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Abstract

This translation project is dedicated to exploring the concept of “deviant lan-
guage” and its manifestations in Ukrainian translations, with a particular focus on the
linguistic and stylistic aspects of this phenomenon in the translated text. The study is
based on Loan Le’s 4 Pho Love Story — a romantic novel for teenagers that tells the
story of bilingual Vietnamese-American characters grappling with issues of identity,
cultural belonging, and intergenerational conflict. The project examines deviant speech
as a complex sociolinguistic phenomenon, analyzing its key linguistic features—spe-
cifically, non-standard grammar, phonological deviations, lexical borrowings, and code-
switching between English and Vietnamese — as well as the stylistic features that char-
acterize the speech of characters representing the diaspora. Particular attention is paid
to how these features function not only as markers of linguistic differences but also as
significant carriers of cultural identity, social experience, and emotional authenticity.

Key words: linguistic features, stylistic peculiarities, deviant speech, Vietnam-
ese diaspora, code-switching, translation strategies, translation techniques, manifesta-
tion of deviant speech.

AHoTranis

[e# mepeknaganbKuil MPOEKT NPUCBIUYCHUN TOCTIKCHHIO TOHATTS “IeBIaHTHOT
MOBHU” Ta i TpOsABIB B YyKpaiHChKHX Tepekiazax, Npud ObOMY OCOOJMBa yBara
NPUAUIAETHCS TIHTBICTUYHUM 1 CTHIICTUYHUM acCTIEKTaM I[bOTO SBUIA B MEPEKIATCHOMY
tekcTi. [ocmimxenns Oaszyerbcs Ha pomani Jloam Jle “A Phé Love Story” —
POMAaHTUYHOMY pOMAaHI I MIUIITKIB, IO PO3MOBiga€e ICTOPiII0O JBOMOBHHUX
B’€THAMCBHKO-aMEPUKAaHCHhKUX MEPCOHAXKIB, sIKI OOPIOTHCS 3 MpoOIEeMaMu 1IEHTUYHOCTI,
KyJIbTYpHOI TNPHUHAJEKHOCTI Ta MDKIOKOJIHHEBOTO KOHQIIKTY. IIpoekT posrnsnae
JN€BIaHTHY MOBY SK CKJaJHE COI[IOJIHTBICTHYHE SBUINE, aHaII3yluW Ii KIIOYOBI
JIHTBICTUYHI OCOOJMBOCTI — 30KpeMa, HECTaHJapTHYy TpaMaTHKy, (OHOJOTIUHI
BIIXWUJICHHS, JEKCHYHI1 3al03WYCHHS Ta MEPCKIIOYCHHS KOJIB MIDXK aHIJIIHCHKOIO Ta
B’€THAMCHKOIO MOBAaMH — a TaKOX CTHJIICTHYHI OCOOJMBOCTI, IO XapaKTEePH3YIOTh
MOBJICHHSI TIEPCOHAXI1B, K1 MPEACTaBIAOTh Aiactiopy. OcobauBa yBara mpUIAUIAETHCS
TOMY, SIK 111 pucu (QYHKIIOHYIOTH HE JIMIIE K MapKepH MOBHHX BIIMIHHOCTEW, a U fK
3HaA4yli HOCIT KyJIbTypHOi 1J€HTUYHOCTI, COILIaJdbHOTO JOCBiAy Ta eMOIliiiHO1
ABTEHTUYHOCTI.

KarwuoBi caoBa: MOBHI 0COOJHMBOCTI, CTHJIICTHYHI OCOOJMBOCTI, J€BiaHTHE
MOBJICHHS, B'€THaMCbKa jiacrmopa, IMEpPEeMHKaHHsS KOJIB, MepeKkiaaaalbKi cTparerii,
nepexyaaanbki IPUHOMHU, MPOSB JAEBIaHTHOTO MOBJICHHS.
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Introduction

Nowadays, many teens and adults enjoy reading books to immerse themselves in a world
of magic, adventure, or love. There are many genres of books for any target audience, but in most
cases, readers choose romance novels or any book where love is the main or secondary theme. But
why is this so, according to the article Why Are Romance Novels So Popular?: “Love is one of the
major elements of human life, and, as such, the “plot” of falling in love is universal” (Kirk
McElhearn, 2024), favourite books recreate the picture of the world where readers themselves
would like to be and live. It is also important to include elements of your country's culture in the
story, such as songs, words or customs. Cultural references to traditional beliefs, songs, and
everyday practices play a crucial role in shaping the meaning of the narrative and constructing the
characters’ identities. These elements not only enrich the story but also serve as carriers of cultural
memory and national heritage.

The book A Pho Love Story embodies these qualities, from the love story of two teenagers
to the multiculturalism that ties together Vietnamese culture, the American context, and the themes
of family, memory, and food.

Topicality of the study. In a globalization world, there is growing interest in literary
translation as a means of intercultural communication. Contemporary literature increasingly
reflects diverse cultural experiences, identities, and traditions, making translation not only a
linguistic but also a cultural and interpretive process. In this context, the translation of the novel 4
Pho Love Story is especially relevant, as the book presents a unique mix of Vietnamese and
American cultural elements.

The aim of the study is the peculiarities of rendering realia in Ukrainian translation of Loan
Le's novel A Pho Love Story.

In accordance with the goal, the study has the following tasks:

- to perform a complete translation of the primary text (presented in Chapter I);

- to analyze the stylistic and genre characteristics of Loan Le’s novel,

- to identify and categorize the linguistic challenges encountered during the translation pro-
cess.

The object of research is the literary genre of a romantic novel.

The subject of the research is fantasy realia in Ukrainian translation of the novel 4 Pho
Love Story.

The body of research is the text of Loan Le's novel 4 Pho Love Story (416 pages, namely
the source fragment is 48,870 characters), and its Ukrainian translation.

The thesis paper consists of an introduction, two chapters, conclusions, a list of a refer-
ences. The total volume of the term paper is 43 pages.



Chapter 1. Translation of the book 4 Pho Love Story by Loan Le

Chapter 1
BAO

Hoisin sauce is not paint.

We need a sign that says that, because our customers don’t get it. To-
day’s latest work is a misshapen star on the wall. A five out of ten, if you ask
me. The kid’s parent probably did a double take, snatched the bottle away,
then paid the check and left before Me could notice. To be honest, it’s not
like the sauce makes our wall look worse; it’s just hard to wipe o when it
dries. But I try, I really do —sometimes. Maybe.

Various relatives from both sides of my family judge me from their
water-stained portraits that hang around the restaurant.

I sit down and look ahead at the five booths I still need to wipe clean,
but this heat’s unbearable and the main fan, the good fan, died last week.
Break time. I brush off grains of rice that cling to my apron. Later, I’m sure
I’1l find a few that somehow end up under my socks at the end of each shift.
On the opposite side, my best friend, Viét, goes at the same pace as me. His
ears are plugged up, probably to block out the Paris by Night—like soundtrack
blasting from the back room, songs on repeat about the Vietnam War, love,
war, poverty, war.

Viét is the most chaotic neutral person I know. On any other day he
wastes time by raving about the latest criminal-investigation show he’s got-
ten hooked on. I consider that a trade-off; he’s the one who suffers through
my fascination with strange words. Once I was wiping down a front window
from the inside, unknowingly overriding his work and adding more streaks
than there were to begin with. I’d been mentioning the word “defenestrate,”
which made him calmly threaten me with that very word.

Ba stands behind the counter, punching in numbers at the cash regis-
ter, then piercing receipts onto a spindle. I think he finds the routine
satisfying.

! Nedpenectpanis (anr. defenestrate) — BAKHHYTH KOroch abo IOCH i3 BiKHA.

Po3znin 1
BAO

Coyc xoiiciH — He (ap0a.

Hawm norpibHa Tabnuyka 3 TakuM Harmucom, 0O BiABimyBadi IbOTO HE
po3yMitoTh. ChOTOHIIIHE TBOPIHHS — KPHUBOOOKa 31pKa Ha CTiHI. SIKII0 MeHe
3alMuTaTH, TO s O OIIHUB O 11 HA II'ATH 3 JECATH. ﬁMOBipHo, 0aTbKU JTUTHHHA
IJISTHYIH, Bii0pany IIISIIKY, pO3paxyBajIucs 1 MIILJIK, IEPII HDK Ma IOMITHIIA.
YecHo kaxxyuu, COyC HE TICYy€ BUIVISII CTIHM, aJie SIK BAXKKO K HOTO BIATEPTH,
KOJIM BIH BUCHXa€. AJle sl cTapaBcs, 1HOI cTapaBcs. MOXIIHBO.

Ponnyi 3 3actapiiux MOPTPETIB, 10 BUCATH Y PECTOPaHi, OCYIXKYIOTh
MO1 BUMHKHU.

Sl ciB 1 TUBUBCS Ha T'SATh CTOJIB, SIK1 MEHI 1€ TTIOTPIOHO BUMHTH, CTICKa
HECTEPITHA, a IICHTPATbHHA, pOOOYNI BEHTUIISATOP, 37TaMaBCs MUHYIIOTO THXKHSL.
[Tepepa. 1 3maxHyB 3 (apryxa mnpwiHIull pucoBi 3epHsTa. [li3Hime,
BIIEBHEHUH, 51 3HANIy 1€ KUIbKa, K1 JIMBHUM YWHOM OIMUHATHCS B MOIX
IIKapreTKax, SK e TPAIUIIEThCA HAMPUKIHII KOXKHOI 3MiHM. HaBmpotn mene
Mild Hakpamui apyr B'et mpairoe B Tomy & Temii, 1o i 5. BiH 3aTKHYB ByXa,
MalyTh, o6 He uyTH Paris by Night, nicHto 110 JyHae 3 mijpcoOku. ITicHi, ki
KpPYTATHCS Ha TIOBTOPI, Mpo BiliHY Y B'eTHamMi, koXaHHS, BiiiHY, O1IHICTb, BIIHY.

B'er — inguBinyamict. B iHmmMiA neHp BiH OypXJIMBO PO3IOBIAAE MEHI
PO KPUMIHAIBHHUI cepiall, Ha KU BiH MiACIB. 1 BBa)aro 1e KOMIIPOMICOM;
aJ/pKe came BIH CTPaKIa€ Bif MO€ET IPUCTPACTI 10 AMBHUX CITiB. OgHOTO pasy s
NPOTUPAB TEpPENHE BIKHO 3CEPEIMHH, HECBIIOMO ICYHOYM HOro 3yCHILIS 1
Jojaroud 1me Oulbliie CcMyr, HDK Oyno cmovatky. S 3ragyBaB clOBO
“nedenecrpanis’”, # BiH CIOKiitHO MOrpOXKyBaB MEHi HUM XKe.

ITa cToiTh 3a mpuiiaBkoM, HaOUpae CyMy Ha KaCOBOMY arapari, a MmoTiM
HaKOJIIOE YeKU Ha Wik, [lymaro, oMy mo1o0aeTbes 15 pyTHHA.



The front door opens, the bell shattering the slowness in the restau-
rant, ushering in more sticky hot air. My mom’s voice whips two other lin-
gering, taskless waiters to attention, and I snatch up the towel and wipe o
bean sprouts, leafless stems of herbs, and straw wrappers shaped as tiny ac-
cordions. Mg charges across the room. She drops her plastic shopping bags
in the path toward the kitchen, a storm on her face. Everyone clears the way
for her; they know Me¢’s mood. But Ba’s expression is as indifferent as his
look in their wedding pictures from the 2000s: Stone. Cold.

My mom slaps down a crumpled piece of paper before him. “Anh, do
you know what they’re doing across the street?”

Without looking up, speaking to his calculator, he asks, “Did you get
more sriracha sauce?”

“On my way back, I saw these ugly posters all over the place.”

“There was a sale. Did you get them on sale?”

It’s always like this, their conversation misaligned, a not much to a
how are you question.

“Lampposts, windows all over Bolsa Avenue!”

Glass shatters in the back kitchen. The line cooks start blaming each
other, Spanish and Vietnamese mingling together. My guess: Binh did it. That
guy sucks at his job more than me.

Me ignores the noise. “Two-for-one. Two-for-one bowl of phé?. Troi
0i.” Only one family can get her riled up like this. She pauses. “They’re try-
ing to steal all our customers. Why isn’t Anh worried?”

Ba snorts. “Their pho is not good. They never have enough salt.” Now
that 1 can’t verify. I’ve never stepped foot into the Mais’ restaurant. Because
what happens? Apparently, my mom will cut my legs off.

Bxinni nBepi BIAUYMHHINCH, A3BIHOK IMOPYIIMB THUIIY B PECTOpaHi,
BITyCKalO4H I OTbIIe B'SI3KOTO rapsvoro noBitps. [omoc Moei Mmamu 3MymryB
JIBOX IHIIUX OQiliaHTiB, sIKi 3acuimucs 0e3 aina, 3BepHYTH yBary, a s XarmaHyB
PYIIHHUK 1 BUTHPAB MAPOCTKH KBACOJIi, CTEOJIa 3eJIeHI Ta COJIOM'sTHI OOTOPTKH Y
¢dopmi MaleHbKHX rapMOIIOK. Ma BpuHYyJach B KIMHATY, KUHYJIAa CBOT MTAKETH 3
MOKYITKaMH Ha TIUIOTY IPSIMYIOYH 10 KyXHi, Ha i 0044l 4nTanace CripaBxHs
Oypst emortriii. Bei po3ctynuiuch nepes Heto, 00 3HAH, 1110 BOHA HE B HACTPOI.
Ane Bupa3 06iauuus nna OyB Bce Takui ke OalIyXKul, K 1 Ha IXHIX BECUIbHUX
¢dororpadisax 3 2000-x pokiB: kam'stHUHN. X0JI0THUH.

Mos  mama  KMHyJa  mepel  HUM  3IM’SITHH  mamipenps.
— AH, TH 3HAa€II, 10 BOHU TaM PoOJISATh Yepes 10pory?
He nmimBomgsum ouelf, [AWMBHBCS B  KaJNbKYISTOp Ta 3allMTaB:

— Twu xynuna coyc mpipava?

— Ili noTBOpHI (praepu BUCLIM BCIOIH, KOJIU 5 IOBEPTAJIACh AOAOMY.

— byna 3umxka. Tu Kynuia Horo 31 3HUKKOIO?

Tak y HUX 3aBXAM, BOHU HE CIyXalOThb OJMH OJHOTO BIAMNOBIIaI04U
“Hebararo” Ha 3aMTaHHA “‘IK CIIpaBH .

