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For Ryan Benjamin Kendall






AUTHOR’S NOTE

Cantonese words are transcribed in a modified Yale Cantonese romanization system consistent with the era in which the novel takes place.

Chinese family names come before given names, except in the case of Doctor Tong, who followed the Western custom of putting his family name last.

Ah is an honorific often added to central and southern Chinese names that can appear at the front or end of a family or given name.



This story was inspired by real women:


	Moon—a doctor’s wife, speaks in retrospect as an old woman

	Petal—a peasant girl, tells her story as she lives it in the present

	Dove—a young wife, seen in the present as an object but from afar








PART I MAY 1–JULY 10, 1870 AND FROM 1926


Watch your thoughts; they become your words.

—LAO TZU
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CHINESE POPULATION A CURSE TO THE COUNTRY: The waves of heathen Chinese arriving on California’s shores seemingly have no end. The celestials come here seeking relief from upheavals in their country: the First Opium War, the Second Opium War, the Red Turban Rebellion, the Taiping Rebellion, and the bloody feuds between the Punti and Hakka peoples, which taken together have resulted in countless deaths and much suffering. Mother Nature has showed her displeasure by punishing the almond-eyed brethren with snow, typhoons, floods, and drought. Insect infestations and diseases have killed already struggling crops. As Christian people, we can pity these outcasts, but do they need to invade our land like vermin? They bring filth and disease. They eat squirrels and rats. They covet our women and take our jobs. Throughout the West the rallying cry has begun. The Chinese must go!

—LOS ANGELES GAZETTE, MAY 1870







YUT HO (DOVE) A Girl Is Born Facing Out

The 1st to 28th day of the 4th lunar month in the 9th year of the Tung Chee emperor’s reign

(May 1–28, 1870)

The day Yut Ho turns seventeen, a matchmaker pays a visit to her family’s apartment in Rice City—Kwangchow, or what the foreigners have named Canton. “Marry a chicken, follow a chicken; marry a dog, follow a dog,” the matchmaker recites. “A bamboo door should be paired with a bamboo door; a wooden door with a wooden door.” She pauses to let the girl and her parents take in the aphorisms, then she focuses her hard eyes on the father. “Your daughter’s complexion is as pale as that of the white peach. Her hair is as black as raven feathers. Her feet are perfect golden lilies, and I can see from the embroidered designs on her shoes that she’s been well trained in womanly skills. I have heard from your neighbors that she possesses the Four Virtues—obedience, timidity, reticence, and adaptability.” The matchmaker falls silent to allow the praise to soften the parents before her. Then, “She reminds me of one of the Four Great Beauties, of whom it is said each was so exquisite she could lay waste to cities and lands.”

The father lifts his brows, interested at last. “Her given name is Yut Ho, but we have always called her Dove.”

“Ah,” the matchmaker says, rubbing her chin. “Let me guess. You were inspired by the Great Beauty Wang Chao-chun, who was so captivating that when birds glimpsed her, they forgot to flap their wings and fell from the sky. Very subtle to name your daughter for one of the birds rather than for Chao-chun, which can mean Fells-Geese, Drops-Birds, or—”

“Entices-Birds-to-Fall,” the father finishes.

“All versions are too negative for such beauty,” the matchmaker comments, “while many stories and traditions tell us that the dove is a symbol of faithfulness and filial duty.”

The father chuckles, happy for the appreciation of his knowledge of literature, art, and the benefits of nuance when applied to naming.

“You have generations of imperial scholars in your family,” the matchmaker goes on, with the father believing more compliments are coming. Instead, she frowns and thumps her thighs with her palms, signaling a change in tone. “While the men in your lineage have not distinguished themselves enough to have grand appointments or receive emoluments from the emperor, neither were they sent to the farthest reaches of the empire.”

“Your point?” the girl’s father asks, embarrassed. After all, why poke a stick into a skinny dog’s ribs when he already knows he’s hungry? Likewise, the matchmaker has no need to jab at the father’s failings when the evidence is all around them. The apartment is passable but shabby. The family’s clothes are made of silk that has frayed at the edges. The scholar’s wife’s face bears wrinkles caused by money worries, disappointment, and the physical exhaustion that comes from running a diminished household without help from servants.

“I could easily match Dove into another scholar’s family—bamboo door to bamboo door,” the matchmaker says. “But I have a different opportunity that will be financially more rewarding.”

The father leans forward. “Go on.”

The matchmaker presents her offer. “I am acting on behalf of a woman whose husband, a wealthy merchant, lives in Lo Sang—Los Angeles. She is a grass widow—a woman whose husband is gone for years at a time in the Flowery Flag Nation—America. As a good wife, she wishes to remain in China to take care of her in-laws and children, manage the household, and perform all rites to keep her husband’s ancestors happy in the Afterworld. She’s looking for someone young to become a second wife and provide her husband with amusements in the barbarian land.”

The father’s response is not what Dove expects. She thought he would proclaim that his daughter is too precious to become a mere second wife and that she—like the grass widow in question—would always obey the rules of womanhood and therefore have no desire to adventure beyond her front gate. Instead of an outright no, however, he says, “My wife and I do not wish to be separated from our daughter by mountains and seas.”

The matchmaker must have anticipated this reaction because she immediately recites, “A boy is born facing in; a girl is born facing out. From the moment your daughter breathed the air of this world, she belonged to her future husband’s family. You have been raising Dove for her husband and his clan. Even after she travels to the Afterworld, she will belong to them. This is a daughter’s destiny.” She pauses. “Please consider what the Sing family is offering as the bride price before you reject the proposal.” She withdraws from her sleeve a small scroll, which she unfurls. “Five bolts of brocade, eight bolts of silk, six catties of…”

The list goes on and on, ending with the true bride price of many taels of gold and what seems to Dove to be a large quantity of Mexican silver dollars—the most trusted currency in China. She had no idea she could be worth so much.

“I will consider the proposal,” the father says, but Dove can tell from his tone that now he’s pondering how quickly he can receive the bride price, how it will change his life, how much he will need to spend on her dowry, and if he might be able to negotiate an even better deal.

The next day, a geomancer is brought in to study the genealogies of the two families going back three generations. Dove was born in the Year of the Water Ox, so she is supposed to carry within her the qualities of that creature—patience, endurance, and practicality. The girl’s father is honest with the geomancer. “My daughter is the opposite in all respects.” To which the geomancer replies, “Good! An older man will prefer the liveliness and impetuousness of a young girl, because these characteristics will be ignited in him as well.” Dove learns that her future husband was born in the Year of the Horse. The geomancer does not reveal under which influence—metal, water, wood, fire, or earth—so Dove is unable to determine his age. She tries to guess, though. Since he’s already married and has given his wife six children, he could be thirty-six. She imagines this businessman—handsome, important, shrewdly navigating the waters. That he is a little more than twice her age seems a blessing. He will be kind, respectful, and appreciative. “An Ox and a Horse aren’t the most compatible match, but it is firmly in the second tier,” the geomancer admits. “We can acknowledge that both are good workers and have a mutual need for security.” Dove is dexterous at embroidery, and she’s been known to complete an inch of design on slippery silk a day. Beyond this one skill, no one has labeled Dove a good worker before, but neither her mother nor her father corrects the geomancer.

