Returning To Our Roots
Asian American Studies 294, Spring 2016

Returning To Our Roots

This anthology is a project of the University of
Massachusetts Boston's Asian American Studies 294 course,
"Resources for Vietnhamese American Studies,” in the Spring 2016
semester. It is a collection of recipes, poems, and short stories
that students in the class created throughout the semester fo
express their emotions, experiences, and thoughts on the topics
we covered in this course. The entries are divided into themes of
war and migration to the U.S., the challenges of resettlement
upon arrival, and of what it means to have a sense of “home."
These stories are written with love and dedication to our
families, loved ones, and to anyone who has desired to retrace
their family footsteps, chase their dreams, and find their home.

We owe special gratitude to these individuals for their
support throughout the semester: Viet-AID staff Hang Pham,
Hung An Nguyen, Thanh Nguyen, and Carro Hua; Vietnamese elder
poets Dr. Chung Nguyen and Dr. Thanh Tran; Performance artist,
actor, and filmmaker Leon Quang Le; UMB Asian American
Student Success Program’s Pratna Kem; and UMB Asian American
Studies Program Director Dr. Peter Kiang.

Finally, we were honored to share our stories with the Viet-
AID after school youth program and listen to the members'
thoughtful, beautifully written poems. This anthology is
especially dedicated to them!

With appreciation,
Professor Loan Thi Dao & ASAMST 294 class



Lost in Land
Why would they care
To bring a bag of soil?
The meaning of soil,

That depends on the person.
Blood, flesh, bones, sweat, and tears
Generated the high fertility of the land.
Our ancestors

Sacrificed their lives

To explore, defend, preserve, and nurture.

Like the loss of water bottle,
Much is lost in immigration.
My inescapable bond
Unable to come
Is really gone.

No matter where
A part of my body

Always remain in my land of birth.

Written by: Dalena, Anna, Winnie, Hung, and Lily

Nhiing gi ta da mat
Tai sao ho lai ban +am
Mang mot nam cdt tir qué nha
Y nghiia ciia ném cét
NG phu thudc vao chinh nguoi dem di.
Mdu, thit, xuong, mé hdi va nudc mat
Dd xdy dung nén dat nuoc nay
T4 tién cua ching ta
D4 hi sinh cudc séng cua ho
Dé khdm phd, bao vé va gin giit hudc nha.
Gidng nhu nhiing giot nudc dd bi cudh mit
N6 dd chay theo mot dong nusc khdc.
Nhitng hguoi than cua t6i
S& khéng thé ndo toi
Vi ho dd di xa mat roi.
DU & bit ¢t noi ndo di chdng nita
Tam tri cua t6i

Ludn ludn husng vé nudc nha.

Sdng tdc boi: Dalena, Anna, Winnie, Hung, and Lily



Untitled
By Tin Nguyen and Lilly Nguyen

H&i anh b doi ngay xua
Minh xanh doi Id, guong mat lim bln
H&i anh bg ddi anh hing
Hai tay cam sdng, bao vé nuéc nha
H&i anh b d6i xa hha
Di xa anh cé nhé vé qué huong
H&i anh bd ddi coi xuong
Thén anh dau ém, vi nusc no day
Hai anh bo doi hao gay
Dat nuéc an lanh dé 1a nho anh

Vi loi ich hoad binh,
Bon ho gao thét vi chién tranh
Gui by doi ra bién
Dén tir viing dit cé 50 vi sao

Ké tha cua chdng ta khéng phai Viét Cong

Nhung tat ca la vi ché do
Béy gio 18i & trén mot viing dat xa x3i,

Céu xin bon ho dirng ban noi t8i ding trén

Kim Khuu

Mily Thanomsaksri
Tiffany Elle

Tin Nguyen Huu
Geraldine Saint Gilles
Le Trang

2/11/16

Group Found Poem

Home

Never forget, the land of birth
Dat nuoc, fatherland or nation
Everything seem so strange
| become a foreigner
Feeling of loss and emptiness
Blood, flesh, sweats and tears
Soil in memory no longer exist
Beneath all changes, same soil remains
Soil of Vietnam has swallowed me
My body will always remain in my land of birth.



Lilly Nguyen

My name is Lilly Nguyen. I'm currently a Sophomore at U. Mass Boston. My
major is undecided liberal arts. My favorite hobbies are going out to eat, and
buying make up. This Vietnamese American class is important fo me because
you get to learn about your culture. Plus, it gave me opportunity to get to
know more about my family and ancestors.

Pho Recipe
Lilly Nguyen

If someone asked me what my favorite food is, I would most likely say Pho. Pho
is a vietnamese traditional noodle soup, that is well known nationwide but a lot of others.
Pho is an important meal in Vietnam, because it is served as a known dish.

There are many reasons why | like Pho, the big reason why I like it is because it
brings back a lot of memories, different traditions, and our culture. My mom or
grandmother would always make a huge pot of Pho on a Sunday for the whole family to
come over and enjoy in the morning or lunch. Now, that I live on my own, when I go out
to get a bowl of Pho it brings back all those memories. I miss all those gatherings that the
family would have on a Sunday, especially in the winter when we would be snowed in.

Pho can also be made in a lot of different ways, and upon others preferences,
which makes it unique. Not everybody’s bowl! of Pho will be the same, we can adjust the
flavoring, and the different meats, vegetables that we want. Plus, in different nationalities
and cultures, they make it differently. Different nationality, would put a different type of
spice in the soup.

Ingredients:
BROTH
- 5 pounds beef marrow or knuckle bones
- 2 pounds beef chuck, cut into 2 pieces
- 2 (3-inch) pieces ginger, cut in half lengthwise and lightly bruised with the flat side of a
knife, lightly charred
- 2 yellow onions, peeled and charred
- 1/4 cup fish sauce
- 3 tablespoons sugar
- 10 whole star anise, lightly toasted in a dry pan
- 6 whole cloves, lightly toasted in a dry pan
- 1 tablespoon sea salt

NOODLES
-1 pound dried 1/16-inch-wide rice sticks, soaked, cooked and drained

GARNISHES (OPTIONAL)
-onions, sliced paper thin
-scallions
-bean sprouts
-asian basil
-lime
-ground black pepper
-sriracha sauce



War

By Lilly Nguyen

For the sake of peace
We scream for wars
Send our men overseas
For the 50 stars
My enemy isn't the "Vietcong"
But the system that sent us of f
Now i'm on a foreign land

Praying they don't shoot me where I stand

The Journey
by Lilly Nguyen

Tt all started on a bright early morning, when my husband was getting
to leave for war. That's when everything hit me quickly... I'm leaving on a
boat o America on my own with my three kids without my husband, what am
T going to do... I'm so nervous that my husband won't be there, and i'm also
nervous that he's leaving for war for his safety. The kids was not ready for
their father to leave. I have many doubts in myself, cause how am I going to
raise three kids on my own for a lengthy time while he is gone.

The next day comes, my kids are already packed and ready fo do.. My
husband left the day before and left me a couple of letters before he left.
But I haven't had the time to read them yet, will fake them along on the boat
so I can read them. My kids are super excited to start a new beginning in
another country. As we are arriving I can feel my emotions come out, cause T
will miss Vietnam, and it would be awhile before I can come back and visit.

It was a long boat ride... We had finally arrived to New Orleans, and
my sister is picking me and the kids up.... My sister was so excited fo see me,
cause it has been 5 years since we seen each other because she came to
America first with her husband.

The first couple of days has been very difficult, not knowing the
language, the american culture, area, and what my next move would be. T
been looking at apartments because I can't stay here for long with 3 kids
with me and my sister’s full house. But first, I had to get the kids situated

with school. My kids has always been excited to go to school, but now they



have second thoughts because they're nervous. They have been telling me
that they don't know the language, therefore they feel like they would be
looked at differently.

My oldest daughter, first day of school wasn't the greatest. She came
home crying... She felt that she didn't fit into the culture and how the
society is set up here. When my kids are down, it makes me sad also. But I
told her everything will soon work out in our favor. Without my husband
being here, it has definitely been a lot harder on me to raise 3 kids, mentally
and financially.

My husband sent me a letter... Reading it made me become so
emotional, from him tell how much he misses the family and that he doesn't
know when he's going to be able to reunite with us again. I have so many self
thoughts, I honestly, don't know how much more I can be able to handle.
Everyone back in my country always talked about how going to America is a
great opportunity for my family, but everything that has been going on
lately, is a downfall.

One year later.... A LOT has changed within the year, I am finally
pretty comfortable with the way I am and the family. The kids are doing
adapting well at school, and their english is progressing as time goes by. T
found a job at the factory, where we package candles. The other big news, is
my husband is coming home after a full year finally. After all the stress,
everything is coming along, and we as a family can continue this American

Dream that we had before we came to America.

Trang Le

My name is Trang Le, and I am currently studying Criminal Justice at
University of Massachusetts Boston. I'm third-generation Vietnamese-
American. T moved to the U.S. in 2000 at the age of six, and have been
reside in Boston ever since. Currently, I'm in my second year of school and
hope to graduate in 2018. My family moved to the U.S. in hope of a better
future, but another part of the reason was because of my grandfather.
Grandfather served as a soldier for the South during the Vietnam's civil
war. Thus, his decision to migrate out of Viet Nam was also to escape
imprisonment in the "re-education camps.” The picture on the cover of the
book is to signify our roots, and that we don't lost it. I't's also a symbol of old
and new culture blending to create something new and wonderful. You can
take the picture of me wearing traditional Ao Daias an example. The Ao Dai
is style in modern design, but still hold the essence of traditional look. There
is also a lot of my food pictures on the book cover. Food is essential to our
life and culture. It represents our childhood, memories, and our identity.



Hoa Phugng

Hoa Phuong do roi khdp sén truong
Tiéng trong vang vong khdp phé phuong
Téi hoi doi sao tiéng tréng qud ddi bi ai
Doi tra loi vai tiéng khoc tang thuong,
Ciia nguoi me tién con ra chién truong
M8t lan di la khdng bao gio trd lai
B& lai bao nhiéu ti€t nui dau thuong
Trang sdch hdng khdng bao gis thiy tén nguoi nita
Con lai chdng la t&n nguoi trén tam mo bia
Hoa Phuong ving n&, nhung cdnh cdn nguoi mit

Tiéng tréng vang thdy cho loi tién bi¢t nguoi xua

--Trang Le

Keo to hong (keo chi)
Trang Le

The food that I pick for this assignment is keo to hong (keo chi).
Anyone who went to school in Viet Nam would know about this snack, because
they was widely make near the entrance of school. This snack is considered
by many a childhood shack, and one you can't miss trying. Keo Chi did
disappear from popular culture for a time, but it just made a re-appearance
recently on the streets of Viet Nam. Keo Chi is make of condense, cool down
sugar (Which T am going to call caramel sugar). You usually take a
proportionate junk out of the whole caramel sugar. (The amount depend on
the one who make it) You then shape the caramel sugar into a circle then
stretch it out. While stretching out the caramel sugar, you also need to
make a circular rotation motion with your hand. You did this while dipping it
in cook flour wheat, and keep doing this till the caramel sugar separated into
very thin string. You put the string-like caramel sugar on rice paper. The rice
paper you use is different from the once you use to make spring roll. The
rice paper is smaller and a bit thicker. When you have done that, you can put

adds-on like shredded coconut, condensed sweet milk, and roasted peanut.



Once you done with that, fold the whole thing in half and now you can enjoy
it. The amount of adds-on is depend on individual tastes.

Aside from being a childhood snack, it also represents my memories as
a student in Viet Nam. Eating the snack is more than just enjoyment. It is
proof that I had a childhood there. It reminds me that whatever

experiences I had there truly existed, not just in my imagination.

Ingredients:
- Caramelized Sugar
- Rice Paper
- Cook wheat flour
- Shredded Coconut
- Roasted Peanuts
- Condensed Sweet Milk

The Hope of Plumeria
By Trang Le

“Stop!! You little brat!!!” yelled a middle-age man.

“Haha, stop kidding old man. No way in hell would I do that!” yelled back a jubilant
young man, and in his arms you spotted assorted of fresh fruits and a chicken.

Yes, the young man that just showed us such excellent behavior is my uncle. He
is also the fourth oldest child in the family and my grandparent greatest headache. This is
his story.

“Hah! I’ve done this million of times. You think I get caught this easily?” said my uncle.

“Not easily but it doesn’t require a lot of work either.” said a shadow that is looming over
my uncle.

“(Gulp) Oh...hey mom..how's the weather today~...ah ha..ha..ha” my uncle replied
nervously.

The shadow that just appeared is my Grandmother!! She is probably the only one
that can reign in my uncle. Can’t you see the way he looked? Like a balloon just popped.
Looks like my uncle is getting an earful from her again.

“Why can’t you be like other men of you age? A lot of your friends are already married,
have children, and jobs! I didn’t give birth to you so you become a petty thief. Where on
earth have all those lessons of self-respect gone? ” Grandmother berating. As usual the
only answer she is getting from him is a blank face. My grandmother was about to go into
another tirade when my aunt came in and interfered.

“Mom, he is still young and learning. It’s also getting late, so Nam go gather some
plumeria near the beach, the funeral house needs them. I’ll go get our ration for this
month before the office closes,” said my aunt as she shooing my uncle out the door. I find
that action a bit useless because my uncle already jetted off.

~At the Beach~

“Why do she always repeat the same thing over and over again? It’s not like | don’t want
to get a job! But she needs to know our current situation too!” my uncle complained as
he was gathering the flowers. After a while, he angrily throws the basket away. He sat
down the tree trunk and stared at the ocean. While he was feeling aggravated, Mother
Nature’s presence could be felt. Once he sat down, a breeze carried the scent of plumeria
washing over and approaching around him like a lover's embrace. Yet, that peaceful
moment didn’t last long. Over in the horizon, carrying the scent of regret and death were
piles and piles of dreams and hope that washed up on the shore.



“Why even bother....” my uncle said while he pursed his lip. He stood up and resumed his
work.

“I guess | got my work cut out for me, we need more plumeria at this rate.” my uncle
grumbled. He quickly pick out the rest of the plumeria flowers and rushed to the funeral
homes.

“Nam! Just the person 1I’m looking for! I need more Plumeria flowers, we just got tons of
new--Oh! You got what | urgently need right now! Thank you! Here is your pay for the
day.” With that being said, the funeral-home director rushes off to tend to his “new
guests”. My uncle, without even looking at the money, shoves it into his pocket and
headed home.

He arrives back in time for dinner. Uncle took his place on the dirt floors
alongside with his siblings. While everyone was chatting happily sharing what they been
doing all day, he just stare coldly at the food. The metal tray contained couple of flimsy
fishes, some wild vegetables, and half a bowl of rice. He pick up his chopsticks and ate a
couple of small bites then excused himself to his room. When my uncle stood up and left,
my aunt has wanted to say something to him but my grandmother stops her.

“Let him go for now. | have something to talk to you all. As for Nam, | will talk to him
privately later.” said my grandmother.

Meanwhile, back at the room, my uncle is not on the bed but he is actually scaling
the window to get on top of the roof. He lies down on the roof and just stared into the
night. His eyes was unfocused and glazed over, seemingly not a soul there. He just stays
like that for a while, until my grandmother calls out for him.

“Nam, your dad come to see me a couple of day ago. He wanted to take you and your
brothers across the sea, to find a better future. What do you think about that?” my
grandmother asks quietly. She waited a while for an answer but the only response she got
was an annoying chirping cricket.

“I know you are on the roof and if you don’t answer me | take that as a yes!” said my
grandmother.

