** EDITOR’S NOTE: The following is a written statement by Ngo Van Ha, a 16 year-old orphan who
recently arrived to the United States from a Hong Kong refugee camp. As part of Ha’s testimonies, the
statement was submitted to a Congressional hearing on Indochinese refugees. Staff members at the Legal
Assistance for Vietnamese Asylum Seekers, or LAVAS, assisted and consulted with Ha on the drafting of the

statement.

PREPARED STATEMENT

By Ha Van Ngo
At the Hearing on Indochinese Refugees,
House Subcommittee on East Asia and Pacific Affairs,
Foreign Affairs Committee, House of Representatives

Tuesday, April 26, 1994

Mr. Chairman and members of the Committee,
thank you for giving me the opportunity to testify
before the Committee today.
My name is Ha Van Ngo and [

Since my father was a military officer in the
former government, my family was discriminated
against and targeted for politi-

cal and economic retribution.

am a 16 year-old Vietnamese
orphan. I arrived to the United
States exactly two weeks ago,
after being detained for nearly
four years in detention centers
in Hong Kong. First, I would
like to acknowledge my appre-
ciation to Congressman Mat-
thew Martinez, a member of
this committee, and hundreds
of caring people who have in-
tervened on my behalf with the
Hong Kong Government, the
United Nations High Commis-
sion for Refugees (UNHCR),
and the US Consulate in Hong
Kong. Without the help of
these kind individuals, I would
not be here today.

—

My father was held in a re-
education camp for a year.
After his release, he was
forced into hard labor. I had to
flee my country because the
communist government black-
listed all former officers and
their family members, pre-
venting them from being full
and productive citizens.

When I arrived in Hong
Kong, the authorities detained
me in a closed camp called
Green Island. A closed camp
is similar to a prison. There are

curfews, food rations, barbed
wire fences, and armed secu-
rity guards. Green Island was
also a crowded, dirty and un-

I landed in Hong Kong by
boat on August 24, 1990. I es-
caped from Viet Nam alone because both of my par-
ents were deceased and my two brothers and sister
were not able to come with me. One of my brothers
had also fled Viet Nam in early 1990. He is being
detained in the Philippines. He has not been ap-
proved for reunification with me and my relatives
in this country.

-

IR ——
sanitary place with shortages

of food and water. After
twenty days there, I was moved to Whitehead for
much of the same. After two months, I was moved
again to Saikong. My six-month detainment here
was the most unforgettable experience of my life.
Life in the camp was hard without the pooled re-
sources of a family. Because I had no family, I had
to fend for myself. I remember the days were hot,
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and the nights were filled with mosquitoes. Since
mosquito nets were not provided, for protection,
some of us unaccompanied minors took empty car-
ton boxes, taped up the holes and tears and put them
over our heads for coverage. We wrapped our bod-
ies with blankets even though the weather was hot.
In the morning, we still woke up with swollen faces
from the mosquitoes that had managed to get through
the boxes and blankets anyway. After Saikong, I
was moved to Tai A Chau and detained until earlier
this month when I was taken back to Whitehead, to
await repatriation to Vietnam.

In September 1992, I found out that I was re-
jected for resettlement and was put on a list of people
to be forcibly repatriated to Viet Nam. I was shocked
at this news because I never went through a formal
screening process. When I brought this up to the
authorities, they reminded me of my conversation
with a UNHCR field worker five months earlier,
which, they insisted, was the screening. This con-
versation consisted of nothing more than a few ques-
tions about my deceased parents and aunt and uncle
in Viet Nam. I filed for an appeal but it was also
rejected.

Despite my aunt and uncle’s refusal to accept
me back to Viet Nam, the UNHCR, whose mandate
was to protect unaccompanied minors like myself,
used subterfuge and coercion to get my uncle to sign
for my repatriation. In one incident, a UNHCR staff
member lied to my uncle that I already arrived in
Hanoi and that he must sign some papers to pick me
up. My uncle refused while knowing all along that
this UN agency was resorting to tricks to have me
sent back. Learning of this incident, a Hong Kong
television station, Asia Television Limited, sent a
crew to Vietnam to conduct an investigative report
onmy case. The ATV correspondent discovered that
the UNHCR in Viet Nam repeatedly intimidated and
lied to my relatives about my intentions.

When this report was aired on Hong Kong TV,
it caused an uproar against the UNHCR. I have the
tape here and would be happy to show it to any
member who wishes to watch it.

In my case, which was classified as a “vulner-
able unaccompanied minor”, the policy for the
UNHCR to follow under refugee law was to con-

sider an alternative that would best serve my inter-
est. Although it was made abundantly clear that my
aunt and uncle in Viet Nam refused to receive me,
UNHCR officials ignored this fact as they tried to
force me back to an unaccepting family. Obviously
it was not in my best interest to return to Viet Nam.
In fact, another aunt and uncle of mine who reside
in San Gabriel, California, have filed papers to spon-
sor me since May 1991. My relatives in California
were willing to take me in and assume financial re-
sponsibility for my stay in the US. The UNHCR re-
fused to take this application into account and grant
my wish to be resettled with them. It coldly applied
its ruling while knowing full well that the humane
alternative for me was to be in the US.

I did not want to return to Viet Nam. The
UNHCR and the Nordic Assistance to Repatriated
Vietnamese (NARV)representatives did everything
to convince me to go back. I was promised com-
puter training, money and land to build a house if |
didn’t want to live with my relatives. I was told that
my return to Viet Nam would entail staying in nice
hotels and driving around in nice cars. When I re-
fused their offers, a NARYV representative deemed
me stubborn and threatened that the guards would
come and take me anyway. I took the threat seri-
ously and went into hiding.

With a toothbrush and a change of clothing, |
moved from section to section in the camp. People
in the camp would hide me in their living spaces
and would warn me when guards were approach-
ing. I often had to hide under bedding or behind
curtains. On occasions, I had to just run away, some-
times without time to slip on my shoes. I lived in
hiding for almost four months.

Fortunately, I was able to secretly meet with
some lawyers working at the camp. When one took
on my case, I felt safe and no longer feared the
danger of being forcibly repatriated. However, one
day just as my lawyer left the camp, two guards
grabbed me, gagged my mouth and pushed me into
a truck. They brought me to an office where four
men pinned me down on the floor. I feared for my
safety, so I struggled to get away. In the struggle, I
hit my head against a hard surface and suffered a
minor injury. Only then did they let me go and send
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me to the infirmary.

However, while still in the infirmary, a UNHCR
representative approached me with a notification of
my pending repatriation date. I thought everything
was lost when I saw the UNHCR seal on the docu-
ment. [ knew that if the document was issued by the
Hong Kong government, I would still have hope of
UNHCR’s intervention. The UNHCR seal meant
that there would be no more hope because there
was no one left to intervene. I was handcuffed and
sent to Whitehead.

