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F 
JL—everything begin s i n th e east , yo u kno w No w th e Wester n — 

American — ways are consuming th e world, but th e sun will always rise 
in the east. Though I was willingly seduced by this vibrant Western world 
at such a  very young age, the fact remains that my spirit was born in tha t 
place o f beginnings. 

The bloo d o f emperor s an d silen t wome n wit h boun d fee t run s 
through my veins as I walk these streets of New York. Ancient men in silk 
robes —  sil k robe s th e color s o f nigh t —  hav e profoundl y shape d m y 
Western life. And I have learned the truths of women. Truths to be foun d 
where th e sun bot h rise s and sets . Some o f thes e truth s cam e a s gifts o f 
my mother — an honorable Firs t Wife. There were also truths shared by 
a beautiful courtesan . But I learned so very much in the truths and wisdom 
and love of Jade Wang, my father's favorit e — an d wise — concubine . 

My defining moments came in the East. Destiny is formed in definin g 
moments —  thos e moment s i n you r lif e when , throug h choic e o r 
circumstance, yo u reac h you r cor e an d accept , o r change , tha t destin y 
with clea r eyes . 

It was 1933 , in Shanghai, China . I  was seventeen. I  was not married . 
I was pregnant. And my eyes were clear . 

I had brought shame to our entire family. I t was raining that day; one 
of those heavy, steady rains, completely void of wind — rain that feels like 
it will stay forever. I was crying; over the previous weeks, I would be certain 
that my body had no tear s left, an d the n th e tears would com e again . 

My parents were in their bedroom, but thei r angry voices penetrate d 
the walls and surrounded me as I lay on my bed. My most vivid recollection 
— as I lay on my bed listening to my parents arguing about my future — 
was th e soun d o f m y mother' s raise d voice . I  remember tha t I  stoppe d 
crying when I  heard tha t swee t soun d o f my mother' s anger . I t was th e 
only time I heard my mother shout at my father, and she was standing up 
for me. My father wanted to send me to Nanjing, to my mother's family t o 
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be marrie d t o a cousin. M y mother kne w tha t I  would di e contained i n 
such unhappiness . She found th e courage to raise her voice to my father . 
It was an unfamiliar soun d i n China — a woman's angered voice , fallin g 
on her husband . 

I love d Shangha i an d I  did not wish t o leave m y home t o live in a 
rural village, married to a man whom I had never seen. But, as Jade would 
say, I had found my passion, and my pregnancy was going to cost me that 
passion. My passion was independence and emergence from thi s molded 
life, which had been shaped for me, over thousands of years. My passion 
was t o contribute t o the destiny o f my future, an d to make choice s tha t 
could not be made in my tradition-saturated East . My passion could only 
be realized in the West, indeed my passion had become the West — and 
I had come so close — my future ha d been so promising. 

As I lay on my bed that day , I said goodbye t o dreams I  had worked 
for an d nurtured fo r man y years . Yes, more tha n m y family' s dishonor , 
more tha n th e fear I  felt whe n I  thought o f the public humiliation , an d 
more tha n th e frightening prospec t o f becoming a  mother, thi s goodby e 
to my dreams — to my way — hurt the most. I remember thinkin g that it 
would hav e bee n bette r t o hav e neve r know n m y dreams , t o hav e no t 
heard m y spirit , t o hav e bee n complacen t an d acceptin g o f th e role of 
women i n China a t that time . Those silent women whom I  had rebuked 
and rejected . 

But I  have com e t o learn tha t thos e who dream, an d those who are 
seduced by their dreams, really have little choice. It is painful to dream. It 
is hard work. And there is a price to be paid for dreaming. The passionate 
ones — those with the courage to find thei r passion and to inevitably say 
goodbye t o tha t whic h i s familia r an d comfortable , i n pursui t o f tha t 
passion —  the y experienc e s o much sadness . I f tha t passion , tha t way, 
once discovered , i s held ou t of reach, i t is like Mozart with no piano, or 
Matisse with no paints. Yet they cannot choos e to let go of that passion . 
Not really . Some do try and it comes back to haunt the m in hollow eyes . 
My mother had hollow eyes . 

Many Chines e follo w th e teaching s o f Laozi , th e Dao De Jing. Th e 
Dao teache s tha t peac e i s foun d within , i n self-knowledge , acceptanc e 
and adherenc e t o that knowledge . Jade had taught me to look within t o 
find m y destiny, and I had embraced my self-knowledge. I t was that los s 
— the loss of my peace and my inner self— tha t I grieved most. As I saw, 
with clea r eyes , my life come crashing down aroun d me. 

But th e Dao Dejing als o teache s us to embrace ou r grief. Yes, there 
would be much t o embrace in my life. 
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The onl y honorabl e solutio n wa s suicide . I  trie d t o wan t t o b e 
honorable. Suicide would spare my family th e disgrace of my pregnancy, 
and restore some of my honor. I f I willed myself t o die, I could no doub t 
complete the task. Mother had always said my will was as unbreakable as 
the wind. But my spirit did not wish to die, and it did not wish to kill my 
unborn child . 

I suppose tha t m y spiri t di d no t reall y sa y goodby e t o m y passion , 
although i t would be many years before I  would be reminded o f my way 
My Chinese ancestors would sa y I was weak t o choose life tha t day An d 
what would the y say years later , when I  did not mak e th e same choice ? 

My years in China were exhilarating, turbulent pages of my country' s 
history Page s of civil wars and Japanese invasions and th e victory of th e 
Communists. I  wa s immerse d i n th e politic s —  th e glamou r an d th e 
turmoil. Oh, the grand parties — the names are all real. Yes, I came of age 
dancing wit h th e leader s o f China . Dancin g wit h a  Western spiri t an d 
unbound feet . 

So much o f m y stor y begin s tha t yea r —  whe n I  was seventee n — 
but, if I am to tel l the whole story, I should star t with the real beginning. 
And tha t would be Shanghai . 

My Shanghai was known as the Paris of the East. In fact, i t was ofte n 
said tha t Pari s was the Shanghai of the West . 

In the early 1900s , most of China conformed t o the foreigner's imag e 
— sleepy villages with bamboo groves , willow trees, and pagodas. But as 
a child , I  kne w nothin g o f thes e rura l villages . I  ha d neve r eve n see n 
them. T o me, China was Shanghai — th e most vibrant cit y in the world , 
a bustling trading port on the western bank of the great Huangpu River . I 
was bor n absorbin g th e energ y o f a  cit y fille d wit h worl d banks , stoc k 
and commodities exchanges, international shipping and travel. There was 
money i n Shanghai . Mone y fro m al l ove r th e world an d th e cit y was a s 
beautiful a s it was vital. 

It is difficult fo r Western minds t o comprehend m y Shanghai; it was 
actually thre e independen t countrie s operatin g withi n th e border s o f a 
city Yes, Shanghai was divided into three distinct areas: the Internationa l 
Settlement, th e Frenc h Concession , an d th e ancien t Chines e City . Th e 
International Settlement had been governed by the British, who operate d 
as th e Shangha i Municipa l Council , sinc e th e Opiu m Wa r o f 1840-42 . 
The French Concessio n was governed by the French Municipal Council . 
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And the Chinese City was in constant turmoil as China's warlords struggled 
to contro l th e most powerfu l cit y in China . 

My famil y wa s amon g th e elit e an d w e ha d a  lovel y hom e i n th e 
International Settlement . 

It was all before th e Japanese and the Communists came . The people 
of China had finally won an element of freedom. Th e Revolution of 191 1 
was over and th e Republi c o f China ha d been established ; my people — 
led b y D r Su n Yat-se n —  ha d destroye d th e Manch u dynast y endin g a 
feudal syste m tha t had controlle d th e lives of citizens for more tha n tw o 
thousand years . 

The Republi c was , however, a n illusion o f freedom. A n illusion ou r 
people desperatel y wante d t o believe an d a n illusio n w e fe d th e res t o f 
the world. Th e trut h wa s tha t warlords rule d Shanghai , an d th e rule r o f 
Shanghai, i n practic e i f no t acknowledgement , rule d China . Ther e wa s 
constant civi l war a s each warlord scrambled fo r mor e power . 

The trut h wen t eve n deeper . Inevitably , th e victoriou s warlor d ha d 
the suppor t an d backing o f the Gree n Gan g — th e Shanghai Mafia . Th e 
Green Gan g controlle d th e opiu m trad e i n Shanghai , which mean t the y 
were som e o f th e wealthies t peopl e i n a  wealthy city . Of course , mone y 
always rule s politics . Th e Gree n Gan g ruler s wer e th e mos t feare d an d 
respected among the many powerful me n in China — yes, of course, they 
were al l men . 

The intensity o f the politics o f those years in my country's history i s 
staggering. To look back and to read the names of those who struggled t o 
define China' s political future, and to recall them as people — real people 
with smiles, and families , and honor. And to recall them as friends. Eve n 
some o f those so feared were to be my acquaintances, friends, an d more . 

In those years, my Shanghai, the heart and pulse of my China, whil e 
it revele d i n th e illusio n o f th e Republic , wa s i n fact , bein g tor n apar t 
piecemeal, by it s ow n peopl e — people I  knew — an d som e o f whom I 
loved, and I  feared . 

But in thos e earl y years, my family — like most Chines e familie s — 
was consume d wit h prid e i n ou r Republic . W e savore d th e tast e o f 
democracy as though we knew it would not last. My brother was born i n 
the year following the Revolution, in 1912, and was named Kaihua, which 
means "Openin g o f the Republic o f China. " 

My parents were intensely loyal to this new Republic, and to its leader, 
Dr Su n Yat-sen . S o you ca n imagin e th e excitemen t i n ou r hom e whe n 
my mother went into labor with me on the birthday of Dr Sun Yat-sen — 
November 12 , 1915. 



