


41

85

The Bonesetter's Daughter

TPatti Duncan, Tell this silence: Asian American Woman Writers and the Politics o fSpeech (|0W6Cityi

University of lowa Press, 2004), p. 184,
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As Ruth now stares at the photo, she thinks about her mother as a little girl, about
her grandmother as a young woman. These are the woman who shaped her life, who are in
her bone.2

The Bonesetter'sDaughter

JAmy Tan, The Bonesetter' paughter (New Yok: Ballatine book, 2001), p402



Comfort Woman
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Instead of the ocean, | swam through sky, higher and higher, until, I dizzy with the
freedom of light and air, | looked down and see a thin blue river of life spiraling down to
earth, where | lay sleeping in bed, coiled tight around a small seed planted by my mother,
waiting to be bom.3

Lucy

Nora Okja Keller, comfort woman (Great Britain:Virago Book,1999), p.213,
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When | was at home, in my parents’ house, | used to make a list o fall the things that | was
quite sure would notfollow me if only | could cross the vast ocean thatlay before me; | used to
think thatjust change venue would banish forever from my life the things | most despised. But that
was not to be so. As each day unfolded before me, | could see the sameness in everything; | could

see the present take a shape— the shape o fmy past.4

Beloved

(Omniscient narrator)

Jamaica Kincaid, Lucy (New York: Plumebook, 1991), p.90-91.
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“how can | say things that are pictures”s

(Ella)

“Sethe,” he says, “me and you, we got ore yesterday than anybody. We need
some kind of tomorrow.”

He leans over and takes her hand. With the other he touches her face. “You your
best thing, Sethe.You are.” His holding fingers are holding hers.

“Me? Me?"6

5Toni Morrison, eloved (London: Picador, 1988),p.210.
elbid, p.273.



Comfort Woman

oid,, p.175.

a
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Beloved

(traumatic experience)

sErlene Stetson, “Studying slavery: Some Literary and Pedagogical Considerations on the Black Female
Slave,”in But some o f Us are Brave, €0s. by Gloria T. Hall, Barbara Smith and Patricia Bell Scott (New York,
the Feminist Press, 1982), p.62.
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Beloved

The Bonesetterspaugnter 199
(Acknowledgements)

Girl
At The Bottom ofThe River
Wingless



Annie John
(Annie)
Lucy

Annie John Lucy

Lucy

Autobiography ofMy Mother
(Xuela)

(Fictional Autobiography)9

%imone A. James Alexander, Mother Imagery in the Novels o fAfro-Caribbean Women
(Columbia: University of Missouri Press, 2001), p.37.
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'°Leigh Gilmore, Limits o fAutobiography: Trauma and Testimony (Ithacaand London: Come"
University Press,2001), p. 103-104.
]18im0ne A James Alexander, MotherImagery in the Novels o fAfro-Caribbean Women, p37'38
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Comfort Woman

(Saja the death messenger)

(the river song)

(Princess Pari)

9%
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It’s a song full of tears, but one my mother sang for her country and for herself.
A song she gave to me and one that | will give to my daughter. | want to shake my baby
into listening, force her to hear, but only sing louder and louder2

"'KE”GI’, Comfort Woman, p-71.
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The Bonesetter'sDaughter -

(The oracle bone)

Who knows? The words were different then. But it must be something that should
have been remembered. Otherwise, why did the gods says it, why did the person write it

down?U

]3Tan, The Bonesetters Daughter, . 183.
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In this way Precious Auntie taught me to be naughty, just like her. She taught me to
be curious, just like her. She taught me to be spoiled. And because | was all this things, she

could not teach me to be a better daughter, though in the end, she tried to change my faults.
u

She turned on her computer and felt drained before she even started. What was she doing
ten years ago? The same thing. What would she be doing ten years from now? The same thing.
Even the subjects of the hooks she helped write were not different, only the buzzwords had
changed.

“Inan
odd way, she now thought, her mother was the one who had taught her to become a book doctor.

Albid, p. 188
Iibid., p4L,
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Ruth had to make life better by revising it.”

They[Precious Auntie and Luling] caused her to question whether the order and disorder of
her life were due to fate or luck, self determination or the actions of others. They taught her to worry.
But she had also learned that these warnings were passed down, not simply to scare her, but to force
her to avoid their footsteps, to hope something better. They wanted her to get rid of the curses. T

Bao Bamu comes, as always, and sits next to her. Her face is smooth, as beautiful
as it is in the photo. She grinds an inkstick into an inkstone of duan.