One month later, the marriage contract is completed. Among the final details is that Dove’s brother, Ah Guey, will accompany her as far as Big City—San Francisco—where he will take a job working for a benevolent association. In this way, Ah Guey will escape the humiliation of his father’s failures, learn a trade, establish a foothold in the Flowery Flag Nation, and eventually start a new enterprise that will stretch between two distant shores, with his father as his partner. This, despite the aphorism that says While father and mother are alive, a good son does not wander far afield. But as the matchmaker notes several times, sending the family’s son and daughter to the Flowery Flag Nation could pave the way to riches. In San Francisco, Dove will be met by a man named Sam Yuen. He will escort her to Los Angeles and deliver her to her husband.

Almost immediately the father conveys to the Sing household the girl’s dowry: a marriage bed, two chairs, and a table—all purchased at pawnshops—as well as two porcelain basins, a pewter spittoon, and a jewelry box filled with enough trinkets of gold, jade, and kingfisher feathers to not be embarrassing. Shortly thereafter, Dove goes to live with her husband’s first wife and children so she might learn from them his likes and dislikes and all the best ways to please him.

“Our husband, Old Man Sing, can fall into a foul temper if he doesn’t eat at regular times,” Wife One instructs. “He likes to rise early so he can take a stroll before work. He enjoys fine things—of which you will be one. Unlike most men, who prefer to keep their treasures hidden and protected from potential thieves, he likes to display what he owns as a way of proving to others the extent of his success and business perspicacity.”

Dove tries to mesh these attributes with what she knows from the two men with whom she has spent time. Her brother can be sharp, but is that because he’s always been hungry for a better life? She cannot imagine her father taking a stroll. He prefers to stay inside and read The Book of Odes. Wife One refers to their husband as Old Man Sing. Dove assumes this is a term of both endearment and respect. As for showing off fine things, Dove’s family doesn’t own anything of value apart from her, and now she’s being sent abroad.

Wife One focuses her most important lessons on what their husband enjoys during what the poets have long called “clouds and rain,” inspired by the nocturnal encounter between a traveling king and a mountain goddess. This is both embarrassing and intriguing to the young girl. When Dove imagines what that couple did and what she will now need to do with her husband, warmth creeps into her woman parts. She also reflects on other love stories between beautiful maidens and handsome men that her mother, father, and brother have told her over the years. Surely her marriage will have the same deep connections that cross time, space, and challenges—both earthly and heavenly—that have fed her dreams since childhood.

Then, too quickly, it is time for her to leave China. All her large dowry items remain with Wife One, but Dove is allowed to take her wedding jewelry. Her mother, weeping, says goodbye in the apartment. Her father accompanies his two children to the dock. Dove and Ah Guey perform obeisance, bowing deeply to their father. Then Ah Guey helps his bound-footed sister across a gangplank and onto a ferry that will take them to Hong Kong, where they will stay for a few days before boarding a steamship to carry them across the Pacific Ocean.





WORTHLESS GIRL (PETAL) A Go-Away Child

The 3rd to 17th day of the 5th month in the 9th year of the Tung Chee emperor’s reign

(June 1–14, 1870)

“Worthless Girl,” Mama says, addressing me by the nickname my parents gave me when I came into the world, “every creature of our sex is born a go-away child.” She puts a hand on my cheek. “Daughters, without exception, are goods on which families lose. You and your sisters have proved this to be true. Still, you have always obeyed, and you’ve been gentle with your brothers and sisters.” She rarely praises me, and I lower my head in acknowledgment of this special moment. Now she lifts my chin with her fingertips. “Listen to your father, and don’t be afraid.”

“Come,” Baba says sharply. “I want to get to the port in Rice City, sell our vegetables, and return home before dark—”

“I wish I had something to give you for good luck,” Mama says to me, ignoring Baba. When she blinks back tears, I know she’s remembering the gold earrings she received upon marriage that she had to pawn years ago so Baba could buy rice seed, only to watch the crop fail during the drought. I may be worthless, but Baba says I have the gift of growing. We’ve survived on the shrunken and deformed cabbages, green onions, and snow peas I’ve helped to eke out of our kitchen garden. We had hoped to yield seeds from this year’s meager crop, but a howling wind blew them away a few nights ago. Our hope now is to sell our tiny harvest and use the money to purchase seeds. Baba says he already has a buyer—a cook on a ship.

I smile at Mama. “I don’t need anything. I will be home by nightfall with a story to tell the little ones.”

I turn away, slip my arms through the straps of a basket filled with the vegetables we picked before dawn, and heft the load onto my back. My father sets out and I follow. At the end of the lane, I stop, turn, and wave to my mother and siblings. Mama brushes at her eyes, running the backs of her fingers up her forehead and smoothing her hair. My brothers and sisters stand together in a little group. Those old enough to understand what’s happening are happy for me to have this adventure. Third Sister has our baby brother strapped to her back. My first brother, Ah Loo, is barely thirteen—five years younger than I am. We have always been close, because we’ve shared the responsibilities of caring for our siblings and doing chores. Ah Loo holds our second brother, who recently reached three years, by the hand. I said goodbye to Second Sister earlier this morning. Right now she’s on the pallet we share for sleeping. She has the wasting disease and will be in the same place when I return tonight.

I hurry to catch up to Baba as he scurries through Moon Pond Village. My world is small—our house of two rooms and an outdoor kitchen, our three mou of land, and our home village of around seventy people, all of whom I’m related to. We share more than blood. We are all poor, and we are all hungry. “Farmers should never have empty stomachs,” Baba often says, “and yet here we are.” The lack of rain these past years has made growing anything difficult, but it’s been particularly brutal for cultivating rice. I am thin. Some might even say I’m underdeveloped for my age. I look more like I’m fourteen than the eighteen years I have. I was born in the Year of the Black Water Rat, which means I’m recognized for my diligence, craftiness, and thrift—all good qualities for a wife—and yet I have not been married out. We’ve had few weddings between our village and neighboring villages these past years. No one wants to marry in another mouth to feed. I am not the only Worthless Girl in our county.

After we pass the last building, we edge around the pond for which our village is named. It’s been empty of fish for several years now. We’ve also harvested and eaten every last strand of algae. And, of course, the water level has dropped so low that I can see the muddy bottom. As soon as we leave the pond behind, Baba’s pace quickens, his bare, calloused feet nimbly trotting along the narrow dirt path that divides the dried-out rice paddies. I too am barefoot, sure in my steps, lightly navigating the packed strip of earth.

We’re in the fifth lunar month. Spring, when the poplars send their bothersome white balls of fluff in every direction, is fully behind us. The air is hot. The sky above me is gray and heavy with humidity. Sweat drips down the back of my neck and seeps into my tunic, but I don’t complain. This is the Year of the Horse. The Horse always features in myths and fables because it transports heroes and heroines. The Year of the Horse celebrates power and freedom. I’m living that right now! To have the opportunity to visit Rice City is a great gift—one I hope Baba will give me again.

