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In Cleveland, we traditionally celebrate the
Chinese New Year at local Chinese restaurants.
This year, however, the Erie Chinese Journal has
organized a special tour to Pittsburgh to celebrate
the year of the Rat. It’s the first tour of its kind for
Chinese residents of Cleveland. The main event of
the tour is the visit to Mrs. King’s house in Pitts—
burgh. Mrs. King is a very special lady, born blind,
but has a deep love for the Chinese culture.

Our bus entered a small street on a hilly slope,
where the cables hung so low that the top of the
bus clipped them. We arrived at a house with a
large porch, decorated in several shades of brown,
where wooden—carved bears towered at the door.
It was the house of Mrs. King, and our group of
forty had been expecting it throughout the after—
noon.

On the bus from Cleveland to Pittsburgh,
Ying Pu, our tour leader had given us minimal in—
formation about Mrs. King: A middle—aged lady,
blind from birth, widowed and living alone and
teaching Chinese to high school students.
you to see for yourself, to discover the unexpected
Ying Pu told us on the bus.
She did not say much more, but promised that it
would be a valuable experience.
King would not allow me to take you to a restau—
Even though it
was difficult to image how a blind person could
accommodate forty people at her home, Ying Pu

“I want
richness of her life,”
“By the way, Mrs.

rant. She wants to cook for us.”

had trust in her. She canceled the reservations at
the restaurant. In the days before the trip, she had
to abandon rational planning because the changes
could not be caught up with, and she had to rely
on “providence.” Visibly excited and unstopping
in recounting her experience, Ying Pu revealed to
us that she had not slept throughout the night.
After a visit to the Heinz History Center and a
leisurely stay at the Phipps Conservatory, the
meeting at Mrs. King’s house was to be the central
activity of the day. With a cane in her left hand,
Mrs. King greeted each of us at the door, speaking
alternately in English and Mandarin. Her face,
marked by prominent cheekbones, carried the
suggestion of a lingering smile. She sported a col—
orful skirt and peculiarly pointed moccasins, which

kIR 5

identified

only afterwards

‘was

as a Miao—dress,
worn by an
ethnic minority
in the moun—
tainous regions
of China. Her
living room was
a treasure chest
in its own right;
vertical and
horizontal

shelves  carried
the weight of
souvenirs from
all corners of
China,

prominently  a
glant

most

am—

KA =RREE AL,

T RHHBIRATZ BB A Y=
PERI— O R B L, PRt 7Y
I‘Tsfﬁﬁmﬁ’]%}\o

ACAFER — I R EIEAE 1996
fE[EzzL%ﬁ}\%\ TkRr L it
FHEE R TR RIS e
" FEVR, B " RIEC(ALH B
fh o FABES R, MR B
ARG - R SERIEE AA Hall
BAEBMESS, B0 H R
3R UE AR 3 rh B
B e R RIS 7
1E RS — M EEE B 1 P B, 12N
ARG AR A2, PsR UM EE 4=
THEARYISHEE.

WEL TR T, MK
————— PU2Z R KRR B A
IER A 2 TS L R ARSI
Ft. MANETRAIOHEE BB
BEE I —HEIILH Party
B R EF Y S S5
ERRERY, —IRBAREZIEA L
FH it A F T o RS TR PS80 1

ber—colored dragon with a serpentine body segue—
ing into a finlike curved—up tail. When one of the
visitors, a teenage violin player, dashed forth to try
one of the two pianos in the room, Mrs. King
promptly shouted out in Mandarin, “Play the other
one! This one is not tuned.”
heeded.

We sat down in a giant circle and Ying Pu
asked Mrs. King to tell about herself; but she did
not know exactly where to begin. She mentioned
her years studying at Stanford and Harvard, her
love of language (she speaks eight languages) and
music (she plays Beethoven), and she implied that
we would know more about her simply through
the objects she had collected on her seventeen trips

The warning was

to China, as well as the Halloween costumes she
had created herself. She went into her room and
“dragon—suit,” a silk—black cos—
tume with a long snout for a mask, graced by scar—

came back in a

let, rotating eyes, a system of golden—dotted scales
and a pointed tail. She said that she had modeled it
after the amber—colored dragon on the coffee
table. Many of us were puzzled and stunned by her
idiosyncratic sense of color - she would combine

“They could

a visitor whispered

them based on her own intuition.

o S,
only exist in her imagination,
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“How does
2
them?

Seeing Different . !

by Baixi Su-Alexander

to me.

her
sense of color, Mrs.
King’s cooking was

conventional.
Mashed potato,
beans and ground

pork constituted the
bulk of the meal
But it fed more than

just the wvisi tors:
three  international
students who were
boarders  at  her
house dined with
our group.

Music is a ma—
jor element in her
life. Before dinner,

R R SRR TR
Wl (UAETRRE S, EARE
B AR, I A ABRR
B H B e R BN TE
RN 2 B2, B R
SRR EHE, B A

' IR ESPNER i TN YN
| &E®) T, REEmEERE T
PR MR BIEVE R
L RGFEREEEEE, BHR S0
ByRE), SRERE DEA
BEDUE S (RS ihAOIRRT R
BESE— A, (BHAYCEATR
— R IR it O B e
H wEE Y, K
B AR TR it B R i
B N A B B R R 1Y LRV
B, REAGEANERRISRTFE
P EIFIE RIS A — 8, 500

L)
TEANA LIS, FAEKE R
PR ————— =198

Mrs. King was asked to sing a song to us. She chose
a piece from “The White Haired—girl,”
tionary opera most of the audience was fa miliar
with. She sang without accompaniment a nostalgic
melody that frequently changed tempo and mean—

a revolu—

dered to a plaintive conclusion. Then there was si—
lence, followed by sudden applause. Ying Pu stood
next to her, with both hands clasped together, and
I could see a moist film in her eyes. Being a Chi—
nese—born who grew up in the West, I was not
familiar with the song; neither did I share the e—
motion of the audience. But I sensed it in the peo—
ple sitting next to me. After the visit, on the way
back to Cleveland, I moved up a couple seats closer
to Ying Pu,
asleep, I asked her why she was so moved. She
replied, “The China that Mrs. King sees is a differ
ent place. It’s different than what most people see.
That’s why we came. She makes me see it differ

and when many others had fallen

»
ent, too.




