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Technicolor Bakery (The Probem With Color) 

I dream in White
and ‘wake in Yellow 
fuzzy drool
dripping a pool of salivation salvation.
I say, “See? What a difference the eye makes. 
All the possibilities at fingertips
reaching…
Straining for the sweet n sour sauce spice n sugar add—” 
Mother shudders
at all others—tinged beyond sunshine power—
so ends that untold story. Of mixtures unforeseen unpredicted honestly 
unwanted feared  
“if you must know,
the melting pot left stewing too long
burns.” 
Brother hides beneath the covers
in that safe place
smoky static is not permitted  
here  
ambiguity? NIMBY No thanks.
Get your own private space for public ruin. 
A shrug, “Better safe than sorry” they always say 
you laugh at me because maybe it’s real
and I, I laugh at Teale.
That girl can flip a switch like no other. 
She has her dream Orient 
(filling the flaky pastries of our past
prophecies strewn unfulfilled
emptied of the cream those crumbling empires) 
she only likes the lack thereof.
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 Brad felt dirty about the fact that she was a deaf mute. Every time he 
fantasized about her he felt confused about his intentions.  He would con-
stantly wonder if he liked her for her personality or because she didn’t say 
a word. He only knew her through their brief encounters at the coffee shop. 
She’d point to a small coffee on the menu and he’d make it for her. Nothing 
between them was exchanged except for a dollar fifty-five and a smile. He 
couldn’t even tell her to have a nice day without feeling guilty about the fact 
that she couldn’t hear him. Sometimes he’d say each word slowly in the hopes 
that she’d be able to read his lips, but she made no acknowledgement of his 
attempts and would only sip her coffee on the way out. With this interaction 
there was no way he could like her for her personality, but only because he 
thought her legs belonged in a music video or how he noticed that her eyes 
rested perfectly on her cheekbones. As much as he wanted to converse with 
Deaf Mute girl, Brad also liked her inability to talk and how he fantasized 
about bossing her around while she complied silently.
 “You’re only thinking about her as some sort of sexual object because 
Momoko dumped you and you wanna reclaim your manhood.” The only thing 
Brad hated about having his sister Lorraine as his co-barista was that her 
opinions could follow him to work.
 “What’s so bad about that?” The siblings had just battled off a mob of 
caffeine addicts, and the shop was hitting its 12-noon lull. “I just feel weird 
that, you know, I’m fulfilling some stereotype of hyper-masculinity. People are 
going to start thinking I’m into handicapped girls because they’re subservient 
or something.”
 “I don’t get it. Just because she’s deaf doesn’t mean she’s subservient.”
 “I’m just imagining myself using sign language to order her around,” 
Brad was refilling the bear claws in the display. “It feels wrong.”
 “Strange fantasy,” Lorraine said. “But loss of hearing doesn’t mean loss 
of free will.”
 “Yeah, but if she literally can’t talk back or protest she has no choice 
but to do whatever I say.” There was silence.
 “You’re thinking about this too much Bradley.” Lorraine coughed a lit-
tle to make her voice clearer. “If you don’t want to be that guy who’s trying to 

