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Reminiscences Under Autumn’s Lamplight

Chiang T’ an

Ch’ iufu often said to me, A man’s life lasts
only a hundred vears, and of this hundred sleeping and
dreaming occupy one half, days of illness and sorrow
occupy one half, and the days of swaddling clothes and
senile age again occupy one half. What we have got
left is only a tenth or fifth part. Besides. we who are
made of the stuff of willows can hardly expect to live a
hundred years. ”

One day when the autumn moon was at its best. Ch™i-
ufu asked a voung maid 10 carry a ¢k in and accompany
her to a boating trip among the lotus flowers of the West
Lake. I was then returning from the West River. and when
I arrived and found that Ch™ jufu had gone boating, 1
hired a skiff and went after her, We met at the Second

Bridge of the Su Tungp’ o Embankment. when Ch’iufu was
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playing the “ Autumn Lament in Han Palace” . With
my gown gathered in my hands, [ listened to her
music. At this moment, the hills all around were
enveloped in the evening haze. and the reflections of
the stars and the moon were seen in the wa-
ter. Different musical sounds came to my ear so that
I could not distinguish whether it was the sounds of
the wind in the air. or the sounds of jingling
jade. Before the song was completed. the bow of our
boat had already touched the southern bank of the
Garden of Swirling Waters. We then knocked at the
gate of the White Cloud Convent. for we knew the
nuns there. After sitting down for a while, the nuns
served us with freshly picked lotus seeds prepared in
soup. Their color and their fragrance were enough to
cool one’ s intestines, a world different from the
taste of meats and oily  foods. Coming back. we
landed al Tuan”s Bridge, where we spread a bam-
boo matting on the ground and sat talking for a
long time. The distant rumble of the city rather an-

noved our ears like the humming of {lies. Then the
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stars in the sky became fewer and fewer and the lake
was blanketed with a stretch of white vapor. We heard
the drum on top of the city wall and realized that it
was already the fourth watch[about 3 A. M. ] and
carried the ch’ in and paddled the boat home.

One night we heard the noise of wind and rain,
and the pillows and matting revealed the cooler spirit
of antumn. Ch’ iufu was just undressing for the night,
and 1 was sitting by her side and had almost gone
through half of an album of hundred flowers with in-
scriptions that 1 was making. 1 heard several yellow
leaves falling onto the floor beneath the window, and
Ch’ iufu sang the lines:

Yesterday was better than today;

And this year 1 ' m older than the last.

Saddened, 1 said, “One never lives a full hun-
dred years. How can we have time to wipe the tears
for others[the falling leaves].” And with a sigh I
laid aside the painting brush. When the night was
getting late, and Ch’iufu wanted to have something to

drink, 1 found that the fire in the earthen stove had
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already died out, and the maid servants were all fast
asleep, lost in dreamland. I then took the oil lamp on
the table and placed it under the little tea stove, and
warmed up a cup of soup of lotusseeds for her. Ch” iufu
has been suffering from an affection in the lungs for ten
years, and always coughs in late autumn and sleeps
well only when resting on a high pillow. This year,
she 1s feeling stronger, and we often sit face to face
with each other deep into the night. Perhaps it 1s due
to proper care and nourishment.

I made a dress with a plumflower design for
Ch " iufu, with fragrant snow all over her body, and at
a distance she looked like a Plum Fairv standing alone
in a world of mortal beings. In late spring, when her
green sleeves were resting on the balcony, butterflies
would flit about her temples, not knowing that the
season of the Eastern Wind was already gone.

The banana trees that Ch’ iufu planted had
already grown big leaves which cast their green
shade across the screen. To have heard raindrops

beating upon the leaves in autumn when lying inclined
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