“Think about your intentions,” Bao Bamu says. “What is your heart, what you want
to put in others.” And side by side, Ruth and her grandmother begin.B

fibid. 5L
Tlbid, p402.
Bbid, p402,
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Comfort Woman \
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“Chongshindae”

| rewound the tape where my mother spoke of the chongshindae, listening to her
accounts of crimes made against each woman she could remember, so many crimes and so
many names that my stomach cramped. Without reference, unable to recognize any of the
names, | did not know how to place my mother, who sounded like an avenging angel
recounting the crimes of men.”®

Otbid., p. 194.



423

Comfort Woman

(Obeah Woman)

Lucy

Annie John

104
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We would sit in this bath in a darkened room with a strange-smelling candle
burning away. As we sat in this bath, my mother would bathe different parts of my body;
then she would do to herself.2

“But her hand! It was white and bony, as ifit had long been dead
and had been left out in the element”.2

Beloved

AJamaica Kincaid, annie Jonn (New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1985), p. 14.
2 Ibid,, p.30.
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The BonesettersDaughter :

“Hand-talk, face-talk, and chalk-talk were the languages |
grew up with, soundless and strong “2

JZTan, The Bonesetters Daughter, p.2.
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Comfort Woman

Annie John

Lucy

| thought of opening the letters, not to read them but to bum them at the four
comers and send them back to her unread. It was an act, | had read somewhere, of one lover



rejecting another, but 1 could not trust to go near them. | knew that if I read only one, |
would die from longing for her.

Beloved

(Nan)

Nan was the one she knew best, who was around all day, who nursed babies,
cooked, had one good arm and halfof another. And who used different words. Words Sethe
understood but could neither recall nor repeat now. She believed that must be why she
remembered s little before Sweet Home except singing and dancing and how crowded it
was. What Nan told her she had forgetten, along with the language she told it in. The same
language her ma’am spoke, and which would never come hack.

BMorrison, Beloved, p.62



(holler)

Beloved

43

Comfort Woman

(Ella)

109



110

(Transformative power)

(qoddess)



m

The Bonesetter’ Daughter

“Why do we have to know whose heart it was?” | asked as | wrote the character.

And Precious Auntie flapped her hands fast: A person should consider how things begin. A
particular beginning results in a particular end.

| remember her often talking about this, how things begin. Since then | have wondered about the
beginning and end of many things.24

She[Precious Auntie] nodced toward me and said with her hands: My family name, the
name of all the bonesetters. She put the paper name  front of my face again and said, never
forget this name, then placed it carefully on the altar. We bowed and rose, bowed and rose. Each
time my head bobbed up, I looked at that name.

24Tan, The Bonesetter* Daughter, . 173-174,
Blhid, p5.
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Byid, p10,
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Comfort Woman

(Korean Shamanism)

” (Female community)

At the camp where the Japanese called us Jungun 1anfu, military comfort woman,
Wwe were taught only whatever was necessary to service the soldiers. Other than that, we
were not expected to understand and were forbidden to speak, any language at all.Z

7 g
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* ' “For I knew then that my body was, and always would be, locked in a cubicle at the
camps, trapped under the bodies of innumerable men.”28
“How could he compare what went
on hetween man’s and woman’s bodies with what happed spiritually?”2

Ihid., p. 107.
B1bid., p. 146.
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But my mother laughed and spat at my father. “I will never, never again lay down
for any man,” she said. And she swung around, spinning in circles about him.

My father stood and clapped his hands to his chest. “Forgive her, Father. She knows not
what she speaks.”

“I know what | speak, for that is my given name. Soon Hyo, the true voice, the pure
tongue. 1 speak of laying down for a hundred men—and each one of them Saja, Death’s
Demon Soldier—over and over, until | died. I speak of bodies being bought and sold, of
bodies-".3

Flbid..p. 192,
lbid., p.213,

IDuncan, Tell thissilence: Asian American Woman Writers and the Politics ofSpeech, p. 179.
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| want my own child to know that | gave her a hundred-cay celebration, that I love
her and thank the spirit for her health, even though she is not @ boy and not in Korea. Or
perhaps | celebrate because she is a girl, an American girl.3

(Chesa)

BKeller, Comfort Woman, p.I 19.
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| did, however, ask my mother what she saw in the water, why she tried to drown
herself in the canal. Actually, I think 1 asked her why she wanted to leave me when she said
| was the only thing she loved.

