ERAEHRFTHASE

When will his case be tried?

AEBRTARAOMNSE
The case will be tried on Thursday next.

£ & 1833 PY

In what court?

 ERTEA
Has he any withnesses?

KW 9w LR

All our goods were imported from China.

O S LETRTEN Y
My goods have arrived; how much is their duty?

110 Wong Sam and Assistants
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I want to rent a store from you, but I want you
to give me a lease of
it that I may be sure the rent will not be raised

5 & & %o 58 A K AR W
"B g K
Please tell me if you know of any one who has «
store to let. o

FAFRELROCBFY
Well, sir! what goods will you have to-day?

RTRTECLYTR >

Well, sir! what will you like this evening?

Sui Sin Far
(1867—1914)

3
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;,Edith Maud Eaton was a Eurasian born of a Chinese mother and an

f English father. She looked white but chose to live and write as a

; Chinese American. She traveled back and forth across the continent,

f from Seattle to San Francisco to Montreal, searching for a healthier
climate. Wherever she lighted, she found the Chinese Americans.

Under the name Sui Sin Far, “Water Lily” in Cantonese, Edith
. Eaton produced a series of stories that give us the only contempo-
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MWk R EBRE | o [Cii iiﬁﬁfn? 5 1% % ' rary Chinese American portraits and impressions of Chinese Ameri-
R office. WEGE e miny b can life in San Francisco, Seattle, New York, and Montreal. The
tliwois g;mave come on a ship; at what wharf, 5% ] I Chinese and Chinamen of her stories, like herself, do not fit the
| it B &K 8 X PR E Christian missionary and social Darwinist stereotypes: the intelligent
bt o because I had no avocation to occupy . and sexually repugnant sissy Chinese man and the abused, patholog-
AABRK X0 B £ otz 2% b ically white male supremacist Chinese woman. Amid the Christian

Please teli me what is the name of my landlord?

85 B AR KA Ko

Tell me when the lease of my store is expired.

HARE TPV BIYHE

I hire your wagon and you must guarantee to
dehvgr the goods 10 the person to whom they
are directed.

REMASTERL Y

How much will you charge to guarantee that

RIS IT 5 F15 0

Please carry this letter to the post-office for me.

ERS R R & N

Please post this letter for me.

SRR R AT e 1E

Please send this letter for me.

I h R K 1Y E

Please forward this leuter for me.

B MBS ITEIT 5

there?

Flease drop this letter into the box for me.

missionary cant and social Darwinist scientific rhetoric, the racist

b science fiction, and the low racist humor that molded the image of

the Chinese and Chinamen was one writer, writing from reality

¥ instead of prejudice: Sui Sin Far.

Leaves from the Mental Portfolio
of an Eurasian

When I look back over the years I see myself, a little child of
scarcely four years of age, walking in front of my nurse, in a green
English lane, and listening to her tell another of her kind that my
mother is Chinese. “Oh, Lord!” exclaims the informed. She turns
me around and scans me curiously from head to foot. Then the two
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women whisper together. Tho the word Chinese conveys very little
meaning to my mind, I feel that they are talking about my father
and mother and my heart swells with indignation. When we reach
home I rush to my mother and try to tell her what I have heard. |
am a young child. I fail to make myself intelligible. My mother does
not understand, and when the nurse declares to her, “Little Miss Sut
is a storyteller,” my mother slaps me.,

Many a long year has passed over my head since that day—the
day on which I first learned that I was something different and apart
from other children, but tho my mother has forgotten it, I have not.

I see myself again, a few years older. I am playing with another
child in a garden. A girl passes by outside the gate. “Mamie,” she
cries to my companion. “I wouldn’t speak to Sui if I were you. Her
mamma is Chinese.”

“I don’t care,” answers the little one beside me. And then to me,
“Even if your mamma is Chinese, I like you better than I like
Annie.”

“But I don’t like you,” I answer, turning my back on her. It is my
first conscious lie.

I am at a children’s party, given by the wife of an Indian officer
whose children were schoolfellows of mine. I am only six years of
age, but have attended a private school for over a year, and have
already learned that China is a heathen country, being civilized by
England. However, for the time being, I am a merry romping child.
There are quite a number of grown people present. One, a white-
haired old man, has his attention called to me by the hostess. He
adjusts his eyeglasses and surveys me critically. “Ah, indeed!” he
exclaims. “Who would have thought it at first glance. Yet now I see
the difference between her and other children. What a peculiar
coloring! Her mother’s eyes and hair and her father’s features, I
presume. Very interesting little creature!”

I 'was called from my play for the purpose of inspection. I do not
return to it. For the rest of the evening I hide myself behind a hall
door and refuse to show myself until it is time to go home.

My parents have come to America. We are in Hudson City, N.Y.,
and we are very poor. I am out with my brother, who is ten months
older than myself. We pass a Chinese store, the door of which is
open. “Look!” says Charlie. “Those men in there are Chinese!”
Eagerly I gaze into the long low room. With the exception of my
mother, who is English-bred with English ways and manner of
dress, I have never seen a Chinese person. The two men within the
store are uncouth specimens of their race, drest in working blouses

and pantaloons with queues hanging down their backs. I recoil with
a sense of shock.
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“Oh, Charlie,” 1 cry. “Are.we like thgt. ’
“Well, we’'re Chinese, and they’re Chinese, too, so we must be!”

s my seven-year-old brother.
k- t"“‘Of coglrse you are,” puts in a boy who has followed us “j‘OW!‘ the
*"street, and who lives near us and has_ seen my m(’),ther: Cll;m_ky%
"‘Chinky, Chinaman, yellow-face, pigtail, 1:alt1 ﬁgter. A number o
I other boys and several little girls join in wit Hm. _
i “%ette}; than you,” shouts my brother, facing the crowd. He is
younger and smaller than any there, and I am even more insignifi-
| cant than he; but my spirit revives. _ _ )
4 caﬁl’d rather be Chinese than anything else in the world,” I s<:ream(.i
& They pull my hair, they tear my clothes, they sgratch my face, an
1 all but lame my brother; but the white blpqd in our veins ﬁghtg
¥ valiantly for the Chinese half of us. When it is all over, exhauste
' and bedraggled, we crawl home, and report to our mother that we
k' have “won the battle.” :

~ “Are you sure?” asks my mother doubtfully. N

“0; cgurse. They ran from us. They were frightened,” returns my

i - brother. _ . .

i My mother smiles with satlsfa;:tnl)‘n.
. “Do you hear?” she asks my father. .
“Umzl " he observes, raising his eyes from his paper for an
[ instant. I(dy childish instinct, however, tells me that he is more
. interested than he appears to be.

mtliris tea time, but I cannot eat. Unobserved I crawl away. I do not

sleep that night. I am too excited and I ache all over. Our oppo-

nents were so very much stronger and bigger than we. Toward mqml.ng,

however, 1 fall into a doze from which I awake myself, shouting:

“Sound the battle cry;
; See the foe is nigh.”

My mother believes in sendinlgl us to Sunday school. She has been
1 in a Presbyterian college. ) _

‘?' br?l"‘lllgeh;clgé of my lit}:: shifts to eastern Canada. The s‘lmgthhlci'l1
has carried us from the station stops in front of a little brenc ;
Canadian hotel. Immediately we are surrounded by a num (-:rhor
villagers, who stare curiously at my mother as my father assm(;s 'fh
to alight from the sleigh. Their curiosity, however, is tem;l)(e}r]e (;m ;
kindness, as they watch, one after another, the little blacf lea sbo
8 my brothers and sisters and myself emerge out of the buffa plro e(i
which is part of the sleigh’s outfit. There are six of us, fourf girls z;}

two boys; the eldest, my brother, being qnly seven years of age. A y
father and mother are still in their twenties. ““Les pauvres enfants,
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the inhabitants murmur, as they help to carry us into the hotel
Then in lower tones: “Chinoise, Chinoise.” .

For some time after our arrival, whenever we children are sent for
a walk, our footsteps are dogged by a number of young French and
English Canadians, who amuse themselves with speculations as (o
whether we, being Chinese, are susceptible to pinches and hail
pulling, while older persons pause and gaze upon us, very much in
the same way that I have seen people gaze upon strange animals in a
menagerie. Now and then we are stopt and plied with questions as
to what we eat and drink, how we go to sleep, if my mother
understands what my father says to her, if we sit on chairs or squat
on floors, etc., etc., etc.

