


The Young Couple

Their 8th wedding anniversary was fast approaching, and Bamboo was hoping to celebrate this special day with a nice dinner at a restaurant, a Broadway show afterward, and then a midnight snack at a café, just like the way they spent their nights on the town before they got married. But, looking into her purse, she found that she only had enough cash to last till the next paycheck. So, she had no choice but to scrap the nice plan and just bake a chocolate cake instead. The cake would be delicious and sweet; and with eight red candles on top, it would signify their eight years of married life. 

They met in New York City. She was a new arrival in town. Through the grapevine, she learnt that there was an all female dormitory just west of Broadway that offered safe housing for single women. Actually, it was a charitable establishment occupied mostly by old pensioners and widows on welfare. For a minimum amount of rent, the tenant would get a 5 by 8-foot room that she could call her own. The room had only a cot and a desk,  nothing else; not even a chest of drawers or a closet to put away her personal belongings. There was a communal bathroom on each floor, a telephone booth that only allowed the occupants to receive outside calls; but they had to go downstairs to the phone booth in the main lobby to make outside calls. The female superintendent was a retired colonel; the two cooks were recovered alcoholics who could not stop the trembling of their hands. The elevator operator was a mentally challenged giant. 

Living in such a place would be enough to drive anyone into depression, but it just happened that, in the span of just half a year, five young women from Taiwan had moved into this dormitory. They were full of laughter; they ate together, joked among themselves and made a lot of noise. The colonel often called them into the office and lectured to them about etiquette, about being demure. Bamboo was the only girl who was never called in by the colonel to be reprimanded. 

Jade, the beauty of the group, could never stop laughing or making jokes, so it was no wonder that she got called into the colonel’s office most often. 

“Bamboo, it’s not fair that you are never called into the office; you are as noisy and loud as everybody else! So you should go to the colonel and confess.”

Bamboo only laughed at her, “Don’t be a sourpuss; you talk too much and laugh too loud.”

Shrimp was impatient with their quarrel. “Will you stop already? Bamboo, two members of the rat pack will be here later tonight; do you want to meet them?”

“No, thanks.” 

 Bamboo had heard about this group of young Taiwanese men; actually she had met one of the guys just a couple of days before. He was fortyish, with balding head, slanting eyes, and non-existent eyebrows. His whole face was so pale and flat that it looked as if a roller had smoothed out his doughy features.

Shrimp laughed, “Don’t write them off just yet; some of them are young, some of them are old; some are tall, some are short.  Wait till you have met all of them.”

That night, the bell in her room rang; so Bamboo went to the telephone booth at the end of the corridor, and picked up the receiver. 

“Bamboo, there are two gentlemen here to see you.”

She had nothing better to do anyway; so she went downstairs to meet the guys.

“Bamboo,” Shrimp introduced, “Ah Ping and Ah Long.”

She looked at the two; one was short and cute, like a white rat in the lab; the taller one had a full head of black hair, thick eyebrows and large, expressive eyes. 

“Are you Ah Long?” She asked the one with the huge eyes.

“Nope, I am Ah Ping.”

“Have we met? You look familiar.”

“Not that I know of.” He laughed.

“I must have seen you somewhere before.” She insisted.

He grinned, but didn’t contradict her.

Afterwards, she realized that although she did not know him, she did know about him, because Shrimp would not stop talking about him. She knew that he was an engineer and he was loaded. He was generous with his money when he went out with girls.  He also changed girl friends regularly.

After they were gone, Shrimp asked her, “So, what do you think?”

“Ah Ping is good looking.”

“He is quite a charmer, isn’t he? But don’t be fooled by him; he is a guy with mischievous intentions.”

A few days later, a Friday, Shrimp said, “Ah Ping is having a dance party in his apartment tomorrow night; all five of us are invited, so we can all go together after dinner.”

“I am not going; I can’t even dance,” Bamboo said.

“Dummy! How can you NOT go! The dance is a welcome party for YOU! Don’t you know you are the only new face in town? If he does not court you, who else is there? If you have enough guts, you should go and see what he is up to.”

Shrimp was right; what was there to lose? So she went. 

