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Praise for Inheritance



“A riveting and realistic glimpse into the complex struggles that newcomers face in the process of rebuilding their lives, communities, and sense of self. Jane Park gifts readers with an honest and nuanced protagonist, Anne, who discovers she can only move forward by going back—to her old home, childhood memories, and family secrets. Inheritance is an authentic and layered exploration of identity, sacrifice, and healing. Compelling with an emotional clarity, Park’s debut novel balances heartbreak and hope.”

—Ann Y.K. Choi, author of All Things Under the Moon and Kay’s Lucky Coin Variety

“With Inheritance, Jane Park peels back the familiar, exposing the unfamiliar that lies beneath. It is a novel about unearthed family secrets… secrets maybe best kept buried, but impossible to ignore. Propulsive from the start, this debut showcases one Korean Canadian family facing heartbreak, turmoil, and unspoken histories in a way that is both intimate and unforgettable. Certainly, an important contribution to Asian writing in Canada and beyond.”

—Jenny Heijun Wills, award-winning author of Older Sister. Not Necessarily Related. and Everything and Nothing at All

“A powerful and gripping novel about a Korean Canadian woman who returns to her childhood home in small-town Alberta, where she is forced to confront the consequences of her complicity in a decades old incident that left her family in tatters.”

—Edward Y. C. Lee, author of The Laundryman’s Boy

“Brilliantly paced and beautifully told, Inheritance is above all about family and how, despite our best intentions, we so often do damage to the ones we most love. Jane Park’s characters are ones we can all relate to, working their way through a minefield of past traumas and misunderstandings and misplaced expectations in the hopes of reaching, finally, a place of acceptance and healing.”

—Nino Ricci, Governor General’s Literary Award winner for Lives of the Saints and The Origin of Species

“Inheritance is a searching and devastating portrait of a family reckoning with historical trauma, and the cost of migration and assimilation. A tender, finely observed, insightful debut.”

—Su Chang, author of The Immortal Woman

“In an unforgettable debut novel, Jane Park has crafted a finely wrought family drama about the ties that bind and the horrific cost when one commits an unspeakable act. While set in the desolate plains and bustling cities of Canada, the indelible echoes of a Korea ripped apart by war and families forever torn haunt this novel. The Korean word jeong can mean ‘the ties that bind’ and implies that sacrifices are required to be part of a family. But this untranslatable word also speaks to connection, the love that exists in families, the warmth and joy we foster and receive. The Kim family at the heart of Inheritance loses their homeland in more ways than one, endures harsh conditions in their adopted country, becomes unraveled by violence. And yet, they forge new bonds and weave themselves back together stronger, more resilient. With her beautifully written novel, Park reminds us that hope is precious, redemption is possible, and forgiveness is always within reach.”

—Helena Rho, author of Stone Angels

“Jane Park has written a well-crafted, nuanced story about a family aching to present well, expressing love through duty and atoning for past sins. Inheritance is a must-read for all children of immigrants, doubly so if you’re Korean in North America.”

—Ins Choi, playwright of Kim’s Convenience

“A beautiful debut. A wide-ranging meditation on the Korean immigrant experience that explores family, ambition, longing and belonging.”

—Suji Kwock Kim

“Sparsely written and deeply affecting, Inheritance lingers long after the final page—a quiet, devastating meditation on guilt, parental expectations, and the lasting consequences of generational silence. As a Canadian child of immigrants, I know this book will stay with me for a long time.”

—Rachel Phan, author of Restaurant Kid
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For Oliver and Theo






AUTHOR’S NOTE

For Hangeul spelling, on most occasions I used the Revised Romanization of Korean, but also, on a few occasions, I deviated from this system.






ONE

2014

My father passed away yesterday. It was a sudden death from a stroke that occurred, poetically, near the stroke of midnight. My father was driving home with my mother after visiting my brother at the rehabilitation centre, when he fell forward onto the steering wheel. My mother gripped the wheel and gently steered the car onto the shoulder of the highway. When she recounted this moment, she omitted all emotions that a wife of forty years would have felt and methodically outlined what happened next: how she called the ambulance, the time it took for the ambulance to come, the rush into the emergency room, how the doctor shook his head when he saw my father’s condition, and how, six hours later, he was declared dead. She ended her story using that phrase in perfect English, “He was declared dead,” with a drama and finality which made me realize even my own mother, at times, enjoys being histrionic.

I’m sure this will be the story my mother will share with her friends and acquaintances at the funeral. What happened prior to the stroke will be reserved for the few she loves and trusts. She recounted the story about the visit to my brother with exhaustion because she had not slept that night. My father finally agreed to visit Charles, who had been at the centre for a couple of months. Charles had relapsed again when he found out that his ex-girlfriend was engaged to a wealthy Texan who worked trading oil commodities in Calgary. A co-worker found Charles lying in his bare apartment with empty whisky bottles scattered around him after he had missed work for three days.

My mother brought Charles a container of kimchi rice—my brother’s favourite dish—with the rice wrapped in a layer of fried egg and accompanied by packets of ketchup. In the lobby, the container accidentally broke open inside her shopping bag, releasing a sharp, sour aroma. My mother believes the security guard was more annoyed at the pungent smell than alarmed for the security of the people. He called his boss, who called his superior, and soon a crowd of uniformed men surrounded my mother, who tightly held onto her container of kimchi rice. The men began questioning her about the curious contents of the bright red rice dish with its distinct odour. One man commented, “You eat this stuff?”

My father, not realizing that this was a comment and not a question, answered, “Yes, we eat kimchi like you eat bread.” He scooped some of the rice from the bag with his fingers and ate it in front of them. To break an embarrassing silence, the head guard asked my mother to throw away the bag with its container and informed her that all food brought for patients must first be submitted to the nutritionist, who worked only on these specific days. He then gave her the phone number of this specialist, and the men dispersed. At this point of the story, my mother giggled and said that my father had a gift for embarrassing the white man, with his knack for violating every sense of social decorum.