Fortunately, the international community took
interest in my plight. Politicians, lawyers, commu-
nity leaders, and citizens, including refugees in the
camps, have come together to pressure the UNHCR
and the Hong Kong Government to let me reunite
with my relatives in the US. Only intense pressure
from the world community did they reluctantly
change their course and permit me to come here.

Thousands of Vietnamese asylum seekers in
Hong Kong and elsewhere in Southeast Asia are
not as lucky in that they have suffered so much in-
justice without the knowledge or assistance of out-
siders. They also need help, and in many cases, much
more deserving of assistance than me.

Repatriation of boat people against their emo-
tional and physical will is both inhumane and coun-
terproductive. On April 7, five days before I arrived
to the US., 1,200 Hong Kong security members
came into Whitehead and lobbed 500 tear gas can-
isters into a crowd of 1,400 refugees who were con-
ducting a hunger strike against forced repatriation.

I was also a victim of tear gas attack by the Hong
Kong police in 1991. I knew first hand how these
people must have suffered as they tried to maintain
their breath and stay conscious. The police indis-
criminately aimed at people, giving no regard for
the safety of the women and children. As condi-
tions in the camps worsen, the Hong Kong Govern-
ment is resorting to violence and brute force to re-
move the refugees.

There are still approximately 26,000 refugees
in Hong Kong. The refugees cannot escape the atro-
cious living conditions because they are not free,
nor do they have any access to the media to tell the

world community of the abuses. For nearly four
years, [ was one of them, wasting away in a so-called
detention camp that is nothing less than a maximum
security prison.

I come here to speak about the injustice that I
have suffered in Hong Kong. I also want to take
this opportunity to publicize about the tragic conse-
quences of forced repatriation as currently pushed
by the Hong Kong Government and supported by
the UNHCR via their indifference. The situation for
these people looks bleak. Camp conditions are de-
teriorating. It is sadly ironic that these people fled
Viet Nam in search of freedom only to be detained
and repatriated for their attempt.

Mr. Chairman, as an eyewitness to and a victim
of UNHCR abuse in Hong Kong, I respectfully re-
quest that your committee open an immediate in-
vestigation into the operations of the UNHCR, re-
lating to its handling of unaccompanied minors like
myself. The Committee should also conduct inquir-
ies into the policy of forced repatriation as it affects
Vietnamese refugees. The UNHCR’s behavior to-
ward the refugees is shameful.

As leaders and elected representatives of the
United States, you can help the boat people by en-
suring that they are being treated fairly, and that
they should not be forced back against their will. I
urge all of you to intervene on behalf of the Viet-
namese asylum seekers as a humanitarian gesture
of a great Democracy. I ask for your compassion
for these helpless people. All they want is a chance
to live free and exercise their right as normal hu-
man beings.

Mr. Chairman, I again thank you for the chance
to testify today. I hope that by sharing my experi-
ence with you, the Committee will see fit to take
real action to help the Vietnamese people. O

NON SONG

]
()



There I lay in the dumpster of life

Half dead ... half alive

Body so light as if I were drifting on air

Eyes closed or not (?)

Everything seems so white as ...

patches of white clouds in the sky

white bed linens fresh cleaned out of the wash

sea foams rushing in with the ocean waves

Click clacks, people moving, talking, instructions

Tic toc..... “time’s awasting”

Not knowing what tomorrow’s like

Trapped in a state of confusion

Caught between two cultures

I am called by so many names A wda k én
Vietnamese for one

Then there’s “nip”

“new waver” Cl
“gangster”

“b ta d” L4

“bastar Bit Late
even ... “chink” . . . .
“chinaman’ (identity crisis)
“americanized”

etceteras etceteras etceteras...

Who are they to label what is and what not???
Don’t even know what the hell am I here for?!?
What's the purpose of life .....

When there seems none to begin with?!?

“Do this....Do that....That’s what’s good for ya!”

Would someone tell me who I should listen to?
Parents? Teachers? Friends? Relatives? Shrink?
or my own stupid instincts?

Confused

Dazed

Exhausted

The journey of life seems so long

The hardships I've endured compare to many’s like
“a needle in a haystack”

So why.....why.....why?

Tough question.......tough answer!

or stupid question.......answer not needed!

Grasping for perhaps the last minutes of it
Thinking for the first time.....
So many things in life I've not yet done!!!!
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Answers not yet acquired
Knowledge not yet learned

Be content of knowing

Life is just life itself!

“Live and let live”

Get drowned in the field of dreams
Be drowned in dreams of pleasure
Do whatever the heart desires
‘Cause now ... now ...

By the look of things

I won’t be doing anything!!!!
Except fade away into the memories of others
Be a passerby among passersby
Of no importance whatsoever
Unless people here’s able to

Pull me back from the other world
If not, maybe in the next life

I'll know better!!!

e TL (SFSU)
05/94

Comprehension

One night

I saw your heart through you dark black eyes

Sweet but dismal as the late Autumn time

As air vaguely drowsed, as stars hazily glittered

In the Fall evening, the late sunbeams drowned all over the sky

One day

I saw your deep blue eyes looked like the sky azure

The wavering lashes contouring your eyes as dull as the Fall amour
Covered over yours eyes was the thinly brownish hair veil

Blended with sympathy that makes yours eyes more beloved

Always

The hues of the Fall were your colored eyes’ reflection
Multicolored leaves condensed into one the black medium
Your emotional eyes transposed the hues of every Fall
Into your sentiment in accord with the Fall impression

Day after day later

I met the light of yours eyes through yours heart

Our souls crossed we both closed with each other

We know inside ourselves the way of our thought
Exchanged between us the Love we together preferred

Lé Pic Thuong Thay
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“Lhe “Lide

Hai Au (N.C.)

It was two months after my grandmother died
of cancer when I stood on the sand of Atlantic Beach,
North Carolina, gazing into the beautiful sunset sky
hand in hand with my boyfriend. As I walked along
the beach, I faced a fact which I had been neglect-
ing to face. While I looked out upon the pink ocean,
I thought of her, now absent from this earth, soci-
ety, and family. Realizing this, I wept and slowly
staggered to the edge of the water.

The beach displays a serene setting which causes
me to often think about the world and the unknown
while I am here. That night, as I pondered about
what life and death really mean, I noticed things
that I never had before. The eve of this dawning,
there were more tears in the sky than I had ever
seen, or perhaps, ever noticed. I stood for a mo-
ment with my head toward the world above and
wanted to reach out to my grandmother to tell her I
missed her and loved her.

An extreme feeling of guilt overcame me after
hearing her death because I was not there at her
bedside. She was not a poor person yet not rich nei-
ther; she loved and adored her family but would
only accept her own views of life. Nothing nor any-
one could alter them. She was the type who would
stay and say thing longer than intended just to get
under your skin. She was active and health there-
fore, her death came as a blow to me. In fact, I didn’t
know she was hospitalized for a month or so before
her death.

