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The dusty yellowed blinds aided by a layer of old curtains block the sun from entering
the room. The only light comes from the television, from which there is no audio emission.
An old exercise bicycle sits right next to the television. The couch has layers of old
blankets covering it. Above the couch there are two black and white pictures: one of a
young man and the other of a young woman. The rooms are dark and ominous. The
kitchen is tiny with a very old stove and refrigerator. Outside sits an old swingset and a
sizable vegetable patch. This is all I remember of Ah Yeh's (paternal grandfather) house
on Santa Barbara's Westside. My younger brother and I would take turns riding that
exercise bike, run around the garden, and swing on the swingset. That was eight years ago
at the least. The last time we visited him was on a Mother's Day. We brought a cake for Ah
Ngien (paternal grandmother) and she went ballistic for some unknown reason. Ever since
then, my family has not visited him, even though we live in the same town. Why? My
mother feels that it is not safe to visit if Ah Ngien suddenly starts yelling and screaming.
Ah Ngien never comes along with Ah Yeh on his visits to our house during weekends
or holidays. He comes on his own accord, bringing home-grown vegetables, sale items
from the market, and, sometimes, money, big bucks: bong sui, bong suit! (Literally,
weighing water. This term also has a negative connotation, depending on context). My
brothers and I only say a respectful "Hello, Ah Yeh" upon his arrival. We are very
nonchalant, even uncaring about his visits. We know what to expect, say "Duo jie, Ah
Yeh" when he gives us something, go about our own business, and then a "Bye, Ah Yeh"
when he leaves. My mother is the only one that really talks to him. Otherwise, we just let
him wander around the house until he feels like leaving.
This is a different kind of oral history, since I did not interview Ah Yeh. Instead, this is
a history of his life from my own recollection and from discussion with my mother's side
of the family, who found out about his past through his other relatives living in Hong
Kong. I know for a fact that even if I did try to interview him, he would not talk to me.
Considering communication is even more limited within his own family than mine, it
would be a very uncomfortable situation for the both of us to conduct an interview. Why
would I want to know about his past? It is none of my business. His life on th~ Gold
Mountain has not been a happy one, a life silenced by shame, anger, pain, frustration, and
tragedy. \.\-nat happened to the 10ve and happiness? I do not think it ever eYisteC!in his