Hot Coffee
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over compensate because his girlfriend just ran off then don’t be.”
 “It’s not that simple,” Brad said, “and it’s not about Momoko . . . It’s 
about being a dude. I don’t want to buy into some socialized fantasy and ob-
jectify deaf girls.”
 “I don’t know. If you want to defy society’s image of masculinity then 
start reading Jane Austen or something.” Lorraine sounded impatient, but then 
her tone changed. “But maybe you should feed into society’s image of manli-
ness. Momoko took the reins quite a bit, maybe it’s time for you to switch posi-
tions and see what it’s like.”
 Brad laughed but Lorraine didn’t. “Wait, what are you suggesting?”
 “I’m suggesting you keep the fantasies about deaf mute girl and you 
don’t feel guilty.”
 A skinny-jeaned couple walked into the shop and approached the 
counter. Brad turned away from his sister and greeted them. “Hey, how are 
you guys?” They didn’t respond. “Yeah. . . so what can I get you guys?” They 
continued to ignore him and started to scan the menu overhead.
 “Do you have anything like morally good?” The girl asked. She started 
to read off the menu. “Like. . . what’s a cinnamon amor latté or like a hazel-
bean mochachino? What kind of flavors are those? Do those beans come from 
places where there’s like civil unrest?”
 “What?”
 “Stella baby, you’ve got the concept all wrong.” The man adjusted his 
thick-rimmed glasses and turned his attention to the siblings. “These are all 
fair trade right? We don’t drink anything with tariffs.”
 “All of our beans are totally fair,” Lorraine said.  
 “Cool,” the girl was convinced. “I just don’t wanna feel guilty about 
drinking my coffee. I don’t want to imagine little babies picking my coffee 
beans or like roasting them in some messed up sweatshop. . .factory place.”
 “Totally.” Lorraine smiled. “So you want two cinnamon lattes?”
 “How many calories is in that?” the man said pulling out his wallet. 
“I’m just watching this little guy.” He pointed to his stomach.   
 A bell jingled and the deaf mute girl entered the store accompanied by 
her sister. They looked frazzled and Deaf Mute had coffee stains on her blouse.
 The couple purchased their drinks and Lorraine was handing back 
their change.
 “Can I help you guys?” Brad said nervously as the sisters approached 
the register. To Brad, the sisters looked like twins only Deaf Mute’s sister had 
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curlier hair. “Can I get you coffee or tea?”
 Deaf Mute’s sister frowned. “We’re not here for drinks. We were here 
earlier today if you remember.”
 “Oh yes.”
 “Yeah well, you could have hurt my sister.” She grabbed Deaf Mute’s 
forearm to reveal burned skin to Brad. “You made her coffee too hot, and be-
cause you didn’t give her a sleeve she spilled your lava latté all over herself.”
 Brad’s pulse was fluttering. Where Deaf Mute failed to speak, her sister 
excelled and he felt flirty at every verbal jab she delivered. “Lava latté” danced 
off her tongue and tingled every part of his body until he had to distract him-
self by counting numbers to stop his imagination. “I’m so sorry. Would you like 
free iced lava lattés for the road?” He said teasing the sister.
 “Excuse me?” the sister said shocked, “I’m not trying to get into an 
argument. I just want an explanation. Did you do this on purpose?”
 “Why would I want to burn your sister?” Brad asked.
 Deaf Mute began signing and her sister watched intently.
 “She says you steamed the milk too long because you were distracted.”
“Distracted?” Brad asked. The sister looked at him to catch him staring at Deaf 
Mute’s chest.
 “Brad, I think you should just admit you made a mistake,” Lorraine said 
turning toward the sisters. “Would you ladies like complementary scones? 
How about a couple of gift cards?”
 “That isn’t the point,” the sister said setting both of her fists on the 
counter. “We want an apology or we’re going to press charges.”
 “Please, my brother’s really sorry.” Lorraine looked over at Brad who 
stood inertly at the register.
 “Like I said, I didn’t make a mistake. She should be more careful with 
hot coffee is all.”
 “Brad, just admit it,” Lorraine said gritting her teeth.
 He looked back at his sister and thought about her advice to take the 
reins and act like a real man.
 “I’m not going to stand here and let Helen Keller accuse me of some-
thing I didn’t do,” Brad said.
 “Brad, what are you doing?” Lorraine said trying to stop him.
 “What am I doing? I’m standing up for myself.”
 “By insulting this poor handicapped girl?” The man with the thick-
rimmed glasses was now involved. The girl he was with stood behind the sis-
ters in solidarity.

8



 “Brad,” Lorraine said pleading.
 “Lorraine, I got this.” Brad remembered how Momoko would avoid 
confrontation. At the beginning of every argument she would raise her hand 
to silence him and say that she was the bigger person. They never really 
fought, but that was because she wouldn’t allow him to. He looked at Deaf 
Mute girl and her sister and felt like this was his opportunity to finally fight 
back. It was something he had never experienced before, and even though he 
was alienating himself from everyone else he wanted to see how far he could 
go. “Can your sister read this?” He held up his middle finger inches away from 
the sisters’ faces. The girl who was with Glasses started to cry.  
 “You can’t do that!” The man with the glasses said as he comforted the 
girl. “Stella, it’s going to be okay.”
 The sisters were unaffected and silent.
 Lorraine grabbed Brad’s arm and pulled him into the back room. The 
siblings were out of view. “What are you doing?”
 “I didn’t over steam the milk,” he said.
 “Brad, I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but please try to remember 
that I’m trying to keep my job.”
 “I’m just listening to your advice.”
 “What?” Lorraine said shocked. “When did I ever tell you to harass a 
deaf girl and her sister?”
 “No, not that,” Brad said, “you told me to start taking the reins. You 
said I should start being a man.”
 “By taking the reins I didn’t mean arguing with customers. Brad, being 
a man doesn’t mean insulting girls.”
 “I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” he said contritely.
 “I need you to go back out there and apologize. Just tell them you were 
mistaken, that it’s all your fault.”
 All your fault. It was like a gunshot and the bullet was screaming at his 
face. Momoko was screaming at his face. The morning sunlight was screaming 
at his face, and Momoko was standing at the foot of the bed terrified. “I heard 
you say it,” Momoko held a lamp as if it were baseball bat, the electrical cord 
limply dangling near her legs. “You stay away from me.”
 “What’s going on Momo?” He was still laying in bed.
 “I heard you say that it’s all my fault. You said it while you were sleep-
ing.” Tears were running down her cheeks.
 “Baby I was dreaming. What’s the matter?” He reached for her but she 
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swung and he flinched back to his position. “Hey!”
 “Am I not good enough for you?”
 “What?”
 “Answer it!” She was bawling. “All these years — what was my fault 
exactly, Brad?”
 “Nothing! Nothing is your fault,” he said trying to placate her. He 
reached for her again but she took a step back.
 “Don’t touch me!” She was ready to swing the lamp again. “I swear to 
God Brad, don’t come any closer. I’ll scream, the neighbors will hear me!”
 “Momo, what’s this about?” He started to cry.
 “Why Brad?” She was frightened. “How could it be my fault?”
 “Your fault for what?”
 “You’re blaming me for it. You can’t control it can you?” She rubbed 
her eyes. “You said you were sorry. You said it would never happen again.” 
She took another step back and the morning sunlight enveloped her. The red 
bruised ring showed distinctly around her neck and he began to cry at the 
sight of it.
 “Oh my God, Momoko. . . how?”
 “I don’t know if you’re doing this on purpose or if you’re really just 
having nightmares.”  She took another step back and was nearing the door-
way. “Don’t come near me. Please Brad, don’t come after me.” She dropped the 
lamp and ran out of the room.
 
