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“The pond that once was but is no longer” 
I wasn’t there for the dryness but 
I was surely there for the empty, 

because  
I’m tired of the hollow of people-greeting and the repetitive eyes 

the cycles and the mundane whirls of telling strangers 
my name and where I come from and what I see  
it’s beautiful, they say, or, so hard to remember, 

they say, 
or does it have a meaning, they say. 

Well since you’ve asked, dear strangers,  
It means, my grandma used to have a yellow kitchen full of blooming daffodils that was  

squandered by the torns of war 
it means cooking breakfast to the self-loathing music of Operation Rolling Thunder  

music looming behind the wasted away 
 
 

look at the clock and see the pinch of hurt, can you take me back 
since when did you ask me to come here for you to  

scrutinize my past or is my past a symbol you are looking for to add to  
your collection. 

am I a cultural product worth cherishing to you, were you there for the empty and not for the 
dryness too? 

And 
didn’t you know, my incorporation is hindered, stopped at the 

bottleneck gate of American history 
“roots” and “voices,” and I am not there now but will be then 

look at the clock and see the fears, 
no, like, you see how the terror just blended into the loss of the flight 

when you sit there and you give me all this lexicon, 
hierarchies, and oppression and cruel incremental wars, 

I laugh and think, how white is history 
don’t you know that the truths behind those spinning whirls of intellectual abstraction 

sit black and blue 
sit black and blue like the name that tells a story 

does it have a meaning, they say, 
it means being born two generations from the thing we call war, I say,  

does it have a meaning, they say, 
it means sometimes I have to stop myself from seeking retribution, I say  

and to be 
here 

everytime the empty resurfaces 
I gotta clamp down the noise that pleads 

I am a long way from home 
and 

when you tell me to compartmentalize who i am  
do you think about how  



long, long, long 
the days are, the days i have spent not categorizing but re-erecting 

 putting the yellow bricks back where they once were 
 

 
and when that time  

in front of the party when you say i’m the first girl from nam that you like 
I wanna laugh cos who even says nam anymore 

wanna laugh 
because 
i have traveled these thousands of miles, left behind 

the daffodils sprawling on the dirt that is full of dead full of life 
to come here and be the first person from the place that  

your grandpappies have colonized, and 
bruised 

 for you to find attractive, 
oh congratulations to me 

and so i just wanna hold your hand and take you home 
sit you on my bed  

and make you have an internal monologue with your beautiful ignorant self 
about the truths that  

sit black and blue 
sit black and blue  
on my back, in my name 

about how you are so unreal in every sense and I am left so disturbed by the rues of your beauty 
sit on my bed, please, 

and recoil in horror upon the story that I tell 
and run out the door screaming 

because I am definitely the cultural product worth cherishing to you, 
 
 

that’s why i’m telling you, 
“roots” and “voices,” and i am not there now but will be then 

who even says nam anymore when it was your nation’s grandest stage 
run run run  

your love is stifled by your ignorance 
but rest assured 

I will be just the symbol to make your life a little less dull, a little less white 
a little less literal 

because you weren’t there for the empty,  
and you weren’t even there for the dryness 

“roots” and “voices,” and I am not there now but will be then 
It reminds me, nags at me, gnaws at me:  

you are a product of culture.  
Of the places you remember.  

all your life, deep rocky history, as empty as dry ponds 
remembered as nothing but twisted tales 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 


