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] ] ] husband sailed for America, the Gold Mountain. It was your
Maxine Hong Ki‘ngst.on was born in Stockton, California, the eldest grandfather’s last trip. Those lucky enough to get contracts waved
of her (;hlnese immigrant parents’ four children. As a child bye from the decks. They fed and guarded the stowaways and
}vorlfed in a succession of family laundries, experiencing the typi elped them off in Cuba, New York, Bali, Hawaii. “We’ll meet in
immigrant conflicts betwe.en her parents’ culture and the Califo ifornia next year,” they said. All of them sent money home. ...
youth culture §he learned in Qublic school. Making a definitive step “Don’t let your father know that | told you. He denies her.
towgrd Amerfcan ‘culmre, Kingston enrolled in 1958 in the Uni ow that you have started to menstruate, what happened to her
versity of California, ?erkeley, where she majored in English. Th uld happen to you. Don’t humiliate us. You wouldn’t like to be
yﬁarhafter her graduation she married Earll Kingston, with wh rgotten as if you had never been born. The villagers are watchful.”
she has a son, Joseph. _ - Whenever she had to warn us about life, my mother told stories

_Kingston taught English at high schools in California and Ha at ran like this one, a story to grow up-on. She tested our strength
}vau from 1965 to 1970, then at .tl}e Mid-Pacific Institute in Haw: establish realities. Those in the emigrant generations who could
t;ogn 19_70 t;) 19_77. ?hF was a visiting professc.)r at Fastern Michi reassert brute survival died young and far from home. Those
f niversity, Ypsilanti, in 1986, before becoming distinguished p f us in the first American generations have had to figure out how
essor at ht?r almg mater in 1990. e invisible world the emigrants built around our childhoods fit in

A.?rohﬁc writet, Kingston has published China Men (1980) lid America. ‘
Hawazf: One Summer (1987), Through the Black Curtain (1988) The emigrants confused the gods by diverting their curses, mis-
an.d' Trtpmastier Monkey: His Fake Book (1989). Her work has wi ading them with crooked streets and false names. They must try
ff::(l)tx;ce::l :cI:fI:}aEm a;};:i ?1 broad readership. The recipient of awards confuse their offspring as well, who, I suppose, threaten them
dation. an dag:;nﬁ n O‘;’ment for the Arts, the Guggenheim Foun | similar ways—always trying to get things straight, always trying
L » s ationa Bt?.o.l( Critics Circle, Kingston was named name the unspeakable. The Chinese I-know hide their names;
a Living Treasure of Hiawau in 1980. journers take new names when their lives change and guard their
The Woman Warrior won the National Book Critics Circle al pames with silence.
Awa.rd the year of its .pflbficatio_n and established Kingston’s re Chinese-Americans, when you try to understand what things
utation as writer, feminist, and interpreter of the Asian-American you are Chinese, how do you separate what is peculiar to child-

experi . : . .

perience ood, to poverty, insanities, one family, your mother who marked
ur growing with stories, from what is Chinese? What is Chinese
adition and what is the movies? .

THE WOMAN WARRIOR.: If-_t I wam:I to lef‘;u;l what ctl)otllles ‘I‘ll'_l{}; auntbwo;e, i\:rl’xetl:if:r ﬂas}:ly
Me : . r ordinary, I would have to begin, “Remember Father’s drowned-
moirs of a Girlhood Among Ghosts -the-well sister?”” 1 cannot ask that. My mother has told me once
ol must not tell " e nd for all the useful parts. She will add nothing unless powered
Yto ellvon 1 Eh anyone, me mother said, “what I am about y Necessity, a riverbank that guides her life. She plants vegetable
She iy é’ u. nth ina your father had a sister who killed herself. rdens rather than 'lawns; she carries the odd-shaped tomatoes
oo umpec Into the family well. We say that your father has all ome from the fields and eats food left for the gods.
o 19;‘::“155 it l; as cllf she had never been born, Whenever we did frivolous things, we used up energy; we flew
just a few days after our village celebrated seventeen igh kites. We children came up off the ground over the melting

hurry- ings— .
urey-up weddings—to make sure that every young man who went cones our parents brought home from work and the American
‘movie on New Year's Day—Ohb, You Beautiful Doll with Betty
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Grable one year, and She Wore a Yellow Ribbon with John Wayne 1In the twenty years since I heard this story I have not asked
another year. After the one carnival ride each, we paid in guilt; details nor said my aunt’s name; 1 do not know it. People who