household. No one really knows his past, except himself, and, since he refuses to talk
about his past, even to his own children, what would make him talk now? I felt compelled
to ask him, but my mother advised me not to. It would not be a wise decision. The risk
would be too great and painful for both ofus. So, all is meant to be lost and forgotten ... Not
if I can help it.
Ah Yeh came to the Gold Mountain in 1932 at the age of sixteen by boat with a group
of fellow villagers from Toishan, China. His father came over as a "paper son" before him,
the year unknown, but kept the last name of Yee. Bak Goong (great grandfather) somehow
ended up in Santa Barbara, California. Like many Chinese, he was an uneducated peasant
farmer back in China and most likely remained a farm worker who eventually migrated to
Santa Barbara to look for work in the orange and lemon orchards. (Today, the orchards are
all but gone, except in the very fringes of Manchester Canyon and up near Refugio Beach).
He, too, bought papers for Ah Yeh to come over under the name of Yee. Two years later,
Ah Yeh returned to China to get married. Five years later, my father was born, and Ah Yeh
returned to Santa Barbara by himself. He worked as a restaurant cook at the Nanking
Restaurant, which still exists on lower State Street, regularly sending money back to
China. As a result, he was able to buy a large piece of property (rice fields) in Toishan and
has a large two-story ancestor house built on it.
With the passage of 1946 War Bride Act and another law which was passed that same
year enabling wives and children of Chinese Americans to apply for entry as "non quota
immigrants" 1 as well as the 1948 Refugee Act, my father and Ah Ngien were able to
immigrate over, and Ah Yeh was able to apply for citizenship. My father graduated from
Santa Barbara High School in 1957, and during the years following my father and Ah
Ngien's immigration, my aunts and my uncle were born in Santa Barbara.
With the birth of a second generation, a gap between parent and child becomes
apparent, especially when the parent is an immigrant. Values and mores change and clash.
Pressures from the mainstream and from peers create ambivalence and multiple identities.
What is considered "Chinese" and "American"? Adding to this dilemma is the language
barrier. All these created major problems and complexities which led to the eventual
breakup of Ah Yeh's family. There were very few Chinese living in the West side of Santa
Barbara at the time, so English was the predominant language used by my father and his
siblings. My father was the only one who could speak a smattering of the Toishan dialect.
Ah Yeh had limited English-speaking abilities while Ah Ngien did not have any. The
jeopardizing of communication only led to more problems.
In 1969, Ah Yeh sent my father to Hong Kong to get married so that he could plan for
his future retirement. In 1972, he was able to bring his 84 year old mother over for an
extended visit. She passed away here a year after my brother was born in 1978. She was
Bak Goong's second wife. From what my mother told me, Ah Bak (great grandmother),
though old, was very active and alert. As for Bak Goong, he had passed away many years
before and had his remains sent back to China. My mother's side of the family immigrated
to Santa Barbara in 1973, and I was born a year later. After Ah Yeh retired from Nanking
Restaurant as a cook during the early 1970's, he bought a large piece of prime property a
few blocks up, leased some of it off, joined in a partnership with a friend, and opened the
Kowloon Restaurant on the 900 block of State Street. (He sold the whole property to the
city in the mid-1980's, and the Paseo Nuevo shopping mall now stands there.) My father
l.
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was the maitre d'. The place had this huge mural of Hong Kong harbor. Unfortunately, it
only lasted a few years because of disagreements and differences. My father then moved
onto a job as maitre d' at the Biltmore Hotel, and Ah Yeh went into full retirement. In
1979, my father then decided that he wanted to open a his own restaurant, so we moved to
Santa Maria, which is about an hour north of Santa Barbara. Ship Ahoy Seafood Restaurant served American food, not Chinese. While living up in Santa Maria, we occasionally
came back down to visit Ah Yeh on weekends. He never came to visit us. Life for him did
not get any better for him in retirement.
During this time, one aunt began dating a non-Asian. Ah Yeh was totally against it.
Like all traditional Chinese families, Ah Yeh wanted to find a Chinese husband for her,
but she rebelled. She eventually married him against Ah Yeh's wishes and broke herself
permanently from the family. He refused to attend her wedding and did not find out she
had children until my mother told him years later. He refuses to speak of her and becomes
very bitter if anyone mentions her name. My mother has run into her a few times at the
supermarket, but every time, she dodges or ignores my mother. I have not seen her in
years, and I doubt she would recognize me.
The biggest blow to Ah Yeh, though, was the death ofmy father in 1984. Since China
is a patrilineal society, it is a tragedy for any traditional Chinese family to lose the eldest
son, since the eldest son is deemed to carry on the family line and has the responsibility to
care for the father in his old age. It is already tragic enough for me and my brothers to no
longer have a father whom we can hardly remember, but for Ah Yeh, he must have been
totally heart-broken. A strong father-son relationship is one of the most important Confucian values needed for stability in a family. His other two children had distanced themselves
from him a long time ago and Ah Ngien was never very supportive of Ah Yeh. My other
grandfather, Ah Goong (maternal grandfather), became surrogate father to me and my two
younger brothers, not him. Thus, in a way, my family, too, distanced ourselves from Ah
Yeh.
I have no recollection of Ah Yeh showing any signs of physical love or affection
toward us. I guess it is product of the distancing. The only way he knows how to show his
feelings toward us is to give us material things. Seeing our smiles and joy was the only
satisfaction he could receive. But like I mentioned before, we sometimes take advantage
of him without realizing it. It is the object we want, not the affection. I remember trying to
give him a big hug once and feeling the awkwardness and uneasiness afterwards. I felt like
I was hugging a rock. Since then, I have not tried again.
As a consequence of all the difficulties inside and outside of his family, Ah Yeh no
longer has any control over anything or anyone. My other aunt recently had a baby with a
non-Asian, and he finally, though grudgingly, accepted the fact that the baby is half
Chinese, half white. Did he want to risk losing another daughter? Being stubborn and
single-minded would not get him anywhere. It would not solve any of his problems either.
Do traditional values and beliefs really matter anymore? This is 1996, not 1936. His
family has already fallen apart, but can he pick up any remaining pieces? There is not
much to salvage.
Ah Yeh now spends his days tending his vegetable garden. He gives it the loving care
that he could not give to his children. The large winter melons, the sun-dried red dates, the
leafy green Chinese vegetables are some of the proof. Ah Yeh has always been a farmer at
heart. Perhaps he was not ready for the rigors of life on the Gold Mountain. A better life
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and more money to many was just a dream, a dream of the Gold Mountain, the "American
dream". Reality was loneliness, misery, and years of hard work. Like many fellow
countrymen before him, Ah Yeh came with this dream, but did he really achieve a better
life? It seemed that the problems within the family, which is the core of traditional Chinese
life, overshadowed his successes and happiness. He has had enough resources to travel
anywhere, anytime he wants, but he has never traveled out of Santa Barbara alone and has
not done so in over twenty years. He does not take advantage of his opportunities. We did
take him to Los Angeles Chinatown once, and he could not believe how much it had
changed. He looked like a kid in a candy store. It was a sight to see, but now, sighting old
age and ill health as an excuse, he refuses to go out of town.
Would he return to China after over fifty years on the Gold Mountain? I do not think so.
China has changed so much and is still changing at such a rapid rate that he would not be
able to recognize anything or anyone. It is said that you can never go back to your roots,
but for many Chinese, this was not so because they did not intend to stay for very long on
the Gold Mountain. They were sojourners, not settlers. I would categorize Ah Yeh as a
settler. He left China for a reason. Why go back now? He would have nothing to gain from
it. He would only be a name, not a face, the rich relative from the Gold Mountain.
To tell you the truth, I feel very sorry for him. He is my grandfather, and I love him
dearly, but I cannot change what has already happened. I think I fear his reactions to my
questions. Many have told me to take the risk to find a means of communication with him,
since he has only so many more years to live, but it is too difficult, awkward, even painful.
Where do I start? He never took my younger brothers and me out anywhere or played with
us when we were small. It is very hard to deal with family problems, especially those that
have lasted and evolved for over twenty years. What can I do? Ah Yeh is a very proud
man. He is still able to stand up after all that he has gone through. With this paper, I have
tried to understand him and, though he may not like it, give him a face, a lonely face that he
is hiding from rest of the world.

Lili and herfamily at Ship Ahoy Restaurant (1984).
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Grandparents with Lili 's father (in
uniform) and her uncle and aunts.
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SEARCHINGFOR THE AMERICAN
DREAM AND THE MEANING OF THE
AMERICANIDENTITY
by Lili Yee
My mother sat on the edge of the hard wooden bench with my father. She wore a
faded, grey pantsuit and held a black umbrella in one hand and a dull, faded
brown purse in the other. My father, who was smoking a Camel cigarette, held
my Samsonite suitcase. My brother Tim wore his favorite black jacket and faded,
worn-out blue jeans. He set up a camera, which he had borrowed from- a friend,
and said, "Come on, Big Sister, we all want to take a picture with you. " When he
said cheerfully, "Everybody smile!", I realized suddenly that I could not smile.
My sorrow was too great. My dark sunglasses concealed my grief My heart wept
as the tears somewhat flowed down my cheeks. I never realized that leaving home
could be so painful. Suddenly, I heard a monotone voice over the intercom, "Pan
American, Flight #70/, Hong Kong to Los Angeles, enter at Gate #2," and felt
like a soldier going to war. I held my future in my own hands for I knew that I
would never return, and if I did, it would never be the same again. I knew not the
people nor the language of the strange country that was to be my new home. After
many tearful goodbyes, I turned to board the plane and did not dare look back.
Never in my wildest dreams did I ever think that some day, I would be living in
America ...