 He was standing at the register again, and the same customers were 
still waiting for his apology. He glanced at his sister who was waiting as well. 
“Do you still want those free gift cards?”
 “You know what I want,” Deaf Mute’s sister said. “I want you to admit 
what you did to my sister.”
 “It’s my fault. I did it. . . I hurt her,” Brad said and the customers were 
silent.
 “You can’t do that man,” Glasses said.
 “It just happened.”
 “Why’d you do it?” Deaf Mute’s sister asked. “Why did you hurt her?”
 “It was an accident, I didn’t meant to—”
 “You didn’t mean to?” She clutched her sister.
 Brad started to shake. “I’m really sorry, I don’t know how to stop it.”
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Ripped straight from the headlines
“Illegal - The Ups and Downs of An Immigrant’s Struggles”
High-minded!
Sincere!

Frustrating. 

Facing immediate deportation,
Rash desperation,
Burning fingertips.

Proof of her identity.

A name? A number?
Nation and citizenry
drowned in a mother’s tears.
A person without a country 
in between. 

“Illegal”
Liminal,
In between small and large scale indignities.
Jolted to life with spasms.

Her burning fingertips.

“Illegal”
What clarity!
Peering from behind the curtains
(she and we)
parts of the apparatus?

looks as if.

11

Burning Fingertips
Felipe Ventura



Sunset Over Acadia
Kevin Campbell
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  Korean-American. Female. Heterosexual. Middle-class.
Hi, my name is Jennifer Kim and I am a heterosexual Korean-American female 
from a middle-class family in Long Island, New York entering my sophomore 
year at Tufts. This is the kind of description that I have become accustomed 
to hearing in college. Back in high school, musician or performer were more 
fitting adjectives -- but college has made me infinitely more aware of my race, 
sex, sexual orientation and socioeconomic status. In the one year I have spent at 
Tufts, race has played the biggest role in shaping what I wish to accomplish in 
college outside of my academic studies.  
 Today, I identify as Korean-American but I have not always identified 
myself this way. I used to reason that since I was born in America, I was an 
American. If ever I answered this way, the typical response was “but what are 
you really?” to which I simply answered, “my parents emigrated from Korea.” 
When I traveled, I was a New Yorker – no doubt, no hesitation, no further ques-
tions.
 I was denying my Korean heritage. I see that now.
 My attitude was largely due to the fact that I had spent the first ten years 
of my life in a predominantly middle-class Asian area and the following nine 
years of my life in a predominantly upper-class white area. I had to make drastic 
changes to my lifestyle to try and act and look like my new white friends but in 
doing so, created a facade; I built up an image of myself that was not at all reflec-
tive of who I really was. I remember dying and highlighting my hair to get rid 
of that Asian school-girl look, shopping at Bloomingdales and Abercrombie to 
avoid feeling economically disadvantaged in comparison to others, and adopt-
ing what has been termed the Long Island accent to complete my image.  I found 
myself awkwardly straddling the border that existed between the Asian world 
and the white world; I was certainly welcome in both groups but truly belonged 
to neither. What I wanted and needed was definitive because in my mind, things 
had to be one way or another. I felt like I had to make a choice but the truth was 
that I was hopelessly lost because I did not know where I belonged.  
 Then, several years ago, after three visits to South Korea, I slowly began 
admiring the beauty of my culture. I gained an interest in Korean pop culture 
and taught myself to read and write fluently by reading the Korean newspapers. 

