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The Albatross Exorcised:
The Rime of Frank Chin

Joseph S. M. Lau™

There secems to be no better way to gauge the difference in ethnic
sensibility between Lin Yutang ff Z& # (1895—1976) and Frank Chin
(1940— ) than to compare their attitudes toward China and what she
stands for. Published in 1948, Lin’s Chinatown Family unfolds no less
strange a world than Ligo chai chihi* ) 25 5 B to anyone familiar with the
social changes that have taken place in America’s Chinese communities within
the last three decades. First of all, the “Longtime Californ’s”? are not
necessarily Cantonese as they used to be, and except for an occasional gastro-
nomical ven.re, the new Californs or new New Yorkers have little use for
Chinatown us a ghetto. But what make Lin’s work so particularly antiquarian
to present-day tastes are the virtues he habitually ascribes to the Chinatown
families. Tom Fong, a thirteen-year-old who has barely landed in New York
City with his mother and lLttle sister Eva before he assumes his role in the
traditional father and son relationship. “There were days when the father lay
stretched on his bed, and Tom knelt beside him to tap his back and shoulders
and waist as a form of massage. . . . Tom was good at it, and very soon he
heard his father say to the mother when she was massaging him, ‘you are
clumsy. Let Tom do it. A child’s hand is nimbler.” 3

Though Tom’s massage service is performed at the behest of his mother,
the very fact that he is “good at it” bespeaks voluntary submission. In Lin’s
vision of Chinatown, moreover, not only are the Tom Fongs paragons of
filial virtue, but even people with different ethnic backgrounds are affected

* Joseph S. M, Lau expresses his gratitude to the Rockefeller Foundation and the
Graduate School of the University of Wisconsin, Madison, for financial assistance
enabling him to do research in Chinese American literature.
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through marriage by China’s sphere of influence. Flora, the wife of the
first son Loy Fong, is an Italian. A devout Catholic, she shows little strain
even though she has to live with her parents-indaw, Tom and Eva. More
admirable still, she is able to suppress her individualistic instincts in the
face of Chinese solidarity. One night she raises the question of independence
to Loy, like having “a shop and a home of our own.” Her husband answers
matter-of-factly: “Darling, don’t you see? We are one family, and we ail
help one another. The money—it’s your money, my money, Father’s money.
It’s all the same. We work together, earn together, spend together” (p. 55).
After the Italian has received her moral lesson, the narrator comments: “In
2 sense, what Loy said was true. She had charge of the money and took care
of the checks. Only it wasn’t her own money; it was the family money”
(p. 56).

As Lin Yutang has it, the Fong saga consummates with Father Fong
dying in a car accident. Old Fong had not purchased any life insurance, but
the driver is identified and Mother Fong is given some indemnity money
which she uses to start a restaurant with Loy. Tom goes to college and in
due course marries a Chinese school teacher radiating the wisdom of Lao
Tzu and Chuang Tzu. Yiko, the second son who styles himself Frederick A.
T. Fong, is the only black sheep in the family: he is impatient with things
Chinese, and as a result of divine retribution, he ends up as the husband of
Sing Toy, 2 “toy” who “sings” in a nightclub “in an American evening dress
cut so low that it hung precariously over her shoulders” (p. 129). She
cuckolds him and the marriage soon ends in a divorce.

But while Chinatown Family is more of a sentiment willed than an
experience actually felt, it can be argued that Lin Yutang has at least tried
to indicate his awareness of the inevitability of change in Chinatown life.
Flora, though dream-ike, is nevertheless an authentic Italian American, a
useful character to instance interracial marriage. And though old-fashioned
and “traditional,” Mother Fong is at least open-minded enough to offer
Flora her blessing in bringing up her grandson as a Catholic and in naming
him Marco, after the famous “Discoverer of China.” Since he was educated
in the U. S. and Germany, Lin Yutang can be expected to make such allow-
ances for certain “deviations” from Chinese orthodoxy, so long as Flora
behaves like a Chinese convert. But the question of filial piety is non-
negotiable. After all, Lin is essentially a Chinese preacher in the guise of an
English writer. “The Chinese word for ‘culture’ or ‘religion,” chigo 2 ,”

94



we hear him saying from the podium of My Country and My People, “is
even derived from the word for ‘filial piety,’hiseo 2 , being written with the
sign for ‘filial piety’ plus a causative radical (meaning ‘making filial’).”*
Hsigo, therefore, is the sanctum sanctorum of Chinese virtues.