That was 1969 when my mother, aged 19 years old, came into the U.S. as the bride of
my father who was a U.S. citizen. He went to find a wife back "home" and, through a
friend of a friend of a friend, ended up in Hong Kong, married my mother and came back
to the U.S. The thing was, my father could not speak Chinese, though he was Chinese, and
my mother, who spoke Chinese, could not speak English. Originally, this match was not
for my mother's own well-being. Rather, it was for her family's future: To come to
America, become successful, get out of poverty, live comfortably, which was her definition of the "American Dream." She did not like being in this strange place where she
could not understand the customs or words. She felt alienated, alone. Now, 25 years later,
she feels that, through learning, hard work, endurance, and trial and error, she has attained
her "American Dream".
I grew up in a cold, grey stone house as a child in Hong Kong; everyone called it
"The Stone House". Five families lived here, each sharing an individual room.
All ofus were squashed together like sardines. We raised several chickens on the
porch outside. There was also a fragrant dogwood tree that brightened the drablooking, chicken-infested porch and provided ample shade during the hot, humid
summer months. The seven-by-eight foot room housed the seven of us. We slept
many a hard night on hard wooden, three-tiered beds, staring at the bleak stone
walls, dreaming of the future ...

Unbeknownst to her and her family, the future meant coming to America, the land of
opportunity, the "Gold Mountain". For my mother, it was an experience of a lifetime.
When asked about her thoughts before coming to America, the following term came to
mind as to what she thought of America and what America and Americans meant to her.
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To be admirable and/or envious of what one has and/or others have achieved. She was the
first of her family to immigrate, anticipating that her dreams were coming true, but did
they really come true?
The plane trip was a total nightmare.
I had never been on an airplane before, and the thought of leaving home by
myself terrified me. At the stopover in Tokyo, I did not dare leave the plane. I was
the only one left sitting in the plane, wearing my brand new pink polyester outfit,
feeling terrified of what was going to happen to me if I left the plane, while maids
cleaned up the plane. I did not know anyone and could not speak English. I was
afraid. What to do? What to do?
Alienation and loneliness. She was by herself going to a strange land filled with strange
people. She did not know her husband and in-laws that well. Her immediate family
members were on the other side of the globe. She dared not go outside and explore this
strange land where she was cast off to without any say on the matter. Television became
her primary teacher, especially in English, and friend. She would watch Gilligan's Island
and The Flintstones while eating her TV dinner, waiting for my father to come home from
work.
Unlike Los Angeles, Santa Barbara did not have a large Asian community. It was and
still is largely Caucasian and Latinos. It was not easy to "fit in" with the community
because of the inability to speak English and/or Spanish. Tb ere were not any clan or social
organizations that she knew of in the vicinity to help her out. Though, today, the Asian
community is growing rapidly. Evidence of this is the creation of a Chinese school for
children in the downtown area. On a sidenote, there was once a small Chinatown in Santa
Barbara in the 1800's. The 1925 earthquake destroyed the entire Chinatown area on East
Canon Perdido Street between State Street and Anacapa Street. Chinatown moved and
remained on East Perdido Street and Santa Barbara Street between Anacapa Street and
Santa Barbara Street. Today, only one Chinese man and the family of 50 year old Chinese
Restaurant (Jimmy's Oriental Gardens) remain in Santa Barbara's Chinatown.
My father had assimilated and became "Americanized" as a child, but for my mother, it
took her a while to adapt to her new environment. She went to night school at Santa
Barbara High to attain citizenship and eventually found a job. Thanks to the 1952
McCarran-Walters Immigrant Act, she and my father eventually filed papers to have her
parents and siblings immigrate to the U.S. In 1973, they were finally able to immigrate.
After four years of loneliness and frustration, she and her family were finally unified, and
now my grandparents, aunts, and uncle would also be able to accomplish their own
"American dreams".
Though my mother has been a U.S. citizen for over 20 years, she still feels she is
sometimes treated and thinks of herself as a foreigner. In the light of racism and discrimination, she states that
"even though one breathes the same air and talks the same language, one's
yellow skin will always show first. It does not matter what race one is, one will
always experience it because it will always be there. "
How one person or persons view(s) things depend(s) on background and upbringing. She
still thinks herself as being Chinese, not Chinese-American. She could never be fully
"American" for being truly "American" means giving up one's own heritage.
The concepts of dual identity and bi-culturality are crucial in defining what it means to
be an Asian" American", African "American", Latino "American", or Native "American".
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They create conflict between first and second generation or do they? How is one to cope
and deal with being Asian and "American" at the same time? One believes that when one
is fully able to balance and handle both cultures within oneself, then he/she can label
himself/herself as an Asian "American". On the other hand, one also believes that it is
harder for the second generation to handle these concepts than the first generation because
the first generation usually still keeps the tradition and history of the "homeland". For the
second generation, it is harder to hold onto one's roots if one learns one thing at home and
another at school. These conflicting ideas and perceptions may lead to identity crisis and
culture shock. Thus a generation gap is created between first and second generation.
Communication is vital in order to keep this gap from widening. Of her own children,
my mother is saddened that they cannot speak Chinese. My father could not speak
Chinese. Therefore, she was forced to learn English.

I
I

If one lives in the U.S., one has to learn English. One cannot get anywhere
without learning how to speak English.
This was one of the most important concepts that she learned during her first few years in
the U.S.
She was fortunate during these first few years to have met Americans who were willing
to help her out, especially at work. She found out that Americans, in general, are friendly,
like to joke around, do not take things seriously, are light-hearted, and make one feel more
at home. Perhaps then, she was lucky. Of course, there was anti-Asian sentiment within
the community, but she endured and accepted that as part of society as a whole. Every
society has racism and discrimination. It cannot fully be purged from any society, but she
said that
if you treat people right, they will treat you right, too.

To be "American" is to assimilate into society, into the "melting pot".
Learn from America, but still keep a part your own self. All people living here are
"American " like the United Nations.