tired father counted his change on the dark walk home, omfort the dead can also chase after them to hurt them fur-
Adultery is extravagance. Could people who hatch their own er—a reverse ancestor worship, The real punishment was not the
chicks and eat the embryos and the heads for delicacies and bo swiftly inflicted by the villagers, but the family’s deliberately
the feet in vinegar for party food, leaving only the gravel, eatin etting her. Her betrayal so maddened them, they saw to it that
even the gizzard lining—could such people engender a prodi would suffer forever, even after her death. . ..
aunt? To be a woman, to have a daughter in starvation time was. My aunt haunts me—her ghost drawn to me because now, after
waste enough. My aunt could not have been the lone romantic w 'years of neglect, I alone devote pages of paper to her, though
gave up everything for sex. Women in the old China did not ch origamied into houses and clothes. I do not think she always
Some man had commanded her to lie with him and be his sec ns me well. I am telling on her, and she was a spite suicide,
evil. I wonder whether he masked himself when he joined the rai drowning herself in the drinking water. The Chinese are always very
on her family. . .. - ghtened of the drowned one, whose weeping ghost, wet hair
She may have gone to the pigsty as a last act of responsibility ging and skin bloated, waits silently by the water to pull down
she would protect this child as she had protected its father. It woul ubstitute. '
look after her soul, leaving supplies on her grave. But how wouls
this tiny child without family find her grave when there would b When we Chinese girls listened to the adults talking-story, we
no marker for her anywhere, neither in the earth nor the famil learnied that we failed if we grew up to be but wives or slaves. We

hall? No one would give her a family hall name. She had taken'th conld be heroines, swordswomen. Even if she had to rage across
child with her into the wastes. At its birth the two of them ha hina, a swordswoman got even with anybody who hurt her
the same raw pain of separation, a wound that only the famil ly. Perhaps women were once so dangerous that they had to

pressing tight could close. A child with no descent line wouldn Lave their feer bound. It was a woman who invented white crane

soften her life but only trail after her, ghostlike, begging her to xing only two hundred years ago. She was already an expert pole
it purpose. At dawn the villagers on their way to the fields woul ter, daughter of a teacher trained at the Shao-lin temple, where
stand around the fence and look. there lived an order of fighting monks. She was combing her hair

Full of milk, the little ghost slept. When it awoke, she harder one morning when a white crane alighted outside her window. She
her breasts against the milk that crying loosens. Toward morn sed it with her pole, which it pushed aside with a soft brush of
she picked up the baby and walked to the well. - ‘wing. Amazed, she dashed outside and tried to knock the crane

Carrying the baby to the well shows loving. Otherwise abando offits perch. It snapped her pole in two. Recognizing the presence
it. Turn its face into the mud. Mothers who love their children t: great power, she asked the spirit of the white crane if it would
them along. It was probably a girl; there is some hope of forgiven ich her to fight, It answered with a cry that white crane boxers
for boys. - imitate today. Later the bird returned as an old man, and he guided

“Don’t tell anyone you had an aunt. Your father does:no her boxing for many years. Thus she gave the world a new martial
want to hear her name. She has never been born.” 1 have believ:

that sex was unspeakable and words so strong and fathers so This was one of the tamer, more modern stories, mere intro-
that “aunt” would do my father mysterious harm. I have though duction. My mother told others that followed swordswomen
that my family, having settled among immigrants who had also rough the woods and palaces for years. Night after night my
their neighbors in the ancestral land, needed to clean their na ther would talk-story until we fell asleep. I couldn’t tell where
and a wrong word would incite the kinspeople even here. But there stories left off and the dreams began, her voice the voice of the
is more to this silence: they want me to participate in her puni heroines in my sleep. And on Sundays, from noon to midnight, we