Ah Ping was very charming and attentive, he insisted on teaching her how to dance. Bamboo tried to follow his instructions; she put her left hand on his right shoulder, but it was so broad that her hand kept slipping off.

She said, “This is boring, I can’t get the hang of it; so don’t bother inviting me next time.”

Ah Ping laughed, “Who would want to invite you to a dance anyway? I will take you to a movie instead.”

“I am not going,” Bamboo was adamant about it.

“Why not? What are you afraid of?  I will invite dozens of others, so you won’t be alone with me.”

Then Saturday came. After dinner, Shrimp and Jade went to the parlor to play chess; the other girls just hung around and watched the game.

After a while, Bamboo said, “It’s almost 8 o’clock, time to go change.”

“We are not going anywhere, we have no date tonight.”

“But, didn’t Ah Ping invite all of us to see a movie at the Radio City?” Bamboo was confused.

“You are so gullible!” Ruby laughed at her,” He tricked you! Don’t go.”

Bamboo didn’t know what to do; she hesitated, she lingered awhile; finally she made up her mind and went upstairs to change. Then she waited.

When he showed up, he was all alone. He was wearing a tan trench coat, looking very handsome.

“Where is the rest of the rat pack?” She looked around.

“Oh, they don’t want to bother.”

“So, it‘s just you and me?” 

“You are right; I am the only one who doesn’t mind taking you out.” He said gallantly.

During the movie, Ah Ping held her hand tight; playing with her fingers; she tried to loosen his grip, but he wouldn’t let go.

“If you don’t let go of my hand, I am going to leave the theater right now.”

He seemed not to hear her threat and continued to hold her hand. She wanted to pinch him hard, to make him scream. But, this was their first date after all; she should be more ladylike, and not behave like a ferocious tigress. For almost two hours, she struggled silently; annoyed at him.

Finally, the movie was over; and the stage show began. Several dozens of young, beautiful girls came on stage, clad in skimpy outfit, wearing high heel shoes, they started kicking their shapely legs in such unison that she was in awe. It was incredible!

“They are all graduates of the Naval Academy; that‘s where they got their training.” Ah Ping commented.

Bamboo ignored him; but asked him instead, “Have you ever been in the armed forces after you graduated from college?”

“Sure, I was in the Air Force; in the artillery unit. I was a captain; but the soldiers gave me a nickname; they called me “the civilian””.

“Why?”

“Because I didn’t look like an officer; I was more like a civilian,” he explained. 

A week later, another Friday, as she was getting out of the subway station, she realized that it was snowing heavily; it turned everything white. This was the first time in her life that she saw the falling snow and it was such a spectacular sight. Her heart was bursting with wonder and happiness. As she walked along the street, she stuck her tongue out to lick the snow flakes.

“You can lick the snow anywhere else, but not in New York City; it will give you a stomach ache.” It was Ah Ping.

“You scared me! Do you get off work at this time everyday?”

“Nah, I have been waiting at the street corner for quite a while; do you see my ears? They are all red and frozen! So, I was thinking, if you don’t show up soon, I will have to find some other girl to have dinner with me.”

“I have meal plan at the dorm; I don’t need you to take me to dinner.”

“Yeah, but I happen to know that they serve fishcakes at your dinning hall every Friday, and you hate fishcakes.”

They went to a nearby Chinese restaurant; the captain greeted him as if they were old buddies.

After they were seated, she asked curiously, “Are you a regular customer here?”

“I eat here every night.”

“What a waste,” She frowned.

“Hey, I might as well spend all I have now; after I am married, who knows if there will be enough to go around.”

The captain came over to talk to him, “Mr. Li, we are looking for a cashier, can you ask around and see if there is anyone interested in the job? We pay two dollars an hour.”

“No problem, I will send someone here by tomorrow night.”

After dinner, Bamboo said, “I need to earn some money for next year’s tuition; so can you introduce me to the captain?”

“No way am I going to let you take the job.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want you to take the job,” He explained, “because you are not a suitable choice.”

Of course she wouldn’t hear of such a lame excuse, and insisted that he got her the job. So, the following Monday, she went on duty as a cashier. But after just one day, she quit. She was so distressed at the way those people at the restaurant treated her, ordered her around, as if she were a servant. And at mealtime, she had to carry a plate to the kitchen, as if she were begging for food. That night, after she got back to the dorm, she couldn’t stop crying.