One believes that she mentioned the United Nations here is because all nations of the
world come to one place (New York) to discuss worldly matters. In that context, all
nations of the world come to one place (America) in search of the same dream, the
"American dream".
To be able to live and accomplish this "American Dream". My mother believes that she
has accomplished this feat. She knows that her life would not be like it is now if she were
still in Hong Kong. Even if she went back now, everything would be changed, different.
Why? Because she has lived so long with all the comforts and conveniences of Western/
American society. Throwing it all away and returning "home" and to the way life was
before would mean all of her accomplishments served no substantial purpose. She has also
created her own identity, which is neither all "Chinese" nor all "American".
Be proud of who you are.

And also be proud of what you have achieved or hope to achieve in life. Whether you
consider yourself Chinese or Chinese-American, the battle rages on to find the meaning of
the "American dream" and what it means to be an "American."
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SWALLOWING MORE COCA-COLA
THAN SORROW
by Lili Yee
From Amy Tan's quote that I've chosen for my title, I think that it's safe to say that I'm
quite Americanized, a second generation Chinese American, born and raised in Santa
Barbara. I can't speak, read, or write Chinese. Part of the reason why is because my father
grew up in Santa Barbara, immigrating from China with his parents in his early teens. He
mostly spoke English and a smattering of Toisan Chinese and regular Cantonese. When he
"went back" to get married in Hong Kong and returned to the U.S., the situation was that
my mother couldn't speak English. Since she only spoke Cantonese, she had to learn
English. When I was little, I was fluent in Cantonese, but, once I entered kindergarten, all
of that changed. Compared with my two younger brothers, I'm the only one who can
barely make it through a simple conversation in Chinese. (My little cousins are much
better than I. At times I can't even understand what they are saying to me!) While I'm
struggling to keep what's left of my past and language, my brothers are still very
Americanized. (They don't even like Chinese food!) I must admit that I'm ashamed of
being too American and not enough Chinese. The foremost reason for the latter statement
is because of my trip to China and Hong Kong in 1987. That was what really opened my
eyes and made me see what I was missing in my life. With that in mind, my studies here at
UCLA are some of my attempts to save and gain more knowledge about my "Asianness"
and my life in general.
The volumes of stories of Hong Kong that were told to me as a child became realities
when I arrived there two weeks before Christmas of 1987. I saw the "Stone House" where
my mother's family grew up. I saw the same exact tree where they sat on hot days to cool
down and threw rocks at the chickens. I saw the same exact water pump under which my
mother washed her clothes. I ran up and down that same exact flight of winding stone steps
where she and her siblings ran up and down. Even though I knew that my mother grew up
poor, her descriptions of her childhood home were always so vibrant, so full of life. This
was a part of my past that had existed only in my imagination. I couldn't believe that I was
actually there re-experiencing these events with my mother. I saw all the memories come
flooding back to her face as we passed all these signature areas, but, for me, the trip to
China a few days later was the major turning point of my life.
Talk about culture shock. We had a first class ticket on the boat ride to China, and I was
really excited. "Wow! First Class! Cool!" My idea of the ship was something like the Love
Boat, but instead it was a piece of rusted metal floating on water. Man, was I severely
disappointed! Our room was big enough for two foam-mattressed bunk beds, a desk, and a
mini-sink. Second class was a huge room full of beds. Third class was basically sleeping
with the luggage. No privacy whatsoever. The "public" bathroom was a hole in the floor,
squat-and-go kind of thing, but when you got to go, you don't really have much of a
choice, do you? Talk about being in an awkward situation. We even had to share a table
with other people in the dining area. According to my mother, the paper taped on the wall
in the "restaurant" said that dog meat was being served on board. I was horrified! Nobody
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around me seemed to mind about the food or living conditions. See what Western
comforts can do to a person. When we arrived in the town the next day, I didn't even
bother to take a shower in the hotel where we stayed for the next three days we were there.
I wasn't about to take a cold shower in the middle of winter. The lunchbox-sized water
heater in our hotel bathroom only spit out hot water for about five seconds before turning
freezing cold again. This was supposed to be a first-class hotel, too!
But I wouldn't say that the town where we stayed was located in the boonies of
Southern China. It was a rapidly developing town about a day's boatride from Hong Kong.
Standing on the deck of the boat as it chugged up the river, I saw both old and new. Upon
entering rural China, on one end, I saw a tiny, one-man skiff chugging along carrying
vegetables to some unknown destination. On the other end, I saw these huge steel
buildings and refineries belching out black smoke. These contrasting images were something that I had never seen before. Where was this boat taking me? When we did arrive in
this town, I found out that a small group of my relatives lived in a modem, four-story
apartment building. The hotel where we stayed was across the street from there. I also
found out I still have many more relatives who live in rural villages inaccessible by
modem transportation. My experience in China during that time was so traumatic that I
don't know what more would've happened to me ifl actually visited one of the villages.
My mother wouldn't let me go, since she was already concerned about my well-being and
safety.
During those three days in China, though, I tried desperately to connect with my
relatives. They couldn't speak English and I couldn't speak Toisan, the Chinese dialect of
the area, but somehow we clicked. A simple "Hello" and "Good Morning" were good
enough. We would correct each other in our attempts at communication. Soon I was
coaxed into actually sitting on the back of my second cousin's bicycle and rode with her to
the open air market about a mile or so away. My legs and bottom didn't enjoy the journey
though. This market was so different from the Vons and Luckys back home in the U.S. The
closest comparison would be a farmer's market, but it still wasn't the same. It was a very
lively place where fresh produce was sold under a huge tent. Livestock such as chickens,
kittens, puppies, ferrets, and snakes were kept in cages and pens. Fresh meat of larger
animals was laid out on ice blocks. Vendors periodically slaughtered the smaller animals
in front of customers. You point, they chop. I was thoroughly grossed out by all the blood
and guts. What we Americans consider as pets are considered food to the Chinese. Yuck.
I distinctly remember seeing this cute little chicken in a cage out on the balcony of my
relatives' apartment. When I went back out there the next day, it was gone. Then I realized
we had eaten it for dinner the night before. I was really tripping. Poor little chicken. You
know, I actually missed it.
I tried as hard as I could to blend in, to not look so much like a foreigner. But, inside, I
knew that I was. I couldn't help it. I kept my mouth shut because, in those parts, no one
spoke English. I wanted so desperately to express my thoughts about my surroundings, but
I knew that ifl did, I would draw stares and comments. Another thing was I'm totally lefthanded, but I had to use my right hand because it's considered a taboo to be left-handed. I
still drew stares and comments. Was I trying to be someone I wasn't? What really hit me,
though, was that when I'd write in my journal in my relatives' apartment, they'd crowd
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around me and be so awestruck at my ability to form all those marvelous English words so
quickly. Now that I think about it, I know that they all want to come to America, but will
never have the chance to. They all want what I already have, and, for the most part, even if
I don't realize it, take advantage of.
Since my arrival here at UCLA, I've learned many things that have enriched me
personally. My first taste of written Chinese came through my Japanese class. I wanted to
do the business thing, but I disliked economics and failed miserably in accounting, so I
became an East Asian Studies major. This way, I could broaden my interests, but when I
took Chinese history as a G .E., I had a change of heart. Why was I learning Japanese when
I didn't even know Chinese? My professor was Caucasian and very fluent in Chinese. I sat
there like an idiot, so I decided to change my concentration to Chinese and enrolled in a
summer intensive course at UCSB. Even though I sat there for at least six hours a day with
Chinese coming out of both ears, I felt that I was really accomplishing something. My
mother was so proud that I was now taking the initiative to learn Chinese. Even though it
was Mandarin, my mother, who doesn't speak Mandarin, did her best to help me. I had fun
during those ten weeks of brain-draining work. All of it was worth it. At least, now, I can
write a few more characters than just my name and the numbers.
But when I returned to UCLA in the fall, Chinese 4 was a nightmare. I felt totally
misplaced. The class was all Asian, except for a few. In my section, most of the students
were already fluent in Chinese. What were they doing in there? To "bust the curve" and
get an "easy A"? What about people like me who aren't native speakers? I felt really stupid
and hated going to class. I remember distinctly this girl from San Francisco in my section
who was getting impatient with my difficulty in speaking with her during conversation
practice. Arrogantly, she was like "Don't you speak Chinese at home? Didn't you go to
Chinese school when you were little?" No. No. Should I feel offended? It's said that a
Cantonese person can't speak Mandarin, and I really began to believe that as the quarter
continued. I also remember seeing this other girl's pristine midterm, while mine was full
of red marks. What was wrong? In the beginning, I thought this class would lead me
somewhere, but it no longer did. I just felt more unsure of myself, so the next quarter, I quit
Chinese and switched to Asian American Studies. Perhaps here, I could find what I was
looking for.
Like I said before, I don't speak Chinese at home nor did I go to Chinese school. I
didn't have any Asian friends until high school, but even then, we spoke English. My high
school was about 50% white, 40% Latino, and whoever was left filled up the enrollment. It
seemed that my friends and I made up the whole Asian population at my high school.
Santa Barbara doesn't have a large Asian conununity like Los Angeles or San Francisco.
When I arrived at UCLA, there were Asian faces all over the place. I was quite shocked. I
considered joining some Chinese clubs, but felt that they weren't for me. I didn't want to
just "hang out" with just Chinese or Chinese Americans. I wanted diversity. The Chinese
clubs were social, not cultural. When I attended the first meeting and heard that we were
going to learn how to dance, I was excited, but when the 1950's music blared out and a girl
wearing a poodle skirt and a guy trying to look like James Dean came out, I was like what?
I thought that we were going to learn Chinese dancing!
So there you have it. This is but a small part of what I've gone through that has shaped

