

[image: Cover Image]



[image: image]



[image: CoverImage]



Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Photos

Copyright Page

In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing of any part of this book without the permission of the publisher constitute unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), prior written permission must be obtained by contacting the publisher at permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.




Author’s Note


When I first approached Jeremy Lin about an interview at the end of January 2010, I sent him a link to an article telling my own faith-and-sports story. As a fifteen-year-old in 1992, I won the all-around title in my age group at the junior national gymnastics championships. Several other national titles followed, including an NCAA team title with Stanford in 1995. The article explained how my Christian faith had been deepened through my experiences as a gymnast, how it had felt sometimes as though God were guiding my movements and I were a mere spectator, and how my triumphs were more humbling than my defeats because I was always keenly conscious of the thousand-and-one ways in which I might have lost, and so I always knew that my victories were complete and undeserved gifts.

My gymnastics career ended when I broke my neck in a fall from the horizontal bar shortly before the Olympic Trials in 1996. As I wrote in the article, however, if an angel stood before me with the offer to subtract from my life my gymnastics career and all its consequences, including the chronic pain I suffer to this day as a result of the injury, under the condition that I would also forfeit everything it had taught me and every way it had shaped me, I would not hesitate. I would say no. Those experiences were so deeply transformative that I hardly know who I would be apart from them.

I did not expect that Jeremy would actually read the article, but that’s precisely what he did. He referenced it several times when we met for our interview a month later, prefacing several comments (though I mostly edited these out) with “Like you wrote…” or “You’ll understand this…”

I was impressed by the honest thoughtfulness and tender sincerity of his faith. Jeremy too had suffered hardships as an athlete, and he too had found that disciplining your body, striving for excellence, and learning to rest in God in the midst of competition could be of great value for the spiritual life.

I followed his career from that point forward, and briefly interviewed him again after he signed with the Golden State Warriors. When I was asked whether I would write a book that reflected on Jeremy’s story, the opportunity seemed perfect, even providential. Since I grew up in the San Francisco Bay Area, attended college at Stanford, and took my Ph.D. at Harvard, our circles overlapped. Although the book had to be produced on an accelerated schedule, when I reached out to Jeremy’s friends and mentors (some of whom were my friends as well) I found them just as eager as I was to convey the story in a way that honors Jeremy, his family, and his faith.

If the book cover does not make it clear, I am not an Asian American. I look forward to seeing more Asian Americans reflect on Jeremy’s story and what it means for their community and culture. In the meantime, I am joined to Asian American communities by adoption, by marriage, by friendship, and by ministry, and the best I can do is consult with the experts and offer my perspective humbly.

This book, perhaps more than most, given the time frame, was a collective effort. Many thanks to all those who granted interviews on the record or on background, and to those who assisted in the research and writing process—especially my brother Douglas Dalrymple and sister Lisa Chow, my friends Kathy Tuan-MacLean and Patty Pan, and my interns Janelle Schmouder and David Ranzolin. I also thank those who shared thoughts on the themes of race, faith, and basketball, especially Michael Chang (in an earlier interview), Jon Chang, Amy Chua, Tony Dungy, Ken Fong, Tom Lin, Michael Luo, C. J. Mahaney, Eric Metaxas, Jerry Park, Jimmy Quach, Soong-Chan Rah, Tullian Tchividjian, and Kiki VanDeWeghe. Special thanks go to my agent, Chris Park, for her excellence and kindness, and to the Princeton Christian Church youth group of 1999–2002 (whom I served while in town for my master’s degree) for inviting me into their Chinese American Christian youth culture.

Any shortcomings in the book are, of course, my responsibility and no reflection on those named above.

Rolf Zettersten and the team at Hachette Books have been fantastic. My efforts to complete this book in three weeks (as was required) have been matched by their efforts to accelerate the machinery of the publishing world and deliver a quality book to market swiftly and professionally.