As I sat there wondering there she was and
whether or not she was thinking good thoughts about
me while lying on her death bed, the tide rushed in.
It softly caressed my toes, my arches, the my heels.
There had been a very low tide the entire late after-
noon so when that epiphanous moment occurred,

my life was alter forever. As the dark, mysterious
salt water encompassed my feet, the primary thought
that entered my mind was that my grandmother, hand
in hand with Providence, was in the heavens reach-
ing out to comfort me. At this instance, my hand lost
grasp of my boyfriend’s warm touch and I began to
walk alone looking up and out into the darkness.

The tide moved with me, striving to reach for
me, wherever I was along the beach. The tide was
a soft touch that consoled me. The tide allowed me
to forgive myself and rid myself of the guilt I had
felt upon her death. The tide was transformed from
being only a fraction of the wondrous ocean to a
warm being with open arms always there and ex-
tended to me for comfort and embrace. I then ac-
cepted that my grandmother did love me despite all
the sorrows and heartaches I had caused her during
her lifetime. I also hoped that she knows that I love
her too. That moment ensured me that we do have
a wondrous father who is watching over us day by
day, hour by hour, minute by minute. He is there
with the tide to hold our hands as we experience
the joy and sadness of life. O

Doc & Cd 3@@¢:

Non Song
Non Song

Non Song

Ticng ndi cla tudi tr¢ Viet Nam hai ngoai
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MEDEVAL and EARLY MODERN HSTORY OF DENTITY

JT

Identity is important since it
provides a coherence to the past.
Identity offers a contrast in the
present: Interestingly, knowing
who we are, what kind of iden-
tity one is necessities the indica-
tion of what one is NOT. To be
someone is thus possible only
through not being someone else.
The creation of identity is thus
symbolically related to the cre-
ation of the “other.” And iden-
tity provides a channel for the
future: Having defined who we
are also mean that we can then
also better know what we should/
could I will/can do (and con-
versely what we should not do).
Once an identity is defined, the
person is launched into certain di-
rections and not others.

Before analyzing identity, it
is important to understand the dif-
ference between biological sex
and gender. Biological sex refers
to all those biological and physi-
ological differences characteriz-
ing men and women. Theoretical
assumptions abound about what
certain biological differences
mean in terms of gender psycho-
logical dynamics, but those are
questionable (for example, is the
male hormone testosterone really
related to more aggressivity?, is

a woman biologically really pre-
disposed to motherhood?)

By comparison, gender refers
to the social and cultural conven-
tions members of a society asso-
ciate with these biological differ-
ences. As such, gender varies im-
mensely in time and space and is
never really fixed. The “gender”
category is composed of gender
identity and gender roles. Gen-
der identity refers simply to the
“sense of being man or woman,”
whereas gender roles refer to all
these activities, choices, behav-
iors we associate with the gender
identity.

If being a man or a woman
was once a fixed enterprise, it has
been seriously challenged and re-
defined in the past century which
has been the blurring of gender
categories, gender lines, and gen-
der social segregation in various
social settings (living arrange-
ments, schools, clothe, mothering,
workplace). There has been an
unmistakable destabilization and
trivialization of an old, fixed, au-
thoritarian traditional world and
the emergence of a more fluid,
open, mutable one. Similarly,
identity has become partially
trivialized and weakened From
being absolute, essential and

fixed, identity is becoming rela-
tive, plural and fragmented. From
being firmly rooted in a commu-
nity, family, and geographical
space, identity has become up-
rooted and sent afloat in the me-
dia landscape. From being given
and closed, identity has become
the object of self-awareness, self-
consciousness, challenge,
change, and re-construction. This
shift in identity formation can be
perceived as the “democratiza-
tion of personhood, ” although this
might be as a bit optimistic.

At the end of the 20th cen-
tury, we find ourselves not only
at the end of a century but at the
end of a millennium. There is thus
a strong sense in academic and
elsewhere that we are entering a
new world which will dramati-
cally change the way we live and
define who we are. If Case-Stud-
ies of Modern Identities, and Co-
hort Identities, indicated the de-
stabilization and trivialization of
various dimensions of identity,
then we should ask ourselves
whether these trends of destabi-
lization/trivialization will continue
and increase (and if this is so,
where will that lead us) or
whether we are moving into to-
tally uncharted territories of the
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self. Is it conceivable that, given
these trends, we are moving into
a world of people without identi-
ties? If this is so, how does it feel
like?

Let’s look at the decade plot:
the MTYV identity and its charac-
terizing events illustrates the idea
that different cohorts have expe-
rienced these events different
ways. Thus, growing up in the
1960s has shaped one’s identity
differently than, say, growing up
in the 1930s or 1980s. The cohort
one belongs to and the historical
events associated with it are not
merely “events” or “dates” but
reference groups forming a gen-
erational consciousness. We will
carry these with us (mentally,
emotionally) for the rest of our
lives. Today, increasingly, social
scientists are talking about the
“MTYV generation” or an age-co-
hort which has experienced
MTV.Now MTYV is important not
only because it broadcasts rock
music, violence, and sex, but
more importantly because of the
WAY it communicates its mes-
sages. As we all know, the MTV
world is a world of 30 seconds
blips and bytes — or less. MTV
format is thus built around the
rapid movement from one story
to another, by the blurring of spa-
tial locations and historical peri-
ods, by the blurring of fiction and
reality, etc. But MTV is the most
extreme example of tendencies
of viewing the world through
television. These tendencies are
also evident with the simple use
of a remote control enabling the
viewer to visually “jump ” rapidly
from one-story to the next, from
one historical period to another,
from one area to the next, from

Thoughts of You

So here I sit with thoughts on my mind

though many are ambient, there exists only of one mind.
It’s the kind that brings out an expressive smile
on someone’s face after going that extra mile.

It’s the kind of thought that brings joy
to a little girl’s face on a rainy day,
to help her forget all her problems

and see beautiful blooming flowers of May.

There are the same thoughts that warm
an old man’s heart on a cold winter night.
The very exact thoughts that bring
Mother Nature to Dawn’s early light.

These are thoughts

that have all so often make me Love’s fool;
These could be nothing else,

but the very thoughts of you.

e C.P. (UCSB)
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one another, etc. The MTV
worldview (and remote-control
TV in general) thus presents a
reality where time, space, and
scenarios collide on the screen
without necessary order, center,
or logic. What we should also take
into consideration is that the abil-
ity of individuals growing up zap-
ping through channels also shape
these individuals’ consciousness
whereby they become now able
to “hold” different stories in their
heads at the same time (even
though attention span has dra-
matically decreased).