— Ha mixrapsix, Ha BiTpruHax — 10 BCiil Byl bosncal

Ha 3amniit kyxHi po3ounock ckio. Kyxapi movanu 3BUHyBadyBaTH OAWH
OJTHOTO, 3MINIYIOYH ICTIAHCHKY Ta B'€THaMCBKY. Sl mymarto, 1o me 3poouB binb.
Le#t xyomuuHa TIpIIMi HIK 51 y CBOil poOOTi.

Ma irHopye 1iym.

— JIBi 3a miHot0 oHiel. JIBi mopitii 3a 1iHO¥O oHieT MUCKH (o. Troi 0!
Jlume omHa poauHAa MOXKe Tak il po3aparyBaTH. Bona poOuTh maysy:
— Bonu HamarawoTbcs MEpeMaHUTH BCIX HAIIUX KIi€HTIB. YoMy TH He
XBUJTIO€ICS ?

[Ta pupxHyB:

— V¥V Hux o 6e3 cMaky, npicHe SIK 3aB3KH.

L{poro nepesipumu He MOXy. 51 HikoIM HEe OyB Y pecTopaHi poanHu Mai.
bo mo Toai? MabyTb, MaMa MeH1 HOTH BipiKe.

2 @o (3 B’eT. pho) — TpaauuiiiHa B'€THAMCHKA CTPaBa, CyIl 3 PUCOBOIO JIOKIIMHOK), AKY 3a3BMUail IOJAI0Th 3 SUIOBUYMHOKO 260 KypKOIO.

3 Troi 0i (3 B’eT.) — Boke Mmiit.



Maybe they had one of the waiters pose as a customer....

Me nods, dialing back her worry. After a moment, she says, “Two-
for-one phd. Who wants to have pho lgt?” She laughs at her own joke about
their phd’s blandness. Ba joins, too.

Lately their preoccupation with the Mais has ratcheted, probably be-
cause they keep hearing about the changes the other family’s been making,
changes that seem to be in direct response to our adjustments. We’d recently
added new wood grain blinds that block out the sun—just because it looks
like they replaced their blinds, too.

My mom zeroes in on me. “Con dang lam gi do?” She side-eyes my
tables. “Why are the tables still dirty?”

“I’m not finished yet.”
“Why not? He’s done.” Mg points to the opposite side.

I look across the room at Viét—
And blink. The tables are shining, and the mirrors are fingerprint-less
and— yes—hoisin-less. Kid’s like an Asian Flash. “Oh, ¢’mon,” I mutter.

“Gioi quad!” she says to the traitor.

“Cam on, ” Viét answers without a trace of an accent even though he
was born here.

My mom turns back to me. “Hurry up!” She jabs a finger at me. “And
fix your hair! It’s so messy.” I can’t help it; my hair has a mind of its own.

4 Con dang lam gi d6? (3 B’e1.) — Cuny, T 110 podur, a?
® Giéi qua! (3 B’er.) — Monozenp!
® Cam on (3 B’eT) — Jlakyro.

MOXITMBO, BOHHM TOTPOCHIM OJHOTO 3 OimiaHTiB BHaatu cebe 3a
KITIEHTA. ..

Ma KuBa€ roJioBOI0, BiITaHSIOYH CBO€ 3aHETIOKOEHHS. Uepe3 MUTh BOHA
Kaxe:

— JIBa o mo 1ini ogHOTrO! XTO 3aX0U€ APYTrUid, KOJIM MEPIINi Ha CMaK
SIK Bozja’?

BoHna cmieThes 31 cBOrO KapTy Hpo MpicHUM cMak ixHboro ¢o. Tarto
IPHETYETHCS.

OcTaHHIM 4YacoM iXHs 3alliKaBJICHICTh O POAMHU Mail MoCHIniach,
HMOBIpHO, TOMY 1110 IOCTIHHO YYIOTh MPO 3MiHH, SIKI pOOUTH 1HIIIA POJUHA — 1
Il 3MIHU 37AI0THCA TPSMOIO BINMOBIAII0 Ha Hamii BiacHl. HemomaBHO Mu
BCTAHOBIJIM HOBI KaJIFO31 MiJ KOJIp JAepeBa, SKI 3aXWINAlOTh BIA COHISA 1,
3/1a€THCS, BOHU TEX 3MIHUJIU TTPOCTO 00 HE BiACTaBaTH.

Mama oapasy nepeBoIUTh OIS HA MEHE.

— Con dang lam gi d6?* — 3anmTana.

Bona 3upkae Ha MOi cTONM Kpaem oka. — Yomy crosm 1oci OpyaHi?

— $] mie He 3aKIHYUB.

— Yomy? Bin Bke BopaBcs. — Ka)ke Ma, TIOKa3yroUur Ha MPOTHIICKHUN
OiK.

31 muBnrocsa Ha B’eta —

Kninato ounma. Cronu 6iuimars, 13epkaia — 0e3 BiIOUTKIB 1, 6€3 Tisim
BiJl colicy Xo¥cuH. Xyonelps — Haue a3iiicekuii Onemt. — Ta Hy, — OypMouy
A1

— Gidi qud! >— Kaxe 3paJHUKY.

— Cam on®, — Binnosinae B’er.

Most MaMa 00epTaEeThCs 10 MEHE.
— lIBuamie! — Tukae BoHa nanbiieM y Miil 6ik. — I 3aueru Boioces!
BoHo Take po3narnase.



The poster that Me showed my dad floats to the ground in her wake.
Curious, I pick it up, passing by Viét. Making sure my mom’s a good distance
away, I elbow him. “Suck-up.”

Viét lands a punch to my stomach. “Lazy.”
I pretend not to die; he’s always been stronger than me.

Viét goes into the back room. I look down at the flyer. I’'m not sure
how anything like this can be considered ugly. It’s awesome. There’s no other
word for it. Just really cool—some kind of collage of old and modern Vi-
etnam: a woman wearing a traditional silk white dress and rice hat winking
at a camera. You can see the sun and beachline—reminding me of Nha Trang,
my parents’ hometown—blazing behind her. An airplane ying above the
woman spells out in the clouds OH MAI MAI PHG: TWO-FOR-ONE
DEAL. With this kind of advertising from the Mai family, my parents should
be worrying about our advertising. We don’t have a Linh on our team.

I glance out the window. As if this poster summons her, Linh appears
from Larkin Street’s direction. She rushes into the restaurant, her flyaway
hair alive, her large canvas bag, which she hauls everywhere, hitting her long
legs. Over the entrance and below a pagoda-style eave hangs a South Vi¢t ag
just like ours— yellow with three red stripes—and it utters in greeting to
Linh. She’s always a colorful blur—going to class, dashing down La
Quinta’s hallways when the bell lets out, running into the restaurant at 3:30
p.m.

I see her, but I know close to nothing about her. Maybe it’s a good
thing she’s constantly moving, because if she ever stopped, we might have
to talk to each other. And we haven’t done that since we were kids.

Hypothetically, a Buddhist temple is not a place for insults or threats
or a potential bloodbath.

S HIYOTO HE MOXKY BIIISITH; MOE BOJIOCCS JKUBE BIACHHUM JKUTTSIM.

Qnaep, sSKUi Ma TOKa3yBaja MO€EMY TarOBi, Maja€ Ha TMLIOTY.
3aIikaBUBIINCH, 5 MTHSIB HOTrO, MPOXOas4yu 1MoB3 B’era. BrieBHUBIIHCH, 110
Mama JIaJIeKo, S IITOBXAK0 HOTO JIKTEM.

— JIuzoOmton, — Kaxy.

B’eT 6’€ MEHE B JKUBIT.

— Jlenap.

S poGuro BUIIA, 110 MEH1 HE O0JIsTYe; BIH 3aBXK AU OyB CHIIHHIIINM HIK
MEHe.

B’er mimoB y nifcoOky, a s quBitocs Ha dutaep. He po3ymito, ik MOkHA
Ha3BaTH MIOCh Take NoTBOpHUM. Lle qyxe kinacHo! [Hmoro cinosa Hemae. Kosmax
cTaporo i cydacHoro B’ernamy. XKinka B TpaauiiiiHii IOBKOBIM OLTiH CyKHI Ta
3 PUCOBUM KaIleJIIoXoM MIAMOPIye B KaMepy. 3a HElo Majae COHIIE 1 BUIHO Oeper
— naraaye Hs Tpanr, piqae micto Moix 0atekiB. Haj sxiHKOTO JTiTa€ jitak, a B
xmapax Hanucano: JIBA T10 IIHI OJHOIO.

Sxmo pomuna Maii poOUThH Taky pekjaamy, TO MOIM OaTbKaMm CIpaBi
BapTO XBUJIIOBATUCS MPO Hauty. Y HamIii komaHi Hemae JIiHb.

S sy y BikHO. Hibm tumakar 1i kinwde, JIiHb 3’sBIs€EThCS 3 OOKY
Bynuili Jlapkin. BoHa BpuBaeThcs B pecTopaH, il po3BisiHE BOJIOCCS KUBE CBOIM
KUTTSIM, a BeJHMKa MOJOTHSHA CYMKa, SIKy BOHa HOCHUTh CKpi3b, JISICKAa€ IO
JIOBrux Horax. Hajx Bxomom, mif maroJonoAiOHUM KapHU30M, BUCHUTH Mpamnop
[liBnennoro B’eTHamy, Takuii *xe, K Y HAC — YOBTHH 13 TphOMa YEPBOHUMU
cMmyramu — HiOu BiTae JIiHb. BoHa 3aBx /1 sickpaBa sIK TIsIMa: i71e Ha 3aHATTS,
MYHUTh Kopuaopamu mikonu Jla-Kintu, koau I3BIHOK MPOIyHA€E, BPUBAETHCS B
pecropan o 15:30.

S Gauy i, aje mMaiike HIYOTO MPo Hel He 3Hat. MalyTh, 100pe, 110 BOHA
MOCTIHHO B pyci, 00 sIKOU KOJHMCH 3YMHHHIIACS, HaM, MOXJIMBO, JOBerocs O
MOTOBOPHUTH OJIHE 3 OJJHUM. A MU HE pOOMIIH LIOTO 3 IUTUHCTBA.

['inoreTnyHo, OyaaiichKkuil XpaM — 11 He Miclie i1t 00pas3, morpo3 abo
HNOTEHIIHHOT KpUBABOi PO3NpPaBH.



I’ve gone to temple sporadically throughout my life, but the day I met
Linh is the most memorable, for many reasons, aside from running into the
rest of the Mais and being thiiis close to seeing bloodshed before Ong Phat.

Before meeting Linh, I’d never seen another seven-year-old kid stab
paper with a crayon. Repeatedly. We were in the kids’ room where the chua’s
volunteers babysat kids as the parents went to worship or at least get a mo-
ment of silence. Mine were catching up with friends upstairs. There were
tables with finger paint, macaroni, glue, and paper, and another table with
crayons and markers. [’m not sure why—maybe because it was less work—
I went for the crayons.

The other kids sat so far away from Linh because they were afraid
she might turn on them. But the look on her face was calm and concen-
trated—satisfied, even—and when she made sure all of the crayons were
completely dull, she raised her white paper in triumph. I was closest to her,
so she showed it to me.

The dots formed a complete picture: green grass, a yellow sun, and a
red-and blue swing set.

“Wow,” I said, like any six-to-eight-year-old Asian kid with a bowl
cut would say.

“It’s the playground at my school,” she answered proudly.

“Can you draw Spider-Man?” Because back then, that was the only
thing that mattered to me.

“Maybe. I can’t remember what he looks like. I need something to
look at.”

“I have one! I can get it!” I’d brought along my Spider-Man back-
pack, but it was upstairs in a cubby with our shoes. We raced out of the room,
escaping the volunteers, who didn’t really try to catch us. Up on the main
floor, the temple membership was serving bowls of phd chay and a white-
haired lady waved us over for a bowl of vegetarian soup.

7 Ong Phat (3 B’er.) — Byaza.
8 ph¢ chay (3 B’eT.) — o 6e3 M sica.

51 BimBimyBaB XpaMm HPOTATOM YCHOTO YKHUTTS, aje JICHb, KOJIU S 3yCTPiB
Jlinb, 3amaM’siTaBcs HalOUTbIIIe — 3 6araTbOX MPUIHH, HE PAXyHOUYH TOTO, IO 5
HaTpanvB Ha pemTy poauHu Maii 1 Oyna maaaaaaiisce Ha Mexi TOTO, 100
M06AYNTH KPOBOIPOIMTTS mepen o6pasom Ong Phat’.

o 3ycrpidi 3 JIiHb s HiKOTW HE 0ayuB, MO0 1HIIA CEMHUPIYHA TUTHHA
TaK HaroJIeNMBO “‘Kojiojia” marmip omiBueM. llocriiiHo. Mu Oynmu B AnTsIdii
KIMHaTI, JIé BOJIOHTEpU OyNIIHCBKOTO XpaMy CIIAKYBajdu 3a IITbMH, MOKHU
0aTbKM XOIMJIM MOJUTHUCS ab0 Xxouya O Maiau XBUIUHKY TUlIl. Moi 6aTbku Oynu
BIOpi, CIUIKYBIKHCS 3 JAPY3SIMU. Y KIMHATI CTOSUIA CTOJM 3 TAJIBYMKOBUMU
dbapbamu, MakapoHaMHU, KJIEEM 1 TIANIEpPOM, a Ha 1HIIOMY CTOJII — OJIBII Ta
dbnomactepu. He 3Hat0 yoMmy — MalyThb 3aiiMaio MEHIIE 3yCHITb — s B3sBCS 32
OJIIBIII.

Inmn mitm cumginn ganexo Bixg JIiHb, 00 Oosivcs, IO BOHA MOXKE
NPOTKHYTU iX. Ane Ha ii 00auuyi OyB CHOKIM 1 30CepeKeHICTh — HaBITh
3a/I0BOJICHHST — 1 KOJIM BOHA MEPEKOHAIACS, 10 BC1 OJTIBIlI 30BCIM 3aTYITHIIHCS,
BOHA ITiTHsJIA CBiM OUTuit apkymn y Tpiymdi. S 6yB Haitbmmk4e 10 Hel, TOX BOHA
nokaszajia oro MeHi.

Kpanku yTBOpmiIM LUTICHY KapTHUHY: 3€J€Ha TpaBa, JKOBTE€ COHIIE Ta
CHHBO-YE€pPBOHA roiigaka.