“Why?...WHY NOW DID HE DECIDES TO RETURN, HE SHOULD CONTINUE
PLAYING A TURTLE AND KEEP HIDING IN THAT SHELL OF HIS?!? And the first
thing he did WHEN HE FINALLY DECIDES TO RETURN is to run away again! He
ditched the family to join in that stupid war that got nothing to do with us! We gain
nothing from that dumb conflict! Oh wait...we did gain something. 1t’s poverty with no
end in sight! A future of nothing but death, despair, and hunger. I’m sorry, but | don’t
have that kind of blessing to have such a great dad.” My uncle bitterly laughs.

“Nam! Stop! You know your father doesn’t want to get involved in the war, he was
drafted! He doesn’t want to leave us! He have to leave or else the government would

have send him to concentration camp, and most definitely our whole family,” snapped
my grandmother.

“If he doesn’t care for you all, he could have disappeared completely without a word. Nor
would he come backs asking me if he can took you with him. He knows the struggle we
are facing and that is the more reasons for him to leave Vietnam and take you with him.”

“He knows we don’t have enough foods, that why he is secretly sending money to our
neighbor to let you steal their foods. How on earth do you think those neighbors let you
get off so easily along with the foods? And how do you think you got the jobs at the
funeral-house? He knows all about our hardship, but he can’t openly supported us. All he
can do is secretly working in the background to better our life.” said my grandmother.

“You are a smart child and I know you also noticed that too. Your little tirade against
your father was just a fuss. You want me to openly admitted that your father is still alive
and is secretly helping us?” my grandmother replied softly.

“You know me well but that doesn’t change the fact that he did leave us for a while to
fend for ourselves and | won’t go along with his crazy idea” said my uncle.

“I know he left us when we needed him the most, but he has try his best to compensate.
As for your reason not for leaving, my guess is that you fear of losing your life.”

“Who wouldn’t mother?” my uncle questioned.
“But what you fear most is if you die, no one would be able to take care of me.”

“I still have your aunts and | know the ratio of making it to a new world isn’t that great.
But we as human beings, we need to know how to have hope my son. Only with hope can
you live on and create a better future for yourself. Help those souls that got lost in sea to
realize their dreams. Live it for them, and live it for us.” said my grandmother gently.

“Think about it my son. I’ll retire for the night, give me an answer tomorrow. Also, how
did you find out about your father deeds by the way?” asked my grandmother.

“Moonless night, perfect to be a thief,” replied my uncle.

He embraced the fighting spirit my grandmother passed to him. Which now is passed on
to me, and to my future generation to come.



Tiffany Lou

Hello! My name is Tiffany Lou. I'm a student at the University of Massachusetts
Boston. I'm currently studying Finance in the College of Management program and
will be graduating in 2016. My favorite activities on my free time are to go to
exercise at the gym and to do make-up! I believe it is important to educate others
on the history of Vietnamese/Vietnamese-Americans because it is often neglected
in most history classes. You often learn about the Vietnam War but not the
hardships it caused families.

Spring Roll Celebration
By Tiffany Lou

Eating spring rolls weren’t just eating any ordinary spring roll. It was a family
activity that my family and | would make when we felt like we all wanted to get
together. | moved to several different houses before in my life. | lived in about five
different houses in the past six years. Never really settling in one house because | knew
we were going have to pack our stuff and eventually move again. My parents were just
never satisfied by the town we are living in. The dining room in our home was often
being abandoned. | don’t know why we never used the dining room table, even since |
was a child. The only time | remember gathering around it is when cousins, relatives, or
close friends came to visit. But in our family we cooked dinner every night but every one
of us would either bring our food to our rooms and eat there or eat on the couch in the
living room while watching television. Whenever my aunt told me they were making
spring rolls a week in advance | get very excited. That means we will be having spring
rolls for that entire week. Making spring rolls is the only time our entire family is around
the dining room table. | love the feeling of actually sitting down with everyone like a
traditional Asian family. This is why | love when my aunt makes spring rolls, oh and

they’re very tasty too!



Mother and Brother

Spring Roll Ingredients By Tiffany Lou

* Rice paper No place to hide silent and still, the night surrounds
in the forest, the trees washing the horizon.
Beneath the fall of rain and sun,

% Rice noodles

* Basil T don't see anything but mother and brother.
As T tread through the tall grasses, hearing nothing but
* Boiled shrimp Missiles and bombs exploding,

T don't see anything but mother and brother.
Through sorrow and distress

I still see bright lights and clouds and think of
Us at home, in peace.

* Sriracha Now our home is just debris and dirt.

* Aunt’s special peanut sauce

% Hoisin sauce

Home is being close to mother and brother.

* Cucumber They are the soil underneath my home.

* Carrots . L . . )

Khdng c6 noi nao dé an, mang dém lai bao quanh,
* Roasted pork with honey glaze Trong ring cdy Id phu che dnh binh minh.

Dudi nhiing gié mua va dnh mat troi
* Lettuce T8i chi thay me va anh.

Nhiing buéc chdn qua hang cé héo cao to,

T4i khdng nghe thiy nhiing gi khdc,

Ngodi trir bom va dan nd,

Nhung t8i van thiy me va anh.

Qua nhitng ndi budn va dau khd,

T&i van thiy dnh sdng va tia hy vong.

Vé nhé 16i gia dinh dang ¢ nha trong binh yén
Mic di nha t8i chi con ménh vun va bui ban,
Nhung noi 4y van & nha vi lic ndo cting cé me va anh.
Nhiing m&nh bui va dat phii dudi ngdi nha,
Ludn ludn dem lai cho 13i cam gidc binh yén.



The Boat
By Tiffany Lou
I. I Couldn't Breath
I remembered clearly it was a Wednesday morning in Cholon,
Saigon when I heard the loud booms came down from the sky. Our city
was being interrogated by the community of North Vietnam. There
were villages that were already destroyed prior from the city, so we
got lucky. I can't imagine how all those people suffer from watching
their family and community be destroyed by napalm bombs. I never
heard any bombs being dropped near our city until that morning. The
loud booms left a ring in my ear for several days. I quickly panicked
and grabbed my prized possessions from my chest from under my bed.
T grabbed my family photos of little brother (Michael), middle sister
(Anita), Ma and Pa. After I ran to little brother's room and told him to
shelter under the table until I gather ma and pa. I grabbed a little
sewed pouch and filled it with dry rice grains. I knew we would heed it.
Little brother asked me, "Are we going to stay alive?” I hugged
him tightly and said "I will never leave your side no matter what
happens. Just promise me you will listen to everything I ask you to do.”
He nodded his head and I can see his eyes getting glossy. I see Ma
and Pa pick up Lucky from the ground as he shivers from shakes of
the ground and screaming from outside. We couldn’t leave our dog
that's been there with us since we were children. He was part of our
family. We gathered our last belongings to put in our knapsack and ran

outside.

When I first opened the door I have never seen so many
paranoid faces, but it was hard to see from the cloudy skies. A wiff of
the smoke from the napalms made me choke and gag instantly. I seen
numerous children run alone from the bombs nearby, I tried directing
the most I can towards the dock for safety. We followed the crowd
to the docks near the ocean where people were being evacuated on.
The soldiers were getting closer and closer, I heard the sirens from
the trucks. I told everyone to hold each other's hands and run to the
dock fo get on a boat as soon as possible. Everything seemed so
surreal o me. Mothers on their knees on the dirt ground as they hug
their children covered in blood close to them. I have never had so
much anxiety in my life. I felt my heart racing out of my chest and
the sprinting and pollution from the bombs didn't help.

As we arrived to the dock, there was a large crowd of people
pushing and yelling to get on the boat. It was being directed by police
officers, children were allowed on first. I saw one family being pushed
into the deep water by the crowd and no one attempted to save them.
We finally got second in line after waiting a couple hours, that's when
I seen the 23 foot boat awaiting us. There were approximately 250
people crammed onto our boat. We sat in a tight space shoulder to
shoulder. T didn't care how cramped we were, T was just happy that we

escaped Vietnam.

II.  Our Luckiest Night
I would never in a million years picture myself saying "I'm happy

we escaped Vietnam." Saigon, Vietnam is my homeland. Why would T



ever want fo leave here? T will feel a heavy burden leaving my home
where I was raised. Before we got on the boat, a woman tells us,"Be
careful with the Thailand pirates out there.” Although I was petrified
on the boat, I felt secured and safe knowing my entire family is
around me. The moon was beginning to turn bright as our boat treads
from the dock. We didn't know what direction we were heading, we're
going to sail until we see an island in sight.

“I'm hungry big sis" Little brother says.

"

“I'm hungry too!" Anita says right after.

"We're gonna have to save the rice we have until a little later

until we're really really hungry.” I told them.

I felt a strike on my heart telling my little brother and sister I
couldn't give him food until his stomach was eating itself. Ma always
taught me to always feed your younger siblings food before you feed
yourself. And to never let your little brother and sister ever feel like
they're starving. But I knew I had fo preserve the pouch of rice I
packed because we had no idea how long we would be out in the sea.

Falling asleep on the boat was difficult. There was very little
room to work with and the boat would constantly rock back and forth.
I felt very seasick for the first night, I had to puke in the ocean.
During sunrise it was finally time to eat for the first time after 24
hours. Everyone was starving. We all passed around a big pot of salty
seawater that was heated up by twigs. I took out my pouch of rice and
handed poured about 5 grains in little brother and Anita’s boiling

water.

"This is all the rice we get to eat for now, we don't know how
long we will be on sea. So we have to save as much as we can.” T told
them.

That night I fell asleep on Ma's shoulder. I was startled by loud
yelling, "Look out there! There's a boat of men trying to follow our
boat!" I then remembered the woman telling us to be careful of
pirates at sea. I wondered to myself, "what else can go wrong?" This
moment this was scarier than the napalms bombs in Saigon.

The boat was being pushed by a motor, we didn't have any oars
to speed up our boat. Everyone hugged their family close, and a man
told suggested everyone to say their prayers to keep the pirates
away. After saying all my prayers as an hour passes by the pirates are
still chasing us. Sobs and tears as their parents held their children
close to them. It was at a point that we all thought we were going o
be doomed. The pirates are going to take all of our prized possessions,
jewelry, clothing, and food. I would give up everything much my pouch
of rice because my little brother and sister needs it. At one point
they got so close to us I could see their wicked gold teeth smirking at
us. They had a lot of guns and knives on the boat. Luckily, after 8
hours of chasing our boat, they gave up.

Everyone on the boat cheered and shed tears of joy. I felt like
a big weight was lifted of f my shoulders, my stomach felt back to
normal. After the long and dreadful 3 days of sailing, we finally see a

land behind the foggy clouds in sight.



Dalena Nguyen Thai

My name is Dalena Nguyen Thai, and I was born and raised in Boston,
Massachusetts. I am a senior at University of Massachusetts, majoring in Sociology
and Criminal Justice. I plan on being involved in a lot of community work, working
with different groups of people in our society who needs support and guidance. T
choose this path because I am a people person, so I have the skills fo communicate
and improve the situation for myself and others in our community. I also love being
involved in social issues and making a difference. Like many other human being, T
enjoy the simple things in life. I like long walks by the beach and traveling o see
different parts of the world.

Seafood Hot Pot
By Dalena Nguyen Thai

One of my favorite food in the Asian culture is hot pot. Hot pot refers to
several East Asian varies of stew. It consists a metal pot of stock in the center of
the dining table where its kept simmering. While around the dining table consist
different ingredient that are placed into the hot pot to be cooked. Hot pot is made
in all sorts of perspective based on the different countries in East Asia. The only
difference between the hot pots are the ingredients and the soup base that's
being used. The food that are used to put in the hot pot varies from chicken, pork,
beef, seafood, and vegetable. The best part about hot pot is you have options and
is able to eat what you want and how much you want.

One of the reason why hot pot is considered to be one of my favorite meal
because it tastes and looks delicious. Every time I make it at home or go to a
restaurant to have hot pot it would come out exactly the same and would always
taste different and better. It all depends on how you make it or how the
restaurant makes it. I also love the nature of hot pot because it brings everyone
together therefore its perfect for bonding with family and friends. The best time
to eat hot pot is during the winter time. Hot pot lovers like myself enjoy it more in

the winter time because it warms up the body during the cold months. The best



part of eating hot pot is your able to self service yourself, which means you can eat
all you want for as long as you want. I love eating hot pot because it makes my

heart and my stomach happy. It brings the joy to my life and my appetite.

The Seafood Hot Pot Recipe
Ingredients
10 cups rich seafood or chicken stock
1 tablespoon ginger, minced
1 tablespoon garlic, minced
6 green onions, chopped finely
4 ounces dried bean thread noodles, soaked and cut into bite-size pieces
1 pound leafy greens, such as spinach/bok choy/ Napa cabbage, chopped into bite-
size pieces
8 sea scallops, sliced
4 small squid, cut into rings
1 (16 ounce) package soft tofu, drained and cut into 1-inch cubes
12 shrimp, peeled, deveined and butterflied
8 shucked oysters
Garlic Mustard, recipe follows
Ginger Soy Sauce, recipe follows

Garlic Mustard:

3 tablespoons garlic, minced

2 tablespoons sugar

1/4 cup water

3/4 cup dried mustard powder
2 tablespoons sesame oil

3/4 teaspoon cooking oil

2/3 cup rice wine vinegar

Ginger Soy Sauce:
1/4 cup ginger, minced
2 tablespoons honey

1 teaspoon sesame oil
3/4 cup soy sauce

Directions

Place the stock, ginger, garlic and green onions in a large pot; bring to a boil.
Reduce the heat, cover, and simmer for 30 minutes. Soak the noodles in warm
water until softened; drain. Cut into bite-size lengths. Cut the greens into bite-size
pieces. Cut the scallops into thin slices. Cut the squid into rings. Cut the tofu into
cubes. Arrange the noodles, seafood, vegetables and tofu on a large platter. Cover
and chill until ready to cook. Reheat the broth to simmering. Set a Mongolian hot
pot or electric wok in the center of a table. Pour the broth into the pot and adjust
heat to a gentle simmer. The guests use chopsticks or Chinese wire strainers to
cook the seafood, vegetables and tofu slices in the boiling water and then dip into
the sauce of their choice. Any remaining greens can be added at the end with the
noodles to make the soup.

*Note: the success of this dish depends on starting with a full-flavored stock or
broth.

Garlic Mustard:

Place garlic in a mortar. Mash with the heel of a cleaver or pestle. Add sugar and
stir until it dissolves. Add water, mustard powder, oils and vinegar stirring between
each addition.

Yield: about 11/2 cups

Ginger Soy Sauce:

In a small mixing bowl combine ginger and honey and stir until combined. Add the
sesame oil and soy sauce, stirring between each addition.

Yield: about 1 cup



Mit nuée

Dit nudc bi chia lam hai, chién tranh vi quyén luc, su bao vé va su didu khién
Ho dd sin sang chién déu dé danh thang loi
Sdng ban, dan roi,nhiing chién st chién dau dén giot mdu cuéi cling
Nhiing chién s bi tra tan, nhitng nguoi vo t6i chét
Va ca thanh phé dd bi tiéu huy
Viét Nam cia 18i hay dd tro thanh ke thua cudc.
Nha bi tan phd, ngusi chét khdng tim thiy xdc,
Gia dinh bi chia cit bai chién tranh
Va ban bé thi bi mat lién lac véi nhau.
Ngusi di, nguoi 6 nhung van cé nhitng diém chung
Ho so hdi, lo ling vé tat ca nhitng gi dd xay ra.
Nhin thay ngudi chét, nhiing ki tc t5i té khdng thé ndo quén
Nhung ciing khdng thé ndo xod bo,
Cling khdng thé ndo ddnh mat,
Va ciing khdng thé nao quén.