It’s not long before we’ve gone farther from home than I’ve ever been, so I can’t compare what I’m seeing with anything beyond what I already know, which is almost nothing. Some fields look worse than the ones around Moon Pond. Some look about the same. To see another village for the first time, and then another, and another? Whether bigger or smaller than Moon Pond, they all have something in common. Each village looks starved. Thatched roofs sag. No sounds come from ducks or chickens, let alone pigs, because none remain. No smoke swirls up from cooking fires, because there’s nothing to cook. No children laugh, giggle, or sing, because these activities require too much energy. All this I recognize, because I remember when I was a little girl and life was different.

When we reach the outskirts of Rice City, my eyes struggle to take in what I’m seeing. So many buildings and humans are packed together that it feels like all the stones and people of Moon Pond have gathered in the village square for a festival. Except this is what Rice City looks like block after block. When Baba has told us stories of coming here, I’ve listened with half an ear, because they’ve seemed not just an exaggeration but wholly made-up. He’s spoken of gweilo—white ghosts—with alabaster skin and hair in the demon colors of yellow, brown, and red. But now here they are. Real, and as ugly and scary as Baba said. The foreigners wear clothes, shoes or boots, and hats made from materials and in styles I don’t recognize. The men have bushy hair growing out of their faces. Disgusting. Many of the gweilo ride in rickshaws. Baba’s told us about these too. I’d thought he was teasing us with yet another make-believe story. But men—barefoot and skinny, like Baba and me—pull rickshaws with a gweilo man or woman, or sometimes both, sitting in them. My heart empties, realizing the pullers have it even worse than our long-dead water buffalo who Baba used to drag rocks from our land.

None of my dreams or Baba’s stories have prepared me for seeing the river and docks. Small sampans with their single rowers bob in the water, but there are also ships and junks of all sizes being loaded and unloaded of cargo and people. Baba stops several times to ask strangers for directions to the boat with the cook who promised to buy our produce. We wend our way through the crowds and activity. When we find the boat, there’s enough noise and commotion that I can’t hear what Baba says to the man who stands by the narrow wooden bridge that leads up to the deck. Baba nods and motions to me. I follow him across the little bridge and onto the deck. An old woman approaches.

“You may address me as Auntie,” she says. “Are you hungry? Have you eaten?” Before either of us can answer, she leads us to a small table with some overturned crates set like stools around it. “Sit,” she orders, and we obey. Even though the ship is tied to the dock, I feel gentle swaying caused by the water beneath us. Behind the old woman is another table topped with big vats of food—probably to feed the crew. My mouth waters at the aromas of rice, soy sauce, garlic, and ginger. The auntie pours tea into heavy earthenware cups. “Before the sale,” she says, “you both need to sign papers.”

This seems peculiar, since neither my father nor I knows how to read or write, but Baba nods as though he does this all the time. The auntie places two pieces of paper on the table and regards them with all the seriousness of a scholar studying for the imperial exams. Things are written on the papers, but even I recognize they aren’t Chinese characters. She pulls one of the sheets closer to her. At the bottom is a blank area with a line drawn across it.

“What name should I use?” she asks.

“We call her Worthless Girl,” Baba answers, “but the name recorded in the ancestral temple is Sing Ye.”

This is all so strange, but the delicious smells coming from the food table distract me. My stomach growls so loudly that the old woman laughs. Blood rushes to my face, and I put a hand on my belly, trying but failing to quiet it. I shouldn’t be so embarrassed, because the auntie has already turned her attention to a new activity. She pulls out a brush, dips it in ink, and brings it to the empty space on the paper above the line. Ink begins to travel across the page. Again, these are not Chinese characters, which may have many strokes, but each individual word would fit into a tidy square. Instead, what she writes comes out in a long trail from left to right, all connected, like a snake slithering across sand. She creates these flowing designs, each with a flourish at the end, on both sheets of paper. She examines her work, nods to herself, and sets the brush aside. Then she slides the papers across the table so that one is in front of me and the other is before my father. I glance at him out of the corner of my eye, but he turns his gaze away, looking over the bow of the boat to the activities happening on the dock.

“It’s all simple,” she says to Baba as she pours ink into a saucer. “It outlines exactly what the cook told you.”

Baba dips his thumb in the ink and then presses it on the paper. When he’s done, he gestures for me to do the same. After I’ve made my mark, the auntie says, “Give me your hands.” I do as I’m told and watch and listen in astonishment as she counts out silver coins into my cupped palms. I’ve never seen so much money in my life.

“That makes forty Mexican dollars,” she explains. “Now give them to your baba for safekeeping.”

I’m more than happy to do that, because I don’t want the responsibility of carrying such a fortune. What if I lost it?

Baba receives the coins and slips them into his pockets. Then he silently stands, picks up the piece of paper with his thumbprint, folds it, and tucks it in his tunic against his chest.

“Go along now,” the old woman says to him. “Take your baskets to the cook.” She pats my hand. “Your daughter can stay with me. I’ll give her something to eat. When you return, your bowl will be ready.”

After slinging his basket onto his shoulders, he picks up the one I brought and props it on his hip like he’s carrying one of my siblings. He reaches down and squeezes my shoulder. “I’ll be right back.”

But I barely pay attention, because the auntie has opened one of the food vats. She fills a bowl with steaming rice and tops it with stir-fried vegetables. She slides it and a pair of chopsticks across the table to me with the same ease and hospitality that she did the papers and ink.

“Eat.”

I don’t need her encouragement. The first bite tells me this isn’t merely vegetables and rice. There are slivers of pork too. I haven’t tasted meat in too many months to count. I force myself to slow down, chew, enjoy. I’m trying to memorize every detail so I can tell my sisters and brothers about what I’ve seen and done when from somewhere out of sight comes a deep vibration that pulses through the boat. I startle, frightened.

“Baba?” I look around, realizing he should have returned by now. To my right, the buildings are moving. Only they aren’t moving. It’s the boat that’s moving. I stand so quickly that I tip over my bowl. “Baba,” I call.

I take a step, but the auntie grabs my wrist. I try to shake away, but she’s surprisingly strong.

“Baba!” I scream.

The old woman’s grip tightens. She gestures to a couple of men on the deck. “If you fight,” she rasps, all traces of the kindly auntie gone, “things will become difficult for you very fast. It’s best if you go belowdecks. It’s better not to see what you’re leaving behind.”

The boat is in the middle of the river. Even if I could evade the men, I can’t jump overboard because I don’t know how to swim. And even if I did, there’s so much river traffic, I’d probably be hit by a boat or ship.

The men reach us. The auntie releases me, and each man takes one of my arms. She picks up the piece of paper with my thumbprint, folds it, and shoves it into one of my pockets.

“Don’t lose this,” she says. “It explains everything. Your father has sold you to the Hip Yee Tong. You belong to them now. You are going to Gold Mountain—America. You have a whole new life ahead of you.”