SHANGHAI BRID E 5 

It was a crisp, fall day. My parents had prayed for the birth of another 
son, both t o honor th e birth date of their esteemed leader , and to act as a 
playmate t o my brother. And because in China , everyone prays for sons . 

As my mother' s labor progressed , egg s were ready t o be colore d re d 
to announc e th e joyous arriva l o f a  mal e child . Dishe s o f soy-cooke d 
pork, chicke n an d shrim p wit h gree n vegetable s wer e prepare d a s a n 
offering t o the Kitchen God and to Kwanyin, the Goddess of Mercy, who 
delivered sons t o expectant families . 

W h e n I  —  a  mer e bab y gir l —  arrived , m y father , i n hi s 
disappointment, lef t ou r hom e an d di d no t retur n fo r severa l days . M y 
mother aske d ou r housekeeper , Mr s Ding , t o fin d a  wet nurs e fro m th e 
countryside t o come in to feed me. She would not give her own milk to a 
daughter. Al l celebrations were cancelled . 

I was given th e name, Zhaohua , which means 'China , th e Glorious. ' 
And I grew up nurtured by the beautiful, corrup t city of Shanghai. Ther e 
were others who care d along the way of course. The Shengs — Madam e 
Sheng — had shown me love, and the opium o f China. Old Tutor taugh t 
me th e word s o f Confucius , whic h sta y wit h m e toda y Ther e wa s als o 
Jade, my friend, m y teacher — my father's concubine . Jade taught me so 
very much . 

But Jade cam e later . Afte r th e Sheng s ha d com e an d gone . Afte r 
Grandfather. Afte r Ol d Tuto r an d th e word s o f Confucius . An d th e 
beginning o f wisdom. 



US 

-L wen t into shock when Tomm y died. They said tha t Dr Ge had t o 
pry my arms from m y dead baby. 

I could no t speak o r ea t or function . 
Liankui hired nurses to stay with me. I don't remember thos e weeks. 

They ar e a  blur o f sheets and bodies , friends tryin g t o be comfortin g — 
all I  wanted t o do was sleep. 

The onl y clea r memory cam e weeks later . I t is a memory o f hearin g 
Judie and Anthony crying one day — the servants and Margaret and Alice 
were evidentl y busy — I  heard the m bot h cryin g fro m thei r bedroom. I 
was too tire d to help them, but they kept crying . Eventually, I  pulled m y 
leaden bod y fro m m y bed , an d walke d t o m y children' s room . Whe n I 
had las t been there , Tommy had been alive . When m y childre n sa w me , 
they forgo t thei r tear s and ran t o me. 

I sat down o n th e floo r o f their room, and the n I  was the one to cry . 
At last, I  cried. 
Now I have another bond — a bond with those who have lost a child. 

Sometimes I  can tell , from th e eyes of strangers, that we share that bond . 
And we know — we know never to speak of 'recovering' from such a loss. 
One does not recover from th e loss of a child. One learns to live with tha t 
dead place inside them . On e hopefully learn s t o go on and t o find som e 
happiness. But nothing i s ever quite th e same. 

After tha t da y I  knew tha t I  had t o g o on , i n part , fo r the m —  fo r 
Judie an d fo r Anthony . I  coul d no t hid e i n m y bedroo m indefinitel y I 
would try to be there for them. But the truth is, I pretended t o be alive — 
but I  fel t nothin g —  fo r s o long . I  braided Judie's hair , an d I  change d 
Anthony's diapers, and I was as hollow as a log in the forest. I  went through 
motions. I remembered my mother crying behind her bedroom door an d 
I remembered feelin g s o alone as a child, And I  was determined tha t m y 
children would kno w tha t I  was there. I  tried so hard t o feel — anythin g 
— for my other two children. But though I  loved them enough to get ou t 
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of my bed, an d t o bathe them , an d t o keep the m clean , And t o feed an d 
care for them , I  could not — for s o very long — actually feel anything , I 
could no t bring my dead sou l back t o life . 

Mother an d Wanhua cam e to offe r condolences . 
Mother me t he r tw o grandchildren . Wanhu a me t he r niec e an d he r 

nephew, an d the y grieve d neve r havin g hel d Tomm y O f course , I  wa s 
comforted b y their presence, as much as one can be comforted whe n on e 
is numb an d hollow. We had te a and we chatted , and they caught me u p 
on th e world . Th e world tha t wa s continuin g withou t m y Tommy , an d 
seemingly, without me . 

I thin k tha t whe n w e lov e anothe r person , w e glimps e th e fac e o f 
God. And I  think th e teachings o f Laozi are right when the y say that th e 
way — th e Da o — i s both dar k an d light . Bot h painfu l an d beautiful . I 
saw the face o f God in my grief fo r Tommy, and I  saw the face o f God i n 
my love for m y other children . 

I think Mr s Wang, Jade's mother , wa s also right; laughter i s a gift o f 
the gods. Or God. Or Buddha. Or whomever it is you see when you glimpse 
that face . Laughte r i s th e grea t healer . Peopl e wh o laug h ofte n d o liv e 
longer, you know ; it is proven . 

While my tears, also a healing gift o f the gods, were the beginning of 
my journe y bac k t o lif e afte r Tommy , th e journe y woul d no t hav e 
progressed without m y laughter . 

Of course , healin g cam e slowl y a t first . I  woul d smil e a t Judie a s 
she furrowed he r brow and was so serious as she struggled t o read book s 
well beyond he r years, at such an early age. Or a t Anthony, who enjoye d 
nothing bette r tha n teasin g hi s seriou s siste r wit h childhoo d pranks . 
Then, on e da y —  I  stil l remembe r i t —  th e firs t tim e I  reall y laughe d 
after Tomm y . . . . 

Mother and Wanhua were visiting again. Apparently, it was understood 
that Fathe r di d not mind , sinc e I  had los t a  child. O f course , Father di d 
not com e o r writ e himself , an d w e di d no t spea k o f him. The y brough t 
pictures o f Kaihu a an d hi s family ; h e ha d marrie d Zhihu a —  I  vaguel y 
remembered he r fro m th e Elizabet h school . O f course , Fathe r ha d 
forbidden m y being invited t o the wedding. 

Mother's affectio n fo r m y brothe r ha d extended , indee d deepened , 
toward m y brother' s children . Sh e chatte d endlessl y abou t he r 
grandchildren, goin g on and on , showing pictures and smiling, and I  sat 
there and nodde d an d smile d with my hollow eyes , and the n I  began t o 
hear her words . 

"Oh, wait until you see it, Zhaohua. It is lovely. Your father has moved 
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us all into a large house in Rue Retard. Kaihua and his family — Wanhua 
will be there when she is not in school — still I do so miss Mrs Ding, my 
home ha s no t fel t th e sam e since he r death ; and no w eve n Prett y Plu m 
has married. Still , there is plenty o f room fo r Sony a and — " 

"Excuse me , Mother . Di d you sa y Sonya? D o you actuall y mea n t o 
say that Sonya — and you — will be living under the same roof?" I  could 
not believe my ears . Or m y eyes. My sad, silen t mothe r wa s sitting her e 
babbling on about th e happy home she would be sharing with my fathe r 
and hi s new concubine . 

"Oh, Zhaohua! Don' t be so surprised! Yo u know — better tha n I  — 
that your father will always be a womanizer. Besides, I am an old woman, 
now; i t will be nice t o have another woma n around . Sony a ca n be quit e 
lively, you know. " M y mother actuall y laughed a s she so lightly tol d m e 
of her plans. I recalled all the years my mother had spent with her broken 
heart, and then I  looked at her, sitting in my own sad home, so accepting 
— utterly embracing — the very situation which had caused her so much 
heartache. The n a s I  pictured m y silent , sa d mothe r an d Sony a —  yes , 
lively, colorful, Sonya — living together in the same house; the very picture 
of them al l struck m e as hilariously funny . 

I laughe d a t —  an d wit h —  m y mother . An d th e laughte r fel t s o 
good. No, I had not really laughed since before Tommy died; and Mothe r 
and Wanhua an d I  laughed unti l tear s rolled down ou r cheeks . 

Though a piece of my sadness at losing my Tommy has never left me , 
I hav e learned , perhap s becaus e o f m y grie f ove r Tommy , th e valu e o f 
laughter. Laughter heals. I have come to know that the essence of a person 
can be found i n thei r laughte r o r thei r tears . 

That yea r als o marke d a  tur n i n m y relationshi p wit h m y sister . I t 
was the first tim e I had ever looked at Wanhua as more than a little sister. 
She was no longer the quiet one. My timid sister had taken up the politics 
sweeping throug h China , an d had becom e somewha t o f a  radical. I  saw 
her, as though fo r th e first time , as she spoke of joining student protests . 
She had joined other students in lying down on the railway tracks leading 
from Shangha i t o Nanjing , formin g a  human blockad e an d demandin g 
the release of the 'Seven Gentlemen. ' 

Of course , I  was familia r wit h th e caus e —  th e 'Seve n Gentlemen, ' 
who, i n fac t include d a  female lawyer , were a  group o f intellectuals an d 
professionals jailed by Chiang Kai-shek for criticizing government policies. 
They had become a cause celebre. News of their imprisonment ha d fille d 
the newspapers ove r th e past few weeks . 

But when Wanhua sai d to extend he r congratulations t o Liankui fo r 
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representing th e leader o f thi s group , I  realized, fully , ho w deepl y I  ha d 
been engrosse d i n my fog. Of course, I  had hear d hi m speak o f the case , 
but i t ha d gon e pas t m e i n m y daze . Seein g m y siste r s o committe d t o 
their cause, and realizing the fervor tha t was sweeping through Shanghai , 
I felt like I was suddenly plunged into a cold pool of water and transporte d 
back amon g th e living . Th e intensit y o f what wa s goin g o n aroun d m e 
was staggering . 