In conclusion, different de-
cades thus encourage different
types of identities, depending on
the cohort we belong to, the ref-
erence groups we identify with,
and the social historical events
characterizing them. We define
who we are from within the web
of meanings, symbols, stories, etc.
in which we find ourselves, this
web has been overwhelmingly
defined by men. Historically, for
instance, women have had to de-
fine themselves and construct
their identities within a male web
of meanings Again, build an iden-
tity using props, significant oth-
ers, generalized others, powerful
others, reference groups, memo-
ries, vocabularies of motives, and
histories, we must ask ourselves
what are the gender-dimensions
of these identity markers. We see
ourselves, our gender-identities
through reflections and defini-
tions of others (whether general-
ized, significant, reference
groups, etc.), as those change, so
will our identities.

® JT (UCSB)

The Cries of Poetry

| speak from this sheet of paper

The scent given off is my ribbon ink’s vapor.

| came into existence with a touch of a button, then printed
on this sheet.

My only purpose to others from head to feet.

As days pass and nights gone,

So must | remain with the promise of dawn.
Tears of sorrow as raindrops fall,

Here | am to swallow them all.

Times of lost when no one cares,

I’ll be with you if no one dares.

If ever you need comfort and joy,

You can be my Shirley and | can be your Roy.

But with the gift of life exists the chance for death,

| can easily be crumbled and laid to rest.

As you can see, my life is dependent on others,

| exist only if someone acknowledges me, for | have no
mother.

So please | must ask a favor from you,

Read me, remember me, so that | may not be thrown out
like an old shoe.

And if you will. Please hang me on your wall, so that | may
see how you grew so tall,

And how beautiful you would look for the winter ball.

| came to life for only one purpose, now | ask for only one
favor,

Allow me to ease the pain of human labor.

Let me see, experience, and share a moment of happiness,
For we all forget to truly live, out of carelessness.

| ask of you, please pin me and those that would follow me
to your wall,

And forever devoted to you, we’ll be on called.

Allow us to protect you from all that brings harm,

Like the picket fence around a fairy-like farm.

Let us warm your heart and comfort your soul,
We’ll never be apart, and let’s make new of what is old.

® CP 92
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Everyone in the village knew
the usurer, a rich and smart man.
Having accumulated a fortune
over the years, he settled down
to a life of leisure in his big house
surrounded by an immense gar-
den and guarded by a pack of fe-
rocious dogs. But still unsatisfied
with what he had acquired, the
man went on making money by
lending it to people all over the
county at exorbitant rates. The
usurer reigned supreme in the
area, for numerous were those
who were in debt to him.

One day, the rich man set out
for the house of one of his peas-
ants. Despite repeated reminders,
the poor laborer just could not
manage to pay off his long-stand-
ing debt. Working himself to a
shadow, the peasant barely suc-
ceeded in making ends meet. The
moneylender was therefore de-
termined that if he could not get
his money back this time, he
would proceed to confiscate some
of his debtors’ most valuable be-
longings. But the rich man found

no one at the peasant’s house but
a small boy of eight or nine play-
ing alone in the dirt yard.

“Child, are your parents
home?” the rich man asked.

“No, sir,” the boy replied, the
went on playing with his sticks
and stones, paying no attention
whatever to the man.

“Then, where are they?” the
rich man asked, somewhat irri-
tated, but the little boy went on
playing and did not answer.

When the rich man repeated
his query, the boy looked up and
answered, with deliberate slow-
ness, “Well, sir, my father has
gone to cut living trees and plant
dead ones and my mother is at the
market place selling the wind and
buying the moon.”

“What? What in heaven are
you talking about?” the rich man
commanded. “Quick, tell me
where they are, or you will see
what this stick can do to you!” The
bamboo walking stick in the big
man’s hand looked indeed men-

acing.

After repeated questioning,
however, the boy only gave the
same reply. Exasperated, the rich
man told him, “All right, little
devil, listen to me! I came here
today to take the money your par-
ents owe me. But if you tell me
where they really are and what
they are doing, I will forget all
about the debt. Is that clear to
you?”

“Oh, sir, why are you joking
with a poor little boy? Do you ex-
pect me to believe what you are
saying?” For the first time the boy
looked interested.

“Well, there is heaven and
there is earth to witness my prom-
ise,” the rich man said, pointing
up to the sky and down to the
ground.

But the boy only laughed.
“Sir, heaven and earth cannot talk
and therefore cannot testify. I
want some living thing to be our
witness.”

Catching sight of a fly alight-
ing on a bamboo pole nearby, and
laughing inside because he was
fooling the boy, the rich man pro-
posed, “There is a fly. He can be
our witness. Now, hurry and tell
me what you mean when you say
that your father is out cutting liv-
ing trees and planting dead ones,
while your mother is at the mar-
ket selling the wind and buying
the moon.”

Looking at the fly on the pole,
the boy said, “A fly is a good
enough witness for me. Well,
here it is, sir. My father has sim-
ply gone to cut down bamboos
and make a fence with them for
a man near the river. And my
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mother...oh, sir, you’ll keep
your promise, won’t you? You
will free my parents of all their
debts? You really mean it?”

“Yes, yes, I do solemnly
swear in front of this fly here.”
The rich man urged the boy to
g0 on.

“Well, my mother, she has
gone to the market to sell fans
so she can buy oil for our
lamps. Isn’t that what you
would call selling the wind to
buy the moon?”

Shaking his head, the rich
man had to admitinwardly that
the boy was a clever one.
However, he thought, the little
genius still had much to learn,
believing as he did that a fly

could be a witness for any-

invented the whole story your-
self? In a case such as this, you
need a witness to confirm it,
and you have none.” The boy
remained calm and declared tat
naturally there was a witness
to their conversation.

“Who is that, child?” the
mandarin asked.

“A fly, Your Honor.”

“A fly? What do you mean,
a fly? Watch out, young man,
fantasies are not to be tolerated
in this place!” The mandarins’
benevolent face suddenly be-
came stern.

“Yes, Your Honor, a fly. A
fly which was alighting on this
gentleman’s nose!” The boy
leaped from his seat.

“Insolent little devil, that’s

body. Bidding to the boy good-
bye, the man told him that he
would soon return to make good
his promise.

A few days had passed when
the moneylender returned. This
time he found the poor peasant
couple at home, for it was late in
the evening. A mast scene en-
sued, the rich man claiming his
money and the poor peasant
apologizing and begging for an-
other delay. Their argument
awakened the little boy who ran
to his father and told him, “Fa-
ther, father, you don’t have to pay
your debt. This gentleman here
has promised me that he would
forget all about the money you
owe him.”

“Nonsense,” the rich man
shook his walking stick at both
father and son. “Nonsense, are
you going to stand there and lis-
ten to a child’s inventions? I never
spoke a word to this boy. Now,

tell me, are you going to pay or
are you not?”

