&=X Author’s Note 3

Finc{ing Papa is based on the Pea[-[ifejourney that my mother and

| braved fr'om Vietnam to America in 1983 to reunite with my fa‘(hen

My fa‘ther had (ef‘t the coun‘tr*y, hoping to find a better opporfuni‘ty in
America to support his faml[y. A[ong this ferrifyingjourney, we met peop[e
who he[ped us get one step closer to my fa‘ther. A Ned[[oyd Dutch shipping
vessel saved y mother and me af](er we driffec{ on the ocean for* days

with little food and drink. The vessel dropped us off at a r‘efugee camp in
Singapore, where the American Red Cross he[ped reunite our fami[y using

letters that my faﬂ'\er had written to us.

Our fami[y’s s‘tor*y (s par*‘( of a much [arger‘ one. When the Vietnam
War ended in 1975, thousands of peop[e, r*eferr‘ed to as the “boat peop[e,”
]C led the coun‘cry on boats to escape the po[iﬂca[ and economic harc{ships of

that time. Theirjourneys were offen met by pirafes, storms, and starvation.

Some stories ended at sea, while others were the beginning of a new [ife, but

every sfor*y (s one of unyie[ding Hope and courage.
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Qﬁ Artist’s Note W‘ ek

To be a survivor is to live with a power*fu[, sometimes overwhelm'mg

mixture of gra‘ti‘tude and glr*ie](.v In 1978, when | was three, my parents pacl(ec{
me info the cargo hold of a riverboat in Can Tho, Viet Nam, and set out fo
sea, along with my two older sisters and my little brother, who was still in the
womb. There were for‘(y peop[e (inc[uding my brother) aboard a little round-
bottomed boat that had no business being on the open sea. The on[y person
who knew how to drive a boat or navigate at sea became incapacifa‘(ed on the
firsf nighf. and affer‘ others f loundered, my faﬂwer s‘(epped up into the role

of pi[o‘( until we landed on the shore of Ma[aysia three days later. My mother
gave birfhjusf outside the r‘efugee camp, in the vi[[age midwifeqs hut. Thanks to
my par*en‘fs’ bravery and r*esour*cefu[ness, a[ong with a miraculous a[ignmen‘t of

circumstances, we all survived and made it to our destination: America.

Now that | am older, | have a better unders‘(anding of J'us‘( how hard that
journey was. | still grieve the peop[e and lives that were lost. | am gra’tefu[
to have stories and art as a p(ace to pu‘t that undersfanding, and to share it

with you. Ange[aﬂs sfory reminds me of Mister Rogers’s advice to look for the

he[per‘s in hard times, and | think that is very wise counsel.