I looked a t my sister , th e on e who ha d staye d a t home, while I  was 
dancing a t elegan t dinne r partie s wit h th e politica l giant s o f Shanghai , 
and I  saw her with new eyes . Wanhua was simply dressed, and she wor e 
no make-up ; sh e spok e confidentl y an d a t lengt h abou t th e politica l 
situation in Shanghai. And she was so passionate in her political idealism 
— sh e openl y oppose d Chian g Kai-shek' s policy o f non-resistance wit h 
the Japanese, and was certain that the Japanese were going to annex Chin a 
province by province if the people did not unite against Chiang Kai-shek. 

Then I  imagined ho w m y siste r —  m y politica l activist , universit y 
student, dea r bab y siste r — mus t se e her olde r sibling . I  looked s o pal e 
and thi n an d weak . Sinc e Tomm y died , I  ha d no t take n prid e i n m y 
appearance. I  had not continue d m y classes with Mrs Lin, and I  sat back 
timidly a s m y toddler s rule d ou r home . I  knew i t wa s tim e —  tim e t o 
heal. 

I called Mrs Lin that afternoon —  that same afternoon I  had laughe d 
— afte r Mothe r an d Wanhua left , an d arrange d t o resume m y studies . I 
showered an d dresse d carefull y an d me t m y husban d wit h livin g eye s 
that evening for dinner . 

As I  resumed m y lif e a s th e wif e o f Lianku i Ching , m y firs t socia l 
engagement was to be the event of a lifetime — the birthday party of Du 
Yuesheng, now th e principal leader o f Shanghai's Green Gang . 

I recognized the familiar swee t smell of opium as I entered the grand 
foyer of Du's home — a traditional Chinese-style , three-storied, red brick 
building on Wagner Stree t in th e French Concession . 

In fact, th e entrance to the room was a virtual feast for all the senses. 
As the foye r opene d t o th e grand cente r hal l o f the house, my ear s were 
deafened b y th e Chines e musi c —  huqin  (Chines e violin) , flute , drum , 
and trumpet, all being played loudly, and mingling with room after room , 
filled wit h voices and laughter . Ther e were several large gas chandelier s 
hanging fro m th e hig h ceilings , an d a s m y eye s adjuste d t o th e brigh t 
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light, I  sa w beautifu l origina l Chines e watercolor s o n th e walls . I  wa s 
familiar wit h th e artist s — the y were som e o f th e mos t highl y regarde d 
and treasure d i n China . 

A large painting of the God of Longevity was hung prominently ove r 
a large mahogany table , flanked b y two large red candles . Of course , w e 
followed tradition, as did all the guests, and bowed to the God of Longevity 
as we entered, signifying ou r respect for the spirits. Elaborately prepare d 
dishes o f delicacie s an d fres h fruit s wer e arrange d o n th e table . Ever y 
chair in the house was wrapped with red embroidered covers, symbolizing 
good fortun e an d happiness . 

The pictur e o f th e roo m coul d hav e bee n take n on e hundre d year s 
earlier; th e men wearing th e traditional attir e of a Chinese scholar : dar k 
blue silk robes, and black satin jackets. Many were lounging lazily on th e 
opium couche s furnishe d i n eac h room . Mos t o f th e wome n wor e 
traditional embroidered red jackets over skirts; although a few were dressed 
in modern silk qipaos, the fitted dresse s with high collars . The men wer e 
loud an d vulgar , an d th e women —  i n th e presence o f the men — wer e 
silent. 

Of course, Liankui had given me specific instructions to simply smile. 
I watche d a s m y husban d greete d everyon e a s ol d friends , an d I 

realized ho w deepl y he was immersed wit h thes e notorious men . I  held 
my breath a s we approached Zhan g Xiaoling, Du's partner i n leading th e 
Green Gang. Zhang indeed created an elegant appearance — his tall frame 
draped i n a  dark blu e sil k rob e an d blac k sati n jacket. Bu t hi s lov e fo r 
extravagance was obvious in his silver water-pipe — inlaid with layers of 
pearl and jade — and th e seven-carat diamond ring on his middle finge r 
of a hand tha t always seemed t o be in motion. No, Zhang was not subtle ; 
and Zhang had never sought th e reputation o f a gentleman. Lianku i ha d 
warned me to expect a crude comment upon being introduced — Zhan g 
was know n t o humiliat e an d embarras s women . Muc h t o m y relief , h e 
simply nodde d whe n m y husban d introduce d m e — a  polite dismissal . 
As th e evenin g progressed , an d I  observe d som e o f th e humiliatin g 
comments h e mad e t o th e othe r women , I  realized tha t hi s silence wit h 
me was a show of respect t o my husband . 

I was prepared t o believe every evil and crue l story I  had eve r hear d 
of the Green Gang, and to label them al l as barbaric and crude , when m y 
husband introduce d m e t o th e ma n o f whom I  had hear d s o much , D u 
Yuesheng. And D u was a vivid contras t t o his partner, Mr Zhang . 

"Du, may I present my wife, Ching Zhaohua," Liankui's comfort wit h 
Du was obvious as he introduced me . 
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"Happy birthday , M r Du," I  smiled an d bowe d politel y a s I  met M r 
Du, and trie d t o hide my interest in thi s mysterious an d powerfu l man . 

Du Yueshen g looke d int o m y eyes , mos t inquisitively , fo r severa l 
seconds, a s thoug h h e wa s trul y tryin g t o kno w me , an d the n a  war m 
smile slowly crept onto his face. His words sounded most genuine — no t 
a trace of stiff cordialit y — when h e greeted me . 

"Thank you , Mr s Ching . I t i s indee d a  pleasure t o mee t you . An d 
thank yo u s o very muc h fo r coming. " I  think i t was hi s ai r o f humilit y 
that impresse d m e most . I n a  roo m ful l o f lou d voice s an d musi c an d 
extravagance, Mr Du seemed subdued an d reserved, yet not aloof . 

Over th e years, I would com e to like Du eve n more and realize ho w 
much h e ha d i n commo n wit h thos e individual s i n m y life , t o who m I 
have afforde d grea t respect . D u Yueshen g wa s alway s strivin g t o lear n 
more. Althoug h h e wa s no t formall y educated , h e worke d diligentl y t o 
read the classics of Chinese literature. He practiced th e art of calligraph y 
until he mastered it, and was elected to seats on the Municipal Counci l of 
the Frenc h Concession , th e Stoc k Exchange , a s wel l a s th e board s o f 
various financial , educational , an d charitabl e institutions . No , I  woul d 
never reconcil e my fondness fo r thi s man with th e stories I  had heard of 
his ruthless dealing s with hi s enemies . 

After a  period of mingling at Du's party — silent mingling on my part 
— a  servan t appeare d an d bowe d t o me , an d aske d m e t o follo w him . 
Liankui nodded hi s permission an d I  was led up th e winding staircase . 

There wer e thre e rooms , eac h wit h doubl e door s openin g int o th e 
other, givin g th e fee l o f on e magnificent , chambered , unfoldin g room . 
Each roo m wa s se t wit h fiv e mahjon g table s an d aroun d eac h tabl e sa t 
four ladie s who were enjoying themselve s immensely, and were laughing 
and gossipin g — ladies who were most definitely no t silent . 

As I walked quietl y throug h th e room, takin g i n th e energy and th e 
sights of the women of the inner circle, I caught pieces of the conversations 
at each table, all punctuated by the whacking sounds of the mahjong tile s 
being shuffled, an d the loud exclamation s o f the game. 

"Little Wang was caught naked in bed with Lotus! " 
"Old Fong , th e ol d tortoise , sho t Smal l Snak e t o deat h whe n Fon g 

caught hi m hidde n i n th e bedroom close t a t night! " (Thi s remar k wa s 
met with roarin g laughter by the other ladies at the table. ) 

"Chow, Pung, Kong!" (Thi s meant a  full se t was on the table. ) 
"Wu!" (Someon e had a  complete hand t o win th e game. ) 
"Kill you thousand s o f times little devil!" 
"Damn you tortois e eggs!" 
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I soaked in the unrestrained decadence as I walked through the room; 
most of these women wore flamboyant dresse s with dazzling jewelry Al l 
the diamond s an d rubie s an d jade jewels seeme d perfectl y a t hom e o n 
these loud, colorful, cheerfu l women. Most were smoking as they played, 
and, jus t a s downstairs , ther e wer e man y opiu m couches . Onl y thes e 
couches were filled with women. The women were dreamily lounging, in 
their jewels and colorful dresses , and they seemed to be a natural elemen t 
in th e room . 

I was not certain if Liankui's instructions about being silent extende d 
to the presence o f these women o r not , but I  decided tha t I  really didn' t 
care. I smiled as I took a seat on a sofa by the window, and decided to just 
relax and tak e it in — every detail of this dream-like place. What a  story 
this would mak e fo r m y children someday ! 

I sat there absorbed i n my silence, and contemplation , o f everythin g 
around me . I  did no t eve n notice a s she approached me , the wife — th e 
Fourth Wife — o f Du Yuesheng . 

"Hello, Mr s Ching , I  a m th e wif e o f D u Yuesheng, " an d the n sh e 
laughed a s sh e continued , "everyon e call s m e Mr s Eighteent h Floo r 
because my home is a suite on the eighteenth floor o f the building." (Th e 
Cathay Building was one of the most glamorous buildings in the Frenc h 
Concession.) " I have heard much abou t you from your husband; he tell s 
me that you studied at McTyeire. 1 wonder, did you know a Mrs Han? She 
is teachin g m e Englis h now , I  should sa y she i s attempting t o teac h m e 
English —  I  dar e sa y I  a m no t he r mos t accomplishe d student! " 'Mr s 
Eighteenth Floor' smiled warmly as she addressed me. She hardly appeared 
to be the hostess of such a lavish party, dressed simply in a dark blue, silk 
dress, and wearing little make-up an d jewelry. 