— Bay, — ckazaB s, sk 1e 3pobuna O Oymp-sKka IIeCTHpidHA-
BOCBMHPIYHA a31aTChKa IUTHHA 3 3a9ICKOI0 “TOPIIUK.

— Ile irpoBuii MaifIaHYUK Y MOTH IIKOJI, — TOPJI0 BiMIOB1JIa BOHA.

— Moskem HamanmroBaTH JlroguHy-maByka? — 00 Togi 11e OyaI0 €auHe,
10 MEHE LIKaBWJIO.

— Moo, He mam’sitato, sk BiH BUIIIsAa€e. MeH1 moTpiOeH 3pa3ok, 3
SKOTO Sl MOXKY 3MaJIbOBYBaTH.

— V¥ mene €! S Mmoxy Horo nictatu! — S Mir 6 mpUHECTH CBilf PIOK3aK
13 JlronuHoro-naBykoMm, ane BiH OyB yropi, y madui pa3oMm i3 HallUMH
yepeBUKaMH. MU pBaHyNHu 3 KIMHATH, YHUKAIOYH BOJIOHTEPIB, AKi HACIIPaB/Il HE
HaMmaraiaucsi Hac 3ynuHUTH. Ha roJoBHOMY moBepci WieHH Xpamy po3aaBaliu
phd chay®, a 6ins HuX cTapa *KiHKa 3 CHUBUM BOJIOCCAM MOMAaxana HaM, KITHIY4H.



Linh took her bowl with everything that my family always taught me
to use: hoisin sauce, thai basil, and bean sprouts. That told me she knew pho;
she came from phd. It was confirmed when we both tried the ph¢ at the same
time and said, “BLECH.” Salty as hell. We left our bowls, quick, then moved
on to our destination.

Running, that’s what I remember. I was chasing a girl [ barely knew,
but I really wanted that Spider-Man drawing. Before we could get to my
backpack, though, Me¢’s sharp voice rang out. The one that still summons
centuries’ worth of furious Vietnamese mothers. I froze. Our families stood
on opposite sides of the room, where Buddha was at the center, accepting
gifts and praise from the visitors. Linh and I were caught in between. I waited
for Buddha to come alive, chime in, like a referee, and bellow—while the
ground vibrates forcibly — “Ready, set, FIGHTTT!”

But nothing like that happened.

Linh’s mom took one step forward, like she was marking her territory.
Her eldest daughter and husband were just behind her.

“Pén ddy,” my mom said to me. I thought she was angry at me for
running in a temple. I couldn’t say no and when I was with her again, she
gripped my hand tight. Ba hung back, and I remember being confused by the
fury barely contained on his face, so different from his usual passivity.

After that, they all but dragged me and Linh away from each other.

“You still haven’t finished your tables.”

Ba’s voice from the front desk snaps me out of my memories. I’'m
still standing by the windows, but I notice the sky is a bit darker and the
lampposts are starting to turn on. The din of inside chatter fills my ears.

“Why do you have that flyer?”

“Sorry,” I say. “I was thinking of how ugly it looked. Me¢’s right.” 1
walk to the nearest trash can, hand poised over it.

°Pén day (3 B’er.) — Higitiau cromu.
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JIiHb B34J1a CBOIO MHCKY 3 YCIM, UOTO MOS PO/IMHA 3aB)K/IM HaBUaJIa MEHE
JOJIaBaTH: COYyC XOWCIH, TaWChkWi Oa3mimik 1 mpopoctku coi. lle nmamo
3pO3yMiTH, III0 BOHA 3HAETHCS Ha (o; BOoHA BUpocia 3 ¢o. Lle minrBepauiocs,
KOJIM MU OTHOYACHO CIIPOOYBaIM JIOKIIMHY 1 CKa3aJu:

— @Y! — ConoHa sk MOpChbKa BOjJa. MM IIBUAKO 3aJWINWAIN HAII
MUCKH 1 pYIITWIH JI0 HACTYITHOTO TYHKTY MPH3HAYCHHSI.

Bce mio s mam’sitato — O1r. S raHsBCs 3a AIBUMHOIO, SIKY JIeIh 3HAB, ajie
MEH1 JyKe XOTUIocsi Toro MamoHka JlropuuHu-naByka. [Ipore mepmr HDK MM
JICTAJIUCSI MOTO PIOK3aKa, MPOJIyHaB rojioc Ma. Toil camuii, 1m0 i J0C1 3MyIIrye
00sATHCS LUIMX TOKOJIIHb PO3JIIOUEHUX B’ €THAMChKUX MarepiB. S 3actur. Hami
POJIMHU CTOSUIM 110 Pi3H1 O0KM KiMHaTH, a byana OyB nmocepenuHi, npuiiMarouu
Jap¥ Ta IMOXBaJly Bix BiABIAyBadiB. JIiHb 1 51 ONMUHUIHUCS TOocepeanHi. S yekas,
ko bynmia oxuBe, BTPYTUTBCS, SIK CYIUIS, 1 3apeBe — IOKH IIJIOTa CHILHO
TpemTuTh: — Ha Mmicus, ypara, BMMTEEECD!

AJle HIYOTO HE CTaJIOCh.

Mawma Jlinb 3po6uiia Kpok yrepe1, Hi0u ro3Hadasia CBO TEPUTOPIto. 3a
il CIMHOIO CTOSTH CTapIia JOHbKA Ta YOJIOBIK.

— Dén d‘dyg, — cKka3asia Mama. fl moaymas, 1110 BOHA CEPANTHCSA HA MEHE
3a Te, o 5 Oir mo xpamy. S He 3MIr crepevaTucs, 1 KOJU s OMWHUBCS TIOPYY 13
HEI0, BOHA MIITHO CXOTIHIIa MeHe 3a pyKy. [1a cTOsSB 0CTOPOHB, 1 51 MaM ’sTaro, IK
BiH JIIOTYBAaB, JIE[IBE CTPUMYIOYHChb, 30BCIM HE CXO0K€ Ha HOro 3BHUYAIHY
CHOKIMHICTD.

ITics 1iporO BOHU Maibke BimipBaau MeHe 1 JIiHb OJIMH BiJ OJTHOTO.

— Twu Bce 1€ HE TpoTEp CTOJH.

[onoc ma 3-3a cTiliku MOBEpPTaE MEHE 3 IYMOK Yy peanbHIcTh. S Bce 1ie
cTOor0 OUTS BIKOH, ajle MOoMidyaro, 10 HE0O TPOXH IMOTEMHUIO ¥ jixTapi
MOYMHAIOTH 3aCBIUYBaTHCS. Y ByXaX HapOCTae T'yll pO3MOB YCEpeIHHi.

— Yomy B Tebe ueit daep?

— Bubau, — kaxy s. — S sxpa3 gymaB Mpo Te, KU BiH TOTBOPHHUIA.
Ma mae paniro. — S miaxomKy A0 HaMOMMKYOro CMITHHKA, TPUMAIOUU PYKY
HaJl HUM.



The story of me and Linh at the temple could have been kept as a
carefree memory, lost and dusty like an old book in the basement. And I did
actually forget about it; she was just one of many kids I’d run around with
and never saw again—best friends for an hour or two, instead of forever.

Then Linh’s family opened their restaurant across from us five years
ago, and I knew it was her. I knew she still drew, because she carried her
portfolio with her everywhere, the size of it almost as big as her body.

I also knew that I couldn’t go anywhere near her without risking my
mom’s wrath. Disdain was clear in my mom’s voice whenever she talked
about that restaurant, as if it were a person.

1 heard that restaurant underpays its staff.

That restaurant is connected to a gang, they just moved from San
Jose, after all.

That restaurant blackmailed Bac Xudn, pushed him out of his busi-
ness.

That last reason might be why the neighbors didn’t accept them so
easily at first. Bdic Xuan had basically helped the area flourish, connecting
fellow business owners with the right people. Beloved, you can say. I don’t
think my mom’s circle of friends made it any easier for that restaurant—
social wolves who ran various businesses in the area: like Lien Hoa BBQ
Deli, nail and hair salons, and even one travel agency. Back then advertising
wasn’t really a thing, so the good word of one of these women? Certified.
You either get a do ec or a ciing duroc, the latter being as close to great as you
can get in terms of Vietnamese praise. Their group is led by Nhi Trung, an
older woman who constantly liked to brag that her name bears a similarity to
one of the female military leaders to rebel against the Chinese domination
centuries ago—as I discovered on Wikipedia. As if that was supposed to im-
press people these days. I think of her as the General, though the real-life Nhi
Trung was the general’s daughter.

10 d¢ ec (3 B’€T.) — KaXJIHUBO.
1 ¢ling duoc (3 B’eT.) — Tak cooi.

11

Ictopis nmpo mene Ta Jlinb y Xpami Mora 6 3aaumuTucs 6e3TypOOTHUM
CTIOTaJIOM, 3aryO0JIeHUM 1 MPUIIOPOIICHUM ITHJIOM, SIK CTapa KHUTa B migBai. [ s
crpaBii Ipo Hel 3a0yB; BOHA OyJia IMPOCTO OJIHIEIO 3 0araThoX JITeH, 3 SKUMH S
OiraB TOTO JH i IKUX OLTBIIE HIKOJIM He Oauniia — HalKpalli Ipy3i Ha TOAUHY-
IIBl, a HE Ha3aBXIM.

A motim, I’STh POKIB ToMy, poxuHa JliHb Bimkpmia CBili pecTopaH
HaBIIPOTH HAILIOTO, 151 BiIpa3y 3p0O3yMiB, 11O 11€ BOHA. S| 3HaB, 1110 BOHA U J0cCi
MaJtoe, 00 BOHa BCIOIM HOCHJIA 13 CO00I0 CBOE MOPT(OIio— MaiiKe TaKoro x
po3Mipy, K 1 BOHA cama.

S Takox 3HaB, 0 HE MOXKY HABITh HAOIM3UTHCS 10 HEl, He PU3UKYIOUU
HaKJIMKaTH MaMHH THIB. 3HeBara 4iTko 3By4yajga B MAaMHHOMY TOJIOCI IIIOpa3sy,
KOJIM BOHA TOBOPHJIA ITPO TOM pecTopaH, HIOH 1ie Oyia )KUBa JIOIMHA.

A uys, o moti pecmopan HeOONIAUYE CBOIM NPAYIBHUKAM.

Tou pecmopan nos’szanuii 3 0aHO0N; 3peumoro,
Hewjooasno nepeixanu 3 Can-Xoce.

Toti pecmopan wanmasicysas 0s0bka Cyar i UNCUE 1020 3 81ACHO2O
Oi3Hec).

MosxnBo, came 3 1€l MPUYMHU CYCIIW CHEepIly He MPUNHSIM iX Tak
nerko. [snpko CyaH (pakTHYHO AOMOMIr palioHYy MPOIBITATH, TMOEAHYIOYH
BJIACHUKIB OI3HECIB 13 MOTPIOHUMU JIIOABMU. YIIOOIEHUN, MOKHA cKa3aTH. He
JyMalo, 110 KOJIO PY31B MO€T MaMH MOJIETNIIO CTAHOBUILE MO20 PECMOPaHy
— comiajgbHI “BOBYMIN’, sKI KEpyBadu pPI3HUMH Oi3HecaMu B OKpY3i:
Hanpukiaa, JI’er Xoa BBQ Deli, camonamu MaHiKiopy Ta NepyKapHSIMH, a
TaKoX HaBITh TYPUCTUYHHM areHTCTBOM. Toal pekiama Oyna He Jyxe
MOIIMPEHA, TOXK XOpOola peryTailis oAHiel 3 Hux XiHok? ["apaHToBaHUM ycHiX.
Moru npokomenTyBath: a6o do ec'’, abo ciing duoc'!, mpuyomy ocranne —
MaKCUMAaJbHO OIHM3bKE 0 “4ynoBO” B Wil cHCTEMI MOXBAJH. [xHBOIO IPYIHOIO
kepye Hi UpiHr, cTapina >kiHKa, siKa MOCTIHHO XBaluiacs, 1o ii iM sl CXOxkKe Ha
iM’s1 ofiHI€T 3 JKIHOYMX BIMCHKOBHX JIIEPOK, IO KOJIMCHh TOBCTaBAIM MPOTH
KUTANCHKOTO MaHyBaHHs CTOJITTSA TOMY — SIK s i3HaBcs 3 Bikinenii. HiOu e

60HU Jlule



She had a special reason for hating the Mais; she’d always liked Bac
Xuan’s spot and said it’d gotten the most traffic. I bet she was planning to go
for it right when the first opportunity came up.

Luckily gossip changes and some attention spans are short. Now the
Mais’ restaurant has become a fixture just like ours. But that doesn’t stop my
mom’s competitive streak.

My parents—my mom, really—have now perfected the art of non en-
counters, knowing their schedule right down to when they close and when
they leave. In a way, their schedule has become ours. We’re background char-
acters in each other’s stories.

As I look at the poster in my hands, though, I wonder if it’s possible
for us to change up our scripts. What would happen if our families came face-
to-face with each other like that time at the temple? What would me and Linh
say to each other?

“Tai sao may dung do vay?”

“Sorry!” I shout to my mom. Back to work.

I fold up Linh’s poster and pocket it, not knowing why.

Chapter 2
Linh

“Maybe I just won’t take the SATs again. Maybe I’ll just drop out

right now and become the next best American novelist.”

I give my best friend, Allison, my You 're annoying me again look,
since this is the third time she’s interrupted me as I worked on my latest
sketch. “C’mon.”

“No, really. What’s the point of the SATs? There’s no real-life appli-
cation that we can get here.” She twirls her curly hazel hair with a finger. Her
foot kicks my left ankle. “And your legs are in my space again.”

12 Tai sao may ding d6 vay (3 B’eT.) — YoMy TH Tam cToim?
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MaJIo Bpaxartu jrofed. S mymaro mpo Hei sk mpo rerepana, xoda crpapxss Hi
UYpinr Oyna J04KOI0 reHepaia.

VY Hei Oyna ocobnuBa MpUYMHA HEHABHIITH POAMHY Maii; i 3aBX1Iu
nozgo6arnocs micue naapka CyaH, 1 BOHa Ka3ana, o TaM OyB HaOUTBIIHNIA TOTIK
KiieHTiB. b’rocst 00 3aKiaj, BOHA TUTaHyBaJla 3aXOTHUTH HOTO, IOWHO 3’ IBUTHCS
nepina MOXJIUBICTb.

