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I’ve always found it odd how people only tend to celebrate milestones that come in neatly packed 
tens. Maybe it’s just that? It’s neat, easy to market? Well, this year marks GenerAsians’ 21st Anniver-
sary and it doesn’t feel any less exciting for me.

I look back on my four years at Wellesley and am proud to say that they’ve been grounded in many 
an Asian American Experience – including the titular class itself! I entered my first year at Wellesley, 
happy as a Wendy could be to have just been accepted, and found solidarity in the strangest of 
places. GA? GenerAsians? An Asian/Asian American interest magazine? But I wasn’t nearly “Asian” 
enough to write for such a thing. And yet, here I am, grateful that I took a chance and decided to be 
a Content Editor.

Just last year, Wellesley Asian Alli-
ance and several other Asian orgs came 
together to push for more Asian Amer-
ican courses and faculty with protest 
and written word. Every year, we host 
both educational and entertaining events 
for all in the community to enjoy. Every 
day, we walk on this campus as a part 
of something bigger than ourselves. For 
me, GenerAsians was more than an org. 
It was an experience of its own, a family 
away from family.

I look back on my four years at Welles-
ley – at our Fall ‘17 issue in particular – 
and am pleased to have gotten as much 
out of my time here as I have. Our Spring 
‘18 issue includes articles and essays 
from students who are equally passionate 
about matters important to them and the 
rest of the Asian/Asian American com-
munity. We explore topics ranging from 
food to memories (not related to food as 
shocking as that may be!), from China-
towns to the Winter Olympics and more.

With graduation being but a few weeks 
away, I’d like to end this letter, my last, 
with a big “Thank You” to all of the GA 
members I’ve had the pleasure of work-
ing with in the past and present. Don’t 
forget to have fun every now and then. 
Here’s to you!

Sincerely, 
HOPE

DEAR READERS,

FRESHMAN YEAR 

SENIOR YEAR
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jean li “spencer” spencer ’21

TEAM USA ASIAN AMERICANS BREAK 
RECORDS IN FIGURE SKATING, 

THE 2018 OLYMPIC SEASON HAS BEEN AN  
impressive and historic moment for Asian American fig-
ure skaters. 

After gaining recognition and visibility in the sport 
over the past few decades, Asian American skaters are 
breaking national and international records—this year a 
whopping half of Team USA’s figure skaters were Asian 
American: Mirai Nagasu, Nathan Chen, Madison Chock, 
Karen Chen, Vincent Zhou, and the sibling duo Maia 
and Alex Shibutani, all competed in PyeongChang. 

Not only are Asian Americans being included within 
the canon of figure skating, but this year’s crop of ath-
letes have been pushing the boundaries of the sport; 
Mirai Nagasu, the 24-year-old skater from Montebello, 
California, is the third American woman to land a solid 
triple Axel in competition, and the first American woman 
to do so at the Olympics.

The significance of Asian diversity in Team USA has 
implications that extend beyond this year’s games: as 
a minority group in the United States, Asian Ameri-
cans make up less than 6% of the national population, 
whereas almost 40% of top US skaters are of Asian de-
scent in all singles elite programs. While many industries 
suffer from lack of Asian representation, it seems that 
the world of competitive skating has not only opened its 
doors to Asian American figure skaters, but is now be-
ing defined by their efforts. This is a remarkable change 
from twenty-six years ago, when Kristi Yamaguchi be-
came the first Asian American woman to win gold at the 

1992 games in Albertville, France. Since then, opportu-
nities for Asian American skaters have only increased. 

But while homegrown Asian American champions are 
defining the sport in America and abroad, their treatment 
at home and the level of respect that they garner still 

BUT TREATMENT OF 
SKATERS AT HOME IS 
QUESTIONABLE 

Mirai Nagasu at PyeongChang 2018 Olympics
https://img.bleacherreport.net/cms/media/image/c1/ee/b2/ea/
eb02/4ef7/b426/3fbc954a2896/crop_exact_GettyImages-917264186.
jpg?h=1593&q=90&w=2390
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have a long way to go. The idealized image of a skat-
ing superstar—a combination of blonde hair, blue 
eyes, rosy skin, and long legs—will never be applica-
ble to skaters of color. It is a painful truth that  tights 
for female figure skaters did not come in any colors 
other than beige for many years. 

Audiences and critics nationwide seem to be less 
forgiving when it comes to blunders committed by 
skaters of color. Whereas American figure skating 
sweetheart Ashley Wagner’s exclamation of “bull-
sh*t” was turned into a meme during the 2014 winter 
games, the media appeared frenzied in their critique 
of Mirai Nagasu’s comments after her disappointing 
placement in tenth place this season. One line that 
got recycled in the news was Nagasu’s impression 
of her first performance: “I saved the team event with 
Adam and the Shibutanis. We were about to lose 
our medal. So today I put my medal in my pocket 

and I said, ‘Mirai, you’ve done your job already. This 
is all just icing.’” For this and a string of other com-
ments she made, words like “curious,” “wild,” and 
“unhinged” were used to describe her press confer-
ence throughout American headlines. Consequently, 
a People magazine interview with Nagasu by report-
er Adam Carlson following the heat of the contro-
versy stated: “Nagasu says she did not mean to be 
mistaken for ungracious or a whiner or a narcissist.” 
The pressure for perfection in the figure skating world 
is a constant source of anxiety for competitors, yet 
there is considerably more at stake for non-white 
skaters, who are under greater scrutiny than their 
lighter counterparts.

What is the significance of this? Mirai Nagasu’s 
treatment by the media indicates that there is an 
underlying bias in American figure skating against 
Asian skaters and other skaters of color. The back-
lash against Nagasu is not an isolated incident either. 
When Debi Thomas, the first black U.S. and World 
Champion, was awarded the bronze medal in 1988, 
an LA Times article by Randy Harvey attacked Thom-
as for her failure of “neither [having] skated nor be-
haved like a champion.” Her subsequent bankruptcy 
has been given little attention, despite the fact that at 
one point, she once pursued a medical degree from 
Stanford University while simultaneously training for 
the Olympics. In contrast, media-titled “Golden Girl” 
Tonya Harding’s sabotage against Nancy Kerrigan 
at the 1994 winter Olympics was made into an ac-
claimed Hollywood film. 

In the year 2018, Asian American figure skaters no 
longer face the challenge of representation in com-
petitive figure skating. The struggle for equality lies 
elsewhere now, in the treatment of Asian American 
skaters by the media, and in overcoming the stereo-
typed expectations of whitewashed “perfection.” A 
new generation of diverse skaters carry the torch, 
both literally and symbolically, from the 2018 Winter 
Olympics into the 2022 Winter season. Let’s hope 
that in four years’ time, bias regarding race will no 
longer permeate media portrayal of US Olympians 
and that everyone on Team USA is celebrated in the 
way they should be by all Americans.

Mirai Nagasu at 2018 U.S. Figure Skating Cham-
pionships in San Jose, California. 
https://www.gannett-cdn.com/media/2018/01/05/USATODAY/USATO-
DAY/636507900019939867-AP-APTOPIX-US-CHAMPIONSHIPS-FIG-
URE-SKATING-96360689.JPG
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8 WHEN MY PARENTS ARRIVED AT BOSTON 
Logan Airport last year to visit me at Wellesley College, 
they stopped in Boston’s Chinatown first for a tradi-
tional Chinese lunch. I cannot blame them—there are 
not exactly a lot of Chinese restaurants near Wellesley, 
Massachusetts. Or anywhere else in Massachusetts, 
really. If they wanted to feel the comforts of home, 
Boston’s Chinatown was their best bet.

They are not alone in their search for cultural com-
fort on unfamiliar soil. Those who immigrate to the 
United States from China or Taiwan often use China-
towns as a stepping stone to transition to American 
life (1). These immigrants crave the familiarity of street 
carts selling obnoxiously decorated phone cases and 
milk candy, scenes that remind them of Chinese night 
markets back home. They recognize Chinese store-
front signs advertising pineapple buns, rice cakes, and 
egg tarts right out of the oven. They feel a sense of 
home in the chaos of Chinese supermarkets, bustling 
to the brim at 3 p.m. as parents try to snag the best 
fresh crab home in time for dinner.

Chinatowns are cultural havens. But gentrification, 
the community-rebuilding process that accompanies 
an influx of affluent residents, has increasingly threat-
ened these sanctuaries (2). With newly-arrived rich 
families driving up housing costs, gentrification often 
displaces low-income residents who lived there before.

Why are the wealthy moving to Boston’s China-
town? The Asian American Legal Defense and Educa-
tion Fund (AALDEF), a national organization that pro-
motes Asian American civil rights, published a 2013 
report discussing the reasons behind this influx of rich 
residents. In the report, titled Chinatown: Then and 
Now, the researchers conducted a land use survey 
that highlights the rise of high-end housing construc-
tion in Chinatown. Luxury condominiums, hotels, and 
other upscale residences are replacing the low-income 
housing that once supported immigrants (3). 

Corporations are also moving into the area for its 
prime location next to South Station, a major transit hub 
that not only connects to train lines and the airport but 
also boasts nearby commercial and medical centers. 
Combined with the housing developments, the location 
is perfect for recently graduated students from one of the 
dozens of nearby schools, as well as affluent Bostonians 
who want a taste of Chinese culture without sacrificing 
the comforts of chain restaurants, retail stores, and pub-
lic transit. 