ment. And I have, : ent to the movies at the Confucius Church. We saw swordswomen
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jump over houses from a standstill; they didn’t even need a run arents ashamed to take us out together. The gf)od ‘l‘)art a.bouif
start, rothers being born was that people stopped saying, “All g1r1§,
At last I saw that I too had been in the presence of great jearned new grievanctfs. “Did you roll an egg on myfface h];cs
my mother talking-story. After I grew up, I heard the chant:o vhen I was born?” “lei you Eaxc 2 full-month party tor me:
Mu Lan, the girl who took her father’s place in battle. Instan you turn on all the lights? }?ld you send my picture :g
remembered that as a child 1 had followed my mother abo dmother?” “Why not? Because ii"{l a girl? Is that why not?
house, the two of us singing about how Fa Mu Lan fought glori didn’t you teach me English?”” “You like having me beaten
and returned alive from war to settle in the village. I had forgotts at school, don’t you?” . .
this chant that was once mine, given me by my mother, who She is very mean, isn’t she?”’ the emigrant villagers would say.
not have known its power to remind. She said I would grow: ) L. .
wife and a slave, but she taught me the song of the warrior wo went away to college—DBerkeley in the .slxtles—antli I studied,
Fa Mu Lan. I would have to grow up a warrior woman. ‘marched to change the world, but I did not turn into a boy.
uld have liked to bring myself back as a boy for my parents
My American life has been such a disappointment. 1o welcome with chiclfens and pigs. That was for my brother, who
“I got straight A’s, Mama.” ned alive from Vietnam, - 4
“Let me tell you a true story about a girl who saved her vill I went to Vietnam, I w:ould not come back; fm.na}es TSEI:I
Ycould not figure out what was my village. And it was import nilies, It was said, “There is an ou.tward’tendency in (:Imaft?S,
that I do something big and fine, or else my parents would se . meant that I was getting straight A s for the goo OhmY
when we made our way back to China. In China there were solu husband’s family, not my own. I did not plan fivi; to have
for what to do with little girls who ate up food and threw tantz sband. 1 would sho‘w my mother and father and the noseg
You can’t eat straight A’s. grant villagers that girls have no outward tendency. I stoppe
When one of my parents or the emigrant villagers said, “Feed 1g straight A’s. ) - : can-femini
girls is feeding cowbirds,” I would thrash on the floor and scre And all the time I was having to turn myself American-ferinine,
so hard 1 couldn’t talk. I couldn’t stop. ' - »
“What's the matter with her?” There is a Chinese word for the female I—which is “slave.
“I don’t know. Bad, I guess. You know how gitls are. “The k‘the women with their own tongues!

no profit in raising girls. Better to raise geese than girls.” refised to cook. When 1 had to wash dishes, I would crack

“I would bit her if she were mine. But then there’s no or two. “Bad girl,” my mother yelled, and sqrnetlme)s that made
wasting all that discipline on a girl. “When you raise girls, you loat rather than cry. Isn’t a bad girl almost a b?Y- 1
raising children for strangers.” ” ‘What do lelc wal(ljt to be when you grow up, little girl?

“Stop that crying!” my mother would yell. “I'm oing t ‘A lumberjack in Oregon.”
you if you don’t stop. Bad girl! Stop!” P'm going to remgmber 1 Even now, unless 'm ha_PPY: I_ i?urn the food when I cook. Ild?
to hit or to scold my children for crying, I thought, because th feed people. 1 let the dirty dishes rot. I eat at other people’s
they will only cry more. lés but won’t invite them to mine, where the dishies are r.otgllgf.

“I'm not a bad girl,” I would scream, “I'm not a bad girl i I could not-eat, perl}aps I could .makc myself a warn:l)r Il €
not a bad gitk.” I might as well as have said, “I'm not a girl.” swordswoman who drives me. I will—I mus’c—rlse' and plow

“When you were little, all you had to say was ‘’m not a { - .
girl,” and yo):l could make yourself cry,” my xynother says, talki Once I get outside the house, what bird might call me; clrln wh;t
story about my childhood. ¢ could I ride away? Marriage and childbirth strengthen the