There are many pitched battles, of course, and we seldom leave
the house without being armed for conflict. My mother takes a great
interest in our battles, and usually cheers us on, tho I doubt whether
she undprstands the depth of the troubled waters thru which her
little children wade. As to my father, peace is his motto, and he
deems it wisest to be blind and deaf to many things.

School days are short, but memorable. I am in the same class with
my brother, my sister next to me in the class below. The little girl
vyhose desk my sister shares shrinks closer against the wall as my
sister takes her place. In a little while she raises her hand.

“Please, teacher!”

“Yes, Annie.”

“May I change my seat?”

“No, you may not!”

The little girl sobs. ““Why should I have to sit beside a—"

_ Happily my sister does not seem to hear, and before long the two
little girls become great friends. 1 have many such experiences.

My brother is remarkably bright; my sister next to me has a
wonderful head for figures, and when only eight years of age helps
my father with his night work accounts. My parents compare her
yvnth me. She is of sturdier build than I, and, as my father says
‘always has her wits about her.” He thinks her more like m);
mothgr, who is very bright and interested in every little detail of
practical life. My father tells me that I will never make half the
woman that my mother is or that my sister will be. I am not as
strong as my sisters, which makes me feel somewhat ashamed, for I
am the eldest little girl, and more is expected of me. I have no
organic disease, but the strength of my feelings seems to take from
me the strength of my body. I am prostrated at times with attacks of
nervous sickness. The doctor says that my heart is unusually large;

_but in the light of the present I know that the cross of the Eurasian
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pore too heavily upon my childish _shoulders. I usually hide my
sweakness from the family until I canhot stand. I do not understand
Emyself, and I have no idea that the others will despise me for not
eing as strong as they. Therefore, I like to wander away alone,
b either by the river or in the bush. The green fields and flowing water
have a charm for me. At the age of seven, as it is today, a bird on
b -the wind is my emblem of happiness.

£ I have come from a race on my mother’s side which is said to be
k. the most stolid and insensible to feeling of all races, yet I look back
} over the years and see myself so keenly alive to every shade of
. sorrow and suffering that it is almost a pain to live.

L If there is any trouble in the house in the way of a difference
F' between my father and mother, or if any child is punished, how 1
E suffer! And when harmony is restored, heaven seems to be around
[ me. I can be sad, but I can also be glad. My mother’s screams of
- agony when a baby is born almost drive me wild, and long after her
- pangs have subsided I feel them in my own body. Sometimes it is a
week before I can get to sleep after such an experience.

A debt owing by my father fills me with shame. I feel like a
criminal when I pass the creditor’s door. I am only ten years old.
And all the while the question of nationality perplexes my little
brain. Why are we what we are? I and my brothers and sisters. Why
did God make us to be hooted and stared at? Papa is English,
Mamma is Chinese. Why couldn’t we have been either one thing or
the other? Why is my mother’s race despised? I look into the faces
of my father and mother. Is she not every bit as dear and good as
he? Why? Why? She sings us the songs she learned at her English-
school. She teils us tales of China. Tho a child when she left her
native land she remembers it well, and 1 am never tired of listening
to the story of how she was stolen from her home. She tells us over
and over again of her meeting with my father in Shanghai and the
romance of their marriage. Why? Why?

I do not confide in my father and mother. They would not
understand. How could they? He is English, she is Chinese. I am
different to both of them—a stranger, tho their own child. “What
are we?” I ask my brother. “It doesn’t matter, sissy,” he responds.
But it does. I love poetry, particularly heroic pieces. I also love fairy

¥ tales. Stories of everyday life do not appeal to me. I dream dreams

' of being great and noble; my sisters and brothers also. I glory in the

- idea of dying at the stake and a great genie arising from the flames
and declaring to those who have scorned us: “Behold, how great
and glorious and noble are the Chinese people!”

My sisters are apprenticed to a dressmaker; my brother is entered
in an office. I tramp around and sell my father’s pictures, also some
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lace which I make myself. My nationality, if T had only known it at
that time, helps to make sales. The ladies who are my customers call
me “The Little Chinese Lace Girl.” But it is a dangerous life for a
very young girl. I come near to “mysteriously disappearing” many a
time. The greatest temptation is in the thought of getting far away
from where I am known, to where no mocking cries of “Chinese!”
“Chinese!” can reach.

Whenever I have the opportunity [ steal away to the library and
read every book I can find on China and the Chinese. I learn that
China is the oldest civilized nation on the face of the earth and a few
other things. At eighteen years of age what troubles me is not that 1
am what I am, but that others are ignorant of my superiority. I am
small, but my feelings are big—and great is my vanity.

My sisters attend dancing classes, for which they pay their own
fees. In spite of covert smiles and sneers, they are glad to meet and
mingle with other young folk. They are not sensitive in the sense
that I am. And yet they understand. One of them tells me that she
overheard a young man say to another that he would rather marry a
pig than a girl with Chinese blood in her veins.

In course of time I too learn shorthand and take a position in an
office. Like my sister, I teach myself, but, unlike my sister, I have
neither the perseverance nor the ability to perfect myself. Besides,
fo a temperament like mine, it is torture to spend the hours in
transcribing other people’s thoughts. Therefore, altho I can always
€arn a moderately good salary, I do not distinguish myself in the
business world as does she.

When I have been working for some years 1 open an office of my
own. The local papers patronize me and give me a number of
assignments, including most of the local Chinese reporting. I meet
many Chinese persons, and when they get-into trouble am often
called upon to fight their batties in the papers. 'this I enjoy. My
heart leaps for joy when I read one day an article signed by a New
York Chinese in which he declares *“The Chinese in America owe
an everlasting debt of gratitude to Sui Sin Far for the bold stand she
has taken in their defense.”

The Chinaman who wrote the article seeks me out and calls upon
me. He is a clever and witty man, a graduate of one of the Ameri-
can colleges and as well a Chinese scholar. I learn that he has an
American wife and several children. I am very much interested in
these children, and when I meet them my heart throbs in sympa-
thetic tune with the tales they relate of their experiences as Eura-
sians. “Why did Papa and Mamma born us?” asks one. Why?

I also meet other Chinese men who compare favorably with the
white men of my acquaintance in mind and heart qualities. Some of
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'them are quite handsome.hghhave not as finely cut noses and as
['well-developed chins as the white men, but they have smoother
skins and their expression is more serene; their hands are better
shaped and their voices softer. ) ) .

. Some little Chinese women whom I interview are very anxious to
" know whether 1 would marry a Chinaman. I do not answer No.
They clap their hands delightedly, and assure me that the Chinese
V' are much the finest and best of all men. They are, however, a littie
& doubtful as to whether one could be persuaded to care for me,
f. full-blooded Chinese people having a prejudice against the half
[ white. ’
t  Fundamentally, 1 muse, all people are the same. My mother’s
- race is as prejudiced as my father’s. Only when the whole world
¥ becomes as one family will human beings be able to see clearly aqd
hear distinctly. I believe that someday a great part of the world will
¢ be Eurasian. I cheer myself with the thought that I am but a
! pioneer. A pioneer should glory in suffering. .
£ “You were walking with a Chinaman yesterday,” accuses an
acquaintance.
" “Yes, what of it?”