Many Stories, One Community (2008)
Jennifer Kim
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Before long, I gained a great sense of pride in being Korean but as it was with 
my white friends, I could not share these joys because they could not appreci-
ate what it meant to me. Because I had assimilated completely to the lifestyle of 
my white friends, I still wished to avoid being a part of any sort of Asian label 
for fear of judgment and stereotyping. I caved in to societal pressure and the 
Korean in me had to remain only on the inside.
 I came to Tufts excited about the racial diversity that they had so im-
pressively advertised and therefore hopeful that I would be able to make a di-
verse group of friends.
 Despite all internal and external pressures to disassociate myself from 
Asians, I found the Asian-American community here at Tufts extremely com-
fortable and welcoming. For the first time, I could be who I wanted to be with-
out fear of judgment. Before long, I realized that the majority of my friends were 
indeed, Asian. Not only did we share common interests, but a similar upbring-
ing, culture, values and the Asian-American experience too. I was able to relate 
to them on a deeper level than any other friends I had ever made. And instead 
of feeling ashamed and angry like I thought I would, I have instead found that 
through my experiences, I have gained a sense of empowerment.
 On the other hand, there are friends of mine who question my involve-
ment in the Asian American community, arguing that being a part of the Asian 
community perpetuates the stereotype that all Asians flock to each other and 
counteracts diversity altogether. They may think so but if there is anything that 
I have learned, it is that if I do not know and understand who I am, it is incred-
ibly difficult to truly understand and connect with those around me. How can I 
appreciate the racial diversity in our university if I cannot first appreciate and 
own up to my own race? They also argue that my decision limits myself to a 
certain group of people but instead of feeling restricted, I felt liberated. And I 
did not limit myself to one group. I have made many non-Asian friends through 
other activities that I am involved with and through my residential hall.
 Because of the kind and receptive environment I was provided with 
during my freshman year, I was able to resolve deep-rooted personal problems 
dealing with my racial identity and establish an understanding of my place in 
the university. From comfort and ignorance at an early age to denial and inse-
curity in my early teens to understanding, acceptance, integration now at Tufts, 
I believe I am now at a place where I can provide outreach to others who share 
similar experiences. Of course there is more to me than my race, but it has un-
doubtedly had the most significant impact on my freshman year. With three 
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more years to go, I will continue to grow and thrive in the Tufts environment 
and begin to inspect and explore my other identities too.
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Why Can’t I Come Home Anymore
Kara Takasaki
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It starts in the airport. 
Once you cross over to the west coast, passersby become people bearing 
signs: island chains weave leafy green trails patterned to HI
symbols brand culture dark bold imprints ingrained darker in darkened skin
shock unnatural on familiar eyes outline harsh natural paths to home. 
Finally, 
I can lift my eyes to eyes to faces browned and tanned all different shades of 
people one shade of life living together on a browned little rock in a big blue 
ocean as simple as sumorella and the musubi man.  
Then 
You hear the voices “I like tree sistah” “Mahaloz brah” “Wea you stay?” “Try fo 
wait”  
Wait. 
I can’t go home anymore.  
We don’t belong here.  
You me the musubi man and the haole guy that looks like me in the mirror.  
I stay one east coast buggah and not know how fo act— 
I know you know I want to come home.  
It’s not the beaches—it’s not: sun sand soft warm breezes blowing aloha down 
salty sweat tan lines light drips shining shave ice sweet syrup heavy 
on the heart 
at the terminal
here at the end of all things, again
Armageddon complex I invite upon myself and this 
Thing. 
This giant green sea tortoise animal of a thing
turtled slow sleepy sighs silently escape
disperse dissolve dislove fading in the sun light
lies heavy solid sure
on the deserted sand dune we never got to
waves leisurely sliding in out up down all around  
Every time we don’t say it 

1st Place Winner of the 2011 Voices Writing Contest



Untouchable
Alyson  Weiss
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 You think you’re indestructible, Tampax Girl. I remember the feeling. 
Your boyfriend drives you to the drugstore once a month and you cuddle in 
line while the greatest hits of the 90’s blare through the PA system. I remem-
ber the feeling.
 And why shouldn’t you feel indestructible? The worst you have to 
worry about when he is around is how the fluorescent lighting makes you 
look even paler than you actually are. Of course, you ought to worry about the 
crazy employee who makes up stories in her head explaining why you need 
your boyfriend with you to buy tampons. I’ve recently come up with a good 
one. Are you ready for this, Tampax Girl? Your parents are religious zealots 
who think putting anything up your vagina makes you lose your virginity. I 
knew a girl like that. Turns out that her parents had more to worry about than 
tampons, if you know what I mean.
 “That’ll be $5.19,” I articulate, shifting my weight from one sore leg to 
the other. “Cash or credit?”
 But seriously, Tampax Girl. I remember the first time I felt indestruc-
tible. I had just moved to a godforsaken neighborhood to live with my dad 
after my parents divorced. I’m only telling you this, Tampax Girl, because the 
story has a happy ending. I escaped. I just wanted to tell you this early on 
because your neatly-groomed eyebrows are knitting in concern as you shift 
through your wallet for your credit card. Meanwhile, your boyfriend’s getting 
impatient. Typical.
 Anyways, I was seventeen and I guess I made a wrong turn at the leaky 
water  fountain in my riot-proof school and wound up lost under a broken 
light bulb. I saw a girl I recognized, but she seemed to be in a hurry. A corner 
of her skirt was tucked into her underwear.
 This harsh, male voice screamed after her. Called her a puta. I don’t 
need to explain that word to you, Tampax Girl. Words like that are pretty uni-
versal. You don’t need to know the exact definition to understand the mean-
ing.
Well, it turned out that the voice had a body attached to it and the body fo-
cused its attention on me after the girl rounded the corner. I somehow didn’t 
quite process the exact threat, Tampax Girl, until another voice, this one richer 