The whole affair ended by
being brought before the manda-
rin who governed the county. Not
knowing what to believe, all the
poor peasant and his wife could
do was to bring their son with
them when they went to court.
The little boy’s insistence about
the rich man’s promise was their
only encouragement.

The mandarin began by ask-
ing the boy to relate exactly what
had happened between himself
and the moneylender. Happily,
the boy hastened to tell about the
explanations he gave the rich man
in exchange for the debt.

“Well, the mandarin said to
the boy, “if this man here has in-
deed make such a promise, we
have only your word for it. How
do we know that you have not

a pack of lies!” The rich man
roared indignantly, his face like
a ripe tomato. “The fly was not
on my nose, he was on the house
pole...” But he stopped dead. It
was, however, too late.

The majestic mandarin him-
self could not help bursting out
laughing. Then the audience burst
out laughing. The boy’s parents
too, although timidly, laughed.
And the boy, and the rich man
himself, also laughed.

With one hand on his stom-
ach, the mandarin waved the
other hand toward the rich man:

“Now, now, that’s all settled.
You have indeed made your
promises, dear sir, to the child.
House pole or no house pole,
your conversation did happen af-
ter all! The court says you must
keep your promise.”

And still chuckling, he dis-
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BANG...BANG...BANG! It
was everywhere! The silence of
the midnight air was now filled
with the roaring of the savage
guns and the whimpering of
the Vietnamese villagers run-
ning for refuge in a small fish-
ing boat set to sail for freedom.

“Mom! Mom!” I cried.
“Where are you?”

“Run...child...run...,” in-
sisted Mr. Lan. I wouldn’t
budge.

“Ngung!” screamed a dis-
tant yet familiar voice.

“Mom?... Mommmmm!”

“Ngung...go to the boat!” in-
structed the familiar voice.

BANG!

A scream. The familiar
voice was no more.

“MOMY”

“Ngung, are you all right,
child?” asked a vague voice. The
image of the one who spoke
looked blurry. Loudly, he asked
me again. His every word
rattled clamorously against my

aching head. I couldn’t and
didn’t answer. Perhaps sensing
my pain, he left. I lay there
dreaming. The sweet familiar
voice echoed through me again
and again. I reached out my
hand and..BANG! BANG! I
screamed. A firm hand grabbed
hold of mine. I opened my tear-
ful eyes and saw that it was Mr.
Lan.

“You'll be all right, child,”
Mr. Lan assured. He gave me
a cup of water. I greedily drank
up every drop of it. I thank him,
encircled my arms around the
knees, and slept.

The next morning I was
awaked by a “gurgling” noise. I
peered up from my encircled
arms and vaguely saw a thin
girl vomiting digested food. The
stench disgusted me. I stared
at the thin girl and realized
that I was beneath the deck of
the boat with ten other people.
The space was about six feet
across. We were cramped in
like sardines in a can. I
searched about for the opening
to the deck. A gleam of light

that fought its way through a
crack caught my attention. It
was the opening to the deck. I
slowly reached up to open it,
but the muscles in my body
wouldn’t allow it. It was too
comfortable in its position to
move. For a while, my muscles
and I battled it out. Finally, it
gave up, and the opening to the
deck was waiting for me to as-
cend it. Carefully, I ascended
from the sardine can. The sun
was rising across the horizon.
From miles around, all I could
see was the vast blue sea. No
more could I hear the roaring
sound of the savage guns nor
the horrid scream of the lov-
ing familiar voice. The deck
opening creaked and Mr. Lan
descended.

“Are you feeling better,
child?” he asked. I nodded. The
sun was now at its highest
point. The sun’s array of light
reflecting on the water seemed
like melting gold. I looked and
marveled at the wonder before
me. It elevated my spirit and
bestowed peace within me.

“How did I come aboard the
boat, Mr. Lan?” I asked. “I can’t
remember...my head hurts.”

“Here, take it.” He handed
me a white tablet. “It’ll make
you feel better.”

I took the tablet and swal-
lowed it dry.

“It was Tuan,” he contin-
ued, “who carried you onto the
boat. You fainted after those
‘dogs’ killed your mom.”

Tears rolled down my
cheeks. The familiar voice ech-
oed in my aching head once
more. I covered my ears and
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pleaded for it to stop; but it
stubbornly refused.

“No! Stop!” I cried hysteri-
cally. “Stop! Please make it
stop.”

Mr. Lan drew me near; and
I nestled in his arms like a new
born baby. He rocked me back
and forth, until I fell asleep.

Later that day, I was
awaked by a frightening shriek.

“It’s the Soviet ship! Quick,
keep your heads down!”
shouted a harsh voice.

My heart beat wildly. I re-
mained as still as the dead.
After a few minutes, the harsh
voice announced that the sev-
enty of us were safe. I opened
my weary eyes. It was night. I
was lying on the deck. The
moon and its many shinning
companions were venturing
about the boundless sky. There
was a lantern hanging on the
edge of the boat’s cabin. The
night air was cool and breezy.
I sat up. It’s been two days; and
I was very hungry. I wanted to
walk to the boat’s cabin where
I was sure the supplies were
kept; but I'd have to step on
the many bodies that covered
every available surface of the
boat. Besides, I'd lose my spot
on the deck and have to sleep
in the sardine can below. I
squeezed into my spot on the
deck and cried myself to sleep.

The next morning, I was too
weak to move. I lay on the deck
as still as the dead. Since I
couldn’t move without trem-
bling, food was fed to me by
Mrs. Lan. I was given rice with
sugar and a teacup of water. We
were short of supplies; there-

fore, I was given only a small
portion of rice and water. A few
minutes after the consumption
of the food, I vomited it all out.
Mrs. Lan gathered up the di-
gested food and fed it to me
again.

“Eat it up, child,” she said
“You can’t afford to waste it.”

Too weak to oppose, I pain-
fully swallowed it, while Mrs.
Lan tearfully fed it to me. Af-
terwards, she took me into her
arms.

“Your mom would’ve been
proud!” she said.

The sky was getting darker.
There wasn’t much to do on the
boat except sit, sleep, groan, or
hope we might reach land soon.
It was toward the end of the
fourth day. We were out of food
and water. We had a few cans
of milk, but it lasted us for no
more than a day or two. We had
no net to catch fish, and by now
one baby, a ten-year-old boy,
and a woman of forty had died.
We said a prayer for the dead
and released the corpses into
the majestic sea. On the fifth
night, the boat was still pon-
dering the endless blue see. Ev-
eryone on the boat was very ill
and weary. They didn’t speak
much. It was too tiresome. I
was sitting near the boat’s
cabin with my arms encircled
around the knees. I was star-
ing blankly at the edge of the
sea. Suddenly, I saw a light.

“There’s a light!” I shouted.
It woke everyone.

“Where?” they each asked.

