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For most of my life, I tried not to remember this moment excej

in a factual way, as something that happened to us I?ut left no damage, but tha:;
is not true. As a writer and a father of a son who is four years O]dj the sfame‘ag

[ was when I became a refugee, 1 have to remember, or szometlm(?si lmaglll'fé
not just what happened, but what was felt. I have to imagine what it was 11
for a father and a mother to have their children taken away from thefn- I have
to imagine what it was that I experienced, although 1 do remember being taken
by my sponsor to visit my parents and howling at being taken back.

" I remember being reunited with my parents after a few months and the
snow and the cold and my mother disappearing from our lives for a period of
time 1 cannot recall and for reasons I could not understand, and knowing
vaguely that it had something to do with the trauma of losing her country, her
family, her property, her security, maybe her self. In remembering this, 1 know
that I am also foreshadowing the worst of what the future would hold, of what
would happen to her in the decades to come. Despite her short absence, or
maybe her long one, I remember enjoying life in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania,
because children can enjoy things that adults cannot so long as they can play,
and I remember a sofa sitting in our backyard and neighborhood children
stealing our Halloween candy and my enraged brother taking me home before
venturing out by himself to recover what had been taken from us.

I remember moving to San Jose, California, in 1978 and my parents open-
ing the second Vietnamese grocery store in the city and I remember the phone
call on Christmas Eve that my brother took, informing him that my parents
had been shot in an armed robbery, and I remember that it was not that bad,
just flesh wounds, they were back at work not long after, and I remember that
the only people who wanted to open businesses in depressed downtown San
Jose were the Vietnamese refugees, and I remember walking down the street
from my parents’ store and seeing a sign in a store window that said ANOTHER
AMERICAN DRIVEN OUT OF BUSINESS BY THE VIETNAMESE, and | remember the
gunman who followed us to our home and knocked on our door and pointed a
gun in all our faces and how my mother saved us by running past him and out
onto the sidewalk, but I do not remember the two policemen shot to death in
front of my parents’ store because I had gone away to college by that time and
my parents did not want to call me and worry me.
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Invisible and hypervisible, refugees are ignored and forgotten by those
who are not refugees until they turn into a menace. Refugees, like all others,
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embodied the specter of the Asian come to either serve or to threaten.
are unseen until they are seen everywhere, threatening to overwhelm our bor-
economies. We who do the ignoring and forgetting oftentimes do not perceive it
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