The data proves these are persuasive pull-factors. The 
AALDEF report found that Boston Chinatown’s white 
population doubled between 2000 and 2010, even while 
Boston’s total white population decreased (3). In China-
town, Asians make up just 46% of the 12,800 residents 
(4). As the report’s co-author Andrew Leong writes, “Chi-
natowns are turning into a sanitized ethnic playground 
for the rich to satisfy their exotic appetite for a dim sum 
and fortune cookie fix” (3). The wealthy frequent the 
town’s restaurants to gain the “authentic” Chinese expe-
rience, imbuing themselves with a superficial perception 
of worldliness.

The way middle- and upper-class Bostonians are 
changing Chinatown’s landscape contradicts China-
towns’ historical purpose: as areas that separate Chi-
nese immigrants from the rest of the American popula-
tion (1). When the first Chinese immigrants came to the 
West Coast to help build the transcontinental railroad, 
white workers attacked and murdered them for “steal-
ing their jobs” (1). During one incident in 1885 in Rock 
Springs, Wyoming, 150 white miners set fire to Chinese 
homes, killing 28 Chinese people and avoiding all crimi-
nal charges in the aftermath (5). 

Under the threat of attack and the pressure of laws 
that barred them from living on the West Coast, many 
Chinese decided to move to the East Coast and es-
tablish their own neighborhoods called Chinatowns (1). 
Chinatowns not only served as homes and gathering 

LOSS
OF
CHINATOWNS doris li ’20
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places for Chinese, but also as support networks after 
the Chinese Exclusion Act of 1882 barred most from 
citizenship and its related protections. In Chinatowns, 
residents established their own protections such as 
neighborhood watchmen patrols and health services 
for the poor (1). They formed government-like organ-
izations to provide the welfare assistance that the 
US government refused to give. 

Chinese immigrants established Chinatowns 
because racially based violence and housing dis-
crimination kept them out of American neighbor-
hoods. They have since lived in Chinatowns for 
generations, raising children, starting business-
es, and building livelihoods in the only spaces 
they could safely inhabit. The sanctity of that 
space is now being jeopardized, with its in-
habitants left nowhere to turn.

If you go to Boston’s Chinatown now, you 
will see a luxury apartment building on One 
Greenway, overshadowing many of the 
smaller rundown housing developments 
that have stubbornly persisted for dec-
ades. You will see Starbucks and Dunkin’ 
Donuts and other multibillion-dollar 
chain restaurants. But you will also see 
Chinatown’s trinket stores with hand-
made fans in the window displays, its 
famous gate with two lions that ward 
off evil spirits, and its yellow-and-red 
banners hanging from every lamp-
post that say 歡迎, “welcome.” 

That has always been the core 
philosophy of Chinatown: to wel-
come the oppressed. In the 
midst of gentrification and oth-
er unwelcome changes, many 
organizations, including AAL-
DEF, the Boston Chinatown 
Neighborhood Center, and 
the Chinese Progressive As-
sociation are fighting to pro-
tect the residents who have 
long called this community 
home. Their efforts, along 
with the enduring symbol 
of Chinatown as a ref-
uge, fuel hope among 
the Chinese families 
living there. As with 
the creation of China-
towns, sometimes it 
takes a community 
to save one.

   IF YOU GO TO BOSTON’S CHINATOWN 
NOW, YOU WILL SEE A LUXURY 
APARTMENT BUILDING ON ONE GREENWAY, 
OVERSHADOWING MANY OF THE SMALLER 
RUNDOWN HOUSING DEVELOPMENTS THAT 
HAVE STUBBORNLY PERSISTED FOR DECADES.

“
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ACTIVISM IN THE ASIAN 
AMERICAN COMMUNITY

WHILE THE ASIAN  
American Studies Department 
here at Wellesley College still has 
a ways to go (as all things with 
great potential tend to!), I had 
the privilege of speaking with this 
year’s Mellon Postdoctoral Fellow 
in American Studies, Professor 
Paul Nadal, on his own thoughts 
on the matter.

Hope: So tell us a little bit 
about yourself!

Paul: I did my PhD in Rhetoric 
at UC Berkeley and I did my MA 
in Asian American Studies – and 
so that was my way into the field, 
professionally speaking, doing 
the MA at UCLA. But even before 
that in college, I was an English 
Major and an Ethnic Studies 
Minor. It was at the University of 
Washington, and they had a pretty 
vibrant Ethnic Studies program 
there, that I was really lucky to 

have advisors and professors 
who really encouraged me to 
consider Asian American Studies 
because they thought that I had 
something, something interesting 
to say.

There, I was really interested 
in, you know, Filipino American 
literature and also Sexuality 
Studies. So my English and 
Ethnic Studies professors really 
encouraged me to pursue 
graduate studies. And so that’s 
kind of my academic trajectory. 
And personally, I was born in 
the Philippines. I was raised by 
my grandparents when my mom 
was working abroad or when 
she was working in Germany as 
a domestic helper actually. So 
that personal background kind 
of informs my interests in thinking 
about migration – specifically 
the migration of domestic work 

and thinking about the question 
of “Why is it that in the U.S, but 
also, elsewhere, Asians have 
become a presence in the sphere 
of work?” And then I came here 
to the States when I was eleven. 
But yeah, I don’t know if there’s 
any from what I’ve said that you’d 
like to pick up on, right?

Hope: Yeah. I like immediately 
picked up on you coming to the 
states at eleven. It reminded me 
of my parents. My mother was 
around middle school age and 
my father was much younger 
when they migrated. 

Paul: I actually spent a year in 
Seoul back in the early nineties. 
I hear now Korea’s completely 
different. But what’s funny is 
that I do return to the Philippines 
often for research and also to see 
my family and all my cousins, I 
mean, K-Drama, K-Pop, there’s 

hope kim ’18
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such a strong presence in the 
Philippines. Like my cousins 
know the lyrics to the songs 
and they can read Hangul. It just 
speaks to the spread of Korean 
culture in Asia.

Hope: It’s really funny because 
I always bring up how Korean 
culture is so pervasive nowadays. 
K-Drama and K-Pop are all I hear 
pertaining to the “fun” side of my 
culture, but my mother, having 
grown up there, she has a lot 
to criticize about Korea, so it’s 
kind of funny to hear that side 
where she’s like, “Oh Hope, it’s 
not nearly as popular as people 
think it is. Korean culture is very 
gossipy and whatnot.”

Paul: That’s interesting. Do 
you know if they took Asian 
American Studies classes?

 Hope: When I declared as an 
Asian American Studies Minor, 
my parents were actually thrilled 
because they didn’t have such 
a thing growing up. I went to 
mostly white schools and though 
I was never bullied, I had many 
feelings that I didn’t know how to 
translate into terminology like the 
model minority myth and other 
stereotypes. Speaking of which, 
did you do anything in the like 
prior to Wellesley? 

Paul: Before Wellesley, I was 
a visiting assistant professor at 
the New School at the Eugene 
Lang College, the liberal arts 
division of the New School. The 
New School is a big university 
system in New York. I don’t know 
if you’re familiar with the Parsons 
School of Design. I think it’s the 
most popular division as part 
of the school system by Todd 

Lang and I was teaching first 
year writing there. It was a two 
year gig, it was a good position 
because it allowed me to write 
my dissertation for UC Berkeley 
in New York. So I thought that 
was really ideal.

As for my dissertation, I was 
thinking about Filipino literature 
as remittances, as being a sum 
of money that migrant workers 
send back – so thinking about the 
relationship between literary form 
in this particular financial form of 
money. And then my second year 
on the job market came and I 
saw a post about Asian American 
Studies and I was really excited 
about the position as I am trained 
as an Asian Americanist, but 
hadn’t taught it for a while.

So this was a great opportunity. 
When I applied for the Wellesley 
job, I did research on the campus 
and was really interested and 
inspired really by the student 
activism here. I believe it was 
Wellesley Asian Alliance and other 
student orgs that solicited letters 
from students and alumni and 
sent them to the administration. 
And so I had that coming in, went 
to my campus visit, and was 
happy to see that energy present 
in the students that attended my 
talk.

Of course, I had to finish my 
dissertation before starting this 
job. I’d never written so much 
in my life and I kind of look back 
and it’s easy to romanticize now. 
I remember when I was actually 
doing it, I was really stressed 
out because I had this incredible 
amount of pressure to meet the 
deadline. 

Hope: I definitely relate to that 
whole idea of like, “Oh, it’s funny 
to talk about this now, but at 
the time, I was up at 4 or 5 AM 
in a weird limbo state where I 
was neither dead nor alive.” But 
in the end, I think your work is 
something to take immense pride 
in. 

And I’m happy to hear that 
you were attracted to the activist 
nature of our campus because 
I feel like it’s something you feel 
right away as a freshman. I joke 
around with other seniors about 
how people are always having 
events and sending these emails 
that all turn into super long 
“discourse,” but I also think it’s 
one of the things that makes 
Wellesley special. The people 
here are so passionate about 
everything and not afraid to get 
their voices out. 

My next question is pretty 
loaded, but why do you think 
Asian American Studies as a field 
is so important?

Paul: I think a significant part 
of the answer is activism as we 
were just talking about. I think 
Asian American Studies is a 
genuinely intellectual endeavor. 
Intellectual in that we’re thinking 
about questions of race, identity, 
and gender not only as political, 
social issues – but as intellectual 
ones. Where do conceptions of 
racial difference come from, you 
know? Asian American Studies 
shows us that it’s actually part 
of a long intellectual tradition. 
It’s also significant politically for 
students because I do think that 
Asian American Studies classes 
are one of the few spaces in 
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which Asian and Asian American 
students gain an understanding 
of themselves and their relation 
to the world, to society, and 
to the various institutions that 
they belong or navigate in. I 
think there is something about 
Asian Americans learning Asian 
American history and struggles, 
and learning about histories of 
racism that inspires a kind of 
political awakening in students 
and gives them the confidence 
to express themselves. 