Thus we find Tom kneeling by his father’s bed performing deeds of
hsigo. Fortunately Father Fong dies before Tom finishes college and
and becomes financially independent. For, if it is true that “the perpetuation
of self-contempt [sic] between father and son is an underlying current in vir-
tually every Asian-American work,”® Old Fong might find himself in the same
frosty situation that confronted the nameless father in Frank Chin’s “Food
For All His Dead.”

“Jus’ forty-fie year ‘go, Doctah Sun Yat-sen free China from da
Manchus. Dats’ why all us Chinee, alla ovah da woil, are celebrate Octob’
tan or da Doubloo Tan . .. 176

So begins the story of Johnny and his tubercular father. The dying
man’s speech celebrating the founding date of the Republic of China is
supposedly given in earnest Cantonese, but as it filters through the ears of
American-ber: Johnny, it becomes illiterate, hollow and laughable “Chink-
lish.” Whiie China’s wartime vicissitudes are taken to heart by the Fongs
and their friends, the patriotic rhetoric in Frank Chin’s tale sounds distant
and irrelevant—a travesty of a once sacred sentiment.

In their impassioned preface, the editors of Aiiicecee: An Anthology
of Asian-American Writers have provided some clues concerning the differ-
ence between Americanized Chinese writers like Lin Yutang and C. Y. Lee
and Chinese American writers like those represented in the anthology:
“. . . between the writer’s actual birth and birth of the sensibility, we have
used the birth of sensibility as the measure of being an Asian-American. . . .
Lin Yutang’s Chinatown Family (1948) and C. Y. Lee’s Flower Drum Song
affected our sensibility but did not express it.””

Perhaps we should add that even if Lin and Lee had tried, they might
not be able to acquire the necessary sensibility that enables them to produce
as “authentic” a work of Chinese American literature as Louis Chu’s Eat 4
Bowl of Tea (1961), a novel warmly endorsed by the editors of Afiieeeee.
“To write well about some place, you've got to hate it,” Faulkner is quoted
as saying: “The way a man hates his wife.”® Lin and Lee may be ashamed of
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the anachronistic stench of Chinatown, but they don’t have to hate it. Their
egos are sufficiently cushioned by the fragrance of Tang-Sung China against
any shocks of unpleasant recognition. Fantasia relieves tension. In this
respect, Frank Chin and his fellow editors are certainly right in observing
that “born and raised in China, [they] are secure in their Chinese culture,
and uniike Chinese-Americans, are Chinese who have merely adapted to
American ways and write about Chinese America as foreigners” (4iileecee,
p. 23). They are foreigners not only to Caucasian America but, to the extent
that they carry themselves off as bulwarks of Mandarin culture, they are
also Chinatown aliens.

Appropriately, it takes the voice of a native son to report the experi-
ence of old Chinatown, and Frank Chin hates it with the furor of Bruce Lee
whose image is thinly projected on the cover drawing of Aiiieeece. In Lin
Yutang’s novel, we are told that Tom and Eva could have come to the States
earlier if their mother had not decided to wait until their grandmother had
died. “Leaving her alone would of course be outrageous, and they were
willing to wait . . . . Tom secretly wished it would happen soon and then
blushed at the thought” (Chinatown Family, p. 11). The key words are
“blushed at the thought.” For Tom, the earlier the family makes the trip
to Gold Mountains, the sooner he can rendezvous with Liberty. Now
Grandma stands in his way and he wishes she would die soon, though
“secretly.” He blushes because such a thought is not in accord with Asigo.

