Accidental Asian and The Kite Runner  

Below are two quotes for you to read.  One is from the reading you did last night in The Kite Runner and the other is a quote from Eric Liu’s Accidental Asian, a memoir of his struggles being a first generation American struggling with his cultural identity.  We will be discussing the similarities and differences between the two quotes and then thinking about how it relates to our own lives. 

The Kite Runner 

In his rearview mirror, I saw something flash in his eyes.  "You want to know?" he sneered. "Let me imagine, Agha sahib.  You probably lived in a big two-or three-story house with a nice back-yard that your gardener filled with flowers and fruit trees.  All gated, of course.  Your father drove an American car.  You had servants, probably Hazaras.  Your parents hired workers to decorate the house for the fancy mehmanis they threw, so their friends would come over to drink and boast about their travels to Europe or America.  And I would bet my first sons eyes that this is the first time you've ever worn a pakol."  He grinned at me, revealing a mouth full of prematurely rotting teeth.  "Am I close?"

"Why are you saying these things," I said.

"Because you wanted to know," he spat.  He pointed to an old man dressed in ragged clothes trudged down a dirt path, a large burlap back filled with scrub grass tied to his back.  "That's the real Afghanistan, Agha sahib.  That's the Afghanistan I know.  You?  You've always been a tourist here, you just didn't know it (232)." 

Accidental Asian

How did I end up here, standing in what seems the very seat of whiteness, gazing from the promontory of social privilege?  How did I cover so much ground so quickly?  What was it, in my blind journey, that I felt I should leave behind?  And what did I leave behind?  This, the jettisoning of one mode of life to send another aloft, is not only the immigrant’s tale, it is the son’s tale, too.  By coming to America, my parents made themselves into citizens of a new country.  By traveling the trajectory of an assimilist, so did I (38). 