Of course , I  knew much abou t Mrs Eighteenth Floor , and ha d eve n 
seen he r perfor m a  fe w year s earlie r —  sh e ha d bee n a  famou s Beijin g 
opera singe r i n Shangha i fo r man y years , alway s playin g a  mal e role . 
Although sh e woul d no t hav e bee n considere d a  classi c beaut y —  he r 
figure was full, an d her feature s were not particularly striking — I  could 
sense immediately how she and Du would have been drawn to one another. 
Du admired her immensely. He respected her talent, as well as her intellect 
and open-mindedness; his other three wives were very quietly traditional . 
But I  think i t was her genuine , an d down-to-eart h warmt h whic h dre w 
Du —  an d other s —  t o thi s lovel y woman. I  fel t mos t honore d b y Mr s 
Eighteenth Floor' s interes t i n me , an d he r obviou s appreciatio n fo r m y 
previous school . 

"Yes, I  studied unde r Mr s Ha n fo r tw o years . I  found he r t o be a n 
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excellent teache r —  pleas e giv e he r m y regard s whe n yo u se e he r fo r 
your next lesson." Mrs Eighteenth Floor and I sat quietly, and had a most 
lovely conversatio n amids t th e whackin g o f th e mahjon g tile s an d th e 
loud laughter an d th e gossip and th e opium . 

I left tha t da y having made a  new friend , an d marvelin g a t how ou r 
perceptions of people — people of whom we read and hear, and think we 
know — have no validity whatsoever. We think we know people throug h 
newspapers and stories and public perception. But it is not true . There is 
always a real person unde r tha t perception . 

As our driver drove us home, well past midnight that evening, I chatted 
happily t o Lianku i abou t m y ne w friendshi p —  Mr s Eighteent h Floo r 
and I had planned to meet for lunch in the coming week — when I realized 
that m y husban d wa s dee p i n thought , obviousl y concerne d abou t 
something. 

"What is it, Liankui? Did I say something to upset you?" I had though t 
he would be pleased tha t I  had made a  good impression o n ou r hostess . 

"It wil l b e mad e publi c tomorrow , Zhaohu a —  i t i s reporte d tha t 
Chiang Kai-shek is being held hostage by the Young Marshal." The Young 
Marshal, Zhang Xueliang — son of the old Marshal, Zhang Zuolin — and 
his larg e Northeaster n Army , ha d bee n sen t t o Xia n t o figh t th e 
Communists. Bu t th e Youn g Marsha l an d hi s troop s wer e reluctan t t o 
open fir e o n thei r fello w Chines e citizens . They me t secretly with Zho u 
Enlai, Communist leader, and forged an alliance, in an attempt to organize 
a unite d fron t agains t th e Japanese. I t was a n ope n betraya l o f Chiang . 
Upon hearing of the negotiations, Chiang had immediately flown to Xian 
to meet with th e Young Marshal, who trie d t o persuade Chian g to unit e 
with th e Communists , an d t o help the m oppos e th e Japanese. 

Chiang was not receptive to negotiations and it was rumored tha t th e 
Young Marshal and Zhou Enla i had ordere d Chian g to be held in Xian . 

"If the Young Marshal and Zho u Enla i executed Chian g Kai-shek , i t 
would b e disastrou s fo r China , Zhaohua . Th e Japanes e hat e th e 
Communists as much as Chiang does. They would charge China withou t 
restraint i f they though t th e Communist s wer e actually gaining control . 
Everything is heating up, Zhaohua — something will have to break soon. 
And I  fear i t will be China. " 



'-Laris Liberate d ... ' 'Athen s Free d b y Allie s ... ' 'USS R Agree s t o 
Friendship Pact with China ... ' 'Mussolini Killed at Lake Como ... ' 'Hitler 
Commits Suicid e ... ' 'Berlin Fall s 

This wa s th e new s tha t dominate d th e world . O f course , we hear d 
none o f thes e reports ; new s i n Chin a wa s tightl y controlled , an d i f 
the Japanes e caugh t familie s tryin g t o tun e int o th e BBC , the y wer e 
executed o n th e spot . Bu t th e Japanese soldier s hear d th e reports , an d 
with eac h headline , the y becam e mor e desperat e t o annihilat e th e 
Chinese people . 

And tha t was all we knew. 
Officially, th e tw o partie s i n China , Nationalist s an d Communists , 

were still united agains t the Japanese. However, everyone in China kne w 
the allianc e wa s fals e an d tenuous , an d tha t i t woul d no t last . Th e 
Communist Part y ha d continue d t o gro w i n number s an d power ; the y 
worked fro m th e 'ground up ' in their campaigns , focusing thei r energie s 
on th e peasant s an d th e laborer s an d i n th e schools . Th e Nationalis t 
loyalists were primarily compose d o f those who ha d been obedien t an d 
friends o f Chiang Kai-shek , ou r dictator . 

The Japanese, however , ha d mad e th e mistak e o f underestimatin g 
the tenacity of the Chinese people. True, the Japanese had conquered ou r 
eastern coastline, and major ports , with relative ease. But the Chinese, in 
meticulously simplisti c maneuvers , moved inlan d an d too k anythin g o f 
value with them. Businesses dismantled machines, universities dismantled 
libraries an d laboratories , an d the y package d eac h item , eac h piec e 
carefully, an d shippe d i t b y rive r —  inland , wher e the y rebuil t thei r 
factories an d thei r universities , and continued a s China . 

The Japanese controlle d al l o f our enormou s land s alon g th e coast . 
But not ou r vas t interior . Als o no t ou r heart s an d minds . Anti-Japanes e 
songs were taugh t i n schools , as early a s kindergarten. The  March of the 
Volunteers, with its bouncy tune and spirited words, was a popular favorit e 
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at th e time . Later , i t was adopted a s the nationa l anthe m o f th e People' s 
Republic o f China . 

It wa s a  stat e o f anarch y Th e Wan g puppe t regim e underwen t 
dissolution. Som e banks an d school s wer e closed . Peopl e hoarde d foo d 
and other necessities, such as toilet paper, cooking oil, and fuel. US planes 
bombed military targets in Zaibei. Some stores refused to use the banknotes 
issued by the Wang regime . 

As the war dragge d on , Shangha i continue d t o crumble . O f course , 
as mor e an d mor e Chines e move d out , takin g businesse s wit h them , 
property values plummeted . 

Thus, Father, stil l in Beijing, decided he had no choice but to sell his 
Shanghai properties. Under Japanese occupation , thei r value would onl y 
continue t o decline. I f the Nationalists were victorious — which looke d 
possible with Allied assistance — Father would be labeled a  traitor, since 
he had worked fo r th e puppet governmen t — and he would probably b e 
stripped o f his property anyway . 

At the time, I wasn't aware of all the reasons behind Father' s decisio n 
— we were so isolated fro m new s in Shangha i an d communicatio n wa s 
strictly controlled. All we knew was that Father had telegraphed Mother , 
instructing he r t o sel l al l propertie s immediatel y a t an y price . Mother , 
Wanhua an d Honglin were to join Father in Tianjin, where he was being 
transferred. Ou r hom e wa s being sold , an d w e would hav e n o plac e t o 
live. I was faced with a  new crisis . I had sold almost al l of my jewelry — 
our las t resor t a s income. Moreover , I  would n o longe r b e near Mother , 
Wanhua an d Honglin . Yes , I had com e to know th e comfor t t o be foun d 
in family . Eve n a  famil y tha t ha d no t bee n particularl y clos e i n it s 
beginnings ha d com e togethe r t o nurture , support , lov e and laugh . I t i s 
true, you know , family wil l be there in need and I  was stil l in need . 

When I  recal l tha t day , watchin g m y famil y pac k an d prepar e t o 
separate, I  wonder whe n th e leaders of nations will realize how barbari c 
the notion of war is? War kills sons, brothers, fathers, mothers, daughter s 
and babies . An d wa r tear s familie s apart . I t i s primitive , bas e an d no t 
civilized. War took me from m y family tha t day — and ou r goodbye wa s 
so painful, lik e each o f the millions o f goodbyes a t the hands o f war. 

Yes, I  kno w th e Dao  De  Jing woul d sa y tha t wa r wa s th e reaso n I 
found m y famil y Wer e i t no t fo r th e war , I  woul d no t hav e ha d th e 
opportunity t o men d ou r breaks . But no , I  can fin d n o justification fo r 
what Chin a endure d a t th e hand s o f war . Thoug h I  kno w tha t ever y 
country has had her taste , those of us who have lived it, we know war i s 
something th e human rac e must outgrow . 
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As I  watched m y mother , Littl e Tiger , m y siste r an d brother-in-la w 
leave the house, I did not embrace my grief. I hated war — an d al l those 
responsible — wit h ever y fiber o f my being . 

But people do what the y must do . 
It is most fascinating how past, seemingly disconnected, acquaintance s 

play int o th e we b o f ou r lives , weavin g thei r wa y bac k i n t o becom e 
essential t o the pattern . 

"My frien d Ol d L i ha s offere d u s th e us e o f hi s hous e i n Suzhou , 
Zhaohua. There are some tailors who have a shop in the front par t of the 
house, bu t h e say s th e bac k hal f i s empt y an d we'r e welcom e t o us e it . 
Besides, I  thin k it' s tim e t o leav e Shangha i fo r a  whil e —  perhap s th e 
change o f scenery would d o us al l good. Another friend,Yang , a  wealthy 
bond trader , ha s plenty o f room i n his second wife' s hous e — i t isn' t fa r 
from here , and he says we can store our furnitur e there. " Liankui's voic e 
sounded s o ol d a s h e relaye d thi s information . I  wa s reminde d o f hi s 
playfulness jus t before we left Hon g Kong — yes, in Shanghai , watchin g 
our beautiful cit y turn to a wasteland, had aged us all — but I  think the y 
gave m y husban d mor e year s tha n th e res t o f us . H e ha d continue d t o 
decline i n spirit , growin g mor e detache d fro m ou r family , mor e hostil e 
and mor e paranoid . An d I  found mysel f hopin g tha t th e chang e woul d 
indeed do him some good. So we prepared to leave for Suzhou; there was 
little left, s o it did not tak e much time . 