I think the activism here 
speaks to the ways in which 
institutions respond to pressure. 
Asian American Studies as a 
field, wouldn’t have existed 
if it were not for the efforts of 
college students and community 
organizers in 1968-1969 in 
California and elsewhere. So 
that’s one of the things I looked 
forward to in my teaching of the 
“Asian American Experience.” 
We spent a week thinking 
about the history of the student 
movements that led to the 
emergence of Asian American 
Studies at college campuses. I 
myself participated in activism 
during my Berkeley days and 
think that part of a larger problem 
is changing ideas about public 
education.

Hope: One of the arguments 
made during the campaign last 
year was “Oh, the administration 
established more Africana and 
Latinx courses, so you guys 
have that.” And that’s great, but 
it’s not what we were asking for. 
I feel like there’s a precarious 
line between wanting to support 
our fellow students of color and 
making a push for what we want.

Paul: Yeah, well I think 
it’s important to first have a 
presence and then build those 
connections and solidarities. In 

order for Asian American Studies 
to be a robust program here 
on campus, it can’t just be the 
“Asian American Experience.” It 
can’t just be that one class. You 
can’t represent an entire field in 
one course. As for the question 
of what are the connections 
between African American and 
Asian American communities? 
I mean, that’s a very real one 
and immediate when we know 
that there’s always been close 
interactions. And there’s also 
really interesting work being 
done right now with Asian/Latinx 
connections, right? Because 
these conversations can lead to 
co- teaching. But yeah, I think it’s 
important to have a precedent 
for Asian American Studies. And, 
I mean, that leads to another 
problem with institutions as 
they translate it in terms of finite 
resources. 

Today, there is a tendency to 
use, to frame the struggle for 
Asian American Studies in terms 
of inclusion and diversity. Yeah, I 
think we need to think about the 
limits of that. And I think part of 
it is because it can translate into 
a language that the institution 
wants you to use. This is a 
problem of representation. “Well, 
there’s already Africana and 
Latinx Studies. You see what I 
mean?

Hope: I think we’ve already 
touched upon a lot of important 
things, but I did have a question 
about what you think makes 
Asian American Studies 
“trendier” in some places more 
than others?”

Paul: Do you mean “trendy” 
in terms of it being cutting 
edge or in terms of its practical 
application or value? 

Hope: I think undergraduates 
are more concerned about the 

latter and whether this or that 
course is going to get me a job. 
That kind of thing.

Paul: I think it’s good that 
Asian American Studies here 
at Wellesley is housed and 
sponsored by the American 
Studies Department because 
it shows that Asian American 
Studies is very much a part of 
the study of the United States 
in American culture. As such, 
it’s not a class only relevant for 
Asian Americans who identify 
as Americans who were or are 
impacted by the actions of the 
United States versus the world. 
And you know, Asia is an entire 
continent that spans half the 
world, so it’s not small. It’s global 
and it’s also interdisciplinary, 
right? This is why you can raise 
questions of representation, 
questions of identity, and think 
about that in terms of cultural, 
historical, social, or economic 
contexts. So the possibilities 
are pretty endless. I also think 
students who are not Asian 
American who are interested 
in social justice, how race 
operates, how gender operates, 
how ethnicity is constructed, 
students who are interested 
in American history, right? I 
think they would find value in 
taking Asian American Studies 
classes. The twentieth century 
is defined by wars, you know, 
military engagements with 
Asia. It started in 1998 with the 
Philippines and then with the 
Pacific War with Japan and the 
Korean War and the Vietnam 
War in the Middle East. So the 
twentieth century in American 
history is very much involved and 
implicated with what’s going on 
in Asia. The interdisciplinary, but 
also the transactional attorney in 
Asian American Studies, helps 
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us understand that history and 
those geopolitical realities that 
we’re living in today.

Hope: My next question is 
about how students can help 
publicize and strengthen the 
field since there is an activist 
aspect to it.

Paul: I think students do a lot 
of the work already in trying to 
bring in people every semester. 
I think another way would be for 
students to teach themselves 
skills. So what I have in mind 
here are groups that study an 
Asian American historical or 
literary text together. It doesn’t 
have to be for credit, but I think 
it could be a model of teaching 
and learning, you know, 
where it’s communal and not 
hierarchical because it doesn’t 
rely on a professor being present 
to learn about Asian American 
history or literature. I think it 
would also generate interest, 
you know, because it has an 
element of spontaneity. But I 
think there’s also something 
very political about showing 
that Asian American Studies 
has relevance outside of these 
kinds of institutional contexts 
and motivations and social ones 
suits, like we can read this and 
learn from each other without 
having to worry about whether 
or not this looks good on your 
resume or transcript. I think the 
third way would be to draw from 
this East Coast energy around 
Asian American Studies. It’s 
a belated phenomenon that 
the East Coast is catching up 
to what’s going on the west 
Coast, but you do have other 
colleges in the East Coast 
proactively building Asian 
American Studies. So yeah, the 
third way would be, and I know 
students who are already doing 

this, but to connect with other 
students, other campuses who 
are involved in similar struggles. 

Hope: Yeah, having been to 
Wellesley for four years now, I 
know everyone is in their own 
bubble and that everyone has 
their own things going on, but it 
would be so valuable to have a 
space outside of the classroom.

Paul: I think it would be 
valuable that the space be 
student led. It’s non-hierarchical 
and potentially collaborative. 
Berkeley has a program that’s 
student led where students 
design their own classes and 
people can enroll without credit 
or anything. A class’ content 
was based on the students who 
wanted to take the class. I think 
that’s such an interesting model. 
All of us are so conditioned to 
be just as you said, how does 
this affect how I look to others? 
Will I be successful? I’m putting 
all of this investment, what am 
I doing? And this alienates a lot 
of people who may think that 
they’re failing as a human being 
in some way. A lot of people 
feel that pressure and that 
contributes to the mental health 
crisis. 

Hope: Since we’re talking 
about alternate means of study 
and teaching in general, what 
would you say are some of 
your favorite pieces of Asian 
American literature?

Paul: Well, I can talk about 
the first book I read in college 
that completely blew my mind. 
It was David Henry Hwang’s M. 
Butterfly. During my freshman 
year, I read it and thought that 
the text was so radical and so 
subversive in all these ways 
like race, gender, and sexuality 
and how those categories 
of identities and experiences 

intersect with one another. The 
fact that it was also based on 
a true story about this French 
diplomat, his fantasies being 
so strong that he wanted, you 
know, to believe in this illusion is 
unbelievable. 

I’m teaching a class called 
“Asian American Domesticities.” 
I’m really looking forward to 
learn from my students in 
teaching and talking about the 
Asian American family as a 
framework for thinking about 
race and kinship. We’re going 
to watch the first few episodes 
of “All-American Girl” and 
“Fresh Off The Boat.” So we’re 
going to compare those two 
representations of the Asian 
American family. We’re also 
going to read Battle Hymn of 
the Tiger Mother because that’s 
also a particular representation 
of the Asian mother and Asian 
child. Asian American literature 
and culture is so rich and it’s 
evolving so fast.

Hope: That was actually my 
last question, but if you have last 
thoughts I’d love to hear them. 
You mentioned earlier that you’d 
be moving onto other pastures 
after this semester?

 Paul: I accepted a tenure-
track job in the English 
department at Princeton. So 
again, right? Asian American 
Studies in the East Coast. 
There’s something going on 
right now.

 I’m just happy to be a part of 
this movement here at Wellesley 
and hoping that they get 
someone really good next year.

Hope: Thank you so much for 
your time, Professor Nadal! All of 
your answers were so insightful 
and we wish you luck at your 
new job.
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I LOOKED AROUND. THE LAWN WAS  
bordered with little stalls decorated with colourful 
flags and banners, and dotted with smiling faces. The 
activities fair was overwhelming. The sheer number 
of organisations was intimidating, and after I had in-
voluntarily signed up for Chemistry Club and a Bible 
Study Group, I decided my safest option would be 
to go straight to the organisations I knew I wanted to 
join – publications. 

I went up to Counterpoint, The Wellesley Review, 
The Wellesley News, and GenerAsians. I signed up to 
receive emails from all of them, but that first year, I only 
joined the Review. I wanted to join GenerAsians, but I 
wasn’t sure if I was the right kind of Asian for that. In 
fact, it wasn’t until a friend who was part of GenerA-
sians told me, in my sophomore year, that there was a 
brown person in the magazine, that I felt comfortable 
signing up to be a Content Editor. 

As luck would have it, I never saw that one brown 
person once all semester. The students involved in 
GenerAsians were all intelligent, friendly, and kind, and 
yet, I felt like I stuck out. The snacks were East Asian, 
the article ideas being suggested were focused on 
East Asia, and the people were East Asian. I was not. 

In Spring 2017, WASAC, in conjunction with PAC, 
hosted an event titled “De-centering East Asian-
ness: A Panel Engaging South Asian Perspectives”. 
I attended, and I was struck by the fact that I wasn’t 
alone in feeling out of place and unclear about where 
I belonged. That is the power of labels. That is why, 
when Acorns was opened, I was unclear if I was in-

cluded when they said it was for ‘students of Asian 
descent’. That’s why when I heard that WADO, the 
Wellesley Asian Dance Organisation, performs East 
Asian dances, I thought, “That makes sense.” That’s 
why my South Asian friend still refuses to accept that 
we’re Asian. “No,” she says. “We’re Indian.” And re-
ally, how can I fault her? ‘Asian’ and ‘Indian’ have al-
ways seemed to exist independently, two separate 
Venn diagrams, when logically, one should be inside 
the other.

