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This issue is 770t dedicated to:

The loudmouth bigot

The close-minded idiots

Those who refuse to believe in our America 3
Those who think all Asians are pre-med and engineers
And... yo’ mamal




a letter from the editor-in-chief

What you have in your hands is a glimpse into our thoughts, our
psyches, our hearts. We exorcise our demons on the page, we
purge ourselves with ink as an elixir—writing is therapy. This
issue is a testament of our joys, pains, triumphs, and heart-
aches. And we want to share them with you.

There are no apologies to be made for being bold. We speak
with authority because these are our lives, these are our stories.
Fiction, non-fiction, poetry, photos, and art—this is our medium.

We bravely pull these images and words to the surface and
display them to the world. There is nothing for us to keep hid-
den—we are strong enough to face ourselves. We are the
artists, the authors of this new generation. Look beneath the
surface. Speak to us, listen to us. Then decide for yourself. This
is who we are.

Here, don’t be afraid. Open your eyes, open your heart. Silence
is our only enemy. Listen to our voices.

Abe Chang ‘98
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THANKS!

President DiBiaggio -— you've got style! you've got flair! you are so debonairl ACT — for the support, the
“ducats,” and for being our voice in the community. Oxfam Café — for the use of your facilities and all your
natural goodness. Onyx — for being bold, for art’s sake, for inspiration. InfoBooth — thanx for helping us to
gather all the voices in our head. TCU — thanx for the support and in sharing the vision for diversity. The Asian
American Center — so “Start” is the name of a person, right? The Culture Clubs (and Boy George) — We talkin’
‘bout eastern flava yo! Yo’ mama —- for apple pie, hot dogs, and baseball (with the salary cap) Bad Badtz
Maru—he’s the foulest fowl of them all. Word up! Sean “Puffy” Combs — sample this, baby! We’'ll be waiting for
the remix. Hormel — without you, there is no life, there is no SPAM.
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Let’'s get ready to wok and roll!

red line

in the old Oriental man sitting across from me
| see my father

his back is drooping
his mouth is drooping
his eyelids are drooping

periwinkle-colored plastic frames hang from his
flattened nose

he is wearing a beret

but he is not French

he is on his way back to Alewife carrying

blue and orange plastic grocery bags

| inventory his purchases:

yellow cans with Chinese markings on them,
vegetables not stocked by the pimple-faced
produce boy at Star Market

[ am trying not to stare

so | turn to Jen sitting next to me
she is chomping on her Au Bon Pain
cinnamon raisin bagel with the light
honey walnut cream cheese

and she is laughing about something

the man is squinting at us
perhaps his prescription is not
strong enough or

maybe he sees his sister in me
or maybe not

I clutch my Filene’s Basement shopping bag
and shift in my seat

as he observes my reddish-brown highlights
(Beverly

from that salon on Newbury Street said

they broke up the blandness

of my straight black hair)

| cross my legs and the

platform heel of my shoe

accidentally hits Jen in the knee

he is thinking to himself, “are
bound feet
back in style?”

my eyes revert to his wrinkled hand
and the way his watch

hangs

too loose on his wrist

his skin is hardened and darkened

by the sun of two different hemispheres
he is wearing white gym socks

with black shoes

the conductor calls,
“Davis Square”
and | get up to leave

his eyes grow wider

he watches me
but he does not understand.

— Vivien Valenzuela




Choked

— Eurie Chung

Sometimes I imagine that one day I'll be talking and my voice will slowly
start to fade and all of a sudden— mid-sentence or even mid-word— I would be left
mute, left only to observe, to watch, to listen. I would not be able to speak. But this
new development wouldn’t really surprise me that much. Somehow it would seem
just right because I didn’t really deserve to talk anyway.

I rarely feel comfortable speaking. There are very few times when the
words I speak sound right to my own ear. The first time I heard my recorded voice
played back to me was in the sixth grade when each student in Spanish class spoke
a short introduction into a crude tape recorder. The entire tape was played at the
end of class, and though I listened intently and carefully, I missed hearing my part
because I only heard strangers’ voices; I couldn’t recognize my own.

My voice, until I heard the awful truth, used to sound nice to my ears. I
thought it was a pleasant, lyrical, mature voice. It was a voice that conveyed mul-
tiple levels of meaning, had the perfect tone and inflection for every sentence, and
did not allow one word to be misunderstood. Not too high pitched, because I thought
that was too fragile-sounding, not too deep so as to be confused with a male’s voice.
It was distinctively feminine in that perfect non-threatening, non-stereotypical way
so that when I spoke, I believed people enjoyed hearing my voice.