Finally, she spoke of the last conversation they had in the car, moments before he became unconscious. During the ride home, my parents were discussing the passage of time, and how, suddenly, they had arrived at becoming old people with children who were now adults. What would they do differently if they could go back in time? They agreed they would still immigrate to Canada. Then, after qualifying they could not cheat and make themselves more fluent or affluent in this imagined past, they both could not think of a different life. The implicit conclusion is that my father’s last thought was how he would not want a different life. And so, my mother ends this story that my father “died happily ever after,” ending on a victorious note.



When I arrive in Edmonton for the funeral, Charles waits for me at the airport.

“Mom was planning on coming, but she finally fell asleep, and I didn’t want to wake her,” Charles says, his voice heavy. I sense he hasn’t slept that much either. The last time I saw him was over five years ago. I appraise his grey hair, unsure if he has purposely dyed it this shade or if that’s his natural hair colour. I notice a piercing in his ear for the first time and wonder how long it’s been there. I assess his outfit: oversized hoodie, baggy jeans, expensive sneakers—Richard, my boyfriend, bought the same pair last spring to train for a marathon.

“Where did you get the money for those shoes?” I ask.

“Seriously? That’s the first thing you’re saying to me after dad just died?” Charles looks hurt, as he leans in to give me a hug though I remain standing erect. I extend an arm and give him a stiff pat on the back. “These are high-performance shoes. I’ve had them for over a year, and they still give firm support,” he says matter-of-factly.

“You’re not a professional athlete,” I say as lightly as I can. He ignores this remark and stares intently ahead of him as we walk out of the airport and into the parking lot. When we enter the car, his displeasure at my remark is shown through his silence: He blasts EDM music. We’re both tired and say little as the car goes onto the highway, driving past monotonous warehouses, which turn into big-box stores, and then, after a series of turns, rectangular condos and townhouses, and finally into my parents’ neighbourhood, where each house seems identical to the next. When we arrive at my mother’s house, Charles parks in the driveway, turns off the engine, and sits still, staring ahead at the garage door.

“Listen, Anne. I’m not going back to rehab. I’m staying with mom until everything’s settled. Then I’ll go to Calgary and look for a job. I’ll need some money, enough to tide me over for this next while.”

A familiar guilt descends, and I’m reminded why I rarely visit home. “How much do you need?” I ask softly. I dig into my purse, take out the cheque book for my Canadian bank account, which was one of the first things I packed last night, and write down the amount he requests.



I wake the next morning to my mother’s knocking on the door. She enters and opens the bedroom curtains. Suddenly, the darkness transforms into light. Outside my window, I see yellow leaves on branches swaying and falling in the wind, their shadows dancing along my walls. She tells me we’re late for our appointment with the funeral director. I scramble to find my black skirt suit with matching nylons, an iron to loosen the creases, and my brush, which I realize I’ve left back in New York.

We drive to the cemetery caught between an industrial plant and farmland. At the entrance is a manicured garden with scattered gazebos covered in plastic latticework. I glimpse into the rearview mirror at Charles. His tall body is cramped into the back seat, and he’s wearing a suit he bought yesterday—likely, the first he’s worn in his life. I gaze at his square jaw, angular cheekbones, large eyes; if he were in New York and earned decent money, women would be clamouring to date him.

“Where did you get the money for this?” I ask my mother as we slow down to turn into the wide, gated entrance surrounded by rows of hedges. I was surprised at how prepared my parents were for death: they both had crisp burial clothes hanging in their closet, recent portraits taken at Sears already framed, the burial plots bought years ago.

“We save from bonus money you send every year,” my mother says in her English, our default language as I am no longer fluent in Korean.

“That was your spending money. You and Dad were supposed to use that to enjoy yourselves, instead of saving it to buy cemetery plots,” I say, trying not to show my irritation; I gave them a part of my annual bonus so they could finally live a little and go to restaurants or develop hobbies by taking classes. They refused, and instead, continued their habit of saving, this time to buy their gravesites.

When we enter the funeral home, my skin prickles against the chilled air, my eyes adjust to the dim light. Muted violin music plays amongst silk flowers and battery-operated candles. The funeral director appears in the lobby. My mother nods as he apologizes for her loss. She tells him how her husband loved gardening and would have appreciated—will appreciate—these well-groomed grounds. When my brother Charles and I are introduced, he says he can see resemblances of my father in both of us.

“What resemblances?” Charles asks curtly.

The funeral director’s smile freezes, and he glances at my mother. “Would you like to see your husband before the guests arrive?” He leads us into the room where my father lies and softly closes the door to give us privacy.

My father would have fought with whoever prepared him for viewing. A yellow—too yellow for my father’s ruddy skin—is applied to matte perfection on his face and hands. The hair, which he never combed, is shellacked into a firm arch. Our family falls silent.

My mother takes a tissue from her purse and wipes her tearing eyes. She reaches into the coffin, grabs one of his calmly folded hands and brings it towards her. She strokes the back of his hand and, with the damp tissue, wipes off the makeup. She stretches one of his fingers and places it firmly into her palm. Then, with her other hand, she digs into her purse, takes out a nail clipper, and begins clipping his nails.

Charles scowls. “Mom, what’re you doing?”

“Your father vision getting worse. He keep cutting his skin when he clip the nails, so I clip. These days, his nails getting too long, but we too busy, so I tell him I clip later,” she says, her face composed, even though tears fall down her cheeks. She cups one hand to catch the falling crescents, which she then places inside her coat pocket. “In the end, everything turn out better than we expect,” she says, and begins to weep. Charles embraces my mother and holds her as her voice heaves and her body shakes.



After the funeral, guests come to our house bearing their crockpots, casseroles, condolences. Many of my father’s friends approach me. I’m surprised that these elderly Koreans—most of whom I have never met—know who I am: my name, my profession, and my achievements. “Your father was so proud of you. You are a good daughter, Anne, graduating from Yale, becoming a lawyer,” they say. “How is living in New York?” they ask.