Before I can respond or ask questions, the men steer me across the deck like I’m a prisoner, through a door, and down some stairs. Another door is opened, and I’m pushed inside.

“We’ll come back for you when we reach Hong Kong,” one of the men says gruffly, and then he shuts and locks the door.

I edge backward until I hit a wall. I slide to the floor. I begin to sob—in fear, in anger, in disappointment. These feelings are not directed at Mama and Baba, who must have planned this together. No, my emotions are aimed like arrows straight at my heart. I let the idea of an adventure with my father blind me to the meaning behind what I was seeing and experiencing—Mama’s unusual praise, my brothers and sisters brought together to say goodbye, Mama wiping her eyes when Baba and I walked away. Then, once I boarded the boat, I allowed the lure of food to trick me into not paying attention to what was happening around me. Now I try to make sense of what the auntie said: I have been sold to something named the Hip Yee Tong, which means nothing to me, and I am going to Gold Mountain—a place to which some men in our village have gone and never returned. A feeling of panic overwhelms me. Will I be able to escape? Will I ever see my family again?

A few hours later, the two men come to retrieve me. They haul me to the deck. We’re in a port much larger than the one in Rice City. The dock is busier too, and the ships make this boat seem small. The old woman is nowhere to be seen. One of the men ties a rope around my neck. “In case you think about running away,” he warns. I’m led off the boat and through swarms of people and stacks of baggage and crates of goods. And the noise! The grinding of ship engines. Men yelling orders in languages I don’t understand. Vendors shouting about their wares. The sound of rickshaw, wagon, and buggy wheels against cobblestones. Even if I didn’t have the rope around my neck and muscled men gripping my arms, I’d be too frightened to break free.

We come to a huge ship, with a black chimney coughing smoke, three masts, and a round thing on the side that one of the men tells me is called a paddle wheel. A narrow wooden bridge leads to a high deck; another goes to a lower deck. The two men lead me across the bottom bridge to an area cordoned off with ropes. Inside, a group of girls—some around my age, a handful a bit older, and a few still little things—huddle together. Many of them cry. Garbled words come through the sounds of weeping, the internal rumblings of the ship, and all the noise from the dock.

“Mama…”

“Help…”

“Why?”

“Take me home.”

The rope is removed from my neck, and I’m pushed into the holding area. The two men leave. The sun beats down. From the deck above us, white ghosts dressed in their strange clothes lean on railings and stare down at us like we’re newborn piglets in a pen.

A guard climbs on a crate and motions for us to be quiet. “We’re waiting for a few more of you to arrive, and then we’ll depart. The voyage will take thirty-three days, if we have good weather. We will stop in Okinawa and Honolulu before we reach San Francisco. I tell you these things so you don’t pester the crew with questions. You will not be getting off the ship, nor will you be allowed on deck.”

His words mean almost nothing to me. I’m not the only one to be confused, as proven by the wails of fear rising up around me. One of the little girls comes to stand next to me. She gulps big heaving breaths through her sobs. She can’t be more than six, maybe seven years old. I don’t know how to comfort her when I’m doing everything I can to hold in my own emotions.

It’s not long before a group of about fifty girls and young women are brought on board and join us. Some carry bundles with bedding and what I presume to be clothes and toiletries. It’s then I realize I have nothing—not even a tooth scraper. My despair deepens. How could Mama and Baba have not considered what I might need?

I’m about to succumb to tears when the oddest sight yet comes into view. It’s a girl my age, maybe a bit younger. She’s accompanied by a Chinese man who wears the strange attire of the gweilo, the white ghosts. Together they slowly cross the little bridge to the higher deck. She’s dressed in green silk embroidered with white butterflies. Her hair is pulled tight across her head, glossed with oil, and pinned into a bun. She has bound feet. They are so tiny they look like my baby brother’s feet. Her hands are tucked in her opposite sleeves, so the only flesh I see is the skin of her cheeks, which is as pale as the moon. She does not look panicked. She’s not crying. She seems fully at ease, maybe even happy. When she reaches the upper deck, she pauses. She smiles as her eyes sweep across what she must be able to see of the city from up there, and then she willingly follows a few paces behind the man until she disappears from sight.

A few minutes later, the guard shouts, “Come with me.” We’re poked and prodded by other men, who funnel us through a door. The little girl grabs hold of my tunic and follows behind me like a tail. We go down several sets of stairs and into a huge room filled with beds stacked in tiers of three—row after row of them. The room is dark—with no windows, a low ceiling, and lit by a few oil lamps. It’s even hotter down here than on the deck, and the air smells of vomit, urine, and feces. A wave of nausea washes over me.

“Find a bed and don’t complain,” the guard yells. “Meals will be brought every morning and evening. Have the honeypots by the door for removal at these times.” He pauses. The sounds of weeping echo off the walls. “You can cry or scream as loud as you want. No one will hear you. And even if they do, no one will care.”

With that, he leaves. Most of us are too confused and frightened to know what to do. When a few women choose their beds, the rest of us begin to move. Is it better to be on the bottom, middle, or top? I choose the middle. The little girl climbs onto the middle bed in the tier next to mine. She rolls onto her side and stares at me with dull eyes. No straw, matting, or quilts have been provided. I’m skinny, and my bones rub against the wooden slats. The bed above me is so close that my elbow remains bent when I reach up to touch it. The bed itself is so narrow that I barely fit on it. When I stretch my arms out to the sides, I can reach the beds to the left and right of me. Overall, I feel like I’m in a coffin.

After a half hour, another fifty or so women are brought into the room, followed later by another batch about the same size. Each woman or girl blinks, trying to accustom herself to the darkness. I see it again and again: eyes coming into focus, widening in shock as they take in the surroundings, and then a veil coming down to try to hide their terror, anger, or sorrow.

The ship starts to move. Not long after we leave the shelter of the port the ship begins to heave as it plows through the swells. I can’t imagine what’s happening outside or even what the open sea must look like. My stomach churns. I’m not the only one affected by the constant, unpredictable lurching. Women and girls run to the honeypots to throw up. I feel momentary relief when the meal the old auntie gave me leaves my stomach. That trickery is outside my body now, but it reminds me never to forget how I was taken in by what seemed like kindness. Soon enough, though, the tossing of the sea once again roils my stomach. What floats in the honeypot during my next visit makes me sicker still. The air reeks. It’s as though we’ve all died and been sent to the eighteenth level of hell. I weep. Why did Mama and Baba do this to me? The little girl on the bed across from mine lowers herself to the ground and climbs up next to me. She puts a hand on my cheek, much like Mama did this morning. The child’s fingers are hot, burning through my flesh, reminding me that I am still alive.



Two weeks have passed. Without windows, it’s hard to tell day from night, but the passage of time is set by the arrival of our meals. We are more than two hundred women and girls—some as young as five—who live together in this hold. We tell ourselves it must not be easy to cook for so many mouths, because the food is almost inedible. We receive watery jook in the morning, sometimes with pickled vegetables as flavoring. The rice porridge is easy going down and just as easy coming back up. At night, dinner is delivered in huge tubs—rice with overly cooked cabbage, which smells awful. Sometimes I see a chunk of meat with the hair still attached to it in my bowl. At first, I avoided these morsels, but now I eat them so I can remain strong.