When Ah Ping heard about her ordeal, he was not sympathetic at all, “I told you not to take the job, didn’t I?”

Whenever he came to see her, he either showed up too early, or too late; but never on time. One evening, he had promised to come at 8; but he didn’t show up until 9. Bamboo was really fed up; she went downstairs and gave him a piece of her mind; then went back upstairs. She was determined not to go out with him that night.

But after ten minutes or so, she couldn’t stand it any longer, so she went downstairs again. Luckily, Ah Ping was still there; he had a nonchalant ease with him as if nothing had happened.

“Let’s go,” she said, feeling a bit shy, a bit embarrassed.

“Let’s go to the Arabian Night.”

They got in the taxi and sped toward the Lower Manhattan. It turned out that this Arabian Night was a night club where the showgirls performed belly dance.

The entrance fee was quite exorbitant; but one was allowed to have three free drinks. They ordered Old-fashioned; it was very good. But after only one drink, he was all red in the face. Bamboo had very high tolerance for liquor; she downed three drinks and didn’t feel any ill effect at all.

Then the dancer went on the stage, she gyrated her hips, swayed her bosom, and simply moved every part of her body in different directions. Then she came down the stage and showed off her navel to the male customers.

Ah Ping said to her, “As soon as that belly dancer goes back on the stage, I will kiss you.”

Bamboo panicked; she had never been kissed before. She watched with apprehension as the dancer shimmied her way back onto the stage.

Just at that moment, Ah Ping leaned over and kissed her! Maybe the cocktail she imbibed did have some impact on her? All she knew was, she felt fine with the world. 

The following morning, she came upon Shrimp in the dinning hall.

“Where did Ah Ping take you last night?”

Bamboo replied, “We went to see belly dancing.”

“Oh, the Arabian Night? He took me there before; so he is playing the same old tune again,” Shrimp laughed.

Bamboo wanted to ask her if Ah Ping had kissed her at the night club; but somehow the words got stuck in her throat, she couldn’t get them out.

Ah Ping took her to see numerous movies, but he wouldn’t leave her alone to enjoy what was shown on the screen. It was clearly a waste of money; they couldn’t even remember the titles of those movies, let alone the plots.

Ever since they started dating, Bamboo no longer had to eat fishcakes on Friday anymore. In fact, she never used her meal plan on weekends. 

“We eat out so often,” Bamboo was quite unhappy, “one of these days you will go broke.” 

“That’s quite all right; all I need to do is find a wealthy wife; she will bring loads of dowry; and I will be set for life.”

Bamboo was unsettled by his scheme; when she got back to the dorm, she checked the passbook of her savings account. She only had $300 dollars under her name; how could she qualify as a rich girl? She felt crushed.

But he called her at the office in the daytime, and visited her in the dorm at night; she was becoming absent-minded. She thought she was walking on the clouds.

Shrimp tried to warn her, “You have to protect yourself, you can’t get serious with him; I know him well.”

Ruby also advised her, “Don’t pay attention to him; you should  save some money and go back to graduate school in the fall; get your degree and find a nice, reliable young man.”

Even Jade, her bosom buddy, tried to douse her ardors. “Ah Ping is unscrupulous; he holds his partner so very tight when he dances.”

Even Minnie had something to add, “You really have to watch out; when he looks at a girl, his eyes seem to speak volumes. He makes you think that you are the center of his universe! Remember last time we went bowling? He was so easygoing, so attentive; he even volunteered to teach me. But yesterday, when I saw him at the subway station, he couldn’t even remember who I was!”

Bamboo locked every word they said in her heart; she felt miserable.

One night, Ah Ping told her, “Let’s go to my place.”

She froze; she wanted to say no, but couldn’t find a good excuse. So they went back to his apartment.

Ah Ping said to her, “I have a large bottle of Coke in the fridge, would you like some?”

She sat straight on the sofa, not uttering a word, only shook her head.

He threw a sidelong glance at her, but didn’t insist. He went into the bedroom and changed into a clean shirt. Then they went to a restaurant for dinner.