I try not to boast, minimize my accomplishments and do not tell them that I work at Warren & Sterling in midtown Manhattan, in a tall building with tinted black windows and a smooth granite façade. It is the leading firm in America for tax law, which is my specialty. When my parents first visited me in New York, they wanted to see my workplace. They entered the building like pilgrims entering a cathedral, lifting their chins towards the high ceilings to see the light streaming in, treading the ground quietly with their hands tucked behind their backs, raising their hands to slide their fingers against the cool marble walls decorating the building’s lobby. They were tactile people, and so they touched everything, to the dismay of the security guards and my assistant: the leather chairs, the crystal glasses, the brass doorknobs. “It is all real,” my father whispered in Korean as he set foot into my office. I did not know if he meant the mahogany wood was authentic, or that his dream for me was finally realized. Later, I went into the supply closet and gave them free golf shirts, umbrellas, water bottles—promotional items stamped with our company logo, which our firm gave away in our sponsorships of golf tournaments. When they returned home, my father wore his golf shirt so often that the seams gave way, and my mother had to request that another be sent to him.

I am in the kitchen when an elderly woman approaches me. She wears a black gabardine dress, which elegantly drapes across her clavicle. I recognize her hawk nose, angular cheekbones, sharp chin. “Mrs. Yoon?” I say.

“You were small child when I last see you, but how you’ve grown,” she says, smiling, as she embraces me. “Such sad news.”

“Thank you for coming. How are you? How is Yura?” I eagerly ask. The last time I saw her daughter, we were girls. I have often wondered what became of her. Occasionally, I search for her name online, but find nothing.

“Fine, we all doing fine. Mr. Yoon sell the dry cleaners, and we retire now in Coquitlam. Lucky I was here visiting so I can come. Mr. Yoon recovering from hip surgery. How about you? I was so proud when I hear you get into Yale, even receive scholarship. How is New York and being lawyer?” she asks, her tattooed eyebrows rising, revealing delicate lines on her forehead.

“It was a small scholarship, nothing really,” I say modestly. “What is Yura up to?”

“Ah, our Yura busy travelling. She in Caribbean right now. She doing fine. We all doing fine, but nothing like your life in New York. You dating someone?”

“I am. The Caribbean sounds lovely. Yura must be doing well then?” I ask, hoping she will reveal more. If Yura is vacationing there, that must mean, at least financially, she’s well-off, and I’m curious if it’s because she has a good job, or married someone rich, or both.

“Yura is fine. But I wanna hear about your life. Last time I see you was when you were a girl,” Mrs. Yoon says with a wide smile. “What does your boyfriend do?”

A familiar feeling of submission returns. Even though I’m an adult, my childhood deference towards Mrs. Yoon prevents me from interrogating her more about Yura, whom she seems resolute on not discussing. “He’s also a lawyer.”

“How you meet him?”

“We work at the same firm. We’ve been dating for over a year.”

“Ah, lawyer power couple! Is he Korean?” she asks cheerfully. Because I don’t know how I compare with her daughter, I can’t be certain if I sense jealousy in her tone.

“No, he’s white,” I say quietly.

“I always knew you would become the success. Is he here? Introduce me to him,” she says, as she scans the room. I’m surprised she approves of me dating a white man, as that wasn’t her opinion in the past, but that was over two decades ago and her views have changed along with her and my parents’ generation.

“He wanted to come, but I asked him not to,” I say, though I wish Richard were here now. He would sense my discomfort and could gently find some exit strategy.

Mrs. Yoon looks disappointed. “Well, it’s time for you to marry. You need to give your mother grandchildren. What’s taking your boyfriend so long to propose?” she asks. I give a polite smile, though my eyes wander around the room, hoping to find Charles or my mother so I can leave this conversation. “Did your father meet him?”

“Yes, they met. I’m so glad they did,” I say. I don’t see either of them, so I excuse myself to get a drink of water.

The first and only time Richard met my father was last winter, when my parents visited me in New York. Richard wanted to take my parents to the best Korean food the city had to offer even though I told him they would prefer a casual place in Koreatown. He refused, as this was how he liked to host, and I knew no arguing would change his mind, so I kept quiet. Richard knew a little Korean from an ex-girlfriend and greeted my parents with an awkward one-line greeting, to which my parents politely smiled—I am not sure if they understood that he was attempting to speak their language. He took us to a new Korean fusion restaurant which combined galbi with goji berries, doenjang with duck breast. This restaurant charged kimchi by the plate when it normally comes complimentary, and I could tell this troubled my parents. Throughout dinner, both Richard and I spoke about New York—the recent ice storm, the decreasing diversity, the increasing real estate prices. My parents said very little, and Richard was unsure if they did not understand him or if they did not feel very talkative. Afterwards, the only comment made by my parents was from my mother, who said we had ordered too much food—we left the table with the plates half eaten. My father, when I asked him what he thought about Richard, paused and said quietly, “Richard is different people from us.”

Richard thought the dinner went well, and probably assumed that my parents always ate their dinner in silence. I didn’t tell him this was not the case, and that my parents felt extremely uncomfortable sitting on velvet seats and being served water imported from Europe.

I’m in the kitchen making more coffee when my mother enters. “Everything okay?”

“I just spoke with Mrs. Yoon. Did you know she was here?” I ask.

“Yes, it was good she come. It’s been long time since we last see her. People say Mrs. Yoon change a lot, especially after what happen to Yura.” I lean my ear forward as my mother’s voice drops. “I find out Yura marry Korean doctor and has a son. But she divorce, and leave son with father. She work for dancing in cruise company and not talking to Mrs. Yoon anymore—that’s what I hear.”

I stay silent as I process my disappointment. All these years I imagined her leading a glamourous life, performing in front of royalty or making her way into high society with her social prowess—a skill I observed from her and employed throughout my life. Yura, not I, should have been the one who made it.

She pauses, then leans into my ear again. “You see Charles?” she whispers.

“I thought he was with Gomo.” I’d seen Charles standing in the living room next to my father’s sister, who arrived yesterday from Korea for the funeral.

“Gomo’s tired and resting upstairs. I check entire house, but don’t see Charles.” Her voice trembles even though the rest of her face is composed.

“Are you serious?” I say in disbelief.

“Listen, we don’t know what he doing. You find him, okay?”