Ha mracts, maiTku 3MIHIOIOTBCS, a JIIONM 3a0yBaroTh. 3apa3 pectopaH
poavHu Maii cTaB JiFOUrUM 3aKJIaJIOM, K 1 Halll. AJie 11€ He 3YITUHSIE 3MarajlbHUMI
JIYX MO€1 MaMH.

Moi 6aTbku — TOYHIIIE, MO Mama — TeNep JAOBEPIIMIN MHUCTELTBO
YHHUKaHHS 3ycTpiuei, 3HatouM rpadik poauHu Maii 10 HallMEeHIIMX JeTasei:
KOJIM BOHU 3a4MHSIOTH PECTOPaH 1 KOJIM yTh. Y IEBHOMY CEHCl, iXHil rpadik
cTaB HaIMM. MU cTanu IpyropsiiHUMU MEPCOHAKaMH B ICTOPISIX OJTHE OAHOTO.

Ta xonu s guBmiocst Ha (paep B pykaxX, MEHI LIKaBO, YU MOXKJIUBO
3MIHUTH Haii ciieHapii. [Llo Oymo 6, sikOu HaI pOUHN ONTUHUIIUCS OJUH TIEPET
OJIHUM, 5K TOTO pa3y B xpami? [1{o mu 3 JIinb ckazanu 6 omHii 0HINA?

— Tai sao may ditng d6 vidy'?? — xpuKkHyna MaMma.

— Bubau! — kpuuy s y BimoBiah, TOBEPTAIOYUCH O POOOTH.

S cxknagaro dmaep JIiHb 1 KIagy HOTO 0 KUIICHI, HE PO3YMIIOYH YOMY.

Posnin 2
Jlinp

— MabyTb, s ipocTo Oubiie He ckinagatumy HMT. Mabyts, s mpocto
KAHY HaBYaHHSA 1 CTaHy HACTYIHOKI HAWKpamow aMEpUKAHCHKOIO
POMAaHICTKOIO.

S kuparo cBoiil Halikpainiii nmoapysi Emmicon nomisia “mu 3Hoe mene
Opamyews”, 00 11€ BXKE BTPETE, SIK BOHA MepebruBae MeHe Mmia 4ac poOOTH Hax
OCTaHHIM €CKI30M.

— Tany.
— Hi, cepiiozHo. Skuii cenc y ubomy HMT? Mu He MokeMO OTpUMaTH
TYT HIKOTO MPAKTUYHOTO 3aCTOCYBaHHS. — BoHa 3akpydye cBoe KydepsiBe

pycsiBe Bosioccs manblieM. 1 Hora jsickae 1mo Moii JTiBii IIUKOTIOTIII.



I fold them just a bit more, but there’s not much I can do in this booth.
“You’re going to do fine. They were fine the first time around. So what if
your math scores aren’t perfect? They’re still great. And you’ll ace the writ-
ing part, Ms. Editor in Chief. I know it.”

“And you’re going to ace all of it. Because you’re Linh fucking Mai,”
Ali says. She pretends to take an angry slurp of her ca phé sita da, conden-
sation leaving a puddle next to her. Since middle school we’ve always had
iced co ee to get us through the mountain of homework we have. Senior year
just started but I already feel as if I’'m buried.

Some of my coftee spills onto the table, soaks the edges of my cream-
colored sketch pad. I don’t clean it up. Ms. Yamamoto is in my head, saying,
If you want to be an artist, you’ll need to get messy. 1 focus on my sketch.

Downtime at the restaurant is actually a nice time to draw. The empty
seat next to me to balances my Prismacolors. My eraser, an ugly blend of all
the colors I’ve been using, sits beside them. The sketch isn’t going that bad.
The assignment: Draw your memories. Instructions: Why the hell should I
tell you what to do? Or at least that’s what Yamamoto always says to our art
class.

I’m drawing a beach scene, remembering the time Ba taught me how
to oat on my back, and where Me¢ taught me how to “cook” with sand—or
play make believe as I dug concave dents in the sand, poured water in them
to make bdnh beo ngot, a sweet steamed treat you can hold in the palm of
your hand and eat.

My older sister, Evelyn, stayed under the shade of our umbrella, read-
ing—of all things—a book about the human skeleton. Guess who’s now
majoring in biology at UC Davis?

The tip of my colored pencil breaks as I shade an area under my beach
umbrella.

13 banh béo ngot (3 B’€T.) — COMOIKE TIAPEHE TICTEUKO.
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— [ TBO1 HOTM 3HOBY MEHI1 3aBaXKaIOTh.

S mocyHyna iX Tpox® jaini, aje depe3 LEeH CTONHUK s Majo M0 MOXY
3po0uTH.

— Tu Briopaemics. TBoi 6anmu Oynu # OynyTs ineanbHi. Ta if 1o, SKmo 3
MaTeMaTHuKoIO He Bce Oe3noranno? Bee oxHo n00pe. A B MMCHMOBIi YacTHHI TH
3HaBeIlb, aHi ['omoBHuit Penakrop. S 3Har0 11e.

— 1 a1 Bnopaemuics 3 ycim. bo tu, Jline, 4opt 3abupaii, Maii, — kaxe
Enmi. BoHa mpuKUIA€EThCs, IO CEPAUTO KOBTAE CBOE aiic JlaTe, 3aIHUIIAr0ud
KaJIIOKKY KOHJIEHCATy Mopyd. 3 CEpeAHbOI IIKOJIM MU 3aBX/IU I1’€MO KaBy, 11100
NEPEKUTHU TOPy JTOMAIIHIX 3aBAaHb. CTapiia MIKoja M0HO MmoYyaiack, a s Bke
BiJJUyBalo cebe MOXOBAHOIO.

Kpannuna Mo€i kaBu Bhajga Ha CTUI, HNpOCOYMJAcs MO Kpasx MOTO
KpemoBoro cketuOyka. S He Butepna ii. [1ani SIMaMoTO y MOiif rosoBi Kaxe:
HAxwo  xouewr Oymu  XYOOdCHUKOM, 0ogedemvbcs  3a0pyoHumucs. S
30CEPEHKYIOCS HAa CBOEMY €CKI31.

[Tay3a B po0OTi pecTopany — HaclpaB/li YyIOBHH Yac JJisi MaJlOBaHHS.
[TopoxkHE MicIie TTOPYY 31 MHOIO CIYr'ye MiJACTaBKOIO JUISI MOiX OJIBIIIB BiJ
Mapku Prismacolor. Mosi ryMka — MOTBOpHA CyMIIll YCiX KOJBOPIB, SIKUMU S5
KOpUCTYBaJIacs, — JCKHUTh MOpyd. ECKi3 1/1e He Tak y)Ke i MoraHo.

3aBmaHHA. Hamanrosamu ce0i cnoecaou. IHCTpyKUii: uomy, uopm
3abupaii, s maro Kazamu mooi, wo pooumu? TlpuHaiMHI TaK 3aBXKIU KaXKe
SIMamMoOTO Ha HaIIMX YPOKAaX MHUCTELTBA.

S Manoro IshK, 3raJylouu, K I1a BUMB MEHE JIEKaTH CIIMHOIO Ha BO/I,
1 IK Ma BUWJIAa MEHE ‘“TOTyBaTH’ 3 MICKy — TOOTO IpaTHCS Y BUTAJKY, KOJHU 5
BHUpHUBAJIA B MICKY YBITHYTI SIMKH, HaJTMBaJla TyAu Body U “rotyBana” banh beo
ngot'®, sKke MOKHA TPUMATH B JOJIOHI Ta iCTH.

Mos crapma cectpa EBenin cuaina B TiHI Tij] MapacobKOO W YuTana
— 3 YChOTO Ha CBiTI — KHWXKKY IPO JIFOICHKUH cKeneT. Bragaiite, XTo Temep
BuBYae Oiosorito B KamipopHilickkoMy yHiBepcureTi B JleBici?

KiH4MK MOro KOJbOPOBOTO OJNIBLS JIAMAETHCS, KOJIU s 3aLITPUXOBYIO
TUISHKY T IISKHOO apacoero.



“What is it?” Ali says, reaches over her SAT book to touch the pic-
ture—but I quickly slap her hand away. “Jesus, you’re a beast when you’re
drawing, you know that?”

I pull back my sketch pad. “It’s not ready yet.” And it won’t be if I
keep losing focus, or let Ali distract me with her talking.

And that’s what she does best.

Luckily, I’'m used to it. Ali is a fixture in the restaurant after school,
and for years, it was me, Evie, and Ali, and nothing really changed, unless
you count the fact that now Ali steals the last egg roll, always shooting me
an impish grin.

There was a time for a year when her parents were going through a
divorce, and as strong as she was, home was more like a battle eld. The di-
vorce eventually happened, and everything’s more stable now. She’s back to
being the Ali who likes my artwork so much that she always has to take a
peek at it. She says that one day we’re going to dominate the world—her as
a writer, me as an artist.

“What’s with your dad today?” Ali tips her chin toward the front of
the restaurant, where Ba takes up his own booth. The light from the front
windows streams in, turning his normally salt-and-pepper hair a blinding
white. He’s writing the checks for the week, but keeps looking up at the
Nguyéns’ restaurant. Best guess is that he’s keeping an eye on the Nguyéns.
Ba’s weird like that.

“I dunno.”

The Nguyéns can’t not see him. My dad isn’t the most discreet person
or the stealthiest; every part of him—his walk, his breathing—makes noise.
My mom, though, is the opposite. She slips in and out of any social gathering,
from any room, any conversation, like a ghost. But she’s loudest when she’s
cooking; the spices and flavors in her phd, bin bo, and bin ri€u are her way
of announcing, I'm here.

14 blin bo (3 B’€T.) — pUCOBUIL CYII 3 ANOBUYUHOIO.
15 bun riéu (3 B’€T.) — IOKIIMHA 3 KPaGOBMM COYCOM.

14

— Mo ne? — kaxe Emni it TaraeTses uepes cBiil miapyunuk s HMT,
1100 TOPKHYTHUCS] MAJTIOHKA, aJIe 5 IBUIKO 0’10 i1 1o pyIIi.

— Tocnoou, TV CIpaBKHS 3BIPIOKA, KOJIM MAJIOEII, 3HAEMT?

51 BincyBaro CBiif CKeTUOYK.

— Ile ne rortoBo. — I He Oyme, sKmO s W Jami BTpavaTuMy
KOHIIEHTpAIlifo abo 103BosssTuMYy EJuti BijBoJIiKaTH MeHe CBOiMH Oaiaukamu.

I came 11e B HET BUXOAUTH HaWKpaIe.

Ha macrs, s 3BuKki1a 10 11p0ro. Eiiti — mocTiitHO MpUX0oAUTh B peCTOpaH
nicig mkoiau. Ilpotsrom Garateox pokiB 1e Oynu s, EBi Ta Emmi, 1 HiYoro
ocoOMBO He 3MiHIOBanocs. Xiba mo tenep Emi xurpo MeHi miaMoprye, Koiu
IIYIHIa OCTaHHIA PYJIET 3 SUIIS.

byB pik, konu ii OaTbKU pO3JIydanucs, 1 Xou BoHa Oyla CHIBHOIO, JIM
OurbIlle HaramyBaB IMoJe 000. 3PEIITOI0 PO3TydeHHs BiAOyIOCs, 1 Tenep yce
crabutpHIe. Bona 3H0By Ta Emi, sika Tak 3aXOTUTIOETHCSI MOIM MUCTEIITBOM,
10 3aBXAM Ma€ 3a3UpPHYTH Ha HbOro. BoHa Kaxke, 1[0 OJHOTO JHS MHU
H1JIKOPUMO CBIT — BOHA K MUCbMEHHULIA, 5 K XYIOKHHILISL.

— o crorozni 3 TBOIM Tatrom? — Kaxke Esuti, migHaBIIM Mia00piaas B
BIIEpEl, JIC Ta CHJUTH 3a BIACHUM CTOJMKOM. CBITJIIO 3 BIKOH 3aJIUBAa€ MOro,
MEPETBOPIOIOYH 3BUYHO CHBE BOJIOCCS Ha ciinmy4e Oute. BiH Bummcye yeku Ha
THXKACHb, ajleé TIOCTIHHO TMOIIsIIa€ Ha pecTopaH poauHu HryeHiB.
HaiiimoBipHiIie, BiH CTeXUTh 3a HUMU. [1a Takuii TUBHUA.

— He 3Haro.

Hryenu He MOXxyTh Horo He nomimumu. Miii TaTo HE 3 THX, XTO BMI€E
OyTH HEITOMITHUM YM TUXUM; KOXKEH HOro KpoK, KOXKeH IMOJIUX BUJIA€ 3ByK. Most
Mama, HaBIaKH, 30BCIM iHIIA. BOHA THXO 3 ABIS€THCS i 3HUKAE HA OYIb-SIKOMY
3i0panHi, 3 Oyab-AK0i KIMHATH, 3 OyIb-sIKO1 PO3MOBU — HEMOB MPUBUA. AJe
BOHA 3BY4UTh HAWTy4Hillle, KOJIM TOTY€; CIIelii Ta apomary B ii ¢o, bin bo* ta
buan riéu °— ii cnoci6 sassuTu: “7 mym”.



Our plan to do a two-for-one deal combines Ba’s talent for advertis-
ing and Mg¢’s cooking, or so Ba claims. But I’'m already dreading the flood
of people who’ll come. We’re understaffed as it is; we had to say goodbye to
three servers who were seniors off to college. We hired replacements, but
only one of them seems like they’1l last.

Before I realize it, Ba appears at our table. He sets down a plate of
hot, crispy egg rolls that Me sent out from the kitchen. Ali literally oohs, like
she hasn’t eaten a gazillion in the lifetime we’ve known each other.

“Cam on, Ba.”

He reaches for my sketch, appraises it. “Con vé nay ha?” he asks
evenly. I nod and he dips his chin in acknowledgment. I know he sees I can
draw. He wouldn’t have asked me to make the flyers if he didn’t at least
approve of my work. “Did you do your homework already?”

“Da, Ba.”

Ba nods, satisfied, and walks back into the kitchen.

There used to be a time where I brought home every single art project
in elementary school and middle school, and they would take it, hang it up.
A picture of flowers in a vase still hangs in the kitchen by the in-and-out door.
I knew they were proud.

But high school is different. In my freshman year, regulars would
come in daily, updating my parents on their kid who went to Harvard, or won
a prestigious award, or graduated with honors, or bought them a house. That
was when my parents really started paying attention to my grades—the ones
that actually mattered and could get me into a good school.