Sdng tdc: Dalena Nguyen Thai

Vietnam is Lost
By: Dalena Nguyen Thai

A divided nation fighting for power, protection and control,

Both ready to exchange physical blows until the opposite direction is out of sight.
Guns are being fired, bombs are being thrown, bodies are dropping, bloods are
spilling,

Prisoners are being tortured, innocents are dying, and cites are being destroyed.
Vietnam has now become broken, interrupted, forn and troubled.

Homes are wreck, lives have been lost, families are separated and friends have lost
contact.

Those that left and those that stayed a have couple of things in common, the fear
that still feel like its near, the feeling of great distress of the mind and body. The
trauma from what they saw and the discomfort memory they once experienced.
A memory that can't be erase, a memory that can't be lost a memory that can't be
forgotten.

The Stamp
By Dalena Nguyen Thai

A bomb strikes and people are screaming for their lives. People are crying
and running in all sorts of directions. There is smoke everywhere in the sky and the
whole village burns down.

As the oldest in the family of 7 children, Thi was old enough to witness what
the Vietnam war was and what it has done to his home. It destroyed years of hard
work, time and investment that his parents have put into it to building a home for
this generation and the future generation. His mother and father was very heart
broken and was mourning because it was a big loss. The house was all they had and
because of this destructive war, they had no choice but to let go of it. His 4
sisters and 3 brothers were too young to understand the reality of what was going
on. All they did was cry the whole time and made things harder then it was.

Discovering the home was destroyed, Thi and his family travel far away from
the war zone to protect themselves from the communist and the destructed
bombs. For the family safety it was the best thing to do at the time. After
traveling for days, they found a village with a few people who also escape and how
is living there. Settling in the new location was very hard for his mother and

father. They tried their best to act like nothing is wrong so it doesn't overwhelm



Thi and the rest of his siblings. They went on with their lives and did their daily
routines until it was time for them to relocate again.

In order to eat his family had to go out and buy food,and pick vegetables
from a garden nearby. Thi decided to go fishing at the river near his femporary
house to see if there was any luck of bringing home fresh organic fish for the
family. While he was fishing he met a boy name Cung who was around the same age
as Thi. They were both 14 years old and went through the same struggle of
relocating. They would meet each other everyday at the river to fish and from
there they built a tight bond. They were no longer strangers o one another but
they became the best of friends. They did not only fish together but help one
another find ways to provide for the family. When they had free time, they both
would play cards, climbs trees and tell stories to one another. By keeping
themselves busy with house duties and free time, it was a way to keep them
distracted from the war that was going on in Vietnam.

One day after fishing for hours, Thi and Cong saw a boat on the other side
of the river. They got curious and walk over to see why so many people were going
on the boat. When they got there, they were pushed and rush into the boat with a
bunch of strangers. They had no time to ask why people were leaving or where they

were going. Everyone was pushing them onto the boat and screaming to leave. As

the boat drift off into the water, they realized that they have become boat people
who left Vietnam and their family behind.

Its been 4 days since they've been on the boat. The sun was beaming, and
everyone was sweating. Everyone was hungry and dehydrated from not having
enough fluids. Nobody thought about carrying food or water on this boat, all they
carried was themselves and their family members. Those people who brought the
resources were willing to share because everyone was in desperate need. Thi and
Cung worried that if they don't get to shore, they will soon run out of resources.
They were also afraid that this boat might not make it to shore due to it being so
small. It was overcrowded and everyone was cramp in every corher of the boat. Thi
told everyone on the boat to hold hands and pray, pray that we will make it to
shore alive. Everyone then decided to hold hands and pray fo the lord, pray that he
will guide this boat in the right direction. All Thi had left was hope, and he wanted
everyone else to have it too. Having hope was the only way fo stay calm.

After days of being on the boat, they finally made it to shore. They made it
to the shores of the Philippines, where they were welcome by the refugee camps.
As they got of f the boat, everyone ran and drag themselves from the water onto
the sand. They were then required to get in line to be check and stamp for their

identity. Soon everyone was located in a small tent where they share it with other



families. Thi and Cung were able to stay together in a small tent with another
family. The family was very nice and treated them like they were their own
children. Seeing this family everyday made Thi very sad because it made him miss
the family he left back home. For Cung, it wasn't easy either but he wasn't the type
to express his feelings like Thi. He keeps a lot of things o himself because he
doesn't want to come off as weak but strong. When Thi mentions anything about
his family, Cung just smile and stay quiet. When Cung doesn't speak about his
family, it makes Thi think that Cung doesn't miss or care about them. But in reality
he does, he just doesn't want to worry about his family oo much because it might
distract him from relocating and dread the whole escape process.

As the days went on, Thi and Cong was able to experience the grounds of the
refugee camps. There was a lunch room where everyone had to get in line to get
served. There is an education center where they were taught to read and write in
English. There was also employment for those who wanted to earn a little money
for themselves. It was another world out here in the Philippines because everyone
was all to themselves or their family. The people, the location, and the whole
environment was different from Vietnam. It ook Thi and Cung some time to adapt

to a new place especially when they've been in Vietnam all of their life.

After a couple of days of adaptation, a mailman came to the camp and told
everyone to meet near the shore. When everyone came to the shore, the mailman
announce that he would mail any letter to Vietnam for those who want o each out
to their families. He said they had one day to write the letter and he will come
back tomorrow to pick them up. This announcement made many people happy
because it was the only way to contact the family members that were left behind.

Cung then started to write a letter to his family, as Thi watches him. Cung
asked, "Why don't you write a letter to your family?" Thi looked at the ground and
said, "I can't. I've never been to school so T was never able read or write. My family
was too poor and wasn't able to provide me an education.” Cung smiled and said he
will help him after he was done writing his. Thi didn't want to bother him but if he

was willing to help, Thi will take that offer.

Dear, Mom & Dad,

It's me Cung, I know you must be very worried about me. But I wanted to let
you know that I escaped on a boat and fled out to a refugee camp in the Philippines.
T am safe and I can be the first to say that I survived the boat journey. I didn't
mean fo leave the family back in Vietnam, but I was destined by fate to be where I

am. I don't know what god has in store for me but T won't know until I find it out on



my own. I will continue to write letters so you'll hear from me often. Take care of
the family, take care of my brothers and sisters and I hope one day soon, we will
unite again.

T love you Mom & Dad,

Cung

Dear Mom & Dad,

It's me Thi, your oldest son. You must be very worried about me. You must now
know I have escaped on a boat with the next door neighbor boy, Cung. I write this
letter o you guys to let you know that I am alive and safe. I am very sorry for
leaving you behind. I wish you could have come too but it was so sudden. I feel
guilty, sad and lost without you and my siblings. I write this letter as proof that I
am still alive and you don't need to be worried. I will try to write as many letters as

T can, so I will say good-bye for now only.

T love you Mom & Dad,

Thi

After Cung wrote a letter from himself and a letter for Thi, they waited
until the next day for the mailman. Once he picked the letter up and left, a bunch
of American people came to the camp. Nobody knew why they were here and what
they were about to do. As everyone got to the shore from their tents, the
Americans anhounced that they would be doing interviews. Interviews with every
individual to see if they are qualified to come to America. They said some will leave
the camp and some will stay here until they relocate somewhere else. Thi was very
nervous, he couldn't believe he's about to be interview and have a 50/50 chance of
coming o America. Cung on the hand thought if he was accepted o go to America,
that would mean he would be farther from his family. But if it means starting a new
life and coming back for his family one day, he's willing to take that chance.

After the announcement was over, everyone being to get in a line to be
interviewed. Those who were interview and got accepted got a stamp on their hand,
those who didn't pass the interview received no stamp. As the line got shorter and
it was getting to their turn, they began to get more and more nervous. Thi was
interview first and he was in there for some time. Cung became anxious because
Thi was taking too long. When Thi finally came out, he smiled and showed Cung the

stamp of approval.



Now it was Cung's turn to be interview, and his hands were shaking. He was
stuttering on every question they asked of him. Cung did not get the stamp. He
walked out of the interview room crying and felt ashamed. Ashamed that he wasn't
able to go to America, start a new life and come back for his family. He was very
disappointed in himself and ran off to his tent and cried. Thi ran after him and did
all that he could to make him feel better. Cung was the closet friends he had on
this journey. He told Cung that even though he got the approval he would not leave
him behind. Cung argued and told him don't hold back because he didn't get
approved.

As Cung continued to cry, Thi look at the stamp on his hands. He realized the
stamp was still wet, so he ook Cung hand and push it against his. Thi then said,
"You ho longer have to cry because your coming with me." Cung replied, "What
happens if they find out?” Thi was confiedent that Cung will make it America with
him as long as he had the approval stamp on his hand.

After the interviews ended, those who got approved had to get in line and
get on the plane to come to America. Thi and Cung waited in line with everyone else
but Cung was worried that they might get caught. As Cung approached on the plane,
his hands were sweating, so the officer thought the stamp was smeared from his

sweat. He got on the plane with Thi.

Cung was so grateful that Thi sacrificed his freedom to have him come to
America with him. If it wasn't for this friend, he would still be stuck at the camp.
As the plane begin took off, they both looked out the window and said to each

other, "We made it."



Winnie Nguyen

Hi, my name is Winnie Nguyen. This is the fourth semester that I have been at
University of Massachusetts Boston. My major is Finance because I want to work
as a financial analyst in the future. What I am studying is a study of how money is
managed and the actual process of acquiring needed funds. For this semester, I
took the course Vietnamese American Resources because I'm a Vietnamese
International student, and I also want to learn more about Vietnamese American
Resources themes that were hidden when I was studying in Vietnam. After taking
this class with professor Loan Dao, my knowledge about Vietnamese American has
been enhanced throughout all the short stories, poetry, movies, and memoir that T
have seen and watched in class. I think this course is very helpful for me to
understand more about Viet Kieu and their lives in the United States.

Banh Trang Tron
By Winnie Nguyen

To some Vietnamese people, banh trang tronis just a normal street food in
Saigon, but to me, it is my special food. When eating banh trang tron, it reminds me
of my childhood memories. I still remember the image of a woman with her basket
of banh trang tron waiting in front of my school gate. After hearing the school's
drumbeat to end class, I always ran as fast as I could to get in line for my favorite
food. The faster I ran, the less time that I needed to wait. Each banh trang tron
package is not expensive, it is about 10,000 vnd (~50 cent). Therefore, students
can afford to buy it easily. There are many ingredients or food options that we can
pick from, such as dried squid, dried shrimp, beef jerky, mango, quail eggs, or
vegetables. All of them mix together with rice paper and different sauces o
create a very delicious food as its name: banh trang tron. I have a fun®, but also a
bad memory® with banh trang tron. When I was in middle school, my mom usually
gave me 10,000vnd to buy breakfast. But I didn't do that because I spent her
money for my banh trang tron every day. It meant that I skipped my breakfast in
order to have money for my favorite food.

One day, my stomach got hurt badly, and I had to go to a doctor. She told
me and my mom that my stomach got damaged because I hadn't eaten breakfast
for a long time. Thanks fo the problem, though, my mom gave me more money to



buy breakfast as well as banh trang tron. From that, I could have a healthy
breakfast in the morning and enjoy my banh trang tron in the afternoon®. Now, it
is very difficult for me to find banh trang tronin the U.S., but whenever I eat
banh trang tron, it still reminds me of my beautiful childhood in Vietnam.

This is me with my favorite food "Banh trang tron"

T know that after reading my story, some of you will be curious about how to make
a very delicious banh trang tron as I described. And here it isllll Today, I will show
you how to make it.

Recipe for banh trang tron

Ingredients:

1 green mango (200g)

200g beef jerky

2 tablespoons dried tiny shrimps (is absorb spices)

Rice paper

1 cup of chopped Vietnamese mint (rau ram)

5 - 6 quail eggs, boiled and peeled

Sauce: 1 tablespoon soya sauce + 1 tablespoon red vinegar + 1 teaspoon sugar
Chili paste/sauté

Dried squid (is absorb spices) - Optional.

Crushed peanuts (optional)

Process:

Step 1: Peel off the cover of green mango, slice into long pieces.

Step 2: Cut rice paper into long pieces.

Step 3: Tear small beef jerky. Making sauce: mix well soya sauce + sugar + red
vinegar together. This sauce is the important part to create an amazing food.
Step 4: Mix sliced green mango + beef jerky + dried tiny shrimp into big bowl.
Step 5: Add more quail eggs and rice paper into bowl.



Step 6: Next, add more chili paste/sauté (depend on your flavor) into the sauce in Ganh ning nguvi linh
step 3. Mix well, season again to suit your flavor. Then, pour into mixture rice .~ L,
. . Bal6 frén vai, tay vdc slng ning
paper, mix them together with chopped rau ram and peanuts.

Finally, your dish is ready to serve. Eating immediately after you mix rice paper w
the sauce is perfect. And if you still do not eat this time, do not mix them Chan ct bude déu di bao hiém tro

together. Here is my tip to create a delicious snack for yourself and family. How do

Di tir viing ndy sang dén viing kia,

Gang ning nudc nha ¢ ai hiéu chdng.
you feel about one of Easy Vietnamese Recipes like this one? It is really

interesting, right? Hope you love it and Good Luck for your Cooking. Nang & ddy la gi ¢é ai hay?

Du bao gidng t6 van ngdy ngdy di
Resources: The recipe was taken from: Ning khéng phai xdch nang ma ra
http://www.vietnamesefood.com.vn/vietnamese-recipes/easy-viethamese- Nang ¢ ddy la tir chinh t8m hén cua ta
recipes/mixture-rice-paper-recipe-banh-trang-tron.html Dan roi bom né khip chén ta

Ngdy dém ta van thic canh nuéc nha.

If you think the writing recipe is very difficult to follow, I have found a video on Séng tdc boi: Winnie Nguyen
YouTube that show you how to make banh trang tron. This video is English version,
so don't worry if you are not Vietnamese®©®

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eS5OHLx9cOE The burdens of soldiers

Packs on shoulders, heavy guns in hands
He walked from this place to that place,
His foot step by step going through dangers
Who can understand the burden of the country.
Burden. What is burden?
Despite dangers, he kept going
Burden here is not the meaning of weight
Burdens are come from his spirit
Bullets and bombs were falling around his feet
He was still guarding even day or night.

Written by: Winnie Nguyen



Cdu Chuyé¢n Ciia Nguoi Me (Mom and her daughter) by Winnie Nguyen

Chiéu thdng tdm ndm Mau Thin (1988), troi thi dang d6 mua rat to. Tir xa, t6i dd
thay bdng déng ciia dtta con gdi bé nho cua minh chay voi vé nhd ma khdng cé gi che
chén. Chi dén khi con budc vdo nha, t6i méi nhan ra ring né dang khéc. Nhiing giot
mua d& che mo di nhiing giot nudc mét cua nd, khién 18i khdng thé nao biét la con
minh d& khéc tir xa. Con 18i, bé Nhd, dén thdng 11 1 né s& trén 12 tudi. Con bé hoc
gioi lam, ldc ndo cling ding nhat nhi I6p. Nhin né that hdn nhién, lic ndo ciing chi vui
cudi va quay phd véi I ban. Thé nhung chinh ngay hdm d8, chi vi +8i ma con bé dd bat
dau c6 nhitng suy hgh ma t8i khdng thé ngd t6i. Nhd vira khéc it 1it vira quay sang
néi véi 1oi:
Me oi, me cho con di vugt bién di. Con khdng mubn hoc ¢ ddy nita ddu. Con hoc
gidi mén todn nhu vay ma nha truong khdng cho con di thi mén todn ¢ tinh chi
vi b me ting lam cho ché do Viet Nam Cong Hoa.

