Chen Fa Jung’s Last Night
【金大班最後一夜】之陳發榮

No one seem to notice my presence tonight.  It is probably because I just washed and shaved this morning.  I have been sitting here all night, watching her.  Her heels continue to tap on the dance floor along with every piece of charming music.  Groups of dancing girls in cheongsams grinned broadly around her.  In a little while, Mr. Tung, the amiable manager, walked toward her.  I couldn’t hear a word from this distance.  But I guess that he was talking her into taking a rest, because after they chatted, she walked toward the second floor, bound for the dressing room.  I could not help staring at her back, recalling the first time we met.
Six months ago, I came to Taipei for business.  For all my claim that the trip was only for business, I was in fact planning to settle down here.  My rubber factory in Singapore had been making a steady profit, and my business partner A-Ming was trustworthy and good at managing; I could rest assured.  In addition, my property had been divided up between my ex-wife and my children.  For all sorts of reasons, I decided not to stay in Singapore anymore.  Some friends suggested I move to Taipei because China had fallen into the Communist Party’s control.  It would be detrimental to us businessmen if we move in that direction.  
As soon as I arrived in Taiwan, some of my regular customers brought me here, Night Paris, one of the most prosperous dance halls in Taipei.  They said I should have some fun and maybe buy a wife here so that I didn’t have to be old and single anymore.  That was the first time I went into a dance hall and also the first time I saw her. 
Her name was Chin Chao Li.  They called her “Chin Ta Pan” or “Jade Guanyin”.  She was the most famous and hot dancer in Night Paris.  I didn’t know why she took a fancy to me.  For my money?  I didn’t think so, because I never told her how rich I was; I only mentioned that I had a rubber factory and two houses in Singapore once.  Last Wednesday when we went out together, I asked her how old she was exactly--I wish I had not asked.  My goodness!   She was only thirty-five!  I should have known her young age from her hard and solid breast.  It made me feel like I was taking advantage of her.  I didn’t really know how to talk to her parents if they came to me. 
I have been coming to Night Paris every night since we first met.  But tonight, she asked me not to come.  This is the last night she would dance in Night Paris because tomorrow she would be my bride.  Somehow I still came.  Luckily, no one seemed to notice my presence tonight.  I have been sitting here all night, watching her.  Every dance girl in Night Paris went to her to drink a toast.  After she talked to Mr. Tung and went upstairs, I ordered another glass of Tequilas, getting a feeling of her so-called “last night” on my own.  
Half an hour later, she came down to the dance floor again.  She is really a seasoned dance hostess.  She walks so gracefully in the dance hall, greeting every one with a smile.  Almost all night she was exchanging greetings and making small talk until she found a young man who was standing alone in the corner.  The young guy was so shy that he refused to dance with her.  Still, she pulled him to the center of the dance hall.  When they danced, they looked quite odd together.  He was too young for her, just like I was too old for her.  I sat in the corner and appreciated her dance quietly, but I could hardly tell if she was happy at the moment. 
Looking back to myself, I thinking it was also my last night in Night Paris.  I have spent all the years of my early life rushing about on business in Southeast Asia.  Now that I have become rich, I could no longer go back to my hometown, Tai Shan City in Guangdong Province occupied by the Chinese Communists.  Tomorrow after I marry her, I would share the rest of my life with her here in Taipei, and tonight, my last night in Night Paris, marks the end of an important part of my life.  I look around and feel a vague sense of melancholy, as if some thing will be lost after tonight.
All of a sudden, I seem to understand the sad look in her eyes while dancing with the young guy.  Night Paris has been her home and her life, and it will also be lost to her after tonight.
