Epigraph

If, time goes backwards

The same experience revisited

Would I be the same as now—

Finally standing in front of you, but cannot say “I love you”?

Absent minded, unconscious, the thing that has been long in my mind ended like this, and my heart fell heavy again. Clearly I am someone afraid of partings, afraid of conclusions, afraid of the busy parting of ways.  
````  
  Just realized, that “love” is heavy and melancholic, is sad, is helpless; it is the gloomy rain that brings desolation, is snow that occupies the sky in winter, is the unbearable heat in mid summer.(note 1) You bring unprecedented beauty to the world, but what I see is the helplessness of unreachable yearnings. Perhaps, to a heart that likes weeping, any offers to fineness and happiness could become reasons for tears and sadness.

  But, no matter what, I have to thank you once again.

  Thank you for all that you offered me, thank you for your existence.

  Thank you, my bird of happiness who flew here from tomorrow.

---Memory back from 2008 concert.

I never know how to begin, so nor this time. Unconsciously, I remembered what I wrote down, back from Shanghai last year, so they appear here again.
If, time goes backwards

The same experience revisited

Would I be the same as now—

Finally standing in front of you, but cannot say “I love you”?

Whether it is fate or that I knew myself too well, pieces from a year ago became today’s thoughts.

 Suddenly, the ardence of 07, warmth in the cold from 08, and tenderness of the 09 spring…

They pierced through time, woven into an image before my eyes, and ram into my heart.

My dear, that person,is you.

That is, you in my eyes, in my heart, you the familiar one.

That is perhaps, you who is always being loved.  
2. How should I narrate of….all those hitherto. 
  How should I describe, what kind of existence to me is this person. Move aside these years, extend sight along, to the other side of Time, I saw a bad-tempered student who was touched by his music for the first time. From then, times go by, the world changes, the heart that was captured fell deep and never recovered again.
  How should I describe, what this voice means to me. Even today, after so long, when everything has changed, including myself, still has tears filling the eyes in his voice….the barren is revived again—from the eyes to the soul.

  How should I describe, what part these days play in my life. Attentions, praises, ardency, love, quietness, redemption, relief, peace, then calmness then a deep love rekindles again…in this process, you always exist, your voice exists, my memory exists, so flows time and emotions diminish with it.
How should I describe, how am I asked to describe, all these.

How should I tell you, that I can’t promise “forever”, because, forgive me, I really do not believe that I can do that.

I know, that if I can say that, everything makes everyone comfortable, but I know, it is because of this, when that day comes, the truth would make everyone hard to accept. When we face the huge difference, the difference between ideality and reality.
You who I love, who I still love. I am scared.

I am scared of changes from heaven to hell, the insecurity due to such changes. I am scared that in the end I will face the once-innocent myself with shame, I am scared that I cannot face my once-confident smile with a fatigued heart, I am scared that I will be embarrassed to face my emotions and ardence from the past…

Looking at you who had once taken all the warmth in my love, I seemingly want to cry, but the eyes were dried long ago…

You who is so dear to me, who I still love, I am scared…scared of the day that I no longer love you.

Do not burn out, my star, wait for me.

Now, listening to the completed Aria for the first time, my mind was disturbed by the said voice, my brain emptied, without words.

 “Back then” has a really grievous diction. Looking back, every step I took gave myself infinite surprise. Every step I was hit with unbelievable joy, staying and almost to the point of tumble. Even so, I walked forwards, without knowing.
From being delighted to see the familiar visage on television, to flying a long way to a Date with Music for the first time, to whizzing through the snow storm to go to where he went….07, 08, 09, three different years, and finally today.

Slowly, let me walk toward you step by step.

The ardency of red was yesterday, the hardened heart had aged by time but still as ardent as yesterday, nervously. The floor length dress was woven by days accompanied by your song, the long black hair is the silence, the touched heart in the dark and my thoughts for you.
  Your songs, from tales of the soul, finally came.

April 26th, Hangzhou
Little Rabbit brought two old Rabbits(note 2) to Hangzhou and was told, you don’t have to sing anymore the organizer has organized another person(He name was Jun Li). Afterwards I got told that rabbit was blocked out so the other person could get in before her to the rehearsal. Fox messaged me saying Oh Mei rabbit can’t get in, Vitas shock and broke the speakers then shock and repaired them. Then I saw Li’s excitement and stupidity when V hugged her, her waving down stage with elation is unacceptable to me. For Gods sake it is Vitas you were hugging, not your photo prop. Both singers, for the sake of the sweats he shed for the audience, can’t you be more respectful?
After she was eliminated, the organizer meant that Tianjin, Shanghai and Nanjing were out of our hands too. From then on, everyone, including the appointed fans, all solemnly and stirringly pushed back our courage from zero to the peak, nobody knew if their perseverance was pointless.
Practices, hair style, make up, outfit and psychological endurance.
  Bear pitiably pointing her fingers, saying there is no hope.

Carmen who was at the point of break down, was unsatisfied with her first dress, bought another one with her limited account, then crying as she bought a thousand dollars worth of make up and continue to break down about her pronunciation, with her boss restricting her from taking leave.

  Fly_Snow discovered a huge cut on her arm after returning from Xi An, probably got infected, she couldn’t even speak. Without any consideration pushed her chance to Rabbit who denied it with her life，who got kicked out.


The atmosphere became heavy.

Finally Biblecode stood up and said, stop pushing it to each other, the one who should get on get on, you are allowing the organizer to exploit their advantage in doing so.
 I could only say, that non of us are ourselves, each one is everyone. Each fan who gets on, is another victory on our side. You two, really, stop giving your chances. Bible still remembered these words later.  

  Really, we were more than ourselves.

  The student Оля, who bought two dresses, taking leave from school flying all the way, but still did not get on stage.

Ithilia, with posters ripped by her father in anger, risking failing subjects yet still paid for her own ticket from Australia. 

Rabbit, who, after many days of preparation and accompanying by her parents to Hangzhou, was announced that she was replaced.

Those who helped us get in contact.

We, were not only ourselves.

The count down continued.  
======

Then she spoke about her practice of Russian and some miscellaneous moods leading to the night. The following part starts from when she walks into the stadium with her personal intepretor.
========

  Walking into the stadium, I discovered that it was actually quite big, just that the inner circle was very empty.
The lights were dim, the stage lights pointed sometimes at the stage sometimes at the band.

DIVA and the orchestra were separated on different sides of the stage. The orchestra members were tuning instruments on their own, one or two walked around occasionally, the conductor were walking around busying too.

  The huge screen was playing the mv of Lucia, occasionally flamboyantly outshine the pathetic stage lights.

And I, wearing my shining bear-shouldered red gown, sat formally at first row, watching the rehearsal in a seemingly calm posture.

But inside I was tumbling with elation. o(>_<)o

Thought my mind was already greatly stirred by DIVA’s performance as I walked in, when I sat at the inner circle, when Rushan’s drum beats start raining down, and my heart very cooperatively fatally twitched with it, I was getting used to the music—that was my favourite drums and synthesisers’ music, which I loved during university. So I was really at a live rehearsal…so I was really watching DIVA and the conductor from last time…this feeling, was so real.
```` 