T6i 8m lay con, nght thim: "Cha Ig minh s& Ia mot tro ngai trén con dudng hoc tap clia
con minh sao?"
Me oi, me. Me dang nght gi vay? Me cho con di vuot bién di. Con Huong ban con
né vugt bién vai anh né thanh cong réi me a, né méi gui thu vé cho me né dé.

T6i thi tham tra loi:
Tai sao con lai muén vuot bién? Tai sao con lai ¢é cdi suy nght nhu vay? Con cé
biét la vugt bién nguy hiém lim khdng.

Con bé van cir nét mat hon nhién, hoi t6i:
Vugt bién cé gi phai sg ha me? Con Huong né vuot bién cé sao ddu. N bay gio
con dugc hoc truong My sudng lim kia. Con mubn di My hoc véi né lim, me cho
con di di.

Khdng hiéu vi sao ma né ci khdng khdng doi vugt bién. Trong khi né khdng hé biét
ring vuot bién 1a mot ndi dm anh vai 8i. Toi hdm dé, 18i khdng thé ndo ngu dugc vi

Al

trong dau ludn nght 16i hai tir "vugt bién" dugc néi ra boi chinh mi¢ng con bé. Réi moi

ki tic lai tré vé voi 18i. T6i hdm dé, troi t6i den nhu muc. Xung quanh 13i chi todn &

bién va bién. Tiéng gié dém va tiéng séng bién chua bao gidr khién t8i s¢ hdi dén thé.
Chi ¢6 chiéc thuyén vugt bién cua +8i mic bao séng gié ma tiép tuc di trong bién dém.
Nhitng con nguoi ngdi ddy cting véi 8i, cé ngusi thi co rdn trong cdi gié lanh, cé nguoi
thi nim ngat di vi qud mét va déi, ¢d nguoi thi llic ndo cling khéc I8¢ vi lo so s& bi Cong
San bat. Thé 1a d& hon mot dém I€nh dénh trén bién. Moi thi nhu tré nén bat luc véi
18i ngay ldc ndy. T6i khdng thé lam gi dé cé thé quén di ndi so ndy. Ti ¢ ging nhim
mat dé qua ngdy nhung c nhim mat thi tiéng séng bién dit doi cling tiéng ngudi khéc
xunhg quanh khién 13i cang thém s¢ hdi. Mot d€m trén bién t6i cé cam gidc nhu la mot
thdng troi. Téi chua bao gio cam thiy bién bao la v ddng so dén nhu vay. Khi 13i dang
dan ngu thiép di vi qud mét thi +8i bdng nghe mot tiéng hd lon tir mot ngusi dan dng:
Day di, chay |&n khoang trén nhanh 1&n, thuyén sip chim réi.

T6i cit mo mo mang mang tusng minh dang nghe nhim gi dé. Nhung dén khi théy moi
ngudi nhdo nhdo chay I€n trén mui thuyén, +8i mai biét I nhiing gi minh nghe la chinh
xdc. Chang 13i voi lay t6i day va néi:

Em oi ddy di, minh phai chay 1&n trén nhanh 1&n, thuyén sip chim réi.

Khi 1&n trén mat thuyén t8i mai biét 1a chiéc thuyén cé mot vét nat I6n, né khién nusc
tran vao thuyén va khién thuyén ciia t6i chim dan dan. Véi kinh nghiém nhiéu ndm di
bién, thuyén truong dd rit cb ging gieo neo vao mot cdi dio hoang gin dé. Khi d troi
cling dd dan sdng, moi thir tré nén dé dang hon khi di chuyén tir thuyén vdo dao. Tat
ca moi ngudi Idc ndy chi biét khéc Iéc la Ion cam on troi dat d& ciu mang ho. Va 18i
cling vy, ltic thuyén gin chim, t8i chi biét doc kinh dé mong khdng cé chuyén gi xay
ra. Trén dao hoang, chiing 13i chi biét cho doi cé chiéc thuyén khdc ghé qua gitp d5.
Dén giita trua, that may méan khi ¢é mot chiée thuyén ddnh cd nho ghé qua hoi tham.
Khi biét tin thuyén t6i bi chim, ho chi ddng y gidp d& ching 18i tro vé dat lién vi
thuyén cua ho khdng dii I6n dé vugt bién. Cit ngs nhu qua kiép nan ndy thi cdng trinh
vugt bién s& khdng con xa, hhung ndo ngo qua bao vat va, chdng t6i lai phai tro vé voi
dat lién. Nhitng nét mat thit vong dd bit dau hién rd trén mat cua rat nhiéu ngudi.
Nhung cé diéu t6i khdng thé ngo ring, dd c6 vai nguoi tha nhay xuéng bién ti tu chir
nhit quyét khdng tro vé lai dat lién. Lai mot dém nita rong rd trén bién dé tro vé dat
lign. Trong Idng tdi vira lo so va ciling vira tiéc nudi. Ctir ngs mot cudc séng tot dep s&
dugc mé ra khi vugt bién thanh céng, nhung giv ddy 14i lai tro vé mot noi dd khdng



con la nha cua minh nita. Sau ngay hdm dé, +8i d& biét thé ndo 14 s¢ va 13i cling dd
biét thé ndo la su thit vong ot clng. Trai qua bao nhiéu séng gié trén thuyén, +8i mai
nhan ra ring cudc sng cia minh ddng quy biét bao va +8i khdng muén mit né mot lan
nita. Mt ndm sau dé, +8i mang thai bé Nhd. Tir khi cé bé Nhd, cudc sdng cua hai vo
chdng ciing khd hon nhiéu. Vai lai thiy con bé con nho, nén tir dé 16i va chdng cling
khdng con mong mudn di vuot bién nita. Nhung dén ngdy hdm nay, hai tir d8 dd lai mot
lan nira hién vé trong t8m tri 18i tir chinh dia con gdi bé bong cia minh. Réi bng
nhién t3i giat minh bai cdi lay nhe cua chong, chdng 18i néi khé:

Em bi sao viy? C6 mét gi trong ngudi khdng? Anh thiy em ndy gio cir xoay nguai

qua rdi xoay ngudi lai, lam anh cling khdng ngu duoc ludn.

Téi dinh dé sdng mai day méi ban véi chdng, nhung thay chdng hoi vay, t6i cling danh
néi ra hét nhiing suy nght cia minh.
Anh oi con Nhd né déi di vuot bién dé.

Cdi gi? Em néi sao, con Nhd mudn vugt bién &? - Chdng t6i ngac nhién hoi lai.

N4 néi né khdng mudn hoc & Vigt Nam nita, & ddy tai ndng cua né khdng dugc coi
trong.

N§ néi cling diing em a. Con ciia nguoi ché do Sai Gon nhu minh thi khé ma thanh
cdng lim. Anh ciing cha biét sau ndy con gdi cia minh s& nhu thé ndo nita-
chdng ddp khe.

T4i tram ngdm suy nghi vé nhitng 15i chdng néi, roi budn bd ddp lai:
Toi cho con bé qud, hom qua thiy né khéc ddi vuot bién, em thiy thuong lim. N6
ctt ndn ni em cho né di. Em cling khdng biét sao nita. Nhung cit méi lan nhg lai
hém vugt bién cua hai vo chdng minh, em sg lim.

Hay la minh cho con bé di mot minh. Tré con nén Cong Sin né khdng bit dau, voi
lai co hoi thanh c8ng cling cao lim em a. Nha minh ciing cha khd hon truéc la
bao, tuong lai con bé chic ciing cha 16t dep gi hon ddu. Hay la minh ctr thi di,
biét dau thanh cong thi lai d6i doi.

Nghe nhiing gi chong néi, +8i thay cling cé Ii. Nhung trong déu t8i van ct lo ling, so
sét. T6i ndi nho véi chong:

Anh oi em van lo cho con bé lam. Lan trudc thuyén minh bi chim, may man thodt
chét. Nhung néu khdng may xay ra véi thuyén cua con bé thi chic em khéng
séng ndi. Vai lai con bé dang tudi day thi, nghe ddu vuot bién gap nhiédu cudi
bién lim, ho hdm hiép, cuép béc thi sao ha anh? Em lo lam.

Chédng voi va khuyén t8i:
Ding lo em, anh biét thing ban chay thuyén vuot bién, né néi thuyén né chic
chén lim. Véi lai né cling biét duong dé trdnh tui cuép bién nén em dimng lo. Né
di my chuyén rdi, déu trét lot hét, khdng sao du. Né néi néu muén di thi cu
né néi mot tiéng, né s& gidip nhigt tinh.

Anh néi that chu, vay thi em cling an +8m nhiéu réi. - Téi ddp lai chong.
Vay em tinh sao, mudn cho con bé di khdng?
Anh ctr dé em suy nght thém.

Chiéu hdm dé, 18i lai ngdi ngodi cong cho bé Nhd di hoc vé. T8i thim nghf, li¢u ngdy
mai 18i c6 con dugc nhin thiy con bé di hoc vé nita khdng. Nuéc mit 18i bit dau roi.
T6i chua bao gi cé mot vin dé khé giai quyét nhu vay. Téi nira mudn cho con di, nira
thi khdng. T8i muén con cé mot tuong lai t6t dep hon, dugc sinh song & mot dat nuée
phdt trién. Nhung s& ra sao néu nhu trén duong di con gap van dé gi. Tir xa, t6i d&
thiy béng ddng bé Nhd, né chay that nhanh va sa vao long t4i hoi:

Me oi, me cho con di vuot bién nhé?

Téi 8m con khéc va thu thi:
Me xin I5i con nhé, me s& cho con di nhung bé me khdng thé di chung vai con

duoc.



Khéng sao ddu me, con Ién rdi. Ban con né cling di mot minh thdi, cé gi dau. - con
bé hon nhién tra loi.

T8i gio méi hiéu, hinh nhu bé Nhd khéng biét la ching dudng vugt bién khé khdn nhu
thé ndo. N ct nghtt d6 1a di nuéc ngodi nén né vé tu lim. Thay con nhu viy, 8i cling
khdng mudn lam con so nén chi khuyén con bé:

Vugt bién kho lim con a, con phai can than. Rdng nghe 1oi chi Bic, ban ciia bd

nha con.
Chi Buc chinh 1 nguoi s& hia gidp d5 hai vo chdng t8i. Chd hay ghé nha choi, va cling
thuong bé Nhd lam. Nén Idc ndo chi ghé nhd 1 déu cé qua cho con bé, nén né cting
quy chd lim. T6i dang suy nghi thi nghe con bé hoi nho:

Chd duc cling di vuot bién nita ha me.

Khdng con, chii Buc lam trén thuyén, chd sé gitp con di t6i dio. Rdi tir d6, con
phai tu minh di mot minh. Con cé di duoc khdng?

Con di dugc ma, me dung lo. - con bé than nhién tra loi.

O nha bj té hay bi ddnh la con bé dd la rdm troi. Nhung khdng hiéu vi sao hdm nay né
gan dén vay, ngay ca di vugt bién né cling khdng so. €4 I& do usc mo vé mot tuong lai
6t dep dd tiép thém dong luc rét nhiéu cho con bé. Téi dé, +8i va chong géi mot tdi
dd nho cho con. T6i dd may sin mot soi ddy chuyén vang vao chun quan caa con bé, dé
phong ngo bi cuép, bon né cling khdng tim thay. Ti goi bé Nhd lai din do:

Me may cho con cdi quan ndy, trong dé ¢ soi ddy chuyén vang, dén dao con cir
thdo ra bdn ma liy tién mua d6 &n nhe con. Nh¢ ding cho ai biét nhé. Me cling
ghi t&n tudi va sé higu quén doi ctia bé va me dudi do cua con, t6i dao gap linh
My, con cir dua cho ho xem la dugc con nhé. Toi noi, phai gui thu vé cho bé me
nha con. Thdi bdy giv con thay bo dd ndy di réi bé me din con ra tau.

Con bé tuy nho nhin nhung khdn lanh lim, +8i din gi 1a né nho rd, roi con tréu 18i doc
lai nhitng gi 8i din nira chir. Nhin théy con vui cudi nhu thé, Iong t6i cu that lai vi
khdng biét ring bao gi méi dugc thiy nu cudi bé nho ciia con minh nita.

Téi d8, chdng t8i cho ca nhd ra bén tau. Hén d, chi Duc dd voi chay ra giuc hai v
chéng tdi:

Anh Tién, chi Ly, dua bé Nhd cho em le I&n, thuyén sip di roi.

Thé la anh ta voi nim tay bé Nhd 16i di va cling khdng quén nhan nhu lai:
Anh chi ding lo, cé em chdm séc bé Nhd rdi, t6i noi binh an roi em sé bdo cho
anh chi.

Nhin con cir hgdy cdng xa dan 13i, ldc ndy voi qud 3i con chua kip néi mot 15i ndo véi
con. Ngay ci chit "me yéu con” t6i con chua kip néi thanh Isi. T6i ca dung dé dén khi
khdng con nhin thay béng ddng cua chiéc thuyén nita +8i mai chiu vé.
Ngdy qua ngdy, mot thdng roi dén hai thdng, t3i van chua nhan dugc mot fin tic ndo
tir con. Tdm thdng sau @6, moi thir dudng nhu v od khi anh Dic ghé nha 16i, dua cho
16i mot 1d thu ndi la cia bé Nhd. Doc thu t6i mai biét 1a con bé dd t6i My an todn. Né
dugc mot gia dinh ngusi My nhan nudi, dugc cho di hoc tiéng anh va dugc &n udng diy
du. Con bé néi né nhd bé me lim. NG con hoi 18i khi ndo méi qua My véi né. Doc dén
ddy, nuéc mat t6i dd bat dau roi vi nhitng loi con bé néi. Trusc khi né di, 13i dd hua la
s& di chuyén sau va s& gap né & dao nhung t6i d& khdng lam dugc. T8i vira vui vi con dd
binh an, nhung cling cam thay cé 18i vi khdng thé vugt bién duogc nita. Thiy t8i nhu
viy, anh Bic lign hoi:
Con bé binh an roi sao em lai khéc. Néu em nhé né, anh con mot chuyén tau ngay
mai, anh s¢ gidp hai vg chong qua My véi con bé.
Toi am wr tra loi:
Em cé thai rdi anh Duc oi, thai dugc sdu thdng roi, em khong ddm di anh a.
Thi ra |4 vay, chdc ming hai vo chdng em nhé. Théi thi cir doi con bé né lon, roi
né bao 1@nh hai vo chong vay.

Gio day, khi nhin thiy con minh hanh phtic choi dla cling véi nhiing dita con cua né,
16i méi tham trdch minh tai sao khdng thé  bén canh con bé chdm séc né khi né dang
& tudi @n, tudi lon. Nhung ldc ndo cling la cdu néi dé, con bé déu néi né khdng hé trdch
18i, vi nho ¢6 su quyét dinh cia 13i ngdy hdm dé, né moi cé mot gia dinh hanh phic va
sung tdc nhu thé ndy & My. Néu cho né lua chon mot lan nita, né van sé& chon di vuot
bién di cho ¢é bao nhiéu khé khdn va thir thdch dén méy.

HET



Pacharamon Thanomsaksri (Mile)

My name is Mile. I am from Thailand and T am nineteen years old. I am a junior,
studying International Management at University of Massachusetts Boston. My
pictures for the cover of the book are at the left top of the tree. First is the
picture of my family and my grandfather, who is an idea of my anthology. Second is
a picture of Thai food, "Bua Loy."” Last is the picture of eyeglasses, which reflect
to my grandfather and food picture. When three picture are together, it
represents that when you look though the eyeglass, it flashbacks to your past and
your memories that you may have lost.

