ANGEL ISLAND
SEPTEMBER 14, 1923

CHAFTER 17

FOR WEEKS, | HEARD no further news. Sterling Promise did ng,
ask to meet me again. New women arrived; other women [ef;
Snow Lily did not come back. One day, First Wife was allowed ¢,

land. She bragged about her husband and her sons and how they
they shouldn’ bother, but her lips

bye. Other than that, nothing
s how it always is

would fuss over her even though

crembled slightly as she said good-
changed, until everything changed. Perhaps that i

in prisons. ,
We had watched the ferry pull away from the window and then

returned to the sitting room when the guard entered. “Sung Jade
Moon,” he called. The women’s faces jerked toward me. My stom-
ach tightened into a fist. I waited for him to say I could land, or to
frown and give me the letter that sent me back to China. I was
surprised when instead he signaled for me to follow him.

The guard led me through the doors of the administrative build-
ing, his boots clicking along the tile floors with quick determination

until he stopped at one of the waiting-room doors. He slid a key




e lock, and the door clattered open. Sterlin
jno ¢

¢ across from each other in the cenger of ¢
er sa . .
Fath ered, then heard the lock click ingq
[ entem™™

g Promise and
he room_

slot behing me,
ling Promise, elbows resting on hig knees, held hjs head in hjs
r i '
ice ds. My father sat still and straighy, Staring at the || across
ands-
from him.

«This is a bad sign,” Sterling Promise said in a low voice as [ ga¢
Jown beside him. “If we passed the interrogation, the guard would
cell us. They would not need to bring us here”

“But if we failed, wouldn’t they have sent 4 guard with the
letter?”

Sterling Promise nodded. “And if they were going to question yg
further, they would never put us toget

her like this”
Father pressed his hands flat op his th

ighs. Sitting, it was hard
to tell, but I might have grown taller than him gyer the past three
months. |

“How are you, Father? Are you well?”
“I'want to go home;

" he mumbled, am tired of this prison that
calls itself a country?

" His face was thin

and his hands seemed more
delicate. Even his ski

n looked more transparent,

The metal door rattled as it SWung open, and the guard gestured
for us to follow. He led us into asmall, dimly lit room with wooden
walls and a heavy table in the center. An immigration official in a
suit sat at the head of the table. The young official from my ques-
tioning sat next to him. A translator situated himself across from
us. I stole a look at Sterling Promise and was surprised to find him

staring at the older official. He gave Sterling Promise a small nod.
Sterling Promise relaxed back into his chair.
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> king in th '

The older official [.)egéfn.SPFa e Illn t ilt m“lng Enghsh
language that makes it difficult to tell good ney from bad’a
ang _ i hold th iC i,

ther, trying to hold the o]
gripped one hand in the o y PANIC insi, My

kin. But I was too jittery to decipher enough of the Worg,
SKI1Il. t

0
understand. “We h '
' r began. “We have reviewed your 3
Finally, the translator beg e,

your interviews and compared”thenllj tol thi t;anscnpts of you, o,
tives’ interviews. Two of you” — he looked at .rne E,l’nd Sterh'ng
Promise — “gave satisfactory answer‘s.. But you, sir. . » . looke,
at Father. “You claim to be a legal c1tfzen, but your aNswerg Wer,
incompatible with the others’. You do'n t know any.of your busipe,
associates or even your own address in San Francisco, We Canng,
confirm that you are Sung Feng Hao as you claim.”

He paused to shuffle some papers. We stared. at the man, M,
heart was pounding, and pressure gathered in my head.

“Despite this, we have decided to admit Sung Sterling Promise
He seems a suitable immigrant with merchant connections ”

“What?” I said. ‘

The young official turned to the older one and said 4 few words

that weren’t translated. The older one shook his head, his face
tightening,

You have no¢ Proven any relationship
older man sajq through the translacor,
“But I have Papers,”

to the Sung family,” the

M are yours,” ¢he offj

Cial pojnted out.
your daughger i, if she j

Protection,” " 70 under your
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he young official leaned forward. © ppeal oy decision
The hink it is unfair,” he said, looking ¢;
if you ¢

» said the older official.
«We need to discuss this,” Father saiq_ The translator nodded
1d said something to the Americans,
a «you may talk over your situation here,” the older officiy| said.
After the men filed out of the room, [ turned tq Sterling Promise
«what did you do? How did you get them tq .

let you landy” | asked.
“I answered their questions correctly?” he g

bout to mention that
“Yes, | was 2

aid, but his ﬁnger had
started to tap his leg. T looked ar it Sterling Promise covered one
hand with the other.
“No.” I shook my head slowly. “You did Something. Yoy took
advantage of an opportunity.”

“I'warned you that it woulg be difficulc
staring at the shiny surface of the table, «
ness to do for Master Yue. And have nothing to go back to.”

