
burberry blue label 3

when yuet-yan introduced lam fuen-tung to yip buen-ha,  
she laughed as if it had just occurred to her: “your name 
means winter and your name means summer, a match made in 
heaven!”4 but instead, yip buen-ha asked knowingly, “would  
miss lam’s father also be a traditional chinese healer?” 5  
lam fuen-tung just smiled weakly, covered her mouth with  
a fist, and coughed. the camel-colored burberry raincoat 
that she had draped over her arm sloped down, nearly 
touching the ground. 

yip buen-ha was originally interested in yuet-yan, but 
she already had a boyfriend. she thought yip buen-ha was 
dependable and honest, and so she found him someone single, 
twenty-nine, pretty, and with a sweet character – if a  
little too quiet. she was definitely worth meeting, and yip 
buen-ha agreed to be set up. initially he had no expectations, 
but once he saw her he liked her, though he didn’t know if 
it was just because of the name thing. he asked her out right 
away. lam fuen-tung didn’t refuse, but her response was 
somewhat lukewarm.  

that year’s winter was very mild, but whenever yip  
buen-ha saw lum fan-dong she always had the burberry over 
her arm, though she never had it on. the two of them didn’t 
get far beyond dinner and movies, pretty routine. once yip 
buen-ha wanted to liven things up, so they took the ferry to 
cheung chau.6 lam fuen-tung, holding the burberry as usual, 
leaned on the deck railing. the early morning ocean breeze 
blew a strand of hair across her lips. yip buen-ha stretched 
out his hand to brush it back. when they reached the shore, 
he motioned for the coat, and took her freed hand in his. her 
hands were cold, likely numb, so he rubbed them together 
between his. lam fuen-tung looked up at him, her usually pale 
face reddened consumptively, but beautifully.  

yip buen-ha felt that everything was going well, except 
that the burberry made him uneasy. he tried to ask lam  
fuen-tung nonchalantly why she always had that big coat 
with her. she smiled, saying, “no real reason.” wearing an 
ivory-colored light wool sweater, she was walking on the 
sunny side of the street. her lungs had improved a great deal 



recently, and yip buen-ha thought that maybe, just maybe, she 
might not need that big coat anymore. 

but lam fuen-tung’s complexion remained the very opposite 
of the sunny days. sometimes she would cough incessantly – a 
dry cough, as if every last thing inside her lungs had been 
forced out. yip buen-ha would turn pale and look on helplessly. 
the only thing he could do was ask if she’d seen a doctor, but 
she would insist, “it’s nothing, it’s nothing.” once, while lam 
fuen-tung was in the ladies’ room, yip buen-ha searched the 
burberry inside and out, but found nothing. all he learned 
was that it had come from the factory store in britain. later 
he asked yuet-yan about lam fuen-tung’s past, but all yuet-yan 
said was, “fan-dong’s all right, really, her life’s been simple. 
she’s nearly thirty and she’s still never had a real relationship 
before, so naturally she’s not so at ease. it’s all up to you, okay?”

yip buen-ha decided that lum fan-dung must have some 
special affection for burberry, so he bought her the new 
blue label wrist clutch. it was black nylon with a diagonally 
checkered lining and a zipper closure. they had plans to go to 
a performance at the arts festival that night. in the morning, 
it was still warm and sunny, but the weather report announced 
the arrival of a cold front. yip buen-ha only half-believed it, so 
in the end he wore an everyday suit jacket. when they saw each 
other, lam fuen-tung accepted the gift, thanked him, and then 
carefully wrapped it back up again. 

 as they were coming out of the hong kong cultural center, 
a gust of frigid wind suddenly swept by, sending everyone back 
inside with gasps and cries. then it started to drizzle and the 
whole sky darkened with mist and fog. unexpectedly, lam  
fuen-tung’s cheeks turned rosy pink, and her eyes flashed with 
a rare light. opening up the burberry raincoat and putting it 
on, she ran outside into the rain, threw her arms wide open, 
turned her face upward, and spun around in circles. the breath 
from her lips made the streetlights look like an orange mist. 
yip buen-ha realized that the burberry was so long it reached 
her ankles, and the sleeves extended beyond her fingertips. it 
was as if a giant silhouette were wrapped around her. he stood 
by himself in the doorway and hugged the blue label bag.