Toward the end of junior year, I’d brought home a physics exam that
I aced and it was only because I studied without sleeping, abandoning an art
project I had at the time. The test was worth too much. M¢ had mentioned it
to a regular customer who mentioned a niece who was good at physics and

%Da (3 B’er.) — Hdaxyro.
17 Cam on (3 B’eT) — Taxk.
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Ham nman 3poOutH akimiro “IBi MOpIii 3a I[IHOK OJHIET” TOETHYE
TaJaHT Ta B peKjami Ta KyliHapHiI BMIHHA Ma. AJyie 51 BKe OOIOCS HATOBITY
JrOAeH, SKi MpUiAyTh. Y HAc 1 Tak HecTaya MEpCOHAy; MH 3MYIIEHI Oyiu
MOTIPOINATHCS 3 TpboMa OdilliaHTaMH, SIKI MINUIA 0 KOJeMKY. My HalHsIH
3aMiHY, aJie JIIIE OJWH 3 HUX, 3/Ia€ThCSI, 3aTPUMAETHCS HAJIOBTO.

He BcTuma s oroBratucs, K ma 3 SBUBCS 3a HAIIUM CTOJMKOM. BiH
MOCTABUB TAPUIKY IapsYuX, XPyCTKUX PYJIETIB 3 SIMLISL, sIKI Ma IPUHECIIA 3 KyXHI.
Enni 6ykBanbHO BUTyKYye, HIOW HIKOJIM B )KUTTI HE 114, BIIKOJIM MU 3HAEMO OJHA
OJTHY.

— Cam on®®, na.

BiH MOTSTHYBCS 10 MOTO MAJTFOHKY, OIIHIOFOYH.

— Buxooumuv? — nuTae CIOKIHHUM TOHOM.

S moromkytrocs, 1 BiH KuBae€. S 3Hato, BiH 6a4NTh, 10 51 BMIIO MATFOBATH.
Bin 6u He npocuB MeHe poOuTH ¢uiaepa, SKOM HE CXBAIIOBaB MOi pOOOTH.

— Twu Bxe 3poOunIa JOMAITHE 3aBIaHHS?

— Dd"’, na.

[Ta 3a10BOJICHO KMBAE 1 MOBEPTAETHCS HA KYXHIO.

Komucp s mpuHOCHIIa TOJIOMY MaJIIOHKH 3 IOYAaTKOBOI Ta CEPEAHBOT
IIKOJIi, 1 BOHW Opaiy Moro Ta Billlajdd Ha BUIHOMY Miciii. MaglOHOK KBITIB y
Ba3i JI0C1 BUCUTh Ha KyXHi O IBepeH, 1110 BeAyTh Ha30BHI. S 3Hala, 1110 BOHU
MUIIAFOTHCS MHOIO.

Agne crapiia mKoia — 1€ 30BCiM iHIIe. Y Mepiiuii pik MOTo HaBYaHHS
MOCTINHI KJIIEHTH TTPUXOIAIIN IIOIHS, PO3MOBIIAI0YM MOIM OaThKaM PO CBOIO
TUTUHY, sKa BCTynuiaa g0 [apBapay, oTpuMaiga NPECTHKHY Haropoy,
3aKiHYMIIA KO 3 BiA3HAKOIO abo Kymuia iM OynuHok. Came Toai Mo1 OaTbKu
noyaylyd JIACHO 3BEpPTaTd yBary Ha MOi OLIHKA — Ti, IO CHOpaBll MajH
3HAYEHHS 1 MOIVIM JIOTIOMOTTH MEHI IOTPAITUTH JIO XOPOIIOT IITKOJIH.

Hanpukinii mepegocTaHHbOrO POKY MOJIOJAMIO HIKOJHM S IpHUHEeca
JOJIOMY Pe3yNbTaT 3 iCUTy 1o (Pi3UKH, IKUK CKJIalia Ha BIAMIHHO, 111€ CTaNoCs
JIUIIIE TOMY, 110 S BYAJIACS HE 3aILTIONIYIOYHU 0Yi, MOKHHYBIIU XyI0KHIO IITKOTY,
B Ky XoAuja Ha Toi yac. Tect OyB HaATO BaXIMBUM. Ma 3rajgana mpo Ie



now works as an engineer. Somehow that idea has stuck, and my parents have
been pushing engineering as a path for me ever since.

I’d never seen them look so eager.

“Have you told them yet?” Ali pulls me from my thoughts. She is
watching me. She’s one of the few who can guess my moods, read me in-
stantly.

“About coffee with Quyén Thanh? No, it’s pretty much all set. I can’t
back out now.”

My parents don’t usually ask for favors from regulars or their friends.
Here’s how it goes: If something is broken in the restaurant and a friend of-
fers to fix it, they protest. That same friend shows up with a toolbox anyway,
and my parents grudgingly let them in. When all things are fixed, my parents
o er to pay them, but their friend protests and argues all the way to the door.

In that case, an envelope of money might mysteriously end up under
their doormat, or in a pocket of their jacket they might hang up inside the
restaurant.

But my parents had pulled in a favor when Evie was deciding among
schools, and called a few friends of friends to help weigh in. This time they
used up another favor, arranging a co ee meeting with that niece who was an
engineer. They tell me it’s a chance to ask questions and learn more about
“my future.”

How can I say no?

“Con,” Ba calls for me. He’s halfway into the kitchen but he gestures
to the front where a family of four are waiting to be seated. I slip into my role
as waitress, something I’ve done since freshman year—and even before that.
When we’d just opened the restaurant, [ remember tagging along with other
servers, armed with my own notepad and pen—or was it a crayon? — the
customers indulging me with smiles.
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NOCTIHHOMY KITI€HTY, IKHi PO3IOBIB MPO TIEMIHHULIIO, 10 J00pE pO3yMI€ThCS
Ha Qi3uIli i TeTIep MpaIroe imKeHepoM. SIKUMOCh YMHOM 111 i71est 3akapOyBanacs,
1 3 Toro yacy mMoi 0aTbKd MOCTIHHO MiJIITOBXYIOTh MEHE 10 IH)KEHepii K
MalOyTHBOTO LIISAXY.

S HikoM He GaumIa iX TaKUMH 3aIliKaBJICHUMHU.

— Tu Bxe ckazama iM? — Emm BupuBae MeHe 3 aymok. BoHa
criocrepirae 3a MHOK. BoHa onHa 3 HebararboxX, XTO MOXKE Brajaru Mii
HACTPIi, 3pO3yMITH MEHE MUTTEBO.

— [Ipo noxin no kaBy 3 Kyen Txanb? Hi, yce npakTH4HO NOrokeHo. S
BKE HE MOXY BiZ[MOBHUTHCS.

Moi OaTbku 3a3BHYail HE MPOCITH MOCIYr y MOCTIMHUX KIIEHTIB abo
ixHiX Jnpy3iB. Hampuknag: sKimo B pecTopaHi IIOCh JIAMAeThCsl 1 XTOCh
NPOTIOHYE TIOJAarOAWTH, BOHH BIIMOBISIIOTh. XTOCh YC€ OJHO TNPHUXOAUTH i3
HaO0OPOM IHCTPYMEHTIB, 1 MO1 0aThKH HEOXO0U€E MYCKAaI0Th oro Bcepenuny. Konu
BCE TIIOJIATO/DKEHO, OAaThbKM TPOMOHYIOTh 3aIlUIaTUTH, ajieé MPOTECTYIOTH i
CIIEpEYaIOThCs aX 10 ABEPEH.

VY Takomy pasi KOHBEPT 13 TPOIIUMA SIKOCh TAEMHHYE OMUHSIETHCS ITi]T
iXHIM IBEpHUM KIJIMMKOM 200 B KHIIICHI KyPTKH, SIKY BOHU BIIIaIOTh BCEPEINHI
pecTopany.

Ane Moi 6aTbKU CKOPUCTAIKCS TMOCTyroto, ko EBi oOupasa mkomy, i
3areneOHyBAIM KITLKOM APY35M JIpy3iB, 00 oTpuMaTu nopaau. L{poro pasy
BOHU BUKOPHUCTAIIU 1€ OJHY MOCIYTY, OPraHi3yBaBIIU MOXiJ M0 KaBy 3 TIEIO
IJICMIHHUICIO, SKa Oyina iHXKeHepoM. BoHM KaxyTh MeHI, IO IIe IIaHC
MOCTABHUTH 3alIUTaHHS 1 AI3HATUCS OUIBIIE PO “MO€ MaitOyTHE”.

Sk s Moy ckazatu “Hi”?

— JloHto, — xiuue MeHe na. BiH y)xe HanmoJloBUHY 3alIIOB Ha KYXHIO,
ajyie )KEeCTOM IOKa3ye Ha YacCTHHY, JIe YeKae CiM’s 3 YOTUPBOX 0ci0, 1m0l ix
nocaauiau. Sl MUMOBOMI BXO/DKY Y poib O(]ILiaHTKH, SIKY BUKOHYIO I 3
MEPIIOTo POKY CTapUIOi IIKOJIM — HaBiTh paHime. Konu My moiHo BIAKpUIU
pecTopaH, s maM’sATaro, K XOJWJIa pa3oM 3 IHIIMMHU odilliaHTaMH, 030po€eHa
BJIACHUM OJIOKHOTOM 1 pyYKOIO — YU TO OyB OJIIBEIb. .. a KJII€EHTH JUBHINCH HA
MEHE 3 YCMIMIKOIO.



“Table for four? No problem. Just follow me.” I lead the family to
one of the center tables, until Jonathan, the most competent of our new hires,
easily swoops in.

I slip back into my booth with Ali. She’s chewing on the end of her
pencil, stuck with an article she’s writing.

It kills my parents, even now, to have Evie a day trip away instead of
at home. Evie was the better server out of us, calm and cool under service.
Orderly. Me never had to tell Evie to fill up the napkin dispensers or the
bottles holding firong pho, because they were probably already filled.

And she’s definitely more charismatic, like Ali, with the other cus-
tomers. It’s unsaid, but I know, in the way they ask after Evie, that some
longtime customers must be disappointed to have me replace her—me who
would much rather be in my head or in front of a canvas. They tell my parents
how proud they should be of her.

“She’ll be a doctor in no time,” these customers say fondly. Then they
look significantly at me. “And maybe you can be the same.”

Perhaps in other families it would have worked out. I mean, me and
Evie are only two years apart, but if anyone didn’t know better, we might as
well have been raised under two separate households.

Mentioning that I want to major in anything remotely creative? Im-
possible. Back in freshman year, when the idea of doing something with art
just came into mind, we had a regular who had one daughter who couldn’t
be more perfect. Straight As, active in everything in her life, her hair always
in a perfect bun. She was also one of the best seniors on the dance team and
naturally decided to major in dance at college. Supposedly, the dad was more
lenient, hence why she was even allowed to, I don’t know, /ive after announc-
ing her decision. Her mother’s reaction, though, stays with me: “I want to die
sometimes! She’ll be poor her entire life. It’ll never work out.”

18 twong phd (3 B’€T.) — coyc s do.
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— Cromuk Ha uoTHpbox? Bes npo6nem. Mnits 3a MHOIO.

51 Bemy ciM’10 10 OAHOTO 3 IIEHTPAIBHUX CTOJIB, ak Moku /[xoHaraH,
HAMKOMITETEHTHIINI Cepe/l HAallMX HOBUX MPAI[iBHUKIB, BTPYYA€ThCA.

[ToBeprarourich Ha cBOE Micie a0 Eim, ska rpu3e KiHYMK OJIBIIA,
3aCTPSATIIN HA CTATTI, SIKY THUIIIC.

Hagitb 3apa3 MoimM 6aThbKaM Ba)KKO 3MUPHTHCS 3 TUM, IO CECTPA KHUBE
3a JIeHb 1311 BiJ HUX, a HEe BAoMa. EBi Oyra kpamroro odiiaHTKO cepes Hac,
CMOKIHHOIO ¥ BIeBHEHOIO min 4dac poOotu. [lopsaHoro. Ma Hikonu He
noBoawiocs kazatu EBi, o0 BOHA HAOBHIOBAJIA JAUCIIEHCEPH ISl CEPBETOK
a60 musmiky 3-1mia tuong pha'®, 60 Bonu, yxe Gy 3anoBHeH.

I BoHa TouHO OuTbII Xapu3maruyHa, sk Emm, 3 kiientamu. Lle He
03BYUYCHO, ajie s 3Hal0, 3a THM, SK BOHHU IIKaBIAThCA EBi, mo neski naBHI
KJIIEHTH, MaOyTh, pO34apoBaHi, 1110 MEHE MOCTaBWIM Ha ii Miclle — MEeHe, sKa
mo0uTh OyTH HAOAMHIN 3 cO00I0 abo mepea MoJIOTHOM. BOHU KaXyTh MOIM
O0aThbKaM, HACKUTPKA BOHHU TTOBUHHI ITUIIIATHCS HEIO.

— Bona ckopo cTtane JikapeM, — JacKaBO KaXXyTh I1i KirieHTH. [ToTiM
BOHU 3HAYYIIO TUBJISATHCS Ha MEHE.

— A MOKe, i TH CTaHEII TaKOIo XK.

MoxnuBo, B IHITUX pOAMHAX II€ crpaimoBaio. B cenci, y mene 3 EBi
JIUIIIE IBa POKH PI3HMILI, ajie IKOM XTOCh HE 3HaB, MOkHA OyI10 6 1moaymarH, 1o
HAac BUXOBYBAJIM B JIBOX PI3HUX CIM SIX.

Harapmatu, mo s Xo4y BUMTHCS Ha YOMYCh 3 TBOPYUM HampsMoMm?
HemoxnuBo. B nepiioMy kiaci ctapiioi KoM KOJIH 5 TUIbKYU MoJyMaia mpo
MUCTENTBO, Y Hac OyB MOCTIMHMI KITIEHT 3 JOHBKOIO, SIKa 3/1aBaiacs i1ealbHOIO:
BIIMIHHUIIS, aKTUBHA y BCbOMY, 3aBXK/IH 3 1IealIbHUM Iy4KOM Ha rojioBi. Bona
Oyia oJIHI€r0 3 HAWKpAIIUX CTApIIUX y TAaHIFOBAIbHIM KOMaH/Il, TOMY BUPIIIIIIA
MPOJOBKHUTH HaBYaHHS Ha Xopeorpadii B Kosnemki. MoBisB, 6arbko OyB OUIBII
nOOTKIUBIIINN, TOMY BOHA HaBITh 3MOTJIa — HY, HE 3HAI0 — NPO008IHCY8aAMU
Jlcumu TICTISL TOTO, SIK BOHA OT0JI0CHIIA PO CBOE pillieHHS. AJie peakiiis Marepi
3aITUIINIIACS B TIaM’SITi:

— Inoni g xouy nomepru! Bona Bce xuTTs Oyne 6iqHo0. Y Hei Hidoro
HE BUIIE.



