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A crowd of men in Chinatown, San Francisco, in the early twentieth century.
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+ ) etween 1848 and 1852, more than twenty thousand Chinese

) migrants made their way to San Francisco in search of gold. The
vast majority were men—rural peasants from Guangdong Province,
situated on the southeast coast of China, near Hong Kong. They
continued to leave for the United States throughout the nineteenth
century, first working in gold mines, then taking up other forms of
labor, including the construction of the transcontinental railroad.
They came to be known as “bachelor men,” though many were
bachelors in name only. Rarely able to send for their wives and often
without the means to go home, they established ethnic enclaves, or
“bachelor societies,” a number of which would develop into

California’s earliest Chinatowns.

In 1875, the Page Act effectively barred Chinese women from
entering the U.S., widening the gender gap even further. (It would
begin to shrink after the 1946 War Brides Act, which allowed

Chinese American veterans to bring over wives and children as non-



quota exceptions.) The Page Act prefigured the near-total ban on
Chinese immigration to the U.S. seven years later, with the Exclusion
Act of 1882—the country’s first federal law to restrict a group on the
basis of race. These laws maintained a gender imbalance of Chinese
immigrants for more than a century, and their aftereftects persist to
this day. The legacy of Chinese exclusion lies in the absence—the lost
generations or broken bloodlines—of families that might otherwise
have been. It’s impossible to calculate the full consequences of these
laws. We can’t know how many bachelor men did eventually have
children, especially after the 1906 San Francisco earthquake and
subsequent fire destroyed local public birth records. But an absence of

archives, of course, doesn’t entail an absence of history.

As exclusion laws intensified during the late nineteenth century,
Chinese migrants adopted increasingly sophisticated strategies to
circumvent them. One ingenious technique involved forged identity
papers that claimed that such migrants were the children of Chinese
American citizens, and therefore eligible for citizenship. Men who
immigrated this way were known as “paper sons”—sons in writing
rather than in blood. Some papers were passed along by Chinese
American citizens to members of their extended families back in
China. Many were purchased through brokers who bought identity
papers and resold them at a much higher price. Given the clandestine
nature of the process, the true number of fictitious sons who arrived
during exclusion will never be known. It is estimated that, by the mid-
twentieth century, at least a quarter of Chinese people in the U.S. had

entered the country using false papers.
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One such person was the father of the writer Fae Myenne Ng. As a
teen-ager, Ng’s father left China as Ng Gim Yim. He arrived at San
Francisco’s Angel Island as You Thin Toy, in 1940, during its final year
as an immigration-detention center. Like many who had come to the
island before him, Ng’s father waited more than a month to be
interrogated by an official, and was denied entry to the country on his
first attempt, when his answers to his immigration interview were
deemed incorrect. He was held on the island until his sister managed

to hire an immigration lawyer.

Ng tells the story of her father’s crossing in her memoir, “Orphan
Bachelors,” a title drawn from her father’s term for Chinese men who
came to the U.S. during the age of exclusion. His phrase underscores
the heightened loneliness of these figures, who were effectively
abandoned twice over—severed from their families back in China and

unable to start their own in the United States.

Upon arriving in San Francisco, Ng’s father “had a bachelor’s life,
living in a room at Waverly Place, having breakfast at Uncle’s Café,
selling the Chinese Times at the Square, working those first few years
in restaurants in Chinatown,” she writes. Despite living among

bachelor men, he’s saved from their fate by Ng’s mother, whom he
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marries in 1948. Though their union is more the product of passivity
than of love (“He didn’t say no, and she didn’t say yes, and this would
become the family template, indirectness”), Ng, the first of their four

children, is born eight years later.

Ng writes of growing up among these bachelors, who spend their days
drifting around the crowded tenements of Chinatown. Many live
nearly their entire lives in the U.S. without any family nearby,
unmarried, and alone until death. “By the time my sister and I met
them,” Ng recalls, “they were defeated men without descendants, as
pitiful as the deformed eunuchs of the Shang dynasty.” Her father
teaches Ng to call each orphan bachelor “Grandfather.” He would
often describe exclusion as a brilliant piece of legislation, because it
was “bloodless.” “America didn’'t have to kill any Chinese; her law
assured none would be born.” Ng’s book is at once an investigation
into the afterlife of exclusion in her family and an attempt to
memorialize the missing generations of Chinese Americans—the

children these men never had—on paper.