“But our agreement ” Father said, glaring,

“I'will honor our agreement. I will return to Ching i one year.”

away.
ge?” | asked.
ded. He followed my eyes to

“Hmph,” Father grunted, turning

“Are you talking about the marriq

“What marriage?” Father deman
Sterling Promise. “You told her!”

Sterling Promise met his glare for a moment, then looked down.
“I had no choice,” he mumbled.

Father shook his head. “You will get married in China because
you are coming back to China with me,” he said.

My heart lurched forward. “I am riot.”

His voice was quiet. “Yes, you are.

I tried to calm the fury switling inside me. “Father, I will do my
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duty and marry Sterling Promise, but I will dq j, ;
i .
[ am going to appeal If Sterling Promise j “eing,
IS a”()we d ¢ e[‘]Qa
0 v

should be too. I can stay with Mrs. Ying. I have carneq g ang,

stay as well.” e right g
“The right to stay?” Father stared at me. “Ah, I see, Y, q

- You dig

» he said to Sterling Promise, his voice soy; , dllot t)
n

her that part,
[{3 .
He turned back to me. “You were never going to

to marry and come back with me, even if we were all let jp, »

I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. I looked at S )
osed to stay in America?” ing P

angy,

going

Promise. “I was never supp

“Jade Moon .. .”
“Why did you bring me all this way only to take me back» |

asked my father.

“We brought you to ensure th
no guarantee that I would bring him t,

and I had no guarantee that

to America first.”

at you were married in the end

Sterling Promise had
America if he married you in China,
he would come back to marry you if I took him
He explained it coolly, like he was planning where to build the next
1 know we can’t trust him. He makes promises as easily

terrace. YO
as 2 mountain makes a shadow.”

I blinked away the tears springing into my €yes. “You . . . you
knew how much I needed to come to America,” I said to Sterling

Promise. “And you were going to send me home? You are taking

away my only chance at freedom.”
“Women are no use in America,” he said halfheartedly.
My father pounded his hand on the arm of his chair. “I knew
you were tricking us. You knew they wouldn’t let us in.” |

“And you tried to keep us all out,” Sterling Promise said
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«Ha! Adopted son of my tricky brother, Yoy think I didpy know
were lying from the beginning,”

Yo‘il did everything I promised to do.” Sterlip,

the door. “You did not have to bring Jade Moo

g Promise looked at
n. I told you it would
nly cause trouble and heartache.”
0

“So you never wanted me to come?” | asked him,

“Lower your voices. They may still be listening.”

“Why would we care if they listen? You are the only one getting
to stay!” I was almost shouting,

Father crossed his arms and leaned back in his chajr. “T don’t
understand why the Americans did not send ys 4]| home”

“That was your plan!” Sterling Promise said. Father pushed his
lips together. “You tried to get us all sent back. We haye been stuck
on this island because of you. I need to be here! And I made syre
that I would get to stay.”

“What do you mean, you made sure?”

Sterling Promise was silent.

Father looked at both of 1.
China. My land is there, my fa

ther. Our ancestors. Your places are
there t00.”

I said, staring at him,

“Of course I want us to go back to

Sterling Promise turned his face away. “You don’t know where
my place is.”

I shook my head slowly. “I will never have a place there. You
know that, Father”

. %) 5
“Quiet! This was a fool’s journey. [ am returning home.” Father’s
words clicked with resolution, just like the guard’s boots. Daughter,

you will join me. Sterling Promise, if you honor your word, we will
see you in a year.”
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htened my grip on my chair, trying to lock up the last
I tightene

» lied.

. “No, Father,” T rep |

fca“r; u cannot stay. I forbid it.” y father waited for e to yell, to
0

ficht. Then we would both see that I could never SUrviye
lg t.

fmy

wn. ({1
m); :taycd still. I kept my voice steady. “Yes, I can. The Man g4

that I could appeal the decision. 2
Father snorted. “How do you plan to do that:

I did not have an answer. Sterling Promise' lo‘(‘)ked dox-vn at the
table. After a few seconds, he rose from his chair. “I am g.omg o get
my papers,” he said, pulling open the door. I stared at him, H, did
not look back.

The door shut behind him.

“Tam glad we are rid of him,” Father growled. .

“Weare not rid of him. You have arranged a marriage between y”

“Once we return to China, we will never see him agaijn.”

“Did you try to get us sent home?”

“Yes, it is where we belong. When Sterling Promise told me on the

boat about the interrogation the Americans gave, I thoughr it woylq

ck. Of course, this country is bad [uck
for Chinese. Whatever you wish for, they keep out of reach, and

> they thrust at you wich both hands.”

Ty and return ¢o China?”

to have 5 grandsop
anged Marrjage>”

here, Enough time

<’




«your grandfather and T knew you would make difficulties
«Because | am a Fire Horse.” '

«Because you believe in love”

«] thought you did too . . . once.”

Father looked down at his hands.

«] would not have returned to China with you,” I said.