Watched the band from down stage, I conveniently took out the candies and stuff for autographs.
```` 
  I saw Pudovkin rushed passed me with great speed, disappearing into the door that leads to backstage, amazed at his stride. I held his candy in my hand, he had to come out again anyway.


   When he walked in again he was really bought by a colourful lolly pop with his name on it…he suddenly tumbled into it when he saw me, took my candy with eyes glowing as he saw his name, saying thank you. And I got the autograph on the photo as I wished. He then flew away busying with his job, and I was too embarrassed to ask for a second signature. Pudovkin was very tall, very handsome, with a glance that comforts you (unlike that Lord of Stingy), as I have seen in the past years. Memories were brought back.

Guard Sasha was very restrained, always nervous. When I handed the candy to him he stepped back as if he saw something horrific, shook his hands as he said No thank you, like I was offering him a bomb. Hein! I don’t care, you have to take it. I kept holding it, so he took it like a nice boy. Though no way for the autograph. Why were you kid so nervous? I was going to go on stage and I wasn’t half as nervous as you.

Grandpa Conductor was clearly very adorable. He was surprised when he walked down the stage and saw me holding a thin stick candy with his name tag on it, and bloomed a smile= =.To be honest, his smile makes me desire KFC. Still smiling, spoke a few words to the Dima(note 4) behind me, he returned back stage. Dima said he went to get his card. I wondered what card…ah it was his name card, with a number and a web address on the back. I didn’t take notice of what the spoke of, I was too busy studying the card which was very interesting to me :P.
Gave out more candies, basically done apart from DIVA on stage, who cannot be disturbed. Dima and I listened for DIVA live for a long time, very moving. I couldn’t help but start to think about when our protagonist will appear.

Watched the staff who kept walking around, watched DIVA which was still performing, watched the orchestra occasionally. Apart from Dima and I who sat down stage, only a woman on stage wondering around doing nothing.

I called it “wondring” because she was really doing nothing, the way she dragged her feet, stepped without lifting looked like the way a kid walks. She looked around curiously, holding nothing in hands. I wondered, was this a Russian staff? No wonder we entered smoothly today, the organizer wasn’t that strict….

Continued to look around, Dima beside me was recording DIVA’s rehearsal, hiding the camera so Sasha wouldn’t see it.
 
 Suddenly a FiFiDiLiDong sound came out of the speaker, obviously different from that of the DIVA. This sound was higher, familiarly strange.

Unconsciously turned to look up the stage---

That women in red stripes…. seemingly was Vitas in the legend…

This is how Dima’s and my jaws were dislocated. How scars were left without a scratch, oh I was so scarred.

You you you(Ty)…when did you get on stage?!
  Why would you(By) need sunglasses in this dim light…

The following time period was passed in silence and a depressed mood.

Depressed, because a woman turned into Vitas under our very nose, even more, it was a curly-haired, plumply butted woman. But, even more, is that, SOMEBODY’s image during rehearsal was truly…indescribable by language.

  He was singing a song, while Bible gave download to. Nicely sad. He sat casually on the stage stairs singing to some unknown lyrics. Then, as he sang, he started to…stretch? That’s not right, his hands didn go up…in other words, his body slanted and lied down, leaning on the stairs behind him, supporting his body with the arm that did not hold the microphone.


  Mamamia, it was my fault to mistake you for a woman, but you don’t have to be so seductive either!...god…

  Devil, such a devil. o(>_<)o

  A news article was titled “Facing Vitas, the Media Lost its Voice Again”

So have we.


Part 2---------
 Continue to sit, watching the woman on stage singing lala’s, thinking, this dude is seriously unusually relaxed~even the body…..mute.
  When my thoughts were everywhere, Юля who walked pass infinitely many times came again, this time, towards me= =freaked me out. Chucked something to me and Dima, I followed the beauty with light feet, passing through the synthesizing room then the security fence under the stage.

  From the moment I stepped in numerous staff had been glancing at me and so I attracted everybody’s…..attention once again. Go back to work fellows, don’t look at me~what’s so interesting….haven’t you seen someone in a gown before- -.

  The new guard was silent and serious as usual, Pudovkin fiddling with his precious camera as ever, probably going to use it soon….
   V walked to the stage middle, I finally saw it was a mic that he held(nonsense! Why else would his voice come out from the speakers!), wearing large sunglasses.

  Of course, I only found out afterwards, that because of those sunglasses, I did not see his glances before I went up, of course I would neither know when he started to take notice of me, who was walking around in a bright red gown….

  Stood beside the stage, Юля kindly explained to me how V will come down later and how he would lead me…in detail, but I still didn’t get much—the power of DIVA was not easily overtaken~~


 Almost as soon as she finished, the shock in my heart now exceeded more than ever, the familiar introduction captured all my mind as soon as it sounded, my consciousness blanked out.
 

Оля, Ithilia, Rabbit, Bear, Carmen, Fly_Snow, XunXun and Nicole….(note 3)
Dear us, it has come, it is now, it is before my eyes.

Our….uneasily obtained….bird of happiness.

From this moment on, any feeling is blanked out.

The complicated mood of the moment flittered through like a book being flip, because, the angle who would start shining as soon as music sounds, caught everyone by surprise.

When the introduction sounded, what came out was not my familiar “Ah”’s, nor the lyrics which I can sing backwards, but instead, was “Fi~Li~DiDiLiDong~HengWengQ#$^” sung very formally with the tune of Bird.
```` 
  My jaw dropped again. I didn’t know what to do.