Recently, I have begun making an effort to think 
about the labels I am using. I still trip up – I use ‘South 
Asia’ and think about India, even though India is not 
all of South Asia, and I use ‘Asia’ and think about Chi-
na, Korea, Japan. I do feel more solidly Asian now, 
though. I think about the cab driver who looked at me 
and my cousin and told me at twelve years old that I 
wasn’t fair enough or pretty enough to be Asian, but 
she was, and I wish I had refuted his absurd assump-
tions. 

Labels are small, fragile things, but they tend to 
stick. This may seem like a petty thing to focus on, to 
write an article about, but labels matter and in misla-
belling Asia and centring on East Asia, we miss out on 
valuable perspectives from the rest of the continent.

I would like to end by thanking WASAC for holding 
their panel. It made me think about the Asian experi-
ence and my experience and where the two connect. 
And, for anyone still questioning whether Asia is more 
than China, Japan, Korea, I would direct you to look 
at a map.
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MY FIRST VISCERAL REACTION 
after reading the title of Steven Myer’s “A 
Dance for Tibetan New Year, Then 17 Hours 
in Custody” was disdain. These Western 
reporters have probably done something 
politically extreme. They deserve to be 
“looked after” by the Chinese police.

Then, I immediately realized why I 
generated this instinctive repulsion toward 
a headline that might suggest Chinese 

government hegemony. With years of 
education on the east coast of China, 

I absorbed the public hostility 
toward western news media. 

They are presented in China, 
from the official press to 

independent journals, 
as the harbingers 

of the western 
government who 

want to divide 
China. And 

l o n g 
be fo re 

t h i s 

hostility was instilled in me, I was fed the 
notion that Xinjiang, Taiwan, and Tibet 
legitimately belong to China. Why would 
you favor any entity that seems to demonize 
your government and wants to separate 
your country? 

Fortunately, my move to the U.S. opened 
the other side of the story to me. The 
possibility of human rights abuses and the 
opinions of Tibetan indigenous alarmed 
me with the possibility of being blinded 
by the Chinese media. While I still support 
Tibet being part of China, the established 
personal relationship with people who hold 
the opposite opinion invites me to ponder 
before I react.

    
I was not willing to believe Steven Myers’s 

story of being innocently put into the police 
station for 17 hours. Immediately, my brain 
constructed an entire story of malicious 
reporters trying to find traces of government 
oppression, and using shooting Tibetan 
New Year traditions as an excuse. This 
was probably what the police thought, too. 
However, Myers’s article brought back my 
own memory of Tibet.

When I, as a Chinese citizen, visited 
Tibet in 2015, it was not a whole lot 

easier for me than for Myer. The 
only decent roads entering Tibet 

were government constructed 
ones. Once every few towns, 

I encountered supervision 
stations that required 

every visitor to register 
with their IDs. Then, 

the driver received 
a ticket to be 

turned in at 
the next 

s ta t ion, 
A RESPONSE TO “A 
DANCE FOR TIBETAN 
NEW YEAR, THEN 17 
HOURS IN CUSTODY”

outside submission by 
snale shell
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indicating the time of registration, the town 
name, and the station code. 

My driver was a hilarious Tibetan. It was 
first daunting, but then humorous to see him 
ranting at the People’s Liberation Army trucks 
that passed our car. Where I am from, citizens 
hold a high respect for the military. My mind 
could barely conceive openly and directly 
disrespecting the soldiers. This was especially 
so in Tibet, where one could sense the dense 
military vibe from the ubiquitous camouflaged 
trucks. What if the soldiers arrested us and 
give us a title?

 “Don’t do what I did,” the Tibetan driver 
turned toward me, “The soldiers only tolerate 
Tibetans.”

My driver said it with complacency. I do not 
know if it was from the special treatment for 
minorities, or the bravery of going against the 
authority. After the initial shock, all I remembered 
was the surprising tolerance of the military 
toward Tibetans and the lingering hostility of 
Tibetans toward the central government.

I am not articulating for any side here. The 
supervision stations reflect the firm military 
control over Tibet, but then you see the 
infrastructure and wonder why Tibetans do not 
appreciate the government’s effort. In 2015, I 
felt that Tibetans were receiving so much aid 
from the CCP without having to give much. 
I would be deliriously happy if all Chinese 
universities would give me, a Han Chinese, 
additional points on college entrance exam 
scores because of my ethnicity. Why did they 
not appreciate all the benefits the government 
offers them?

Now, in 2018, I see my previous ignorance 
in history and politics. Sadly, the 2015 me 
reflects the current state of many Chinese who 
grew up in China. The total dominance of the 
Han population in China blinds Han to think 

in other ethnicities’ shoes. Cultural intrusion 
is not a concept to them, and independence 
isn’t a smart idea either. They read about the 
accusations the Western media makes toward 
the Chinese government, but see only the 
policies leaning toward these disputed regions. 
Naturally, they would close their ears against 
voices that make them feel uncomfortable. The 
more the media says, the more repulsion they 
cultivate. 

This is my journey. It cannot represent 
everyone’s, but it certainly represents a 
large group of Chinese born in the relatively 
prosperous era. The order of information we 
receive determines the which ones to which 
we give the most trust. With years of believing 
in the benignity of the government, it is hard 
to think outside the box. And quite frankly, the 
Western media are not helping a lot.

The Western media report the political 
hegemony of CCP toward Tibet, Xinjiang and 
other regions, because they hope revealing 
can push for reforming. Yet, the failure to 
understand that reform starts internally brings 
them years of struggle against the Chinese 
government and little social change. How 
many foreign citizens would sincerely care 
about Tibet and its people? The governments 
do not need to read the civic press. The ones 
impacted the most by the reports would still be 
Chinese citizens.

I believe that Western reporters need to 
examine the Chinese public views toward 
territorial topics more. It is time to re-analyze 
the audience of their articles and make new 
strategies to appeal to the new audience.
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MY DAD HAD BEEN ON CLOUD NINE EVER  
since I was accepted to Wellesley College, a liberal arts 
college with the prestige of a “Little Ivy.” My dad was 
heartened to hear that I would be studying at the same 
place as U.S. presidential candidate Hillary Clinton and 
the First Lady of the Republic of China, Soong Mei-ling. 
Just a 30-minute drive from Harvard and MIT, my dad 
was excited at the prospect of me interacting with stu-
dents from the most elite schools on the East Coast. 

My dad’s perspective on Wellesley resulted in glori-
fied aspirations for my college life, more specifically, my 
romantic life. He would casually say things like: “Maybe 
you’ll become the first Chinese woman to marry a 
President of the United States!” and “May-
be you’ll date one of those princes 
from the oil-rich Middle East!” and 
“When you are at a party, look 
out for the next Mark Zuck-
erberg!” And every time he 
told me about this, his face 
would light up. 

Driving on the way to 
my freshman orienta-
tion, my dad couldn’t 
resist but to brainstorm 
all these possibilities that 
excited him. I knew he 
was half joking, and that 
he just wanted to express 
how proud he is to have a 
Wellesley daughter. However, 
his ideals about who my boy-
friend should be really bothered me. 

At that time, I was still in a relationship 
with a boy in my hometown back in Beijing. He 
wasn’t a potential President of the United States,  Middle 
Eastern prince or future Zuckerberg. In fact, he was just 
an ordinary boy born to a poor family in Southern China. 
He was attending graduate school while taking multiple 
part-time jobs to support himself and his family. Unlike 
me, he couldn’t afford to attend international high school 
or study abroad.

Taking a long-distance relationship to my new life in 
the United States, I experienced a mixture of excitement 
and pain throughout my first semester of college. The 
eye-opening campus inspired and excited me everyday 
with the swan lake surrounded by wild forest, new inter-
national friends with fresh perspectives and encouraging 
professors. But I was also pained by my evolving rela-
tionship. My long-distance boyfriend began to ignore my 

texts and refused to call me. He wrote me a heartfelt 
letter explaining that after listening to my college ex-
perience, he felt like “a frog at the bottom of the well.” 
My new life was beyond his imagination and out of 
his reach. And his confidence in our future together 
waned. 

The drastic difference between our daily lives shad-
owed each moment of joy with misery and guilt. My 
proficiency in English would remind me of my boy-
friend, who does not have the opportunity to learn a 
foreign language. The rolling grass hills I walked by on 
my way to class would remind me of the dirt road lit-

tered with dog poop that my boyfriend traveled on to 
work. At restaurants in downtown Boston, 

the menu items would remind me that 
the price of one dish here equals my 

boyfriend’s weekly salary. Mean-
while, whenever I called my 

father he would joke around, 
asking me whether I got a 
Harvard boyfriend, magni-
fying my doubts about my 
relationship. 

After long contempla-
tion, I decided that my 
privileged college life was 
not a reason to break up 
with my purpose. To me, 

the purpose of higher edu-
cation is to broaden, not nar-

row down, the range of choices 
in life. And I wouldn’t let my ed-

ucation stop me from pursuing love. 
My boyfriend was touched by my deter-

mination. In the following months, we were con-
tent to love each other across the Pacific Ocean. We 
both felt that our love strengthened from overcoming 
this struggle together. 

Although we eventually broke up in February, we 
remain friends. I will always remember our relationship 
fondly.  As my first serious relationship, I was proud 
that I didn’t give up on myself or our relationship 
during a difficult period of transition. I learned that at-
tending a prestigious college should never be a rea-
son for someone to become too superior to love and 
be loved. I am still not sure who the “right” partner of a 
Wellesley student is or if there even is a “right” partner. 
But my cross-continental relationship taught me how 
to face adversity, interact with cultural and contextual 
differences and not to give up on love. 

