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We-a.re--i—n the old Pontiac,
the red paint faded by years of
glinting Ohio sun,

pelting rain,

and biting snow.










The tops of the cornstalks r
% lines that zigzag
= across the horizon.

Mom shouts,
“Look!”
}{,- : and the car comes to
P . an abrupt, jerking stop.

Mom'’s eyes are as sharp as
the tip of
a dragon’s claw.



nake Dad’s eyes grow wide.
“Watercress!” they exclaim,

two voices
heavy with memories.




Dad’s eyes grow wide.
“Watercress!” they exclaim,
two voices

heavy with memories.



From the depths of the trunk,
they unearth

a brown paper bag,

rusty scissors,



and a longing for
China.



and a longing for
e
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They haul us out of the back seat.
We are told to

untie our sneakers,

peel off our socks,

and roll up our jeans.

We have to help them gather it.



The water it
It stings my

and the muc

up between
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and the mud squelches

It stings my ankles
up between my toes.




A car passes by
and I duck my head
hoping it’s
no one I know.
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My parents cut bunches of the small plant,

long stﬁngy'stem_s with
leaves round as coins.




My parents cut bunches of the smallplant,
long stringy stems with
leaves round as coins.



My bigbrother yanks
up by the handful,
roots dripping dl.tty'water
onto my shirt,
and thrusts it close to my face.

There are tiny snails
clinging to the
underside.

I squirm away.



The paper is s¢

half afraid
half hopeful

that the bottor

sending all the

the muck,

into




" The bag in my hands grows

wier
with the weight of al
the watercress.

The paper is soaked and I'm
half afraid

half hopeful

that the bottom will split,
sending all the plants back down
into the muck.












On the dinner table that night is a dish ' S XY
of watercress, _ o
glistening with garlicky oil and i

h ’

freckled with sesame seeds. o ! - J

The mud and the snails are
long gone

but I still don’t want to eat it.
Any of it.

I only want to eat vegetables from
the grocery store,









Mom and Dad press me to try some.
“It is fresh,” Dad says.

“It is free,” Mom says.

I shake my head.










Mom sighs and disappears
into her room,

T WA — AT

returning with an old photo,




“My family,” she says,
“from before.”

We stare.

Mom never talks about |

She points to a small boy
as thin as a stem of wates
“My little brother. Your
We hold our breaths.




“My family,” she says,
“from before.”

‘We stare. -z
Mom never talks about her China family.

She points to a small boy : s
as thin as a stem of watercress. _ !



“During the great

famine,” she says,

“we ate anything

we could find,
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I look from my uncle’s hollow face
to the watercress on the table

ki and I am ashamed of

E . _ being ashamed of

i my family.




I look from my uncle’s hollow face
to the watercress on the table

and I am ashamed of

being ashamed of

my family.




I take a bite of the watercress and
it bites me back with

its spicy, peppery taste.

It is delicate and

slightly bitter,



















ANOTE FROM THE ARTIST

When I first read Watercress, I was impressed by how Andrea was able to fold so many layers of memory, culture, and emotion
into a short text, and 1 wanted the illustrations to complement each of those layers. T wanted the art to reflect the American
and Chinese heritage of the characters. I chose to paint in watercolor because it's common to both Chinese and western art and
1 used both Chinese and western brushes. The color palette is heavy in yellow ochre, which reminds me of old photographs
and 19705 decor, and cerulean blue, which is similar to the blue often used in Chinese paintings. Traditional Chinese landscape
paintings fi mountains painted with soft marks that create a dreamlike quality. This techniq d appropriate for
implying memory, so I included many soft washes throughout the book.

Itis common for children of immigrants to be unaware of their parents’ stories and culture, and to feel out of place,
misunderstood, and even angry. My own father, also a child of Chinese immigrants, rejected Chinese food when he was young
in an effort to try and fit in. These feelings, especially the anxiety that comes from feeling different, are not limited to immigrants
mdtlui.r:Nldnn—lheyauuﬂmi%enIwupdnﬁng,ldmmmymmmduafudus&on,lus,a.u.dg.:.ﬁlnl\dthlhe
hope that they might seep into the art and add another layer to Andrea’s remarkable story. —J. C.
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