DIVA continued to perform, the conductor swung his little stick and watched the trumpet play.
The guard remained in the highly alert state.

Turned to look at Pudovkin some distance back, who held his camera, normal as ever.

The one on stage, swung his hands and feet as he “Fafadilidong”-s through Bird of Happiness, a total rogue, as Biblecode would call him.
Are my ears cheating on me? I’m scarred to death but why is everyone calm as ever?
Those who did react, include the elegantly dressed me who stood beside the stage waiting for the errand, and Юля, leaning against the stage with two arms, laughing towards the sky almost to the point ot lying ONTO the stage; as well as the Dima behind me, jaws also dropped and could not go back again, his small eyes behind the frames almost exploding due to the surprise.
  Apart from that, everything normal.
No time for much thoughts, the Fafadilidong was walking towards me from the stage.

Close.

Closer.

Down the stairs, in front of me, grabbed my hand and walked.
  [Oy, too quick, nearly scratched me, you- -]


  My hand held the mic he pushed to me, properly following the familiar lyrics, the other hand he tightly held, and I cannot break loose from him.[why would I want to break loose?], feeling….strange.
I felt surprised inside, it first reminded me of holding hands with my boyfriend—so earthly differently from how it was now. I thought, he would have the same touch as when he did at the Shanghai airport last year, that if not warm, would be at least assuring and calming. But now, why was that hand cold. The hand that was slightly moist had not much temperature to it, I felt coolness.

Dared not to observe whether the staffs were curiously looking, I even put my head down and did not watch the one beside me, I looked at the floor and sang, peeked every not and then to check whether he wanted the mic back. Soon, we walked across downstage, got to the other side and ascended the stairs.

On the stage, this dude is really like a duck in water.
 Walking up the stairs slowly, I followed him with a half-metre gap. He was casually humming that familiar melody, unconcernedly, and I still had a sense of inconceivability. That person, taking casual but steady steps, always had his back straight. 
  Ignoring DIVA’s tune, he had his own tune and lyrics~they aren’t even called lyrics, they are onomatopoeia. Gibbering through the first stanza, he used the rhythms and sang an “Hmmm..YEAH!”, as a conclusion to the first stanza.