ELITISM IN LOVE helena zeng ’20
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A TEXT
CONVERSATION

WITH MY
CHINESE FATHER

helena zeng ’20

Father: Hey, I talked to your sister about her career plans for the next three and 
five years today. She made a brilliant, detailed plan. You should talk to me as 
well. You don’t care about your own future or me.

Me: Dad, I have been feeling stressed and depressed lately. Let’s talk later. 

Father: I am so tired. Today I had three meetings and a domestic flight to Shen-
zhen. You have no idea how tired I am – trading my health and energy for your 
tuition fees.

Me: Take care, dad. I am busy applying for journalism and arts internships.

Father: I also met a group of young people your age at an entrepreneurship 
conference today. You should really join this conference. I am still unsure about 
your Literature and Theatre majors. Simply because you like arts doesn’t mean 
you have to major in them. I think it is important for one to make a distinction 
between a hobby and a profession. After graduation your classmates will earn 
triple the amount of money you do. Just think about it. You should learn from 
them.

Me: (silent)

[       ]



LAO LAO MEANS “GRANDMA” IN NORTHERN 
China. But people in the south usually use popo, which 
sounds like something a skinny Southern woman would 
pick up with her polished fingernails and gently put on 
her hair. Lao lao, unlike popo, sounds just as tough and 
bold as a Northeastern Chinese woman born and raised 
by the border river. For me, its pronunciation has gradu-
ally merged with the image of my laolao, a fighting North-
eastern woman, a farmer-by-birth, and a lonely but lively 
shadow who has lived half of her life in the suburbs. 

Laolao never asks us to pick her up by car. She usually 
takes the bus, which is free for elderly above sixty-five, 
and makes several transitions to get to mom’s place. She 
brings a trolley with her to bring my mom cheap vegeta-
bles and carry back plastic bottles to receive the recy-
cling fee. Mom has no problem giving out plastic bottles, 
but she has something against receiving cheap vegeta-
bles from laolao. “I’ve told you too many times,” mom 
would say, frustratedly, “we don’t need so much cheap 
stuff from the market. We won’t finish them.” I remember 
ten years ago, when grandpa was still alive, laolao would 
yell back and say something like “these are good vege-
tables! You make it sound like I’m bringing you poison.” 
But in recent years, laolao has become mild-tempered. 
She would nod in silence and answer quietly: “You tell 
me how much you can finish. I will take away the rest.” 
I would feel my heart twist hearing her compromise like 
that. 

It’s a rainy day, and mom insists on driving laolao back 
to her cottage in the suburb, although half an hour ago 
she already had one foot on the bus. Mom is driving and 
laolao sits with me on the back seat. Private cars make 
her feel uneasy. “Too much luxury,” she gazes at me and 
pulls out three fingers, and I know exactly what she is 
going to say, “I have three no’s in life: no taxi, no going 
to the restaurant, and no hospital.” “Of course laolao,” I 
answer, “because you are able to take the bus to any-
where in the world you want, cook for yourself, and heal 
whatever illness on your own. But mom’s car is different 
from a taxi.” But Laolao’s nervousness in my mom’s car 
makes it seem like it is one. 

Laolao made a mistake earlier in her life. One that 
broke the bond in the family. One that has made mom 
hate her brother, my uncle. Mom does not forgive laolao 
for her mistake. It took me a long time to figure this out, 
after constantly being confused by mom’s six- hour 
phone calls with laolao, which happen about once a 
month. Mom usually sits on the sofa, squeezing the tele-
phone tightly in her hand as her eyes turn red. I am often 

scared by mom’s occasional yelling, sobbing and 
periods of silence. They wouldn’t tell me what exact-
ly had happened, but I’ve been detecting for truth, 
putting together pieces of angry talks to form a full 
narrative of the myth. In year 2002, grandpa passed 
away. Laolao told mom that she was too sad to con-
tinue living in the old house, because every object in 
the room reminded her of grandpa. Mom, as senti-
mental as she was, understood laolao’s concern and 
spent the remainder in her bank account to buy a 
new house for laolao, hoping she would be happy 
again living the new home. However, on the very next 
day laolao transferred the property ownership of the 
new house to my uncle, and continued living in her 
old home. Mom felt deceived and betrayed. It was 
her brother who laolao had spoiled since the day he 
was born, who always took the newer toy, ate the 
last bowl of dumplings, played the victim in sibling 
fights, and didn’t attend college for his playful na-
ture. In 2002, laolao’s act of giving the house to uncle 
meant a non-conditional transfer of the entire fruit of 
mom’s lifelong hard work to her naughty little broth-
er. This was simply too much for mom. I bet laolao 
understands it too. She has guilt for both mom and 
uncle because she barely speaks anything when she 
is physically near the two of them. 

I look at laolao, and she is looking out through the 
car window. I can feel the helpless compromise in 
her silence. It always causes heartache in me. Now 
she turns to me with a plain smile, and gestures to let 
me listen. “I tell you,” she tells me in a deep coarse 
voice that she thought was whispering, but was ac-
tually even louder than normal, “I succeeded.” For a 
moment I didn’t want to continue listening. It must be 
another repeat of how she sold the house and split 
the money, half for my mom and half for my uncle. 
She must also stress that there would be no more 
injustice or hatred in the family, and that “the broken 
mirror will come to one again”. Perhaps laolao no-
ticed my annoyance, so she hurries to continue: “It’s 
not that. This is a new one.” 

I know I am not supposed to judge laolao. But to be 
honest, she is the one who has been disappointing 
me since the day I grew up. Why can’t she just play 
the role of a loving and caring grandmother? Keep 
some pets and grow some plants, cook sweet home 
recipes, and console me when I get too stressed 
at school? Why does she have to be so deeply ob-
sessed and involved with ultimate affairs like “suc-

CATCH THE LIAR helena zeng ’20
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cess,” “failure,” “hatred” and “injustice?” Why does she 
refuse to join us for Chinese Spring Festival, but insist 
on staying alone in her cottage with two old cats and a 
dog that suffers from skin disease? Things used to be 
different when I was little. Grandpa was alive, and we 
used to go on trips to the beach as an entire family: me, 
mom, dad, uncle, aunt, grandpa, laolao, and my cous-
in. Now we have what laolao calls a “broken mirror.” 

“I caught the liar,” laolao whispers to me, mysterious-
ly yet loudly, “I got the money back.”  

“What liar?” I ask, but without curiosity in my inqui-
sition. 

“Zhao, the liar who took 20000 RMB from me. I got 
him in the police’s hand and retrieved my money.” 

I know mom is able to hear us from the driver’s seat, 
and that makes me nervous. Laolao never understands 
that other people are not half deaf like she is, which 
means that she believes no one can hear her when 
she “whispers.” Luckily mom does not say anything. 
Not yet. 

“So why did you give him the money in the first 
place?” I don’t want to poke the aspect of the issue that 
laolao does not intend to focus on, but honestly...why? 
Laolao doesn’t answer, glancing at mom for a moment. 
I can feel the helpless compromise expanding and fill-
ing out the air. Laolao was right. It is worse than a taxi. 

“You really wonder why your laolao transferred the 
money to Zhao, huh?” mom began speaking. She nev-
er calls laolao “mom” in front of anyone, only borrowing 
the term laolao and adding my name before it. No, I 
don’t wonder. Not anymore. 

But it was too late. “Zhao easily persuaded your laolao 
to transfer the money to him by sending her some dig-
ital pictures of an imaginary nursing home,” continues 
mom, “how cost-efficient it is to be a liar these days! 
A few photos, a few sweet words, and that’s it: 20000 
RMB transferred.” 

Apparently laolao told this to mom during one of their 
six-hour phone calls. I’m pretty sure she was getting 
sentimental when she did it and is regretting it now. 
Laolao sighs, looking out through the car window again. 

“Your laolao walks ten miles away from town to get 
a haircut with the cheaper barber in order to save that 
3 RMB. And when she peels potatoes, she uses the 
edge of a steel spoon instead of a peeler, because she 
says the spoon can skin out thinner layers and save 
the potato. How much does a potato cost? 1 RMB? 
And guess what? Stingy as she is on these small costs, 
your laolao gets incredibly generous when it comes to 
large expenditures. 20000 RMB for a liar is a great ex-
ample,” mom teases. I wonder what laolao has done to 
provoke mom’s disdainful tone. 

Laolao doesn’t say a word. 
“So when you look at a person, ” continues mom, 

“you can’t just focus on the surface. A poor person is 
poor for a reason. If she knows how to make the right 
choice, she doesn’t need to suffer.” Mom pauses, allow-
ing a silence of comprehension before the final, unrelat-
ed conclusion. “If she cared for her children, she would 
never have broken the family by giving birth to a loser 
and keeping him that way.” 

We don’t say a word until we arrive at the front of 
laolao’s cottage. The night is dark and laolao’s right 
hand is already placed at the car’s doorknob, signifying 
her eagerness to get out. The sight of her hand makes 
me decide to spend the night in laolao’s cottage with 
her. I tell mom to drive back and pick me up the next 
day, and she says sure, she doesn’t care. 

“I didn’t know he was a liar,” laolao became talkative 
again as soon as mom’s car disappeared in the dark-
ness, “He was the representative of the committee of 
elderly in our district. He said everyone in the nursing 
home will be taken care of. They got good people in 
there...” Laolao’s voice begins to shiver, and I notice 
tears in her eyes. 