“Beccah,” she told me, touching my hair, “it’s not a matter of leaving you, but
retrieving something that | lost.”3

Beccah-chan, lead the parade of the dead. Lead the Ch’ulssang with the rope of
your light. Clear the air with the ringing of your bell, bath us with your song. When [ can no
longer perform the chesa for the spirits, we will look to you to feed us. | have tried to release

A hid, p.48.
“ 3 7 (3 spirit and 7 soul)
(SajaThe Death Messenger)

Lee, Kyu-Kwand, Korean family
and kinship,  (Soul: Jipmoondang Publishing, 1997), p.l 1L
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you, but in the end I cannot do it and tie you to me, so that we will carry each other always.
Your blood in mine/6

The Bonesetter' Daughter

Comfort Woman

Comfort Woman

B1ig, p197.



(African shamanism)

“Ashanti” J

Lucy
Annie John

Jobean: Afro-Caribbean Shamanism. [OnIine] Available from
http:/Awww.angelfire.conilelectronic/awakening 101/obeah.html [2005 Dec 21]
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http://www.angelfire.coni/electronic/awakening_101_/obeah.html

(Ma Chess)

Sometimes at night, when I would feel that | was all locked up in the warm falling
soot and could not find my way out, Ma Chess would come into my bed with me and stay
until I was myself—whenever that had come to he by then—again. | would lie on my side,

curled up like a little comma, and Ma Chess would lie next to me, curled up like a big
comma, into which [ fit.3

Atthe Bottom ofThe River

Lucy

The Autobiography ofMy Mother

:ﬂ(inCaid,Annie John, P 126.



Comfort Woman
” 113

Beloved

Beloved

Annie John

122
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43

BMissy Dehn Kubitschek, Toni Morrison: A Critical Companion (Westport, CT: Greenwood Press,
1998), p.%5.



124

The Bonesetter' Daughter 1

| read that only after she died. Yet | have a memory of her telling me with her
hands, | can see her saying this with her eyes. When it is dark, she says this to me in a clear
voice | have never heard. She speaks in the language of shooting stars.4)

4{Fan, The Bonesetter' Daughter,p. 199-200.
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Ruth began to cry. Her grandmother had a name. Gu Liu Xin. She had existed. She
still existed. Precious auntie belonged to a family. LuLing Belonged to that same family.
And ruth belonged to them both.4

L 1big, paoo.



ComfortWoman

(Social death)

J2547), A,

126
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(ethnosexuality)
(Nationalism)
(Gender) (Sexuality) (Race)
i
(Nation)ll (Nation-Building)

Roane Nagel, Race, Ethnicity and Sexuality: Intimate Intersection Forhidden Frontiers,

(London: Oxford University Press, 2003) p. 146.



¢ ”(Other)

“As the missionary pulled at my har,
my clothes, my arms, | watched their chattering mouths but could not make out what they were
saying"4

#1bid, p. 159,
b KE"BI’, Comfort Woman, p.62.
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I
felt naked in the way the clothes touched my body, but this was the uniform | was to wear as the
minister’s wife.4o

For | knew then that my body was, and always would be, locked in the
cubicle at the camps, trapped under the bodies of innumerable men.4

B1bid, p 107,
4 1hid, p. 106

Zﬂ)uncan, Tell This Silence: Asian American Woman Writers and the Politics o fSpeech, . 185.
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It still seems strange to me to think of Korea in terms of North and South, to realize
that a line we couldn’t see or feel, a line we crossed with two steps, cut the body of my
country in two. In dream I will always see the thousands of people, the living and the dead,
forming long queues that spiral out form the head and foot of Korea, not knowing that when
they reach the navel they will have to mm back. Not knowing that they will never be able to
return home. Not knowing they are forever lost.4

| sift through memory, and this is what I say: She was a princess. She was a student,
She was a revolutionary. She was a wife who knew her duty. And a mother who loved her
daughters, but not enough to stay or take them with her.

| will tell my daughter these things, and about the box that kept my mother’s past
and future, and though she will never know her grandmother’s name, she will know who her
grandmother is.

49(6”6[‘, Comfort Woman, o 106,



Later, perhaps, when she is older, she will sift through her own memories, and
through the box that I will leave for her, and come to know her own mother—and then
herself as well.

