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The Land of the Demons
p (February—March, 1903)

ver since I can remember, I had wanted to
E know about the Land of the Golden Moun-

tain, but my mother had never wanted to talk
about it. All I knew was that a few months before I was
born, my father had left our home in the Middle
Kingdom, or China, as the white demons call it, and
traveled over the sea to work in the demon land. There
was plenty of money to be made among the demons,
but it was also dangerous. My own grandfather had
been lynched about thirty years before by a mob of
white demons almost the moment he had set foot on
their shores.

Mother usually said she was too busy to answer my
questions. It was a fact that she was overworked, for
Grandmother was too old to help her with the heavy
work, and she had to try to do both her own work and
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Father’s on our small farm. The rice had to be grown
from seeds, and the seedlings transplanted to the pad-
dies, and the paddies tended and harvested. Besides
this, she always had to keep one eye on our very active
pig to keep him from rooting in our small vegetable
patch. She also had to watch our three chickens, who
loved to wander away from our farm.

Any time I brought up the subject of the Golden
Mountain, Mother suddenly found something going
wrong on our farm. Maybe some seedlings had not
been planted into their underwater beds properly, or
perhaps our pig was eating the wrong kind of garbage,
or maybe one of our chickens was dirtying our door-
way. She always had some good excuse for not talking
about the Golden Mountain. I knew she was afraid of
the place, because every chance we got, she would take
me into the small temple in our village and we would
pray for Father's safety, though she would never tell me
what she was afraid of. It was a small satisfaction to
her that our prayers had worked so far. Mother was
never stingy about burning incense for Father.

[ was curious about the Land of the Golden
Mountain mainly because my father was there. I had,
of course, never seen my father. And we could not go

to live with him for two reasons. For one thing, the
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white demons would not let wives join their husbands
on the Golden Mountain because they did not want us
settling there permanently. And for another thing, our
own clans discouraged wives from leaving because it
would mean an end to the money the husbands sent
home to their families—money which was then spent
in the Middle Kingdom. The result was that the wives
stayed in the villages, seeing their husbands every five
years or so if they were lucky—though sometimes
there were longer separations, as with Mother and
Father.

We had heavy debts to pay off, including the cost
of Father’s ticket. And Mother and Grandmother had
decided to invest the money Father sent to us in buying
more land and livestock. At any rate, there was no money
to spare for Father’s visit back home. But my mother
never complained about the hard work or the loneliness.
As she said, we were the people of the Tang, by which
she meant we were a tough, hardy, patient race. (We did
not call ourselves Chinese, but the people of the Tang,
after that famous dynasty that had helped settle our area
some eleven hundred years ago. It would be the same as
if an English demon called himself a man of the Tudors,
the dynasty of Henry VIII and of Elizabeth —though

demon names sound so drab cnmpared to nurs.)



Will Windrider take to the skies!?
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sailed from China to join his father,

Windrider, in America. For years, Windrider
had lived in San Francisco and made his living doing
laundry. Father and son had never met.

But over time, Moon Shadow grows to love and
respect his father and to believe in his wonderful dream.
And Windrider, with Moon Shadow’s h:"lp. IS u'||'|1l1§£ to
endure the moc Ty of the other Chinese, the poverty,
the separation from his wife and country—even the

great earthquake—to make his dream come true.
“A triumph.”—The New York Times

“A line. sensitive novel written with erace in a wav that
convevs the Chinese American’s eultural heritage

starred review |l —ALA Booklist
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