who I am now. Read Amy Tan's The Joy Luck Club. I feel, for the most part, that I'm
written into that novel. Relationships with family, friends, the whole thing. Like Jing-Mei
Woo, I really felt that I became "Chinese" when I stepped onto Chinese soil. I finally
realized what I was missing. Just by seeing the browned faces and calloused hands of my
multitudes of relatives that I never knew existed and looking at myself, I realize that we
exist in two very different worlds. They can't do anything about their lives, but I can do
something about mine. Through continuously searching and educating myself, I won't just
be "swallowing Coca-Cola."
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CHINA THEN AND NOW
by Richard T. Chu

Richard T. Chu is graduate student in the history department of the University of
Southern California
The author wishes to thank the Manila Liang Tek Tong Fraternity Association
and attorneys Florencio Mallare and Oscar Chong, both prominent Chinese
Filipino businessmen in Manila, for making his trip to China possible.
When the island of Gulangyu and the city of Xiamen came into view as the
China Southern Airlines plane I was riding slowly approached the Xiamen International Airport, my heart grew warm with excitement and nostalgia for this place
that had been home to me ten years ago. Back in 1987, I went to Xiamen
University for a year-and-a-half's study of Chinese language under the exchange
program between my alma mater 1 and Xiamen University. Ten years later, from
June 22 to July 15, I was taking my first prolonged visit again to Xiamen2, this time
to do some preliminary research and conduct fieldwork for my research on
Chinese families in Jinjiang. 3
I had heard from recent visitors that Xiamen, and the whole of China, had
undergone tremendous changes. Even before arriving at Xiamen, I had already
seen some of these changes. The crew of the airline now acted more professionally, a big contrast from the past. During my first trip to Xiamen on the airline's
predecessor, the China Aviation and Aeronautics Company (CAAC), my seatmates
and I almost did not almost make it to Xiamen in one piece. We were seated in the
very front row , feeling lucky for having plenty of leg space, but not noticing the
solid steel food cart placed in front of us. As the plane took off, the steel cart leaned
and fell towards us. Luckily, my two companions deftly swung up their feet and
prevented the cart from pinning our legs. 'Tm not ever going to ride in [sic] this
plane again!" one of them swore.
Back then, China had just begun developing its facilities and services, so the
quality of both its services and products was still way below international stan13

