CHAPTER 28

MR. HON DISMISSED CHIN and me from his office. It was time
for my training with Neil, so I followed Chin to the front entry-
way. Neil glared over his newspaper as Chin stomped into the
room, Spun around, and put his face close to mine.

«] should have let those guards take you back to China, Fire
Horse.” he said, the words washed in a bitterness that made the
back of my neck tingle with warning. “It’s just too easy for you.”

“Easy? You think this is easy?” My voice rose, filling the room.

“Everyone falls over themselves to help you.” His lips curled up
with disgust. “Harry, the son of one of the most powerful men in
Chinatown, chases you down. Then his father takes you in.” He
jerked his thumb at Neil, who set his paper in his lap and stared.

“Gets his monkey of a guard to teach you to fight.”

“You may want to choose your words more carefully,” I said,
stepping forward. “T've taught Neil a little Chinese.”

Chin looked at Neil and lowered his voice. “I'm watching you,

Fire Horse.”
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make me into something hard. He wanted to take away all (e Pos.

ibilities | had risked everything for. Neil had taught me to caleulage,

0 look for the possibilities. Maybe he would know what to do,

“He wanted to give me a.. . I think you call it a job,” | gaid
“Neil, do you .. .” I searched for the word for a moment. “Do yq

trust Mr. Hon?”
“No,” he said, keeping his eyes on the paper.
“Do you trust Harry?”
“Harry is nothing like his father.”
I turned to him. “Do you trust him?”
“No.

“Do you trust me?”
“I trust you'll get to the point soon, or I'll knock it out of you.”

I took a deep breath. Neil might be the only person in this house
who didn’t want anything from me. He might even want me gone
himself, which might be the kind of help I needed. “And you? Can
[ trust you?”

Neil folded the paperand placed it in his lap. He leaned forward

in the chair, resting his elbows on his knees. “Say what you want
to say.”
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Neil’s face relaxed. “Of course you did. Thats what all the
Chinese do.”

“Yes, but I didn’t just lie. I stole someone’s . . ” I picked up the
newspaper and shook it.

“Papers. 'm sure you did. This isn’t confession. And if it was, the
priest would be half-asleep.” He stood, pressed one hand into
the other to pop his knuckles, and walked to the center of the room
in three long strides. “Take your stance. We’re wasting time.”

Neil threw slow punches at me, letting me loosen the stiffness
left from yesterday’s practice and find my rhythm.

“That’s the brilliance of fighting,” he continued. “There’s no decep-
tion in a good, clean fight. Just one man standing in front of another
man. Everything that matters is in front of your face.” He began a
series of fast jabs. I raced to block them until the last one made
contact, rattling my jaw and sending sparks into my left eye. Neil
slowed the rhythm of the punches again, but widened their range.

“What if one of the people fighting isn’t who they say they are?”
I asked, moving my head to avoid an uppercut to my chin.

“It doesn’t matter. Rich or poor. Irish or Chinese. Cop or crimi-
nal. You can change the story a thousand times. You'll still be using
the same two fists and the same two feet God gave you.” He

blocked my left jab.
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The air was thick with the smell of two fighters blend
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sweat, skin. “What if one of the fighters is 5 girl” e breaths,
“Why would you be fighting a girl?” he said, faking ,

my ribs to try to get me to drop my hands, Punch
“I'm not fighting a girl,” I said, looking at him through (},.

nel between my fists. “n-
Neil stopped. It was the first clean shot he had CVer given me
“Is it joking you are?” ‘
[ dropped my fists and shook my head.
“A girl?”
I nodded.
“You're not. . . . You can’t be. . . . All the punches you've taken ”

He blinked a few times and took a step back. “The shirt that Chin
gave you?” He pointed to his chest.

“Chin didn’t give it to me.”

“Ah, Mother 0’ God!” He grabbed my arm, then dropped_it like
it burned him. “Are you trying to get yourself killed?” His pale skin
had gone paler.

“I had no choice.”

“Fire Horse . . . ,” he said, shaking his head.

“Jade Moon.”

“Whart?”

“My name is Jade Moon.”

“Your name will be on a headstone if Mr. Hon finds out about
this.” Neil rubbed his hand over his face. “Chinawomen have those

little feet. They’re quiet. They stay at home.”
“Not all of them.”

He pushed me toward the door.
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We heard a door open from across the next room,
Hon called. We both froze. “Neil, get in here.”