I remember thinking, did this guy see something funny? Why was he so happy….
[actually I soon found out what was funny….tears..]
He opened his arms to the air, a gentle gesture but kingly.

Although I’ve watched him for some years, but still I sincerely admired this air, so my mind wandered. Until he turned to look at me with shining eyes did I truly feel, that, this guy, is so close, just beside me, singing to me….

Further more, singing with intermezzo staring at me, I wasn’t sure if he was smiling—
“Di BiaBiaBia!”
 Caught by a little surprise[didn’t get scarred], and finally my mind was distracted. I was never used to looking into another person’s eyes, especially after listening to such a person singing in such a way…..so, after trying hard to keep a normal expression, that is, no laughter no tears no black lines on my face, I looked at him, and dropped my head again. He also started to laugh with his head down, silently, that was a richly expressive laugh.[I knew what you were laughing at…you jerk ToT]

At this moment we were in the middle of the stage. He receded his smile to look at me carefully, put the sunglasses which he had held in his hands back on. I just discovered, that this person who kept wearing them, had taken them off when he came to me, so that I would not feel a sense of distance, nor the nervous insecurity, we looked at each other’s eyes directly. So, my heart was warmed.
He stopped, I somewhat anticipated this—standing on the stage that I’ve been looking up towards, what would he be like from this angle?
Suddenly, thunder broke upon me—everything changed.
My prince~~where was my prince~~[tears]

Our prince transformed suddenly, vibrating his shoulder, bending his arms and swung them around randomly. Shaking his left leg, and swung his right, his body jiggling, even his face, turned up side down instantly, his princely look disappeared. His pretty face suddenly had the looking-for-trouble expression, with a gigantic smirk, even those eyes beneath the glasses were squeezed into slits……I can’t help it, he was too close, I could just see clearly, remembering even more clearly…
  Hmm, you ask me what was I like?

I can only say, that I was just like that stuck up Vitas.
 
````So stuck up that I wanna just give him a kick in the butt.
Yes, the stuck up V, really sticking up, oh, so stuck up[grinding teeth]
```` 
```` part 3

My principle is: those soft ones are afraid of firm ones, arbitrary ones are afraid of desperate ones, desperate ones……well, he might be afraid of the shamelss me.
Alright, you wanna play, then I’ll play with you o(>_<)o
Dancing, small case o(>_<)o, I’ve learnt my school gymnastic movements too !
He can stray back and forward, I can’t. I’m know for my poor coordination. I learnt to stand up at 1, but if someone runs in front of me, I’ll fall without anyone touching- -
But I’ve learnt the gym movements! In PE lessons!
  Stretch hands, take steps with my feet, stretch my arms…..my PE teacher taught me so, and I think I do a pretty good job XD

  In fact, a p r e t t y  g o o d  j o b.

  Because~~
His lips raised~he sublimed~his Majesty was pleased~he…hehehehe, his smile bloomed so rampantly opposite me.
  Looking through the rather light-coloured sun glasses, with the aid of the strong stage lights, I see that his small eyes were actually shining, it’s just that he was smiling so I could only see slits…thank  Jesus Christ the lord.

```` Ah~Vitas smiling sweet~smiling sweet~like flowers that bloom in spring, bloom in spring, ah, smiling sweet, ah Vitas smiling sweet~ (note 5)
  [spectators: whack! Whack! whack whack, whack! Who asked you to sing?! Speak!]

[T_T messaging my wounds and continue to speak…]
  That, that what, in any words, he was simply that delighted
If only the accompaniment was too loud, probably even Pudovkin could hear his laughter…..[point fingers]

But DIVA didn’t care how much fun the Elf Vitas was having with a human, they continue to work and perform. Soon the middle stanza began. He had been helding the mic since he took it on stage, so naturally I wouldn’t publicly fight for something with the sublimed V.

Probably had enough of fun, the Sublimed V start singing like a nice boy: “Sellluga…”(note 6)
Me: “liubov shranit~”[I though…why were the lyrics nor right?= =Did the Sublimed V forget them?] 
The Sublimed V: “ah Biajit、Sellluga——” 
Me：“liubov shranit~”[no, just not right~Dima didn’t teach me these] 
The sublimed V：“Selllga——”[his expression which just turned right changed again……] 
Me: “liubov shranit……！！！！！！！！”[I realized!!why always me to sing this line!!Death Glare!!] 
The sublimed V：“Ah~Bia~j~Sel~lu~Ga~~~~~~~~”[elated expression] 
Me：[faked a smile to hide anger……turned around to smile, adjust mood= =] 
The sublimed V：“liubov shra——”[Saw me swinging my head, so laughed, and finished his line, oy, not yet……] 
Me：“NIT！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！！”[My only movement was to lift my head and smile…tears, mommy, I wanna go home, I quit, this dude bullies me, tears] 
  Without saying a word, the intonated rhythm of the part near the end sounded(the part where he acknowledges his audience), the V full of smirk, in 0.3 seconds transferred the mic from his left hand to the right, at the same time grabbed my arm and held it high. I thought the song was finished(tears), so I held my right arm higher to signify its finish.
But….! Everyone has heard the song, there was another part, which there were no lyrics, where he usually just shows himself.
I don’t know what air in me pleased him so much, that he hadn’t had enough even at the end, exploiting this chance to dance with those moves which far exceeded his “crap dance”. Originally I could have stood there waiting for his “thank you” and go down. Well done, I now got to see his special stuck-up dance…
  Oh my god, aren’t you a prince, how could you#$%&$%^* in front of everyone….or are you a juvenile prince….