“You ought not to. It isn’t right.” . )

“Not right to walk with one of my own mother’s people? Oh,

indeed!” _

I cannot reconcile his notion of righteousness with my own.

g I am living in a little town away off on the north shore of a big
i lake. Next to me at the dinner table is the man for whom I work as
a stenographer. There are also a couple of business men, a young
- girl, and her mother.
' glré’omeone makes a remark about the cars full of Chinamen that
passed that morning. A transcontinental railway runs thru the
town.
My employer shakes his rugged head. “Somehow or other,” says
- he, ““I cannot reconcile myself to the thought that the Chinese are
. humans like ourselves. They may have immortal souls, but their
L faces seem to be so utterly devoid of expression that I cannot help
but doubt.” . .
“Souls,” echoes the town clerk. “Their bodies are f:noug,h for me.
A Chinaman is, in my eyes, more repulsive than a nigger.”
R “They always give me such a creepy feeling,” puts in the young
b girl with a laugh.
F “I wouldn’t have one in my house,” declares my landlady.
4 “Now, the Japanese are different altogether. There is something
bright and likable about those men,” continues Mr. K.
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A miserable, cowardly feeling keeps me silent. I am in a Middle
West town. If I declare what I am, every person in the place will
hear about it the next day. The population is in the main made up ot
working folks with strong prejudices against my mother’s country-
men. The prospect before me is not an enviable one—if I speak. |
have no lqnger an ambition to die at the stake for the sake of
demonstrating the greatness and nobleness of the Chinese people

Mr. K. turns to me with a kindly smile. P

:‘}Néxat makes Miss Far so quiet?” he asks.

. "I don’t suppose she finds the ‘washee, washee men’ particularl
inter j ion,” ! d
" this;;:l%lsg:glekc‘ts of conversation,” volunteers the young manager

With a great effort I raise my eyes from my plate. “Mr. K.,” |

say, addressing my employer, “the Chinese people may havé’ no

_ souls, no expression on their faces, be altogether beyond the pale of

civilization, but whatever they are, I want
) , ou to
am—1I am a Chinese.” ¢ understand that
There is silence in the room for a few mi
¢ minutes. Then Mr. K.
pu‘s‘hes back his plate and standing up beside me, says:
I should not have spoken as I did. I know nothing whatever
a_bout the Chinese. It was pure prejudice. Forgive me!”
I admire Mr. K.’s moral courage in apologizing to me; he is a

conscientious Christian man, but I do not remain i
little town. much longer in the

I am under a tropic sky, meeting frequently and i i
persons who are almost as high upgin thl worlyd as b?fttl:vegsmgzit‘ggh
and money can set them. The environment is peculiar fc’)r Iam als&
surrounded by a race of people, the reputed descen(iants of Ham
the son of Noah, whose offspring, it was prophesied, should be the
servants of the sons of Shem and Japheth. As I am a descendant
according to the Bible, of both Shem and Japheth, I have a perfec{
right to set my heel upon the Ham people; but tho I see others
around me following out the Bible suggestion, it is not in my nature
to be'ar'rogant to any but those who seek to impress me with their
superiority, which the poor black maid who has been assigned to me
?g{r ttl}llq h?‘tlel'certainly does ’r}ot. My employer’s wife takes me to task
servic::."’ t is unnecessary,” she says, “to thank a black person for a

The novelty of life in the West Indian island is not without its
charm. The surroundings, people, manner of living, are so entirell
dlﬁ:'erent from what 1 have been accustomed to up north that I fee};
as if I were “born again.” Mixing with people of fashion, and yet
not of them, I am not of sufficient importance to create cor;amentyor
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jiriosity. I am busy nearly all day\a.u@hften well into the night. It is
kot monotonous work, but it is certainly strenuous. The planters
wnd business men of the island take me as a matter of course and
Ftreat me with kindly courtesy. Occasionally an Englishman will warn
fme against the “brown boys” of the island, little dreaming that I too

¥ am of the “‘brown people” of the earth.

When it begins to be whispered about the place that I am not all

" white, some of the “sporty” people seek my acquaintance. I am
- small and look much younger than my years. When, however, they
. discover that 1 am a very serious and sober-minded spinster indeed,
¥ they retire quite gracefully, leaving me a few amusing reflections.

One evening a card is brought to my room. It bears the name of

" some naval officer. 1 go down to my visitor, thinking he is probably
' someone who, having been told that I am a reporter for the local
- paper, has brought me an item of news. I find him lounging in an

} easy chair on the veranda of the hotel—a big, blond, handsome

| fellow, several years younger than L.

“You are Lieutenant 2 1 inquire.

He bows and laughs a little. The laugh doesn’t suit him somehow—
and it doesn’t suit me, either.

“If you have anything to tell me, please tell it quickly, because
I'm very busy.”

“Oh, you don’t really mean that,” he answers, with another silly

. and offensive laugh. “There’s always plenty of time for good times.

That’s what I am here for. I saw you at the races the other day and
twice at King’s House. My ship will be here for weeks.”

“Do you wish that noted?” I ask.

“Oh, no! Why—I came just because 1 had an idea that you might
like to know me. I would like to know you. You look such a nice
little body. Say, wouldn’t you like to go out for a sail this lovely
night? 1 will tell you all about the sweet little Chinese girls I met
when we were at Hong Kong. They’re not so shy!”

I leave eastern Canada for the Far West, so reduced by another
attack of rheumatic fever that I only weigh eighty-four pounds. I
travel on an advertising contract. It is presumed by the railway
company that in some way or other I will give them full value for
their transportation across the continent. I have been ordered beyond
the Rockies by the doctor who declares that 1 will never regain my
strength in the East. Nevertheless, I am but two days in San Fran-
cisco when I start out in search of work. It is the first time that I
have sought work as a stranger in a strange town. Both of the other
positions away from home were secured for me by home influence. I
am quite surprised to find that there is no demand for my services in
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San Francisco and that no one is particularly interested in me. The
best I can do is to accept an offer from a railway agency to typewrite
their correspondence for five dollars a month. I stipulate, however,
that I shall have the privilege of taking in outside work and that my
hours shall be light. I am hopeful that the sale of a story or
newspaper article may add to my income, and I console myself with
the reflection that, considering that I am limp and bear traces of
sickness, I am fortunate to secure any work at all.

The proprietor of one of the San Francisco papers, to whom I
have a letter of introduction, suggests that I obtain some subscrip-
tions from the people of Chinatown, that district of the city having
never been canvassed. This suggestion I carry out with enthusiasm,
tho I find that the Chinese merchants and people generally are
inclined to regard me with suspicion. They have been imposed upon
so many times by unscrupulous white people. Another drawback—
save for a few phrases, I am unacquainted with my mother tongue.
How, then, can I expect these people to accept me as their own
countrywoman? The Americanized Chinamen actually laugh in my
face when I tell them that I am of their race. However, they are not
all “doubting Thomases.” Some little women discover that I have
Chinese hair, color of eyes and complexion, also that I love rice and
tea. This settles the matter for them—and for their husbands.

My Chinese instincts develop. I am no longer the little girl who
shrunk against my brother at the first sight of a Chinaman. Many
and many a time, when alone in a strange place, has the appearance
of even an humble laundryman given me a sense of protection and
made me feel quite at home. This fact of itself proves to me that
prejudice can be eradicated by association.

I'meet a half-Chinese, half-white girl. Her face is plastered with a
thick white coat of paint and her eyelids and eyebrows are black-
ened so that the shape of her eyes and the whole expression of her
face is changed. She was born in the East, and at the age of eighteen
came West in answer to an advertisement. Living for many years
among the working class, she had heard little but abuse of the
Chinese. It is not difficult, in a land like California, for a half-
Chinese half-white girl to pass as one of Spanish or Mexican origin.
This the poor child does, tho she lives in nervous dread of being
“discovered.” She becomes engaged to a young man, but fears to
tell him what she is, and only does so when compelled by a fearless
American girlfriend. This girl, who knows her origin, realizing that
the truth sooner or later must be told, and better soon than late,
advises the Eurasian to confide in the young man, assuring her that
he loves her well enough not to allow her nationality to stand, a bar
sinister, between them. But the Eurasian prefers to keep her secret,
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and only reveals it to the ‘man-who is to be her h_usband when driven
to bay by the American girl, who declares that if the half-breed will
not tell the truth she will. When the young man hears that thci girl
he is engaged to has Chinese blood iq her veins, hg exclaims: “Oh,
what will my folks say?” But that is all. Love is stronger than
prejudice with him, and neither he nor she deems it necessary to
inform his “‘folks.” .

