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Hello and welcome to the 1989 issue of Voices!

Voices is produced annually through the efforts of the Asian American community at
Tufts. Thou%h funded largely by the Tufts Community Union Senate, we would like to

thank the following for their generous contributions to this year’s issue:

African American Center Asian American Center

Chinese Culture Club College of Engineering

Dean of Students Office Department of American Studies
Korean Students Association Office of Equal Opportunity

Women's Center
Department of Anthropology and Sociology

Voices serves as a medium through which all members of the Tufts community can ex-
press their views on political, social, and cultural issues affecting Asians and Asian
Americans. Comprised of essays, articles, fiction, poetry, and artwork, not only does it
serve as a forum for Asian American issues within the Asian American student popula-
tion, but it also reaches out to the larger Tufts community as well, breaking silence and
"giying voice" to the Asian American experience.

The views expressed do not necessarily reflect the opinions of Voices” editorial board,
the Asian Students Club, or any of the sponsors. Any questions/responses to issues or
perspectives represented here are welcome and should be directed to: The Editor, Voices,
Asian House, Medford Campus.

This year’s contributions are wonderfully varied, ranging from poetry reflecting the
self-affirmation of Asian American identity fo a student’s true story about hardships en-
countered in attempting to flee his homeland and an essay dealing with the objectification
of Asian women during the Viet Nam War. So READ!! We hope you enjoy this year’s issue.
Perhaps, if we're lucky, you will be motivated to contribute to next year’s publication!

Cindy Fong Therese On  Chin Tang
Editors of Voices, 1989

Cover illustration by Kiyomi Yatsuhashi, ]'88.

Special thanks to Benson Chen, A’92 for his art work, continuous throughoilt Voices and
to Dave Hyeon Shin, A'90, for the generous use of his computer.



Baba

I won’t tell them I entered
America with a single dollar;

r Becoming a busboy for my Ph.D.
They used to ask me, My wife remembers counting
"Baba, was it like now?" Quarters from my nightly tips.
Was Snoopy fighting the Red Baron? I still quiet pennies.
I didn’t tell them that Now my sons have grown,
Snoopy is not Chinese; Not only tall but warm.
That my first childhood images I overheard one say to a friend,
Were not of chopsticks Baba always tips well.
Catching chopsuey,
Or a new-used tricycle, Yet they askme,
"Baba, show us life’s miseries.
But of sister paraded They make me proud.

Around in a high hat of shame

By the Japanese soldiers. ;
They gave her to a firing squad; Ken Yang, A'91
She was then shot scared by

Rifles without bullets.

I didn’t tell them

My neighbors were buried

Up to their necks in tragic dirt. A NG,
Their heads trying to avoid oo T NG
The gleaming vultures.
Vultures had no appall.

I didn’t tell

Of our exodus to Taiwan

A fleeing from the Communists.
The masses in flight were
Hardly bourgeois and

Barely functioning.

There my education began with begging:
I borrowed to learn,

I paid the Navy for college,
I learned to be seasick.

I went to a doctor who said,
"You have tuberculosis, you
Can’t go to America."

After paying him to tell me this
Every three months for a year,
I learned that he was a liar.



Out in the Garden

Susan Chung, J’90

Dedicated to Kay H. Tan, in appreciation for
sharing her memories.

I was on the snow-topped peak of the
Himalayas. As the cool air traveled up through
the tunnels formed from my bell-bottomed
shorts, that damp triangle resting in the small
of my back shrank and disappeared. Fatigued
from the summer’s mugginess I took long
draws of the fresh, thin air while imagining the
blues and whites of icicles; until a ferocious
wave of Singapore heat blew my tent apart. |
quickly gathered again the thick, plump
emerald leaves which grew long from the
young tree and stretched them over my head--
together in one huge crest. Using my feet to
burden the leaf tips, I sat in the moist dirt relax-
ing my back against the sweating bark. My
eight year old body fit naturally within that
arch, that half-shell of an almond.

Light thuds grew louder as they ap-
proached my secret paradise. My Ah-ma was
taking her daily walk through the community
garden; her thick bamboo cane marking each
step along the hardened earth pathway. I
remained motionless waiting for the sounds to
grow faint. Justas [ was about to leap from my
cover to surprise, her wooden crutch poked
carefully through between the curtain of
leaves, sending a sliver of daylight across my
shoulder. As though encased in mud, I fol-
lowed Ah-ma withmy eyes as she squinted and
moved cautiously toward the opening. Her
soft gray eyes grew wide with humor when she
recognized the silhouette of my choppy head
of hair. Playing her usual game, she exclaimed,
" Ah, there seems to be a new wild animal in the
garden. Oh, it looks very dangerous. I hope it
won’t eat me. Black spines on its head. Kind
of looks like Chu-Li but more black and ug...."
[ quickly released the captive leaves and ran
smiling into the arms of Ah-ma.

" Grandma, you always find me! " I burst
out, trying to appear resentful but grinning too.
She offered her little shrug of the shoulders and
then presented me her quivering hand. She
never said Come walk with me; she just gave
her hand. When I had linked my fingers into

her warm smooth palm, she began her tale.
During those times we walked alone, Ah-ma
brought to life the history not printed in my
schoolbooks. From her, I understood my tradi-
tion.

We neared the southern border where the
soil was worn and the weeds ancient. She
pointed towards a patch of tall grass where
stood a large bent boulder with a smaller rock
resting on it. She spoke of how, during a legen-
dary war, a wife had relentlessly waited for the
husband’s return; so long a time that she and
the baby she carried on her back both turned to
stone. Ah-ma swept her hand across the small
sleeping rock and sighed. I reached up to touch
the rock, too, but did not understand.

We walked towards home, but then
paused at Mrs. Chen’s newest addition to the
garden, sky blue lilacs. Ah-ma gingerly placed
her nose above the petals--sipping the
fragrance quietly. Trying to imitate her but in-
haling too forcefully, I filled my nostrils with
pollen instead, choking and swallowing the
plant taste. While she chuckled inside with her
tiny lips pressed closely together to suppress
theenormous laughter, she gently wrapped her
handkerchief over my nose and I blew. After-
wards, 1 opened the white, cotton handker-
chief.

"THAT much came from my nose! " I cried
out.

"...must tell you about your nose," Ah-ma
whispered acting as though she had just said
nothing.

I'said, " What about nose? " and was about
to place my finger on her nose when, at that mo-
ment, Ah-ma’s dentures loosened and made a
loud "CLAck" in her mouth. With surprised
faces, we glanced at each other once and were
soon exhausting ourselves with laughter.

Ah-ma started towards home while I
lingered a few minutes to choose the ripest
flowers for her silver-streaked braid. Only a
few yardsaway I could see the red-tiled roof of
our house. When I skipped towards her, Ah-
ma was hunched over her cane coughing silent-
ly into her hand. Then it seemed to get too full,
and through her fingers flowed the sickness.
My cries of "Ah-ma is hurt....is dying!" were
quickly heard by my brother, Teddy, the first
to arrive, with Ma and Pa trailing after him.
Teddy carefully lifted Ah-ma’s arms to encircle
his neck and raised her close to his chest like a
newborn. With her hand massaging Ah-ma’s