But Johnny in “Food” has no such hang-up. Confucius, Mencius and
Chu Hsi are dead and buried. Unconversant in Mandarin Chinese, Johnny’s
ears are deaf to their curses. “What’ll you do if he [Johnny’s father] dies?
Sharon, Johany’s gitl friend, unceremoniously asks him. “I think I’d leave.
I know what that sounds Iike, like I'm waiting for him to die so I can leave;
maybe it’s so. Sometimes I think I'd kill him to stop all this waiting and
lifting him to the sink [to cough blood] and keeping it a secret. But I wont
do that” (“Food,” p. 56).

Johnny does not blush, and suffzrs from no Oedipal complex. Immedi-
ately after his confession, we hear Johnny’s father speak again at the end of
his Double Temth speech: “An’ now, I like to presan’ da Pres’ den ob da
" Chinee Benabolen’ . . .” (p. 56). Johnny’s hatred for his father irradiates
in the darkly Iyrical third-person narrative:
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He was afraid of watching his father die here; the man was no longer
like his father or a man; perhaps it was the parade. But the waiting, the
Lies and waiting so long with a flesh going to death that the person was no
longer real as a life but a parody of living things, grinning. The man was
a fish dying and shrinking inside its skin on the sand, crazy, mimicking
swimming, Johnny thought, but a fish could be lifted and slapped agamst
a stone, thrown to cats” (p. 50)

The thought in secret is even more brutal than the actual exchange
between father and son. A short piece of thirteen pages, “Food” provides
few details concerning the particular reasons for the son’s animosity except
for Johnny’s routine of helping the old man to the bathroom to spit his
blood. Perhaps Johnny’s aversion for his father is more metaphorical than
personal, as can be inferred from the fact that throughout the story the
old man is either perfunctorily identified as “Johnny’s father” or referred
to even more impersonally as “the man.” Whenever his memory of China is
reactivated by a particular agent, like the Lion Dance in the Double Tenth
parade, the old man declares “[I] almost feel I'm not dying” (p. 50). He
was a war hero, “never [getting] sick for one day” while being there (p. 50).
His son’s feeling is just the opposite, concluding that it was in China that he
contracted consumption. In this light, what seems to be most unforgivable
about the father is that he fails to take note of the aspirations of his
American-born son. “You know,” the insensitive parent intones spiritedly
while they are watching a parade: “I wan’ you to be somebody here. Be
doctor, mak’ moneys and halp da Chinee, or lawyers, or edgenerer, make
moneys and help, and people’re respack you” (p. 53).

For a college-age Chinese American who confesses that most of the
people he does not like happen to be Chinese (“They even laugh with accents,
Christ! ” p. 53), there is no demand more likely to ignite rebellion. ‘

After his father’s death Johnny asks his little sister to be a “good girl”
because he is “moving across the bay to school” (p. 61). The meaning of
“good girl” is somewhat problematic here. If Johnny considers himself
“bad” for turning his back on the father and Chinatown, then what con-
stitutes. “good” is precisely those qualities in him that he does not want his
sister to develop. But if being “good” implies the ability to make moral
choices, could it be that Johnny wants his sister to be good to herself and
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not just be a “good gizl” to her mother? One way to explicate Johnny’s
concept of goodness is to examine a kindred father and son relationship in
The Year of the Dragon, a two-act play first performed at the American
Place Theatre on May 22, 1974. The arena is still San Francisco’s Chinatown.
Unlike in “Food,” the father here is honored with a full name: Wing Eng,
which in Cantonese suggests “Rest in Eternal Peace” either because he is
also dying or because the playwright wants to see no more of the likes of
him. The Number One Son Fred Eng is in his forties, single and balding.
Mattie, thirtyish, is married to Ross, her “China-crazy [white] husband,
aesthetic, supercilious, [a] Mr. Nice Guy.” Johnny, the youngest of the
siblings in his late teens, is a street-wise kid on probation for carrying a gun.
Wing Eng has two wives. One, China Mama, has been newly imported from
China without the family’s knowledge to insure that he die a “Chinese
death.” Then there is America Mama Hyacinth, U. S.-born, “youngish,”
in her mid- or late fifties.