Bua Loy

Pacharamon Thanomsaksri (Mile)

Since I do not have a special dish that I like, I asked my close friend what is
her favorite dish. My friend doesn't really like to eat the main course much, but
she loves to eat dessert. She can have a dessert for 3 meals a day. The dessert
that is her favorite is Sticky Rice Balls in Coconut Milk, which we call in Thai as a
"Bua Loy". The reason that she like this menu because this dessert refers back to
her family. Since she has to travel around the world because she works as a flight
attendant, she can be back home once in three months and only 2-3 days. When she
was young she sometime fights with her sister and every time they fight, they will
not talk for a week. So her mother decides to do something that will make sisters
get along again. Her mother decides to make this desert because when she have to
do the sticky rice balls it will take lots of time to do. So she will call two of them
to help. The way of making this is like we play clay doh. The two sisters have to
make the powder doh into the ball shape. While they making it they will forget that
they are madding at each other. So every time she misses her family, she will cook

this menu.



This is the picture of the

dish that I made with my

- P

Bua Loy Recipe
Dough
« 1cup (100 g.) Glutinous rice flour
« 1/2 cup cooked and mashed taro root, or other colorful juices such as pandan
juice or beet juice

o % -3% cupwater, as needed

Sweet Coconut Milk

» 2 cups coconut milk

o 1cup water

« 3/4 cup chopped palm sugar
o 2 tspsalt

« 1/2 pandan leaf, optional

Instructions

For the dough: Mix the glutinous rice flour and mashed taro or squash using your
fingers until well mixed. Add water, a little at a time, and knead until a dough
forms. The dough should be soft but not sticky or tacky. If it becomes sticky, just
add a little more flour and knead until it no longer sticks to your fingers.

Roll the doh either between the palms of your hands or the tips of your fingers so
you have little balls. Now is the time to get your kids and friends involved!

When all the balls are rolled, keep them wrapped tightly in plastic wrap if you are
not ready to cook them immediately so they don't dry out. Bring a pot of water to a
full boil, and while waiting for the water to boil, make the sweet coconut milk.

For the sweet coconut milk: Put the coconut milk, water, pandan leaf, 1/2 cup of
chopped palm sugar and salt into a pot and cook over medium heat, stirring until all
the sugar is dissolved. Taste and add more sugar as needed. Turn of f the heat and

remove the pandan leaf.

After the sweet coconut milk is boil, put the cook doh in to it for about 2-3 min.
Some people will put the egg too. If you put the egg just crack it into the put while
boiling the sweet coconut milk. Do not stir until the egg cook into shape.



Life of War

Pacharamon Thanomsaksri (Mile)

Vietham is a land of mine.

When the war makes life impossible at home.

Our family head toward what is rumored to be a safe refugee camp.

The camp made us felt safe, but not like our home.
Vietnamese need help on the war.

Some soldiers visit the camp, trying to recruit men.
T lost half of my family because of war.
My brother wants to go home, not fight.

My mother plan to escape and go back to Vietnam.
Vietham still not safe, but it our home.

At least we will die in our land, not someone else.

We belong to Vietnam.

No matter our home is safe or not, but it's our home.

I believed Vietnam protect us.

Our home and our life belong to Vietnam.

Cudc séng trong chién tranh
Viet Nam dat nuoc t6i.
Manh dét noi chién tranh tan pha.
Gio ddy gia dinh 18i toi trai ty nan an toan.
Trai ty nan la noi an toan nhung khdng giéng nhu qué.
Viét Nam cén su hd tro trong chién tranh.
Binh st dén tham trai d€ tuyén dung thém quén linh cho tran chién.
Chién tranh da |8y di mdt nua gia dinh t3i.
Anh trai t6i mudn roi khoi trdan chién vé nha.
Ddu rdng khdng an toan nhung Vié+ Nam la qué huong t6i.
Cho du chét thi cling chét trén manh dat minh sinh ra hon la noi nao khdc.
Ching 13i la nguoi Viét Nam.
Cho du noi khac an toan hon nhung cling khdng bang qué huong t3i.
T8i tin rdng Viét Nam se bao vé chung 16i.

Viét Nam la nha va la cuc séng cua chung t3i.



The Dragon From Pluto
By Pacharamon Thanomsaksri (Mile)

No one knew that on our planet that aliens are living on it. Pluto is made up of aliens
that can transform into anything that around them, and some of them live amongs+t
us. As a child, Jessy would see her mom, Susan, using a mug that had dragon clay
design on it. She used this mug everyday. One day, Jessy asked, "Mom, why do you
only use this mug? I never see you use another mug.” Then mom looks at her
daughter, then at the mug. With a soft smile, she began her story:

John was an alien who came from Pluto. He can transform himself to look similar to
the people around him. At that time, people on Pluto heard that there will be an
attack from Mars. Some of the people decided to leave Pluto but the cost of
transportation was very high. There also different spaceships that traveled to
many places. John knew he had to escape. He did not care about his appearance or
the language he spoke, he just had to restart his life somewhere peaceful.

He decided to sneak into a spaceship since he had no money. He had to stay in a
luggage storage room for a month. At that time, he had no food or drink. He was
very thirsty and hungry. He can hear his stomach grumbling every night and he felt
that his body is dry out of the water. His body started to look thin with no energy.
Tt was a hard time for him but he has to survive. He looked around the storage
room and saw that there was some milk for babies and plants that other aliens
brought with them.

He felt sorry for them but he had no choice. He sucked out the milk like he had
never tasted milk before. The milk was all over his body because he was thirsty.
Then he used his hands to absorb the leaf from the plant. He absorbed every
single leaf and there was not a single one left.

He said to himself, "I feel sorry for the owner of these things but I need to
survive to restart my life. I need to survive. I have sacrificed too much already.”
Then he cried very hard because he didn't know what his future would be. He
missed his family and his planet. While he was crying, he thought about his
memories when he was younger. He began to focus on the good memories.

After two months, the spaceship got attacked from space pirates. By that time,
the spaceship is near Earth. John saw a gravity suit in the storage room and puts it

on to try to board another spaceship. He believed he can't die just yet. There were
many things that he wanted to do in his new life. He jumped out of the spaceship
and shufts his eyes tight!

After what seemed like eternity, he opened his eyes, and saw nothing around him.
The gravity suit seems fo be running out of oxygen. His face was turning to green
and the sound "beep beep” just go on and on. He cried out again because he thought
he would die soon. He regretted not telling his parents he loved them one more
time before he escaped.

Suddenly, Tim, a pilot from the other spaceship, saw him and allowed John to climb
on his spaceship! How lucky of John! Tim shared with John that they will be landing
on Earth.

John wants asks Tim what should he do when he arrive there,
"Hey Tim, do you know anyone on Earth? What should I do when we arrive there? I
have no one that I know, and I only come by myself.”

Tim reassured him, "Yes, I know someone there. I think I can ask him to find you a
job to work. Do you have any good skill that you think you can do?"

John takes a time to think.. "Yes, I am good at carving. I had a real skill of carving
dragons, the dragon is an important symbol of my culture.”

So after they arrive on Earth, Tim took John to see Mr. Kent, who was the owner
of the mug factory in the Los Santo. Mr. Kent was also a person whose parents
were from Pluto, but he was born in Los Santo so doesn't speak Plutonese.

InLos Santo, no one spoke Plutonese. John felt like he didn't belong with the
people around him even though ftransformed himself to look like people on the
Earth. He felt like alone since he could not speak the Santonese language. He didn't
know it wasn't just him who came from Pluto, but many people are here from other
planets as well.

People in Los Santo fry to speak with foreigners by communicating with their hands.
At John's workplace, Mr. Kent decided to teach the language to all the workers
because he knew how hard it was to not being able o communicate with others.
John thought that he had to learn the language as soon as possible because he
needed to restart his new life here. He went to Mr. Kent to ask for extra time



with Mr. Kent to learn this language. John went over to see Mr. Kent before and
after work. He spent six months learning the language. In the morning, he woke up
before the sun rising to recall what he had learned. After eight-hours of working,
he goes to Mr. Kent to learn more. Before he would go to sleep, he looked over
what he had learned again before heading to bed. Slowly, he became exhausted and
was running out of energy. But he was determined! He knew learning the language
was his way to feel at home and a part of this new planet.

After two years of working with Mr. Kent, John decided to leave from the factory
to fulfill his dream of having is own carving company. He was able to sleep for only
one or two hours a night. Although he was always tired, he spent lots of energy o

fight for his future. He still smiled though sweat was dripping all over his face and
body. He never felt fear because he had a chance to make his dream come true.

John designed a special mug with a dragon from Pluto. He tried to make his mug
brand well known. He wanted to make a new home for himself in Los Santo, but he
never wanted to forget his culture and his life on Pluto.

After hearing this story, Jessy wonders what became of John. Susan reveals to
her, "He had everything more than he had in Pluto. He has a home where it's safe.
He had money to send back to Pluto. Last but not least, he had us. He had us as a
family—you as a grandchild.” Jessy smiled and has held on to this mug ever since.

Kim Khuu

Hi my name is Kim Khuu, and I am a sophomore at UMass Boston. | am
from Vietnam, and | have moved to the United State with my mom and
dad when | was 10 years old. Growing up in Vietnam, I had a lot of
relatives who were my age. When | came here, | didn’t have family |
could hang around with. It took me a few years to really adapt myself in
America, but sometimes | feel like | am loosing part of my Vietnamese
identity. Since | came to UMass Boston, | have learned how value and
how important my Vietnamese culture is to me. | took Asian American
Studies for 3 semesters and | definitely have never regretted it. In each
class, I learned about many things that | have never come across. | see
how important I am and how | am a very lucky girl to have both
Vietnamese and American cultures as part of me.



Bun Bo Hue (Spicy Hue Style Noodle Soup with Lemongrass)
By Kim Khuu

When it comes to foods I can most likely eat anything. However, my all-time
favorite's food is soups, especially noodle soups are my go-to bowl of comfort.
There's are many different types of delicious soups, but the one bowl I love the
most is bun bo hue. Every time my mom cooks it, T would have to go for seconds. It
is that good.

Bun bo hue is very meaningful to me as a kid because every bite reminds me
of my childhood back in Vietnam. When I was growing up in Vietnam my family
normally just ate at home because we could not afford to eat out. However, every
time we did have a chance to, my parent would take me to eat bun bo hue ina
Vietnamese foods market because it is affordable for us and my favorite. Bun bo
hue soup takes a lot of time and also lots of ingredients to make a huge pot, so
when we do cook it, it deserves second helping.

I remember as a kid, T always got so excited ever time my mom took me to
the foods market with her. I knew that we would likely pass the bun bo stand. Even
if T already eat at home, T asked my mom to buy me a small bowl of bun bo hue on
our way home. She usually stopped there just for me. We both sat down on old,
rusty chairs, and my mom would start chatting with the owners, who knew my
obsession so well. When the bun bo hue was ready, my face filled with joy and my
mom just smiled at me. "Make sure you eat all the meat, you want extra meat
honey?" my mom asked every time. I never answered because I was too busy
slurping away my noodle soup. Most of the time, my mom never ordered for herself
because she was always “too full,” even if she hadn't eaten all day. I did not think
nothing of it then, but now I realize that all those times she is saving the money
for me to eat.

Since we moved to the US, my mom had learned how to make bun bo hue
because where we live now is so far from all the Vietnamese restaurants. It took
her many tfries to nail it down. Now she's definitely an expert at cooking bun bo hue.
Now, nothing can compare to my mom's bun bo hue since she always puts extra
extra extra meat for me, And, of course it made out of her love for me.

Ingredients:

« 2 pounds oxtail, cut into 2- to 3-inch pieces

* 2 pounds beef shank bones, cut into 2- to 3-inch pieces (ask your butcher to do this)
* 2 pounds pork neck bones

* 1pound beef brisket

« 8 lemongrass stalks

* 8 quarts water

* 11/2 teaspoons red pepper flakes

+ 1teaspoon annatto seeds™

* 2 tablespoons canola oil

* 2 large shallots, sliced

+ 1teaspoon minced garlic

e 1/4 cup finely chopped lemongrass
+ 2 teaspoons shrimp paste*

» 2 teaspoons fish sauce, or o taste
+ 2 teaspoons sugar

e fresh rice noodles (round)

Garnish
e Thai basil
» sliced green onions
* Lime wedges
* white onion, thinly sliced

Direction:

This recipe is of f Charles Phan's Vietnamese Home Cooking. So start the cooking in your
largest pot (make sure it's big enough to fit the bones and water to cover by 1 inch) bring a
pot of water to a rolling boil. Carefully add in the bones and boil for 3 minutes. Remove the
bones and pour out the water. Rinse the bones under running water. This is to force out
impurities and will make it so you're skimming your broth less and will ensure a clearer
stock.

When the bones are rinsed clean, return them to the pot (make sure you wash the pot
first) and add in the brisket.



Cut the lemongrass stalks in half and discard the leafy tops. Bruise the remaining
lemongrass and add it to the pot. Add 8 quarts of water and bring to a boil over high heat.
When the stock comes to a boil, turn the heat down so it's at a simmer. Skim off any scum
as needed.

After 45 minutes of simmering, prepare an ice bath. Check the brisket to see if it is
cooked through. Remove from the stock and poke it with a chopstick; the juices should run
clear. (If needed return to the stock and cook for another 10 minutes.) When the brisket
is cooked, plunge into the ice bath until cool. Remove from the ice bath, pat dry, wrap
tightly and refrigerate.

Continue to simmer the stock with the bones for another two hours, skimming as needed.
When the 2 hours are up, remove from the heat and scoop out the bones and set aside.
Carefully strain the stock through a fine mesh sieve into another large stock pot. If
desired, skim of f the majority of the fat and then set the pot to a simmer over medium-
low heat.

Cool the bones and remove the meat from the oxtails, set aside and reserve in the fridge.
Discard the bones.

With a mortar and pestle, grind the red pepper flakes and annatto seeds into a coarse
powder. Heat up the oil in a frying pan over medium heat. Add the ground red pepper
flakes and annatto seeds and cook, stirring, for 10 seconds. Add the shallots, garlic,
lemongrass, and shrimp paste and cook, stirring, for 2 minutes more, until the mixture is
aromatic and the shallots are just beginning to soften.

Add the contents of the frying pan to the simmering stock along with the fish sauce and
sugar and simmer for 20 minutes. Taste and adjust the seasoning with fish sauce and sugar
as needed.

Get ready to plate! Arrange the basil, lime wedges, sliced green onions, and onion slices on
a platter and place on the table. Thinly slice the brisket against the grain.

Cook the noodles according to the package and then divide among deep soup bowls. Top
with brisket slices and a bit of oxtail meat. Ladle the hot stock over the noodles and beef
and serve immediately, accompanied with the platter of garnishes.

Brothers in War
By Kim Khuu

The war has exploded in our home,
We all have go to fight to protect our country.
Days and night guns are being fire,
Airplane drop bomb smoke filled up the air.

Its hard to believe you have left this battlefield,
Now I am here missing your presence.
T am sitting here waiting and waiting for you,
But my brother where are you now.

Years, months, and days,
We all shared the same faith together we stay.
Can't believe guns have no heart,
It took away the lives of our hero in war.

Mercy to all the heroes in war,

They give up their future for the people, for their country.

Yet why faith is so cruel,

We were brother in the same foot step but now I am here alone.

The road is long and tiring,
But your presence is will always be my side.
Together we were in pain, cry and laugh,

Even though we are don't share the same blood but we are family.

Our brothers soldier,
Together we stay for our country peace.
Peace is almost here,

But my heart still ache from missing you.



Long Ngudi Chién Sy

Chién tranh blng nd qué nha,
Minh di chién déu giit gin qué huong.
Ngdy dém sdng né ngang tai,
Mdy bay tha dan khdi bay mit ma.