ne challenge of narrating Chinese American history is that little
O is documented and what records do exist are often unreliable.
Ng’s father is reticent about his immigration story. Ng derives details
about his crossing from his limited official records and haphazard
archives, which she’s left to sort through after his death, in 2015. She
learns that her father’s older sister purchased his identity papers from
“a man with American citizenship selling a slot for a paper son that
was compatible to my father’s age” for four thousand dollars (the
equivalent of almost ninety thousand dollars today). A “coaching

book” was sent to him in China that contained the answers his paper



father had given in his immigration interview when he entered the
United States. Ng’s father studied “the genealogy of his paper family”
and “the map of his paper village.” He called the coaching book his
“Book of Lies.” “T'hrough rote memorization, he becomes another
man’s son,” Ng writes. “He committed these lies to memory till he

believed they were his own truth.”

Her father’s fictions shape Ng’s practice as a novelist. She learns her
craft by training her eyes on her father’s selective tales of immigration.
“As a child, I believed his stories,” she explains. “As a writer, I write his
lies.” When her father took on his paper name, he “learned lies to
become the lie.” Ng goes on, “Those lies made my father fit; and those
lies would make my becoming a writer, my fit. I knew then that I

would write those truths to make his life real.”

Because so much of her father’s life, and the lives of men like him, is
lost to history, Ng uses the techniques of storytelling to reimagine his
past. She moves between fact and fiction, embellishing, hyperbolizing,
frequently falling into a mock-heroic tone. The memoir’s structure is
winkingly experimental—Ng jumps back and forth in time, expanding
or compressing the events of her childhood, returning again and again
to the same primal scenes. “T'his book has no simple timeline,” she
announces early on. “I've left our fissures in because what can’t be

known or forgiven is part of our history.”

In unsettling the division between truth and lies, “Orphan Bachelor”
remains faithful to a tradition of Asian American literature that
stretches back to Maxine Hong Kingston’s “I'he Woman Warrior,”
from 1976. Kingston’s book, a radical scrambling of folktale, myth, and

autobiography;, is largely fiction but was initially received as a
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straightforward memoir—exactly the kind of stereotypical immigrant

story Kingston had tried to avoid.

In a 2023 Literary Hub essay, Ng writes that she feared her first book,
a work of fiction titled “Bone,” would be read autobiographically. The
novel, which drew on her personal experience, is set in San Francisco’s
Chinatown, and follows a Chinese American immigrant family who
work in a garment shop. Ng especially worried that her parents, and
their Chinatown community, might read too much into the character

of Ona, the Chinese daughter who dies by suicide.

Ng’s apprehensions turned out to be unfounded. “Bone,” published in
1993, was a finalist for the pEN/Faulkner Award for Fiction, and soon
became a central text of an emerging Asian American literary canon.
Though “Orphan Bachelors” was published three decades after
“Bone,” the memoir reads in many ways like the novel’s prequel—an
attempt to give context to Ng’s earlier work and to Chinese American

history itself.

he Exclusion Act was repealed in 1943, though the number of

Chinese immigrants allowed to enter the country under the
quota system remained extremely low. In the nineteen-fifties and
sixties, the United States enacted the Chinese Confession Program,
which sought so-called confessions from Chinese residents who had
immigrated through illicit means. Ng describes herself as a
“Confession baby” because she was born in 1956, the same year
President Dwight D. Eisenhower instituted the program. (She also
gives this name to her brother Tim, who was born in 1966, when it
was officially dismantled.) Confession was framed as an amnesty

initiative, but it also put those who confessed at a greater risk of
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deportation. The process of disclosure involved providing the names
of both one’s real and paper families, subjecting them all to state
scrutiny. About fourteen thousand people came forward during the
decade in which the program was in place, implicating thousands of
others. As a result, many lost not only their citizenship but their

ability to pass it on to family members.

Ng’s father entered the Confession Program in its final year, at her
mother’s request. She had hoped to bring her own mother over from
China and saw Confession as a means to establish a “clear paper path”
for her entry to the U.S. But the cost for Ng’s father was high: he
immediately lost his citizenship and was not naturalized under his real
name until 2001, fourteen years before his death. Even after he
surrendered his paper name, he refused to give it up in practice,
writing both his American and his Chinese names on every surface he

could.