And my mom just consoled her as if she had lost a child, agreeing
with every word. The woman and her daughter used to be close; now the
girl’s a choreographer and rarely comes home. Whenever her mom drops by
the restaurant, loneliness comes off her in waves.

Now I glance around the restaurant, my eyes landing on the familiar
parts that make up a place that’s been like a second home for years: our red
shrine greeting customers; our private shrine in the back room, where the
ceiling is black with soot after so many years of joss sticks lit for worship;
the people who come here for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, people from way
back, like Me and Ba’s refugee camp days, who apparently remember eve-
rything about me as a child, even if I don’t remember them. I mix them up
half the time.

Nothing is bad. Nothing is wrong, really.

But it doesn’t feel enough. There’s something urging me to go a bit
farther than here. Am I just being selfish?

Ali has gotten up to stretch her legs. She stands by the window with
Ba and has started talking to him. Leave it to her to talk to someone who
doesn’t like to talk unless he has reason to. Off-and-on charisma. Ali laughs
at something, but Ba looks serious. I leave my sketch and join them, curious.

“I can always sneak in, you know. Pose as a customer and steal some
recipes.” Ba doesn’t answer right away. It even looks like he’s considering.
I roll my eyes. “Ba, no way.”

Anything the Nguyéns do, we have to do better. They knock down
their cha gio price to four dollars for two rolls, we have to do three dollars
and fifty cents for the same number of egg rolls. They have five flavors of
sinh t6; we have six flavors. I’m never sure who’s winning.

My parents are still trying to catch up to the others in the area, like
the Nguyéns, still cognizant of how hard it was to open a new restaurant in
the place of one that had, for all purposes, looked successful.

19 cha gio (3 B’€T.) — cMaeHi B'€THAMCBKI py/IeTH.
20 sinh t0 (3 B’€T.) — cMys3i.
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A Mos Mama Jume Brimama ii, HIOM Ta BTpaTHJIAa JIUTHHY, 1
HOTOJKyBaJIacs 3 KOXKHUM ci0BOoM. Koinuck Ta kiHKa H il 1OHbKa Oynu J1yxe
Onm3bKi; Temep AiBYMHA — Xopeorpadka i pimko npuikmkae mogomy. Komm
MaTH 3aXOJUTh JI0 HANIOTO PECTOpaHy, BiA HEi XBWISAMH BiIIyBa€ThCS
CaMOTHICTb.

Tenep s o3uparocs 1Mo pecropaHy, MOi 04l 3YIUHSIOTHCS Ha 3HAHOMUX
JeTaliX, 1o poONIsTh 1€ Miclle MOIM JIpPyTMM JIOMOM B)K€ 0araTo poKiB: Halll
YepBOHUH BIBTAp, SIKWH BITAa€ KIIEHTIB; HAIIl BIBTAp Y MicoO11i, € CTeNs YOpHa
Bl CaXl Micis CTUIBKOX POKIB 3allaJieHUX OJAarOBOHHMX NAJIWYOK s
MOKJIOHIHHS; JIFO/IU, SIK1 IPUXOJIATH CIOIM Ha CHITAHOK, 001]1 1 BeYepro, JIFOIH 3
JABHIX-JaBeH, e 3 YaciB Tabopy mns ODKEHIIB Ma 1 ma, fKi, 3/a€ThCH,
nam’sITal0Th yce MPO MEHE B JIMTUHCTBI, HABITh SIKIIO S iX HE IaM’ATaro.
[TonoBuHy 4Hacy £ iX mIyTa.

Hivoro moranoro Hemae. HactipaBi HIYOTO He HenpasuibHo.

Aue uporo Hi6H 3amaino. H{ock migmIToBXy€e MEHE MITH TPOXU Jalll, HIK
TyT. Uu s mpocTo eroicTka?

Enmi Bctana, mo0 po3iM’satu Horu. BoHa cTOiTh 0171 BiKHAa PO3MOBIISIE
3 ma. Jlume i mij cuiry TOBOPUTH 3 KUMOCH, XTO 3a3BHYail HE pO3MOBIIsie Oe3
OpUYMHU. Xapu3Ma Ha MOBHY. Eni cMi€TbCcsl 3 4Oroch, a TaTo BUINISAIAE
cepito3HuM. S 3anuimaro CBiii MaJIOHOK 1 MIIXO/KY 10 HUX, 3alliKaBJeHa.

— S 3aBxau MOXy mpoOparucs BcepeAuHy, 3HaeTe. Bunartu cebe 3a
KJII€EHTA 1 BKPACTH KUIbKa PEIENTIB. — Ia HE BIANOBiIA€e onpasy. 3MaeThCs,
HaBITh PO3MIPKOBYE. Sl 3aK04yI0 04i. — Hi B IKOMY pa3i.

[lo 6 He pobunu Hryenu, Mu moBUHHI poOUTH Kpalie. BoHM 3HHKYIOTH
niny Ha cha gio'®no yotuprox fnoapis 3a ABa PyIETH — MU MPONOHYBATH TPH
JIOJIapH T’ SATASCAT 3a Ti K JBa. Y HHUX IT’SITh CMakiB sinh tézo, y Hac wIicThb. S
HIKOJIM HE BIIEBHEHA, XTO MEPEMArae.

Moi GaTbKu OCi HaMararoThCsl Ha3I0THATH HIIUX y paiioHi, sik Hryenwu,
YCBIAOMIIIOIOUM, HACKUIBKUA Ba)KKO OyJI0 BIAKPUTH HOBHI pecTOpaH Ha Micili
TOT0, 1110, 371aBaj0Cs, YK€ OyB YCIIILITHUM.



I remember Bac Xuan, the previous owner, coming over to our old
San Jose apartment whenever he had a free weekend—stopping by after see-
ing his only daughter and his four grandchildren. The oldest, Fay, is getting
married later this fall. I remember the slow way he’d shuffled inside and
given a satisfied sigh as he sunk into our only comfortable La-Z-Boy chair.
He told my parents he wanted to retire and that his daughter, a coworker of
my mom’s from a nail salon where she used to work, would rave about my
mom’s phd.

If you make good pho, you can open this restaurant, he’d said.

Things happened so quickly after that. We moved. I transferred
schools. The restaurant opened... and suddenly I was only a few feet away
from that boy who’d asked me to draw him a Spider-Man. It would have been
a good coincidence, and I could have made a friend—if only it wasn’t made
clear that I should never step near their place.

“Gia dinh d6 thi dit lam, lai rat la xau.”

“But how are they mean?”

“They don’t pay their staff anything. They owe their suppliers too
much money. They—"

“Just don’t ever associate with them.” My mom had cut my dad off,
rarely doing so.

I know Vietnamese people like to judge one person based on the
whole family, and to my parents, the Nguyéns are the worst, but Bao is a
mystery to me. There, but not. In four years of high school, with more than
2,500 students, we haven’t had one class together. As if our school adminis-
trators know of the rivalry and have conspired to keep us apart.

And high school will be over before I know it and we’ll lead even
more disparate lives.

“Mr. Mai,” Ali says in a mockingly grave tone, “I am more than
happy to spy on our enemy if it helps the restaurant biz. Just tell me when.”
She goes back to the booth to pack up. “Think I’m about to head home now.
I’m on deadline.” She puts on her backpack, groaning at the weight of her
books. She stops by the pass-through shelf and pops her head in. “Can I take
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A mam’sitaro naapka CyaHsl, TOTIEPEAHBOTO BIACHUKA, SIKUH TPUXOIUB
no Hamoi crapoi kBaptupum B CaH-Xoce, KON MaB BUIbHI BUXITHI —
HaBIiyBaBCs ITCIS TOTO, SIK OaYMB CBOIO €IMHY JOHBKY Ta YOTHPHOX OHYKIB.
Haiicrapma, ®eii, BuxomuTUMe 3aMDK Ii3HIIIE Mi€i oceHi. S mam’araro, sk
MOBUIHHO BiH IEPECTYIaB MOPIr 1 33JOBOJICHO 3iTXaB, CIJAI0YH y HAIE €INHE
3py4He Kpicio. BiH cka3zaB MoiM OaTbkam, 10 X04e MITH Ha MEHCIo, 1 0 HOro
JIOHBKa, KOJIEra MO€l MaMH 3 CAJIOHY MaHIKIOpY, /e BOHA KOJIUCH MPAIIOBaia,
3aBXKIM XBaImiIa o MO€ET MaMU.

— Axwo mu comyewr cmaunuil o, mu 3moxcewl GiOKpumu yet
pecmopaH, — CKa3aB BiH.

[Ticns mporo Bce crayiocss Tak MmBHAKO. Mu mepeixanu. S 3MiHmIA
Koy, Pecropan BIIKPHUBCS... 1 paniTOM s OTIMHKUIIACS BChOTO 3a KUThKa KPOKIB
BIJl TOTO XJIOMIS, SIKKH TIPOCHB MEHE HamaiioBaTu oMy Jlromuay-maByka. e
MoTIIO OyTH rapHUM 30iroM oOCTaBUH, 1 51 MOIIa O 3aBecTu Apyra — KOU He
Oyi10 YiTKO 3p03yMLIO, 1110 5 HIKOJIM HE TOBUHHA MIAXOJUTH 10 IXHHOTO MICIIS.

— Ta poouna oyaice cysopa.

— A B YoMy came BOHH CyBOpi?

— BoHM HIYOTO HE TIUIATATh CBOEMY IepcoHany. BoHu BuHHI
MocTavdaJIbHUKaM 3aHaTo Oarato rpoieid. BoHu. ..

— IIpocto HikOMHM HE 3B’ s13yiics 3 HUMH. — Most MaMa o0ipBaia OaTbka,
10 TPAIUISUIOCS B HET PIIKO.

S 3Hato, 110 B’€THAMIII JIOOJSATH OLIHIOBATH OJHY JIIOAUHY Yepe3 BCIO
ciM’10, 1 17151 MOiX OarbkiB Hryenn — Haiiripmri, ane bao — 3aranka. BiH €, ane
1oro HeMae. 3a YOTUPH POKH CTAPIIIOT ITKOJIH, Jie HaByasocs noHaa 2 500 y4uHiB,
y Hac He OyJ0 )KOJHOTO CHiUTbHOTO ypoKy. Hi0u Hamli mKUIbHI aIMiHICTpaTopu
3HAIOTh MPO CYMEPHUIITBO 1 3MOBUIIMCS TPUMATH HAC OKPEMO.

A crapiiia 1KoJia mpojieTUTh, He TOMITUBIIH, 1 MU >KUTUMEMO 111€ OLIbIII
PI3HHMU KUTTSIMHU.

— Ilan Maii, — kaxke Emuti ipoHIYHO cepiO3HUM TOHOM, — 51 3 PaIICTIO
HIMUTYBaTUMY 3a HAIIMM BOPOTOM, SIKIIO 1€ JOTIOMOXKE Oi3HECY pecTopany.
ITpocTo ckaxiTh MeHi Koiu. — BoHa oBepTaeTbes 710 cTodTy, 11100 3i10paTh peyi.



home some broth, Mrs. Pham?” Pro tip to getting on my mom’s side: Address
her by her maiden name, which she kept instead of taking Ba’s. “My mom’s
dying for her next pho fix.”

Perfect pronunciation, thanks to me.

1t’s like you 're confused and asking, “Huh?” except there’s an f.

Oh. Yeah, I get it. In the pitch that kind of loops around, right? But
it’s also like if you 're swearing and saying, “Fu—"

Okay, yeah, you got it.

In Vietnamese, my dad mutters in awe and confusion about how he’s
never seen a my tring—a white person—eat phd so many times a week.

I hear my mom’s pleased smile in her voice. “Of course!”

Her hair tied in a loose bun—with a pencil, which I can’t ever figure
out how to do—Meg appears from the back, wipes a hand on her apron. She
offers Ali a plastic cylinder filled with our signature homemade chicken and
beef bone broth.

Ali beams at her. “Awesome. Thanks so much, Mrs. Pham!”

We both watch Ali leave the restaurant until Me¢ gushes, “Allison is
s0 dé thirong!” She’s proud that I have a friend who likes her cooking.

Ba shakes his head. “Con do khung.” 1 laugh. According to my par-
ents Ali can only be cute or a bit weird. I’ll take my dad’s side this time.

“You’re not eating?” She points to the egg rolls.

21 d& thuong (3 B’€T.) — MuTA.
22 Con d6 khung (3 B’€T.) — mUBaKyBara.
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— Jymato, s Bxe iny momomy. Tepmin migruckae. — Bona ojnsrae
PIOK3aK, CTOTHYYM BiJl BarW KHIDKOK. 3YHNHUHSETHCS OUIS MOJMIN MPOXOTy i
3anisa€ rojoBoIo.

— MoskHa B34TH JI0JIOMY TpOXH Oyibiiony, mani @am? — mopana, K
cTatu Ha OiK MO€i MaMu: 3BepTaTucs J0 HEi AIBOYMM NPI3BHUIIEM, SIKE BOHA
3JTMIITIIIA 3aMICTh TOTO, III00 B3SITH MPI3BHIIE TATA.

— Most Mama 3 HeTepIiHHAM Yekae Baiie §o.

IneanpHa BUMOBA, 3aBIIIKH MEHI.

L]e niou mu namaeacwics ckazamu: “Xyx”’, minbku 3 36ykom ¢.

A, mak, 3posymino. Lle ma eucoma momny, wo Mpoxu 3aKpy4yEmucs,
mak? Ane ye we u K Koau naewics i kaxceut: “@Dy’.

Hobpe, Tak, TH 3po3yMina.

B’etHamcbkor0 Miil TaTo OypMoOdYe 13 3aXOTUIEHHSM 1 3[JUBYBaHHSM PO
Te, 10 HIKOJIM He 0auuB, 00 JMroauHA i1a (GO CTUIHKU pa3iB Ha THIK/ICHD.

51 4yr0 3a710BOJIEHY YCMIIIKY B FOJI0CI MaMu. — 3BiCHO!