Suzhou i s th e Venic e o f China . Th e ancien t cit y i s situated aroun d 
canals and lined with lovely stone bridges and garden villas, a picturesque 
backdrop fo r th e hundreds o f small boats filling th e waterways. Nex t t o 
Hangzhou, i t was supposed t o be the most enchanting city in China , an d 
like Hangzhou , Suzho u hel d it s ow n legend s o f magic . Th e wome n o f 
Suzhou wer e sai d t o posses s a  mysteriou s elemen t o f beaut y —  thei r 
features mor e delicate , thei r complexion s mor e fair , an d th e eye s of th e 
women of Suzhou were known to be enchanting. Many poets had written 
about th e excellence o f the eyes of the women o f Suzhou . 

The image s o f m y famil y there , durin g tha t summe r o f 1945 , fee l 
surreal as I conjure them , like the mood o f a sad but lovely poem . 

We move d int o th e bac k sectio n o f Ol d Li' s house —  a  traditiona l 
courtyard separate d th e back hal f fro m th e front . Everythin g i n Suzho u 
had an antique feel to it, and our lodgings were no exception to the mood 
of th e city . Th e hous e wa s partiall y furnished , an d i f th e dus t o n th e 
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furniture wa s any indication, it hadn't been occupied fo r years. Alice and 
I immediately se t about cleanin g the place a bit. The children were fille d 
with th e excitemen t an d tha t wonde r whic h accompanie s ne w 
surroundings and so they set about exploring. Much to their delight the y 
discovered an obscure pull-up stairway, which led to a roomy attic. Liankui 
decided th e atti c woul d b e a  good plac e fo r al l o f u s t o slee p —  i f th e 
Japanese soldiers came, they might not even notice the attic. So we made 
nests o f dow n quilt s an d blankets , an d th e childre n an d I  spen t ou r 
evenings curled in that antique attic, reading and telling stories and playing 
games. Liankui stayed t o one side of the attic and di d not join us in ou r 
evening entertainment . 

Like ou r nights , ou r day s i n Suzho u als o hel d a n elemen t o f 
enchantment. Th e childre n an d I  planted flowers , an d playe d outdoo r 
games i n th e courtyard , an d spen t hour s jus t walkin g th e lovel y ston e 
streets an d visitin g th e ol d shop s an d ancien t temples . Th e peopl e o f 
Suzhou indeed embodied a tranquil element; their spirits seemed to reflec t 
the element o f water i n which the y were surrounded. I t was contagious . 
We all relaxed an d absorbed a n element o f tranquility . 

Even Liankui seemed to be more comfortable, spending his days with 
a couple of associates who had also retreated to Suzhou, Peng and Young. 
Peng was a collector of Chinese paintings, old books and antiques. Indeed, 
he had eithe r purchase d o r helped t o sel l some o f our ow n paintings i n 
the previou s years . And Youn g had amasse d fortune s i n th e textil e an d 
flour industr y in Wuxi. The three of them spent their afternoons playin g 
Chinese chess, or frequenting th e traditional tea houses lining the canals, 
or in trading rumors of news of the war. It was an idle existence for me n 
who wer e accustome d t o th e fas t pace d worl d o f financ e an d business . 
Under other circumstances, their time in Suzhou might have been savored. 
At th e time , however , i n tha t surrea l summe r o f 1945 , it was a  solitud e 
and a  city to be simply endured . 

It was in this enchanting setting, that Liankui brought us the news of 
the arriva l of the dawn . 

The arriva l o f th e daw n wa s th e sustainin g hop e o f ever y Chines e 
citizen i n Japanese occupie d territor y —  th e en d o f Japanese rule . Th e 
return of our own Chinese rule, albeit Chiang Kai-shek's distorted version 
of democrac y 

When it was announced, on August 15,1945 , that Japanese Empero r 
Hirohito ha d unconditionall y surrendered , i t becam e on e o f thos e 
historical moments foreve r engrave d on the minds and hearts of citizens 
around th e world, but especiall y in China . 
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I remembe r tha t I  was preparin g dinne r whe n Lianku i cam e hom e 
with th e news . I  can stil l see every detai l i n tha t antiqu e kitche n i n th e 
floating cit y o f Suzhou , wher e I  heard th e news o f th e en d o f the war . I 
can feel the breeze coming through the window and I can smell the fish I 
was preparing for dinner. And I can still feel the silent tears as they dripped 
down m y eyes , and fro m m y chin ont o th e threadbare gree n dress I  was 
wearing. 

We did not embrace and we did not dance. We just stood — stunne d 
— in motionless, exhausted relief, as we absorbed the arrival of the dawn. 

We immediately made plans to return to Shanghai. And the kindness 
of m y husband' s friend s continued ; th e sam e M r Yan g in whos e hous e 
our furnitur e ha d bee n stored , offere d u s sta y i n th e firs t floo r o f tha t 
house unti l thing s settled . M r Yan g ha d exercise d kee n foresigh t an d 
invested i n Nationalis t governmen t bonds . Wit h th e surrende r o f th e 
Japanese, h e no t onl y amasse d fortune s a s th e Nationalis t governmen t 
was reinstated, but he was also above suspicion of collaborating with th e 
Japanese puppe t regim e during th e occupation . 

Others wer e no t s o lucky . Th e daw n fo r man y Chines e wa s t o b e 
simply anothe r stor m o n th e horizon . A s if in confirmatio n o f thi s fact , 
during th e firs t tw o week s o f th e dissolutio n o f th e Japanese puppe t 
regimes and th e arrival of Nationalist official s flyin g fro m Chongqin g t o 
Shanghai, the sky remained covered with dark clouds and every day there 
were thunderstorms an d lightning . The black skie s and th e storms wer e 
a fitting backdro p fo r th e return o f Chiang Kai-shek t o Shanghai . 

The Nationalist s behave d mor e lik e conqueror s tha n liberators . 
Chiang's firs t orde r o f business wa s t o declar e 'Traitors ' Laws. ' A traito r 
was define d a s anyone wh o ha d use d Japanese-issued banknotes , eate n 
rice grow n i n th e occupie d territories , drun k wate r controlle d b y th e 
Japanese, or paid taxes to the Wang puppet regime. Virtually anyone who 
had live d unde r th e Japanes e occupatio n coul d b e charge d a s a 
collaborator. Ther e were thousands o f trials; most of those charged wer e 
convicted an d eithe r exile d o r executed . Th e en d resul t wa s tha t larg e 
numbers of puppet officials, a s well as army officers an d their troops, fled 
in fear o f persecution by the Chinese government. Thei r only refuge wa s 
to join th e Communists , wh o wer e quietl y an d rapidl y dissolvin g thei r 
alliance with th e Nationalist s no w tha t th e Japanese had been defeated . 

The arriva l o f tha t blea k daw n o n Shangha i brough t th e retur n o f 
corrupt government, runaway inflation, and critical housing shortages as 
Nationalists returne d t o th e coast . Thos e official s woul d mov e int o th e 
loveliest home s lef t standing , declarin g th e owner s traitors . Th e 
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Communists had no need to actively recruit members — the contempt of 
the peopl e fo r th e 'victorious ' Nationalist s accomplishe d tha t goal . Th e 
Communists simpl y ha d t o si t back an d welcome thos e thousand s wh o 
feared thei r Nationalis t 'liberators. ' 

My husband's refusal t o practice law during the Japanese occupatio n 
turned ou t to be a wise decision. Many attorneys who had practiced were 
denied the right to practice law for the rest of their lives. Indeed, our dea r 
Uncle Sha , who ha d become my mother's deares t friend , wa s stripped o f 
his license to ever practice law again. I  listened as the wives of those who 
had worke d unde r th e Japanese t o fee d thei r familie s an d the n bee n 
imprisoned a s traitors , came pleading fo r th e assistance o f my husband , 
who ha d quickl y resume d hi s practic e i n th e fron t sitting-roo m o f M r 
Yang's house . Lianku i ha d alway s practice d la w wit h integrity . Thi s 
integrity cam e int o conflic t wit h hi s nationa l loyalt y a s h e repeatedl y 
declined t o represen t thos e charge d b y th e Nationalis t government . I t 
would hav e been quit e lucrative fo r hi m professionally , ha d he accepte d 
the cases, as payment was being made with gold bars or American dollars. 
But I can still hear him as he contemplated th e appeals of the wives of his 
friends an d forme r colleagues . 

"If I should win the case, I will do my country a disservice; if I lose, I 
will do my client a  disservice. I  would prefe r t o remain poor rather tha n 
suffer fro m a  bad conscience. " 

But m y husban d di d no t remai n poor . Th e principa l player s i n th e 
financial, politica l an d lega l networ k o f Shangha i sough t thei r familia r 
business associates and alliances. I watched my ageing husband embrac e 
his work wit h enthusias m an d fervor . H e desperately wante d t o believ e 
in th e succes s o f th e Nationalis t governmen t an d committe d himsel f t o 
rebuilding hi s life an d hi s country . 

Of course , D u Yueshen g returne d t o Shangha i an d quickl y enliste d 
my husband's lega l expertise in re-establishing th e new stock exchange . 
They were successful an d Du was named Chairma n of the new Shangha i 
Stock Exchange , an d m y husban d wa s give n a  brokerag e sea t o n th e 
exchange, a  highly sought-afte r prize . 