Leo Brunnick and the stellar team at Patheos.com gave me freedom and encouragement in this task. My parents, Galen and Laurel Dalrymple, gave extensive help and support. My parents-in-law, Arthur and Caroline Koo, in addition to caring for my wife and children throughout the writing process, have taught me much over the years about the beauties of their Chinese heritage and their experience as immigrants from Taiwan. My brother-and sister-in-law, Ben and Jennifer Yin, have helped in ways tangible and intangible. And I wish to thank Jeremy Lin especially, and the One he honors so well in word and deed. Soli Deo gloria.

Finally, my everlasting gratitude to Joyce Shou-Fang Koo, unique and intricate, lovely in body and soul, who, in becoming Joyce Koo Dalrymple, brought love and joy into my life in deeper measure than I had ever imagined. For her long-suffering goodness to me, for her grace and her truth, and for caring so selflessly for our magnificent little girls—this book, my first, is dedicated to her.




Introduction


When the New York Knicks’ #17 came off the bench late in the first quarter against the New Jersey Nets on the first Saturday of February 2012, not a single person in Madison Square Garden could have predicted what was about to happen.

Jeremy Lin had a small but faithful following. Some supported him because they were fellow Harvard survivors, some because of his outspoken faith, some because of his ethnicity, some just because they loved his scrappy and fearless style of play. But they did not see this coming. No one did.

Even Jeremy himself had been tempted to despair of his NBA career. In his torturous rookie year with the Golden State Warriors, he had lost the joy of the game. In front of his hometown Bay Area crowd, it had seemed that the only times he left the bench were for demotions to the Developmental League. He wrote in his journal after Christmas in 2010 that he had lost his confidence and felt ashamed of his failure and humiliation. He even wrote on New Years Day, 2011, that he wished he had never signed with the Warriors. Perhaps, he thought, it had been a mistake to believe in the first place that he could succeed in the NBA.

Yet here he stood in a Knicks uniform. He had managed to bear up under the pressure. He had managed to believe for another day. Unrecruited out of high school, undrafted out of college, unretained by the Warriors, unwanted by the Houston Rockets, unguaranteed with the Knicks, Jeremy was due in a couple days to be unloaded from the roster. Yet still he stood. He had survived—through the broken ankle, through the insulting disinterest of the Division I college coaches, through the racial epithets that greeted him at away games, through the stereotype that Asians are not athletic enough, through the draft that never was, through the hardships of his rookie year, and through the anguish when he was cut by the Rockets on the day before Christmas.

He had persevered. He refused to believe that he was destined for a nasty, brutish, and short career as the worst player on the worst teams in the league.

Jeremy had been raised in a Chinese American evangelical church in California. His favorite New Testament passage, from chapter five of Romans, describes how suffering produces perseverance, perseverance produces character, and character produces hope. He knew the Knicks might cut him within the week—teams had to cut their players or guarantee their contracts by February 10. But Jeremy had learned much from the school of suffering. All the things he had endured had shaped his character, and his strength of character gave him hope. He told himself before the game, If I go down, I’m going to go down fighting.

Yet neither Jeremy nor his fans, his family or coaches, the experts and analysts and professional opinion-mongers—nobody watching that game would have guessed what was about to happen. They could not have foreseen it because it was simply unprecedented. That’s not hyperbole. It’s a mathematical fact.

In that indivisible particle of time—that moment when he stood on the sideline with 3:35 remaining in the first quarter—Jeremy Lin’s fate was poised on a pivot. Everything was about to change. He was about to skyrocket from the lower ranks of the perpetually underappreciated to the pantheon of the most admired athletes in the world. His name was about to spill from the newspaper presses throughout New York City onto magazine covers around the globe and to the top of the world’s largest search engines. His image was about to fly to the farthest corners of the Internet, to shirts and posters and printouts on popsicle sticks in Madison Square Garden and onto television sets from the Bronx to Beijing. Jeremy adjusted the orange “In Jesus’ Name I Play” bands around his wrists—and stood on the precipice of a mind-boggling, stereotype-smashing, season-saving, record-breaking, God-glorifying eruption that would capture the imagination of the world.

The seven-game winning streak was a vision to behold.

