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THE JOY LUCK CLUB (75i)

My mother never talked about her life in China, but my father said he saved her from a terrible life
there, some tragedy she could not speak about. My father proudly named her in her immigration papers:
Betty St. Clair, crossing out her given name of Gu Ying-ying. And then he put down the wrong birth year,
1916 instead of 1914. So, with the sweep of a pen, my mother lost her name and became a Dragon instead

of a Tiger.

In this picture you can see why my mother looks displaced. She is clutching a large clam-shaped bag,
as though someone might steal this from her as well if she is less watchful. She has on an ankle-length
Chinese dress with modest vents at the side. And on top she is wearing a Westernized suit jacket, awkwardly
stylish on my mother’s small body, with its padded shoulders, wide lapels, and oversize cloth buttons. This
was my mother’s wedding dress, a gift from my father. In this outfit she looks as if she were neither coming
from nor going to someplace. Her chin is bent down and you can see the precise part in her hair, a neat

white line drawn from above her left brow then over the black horizon of her head.

And even though her head is bowed, humble in defeat, her eyes are staring up past the camera, wide

open.
“Why does she look scared?” I asked my father.

And my father explained: It was only because he said “Cheese,” and my mother was struggling to keep

her eyes open until the flash went off, ten seconds later.

My mother often looked this way, waiting for something to happen, wearing this scared look. Only

later she lost the struggle to keep her eyes open.

“Don’t look at her,” said my mother as we walked through Chinatown in Oakland. She had grabbed
my hand and pulled me close to her body. And of course I looked. I saw a woman sitting on the sidewalk,
leaning against a building. She was old and young at the same time, with dull eyes as though she had not
slept for many years. And her feet and her hands—the tips were as black as if she had dipped them in India
ink. But I knew they were rotted.

“What did she do to herself?” I whispered to my mother.
“She met a bad man,” said my mother. “She had a baby she didn’t want.”

And I knew that was not true. [ knew my mother made up anything to warn me, to help me avoid some
unknown danger. My mother saw danger in everything, even in other Chinese people. Where we lived and

shopped, everyone spoke Cantonese or English. My mother was from Wushi, near Shanghai. So she spoke
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Mandarin and a little bit of English. My father, who spoke only a few canned Chinese expressions, insisted
my mother learn English. So with him, she spoke in moods and gestures, looks and silences, and sometimes
a combination of English punctuated by hesitations and Chinese frustration: “Shwo buchulai”—Words

cannot come out. So my father would put words in her mouth.
“I think Mom is trying to say she’s tired,” he would whisper when my mother became moody.

“I think she’s saying we’re the best darn family in the country!” he’d exclaim when she had cooked a

wonderfully fragrant meal.

But with me, when we were alone, my mother would speak in Chinese, saying things my father could
not possibly imagine. I could understand the words perfectly, but not the meanings. One thought led to

another without connection.

“You must not walk in any direction but to school and back home,” warned my mother when she

decided I was old enough to walk by myself.
“Why?” I asked.
“You can’t understand these things,” she said.
“Why not?”
“Because [ haven’t put it in your mind yet.”
“Why not?”
“Aii-ya! Such questions! Because it is too terrible to consider. A man can grab you off the streets, sell

you to someone else, make you have a baby. Then you’ll kill the baby. And when they find this baby in a

garbage can, then what can be done? You’ll go to jail, die there.”

I knew this was not a true answer. But I also made up lies to prevent bad things from happening in
the future. I often lied when I had to translate for her, the endless forms, instructions, notices from school,
telephone calls. “Shemma yisz?”—What meaning?—she asked me when a man at a grocery store yelled at
her for opening up jars to smell the insides. I was so embarrassed. I told her that Chinese people were not
allowed to shop there. When the school sent a notice home about a polio vaccination, I told her the time and
place, and added that all students were now required to use metal lunch boxes, since they had discovered

old paper bags can carry polio germs.

“We’re moving up in the world,” my father proudly announced, this being the occasion of his

promotion to sales supervisor of a clothing manufacturer. “Your mother is thrilled.”

* {EEE I

Amy Tan GBRE) , £F 1952 F, XEHR, REKTERTEBLXR. HRRE EED
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BEWENEM 35 MBS 1993 F, XF/NRHSG B E I BEE. ERENSH/NGEEE <Xt
WMz EY (The Kitchen God's Wife) « CBEFHHFARETBEY (The Hundred Secret Senses) « <IEBIHRIZZILY
(The Bonesetter's Daughter) « <TU&Z 8> (Saving Fish from Drowning) % .
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* 1a)iC
displaced [dis'plerst]
v EEHES

If a person or group of people is displaced, they are forced to move away from the area where they live.

outfit ['aot fit]

n. 2EREK

An outfit is a set of clothes.
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS (75i%)

‘Hold your noise!” cried a terrible voice, as a man started up from among the graves at the side of the

church porch. ‘Keep still, you little devil, or I'll cut your throat!”