In thos e firs t fe w months , we trie d wit h al l our heart s t o believe i n 
the propaganda o f Chiang and the Nationalists. My husband was electe d 
as one of the representatives o f the Shanghai Bar Association t o draft th e 
new constitution . H e ofte n travele d t o Nanjing , wher e th e convention s 
were scheduled . Bu t we both sa w th e mounting strengt h an d animosit y 
of the Communists . And we both sa w the corruption an d lac k o f soun d 
policies o f the Nationalists . 
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Still, we tried t o contribute t o the rebuilding o f our country , in spit e 
of the fact that our position in political circles was difficult. M y husband's 
loyalty t o th e Nationalis t governmen t wa s neve r questioned , bu t th e 
general attitude o f those who returned fro m Chongqin g was that anyon e 
who ha d live d unde r th e Japanese occupatio n ha d compromise d thei r 
national loyalty . Becaus e w e ha d staye d i n Shanghai , an d survived , w e 
were treate d a s second-class citizens , despite my husband's connection s 
and hi s loyalty t o Chiang' s Nationalist Party . 

As our day s began t o settle into a  shell o f a  resemblance o f our pas t 
lives, I  als o se t abou t rebuildin g m y family , financiall y an d spiritually . 
Alice resumed studies at Aurora University. The children resumed studie s 
in wha t wa s lef t o f thei r respectiv e schools . An d muc h t o ou r delight , 
Liankui's other daughter , Margaret, and her husband Henry Ho, returned 
to Shanghai. But Margaret brought hard news for my husband. Her brother 
Chiajin, Liankui' s secon d son , ha d die d i n a  battle with th e Japanese i n 
Northern Jiangsu. 

My heart ache d fo r m y husband a s I  watched thi s proud man' s eye s 
cloud with tears . It is a most painful sigh t to see a man mourn for his son. 

I trie d t o comfor t m y husband , an d thoug h w e ha d reache d a  ne w 
level o f partnershi p an d respect , Lianku i seeme d mor e distan t an d 
unfamiliar t o me . I  trie d t o ignor e hi s troublin g pattern s o f behavior , 
which gre w wors e whe n w e returne d t o Shangha i —  hi s fluctuatio n 
between bein g possessiv e an d the n respectful , an d hi s ofte n irrationa l 
paranoia — attributin g i t to the residual horrors o f war. 

Still, a s Lianku i an d I  discusse d politica l events , m y husban d 
continued t o giv e me measure d increment s o f respect ; h e eve n enliste d 
my help in some of his cases. His practice, with the help of Du and othe r 
loyal friends an d clients, was quickly revived, giving us enough to live on 
in th e face o f sky-rocketing inflation . Still , we could no t affor d ou r ow n 
home an d wit h fou r youn g children , an d Alice , an d a  la w office , al l 
functioning ou t of the generosity of Mr and Mrs Yang's cramped quarters , 
I tried t o save every penny in the hopes o f moving within th e year . 

When Lianku i was asked t o represent th e children o f Silas Hardoo n 
in th e disput e ove r th e divisio n o f thei r father' s estate , I  was overjoyed . 
The famou s cas e marke d th e retur n o f m y husband' s professiona l 
recognition i n Shanghai , a s wel l a s a n opportunit y fo r u s t o rebuil d 
financially. I  eagerly agree d t o hel p m y husban d researc h th e histor y o f 
the case and became fascinate d wit h th e family . 

Silas Hardoon was one of the wealthiest men to have lived in Shanghai. 
There wer e street s an d park s an d temple s name d fo r hi m —  man y stil l 
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exist. Perhaps my fascination wit h the Hardoon famil y had something t o 
do with th e fac t tha t their s was a  Western story . Yes, it al l took plac e i n 
the East , but i t is the story of a family tha t achieved so much, agains t al l 
odds. I suppose those rags-to-riches stories are always fascinating, whethe r 
one is in the East or the West, but as I researched and recorded the detail s 
of the case , I  felt a s though I  knew th e famil y o n a n intimat e leve l eve n 
though I  neve r actuall y me t them . An d th e Hardoo n famil y confirme d 
my conviction, though sometimes an elusive one, that anything is possible. 
I remember thinkin g tha t money ca n be a sort o f freedom, i f you ar e no t 
ruled by it, and tha t money can also bring so much sadness . 

Silas Hardoon arrived in Shanghai as a refugee fro m Baghdad, fleein g 
Jewish persecution . H e arrive d youn g an d quit e penniless , an d wen t t o 
work as a night watchman in one of the Sassoon Company' s warehouses. 
He quickly worked hi s way up and became a rent collector fo r th e man y 
properties owne d by th e Sassoon family . Sila s watched an d learned , an d 
he saved and worked. He invested in real estate, then in opium, and mad e 
millions. 

Then he met the lovely Jialing Luo, a beautiful Eurasian , born in th e 
Chinese City to a French police officer an d a  Chinese mother. When sh e 
was three , her fathe r returne d t o France, and he r mothe r die d when sh e 
was nine, leaving Luo t o survive in a  poverty-stricken are a near th e Ol d 
West Gate . I t was rumored tha t she survived by selling flowers, an d als o 
that she sold sexual favors , when Sila s met her . 

It i s said tha t Sila s fel l completel y i n lov e with Jialing Lu o th e firs t 
time they met and that he married her within weeks. He designed a lovely 
estate, situated i n the heart o f the International Settlemen t and named i t 
Aili Garden — using his wife's Chinese name. It was referred to as Hardoon 
Park and its twenty-six acres were designed as a miniature of the Empress 
Dowager's Summe r Palac e i n Beijing . I t containe d a n elaborate , Gothi c 
mansion whos e entranc e wa s guarded b y two tall , vermilion iro n gates . 
Also beautifully space d on the grounds were guest houses, a magnificen t 
Chinese garden , pavilions , pagodas , roc k gardens , bambo o groves , an d 
arched bridges over artificial lakes and hills. At the many docks were tied 
graceful, traditiona l Chines e boats , al l painte d re d an d decorate d wit h 
classical Chinese inscriptions. Yes, it was just as magical and enchantin g 
as it is described . 

Silas an d Lu o ha d n o natura l childre n o f thei r own . The y buil t a n 
orphanage o n th e ground s an d eventuall y adopte d man y childre n fro m 
the orphanage. Mrs Hardoon was greatly influenced b y a famous Wum u 
Mountain mon k an d schola r name d Huan g wh o persuade d he r t o 
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undertake the printing of the Buddhist canon; it ran 8,416 volumes, with 
Huang doin g th e editing . Mr s Hardoon' s pictur e appeare d i n th e firs t 
volume. Followin g th e publication , Huan g retire d t o a  monastery nea r 
Nanjing, bu t Mr s Hardoo n remaine d a  devou t Buddhist . Thoug h Sila s 
never abandoned his Jewish faith, he gave generously to Buddhist temple s 
in honor o f his wife, while als o spending a  sizeable fortun e o n buildin g 
the Beth Aharon Synagogue , a  most interestingl y designe d structur e — 
combining shar p corner s an d smoot h curves , o n Museu m Roa d i n th e 
International Settlement . 

I learned that Silas Hardoon was a man of contradictory nature, ofte n 
most eccentric . H e had million s an d thei r hom e an d lifestyl e wa s quit e 
lavish; they were always followed by an entourage of attendants, assistants, 
and servants. Their many adopted children were always surrounding them. 
He had one of the best curry cooks in Shanghai, an intelligence network , 
even tw o bodyguards . Ye t hi s offic e wa s th e antithesi s o f wealth . N o 
curtains on the windows or rugs on the floor — even on the coldest days, 
he would wor k i n hi s offic e an d refus e t o have i t heated —  h e sa t ther e 
bundled i n his overcoat . 

When Sila s Hardoon die d in 1931 , his funeral servic e followed bot h 
Jewish an d Chines e rituals . He left everythin g t o his wife . 

Mrs Hardoo n wa s sai d t o hav e foun d comfor t i n th e constan t 
companionship o f her chie f steward , Ji Jiami. Of course , it was rumore d 
that he was also her lover . 

When Mrs Hardoon die d a  few years after th e death o f her husband , 
there was a bitter legal battle waged by some of the adopted children ove r 
the divisio n o f th e estate . Th e battl e ha d begu n befor e th e Japanes e 
occupation, s o i t involve d ruling s i n variou s court s —  som e n o longe r 
recognized. Under the Japanese imposed legal system, the adopted Chines e 
sons had lost their claim in the estate to one of their Caucasian 'brothers ' 
who ha d collaborate d with th e Japanese. 

The seven Chines e sons who had been adopted by the Hardoons — 
they al l use d th e Chines e nam e o f thei r adopte d mother , Lu o —  ha d 
hired Liankui . M y husban d wa s deepl y committe d t o thei r caus e an d 
took the case without a retainer. He was to be paid with property once his 
clients' right a s heirs was re-established . 

I thin k tha t whe n w e look closely , ther e i s something w e ca n lear n 
from everyone' s life . Th e man y lat e evening s I  spen t consume d i n th e 
letters and records o f the Hardoon famil y were engrossing . 

I learned fro m Sila s Hardoon — a man whom I  had never met — o r 
perhaps, I  simply reaffirmed wha t I  had always known — tha t ther e is a 
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richness t o b e foun d i n diversity . H e wa s no t intimidate d b y hi s wife' s 
different religiou s values; indeed, he seemed t o embody th e goodness t o 
be found i n both Buddhis m an d hi s Jewish faith . A s I came to know th e 
Hardoon family , I  admired tha t trait . 

As Liankui an d I  worked togethe r int o th e long hour s o f th e night , 
we trie d t o believ e al l th e indication s tha t everythin g wa s goin g t o b e 
fine. 