Echoes of “Food” reverberate throughout the play. Fred, who once
cherished dreams of becoming a writer, was ordered to drop out of college
by his father to provide for the family. As a travel agent and tourist guide,
he has to titillate the ears of his clients by conforming to their stereotyped
image of Chinatown Chinese:

. . . He ha ha. I'm top guide here. Allaw week Chinee New Year.
Sssssshhh Boom! Muchee muchee firey crakee! Ha., Ha. Ha. ...
“But you're my last tour of the day, no hooey. I like to let my hair

down. Drop the phony accent. And be me. Jusi me."’

It is important to note that almost in one breath Frank Chin has
revealed the two personalities of Fred Eng through linguistic insinuation.
His resolve to let down his hair at the end of the day and just “be me” is,
his jocular gesticulations notwithstanding, a fervent declaration of independ-
ence from the crippling hold of his father on the one hand, and from the
emasculating expectations of white America on the other. Such expectations
are summarized by the Lone Ranger in Chin’s earlier play, The Chickencoop
Chinaman (1972): “You don’t hear no train, China boys. Hear no evil,
ya hear me? China boys,, you be legendary obeyers of the law, legendary
humble, legendary passive” (p. 37).
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For all his ferocity, Fred is at heart a loving son to Hyacinth, though
his real mother is China Mama whose language is foreign to him, and a self-
sacrificing brother to Mattie whom he puts through college to “marry white”
in Boston. He is movingly fraternal to Johnny, urging him: “Go to college,
Johnny. Go back east to coilege. . . . I want ya to see another movie for
a while, that’s all. See something else. Get a white girl while you’re young.
You'll never regret it” (Dragon, p. 123). Indeed, Fred’s eagerness for self-
sacrifice assumes Promethean proportions when he offers to make a deal with
Wing Eng: if the old man agrees to let Johnny and Hyacinth to go to Boston
to start a new life, he will stay in Chinatown as his father has requested. But
not surprisingly, Wing Eng is unresponsive, calling him a “flop™ and slapping
him on the face for not acting like a true son. “You my son yes or no? ”
the father asks shortly before he collapses and dies. “No,” Fred states flatly:
“T mean no! ” (p. 139). Wing Eng is disowned, and symbolically, all the
frontiers of China associated with him.

Elsewhere I have called Maxine Hong Kingston’s escapes into the
recreated myths of China a cathartic exercise in exorcism.!® Frank Chin’s
nightmares, however, are not made of horrors reported in Chinese history or
narrated to him in the form of bedtime stories. They arise, as quoted in
the beginning of this essay, from the “perpetuation of self-contempt between
father and son.” To enable the Chinese American son live in peace, the
haunting ghost of the China-born father has to be exorcised. While the incan-
tation of Johnny in “Food” seldom rises to more than a mere unfilial retort,
the sound and fury of Fred Eng charge forth in outright obscenity. After
Wing collapses on the floor, Fred pulls him up roughly by the lapels, slaps
his face as he ejaculates:

“] know that speech was for me. You don’t know how bad I wanted
you to make that speech, because I knew it was for me. I don’t under-
stand a fucking word, but I'd have been so proud. . .! .But you
flopped! You miserable shit! You big mouth! Chi yeah dai pow! You
frogdump!’ (Dragon, p. 140)

Verbal abuse is but one form of emotional purgation. Like Johnny of
“Food,” Fred also helps his father to the toilet. In Act One, Scene 4, the
playwright supplies the following scatological details to dramatize the
intensity of Fred’s disgust:
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PA: (spits one last tme into the sink, runs water, catches his breath):
Okay . ..ason. Fle'pping me over to Crap now.