A week later, he said again, “Let’s go to my place.”

“Do you have to change your shirt again?” She asked suspiciously.

“No, I made some sweet bean soup last night and put it in the fridge. I thought you might like to try some.”

“I am not hungry,” she said hastily, “Besides, I don’t like sweet bean soup.”

He laughed. “You are so guarded; don’t you trust me? I am a gentleman, not a scoundrel, you know.”

She blushed deeply; not knowing how to respond. After a while, she managed to mutter a few words, “All my girl friends are dead against my going out with you; they say you are a playboy…”

He sighed, “They all misjudged me; I believe a guy should treat a girl with respect and courtesy; but that doesn’t mean I am in love with every girl I meet.”

“But Shrimp said you also took her to the Arabian Night and other places.”

Ah Ping laughed. “Next time you have a chance, ask her if I have ever taken her out alone; ask her if I have ever dated her.”

They were together everyday; she felt that she was so influenced by him that she was losing her own identity. They were very different in their tastes; he was an engineer; she studied liberal arts; he liked sports; she hated them; she loved classical music, he only cared for light music; he only read engineering books and romance novels, she loved classic literature. So, she decided to do something about it. One evening, when he came to see her, she gave him a slim volume of Chinese poems written by Li Po, the famous poet from Tang Dynasty. When he realized what it was, he hastily handed it back to her.  

“Don’t even try to educate me; my brain cannot absorb any poetry”, he confessed.

He often took Bamboo to the Germantown on the East Side; the night clubs there played old German dance music; they were familiar tunes, very lively and beautiful.

“If someone comes over and wants to invite you to a dance, you should just tell him that you are tired and want to rest.”

Bamboo wanted to laugh; who in the world would want to invite her to a dance? Especially those blue dyed, blond haired Germans, all they could see was this Asian girl who was so plain, so skinny and so shapeless that she got the nickname “Bamboo” from her friends?

But he was very paranoid about it; every time they went there he would reminded her not to accept any invitation from a stranger.

Bamboo was intrigued; she had to ask Ah Long, “How come Ah Ping keeps reminding me not to dance with those white guys?”

Ah Long grinned mischievously, “Didn’t you know? Couple years ago, Ah Ping dated a Spanish girl, they were inseparable. After a while, the girl got really serious and wanted to marry him. But how could Ah Ping marry her? She was a barbarian! With her fair skin, her blue eyes and blond hair, how could he take her back to Taiwan and introduce her to his parents?  

“After that encounter, Ah Ping got so scared that he steered clear of white women.”

One night, they went to Germantown again and danced until two in the morning. Back in the dorm, she bumped into Shrimp in the hallway. 

“Where could you have gone at this odd hour?” Shrimp asked her, disapprovingly.

“Ah Ping took me dancing.”

“Did you go to Germantown?” Shrimp said wearily, “We went there last year.”

“Oh, just the two of you?”

Shrimp frowned; hesitated a little, then answered vaguely, “To tell you the truth, I can’t remember; maybe we went with some other people.”

Bamboo smiled with relief. “I am sure it’s more fun to go there with a lot of people.”

She had thought that she was in seventh heaven; she never dreamt that she would fall back on earth in such a fashion. For five days, she did not see Ah Ping; did not hear from him. He just vanished. Bamboo waited and waited, but the telephone never rang. She felt like she was gravely ill. If she could suffer silently, then she might be able to endure it; but at mealtime, she had to face all her friends.

Shrimp said maliciously, “He is beating a hasty retreat.”

Ruby informed her,” Who says he is not around? I saw him in the subway last night! He was all smiles and sent his best regards to everyone!”

Minnie consoled her, “Just forget about him, will you? Last night that young man from NYU came to see you, but you didn’t even bother coming downstairs! What a heartless girl! Are you still hoping that Ah Ping will show up again?”

Jade, her best friend, came to her room and asked, “What are you going to do now?”

Bamboo said despondently, “I think I will apply to a graduate school in California; I might as well go far, far away; and leave this whole mess behind.”

“That is not a bad idea; but if you really want to go away, you have to take action now, otherwise you won’t be able to enroll in September.”