We’re all filthy. The men who remove the honeypots and bring back the still-dirty empties are the same ones who bring buckets of salt water for us to use for washing. The first ten people to use a bucket are fortunate. After that, what’s the use? I stink. My hair hangs in strings. Even though I rub my teeth with the hem of my tunic and rinse with tea twice a day, my mouth feels foul. A week ago, my monthly moon water arrived. Auntie Lau, an old woman not unlike the one who handled my sale, who also works for the Hip Yee Tong, gave me some rags so I could take care of myself.

The next day, Auntie Lau announced she would be giving us new flower names, explaining, “You’re all familiar with the stories of the Four Great Beauties. I am reminded of Yang Kuei-fei, whose face made the flowers hide in embarrassment when she passed.” She paused to make sure we understood the insult. Then she went on. “But why would I want to shame you this way? I wouldn’t.” (Even though she just had.) “You will now live on Gold Mountain. What better way to start your new future than with a name that is beautiful and honors the new land?” She took one look at me and named me Petal. I wasn’t worth an entire flower, while there must be dozens of Lilies, Chrysanthemums, and Jasmines down here. Auntie Lau masquerades as our friend and advisor, but in actuality she’s a guard who makes sure we understand that we are interchangeable, that we—as merchandise—aren’t damaged during the voyage, and that we learn to accept our situation. I’ve learned that I’m traveling on the Pacific Mail Steamship Company’s Great Republic. I’ve learned that during a storm, I need to wedge myself in my bunk to keep from being tossed to the ground. I’ve learned many new words: steamship, hold, gangplank, crew members, bunks, California.

I’ve made friends with the women and girls who sleep in the bunks around mine. The worst of the weeping and seasickness has ended, at least for now. Still, we all long for home. Those who knew what was happening to them had the wherewithal to bring a small satchel of dirt from their home villages. When loneliness gets to be too much to bear, they mix a few grains of the soil in hot water and drink a bit of home. But at least half of us, including me, don’t have the benefits of this tonic, so we’re left to suffer.

Tonight, we cluster together on two of the lowest beds and on the narrow strip of floor between them to talk awhile before the lanterns are dimmed. The child who found me on the first horrible day sits next to me. Her name is Pearl, a pretty name that she’s been allowed to keep. She was sold by her parents to become a mooi-tsai—a little daughter-in-law, a servant. She rarely speaks.

“I hope my husband is handsome,” Lotus says. She’s been given this name because it symbolizes purity and fertility. “The auntie who negotiated my wedding contract with Baba said he is, but—”

“Why would you believe anything that woman said?” a girl newly named Poppy asks. She looks from face to face. “How many of us were told we were going to marry Gold Mountain men?”

A couple of girls tap their chests, acknowledging that they have also been promised this future.

We have variations of this conversation nightly. The only thing keeping the Great Republic from sinking from the weight of heartbreak are those women who still insist that happy futures lie ahead.

“I want to believe my father arranged a marriage for me,” Rose Blossom says. “But if that were true, then why did the old woman on the boat say I was now owned by the Hip Yee Tong?”

Lotus reaches into her pocket, pulls out a piece of paper, and unfolds it. “It says right here that I’m to be married.”

Poppy snorts. “You can’t read that. You have no idea what it says.”

“But the auntie said—”

“Whatever the auntie told you is probably a lie,” Poppy interrupts. “If we are all to be married to Gold Mountain men, then why didn’t our families rejoice with us? Where were the red envelopes? Why didn’t they put our dowries on the ship?”

“In my case, there was no money for a dowry,” I admit, a part of me wanting to believe a wedding is in my future.

“But did your family receive a bride price?” Poppy asks. “Did you see money and goods delivered to your parents as a thank-you for having fed and clothed a daughter until her marriage?”

We silently take this in. These are truths none of us can ignore.

“I wish I could do everything differently,” someone mutters.

“The wood has already become a boat,” Poppy recites. “There is no going back.” And then she laughs, realizing how accurate the aphorism is to our situation. No one joins her.

“You’ve heard my story already,” Jasmine says. “I willingly signed a contract. I wanted my family to have the money. Now they can eat. In a few years, I’ll return from the Gold Mountain in clothes of silk and brocade, with my pockets filled with gold.”

“You are so stupid,” someone on the bed opposite mine says with a sniff. “We have all heard the tales of men who, before we were born, went there in search of gold. They were supposed to come home rich. They didn’t. Then men went to work on the railroad. They were supposed to be away for a few years and then come home with pockets overflowing. That didn’t happen either. Many of them never returned at all. Stories are told of families that are lucky to receive the bones of their dead father, husband, or son.”

“No money,” Poppy adds. “No piles of gold. Just bones.”

I circle back to something Rose Blossom said earlier. “I was also told I’d been sold to the Hip Yee Tong.” A low chorus of “me toos” hums around me, even from beyond our little group. “But what is that?” I ask.

“I know the answer,” Chrysanthemum says with a sigh. Auntie Lau told us that the chrysanthemum is a symbol of autumn, friendship, and intellectual pursuits. I can’t tell if any of those attributes are accurate for this Chrysanthemum. “The tongs started in the Big City of San Francisco as benevolent associations. They helped our countrymen when they arrived to find lodging and jobs during the Gold Rush and later during the building of the railroad.”

“I heard they make loans to our countrymen who wish to open shops, laundries, or a place to eat a bowl of noodles,” someone chimes in.

“The tongs still do those things,” Chrysanthemum goes on, “but now many of them run gambling and opium dens. They also operate the bawdy houses where we’re being sent. They are nothing more than criminals.”

“All that can’t be true,” Lotus mumbles.

Another woman takes a more strident approach. “How do you know so much?” she demands of Chrysanthemum.

Chrysanthemum’s voice fills with sadness as she answers. “When my baba sold me, he explicitly asked for what purpose. The auntie was blunt. The tong is going to rent me out to many men every day. I’m to become a lougeui—a woman always holding up her legs.”

No one wants to hear this. No one wants to believe it.

“Are you girls complaining again?” This comes from Auntie Lau, who’s arrived to make her rounds of the hold before bedtime. “Paah… It does no good.”

We’re taught to revere our elders, but I have no respect for Auntie Lau, and I don’t trust a word that comes out of her mouth.

“Truly, you are lucky,” Auntie Lau continues. “Not so long ago, ships like these carried haak gwei—black ghosts—across a different ocean to the Gold Mountain. When those men and women made the journey, they were chained for the entire crossing. No ships carry that cargo now. Instead they carry people like you.”

Every word from her mouth plants another stone in my belly. No matter what she says, we are not lucky.