(FRED helps PA to toilet. PA drops his panis and sits on the
toilet.)

PA: Mayor obba Chinatowng . . . (Grunis and screws up his face as he
shits)

FRED: Old man, youll never make that speech . ..

PA: Nutting talk about now. I tolling allabody I die, nutting talk. Happy!
(Crunting out a long shit, he rehearses his speech.) “Misser massa-
da-sermonies . . . (And continues shitting)

FRED: The thrill will killya . . .

PA: Misser dah Mayors anna you wifes . . . Destin-gish Presden’ obba
‘sociationses anna all you wifes too . . . (begins shoving out the
world’s longest turd) . . . (p. 107).

In her excellent “Introduction” to Frank Chin’s two plays, Dorothy
Ritsuko McDonald quotes the opinion of Betty Lee Sung in regard to the
reception of The Chickencoop Chinaman: “I simply did not like the play,
nor did the audience, which kept dwindling act after act. My comments:
[It] was an outpouring of bitterness and hatred mouthed through lengthy
monologue after monologue. Not that it was Randy Kim’s fault (the main
character actor), but it was Frank Chin showing through.”

The *coop” in question is in Keniji’s apartment situated in Pittsburgh’s
black ghetto. He is a research dentist, a native-born Japanese American.
The action takes place when his childhood friend Tam Lum, a Chinese
American writer and filmmaker, comes in from San Francisco’s Chinatown
for a visit. Living with Kenji is Lee, 2 “Eurasian or Chinese American passing
for white.” She has several kids in “several racial combinations, but mothers
only one, Robbie” who lives with her. Added to the main cast is the Lone
Ranger, 2 familiar TV figure Tam once took to be 2 Chinaman and looked
“hard through the holes of his funny-paper mask for slanty eyes” {Chicken-
coop, p. 32). There is also Charley Popcorn, a black “former boxing trainer
and enterpreneur [now running] a pornie movie house.” Finally, there is
Tom, an “Americanized Chinese writer” and one of Lee’s former husbands.

Fortunately for the old man, Tam Lum’s father is safely dead and
repudiated. Lacking an archenenmy at whom to vent his anger, Tam Lum
lashes out at whoever he thinks is phony. For example he declares to Tom:
“Foreigners don’t bother me, but ornamental Orentals ike you make me sick
- ... Tom, you're beautiful. You wanted to be ‘accepted” by whites so much,
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you created one to accept you. You didn’t know Lee’s got a bucket of
Chinese blood in her? At least a bucket” (p. 59). It is such “outpourings
of bitterness” that reduce Kenji’s “coop” to a madhouse for communal
laceration, where the sacred is profaned. No sooner is Tam welcomed to
Kenji’s place than he fakes religious fevor, his feet shuddering. Kenji supports
him with Hallelujahs and repetitions:

TAM: Put your hands on the radio, children, feel the power of Helen
Keller, children. Believe! And she, the Great White goddess, the
Mother of Charlie Chan, the Mumbler, the Squeaker, shall show
you the way, children! Oh, yeah! . .. Helen Keller overcame her
handicaps without riot! She overcame her handicaps without looting!
She overcame her handicaps without violence! And you Chinks and
Japs can too. Qooh I feel the power, children. Feel so gooooood!
1 feeeeeel it! (pp.10-—11).

The iconoclasm continues in a conversation in which the subject of
fatherhood is inadvertantly brought up:

ROBBIE: I mean, if I had a father I'd help him like you helped yours.

TAM: He wasn't my father. He was just a crazy old dishwasher.

ROBBIE: But he took care of you.

TAM: I took care of him. He couldn’t get around outside Chinatown
without me....(p.17).