I storm off, upset at the possibility that right after our father’s funeral, in front of all our guests, Charles can’t keep himself together. I walk into the living room, and an elderly group approaches me and talks about the goodness of my father, his pride in me. How is living in New York? they ask. Do I live in an apartment or a house? Do I rent or own? How much do I pay in rent? I give them short answers, but when they continue to ask more questions, I apologize, say I’m looking for someone, and I bow in multiple directions. When my unease becomes overwhelming, I find my purse, go into the bathroom, and take out the anti-anxiety medication that I brought specifically for a situation like this. There is a knock at the door.

The door cracks open. “You find Charles?” my mother whispers.

I quickly remove the prescription pill bottle from her vision, lest my mother see it and question its contents. “I’m still looking,” I reply brusquely. Frustration arises as I think about Charles’s potential absence, which all the guests would notice: As the oldest and only son, he is the new patriarch of our family, and he knows he needs to be here. What if Charles is drinking somewhere in our house and will soon be out of control? I sigh out my frustration.

“I know Charles put you through a lot, but he suffering too. Don’t be angry. Find Charles and make sure everything okay. Everyone your father know is here,” she says softly as she closes the door.

I linger a few more moments in the bathroom to calm down before I go looking for Charles. I walk through the house, trying not to show my panic as I scan each room for my brother. I open the back door, put on plastic slippers, and walk towards the garden, calling his name. I find him sitting behind the shed, hidden from sight, on a lawn chair.

“Charles?”

Charles doesn’t turn around. “Just needed to step away. I hate being around Koreans. One old lady didn’t even know Dad had a son. She thought it was just you. They ask all these questions about my personal life when Dad’s just died. They’re so nosy,” he says flatly. As the sky darkens, his face is engulfed in shadows. He rattles the ice in his plastic cup before taking a sip.

“What’re you drinking?” I ask, trying to remain composed as I stare at his drink. I sit on the lawn chair next to him.

“Cranberry juice.”

“Can I have a sip?” I ask casually, though my thoughts race with fear that he’s drinking alcohol. Charles rolls his eyes. Then, without turning his head, he passes me his plastic cup. I take a sip, and am relieved to taste only a fruity, tart flavour. I sit next to him as we stare off onto our neighbour’s orderly backyard.

“You’re lucky, Anne. At least you made him proud.”

“Charles, he loved us both the same.”

“I’ve been dreaming about him lately, even about that last night in Crow Plains,” he says, gazing ahead. He takes the cup from me and takes a long sip. “I think I wanted to prove that I could be a man and fight back because Dad never did. That’s the only way I can explain what happened.”

We have never spoken about that night, so I stay quiet, unsure what to say. Along the horizon, a red line burns against the descending blackness. “At least you fought. I never had the courage to fight,” I say after some time passes, and we stare off into the approaching twilight.



Eventually, the guests rest their forks on the empty china. They put on their shoes at the door, hold my mother’s hand or give her a strong embrace, stare intently into her eyes, and speak of how she and my father lived a hard life, but now, look at the success of her daughter who is a lawyer, her tall, handsome son, this beautiful house.

After they leave, we sit at the kitchen table, exhausted, except for Gomo, who has rested and not adjusted to the time difference. She talks with great animation as my mother pours freshly brewed coffee into her mug. I stare at her face, recognizing the hooded eyelids my father had, the same cautious silence as she waits for us to ask her questions. Her tight curls and pale skin are such a familiar trait of the Korea ajummas that I know and grew up with. She is an English teacher in Seoul and speaks to us in both English and Korean.

“What sort of brother was he?” Charles asks. This is something we’ve never known: my father as a young boy.

My aunt tells us a story about an egg. My father, as a child, wanted to give my aunt something special for her birthday but did not have any money. So, he went into a market and stole an egg. During the day, he carried the egg in his pocket, and at night, placed it into the hollow of his neck to keep it warm so that it would hatch, and he could present her with a pet chick on her birthday. The egg never hatched, so the frustrated boy began to cry and on his sister’s birthday came to her empty-handed. I am mesmerized by the image of my father as a boy who slept with a fragile egg placed inside the hollow of his neck. What fascinates me most is the intensity of his conviction and self-restraint that, during the night, he did not crush the egg.

“What was he like when he met Mom?” my brother asks, his eyes becoming lively with curiosity. We have never known the story of my father as a young man. Growing up, my mother only told me they were introduced by a common friend, but never elaborated, and I never asked to hear more.

“He chased her for five years until she finally accepted his proposal. The day of his wedding, he couldn’t stop smiling,” Gomo says, and tells us the story of how my father fell in love. He saw my mother before meeting her. He spotted her at a local market on an autumn day when she accompanied her sister to purchase chestnuts for Chuseok. He followed her home, to the next village, and inquired about who her family was. Every day, he walked in the scorching sun or sleeting snow to watch my mother go to school with her sister. Her eldest sister, Aunt Jung-ja, was the town beauty, and every male—with the exception of my father—wanted to marry her. After they had been introduced by a common acquaintance, my father composed poetry for, and on occasion sang a few songs to, my mother.

My brother and I break out laughing as we try to imagine him singing love songs to our mother, unlike the stoic father we knew. “Your father different when he young,” my mother says, with a grin.

“He wouldn’t even get you a gift for your twenty-fifth anniversary,” Charles says as I snicker. My father believed that anniversary presents were a Western-imposed tradition and that it was a ridiculous notion to have to prove his love. Only through the promptings from Charles and me did he take her to a steakhouse for dinner to celebrate their silver jubilee.

“Anne, you look like your father,” Gomo says to me. She turns her head and addresses Charles. “But you look so much like Maknae. I was shocked when you come to the airport this morning. I felt like Maknae was standing in front of me again, pulling a prank after all these years.”

“Who is Maknae?” I ask.

My aunt raises her eyebrows and looks at my mother.

“I don’t think he told them,” my mother says quietly.

“Dad once told me about Maknae,” Charles mumbles.

“He did?” I say.

“Maknae was our youngest brother.” My aunt sees my startled face, but continues. “He and your father were best friends. He was smart. He learn to speak English just by studying books. It was Maknae’s dream to immigrate to Canada to study and become a doctor. He convinced your father to come with him. Maybe because of Maknae you are here. He was very mischievous, like Charles. He used to get in fights, steal at the market, and skip class to hike in the mountains. The day we left North Korea, your father told him to stay behind and we never see him again,” she says with a resigned sigh.