Jeremy entered the game and the momentum slowly started to build. The buzz at Madison Square Garden became a roar, and the roar became a riot. By the fourth quarter, Jeremy was punctuating every point with pumping fists and barbaric yawps. His teammates were leaping from their seats with silly grins on their faces, like they were watching a high school kid embarrass Shaquille O’Neal. The chants of “Jeremy!” were thunderous, and the formerly skeptical Knicks announcer Mike Breen exclaimed in disbelief, “It’s the Jeremy Lin show here at the Madison Square Garden!” After the win, the fans were euphoric as they flowed out into the streets of Manhattan. Surely it had been a one-night miracle, but they were glad they had seen something so completely, wonderfully bizarre.

Yet the show went on. Two days later, after the Knicks beat the Utah Jazz without their biggest stars on the strength of Jeremy’s 28-point performance, Jeremy said in a postgame interview, “I definitely couldn’t have imagined this.” He gave thanks “to my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ” because “I can’t tell you how many different things had to happen for me to be here.” Coach Mike D’Antoni painted a less appealing image. For as long as Jeremy has the hot hand, he said, “I’m riding him like freakin’ Secretariat.” Magic Johnson marveled that he had not seen such excitement at Madison Square Garden for a very long time.

At the end of the third victory, Michael Lee of the Washington Post reported that the Washington Wizards fans, who usually leave a trouncing early, stayed to the end to applaud Lin’s 23-point, 10-assist effort. It was like Rocky Balboa winning over the Soviet spectators in his bout with Ivan Drago. The Knicks had now won three straight, and the world was taking note of this Asian American Jesus-lover who was resurrecting the hopes of the New York faithful. One sportswriter called him “the toast of the NBA, a 6’3” David among Goliaths, and an inspiration to millions of Asian fans both here and abroad.” His following on Sina Weibo, China’s version of Twitter, had leapt from 190,000 to over a million.

So it went. He ran up 38 points against Kobe Bryant. As they waited for Lin to come to the microphone for a press conference, one veteran sportswriter said to another, “I said Lin was a fluke. I should be fired. We should all be fired.” Jeremy said, “This is my dream being lived out.” A writer for David Letterman tweeted, “If Jeremy Lin got down on one knee and Tebowed, the world would implode.” After the victory over the Minnesota Timberwolves, USA Today reported that Minnesota had seen the largest crowd in eight seasons and that traffic to the Knicks’ online store had increased 3,000 percent. And after Jeremy’s last-minute heroics against Toronto, the most celebrated players in the league were tweeting their congratulations like starry-eyed fans.

Finally, after the Lin-led Knicks scored an impressive win against the Sacramento Kings on February 15, here were the metrics. Seven games, six starts, seven wins. Jeremy Lin had scored 89 points in his first three career starts, 109 in his first four, and 136 in his first five—all records since the merger of the ABA and NBA in 1976–77. All in all, across the seven-game streak, he had amassed 171 points in 263 minutes of play. His average of 24.4 points and 9.1 assists held up favorably against the averages for LeBron James and Kobe Bryant in the same time span.

This was not a highly touted top draft pick. It was an undrafted, twice-waived bench-master who was setting records for the most points scored in his first games as a starter. It was the first Chinese American in the NBA and the first Harvard graduate to play in the league in half a century. It was someone who had been, a week earlier, still getting stopped by security and mistaken for the team’s physical therapist.

At the height of the Linsanity, there were more Google searches for Jeremy Lin than there were for Jesus Christ and Justin Bieber combined. He appeared on the covers of Sports Illustrated, USA Today, and Time in Asia. New York Times columnists were writing about him. President Barack Obama let it be known that he was watching Lin, and Sarah Palin made sure she was photographed with a “Linsanity” T-shirt.

John Schuhmann at NBA.com summed it up: “There is no predicting where this is going, because there is no precedent. All we know is that Jeremy Lin has revived the New York Knicks, has gone from scrub to star like no other player in NBA history, and has captured the attention of basketball fans near and far…. We really have never seen anything like this before.”

