelation, Jia-Rui backpedaled with great haste.

“Good morning.” she smirked.

“I’ll stay a little longer. How ruthless you are!”

“With people trooping in and out under broad daylight, it’s not suitable for you to be here after all.” She persisted in a low voice. “Just leave now and come again after nightfall, lay in wait for me at the passageway on the west side.”

Tickled by the thought of his prey falling into his hands like a gem, Jia-Rui asked impatiently, “Don’t put me off. How can I hide without being noticed since so many people pass by there?” 

“Don’t worry. I’ll just ask all the servants on night guard duty to take furloughs and close the doors on both sides, and there will be no one else but us.” Xi-Feng said.

Burn with ecstasy, Jia-Rui took leave hurriedly, smitten with the thought that the gem had come into his full possession. 

Finally came the yearned-for night. Under cloak of dark, Jia-Rui sneaked his way into Ron’s Mansion and before the door was shut behind him slipped into the passageway, pitch dark and deserted. The door leading to Grandmother Jia’s house had been locked from the inside. Only the door on the east remained open. He pricked up his ears and listened. No one in sight. Suddenly came a creaking sound of a door closing and the door on the east was too latched from the inside. Jolted and not daring to blurt a sound, Jia-Rui stole his way out and shook the door. But the door was locked heavily like an iron barrel and it’s a lost cause to try to open it. There was just no way out. The walls stood imposingly on both the north and south sides, and even if he wanted to brave a leap, there would be nothing to hold onto when climbing. What made it worse were the gusts of wind that carried through the passageway and lingered inside. In the last month of the year, the night grew long and the biting north wind was so bone-chilling that he was on the cusp of freezing to death. With great difficulty he kept on waiting, until it’s in the morning and an old maid flipped open the east door and shouted for the west door to be opened. When she turned her back at him, Jia-Rui, his shoulders hugged, dashed past her to the door. Fortunately it was still early in the morning and all the other people remained tucked in bed. He scurried through the back door and straight home.

6. Mimi Chan

Chapter 12    
Wang Xifeng set up the lecher,  Jia Tianxian, 

who showed his true colour in the Romance Mirror

…

“ Behave yourself! Don’t act like a fool in front of the maids,”  sister Feng said quietly to Jia Rei, who quickly stepped back as if received the command from  Buddisava herself. “You should leave now,” sister Feng smiled and said. He replied, “Won’t you let me stay a while longer, my good madam?“ “ It’s not even midday, and we shall be very busy later,” sister Feng answered, still in low voice. “It’s not suitable to have you here. Leave for now, but you may come back in the evening. Wait for me at the west-wing hallway and be discreet.” Her precious words made Jia Rei full of joy. He immediately replied, “Be truthful when you said it. Yet people always pass through there in streams. How is it possible to hide?” “Not to worry,” sister Feng said, “I have granted the night-shift pages a day-off. After the gates at each side are closed, there will not be a soul.” Satisfied and excited, Jia Rei bid his farewell hastily, thinking he has got her for sure.


When the nightfall finally came, Jia Rei sneaked into the Rong Residence in darkness, slipping into the hallway while the pages were closing the door. It was dark and still as foretold. The pages had padlocked the gate leading to Madam Jia’s chamber, but not yet the east-wing gate. He listened attentively for a while, but no coming footsteps could be heard. All of a sudden, the east-wing gate was closed and locked with a heavy clank. Anxious Jia Rei wouldn’t dare to make any sound. He tried to push the gates, and found them virtually impregnable. To his north and south were tall walls of buildings, leaving him no points to lay his hands and feet even if he wished to climb up and jump through. He was completely stuck in this empty and windy hallway. It was the last month of winter now, in which the nights were long and the northerly winds were strong and piercing. Jia Rei barely survived from the coldness. Long-expected morning finally came. An old maid opened the eastern gate, then through the hallway to get on to the west-wing one. Ja Rei hurriedly ran out from her back, not forgetting to cover his face with his arm. Fortunately it was so early that no one was up yet. He stumbled home without stopping.