Since the Americans have for many years rpamfested a much
higher regard for the Japanese than for the Chinese, several half-
Chinese young men and women, thinking to advance themselyes,
both in a social and business sense, pass as Japanese. They continue
to be known as Eurasians; but a Japanese Eurasian does not appear
in the same light as a Chinese Eurasian. The unfortunate Chinese
Eurasians! Are not those who compel them to thus cringe more to
be blamed than they? '

People, however, are not all alike. I meet white men, and women,
too, who are proud to mate with those who have Chinese blood in
their veins, and think it a great honor to be dxstmgul.shed by the
friendship of such. There are also Eurasians and Eurasians. I know
of one who allowed herself to become engaged to a white man after
refusing him nine times. She had discouraggd him in every way
possible, had warned him that she was half Chinese; that her peop!e
were poor, that every week or month she sent home a certan
amount of her earnings, and that the man she married would have
to do as much, if not more; also, most uncompromising truth of all,
that she did not love him and never would. But the resolute and
undaunted lover swore that it was a matter of indifference to him
whether she was a Chinese or a Hottentot, that it woulfi be h'lS
pleasure and privilege to allow her rel:ation; double what it was in
her power to bestow, and as to not loving him—that did not matter
at all. He loved her. So, because the young wom‘an'had a married
mother and married sisters, who were always picking at her and
gossiping over her independent manner of living, she finally con-
sented to marry him, recording the agreement in her diary thus:

“I have promised to become the wife of — on —

, 189, because the world is so cruel and sneering to a single
woman—and for no other reason.”

Everything went smoothly until onc day. The young man was
driving a pair of beautiful horses and she was 'seated by his §1de,
trying very hard to imagine herself in love with him, when a Chinese
vegetable gardener’s cart came rumbling along. The Chinaman was
a jolly-looking individual in blue cotton blouse and pantaloons, his
rakish-looking hat being kept in place by a long queue which was
putled upward from his neck and wound around it. The young
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- woman was suddenly possest with the spirit of mischief. “Look!”
she cried, indicating the Chinaman. “There’s my brother. Why
don’t you salute him?”’

The man’s face fell a little. He sank into a pensive mood. The
wicked one by his side read him like an open book.

“When we are married,” said she, “I intend to give a Chinese
party every month.”

No answer.

“As there are very few aristocratic Chinese in this city, I shall fill
up with the laundrymen and vegetable farmers. 1 don’t believe in
being exclusive in democratic America, do you?”

He hadn’t a grain of humor in his composition, but a sickly smile
contorted his features as he replied:

“You shall do just as you please, my darling. But—but—consider
a moment. Wouldn'’t it be just a little pleasanter for us if, after we
are married, we allowed it to be presumed that you were—er—
Japanese? So many of my friends have inquired of me if that is not
your nationality. They would be so charmed to meet a little Japa-
nese lady.”

“Hadn’t you better oblige them by finding one?”’

“Why-—er—what do you mean?”

“Nothing much in particular. Only—I am getting a little tired of
this,” taking off his ring.

“You don’t mean what you say! Oh, put it back, dearest! You
know I would not hurt your feelings for the world!”

“You haven’t. I'm more than pleased. But I do mean what I say.”

That evening the “‘ungrateful” Chinese Eurasian diaried, among
other things, the following:

“Joy, oh, joy! I'm free once more. Never again shall I be untrue
to my own heart. Never again will I allow any one to ‘hound’ or
‘sneer’ me into matrimony.”

I secure transportation to many California points. I meet some
literary people, chief among whom is the editor of the magazine that
took my first Chinese stories. He and his wife give me a warm
welcome to their ranch. They are broad-minded people, whose
interest in me is sincere and intelligent, not affected and vulgar. 1
also meet some funny people who advise me to “trade” upon my
nationality. They tell me that if I wish to succeed in literature in
America I should dress in Chinese costume, carry a fan in my hand,
wear a pair of scarlet beaded slippers, live in New York and come of
high birth. Instead of making myself familiar with the Chinese
Americans around me, I should discourse on my spirit acquaintance
with Chinese ancestors and quote in between the “good mornings”
and “how d’ye dos” of editors,
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“Confucius, Confucius, how great is Confucius: Before Confu-
cius, there never was Confucius. After Confucius, there never
came Confucius,” etc., etc., etc.,

or something like that, both illuminating and obscuring, don’t you
know. They forget, or perhaps they are not aware that the gld
Chinese sage taught “The way of sincerity is the way of heaven.

My experiences as an Eurasian never cease; but people are not
now as prejudiced as they have been. In the West, too, my friends
are more advanced in all lines of thought than those whom I know
in eastern Canada—more genuine, more sincere, with less of the
form of religion, but more of its spirit. .

So I roam backward and forward across the continent. When I am
East, my heart is West. When I am West, my heart is Eas:t. Before
long I hope to be in China. As my life began in my father’s country
it may end in my mother’s. ' .

After all I have no nationality and am not anxious to claim any.
Individuality is more than nationality. *““You are you and I am I,
says Confucius. I give my right hand to the Occidentals and my left
to the Orientals, hoping that between them they will not utterly
destroy the insignificant “‘connecting link.” And that’s all.

The Story of One White Woman
Who Married a Chinese

Why did I marry Liu Kanghi, a Chinese? Well, in the first place,
because I loved him; in the second place, because 1 was weary of
working, struggling, and fighting with the world; in the third place,
because my child needed a home. .

My first husband was an American fifteen years older than my-
self. For a few months 1 was very happy with him. I had been .a
working girl—a stenographer. A home of my own filled my heart
with joy. It was a pleasure to me to wait upon James, cook him nice
little dinners and suppers, read to him little pieces from the papers
and magazines, and sing and play to him my little songs and melo-
dies. And for a few months he seemed to be perfectly contepted. I
suppose I was a novelty to him, he having lived a bachelor existence
until he was thirty-four. But it was not long before he left off smiling
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at my little jokes, grew restive and cross when I teased him, and
when I tried to get him to listen to a story in which I was interested
and longed to communicate, he would bid me not bother him. I was
quick to see the change and realize that there was a gulf of differ-
ences between us. Nevertheless, I loved and was proud of him. He
was considered a very bright and well-informed man, and although
his parents had been uneducated working people he had himself
been through the public schools. He was also an omnivorous reader
of socialistic and new-thought literature. Woman suffrage was one
of his particular hobbies. Whenever I had a magazine around he
would pick it up and read aloud to me the columns of advise to
women who were ambitious to become comrades to men and walk
shoulder to shoulder with their brothers. Once I ventured to remark
that much as I admired a column of men keeping step together, yet
men and women thus ranked would, to my mind, make a very
unbeautiful and disorderly spectacle. He frowned and answered that
I did not understand him, and was too frivolous. He would often
draw my attention to newspaper reports concerning women of marked

business ability and enterprise. Once I told him that I did not

admire clever business women, as I had usually found them, and so

had other girls of my acquaintance, not nearly so kind-hearted,

generous, and helpful as the humble drudges of the world—the
ordinary working women. His answer to this was that I was jealous
and childish.

But, in spite of his unkind remarks and evident contempt for
me, I wished to please him. He was my husband and I loved him.
Many an afternoon, when through with my domestic duties, did I
spend in trying to acquire a knowledge of labor politics, socialism,
woman suffrage, and baseball, the things in which he was most
interested. '

It was hard work, but I persevered until one day. It was about six
months after our marriage. My husband came home a little earlier
than usual, and found me engaged in trying to work out problems in
subtraction and addition. He laughed sneeringly. “Give it up, Min-
nie,” said he. “You weren’t built for anything but taking care of
kids. Gee! But there’s a woman at our place who has a head for
figures that makes her worth over a hundred dollars a month. Her
husband would have a chance to develop himself.”

This speech wounded me. I knew it was James’s ambition to write
a book on social reform.

The next day, unknown to my husband, 1 calted upon the wife of
the man who had employed me as a stenographer before 1 was

married, and inquired of her whether she thought I could get back
my old position.

