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English Letters To Jenny
1 Miss You (1)

(1)

Dear Jenny,

The author writes his book while I write my letter. I
am, in a way, luckier than he: he writes for thousands of
people whom he does not know, while I am writing for
someone whom I know, (She is the sweetest girl I have
ever known. You may ask: who is she? The answer is —
YOU!) Besides, his book may reach a critic who will find
faults with him; but this my letter will reach a friendly
reader, the only reader, who will probably forgive me my
faults, if any.

Since I am no author, since I have no prospective
critics to keep an eye on me”, I can put down on paper
whatever I want to, and say whatever I like, in my own
way. Should there be any fixed rules of writing, I would be
the last man on earth to concern myself with them.

I do miss you, Jenny. I still remember, as clearly as if
it were only yesterday, the evening that we were walking
along Pokfulam Road.

“Will you miss me, after you get back to Singapore?”
I asked.
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English Letters To Jenny
1 Miss You (1)

“And you? ”

“I’m going to miss you,” said I.

“I’ll write to you,” you gave me a smile and said.

The next day I did not see you off: on the one hand I
was rather busy with my office work then, and on the other
you had told me not to.

Last night, I read your letter over and over again. It
brought me back to those summer days we spent together
last year in Hong Kong. How time flies! It has been more
than six months now since you left here for your home
town. I am glad, as I used to be, to have had your letter. It
is a very nice one indeed! If I were your teacher, I would
give it full marks. But, as it is, you are six years younger
than I am. I wish I could write as fluently as you do. I have
nothing to be proud of myself, except sincerity.

Jenny, I miss you very much.

Yours very sincerely,
See-Ming

@ keep an eye on: watch B #1 ; 17

012



KB IRI— R E
FARIEAD)

[RWE 2 ]

[ S A SR o | R -

[FREFEHTR ) RIFME

BORBEARAT - — H HRE R TR LAE
FEAT > 53— TRV I A TR AS 2%

MEREE > RIKIEE T B8 - Bk
MIAREE LAERM —FREFWERNE H o FFHEE2
P RBE S > BIBIAEECANMAZ T Bk A5
KRS GRE—REE - FRARL | RNKE
PRI F o GG TR o (HFHE L RRATRIMK
WAL BERR LIRS - (HEEK BT S5
RARRE G » FAZ A AT ] LUEAFEE i —PFk T &
g&o

Bl > FIFFHHRSMAK

T
oK

o

PR B R 1) JUT A
JEUBH

013



A Book and a Srile
(24D



SHEMXK
(2A)



English Letters To Jenny
A Book and a Smile (2A)

(2A)

I am writing this in a small cafe, the one called “Tai
On” on Caine Road, not far from my lodgings. Compared
with those in the noisy streets downtown, this one is rather
quiet. Here was where we first met, remember? I always
think: if it had not been for this cafe, for that day, for that
coincidence, we might never have known each other. And
things would have been completely different for us if we
had for the first time met at another place, at another time.
It was strange that I should have come across you at a
place like this!

It was a Saturday afternoon, two weeks after your
arrival in Hong Kong, that I dropped in here to have a cup
of coffee.

No sooner had I ordered my coffee, then a Tagore’s
book caught my eye. It must have been left by someone,
who, I thought, must be a careless fellow. I could not help
picking up the book from my seat and opening it. You
know, how I am fond of books and literature! I found a
Jenny Chan’s signature in it. A question rose in my mind:

what kind of girl or woman was she?...
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English Letters To Jenny
A Book and a Smile (2A)

A young girl in cheong-sam entered when I was
deciding to give the waiter the book so that he could return
it to the owner, in case the latter came back for it.

I saw her (YOU!) talk to the waiter standing by the
counter. He shook his head.

You came to me. I rose from my seat. You told me
what you had left at my booth seat, and that it happened
only five minutes before.

“How do I know you’re the owner of the book?”

“I can prove it.”

“Well —”

“You see, my name is—" You told me your full
name after a moment’s hesitation.

“This Tagore is yours all right, Miss Chan,” I smiled.

So did you. I could see your lovely dimples. It was
such a beautiful smile.

Even now, your first smile is always in my thoughts.
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