“He said they got good people in there...Old people 
are loved and treated well...I called your uncle for help 
after Zhao disappeared with my money. Guess what he 
said? He said he would only go to the police station with 
me if I gave him ownership of my own house...What have 
I done to deserve such a son?” Laolao begins to sob 
and shake her head. I can feel the tears in my eyes too. 

“But I got him caught!” Laolao suddenly stops sob-
bing. She quickly and roughly wipes away her tears with 
her old but strong hand. Her voice becomes determined 
again, almost vicious. “I worked with the police myself, 
and got him caught! That sly little liar, begging for my 
words of forgiveness in front of the police officer. I gave 
him a lesson. I told him...” 

It is hard for me to sympathize with laolao when she 
talks like that. The toughness in her endless speech 
leaves no room for mercy. I sit in the dim cottage with 
laolao, just listening, without saying a word. 

“...But as a result...This is something your mom doesn’t 
know. Please don’t tell her. Promise me.” Laolao’s voice 
becomes soft again, the tears return to her eyes, “Your 
uncle took away the 20000 RMB after I got it back from 
the liar. He had two red envelopes, and he told me to put 
10000 RMB in each. ‘It is Chinese Spring Festival’ he 
said, ‘your son needs some lucky money to spend for 
the new year.’ These two red envelopes are like two red 
ropes binding my neck. I have no choice but to follow...” 

“It’s getting late, laolao” I said, “Let’s go to sleep.” 
“Promise me never to tell your mom, okay? And don’t 

worry for me, it’s none of your business, okay?” Five 
minutes ago laolao was that tough woman, but now she 
sounded like a child. I nod. Nothing is business, indeed, 
laolao. I just want you to be happy.
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1,171 Comments

sanjana thakur ’20

BRITISH PEOPLE REACT

ONCE, DOWN THE DEEP, DARK, RABBIT 
hole of YouTube, I discovered a fascinating phe-
nomenon: British people reacting to Indian things. 
Try it – go to YouTube and type ‘British people re-
act to Bollywood’ and you will pages and pages of 
videos; you will find channels whose entire premise 
is British people watching Indian things and react-
ing to them. Click on one and scroll down to the 
comments, and you will see that most of the com-
menters have desi names. They comment sugges-
tions for other videos, explanations to things that 
the YouTubers didn’t understand, and statements 
like “I am an Indian and I am proud of my India.”

I can understand this impulse. It is always nice to 
hear someone not from your country appreciating 
the things that come from it. However, it was dis-
concerting to see video after video “react” to every-
thing from Bollywood trailers and Indian ‘actresses’ 

to political speeches. In 
one video, the reactors 
talked for 5 whole min-
utes about the size of 
the earrings the dancer 
was wearing; in another, 

someone said, “Why does this matter? They’re all 
dead,” with regards to the people who suffered un-
der British colonial rule. 

There is a difference between someone saying, 
“I love listening to Bollywood music,” and someone 
saying, ‘Let me watch something I have absolutely 
no context in and cannot understand and then re-
act to that.’ These videos are, at best, pandering, 
and at worst, fetishizing, exotifying, and demean-
ing. 

One must also comment upon the pow-
er dynamics of this phenomenon. Once more, a 
once-colonised people are seeking approval from 
their once-colonisers, looking at these videos to le-
gitimise their culture, to validate their pride in their 
culture. 

These reaction videos are fascinating not so 
much in their existence – YouTubers want likes, 
subscribers, and fame, and this is an easy avenue. 
They are fascinating in that they do provide cre-
ators with likes, subscribers, and fame. One must 
wonder why people are watching these videos, 
and what their popularity suggests about the colo-
nial legacy of the British in India.“FETISHIZING, 

EXOTIFYING, 
AND 
DEMEANING.”
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clusion. The film also takes place in a major city 
(Manhattan) and briefly introduces some of the 
uncomfortable expectations and demands that 
certain veins of urban white liberalism can have 
on coming out and minority communities.

There is no doubt that this film has a multitude 
of themes. 

Writer, producer, and director Nicole Tay re-
members the overwhelming response that her 
crew received during casting from members of 
the LGBTQIA+ Asian community, recounting the 
large number of actors who reached out to sup-
port their project. “The amount of response we 
got was so enormous it was very humbling, but 
also sad, because that’s how starved our com-
munity is,” she says.

The film manages to achieve two extraor-
dinary things: it tells a marginalized story with 
vulnerability and truthfulness while envisioning a 
strong, empowered future for queer Asian Amer-
ican film. As a successful and fully Asian-Ameri-
can work, does the receival of films like “Tomato 
& Eggs” indicate that future films will be able to 
stake a permanent place within mainstream and 
popular cinema? The question is not if movie-
goers want to see more films like this. It’s about 
how that goal can be achieved.

NICOLE TAY AND TINA XU’S “TOMATO 
& Eggs,” which takes place in multiple apart-
ments, one busy Chinese restaurant, a city park, 
and an Asian supermarket, is light-hearted and 
minimal. The short film clocks in at just under 
eleven minutes and opens with a party scene 
where Lisa (Celia Au) finds herself silently em-
broiled in a conversation between her girlfriend 
(Gabby Frequiere) and several friends about how 
she should approach the announcement of their 
engagement to her immigrant father.

It is a refreshing change from the types of mi-
nor roles Asian performers have grown to ex-
pect.

A rarity in the industry, this film bears the weight 
of high anticipation but rises above the pressure 
to deliver a beautiful and succinct performance. 
“Tomato & Eggs” chronicles a moment in the 
lives of Lisa and her traditionally-minded father, 
Yun (Fenton Li), when both characters reach a 
boiling point over transnational expectations for 
their respective identities and sexualities. Con-
sidering that only a handful of stories depict 
queer Asian American experiences within cine-
ma, the presentation of two characters’ strug-
gles at once in “Tomato & Eggs” is a subtle nod 
to this reality and a conscious effort for more in-

             C    U   R   R    E    N   T            C    I    N    E   M   A  

RESTOCKING THE PANTRY
FILM REVIEW OF “TOMATO & EGGS” (2018)

jean li “spencer” spencer ’21



GENERASIANS MAGAZINE Spring 2018

24

pa
ge

WOMEN HONORING WOMEN
jean li “spencer” spencer ’21

ON MARCH 1ST, IN HONOR OF WOMEN’S  
History Month, the U.S. Representative for California’s 
27th congressional district Judy Chu tweeted a photo-
graph of Patsy Mink that read: “Patsy Mink, the first Asian 
American woman elected to Congress, co-authorized the 
landmark #TitleIX, revolutionizing gender equality in our 
nation’s schools & institutions.” Impressively, Chu herself 
is the first Chinese American woman ever to be elected 
to Congress. While Chu and Mink are separated by a 
seven-year difference in office, with Mink serving from 
1990-2002 and Chu serving since 2009, both women 
ardently defended legislation regarding health and hu-
man rights. GenerAsians would like to take a moment to 
honor both of these women in the month of March, and 
the linked generational legacy Judy Chu and Patsy Mink 
(and other leaders in the larger Asian community) have 
forged in American politics.

THREE CHINESE AMERICAN HISTORY 
LESSONS YOU NEVER LEARNED IN 

SCHOOLdoris li ’20

In 1935, Qian Xuesen was one of the students allowed into the United States. A graduate of MIT 
and Caltech, Qian co-founded Jet Propulsions Laboratory and made significant contributions to 
rocket science research. In 1949, on the eve of America’s second Red Scare, US government 
officials detained Qian for alleged communist sympathies that were later proven false. Kept under 
surveillance and house arrest for several years, Qian eventually returned to China where he helped 

build their first nuclear weapons.
3.

The Geary Act of 1892 extended the Chinese Exclusion Act until 1943. It required Chinese im-
migrants to carry identification certificates or face deportation. It also limited their access to bail 
bonds and restricted immigration to tourists, teachers, students, or diplomats, a standard which 
prevented most Chinese immigration during the Act’s fifty-year tenure.2.

THE CHINESE EXCLUSION ACT OF 1882 WAS A 10-YEAR MORATORIUM ON CHINESE 
labor immigration to the United States. Although Chinese men provided cheap labor, white workers 
accused them of stealing their jobs and lobbied for widespread Chinese exclusion in the United 
States. It was the first law that prevented an ethnic group from immigrating to America, and would 

not be the last.
1.
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PAD MAN

IN 1998, ARUNACHALAM MURUGANANTHAM 
began making sanitary napkins in a village in Coim-
batore, India. Women in rural areas were not educat-
ed about menstruation and had no access to sanitary 
napkins, so periods became taboo. Women were – 
and still are – stigmatised for this natural bodily func-
tion, forbidden from entering temples and kitchens and 
often relegated to sleeping outside of their homes. 

Arunachalam Muruganantham developed a method 
to produce sanitary napkins in a much more cost-ef-
ficient manner so that women all over India could 
have access to safe menstrual care. In 2016, he was 

awarded the Padma Shri, one of India’s highest civilian 
awards, and in February 2018, Pad Man was released. 
The film aims to dispel the taboo surrounding the sub-
ject of menstruation and educate the Indian public. 

However, it is not the first film to be inspired by 
Muruganantham’s efforts. In 2013, Amit Virmani direct-
ed Menstrual Man, a documentary film about Muruga-
nantham. Unfortunately, his film didn’t quite have the 
reach to make a national impact and start a conver-
sation about menstruation. Here’s hoping that Akshay 
Kumar’s star power turns Pad Man into a movement, 
not just a movie. 

sanjana thakur ’20
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My grandfather taught me how to play Chinese 
chess when I was quite young - perhaps four or five. 
Ah-Gong, as I called him, has always been tall, thin, 
and stoic, with the air of the ancient Chinese literati; 
he sat cross-legged on the lumpy old bed, every move 
slow and deliberate as he hemmed and hawed above 
the board. I was his polar opposite: short, small, and 
extremely excitable, perpetually fidgeting and stacking 
the ‘eaten’ chess pieces into toppling towers.