Confession further fractured Ng’s family. Her father struggled to
forgive her mother for the sacrifice she demanded of him. During the
fallout, Ng and her sister took back their father’s original name. Her
brothers, however, kept using their father’s paper name, likely as an act
of allegiance to their mother. Only years later would they begin to
repair the rift.

Ng writes that she has inherited a family “gene of secrecy”—a
predisposition to reclusiveness which she traces back to her maternal
great-grandfather, who left behind two sons in China for the U.S.,
finding work in abandoned gold mines and as a farm laborer before
eventually making his way to San Francisco’s Chinatown. By the time

he met his granddaughter, Ng’s mother, in 1953, he had been, as Ng



puts it, “an Orphan Bachelor for over sixty years.” He died by suicide

in 1963 for reasons that remain opaque to Ng’s family.

As a girl, Ng admired Mei Oj, the wanton heroine of Louis Chu’s
1961 novel, “Eat a Bowl of Tea,” for her embrace of sexual abundance
—a revenge of sorts on the pleasureless lives of so many solitary
immigrants. But Ng herself sides with the solitary. “I'he Orphan
Bachelors’ never-born progeny have always haunted me. The sons and
daughters they couldn’t have, I chose not to have,” she writes.
“Exclusion killed my desire for progeny, for entry into that community
of delusional immortality.” Her legacy has instead come through
writing. Eighty years after the repeal of the Exclusion Act, Ng
continues to parse the consequences and contradictions of its
demands: to live as a family man in China and a bachelor abroad; to
tell the truth by memorizing a Book of Lies; to be the living
descendant of those whose progeny were never intended to be born; to
commemorate that which was designed to be forgotten. Perhaps those
whose pasts have been erased must first learn the rules of believable
lies—the art of fiction—before they are able to write the bones of

truth. ¢

New Yorker Favorites

« Has an old Soviet mystery
finally been solved?

« Why the rules of mustard and
spaghetti sauce don't apply to
ketchup.


https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2021/05/17/has-an-old-soviet-mystery-at-last-been-solved
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2004/09/06/the-ketchup-conundrum
https://www.amazon.com/Eat-Bowl-Tea-novel-Chinatown/dp/0818403950

« How the Unabomber avoided

the death penalty.

o The actress who magnified her
celebrity by suddenly

renouncing it.

o The shareable feast of Jeremy
Allen White’s Calvin Klein ad.

« Fiction by Jamaica Kincaid:

“‘Girl”

Sign up for our daily newsletter

to receive the best stories from
The New Yorker.

Jane Hu is an assistant professor
of English at the University of
Southern California.

More: Chinese Immigrants

Immigration

Get the
Books &


https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/1998/03/16/unabomber-trial-ted-kaczynski
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2021/12/13/what-was-so-special-about-greta-garbo
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/annals-of-appearances/the-shareable-feast-of-jeremy-allen-whites-calvin-klein-ad
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/1978/06/26/girl
https://www.newyorker.com/newsletter/daily?sourceCode=BottomStories
https://www.newyorker.com/contributors/jane-hu
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/chinese-immigrants
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/immigration

DRINKS WITH THE
NEW YORKER

Ali Smith’s
Playtul
Dystopia
The author

discusses why she
has a dumbphone,

how to “meet

Fiction
newsletter

Early access to new short
stories, plus essays,
criticism, and coverage of
the literary world. Plus,
exclusives for paid
subscribers.

READ MORE

LETTER FROM
ISRAEL

Netanyahu’s

Media Poison

Machine

The talk-show
host Yinon
Magal is at the

center of a

THE LEDE

The
Dangerous
Work of
Clearing
Russia’s
Deadly

Mines from

FAULT LINES

The Victims
of the L.A.
Fires Have
Nowhere to
Turn

In the age of

social media,

every politician


https://www.newyorker.com/culture/drinks-with-the-new-yorker/ali-smiths-playful-dystopia#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/20/netanyahus-media-poison-machine#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/news/the-lede/the-dangerous-work-of-clearing-russias-deadly-mines-from-ukrainian-lands#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/news/fault-lines/the-victims-of-the-la-fires-have-nowhere-to-turn#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/drinks-with-the-new-yorker/ali-smiths-playful-dystopia#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/20/netanyahus-media-poison-machine#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/news/the-lede/the-dangerous-work-of-clearing-russias-deadly-mines-from-ukrainian-lands#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/news/fault-lines/the-victims-of-the-la-fires-have-nowhere-to-turn#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1

reverses boldly,”

and her new

novel, “Gliff.”