I widen my eyes. “Dad’s from North Korea?” I am filled with a sense of betrayal. Why didn’t my father tell me any of this?

“Yes.”

“I thought he was from Seoul.”

“That’s where we ended. During the war, our father wanted us to go to Seoul to be safe, but someone had to take care of the animals. So our father stayed home, and the other family would walk to Seoul to be with our relatives until things became stable. The morning we left, your father asked Maknae to remain with our father. We thought we would only be gone a few months. We never thought overnight Korea would become two countries.

“That was the last time we saw them. Once we reach Seoul, your father went to school but always worked to support our family. He was the oldest son and felt great responsibility. It was very hard times. Your father had guilt for telling Maknae to stay. And that guilt haunted his entire life.” Gomo shakes her head and sighs.

I examine my mother’s face, which is impassive, unlike mine, which twists with this revelation.

“We have enough sadness for today. Maybe time to sleep,” my mother says gently, standing up and putting her mug into the sink.

We walk upstairs and I bring Gomo towels. She takes my hand. “Your father was not an expressive man, but he was so proud of you,” she says.

“Thank you,” I say, with a polite smile.

“In Korea, we believe it is the duty of the eldest son to bring honour to the family. Charles inherited that role, but your father always told me you were the one fulfilling it.”

Tears fall down my face. I’m surprised, as I have not cried since arriving in Edmonton. I have been busy ordering floral arrangements and deli trays, making small talk with guests in the parlour room, worrying if we made enough coffee or had a sufficient selection of teas.

“Thank you,” I force myself to say, wiping my cheeks with the back of my hands. I’m embarrassed by these tears. I feel betrayed—my father never told me he was from North Korea or had a missing brother, yet Charles knew.

“He was so proud of you,” she says again, staring into my eyes.

“Thank you,” I say again, looking away, not wanting her to see the rage erupting inside of me.



The next morning, my mother knocks softly on my door.

I wake, startled that I am in Edmonton, in my parents’ house. Suddenly, I’m reminded that my father has passed, that I’ve just learned he’s from North Korea and left a brother there.

My mother enters and stands beside my bed. “Charles not in room and his car gone. Gomo sleeping but will wake up any time. We need to find him,” she whispers.

“Okay,” I say, sighing in frustration. Charles behaved so well at the funeral, but all my gratitude disappears as I rise out of bed, change into a sweater and a pair of slacks, grab the keys, and walk towards my mother’s car. I’m hoping Gomo will sleep through the morning and afternoon and not realize Charles is gone. Although my parents only moved into this house five years ago, I’m familiar with the neighbourhood. I drive slowly past a nearby strip mall and see my brother’s car in front of a local bar. I force calm as I go to his car to find it locked and empty. I look around and see my brother sleeping on the outskirts of the gravel lot, curled into a fetal position, holding his cell phone. When I walk towards him, I smell the sickly-sweet scent of alcohol. Before rousing him, I take his phone, scroll down it, and see his attempts, throughout the night, to call my father.






TWO

My parents’ house is located in a neighbourhood development called Fair Estates, where retirees masquerade as modern-age lords. They live among Corinthian columns mixed with faux-marble Jacuzzi tubs and resin chandeliers. Outside these homes, trimmed hedges grow along the driveways, and flowerpots anchor the porches and garages. Here, my parents have met many other Korean retirees, and recently, Fair Estates—likely to the chagrin of the original house buyers who wanted a different demographic—is increasingly populated by Koreans: so much so that last year, a Korean church opened on its outskirts. To my mother, this house was the last chapter to my father’s life, and represents, perhaps, the castle the hero finally returns to after a life of exile and adventure.

When my parents first moved in, they got rid of the grass in the backyard in exchange for a vegetable garden. Contractors brought in their machinery to dig and dump heaps of soil, and out of this chaos they created a paradise of cabbages, carrots, zucchini blossoms. They erected a greenhouse, a shed, and a drying house where they transformed wild fiddlehead ferns into gosari, acorns into jelly—they spent summer weekends foraging for these delicacies at local parks. Occasionally, vegetation from my parents’ garden blows through the wire fence and scatters onto their white neighbour’s otherwise pristine lawn—a backyard so lacking in blemish that my father once admitted to poking his fingers through the fence to confirm that the grass was real. My brother told me that a few times this neighbour has sat on his deck, drinking a glass of wine and muttering aloud how my parents’ sprawling farm was affecting everyone else’s property value.

It is early evening, a few days after the funeral. After I found Charles drunk in the parking lot, I dragged him home hoping that my mother would reprimand him. But because Gomo is here, the next morning we all behaved as if that night never happened, and I wonder if she can sense our strain.

Gomo and I are sitting on plastic chairs in the backyard, viewing the vegetable garden. Despite the heat, Gomo is drinking hot tea. I had not expected my family to be here tonight. I have been feeling emotionally exhausted. I craved time alone to process all of the drama and revelations that have happened over the past few days. I wish Gomo was not here so I could ask my mother more about why my father did not tell me about Maknae. I asked Charles to drive Gomo and my mother to Banff for a few days. They left early this morning, but when they arrived, all the hotels in Banff were booked except for an overpriced deluxe Jacuzzi suite that my mother, upon principle, refused to rent, even though I had given them enough spending money. Instead, they drove back home and interrupted my much-needed solitude.

Gomo shares with me her unsolicited opinions about Canada. She is stingy on praise: She has taken walks along the long stretches of sidewalk, not running into a single person the entire time, she says in disbelief. She finds fault with the houses that are identical to the next, wide lawns that are manicured yet devoid of children playing, flowers that carry no scent. The more expensive houses are along the ravine, its beauty tamed by workers wearing bright orange vests and helmets: They climb ladders, clip stray branches, sterilize the flora with spray, then collect the debris to put into black plastic bags where they will be trapped forever in distant landfills.