Khdng ngo anh b cudc choi,
Minh t6i ¢ lai nhé nhung béng ngudi.
Ngbi ddy tréng ngéng ngéng trong,
Hai ngusi bing hitu anh gis noi dau.

Bao ndm, bao thdng, bao ngdy,
Di chung sé phan mét Idng bén nhau.
Ndo ngo sting dan bac tinh,

Lay di mang séng anh hiing chién binh.

X6t thuong cho nhitng anh hing,
Vi dén, vi nuéc chdn vii tuong lai.
Ngbi budn sé phan ding cay,
Anh em cling buéc sao giv I¢ loi.

Budng di chdn gét moi mon,
Béng ngudi thuo ay van hodi bén t4i.
Cuing dau, cting khéc, cting cudi,

Khdng chung déng mdu nhung chung mot nha.

Anh em chién sy chdng ta,
Ké vai sdt cdnh vi hoa binh chung.
Hada binh dd sap tai rdi,
Sao 138i van thay ldng budn nhé nhung.

Can The Clock Stop Yet?
By Kim Khuu

It's a beautiful day in the middle of the summer and I am still lying here on
this cold white bed staring at these four walls glaring straight back at me. The
room is so small and clean to the point that not even a germ could pass through
alive. As I look up, women and men are running back and forth in their white and
blue scrub with such serious looks on their faces. They probably don't even realize

my existence in the room. They are just too busy.

As I move to the edge of the bed to get up, I realize my mom has been
sitting beside me and holding on to my hand while she slept. I feel so close to her.
A feeling that T have missed so much. I took a good look at her while she is
sleeping next to me. Her eyes were all puffed up from all the tears. Some of the
teardrops are still wet, balancing on top of her aging cheeks. "Where did the time
go?" I ask myself. Until now I could not believe how times have turned my mom's
hair into half grays. It looks like she has ombre hair now, from silver to gray to jet
black. I pause, suddenly thinking back to what has happened to my mom over the
course of years. I could still remember the first day we both landed in Amereica,
the land of hope and dreams. Back then I was just a little boy who knew nothing,

Jjust happy to follow my mom's footsteps whereever she went. I was stuck o her



like super glue; we were inseparable. She was my guardian angel. She was someone

who I went to for everything, knowing that she would always make things better.

As a new immigrant from Vietham, my mom and I were like aliens to people
around us. Where we lived there was no one who looked like us. We were different.
T would wonder how others thought of us because it seems like they don't like us.
Only my dad did, yet, he was different than us too. My dad was very handsome with
his light fair skin, blue eyes, and light brown hair. My mom met him while working as
a cook for the army back in Vietnan. Back then, my mom was a young fearless,
courageous, intelligent, strong, kind, loving, caring and most responsible woman. My
mom came from a very poor family in the countryside and she was the eldest out of
eleven kids. Growing up, my mom knew exactly what responsibilities she had. No
matter the kind of struggles she faced, she had to endure in order to take care of
her family. When she had me, she chose to leave everything behind. She took me to

the US for a better opportunity and to help her family back home.

Moving to the US was one of the hardest things for my mom. She could not
communicate with anyone because of the language barrier. However, the
responsibilities on her shoulder did not end. She forced herself to overcome
obstacles because of how many people depend on her. I learned English quickly

because my dad would teach us English everyday, to the point that only English

spoken in the house. After couple years, my relationship with my mom became

distant because we only spoke English to each other or didn't speak at all.

My mom was a workaholic, she juggled three different jobs. The sun and the
blue clear sky was non-existent to her. She left the house when everyone is still
snuggling in bed and returned home when everyone else is getting ready to go to
bed. My mom was like a super woman. She sacrificed her whole life for everyone
else. But at that time I did hot understand. T would always question her and get

angry when I hear the same answers over and over again.

"Me di coi con choi dd banh véi ba dugc khdng?" I asked, hoping she would say

yes and come to my soccer game for once.

"Khdng dugc con oi, hdm nay me di lam roi. Ba di voi con nha, me di cling vay

thdi. " My mom answered then rushed out the door to work.

Every event is the same to my mom; she never has time for anything because
she is too busy working. She thought that my dad's presence was all I needed, but
what I needed her to be by my side. Our relationship drifted further and further
away. I felt as if I was non-existent to my mom. She never showed me that she
cared what I was up fo. All she cared about was work, work, and work. Nothing else

seemed to matter.



"Me, tai sao me lam nhiéu vay? We have a house, a car, and you and dad both
have a job, so why do you have to work all the time for? Today is Christmas, you
can't at least take a day off today to be home with us, mom?" I asked her furiously

while staring at the ceiling trying to hide my tears.

"Con biét gia dinh minh ¢ Viét Nam nghéo lim ma, me phai lam nhiéu dé gt tién
cho gia dinh ¢ Viét Nam. Plus today is a holiday. They are going to pay me double
time. That's a lot. I'll just take another day off then okay, con?" She replied with a
sad and hopeless face that made me feel guilty every time, which made me more

upset.

Holiday after holiday it would just be my dad and me. The distance between
us kept growing to a point it was just too difficult to connect like we use to. I
became silence toward both my parents, but it seem like she did not even notice. T
remember sometimes we would go for days without talking because we never saw
each other. "What happened to us? Where is mom when I heed her? Does she love
me? Did I do something wrong? Does she even care that I existed, or she only
cares about her family in Vietham?" These questions would always float in my head,

and each time it made me so angry at myself.

My friends became everything to me. I always put them first because I felt
like T am not invisible to them. I hated going home. I would go to school then go

straight to my friend's house or sometimes even skip school all week.

"Dude check this outlll You should try it, everyone is using it now and it feel
awesome. After you take it you'll by the happiest person in the world. Trust me,"

My friend said while handing me a small bag.

"What is that? Drugs? Are you out of your mind. No way! My mom would kill

me if she find out!" I responded furiously.

"Dude calm down. Whatever, it's your lost. HA. Yeah right, how is she going
to find out when you never see her?" he asked while smirking at the other guys.
That really bothered me how even my friend knew about my mom's neglect, so T
said, " I guess your right, its not like I see her anyway. Matter of fact she

probably don't even care."

After that day I changed. I did not care about anyone or anything. School
became a joke to me, I just skipped to smoke pot and just hang out. My addiction
got worse and worse to the point I had to steal money from my mom's safe to buy
drugs. As time went by, I completely lost myself. I did not know who I was anymore.

I felt like T was shaming my own family. I had put my mom's hard work to waste. T



had ruined her hopes and dreams. I did not turn out to be the person my mom
wanted me to be. These thought kept haunting me to the point I just wanted to
forget everything. I just want to forget feeling unwanted, feeling that I was not
important. That feeling of how I was not good enough, and of being alone in this
world. If only my mom knew how I felt and what I had been doing.Would she still
love me and pay more attention to me? Or would she be ashamed that I was her son?

Or would she just put it aside and kept on working like nothing happened?

Tt was too late. I could not control my drug addiction anymore. I just wanted
more and more. The other day, I took one pill after another until my heart was
beating so fast it felt like it was ready to burst any second. I was very cold and
nauseous and began to shiver. I could feel my eye start rolling back to the point T
collapsed to the floor. I heard nothing, nothing at all from my surrounding.

Everything was black.

Now here I am waking up in a hospital bed looking at my mom resting her
head beside me, thinner than before, and aging. What happened? How did my mom
find out? Why is she here? What is she going to do when she sees me awake? Is
she going to yell at me and tell me that I am have shamed the family? My head is

pounding with questions nervously.

A doctor rushes in with four other nurses behind him and my dad was behind
the nurses crying. I sit up and say to my dad, "Why are you crying dad? I am fine.
Don't cry. I am sorry." He just stared at my mom, who just woke up next to me,
and started crying even more like he hadn't heard me. I turn to my mom as she
stands from the chair and tell her, "Me oi con khoe rdi minh di vé duoc rdi, con

khdng mudn ¢ ddy nira. Can we all go home? Tell dad I am fine. Don't cry."

My mom completely ignores what I say, too, and turns to the doctor, "Is my
son okay? Why isn't he awake yet? It's been two days. Why is he still not waking up?
Doctor, please tell me is he going to be okay? He is my only son. Please, please save
him," she begs while falling down on her knees to the floor. My dad ran over to
catch my mom from falling, while the doctor just looks at her and shake is head
back and forth and said, "I am so sorry Mrs. Cooper, but we have tried our best.
Your son has passed away from his overdose on drugs. I am so sorry." After
hearing what the doctor said, my mom's face extremely becomes pale, and she

starts crying uncontrollably.

"What happened! No, this would not happen to me," I said to my self. "Mom!!
I am right here. Look at me. What does he mean that I passed away? This doctor
doesn't know what he is talking about. T am still sitting right here!" I am yelling as

loud as I can. I try to reach for my mom's hand while dad is holding on to her but I



could not. My hand was invisible! Am I really dead? I try and try to get their Tin Nguyen

attention, yet no one could see me.

I slouch over, realizing I am ho longer alive. If only I could go back in time, I
would tell you how grateful I am to have you as my mom. If only I could tell you
that I am proud of all your hard work for the family. If only I could tell you that
no matter how far away you are from me, you'll always be my mom. If I could
choose my next life, I would still want to be your son. Because now I know that, no
matter what, you always put your family first. T wish you knew that I love you so,

mom. I'll be watching over you everyday.

Hi my name is Tin. I'm an international student. My hometown is Ho Chi Minh
City. My major is Art. I am really involved in creative activities. I can draw
really well. I'm also interested in movies. I want to act. I want o be a
director, even a writer. One thing that can differentiate me from the rest is
that I have a passion for food. From Vietnamese tradition cuisine to Italian,
even dessert. You name it; I can make it!



Bdnh can
By Tin Nguyen

If someone asks me what is my favourite food, my answer would
definitely be bdnh cdn. First, let me assure you that this is not bdnh canh,
a lot of people mistake bdnh canh with bdnh cdn because of the way they
are pronounced. However, bdnh cdn is a completely different food.

Bdnh can is one of the important aspects in the life of the people in
the central area of Viet Nam, because it's served as the primary dish
that people in the central area use for breakfast. Sadly, this is not
popular in the whole nation, because it has been overshadowed by pho, hu
tiéu, and com suon, for the sole reason that it has been known for a long
time as a rustic dish for the poor. Even though, bdnh can is not popular
like the other ones, and hold the aesthetic in term of look; but in term of
flavour, it's a killer dish, and it will remain one of my favourite dishes.

Bdnh cdn can also be called Viethamese pancake. The reason why it
is compared with pancake is that similar to pancake, it contains two parts.
One is the actual cake; the other is the dressing. The cake is made out of
grinded rice seed, mixed with flour and water. Then you put the mixture
into a specialized charcoal stove to create a small circular cake. Because

of the mixture, the result will be a very creamy and soft texture on the

top of the cake; and a solid texture on the bottom because it is closer to
the stove. In addition, you can also put egg when you bake the cake, to
create a yellow hue on the top of the cake. However, as you may hotice,
the cake doesn't have any flavour at all. It's just flour and water. It's
very bland. But, that is to be expected, because the main focus of the
dish is the sauce that comes along with it.

One of the unique things about this dish is that the cook will never
made the sauce; instead, you, the customer is the one who make the
sauce. The cook only provides the things that you need to make it. And
this is by far the most interesting and fun part in this dish, because you
have the power to decide what the taste your sauce is going to be. As
mentioned above, the sauce is the hero of the dish due to the flavors is
highly emphasized in the sauce, so you need to know what you like in order
to make an enjoyable taste for the cake. Usually the sauce is a
combination of fish sauce, shrimp sauce, spicy sauce eggs (optional),
scallion, a piece of fish. But the proportion of them is entirely up to you,
you can have a lot of fish sauce and a touch of spicy sauce, or beat down
the boiled egg to create a creamy texture sauce. In short, from looking
at the sauce, other people can see little bit about you.

The reason why I chose this as my favorite dish is because you can

only find this dish in the central part of Viet Nam. Living mostly in the



southern past of Viet Nam, I cannot have it for most of the year unless T
go to my grandmother home. It usually takes 6 hours to travel there, so
it's very hard for me to eat bdnh can. But whenever, I have the
opportunity to go there, I would never miss having breakfast with banh
cdn. It reminds me about all the trip that I went to my grandmother
home when I was young. Moreover, I like the rustic and simple feeling
that bdnh c@n brings. Something about being in a place where there is no
people, no complication always appealing to me. Lastly, I enjoy the idea
that you can create your own version of sauce based on your taste. It
gives a litle bit of freedom, and characteristic in bdnh can.

Ingredients for Banh can:

% Cup of rice

300g rice flour

1 scallion

1 can of coconut milk

Fish

Oil, sugar, fish sauce, shrimp sauce

Homesick
By Tin Nguyen

"Seven days from now, you are going to be on a plane, travel across
continents to pursuit your dream; how cool is that, Dung?" His mother
says to him with her best-delighted tone. However, her voice doesn't hide
from him the despair that she have hold recently; because he know that
seven days from now, he will be gone away to a new frontier, catching his
ambition, and dream. He's focused, and nobody going to held him back
from achieving it, not even his own mother.

"Go to your room, Dung, it's late. I'll do the packaging, but you need
to rest for your exciting, and challenging days ahead” she says.

"Yes, mom”

Seven days from today marks an important chapter in his life.
After seven days, he will go to America to sturdy, fo experience the best
food, the highest standard of living, the most civilised people, and fo see
if this country the greatest nation in the world like everyone has been
telling him. Skeptical, yet very excited to withess all after seven days.

As he goes to his room, he jumps on his lovely bed. In his bed, he
looks around and tries to remember all the things that he keeps in his
bed. He looks at the closet where he stamps all the stickers, he could

found, on it; because each of the stickers is a memory that he stick into



his heart. It looks like a mess but he likes it. He also looks at the Tv right
in front of the bed, as he tries to remember all the shows he used to
watch, like X-men, Powerpuff girl in the CN channel, or Wizard of
Waverly place on Disney channel. He smiles as he remembers how anxious
he would be when the new movie High school Musical was coming out.
Those memories are in his heart, he would never forget them; however,
seven days from now, there will be a void in his heart because all those
memories are what he and the bedroom share. Leaving his bed is like a
missing piece of the puzzle, you only full if you are close to each other.
Now, all the beautiful memories turn into a haunting sorrow, thinking of it
makes him sad, thinking of it makes him dumbfounded to the realization
that only seven days he would leave all behind.

But eventually, that day will comes because this is what he has
chose. In the darkness of sorrow, suddenly there is a light that
permeating in his mind
He thinks that, "Maybe I can take picture of all the thing that I like, so
that T can be reminded when I misses home. And just like the stickers on
the closet, these pictures will be on the new closet, and it will fill the
missing part of the puzzle for me."

Even though he hated the idea of taking picture so much, he is very

shy in front of camera, he felt so awkward to stand there and smiling to

the camera. But taking picture is fine if he isn't in the picture. So, he has
set up his mind that for the next week before going o America, he will
take picture of all the things that he loves.

Tomorrow is the last day before the special day, he looks at the
checklist of all the things he would save in the camera history. He got
through a lot of them, his friends, his favourite food like pha, hi tiéu,
bdnh cdn, bdn riéu, bdnh trdng tron..., his favourite places, Parkson Plaza,
Dam sen park, and a lot more. But the list is incomplete, the last thing he
needs is taking the picture of his beautiful home, his dog, his bike, his
family and his bedroom.