Chiang Kai-shek kept reassuring the people that China was stabilizing. 
Even as he ran fro m th e Communists , who were marching south . 
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X. left Sabah , now part of an independent Malaysia , and returned t o 
Hong Kong, the closest place to home for myself and for so many Chinese. 
The cit y had been beautifully an d aggressively rebuil t followin g th e wa r 
and wa s readyin g itsel f t o compet e wit h Pari s an d Ne w York . I t was a s 
though th e energ y o f Shanghai , like so many o f her people , had floate d 
across th e water an d take n up residence in Hong Kong . 

Without my children, Hong Kong felt alien to me. It bore no familiarity , 
nor comfort, nor association as home. Frank had gone to the United States 
soon afte r I  had lef t fo r Nort h Borneo , so now the y were al l there , wit h 
the exceptio n o f Judie. I  did no t quit e kno w wher e sh e was . I  had no t 
heard fro m her . 

I foun d a  job wit h th e Chines e Manufacturer s Association , an d a 
lovely apartment in a ladies' hostel on Robinson Road. I resolved to locate 
Judie, and t o make plans t o see my other children . 

I wrote t o th e America n Consulat e fo r a  visitor's vis a t o g o t o Ne w 
York. Th e Consulat e kep t denyin g m y request , statin g tha t sinc e m y 
children no w live d there , the y di d no t believ e I  would retur n t o Hon g 
Kong where I  no longe r ha d an y roots . They advised m e t o apply fo r a n 
immigrant visa, but th e waiting list for an immigrant visa was incredibl y 
long because, by law, only 10 5 Chinese coul d be admitted eac h year . 

I also wrote t o Judie a t th e mos t recen t addres s I  had. I t was Paris . 
Finally, I received a  letter fro m he r — i t was Taiwan . 

I did not immediately recognize the name over the return address : it 
was Siste r Agnes Therese. But as soon a s I saw the handwriting , I  knew. 
My hands tremble d an d I  sat dow n i n m y apartment , s o thankfu l t o b e 
alone when I received her note. I closed my eyes for several moments an d 
regained m y composure before I  read thos e lovely words, written by th e 
beautiful an d talente d hands o f my first child . 

It was a  simple note , but i t brought m y daughte r bac k int o m y life . 
Judie said tha t she had been studying a t the Ursuline House o f Sisters in 
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Washington, DC, and her religious name was now Sister Agnes Therese. 
She was working, within her Order , toward a  master's degree in English , 
and th e Orde r ha d sen t he r t o teac h Englis h a t th e Stella  Mari s Middl e 
School for girls in Hualien, Taiwan. She said that perhaps I could visit her 
in Taiwan . 

I had not seen my daughter in almost ten years. And a couple of tears 
made tiny ink puddles on the note . 

But eve n thoug h I  knew tha t Judie was i n Taiwan , I  realized tha t i t 
would not be easy for me to visit her. When Chian g Kai-shek retreated t o 
Taiwan in 1949 , his government closed off the island with an iron gate — 
fearful o f Communist infiltration . I t was very difficult fo r any Chinese t o 
be granted a visa. But the friendships I  had made in North Borneo helpe d 
me overcome thi s latest obstacle in my life . 

I wrote to Mr and Mrs Noether, my friends from Jesselton, who owned 
an import and export business in Taiwan. 1 asked them to sponsor me fo r 
a Taiwan visa. The No ethers were wealthy and influential an d helped m e 
push throug h th e paper work easil y 

In Apri l o f 1964 , I  receive d m y preciou s visa . I  wrot e t o Judi e 
immediately that I would be coming, and then to the Noethers with words 
of thanks. I  also wrote to some firs t cousin s who had fled t o Taipei fro m 
the Chin a mainlan d wit h th e Nationalis t government . 

My tw o cousins , Hele n Li u an d he r half-brother , D r Chonghu a 
Ching, who were children o f my father' s olde r brother , an d whom I  had 
not seen in many years, met me at the airport. The y drove me to Helen' s 
home an d mad e me feel a s comfortable an d welcome as if we had neve r 
lost touch . Hele n wa s elegan t a s ever , an d I  coul d se e tha t sh e ha d 
fulfilled he r rol e as a diplomat's wife mos t skillfully —  her late husban d 
was th e consu l i n Saigo n an d th e las t consu l genera l i n Hanoi . We ha d 
a lovely lunch with Chonghu a an d hi s lovely wife; they made i t feel lik e 
a grand reunion . 

The Noethers invited me to dinner o n the evening of my arrival an d 
took me to dinner a t the magnificent Gran d Hotel , built beautifully int o 
the side of a lush mountain with a breathtaking view of a deep rich valley. 
The restauran t wa s owne d b y Madam e Soon g May-ling , Presiden t 
Chiang's wife, and it most effectively relaye d the exquisite taste of Madame 
Soong. 

I was delighted to see my old friends, but I felt myself growing anxious 
over my meeting with Judie the following morning. We had corresponde d 
regularly ove r th e pas t fe w years , but he r letter s di d no t fee l lik e letter s 
from m y daughter . Sh e had embrace d he r role of sacrifice an d a  new lif e 
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completely. It seemed to mean rejecting her earthly families. I had accepted 
her decision . Bu t I  missed my daughter . 

Though exhauste d fro m m y tri p an d th e reunio n wit h famil y an d 
friends, I  barely slept that night. I woke early and was dressed when Helen 
walked int o th e kitchen . Sh e had als o dresse d carefully , sayin g sh e ha d 
decided to accompany me to see Judie in Hualien as she was also anxious 
to see Judie. But I looked in her eyes and I  knew tha t this woman — thi s 
dear cousin who shared my blood — was anxious about my reunion with 
my daughter . Sh e di d no t wan t m e t o trave l alone . An d I  accepted he r 
company gratefully . 

Hualien wa s a  small , sleep y tow n southeas t o f Taipei , bu t acros s a 
deep rang e o f mountains . Transportatio n wa s generally b y bus — eigh t 
hours. O r a  small plane , which too k onl y 45 minute s i f ther e was goo d 
weather. Typhoon s were a  constant threa t o n thi s side o f the island an d 
delayed flights , du e t o wind s an d rains , wer e a  commo n occurrence . I 
had reserved a  flight an d written Judie o f my planned arrival . 

After a  turbulent tri p in a  small plane, we approached Hualien . Th e 
semi-tropical mountains were breath takingly majestic. W e landed o n a n 
unpaved airfiel d an d I  looke d aroun d anxiousl y fo r Judie . W e wer e 
approached b y a young Chines e woman . 

"Mrs Ching? Hello, I am Therese Jiao, a friend o f your daughter's. I'm 
here t o welcome you o n her behalf. She is waiting fo r you a t th e gate of 
the school. Come , I  have a car over here." 

Helen hel d m y hand a s I swallowed m y disappointment. I  shrugged 
as we walked t o the car and said tha t I  had waited te n years for thi s day, 
another fe w minutes was nothing . 

I noticed tha t th e roads were rough an d unpaved a s we were drive n 
through th e terrai n w e ha d see n fro m th e air . Th e varyin g layer s o f 
greenness wer e eve n mor e beautifu l whe n see n fro m th e ground . Bu t i t 
also becam e mor e remot e an d mor e isolated . I  trie d t o sooth e th e 
uneasiness I  fel t a t th e though t o f my daughte r livin g i n thi s thic k an d 
primitive region . 

Upon arriva l a t th e school , Helen an d I  were greeted mos t formall y 
The man y teacher s an d th e school' s Chines e principa l wer e gathere d 
together fo r ou r arrival . And Judie was there , lined up with he r 'Sisters. ' 
She was wearing he r white starched headpiece , he r lon g robe and whit e 
cotton shoes . 

Judie smiled and said hello with exactly the same impeccable manners 
as the other nuns. She did not approach me, or hold out her hands, and I 
could sense that I was not permitted t o embrace my daughter. I  tilted m y 
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face upward slightly, hoping my tears would not spill from my eyes. Helen 
looked on. I handed my daughter a few boxes of chocolates and a woolen 
jacket I  had brought a s gifts fro m Hon g Kong . She thanked m e politely . 

The principal invited Helen and me to have lunch with th e student s 
— Judie wa s no t allowe d t o have meal s with outsiders , which include d 
her own mother. Ou r lunch was meager and of poor quality . Helen and I 
ate quietly, taking in my daughter' s chosen life . Stella  Maris was a  junior 
high school for about 200 girls, run by French nuns and tightly controlled 
and isolated from th e outside world. The children played on the grounds, 
which were vibrant with poinsettia bushes and banana trees . But when I 
looked into the faces of the young girls, all I saw was Judie. And the Judie 
I saw, but coul d no t eve n touch , did not resemble my child who ha d lef t 
me ten years ago as a determined young woman. She looked so thin an d 
so pal e —  he r ski n ha d take n o n a  grayis h tint . He r eye s bothere d m e 
most, I  think . The y wer e tired . I  kne w tire d eye s well . I  ha d see n th e 
hollow exhaustion in my mother an d in my own mirror. But to see the m 
in my daughter wa s more tha n I  could bear . 

I could fee l it. In my bones, I  could fee l tha t Judie was not well . 
Before we left that evening, Helen and I were given a brief opportunit y 

for a n unsupervise d wal k wit h m y daughter . I  di d no t wast e m y fe w 
precious minute s with her . 

"Are you happ y here , Judie?" I  looked intentl y int o he r eyes , tryin g 
to penetrate th e emptiness I  met. 

Judie onl y nodded . 
"Are there doctors ? Yo u are not well , Judie, I  can fee l it . When wa s 

the last time you saw a doctor? Answer me, Judie." I could not accept her 
silence. 

"There is someone on staff with medical knowledge, but no doctors . 
There i s aspirin i f we have col d o r fever . Don' t worry , Mom. I  am care d 
for." 