THE STORY OF ONE WHITE WOMAN WHO MARRIED A CHINESE 125

“But, my dear,” she exclaimed, “your husband is receiving a
Jary! Why should you work?” N

go??oslglfgr thatymy husband had in mind the writing of a book _(r)ln

social reform, and I wished to help him in his ambition by earning

oney towards its publication. . _
sol‘1‘1Seorcl:al rgform!” she echoed. “What sort of social reformer is he

" who would allow his wife to work when he is well able to support

l’! . -
heghe bade me go home and think no more of an office position. I

i id: i Id earn some money for
disappointed. T said: “Oh! I wish I cou ]
}Nz;lrf'lesl.S Ilf)li were earning money, perhaps he would not think me so
Stu‘%?l.lpid my dear girl! You are one of the brightest little women I
» kindly comforted Mrs. Rogets. o
kng\:t, Ill(::exg differently and went on todtell (ljler of mrjt,alilrlla:;}:sy g;
i i h he had made on ce ,
figure with my husband how muc 1 g
i i litics, labor questions, woman s ge,
my lack of interest in politics, labor O O .
eformation. “Oh!” I cried. “I am a n '
X(l);lldc;re for is for my husband to love me and be kind to rr‘;ft, tfg;
life to be pleasant and easy, and to be able to help a wee
ick around me.”
pol(\)/;r: mlllf)lgcers looked very serious as she btold me that i;}:;rgn;vszrs
i : ini t by “‘narrow-m 5
differences of opinion as to what was mean i
jori h to drag their wives 1nto
and that the majority of men had no wis . =
i i iti d more comfort in a wom
their business perplexities, apd foun woman
i lves. Only that morning
who was unlike rather than like themse Y g
d said to her: “I hate a woman who tn g
gszt;;r;((iln!l:aof a man’s mind, and who must be forever at his elbow
i ith all his affairs.” )
mid\?vlf::tg l‘:gme comforted. Perhaps after a while James would feel
id Mr. Rogers. Vain hope! ) . '
ang'{;ezhaillsddvlfas srix weiks old when I entered lﬁsmesls life aagsaufli fzt‘;
& Rutherford. My salary w
stenographer for Rutherford d. MY Salary ot omes
dollars a month—more than I had ever ear b e
d that it would be difficult for
was well pleased, for he had feared B
i i been out of practice for
to obtain a paying place after having been for 50
is fi id for all our living expenses, Wi
long. This fifty dollars paid e
i Id be able to put by his ba
exception of rent, so that James wou ° it
i i book would be ready for pul
against the time when his e e e youag woman
He began writing his book, an iss N n, oman
i ted with him. They gave thr
bookkeeper at his place, collaborate ve three
i k, sometimes four. She came
-evenings a week to the work, i g
i hen the baby was sick and James had g :
lSl;?eg l:oli:d at the )(,:hild with the curious eyes of one who neither
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loved nor understood children. “There is no necessity for its being
sick,” said she. “There must be an error somewhere.” I made no
answer, so she went on: “Sin, sorrow, and sickness all mean the
same thing. We have no disease that we do not deserve, no trouble
which we do not bring upon ourselves.”

I did not argue with her. I knew that I could not; but as I looked
at her standing there in the prime of her life and strength, broad-
shouldered, masculine-featured, and, as it seemed to me, heartless,
I disliked her more than I had ever disliked anyone before. My own
father had died after suffering for many years from a terrible mal-
ady, contracted while doing his duty as a physician and surgeon.
And my innocent child! What had sin to do with its measles?

When James came in she discussed with him the baseball game
which had been played that afternoon, and also a woman suffrage
meeting which she had attended the evening before.

After she had gone he seemed to be quite exhilarated. “That’s a
great woman!” he remarked.

“I do not think so!” I answered him. “One who would take from
the sorrowful and suffering their hope of a happier existence hereaf-
ter, and add to their trials on earth by branding them as objects of
aversion and contempt, is not only not a great woman but, to my
mind, no woman at all.”

He picked up a paper and walked into another room.,

“What do you think now?” I cried after him.

“What would be the use of my explaining to you?” he returned.
“You wouldn’t understand.”

How my heart yearned over my child those days! I would sit
before the typewriter and in fancy hear her crying for her mother.
Poor, sick little one, watched over by a strange woman, deprived of
her proper nourishment. While I took dictation from my employer 1
thought only of her. The result, of course, was, that I lost my place.
My husband showed his displeasure at this in various ways and as
the weeks went by and I was unsuccessful in obtaining another
position, he became colder and more indifferent. He was neither a
drinking nor an abusive man, but he could say such cruel and
cutting things that I would a hundred times rather have been beaten
and ill-used than compelled, as I was, to hear them. He even
made me feel it a disgrace to be a woman and a mother. Once he
said to me: “If you had had ambition of the right sort you
would have perfected yourself in your stenography so that you
could have taken cases in court. There’s a little fortune in that
business.”

I was acquainted with a woman stenographer who reported di-
vorce cases and who had described to me the work, so I answered:

G
r
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“] would rather die of hunger, my baby in my arms;l than"rcport
divorce proceedings under the eyes of men in a court house. o he
“Qther women, as good as you, have done and are doing it,
ret‘?Cr)tfhtr women, perhaps better than I, have done and are ((llt’)’ing
it,” I replied, “but all women are not alike. l am not that kin d .
"“That's s0,” said he. “Well, they are the kind who are up to date.
behind the times.” ) . .
Y%lnireev:nil:g I left James and Miss Moran‘el?gfageddmxhtel;enl'
end.

k and went across the street to see a SiCK In [
gf;m:d I let myself into the house very sogly Iforuf)e(a::ir :)rf z:hw:klel::u
i baby, whom I had left sleeping. As I stood 1
lln%leteﬁ% my yhusba\nd’s voice in the sitting room. This is what he
wa‘s‘»lSZ‘y:nag :lonely man. There is no companionship between me and
m)f‘I:Ings;ense!” answered Miss Moran, as 1 Elhmlllght gfl;t(t’llle di(r)ngg;

i . “Look over this paragraph, please, and tell me if ;
glel?lt]lylt would be well to have it follow after the qne_endlr!g w}'tll'lh tl;z
words ‘ultimate concord,’ in place of that beginning with e

rinciples.” ”’ . )
gr?‘iitcgnnotpsettle my mind upon the work tonight, said Jaqles in z:
sort of thick, tired voice. ‘I want to talk to you—to win you

thy—your love.” ) )

Sy]lnllzzarfi a);hair pushed back. I knew Miss Moran had arisen. i

“Good night!” I heard her say. “Much as I would like to see this

"’
mplished, I shall come no more! ) _
w(g]l;;tc c(;nyp God! You cannot throw the thing up at this late

date.” .
“I can and I will. Let me pass, sir.
“If there were no millstonc around my neck, you would not say,

¢ ass, sir,’ in that tone of voice.’-’
Lt'?hgligxt I heard was a heavy fall. Miss Moran had knocked my

i down.
blgl !;Ls;t;lag:id 0;())en the door. Miss Moran, cool and collected, was

i his feet.
i her gloves, James was struggling to is
pu‘l}gﬁ oll\ldrse.:r(%arson!” exclaimed the former. “Your husband fell

over the stool. Wasn’t that stupid of him!”

James, of course, got his divorce six months after I de§erted him.
He did not ask for the child, and I was allowed to keep it.
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I was on my way to the waterfro i
‘ : nt, the baby in my arms. I
I)valkmg quickly, for my state of mind was such thaty I cousld hZfZ
hi(;ln::hti::vticli (rint); bttltrdgn and not have felt it. Just as I turned down a
voicn ot e docks, someone touched my arm and I heard a
“Poe;lrdon 1'1’1’e, lady, but you hfave dropped your baby’s shoe!”
» yes!” I answered, taking the shoe mechanically from
oultstretched hand, and pushing on. 0
could hear the waves lappi i i i
again Tell upen o ane apping against the pier when the voice
“If you go any further, lad i i
» lady, you will fall int 1
XIy answer was a step forward., 1nto the water!
strong hand was laid
apaiie o ol upon my arm and I was swung around
“Poor little baby,” went on th i i
fo nman's. s o e voice, which was unusually soft
I surrendered my child to the voice.

“Better come over w it is li
walk!” here it is light and you can see where to

I allowed myself to be led into the light.