I don’t remember being frustrated when I lost a 
game to Ah-Gong, though I’m sure I was. The loss that 
sticks most clearly is my first public defeat, to a relative 
whom I called Elder Uncle. I had just learned to play 
and was bursting with confidence; Elder Uncle crushed 
my soldiers in a matter of minutes, and though I tried 
to keep up a brave face, I eventually hid in my room 
and started to cry. I had yet to learn that I was not the 
best in the world at everything, and it took quite a few 
games that Ah-Gong lost on purpose to reestablish my 
self-esteem. Now that I think of it, he probably took 
special care before The Defeat to let me down easily. 

As the years passed, my skills improved; I began 

to genuinely win games and leave Ah-Gong muttering 
over his own rash decisions. Suddenly in middle school 
there was a day when I won all the games we played. 
Then I realized it wasn’t just me getting better - Ah-
Gong was getting old. Mom told me to play more Chi-
nese checkers and Five-Son Chess, to make it easier 
on him, but even that did not last, and now when I go 
back home our old chess set grows dusty on top of the 
dresser. I no longer have to stand on a chair to grab it, 
but it’s more unreachable than ever - if I try to play, it will 
only remind Ah-Gong that he is not who he was before. 

Since I will never play Chinese chess with Ah-Gong 
again, I thought I would write down as much of it as I 
remember.

Every summer my favorite activity was to catch Ah-
Gong sitting on the bed, tracing abstract patterns with 
his hands, and announce that I was going to play chess 
with him. He’d agree (I really didn’t give him a choice), 
and I’d rush into my room for our chess set - cheap 
wooden pieces with beautifully carved characters, but 
poorly painted; a thin white cellophane sheet with print-
ed red grids for a chessboard; and an old cardboard 

jennifer wang ’20

NOTES ON 
CHINESE 

CHESS

https://www.thebeijinger.com/sites/default/files/thebeijinger/event-images/240409/chinese-chess-set-from-chess-collection-by-royal-selangor-featured.jpg
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box to keep the cellophane flat, so pieces wouldn’t 
go flying when I inevitably flopped around. I remember 
clearly the tactile delight of setting up our battlefield: 
the crackle of the cellophane as I carefully smoothed it 
out, imagining rolling mountains and roaring rivers - my 
land, literally unfolding beneath my fingertips. Pouring 
out chess pieces in a clatter, snatching up my own as 
quickly as I could, sometimes two or three at a time; 
then carefully aligning them by calligraphy characters 
on the grid - my soldiers, passionate and well-trained, 
deadly weapons lined up to face my enemies. The 
satisfying click as I set my final piece in the center of 
the palace - my king, ensconced within strong barri-
ers and with a mind like a sharpened sword (obviously, 
my mind). I have no idea why Ah-Gong didn’t cower in 
terror.

Before every game begins, there is a moment of 
pure adrenaline - as you survey your subjects from a 
bird’s eye view, gaze across the river at the neat rows 
of enemy soldiers - anticipation curls deep in your gut 
and for a split 
second, your 
blood hums 
f ightf ightf ight. 
It doesn’t mat-
ter if you seem 
to sit as calm 
as water; inside 
you are full of the precarious yearning for the coming 
war. You don’t know what will happen, and it’s the un-
certainty that makes it exciting: will you rout the ene-
my? Will you mire in a draw? Will you be crushed by 
the river like Warlord Xiang Yu of old, and swallow a 
sword (metaphorically) to end your woe? I don’t know 
if this fleeting bloodlust is some primal instinct from our 
hunter-gatherer days, or if I read too many high fantasy 
novels; I like to think that some ancestor of mine was 
a war-mongering bastard, and I retain some vestige 
of his fearsome heritage. With the amount of children 
Genghis Khan had, it’s not that unlikely.

I don’t know how to use the chess pieces that well; 
even now, I haven’t learned the Endgame grids of how 
to use such-and-such combination of pieces the best 
way. But I do love my warriors. Rooks have the greatest 
translational freedom and are immune to most attacks, 
so I rely heavily on them to guard the kingdom and 
keep key pieces safe. I’m a little in awe of the Horse; it’s 
arguably the hardest piece to use well, due to its easi-
ly-impeded, double grid “sun character (日)” steps. But 
if both Horses coordinate in locked form, I’ve seen them 
become the deadliest combination to ever cross the riv-
er, all the more terrifying especially because there is no  

 

good way to defend against them. The Cannon, how-
ever, is much more straightforward and surprisingly 
imaginative: it can skip over any piece to attack an 
enemy piece right behind it. Neither physics nor po-
litical allegiance limits the power of the Cannon; all it 
needs is any stepping stone and it can smash an ene-
my at the other end of the board. Teaming Cannon up 
with Horse is my favorite: the long-range, agile reach 
of the cannon combined with the short-range locking 
mechanism of the horse. It can be difficult to set up, 
but nothing less than lethal, and the irregularity of the 
moves adds a yet another layer of unpredictability to 
the game. 

Despite the raw power of warrior pieces, I have a 
special fondness for the lowliest of the low and the 
grandest of the grand. My foot soldiers can only inch 
across board for most of their lives and, as the most 
expendable pieces, undergo atrocious treatment. But 
in each humble soldier there is a beautiful kernel of 
hidden potential - if they manage to reach the very 
last line of enemy territory, they can become power-
ful rooks. My king is also physically weak and cannot 
ever venture beyond the four-grid palace, but there is 
an ironic caveat: if my king comes face to face with 
the enemy king, His Fragile Imperial Majesty can liter-
ally fly across the board and assassinate said enemy 
king. Not sure where this move came from, but I like 
to think it’s some snarky Warring States Era peasant 
commentary about political trickery v.s pure force. 
These peculiar rules for foot soldiers and kings always 
remind me of the sheer imaginative capacity of Chi-
nese chess, the rich elements of stories just waiting to 
be excavated. This lowly soldier is well on her way to 
become a junior general; that king was born as weak 
as a willow leaf, but a difficult childhood honed him to 
kill across miles. Homer’s epic poetry is beautiful to 
read, but how much more beautiful is an Iliad you can 
act out on your own, playing god and general and foot 
soldier all at once?

Now for the actual game. I play without much strat-
egy - an odd thing for someone who professes to love 
Chinese chess so much. Instead of meticulously map-
ping out my plans of attack, I reuse the same opening 
moves and let my country fall into ruin, which is not 
hard to do for someone as reckless as I am. Perhaps 
I try too hard to capture a Rook in the name of poetic 
justice. Maybe I get fed up with constantly protect-
ing a Horse, and sacrifice it to bring down an ene-
my piece. More commonly, I lose my best warrior in 
a blindingly obvious trap, probably because I greedily 
snapped up a 

https://www.thebeijinger.com/sites/default/files/thebeijinger/event-images/240409/chinese-chess-set-from-chess-collection-by-royal-selangor-featured.jpg

BEFORE EVERY GAME 
BEGINS, THERE IS 

A MOMENT OF PURE 
ADRENALINE

“ 
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foot-soldier that turned out to be bait. It is 
always too easy to let things spiral into chaos.

Do not despair if everything seems lost; 
there is always is a slim window to rise from 
the ashes. All it takes is one lucky break, per-
haps capturing a Cannon - then plans foment 
in my head out of nowhere, the next step is 
clear as day; I crash and burn and bargain 
with fate, whittling down my enemy’s forces 
until they are comparable to my own motley 
armies. Only now does my opponent grow 
wary, because even if we have equal footing, 
I have the upper psychological hand. Then 
the game winds down to tense, careful at-
tacks, the excruciating stalemate of depleted 
resources and desperate ploys. Sometimes 
I become over-confident again and I lose a 
crucial piece; more commonly, the ending’s 
already set in stone.

I’ve often thought of that slim window of 
each game, the point of 千钧一发 (a thousand 
pounds hanging upon a single strand of hair). 
Why don’t I notice traps earlier, why does my 
brain sharpen into focus only when I’m down 
to two soldiers? Obviously having less chess 
pieces to worry about helps, but I think it’s 
mostly the fight or flight response (hopeful-
ly fight). When there is nothing to lose in the 
face of great danger, a small sliver of hope is 
more precious than any army. Now everything 
snaps alive; the pristine red lines of the board 
whisper bloody warnings, and each move car-

ries a weight that stings and invigorates.  The 
ultimate drama of chess - and perhaps most 
human endeavors - is the challenge to fate: if 
there is someone who, against all odds, can 
upend this microcosm that has now become 
my world, why should it not be me?

Mom has criticized me for not taking Chi-
nese chess seriously. What’s the point of play-
ing chess at all if you don’t learn to strategize, 
if you don’t participate fully in the sparring of 
minds? I claim it’s a lifestyle choice, not just 
laziness. I don’t like calculating my every step, 
or painstakingly divining the nefarious inten-
tions of others (beyond the minimum neces-
sary scheming). Why should I live in neurotic 
vigilance and constant suspicion, when I can 
go with the flow, experience rebirth, and live 
out the lives of warriors and kings instead? I 
play chess not simply as a mind game, but 
also as a game of resilience and romance.

And now I also play it to remember Ah-
Gong, to dredge up scattered impressions of 
him sonorously mumbling, flat thumbs pon-
derously nudging pieces, wispy grey head 
bowed over the board.