I minded that the emigrant villagers shook their heads 2 rdswoman, who is not 2 n}aid 1i'ke Joan of Arc. Do tf\}Ie \lron};zr;i csl
sister and me. “One girl—and another girl,” they said, and m k; then do more work, which will become ours too. No hus
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of mine will say, “I could have been a drummer, but I had to: vorthy of eating the food. From afar I can believe my family
about the wife and kids. You know how it is.” Nobody supj 1e fundamentally. They only say, “When fishing for treasures
me at the expense of his own adventure. Then I get bitter: no flood, be careful not to pull in girls,” because that is what
supports me; I am not loved enough to be supported. That ays about daughters. But I watched such words come out of
not a burden had to compensate for the sad envy when I loc wn mother’s and father’s mouths; I looked at their ink drawing
women loved enough to be supported. Even now China 'w - people snagging their neighbors’ flotage with long flood
double binds around my feet. d pushing the girl babies on down the river. And I had to
When urban renewal tore down ry parents’ laundry and p of hating range. I read in an anthropology book that Chinese
over our slum for a parking lot, I only made up gun and | irls are necessary too™; I have never heard the Chinese I
fantasies and did nothing useful. . . . : make this concession. Perhaps it was a saying in_ another
To avenge my family, I'd have to storm across China & refuse to shy my way anymore through our Chinatown,
back our farm from the Communists; I'd have to rage across tasks me with the old sayings and the stories.
United States to take back the laundry in New York and the The swordswoman and I are not so dissimilar. May my people
in California. Nobody in history has conquered and united rstand the resemblance soon so that I can return to them. What
North America and Asia. A descendant of eighty pole figh ve in common are the words at our backs. The lfi§og’faphs
ought to be able to set out confidently, march straight down enge are “report a crime’ and “report to five families.” The
street, get going right now. There’s work to do, ground to'co rting is the vengeance—not the behead!ng, not the guttg!g, bu,f
Surely, the eighty pole fighters, though unseen, would follow. ords. And I have so many words—‘“chink” words and “gook
and lead me and protect me, as is the wont of ancestors. Or ‘too—that they do not fit on my skin.
well be that they’re resting happily in China, their spirits dispe : . .
among the real Chinese, and not nudging me at all with their pole Whenever my parents said “home,” they suspended Arflerlca.
I mustn’t feel bad that I haven’t done as well as the swordswo uspended enjoyment, but I did not want to go to China. In
did; after all, no bird called me, no wise old people tutored my parents would sell my sisters and me. My fatl'!er wf)uld
have no magic beads, no water gourd sight, no rabbit that will two or three more wives, who would spatter coqkmg oil on
in the fire when 'm hungry. I dislike armies. bare toes and lie that we were crying for naughtiness. They
I've looked for the bird. I've seen clouds make pointed anp d give food to their own c_hildren and ;ost to us. I did not
wings that stream past the sunset, but they shred into clouds: t to go where the ghosts took shapes nothing like our own.
at a beach after a long hike I saw a seagull, tiny as an insect As'a child I feared the size of the world. The farther away _the
when I jumped up to tell what miracle I saw, before I could get d of howling dogs, the farther away the sc?und of the trains,
words out I understood that the bird was insect-size because'it: tighter I curled myself under the quilt. The trains sounded deeper
far away. My brain had momentarily lost its depth perceptio deeper into the night. They had not reached the end of the

was that eager to find an unusual bird, d before I stopped hearing them, the last long moan diminishing

rd China. How large the world must be to make my grand-
Ilive now where there are Chinese and Japanese, but no other only a taste by the time she reaches me.
grants from my own village looking at me as if I had failed th

Living among one’s own emigrant villagers can give a good Chi _Quite often the big loud women came shouting into the house,

far from China glory and a place. “That old busboy is reall -when you sell this one, I'd like to buy her to be my maid.

swordsman,” we whisper when he goes by. “He’s a swordsi Then they laughed. They always said tl'lat about my sister, not me
who’s killed fifty. He has a tong ax in his closet.” But I am usel use 1 dropped dishes at them. I picked my nose while I was
one more girl who couldn’t be sold. When I visit the family n ing and serving. My clothes were wrinkled even though we