One the last day, he felt as ready as possible because he has all
the thing pack up, all the picture in his pocket. He finally step his foot in
Tan San Nhat airport. He looks at the sky, he looks at the silhouette of
the plane as it soars its wing to the sky, he looks down to the airport, at
the door that will be the final destination of his parents. This is where he
will parts away with his family and goes to pursuit his dream. He'll be
alone, he will misses all the things that he's loved from home. But he's
ready to start a new chapter, a new challenge, he feels comfortable that
nothing will hold him back from achieving his future, because inside his

pocket there will always be home.



The final moment has come, he is nervous but excited for the new
adventure. He looks around one last time, he looks at his parents. To his
surprise, he sees tears streaming down his mother face. He's shock
because this is the first time he sees his mother cry. She said as she look
at his face dearly, "Dung, you going to USA, a beautiful country to pursuit
your dream, but I wont be there to help you through every hardship. This
is a test for you, and I know you will pass it. Only four years, you only
need to be brave in the next four years, and I will be waiting for you". He
listen closely to every single words, but he tries to look away because this
is so new with him, he has never seen mom cries or talks to him like that.

He feels awkward, and the only thing he can response is o comfort
her. After that, she asks him o take a family picture, but he refuse to
do it. He says, "Mom, you know that I have never like to take picture, I
don't want to do it. Beside, I don't think we have time to do it, I have a
flight to catch.”

His mom look at him and say, “Fine, go catch your flight, and be
safe okay?" He replies, "T'll mom. I will be back, I promise."He says as he
went through the door.

From inside, he waves at his family, then he turns and the new
chapter begins. After three days living in Boston, even though he was

excited to come here, but something seems off to him. He doesn't felt

well, he doesn't like to eat, and he's never like to go outside even though
he promised himselves that he will go and explore new places. He doesn't
know what is happening to him, the only thing he can feel is a sadness that
he couldn't explain why. He thinks that he is homesick, so he takes the
pictures that he took to ease his sadness. However, going through that
doesn't help him at all. He still feels sad. He doesn't miss them. That
makes him think that homesick is not the case.

While looking through the pictures, one after another and over
again, he realizes that some are missing—pictures contain his family. All
of the sudden, two stream of tears roll down his face. He's never cried
like this before. He realizes that none of the pictures that he took
matter as much as a picture with his mom. It's not the food, his friends,
his home, that makes him homesick. It is his parents that he misses the
most. And then he remembered how his mom wanted to take a picture
with him. But he refused to do so. He felt guity because he didn't let his
mom take a picture of him. Now, he and his mom both have a missing piece

in their memories. At that moment, he hit the call button on Skype.



Geraldine Altagrace Saint- Gilles

My name is Geraldine Altagrace Saint- Gilles and I'm currently a
senior studying Art at Umass Boston. I'm a first generation
Haitian American born and raised in Massachusetts. I've had
interest in Asia ever since I was a little girl. Hopefully in the
future I'll accomplish my dream of working overseas in the
fashion industry.

Strawberry milk
By Geraldine Saint-Gilles

Even though I don't have a favorite food, my favorite
memory was all about drinking strawberry milk. I remember, one
time during Kindergarten, I didn't bring in lunch. My mother
showed up with a glass of warm strawberry milk, and I loved it!

T used to drink milk almost everyday as a child. Strawberry
milk was my favorite flavor; I barley drank chocolate milk. When
T got sick, my mother would make me salty strawberry milk to
make me feel better.

Recipe for Strawberry milk:

One cup of warm milk( I usually drank milk from a cup)
**heat milk in a microwave for over a minute**

A couple tablespoons of powdered strawberry flavor mix

Salty milk:
One cup of warm milk
One tablespoon of salt



Lucky cat toy
By Geraldine Saint-Gilles

As the Lucky cat moves it's right paw,
T wonder if good luck actually exists.

Overtime things change,
different consequences
erupt.

Wanting to escape the situation.
Some people have it easier than others.

Struggling,
believing things will get back to normal.

I'm always dreaming that things will get better, where I don't
need to worry about what happens next.

Anna Nguyen

Hello my name is Anna Nguyen. I am a Vietnamese-American girl born in
Louisiana. I am currently a freshman at UMASS Boston and my major is
Undecided. T decided to enroll in an Asian American Study class to
reconnect with my Vietnamese roots. For the book cover, I included two
photos. One photo is of me enjoying a bowl of pho, and the other is a photo
of me and my best friend named Sandra Tran. Pho is a significant meal that T
have been eating all my life. It represents my relationship to my family and
to my culture. Sandra is my best friend and she is also Vietnamese-
American. Compared to me, Sandra is significantly more in touch with
Vietnamese language and culture. With her help, I am improving and
preserving to learn my Vietnamese heritage. Everything I contributed to this

anthology is dedicated to her. Thanks Sandral



Dreaming of Home
By Anna Nguyen

This mirror hides the truth
Behind these eyes there are dreams
Countless dreams
Dreams that are terrified to break free

I dream of that home
Not the place where T was born
Not the places I grew up in
But the place I am most afraid of

The unfamiliar streets that should be familiar
Where the feeling of family is weaken by these strangers
Where my words are too shy to escape my tongue
Despite all, T long for you

I long for your hot embrace on my shoulders
Your sweet scent of exotic fruit
The thrill of a thousands motorcycles
T can almost feel you

The bridge between us was created by war
But I am thankful for being given a chance
A chance to either cross or burn this bridge
I choose to cross, wait for me Vietham

Mo vé nha

Su that dd bi che khuit bai chiéc guong
Ding sau nhithg dnh mat dé la nhitng gidc mo cua 14i
Nhiing gidc mo khdng thé dém duoc
Va nhiing gidc mo dé cling chang thé roi bo 18i.

Tdi ludn mo vé ngdi nha dé
Khéng phai la noi ma 18i @@ duoc sinh ra
Ciing khdng phai la noi ma t8i lsn 1€n
Ma dé chinh la noi ma 18i so hdi mdi khi nght vé.

Con dudng quen thugc ma ngd nhu rat xa
Ddy chinh 1a noi ma cdi cam gide dé dd khdng thé tro vé
La noi ma t8i khdng thé ndo cat thanh tiéng
Nhung sau tit ca, t8i van ludn mo vé né.

T6i cin mot cdi Om that chat i noi dy
Noi ¢ mdi huong thom ndng cua trdi cdy mién nhi¢t doi
Noi ¢é tiéng on & cua nhitng chiéc xe tay ga
Va dé la nhitng gi 18i cam nhan dugc.

Chiing ta di dd bi chia cit boi chién tranh
Nhung t6i ludn thiy ddu dé cé mot tia hy vong
Su lua chon giiia két néi hoac tir bo tat ca
T8i tha rang két néi dé gitr dugc tinh yéu noi nha.

Sdng tdc: Anna Nguyén



Pho
By Anna Nguyen

Pho is an extremely popular Viethamese dish that I could honestly eat
everyday for the rest of my life. This dish is so well known and loved that
everyone I know adores it. My favorite has to be chicken pho because of its
simple but deep flavors. Pho is basically a hoodle soup filled with meat and
vegetables. The broth is made from the bones of either chicken or beef, and
unique spices such as star anise and cinhamon stick. To add more flavor,
garnishes such as bean sprouts, cilantro and thai basil are also added. For a
spicy flavor, jalapenos and siracha hot sauce can be added. I've always
enjoyed my pho with extra lime and a few jalapeno slices. In my opinion, the
best time to eat pho is when the weather is cold so the hot meal can warm up
your belly. But honestly, pho is so delicious that it is eaten year round.
Everyone is familiar with pho and although it is a popular Vietnamese dish,
Americans love it too. Whenever I go o pho restaurants, it is always a
pleasure to see people of other cultures enjoying pho too.

T remember eating pho since I was a child. My job was always to help
my aunts clean the vegetables while they prepare everything else. I
remember being so excited to set the table with chopsticks and spoons,
making sure everything looked pretty. Pho to me was always a family meal. All
of my family members would sit around the table slurping up rice noodles and
hot broth. Eating pho together as a family was always a bonding experience.

When there is pho you know that everyone would feel so satisfied and happy.
Pho always put me in a good mood that I do not mind washing the huge pile of
pho bowls at the end of dinner. I hope one day I can make pho as good as my
aunts so I can feed them in the future too.

Ingredients
« 1whole chicken (4-5lbs)

« 1 whole onion

. Ginger

« Broth spices

« 2 tbl whole coriander seeds
« 2 whole star anise
. 2 tbl sugar

. 2 tbl fish sauce

« Cilantro

. Rice hoodle

« Bean sprouts

o Thai basil

« Red onion

« Limes

« Sriracha hot sauce
« Hoisin sauce

. sliced jalapeno

Directions

1. Place ginger and onion on a small baking sheet.Set to broil on high for
15 minutes. Turn the onion and ginger occasionally, to get an even char.
The skin should get dark and the onion/ginger should get soft. After
cooling, rub to get the charred skin off the onion and use a butter
knife to scrape the skin off the ginger. Slice ginger into thick slices.

2. Inalarge stockpot, fill with water and boil. With a sharp cleaver,
carve the chicken breast meat off and reserve. With the rest of
chicken whacking hard through the bones to get sections about 3" big.
The more bone that is exposed, the more marrow that gets in the
broth. You can even whack several places along the bone just to
expose more marrow. When the water boils, add chicken sections (not
breast) and boil on high for 5 minutes. You'll see lots of foam and



"stuff' come up to the surface. Drain, rinse your chicken of the scum
and wash your pot thoroughly. Refill with about 4 quarts of clean, cold
water.

. Add chicken, chicken breast meat, onion, ginger and all of (A) in the
pot and cover. Turn heat to high - let it come to boil, then immediately
turn heat to low. Prop lid up so that steam can escape. After 15
minutes, remove the chicken breasts, shred with your fingers when
cooled and set aside (you'll serve shredded chicken breast with the
finished soup). With a large spoon, skim the surface of any impurities
in the broth. Skimming every 20 minutes ensures a clear broth.
Simmer a total of 1-1/2 hours. Taste and adjust seasoning with more
fish sauce and or sugar.

. Strain the broth, discard solids. Prepare noodles as per directions on
package. Ladle broth, add shredded chicken breast and soft noodles in
each bowl. Have remanding ingredients set at table for each person to
add to their bowl.

Change of Heart
By Anna Nguyen

It is autumn of 1990 and the air is so different here. I question if I'm
still on the same earth. Where is my hot bright sunshine, what do all these
clouds mean? I see my parents approaching along with some man. All I can
think about is running back to the plane and going back to where I belong. T
snap out of my thoughts and realize how annoying this man is. He keeps
smiling at me and talking about useless things. Who is he anyways and why
does my parents know him?

"Van, this is Bay. He helped us with the paperwork to get you ona
plane here.” Mom said with a bright smile.

"Thanks for helping my parents,” was the only thing I could force
through my teeth and I somehow also managed a smile. All I can feel is the
fire building up inside me. This is the man who caused me to leave my home
and he's just standing there smiling at me. My blood is boiling and my jaw
tightens. I just want to knock out all of his stupid teeth. He doesn't even
realize the damage he has done.

Summer of 1990, I received a letter. I always felt special receiving a

letter. Nothing is more touching than someone spending their time to



personally send you a letter. This letter came from my parents who are living
in the states. Why couldn't this letter just get lost and delivered to another
country. I loved my parents but I refuse 100%. There was no way they can
make me go to America. Mom and dad can convince me to do anything but I
was not giving in. I love it here and there is nothing more that I need. I
have a home, food to eat, brothers to protect me, and the love of my life.
Why leave a place that already makes me happy and the person who makes
me the happiest. T may be only 19 but I know what I want. Why can't mom
listen to me for once and let me have my way. Why does it have to be me, T
did not ask for this. I hate this, I hate everything, nothing is going the way I
want it. I already have my life planned out. I just want to marry Huy, have a
family with him, and raise our kids here in Vietnam. At this point, if mom was
not going to agree with me then I am just going to run away with him.

T go over to Huy's house and I caught him right before he enters his
house. I run to him and he is already smiling. I always thought he looks so
good in his white shirt. I hug his tan skin and rub his dark thick hair.

"Huy we heed to talk," I softly say.

"Oh no, why so serious?" He laughs as he rubs my back.

"Because we need fo talk about something serious,” I reply. We walk
around the neighborhood for a bit until I finally let it all out.

"Huy, my parents are forcing me to come to America. I really don't
want to go and I really don't want to leave you." I cry. Huy looks stunned and
then his eyes looks empty.

We stand there in silence. I let out a huge breath and Huy wipes my face.

"I really don't want you to leave either, but this is a good thing.
America is the best place on Earth, anyone would be lucky o have the
opportunity to go there,” he says.

"Wait what? You want me to go? You're not even going to fight for me
to stay?" My entire body is on fire. I don't know what to think anymore and
nothing is making sense. So many emotions hit me at once that the only thing
I cando is just cry.

"It will be selfish of me to keep you here. I don't want to hold you
back." He hugs me and we stay in each other's arms. I try to memorize the
feeling of his embrace, the outline of his arms around my body and the smell
of his skin. I am going to miss him so much.

I think about Huy as I'm in this new land. Although I hate to admit it,

T know he's right. I hear so many success stories of Vietnamese people here



who also give back to their families back home. I want to be that person. I
want to make something of myself here and give back to people in need. I
look at my parents and they look so excited that I'm here. I know that they
love me and I just want them to be happy.

"Now let's go see my new home." I take a deep breath as I smile at my
parents and Bay. I feel a burst of energy run through my body, and for once
T feel excited to be here.

20 years go by and I still I still remember every detail so clearly. Bay
starts dying of laughter. "Your story was so dramatic.”

“Even to this day you're still so annoying!” I snap back.

"“Yeah whatever, we all know you thought I was super handsome when

you first met mel" We both start dying of laughter. I couldn't even deny
what he said. T look at his smiling face and I feel so grateful. It's been 20
years since I left Vietnam and since I met Bay. I can't believe how much I
grew up and changed since then. Vietnam feels like a dream to me but my life
here in America is real. I became a woman here in the United States and T
am happy with my life. My change of heart was the start to my beautiful life.

T have my parents, friends who support me, four beautiful kids and a

lifetime with my best friend, Bay.

Hung An Nguyen

Hung An Nguyen is a fierce gaysian who has been involved in organizing and
activism in the LGBTQ and Asian-American community since he was 16. He
can often be seen dancing to one of Beyoncé's songs!



Banh Bot Loc (Clear Vietnamese Dumplings)
By Hung Nguyen

My mom comes from a family of seven children and never got finish third
grade in Vietnamese because she had to support the family. She was in charge of
taking care of her siblings. For those who grow up Vietnamese or Vietnamese-
American, we know that some of the best food are not in restaurant but at home
where the food is made with pride and love. I tried Banh Bot Loc one time at my
aunt's house and I told my mom that I really like it. A few days later, she went to
get the different ingredients and made it for me. Banh Bot Loc is a Viethamese
specialty that is made of tapioca flour, shrimp and pork belly filling. The chewy and
sticky consistency texture is what made me fall in love with it. There are two

variation of this fish, one where the dumpling is wrapped and steam in a banana leaf.

The second variation is where the dumpling is steamed without the banana leaf.