By Anna Russell

COMMENT

The

Inauguration
of Trump’s
Oligarchy

Certain business
titans have made
Mar-a-Lago a
scene of such
flagrant self-
abnegation, ring-
kissing, and

genuflection that

campaign to
protect the Prime
Minister and
destroy the

opposition.

By Ruth Margalit

COVER STORY
Barry Blitt’s
“Two’s a

Crowd”

Elon Musk takes
center stage.

By Francgoise
Mouly

Ukrainian
Lands

Donald Trump
has promised to
bring a swift end
to the war in
Ukraine, but
Russian troops
have already
booby-trapped
the country with
thousands of
mines that will
take years to

remove.

By Michael Holtz

A CRITIC AT
LARGE

Why Zora
Neale
Hurston Was
Obsessed
with the Jews

Her long-
unpublished
novel was the
culmination of a
years-long
fascination. What

does it reveal

who has to stand
in front of a
camera after a
tragedy turns into
just another battle
site in an endless
culture war.

By Jay Caspian
Kang

THE FRONT ROW

The
Enigmatic
Artistry of

Terrence

Malick

The director has
long shunned the
spotlight, but his
work conveys the
force of a mighty
personality. A
new biography


https://www.newyorker.com/news/the-lede/the-dangerous-work-of-clearing-russias-deadly-mines-from-ukrainian-lands#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/20/the-inauguration-of-trumps-oligarchy#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/cover-story/cover-story-2025-01-20#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/20/the-life-of-herod-the-great-zora-neale-hurston-book-review#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/the-front-row/the-enigmatic-artistry-of-terrence-malick#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/20/the-inauguration-of-trumps-oligarchy#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/cover-story/cover-story-2025-01-20#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/20/the-life-of-herod-the-great-zora-neale-hurston-book-review#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/the-front-row/the-enigmatic-artistry-of-terrence-malick#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1

it would
embarrass a

medieval Pope.

By David Remnick

THE FRONT ROW

The Empty
Ambition of
“The
Brutalist”
Brady Corbet’s
epic takes on
weighty themes,

but fails to infuse

its characters with

the stuff of life.

By Richard Brody

LIFE AND LETTERS

Did a Best-
Selling

Romantasy
Novelist Steal
Another
Wiriter’s
Story?

Tracy Wolff, the
author of the
“Crave” series, is
being sued for
copyright
infringement. But
romantasy’s
reliance on
standardized
tropes makes
proving plot theft
tricky.

By Katy Waldman

about her fraught
views on civil

rights?

By Louis Menand

PHOTO BOOTH

The Henri

Cartier-
Bresson of
South Korea

Han Youngsoo
chronicled the
postwar
transformation of
mid-century
Seoul,
complicating
popular
depictions of that
era as one solely

of deprivation

and hardship.

By E. Tammy Kim

Soecial Holidav Offer

offers a rare look
at his life and

work.

By Richard Brody

CROSSWORD

The Mini
Crossword:
Thursday,

January 16,
2025

Spelling
competition:

three letters.

By Mollie Cowger


https://www.newyorker.com/culture/the-front-row/the-empty-ambition-of-the-brutalist#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/13/did-a-best-selling-romantasy-novelist-steal-another-writers-story#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/photo-booth/the-henri-cartier-bresson-of-south-korea#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/puzzles-and-games-dept/mini-crossword/2025/01/16#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://subscriptions.newyorker.com/servlet/OrdersGateway?cds_mag_code=NYR&cds_page_id=279670&cds_response_key=84XHAAAA1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/the-front-row/the-empty-ambition-of-the-brutalist#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2025/01/13/did-a-best-selling-romantasy-novelist-steal-another-writers-story#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/photo-booth/the-henri-cartier-bresson-of-south-korea#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1
https://www.newyorker.com/puzzles-and-games-dept/mini-crossword/2025/01/16#intcid=_the-new-yorker-article-bottom-recirc_1366a62f-27be-497c-93e8-5823e26c772e_roberta-similarity1_fallback_popular4-1

IHE

 Agifetheylilove.  NWIORKER

" ‘ @1 ‘ Give your loved one a subscription to The New Yorker

Bl | and get a free tote for yourself.

l

=il



https://subscriptions.newyorker.com/servlet/OrdersGateway?cds_mag_code=NYR&cds_page_id=279670&cds_response_key=84XHAAAA1