dards. For example, as I was making my way towards the restroom a few minutes
later, I saw a stewardess crouched up and leeping soundly in one of the empty
backseats. But the good safety record and increasing professionalization of China's
aviation industry in recent years gave me reason to feel more relaxed on my return.
The next confirmation of these changes came from Xiamen's international
airport. Only two years ago, it looked like a domestic airport--small, crowded, and
not so technologically advanced. Ten years later, it had become a "state-of-the-art"
facility equalling most of the big international airports of cities around the world!
On the way to the city, the roads we passed were paved. I remember that it used
to take us forty minutes by taxi to get to downtown Xiamen from the airport. On
my recent trip, it only took twenty minutes. 4 Also, the "countryside" that was once
located in the outskirts of Xi amen had become the Xiti and Huli districts, with tall
residential and commercial buildings standing side by side along wide cemented
roads lined with trees. In Xiamen, multinational companies such as the Kentucky
Fried Chicken (relatively expensive at 10 RMB, roughly one US dollar for two
pieces of chicken but still the most popular fast food chain in China), McDonald's
(there were two of them in the city), and Benetton had set up branches along
Zhong Shan Road, the main street of downtown Xiamen. Downtown Xiamen was
also teeming with even more shoppers as narrow nooks, crannies, and alleyways
were filled with shops or peddlers. Young people dressed and styled themselves
fashionably like their American counterparts and caiTied beepers or cellular phones
like the people in Hong Kong. Prices and wages had also tripled as the standard of
living had risen in the previous decade.
More changes greeted me when I visited a friend in Shanghai on the weekend of
July 1st, the day that Hong Kong was to be handed back to China. 5 My last real
visit there was nine years before, when I remember walking along Fuzhou and
Nanjing Roads with thousands of other people while bicycles, buses, and taxis
competed with us for space. I recalled riding on a bus and knowing what it meant
to be packed like sardines. Space was so tight that everyone in the bus had to move
a bit to give way to people trying to get off the bus.
By my return, Shanghai had constructed an elevated circumferential freeway
(gao su gong Lu) to ease the traffic congestion that had once made traveling in this
city of eight million people a gruelling and time-consuming experience. An eastto-west line running across the circumferential road had also been built and a
north-south one was under construction. My friend said that it used to take him
more than an hour to get from his office to a factory at the other side of the city, but
with the freeway it took him only half all hour. Moreover, a modern subway
running from the southwest of the city right through the busiest pait of Shanghai in
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the northwest, had been built by a German company in 1995. (The Los Angeles
city planners can certainly use some tips on how to "fast track" the construction of
a local subway sy tern.) Aside from these new infrastructures, Shanghai also
welcomed "changes" that altered its face drastically in the past few years such as
an international airport, a "state-of-the-art" museum, a "skyway" connecting
Shanghai and Nanjing, skyscrapers, cars, and department stores.
On the negative side of these developments, however, people seemed to be
more concerned with money than anything else. Whenever I introduced myself to
other people, the first thing they wanted to know was either what business I owned
or how much I earned. There were also conspicuously more beggars. While
waiting along with scores of other passengers at the Shanghai train station, I saw a
beggar in his late 20's using his hands to glide himself along the floor. Both his
legs were hidden by wide trousers. Coincidentally, a policeman walked by and
aw the beggar. The policeman pointed a finger at the beggar and in a stern voice
commanded, "Chu qui (Get out!)" The beggar quickly stood up, and with an
embarassed mile on his face, ran towards the exit, with the policeman giving
chase.
This amusing incident notwithstanding, many people in China, in fact, do
remain poor. While people in the coastal towns, cities, and provinces are enjoying
the benefits of a heated economy that has averaged an annual growth of 9% since
the late 1980s, many people in the inner provinces and especially in the rural areas
have been displaced by this economic growth.
Thus, certain things, despite the government's continuing drive and the people's
efforts to modernize and enrich China, or despite the influx of Western or modern
ideas, that take a longer time to change or eradicate. As they say, certain habits die
hard. People still jostle when loading or unloading buses, or when lining up to buy
train or bus tickets; people still conspicuously spit on the floor (although arguably
on a lesser scale, helped by billboards that encourage people to spit on tissue paper
or handkerchiefs); scenes of violence like two people shouting or fighting each
other still manage to erupt occasionally in the streets (I saw two in Xiamen).
Moreover, the government still manages to keep a tight control on lives of the
people through the media. For example, in order to rouse the people's patriotic
spirit for the return of Hong Kong from the British, government slogans and
propaganda are everywhere--on billboards, television, and radio, and in newspapers and movies. "Ming tian Xiang gang geng hao! ("Tomorrow Hongkong will be
even better!") or "Yi guo Liang zhi shi shixian zugouo heping tongyi de weida
chuangju!" ("'One Country-Two Systems' is the great pioneering effort to realize
peace and unity of the motherland"), they declare. Famous movie stars and singers
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appear together in a video reminiscent of "We are the World," singing about this
momentous return of Hong Kong back to its motherland, China. The police (from
the dreaded Gong Anju or Public Security Bureau) are still conspicuously around.
They are found in universities, hotels, neighborhoods, or even in public trains or
buses. On my trip from Xiamen to Shanghai by train, they came in unannounced,
demanding that people open their luggage for inspection and looking for evidence
of drugs or contraband goods.
There are so many more things to be said about my three-week stay in China;
here are two. One is that the long history of exchange between Southeast Asia and
North America on the one hand, and China on the other, is alive and flourishing
again. On the political level, China has stepped up its drive to play a major role in
world politics, agreeing for example, to stop sharing nuclear technology with Iran.
Economically, no one can doubt that its current trade relations with other countries
continue to remain very robust. In all these, the overseas Chinese communities in
Southeast Asia and North America are playing a major role in building bridges
between China and their (adopted) homelands. Large numbers of overseas Chinese have visited China in the last few years, and some have even opted to work,
study, or open businesses there. On the other hand, many Chinese from different
parts of China, particularly from Fujian and Guangdong, have visited their relatives abroad, or have gone overseas to work or study.
The other thing I want to point out is that beneath the external changes brought
about by modernization are changes that are occurring at the deepest core of
Chinese culture. One example is found in the changing attitudes towards the
centuries-old belief of valuing sons over daughters. As part of the strategy of the
Communist government to contain the population of China and to sustain economic growth, a one-child policy was instituted in the late 1970s. Married couples
were required to have only one child, regardless of its sex. Any transgression of
this policy led to severe fines and the loss of one's job and other material and
social benefits. This policy certainly posed a predicament to Chinese families who
placed a higher value on having sons over daughters. Due to the Chinese system of
patrilineality (the practice of tracing one's descent lines from one's father),
daughters were considered "useless" in traditional China, for as soon as they were
married out, they became the "property" of the husbands' families. Sons, therefore, were (and in a lot of cases, still are) preferred to daughters. This attitude
towards the different sexes is called "diong ruin kin di" in Hokkien or "zhong nan
qing nu" in Mandarin, which means "to value sons and to treat daughters lightly."
In the earlier years of the policy's implementation, reports of of female infanticide shocked and angered human rights activists and other religious groups
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throughout the world. I asked my host family in Xiamen once over dinner what
happens when a couple finds out (e.g. via ultra-sound) that their baby is going to be
female, my host-mother said matter-of-fact1y,"Duotai!" ("[They] abort the baby!") 6
But while the modernization of China curtails the freedom of Chinese families,
and poses a dilemma on many families wishing to have sons instead of daughters,
the economic prosperity that comes with it also leads to changing attitudes towards
women. While they were regarded before as useless due to their inability to add to
the family, women, especially in the cities, are now regarded with more importance as they find work and urban families earn "double-incomes," with both
father and mother employed. Their ability to earn and save also allows them to be
less dependent on their husbands, who are now also beginning to share equally in
the responsibility of doing housework and rearing their child/children.
Moreover, the practice of aged parents living with their married sons is also
changing. There are already many cases of parents living with their daughters and
sons-in-law, especially in cases where the son-in-law has no obligation towards
his own parents, possibly due to the fact that he may have another brother who is
already taking care of them. It has become acceptable now for men to be "married
into the family," instead of "women being married out." Thus, the attitude towards
sons and daughters is changing. While the preference for sons still exists widely
among some families in China, particularly in the rural areas, the next generation
of Chinese people may no longer think the same way as their forbears did. Women
nowadays are gaining equal status with men, and female daughters are not seen
anymore as a case of "bad fate."
Great changes are indeed underway in China!
1. I graduated from Ateneo de Manila University, a private Catholic University in the
Philippines.
2. I had gone back in 1990, but only for a brief overnight stay.
3. Jinjiang is ancestral home region of approximately 75% of the current Chinese
population in the Philippines.
4. The airport is located around lO miles northeast of the center of the city.
5. The whole of China had a three-day holiday, starting on June 29, a Sunday, and ending
on the day of the handover, Tuesday, July I.
6. The policy has since been modified to allow couples in the rural areas to have two
children. Some rural folks even have more than two. Many of them are able to escape
the economic dependence they used to have on the government, which had placed
them at the mercy of government birth-contol planners operating through their supervisors or superiors. Where a transgression of the one-child policy used to result not
only in severe fines, but also in the loss of economic or social benefits from the
government, these days families are merely fined. And as more and more people
become entrepreneurs, or work for private or foreign companies that offer their own
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social benefits to their employees, the Chinese people now have ways to go around the
laws or pay the fines for having a second or third child. For each child born beyond the
allowable number of children the fine is 10,000 RMB, or roughly 1,000 US dollars. In
Jinjiang, for example, many families chose to pay this fine. They can rely either on
themselves and their families or on friends or relatives abroad for the money. An
article in The New York Times entitled "Chinese Happily Break the 'One Child' Rule"
also discusses how in many parts of Chjna "millions of Chinese who want multiple
children are now having them." While one strategy is to pay the fine, another is for a
rrugrant worker who works outside of hjsfher village or hometown, to bring his/her
farruly to another place where they can avoid being detected by local family-planning
officials. This has resulted in what is called "population guerillas," a term coined "for
families that (move) all over China to avoid family planning officials, narrung each
cruld after a different residence." See Seth Faison, "Chinese Happily Break the 'One
Child' Rule," The New York Times, 17 August 1997, 1, 6.