How will Jeremy fare without Coach Mike D’Antoni, who resigned on March 15? Can Jeremy and Carmelo Anthony find a way to flourish together in the same offense? Time will tell.

Yet those Seven Games of Linsanity will never fade from the annals of professional basketball history. Whatever else may happen in the future, Jeremy has already accomplished something historic, something worth remembering and understanding. Those seven games will always stand as an expression of extraordinary courage and grace under pressure and the miraculous confluence of opportunity and talent and heart. Jeremy, in those games, gave the world a witness to his beliefs, his values, his character.

All of New York City—contentious, anxious, gloomy, dyspeptic New York City—was enthralled. The nation was enthralled. Asia was enthralled. In a season that was never supposed to happen, a player who was never supposed to play accomplished what no benchwarmer was supposed to accomplish. It was dazzling, astounding, and riveting to watch—and it gave hope to benchwarmers and underdogs around the world.
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The objective of this book is to understand the Linsanity phenomenon. In order to understand the Linsanity, however, one must understand Jeremy Lin. Where did he come from? What made him the player and the person he is today? And what accounts for his extraordinary connection with fans?

Make no mistake: Jeremy Lin’s fame is about more than basketball. His basketball accomplishments alone would have made him a sensation. But it’s the potent combination of his humble heroism on the court, his powerful ethnic heritage, and his profound faith that has made him an icon. Pastors around the country would not be referring to Jeremy Lin in their sermons, and the sports bars in Taipei would not be opening at nine in the morning, when the Knicks have a game on the other side of the globe, if Jeremy were not about more than basketball. He emerged at a particular historical-cultural moment that needed him.

Three things will become abundantly clear in the following pages:


	How easily it might never have happened. As Jeremy told Knicks radio announcer Spero Dedes after the seven-game winning streak, “Looking back, I can see why everything happened the way it did.” The better you understand Jeremy’s story—and the story of the Lin family as a whole—the more you will agree. An astronomically unlikely series of events and conditions had to fit together in precisely the right order at precisely the right time to create the conditions for Jeremy’s emergence. Looking back, it’s as though someone were assembling a time bomb for explosion at a later date. If the ingredients had not been precisely measured, if the instruments had not been fine-tuned, then the Seven Games of Linsanity would never have come to pass. The seeds of Linsanity were planted long ago. Some of Jeremy’s greatest disappointments turned out to be his greatest blessings.


	How Jeremy’s cultural inheritance as the son of Taiwanese immigrants has made him a better and more compelling athlete. Prior to Lin’s emergence, if five thousand people had been asked to imagine a 6’3” NBA guard who produces 24 points and 9 assists per game in his second season, not a single one of those five thousand people would have imagined an Asian American player. Even today, of the 150 top high school seniors ranked by Rivals.com, not a single one of them is of Asian descent. This formed a kind of soft bigotry of low expectations that made it easy for coaches and recruiters to assume that Jeremy Lin could not reach the highest echelons of the sport. The implicit assumption has been that Asian Americans are not athletic enough, or not athletic in the right way, or not genetically predisposed toward the right physical qualities, for success in the NBA. Jeremy does more, however, than shatter stereotypes. He also points to the plight of Asian Americans and particularly of the Asian American male. Many Asian American men have spoken openly of weeping at the sight of one of their own flourishing in the arena and then receiving the embrace and approval of the world. What’s unique about Jeremy is the way he explodes the negative images of the weak and timid Asian American, even as he embodies much of what is best in Asian American culture and brings that with him into his success. It’s not that Jeremy is a great basketball player in spite of his Asian American heritage. It’s that his Asian American heritage makes him a better player. The community and culture in which he was raised equipped him to strive and persevere and overcome through diligence and smarts. And when Asian Americans see the world embracing Jeremy, they feel the world embracing them.