Thus I met Liu Kanghi, the Chines
ghi, ¢ who afterward
husband. I followed him, obeyed him, trusted him frsor)nect?lr:ev;nr;

- first. It never occurred to me to ask myself what manner of man was

succoring me. I only knew that he was a man
, and that I was bei
cared .for as no one pad ever cared for me since my father diecsj Zl::g
g:l}; Sger(xin:l £§tennu:lapop to leave a world which had been cruei t;) me
—an i ]
passed s \% in its place I experienced a strange calmness and
“I am going to take you to the hou i i
se of a friend of mine,” ai
asP; preceded me up the hill, the baby in his arms. e e said
Ano;ew:ll‘ n?_t }rlnmd living with Chinese people?” he added
c . . ’
o ric light under which we were passing flashed across his
1 did not recoil—not even at firs
¢ - t. It may have been be
X?: wearing American clothes, wore his hair cut, and, ev:: l:zenl]le
- erll)can eyes, appeared a good-looking young man—and it ma;'(
b ];e a:l:gnl b;zz:luste‘ tof r;ly troubles; but whatever it was I answered
, nt it: « . : .
- i would much rather live with Chinese than
wal;i;s ‘2111(1 not ask me why, and I did not tell him until long after-
it de st%ry .of' my uqhappy marriage; my desertion of the man
ad made it impossible for me to remain under his roof: the
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hame of the divorce, the averted faces of those who had been my
siends; the cruelty of the world; the awful struggle for an existence
r myself and child; sickness followed by despair.
The Chinese family with which he placed me were kind, simple
‘ folk. The father had been living in America for more than twenty
¥ years. The family consisted of his wife, a grown daughter, and
E several small sons and daughters, all of whom had been born in
f - America. They made me very welcome and adored the baby. Liu
| Jusong, the father, was a working jeweler; but, because of an
|- accident by which he had lost the use of one hand, he was partially
¢t incapacitated for work. Therefore, their family depended for main-
! tenance chiefly upon their kinsman, Liu Kanghi, the Chinese who
" had brought me to them.
3 “We love much our cousin,” said one of the little girls to me one
I day. “He teaches us so many games and brings us toys and sweets.”
/  As soon as I recovered from the attack of nervous prostration
which laid me low for over a month after being received into the Liu
home, my mind began to form plans for my own and my child’s
maintenance. One morning I put on my hat and jacket and told
Mrs. Liu I would go downtown and make an application for work as
a stenographer at the different typewriting offices. She pleaded with
¥ me to wait a week longer—until, as she said, “your limbs are more
. fortified with strength™; but I assured her that I felt myself well able
k  to begin to do for myself, and that I was anxious to repay some little
i part of the expense I had.been to them.

“For all we have done for you,” she answered, “our cousin has
paid us doublefold.”

“No money can recompense your kindness to myself and child,”
I replied; “but if it is your cousin to whom I am indebted for
board and lodging, all the greater is my anxiety to repay what I
owe.”

When I returned to the house that evening, tired out with my
b quest for work, 1 found Li Kanghi tossing a ball with little Fong on
;- the front porch.

i Mrs. Liu bustled out to meet me and began scolding me in
motherly fashion.

“Oh, why you go downtown before you strong enough? See! You
look alt sick again!” said she.

She turned to Liu Kanghi and said something in Chinese. He
threw the ball back to the boy and came towards me, his face grave
and concerned.

“Please be so good as to take my cousin’s advice,” he urged.
| “I am well enough to work now,” I replied, “and I cannot sink

E deeper into your debt.”
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“You need not,” said he. “I know a wa i
. , . y by which you
quickly pay me off and earn a good living without wearing )),rourg:lr;
out and leaving thfa baby all day. My cousin tells me that you can
f}l;z?]te mczist beautiful flowers on silk, velvet, and linen Why not
ou y i :
make).{” 0 some of that work for my store? I will buy all you can
“Oh!” I exclaimed. “I should be onl
: . y too glad to do !
But Ydo you th'm]k I can earn a living in that w§y?” such work!
ou certainly can,” was his reply. “I am requiri i
doree. ani t o . | requiring an embroi-
o and i you will do the work for me I will try to pay you what
So I gladly gave up my quest for office i i
work. I lived in the Li
Jusotr!nlg house and worked for Liu Kanghi. The days, weekse :;:3
{)non s passed peacefully and happily. Artistic needlework had aiways
een my fgvonte occupation, and when it became a source both of
rt;tmunﬁratlon and pl;asure, I'began to feel that life was worth living
2(1: hgr all. I watched with complacency my child grow amongst the !ittlé
¢ inese children. My life’s experience had taught me that the virtues
L(') not all belong to the whites. I was interested in all that concerned the
iu household, became acquainted with all their friends, and lost al-
together the prejudice against the foreigner in which I had been reared
I had been living thus more than a year when, one afternoon as I
was walkn}g home from Liu Kanghi’s store on Kearney Street, a
parcel of silks and floss under my arm, and my little girl trudging b
my :;]d?[, I came face-to-face with James Carson. Y
vell, now,” said he, planting himself in front of «
lo«;kmg ﬁretty well. How are you making out?” e, you are
caught up my child and pushed past him without a word. Wh
reached the Liu house I was trembling in every limb, so éreat ?a:
my dislike and fear of the man who had been my husband.

. ;?ll?out a week later a letter came to the house addressed to me. It

Dealr Minnie,—If you are willing to forget the past and make
:g)a,n ::’n, too.(I1 was ;urprxsed to see you the other day, prettier
: €r—and much more of a woman. Le ,
mind at an early date. t me know your
Your affectionate husband,
James

I ignored this letter, but a heav i
r, y fear oppressed me. Liu Kanghi
who called the evening of the day I received it, remarked :sghlé

arose to greet me that I was looking troubled i
I and h
not the embroidery flowers. & ’ oped that it was
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“It is the shadow from my big hat,” | answered lightly. I was

E' dressed for going downtown with Mrs. Liu, who was preparing her
7 eldest daughter’s trousseau.

“Someday,” said Liu Kanghi earnestly, “I hope that you will tell

. to me all that is in your heart and mind.”

I found comfort in his kind face.

“If you will wait until I return, I will tell you all tonight,” I
answered.

- Strange as it may seem, although I had known Liu Kanghi now
for more than a year, I had had little talk alone with him, and all he
knew about me was what he had learned from Mrs. Liu; namely,
that I was a divorced woman who, when saved from self-destruction,
was homeless and starving.

" That night, however, after hearing my story, he asked me to be
his wife. He said: “I love you and would protect you from all
trouble. Your child shall be as my own.” :

I replied: “I appreciate your love and kindness, but I cannot
answer you just yet. Be my friend for a little while longer.”

“Do you have for me the love feeling?”’ he asked.

“I do not know,” I answered truthfully.

Another letter came. It was written in a different spirit from the
first and contained a threat about the child.

There seemed but one course open to me. That was to leave my
Chinese friends. I did. With much sorrow and regret I bade them
good-bye, and took lodgings in a part of the city far removed from
the outskirts of Chinatown, where my home had been with the Lius.

My little girl pined for her Chinese playmates, and I myself felt
strange and lonely; but I knew that if I wished to keep my child I
could no longer remain with my friends.

I still continued working for Liu Kanghi, and carried my embroi-
dery to his store in the evening after the little one had been put to
sleep. He usually escorted me back but never asked to be allowed,
and I never invited him, to visit me, or even enter the house. I was a
young woman, and alone, and what I had suffered from scandal
since I had left James Carson had made me wise.

It was a cold, wet evening in November when he accosted me
once again. I had run over to a delicatessen store at the corner of
the block where I lived. As I stepped out, his burly figure loomed
up in the gloom before me. I started back with a little cry, but he
grasped my arm and held it.

“Walk beside me quietly if you do not wish to attract attention,’
said he, “and by God, if you do, I will take the kid tonight!”

“You dare not!” I answered. ““You have no right to her whatever.
She is my child and I have supported her for the last two years alone.”

)
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“Alone! What will the judges say when I tell them about the
Chinaman?”

“What will the judges say!” I echoed. “What can they say? Is
there any disgrace in working for a Chinese merchant and receiving
pay for my labor?”

“And walking in the evening with him, and living for over a year
in a house for which he paid the rent. Ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha!”

His laugh was low and sneering. He had evidently been making
inquiries concerning the Liu family, and also watching me for some
time. How a woman can loathe and hate the man she has once
loved! '

We were nearing my lodgings. Perhaps the child had awakened
and was crying for me. I would not, however, have entered the
house, had he not stopped at the door and pushed it open.