and more reedy, cut off his advances. The second voice addressed the first as 
Consuelo and told him to leave me alone because his mom knew my dad from 
work and she would kill him if he let me get hurt on my first day.
 “Would you like a bag for that?”
 You can imagine that Consuelo didn’t take well to that, Tampax Girl. 
You’ve seen the way your boyfriend’s arms tighten around your waist when 
a pimply employee glances your way, so you should understand. In fact, right 
now your boyfriend is reaching over your body to pick up your plastic bag 
while you sign your name in large, curly letters on the electric pad. He’s claim-
ing you, Tampax Girl.
 The owner of the second voice—Consuelo identified him as Jared—
claimed me similarly. Jared steered me with his huge hand on the small of my 
back down the other end of the hallway. Consuelo didn’t like this plan and a 
testosterone-induced fight broke out.
 It’s kind of amazing what you can learn about people by the way that 
they move. Like you, Tampax Girl. You always gesture towards your boyfriend, 
never away, like you’re afraid he might fly away if you don’t actively anchor 
him here. Consuelo was tough and used to being listened to. You could tell 
because he went for the obvious punches. Jared used to be scrawny as a kid. 
You could tell because he thought about the placement of each maneuver and 
dodged Consuelo’s attacks.
 I didn’t fare so well, Tampax Girl, and I wasn’t even in the fight. You are 
little, so you should understand. The wind from one of Conuselo’s punches 
knocked me over. Scraped my knee open. I probably didn’t make any noise. I 
don’t know if you’ve noticed, Tampax Girl, but I don’t articulate much.
Still, Jared reacted. This weird pain flashed in his eyes for just a brief moment, 
but I notice a lot. Somehow, Jared managed to get us away. We hid in the girl’s 
bathroom. He jabbed wet paper towels on my knee to wash out my scrape 
and then—I’ll never forget it—attacked the blemish with concealer he found 
lying on top of the sink. The same shade you use, Tampax Girl. I never really 
understood why. He muttered something about me being the only thing that’s 
not broken around here.
 Anyways, that was the time I felt indestructible, Tampax Girl. Ah, you 
have entered your signature and are awaiting your receipt! Our time is so 
short! I’ll be brief. I could save the rest of the story for next month, but so 
much can happen in a month. I should know.
 Jared and I got much closer. Really, he was the only friend I had. I imag-
ine you’re in a similar boat, Tampax Girl. It seems like it, anyways, from the 
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way you’re searching for his hand even now when you’re just waiting for a 
flimsy piece of paper to come out of an ancient machine. Anyways, it turned 
out that I was kind of a novelty in that neighborhood. It was a small school, 
they had all been together long enough to know everyone’s problems. Maybe 
this rich white girl would be different. I was treated like meat. I know a month 
doesn’t sound that long, but just imagine living as a piece of silent meat every 
day for a month.
 It didn’t help that my father was becoming alcoholic. Even crazier than 
your religious parents, Tampax Girl. He had lost his job and couldn’t find an-
other one and suddenly noticed that his couch was falling apart and that he 
paid for his groceries through barred windows. He couldn’t find a way to deal 
with it without some liquid encouragement. That’s why I’m here now, Tampax 
Girl. My mom got fed up with the slurred phone conversations and came for 
me. I live with her now, Tampax Girl, and you have no idea how heavenly this 
job seems in comparison. See? A bonafide happy ending.
 Even when things with my dad got really bad and I was living as si-
lent meat, Jared made me feel indestructible. He walked me to my classes and 
home and we did homework until Dad passed out. I can tell that you feel that 
way, too, with your hand in your boyfriend’s as you turn from the greasy coun-
ter. But that can all change. The one who makes you feel untouchable can be 
the one who touches you. The one you depend on to understand you without 
words can ignore your words of protestation. I’m not saying your boyfriend 
will do this, just that you should be careful. Make sure you have a life out-
side of him. Make sure that if you shove him out the door not because you 
find some deep internal strength to say no but because your alcoholic father 
has stirred and you are terrified that he’ll wake up, make sure that you have 
someone to talk to in school the next day. Make sure you’re not confronted by 
your boyfriend’s little sister who tells you that you broke his heart. Make sure 
Consuelo cannot hear this conversation.
 You are almost at the automatic doors—they just released freezing air 
into the store—so I’ll wrap this up. I’m not trying to scare you, Tampax Girl. I 
remember feeling indestructible. I’m just trying to tell you that I never found 
my voice. I’m trying to tell you that my environment turned me into silent 
meat and that I never fought back. I’m trying to tell you that one day, a knight 
in shining armor and red nail polish came in her white Cadillac and demanded 
that “my father” help pack my things, but that I never said anything.
 “Have a nice day. Shop again at Smith’s.”
 I still don’t.
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Dedication to My Mother
Cherry Lim
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I’ve said to many people before, but it honestly baffles me when people say 
they have good relationships with their parents. They tell their parents ev-
erything and whatnot. My relationship with my parents is not like this at all. 
Daily conversations with my parents revolve around very superficial things 
like dinner and sports, if anything else, school. And to be honest, most, if not 
all attempts at other conversations end up in arguments. That being said, my 
parents are awesome, incredible, and amazing people. With that, I give you 
this story that happened a few months ago.