“Over there, see!” I said,
pointing.

They all looked in the di-
rection that I'd pointed and
saw the light. When we were
near it, we saw that it was a
Thai fishing boat which was
about three times bigger than
our boat.

“It’s a Thai boat! Quick, ev-
ery girl and woman make your-
self as dirty and ugly as you
can! Quick...quick!” shouted Mr.
Tien, the owner of the boat.
Without hesitating, I obeyed
him. My hands trembled as I
unsteadily applied dirt on my
face and hair. My blood curled
up in fright.

Our small boat tried to get
away, but it lacked the power.
The Thai boat approached ours.
A man threw us a rope, pointed
a gun at us, and signaled us to
tie it to our boat. All of a sud-
den, several men jumped onto
our boat, carrying guns and
sticks in their hands.

“They’re going to rob and
kill us,” a frightened woman
cried.

One of them signaled us to
give him everything on the
boat; while others teased the
women and rampaged the boat
for valuables. I'd covered my-
self with an old rice bag and
moved away from the light.

“Leave me alone!” screamed
the thin girl. A Thai man had
found her beneath the deck and
was savagely caressing and un-
clothing her against her own
will.

“Get off my daughter, you
bastard!” screamed the father.

He pushed the Thai away
from the thin girl. They
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struggled.
BANG!
“DADY”

The thin girl was father-
less. She turned to the Thai
that had killed her father and
plugged straight into him like
a wild bull. He caught her,
laughed, and continued his bar-
barous work.

One by one, the women and
girls became part of the Thai
pirates’ brutish feast; while the
men on the boat became punch-
ing bags for those who weren’t
satisfied by the feast.

It was almost daybreak. A
Thai approached me. I was
paralyzed. I felt all the blood
draining out of my body. I was
my turn. He lifted up my face.
Something made him hesitate.
I pulled my face away; but he
grabbed it back violently and
fiercely ripped open my old
clothes. Ravishingly, he in-
dulged himself upon me like a
hungry beast. I kicked and
screamed; but it was useless. No
one listened. No one could do
anything but watched.

As if afraid of the light, the
beasts took our valuables and
fled to their dark taverns be-
fore the sun rose over the hori-
zon. The women cried and the
men looked upon their wives
and daughters with mournful
eyes. As I peered up from my
encircled arms, I felt a sudden
gush of freshness in the morn-
ing wind. The sun was rising
again over the horizon.

SERENITY prevailed.
e Anonymous (UCI)

TAM BAY TAM BA

(bai cia mot cau freshman dang hoc 16p Viét Ngir cta
“thay” Tudn)

Biét bao gio minh o€ ra trudng
Ngaly haio cling nhu rgaly doé

An song roi dihoc

Hoc song roi di an

Anrdithi dingh

Nefi dgy roi di cAu

Pi cAu song roi dihoe

That 15 chang vo cling

Quen may anh chi trong VSA
Dem|ai riém v vé

RAL 15 c4m on rhigu

Narm nay nhiéu anh chi ra trudng
Al cling vb dugc med schodl
That 12 gidi quél

Conminh ngdi tai dy

Khong by tuongla xé téi déu
R&t12lo im

o} trong dorm cling tam dugc
Ban bé thi cling cb

Nhumg mé 4o 2n dé rhu dign
Ngay nzio cling nhé

Nhé chai nuéic mém Phi Qubc
Them oila them

Tho'i gian troi qua nhu rudc
Méi day thi da mudinamroi
Cling con lang thang dihoc
Khorg biEt chitng ndio xé song
Hoc quai hoc qui cling chang
Thoi ma ké nd, cho né t&i dau thi tdi

Tuong lai vén con dai chdr
NEu bd hof thi ubng qua
Triukhé bay gio thisaunay
Than minh o€ nho

Thoima rang hoc

Hoc s6ng roi tinh sau.

o CA HONG 1/28/94 (Trich DS Xudn Lén Puong, UCI)
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30 Thang Tu

30 thang tu? 19 nam rdi k& tir 30 thdng tu nAim
1975. Con am hudng gi khong?

T6i da bi cAm may ngay qua. Hom nay ciing
chua thdy khde nén phai di bac si xin thudc. Va thé
la ngudi t6i c 1r dir ¢ ngay vi dnh hudng thudc.

Khi tinh tao dugc mot chiit thi chgt nhé lai ngay
hom nay la ngay 30 thdng tw. May hom nay t0i du
tinh ngay nay vé Santa Ana xem biéu tinh. Tham
du hay chi bang quang diing xem? Khong biét dugc?
Qudc Han rdi Qudc Khang. Qudc Khang xong lai
Qudc Han. Va ngay nay thi hinh nhu ngudi ta da
khong con han nita. Nguodi ngoai hay khong nh6?
Thoi nhé hay c6 quén? Ngudi ta vé Viét Nam 2o
a0, hang ngay nhu com bira. Tinh cam danh cho
chinh ddng bao ty nan minh ciing dan din nhat nhéo,
dirng dung, xa la. Khong con may ai quan tim dén
nhitng s6 phan do.

Bay gig thi minh lam gi ta? C6 hai cai party,
hom truec va hom sau ngay 30 thang tu. Ai cling
mudn quén phit di ngay d6 cho rdi, nhung lai phai
kiéng tranh ngay nay nhu khong mudn cham dén
mot mut mu 1au ngay dai ding khong chira dugc va
vaAn con giy trd ngai, bat tién.

T6i nhé lai nhiéu nam vé truSc, mdi do thang tu
vé 1a khip noi tai hdi ngoai lai so6i ndi khi the dau
tranh. O moi dai hoc, hoi sinh vién Viét Nam déu
t6 chifc vin nghé dau tranh, tudng nhé qué huong,

dém khong ngti, v.v... Gin 20 nim di qua, nhitng
budi dau tranh Ay nay chi la diéu hy hitu trong cic
san trudng. Lita hon cim da tan, niém ti€c nhé da
diu — cho dii thdng khé, tii nguc, doa day trén 70
triéu dan Viét vin con nguyén dé. Vong xiéng xich
dd tanh hoi kinh tdm da dugc son stra, t6 phét, dinh
béng lai d€ che diu, danh lira con mit va su cdm
nhan clia con ngudi, ca trong 1An ngoai nudc.

Hay binh tam nhin lai: Hai mudi ndm qua, ching
ta, nhat 1a tudi tré, da 1am va d€ lai dugc nhitng gi?
Bao ly tudng cao dep cho qué huong ta, cho dan tdc
ta dau cd rdi? Nhin quanh chiing ta thdy gi: bdo
chtii béi bao, hoi doan da kich hdi doan, H.O. kinh
H.O., ddng phai, mit trin, ngudi truc dAm ngudi
sau, ngudi sau lui ngudi trudc — toan nhitng nhat
chi mang.