I wrap my American successes around me like a private sha ; ed a laundry. Indeed [ was getting stranger every day. 1 affected
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a limp. And, of course, the mysterious disease I had had migh diapers, not bread bags. They gave him a full-month
been dormant and contagious. : ting all the emigrant villagers; they deliberately hadn’t
But if I made myself unsellable here, my parents need only e girls parties, so that no one would notice another girl.
until China, and there, where anything happens, they would | er got toy trucks that were big enough to climb inside.
to unload us, even me—sellable, marriageable. So while th grew older, he got a bicycle and let the girls play with his
wept over the letters about the neighbors gone berserk d wagon. My mother bought his sisters a typewriter.
Communist (“They do funny dances; they sing weird son can be clerk-typists,” their father kept saying, but he
syllables. They make us dance; they make us sing”), I was ot buy them a typewriter.
glad. As long as the aunts kept disappearing and the uncl an asshole,” I said, muttering the way my father mut-
after unspeakable tortures, my parents would prolong thei vomit” when the customers nagged him about missing
Mountain stay. We could start spending our fare money o :
and chairs, a stereo. Nobody wrote to tell us that Mao himse again plans were urgently afoot to fix me up, to improve
been matched to an older girl when he was a child and tha ce. The wealthiest villager wife came to the laundry one day
freeing women from prisons, where they had been put for ten. “You better do something with this one,” she told
the businessmen their parents had picked as husbands. No t. “She has an ugly voice. She quacks like a pressed duck.”
us that the Revolution (the Liberation) was against gil slave ¢ looked at me unnecessarily hard; Chinese do pot have to
girl infanticide (a village-wide party if it’s a boy). Girls w ildren directly. “You have what we call a pressed-duck
longer have to kill themselves rather than get married. . e said. This woman was the giver of American names,
Communists light up the house on a girl’s birthday. : 't ‘gave the Chinese names. And she was right: if you
I watched our parents buy a sofa, then a rug, curtain the duck hung up to dry in the east window, the sound
to replace the orange and apple crates one by one, now to my voice would come out of it. She was a woman of such
for storage. Good. At the beginning of the second Co t all we immigrants and descendants of immigrants were
five-year plan, our parents bought a car. But you could to her family forever for bringing us here and for finding
relatives and the villagers getting more worried about ‘wh nd she had named my voice.
do with the girls. We had three gitl second cousins, n .21 quacked. “No, 1 don’t.” :
their great-grandfather and our grandfather were brothe Joi’t talk back,” my mother scolded. Maybe this lady was
great-grandfather was the old man who lived with them ‘enough to send us back.
river-pirate great-uncle was the old man who lived with vs, % nt to the front of the laundry and worked so hard that
my sisters and [ ate at their house, there we would be - oli ly_ did not take notice of her leaving.
eating. The old man opened his eyes wide at us and turs Improve that voice,” she had instructed my mother, “or else
circle, surrounded. His neck tendons stretched out. “Magg ever mazry her off. Even the fool half ghosts won’t have
shouted. “Maggots! Where are my grandsons? I want gran 1 discovered the next plan to get rid of us: marry us off
Give me grandsons! Maggots!” He pointed at each oné o thout waiting until China, . .. _
“Maggot! Maggot! Maggot! Maggot! Maggot! Maggot!” Th learned that young men were placing ads in the Gold Mountain
dived into his food, eating fast and getting seconds. “Eat, m to find wives when my mother and father started answering
he said. “Look at the Maggots chew.” : ddenly a series of new workers showed up at the laundry;
“He does that at every meal,” the gitls told us in Englis ch worked for a week before they disappeared. They ate
“Yeah,” we said. “Our old man hates us too. What assh They talked Chinese with my parents. They did not talk
Third Grand-Uncle finally did get a boy, though, his only e were to call them “Elder Brother,” although they were