My mother sent me an email saying (important information left out for obvi-
ous reasons), “Hi Cherry, Would you mind go to facebook to find your cousin 
in Paris for me? His name is ___ and you uncle’s is ___ living ____. I found him in 
the Facebook and he has your uncle face by seeing the picture. Thanks, Mom”

Now let me put this into context:
1. My mom never sends me emails unless it’s important. If I ever got an email 
from my dad, I would probably keel over and die of shock. My parents aren’t 
the most internet savvy.
2.  My mother has been out of touch with my uncle (her brother) for several 
years now. She tells me that he has trouble speaking over the telephone and 
she hasn’t had a valid address is years. (Or maybe it’s the other way around? 
I forget)
3. My parents are survivors of Khmer Rouge.

She then proceeded to send me another email detailing a message that I 
should send him when I did find him, entirely in French. Needless to say, my 
mother is kick-ass. Not only can she speak English, Chinese (both Mandarin 
and Cantonese), Khmer, Vietnamese, but also French. (My dad is also this awe-
some, except switch the French with Teochew/Diojiu, yet another dialect of 
Chinese.)

Now imagine you are one of eight children in Phnom Penh, Cambodia. Khmer 
Rouge happens when you are 18. Once you are in America after many years 
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in refugee camps and eating canned food, you only know the whereabouts of 
four of your siblings. You are happy though, because this is a miracle in itself. 
Over the years, life happens - you and your siblings all have spouses and chil-
dren, but you lose contact with your only brother not in the States. This is my 
mother on a very superficial level.

My mother has spent years looking for my uncle. I’m so happy that she has 
been using technology to her advantage. I called her after work because I 
wasn’t sure which one was my cousin on Facebook and who to send the mes-
sage to. She thinks this stranger has my uncle’s nose. Now imagine looking at 
a stranger and just wondering if he was related to you. My mother has done 
this many times and will for the rest of her life. Sometimes I find myself look-
ing into the faces of strangers and wondering the same thing. They are these 
small powerful moments that will stay with me for a long time, if not, the rest 
of my life.

After confirming that this was the profile she was referring to, I sent him the 
message my mother had written. For the first few weeks, I nervously checked 
my Facebook every 5 minutes - hoping that every message I received is from 
him and that it’s good news. (Curse you event messages!) Several weeks later, 
I still have received nothing.

For me, this is much more than an errand for my mother. For my mom, it’s 
much more than a message on Facebook. Over the last few weeks, my mom 
has spent hours on the phone with people she barely remembers with the 
small hope that they may connect her to her brother. I know it sounds ridicu-
lous, but this is our life. The trauma of genocide and war is intergenerational.

Even as I am writing this, my eyes are tearing up so much. But as far as I know, 
to my mother, it is just another day.

Mom, I know I don’t say or show this enough, but I love you. Not only did you 
give life to me, you keep me strong and alive and inspire me every single day. 
If I had all the money in the world, the first thing I would buy is a vacation for 
you and whoever you wanted (probably to Paris with Tim and me, right? Then 
I would buy Dad a brand new car and front row Celtics tickets - sorry! teehee) 
I can never imagine what you’ve been through and even though that distances 
us, it makes us so much stronger. 
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A Memoir
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 Every child wants to be undeniably unique. We are born reaching out 
for recognition, for confirmation that we are special. Whether it be in the class-
room or while wrangling the monkey bars, we look around to see if someone 
is watching, nodding that what we are doing is a talent all our own.  
 But, I was denied this feeling and need. I had always been accustomed 
to being pointed at, stared at until I truly believed I was far from special, and 
bordering on strange alien from outer space. I hated this sensation. Running 
down the sweltering sidewalk-less streets of Taiwan, complete strangers com-
mented on my wavy brown hair, my too white skin, literally calling me “West-
ern doll.” While attending a small private school in a smaller town in Ohio, 
even kindergarteners could notice something amiss. It was the lack of that 
strong nose bridge perhaps, and they laughed as they pulled their eyes into 
slits whenever I passed. Sometimes, I would wonder why I could not have that 
extra nose bridge bone, that prominent forehead that seemed to make Ameri-
cans more American. Or, why I did not have that sleek black hair and tanner 
skin instead of my porcelain glow. More so, I strived to fit in, to stay unnoticed, 
shrinking back from the fingers that questioned me.
 I can only imagine that my family felt the same way, moving to Ohio 
from Taiwan in the 1970s to create their American dream. My grandparents 
did so, opening hotels and making millions. All the while their two daugh-
ters adopted those two juxtaposing and innate human desires with a fierce 
passion. My mother, the younger sibling, put up posters of Johnny Depp, con-
sciously worked on dragging out her words like her classmates, and engorged 
Vogue and Bazaar with a curious voracity. Meanwhile, my aunt kept her nose 
in Taiwanese manga, bought clothing on trips back, and listened to Chinese 
music. She would always identify as Asian, not Asian-American, inhabiting a 
land only partly and spending every free vacation running back to Taiwan. 
One stayed different in America, the other became part of the pack. And, it 
showed. My aunt still has a slight Chinese accent, but when we go back to Tai-
wan, she can read and my mother, who cannot, is obviously from overseas.
 I wonder if my grandparents also went through the same process. In 
Ohio, which had very few other Asians, they felt the need to use a back door 