To6i chic ring gid nay c6 mot bon ngudi dang
nd nhitng nu cuSi nhan hiém dic chi. Ngén don ly
gidan — hoa hop hoa giai, ddi méi dan chi 4m no,
giao luu vian héa, dau tu xay dung — that qua Igi
hai, thanh cdng vugt buc chi tieu. THANH CONG,
THANH CONG, PAI THANH CONG. Miéng ho
hao dan chli, mot tay boc hot d6 la, tay kia Iim 1im
biia liém, chiing dang ban din dit nudc ta: Phii Qudc,
Coén Son, Viing Tau, Cam Ranh,... va s& con nhiéu
nita. D3 c6 ai trong chiing ta nhan ra hi€ém hoa chua?

Hay diéu lai mili guom, hay chinh lai hong sting.
Dirng nhim vao nhau — ma tit c3 ching ta hiy tap
trung nhim vao ciing mot tiéu diém: bon du lanh
cong san dang ngy tri tai Bic Bo Phd.

G‘BA’N! 2

e Nguyén Tran (WCU)
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PHONG SU LIEN TRUONG:

MOORPARK COLLEGE, Moorpark, CA

Hom 27 thang 4, truong Moorpark College,
mdt trong ba truong dai hoc cong dong & Ventura
County, da t6 chic ngay Pa Van Héa (Multi-
cultural Day). Tuy v6i mot si s6 it 6i khong da
dé thanh 1ap mot hoi sinh vién, nhung c4c sinh
viéen Viét Nam tai trudng da cd ging gép mit
vao chuong trinh véi gian hang trién 1am va
mot man vii dan toc dé€ gidi thiéu dén cac sic
dan khéc vé vin héa cia minh.

Vira vao parking lot thi to6i ngac nhién khi
thay hai béng 4o dai trang thu6t tha di qua. Vi
hai nguti ¢6 vé ban chuyén gi, nén t6i khong
chan héi va quyét
dinh di sdu vao
khuon vién, thi lai
gap hai ta do dai
khac. Héi tham thi
hai ¢6 chi dén gian
hang caa sinh vién
Viét Nam. Tién dén,
toi thiy cac anh chi
em sinh vién Viét
Nam trong truong
dang tu tap quanh
gian hang cia minh,
stia soan cho phién
trinh dién.

Qua cudc tro chuyén, toi dugce biét 1a cac ban
nil trong truong da van dong nhau cing méac ao
dai di hoc trong ngay Pa Van Héa, nén mdéi
thay nhiéu ta 4o than yéu thap thoing trong
san truong nhu vay.

Nhiing ta 4o thu6t tha va nhiing chiéc nén
bai tho xinh x4n trong vii khiuc “Hat Hoi Trang
Ram” da gay nhiéu an tuong siau dam trong
khan gid. Sau budi trinh dién, mot khan gia
My dén héi, ngd y mudén mua mot chiéc nén, va
doan vi1 da tang khong cho d6ng mot chiéc. (Toi
thay 6ng c6 vé hén hd 1dm khi 6ng doi chiéc

nén trén dau.) Va khi mot ngudi khac dén hoi
vé cac y nghia nam trong nhiing diéu maa, thi
moi ngudi déu nhin nhau, ngo ngac. Mot ¢od trong
doan va da nhanh tri giai thich dé 1a nhiing
dong tac tat nuéc vao ruong — 1€ di nhién véi
vat dung khic, chit khong phai véi chiéc non.

Ngoai ra, chuong trinh con c¢6 thém su tham
gia caa cac ching sinh tir Ching Vién St. John,
Camarillo, v6i ba nhac khic dan ca — bai “Trong
Com”, “Ho Lo”, va “Cong On Sinh Thanh” —
trong thé diéu hat be dudi nhau that diéu luyén
xudt sic, tao nhiéu ngac nhién thich tha cho
khan gia cid My 1lan
Viét trong thé diéu
la nay.

Khéi dau toi du
dinh chuyén viéng
tham chung hai
tiéng dong ho; khi
vé xem lai thi da
gan bon tiéng. Cam
tudng cha toi vé sinh
vién Moorpark Col-
lege 1a vi s6 luong
nhé nén cdc sinh
vién VN tai day rat
gan giii, vui nhodn, va
than nhau nhu trong cing mot dai gia dinh. Pa
s6 1a ngudi tré méi qua theo chuong trinh ODP
hoac HO; ai ciing that ban ron véi chuyén hoc
hanh va v6i cudc song. V6i s6 nhan su nhé nhoi
va thoi gian tap dot eo hep nhu thé, su hién
dién tich cuc vao ngay Pa Van Hoéa qua that
dang tan thuéng. Mong cac ban sinh vién VN
tai Moorpark College s& tiép tuc duong danh,
biéu duong van héa ciia minh, tiép noi thanh
truyén thong trong nhiéu nam téi.

® Phéng Vién Non Séng
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Sinh Hoat Lién Truong

e Budi L& Ra Mat Tan Ban Chap Hanh THSV

Budi L& Ra Mit Tan Ban Chap Hainh THSVVN/
Mién Nam California di dién ra vao lic 1 gis 30
chiéu thit By vira qua, tai tru s§ cia Cong Pong
Viét Nam—Nam California. C6 khoang 100 quan
kh4ch dén tham du, thudc dd moi gidi trong cdng
ddng nhu dai dién mot sd hdi doan, doan thé, mot
vai nhac si, ky gia, nha bdo, gido su, va nhan si.
Ngoai ra con c6 mot s anh chi em sinh vién dai
dién cac truong UCI, Pasadena City College, Los
Angeles City College, Long Beach City College,
Cal State Northridge, Cal Poly Pomoma, Cal State
Long Beach, va Golden West College. Budi 1& dién
ra trong bau khong khi than mat. Mot vai quan khich
ciing nhu anh chi em sinh vién phat biu cAm nghi,
chia xé nhitng kinh nghiém va wu tu vé tuong lai
tudi tré Viét Nam va Cong Pong Viét Nam. Ban
Chap Hanh nhiém khéa 92-94 chinh thic ban giao
trach nhiém lai cho BCH 94-96. Ban Chap Hanh
(nhiém khéa 94-96) gdm céc thanh vién sau day:
Chii Tich anh Hoang Qudc Khénh, Phé Ndi Vu A.
Lam Huy Vii, Phé Ngoai Vu A. Nguy&n Hiing, Tong
Thu Ky chi Quach Ngoc Anh Pao, va Thi Quy A.
Nguyén Thiét. Ban c6 van gdm c6 Gido Su Pham
Cao Duong, GS Luu Trung Khdo, GS Lé Tinh
Thong, Bac ST Vinh Thira, va anh Nguyén Pic Lap.