	How Jeremy’s particular kind of Christian faith has made him a better and more compelling athlete. As he would tell you himself, the Jeremy Lin story is not really about Jeremy Lin. It’s about something much larger. As athletically gifted as he is, Jeremy has never been able to rely on overpowering physical advantages. Jeremy has not prevailed against all odds on the basis of gargantuan height or Herculean strength or lightning quickness (though he is just as fast and agile as other NBA guards). He has prevailed in large measure because of the courage and persistence and power that his Asian American evangelical faith formed in him—and because of the providential opportunities he was given. Ultimately, he would say, the Seven Games of Linsanity can only be explained as an act of God.




In the memoir Through My Eyes, Tim Tebow tells the story of attending, in the summer before ninth grade, a men’s church retreat where the men and boys competed in contests of strength. The men made a fifty-five-pound curl bar and tested who could pull off the most repetitions. The numbers climbed higher as more men came to the contest. Thirty-five reps, forty, forty-five, fifty, and finally fifty-five. Near the end of the line, Tebow took his turn and won the contest—with 315 repetitions of a fifty-five-pound bar. He was not even in high school yet.

Jeremy cannot tell stories like that. He can tell a better one. He can tell the story of a mere mortal who persisted and persevered, who honed his skills and bettered his game and who made the most of his opportunities and saw his dream come true. As he sees it, this is not the story of an extraordinary person, but of an extraordinary God who accomplishes extraordinary things through ordinary people.
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“Honestly, I see my basketball career as a miracle.”

Jeremy Lin spoke those words to me in his Harvard dorm room in February 2010—almost exactly two years before the Seven Games of Linsanity convinced the world of the same thing. It’s worth pondering. Jeremy thought his career was a miracle before he exploded into the firmament of professional sports stars, before he dropped 38 points on Kobe and the Los Angeles Lakers, before he even entered the NBA.

He had good reason. The story of Jeremy Lin’s rise to the NBA is just as improbable as the story of what he did once he got there.




GAME 1
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NEW JERSEY NETS

The Parable of Perseverance

When Mike D’Antoni called for Jeremy Lin to enter the game against the Nets with a few minutes remaining in the first quarter on February 4, 2012, the Knicks coach was pacing on the sideline and grinding the bitterness of a disintegrating season between his teeth. New York had lost an agonizing 11 of its last 13 games. Their brightest stars were injured or underperforming. The offense was stagnant and uninspired. Fans who were frustrated with their beloved but deeply dysfunctional franchise were calling for Coach D’Antoni to be fired.

The game against the Nets was the third in a grueling series of three games in three nights—the only back-to-back-to-back series the Knicks would have all year. They had lost to the Chicago Bulls 102–105 two days ago, and lost to the Celtics 89–91 the previous night in Boston. Now they faced the Nets, whose 8-16 record was slightly worse than the Knicks’ 8-15 record, but who had won five of their last ten games.

The game had gotten off to a dismal start. Four minutes into the first quarter, the Knicks had already fallen behind by 10 points. The Knicks had been trying to run pick-and-rolls with seven-foot-one center Tyson Chandler at the top of the key, but they couldn’t quite execute. Just past the middle of the quarter, Carmelo Anthony hit a three-pointer in transition to cap a 7–0 run and bring the Knicks back within three. The score was 16–20 with 3:35 remaining in the first quarter when rookie guard Iman Shumpert was called for his second foul. A backup guard had to take his place.

Jeremy was not exactly greeted with a chorus of hosannas. A murmur spread through the crowd when he bounded off the bench—Jeremy had more fans than a last-resort guard who had never played significant minutes in the NBA should have. But the television play-by-play commentator, veteran Mike Breen, seemed to believe that Jeremy’s entrance into the game was so bizarre that it needed explanation. The other backup guard, Toney Douglas, he said, is “a better defender, and a better scorer—he’s a better player.” But Douglas, he explained, had been deep in the trough of a shooting slump.

The Linsanity did not begin right away. In fact, a minute after Jeremy entered the game, the deficit had grown to 10 points. He registered one assist and one rebound, television analyst Walt Frazier commented on the “very inept” play of the Knicks’ bench, and the New York crowd began to boo when their Knicks fell behind by 12 points. “The Knicks hearing boos in the first quarter tonight,” Breen lamented, and the period ended with a score of 20–30.