so that customers would not know a non-white owned the hotel. But, when 
they went back to Taiwan, it would be obvious that they did not belong either, 
with different styled hair, with a different attitude, adapted to grocery stores 
instead of street markets, fumbling between the dollar and newly exchanged 
taibi. They were the lucky immigrants, finding success after many years of 
hard work. And yet, living in a sizeable house, my grandma missed dinners 
from street carts, missed singing karaoke with friends, missed her extended 
family back home. As much as she lived here, her mind always lived some-
where else from the past.
 Perhaps, it is the first generation that suffers and struggles, but per-
haps it is the subsequent generations’ best asset. Now, I do not try to hide in 
the shadows, and I realize the utmost benefit of my family’s immigrant expe-
rience through my own biracial heritage. Together, we can have the advan-
tage of two vastly different cultures. We are never a slave to one way of doing 
things. Instead, we are American through our education, through our belief in 
equality and certain rights. Instead, we are Taiwanese when we think of family 
values and respect to ourselves and each other. I appreciate so much what my 
grandparents, mother, and aunt did in their moving to America. For now, I will 
always be burdened less with the popular culture of a certain time or space. 
And, I will always have the luxury of fitting in or standing out to values and 
ideas that complement me. 
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Let Us
Jennifer Kim

27

The truth exists only inside my head
Trapped in a vicious cycle of silence and uncertainty
And fear.
The oppressive past of my ancestors
The silencing system of power structures
The piercing looks, whispers, racial slurs
Are constant reminders that we are not good enough
That we are not good enough
That we are not good enough
That we are outsiders
That we do not belong
That we are neither good nor bad, black nor white
That we are nothing.
There is nothing left in the safety of my home
They have taken away my innocence, my comfort, my dignity
But I am left with this –
Rage
Hopelessness
Hurt
Passion
And Despair.
Let us not deny the trauma of racism
Let us not keep the truth only inside our heads
Let us transform our hurtful experiences
By respecting our stories of pain
Let us create community and meaningful bridges
And leave something better in its place.
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Sometimes,
Ever so slightly,

You’ll brush up against my conscious.

The feather-light fingertips
Of wild curls, hiccupped laughter and coffee skin

Interrupt me for a moment
In the midst of my quotidian wandering.

And in that momentary catch of breath,
That minute shiver of a memory,

I am undone a little.

It is not a part of you,
It is all of you

That gently pauses my heart
And stills the day
To think of you.
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“Nothing prevents happiness like the memory of happiness”
                                          - André Gide 

 

The worst of two worlds 
 
Pulled in two directions
to ways of being
Me. 
I’m two ways
too many
to waste. 
But I can’t remember— 
it slips
grip fails
slow falling
snow falling
into memories 
Plurality kills.



Bling Beast
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This is very complicated:

 In 1875, when Chinese immigrant men were breaking their backs in 
California, trying to make their fortune in the American West like so many 
did back in The Day, Congress passed an immigration law called the Page Act. 
After a lot of nativism and Othering, two American favorites you might call 
classic, it was decided that “virtually all Chinese women were enslaved pros-
titutes.” Whites thought Asian women were morally corrupting seductresses, 
so the Page Act restricted Chinese women’s entry into the U.S. to almost zero 
ladies. Needless to say, the men were lonely and pissed.

 On the flip side, of course, we’ve got the racist construction of Asian 
men as “hairless, sexless” effeminate guys. Where does this come from? Prob-
ably (partially) from the gender imbalance resulting from further racist im-
migration laws excluding Asian women, which perpetuated Asian-American 
bachelorhood and emasculation. But the image of the sexless, impotent Asian 
male is stuck in our brains by none other than the most insidious hypnotist 
of all:  Mass media. As the site of approximately one googol of racial stereo-
types, your TV set still makes you laugh at the impotence of Asian-American 
men. Don’t believe me? Check out the new series of ADIDAS ads starring “Slim 
Chin.”

 Slim Chin, played by Korean-American Ken Jeong, is kind of like the 
outlandishly wealthy cackling Oriental supervillain from a Bond flick, only in-
stead of a lair filled with illegal narcotics and booby traps, he has a crib that’s 
decked out with the entire litany of bling-bling commodities: he’s got his gold 
tracksuit and diamond-encrusted “SC” pendant, his “sky whip” (a private jet), 
a solid gold JetSki, a pool filled with caviar and, of course, a large heap of paper 
currency, his “Benjamin pile.” I don’t know if hip-hop endorses owning a chee-
tah, but he has one of those, too. Slim boasts about his disgusting opulence 
with that bad ass “Straight Outta Compton” scowl, only Slim doesn’t rep any 
hood we associate with hip-hop.



 “I’m Slim Chin,” he shouts while wielding a pimp cane parody the size 
of a wizard’s staff, “the Beast from the Far East!”

 So apparently he’s a foreigner. But without any discernible accent other 
than the high squeakiness his voice suddenly affects when he yells “East!” The 
same girlish squeal appears when Slim Chin pronounces the reason he has so 
much wealth: “Because I’m FAST!” Fast is the ADIDAS advertisers’ shorthand 
for athletic skill, specifically speed in the shooting lane of the basketball court. 
But what’s so entertaining about the ad, what we are really laughing at here, 
is how unlikely a spokesman they’ve chosen to embody physical strength and 
masculinity. Slim is, in fact, hilariously unsexy, as showcased by the flabby gut 
he displays while cruising on his JetSki in the caviar pool.