Later, Pearl and I curl together on my bunk. I worry about what’s to become of her, become of me, become of each and every woman and girl on the ship. Aiya. Not every woman and girl. What about the white women in their long dresses and hats or that Chinese girl who boarded when I was still on the deck? We two could not be more different: I have big, bare feet that have never worn a pair of sandals, let alone shoes; that girl’s feet are bound and encased in tiny, embroidered slippers. I’m from the countryside, dark-skinned, and smelly from being unable to wash; somewhere above me, that girl is in her own room. She’s dressed in silk. She’s pale, clean, and perfumed.

I fall asleep to the rocking of the ship, the feel of Pearl’s breath on the back of my neck, and the sounds of women weeping and whispering as they try to comfort each other.





MOON Remembering

1926

I am eighty-two years old. My hair is crane white. The backs of my hands are speckled with age. Every line in my face tells a story of sorrow or laughter. My bad foot has deteriorated, and on those days when I can walk at all I use two canes to support myself. I am neither at ease when resting nor content when moving. What fills my heart are memories of Dove and Petal. We were of different backgrounds, brought here under vastly dissimilar circumstances. We were separated from our families, isolated, and living at the whims of others. Consider for a moment what it must have been like for us—having been raised to follow Chinese traditions and customs—to have been sent across the Pacific Ocean and cast into the dirty, dusty, violent streets of Los Angeles. I can smile at the idea today, but the one truly good thing about being in America was that none of us had to live under the control of a mother-in-law. So I write my story now, recalling as best I can and capturing the moments before they disappear from my mind. The palest ink is better than the best memory.

It’s hard to visualize Los Angeles in 1870, because so much of what we know about the city we’ve learned from movies and photographs that came later. Now we have streetcars, paved roads, electricity, indoor plumbing, nightclubs, mansions, department stores, grand hotels, and even grander motion picture palaces. The Hollywood Bowl has been open for four years, and the new city hall will be completed in another two years. Well over a million people have come to plant their roots—some so shallow they will not make it—and nearly half of those residents own automobiles. The women are different too, with their bobbed hair, knees showing, shimmying to the Charleston, smoking, drinking, driving.

Back in 1870, New York and San Francisco were linked by rail and thriving, but Los Angeles was just a little pueblo of five thousand inhabitants. We Chinese made up a tiny part of the population—only 179 souls, 34 of us women, and 1 child. I was the twenty-second Chinese woman to arrive, and I remember clearly counting each new woman as she appeared. When California entered the union twenty years earlier in 1850, it had broken the balance of fifteen free states to fifteen slave states. The state constitution said that neither slavery nor involuntary servitude “shall ever be tolerated.” But “shall ever be tolerated” doesn’t mean forbidden or punishable by law, does it? It revoked the rights of native peoples to become US citizens. We Chinese suffered from the same lack of freedoms. We didn’t have the right to own land, marry a white person, vote, or testify in court against a white American. And, as women, we could be bought, sold, and owned.

Now, as I write, I always, always, always come back to Dove and Petal. Dove was entrancing and innocent. These characteristics should have brought her great rewards, and yet she paid a terrible price for them. Was she the Helen of Troy of those times, as some have speculated, or was she merely a victim of her beauty? Petal grew up with dirt between her toes, but I have never met anyone more honorable or brave. We were not a circle of friends tied together by laughter, common experiences, and lifelong connection. Rather we came together in unlikely ways, and we each had our own desires. Dove wanted to love and be loved, Petal craved freedom, and I sought justice. But I could be wrong. Maybe I’m the one who longed for love, while Petal looked for justice, and Dove needed to find freedom. Many years have passed, so forgive me if I see things differently now—with hindsight—than I did as they were happening. The simple truth is that we were like three planets, each orbiting on its own path, until one day we fell into perfect alignment.

I now go back in time to a morning not long before Dove and Petal arrived. Wong Gim, my husband’s brother and assistant, and Chang Wan, my husband’s other helper, both of whom roomed with us, had the day off and had already left the apartment. So it was just Gene and me having breakfast together. While he ate his jook and read the paper, I quietly observed him. Although Gene saw Chinese patients in our apartment, he also had an office a few blocks away where he treated some of the most affluent and powerful people in the county—lawyers, bankers, even a few doctors of Western medicine, all of whom could pay his high fees. He’d be seeing those patients later that day, and he dressed accordingly. He wore a Western-style suit. His hair was cut short and combed like an American. These choices, together with his diamond ring, gold tie tack, and gold pocket watch, told the world that he was the most well-respected Chinese in town and advertised his success as a practitioner of traditional Chinese medicine.

Gene must have sensed me staring at him, because he looked up from the paper and smiled. He commented on the ongoing negotiations for where the new rail line from San Francisco would terminate—San Bernardino, San Pedro, or Los Angeles. “We’re already very lucky to live where and when we do,” he said, “but if the railroad comes here, then Los Angeles will open not just to San Francisco but to the entire country. It would change everything. Let’s hope it happens.” He smiled again, shook the paper, and went back to reading.

Lucky to live where and when we do…

As good as Gene was at diagnosing and healing people, he could be like a horse wearing blinders. I wanted to say, “Open your eyes and tell me what you see. Open your ears and tell me what you hear. Look at the newspaper you’re reading. What does every story tell you?” Even I knew better.

I was born and raised in Hong Kong, which was crowded with enterprises as varied as one-man bird sellers on street corners to large British import/export companies housed in multistory edifices that could cover an entire block. But here, of the more than two hundred businesses in town, nearly half of them were saloons, yet not one drunk ordinance was on the books. Nor was there a single law regarding gambling dens or bawdy houses. The license fees from these establishments kept the city afloat.

From reading the newspaper I could see in every word—no matter how pretty sounding—that attitudes toward the Chinese were negative. We were tagged as members of the almond-eyed family or the pigtailed community. We were referred to as China Charley, John Chinaman, or China Mary, the sons and daughters of heaven, cousins of the moon, moon-eyed beauties, and celestials. People said that Chinese men who kept their hair in queues were weak like girls. The braid took years to grow and required maintenance by a trained barber, but it also made my countrymen easy targets. Bullies and policemen liked to grab queues to pull Chinese men through the streets, or, worse, cut off the braid and wave it as a prize. It was said our food smelled bad, and yet many households hired Chinese cooks, who made meals reputed to be fragrant and tasty.

Where Gene and I lived was not large enough to be designated a Chinatown in the way we picture that word today. We resided on the Calle de los Negros—the center of Chinese life in the city—because we were prohibited from living anywhere else. The Calle de los Negros was also called Negro Alley, although it was at least ten feet wider than other streets around us. Of course, there was the name that most people—including reporters—used for our street, a slur I never allowed to cross my lips. That a railroad line to Los Angeles—if it came here—would change what people thought about us or where we’d be allowed to live seemed doubtful to me, but I didn’t offer my opinion to Gene. I respected my husband, and I disliked stirring the water.