The reason why this dish means so much to me is that, My mom worked at a
Nail Salon for about 18 years of her life here in America. In 2011, she fractured
her hip which forced her to retire. Through all the hardship and struggles of being
handicapped, she finally recovered and wanted to regain her pride. My mom has
always been an independent person who often takes care of other people before
she does herself. She sells the Banh Bot Loc that she makes to collect the small
amount of money she receives to send it back to Vietnam. An order of 100 Banh
Bot Loc will cost her customers $40. I remember one time she had an order of 600
Banh Bot Loc. It took her the whole week o complete the order. T remember
asking her, "Me, how come you work so hard just for a little bit of money? We
provide for you so you don't have to work anymore." Although she was under a lot
of stress and she was tired and losing sleep, she answered in the most calmest
voice "Hung, I appreciate all that you and your siblings do for me. I do these
catering jobs is because I still hold the responsibility of taking care of our family
in Vietnam. We have all that we need and your Grandma is getting old. T want to
make sure that she can have just as much as we do up until the day she leaves us.
$40 may seem like a small amount here in American but it could be so much more
than you know in Vietnam"

Regardless of what my mom is going through, she will always put someone
before her. Ever since my mom told me her side of why she makes them, I do not
eat anyone else's Banh Bot Loc. My mom makes her banh bot loc with so much pride
and love. The stickiness represents the resilient spirit my mom has. The flavoring
and marination of the shrimp/pork belly represents the extra spice that my mom
continues to bring to people's lives. The banana leaf that is wrapped around the

dumpling represents the constant protection my mom provides. Banh bot loc is
often at every Vietnamese party and it shows that my mom is the life of the party!

Recipe

Dough
1 package of banh bot loc mix (we like the 4 Elephant brand-
about 20 dumplings)
1.5 cups of boiling water

Stuffing
1/4 1b shrimp cleaned and deviened (we like black tiger shrimp -
you can use larger shrimp cut into 1/4 inch small pieces, or use
whole small shrimps--some people like to keep the head and
shell on)
2 tbs fish sauce
1 tbs black pepper
1/2 tbs sugar
1 tbs minced shallots

Optional

1/4 Ib pork belly, cut into very small strips about 1/4 inch.
2 tbs cooking oil

Fried onion/Onion oil
1/4 cup chopped onions, fried.
8 tbs olive oil

A bit of all purpose flour to prevent dough from sticking

Method:
Marinade the shrimp with fish sauce, shallots, sugar and peppers for about 1/2 hr.

Heat 2 tablespoons of cooking oil, when hot, add about 1 s annato seeds. Continue
heat to allow color to steep into oil. Once red, strain seeds. Fry the small peices of
pork belly in annatto seed oil until cooked. It will be a nice red color. Drain of f
excess oil from the pork belly. (My mom does not add the pork belly and uses
shrimp only as she thinks it's too fatty)



Fry onions in oil until golden brown and drain. Save onion infused oil and set aside.
(Tf you want to skip this step, just buy the pre fried onions and use plain olive oil)

Now you're ready to make the dough. Making the dough the proper consistancy is
the hardest part of this dish. Do not follow the instructions on the back of the
package. It's the directions for making banh bot loc in banana leaves. Add flour
package to mixing bowl. Bring 1.5 cups of water to boil and add mixing bowl.
Immediately begin stirring with spatula. After about 1 minute when the water is
less hot, use your hands to knead and mix the flour well. The dough should be a bit
pliable, sort of the consistency of playdough--add a bit more water if it is too dry.
Pinch all ball of dough about the size of a quarter and flatten to make into a small
circle. Make sure the center of the dough is slightly thicker then the edges. Add a
piece of shrimp and pork belly to the center and fold over, pinching the edges
together. Use a fork to crimp the edges for a nice decorative touch. Keep hands
dusted with a bit of flour for easier handlings of dough.

Bring a large pot of water to boil. Add the banh bot loc and boil for about 10
minutes, stirring occasionally. The banh bot loc will float to the top. Strain and
place in a cold water bath about 2-3 minutes. Drain well in colander and place in
container. Now add about 3-4 tbs of onion infused oil and generous amounts of
fried onions and gently mix well.

Your banh bot loc is ready to serve with spicy fish sauce. In my family, we also eat
it with lettuce. We wrap the bank bot loc in the lettuce and dip it in the fish sauce
and enjoy our dumplings!

Imprisoned
by Hung An Nguyen

Inspired by Leonard Matlovich's tombstone " When I was in the military,
they gave me a medal for killing two men and a discharge for loving one"

As the bombs are dropping and bodies are burning

Where do we go now?

T know that my safety can be concerning

But just hold on to our vow

T remember that there was only room for one in the place that I hide
Tt's where I must reside if I continue to fight

The closet

Not the Physical

My state of mind

My head is my prison cell

Always had a different vision from the sentence I was given

T feel like I am a prisoner and property of America

Would I feel more safe if T was trapped 6 feet under

What are we fighting for? Is it all worth it?

T miss your smile

The warmth of your hugs reminds me of Vietnam's sun beaming on me
The closet that was built for me, there is finally room for two. The love that
you bring reminds me of

the innocent laughter of these brown children that brings me peace
How long can that peace last when...

BOOOOOOM!



Khi qua bom dugc tha va cdc than thé dang chdy

Chung 13i nén di vé dau?

Biét rang su an todn cua t8i rdt ddng lo ldng

Nhung vén xin ngusi du nguyén loi thé

T4i nho chd 18i chdn chi du cho mat nguai

T6i phai o lai noi do néu 18i tiép tuc tham gia vao cudc chién nay

Cai hoc nay

Khdng phai la hién thé

Ma la mgt trang thai cua tdm trang

Suy nghi cua tdi chinh la nha giam, giam cdm 13i

Ludn ludn ¢ mot tam nhin khdc nhau tir nhitng ménh 1&nh dd dugc dua ra cho
1i

T6i cam thay t6i nhu Ia mot U nhan va tai san cia My

T6i s& cam thay an todn hon néu t6i bi chdn sau +at dudi 16ng dat

Chiing ta dang dau tranh cho nhung gi ? No co ddn chdn?

T6i nhé nu cuoi ciia em

Cdi 6m am dp cia em 18m 18i nho vé anh ning mat troi caa Viet Nam dang bao
quanh 1di

Cai hoc dd dugc xdy dung riéng cho 18i, cudi cling da co chd cho hai ngusi.
Tinh y&u ma ban mang lai, lam 18i nho vé tiéng cusi ngdy tho cia nhitng dia tré
mdu da ndu da mang lai cho 16i su binh an.

Su binh an do sé duy tri duoc bao lau khi...

BOOOOOOMM!I

Mother To Son
By Hung Nguyen

As T walk through the hospital doors, my heart is racing. The thought of losing my
mother is scary. I am a product of how amazing my mom raised me. It been two
years since the doctors told me that she was diagnose with cancer. Through the
many visits, I began to bond with my mom. I learned more about my family history,
like how we came to Boston, MA. It all started in a war-torn country Vietnam.
During the Vietnam war, my dad fought with the United States and South
Vietnamese side. When we lost the war, my dad was sent to a reeducation camp. My
mom raised three children while my dad was away. Seven long years has passed and
my Dad was getting released. Through an operation called HO(Humanitarian
Operation), they were on their way to some weird place called Boston, MA.

It was exciting for my family to come to the United States, we would have
two cars, go o school for free, have lots of money and there are stores with food
stacked the celling. America was not the land of Milk and Honey that it was
advertised to be. Luckily we had enough food to eat and a roof over our head. Once
my family came to Boston, my mom was pregnant with me! T was excited for my
first steps, first words, seeing how beautiful my mom was. Eventually, I was born in
the brutal winter that New England is known for.

My family started to slowly fall apart. My parents divorced. My brothers
were going away to college. My sister started her own family across the country.
Tronically, a family that was fighting hard to come to America to stay together
eventually started to leave each other. It was just my mom and me. We have
managed to stay alive after 20 years with each other. The relationship that my
mom and I share has always been important to me because we only have each other.
But two strong personalities can butt heads.

There is a side to me that mom does not know. I didn't know what this
feeling was but it didn't feel unnatural. It wasn't until the kids in my classes
started o tease me about being different. Being different came with a tferm called
gay. "Gay" used to mean happy and then people started to say "That's so gay" to
mean dumb and stupid which is pretty insulting to gay people(not the happy people).

It's complicated. For someone who identifies with both being gay and
Vietnamese identities, coming out to our family can be a very stressful thing. The
stressful situation goes the other way as well. For family members to find out that
their sibling/child is gay can be a very stressful thing. His/her family has to go
throughout the process of dealing with their internalized homophobia. The most



important thing to remember is that finding a right time to come out (sharing your
sexuality with people).

As my mom is lying in the hospital bed, I'm not confident about coming out
to her. But I feel like, I am taking away the opportunity for my mom to get to know
the real me. I feel like my friends knew me better than my mom. I was slowly
approaching the door to my mom's room. I couldn't stomach how nervous I was
feeling. Do you know the feeling of having a lump in your throat, tears start to
form, dryness in your voice? Yeah, that is how I was feeling.

T gathered up with my courage and opened the door. My mom was watching
“Family Feud,” she loved watching other people win money. She feels like she's won
something especially if the team she was rooting for comes out the victors. This
visit was starting off like every other hospital visit, we asked each other about our
days. I sat down next to her and she would just talk about what goes on in the
hospital. She's much skinner from the last time I saw her though. The medication
is supposed to be helping her but it seems like it's deteriorating her. It doesn't
stop her from laughing and smiling though. I began to start tearing up. I walked to
the window so she doesn't see my eyes.

T turned around and she's still watching her tv show. I took one big breath
and asked, "Mom, what if I told you T was gay?" My mom seemed more focused on
Steve Harvey cracking jokes. So I repeated, "Mom, what if I told you I was gay?"
She's fighting back the tears as she's trying to laugh through the hurt, eyes glued
to the television. "Mom did you hear me?"

MOM: Yes, T heard you. Could you do me a favor and tell the nurse it's time
for my medicine. I'm starting to feel some pain.
Co, me co nghe. Ldm phién con goi Y Ta dén cho me, me dén gio udng
thudc roi. Me cam thdy co chut dau.

ANDY: Do you need it now? Can we finish talking about this?
Co cdn goi Y Ta ngay bdy gio khdng? Con voi me noi chuyén xdng truoc
khéng duoc ah?

MOM: Please, just get the nurse right now...
Con lam on, goi Y Ta hgay bdy gio gium cho me...

T quickly dried my eyes and went to get the nurse. As we came back, my
tears were coming back and my heart sank. Everything was moving in slow motion
and all T can hear is the sound coming from the electrocardiogram, the heartbeat
was flatline...

*Beep, beep, be eep

The nurse escorted me out the room while she called for help. What did T
Jjust do? Did T just kill my own mom? Am I the reason why I won't see her laugh
again or smile? Your words were supposed to get me through this heartache before
my heartbreak. There is an emptiness. Maybe I didn't deserve you or maybe I just
couldn't cure you. Maybe I'm too much to manage, every gaysian needs a mother
and dammit, I needed you. I feel like I have been shattered into a million pieces
and I'm not sure if there is enough glue, tape, or staples to put me back together.

NURSE: Andy, your mom's heart rate is back to normal, and she's slowly
getting better. She's resting now. You can still spend some time with her. Just
remember that visiting hours are ending soon.

ANDY: Thank you.

My mom was sleeping. I figured this took a toll on her. I went over to my same seat
and talked to my mom as she was sleeping.

ANDY: Mom,

I love you, I appreciate you, and I am sorry. I'm sorry for making you cry... a
lot. I made you cry as you gave birth to me. Different cries with different
emotions. Happiness, Anger, Fear, Sadness. I am sorry for always wanting the last
piece of cake. I did not realize how much it hurt you when I kicked you from in the
belly. I am sorry for making you feel afraid. I know that you are not perfect. You
were always aware of your flaws and how you can be your worst critic. I am
thankful that you carried me longer than nine months. You were always there to
hold me. Through your numb arms, and tired back, you would still hold me and loved
me. When you are not with me, I can hear your laugh as it rings through our
hallways. I can see your smile because it gets me through my hard days. Please
don't leave me...



Me,

Con yéu me, con cam kich me, con cung xin loi me, vi da lam cho me khoc...
khoc rat nhiéu. Lam cho me khoc luc sinh ra con. Méi lin me khoc la méi mét xuc
déng khac nhao. Vui ve. tuc gian, kinh hodng, déu khé". Con xin loi vi da lay di miéng
bang cusi cung. Con khéng hé hay bi€t la me dau bao nhiéu khi con con o trong bung
me, d@p me. Con xin loi me vi da lam me hoén so. Con biét me khéng phai la nquoi
thdp toan thép. Me Iuén bi€t khuyét diém cua minh la gi, va me cung chinh la nguoi
phé binh chinh minh ngic ngao nhé&t. Con cam on me da mang con hon chin thang moi
ngay. Me luén o' bén canh con, diéu ddc con. Du canh tay da té ran, heng co déu di
chan nira, me vén ém va yéu thuong con. Luc me khéng o bén con, con vén nghe thay
tiéng cuoi cua me vang vong cuéi hanh lang . Con lubn thay me cuoi boi vi nu cuoi cua
me luén giup con virgc qua kho khéing trong cuc séng. Xin me dieng bo con ma di

T went to gather my things so I can leave, as soon as I approached the door,
T heard my mom's sweet voice call my name. She told me to sit down next to her.

MOM: People used to talk about you and I didn't believe them. They said, 'If
you continue to buy him girly things, he'll turn out to be gay' I always protected
you and just let them know that it's okay for you to be feminine. That's just the
way you are. I didn't think too much about it. Today, once you told me that you
were... you know, I was angry. I was angry with God and angry of why you turn out
this way but as I was thinking, my duty is to protect you and if I'm sad about this,
you would be sad too. If this is how you're destined to be, then so be it. There are
times where I sit in this room, I think about how proud I am of you. Everyone may
have known before me but they see you as a wonderful person. T am proud of who
you have become. You continue being you and keep on shining and hopefully you will
find someone who will be lucky enough to love you. When I'm no longer here, you
are strong enough to take care of yourself. Everyone loves you and no one will leave
you. Remember to keep a good head on your shoulders. I'll care for you forever, T
will love you always, my baby you will be...

Ngudi ta thuong noi s@u con voi me, nhung me khdng tinh. Ho noi, ‘Néu
me cu'mua dd nit tinh cho con, thi con sé thanh ngudi déng tinh luyén ai' Me ludn bao
vé con va ludn noi voi ho la du con co chut nit tinh di chdn nua thi cing chin sao. Cai
do, chinh la con nguai that cua con. Me khéng suy nghi nhiéu vé déu do. Nhung hdm
nay, luc con noi con la...con biét khdng, me rit la tuc gidn. Me gién dng troi va cung
gi@in con fai sao thanh ra nhung vay, nhung me suy nghi lgi, trdch nhiém cua mgt
ngudi lam me la bao vé con cdi cua minh, néu me budn thi con cung se budn theo. Mgt

khi s8 phdn’da dinh sang cho con la nguoi nhu vay, thi cu nhu vay di. Co luc me ngdi
trong cdn phong nay, nghi dén nhing luc me hanh dién vi con. Me biét co rat nhiéu
ngudi biét trudc tinh nay, nhung ho van nghi con la mgt nguoi tuyét voi. Me hanh dién
vi con ngudi con da tro thanh. Con hay tiép tuc lam chinh con va toa sang, me cling hy
vong con kiém dugc mdt ngudi may mdng thuong yéu con. Dén luc me khdng con nua,
me hy vong con co thé dung cam ma song tiép. Con nén song bang ly tri. Me se mai
trdm soc cho con, me seé van mai yéu thuong con, con ludn la bao boi cua me...

END

Coming out isn't a one time event,

it's a series of doors you never stop opening.
Tt is not a brave act,

it is a brave life.

It's both liberating and dangerous.

It is a tiny battle in a long war

of love and body.

To all those who are searching

for the courage to open that first door,
whether for yourself or for those you love
or for those who dare not love you,

know that you have a choice

how and when to come out,

know that you are mighty

for simply being

yourself.



