





This issue of Voices is dedicated to the Asain/ Asian American administra-
tors, faculty, and staff at Tufts. Their invaluable guidance, wisdom, and support
gave us the courage to believe in ourselves and overcome adversity.



WELCOME TO THE 1995 ISSUE OF VOICES!

Voices is a publication of the Asian Community at Tufts (ACT)
and serves as a medium through which Asian/Asian American
students can express their talents and views on political, social,
religious and cultural issues. Through poetry, prose, fiction, art-
work and photography, Voices reaches out to the larger Tufts com-
munity and breaks the silence, “giving voice” to the Asian/Asian
American community.

This year has been a challenging one for ACT. Due to an
unsuccessful dance in the fall, a drastic cut was made in our bud-
get, mostly from Voices. Since then, we have put in a tremendous
amount of time and effort in fundraising to compensate for the
loss. There were times when we doubted our strength to come
together as a community. However, thanks to the incredible
amount of support from many individuals and organizations, we
were able to publish Voices this year. For this reason, we feel that
this 15th issue is especially meaningful. To us, it symbolizes the
struggles we have faced as Asians/Asian-Americans to unite and
be heard, understood, and respected.

The views expressed in this issue do necessarily reflect the
opinions of the Voices editorial staff or the Asian Community at
Tufts. Any questions or comments regarding this issue are wel-
come and should be directed to:

The Editor

Asian Community at Tufts
17 Latin Way, Start House
Medford, MA 02155
Attention: Voices

We hope you enjoy this issue of Voices!

Co-Presidents Mariko Nakanishi ‘97
Ashish B. Shah ‘97

Treasurer Carol Wan ‘98

Secretary Anita Thakkar ‘98

Publicity Officer Michelle Ng ‘97



FROM THE EDITOR

After quite a painstaking start this year, Voices suddenly received a sur-
prising last-minute influx of submissions. Because of our tight budget, we
could only incorporate a limited number of pieces in the course of our decision-
making, however eligible the others were. However, this year’s Voices does
encompass a very diverse range of works. While at the same time trying to
integrate as large a spectrum of talent as possible, we have tried to select spe-
cific pieces voicing personal opinions on the Asian Identity. This is how the
1995 edition of Voices was born.

Undoubtedly, most of the pieces selected establish more or less a linkage
with Asian culture. After all, conveying feelings about cultural heritage was why
Voices was founded in the first place. You will find that aside from the strong
and emotional “fight-back” spirit which is expressed in some of these pieces
because of racial differences, there are also compositions celebrating a sincere
appreciation of nature and cultural diversity; as well as photos demonstrating
the international melange of Eastern and Western influences. Needless to say,
we have managed to furthermore include other creative pieces executed spon-
taneously out of pure aesthetic pleasure.

After several long days and nights which our staff spent to produce the
final product (and we should say here that we could not have gotten through it
without them), we are proud to present you with this year’s Voices. We hope
that you will enjoy our 15th issue.

Christine Chan -- Literary & Art Editor
Monica Mirchandani -- Graphic Design & Layout Editor
Dave Chun -- Business Manager
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Equal Difference

his heart & beating, his soul is searching
kneeling to fear, time treats him with anger
running to vafety, his shadow calls
a shadowed refuge for a heart in denial
to my knowledge, he cannot find a way
trying and trying, he sees mirror images
[mppe() beneath by /ayfrd (gf bcz[reé), denial
he cries to shadow, hoping truth will follow
dtlence within him deepends hus feet
he runs through darknesd, shaded trees
coming to the hidden fields, he realizes me
[ am always approachable, I am here
1 am hes only hope, I set his vision
1 hold the reflection he must face
1 am his reality, so stop running stranger
atop running because you must face me
Jace my differences or stop here

don’t fear what I can offer
dave your strength for now
remember me forever
[ am your equal difference
1 live in thes place too
neglect me and you will neglect all
save your shadow the battle
give in to me now
survive with me
not agatnst me.

BY ALKESH PATEL




My grandmother used to say nighttime is for sleeping
because that’s when moonshine gushes like golden water,
cleansing our faces.

It's when the moon, the golden nugget of stone,
stone-washes the sky, as 1t stone-washes us,

crinkling the cotton,

streaking it pink and turquoise, violet and purple.
The moon is that tunnel, that hole in the siy

out from which beam the collected
more-precious-when-broken

fragments of jewel.

Every star in the sky is jewel as well as glass
because though it may glitter,

it cracks and cuts.

The sky is the reflection of the ocean below:
black and blue, with lines and waves.

And stars are silver and white

textured glass that break.

Glasses and dishes always Zpill out of my hands into pieces.

But my mother always sai
something was meant to be smashed just then,
and better my reflection than me.

The sky is the stained glass window made of broken pieces of glass:

the broken and mended reflections of me,

like the reflections of the mirrors sewn into the shilwar kameez

my mother made for me the night before Eid,
sitting on the chair,

her head bent over the fabric on her lap,

a torn piece of sky

with round mirrors, stars she sewed onto cloth,
which, when I held up the finished product to see,

there would be millions of reflections of me staring back.

Nighttime is for sleeping, my grandmother would say to me,

because it’s when the stars, the shiny sequins,
are poured through a funnel,

sprinkled over and sewn onto the canopy of sky
to trickle into the cracks of our closed eyes,

the fallen crescents,

so when we rise, we are well rested;

and when we wake,

our faces are pillows fluffed full and velvety.

A RO N

BY AMBEREEN MIRZA