I cleared our bowls, went to the window, and took a few moments to still my thoughts. We occupied the corner rooms of the L-shaped Coronel Block, so I had a good view of the large open area where the Calle de los Negros transitioned into Los Angeles Street, with Arcadia Street bisecting and enlarging the triangular intersection. Years ago, the one-story structure had been among the most beautiful domiciles in town. Antonio Coronel, a former mayor of Los Angeles, still owned the building and rented spaces to my countrymen, but it was in sad shape. Large swathes of whitewash and layers of adobe had peeled away, the flat roof sagged, and the covered wooden walkway out front had missing or broken planks. On the positive side, the adobe walls were more than a foot thick, which meant they protected us from summer heat and trapped the warmth from our wood-burning stove in winter. Each set of rooms opened onto the covered walkway. Outside our door a sign advertising my husband’s practice hung from two chains:


Dr. Chee Long “Gene” Tong

Practitioner of Chinese Herbal Medicine

All Are Welcome

Chinese, English, Spanish, and French Spoken



I felt little pain in my foot that morning, but I couldn’t predict what the day would bring. Would I need to use my cane this afternoon? It upset my husband for people to see me on the street as anything less than perfect—as though that reflected on his abilities as a physician. I wondered, as I often did, what would happen when I grew older? Would my foot give out entirely? Would a Western doctor need to amputate it? I’d seen too many amputees from the War Between the States to feel confident about a good outcome. I methodically built a barrier brick by brick inside myself against the fears of what might come. Fortified, I turned away from the window.

I limped past the little altar I kept. It was nestled between two small alcoves set into the adobe wall. I always believed that this area must have been a place of worship in the Coronel family’s home. I had placed in each niche a bronze incense burner to obscure the odors that wafted in from around us: raw sewage from the calle, cooking smells from the adjoining rooming house, and manure from the corral that backed up against our building, where our neighbors kept their horses. I entered our bedroom, the last room on the east side of the Coronel Block, which put us as far as we could get from where my husband’s assistants slept.

Gene preferred me to dress like an American woman when we went to his clinic in the white part of town. On that day I costumed myself in a long dress, petticoat, and leather boots with buttons that climbed to the top of my ankles. I didn’t care for hats, but I pinned one—straw, with silk cornflowers—to the top of my head. I was unlike the few other Chinese wives who lived here. They were kept in seclusion and allowed out only for special occasions, of which there were few. Merchants were especially nervous that their wives might be kidnapped, taken to another city, and sold either into a new marriage or to become a hundred men’s wife. My husband took a different view. I offered a sheen of respectability to the white women who sought his services. He also liked me to be present when he saw female Chinese patients, which made me just about the only woman that other Chinese wives encountered. I didn’t see the wives to a hundred men. Their owners preferred to buy herbal tonics from Gene to administer at their own discretion.

I returned to our living area. My husband stood at the door. He smiled his approval of my outfit. “Yue,” he said, addressing me by my Chinese name.

“Chee Long.” I lowered my head respectfully.

“Are you ready, Moon?” he asked, switching to English. His voice carried hints of all he’d experienced, with a touch of British, American, Spanish, and French accents playing in harmony with the fifteen tones of Cantonese.

“I am, Gene.” I also spoke English, but it was unlike his. I had a pure British accent from having grown up in Hong Kong, where my father, a doctor of Chinese medicine, insisted I attend a mission school, go to the courthouse to watch trials so I could learn the ways of the colonizers, and help him with his patients who’d come from all over the world and spoke the shared language of English.

Even as my mind shifted to English and following American ways, there was one important exception to this. No matter what, I was still a Chinese woman, and I longed to have a baby. I kept a small figurine of the goddess Kuan Yin—she who hears all tears and accepts the offerings and prayers of women who wish to become full with child—under the head of our bed to help bring us the good fortune required to conceive. No matter what happened today or how tired either of us would get, the evening would end with the husband-wife thing.

We stepped outside, turned right, and headed west along the Coronel Block’s covered walkway, passing different enterprises in the building. First came a rooming house for single men followed by a café and a barbershop. The Forever Prosperous store held the Coronel Block’s center spot. It was a general store for my countrymen, and the name was supposed to inspire customers. It was run by Headman Sam Yuen, the leader of the Nin Yung Tong. Next door was a bawdy house called the Midnight Garden. Here, Headman Sam managed the finances of his various businesses, including a gambling establishment across the street. Next came a shop owned by Old Man Sing—who received protection from Headman Sam—where he sold a wide but higher-quality variety of items than Forever Prosperous. Continuing west were another barbershop, a saloon, and at the very end, a bawdy house run by Headman Yo Hing and his Hong Chow Tong. So many of my countrymen were apart from their wives and families that there were enough customers to sustain two bawdy houses in the Coronel Block alone.

At the corner, we turned left onto Main Street. The street was busy with carriages of all sizes, barouches, hacks, and wagons, as well as men out and about on horseback. I fell in behind Gene, following in his wake as was proper. He stopped after a few paces and took my elbow. “You are not in China, and you are not my chattel,” he said. This refrain and his insistence on it are among my strongest memories of those early days in Los Angeles, but I still felt uncomfortable walking at my husband’s side and even more uncomfortable that he touched me in public, but this was what white people did, as he’d told me many times.

At the end of the first block, we came to the Bella Union Hotel. After such a short distance, we were now in the white part of town. I didn’t recognize all the languages I heard, but even back then my ears could discern French, German, Italian, and English and Spanish, of course. Two white men strode toward us on the sidewalk. As soon as the tones of their Southern drawls reached us, we stepped down into the dirt street to veer around the men. They didn’t seem to notice us, which was fine by me. The largest number of Americans in Los Angeles were from the Deep South. (This city—so small—was the only one in a free state to have sent a regiment, the Los Angeles Mounted Rifles, to enlist its efforts on the side of the Confederacy.) What I’d learned since being here was that the gweilo who’d come from the South were especially unpredictable. You could never anticipate what those white ghosts would do to people


















































ALSO BY LISA SEE

Lady Tan’s Circle of Women

The Island of Sea Women

The Tea Girl of Hummingbird Lane

China Dolls

Dreams of Joy

Shanghai Girls

Peony in Love

Snow Flower and the Secret Fan

Dragon Bones

The Interior

Flower Net

On Gold Mountain




[image: Logo: Scribner]

Scribner

First published in Australia in 2026 by Scribner, an imprint of Simon & Schuster (Australia) Pty Limited

Level 4, 32 York St, Sydney NSW 2000

New York Amsterdam/Antwerp London Toronto Sydney/Melbourne New Delhi

Visit our website at www.simonandschuster.com.au

    SCRIBNER and design are registered trademarks of The Gale Group, Inc., used under licence by Simon & Schuster, LLC

    For more than 100 years, Simon & Schuster has championed authors and the stories they create. By respecting the copyright of an author’s intellectual property, you enable Simon & Schuster and the author to continue publishing exceptional books for years to come. We thank you for supporting the author’s copyright by purchasing an authorized edition of this book.

No amount of this book may be reproduced or stored in any format, nor may it be uploaded to any website, database, large language model, or other repository, retrieval, or artificial intelligence system without express permission. All rights reserved. Inquiries may be directed to Simon & Schuster, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020 or permissions@simonandschuster.com.