The second quarter started on a promising note. Jeremy sped around a give-and-go and drove swiftly to the hoop for two points. When the Nets came back up the court, Jeremy punched the ball away from Jordan Farmar and lobbed it to Toney Douglas for a layup that sent Douglas crashing into the photographers behind the glass. Suddenly the offense was flowing and the crowd rallied. When Lin shook off his own defender and drew Nets forward Jordan Williams off of Jared Jeffries, he fed the ball to Jeffries for a dunk that cut the deficit to 5.

Jeremy scored four more points on a running jump shot over the defender and off the glass, and a fast-break layup in motion with Shumpert and Carmelo Anthony. He played solid defense against the Nets star Deron Williams, and lofted a gorgeous alley-oop pass to Tyson Chandler for a two-handed dunk with 92 seconds left. Lin and Chandler were executing the pick-and-roll that the Knicks had struggled with all season. Jeremy entered halftime with 6 points, four assists and three rebounds, and the Knicks were down 46–48.

As the Knicks headed for the locker room, Mike Breen marveled at “the Jeremy Lin Show.” During the break, commentator Al Trautwig asked assistant coach Kenny Atkinson where this version of Jeremy Lin had come from. “He’s probably our hardest worker right now,” Atkinson answered. “It’s unbelievable, how hard he works. So it’s good to see his work paying off.”

On many other nights, that might have been it for Jeremy Lin. But the Knicks were hamstrung. Veteran guards Mike Bibby and Baron Davis were out with injuries and the starting guards, Shumpert and Landry Fields, were fatigued from the previous two games.

So Jeremy Lin reentered the game four minutes into the second half—and then things got ugly. He missed a layup and a series of uncontested shots from the perimeter. In one possession, Jeremy missed two three-point attempts badly. The Knicks fell behind again. The commentators noted that the Nets defense had adjusted at halftime. Knowing that Jeremy could penetrate, they were cutting off the lanes and making him shoot from the outside. That, Frazier implied, would probably be the end of Jeremy’s production that night. “This man,” he said, referring to Jeremy, “is not a good perimeter shooter.” With the defense forcing him to the perimeter, the magic was over.

And it looked as though the commentators were right. With a few minutes remaining in the third quarter, Jeremy had scored only one more point—he made one of two shots from the free throw line.

If Jeremy had lost confidence then, the game might have been forgotten—and it would have been so easy, so natural, to falter when the shots started clanging off the rim. Even when the crowd was behind him, even when his offense was flowing, Jeremy must have harbored some doubt that he could keep it up. Wasn’t this stretch of brilliant play taking place on borrowed time? Didn’t he have to give it back and return to his status as a meager backup?

The voices of the Doubters never quite leave us. If Jeremy had grown discouraged, if he did not have the power to persevere, then the Jeremy Lin Show in the first half of the game on February 4 would have been a blip.

Jeremy had seen significant playing time against the Boston Celtics on the night before. While there had been flashes of potential, they were largely lost in the gray of a mediocre performance. When Jeremy had entered the game, he had lunged for a rebound but knocked the ball out of bounds, then turned the ball over the next time he brought it back up the court. He missed his first shot, from nineteen feet, and fouled Paul Pierce with three seconds left in the first period. After he missed a couple more shots in the second quarter, he was benched with eight minutes remaining in the half. He had gone 0-for-3 from the field with one turnover and two fouls in six and a half minutes of play. Howard Beck would write later in the New York Times that Jeremy had looked like an “overmatched, easily rattled, mistake-prone reserve.”

It was too much to expect a complete transformation in twenty-four hours. How could he go from “easily rattled” one night to a supremely confident performer in the next? So when the shots stopped falling in the third quarter, it would have been easy to conclude that the miracle had passed. Reality was setting back in.