If the audience of Chickencoop “kept dwindling,” the reason was that
no one could possibly finish watching the play without feeling scathed:
the glorious descendents of the Mayflower, the Eurasian, the Chinatown
Chinese, the Mandarin Chinese, and even the Chinese Americans who share
Frank Chin’s background but have a different kind of sensibility. Language
offends as much as the smell of Wing Eng’s long turd. Endowed with “a
gift of gab and an open mouth,” Tam Lum in the end manages to alienate
himself from “BlackJap™ Kenji, his “silent pardner.” *“You’re vicious now.
Vicious! Really . . . all over everybody, calling names”™ (p. 61), Kenji tells '
him. Somewhat taken aback, Tam admits that he is a “loner.” And he does
not want Kenji’s friendship anymore. The curtain lowers as Tam reminisces
in a monologue, recalling the wild “Old West where Chinamans was the only
electricity and all the thunder in the mountains” (p. 65).

Tom diagnoses his mental turbulence succinctly: “I can call you
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‘Chinese American’ and insuit vou, ‘Americanized Chinese’ and insult you.
‘Chinese’ and insult you, ‘American’ ‘Chink’ ‘Jap’ ‘Japanese’ ‘White’ and
insult you. ‘Black’ and insult you” (p. 60). Tam Lum befriends Black
Americans and communicates with them in their lingo, but they don’t seem
to be amused. “Isn’t it strange, you’re Chinese. . . . The way you talked,
why, I took you for colored over the phone. But Lum’? Why would a
Chinese talk like a colored man? (p. 40}, Popcorn asks him in standard
English. For Tam, China is like the albatross hung on the Ancient Mariner’s
neck, shot dead, with ifs carcass, however, casting an ominously lengthening
shadow. “Alone, alone, all, all alone,” we hear of Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s
rime in the dungeon of the quick-tongued film-maker’s heart.!?

To the degree that his resentment for his father does not rule out his
genuine affection for his other family members, and to the degree that
he feels as much contempt for himself as for his father, Fred Eng is almost
a lovable man when compared to Tam Lum. As the lights fade before his

‘final appearance, we are moved to sorrow to see him dressed in solid white,

“a shrunken Charlie Chan, an image of death” (Dragon, p. 141). His father
has ruined him, but Fred has made the best of his personal miseries to answer
the call of Lu Hsin’s & A Madman: “Save the children.” Tam Lum has
no such impulse. “Children” are invoked in the context of mockery. Johnny
of “Food” walks out of Chinatown in hopes of saving himself; Fred at least
can claim some vicarious satisfaction in his heroic aitempt to fulfill the lives
of his dear ones. But Tam walks out of Chinatown only to find the ghetto
in his mind, lullabying himself to the music of “the prowl of dogs in the
night and the bugs in the leaves and the thunder in the Sierra Nevadas how-
ever far they are” (Chickencoop, p. 66).

Throughout this paper I have disassociated the writer Frank Chin
from his literary creations to avoid the faux pas of Betty Lee Sung. An
autobiographical author is not always the hero.*> But if Aiiiecece (of which
Frank Chin is an editor and contributor) is a “declaration of intellectual and
linguistic independence, and an assertion of Asian American manhood”
(McDonald, p. xix}, then one must be forgiven to ask this question: what
is Asian American manhood and Chinese American manhood in particular?