I consoled myself: this is called innocence.

  Oh no this dude was more and more active, that smirking glance appeared again….i think that he must’ve had roasted duck today so…it can’t be ME who was especially funny=“= 
  I couldn’t help leaning forward to study that swing body—how could you be so flexible?

  The actually laughed at me!! He actually turned around to laugh at me!!

  When I look back at the videos I saw, that not only did he turned around to laugh at me, but with a smirk too….such a jerk….tears…
  I’ve learnt my gym movements too! I shook my hand, giving him a “You can’t do it, look at how its done” gesture. It is true that I know that neck-displacement movement. Hey-hehe! I’ll twist my wrist too~
Before I finished my twist, he pointed the mic at me. Oy! You! That’s deliberate!
  I put down my hand to continue to sing.
Huh? Huh----!!!

He took it away just as I opened my mouth! Tears…
You don’t bully someone like that! Doesn’t this make me incredibly ridiculous…..in any case i AM a lady, for the love of our acquaintance….could you make less fool of me?

With mouth wide open I watched V finish singing the last line which needed not to be sung, luckily, he gave the last two words to me. But I was in such a defeated state that I didn’t know what to sing.

Very delated, V once again instantly changed hands with the mic, grabbed my hand on the way, holding it even higher than before

Of course I knew that he was even higher than before—even his belly was revealing 2 inches.

So, you all know why I cupped my forehead with my hand and was almost to the point of fainting, at the time when there was an elated person, who had finally had enough fun. 

The one with him, does indeed need to be someone sturdy like Sasha~ otherwise it would be easy to obtain internal injuries.

Even someone as strong as Mr P.

Now I knew why Pudovkin strictly asked for a room as far away from him as possible….

Brother P, no need for more words, tears….

So, everyone, not that my words weren’t gentle enough, it’s just that Mr V was way too much out of the norm….

V I love you…V you were so arbitrary!

By the way, I only saw afterwards, that when I cupped my forehead, he was holding my arms, elatedly facing the few thousand empty chairs. When I put down my hand and returned to my normal gesture, he turned smiled, looking at me with a “Wasn’t that fine XD” glance….almost at that instance…..this….god knew whether he pretended to not have seen….when I was that close to him, he didn’t have to turn to see, just like me, who saw his smirk and blooming smile on the edge of my sight…..
In fact, I nearly fell too. As he laid down our hands I was leaning backwards= =this challenged my sporty nerves greatly.
Straying, tried hard to stand up straight; straying, watching V who was equally straying kicking and jumping(I was struck, he was having fun), the only language used, was to poke Mr V’s little belly in legend with my fist, put up my thumb with fatigue to express my deep adoration. He didn’t hesitate either, laughing foolishly performed another Instant Transfer of mic from hands, opened his wings and flew….i mean came close, gave me a tight embrace…..Hehhe, you were truly practical
 
After the hug did I discover, that I still held a gold marker and never realized= =. Now I remembered the photos other fans want signed and the lolly pop, wanted to find a chance to give it to him; they disappeared as soon as he took them….then the hand which took them grabbed me….

Holding the pen, I helplessly pointed in the air to hint for my photos, and my pointing was not well-expressed, so he didn’t understand, and turned to Юля down stage.

I was looking at my Mr Intepretor too~~Dima was outside the security fence and can’t get in. Sigh.
Failure to communicate. Pudovkin who had been watching or recording all the way came towards us.

My heart tightened, I was afraid that the photos won’t get signed. And my lolly pop….

I knew I was suppose to go off now, but I was really reluctant, because…the joint photos of the fans who asked me….i must get them signed… 
  This time, V probably saw through my hard situation. He signified the stairs to me, said a very well pronounced “thank you!”
My heart snapped and fell.
Sorry my two friends.

Can’t do anything else, I turned to leave, but I had my mind on those two photos. Jerk V~didn’t sign and chucked them~Hein!

My lips pushed out, thinking about the fan waiting for the autograph I was a bit angry.

Where did you put the photos…
And gave me such weird lyrics…and asked me to dance such ugly dances…[Tears]

I turned around, gave him a last woeful glance.

So that was how this came from.
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Part 4
===

They were cleared out from the stadium and returned to the rest rooms.

------
Time at the restroom went slow, because it was boring. Therefore there was little worthy of remembering.

