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From Reading to Writing

Worksheet 3-3
Mark all the sentences with a S + V + O pattern as the main clause
In Jiayi(嘉義) there was a very well set out Japanese style courtyard house that had originally belonged to very high ranked Japanese officer and had then become a dormitory. I think it must be that, at the time of the Japanese occupation of Taiwan, this prominent gentleman left his house behind. When we lived there, there were three families: Su, Dou, and Co. As well, there were some single police officers who lived in the guest room from time to time. There was no separation among the families; any stranger who came in would be hard pressed to figure out who belonged to which family. We only had one kitchen, one bathroom, and two toilets. To get to the toilet, you had to go through another family's hallway. Needless to say, there was nothing of what we now call the right to privacy. 
If you think, because of all of this, living there was difficult, you would be wrong. No one complained. I remember that, most of the time we went back and forth in the house like one family except Mr. Co’s mother who spent most her time in a tiny but tidy Buddhist shrine. I never saw people fighting or getting on each other's nerves. I could play at Mama Dou's home and have my afternoon nap there while the children from the Dou family might be playing at my home. When it was supper time, we would all eat together. My mother would just call over to the Dou home, "Jiajia isn't going home for supper tonight," and that was fine. 

My father was a person who hated being without company. From what I remember there were always lots of people at the table. We had two dining tables, one for adults, one for children, and then there were lots of round table tops too and the biggest one is for fifteen people. 
When I was small most of my “uncles” (my father’s friends) were single, so father would invite them for dinner after work. Others, whose families were not there, would come too. Police work means a lot of transfers, so they would first stay with us. And, with uncertain hours, they couldn't count on meals. People came especially at New Year. Father liked noisy festivities and mother's hospitality grew even greater. All of this meant that our house was busy, noisy, and a lot of fun. 
I also remember that all sorts of aunts would come to play mahjong with grandmother in the afternoon. After lunch, about two, I would hear bicycles arriving and I would rush out to greet them. Coming with them, my playmates "Xiao yun," "Xiao peng," and "Da bao" were soon heard. Soon after that, the sounds of would be heard as children played and shouted in the yard. At four, they would all go home to start supper. Now, when I think of mother, grandmother, and all the aunts playing mahjong, I think of the Joy Luck Club by that American author. All of them had gone through so much and, as they played mahjong, they shared their joys and sorrows. Today they are all scattered, but they still maintain this silken bond. I have grown up as Taiwan's society has changed. Life is no longer that hard and it seems that people are no longer as open hearted. There are huge apartment buildings everywhere and the right to privacy is jealously guarded. But, the warmth that can touch one's heart has disappeared without a trace, vanished into multi-storied walls. 