3 BosoccsM, 3i0paHuM y HemOanuil My4oK — OJIBIEM, SIK S HISIK HE
MOXXY HaBUYUTHCSA POOUTH, — Ma BHUXOIUTh 13 MiJCOOKH, BUTHUpAE PYKYy 00
dapryx. Bona npoctarae Emini niaacTUKoBUN KOHTEHHEP, HATOBHEHUN HAIIIMM
GbipMOBUM JOMAITHIM OYJIEHOHOM 3 KypsSUUX 1 SUTOBUYHUX KICTOK.

Emnmi cse yeminmkoro.

— Yynoso! lyxe Bam asKyro, mani @am!

Mu 06uaB1 TUBUMOCS, K EjTi BUXOIUTH 13 pecTOpaHy, ak IOKH MaMa
HE BUTYKYE:

— Enmicon taka dé thiong®*!

BoHna numaetbes THM, 110 B MEHE € MOApYra, sikiii momo0aeThcs ii
KyXHSI.

[Ta xuTae ronoBoo.

— Con dé khing®.

A cmitocs. na moix OatbkiB Emmi moxe Oyru abo muioro, abo
nuBaKyBaroro. Llporo pasy s Ha Ooii TaTa.

— Tu He icTuMel1? — BOHA BKa3ye Ha PYJIETHU 3 SHIA.



If I say I don’t have the stomach for it now, she’ll be worried. “Yeah,
working on it.” Remembering Ba’s reaction to my sketch, I close my pad and
stash it in my backpack, rustling the paper tucked inside.

Ms. Yamamoto gave me that flyer two days ago. It’s for an exhibition
at the Asian Art Museum that will only be there for one night and morning.
Chang Dai-Chien’s piece will be displayed, donated by his living family
members. He’d been one of the first to elevate ink painting and traveled all
around the world before focusing on perfecting the art of Buddhist paintings.
Yamamoto thought I’d be interested. She’s always telling me how it seems [
like capturing memories —rather than something posed—in my artwork.

“Just check it out,” she said, as class was letting out. I was already
late for work and ran out the door after grabbing the flyer with a quick thanks.
But as I looked at it on the walk from La Quinta, I knew I couldn’t miss out
on it.

Me disappears, then returns from the kitchen with her own bowl of
phd. She likes to eat before the dinner rush. My insides sigh at the smell: star
anise, cinnamon, the earthy tones of chicken and beef bones. She dresses it
with shredded thai basil and fresh bean sprouts, a spritz of lime here and
there, and finishes it with a generous swirl of hoisin sauce, glossy under our
lights. A work of art.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”” She inhales, a small smile on her face. Me’s loud
when she’s cooking—and she’s happiest when she’s eating. And I love her
for it. I always want her to stay this way.

She gets sad sometimes—mornings when she doesn’t let the sun in,
leaving the window shades closed so that only slivers of yellow peek through.
She buries her head in her pillow, both temples dotted with dabs of dau xanh
to soothe her headache. I hate the smell. It reminds me of sickness and tummy
aches, because that’s what they used on me as a kid. Ba cooks on these days.
Dinner is always a simple canh swon bi, which always has less salt than it
should, and never measures up to Me’s cooking.
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SIKIIO 51 CKaxy, 110 3apa3 MEHi He JI0 DKi, BOHA TOYHE XBUJIFOBATUCS. —
B mporneci — Bignosigaro.

3rajlaBIIM peakiiro ma Ha Miil €CKi3, S 3aKpUBai0 aTb00M 1 XOBarO HOTO
B PIOK3aK, MAPYy/AsI4YH Marepamu, 3aX0BaHUMHU BCEPEIUHI.

Mic SImamoTo naa MeHi Toi duiaep nBa qHi ToMy. e aHOHC BHUCTaBKU
B A3iliCBKOMY XyI0’)KHbOMY MY3€i, sika TpUBaTUME JIMIIE OJUH JIeHb. Tam Oyzne
npencrasieHa podora Yan Jlaii-Yens, nepenana ioro »uBuMu poanyamu. Bin
OyB OJHUMM 13 NIEpIIUX, XTO MIAHSIB >KUBONHUC TYILIIIIO Ha HOBHUHM pIBEHb,
MOJIOPOKYBaB IO BCHOMY CBITY, a MOTIM 30CEpPEIUBCS Ha BJIOCKOHAJICHHI
MUCTENTBa OyAIIHCHKOTO >KMBOMHUCY. SIMamMOTO BBaxkaja, 110 MeHI e Oyne
1ikaBo. BoHa 3aBu Kake MEHi, 1110, 5 JIFOOJI0 TIepeaBaTH y CBOiX poboTax
CTIOTa v, a He MOCh IOCTaHOBOYHE.

— TlpocTo msiHB Ha 11e, — CKa3aja BOHA, KOJIH YPOK 3aKiHIyBaBcs. S
BXKE CII3HIOBajacs Ha poOOTy 1 BHOIMIA 3a JABEpl, CXOMUBIIH (IIaep, MIBHUIKO
MOJIIKYBAaBIIH. AJie, TUBISYMCH HA HHOTO JTopororo Bix Jla-KinTu, s 3po3ymina,
10 HE MOXY II€ POIYCTHUTH.

Ma 3HuKae, a TOTIM TOBEPTAETHCS 3 KYXHi 31 CBO€EIO Tapiikoro ¢o. Bona
JTOOUTH TOICTH Tepesd BEYIpHIM HAIUIMBOM TocTed. Moi HI3api MOpHHAIOTH
apoMaToM 3IpYacToro aHicy, KOpHIll, 36MJIUCTOI HOTKH KypSiYMX Ta SUTOBUYUX
KicTok. BoHa npumnpagisie #oro moaApiOHEHUM TaCHKUM Oa3MITIKOM 1 CBLDKUMH
nmpopocTkamMu 0001B, J10J1a€ TPOXH JalMy TYT 1 TaM, 1 3aBEpIIyE IIEIPOIO
MOPIIEI0 COyCYy XOWCiH, sika OnumuTh mia cBitaoMm. CrpaBXHIH BHUTBIP
MUCTEITBA.

— CwmayHo, npaBaa? — BOHa BIUXA€ apoMaT i BiJ LIbOrO Ha 0OIMYYl
3 ABISETHCS JIerKa ycMilika. Ma rajgaciuBa, KOJIM rOTye — 1 HallacuuBiiia,
KoJH icTh. | 51 moOiro i 3a 1e. S 3aBxau xouy, 100 BOHA 3ajIHIIaIacs TaKoko.

IHomi 1#f CyMHO — paHKaMH, KOJIM BOHA HE BITYCKA€ COHIIE, 3aJIHIIAI0YH
HITOPU OIYIIEHUMU TaK, M0 JHIIe BY3bKI CMYKKH >KOBTOTO CBiTJIa
npoOUBaIOTHCS Kpi3b HUX. BOHA XOBa€ rojoBy B MOAYIIKY, OOHUIBI CKPOHI
BKPUTI KpanelbKaMHy Jay CSIH — JIIKyBaJIbHE Maclio, 100 MOJIEeTIINTHA TOJIOBHUIMA
Oinb. 51 HeHaBH/DKY Liel 3amax. BiH Haragye MeHi mpo XxBopoOu Ta 0oii B
KHUBOTI, 00 caMme Take 3HEOONIOBAJbHE BHUKOPHUCTOBYBAJIM [UII MEHE B



It’s worst whenever it hits the anniversary of her escape in 1983 or
when a relative’s death anniversary is just around the corner. M¢’s story
about her boat escape to the Philippines is the stuff of nightmares. I grew up
listening to these tales. I’'m not sure why—a lesson, maybe? Like in a hey,
listen to the hell I went through so you can have a good life kind of way. But
should an eight-year-old have dreams about a pitch-black sea and a boat
packed with thirty-nine people, including crying, starving babies?

It’s not depression, I don’t think. Sometimes, she checks out. That’s
all. Like she’s remembering something and can’t get it out of her mind.

It helps when she calls my aunt, her older sister by six years, the one
who stayed behind in Vietnam. She’d planned to escape with my mom in
tow, along with their older cousins. But the officials had gotten to her, so she
pushed my mom ahead, trusting their cousins from there on. They eventually
made it to a camp in Palawan, Phillipines. My aunt wasn’t held back in Vi-
etnam for long, and might have bribed her way out.

But she understood then that she wouldn’t be as lucky the second
time. Me says I remind her of Di Vang because we both like to draw and
sketch. My aunt had visited us when we lived in San Jose. I was five. I re-
member thinking she was like a colorful painting come to life, and when I
saw a Kandinsky painting in my sophomore-year art theory class—one of his
Compositions—I thought: This is her. Kandinsky had always talked about a
connection between himself and the viewer, how the role of the artist was to
not only excite the senses but trigger the viewer’s soul. Colors and soul—I
saw that in my aunt.

When my mom and my aunt get on the phone, I know things will be
okay. They took care of each other back in Vietnam—since my grandparents
had passed away when my mom was eleven—and they still take care of each
other now. The almost nine thousand miles between them is insignificant.

23 canh suon bi (3 B’eT.) — cyn 3 CBUHHUX pebepeltb 3 rapOy3oM.
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mutuHCTBI. [la rotye B mi mHi. Bewepst 3aBxkau mpocra canh suwon b3, sxwii
3aBXKAM NPICHUINA, HDK TOTPIOHO, HIKOJIU HE 3PIBHIETHCS 3 KyXHEIO Ma.

Haiiripmie ne TparmiseTsest TOAi, KoJu HaOmmKaeThes piuHUL 11 BTeUi y
1983 pori a60 KoM Ha HOCI PIYHHI CMEpTi poanya. IcTopist Ma mpo BTedy Ha
4yoBHI g0 QimimmiH — 1e crnpaBxHii kommap. S Bupocna, ciyxawooud Ii
po3noBini. He 30BciM 3po3ymino womy — MoximBo, ypok? Hiou: “Cuyxai,
yepes AKUL dHcax si npouuiia, wob mooi xcunocs 0obpe”. Alle yu TIOBUHHA
BOCBMHUpIYHA JIUTMHA MpIITH TPO UYOPHE SK CMOJIa MOpE 1 4YOBEH,
NEPEeNOBHEHUH TPUALATHEMA JIeB’SIThMa JIIOIbMH, BKIIOYHO 3 TUIAYyYHMH,
TOJIOTHUMH HEMOBJISTAMU?

S He nymaro, o 1e Aenpecis. [Homi BoHa MPOCTO BiIKIIOYa€eThCs. | Bee.
Hibu mock mpuraaye i He Moke BUKUHYTH 1I€ 3 TOJIOBH.

Jlonomarae, konu BoHa TenedoHye MOil TITL1, CBOil cTapliil cecTpi Ha
HIiICTh POKIB cTapiie, sika 3ainuimuiacs y B’etHami. Bona manyBana BTekTH
pa3oM 13 MamMoIo Ta IXHIMH CTapIIUMU Ky3eHaMU. AJle YUHOBHUKH 3YMUHUIIN i,
TOXX BOHA IITOBXHYJIa MaMy BII€pel, AOBIPSIOUM Ky3€HaM. 3pelTol0 BOHU
nictamucss Tabopy Ha IlamaBani, ®@iminminu. Most TiTKa JOBro He
3arpuMyBaacs y B’eTHami i, MOXJIMBO, BIIKYITHAJIACs, 1100 BUPBATHUCH.

Ane Toi BOHA 3po3yMmina, IO BApYyre il HE MOMACTUTh Tak camMo. Ma
Kaxke, 1o s Haraayro it [{i Banr, 60 mu oOuBi 1100MMO MajtoBaT Ta pOOUTH
eckizu. Mos TiTka BiABiqyBaysa Hac, kojau Mu ki B Can-Xoce. MeHi Oyio
’sTh. S mam’sraro, o AymMana: BOHA HIOM sICKpaBa KapTHHA, 0XKHJIA, a KOJHU S
nobaunna kaptuHy KaHmiHCHKOTO Ha 3aHATTI 3 TEOPil MUCTEUTBA y JPYromy
Kypci — oaHy 3 Woro “Komnoszuyiti” — s nogymana: ye eona. KanaiHChKui
3aBKJIM TOBOPHB IPO 3B’SI30K MK XYIOKHUKOM 1 IIIa4eM, MPO Te, IO POJib
MUTIS — He Juie 30y/DKyBaTH MOYyTTs, a i mpoOymKyBaTu IyIly Isaava.
Konvopu Ta nyma — s noGauusia 11e B TITII.

Konu mama roBoputh mo TenedoHy 3 TITKOIO, sl 3HAI0, 10 Bce Oyne
noOpe. Bonu n6anu ogHa npo oy e y B’eTHami — micist Toro, sik Mo1 A11yCh
1 6abycst momepiu, KOJIM MaMi Oyllo OAMHAIUATh — 1 JIoci 10al0Th OJIHA PO
onHy. Maif>ke 1eB’ATh TUCSY MIJIb MK HUMU HE Ma€ 3HAUCHHS.



Me smiles as a young couple comes in—Vietnamese, by the way she
greets them. Ba shows them to a table. Charisma on. He’s already pushing
the upcoming phé deal by handing out my flyer along with the menu. Dad’s
latest marketing scheme might work, but it’s going to be hell working during
those nights. It will track in a bunch of other Vietnamese people, who were
trained by their chopstick-wielding mothers to eat what’s in front of them,
then eat some more even if they’re full.

The sight of the flyer tickles something in the back of my mind.

“When is it again?”

“Hmm?”

“Phd Day.” Or whatever you call it.

“September thirtieth, remember? We’ll need your help that day.”

Until three weeks ago, we were down three waiters and waitresses.
Julia, Kingston, and Huy were a grade above me and left for college. But to
say that the new workers were making things easier would be a complete lie.
Jonathan was just okay. Lisa, the hostess, gets flustered too easily. And Tai
has slippery fingers.

I lean back in my chair. Some of the air in the padding squeezes out.

Of course it’s September thirtieth. The same day as the exhibition.

“Is Evie coming back to help?” My sister texted the other day and
sent me a long string of pictures of her dorm room, a selfie with her new
roommate, and a sunrise view of the campus after a morning run.

Maybe if she comes back, she can help out like she used to and I can
sneak out....

My mom frowns. “Con, you know your sister is busy with school.”

What about me? I'm busy. I have other things to do. I have a life.
But I can’t say those things. “Yeah, right, I remember now.”