After the Bird and the Doll, Vitas returned to his dressing room. Юля came in with orders from Vitas his Majesty to ask whether there was food such as hamburgers to be sent to him, and she said: “Vitas says he wants Roasted Duck.” After confirming that there are no hamburgers, the staff said “no food allowed in the dressing room” without further ado[this stoned me]. Юля paused, and with great vigour added : “Why?!”[the reaction of my beauty!!]. With even greater vigor the staff replied “This is a rule”[I was in total respect and admire(note 7)]. Even so, the staff still rang to ask for sandwiches to be prepared, hehe XD. As for roasted duck…no way, for sure. 1 hour before the concert, evey staff was busy and on fire, only you, Mr V was idle, who has time to get roasted duck for you….!
Юля walked in again to ask for more lights—the dressing room wasn’t bright enough. Poor Danya, how much difficulty have you endured during the China Tour? The discussion of the staff ended with, sending out someone to buy lamps…
  Юля walked in again to press on the food, and “why are the lamps not here yet.”
Юля walked in again with a sealed plastic bag with 2 paper bags, a hamburger and a sandwich. She pushed these high calorie food in front of the staff, calmly said : “Vitas said, he does not eat this. He wants lunch box.(note 7)”
  Pop.

That was the sound of my sweat drops landing on the floor.

Юля stepped out in her matching dress and high heels.

Leaving me with a jaw dropped wide.
  The organizer was probably glad. “Doesn’t that make things easy if he wants that”~ “he was easy to serve” ~ “Li, get him a few more!!!!!” The staff called Li grabbed 5 dish 5 rice boxes and walked away smiling. I don’t know who ended up eating them empty. 
  Юля walked in again to pass V’s reply to the manager’s request for a joint photo. “Vitas said, if he can play table tennis at the hotel, then yes, if not, then no.” Just as I relocated my jaw it dislocated again. Some male staff said where on earth do we find a place for table tennis just stop him at the gate and take it [ie. Take it whether he wants to or not]
  My sense of justice annoyed me, I deliberately said loudly “what is this? How do you respect him like that”. I wanted to make a call, but Mr Interpreter stoppedme.

 
 Waiting waiting I keep waiting, Юля asked for my seat numberagain. The organizer told me I was to go on with flowers, the audience was gathering, the noise was getting louder. Estimating that Somebody was preparing to get on, I walked to the restroom to take a glance of Somebody.

 In the corridor, the body guards in black huddled for while, and the prince finally walked out….

Ah ppft, prince my ass, that was KOSEIDON! Just without the helmet….

In the centre of 10 guards or so walked towards me the Koseidon, whose costume glow with rolling “Vitas” tags, scarred. As my mind went blank, the Koseidon walked pass me.

Oh my god, V I love you~V you are so arbitrary

I swear I mean it.

Because I believe, that only you can write your name all over your body, yet walk in such a kingly maner.
Of course, apart from him. (note 9)
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  Since a very young age, I get nervous under attention, and my level of nervousness is proportional to the number of people present. I didn’t want to sit out there early to attract eyes, I wasn’t that calm. I stayed in the restroom until a few minutes before the concert started—actually I’d be right to call it to “hide”—that red dress didn’t look like a pure audience’s. You saw nothing..you saw nothing…luckily the flowers aren’t here yet, otherwise I would be egged. Crawled to my seat—someone occupied it.
Poked them, told them that this is my seat, they gave me a completely incomprehensive glance.

This time, Mr Interpreter leisurely spat out “Are we at the front or he back?”  
！！！！！！  
 Why didn’t you warn me earlier!!!
You’re not innocent even if I killed you!!  
Lead me to clear the others like now!!
Ran away….
I..I…I…awkwardness!!  
  
I heard afterwards that, in every concert someone would get lost. This united phenomenon was probably due to V’s influence, so I count as one this time, sigh.

Found my seat, the revealing nature of the dress attracted my neighbours to squint at me…I didn’t see anything, I didn’t see anything.

Just as I covered my shoulders, the lights darkened.

  I don’t want to talk much about the content. My eyes are never like a DV, and forget them as I watch. Many people have described everything about his songs, in any case. I only remember that the audience around me surprised me, they actually clapped vigorously. The introduction and someone’s bright beautiful mixed together, the passion of the people around me touched me. Probably I was expecting too little from them.

The opening in 07, I pressed against my chess with shaking arms to prevent my heart from beating too hard. The impression was so deep, to the point that, even long after, I would cry in the shops.

In 08, I covered my mouth, and watched it with tears pouring. My vision of blurred, that I cannot even see hat God under the hood clearly.

And today’s opening, my heart ached, so much that my tears wanted to fall.
My Dear.

Today, so we meet again…

 I’ve forgotten during which song, the staff handed me a big bouquet of flowers. In the loud low drums, she asked me loudly whether I knew when to go and wait, this freaked me out. People beside me looked up and down at me weirdly again. I continue to pretend innocent.

