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A COPIED LOVE STORY

Fu-ven

I was teaching Chinese 1n a certain school. One day, among
thirty compositons I found one with illegible handwriting.
There was no title, nor was the author’s name given. It seemed
to me that the student who wrote it probably did not grasp
1its full meaning. On the other hand, he was a bit ashamed and
had not the courage to write his name, I read through the
essay quickly and became quite enraged. It was all utter non-
sense! It was a leve story, partly invented, but the greater part
of 1t had undoubtedly been copied from somewhere. How could
such a silly love story be possible, as man is wise and love is
divine?

Angrnly I went over all the compositions and found out at
once who the author was. It was wntten by a sixteen-year old
student. Since he was so young, I felt inclined to forgive him.
Moreover, the style of the story, when compared with that of
the other compositions, was quite fluent. I read it over again
and, to my surprnse, I found that it was not so absurd after all.
There was some meaning to it; there was also something real
about 1t!

The story was as follows:
I

One evening, | was taking a.walk alone in the park near the
school. The moonhght was very bright and the sky was painted
with unnumbered glittering stars. Silence and peace reigned
supreme, and not a single sound was heard. All the trees stood
in perfect silence, casting long shadows upon the ground. The
beautiful roses, drinking the evening dew, stood fair in silvery
light like saintly vestals. Their pure breath sanctified the air and
their fragrance filled the night. This kind of fragrance was not
unfamiliar to me, but it was also quite new to me, I remembered
that 1n a certain book some author described this kind of moon-
light, night and fragrance. O! I see, this was a night of love!
The stars were the images of love! The night was full of poetry!
It was sweet, sweet, and sweet! . ...
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But who was my beloved? I was not certain who she was. . . .
Chin-shu was tolerable, and she had two gold teeth, Her smiling
face was very charming! Chen-ku had a peculiar face, and her
eyes were a little bit too deep. She was terrible to look at, but
lovely too. Hsiuchin’s hair was always untidy. She looked just
like a ghost, but sometimes she also looked like a fairy. A
smile always dimpled Jui-yu’s cheeks. The dimple was too big,
but it was quite interesung all the same. Jui-ying was always
dressed in the height of fashion and Chu-pao looked attractive
with her face all painted up. But, which one should I love best?
Every girl had something that I loved, and yet every one had
something that I did not love. They all seemed very stupid.
They never paid any attention to me. They never gave me a
smile.

It scemed I had no affinity at alll In fact, I did not like
falling in love. “Love is a tempestuous surging passion. Men can
hardly enjoy love.” Moreover, some author has said that being
a husband is very much like being a camel. Ha! I did not
like to be a camel! . . ..

But, while I was thinking this way, the fragrance of the roses
again stirred me. It reminded me that a certain story writer
had said: “The rose is the symbol of love.” Ha, why should
the rose be chosen as the symbol of love? I couldn’t understand!
There were many other beautiful and lovely flowers besides the
rose. Story writers always said things in a strange way. More-
over, what is Love? 1It’s really an unanswerable question. It
could only be felt.

T’ing-wen presented Li-ying with a rose every day. [ took
it for granted that this was good proof showing that the rose was
the symbol of love. On the other hand, it could become an
inconvenience to those who had no sweethearts. For instance,
the other day I plucked a rose without any purpose, It was
simply because I liked the rose. A classmate paid special attention
to me, asking: “Are you going to present the rose to your
sweetheart? Who is she?” I could hardly bear it. Ha' How
could I pluck any more roses if I could find no one to love? . ..

Yes, “Love is a mystery!” I should like to have such an
adventure. At the same time [ was afraid to have such’ an
experience. It was said that every young person would fall in
love with some one some day. I believed it and I waited for
its coming. . . . -
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II.

Thus meditating deeply 1 beheld, all of a sudden, a figure
standing under the willow tree. It cast a long shadow on the
ground. The figure began to move toward me. How terrifying
it was! .. '

“Is that Mr. Chen?” uttered a girl’s voice, which was not
unfamibar to me. U recogmized 1t at once. [t was that lass,
Chin-shu.

“Is that Miss Chow?”

“Yes! Why are you walking alone in the garden?” She
stepped a little forward.

She was dressed 1n a white coat and a black skirt. She looked
more beautiful than ever under the moonlight. She gave me a
sweet smule, exposing her gold teeth! She addressed me 1n a
very gentle way, as if she had some purpose in her mind. I
began to suspect her, for she was one of those who had .never
paid me any attention or smiled at me But at the moment
she became quite intimate with me. She smiled and stood
beside me. We stood close together,—no, her clothes already
touched mme! My heart began to beat very rapidly. My head
grew dizzy, stupefied by the world of beauty around me, and I
half believed I was the dupe of an exquisite dream. I felt that
sometthing unexpected was going to happen.