“Here in Canada,” Gomo complains as she brings her portable electric fan closer to her pale face, protected by her wide-brim visor, “even in a city like this, you can go for days without talking or seeing another human being. But in Korea, you cannot get away from one another. That’s why Koreans have jeong—a kind of emotional bonding. We don’t ask ourselves who we are or write books about our identity. We know our blood, it’s pure, not mixed like in Canada,” Gomo says as Charles appears at the back door.

Gomo’s small eyes widen and light with fervour as she relays to us the pride and resilience of the Koreans: Centuries of invasions and oppression from the Chinese and Japanese have given them a drive to create one of the greatest modern societies in the world. American technology companies and billionaire tycoons visit Seoul to find the next trend because Koreans are on the vanguard of the technological revolution. Cosmetics companies come from all over the world to scout the newest beauty fad.

I glance over at Charles, who is trying to restrain what could be a smirk. Like me, he must find this overbearing.

“If you and Charles grew up there, you would understand. You would be different people,” she says, unable to conceal the disappointment in her voice. Then she pauses, and reconsiders what she has just said. “Actually, Anne was better to grow up in Canada, but Charles would be better to grow up in Korea. Here, the men are weak.” I’m surprised by Gomo’s forthrightness, which, I remind myself, is probably cultural, as I have seen many Korean elders speak with bold bluntness. Charles’s face darkens.

“That’s funny because I don’t recall Dad ever being very strong,” Charles snaps back.

“That’s what I remember when he was young. He had to survive. But maybe he changed after immigrating. Without family and friends, the soul weakens. I don’t know how your parents survived. I could never live here so isolated. Perhaps Canada broke him.”

Charles turns around and slams the back screen door. Gomo’s face remains composed, refusing to react to his outburst. She waits a moment before telling me she needs to give me something. She goes inside and returns carrying a parcel.

“Your father said you liked to read and write.”

“I do.”

“This is for you,” she says. It’s a small stack of envelopes, roughly a dozen, bound by burgundy raffia. “Your father wrote letters to Maknae and sent them to our mother’s house hoping one day Maknae would return to read them. When your father first immigrated, he wrote lots, but over time, he sent less, and then the letters stopped. I never knew what to do with them.”

I pick up an envelope, a red stamp dating it from 1977, the candy cane stripes of oxford blue and cherry red decorating the edges. It’s written in Korean, which I can no longer read.

“They’re not opened,” I say. There are a dozen sealed envelopes, and by the date stamp, I organize them chronologically, from 1977 to 1994.

“Your father believed Maknae was still alive,” Gomo says. “When the North Koreans opened their borders to reunite families, I applied so many times, but nothing happen. Once, he sent a newspaper article that show a picture of Kim Jong-il’s generals. He circled a face that look like Maknae, but the image was so small it could have been anyone. I don’t think it was him. You know, having relatives in the South would make life hard for Maknae, probably impossible to get a good government job. But I never tell that to your father, let him hope. Knowing if Maknae was dead or alive would give your father peace. If Maknae died, but did not get proper burial, then his spirit is forever wandering. That is the Korean belief. Hopefully, these letters will bring healing, maybe even give rest to Maknae’s spirit.”

After Gomo goes to bed, I sit in my bedroom holding these envelopes. I pick one up, find a tiny gap along its flap, lengthen my index finger, then lift and tear. I take out a single sheet of paper, scrawled in neat but indecipherable lines, slants, and circles. The letter has a crisp fold. I hold it cautiously, so the paper does not tear off. I study the letters and form syllables but the words hold no meaning, as I understand nothing. I get up and find my mother in the living room, watching a Korean drama on television.

“Gomo just gave me these letters that Dad wrote to Maknae,” I say as I hand her the one letter that I peeled open.

She grabs the remote control, pauses her show, and takes the letter. Her face lacks emotion as she reads it. I wait patiently as her eyes scroll down the page. “What does it say?” I ask.

“Just update on how family doing.”

I wait for her to say more.

“Your father say we move to Crow Plains and we doing the store.” She sighs, exasperated, takes off her reading glasses, and begins rubbing at her temples.

“I was hoping you could let me know what it says sentence by sentence.”

She sighs loudly. “Listen, we know what happen. Just forget about it, okay?”

“We have forgotten about it. We never talk about it. He wouldn’t have written about that night anyway. I just want to know what these letters say. You know I can’t read Korean.”

“I tell you already. Letter say we find the store. We move to Crow Plains. Anne and Charles doing the study well. Blah, blah, blah.”

“I know but—”

She gets up from the sofa. “Boring update, that’s all! I done the talking. This is noying.” Although I’m not surprised by her reaction, as we never speak about the past, especially about Crow Plains, her irritation grates on me. I thought reading her deceased husband’s letters and translating them to me would be a way for us to bond, not quarrel.

“What do you mean this is knowing? Knowing what?” I ask, my voice rising.

“Noying! How you describe Charles.”

“The word you’re trying to use is annoying,” I say, trying not to yell, lest it provoke her to more anger.

“You are annoying!” she yells, then walks away.

“Mom, I want to know what these letters say. It could help us heal from what happened.”

My mother stops, arches her back and lets out a jarring snort. “We don’t need to heal. We need to forget! Easier! Past is past. We need to move on, not go back to bad things,” she says as she waves her arm, then goes into her bedroom and slams the door shut. I sigh. For my mother, healing would be too easy. Rather, we should adopt a hard-earned forgetfulness. She has her own rules for suffering and for not showing suffering. And I have seen her face transform, her lips stiffen, and her heart harden from the life that slowly broke before her.

My cell phone rings. It’s Richard. He’s finally calling me.

“I’m so sorry, babe. It was an insane week. I was doing all-nighters and we just closed. But, I’ve been thinking about you the entire time.”

“Hi,” I say icily. I’m angry that it’s taken him this long to check in on me.

“How did everything go?” He pauses and waits for me to respond. I don’t. So he decides to fill in the silence. “I take it things have been tough?”

“Yeah. I don’t like coming here. It’s suffocating. I can’t explain it.”

“I have a funny story to cheer you up. You know that famous fashion designer who’s my client? You know what he did? Every time he needed to make a major decision, he would step out of the room to call his fortune-teller so she could guide the closing. Meanwhile, his wife kept calling and interrupting our meeting over their Hamptons renovation. There were five of us sitting at the table being paid thousands of dollars to listen to her cry because another architect quit on her. She wants to build her yoga room around an oak tree, and each firm she spoke with told her it was structurally impossible.”