Using DIVA’s intermezzo I put on some lipgloss, patted some sparkly liquid onto my body—to be my make up~I really cannot remove my sight from the stage when V was there….oh DIVA, I’m so sorry.
````  
One song after another, I realized that I wasn’t prepared, that I had been watching him sing and change clothes with a blank mind. Pity. Even afterwards I didn’t remember what emotions I felt…
Soon, the last intermezzo before Bird ended. My consciousness officially went out.
He changed into the familiar double dragon costume, I remembered he was to sing Shores, Homeland and Magnolia—may be in different orders. Remembered that Юля said she’ll ring me before then, so I took out my phone and held it. At this time, it started vibrating.

  Answered it, and of course could hear nothing. Yelled into the speaker “Honey I’m coming~” and hung up, took up my bag and flower, walked through the gaps between the seats in a very high key manner= =
  Beside the synthesizer, Pudovkin was dripping with sweat as he held his little camera. Although the organizer has told the guards “watch to let these two in before the duet”, and I held the staff card and passed the security line, but I didn’t walk forward, instead poked Pudovkin beside him= =.When he turned around I saw his shining eyes. His head flicked side ways, smiling as he point to the stage for me. So I nodded, strutted pass a whole bunch of guards etc, walked to the area beside the security fence. 
New body guard Sasha came from the side of the stage, opened up the fence, and very gentlemanly brought me in, to the stairs beside the stage, then turned to look at the one being protected without expressions. Left me to be nervous alone.

 This time Юля came from backstage, pressed the phone in my hands and tole me to “tell him it’s fine I found you”, I was lost. No idea, took the phone and yelled “I’m ok”, then gave it back to her. What what what’s happening…. 
  Putting down the phone, Юля loudly said(so loud beside the stage), she rang me but didn’t answer, thought she couldn’t fine me. “I was waiting for you backstage, asking you to come”, and pointed back. That too, the big bouquet of flowers were really obvious. However, there was not time nor need to go back there, so asked again, that I don’t matter standing here right?. “Doesn’t matter, here’s fine~”. Finish saying that, Юля turned to said something to Sasha, who nodded seriously, and continued to surveil the one on stage who has gone nuts…probably saying that I was to wait here for V to come down, I thought.
  My Beauty was so nice~~I had to express so again. Probably afraid that I might walk wrongly, said again that just wait for him to come down. After that , she asked whether I was nervous, and told me to not to be afraid, then an attractive hug XD. Then my beauty returned back stage, and left the serious Sasha and a Chinese guard watching the one on stage jumping and singing. To be honest, I didn’t get to listen to these three songs
  My heart was beating fast and was jumping out of my chest. Sasha stood still like a scare crow. And the Chinese guard was smiling friendlily. Had no place to put my staff card, so it was left casually at the security fence. The flowers seem to have gotten heavier, because I felt that I could not hold it= =. Looking around, found that the first row was full of banners, could vaguely see “V” in Cyrillic letters and V’s big head. They were neatly aligned near the section I was in, in the middle there was a sparkling American flag, my heart lifted.

Because I knew, these were our own people~of course, there were those from overseas as well :p
  Thank you, those on the first row. Because of you, I relaxed.

When I thoughts were madly racing, the fatal introduction sounded, and I lost consciousness again.

  
Before the first line I heard “Bulubulu”, at the same time the dancer girls kept the penguin posture, running up and started twisting; but to be honest I didn’t remember at all what they were dancing, because I had not the heart to look. Occupying all my mind was that sparkling brown silhouette, thinking at which line he would come down.

At the second stanza he turned aside and walked towards me, my heart tightened as if someone grabbed it. But he did not come down directly, turned to the section with the American flag and finished singing the second stanza, then turned and walk to the side of the stage.

In this manner, he came close.

In the music that shook the soul, with splendid light, under the gaze of unknown-thousands, he stepped down from his tall stage, looking straight at me, step by step came close.

That was, after all those years of watching you, you, for the first time walked towards me. 
  
  If time ever paused, then it must be in a moment like this.

Chaos framed into an eternal picture, reflected into my eyes, engraved into my heart.

They turned into ever-lasting sculptures on the Wall of Time, shining with lights of memory, and accompanies the owner to spend, perhaps, a live time.

  The first time, when you walked towards me, the noise beside turned into all the memory. I think I could never remember, that visage, that smile, that either tender or comforting glance.
At that moment which finally came, lost all the memories.

Never, never to be retrieved.

“Exiled, I longed for news, from long winter to late spring

More timid I grow closer to home, dare not ask the what I would know.”(note 10)
Because, when those that had been on the mind for too long, forgetting was the only choice. Perhaps only so it could be proven that what beauty was in that moment, only so could the glory of the situation be remembered—only in my memory.
  I only remember, your pretended surprise in expression and gesture when you saw me.

  I only remember, the hug that was almost forgotten as you took the roses.

I only remember, myself just sung and looked down, allowing the one beside me to grasp my hand.

Just walking forward, just walking. As for the others, I really could not think.
 
 The excited smile of the American lady, I was so grateful for her warm and joyful look.
 Many friends on the front rows stood up, some were waving, my heart warmed again.

Yes, this was our victory again, look, this time truly, only we were together—him beside me, me standing here, and all of you in joy.

And in the darker corner, unseen by me nor him, the more of you.

I really knew, we were together

So, thank you. Thank you to the him beside me, thank you to all of you here.

Thank you.

Gone up the stage again, I almost could not remember anything. Not a single picture was in my memory, from looking below from above.

Apart from the smell of leather during that long hug, music played as usual, the hand that touched my hair, and the serenity apart from those.
  Put my head down, didn’t want to look anywhere. Leaning on that shoulder like this, to memorise peacefully.
  Let you grasp my hand to sing together, that song which I had not the heart to sing.

Apart from that, there was nothing.
  Knowing I should turn to leave, but instead opened my hands.

Didn’t know what I was pleading or waiting for, just know that I did not want to leave.
  Didn’t want to leave everything that came after gazing for so long, didn’t want to separate the distance so hardly enclosed.

Therefore, without warning, he drew close suddenly. My arms were grabbed, carefully pressed onto the cheek…a moist kiss.

Heart beats, dropped one--

My dear, goodbye.

Goodbye.

  Took big steps towards the stairs, the heart that had stoned for longs contracted and fell.

  As the feet were stepping, inside I counted…
Goodbye.

Goodbye.

Goodbye.

Goodbye.

  
``` Goodbye.