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. A man with no hat, and with broken
shoes, and with an old rag tied round his head. A man who had been soaked in water, and smothered in mud,
and lamed by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn by briars; who limped, and shivered,

and glared and growled; and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin.
‘Oh! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I pleaded in terror. ‘Pray don’t do it, sir.”
‘Tell us your name!” said the man. ‘Quick!’
‘Pip, sir.”
‘Once more,’ said the man, staring at me. ‘Give it mouth!’
‘Pip. Pip, sir.”
‘Show us where you live,” said the man. ‘Point out the place!’

I pointed to where our village lay, on the flat in-shore among the alder-trees and pollards, a mile or

more from the church.

The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me upside down, and emptied my pockets. There
was nothing in them but a piece of bread. When the church came to itself—for he was so sudden and strong
that he made it go head over heels before me, and I saw the steeple under my feet—when the church came

to itself, I say, I was seated on a high tombstone, trembling, while he ate the bread ravenously.
“You young dog,’ said the man, licking his lips, ‘what fat cheeks you ha’ got.”
I believe they were fat, though I was at that time undersized for my years, and not strong.

‘Darn me if [ couldn’t eat em,’ said the man, with a threatening shake of his head, ‘and if I han’t half a

mind to it!”

I earnestly expressed my hope that he wouldn’t, and held tighter to the tombstone on which he had put
me; partly, to keep myself upon it; partly, to keep myself from crying.

‘Now lookee here!” said the man. ‘Where’s your mother?’
‘There, sir!’ said 1.

He started, made a short run, and stopped and looked over his shoulder.
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‘There, sir!” I timidly explained. ‘Also Georgiana. That’s my mother.’
‘Oh!” said he, coming back. ‘And is that your father alonger your mother?’
“Yes, sir,” said I; ‘him too; late of this parish.’

‘Ha!” he muttered then, considering. ‘Who live with—supposing you’re kindly let to live, which I

han’t made up my mind about?’
‘My sister, sir—MTrs. Joe Gargery—wife of Joe Gargery, the blacksmith, sir.”
‘Blacksmith, eh?’ said he. And looked down at his leg.

After darkly looking at his leg and me several times, he came closer to my tombstone, took me by
both arms, and tilted me back as far as he could hold me; so that his eyes looked most powerfully down into

mine, and mine looked most helplessly up into his.

‘Now lookee here,” he said, ‘the question being whether you’re to be let to live. You know what a file
is?’

‘Yes, sir.”
‘And you know what wittles is?’
‘Yes, sir.’

After each question he titled me over a little more, so as to give me a greater sense of helplessness and

danger.

“You get me a file.” He tilted me again. ‘And you get me wittles.” He tilted me again. “You bring ’em

both to me.’ He tilted me again. ‘Or I’ll have your heart and liver out.” He tilted me again.

I was dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with both hands, and said, ‘If you would
kindly please to let me keep upright, sir, perhaps I shouldn’t be sick, and perhaps I could attend more.’

He gave me a most tremendous dip and roll, so that the church jumped over its own weather-cock.
Then, he held me by the arms, in an upright position on the top of the stone, and went on in these fearful

terms:

“You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that
old Battery over yonder. You do it, and you never dare to say a word or dare to make a sign concerning your
having seen such a person as me, or any person sumever, and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go
from my words in any partickler, no matter how small it is, and your heart and your liver shall be tore out,
roasted and ate. Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am. There’s a young man hid with me, in comparison
with which young man I am Angle. That young man hears the words I speak. That young man has a secret
way pecooliar to himself, of getting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. It is in wain for a boy to
attempt to hide himself from that young man. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck

himself up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think himself comfortable and safe, but that young
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man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open. I am a keeping that young man from
harming of you at the present moment, with great difficulty. I find it wery hard to hold that young man off

of your inside. Now, what do you say?’

I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him what broken bits of food I could, and I would

come to him at the Battery, early in the morning.
‘Say Lord strike you dead if you don’t!” said the man.
I said so, and he took me down.

‘Now,” he pursued, ‘you remember what you’ve undertook, and you remember that young man, and

you get home!”
‘Goo-good night, sir,” I faltered.
‘Much of that!” said he, glancing about him over the cold wet flat. ‘I wish I was a frog. Or a eel!’

At the same time, he hugged his shuddering body in both his arms—<clasping himself, as if to hold
himself together—and limped towards the low church wall. As I saw him go, picking his way among the
nettles, and among the brambles that bound the green mounds, he looked in my young eyes as if he were
eluding the hands of the dead people, stretching up cautiously out of their graves, to get a twist upon his

ankle and pull him in.

* {EERE T
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AXIER CEARIFEY PE—F, TEWRT EALRE (Pip) NEHERE— SR — ik
LBRIFIET . X MLEEMEELRBHERNEY), TRENNENIKEETNGR T FRBig.
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fE. XtUETMTHEENXFIER, BEBEITNEIFHAYBE[ELEH.

* 18]Il

smother ['smada]

v e BE

Things that smother something cover it completely.

flint [flint]

n R

Flint is a very hard greyish-black stone that was used in former times for making tools.

nettle ['netl:]

n. ZHK

Nettles are wild plants which have leaves covered with fine hairs that sting you when you touch them.

briar ['braio]

n. FFEH

A briar is a wild rose with long, prickly stems.

ravenously ['rzevenasli]

adv. R B K

In the manner of someone who is very hungry.

giddy ['gidi]

adj. BX 2