But Jeremy persevered. In the face of hardship, in the face of doubt, he persevered. And that was when the real fun started.
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Jeremy’s story does not begin with Jeremy. His powers of perseverance were not his alone. They were conferred upon him. Understanding the Linsanity means understanding Jeremy Lin. And understanding Jeremy Lin requires an understanding of the family from whence he came. His personal story is interwoven in a richer family narrative, and that family narrative in turn is embedded in the broader fabric of the social and cultural saga of Taiwanese immigrants and American-born Chinese.

Lin Gie-Ming and Wu Xinxin, Jeremy’s father and mother, came to America amid the tide of Taiwanese immigrants in the 1960s and 1970s who sought in the United States a graduate education and a life of prosperity for themselves and their children. The Asian Tiger economies had not yet begun to roar, and Taiwan’s future hung upon the wire of America’s fickle friendship. A small island in the South China Sea that’s home now to 23 million people, it’s regarded by the Chinese government as a renegade province and coveted for its workforce and capital.

The children of the Taiwanese political elite had little motivation to leave the island. Yet those who were not wealthy but bright, hardworking, and upwardly mobile looked to distant shores to provide a better future. A saying at the time (Lai, lai, lai, lai Taida; qu, qu, qu, qu Meiguo) encouraged the brightest Taiwanese students to come first to National Taiwan University (Taida, “Taiwan’s Harvard”) for college and then make their way to the United States (Meiguo) for graduate study. While the best students won scholarships from American universities, especially in science and engineering, the less fortunate washed dishes and bused tables at Chinese restaurants in order to pay their way.

The Chinese proverb “Shu zhong zi you huang jin wu” explains why these young men and women went to such lengths. Roughly translated, “There is a gold house in the book” speaks to the classical Chinese view that scholarship is the route to success. It was also the easiest way to get a visa to the United States. This is why Taiwanese families in America tend to be well educated and relatively affluent—those who made it to these shores in the first place were among the brightest and most ambitious the island had to offer. The intelligent and ambitious tend to flourish wherever they’re planted.

My own parents-in-law came from Taiwan in that same generation. I’ve observed in them the extraordinary courage that was required to travel to the other side of the globe in pursuit of a new life. Many came with no resources apart from their own smarts and gumption. They were tough, industrious, family-oriented men and women in their twenties who brought with them formidable work habits and a fierce determination to establish a foothold in the land of opportunity and then use that foothold to launch their children and grandchildren to greater and greater success with every generation. While immigrants of Chinese descent in earlier centuries had built a meager living in the new country upon the strength of their backs, these built by personal sacrifice and the strength of their brains the foundation for a prosperous line of descendants.

Many of these immigrants from Taiwan and the mainland, Hong Kong and Singapore, or from Chinese settlements in Indonesia and Malaysia formed Chinese-language churches in the United States. Even many non-Christians joined these churches since they served not only as places of worship but also as community centers, schools of character for children, and vessels for the transmission of culture and language down the stream of generations.

While a seminary student in 1999–2002, I served as a part-time youth pastor for a Chinese American congregation in Princeton, New Jersey. The painstaking effort these parents employed in the cultivation of their children’s character and success was a source of regular astonishment to me. All parents love their children, and different cultures express familial affections in different ways. However (although my own parents were veritable saints), I had never belonged to a community that put such an extravagant amount of thought and effort into shaping their children and equipping them for success.

After completing their graduate studies, many of those immigrants took tech-oriented jobs in urban centers like the San Francisco Bay Area, Los Angeles, Atlanta, Chicago, New York, and Boston. Many of the largest Chinese-language churches in the United States today grew out of graduate-student Bible studies founded in the later 1960s and 1970s. One of those churches was the Chinese Church in Christ, which began with five Chinese students in a Bible study at San Jose State University. It opened its doors as a church in 1971, grew to over four hundred congregants, and purchased a property in Mountain View in 1986—two years before Jeremy’s birth and six years before the Lins settled in nearby Palo Alto. The church stands today across Highway 101 from the sprawling Google campus and a couple miles from Stanford University. CCiC (as it’s called) has founded or planted six churches scattered around the Bay Area.
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