Goodbye.

Goodbye.

  
Call it a day, call it a day.

Like this, end it.

Goodbye…thank you.
Goodbye, my dear.

Without thinking, taking sturdy steps I walked away, didn’t consider to look back.

Did you still looked at me…
But, I did not want to look back at that last glance

This time, just this time, the only time, let your glance follow me, would that be ok?
After gazing at your back for so long, this was the first, and last, which was owned by me, your glance.

And I, would never know, what it looked like, what it contained. 

Epilogue.
To the Oak by Su Ting-

If I love you – 
I'll never be like a clinging campsis flower
Resplendent in borrowed glory on your high boughs; 
If I love you -- 
I'll never mimic the silly infatuated birds 
Repeating the same monotonous song for green shade; 
Or be like a spring 
Offering cool comfort all year long;
Or a lofty peak
Enhancing your stature, your eminence. 
Even the sunlight, 
Even spring rain, 
None of the these suffice!  
I must be a kapok, the image of 
A tree standing together with you;
Our roots closely intertwined beneath the earth, 
Our leaves touching in the clouds. 
With every whiff of wind
We greet each other 
But no one can 
Understand our words. 
You'll have bronze limbs and iron trunk,
Like knives, swords
And halberds. 
I'll have my crimson flowers
Like sighs, heavy and deep, 
Like heroic torches, 
Together we'll share
The cold tidal waves, storms, and thunderbolts; 
Together we'll share
The light mist, the colored rainbows; 
We shall always depend on each other. 
Only this can be called great love.
Wherein lies the faith, true and deep. 
I love not only your stateliness
But also your firm stand, the earth beneath you.
 
Taken and modified from

http://splendidlove.blogspot.com/2009/02/to-oak-tree.html
	


Note 1, these two lines come from the following originally Russian poem:

Константин Симонов

  Жди меня, и я вернусь.

Только очень жди,

Жди, когда наводят грусть

Желтые дожди,

Жди, когда снега метут,

Жди, когда жара,

Жди, когда других не ждут,

Позабыв вчера.

Жди, когда из дальних мест

Писем не придет,

Жди, когда уж надоест

Всем, кто вместе ждет.

Жди меня, и я вернусь,

Не желай добра

Всем, кто знает наизусть,

Что забыть пора.

Пусть поверят сын и мать

В то, что нет меня,

Пусть друзья устанут ждать,

Сядут у огня,

Выпьют горькое вино

На помин души...

Жди. И с ними заодно

Выпить не спеши.

Жди меня, и я вернусь,

Всем смертям назло.

Кто не ждал меня, тот пусть

Скажет: - Повезло.

Не понять, не ждавшим им,

Как среди огня

Ожиданием своим

Ты спасла меня.

Как я выжил, будем знать

Только мы с тобой,-

Просто ты умела ждать,

Как никто другой.  

Note 2: Little Rabbit is a net name, Old rabbits refer to her parents XD
note 3 : these are the appointed duet fans^o^

note 4 : This Dima refers to her personal interpreter…well..a friend who is professional at Russian

note 5: this is a well-known Chinese folk song

note 6: she said, that after discussion with her intepretor, it was probably Серёша
note 7: this is in a sarcastic sense.

Note 8: This refers to a typical Chinese equivalent of fast food. Usually sold in a white foam box containing rice, meat of some sort and vegetables of some sort. The amount in each is quite substantial. A “Lunch Box” also has the connotation of cheap price, that’s why the fan was surprised (.
Note 9: this is a famous character in an action novel.

Note 10: this is from a Chinese poem.