“Lead the way upstairs!” said he. “T want to see the kid.”

“You shall not,” I cried. In my desperation I wrenched myself
from his grasp and faced him, blocking the stairs.

“If you use violence,” I declared, ““the lodgers will come to my
assistance. They know me!”

He released my arm.

“Bah!” said he. “I've no use for the kid. It is you I'm after getting
reconciled to. Don’t you know, Minnie, that once your husband,
always your husband? Since I saw you the other day on the street, 1
have been more in love with you than ever before. Suppose we
forget all and begin over again!”

Though the tone of his voice had softened, my fear of him grew
greater. T would have fled up the stairs had he not again laid his
hand on my arm.

“Answer me, girl,” said he.

And in spite of my fear, I shook off his hand and answered him:
“No husband of mine are you, either legally or morally. And I have
no feeling whatever for you other than contempt.”

“Ah! So you have sunk!”—his expression was evil—*“The oily
little Chink has won you!”

I was no longer afraid of him.

“Won me!” I cried, unheeding who heard me. “Yes, honorably
and like a man. And what are you that dare sneer at one like him.
For all your six feet of grossness, your small soul cannot measure up
to his great one. You were unwilling to protect and care for the
woman who was your wife or the little child you caused to come into
this world; but he succored and saved the stranger-woman, treated
her as a woman, with reverence and respect; gave her child a home,
and made them both independent, not only of others but of him-
self. Now, hearing you insult him behind his back, I know what
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I did not know before—that I love him, and all I have to say to

you is, Go!”

And James Carson went. I heard of him again but once. That was
when the papers reported his death of apoplexy while exercising at a

blic gymnasium. . o
puLoviﬁé Liu Kanghi, I became his wife, and though it is true that

3 there are many Americans who look down upon me for so becom-

i ave never regretted it. No, not even when men cast upon me
1:1:%: gIlel:nces they casgt upon sporting women. I accept the lot of the
American wife of an humble Chinaman in America. The happiness
of the man who loves me is more to me than the ap.prova(ll or
disapproval of those who in my dark days l.eft me to die like ad og.t
My Chinese husband has his faults. He is hot-tempered anh, :1

times, arbitrary; but he is always a man, and has never soug lt 0
take away from me the privilege of being but a woman. I can lean
upon and trust in him. I feel him behind me, protecting and caring
for me, and that, to an ordinary woman like myself, means more

ing else.

thgn?}rllyv:/lﬂef the son of Liu Kanghi lays his little head upon rgy
bosom do I question whether I have done wisely. For my boy,ht. ﬁ
son of a Chinese man, is possessed of a childish wisdom w 1cd
brings the tears to my eyes; and as he stands between his father an

myself, like yet unlike us both, so will he staqd in afte.r years .bet\.veen
his father’s and his mother’s people. And if there is no km;ilmess
nor understanding between them, what will my boy’s fate be?

Her Chinese Husband

Sequel to The Story of One White Woman
Who Married a Chinese

Now that Liu Kanghi is no longer with me, 1 fecl that it will eaie
my heart to record some memories of him—if I can. The (tiash ,
though calling to me; is not an easy one, so throng to my m('llnd the
invincible proofs of his love for me, the things he has said an hone%
My memories of him are so vivid and pertinacious, my thoughts o
. i, |

h“"ri"os ?rlfllc(ilznese husband I could go with all my little tr_oublesfax}:d
perplexities; to him I could talk as women love to do at times of the
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past and the future, the mysteries of religion, of life and death. He
was not above discussing such things with me. With him I was never
strange or embarrassed. My Chinese husband was simple in his
tastes. He liked to hear a good story, and though unlearned in a
sense, could discriminate between the good and bad in literature.
This came of his Chinese education. He told me one day that he
thought the stories in the Bible were more like Chinese than Ameri-
can stories, and added: “If you had not told me what you have
about it, I should say that it was composed by the Chinese.” Music
had a soothing though not a deep influence over him. It could not
sway his mind, but he enjoyed it just as he did a beautiful picture.
Because I was interested in fancy work, so also was he. I can see his
face, looking so grave and concerned, because one day by accident I
spilt some ink on a piece of embroidery I was working. If he came
home in the evenings and found me tired and out of sorts, he would
cook the dinner himself, and go about it in such a way that I felt
that he rather enjoyed showing off his skill as a cook. The next
evening, if he found everything ready, he would humorously declare
himself much disappointed that I was so exceedingly well.

At such times a gray memory of James Carson would arise. How
his cold anger and contempt, as exhibited on like occasions, had
shriveled me up in the long ago. And then—I would fall to musing
on the difference between the two men as lovers and husbands.

James Carson had been much more of an ardent lover than ever
had been Liu Kanghi. Indeed it was his passion, real or feigned,
which had carried me off my feet. When wooing he had constantly
reproached me with being cold, unfeeling, a marble statue, and so
forth; and I, poor, ignorant little girl, would wonder how it was I
appeared so when I felt so differently. For I had given James Carson
my first love. Upon him my life had been concentrated as it has
never been concentrated upon any other. Yet—!

There was nothing feigned about my Chinese husband. Simple
and sincere as he was before marriage, so was he afterwards. As my
union with James Carson had meant misery, bitterness, and narrow-
ness, so my union with Liu Kanghi meant, on the whole, happiness,
health, and development. Yet the former, according to American
ideas, had been an educated broad-minded man; the other, just an
ordinary Chinaman.

But the ordinary Chinaman that I would show to you was the sort
of man that children, birds, animals, and some women love. Every
morning he would go to the window and call to his pigeons, and
they would flock around him, hearing and responding to his whis-
pering and cooing. The rooms we lived in had been his rooms ever
since he had come to America. They were above his store, and large
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ol. The furniture had been brought from China, but there was
ig(tih‘i:zg of tinsel about it. Dark wood, almost black, caweqdanc;
antique, some of the pieces set with mother-of-pearl. On one side o
the inner room stood a case of books and an ancestral tablet. 1 have
seen Liu Kanghi touch the tablet with reverence, but the faith of l]1115
fathers was not strong enough to cause him to bow before it. The
elegant simplicity of these rooms had surprised me much when 1 le)is
first taken to them. I looked at him then, stapdmg for a moment by
the window, a solitary pigeon peeking in at him, perhaps wondering
who had come to divert from her her friend’s attention. So had he
lived since he had come to this country—quietly and un(jlsturbed—
from twenty years of age to twenty-five. I felt mysclf an intruder. A
feeling of pity for the boy—for such he seemed in his entht;slasm—'—
arose in my breast. Why had I come to confuse his calm? Was it

ined, as he declared?
or(liz;n;tt’le girl loved him better than she lqved me. Hg took great
pleasure in playing with her, curling her hair over his fingers, tying
her sash, and all the simple tasks from which so many men turn
aSlg)zce the baby got hold of a set rat trap, and was holding it in
such a way that the slightest move would have released‘,the sprm(g1
and plunged the cruel steel into her tender arms. Kanghi s eyes aph
mine beheld her thus at the same moment. I stood transfixed w1tt1
horror. Kanghi quietly went up to ghe child and took from her t i
trap. Then he asked me to release his hand. I almost fainted whctll1
saw it. “It was the only way,” said he. We had to send for the
doctor, and even as it was, came very near having a case of blood
poisl?:wliggl;eard people say that he was a keen business man, this Liu
Kanghi, and I imagine that he was. 1 q:a not, however, discuss hlcsl
business with him. All I was interested in were the pretty things an
the women who would come in and jest with him. He cou_lld jest too.
Of course, the women did not know that I was his wife. Once a
woman in rich clothes gave him her card and asked him to call upon
her. After she had left he passed the card to me. I tore it up. He
took those things as a matter of course, and was not affected by
them. “They are a part of Chinatown life,” he_explaqu. 4
He was a member of the Reform Club, a Chinese .socml clqb, an
the Chinese Board of Trade. He liked to discuss business affairs gnd
Chinese and American politics with his countrymen, and occasion-
ally enjoyed an evening away from me. But I never needed to worry
ovilrehll::d his littlenesses as well as his bignesses, had Liu Kanghi.
For instance, he thought he knew better about what was good for
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my health and other things, purely personal, than I did myself, and
if my ideas opposed or did not tally with his, he would very s;igor-
ously denounce what he called “the foolishness of women.” If he
a.dmlred a certain dress, he would have me wear it on every occa-
sion possible, and did not seem to be able to understand that it was
not always suitable.