“But I don’t even have a typewriter, how can I fill up the application form?”

“Call Ah Ping and ask him if you can borrow his typewriter.”

“What do you mean? You want me to call him?” Bamboo was almost in tears, “I would rather die!”

“Just treat him as a casual friend; what’s the harm of asking him to lend you a typewriter?”

Bamboo pondered for a long time; she waited until the dorm was quiet and still, then she went down the five flights of stairs to the main lobby, hid in the telephone booth and dialed.

“Hello?” It was Ah Ping who answered; she had thought that he would be out dating a new girl. 

“This is Bamboo.”

“Hi, Bamboo! I have been sitting next to the telephone for five nights, waiting for you to call! What took you so long?”

“What do you mean!?” All her misery and despair had turned to rage in an instant. 

“Don’t be so mad,” he laughed, “I have been pampering you all this time; I went to see you every day, but you have never shown any appreciation; on the contrary, you only glared at me for being late. Ah Long says I am a nitwit, because no matter if it snows, or rains or if the wind is blowing hard, I always show up at your door.”

“Are you trying to get even?”

“Get even for what? All I am trying to find out is how long can you live without me.”

She banged the telephone down without saying another word. As she was climbing up the stairs, she wanted to cry, and she wanted to laugh.

Before she got to the door, she could hear the bell ringing in her room. She rushed to the telephone booth to answer. It was Ah Ping.

“Hey, Bamboo, why did you call me anyway?”

She was no longer angry. “I only wanted to borrow your typewriter.”

“What for?”

“I am going to apply to a graduate school in California.”

“You want to go back to school?” He was truly surprised.

“You think I am going to stay in New York and rot?”
“Why don’t you just marry me? You can cook and do the laundry for me.”

He was proposing to her! She felt so weak in the knees that she had to crouch on the floor.  It was so incredible! She was so happy she wanted to cry. 

But after a while, she started thinking, was he sincere or was he just joking?

She stood up and asked impatiently. “Are you going to lend me your typewriter or not?” 

“Okay, Okay, I will come over right away.”

He showed up promptly; with a black case in his hand.

“Let’s go for a walk,” he said.

They went to a nearby café, chose a table in the far corner, and ordered coffee and cakes. They sat there all night, whispering to each other until the café was closing.

At breakfast the next day, she wanted so much to ask Shrimp if Ah Ping had ever proposed to her; but she could not find the courage to utter the words.

So they went back to the old routine; he called her in her office during the day; he came to see her at night; Bamboo was so distracted that she thought only of him during the day, dreamt about him during the night. 

One night, as they were strolling along the Hudson River, he said, “You know you are so attached to me that there is no way I can detach myself. I know I am destined to take care of you in this life, there is no escape.”

She felt so insulted that she sneered at him, “Who is trying to escape? I will never marry you!”

“Okay, no need to get so worked up. If you don’t want to marry me, I am not going to force you. As a matter of fact, I love to stay single; it is more fun; besides, I have not yet given up my ambition to marry a rich girl.”

He came every night; as a result, no other young men would call on her any more. 

“Your suitors, they don’t even understand the advantage of proximity.”

“What are you talking about? “She asked suspiciously.

“I won’t let other men have a chance to come near you; so in the end, you have no choice but to marry me.”

“I will not marry you.”

“You won’t marry another man; don’t you think I know?” He said with such confidence.

They strolled along Broadway, they walked in the Central Park, they promenaded along the Hudson River; she always slipped her hand through the hook of his arm. Ah Ping said to her, “Marry me, will you? If I were heartless enough to let you go and marry a rich girl; what would become of you? Would you be drowned by your own tears?”

Whenever they went to a restaurant, he always ordered her favorite dishes.

“You’d better marry me; where else can you find a more thoughtful man?”

He was playful and he liked to tell jokes; he made her laugh. 

“If you marry me, your life will be filled with laughter.” He said.

She was tired of the tedious routine of her job.

“If you marry me, you can quit your job right away.”

In the cold wintry wind, her hands were freezing, so he bought her a pair of gloves; then he kissed her and said, “Marry me and you won’t feel cold.”

He took her everywhere; taught her how to row a boat, how to bowl; how to watch football and baseball games. 