A silence ensues as he waits for my reaction. Although I want to punish him for not calling me until now, I also sense his boyish desire to make me laugh, so I soften towards him. “You know, Cathy’s firm specializes in that sort of thing,” I say reluctantly. Cathy is my closest friend in New York and works as an architect. “You should recommend her firm. I think it’s called Jorgensen or something Scandinavian sounding. I can give you her number.”

“That would be great,” he says. There’s a long pause.

“I wish you had come,” I say without emotion.

“You told me not to come. I said I could have taken that weekend off to come to your father’s funeral. I didn’t call until now because you told me you wanted time and space to take care of your family affairs, and I wanted to respect that.”

I begin to cry.

“Babe, don’t cry. I’m sorry. You’re going through a lot. You need to grieve. I get it. You know what? I’m going to fly out this weekend. The case just closed, and I don’t have any pressing work. I was even thinking of taking Friday off and leaving Thursday afternoon.”

Richard’s sudden announcement catches me off guard. Although I wanted him to be there at the funeral to comfort me, now it’s too late. I want to be alone and not burden my mother with his visit. Also, there’s resentment: When I told him that my father passed, he only offered once to come to my father’s funeral. When I said no, he dropped it and did not insist when I wanted him to. “I’m sorry, I just got emotional. I don’t know what came over me. Please don’t come. I don’t want my mom to stress out about being a good host. I just need to wrap up my father’s affairs.”

“But I want to see you. I want to be there for you.”

I don’t respond. There’s residual anger, so I refuse to reassure him.

“You know, Anne, I finally understand this about you. Your power comes from your ability to withhold. You told me that you didn’t want me to come, and now you’re telling me the opposite.”

“You should have insisted.”

“I can’t read your mind. You have to tell me when you want something. Listen, I get that you’re grieving, but you have to open up to me more. You’re an oyster that I need to dive for and crack open, so I can claim you as my pearl.”

“I felt like you didn’t care when you just offered to come once and then easily accepted my no,” I manage to say. It’s out of character for me to spell things out like this. He’s right that I am closed, but he should know this is how I handle emotion. It’s my way of being considerate: I don’t want others to feel burdened by my strong feelings.

“I do care. But you need to tell me when you really want something,” he says with a defensiveness which is unusual, coming from him. “I was thinking about how little I know about your past. You never talk about your childhood. I don’t recall a single story that you’ve ever shared with me about your childhood except for that one time you went skiing in Banff—”

“—I have a terrible memory, you know that, Richard.”

“Your forgetfulness seems selective. You have a great memory recalling things I’ve done wrong. And you never tell me what’s going on with your family. For instance, you never talk about Charles. Is he there?”

“Yes.”

“So he’s out of rehab?”

“Yes.”

“Is he working?”

“No. He’s going to stay with my mom for a while.”

“Is he searching for a job anytime soon?”

“Richard, our father just passed, okay?”

“Fine. Let’s talk about your father. We’ve been dating for over a year and you never talk about him.”

“I don’t know that much myself,” I say as my voice rises. “I just found out that he was originally from North Korea, and that he left behind my grandfather and uncle during the Korean War.”

“He never told you that?”

“No. Apparently, this lost uncle was my father’s best friend. My aunt gave me a stack of unopened letters that my father wrote to him and sent to my grandmother’s home just in case he returned. But they’re written in Korean, which I can’t read, and my mother refuses to translate them for me.” I start crying, and I appreciate that Richard is quiet.

“I wish I could be next to you right now,” he says with affection.

I pause as I struggle to find words that won’t separate us further. “It’s hard being back,” I finally manage to say.

“The reason I didn’t call is because you told me you’d be busy and wanted space. I wanted to respect that since you’ve told me it’s hard for you to be there.”

“You’re right, I did say that.”

“I miss you.”

“Hey, it’s late. I should be going to bed.”

“Fine. Tell me good night in that voice I love.”

“Good night, Richard,” I say, so quietly that I can barely hear my own voice.



Richard fell in love with me, he will tell our friends, because of the sweetness of my voice: Your voice, it did something to me. His voice is loud and commanding, learned from a father whose own father was a commander in the army. Richard’s words move like bullets: lean, economical, targeted towards a specific point. In contrast, my own voice is barely audible, and I find myself repeating words to cashiers, co-workers, and colleagues. It’s a trait that always comes up on my performance review at work, my soft voice, though luckily most of my work consists of reading dense documents. My words move like feathers: light, inoffensive, always accommodating the currents moving around me.

We met at a benefit dinner for a humanitarian group operating in North Korea. I’m hardly a political person, but my firm sponsored a table, and, well, I had nothing better to do on a Thursday evening. A co-worker promised to attend with me, but cancelled at the last minute. I was sitting at the table not knowing anyone, feigning interest in the speaker: a French NGO director who went to Pyongyang and saw the atrocities of the dictatorship firsthand. Outside, an ice storm was pelting, while my stiff fingers—leaning against the cutlery—softened against the steamed salmon soufflé I was eating.

Richard appeared. He sat down on the empty chair next to me.

“Is this seat taken?”

I shook my head.

“Hi, I’m Richard,” he said, grinning. I noticed his piercing blue eyes, the ease of his manner, his steely brown hair. He smelled of bergamot.

“I’m Anne.”

“Sorry, I didn’t catch that. What’s your name again?”

“Anne.”

“I’ve seen you before. Don’t you work on the fortieth floor?”

“I’m actually a few floors above,” I said. A woman who my co-workers jokingly call my doppelganger works on that floor. Although I don’t see the resemblances, she has a similar slim physique and height, but she’s Chinese.

“I recognize your face. I’ve seen you in the elevators.”

