Second-Chance Fantasy

In this essay, I will travel back to those embarrassing or injured moments in my early life to alter history. So this is a second-chance fantasy (穿越改命类的爽文) . It’s only focused on some little things. No discussion about crucial life choices. Pure amusing fantasy.

When I was a kid, I once had a lunch with a nearly same-aged girl, a far relative, whose father was a policeman sitting next to me. He teased me, saying, “I’m a policeman and I have guns. Do you fear?” Truly scared, I was frozen and speechless. That girl said with an accent, “He fears. He’s sweating.”

But now I travel back. He says to me, “I’m a policeman and I have guns. Do you fear?” Looking into his eyes with slight make-believe surprise and subtle criticism, I firmly say, “All countries have police, but only China’s is prefixed with ‘People’s’. Because our police serve the people, not fight the people. Why should I fear? By the way, only certain types of police officers who have the proper authorization and firearms qualification can carry guns when on duty, as you certainly know, right?”

When I was a little kid, I once visited a Niuniu Bakery with my mother. There was a cake I wanted, and it was the last one of its kind. But I had no experience saying out my need, or I was hesitating. The result was that a woman came and took it. I started crying. When my mother knew I wanted it, she said, “Why didn’t you say early?”. In the end, to meet my need, the woman agreed to give up half of the cake. It was so nice of her, although I in my vague memory she was not quite willing. It’s still vaguely in my mind the image of the steel knife going down through the middle of the cake. I was happy. According to early official accounts, this was what directly impress on me the importance to use language well and express myself after I learned speaking at 2.

Now I travel back. Of course I can express my want directly and get the cake. But if I travel to the moment when my mother has just said “Why didn’t you say early?”, I may tell her that as a little kid, I haven’t been used to express myself by fluent and firm language.

Another experience was also about cake. It was my 3th birthday*. Nearly all my cousins and their parents came to have a birthday lunch together. One asked me, “Do you want a cake?” I remember clearly that I didn’t want a cake because I thought it was unnecessary or not really tasty. However, when it came to my mind that a child must have a cake on his birthday, I developed an unreasonable but strong desire to have a cake, and burst out when my mother showed her unwillingness to buy one. They all made efforts to deal with my cry, and when a cake came to me, I was relieved.

Now I travel back, with a little psychological knowledge. So I tell them that I don’t really want a cake, but since I’m a 3-year-old child experiencing the Sensitive Period for Order, a birthday without a cake can destroy my world. So please buy one. I might not eat it; you can .
When I was in kindergarten, I was framed by a naughty boy. Once both of us were punished to stand outta the classroom near the door, maybe for not sleeping at noon. There was a desk covered by foam. He began to tear the foam cover into small pieces, and tempted me to do so. I refused. Then he put some pieces in front of me. When the supervisor came, she criticized us two for tearing it. I said I didn’t, but she just said I must have also torn it, with the naughty boy accusing me. I didn’t have a chance to defend myself but the supervisor also didn’t punish me.

But now I travel back. I say, “I must make it clear that I truly didn’t do that, and he is framing me. You have no rights to make judgment with no investigation into the truth. It’s not good to let a little kid wronged.”
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