“Marry me, and I can teach you a lot of new things.”

When it rained, he held the umbrella for her; when the wind blew hard, he held her in her arms. All these gave him reasons to ask her for her hand. Gradually, she was convinced that she would marry him one day. Funny thing was, she could never tell if he was just joking or serious. Besides, he never gave her any chance to respond to his proposals. He only proposed when they were stepping into an elevator, when a waiter was bringing a dish to their table, when they were crossing a busy intersection on the street… 

One night, they were still roaming on the streets at 2 o’clock. When they reached her dorm, Ah Ping suddenly held her tight in his arms.

“Whenever I am with you; I feel happy and content; when you are gone, I feel so empty.”

Bamboo was so moved by his words that she was ready to marry him on the spot. But, he didn’t propose. He just turned and left.

It was a cold night in February, they had known each other for almost half a year; and he had been proposing to her for the last two months. 

It was snowing, and the wind was howling; they were in his apartment, listening to the music. He sighed, “If we were married, I wouldn’t have to take you home in such a stormy night.”

She said shyly, “Why don’t you ask your parents to go visit my mom and ask for her approval?”

He was so shocked that he almost fell off the sofa. “What did you say?”

“I want your parents to visit my mom and ask for her approval!” she was so mortified that she was ready to burst into tears. But Ah Ping only added fuel to the flame, “Are you serious? Are you willing to marry me? So soon?”

She burst into tears. “You propose to me every day, but you are not sincere at all, you are just making fun of me!”

She ran into the bathroom and locked the door. Ah Ping was aghast; he panicked; he pounded on the bathroom door.

“Bamboo, will you come out now? You choose a date and we will get married.”

She did not respond.

“I will go buy an engagement ring first thing in the morning; you can come and help me make the selection.”

He stood outside the bathroom door for a long time, apologizing profusely.

Finally, she opened the door. “You never took me seriously.”

Ah Ping put away his playful manner and seemed very sincere. “I was earnest and sincere every time I proposed, but you never encouraged me, never even acknowledged my request. Yesterday, when I asked you to marry me, you pretended that you didn’t even hear me. Now, all of a sudden, you said yes. How can you blame me if I don’t know how to react? ”

That night, they decided that they would get engaged.

The following night, Ah Ping went to her dorm and asked all her girl friends to come downstairs. There, in front of everyone, he announced their engagement and asked all of them to attend the wedding. Of course, no one believed him; they thought he was just pulling their legs.
Bamboo stood next to him, and smiling sweetly, she reassured her girl friends that they were indeed engaged to be married.

Shrimp just stared, as if in a daze. “I can’t believe it, I can’t believe it.”

Jade came to her room and said quietly, “Even though you are engaged to him, you still have to be on your guard, just in case.”

“I understand.”

After their engagement, Ah Ping kept buying her presents; Bamboo laughed at him, “Why bother giving me gifts?  I am going to marry you anyway.”

“You don’t understand; now that we are engaged, everything I give you will become part of your dowry, so, for me, it’s a win-win situation.”

They had chosen a date in mid July for their wedding. But one night in early April, they went to a friend’s party together.  There she met a young man from out of town. This stranger was so interested in Bamboo that he stayed by her side all night long. Bamboo was thrilled; she had so much fun that she didn’t pay any attention to Ah Ping at all. The host saw the whole scene and was not comfortable with the situation. So he pulled the stranger aside and whispered to him. The stranger looked astonished at first, and then he looked dejected.

When he came back, he said to her, “I was told that you are engaged.”

“That’s true; I am going to marry that young man with the huge eyes.”

“I regret to say that we met too late.”

Bamboo was elated; she praised the stranger, for he had possessed such a poetic quality.

Ah Ping could not stand this farce any longer, so he just whisked his fiancée away.

He asked her, “What did the guy say to you? What sweet words did he whisper in your ears?”

Bamboo laughed until she bent in half. “He said he regretted that we didn’t meet each other earlier.”

Ah Ping was indignant, “Such a disgusting thing to say! And you love his flattery, too!”

The following day, Ah Ping came very early. “I don’t feel like waiting until July; let’s get married in April.”