DIGGING HISTORY
by Munson Kwok and Paul Chace
The Chinese Historical Society of Southern California acknowledged the contributions of archaeology to the Chinese American experience at its annual Fall
Awards Dinner on Friday evening, November 1, 1996, at the Empress Pavilion
Restaurant in Los Angeles. The evening affair was entitled "Digging History," the
Society's shorthand way of expressing admiration and appreciation for the special
contributions of a unique group of individuals and enlightened organization . Five
honorees and their achievements were presented to the assembled Society members. Together, it was recognized that they have forged foundations for Chinese
American history through the science of archaeology.
President Jeffrey Tung introduced the award ceremonies to the crowd with a
special commentary. "Cloaked in the now popularized, mythical drama of romance and adventure plus a lot of real gravel, dirt, and dust, these serious and
dedicated scholars have gravitated toward a common theme of great importance to
the Society: understanding the culture, history, life, and settlements of Chinese
and Chinese Americans in Southern California through scientific methods," stated
Tung. "The Society is proud to bring together representatives of this remarkable
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collection of scholars tonight. The Chinese Historical Society of Southern California is deeply honored and proud to have become the single most important
regional repository of the collective finds on the Chinatowns of Southern California."
The Society recently became the repository for the 200,000 artifacts of the Old
Chinatown collection recovered from Los Angeles' Union Station, as well as the
recently rediscovered archaeological collection from Santa Barbara's Chinatown.
Previously, the Society played a key role in supporting the Riverside Chinatown
Archaeological Project.
Among the five honorees and their contributions acknowledged was Roberta
S. Greenwood, noted for being the principal investigator of three of the important
recent archaeological studies in Southern California: Ventura Chinatown, Santa
Barbara Chinatown, and Los Angeles' Old Chinatown at Union Station. Greenwood is the president of Greenwood and Associates, a Pacific Palisades-based
firm dedicated to cultural resources management. She is also a Research Associate
in Archaeology at the Los Angeles County Museum of Natural History. In her 30
years as a researcher, she has been responsible for nearly 400 environmental
reports. Her special ability to communicate a real appreciation among local
community leaders and to generate their support for investigating their respective
Chinatown heritage was acknowledged.
Harry W. Lawton, a man of many letters, being a famed poet, writer, editor,
scholar, teacher, and book.man, was also noted for his sincere contributions to
Native American and Chinese American history. Many years ago, Lawton crafted
the newspaper serial feature stories on George Wong and the old Riverside
Chinatown. He was the key individual who stirred community leaders' consciousness and galvanized City and County support for the Riverside Chinatown
Archaeological Project conducted by the Great Basin Foundation in the 1980s.
Later, at U.C. Riverside, in the Office of the Dean for the College of Natural and
Agricultural Sciences, Lawton assisted university scholars and other researchers
with the various contributions assembled for the Riverside Chinatown Archaeological Project.
Paul G. Chace, Ph.D., was recognized as a sociocultural anthropologist, historian, and scholar of American culture, museums, and archaeology in a career
spanning over 25 years. Among his specialties are Chinese American culture and
heritage. He is the principal of Paul G. Chace & Associates, a cultural resources
management firm in Escondido, California. A member of the Society since its
beginning in the 1970s, Chace's eclectic interests in Chinese American history and
archaeology have embraced Chinese temples, religious rituals, festivals, ceramics,
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shrimp camps, snails, fish, the famed Dr. Ng Poon Chew, and the old Chinatowns
of Riverside, Ventura, Marysville, and Phoenix, to name just a few.
Los Angeles County Metropolitan Transportation Authority, the "MTA,"
was also recognized as an organization which has gone above-and-beyond the call
of duty in compliance with environmental law in managing cultural resources.
Sensitive to the local community, the MTA provided support for the investigation,
interpretation, community education, and preservation of the archaeological heritage of L.A. 's Old Chinatown beneath Union Station. Highly concerned for safety,
the MTA successfully coordinated the recovery of the archaeology, which had
long been buried under 14 feet of fill soils beneath an operating station and transit
facilities. The MTA presented the 200,000 artifacts of the Old Chinatown collection to the Society along with a funded endowment for its curation. The MTA was
represented at the dinner by Terry Matsumoto.
Richard S. ("Scotty") MacNeish, Ph.D., was honored for his successfully
coordinated research with the Chinese government in creating an on-going team of
Chinese and American archaeologists to study the origins of rice in China. As the
head of the Andover Foundation for Archaeological Research since 1993, "Scotty"
has directed the bi-national team in excavating caves in Jiangxi Province where
domesticated rice was found dating back 9,000 years. Over 75 years of age, this
former Professor at Boston University has pursued the study of the beginning of
agriculture throughout the world. If there had been no rice domestication, there
would have been no Chinese civilization, no Chinese coming to America, and no
Chinese American history. "Scotty" presented a slide-lecture on the Jiangxi cave
investigations.
Jane Gothold, representing the Society for California Archaeology, was introduced by President Tung to the 220 Society members and guests assembled for the
evening and its ten-course Chinese banquet. Other archaeologists present included
Pat Hearle, representing the Pacific Coast Archaeological Society, as well as
Professors Robert Pence and William Evans.
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CHSSC FOUNDERS' DINNER
by Munson Kwok