“Mr. Chen, let me present you with a flower. . . . ” She
suddenly turned around, plucked a rose and handed it to me.
I accepted 1t, with my heart beating more rapidly. I didn’t know
what I should say to her. I remaimned silent for a httle while.
Then, remembering some story I had read a long time ago, I
pressed the rose agamnst my lips and kissed 1, saying, “Rose,
you are so beautiful” I also plucked a rose and presented it to
her as a token of love. When I gave 1t to her, she grasped my
hand.

“Do....you....love....me?” she asked shyly.

I trembled from head to foot. How should 1 answer her?
There was no time for consideration. I only lowered my head,
asking: “How about you?”

“I....love....you....”
“I love you . . . . t00,” I said 1n a bashful tone.
IIL.

Thus our love began. But, as we were too young, we did
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not know what we should do next. For a long while we
remained speechlcss then we remembered all the things the
lovers should do in a love story; we kissed and embraced each
other. . . . Truly, when her lips pressed mine, I forgot all else.
We wanted kisses as we would never want anything else in all
of this life. . . .

Then we sat closely together on the stone bench. “Speak low,
if you speak of love.” So we talked in whispers. We talked
about many things, about our future, about our school-mates,
about our school, and finally about our love.

“When did you begin to love me, my darling?” she asked,
caling me her “darling.” .

“Beginning from that day . . . dearest”, I replied, as if I was
reciting a story. “Beginning from that very instant . . . .
when . . .. for the first time . . . . I saw you walking in the

porch. Your glistening gold teeth and your smiling face
captivated the. Ever since that time I could not forget you.
Then I loved you all the more. I will love you always and
forever, I love you so much. . 7 I was thinking carefully
when I answered her in a low voice. I held her hand.

“Will you forget me in the future?”

“Never, never!” T said, as if I was reciting some essay, “The
sun may grow cold and the earth may perish, but our love will
never diet”

She felt happy, I felt happy, and we both felt happy. We
were born to be a happf pair.

By and by the moon climbed higher, shedding forth her
silvery beams. The night was more serene, and the air more
balmy. Every thing seemed to be slumbering. The garden was
at this moment a paradise of tranquil repose. Only the stars
twinkled, as if they were jealous of our love. The roses still
filled the air with their perfume, as if they wanted to make our
love more romantic. It was indeed a night of love! It was
indeed a night of poetry!

We talked a great deal. We felt greatly obliged to the story
writers, for we had done everything they taught us in the stories.
We had done everything, and we felt satisfied.

It was about mid-night when she returned by the way she
came. She was very beautiful under the moon. That was all
I could say. I was not able to describe 1t! We forgot to bring
back our roses. It seemed that we need not trouble ourselves
to cherish those roses, since our love had already become a
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success. . . .
The beginning of my love story ended here. In short, I have
understood the meaning of love. It’s really all very interesting!
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A GOOD MAN

Pa CHin

During my boyhood days, I seldom remembered past events.
But as I grew older, I could remember more and more everyday,
as if the things of the past were worth recalling. I may say that
I am not living for the enjoyment of the present world—in which
there 1s scarcely anything that I can chensh for long—but rather
for the enjoyment of the memories of the past.

When 1 was in school, my eyes seemed to be tightly bound
with a bandage. I could see only a very small part of the wide
world: flowers and the sunshine of spring. And I thought the
world was extremely beautful.

Then at a certain fixed ime, I found myself detached from
the school. From all accounts, I was to enter society. So I
began seceing a different view of the world. The bandage was
gradually slipping off from my eyes, and the world changed even
more for me. I saw dirt; I saw tears. I saw darkness. All this
because [ had entered socety.

My mode of lLiving also changed. 1 was so totally different
from what 1t used to be. The things that I had laboriously learnt
1n school were quite useless. I began to acquire a new kind of
education—the practical education 1n life.

The first step 1n this education was to do my utmost to unlearn
what I had learnt in school. Then it was that I began to regret
having burnt so much midnight oil. What I regretted even more
was that I had once gone abroad, and so increasing my stock
of matenals for recollections.

wRegardless of whether I succeed or not, there is the daiy routine
that had to be carried out: flattering the superiors, supervising
the inferiors, playing cards, attending theaters, drinking and eat-
ing. In other words, I have to smile to certain people, and pull
a long face before others, to invite and be invited. Not that I
am mterested in them myself, but I am bound to do all that.

When I was studying in the muddle school in my native pro-
vince, I once heard a speech by a renowned tuchun- (military
governor.) The sentences that impressed me most were: “Behave
yourself like a good man: then and only then you can have food
—so, students, make this your ideal in life.” Like a number of
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