«we would have told you we were going for a visit. Then we

would not come back here.”

I remembered Nushi telling me never to retyrn to China, all my

things in that trunk, the wedding handkerchief, She knew. The

women knew. Only I was doomed to blindness.
We stared at each other. The steel in my eyes reflected the steel in
his. “I am not leaving,” I said, my voice shaking, “I will stay here

in America.”

“We are going home.” Father’s hands were in fists on his lap. His
words bore their way through clenched teeth.

“No, Father. I can’t.” I thought of Nushi and the strength it took
for her to pack only my belongings, the strength it took for her
to tell me never to return. I thought of Spring Blossom and the
stillness of her scarred arms. I thought of the jade around my
neck — sharp and strong, without cutting. I had to be that.

“We will leave in two days. I will be back in my fields in time for
the harvest.”

He rose, but I put my hand on his arm to stop him. He stared
down at it. I could not remember the last time we touched. I mea-
sured my words carefully before I said them. “Father, listen. [ am
not leaving, I will make my own arrangements.”

The words I said terrified me. Voices in my head cried out,

How? What will you do? My father turned toward me and paused,
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alfsitting. He searched my face, ¢
) n Coua
pSQd

half-standing; h

back into the chair.
“YOU Can’t Stay,” hC Said qUiCdy, Iooking at the Veins in h h
is

“Yes, I can. The man said —
“No ... Daughter - » The anger had drained out of ;. .
«[ will be alone- You would a Voige

bandon your father with p,
. 0
care for him when he grows old

just like my brother did?”
“Father . - 1 choked on the word, a sob escaping my throgr.

“] know you think I am trying t bar you from love” H;
face softened slightly. «Did it ever occur to you I was trying o
“You can marry whom.

1?” He waved 2 hand.
doesn’t have to be Sterling Promise or Fourth
for love if that is sO important to you. |

ndfather.” He sat up straighter in his
«] will adopt your hus-

u will raise your sons
them. You would

ands‘

»” He paused. “You would Jeay,
g,

protect you from i
ever you choose. It

Brother Gou. Marry

will settle it with your gra

chair and resumed his quthoritative tone.

band as my son. He will inherit the land. Yo

where you grew up. Nushi will help you raise

like that.” -
[ would like that. In my mind, I ran with my children across the

fields. T watched them spread out on the kitchen floor, playing

es around the stove. We chewed on sugar cane in the morning

gam
old,‘ nine—ycar—old,

and counted stars at night. And the five-year-
twelve-year-old Jade Moons inside me wanted the life that Father

was describing. They wanted to work beside him, to talk to hi

over bowls of steaming rice in the evenings, to I‘Cad’ 4 to him

that drifted into town from Hong Kong. These child e newspapers

clamored for the promise of that lost love from my falt.fe:rof; my Pj(sit
. It wou

soothe years of heartache.
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put the new woman inside of me, the one just beginning to

knew that while it might heal my past, it would never give
SroW:future- It would not open up a world where I could move and
:r:e: ch freely. The children protested, No, that would pe nothing.
Go back to China. You would be happy, loved. 1 resisted, stuffed
them down inside. T knew that I would have to sacrifice giant pieces
of myself if I returned, and all the love of my father, a husband,
children, would never fill the hollow shell of me that would be left,

Both of us had our heads bowed, staring at our laps. I knew that

he had finally offered me everything, and for that | was grate-
ful. But he was still asking me to give up too much. “Father, |
wish you would appeal,” 1 said

gently. “You could try to stay here,
with me.” :

«T o . » . . . .
It is a prison.” He spit the words out, his voice bitter and s

harp.
“Yes, but so is China . .

. for me. Here I can smell the freedom.
It drifts in on the wind. The guards carry it in on their coats”

“You smell the sweet perfume of lies and false promises.”

We sat next to each other, staring at the wall across from us,

“I hope you aren’t counting on any help from Sterling Promise.
He will leave you to rot here. He will certainly never marry you.”
My gaze dropped. “It is a bad match anyway. You are a Fire Horse,
and he is 2 Wood Snake. You are too headstrong, and he is too

selfish.”

“I know.”

“You will disgrace me by staying,” he said. “I will have to tell
everyone that you died here.”

I gripped his hand, but he turned away and pushed his chair
back. Rising quickly, he crossed the room and pounded on the door
to be released. The guard opened the door and led Father away.

\
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- ce with my hands. America, its promi
_ ses

oJse to bargain with — no ma > had
_ ITia

d it all over to fate for the s kge, ng
d

some space o move, the chance to look € of ,

give the Americans? Whath Peopl

> Then I ad Sterliy

: en remembered what he g

Could

d nothing
. I had hande

in the eye: What else could I
d that I hadn'

Promise offere

give them .nd it made M€ furious.
d. And :

there, with a set of

After a few minutes, che door opene
papers in his hands, was Seerling Promise-