This is how we met. When we first started dating, I felt awkward in the restaurants Richard would take me to. Even though I have a strong sense of taste, I never knew what to order, which wines to pair with which dishes. Not wanting to seem opportunistic and following in the footsteps of my parents, I picked the cheaper dishes on the leather-bound menus: the roasted chicken as opposed to the braised sea bass. Richard, on the other hand, selects only the finest. He researches the restaurant’s specialty, their seasonal offerings, what the reviewers say, and with this knowledge, orders a seamless feast. Yet, when he indulges in fine things, he has a calculated dissatisfaction that prevents him from fully embracing the experience: The Kobe steak is too tender, the sauvignon too dry. Sometimes, I fear he feels the same towards me: that I am too thoughtful, too thoughtless, too little, too much.

He believes he is entitled to this finery. After all, he believes he is a self-made man. His father, a partner at a law firm, refused to support him financially after high school to teach him independence. At best, his father offered to loan him money, but at an interest rate higher than what his college’s financial aid office was charging. Richard believes he deserves the best that life has to offer since he has earned it. This includes me, where—despite what I fear are my backwater tendencies—he will say that I am the finest of all women. He loves saying that, pitching me against his colleague’s girlfriends or wives, saying sotto voce, “Babe, you’re so much prettier than anyone else here,” and I will return his proud gaze with a smile, a straightening of my back, trying to believe in his certitude.



When Gomo returns to Korea I finally have time to go through the letters. I select an envelope and pull out a page. The letter’s date is when we lived in Crow Plains. The last time I read Korean was when I was a child. I enunciate each syllable aloud, unsure of the words forming. I understand only a few words, and the rest I look up, verbatim, in my parent’s dictionary. I try to understand the whole by the parts. In the dictionary, there are some Korean words that will be one symbol, one syllable, and the English definition requires an entire phrase, sentences, multiple entries to describe the meaning. Han: 1) one 2) mid-winter 3) a grudge 4) a resentful lamentation 5) limits. I know I am not fully comprehending things, and, in frustration, I return the letters to the pile.

It’s Richard who brings up the letters again when he calls a few days later. “Listen, I’ve been thinking about what you said, about your uncle and those letters. I emailed an acquaintance I know who works for an NGO that has a network of translators throughout North America. Anyway, he found a Korean translator in Edmonton who teaches at the university and comes highly recommended. His name is Hugh MacDonald.”

“He hardly sounds like a Korean translator,” I say, trying to hide my annoyance.

“He seems legit. Search him online. He taught there for over two decades. He’s even written some articles about feminism in Korea. He’s married to a Korean woman,” Richard says with eagerness. This gesture reminds me of when we first started dating, of how he would always go out of his way to dote on me, and my heart softens.

“Thanks for thinking of me.”

“You know I’m there for you, right, babe?” He mentions again that he’d like to visit, and this time counters my refusal by insisting again, but I’m firm: Although I admit I wanted Richard to be with me at the funeral, having him here now would complicate things. I need to complete my father’s taxes, close his accounts, cancel his identity, and organize my mother’s finances. I want to be alone while I undertake the dreary paperwork of post-death.

The translator does have impressive credentials—he’s translated some books from Korean to English—so I contact Hugh and arrange to meet him at his office, inside a Brutalist building on campus. The room is small and decorated with celadon vases covered with white cranes and clouds. Before we sit down, he bows and greets me in Korean. I have never spoken Korean with a white person before, and on instinct resist his attempt at camaraderie. Instead, I shake his hand and respond in English; he doesn’t make another attempt to speak with me in Korean. I hand him my envelopes, and after we agree on a price, he tells me to give him the weekend.

When I return to his office on Monday, he hands back my envelopes and a folder containing the translations. I eagerly flip through the pages. I see the names of people I have forgotten, places I have left and never thought of again. I’m surprised when I find myself suppressing a rush of tears. I blink successively, pretending to be absorbed in his translations, holding the papers up, trying to shield my glassy eyes.

The translator notes that in one letter my father shifts grammatical tenses and conjugates his verbs using honorifics, which would be out of place, as he is addressing his younger brother. I wonder if this is playfulness, or a sober moment when he desires to revisit his lost brother? The translator outlines which tenses are being used, and when there are changes to these tenses, but he will not get involved in discussing the reasons behind these shifts and refuses to relent under my pleading stares when I try to corner him—this stranger—and force him to explain to me the inexplicable.

“What is he really saying here?”

“He wrote that the family is moving back to Edmonton.”

“Does he sound sad?”

“All I know is that he’s using the polite, formal tense when he writes that the family will be moving.”

“Why does he shift to honorifics? Is he trying to distance himself from his brother?”

“I can’t answer that for you. I’m only a translator. I can only translate. I can’t speak on behalf of your father.”

I burst out crying. The translator looks down at the floor, embarrassed. Minutes later, I dry my eyes. I’m apologizing, he’s understanding, and we’re sharing an awkward silence as I count out the bills for his service.

He starts talking to fill the silence. “You know, one thing I must say about my time when I taught there was how difficult it was to read Koreans. I felt they were constantly saying one thing yet meaning another. I never fully understood what people actually meant, if their no really meant no or was really a yes and that it was my responsibility to keep insisting. I never knew what was expected from me, or when I was being rude. I remember this one co-worker. After years of knowing him, one night we both got extremely drunk and he told me of the many times I had unknowingly insulted him. I was so shocked. The next morning, he acted as if nothing happened. I still don’t know if he remembers telling me about all his grievances towards me. I lived there for over twenty years, but I never felt like I fully knew what was going on. I guess it needs to be in your blood.”



OEBPS/e9798897100699/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Chapter Seventeen


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		VIII








OEBPS/e9798897100699/fonts/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/e9798897100699/fonts/ACaslonPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/e9798897100699/images/9798897100699.jpg
Inheritance

Jane Park

“A beautiful debut. A wide-ranging meditation on the Korean immigrant

experience that explores family, ambition, longing and belonging.”
—SUJI KWOCK KIM





OEBPS/e9798897100699/fonts/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9798897100699/fonts/ArialMTPro-Medium.otf


OEBPS/e9798897100699/images/title.jpg
Inheritance

A Novel

Jane Park

SSSSSSSSSSSS





OEBPS/e9798897100699/fonts/BNChester.otf


OEBPS/e9798897100699/fonts/ACaslonPro-SemiboldItalic.otf