“Wear the dress with the silver lines,” he said to me one day
sqmewhat authoritatively. I was attired for going out, but not as he
wished to see me. I answered that the dress with the silver lines was
un‘suttable fqr a long and dusty ride on an open car.

‘Never ml.nd,” said he, “whether it is unsuitable or not. I wish
you to wear it.” '

“All right,” I said, “I will wear it, but T will stay at home.”

I stayed at home, and so did he.

At another time, he reproved me for certain opinions I had
expressed in the presence of some of his countrymen. “You should
not talk like that,” said he. “They will think you are a bad woman.”

My white blood rose at that, and I answered him in a way which
grieves me to remember. For Kanghi had never meant to insult or
hurt me. Imperious by nature, he often spoke before he thought—
and he was so boyishly anxious for me to appear in the best light
possible before his own people.

Tl!e.re were other things too: a sort of childish jealousy and
suspicion which it was difficuit to allay. But a woman can forgive
much to a man, the sincerity and strength of whose love makes her
own, though true, seem slight and mean.

_ Yes, life with Liu Kanghi was not without its trials and tribula-
tions. There was the continual uncertainty about his own life here in
Anjnenca, the constant irritation caused by the assumption of the
white men that a white woman does not love her Chinese husband
and their actions accordingly; also sneers and offensive remarks,
There was also on Liu Kanghi’s side an acute consciousness that
though belonging to him as his wife, yet in a sense I was not his but
of tl!e dominant race, which claimed, even while it professe,d to
despise me. This consciousness betrayed itself in words and ways
which filled me with a passion of pain and humiliation. “Kanghi,” I
wou{d sharply say, for I had to cloak my tenderness, “do not talk to
me like that. You are my superior. . . . I would not love you if you
were not.”

But in spite of all I could do or say, it was there between us:
that strange invisible—what? Was it the barrier of race—that
consciousness?

_Sometimes he would talk about returning to China. The thought
filled me with horror. I had heard rumors of secondary wives. One
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afternoon the cousin of Liu Kanghi, with whom I had lived, came to
see me, and showed me a letter which she had received from a little
Chinese girl who had been born and brought up in America until
the age of ten. The last paragraph in the letter read: “Emma and I
are very sad and wish we were back in America.” Kanghi’s cousin
explained that the father of the little girls, having no sons, had taken
himself another wife, and the new wife lived with the little girls and
their mother.

That was before my little boy was born. That evening I told
Kanghi that he need never expect me to go to China with him.

“You see,” I began, “I look upon you as belonging to me.”

He would not let me say more. After a while he said: “It is true
that in China a man may and occasionally does take a secondary
wife, but that custom is custom, not only because sons are denied to
the first wife, but because the first wife is selected by parents and
guardians before a man is hardly a man. If a Chinese marries for
love, his life is a filled-up cup, and he wants no secondary wife. No,
not even for sake of a son. Take, for example, me, your great
husband.”

1 sometimes commented upon his boyish ways and appearance,
which was the reason why, when he was in high spirits, he would
call himself my “great husband.” He was not boyish always. I have
seen him, when shouldering the troubles of kinfolk, the quarrels of
his clan, and other responsibilities, acting and looking like a man of
twice his years.

But for all the strange marriage customs of my husband’s people,
I considered them far more moral in their lives than the majority of
Americans. I expressed myself thus to Liu Kanghi, and he replied:
“The American people think higher. If only more of them lived up
to what they thought, the Chinese would not be so confused in
trying to follow their leadership.”

If ever a man rejoiced over the birth of his child, it was Liu
Kanghi. The boy was born with a veil over his face. “A prophet!”
cried the old mulatto Jewess who nursed me. “A prophet has come
into the world.”

She told this to his father when he came to look upon him, and he
replied: “He is my son, that is all I care about.” But he was so glad,
and there was feasting and rejoicing with his Chinese friends for
over two weeks. He came in one evening and found me weeping
over my poor little boy. I shall never forget the expression on his
face.

“QOh, shame!” he murmured, drawing my head down to his shoul-
der. “What is there to weep about? The child is beautiful! The
feeling heart, the understanding mind is his. And we will bring him
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up to be proud that he is of Chinese blood; he will f
: ; ear none
after him, the name of half-breed will no longer be one of contem;rtl(’i'"
Kanghl as a youth had attended a school in Hong Kong aﬁd
ghllq there hia‘d made the acquaintance of several half Chinese half
lolvlvgé:i}:il?l:ls' Tlhey }ver](: the brightest of all,” he told me, “but they
/ themselves in the eyes of the Chinese by bei :
their Chinese blood and ignoring it.” S S being s amed.ol
His theory, therefore, was that if his own son
Ty, , brought up to
be proud instead of ashamed of hi i i’ oy Wo
become a great man, is Chinese half, the boy would
Perhaps he was right, but he could not i
) see as coul -
can; goma;ln, the conflict before our boy. uld L, an Ameri
er the little Kanghi had passed his first month
: : , and we had
found a reliable woman to look after him, his father began to talie
me around with {nm much more than formerly, and life became very
en;qyable. We dined often at a Chinese restaurant kept by a friend
of his, and afterwards attended theaters, concerts, and other places
g entertainment. We frequently met Americans with whom he had
ecome acqufuntgd through business, and he would introduce them
w1th_g_reat pride in me shining in his eyes. The little jealousies and
suspicions of the first year seemed no longer to irritate him, and
though I had still cause to shrink from the gaze of strangers, I know
that my Chinese husband was for several years a very happ;f man.

Now, I have come to the end. He left ho i
lowed to the gate by the little jirl and b e had moves’ o s
cottage in the suburbs). & bk
“Brmg me a red ball,” pleaded the little girl.
“And me too,” cried the boy.
All right, chickens,” he responded, waving his hand to them.
He was brought home at night shot through the head. There are
:(()m:lal Chinese, ]ustdas there are some Americans, who are opposed
all progress, and who hate with a bitter h
en};ghten or be enlightened. fter hatred all who would
ut that I have not the heart to dwell u
) pon. I can only rememb
that wheq thgy brought my Chinese husband home theZe were tv:cr)
red balls in his pocket. Such was Liu Kanghi—a man.

Anonymous

Translations and commentary by Marlon K. Hom

The Angel Island Immigration Station (1910-1940), on the island
that some say looks like a slumbering angel in the middle of San
Francisco Bay, was but one white racist humiliation created specifi-
cally for the Chinese by the Chinese exclusion laws. Chinese attempt-
ing to enter the United States were detained at the station and
housed in one wooden building that was divided into men’s and
women’s sections. All immigrants had to prove themselves to be
related by blood to a current United States resident. All immigrants
underwent long and sometimes repeated interrogations from United
States immigration officials whose questions were detailed, if not
clever entrapment: “How many steps lead to your front door?”
many remember being asked, and laugh. If the immigrant was
indeed a “‘paper son,” a man who had bought a family history and a
ticket to America, his paper father would have sold him the answers
to all the questions Immigration would ask, and he would have
memorized them. Their stories, their sorrows, their fears, and their
spirit—much of it informed by and evoking the fairy tale and the
strategies of the heroic tradition—are carved deep into the walls of
the wooden building that still stands today.

Marlon K. Hom’s translations of these Angel Island poems in
“Immigration Blues” and his “*Lamentations of Stranded Sojourn-
ers” form an important link in the study of Chinese American
literary history. These poems and rhymes represent the visions of
the early Chinese immigrant in America in the late-nineteenth and
early twentieth century. Hom states in the introduction to Songs of
Gold Mountain, “the language used in the rhymes is colloquial
Cantonese. It is folksy, somewhat vulgar, and at times erotic. Some
of the pieces contain faultily written characters, either unintentional
mistakes by writers or typographical errors. The errors reveal the
unsophisticated peasant background of some of the writers, who
became very uninhibited behind the mask of anonymity.”

Marlon K. Hom is a professor of Asian American studies at San
Francisco State University.