(Bek-Hap)

SIbid., p.182-183,
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The Autobiography ofMy Mother

That “these people” were ourselves, that this insistence on mistrust of other—that
people who looked so very much like each other, who shared a common history of suffering
and humiliation and enslavement, should be taught to mistrust each other, even as childrend

SJamaica Kincaid, The Autobiography o My Motner (New York: A Plume Book, 1997), p48.
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(Lazarus)

They hade each other goodbye and returned to their homes, where they would drink
acup of English tea, even though they were quite aware that no such thing as a tea tree grew
in England, and later that night, before they went to bed, they would drink a cup of English

c0coa, even though they were quite aware that no such thing as a cocoa tree grew in
England.2

2 Ibid., p. 142
" Kathleen J. Renk, Caribbean Shadows & Victorian Ghosts: Women' Writing and Decolonisation
(Chalottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1999), p.32-33
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My mother died at the moment | was bom, and so for my whole life there was
nothing standing between myselfand eterity; at my back was always a bleak, black wind. |
could not have known at the beginning of my life that this would be so; I only came to know
this in the middle of my life, just at the time when | was no longer young and realized that |
had less of some of the things | used to have in abundance and more of some of the things |
had scarcely had at all. And this realization of loss and gain made me look backward and
forward: at my beginning was this woman whose face | had never seen, but at my end was
nothing, no one between me and the black room of the world. D

Ma Eunice was not unkind: she treated me just the way she treated her own
children—but this is not to say she was kind to her own children. In a place like this,

5Simone A. James A|€X&ﬂd9l’, Mother Imagery in the Novels o fAfro-Caribbean Women (Columbia:
University of Missouri Press, 2001), p.82.

SS(incaid, The Autobiography ofMy Mother, [0 3

BHSimone A JamesAIexander, Mother Imagery in the Novels o fAfro-Caribbean Women (Columbia:
University ofMissouri Press, 2001), p.83.
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brutality is the only real inheritance and cruelty is sometimes the only thing freely given. |
did not like her,..5

Annie John

Because of this young-lady business, instead of days in perfect harmony with my
mother I trailing in her footsteps. She showering down on me kisses and affection and
attention. | was now sent off to learn one thing and another. | was sent to Someone who
knew all about manners and how to meet and greet important people in the world.

LMy

WKincaid, The Autobiography ofMy Mother ,p.5.
EBAIexander, Mother Imagery in the Novels o fAfro-Caribbean Women, p.19
EH(incaid, Annie John, p.27-28.
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“I am not like my mother. She and | are not alike. She should not have had married my
father. She should not have had achildren. She should not have thrown away her intelligence. She
should not have paid so little attention to mine.”®

Lucy

When | was at home, in my parents” house, | used to make list of all the things that
| was quite sure would not follow me if only I could cross the vast ocean that lay before me;
lused to think that just a change of venue would banish forever for my life the things |
most despised. But that was not to be so. As each day unfold for me, I could see the
sameness in everything; 1 could see the present take a shape—the shape of my past.

6)Kincaid, Lucy,pA23.
6lKincaid, Lucy, p.89-90.
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Like her[Mariah], all of the members of this organization were well offbut they
made no connection between their comforts and the decline of the world that lay before
them. I could have told them how nice it was to see them getting a small sip of their own
bad medicine.&

The yellow light fromthe  came in through a window and fell on the pale-
yellow linoleum tiles of the floor, and on the walls of the kitchen, which were painted yet
another shade of pale yellow, and Mariah, with her pale yellow skin and yellow hair, stood
still in this almost celestial light, and she looked blessed, no blemish or mark of any kind on
her cheek or anywhere else,...&

“ibid., p.72.
B Ihidp.27.
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The smell of Mariah was pleasant. Just that—pleasant. And | thought, But that’s the
trouble with Mariah—she smells pleasant. By then | already knew that | wanted to have a
powerful odor and would not care if it gave offense.

Mariah had completely misinterpreted my situation my life could not really be
explained by this thick book that made my hand hurt as | tried to keep it open. My life was
not once something more simple and more complicated that that: for ten of my twenty years,

halfof my life, | had been mourning the end of a love affair, perhaps the only true
love in my whole life | would ever know.6

Mbid., p132
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Beloved

Beloved
(Mary Gamer)

Beloved

Baby Sugg Rubbed her eyebrows, “My first-bom. All I can remember of her is how
s0 loved the burned hottom of bread. Can you beat that? Eight children and that’s all |
remember.”

“That’s all ou let yourselfremember,” Sethe had told her.®

@Morrison, Beloved, p.5.
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"1come out of blue water after the bottoms of my feet swim away from me |
come up I need to find aplace to be ~the air is heavy | am not dead | am not
there is a house™®

“ibid., p 213
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| can not lose her again  my dead man was in the way like the noisy clouds
when he dies on my face | can see hers she is going to smile at me she is goingto her
sharp earing are gone &

111, 1 r ] 1

"ibid., p. 212
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