"Health is not as simple as that, Judie. Something is wrong. I can fee l 
it, Judie. You must se e a doctor . You seem weak an d your colorin g .. . i f 
you have .. . , " and I'm not sure where these words came from, a t the time 
I thought the m t o be th e words o f a  frustrated, desperat e mother , ".. . i f 
you hav e a lump o n your body, Judie, o r persistent pain , o r .. . oh , ther e 
are so many things , Judie, but i f you ar e not well , you mus t repor t i t t o 
Mother Superio r a t once . Our bodies are a gift o f God also ; they requir e 
care an d knowledg e an d t o ignor e thing s ca n mea n lif e o r death . I' m 
afraid fo r you, Judie. Please." 

"I .. . I  migh t hav e a n opportunit y t o g o t o Rom e fo r tertianship , 
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Mother. Onl y fou r mor e years , here . I t wil l b e different . Don' t worry , 
Mother." Judie hande d m e a  farewel l gift . A n Englis h book , The  Trapp 
Family of  Singers, abou t a n Austrian famil y who ha d managed t o escap e 
the Nazi s durin g th e Secon d Worl d Wa r an d no w travele d th e worl d 
performing together . 

Then I  left her there . My daughter Judie stood with tha t same grou p 
of wome n wh o wer e no w he r family , an d wave d goodby e t o m e fro m 
inside th e school' s iron gate . To me, the iron gat e on tha t schoo l looke d 
like a prison. 

Therese Jian, Helen and I were silent as we drove to the airfield. Befor e 
she left , Theres e hel d m y hands . "Mr s Ching , th e Orde r .. . i t i s ver y 
strict. The y deman d absolut e obedienc e t o Mothe r Superior . An d tha t 
each nun mus t sacrifice al l for th e sake of God. Like .. . lik e the Chines e 
Communists. Your daughter is .. . very loyal." Therese looked away fro m 
me. She just go t into he r ca r and left . We all knew ther e were no words . 

As Helen an d I  climbed bac k int o tha t tin y plane an d fastene d ou r 
safety belt s fo r th e bump y rid e bac k t o Taipei , I  shoo k wit h rag e an d 
emotion. 

My mind questione d everything . How could the religion into whic h 
I had been baptized as k a vibrant, intelligent young woman t o deny tha t 
she was human? T o suppress he r joy an d he r anger , he r miser y an d he r 
sorrow, and her love? These were natural feelings . How could it take m y 
bright-eyed Judie and tur n he r into th e shell I  had spent th e day with? 

There wa s nothin g I  coul d do . He r obedienc e wa s t o he r Mothe r 
Superior, but Judie Chin g was my daughter. And I  prayed th e prayers o f 
a mother wh o has just glimpse d th e slow death o f her daughter . 

Back.in Hon g Kong , I  arrive d a t tha t universa l realizatio n o f 
motherhood —  th e momen t whe n w e kno w tha t ou r childre n ar e n o 
longer ours, when our hands are no longer able to help them to dry thei r 
tears o r clea n thei r scrapes . Somethin g wa s wron g wit h Judie, I  knew . 
More than her vacant look. I  had raised my daughter t o be a woman wh o 
made he r ow n choices . And no w bot h Judie an d I  must liv e with thos e 
choices. 

When I  left Hon g Kon g late r tha t year , I  left th e Eas t — th e Eas t i n 
my bones and the East in my blood and the Eastern traditions that had so 
shaped my life — and stepped back into my dream, my passion, my ow n 
way O f course , m y wa y woul d neve r hav e bee n complet e withou t th e 
scars and joys of motherhood. And Liankui. And the wars. But, I knew, as 
I left Hong Kong, that those were rich elements which had contributed t o 
my life , bu t the y wer e no t th e sum , no t th e purpose . No , ther e wa s n o 
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immense sadness a t leaving Hong Kong; there had been little left fo r m e 
there. 

Janet and James Woo had moved to Kowloon, but thei r children ha d 
gone t o study i n th e United States . Margaret was in Hong Kong , but, o f 
course, sh e wa s bus y wit h he r ow n famil y Excep t fo r Judie, m y othe r 
children wer e al l in th e Unite d States , and thoug h I  was stil l unabl e t o 
obtain a  visa to even visit them , I  was more determined tha n eve r to ge t 
there myself . 

During a n intervie w a t th e U S Consulate , I  was tol d i t coul d tak e 
years t o b e allowe d t o visi t th e Unite d States . Immigratio n o f Chines e 
was so tightly controlled. I  decided to go to London instead. Immediatel y 
I applied fo r a  Hong Kon g British passpor t an d a  work permit , an d go t 
both withou t difficulty . Wit h a  passport, a  work permi t an d m y Englis h 
business degre e —  Corporatio n Secretar y —  m y immigratio n vis a t o 
England was granted . 

When I  arrived i n London , thi s Western worl d city , I felt lik e I  ha d 
found a  lovely, comfortable ol d robe and slipped it on, and it fit just right . 

London had tha t familia r energ y of my Old Shanghai — tha t energ y 
to b e foun d onl y i n internationa l cities . Bu t Londo n wa s s o Britishl y 
Western. In this most delicious city I settled quickly, obtaining a job almost 
immediately on the basis of my previous government work experience . I 
secured a  room in an international ladies ' hostel, which served perfectl y 
until I moved into a beautiful studi o apartment near Belsize Park in North 
London, not far from Heath — of which I had read so much in the works 
of the British poets . 

I had writte n a  childhood friend , Willia m Lee , of my arriva l and, t o 
my delight, he met me on my first day in London and took me under hi s 
wing durin g m y stay . An d a  lovel y win g i t was ! Willia m wa s no w th e 
head in the London Office o f an international shipping company; he an d 
his charmin g wife , Joy , introduce d m e t o som e o f th e mor e obscur e 
treasures t o be found i n London and included m e in thei r busy and 'oh -
so-London' socia l calendar from th e first week on . 

I reveled in the Western history. Of course, I had to take it all in — St 
Paul's Cathedral , Westminster Abbe y and Buckingham Palace . I  went t o 
the British Museum an d t o Hampton Court , where King Henry VIII had 
lived with his many wives. I strolled Trafalgar Squar e where the statue of 
Lord Nelson stood atop a tall column, surrounded by a large gathering of 
tourists. Big Ben issued hi s warnings tha t time passed swiftly an d woul d 
never return. When I  visited the Tower of London, the old ghosts seemed 
to haunt me . I often smelle d th e aroma o f scotch whenever I  passed th e 
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pubs, which were ful l o f people al l the time. I  was told tha t i f the British 
stopped drinking , they would lose their sense of humor an d inspiration . 
I looked up ol d friends , fro m bot h Hong Kong and North Borneo . 

I settled int o Londo n lif e a s thoug h i t were familiar . Tha t happens , 
you know , whe n w e pursu e th e pat h w e ar e mean t t o take . Thing s fal l 
into place , and ou r way is comfortable. I n my studio apartment , withou t 
any family , i n a  ne w country , I  fel t completel y a t home , An d I  knew , 
intuitively, th e tim e would come . I  would se e the m —  Frank , Priscilla , 
Anthony, and Alice. But my intuitions surrounding Judie were shroude d 
in dark shadows . 

Judie's letter s wer e spars e an d dry ; sh e suggeste d tha t I  visi t Pari s 
while i n London , whic h I  did , makin g certai n t o se e ever y sit e sh e 
recommended. Pari s wa s s o worldl y an d ye t s o soft . Londo n wa s vita l 
and majestic, but somewhat imposing compared to Paris. As for the people, 
the Frenc h wer e war m an d friendly , th e Britis h reserve d an d helpful . I 
practiced m y Frenc h an d visite d th e historica l sites . I  stood i n fron t o f 
paintings an d statues , and trie d t o imagine Judie, Anthony, Priscill a an d 
Frank standin g ther e in previous years. 

I returne d t o Londo n an d decide d m y tim e i n Europ e woul d b e a 
most wonderful plac e to tread water — lovely water. I toyed with the idea 
of settling permanently in London, but I knew that I could not feel settled 
until I  ha d see n th e live s o f whic h m y childre n ha d writte n —  thei r 
completely Western lives . And I  would be simply waiting, patiently an d 
happily, but waiting nonetheless . 

Unexpectedly, I received a notice from th e American Embassy asking 
me to come for a physical examination, which I passed. President Johnson 
had change d th e immigration law , substantially increasin g th e quota fo r 
Chinese. 

On Februar y 11 , 1966 , I  lef t Londo n b y trai n fo r Southampto n t o 
catch th e SS Queen Mary o n her fina l voyage across the Atlantic . 

The shi p provide d a  luxuriou s clas s o f travel , includin g exquisit e 
sterling silver dinnerware, English china, and a live band. I had a beautiful 
cabin wit h a  gorgeous bathroom . Th e voyag e was a  cal m on e an d too k 
about fiv e days . Alon e i n m y room , I  wondered ho w m y childre n ha d 
changed afte r livin g in th e States . I  pondered ho w I  would adap t t o th e 
new environment . Bu t I  ha d alread y ha d th e experienc e o f livin g an d 
working in London fo r a  year, so it would probably not be too difficult . I 
had heard that America was the land of opportunity. Was it for everybody? 
Young and old? Male and female? Black and white? European and Asian? 
What kin d o f opportunities awaite d me there ? 
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On Februar y 16 , 1966 , I  stood wit h man y othe r passenger s o n th e 
deck of the huge steamer a s it passed th e Statue of Liberty, which looke d 
so majestic , a s the ship slowl y entere d Ne w York harbor. M y eye s fille d 
with tear s upo n seein g th e ne w world , an d I  sai d a  smal l praye r o f 
thanksgiving. Fo r m e i t ha d bee n a  long journey. I  was fift y year s old . 
And I  felt like I  had com e home . 
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