grandson. The boy’s parents and the old man bought him lated to us. They were all funny-looking FOB’s, Fresh-off-
bought him everything—new diapers, new plastic pants ts, as the Chinese-American kids at school called the young
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in the movies, the one the Mexicans and Filipinos have, as in “God y and clumsy, but one thing I’m not, I'm not retarded. There’s
Bless America,” that | would not read comic books anymore if thing wrong with my brain, Do you know what the Teachér
would save me just this once; I had broken that promise, an hosts say about me? They tell me 'm smart, and I can win schol-
needed to tell all this to my mother too— *“and in that ludicro hips. I can get into colleges. I've already applied. I'm smart. 1
position asked for 2 horse.” do all kinds of things. I know how to get A’s, and they say I
“Mm,” she said, nodded, and kept dipping and squeezing. d be a scientist or a mathematician if I want. I can make a
On my two nights off, I had sat on the floor too but had n ing and take care of myself. So you don’t have to find me a keeper
said 2 word. ho’s too dumb to know 2 bad bargain. P’m so smart, if they say
“Mother,” I whispered and quacked. rite ten pages, I can write fifteen. I can do ghost things even better
“I can’t stand this whispering,” she said looking right at an ghosts can. Not everybody thinks ’'m nothing. I am not going
stopping her squeezing. “Senseless gabbings every night. I wish You ¢ a slave or a wife. Even if I am stupid and talk funny and get
would stop. Go away and work. Whispering, whispering, maki ck; I won’t let you turn me into a slave or a wife. I’'m getting out
no sense. Madness. I don’t feel like hearing your craziness.,” - ere. I can’t stand living here anymore. It’s your fault 1 talk
So I had to stop, relieved in some ways. | shut my mouth, b d. The only reason I flunked kindergarten was because you
I felt something alive tearing at my throat, bite by bite, from i uldn’t teach me English, and you gave me a.zero iQ. I've brought
inside. Soon there would be three hundred things, and too late_; IQ up, though. They say 'm smart now. Things follow in lines
get them out before my mother grew old and died. chool. They take stories and teach us to turn them into essays.
I had probably interrupted her in the middle of her own qu n't need anybody to pronounce English words for me. I can
time when the boiler and presses were off and the cool night f ure them out by myself. I'm going to get scholarships, and I'm
against the windows in moths and crickets. Very few custom g away, And at college I'll have the people I like for friends. 1
came in. Starching the shirts for the next day’s pressing was pro ’t care if their great-great-grandfather died of TB. I don’t care
ably my mother’s time to ride off with the people in her own min ey were our enemies in China four thousand years ago. So get
That would explain why she was so far away and did not want ape out of here. I'm going to college. And I'm not going to
listen to me. “Leave me alone,” she said. inese school anymore. I'm going to run for office at American
vol, and P'm going to join clubs, ¥m going to get enough offices
The hulk, the hunching sitter [a retarded person who pursu clubs on my record to get into college. And I can’t stand Chinese
Kingston; she feared her parents planned to marry her to him), 00l anyway; the kids are rowdy and mean, fighting all night,
brought a third box now, to rest his feet on. He patted his box nd I don’t want to listen to any more of your stories; they have
He sat in wait, hunching on his pile of dirt. My throat hurt co ogic. They scramble me up. You lie with stories. You won’t tell
stantly, vocal cords taut to snapping. One night when the laun a story and then say, “This is a true story,’ or, “This is just a
was so busy that the whole family was eating dinner there, crowd ry.’ 1 can’t tell the difference. I don’t even know what your real
around the little round table, my throat burst open. 1 stood up, mes are. I can’t tell what’s real and what you make up. Ha! You
talking and burbling. I looked directly at my mother and father a 't stop me from talking. You tried to cut off my tongue, but it
screamed, *“I want you to tell that hulk, that gorilla-ape, to go away idn't work.” So I told the hardest ten or twelve things on my list
and never bother us again. ! know what you’re up to. You’re thin n one outburst.
ing he’s rich, and we’re"poor. You think we’re odd and not pret My mother, who is champion talker, was, of coutse, shouting
and we’re not bright. You think you can give us away to frea the same time. “I cut it to make you talk more, not less, you
You better not do that, Mother. I don’t want to see him or his dirty nmmy. You’re still stupid. You can’t listen right. I didn’t say I was

boxes here tomorrow. If 1 see him here one more time, ’'m goi ing to marry you off. Did I ever say that? Did I ever mention
away. I'm going away anyway. I am. Do you hear me? I may: ? Those newspaper people were for your sister, not you. Who



468 ARTS AND LETTERS : MAXINE HONG KINGSTON

: - - 3. .
would want you? Who said we could sell you? We can’t sell people. ‘When 1 get to co_Iiege, it WOP’t matter if Pm not charrmn%.
Can’t you take a joke? You can’t even tell a joke from real:life it doesn’t matter if a person is ugly; she can still do school-
You’re not so smart. Car’t even tell real from false.” ’

“I'm never getting married, never!” . didn’t say you were “glf;”

“Who’d want to marry you anyway? Noisy, Talking like a duck “You say that all the time. , '
Disobedient. Messy. And I know about college. What makes “That’s what we’re s_upposed to say. That's what Chinese say.
think you’re the first one to think about college? I was a docto like to say the opposite.” ' ‘
went to medical school. I don't see why you have to be a mat It seemed to huxt her to tell me that—another guilt for my list
matician. I don’t see why you can’t be a doctor like me.” Il.my mother, 1 thought, And sudden_ly Igot very‘confusefi and