 It’s clear that Slim Chin’s hip-hop affect and bling lifestyle is purely a 
costume, and Slim Chin is amusing because of the dramatic irony implicit in 
our understanding that he is simply parading as a swaggering gangsta mogul. 
His swagger is not founded, as mass media tends to imply hip-hop should be, 
upon a masculine physique and physicality. So when Slim claims to be “fast 
like my friend Dwight Howard,” the contrast between the 7-foot self-pro-
claimed “Beast from the Regular East” and Slim is so extreme that we know 
the commercial is either about to employ some serious CGI or out Slim for the 
poser he really is. Because as Slim Chin’s own credo says: Fast Don’t Lie™ – you 
can’t teach speed (although you can buy it) so speed is the true measure of an 
athlete. By the way, this credo of Slim’s sounds dangerously close to some “an-
cient wisdom” of a Gatorade-sipping kung fu guru with Swoosh-like eyebrows 
(i.e. “Confucius say…fast don’t lie.”) The motto also seems to imply that the 
best test of a man’s manliness is on his feet, huffing and puffing.

 So in both versions of the Fast ads, Slim Chin goes one-on-one with 
a hulking Black basketball pro and, as expected, slapstick hilarity ensues. In 
the commercial featuring Derrick Rose, the Chicago Bulls point guard shat-
ters Slim Chin’s tough guy façade by knocking him to the floor as Rose drives 
to the hoop. Even as Slim lies there dominated, he gazes up at Rose with an 
awestruck face of utter admiration in Super Slo-Mo. You can almost hear him 
thinking I could never be like that man, so strong and muscular. He could also 
add …and Black. I’m referring to the byproduct of modern day professional 
sports in combination with the cruelly simplistic scope through which mass 
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media portrays hip-hop culture, reducing the concept to so many iced-out 
chains, objectified females and macho leans: the stereotypical association of 
Blackness with a certain beastly brand of masculinity.

 On the opposite side of the masculine continuum we have Slim Chin, 
whose parody of bling-bling swagger indicts hip-hop as materialistic and pa-
triarchal – to be honest, when I look at the TV it tells me the same thing – but 
also indicts Asian-American men as too essentially effeminate to be what hip-
hop is. If hip-hop is defined in mass media by excess – of machismo, bravado, 
and vanity, Slim Chin embodies the Asian male’s stereotypical lack of those 
things. Whereas Lil Boosie et al might be attacked for having too many bikini-
clad women in their music videos, Slim Chin is laughed at for acquiring the 
bikini babes and not knowing what to do with them (i.e. stacking them in a 
“lady pyramid” like a pre-pubescent boy stacks LEGOs.)

 The Fast Don’t Lie campaign is actually full of lies, and not the typical 
teeth-whitening, belly-flattening, skin-tone-evening type of lies either. But its 
clever enough advertizing to keep you entertained instead of thinking. So if 
you laugh I won’t be mad, but slow down and realize what you’re laughing at.
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Jennifer Kim
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Where do you call home, you ask?
Home is here
But that’s clearly not what you want to hear

What are you, you ask?
I’m American
But that’s also not what you want to hear

So I explain to you that I’m a
natural-born citizen of the United States
daughter of hard-working immigrants
firm believer of freedom, tolerance, the American dream
a female of Korean descent
but just as much a true American at heart as anyone out there

This face…
The slightly slanted eyes
The long black hair
The small, flat nose
The yellow skin

Yes.
The girl standing in front of you with
The slightly slanted eyes
The long black hair
The small flat nose
The yellow skin…

She’s American, too.

I am Korean-American and I am proud of it
Let it be known that
The “Korean” before “American” does not take away from my American-ness

Spoken word piece in response to 04.09.09 bias incident



And the “American” after “Korean” does not take away from my Korean-ness
I am equally a part of both cultures 
Seventeen years it took me to accept and understand my identity, culture, 
heritage
Less than seventeen seconds it took you to say “fucking chink, go back to Chi-
na. Go back to your fucking country.”

I am sick and tired
of being the perpetual foreigner
I am sick and tired
of the ignorance in my country, on my campus, among my peers, the ching 
chong changs
I am sick and tired
of feeling like I have no place in society because I am Asian-American
I am sick and tired
of feeling so damn lost, confused, identity-less, scared…

LISTEN TO ME!
Do you hear me? Do you fucking hear me?
I want you to listen

I do belong
This is my country
This is my home

I know no other country
I know no other home

Do not strip me of my identity!
Don’t you dare come and tell me
Who I am
What I represent
Where I’m from
And where I belong

Because I know that I belong here
America, the land of freedom
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Tufts, the campus of tolerance
The places I have come to love
but also the places where I have felt
immeasurable pain, loss and shame.

Going, going, going

We’re not so different
You and I

Going, going, going

We laugh, we cry, we feel

Going, going, going

We need.

Going, going, going

I’m going home

To America, my country
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Aftershool Spectacular
Linda Yung
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