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MY STORY   
The early version of misunderstandings between Liang and Lotus— 

The melody later turns into their love song… 
 

Lotus:   That’s a very beautiful bird, but where is your painting?  
 
Liang: That is my painting. It came to life and flew up there, just like when I was a child.  
 
Lotus:   Stop teasing me!  
 
Liang:   I told you, it’s the magic in the brush.  
 
Lotus:    There’s no magic in that brush! I should know, because I returned it to you, not 
your father, and I tried it out first and it didn’t do anything.  [Lotus takes his hand and speaks to 
him very sincerely.]  Listen to me. You must stop making up stories and be satisfied with what 
you can really do. 
 
Liang:  Perhaps I will paint for other travelers and save my money and move to a bigger town, 
and when I’m rich enough, I shall go to Court and marry the Princess.  
 
Lotus: Money! Court! The Princess! That’s all you can think of! Well, I know the Court, and it’s 
an awful place where everyone dresses in gold but lives in fear. And your Princess may be pretty, 
but she’s the worst person I ever knew. Except, of course, for her father.  
 
Liang:  [sarcastically] Oh, of course. You’re on very close terms with the Emperor.  
 
Lotus [blurting out] He wants to marry me!   
 
Liang: What!  A little mud hen like you? 
 
Lotus: [wounded] Well that’s a lot more possible than a magic paintbrush-- 
 
Lotus: [laughing] THAT IS QUITE A STORY, 
 YOU PAINT WHAT COMES TO LIFE???   
Liang: YOU’VE TOLD A SILLIER STORY—  
 THE EMPEROR WANTS YOU, WANTS YOU FOR A WIFE??  
 
Lotus: There’s a guardsman looking for me to take me back to the court! 
 
Liang:  There’s a guardsman all right—He paid me to paint a new bridle for his horse—
but he wasn’t looking for you!  [Lotus gasps.] 
 
Liang: I’VE TOLD YOU MY STORY; 
AND ALL I’VE TOLD IS TRUE!   
YOU MUST BELIEVE IN MY STORY;   
[somewhat aside]: I’D LIKE TO TRY BELIEVING IN YOU!)   
 
Lotus:  I’VE HEARD YOUR STORY, 
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AND CAN’T BELIEVE IT’S TRUE. 
I WONDER WHY YOU TELL STORIES?   
IS LYING WHAT YOU FEEL YOU MUST DO? 
 
 Lotus: I HAVE NO ONE ON MY SIDE; 
 I SUSPECT YOU FEEL THAT TOO!   
 BUT IF YOU CAN’T ADMIT WHEN YOU’VE LI-I-IED,  
 I WILL LOOK SOMEWHERE NEW! 
 
 Both: [in harmony] HOW I WISH YOU’D PLAY THE ROLE 
 OF THE FRIEND I’M LONGING FOR! 
 I COULD USE SUCH A SYMPATHETIC SO- O-OUL, 
 BUT I GUESS I’LL  
   OPEN UP ANOTHER DOOR? 
 
Liang:  YOU MUST HAVE YOUR OWN STORY 
IT’S NOT THE ONE I HAVE HEARD ! 
Both:  TRUST ME WITH YOUR STORY 
PLEASE KNOW I WOULD TREASURE EV’RY WORD!  
 
Both:  I’VE TOLD YOU MY STORY-- 
[each to his or her own self] I FEEL WE’VE MET BEFORE   

[they’ve seen paintings of each other, but don’t realize it] 
THE “YOU” THAT WAS IN MY STORY-- 
IS SOMEONE I COULD LIKE MORE AND MORE! 
 
Lotus:  WE EACH HAVE A STORY—   
BUT COULD THE PLOTS COMBINE?   
Liang:  IF YOU’D BE PART OF MY STORY;   
OUR JOURNEYS COULD FOREVER ENTWINE!   
 
 Together:  I MUST LEAVE THE PLACE I’VE BEEN;  
 THEY DON’T WANT WHAT’S BEST FOR ME!   
 S/HE COULD HELP SHOW ME WHERE I MUST BEGI-IN-IN  
 I’D LOVE/ I’D LOVE THE COMPANY-- !! 
[The closest they come to accord—although most of this is interior monologue—they 
cannot hear each other—in the next stanza they WILL hear each other, and end up 
separating, until later] 
 
This time they listen to each other and see that they disagree! [singing on top of each 
other] 
 Lotus:  I MUST LEAVE THE PALACE AND THRONE— 
 Liang:  I MUST SEEK THE PALACE AND THRONE 
 
 Lotus:  THEY ARE COLD AND MEAN TO ME— 
 Liang:   I’D EARN GOLD—THIS WOULD MEAN SO MUCH TO ME… 
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 Lotus:  IN A QUIET VILLAGE I’D BE ON MY O-OWN— 
 Liang:  IN A QUIET VILLAGE I’D NEVER BECOME KNO-OWN; 
 
 Lotus and Liang together, annoyed:  YOU WANT SOMETHING ELSE, I SEE!! 
 
BOTH:   
I THOUGHT I COULD PICTURE / I COULD PICTURE 
THE LIFE I’D LIVE WITH YOU! 
BUT I/YOU CAN’T PAINT THAT PICTURE— 
AND THAT STORY CAN’T COME TRUE! 
 
I WISH I COULD PICTURE 
THE LIFE I’D LIVE WITH YOU, 
BUT I/YOU CAN’T PAINT THAT PICTURE— 
SO THAT STORY CAN’T COME TRUE!   [End of song] 
 
 

[They argue again, Lotus says “Go away!  Liang bows sarcastically “My pleasure, your 

Highness” and disappears into the bushes.  Just then, there is the sound of someone in the 

bushes. He is returning! 

“I’m sorry!” she blurts out as the bushes part. “That’s nice,” says the Imperial Guard, “but I 

don’t think it will help much.” And he snatches her up onto his horse. As she struggles uselessly, 

the little bundle of all she had in the world goes flying into the bushes.] 

 
 