Looking back on these notes, I realize I’ve 
written way too little about A-Gong and way 
too much about me.  I guess this is the sad 
truth: when I was little, it was all about me. 
We try to remember things about the people 
we love, but we only remember ourselves and 
the way they make us feel.  So all I have left 
are these snippets of Ah-Gong and his gift to 
me - a love of Chinese chess. 

I PLAY CHESS NOT SIMPLY 
AS A MIND GAME, BUT 
ALSO AS A GAME OF 
RESILIENCE AND 
ROMANCE.

“
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I BITE INTO THE CRISPY LAYERS OF ONE OF  
my father’s homemade potstickers, its crispy skin 
crunching against my teeth, releasing flavors infused 
with sharp imported ginger and smoky Americanized 
soy sauce. It tastes almost like Grandma’s cooking—
minus the Wuhan ingredients unavailable in my small 
Southern Californian town. Indeed, the difference in 
taste reads like poetic justice for trying to replicate lo-
cal Chinese flavors from 11,000 miles away. 

I think of Wuhan anyway. I think of humid days in 
the city, spent eating congee with mushrooms and 
fermented egg while watching the summer rains form 
Olympic-sized swimming pools in the backyard holes. 
The holes, products of my grandparents’ home im-
provement efforts, are countless thanks to the region’s 
unpredictable weather. The “home improvement” has 
thus far only improved the house enough to attract 
the narcissistic neighborhood cat to the residence. 
He comes every day at noon to see his reflection in 
the puddles, then approaches the window screen and 
scratches the criss-crossed wires, a Pavlovian signal 
for his daily ration of chicken offered from my chubby 
hands. 

When I taste my father’s cooking, I think of cooking 
lessons back in Wuhan. I think of nights spent churning 
loose granulated flour into slabs of dough, Grandma’s 
hands guiding mine through the kitchen landscape. 
She teaches my fingers to recognize the spiraled tex-

GENERASIANS MAGAZINE Spring 2017

ture of lush green scallions, the hills and ridges of freshly 
chopped ginger, and the sprinkled ephemerality of black 
pepper slipping through my fingers like dark earth. These 
scenes from ten years back are still vivid in my mind, a 
testament not to my memory but to the power of taste 
to recall the events associated with it. 

My parents taught me that the best way to cure 
homesickness was to learn how to cook. They came to 
America as young adults in search of opportunity. They 
flourished here with the caveat of a homesickness that 
never left them nor their hands—the hands that mixed 
rice flour like no other, that delicately shaped dumplings 
into half-circled perfection only to turn around and mar-
inate a whole chicken like you’ve never seen. They may 
have left their homes, but the kitchen is their astrophys-
ics-defying wormhole through time and space, where 
they create pieces of the past on every oblong plate the 
same way their parents did. I have eagerly consumed 
their soy-based history lessons, immersing myself in 
gastronomic academia.

I carry those lessons with me now, long airplane rides 
away from home, from the kitchens of my parents and 
their parents and everyone before them who passed 
down recipes like inheritances on paper slips. Grandma 
died five years ago, but I still feel her hands guiding mine 
when I mix sesame paste for hot dry noodles. I lift the 
golden strings from the pan the split second it starts to 
sizzle. Just like she taught me. 

Cooking is a matter of survival. In a deeper sense than 
nourishment, cooking is cultural survival, the endurance 
of your identity and the memories that make you who 
you are. 

So when I bite into my father’s potstickers, I think of 
more than just the taste. I think of home and find comfort 
in the fact that I will always have this portal to where I 
come from, wherever I am.

CHINESE FOOD 
MEMORIES

doris li ’20
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lu “luna” fang ’18 
China

on the facing page: lydia mackay ’19 - Beijing
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grace ming ‘18 - Mumbai, India

lu “luna” fang ’18 - Sri Lanka
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lu “luna” fang ’18 - Japan
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ISLAMIC

POHELA 
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DIWALI

LUNAR
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USING LESS THAN FIVE WORDS, WHAT 
DOES BEING ASIAN MEANS TO YOU?

eat Asian food Tangentially beautiful and rarely stand out Knowing multiple languages! Bring honor to 
your family getting scolded for being barefoot respect for elders, study hard A blessing and honor. Tra-
dition & Innovation. Flavorful. Family-oriented. Good food, model minority we are not the same great 
food, truth talk, adventures Family filial piety quiet strength resilience Persistent, enduring, goal-ori-
ented, self-regulation tradition full of divergent potential Reserved, deep, in good ways collectivism, 
family, chicken tail buns Making my parents’ sacrifices worthwhile Proud of knowing pretties language 
Familial ties and Go Chess Home, and location of my otherness eat Asian food Tangentially beautiful 
and rarely stand out Knowing multiple languages! Bring honor to your family getting scolded for being 
barefoot respect for elders, study hard A blessing and honor. Tradition & Innovation. Flavorful. Fami-
ly-oriented. Good food, model minority we are not the same great food, truth talk, adventures Family 
filial piety quiet strength resilience Persistent, enduring, goal-oriented, self-regulation tradition full of 
divergent potential Reserved, deep, in good ways collectivism, family, chicken tail buns Making my 
parents’ sacrifices worthwhile Proud of knowing pretties language Familial ties and Go Chess Home, 
and location of my otherness eat Asian food Tangentially beautiful and rarely stand out Knowing mul-
tiple languages! Bring honor to your family getting scolded for being barefoot respect for elders, study 
hard A blessing and honor. Tradition & Innovation. Flavorful. Family-oriented. Good food, model mi-
nority we are not the same great food, truth talk, adventures Family filial piety quiet strength resilience 
Persistent, enduring, goal-oriented, self-regulation tradition full of divergent potential Reserved, deep, 
in good ways collectivism, family, chicken tail buns Making my parents’ sacrifices worthwhile Proud 
of knowing pretties language Familial ties and Go Chess Home, and location of my otherness eat 
Asian food Tangentially beautiful and rarely stand out Knowing multiple languages! Bring honor to your 
family getting scolded for being barefoot respect for elders, study hard A blessing and honor. Tradition 
& Innovation. Flavorful. Family-oriented. Good food, model minority we are not the same great food, 
truth talk, adventures Family filial piety quiet strength resilience Persistent, enduring, goal-oriented, 
self-regulation tradition full of divergent potential Reserved, deep, in good ways collectivism, family, 
chicken tail buns Making my parents’ sacrifices worthwhile Proud of knowing pretties language Fa-
milial ties and Go Chess Home, and location of my otherness eat Asian food Tangentially beautiful 
and rarely stand out Knowing multiple languages! Bring honor to your family getting scolded for being 
barefoot respect for elders, study hard A blessing and honor. Tradition & Innovation. Flavorful. Fami-
ly-oriented. Good food, model minority we are not the same great food, truth talk, adventures Family 
filial piety quiet strength resilience Persistent, enduring, goal-oriented, self-regulation tradition full of 
divergent potential Reserved, deep, in good ways collectivism, family, chicken tail buns Making my 
parents’ sacrifices worthwhile Proud of knowing pretties language Familial ties and Go Chess Home, 
and location of my otherness eat Asian food Tangentially beautiful and rarely stand out Knowing 
multiple languages! Bring honor to your family getting scolded for being barefoot respect for elders, 
study hard A blessing and honor. Tradition & Innovation. Flavorful. Family-oriented. Good food, model 
minority we are not the same great food, truth talk, adventures Family filial piety quiet strength resil-
ience Persistent, enduring, goal-oriented, self-regulation tradition full of divergent potential Reserved, 
deep, in good ways collectivism, family, chicken tail buns Making my parents’ sacrifices worthwhile 
Proud of knowing pretties language Familial ties and Go Chess Home, and location of my otherness 

H

I

M

A

F

R

O

N

O

D

O

O

F

Y

L

D
A
R
T

I
T
I

O
NS

R
E
H

O
T

N
E

S



GENERASIANS MAGAZINE Spring 2018

39

pa
ge

REFERENCES
REFERENCES
REFERENCES
REFERENCES
REFERENCES
REFERENCES

REFERENCES
Chinese Food Memories - Doris Li
1. recipe.srisys.com/test/recipe/fried-dumplings/
2. dimsumptuous.com/2013/08/pan-fried-dumplings-pot-

stickers.html

Loss of Chinatowns - Doris Li
1. https://www.huffingtonpost.com/2014/11/11/ameri-

can-chinatowns-history_n_6090692.html 
2. https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/gentrifica-

tion
3. http://aaldef.org/Chinatown%20Then%20and%20

Now%20AALDEF.pdf
4. https://www.bostonglobe.com/metro/2015/03/31/china-

town-fights-for-its-life/hp6QBxj2nYeWgsoVeizshP/story.
html

5. https://www.wyohistory.org/encyclopedia/
rock-springs-massacre 

6. https://www.behance.net/gallery/37513999/Dusk-in-Chi-
natown

Three Chinese American History Lessons You Never Learned 
in School - Doris Li
1. https://www.ourdocuments.gov/doc.php?flash=-

false&doc=47
2. https://www.britannica.com/topic/Chinese-Exclu-

sion-Act#ref1187976
3. https://www.newyorker.com/news/evan-osnos/the-two-

lives-of-qian-xuesen 



SUBMIT.
LOVE WRITING?
FEELING CREATIVE?
INTERESTED IN GA?
APPLY: FALL 2018
 
CONTACT HOPE KIM @ HKIM18

WANT MORE GA?
VISIT US AT

wcgenerasians.wordpress.com
   facebook.com/generasians

cover photo courtesy of 
darlene harsono ’19 
outside Pattadala
Karnataka, India