“I write from links with the original whoremothers of our people
and through my mother, ties to the most popular hero of the most popular
novel and opera living with me. The Kwan blood from my mother meant
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1 was chosen to write theater like making war, throwing everything away

and get even."14

So wrote Chin in a letter to Michael Kirby. The Kwan blood referred to
here flows from Kuan Yi B 74 (160—219), a historical hero whose legen-
dary courage and prowess are narrated in The Romance of the Three King-
doms (= Bl % ). Chin sees the meaning of Kuan’s fraternal oath with
Liu Pei 2 {#% and Chang Fei 3§ 7 as “a soldier’s blood oath of loyalty and
revenge. . . . It encouraged an aggressive self-reliance and trust nobody, watch
out killer’s sense of individuality that reached a peak in China with the
Cantonese ..”%°

Kuan Yii, however, has no record of being an unfilial son. And had
Frank Chin molded his image of this general on historical judgment rather
than folklorist byways, he would have been just as disillusioned with him as
Tam Lum is with the racist in the Lone Ranger. As the author of the Three
Kingdoms interprets him, Kuan Yi is “harsh and haughty,” and noted for
“his childish vanity and unbearable conceit.”'® But if Chin’s notion of
Asian manhood is narrowly equated with “making war,” Kuan Yii’s name
has certainly not been invoked in vain, for the valiant soldier was deified as
the God of War during the Ch’ing dynasty. This definition of manhood
edges toward belligerence, which palpitates in the heart of Johnny Eng.
The irony is:" violence brings little freedom to Johnny, who, unlike
his brother, “believes in the Chinese family” (Dragon, p. 124). He takes
pleasurs in the company of masked robbers, and in talking the kind of
Chinese he does not understand. “I didn’t care if I talked Chinese fine
enough to make’em treat me like shit, man. Making sense to them never
crossed my mind. If they were gonna shoot me, I didn’t give a nickle shine.
I was gonna have me a good time with the rest of my life. And talking any
kind of Chinese at all is a good time, Fred” (p. 124). But to Fred, “this
family is shit. Chinatown’s shit. You can’t love each other around here
without hating yourself” (p. 124).

No one seems to be comfortable in the “coop.” Tam Lum hates Tom
because he represents “ornamental Oriental,” never conceding the possibility
that not every Tom is an Uncle. Lin Yutang and C. Y. Lee are excluded
because “all snug in their authentic real Chinese culiure, [they] come to
be lords in Chjl_lese-America.”17 Such exclusiveness forces one to conclude
that the kind of Chinese American sensibility Frank Chin devotes his life
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to legitimize is but another name for an ultraethnic chauvinism which is
just as intolerant of cultural dissimilarities as white racism. If ethnic Chinese
are a minority group in the United States, then the Tam Lums are minority
within a minority.

The work of a writer suffering from self-contempt naturally makes
unpleasant reading. This explains Chin’s unpopularity as compared to
Chinese American writers like Betty Lee Sung and Maxine Hong Kingston.
In a solitary way, however, Chin has fulfilled the essential moral obligations
of a negative serious writer. He is no Cassandra crying “The Fire Next Time,”
but his dark views and imagistic violence have shaitered many pet
assumptions about Chinese America long held by the armchair readers of
Chinatown Family. Chin may have overstated his case, but as the Mandarin
Chinese would have observed, this is the inevitable process of chizo-wang
% F , or “straightening out the crooked ways.” For Chin, writing is self-
therapy. The Ancient Mariner would not want to let go of the stupefied
audience because “. . . till my ghastly tale is told,/ This heart within me
burns.” 1%
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itself in me in that I consider myself a failure. Deep down I really don’t think
anything’s going to come of this. I think Il end up like a certain relative of
mine, looked on as a bum by my family, seliing newspapers on the corner of
Grant and Washington. Like, you know, the only choice I see for me is, well,
am [ going to be a bum in Chinatown or outside of Chinatown?” See Longtime
Californ’, p. 387.

Letter to Michael Kirby, quoted in McDonald, pp. xxvii-xxviii.

Ibid., p. xxvii.

See C. T. Hsia, The Classic Chinese Novel: A Critical Ivitroduction (New York:
Columbia Univ. Press, 1968), p. 41.

Frank Chin, Letter, /9 Necromancers from Now, ed., Ishmael Reed (New York:
Doubleday, 1970}, p. 29.

“Rime of the Ancient Mariner,” p. 352.
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