Neil leaned toward me. “You keep your mouth shut aboy; 4
or I'll break your face.” He turned, stopped, then pup, ched hist:\m
into his palm. “I can’t break your face anymore, by, o b,e“':
someone’s face, and won't you feel sorry!”™ His shoes Poun d:d
against the boards of the floor as he left. I heard him mumbe

“First Chinaman I can tolerate turns out not to be g Chinamg,

“Nc"‘. M,

at all.”

I didn't see Neil for the rest of the day.

Mr. Hon met Harry and me at breakfast the next morning,
“Harry, you and Fire Horse are going down to the docks today,
Chin will meet you there,” he said.

Harry nodded. “I won't fail.”

Neil came in, and Mr. Hon looked up.

“I need to talk to you,” he said to me. He looked at Harry and
Mr. Hon. "About some new drills, since we won't be fighting today.”

Mr. Hon waved his hand, excusing me, and I followed Neil. He
opened the door and stepped into the street.

“At the dock today, a policeman is going to arrest you,” he said,
his voice low.

“This is how you help me?”

“It isn’t real. He will take you to Miss Donaldson. She runs a
mission home that takes in Chinese girls — girls who have been
sold to brothels or bad men. Mr. Hon won’t think to look for you

there.”

“He’ll look for me?”
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He put his hands on my shoulders, forcing me to look him in the

n. You're both lunatics.”

eyes. “And fighters.”
I looked at Neil. “How will the policeman know me? Do I intro-

duce myself?”

“He knows you are going to the docks today. He is going to ask
any Chinese he sees where they are employed. Chin and Harry,
they’ll lie. You tell him you work for Mr. Hon. That is how he will
know who to take with him.”

I nodded.

“If Mr. Hon thinks you are arrested and gave his name, he won't
want you within a hundred yards.” His voice softened. “Go back
inside. We don’t need anyone getting suspicious. Everyone knows I
don’t have two words to say to you.”

“Thank you, Neil.”

Neil nodded, the tight corners of his mouth melting away for a
moment.

Harry clenched and unclenched his fists on the way to the dock. I

pulled my hat low over my face to hide the relief of escaping the
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The docks stretched behind a wall of activity. Boats eaged thei
way up to the piers and waited while men and women bundleq )
hats and coats poured from them. Men in immigration unifory,

od through the crowds. Crates were stacked beside coils of
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d the way to where thick poles stood upright in the
exactly where I saw him the first day I arrived. His

black hair escaped from under a gray cap, while his face was tight
with anxious energy. We watched a ferry pull closer. I wrapped my
arms around myself to guard against the wind.

I had come here to find freedom — that rare kind of freedom
that allowed you to be yourself. I had gambled everything for that
chance, and I could not be sure that I had won. In some ways I
could be truer to pieces of myself, my willful strength, my outspo-
kenness, my wildness, but I was still shoving other parts into
darkness. I watched the Americans move around the shore, their
heads lifted, their smiles quick and easy. But I did not feel part of

stroll
rope. Sta
Harry le
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their world.

“What were you and Chin doing at the docks the day I saw
you?” I asked.

Harry refused to look at me. “We were looking for new soldiers
for the tong. It was one of the jobs my father had me try. I messed
that up t0o.” He shuffled from one foot to the other. “There is

something I should tell you about that day.”
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«The Yings are in Chinatown. You took me to the wrong address

rpose. | know. Your father told me.”
on Pt '

Harry hung his head. “I am sorry. I thought I had to.”

“For your facher?”

«partly. And for me. You make my life . . | less impossible,”

Any anger | felt toward him dissolved. He was just as trapped as
[ was. “What are we picking up?” I asked.

Harry kept walking, his face stiff with determination, “Not
what. Who.”

“Who?” I asked.

“A girl. My father showed me a picture,” Harry said.

“Why would we pick up —”

But the boat pulled into the dock with a loud blast of its horn,
and my head whirled into a spiral of panic and fear. It was the
Angel Island Ferry.

What if Sterling Promise was on the ferry? Sterling Promise,
who could ruin everything just as I was about to escape? Sterling
Promise, who betrayed me. Sterling Promise, who I betrayed. I
searched the faces of the men. If he was there, I wanted to see him
first.

But he was not among the passengers. It was a different person
who could betray me. When Harry nudged my shoulder and nod-

ded to the final passenger stepping onto the dock, I followed his
stare to Spring Blossom.
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