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exper'ience as a child and powerfu([y
br‘ough‘( to [ife by Caldecott Honor artist

Thi Bui’s vivid illustrations, reminds us

that love and courage can stretch an
ocean and that noﬂ\ing can f(eep us

apar'f from those we care about.
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For my pa[*/enfs. the bravest peop[e | know. And

for‘ Hamilton, my best fr‘iend and biggesf suppor‘cer‘.
—APK

For Hien. I'll a[ways be your mama,

and you'[[ a[ways be my [OVQ.
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Mai’s favor’i’te game to p[ay with Papa
Mai would gigg[e and squea[.

Crocodiles were scary, but Papa was not.




One morning, Papa

gave Mai a [ong Hug.

It was [onger‘ than usual. vl [t was bigger‘ than most.




“Goodbye, Mail”

Then Mai watched Papa walk down the vm[[age
du’f road. Papa a[ways waved and smiled at the

end of the road, but this time, Papa cried. Mai said to Herse[f:



By bedtime, Mai was crying.
“Where is Papa. 3

(s finding a new home

“Papa

for* us. Mama was crying, too.



Mai waited and waited for Papa to come home.
He never arrived, but his letters did. Some were short, | One nigh‘(., Mama pac[(ed a small bag.

some were [ong, but Mai and Mama loved them all.

“We are going

“Wfler‘e are we

going, Mama?~ ! B\ R fo finc{ Papaj :

T
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“[ want to see Papa again.” Mai said.

“Soon, Mai,” Mama said.




Then Mai wr*apped her arms

around Mamefs neck and

Hung on Her‘ loacl(.

When it was time to leave,
Mai hugged her favorife

mango tree.
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As Mama walked down the vi[[age dirt
road, Mai g[anced back at her home
one last time. “Goodbye,” she whisper*ed.

She gave her pe‘(
chicken a big kiss.



Mama snuck quieﬂy ﬂwough the - 4 Mai and Mama reached the river. As Mama
vi[[age and around the rice paddies. . *f,_‘ L waded fhrough the water, Mai wondered if

‘ther*e were CPOCO({i[QS nearby.

Mama ﬁgf\ ;
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When Mai awoke, s‘crangers were sfaring

at her. She dug her face into Mama'’s chest.
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The wind pushed the boat that way. They WEPE o — e
surrounded loy water, but Mai and Mama had B gy

little to drink. At nigh‘c, Mai's stomach rumbled.
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When a big ship sailed by, everyone
waved their hands and yelled, “He[p
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An angry storm came aﬂ fi[[ed the boat with water.




The men on the ship lowered a [oig net down,

down, down. As Mai looked down, it was Mama's
turn to climb. Mai ye[[ed as [oud[y
“Climb onto ‘c_he net,” Mama said. - as she could into the wind.
Mai trembled as her fee‘( ‘ : ﬁ
wobbled with each step. 50 i e
“It's too hig[\ up, Mama. - 2

“Be br*ave, Mai. Climb like you

climb your favor*i‘(e mango tree.

As Mama reached the
fop, hands stretched out

to he[p her onto the sf\ip.



The ship carried Mai and Mama to a new land
where {Hey were surrounded by other peop[e who
were rescued fr‘om the ocean, too. Peop[e in uniform

gave them clean water, food, and a p[ace to s[eep.

Mai searched for' Papa.
“Is he here, Mama?"
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“NO Mat Papa was
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"IEPE befor‘e US

Mai believed in Papaqs words.
k7« "Chomp, chomp!”
Mai cheered.

Mama lead Mai to a house marked
wdh a nwgaber 11 and.pom‘(ec{ to the
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One day, Mama pacl(ed

ﬂ'i Then Mama had an idea.
*;% She shared one of Papa’s letters

with a person n unifor*m.

a small bag again.
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“We can he[p you fmd your Pap,,, -
he said to Mai.



When Mai and Mama arr*ived,

‘(f)ere were cars going

Through the crowd, Mai saw a man
run foward them. Mai did not know

this man with a mustache. She grabbed
Mama's hand and hid behind her [egs.




As he came closer, the man with the mustache

crouched on the gro’uric{' and went,

Mai and Mama gigg[éd{

CPOCOdi[QS were SC&P)’ L
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But Papa was not.




&zX Author’s Note ii_ j Artist’s Note Sk

Ft’na/[ng Papa is based on the Pea[-[ife journey that my mother and | braved To be a survivor is to live with a power'fu[, sometimes overwhe[ming mixture
from Vietnam to America in 1983 to reunite with my fa‘ther‘. My ]Caﬂ'\er* had of graﬁ‘tude and gr‘ief In 1978, when | was three, my par*en‘(s pac[(ed me

[eﬁ the coun‘try. hoping to find a better oppor‘cuni‘(y in America to suppor‘( into the cargo hold of a riverboat in Can Tho, Viet Nam, and set out fo sea,
his fami[y. A[ong this ‘(er*rifying journey, we met people who he[ped us get a[ong with my two older sisters and my little brother, who was still in the
one step closer to my fa‘(her. A Necﬂ[oyd Dutch shipping vessel saved my womb. There were for‘ty peop[e (inc[uding my brother) aboard a little round-
mother and me a]o(er‘ we dr’i]a(ed on the ocean for c{ays with little food and bottomed boat that had no business foeing on the open sea. The on[y person
drink. The vessel c{roppec{ us off at a refugee camp in Singapore, where the who knew how to drive a boat or navigate at sea became incapacifafed on the
American Red Cross he[ped reunite our fami[y using letters that my fa‘ther* firs‘( nigh‘t, and, af‘(er others f loundered, my fa‘(her' sfeppec{ up into the role
had written to us. of pi[of until we [anded on the shore of Ma[aysia three c{ays later. My mother

3 gave birth just outside the refugee camp in the vil[age midwife’s hut. Thanks to
Our fami[y S s‘(or*y (s par*f of a much [arger one. When the Vietnam War

ended in 1975, thousands of peop[e, Peferr‘ed to as the “boat peop(e," f led
the counfr*y on boats to escape the po[iﬂca[ and economic Hardships of that

my par‘enfs’ bravery and r‘esour‘cefu[ness, a[ong Wt'H’l a miracu[ous a[ignmen‘( O]C

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

time. Theirjourneys were O]C ten met loy pira‘(es, storms, and starvation. Now that | am older, | have a better unc{er‘s‘tanding ofJ'us‘c how hard that
Some stories ended at sea, while others were the beginning of a new life, journey was. | still grieve the people and (ives that were lost. | am grateful
but every sfory (s one of unyie[ding hope and courage. to have stories and art as a p[ace to pu‘t that unc{er‘s‘tanding, and to share it

with you. Ange[a’s s‘tor*y reminds me of Mister Rogers’s advice to ook for the

l'le[per*s in hard times, and | think that is very wise counsel.