“Are you crazy? It is already April! How can we make all the arrangements in time? I don’t even have a wedding gown!”

“You don’t have to worry about the wedding gown; I will buy you one.”

“The groom buys the bride a wedding gown? I have never heard of such absurdity!”

“You are such a lazy bum; I will take care of all the details. All you need to do is show up on the wedding day.”

“There isn’t enough time.” She insisted.

“Let’s elope then; that will save us a lot of headache.”

“Don’t even think about it! I am going to be a bride just once in my lifetime; I am going to wear the long white wedding dress with a ten-foot train; I am going to waltz down the long church aisle, accompanied by Wagner’s wedding march.”

“Ah, all you care about is the wedding ceremony!”

He took her to an upscale department store and persuaded the manager to let him have the bridal dress that was originally custom made for a girl whose wedding was still some months away. When Bamboo tried it on, she looked so stunning that she believed the dress was made for her.

Their wedding was held in early May. She walked down the church aisle, accompanied by Wagner’s Bridal March, as she wished. Then she walked out of the church, accompanied by Mendelssohn’s piece from Midsummer Night’s Dream. Thus, she became Ah Ping’s wife.

On their drive up to the Niagara Falls, Ah Ping kept his foot on the gas pedal that their car flew past other cars on the highway. Suddenly, they heard a siren behind, and a police car appeared in the rear view mirror.

The cop asked, “Young man, could you slow down just a bit? This is a 65-mile speed limit zone, and you are driving at 95!  What’s the hurry?”

“We just got married,” Ah Ping was unabashed, “I am very happy, and it’s getting dark, so I drove too fast without realizing it.”

The cop was not unsympathetic, “You do have very good excuse to speed, so I will just fine you ten bucks; but if you don’t slow down, you will be spending your night in jail, not in a honeymoon suite.”

They lived in their own world, not caring about other people’s existence. His parents wrote to them, his brothers and sister wrote to them; her mother wrote, her brother and sister wrote, but they just ignored all those letters. They piled high in the corner of the living room.

Then her belly started showing; that reminded her, “I should write to my mother, let her know that I am expecting.”

“Shouldn’t you write to my parents first? After all, you belong to my family now.”

She gave birth to a noisy, boisterous baby boy who stole her heart from the moment he came into this world.  He was the light of her life. But what did they know about babies?  They were clueless and helpless. The robust baby became weak with some unknown illness, and the shiny lights in his eyes became dim. They didn’t know what to do. Finally the doctor ordered them to send the baby to the hospital. Bamboo was beside herself with remorse and worry. She was determined that if the baby were to die, then she would not want to live, either.

Luckily, the doctor was a miracle worker; after one week’s stay in the hospital, the baby was cured and handed back to his parents.  They were deeply grateful and immensely relieved.

After the ordeal, they packed their belongings and headed to Pennsylvania. Ah Ping became a student again.

“I know if I don’t get a Ph. D., you won’t be happy.” He told Bamboo.

But a student’s life was hard; especially with a family. He studied day and night; with hardly any reprieve.  They were also short of money and had to struggle below the poverty line. But somehow they managed to have another child; a kitten of a girl, with huge eyes. She was so sweet and quiet; just the opposite of her brother. Even when she cried, Bamboo was intoxicated by the noise. 

They endured the hard life for more than three years; finally, Ah Ping got his doctoral degree in triumph.

“Are you happy now? Are you proud of your husband? ” He asked Bamboo.

They packed up again, and moved back to New York City. Bamboo said, “We can’t stay in the apartment for long; we need more space. The girl is fine, but the boy is turning the apartment upside down.”

So Ah Ping had to work overtime, had to work on weekends. Two years later, they were able to buy a house in the suburb.

The day they moved into the brand new house, he asked her, “Are you happy now?  I tried so hard to please you that my hair has turned grey at the temple.”

She caressed his head and teased him, “Ah, you have become old and wise.”

“Don’t be too cocky; when I turn 100, you will be 99 years old! Ah, what can I do with a 99 year-old wife?”

She wasn’t worried about getting old, as long as she had him walking alongside her. But, if this day did come, how was she going to arrange those 75 candles on their anniversary cake?
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