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TH E WOM A N IN T HE CLO S ET

AUGUST
IN THE SPACE OF a few hours, Granny Ng was made an official

member of the village and given her own blue tent, just like the
others had. Over a hundred tents dotted the southeastern side of
Hong Kong Park like giant petals from outer space. That’s how
they’d once seemed to her back in the days when she still lived
with her son and daughter-in-law. Back then, she would take her
morning stroll around the turtle pond with Maru, her daughterin-law’s shi’itsu. She’d occasionally look over to that strange blue
sight, and whenever she saw people moving among the tents, she
would turn away, embarrassed for staring. She had never given
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much thought to why people lived that way. Then one morning,
a middle-aged woman with a sleek black bob and a pink tracksuit
stopped her at the turtle pond. The woman said she’d noticed her
walking her dog there in the mornings, and asked if she was all
right. She had her hand on Granny Ng’s arm and a concerned,
hopeful look on her face. Granny Ng had to admit that she was
feeling hungry, having only had a few crackers for breakfast. The
woman—she introduced herself as Kitty —seemed well-spoken
and polite, so Granny Ng was surprised when, after answering a
few questions about her home life, her new acquaintance led her
toward the mass of blue tents. They stopped at an awning at the
southern perimeter of the tents where a short, silver-bearded man
was stirring a pot of soup on a camp stove.
“Uncle Chow, this is Granny Ng,” said Kitty. “Her son and
daughter-in-law want to kick her out of her apartment and put
her in an old people’s home at the end of the month. She doesn’t
want to go.”
Granny felt her cheeks warm with embarrassment. The
silver-bearded man tasted a spoonful of the soup and nodded
slowly, though it wasn’t clear if it was to himself or to Kitty. He
turned abruptly, wiped his hands on the front of his overalls, and
invited Granny Ng to sit on one of the plastic children’s stools
dotted around the outdoor kitchen.
“Granny, take the weight off your feet. Ah Kitty, give her
some of this soup, will you?” He brought over another stool and
sat facing her. “Well, Granny, I’m sorry to hear your son doesn’t
want to take care of you. This kind of thing is getting more and
more common these days.”
Granny Ng blinked at the bowl of beef soup in her hands and
nodded.
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“But the fact is that you still have somewhere to stay, true?
None of the people here can say the same.”
Kitty looked concerned. “Tell him, Granny Ng. Tell Uncle
Chow what you told me.”
The soup smelled so good to Granny Ng. She hadn’t had
beef soup in years; her son and daughter-in-law were converts
to Taoism, and had taken a three-year vow of vegetarianism.
She brought the bowl to her lips, then hesitated. It was too hot
to drink right then, but she didn’t want to be rude. Then again,
she’d already burnt her tongue several times that week to avoid
her daughter-in-law hitting her for eating too slowly. She peered
around hopefully for a spoon.
“Granny, please allow me to speak for you,” said Kitty. She
squatted on the ground next to Granny Ng and looked imploringly at the silver-bearded man. “It’s terrible in there, Uncle
Chow. The staff beat the old people and steal their valuables.
They hide their letters and have to be bribed in order to hand
them over. On visiting days, they put on a big show of caring
for the residents so the children don’t get concerned, but as soon
as they leave it all starts again. We can’t let this poor granny end
up in a place like that, can we? We can’t let her go from bad to
worse.”
Uncle Chow scratched his beard. “Which old people’s home
is this?”
“Does it matter?” sighed Kitty. Then she lowered her head
as if admitting defeat. “My mother was in that kind of home.”
Uncle Chow considered Granny Ng as she blew on her soup.
“How are you, Granny? Are you enjoying the soup?”
“It’s delicious,” she said, blowing harder on the soup. It was
still too hot to taste. “The best I’ve ever had.”
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Last of Her Name is an eye-opening story collection
about the intimate, interconnected lives of diasporic
women and the histories they are born into. Set in
a wide range of time periods and locales, including
’80s UK suburbia, WWII Hong Kong, and urban
California, Last of Her Name features an eclectic cast
of outsiders: among them, an elderly housebreaker,
wounded lovers, and kung-fu fighting teenage girls.

“Last of Her Name is a mesmerizing and deeply
felt debut that affirms all that is great about
short fiction. ‘The Woman in the Closet’... has to be
considered a new classic. Lok’s collection brings
startling intimacy to her characters, all of them
struggling with dislocation and belonging. I can’t
think of a collection that better speaks to this
moment of global movement and collective rupture
from homes and history, and the struggle to find
meaning despite it all.”
—DAVE EGGERS, author of The Parade
“What a basket of jewels! Each of these stories
is elegant, poignant, and multi-faceted. A true
pleasure.”
—GISH JEN, author of
The Girl at the Baggage Claim
“A truly beautiful and wide-ranging collection. From
the gut punch of the opening story to the wonderful
novella that anchors the book, not a word is wasted.
A book to stay up with, a book that will make you
not want to sleep.”
—PETER ORNER, author of
Maggie Brown & Others
“A collection of assured and keenly observed stories
about the devastations—large and small—that
transpire between people. No-nonsense, darkly
funny, and lovely all at once, it makes you wonder,
as good books should, what on earth is going on in
each of our brains.”
—RACHEL KHONG, author of Goodbye, Vitamin