In sixth grade, it seems almost ridiculous that I held such high hopes for my
voice. This was the time when I still believed that my singing voice was pretty good,
so obviously there were some severe lapses in judgment around this time. But
maybe, even though I couldn’t get a speaking part in the school musical, I would still
be on the stage someday. My voice would speak words that could bring people to
revelatory heights. It would be powerful, gentle, and soothing all at once. It would
be perfect.

My voice hasn’t really changed since then, as I had fervently hoped. Istill
wince at my answering machine message. I wonder why people actually listen to
me talk. It will never be a voice that can read poetry in a way that people would
want to listen to. It lacks the air of drama, the sophistication, that lets me believe I
have a ‘nice’ voice. I save my voice for the moments when my mind craves the
spoken word and forces me to speak. This either comes in short bursts, or long
sweeping tirades, but whenever I speak, I never quite feel good about what I've
said. I think maybe I’ve said too little and no one understands, or maybe the ram-
bling went on too long and people had to try too hard to hear what I was saying and
it was all a futile attempt because even though I spoke, I couldn’t make anyone
listen. It’s the response that I'm afraid of.

And so I can’t talk to my parents. I’ve learned to converse with them,
argue, explain, present, debate, rationalize, and joke with them, but most of all to be
silent in the important times. My parents tell me stories sometimes. My mother tells




You need mono sodium glue to mate!

me how, when she was younger, she decided cut a tomato in her hand. I learn about
my father’s friend, who was diagnosed with a mental disorder and committed sui-
cide, leaving his twin daughters behind. He tells me about his brother, MIA in the
Korean War. He also tells me about the battles, how lines of Korean troops were
mowed down, one after another until it began to look like a wave of soldiers, rising
and falling like the tide. I still don’t know if he was a soldier himself.

Sometimes he opens up, tells me things about his fears of money and how
that pressure will loom forever above our household. He is honest with me, “You’re
being selfish. Can you stop spending time with your friends and start helping your
mother around the house? Can you spend more time with your sister? She misses
you, and soon you’ll be gone.” Rather than express the appreciation I had for my
mother’s sacrifices— getting up at ten at night to leave for work because it pays
better than a nine to five, returning at six in the morning ready to help the kids off to
school and catching snatches of sleep, maybe a few hours at a time, until dinner was
ready to be cooked— I was bitter at my father for not appreciating her enough
himself, and condemning me for his own error. Instead of admitting that I share his
fears that my little sister, younger by seven and a half years, will never feel close to
me because I didn’t make enough of an effort, I put my feelings of anger on him, for
not being an understanding father.

Whenever I knew that I was wrong, and wanted to cry out and explain
myself, me, I could do nothing but nod. Tears would well up and my mouth would
freeze. “Talk,” they’d say sometimes. “Why aren’t you saying anything?” They
saw the words rising up in my throat and wanted so badly to know what they were,
but I could not bring myself to open my mouth. I was paralyzed by the idea of
speaking, letting them know that my mind and my heart both sat heavy with apolo-
gies and a gra‘titude that were too much for me to explain after a lifetime of silence.
I was immobilized by all the things that I wanted to tell them: that I finally understood
that they loved me and that I loved them too, that I was wrong this whole time, I
really did like piano lessons, and they were right, I wish I had learned Korean, and
yes, they sacrificed more for an ungrateful kid like me than I ever thought possible.
I didn’t want to tell them anything because I would have to tell them everything; it
was easier to say that they’d never understand.

So I’ve become this enigma to them. They are trying to put together a
puzzle without the picture to guide them. I want to help them, give them at least an
outline of a picture so that they can at least know what they are looking for. ButI’'m
stubborn and don’t know how to tell them, so I try to show them, and the result
becomes a tangled mess of misunderstanding and resentment. All of my actions,
and the words that I do speak, are constantly interpreted and reinterpreted and
placed into their mental puzzles of me, hoping that someday, the pieces will form a
picture—one that can be identified as their daughter, and then they’ll finally feel a
peace in knowing who I am.




Restraining my Soul

My eye cuts the crowd quickly searching for your image
Time, it passes in slow-motion
The thought of speaking leaves me breathless
Outside of me, endless space lies between our shadows
Memories flowing suddenly without permission, I clutch my
head to push them back
Reflection of others transform themselves into you as if to play games
with my soul
With a heavy thud my heart calls out your name, if only you spoke its
language
The long corridor tells of others with my fate, I cling to its rails for
strength
Blackening the wait to pass, I lie trapped in space
Motionless I position myself to take in your lights
Remaining entranced by the door, planes dropping like birds
I wait—

Restraining my soul
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