e Ldp Day Kem Toan-Ly-Héa va Anh Van

THSV dang cin thém mdt s6 tinh nguyén vién
day kém cho céc em trung hoc tir 16p 6 dén 16p 12,
vao mdi sang thit By, tir 9 gid sang cho dén 12 gid
trua, tai tru s§ Cong Pdng mién Nam California,
thanh phd Westminster. Mu6n biét thém chi tiét,
xin goi s6 dién thoai (714) 893-3139.

e Thong Bdo Cia Ban Td Chiic Trai He
“Vé VGi Non Sdng”

Vao mdi dip he hang nim, THSV t§ chic trai
heé mang tén “Vé& V§6i Non Song”. Trai hé nim nay
s& dudc t8 chic vao cudi thang 7 hoic dau thang 8.
Ban t8 chiic trai he s& thong bao thém chi i€t trong
nay mai trén “Chuong Trinh Phat Thanh Ti€ng No6i
Tudi Tré” hoic trong bio Non Séng. Mudn biét
thém chi ti€t vé trai he, xin goi chi Bio Hiéu (714)
538-6267 (sau 5 gid chiéu) hoic chi Anh Pao (714)
956-9120.

e Trién Lam Tranh

Mot budi trién 1am tranh Anh vé ngudi ty nan
Viét Nam do nhém VRAC thuc hién s& dudc t8
chitc vao ngay thit Hai, 16 thang 5 nam 1994 tai dai
hoc UCLA. Céc tranh trién 1am nay do cac hoa si
Viét Nam v& trong cic trai ty nan Dong Nam A.
Ngoai phan trién 1am tranh, tir 12 gid trua dén 2 gis
chiéu con c6 phan thuyét trinh cia nhém LAVAS,
Project Ngoc. Tranh trién lim s& dugc trung bay
trong Ackerman Grand Ball, trén dudng Westwood
Blvd.

e Cal State Northridge Véi “DEM QUE HUONG”

Mot dém vin nghé véi chi dé “Pém Qué
Huong” s& dudc t6 chifc tai trudng dai hoc Cal State
Northridge. Chuong trinh gdm c6 miia dan tdc, trinh
dién thoi trang, va v§ kich “An Anthology of A
Refugee’s Experience”. V3 kich “An Anthology
of A Refugee’s Experience ” di tirng dugc trinh dién
tai nu6c Nhat, ti€u bang Hawaii va thanh phd Sac-
ramento, va da dugc cyu thugng nghi si John Seymor
da dé nghi 14y ngay 16 thang 6 mdi nim lam ngay

NON SONG



A Chau. P&n vé6i v3 kich “An Anthology of A
Refugee’s Experience”, ching ta s€ tim dugc cau
trd 16i “Tai sao nguGi Viét Nam bd nudc ra di?” va
“Lam th& nao nao dé€ 13y lai qué huong?” “Pém
Qué Huong” s& dudc bit diu vao ding 8 gid tdi,
thtr Sau tuin nay, ngay 13 thang 5,1994, tai Satel-
lite Student Union, Cal State Northridge. Gia vé vao
ctra 1a $5.00. Mudn biét thém chi ti€t, xin goi A.
Hung, s6 dién thoai (714) 662-5789 hoic pager
(714) 570-1971.

e Los Angeles City College

Ciing vao tht Sdu tudn nay, 13 thang 5, tai
trudng dai hoc cong ddng Los Angeles City Col-
lege, c6 hdi chd A Chau lic 10 gid sing. HSVVN/
LACC sé& bi€u dién Mda Lan. Pay 1a 1An diu tién
sinh vién Viét Nam tai day biu dién Mda Lan cho
nhitng ngudi ngoai qudc xem.

e UC Santa Barbara va Cal Poly San Louis Obispo

Hai hoi SVVN truong UCSB va Cal Poly SLO
s& ciing chung t6 chiic mdt budi picnic vio ngay
tht Bay, 14 thiang 5, 1994, tai Laguna Lake Park,
thudc thanh phd San Louis Obispo, tir 9 gid 30 sang
t6i 6 giy chiéu. Pay 1a mdt trong nhitng sinh hoat
hang ndm cta sinh vién Viét Nam gitra hai truGng
UCSB va Cal Poly SLO, nhim muc dich dé két than.
Budi picnic s& c6 phan thi dau thé thao.

e (al State Los Angeles

Tai dai hoc Cal State Los Angeles, vao toi thit
Tu tudn nay, s& c6 mdt dém vin nghé mang tén
“Cultural Night”. Chuong trinh gdm c6 ca nhac, kich,
nhitng diéu mda dan tdc, dic bi€t c6 “Fashion
Show” 4o dai va y phuc thdi trang va bang nhac
song. Chuong trinh s& bit diu vao lic 8 gid toi, tai
Student Union (IAu 2). Vao cita mién phi. Mu6n
biét thém chi ti€t, xin goi anh Steven, sd dién thoai
(213) 240-2766 hodc co6 Cindy (213) 223-9182.

® Ciing Tin Cal State LA

Tuan 1& Asian Pacific Heritage Week tai Cal
State Los Angeles dugc t§ chiic vao ngay 10 thing

5, 1994. Tuan 1& Truyén Thong Thai Binh Duong
A Chau hang nam tai diy da thu hiat kha dong céc
sinh vién A Chau. HSVVN Cal State LA s& c6 gian
hang ban d6 an va biéu dién diéu mda “Gia Gao
bém Triang”.

e Cal Poly Pomona

Ho6i Sinh Vién Viét Nam Cal Poly Pomona s&
c6 mot budi picnic tai Mile Square Park, tir 11 gio
t6i 6 gid chiéu, ngay thit Bay, 14 thdng 5, 1994.
Budi picnic gdm c6 sinh hoat ngoai trdi va choi bong
chuyén. Moi ngudi déu dudc hoan nghénh dén tham
dy. Thifc an ty tic. Mudn bié€t thém chi tiét, xin goi
anh Béo (909) 620-9035.

e Long Beach City College:
Thu kéu goi déng gép sach vé

HSVVN trudng dai hoc cong dong Long Beach
City College da thiét 1ap ti sach Viét Nam trong
thu vién cla trudng. P& c6 di tai liéu cAn thiét va
dap tng nhu ciu hién tai, ching toi thiét tha kéu
g0i moi sy dong gbp tai lidu ti€ng Viét tir moi gidi
ddng bao. Sy quan tim clia qiy vi 12 niém khich 1&
cho ching t6i va gép sdc duy tri van héa ctia dan
tdc Viét Nam.

Tai liéu déng gop xin gbi vé:

Vietnamese Student Association
Long Beach City College

4901 East Carson Street
Long Beach, CA 90808

hoic lién lac A. Thuan (310) 428-1978

Doc va Co Dong
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Moi chi tiét xin vui long litn lac Tong Hai Sinh Vién Mién Nam California, dién thoai (714) 893-3130