“I can’t stand fever and delirium or listening to people comi ly. because § was at that moment tel!mg her my list, and in the
out of anesthesia. But I didn’t say I wanted to be a2 mathematic ling, it grew. No higher listener. No hste‘n_er b.ut myself.
either. That’s what the ghosts say. I want to be a lumberjack “Ho Chi Kuei,” she shouted. “Ho Chi Kuei. LFave then. Get
a newspaper reporter.” Might as well tell her some of the o ou Ho Chi Kuei. Get out. 1 knew_you were going to tutn out
items on my list. “I'm going to chop down trees in the daytime 0 Chi Kuei.” My brothers and sisters had }eft the table, and
write about timber at night.” " father would not look at me anymore, ignoring me.

“I don’t see why you need to go to college at all to beco Be careful what you say. It comes true. It comes true. I had to
cither one of those things. Everybody else is sending their girls : home in order to see the world 108_1‘1311)?: logic the new waz
typing school. “Learn to type if you want to be an American pi seeing, | leafn_ed to think that mysteries are for explanatxonil
Why don’t you go to typing school? The cousins and village g joy the simplicity. Concre;e pours out_of my mou{h to cm'fe:i t t;
are going to typing school.” ts with freeways .and sidewalks. Give me plastics, periodica

“And you leave my sister alone. You try that with the advertisi bles, t.v. dxfmers with veggtables 1o more complex than 1'3‘335
again, and P'll take her with me.” My telling list was scrambled ¢ ¢d with diced carrots. Shine floodlights into dark corners: no
of order. When I said them out loud I saw that some of the items. . e g s .
were ten years old already, and ! had outgrown them. But they ke I've been looking up “Ho Chl“Kﬂels which is “{h,?t the im-
pouring out anyway in the voice like Chinese opera. I could k¢ grants call us—Ho Chi Ghosts. We]l,,ﬁ? Chl, Kuei, thlf'stayf
the drums and the cymbals and the gongs and brass horns. at silliness have you been up to no::v? That’s a Ho Chi Kuei

“You’re the one to leave your little sisters alone,” my motl ou,” they say, no matter what \Xe ve (f?ne. .It was more c&m—
was saying. “You’re always leading them off somewhere, I've h icated {and therefore worse) than“ c'lo,l:;s, vg‘}uch th{':}', say 'CIC-
to call the police twice because of you.” She herself was shouti nately, mostly to bOYS: They use “pig™ and “stink pig” for gitls,
out things I had meant to tell her—that I took my brothers 2 only in an angry voice. . ... : full of
sisters to explore strange people’s houses, ghost children’s hoiis What Il inherit someday is a green address book l(: na$e§.
and haunted houses blackened by fire. We explored a Mexic I'send the relatives money, and _they 1l write me stories }:\ out their
house and a redheaded family’s house, but not the gypsies’ hoi unger, My mother has been.tearu?g up the letters fromt' ey;mng::t
I had only seen the inside of the gypsies’ house in mind-movies: idson of her fgther’s third wife. .He has .been askmg 10; _ Hy
explored the sloughs, where we fouhd hobo nests. My mother m ars to buy a bicycle. He says a bicycle w1.ll change h,lS ife. He
have followed us. N . uld feed his wife and children if he had a bicycle. ,We d have to

“You turned out so unusual. I fixed your tongue so you cou hungry ourselves,” my mother {?Yf- “They don‘t understar‘lci
say charming things. You don’t even say hello to the villagers. we have ourselves to feed too. _I ve been making money; i

“They don’t say hello to me.” ess it’s my turn. I'd like to go to China and see those people an

“They don’t have to answer children. When you get old, people out what's a cheat story and what’s not. Did my grandmother
will say hello to you.” Iy live to be ninety-nine? Or did they string us along all those
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years to get our money? Do the babies wear a Mao button |
drop of blood on their jumpsuits? When we overseas Chinese s¢
money, do the relatives divide it evenly among the commune?.
do they really pay 2 percent tax and keep the rest? It would
good if the Communists were taking care of themselves; then 1 ca
buy a color t.v.