© 2026 by Lisa See

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without prior permission of the publisher.

    [image: Logo: National Library of Australia]

    A catalogue record for thisbook is available from the National Library of Australia

    9781761826078 (paperback)

    9781761826085 (ebook)

Cover design by Jaya Miceli

    Cover art by Gao-Shan/Shutterstock (Woman) and by ghenadie/Shutterstock (Flowers)

    Interior design by Jaime Putorti

Map by David Lindroth Inc.


e9781761826085/images/logo02.jpg





e9781761826085/images/logo1.jpg





e9781761826085/fonts/Farro-Regular.ttf


e9781761826085/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781761826085/fonts/Farro-Bold.ttf


e9781761826085/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781761826085/images/f0001-01.jpg





e9781761826085/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Part I: May 1–July 10, 1870 and from 1926

		1. Yut Ho (Dove): A Girl Is Born Facing Out


		2. Worthless Girl (Petal): A Go-Away Child


		3. Moon: Remembering


		4. Dove: The Spinning Maid and the Cowherd


		5. Petal: The Queen’s Room


		6. Dove: An Ox and a Snow Leopard


		7. Moon: Remembering


		8. Dove: As Precious as a Pearl


		9. Moon: Remembering


		10. Petal: Paint a Dragon


		11. Moon: Remembering


		12. Dove: A Few Short Minutes







		Part II: August 28–December 31, 1870 and from 1926

		1. Petal: Sisters of Misery


		2. Dove: An Old Man’s Darling


		3. Petal: East to West


		4. Moon: Remembering


		5. Petal: The Way of the Universe


		6. Moon: Remembering


		7. Dove: The Festivities


		8. Petal: Pulled to the Sea


		9. Dove: The Color of Death


		10. Petal: Harnessing a Dragon







		Part III: January–August 1871 and from 1926

		1. Moon: Remembering


		2. Dove: A Maiden of Ancient Times


		3. Moon: Remembering


		4. Petal: A Moment of Euphoria


		5. Dove: White as a Bowl of Milk


		6. Moon: Remembering


		7. Dove: A Hummingbird’s Song


		8. Petal: A Dream Walking


		9. Dove: A Yoke of Bells and Ribbons







		Part IV: September–October 1871 and from 1926

		1. Moon: Remembering


		2. Petal: Friends of the Flowers


		3. Moon: Remembering


		4. Petal: A Storm of Beautiful Colors


		5. Moon: Remembering


		6. Dove: One Lone Woman


		7. Petal: Sister! Sister!


		8. Moon: Remembering


		9. Petal: A Mother and Her Child


		10. Moon: Remembering







		Part V: 1872–1926

		1. Petal: Deep Sadness in Happiness


		2. Moon: Remembering


		3. Petal: Snowflakes in Summer


		4. Dove: Better a Diamond


		5. Moon: Remembering


		6. Petal: One Joy Scatters a Hundred Griefs


		7. Dove: The Infinity of Love


		8. Moon: So Here I Am







		A Note on the History in the Novel


		Acknowledgments


		Reading Group Guide


		About the Author


		Photo Credits


		Image Descriptions


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Part I: May 1–July 10, 1870 and from 1926


		1. Yut Ho (Dove): A Girl Is Born Facing Out


		2. Worthless Girl (Petal): A Go-Away Child


		3. Moon: Remembering


		4. Dove: The Spinning Maid and the Cowherd


		5. Petal: The Queen’s Room


		6. Dove: An Ox and a Snow Leopard


		7. Moon: Remembering


		8. Dove: As Precious as a Pearl


		9. Moon: Remembering


		10. Petal: Paint a Dragon


		11. Moon: Remembering


		12. Dove: A Few Short Minutes


		Part II: August 28–December 31, 1870 and from 1926


		1. Petal: Sisters of Misery


		2. Dove: An Old Man’s Darling


		3. Petal: East to West


		4. Moon: Remembering


		5. Petal: The Way of the Universe


		6. Moon: Remembering


		7. Dove: The Festivities


		8. Petal: Pulled to the Sea


		9. Dove: The Color of Death


		10. Petal: Harnessing a Dragon


		Part III: January–August 1871 and from 1926


		1. Moon: Remembering


		2. Dove: A Maiden of Ancient Times


		3. Moon: Remembering


		4. Petal: A Moment of Euphoria


		5. Dove: White as a Bowl of Milk


		6. Moon: Remembering


		7. Dove: A Hummingbird’s Song


		8. Petal: A Dream Walking


		9. Dove: A Yoke of Bells and Ribbons


		Part IV: September–October 1871 and from 1926


		1. Moon: Remembering


		2. Petal: Friends of the Flowers


		3. Moon: Remembering


		4. Petal: A Storm of Beautiful Colors


		5. Moon: Remembering


		6. Dove: One Lone Woman


		7. Petal: Sister! Sister!


		8. Moon: Remembering


		9. Petal: A Mother and Her Child


		10. Moon: Remembering


		Part V: 1872–1926


		1. Petal: Deep Sadness in Happiness


		2. Moon: Remembering


		3. Petal: Snowflakes in Summer


		4. Dove: Better a Diamond


		5. Moon: Remembering


		6. Petal: One Joy Scatters a Hundred Griefs


		7. Dove: The Infinity of Love


		8. Moon: So Here I Am


		A Note on the History in the Novel


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Photo Credits


		Image Descriptions


		Copyright








		IV


		V


		X


		XI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		I


		II


		III


		364


		365


		VI








e9781761826085/images/f000x-01.jpg
Poundcake
Hill 2

Z
=
=
<]
Z
=)
-

Tomlinson’s
Corral

Jail g

SPRING STREET T |
cmple
Block

Courthouse '@

. REEY ~ Goller’s
= Wagon bhop.
Dr. Tong’s Office
for White Patients

S
1%%:\%
&C’Q’\)

;

\O°

Fort Moore P
)’(J’o
())f
%,
> 5
N
<
xS
\\\ >
U
et
\),{\'\‘\\ SIR
PR Y
e
et
N The
o Plazs
Pico House Plaza
[ )
o q TG 2 GELSS:
Midnight Garden' ™
The Forever The Coronel
he Forever, Y@\ lock \
Prosperous Store GGROS
o W ’
Dr. Tong’s /.\ ; DELO>
Apartmentand M
Home Office (J :
Old Man Sing’s
Apartment
o
@)
Z
2,
%
=
¢
% Spe——
%, LOS ANGELES
< CHINATOWN AND PLAZA,
<
=
&
&
\?
S






e9781761826085/fonts/Farro-Medium.ttf


e9781761826085/images/9781761826085.jpg
INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF LADY TAN'S CIRCLE OF WOMEN






e9781761826085/fonts/EBGaramond-SemiBold.ttf


e9781761826085/images/title.jpg
DAUGHTERS
OF
THE SUN
AND MOON

A NOVEL

LISA SEE

SCRIBNER

New York Amsterdam/Antwerp London
Toronto Sydney/Melbourne New Delhi





e9781761826085/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