From L to R: Reverend Paul Louie, William M. Mason. Founders of the Chinese Historical Society
of Southern California.

The 1997 Fall Dinner recognized the Reverend Paul Louie and historian and
curator William Mason, founders of the Chinese Historical Society of Southern
California. The occasion was especially timely because the two were departing
Southern California permanently.
Together with the late Paul de Falla, Rev. Louie and Mason met at the request of
Louie to consider the formation of an historical society dedicated to Chinese
American history in the mjd-1970s. Having observed the immediate success and
impact of the Chinese Historical Society of America in San Francisco, Reverend
Louie had come to the realization that it was essential that communities understand their pasts and their identities.
Rev. Louie's two friends were notable in the local history field and experienced
in forming historical societies. For example, Mason was curator at the Los Angeles County Museum of Natural History and a foremost expert on the history of
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minority peoples in the American West, particularly the Chinese, while de Falla
had just written the definitive article on the 1871 Los Angeles Chinese Massacre.
Both men were also in the founding group of the then-new Los Angeles City
Historical Society.
Together, the trio crafted the concept of an historical society for Chinese
Americans. A spring 1975 history conference in Chinatown and some organizing
meetings in the Fall gave birth to the Chinese Historical Society of Southern
California in November 1975.
The 1997 Fall Dinner celebrated the founders' contributions to the Society and
their lifetime impact on the community's understanding of its history. Authoress
Emma Woo Louie, Paul's spouse, was also honored for her lifetime achievements
to Chinese American history and community.

CHINESE HISTORICAL
OF SOUTHERNCALIFO
wifuitlf
J!

Our Honorees at the 1997 Fall Dinner
From L to R: Board Chair, Irvin R. Lai; Keynote, Wesley Ru; Awardee, Emma W. Louie;
Awardee & Founder, William M. Mason; Awardee & Founder, Reverend Paul Louie;
President, Jeffrey Tung.
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Guidelines for Submission
Gum Sctan Journal solicits manuscripts that explore the historical, cultural, and
humanistic aspects of Chinese American experiences, particularly relating to Southern
California, as well as contemporary issues of relevance to the Chinese American community.
Gum Sctan Journal also publishes book, media, and exhibition reviews. Original work is
preferred, but reprints of significance will be considered. Students and community members
are especially encouraged to submit items for consideration.
Manuscripts should be no greater than 3000 words in length; endnotes should be
written according to the Chicago Manual of Style. All text must be double-spaced in a
clear, easy-to-read typeface on 8.5 x 11 inch white paper.
Submit two hard copie of the manuscript and one disk copy (Microsoft Word for PC
preferred, Macinto h accepted) to Editorial Committee, Gum Saan Journal, Chinese
Historical Society of Southern California, PO Box 862647, Los Angeles, CA 90086-2647.
If your manuscript is accepted for publication, you will be responsible for obtaining
permission to reproduce any copyrighted materials (e.g. reprints, photographs) used in
your article.
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