Me sighs as she mixes up her pho. “I know this is not the best situa-
tion. I know this isn’t how you want to spend your time.” I try protesting, but
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Ma ycMixaeThCsl, KOJIM 3aXOAUTh MOJIOJIa Tlapa — B’ €THAMIII, CY/JSIUH 3
TOTO, SIK BOHA iX Birae. TaTto mpoBOMUTH iX 10 cTOoNMMKa. Xapu3Ma yBIMKHEHA.
Bin yxe mpocyBae MalilOyTHIO akIliro 3 (o, po3Iarodu Miit ¢uraep pa3oM i3 MEHIO.
OcraHHs MapKETHHIOBa CXeMa Tara MOKE CIIPAIIOBATH, ajie MpAIfoBaTH B Ti
Bedopu Oyzne crpaBxHIM mekioM. JloBenerbesi 0OCIyroByBaTd KyIly iHIIMX
B’€THAMIIIB, SIKUX iXHI Marepi, MaliCTEPHO BOJIOJIIOYHM MATMYKaMH, HABYMIIN
icTy Bce, 110 Mepe]] HUMU, a TIOTIM I1ie OUTbIIe, HAaBITh SKIIIO BOHU BXKE CHUTI.

Bun ¢naepa npoOymkye moch B IIMOMHI MO€T CBITOMOCTI.

— Ko BiH mounHa€eTHCs?

— Mmm?

— Jlenn Do.
Tpuausaroro BepecHs,

nam’graem? Ham 3HamoOWTBECA TBOS
JIOTIOMOT .

[Ile Tpu TWXHI TOMy Yy HAac HE BHCTA4aJI0 TPHOX OQIIMIaHTIB 1
odimianTok. Jxymisa, Kinrcros 1 Xroi, Ha pik cTapiili, MOiXaiu J0 KOJIemKy. Ale
Ka3aTH, 1110 HOB1 IPAIiBHUKH TTOJICTIITHIN CUTYAIit0, Oy10 O BEIMKOIO OpexHEero.
Jlxonaran OyB mpocto “rak co6i”. Jlica, xocTec, 3aHaaTo maHikye. A y Tai
najbIll, K PEIeTo.

S BigkMpmarocsi Ha CNHMHKY CTUTbIS. YacTMHA TOBITPST 3 TOMYIIKH
BUXOJINTH HA30BHI.

3BICHO, TPUALATOrO BepecHs. Toro camoro JHs, 1110 i BUCTaBKa.

— EBi npuine, mo6 1onomMortTiu? — cectpa Hamucajaa MeHi HeIlI0JaBHO
1 HajicIana JOBTYy HU3KY (OTO CBOET KIMHATH B TYPTOXKHUTKY, celipi 3 HOBOIO
CYCIIKOIO Ta BHJ Ha COHSYHUMN CX1Jl HA KAMITYCI ITiCIIsl paHKOBOT MPOODLKKH.

Moxn1Bo, SKIIO BOHA MPHiNe, TO 3MOXKE AOMOMOITH, K PaHille, a s
3MOY THXCHBKO BTEKTH. ..

Mama XMypHUTBHCH.

— JIro6a, Tv K 3Ha€I, 110 TBOS CECTPA 3alHATA HABYAHHSIM.

A swo? A meoxc 3aiinama. B mene € inwi cnpasu. A orcusy.

AJle 1 He MOXY LIbOTO CKa3aTH.

— Tak, Tenep 3ragana.

Ma 3itxae, noMminrytouu ¢o.



she only adds, “You are not so hard to read. Your face always tells me
everything. I just know.

“But we want this to go well. We need it to go well. Or else your
father will be grumpy for days.” She glances over at Ba, who’s taking a cou-
ple’s orders to the kitchen.

There’s no way I’ll be able to see the exhibition. No way at all.

I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. I bite into my egg roll. Soggy.

Chapter 3
BAO

I regret many things in life, and I know I’ll regret many more at the
rate I’'m going. But my number-one regret now is taking journalism as my
elective. Astronomy, the easiest class any senior can take, was already filled
up. Viét was lucky enough to get in. I thought journalism was the second
easiest. Since freshman year, Hawkview’s been filled with crossword puz-
zles, sudoku games, and What’s the Difference? games, and always ended
up stuffed in toilets or cafeteria trash cans.

Then Allison Dale became the editor in chief. I swear she’s tougher
than any staff member at the Los Angeles Times. She’s not even in this
class—she has study hall last period, which means she can technically leave
school early, but doesn’t. Even though this is our first journalism class, Alli-
son’s already expecting us to chase news stories from things like the chess
team embezzling money from their joint fundraiser with the checkers team—
how Allison sniffed that lead out, I’m not even sure.

The adviser, Ben Rowan, should step in more often, but he seems
more like a glorified babysitter. Rowan lets Allison run everything on the
newspaper. He’s the kind of guy who looks like he says “sorry” a lot.

We’re at the tail end of our editorial meeting about assignment sta-
tuses. I take the back seat at this meeting and try not to fall asleep, since it’s
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— $1 3Har0, 110 11e He HalKpala cutyarlis. 5 3Haro, 10 TH HEe XOYell TaK
IPOBOJMTH 4ac. Sl HamMararocs 3anepeunTH, aje BoHa Jjojae: — Tebe Tak Jerko
guTatd. TBOE 0OMUYUS 3aBXKIM MEHI BCE TOBOPUTH. S MPOCTO 3HAIO.

— Ase Mu X04€eMoO, TII00 yce MPOoUIuIo 100pe, HaM MOTPiOHO 11e. [Hakme
TBill Taro Oyae cepauTHCs KUTbKa JHIB. — BOHA KuJae MO/ HA Tara, SKUi
Hece 3aMOBJICHHS TIapH JI0 KyXHi.

Hisik st He 3MOKy OTpanuTH Ha BUCTABKY. AOCOIIOTHO HISIK.

S 3anpaBisiio macMo BoJIOCCS 3a Byx0. Binkyniyto cBiii pyner 3 aiusg —
PO3MOKJIIUH.

Po3nin 3
BAO

A mxonyro mpo 6Oarato peyeil y KMTTI 1 3HaI0, IIO 1€ Oulblie
MOIIKOYBAaTUMY, SIKITIO TaK MiAe ¥ Hagami. Aje MO€ HalOUIbIIe JKaJIKyBaHHS
3apas ne oO0paTtd IKYpHaJICTHKY $K (GakylbTaTuB. ACTpOHOMIS,
HAaWOpOCTIMIM Kypc sl CTaplIOKJIAcHUKIB, yke OyB 3amoBHeHUH. B’er
MOLIACTIIIO TIOTPANUTU TyAu. S moaymaB, IIO KypHaJiCTHKAa — JPYTUi 3a
JIETKICTIO Kypc. 3 mepioro Kypcy Oyma Kyma KpOCBOPIIB, CYAOKy Ta irop “Y
qoMy Pi3HULA?”, sIK1 3aBXK/IM 3aKIHYYBAJI Yy TyaJeTax Yd CMITHUKAX iqaibHI.

[Totim Emmicon Jlein crana rojoBHOIO peaakTopkoro. KisHych, BOHa
cyBopilna 3a Oymp-sKoro nparisauka “Los Angeles Times”?*. Bona HaBiTh He y
HAIIOMY KJIacl—Y Hei HEMa€e OCTaHHBOT'O YPOKY, 1110 TEXHIYHO J03BOJISE iH MITH
31 IIKOJIM paHille, ajieé BOHA IbOr0 HE poOUTh. X04 1€ Hall MEepHIUi YpOoK
JKYpHaJIICTUKH, EJUTICOH B)ke OYiKye Bia Hac, 10 MH ITyKaTUMEMO HOBHHH,
HaIpUKJIaA, PO IIaXOBUH KIIyO, KWK MPUBIACHUB T'POIIII 31 CITUTBHOTO 300Dy
KOIITIB 13 IIAIIKOBUM KIIyOOM — sik came EIticoH 11e BUHIOXaa, s HaBiTh He
BIIEBHEHA.

Pagnuk mo kypcy, ben Poan, MaB Ou BTpyuaTucs dyacrimie, ajie BiH
Oinple CXOKUH Ha HIHBKY 3 MIBUIIEHOIO Mocanot. Poan no3somnse Emnicon
KepyBaTH BCIEIO HIKUIHLHOIO Tra3eToro. BiH TOW THI JIOAMHHU, SIKUH, 31a€ThCA,
MOCTIHO Kaxe “Bubay”.

Mu Ha ¢iHanbHOMY eTami Hamoi peJakliiHOi Hapaau IIOA0 CTaHy
3aBJaHb. S 3aiiMaro 3ajHe Miclie Ha 3ycTpidl 1 HamMararocsi He 3aCHYTH, ajKe

% Los Angeles Times — mofeHHa ra3era, ska BUIAEThCA y Jloc-AHmKeTecl, oMHa 3 HaWMONMyIsApHInmX 1 aBropureTHux razer CILIA.



the end of the school day. But a part of me is still recovering from being
accosted by theater nerds at the club fair during lunch period. Traumatic.
They were demonstrating some circle game in the quad, but to me, it looked
like they were trying to summon demons. Other clubs were less intimidating.
Apparently there’s a new TikTok club? I even managed to dodge the
Vietnamese Student Association.

The president, Kelly Tran, still hasn’t forgiven me for oversleeping
and missing one Saturday service day during sophomore year. Actually, it
was three.

The newspaper room used to be an art room, so the walls have posters
about journalism ethics and one blow-up portrait of a younger Woodward
and Bernstein posing together—not sure where that came from—but also a
deep sink with an annoying drip and leftover jugs of neon green and yellow
paint from last semester. Macs surround the perimeter of the room, all asleep.
I’m basically silent because I don’t have anything to show. I forgot my article
about upcoming school field trips.

Kind of.

The truth is, I started to write it. I really did. I’d talked to the people
Allison told me to seek out: the bus drivers, the teachers, and some random
students that she found somewhere, and I jotted down everything they had to
say— nothing interesting, of course.

But the moment I started to type them out during the last class, my
words stopped making sense. I remember thinking in that moment: What'’s
the point? Will anyone read this? Then my words and sentences froze on-
screen until nothing was coming out, and I was stuck trying to find a way to
string them together into something remotely reasonable.

Meanwhile, everyone around me was zoned in, typing without pause,
putting their stories into those “pyramids” or whatever that Rowan had taught
us when we first started classes.

So I say that I “forgot” my article, and Rowan just sighs—

Did he just write Loser on his pad?

Honestly, I don’t know where Allison gets her energy from. What
does she eat? What did her parents do to her? She stands at the center of the
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JICHb Y ITKOJI1 BXKE 3aKIHIY€EThCS. AJie YaCTHHA MEHE BCE I1I€ OTOBTYETHCS MICTIs
TOTO, SIK JIO MEHE NPUCTAIM Tearpald Ha sSpMapKy KIyOiB Imijg 4ac o0imy.
TpaBmytroue. BoHu mokaszyBaim SIKych TPy B Kol Ol Kammycy, ajne MeHi
3[a710Cs1, [0 BOHM HAMAararoThCsl MPU3BATH JeMOHIB. [HII Ki1yOou Oynu MeHIn
msikarodi. MaOyte, 3’sBuBcst HoBHiA Kiy0 TikTok? S HaBiTh mpumyapuscs
YHUKHYTH BiJl B’€THaMCBKOT CTY/IEHTCHKOT acomiariii.

Crapocra, Kemnmi Tpan, goci He mpoOauniia MeHI, IO S MpocHaB i
IPOINYCTUB OJIMH CYOOTHIA JE€Hb BOJIOHTEPCTBAa Ha JPYroMy poI CTapIioi
mikonu. Hacnipani, He ouH.

Kimuara mkinpHOT razetu padimie Oyma apT-CTYII€I0, TOMY Ha CTIHAX
BUCATH TUIAKaTH MPO JKYPHAIICTCbKY €THKY 1 OAMH 30UIbIIEHMH HOpPTpeT
moozioro Bynsopaa ta bepHcraiina pazoMm — He 3Halo, 3BIIKU BiH y35BCA — a
e MMOOKUH YMUBAIBHUK 13 HAOPUVIUBUM ITOKAHHSIM Ta 3aIUIICH] 0aHOYKH
HEOHOBOT 3eJieH1 1 %oBToi apOu 3 MUHYIIOTO ceMecTpy. MakOyku CTOSAThH MO
nepuMeTpy KiMHaTH, BCl BUMKHEH1. I MOBUy, 60 MeH1 HemMa 4oro nokasaru. S
3a0yB CBOIO CTaTTIO MPO MaOyTHI MIKUIbHI €KCKYpPCIi.

Tumy.

[IpaBga B ToMy, 1m0 s movaB ii mucaru. Crnpasmi. [ToroBopuB 3 Tumu
JTIONbMH, SKUX EITiCOH mopamuia 3HAWTH: BOMIAIMHM IIKUIBHUX aBTOOYCIB,
BUUTEJISIMU Ta KUTbKOMA BUIAJKOBUMHU YYHSMH, IKHX BOHA JECh BilIyKaia, 1
3amucaB Bce, 10 BOHM CKa3alld — 3BICHO, HIYOTO IIKaBOTO.

AJe 110iHO MmoyaB HaOWpaTu iX MiJ 4aCc OCTaHHBOTO YPOKY, MOi CJIOBa
nepecTaiy MaTh ceHc. S maM’srTaro, K MoJyMaB B TOM MOMEHT: “Akuti cenc?
Xmocwv ye 63aeani npouumac?” IloTiM MOi cioBa W peUeHHs 3aCTHINIM Ha
€KpaHi, HIY0T0 He BUXOIMJIIO, 1 51 3aCTPST, HAMArarouuch 3HANTH CIIOCIO CKIIACTH
X TOKYyIH XOY SIKOCh 3PO3YMLIIO.

Tum yacom yci HaBKoJO Oyau MOBHICTIO 30Cepe/lKeHi, 0e3 mepepBu
HaOUpany TEKCT, BIOPSIKOBYIOUM CBO1 CTATTi y T1 “ipaMigyn’ 4d SK Tam, 4Oro
Hac HaBuuB PoaH Ha moYarky 3aHSTh.

Tox 51 kaxy, 1o “3a0yB” cBOIO CTaTTIO, a PoaH mpocto 3iTXae.

Bin wyotino nanucas “Jly3ep” y ceéoemy onoxnomi?

YecHo, 51 He 3Hato, 3BikK Emticon 6epe cBoro eneprito. 1o BoHa icTh?
[Ilo ii Oarbku 3 Hew poOunu? BoHa CTOiITH mocepes CTOMNIB, SKi HILUTBHO



desks, which are ush against each other in a perfect square. She’s more like
a lion at the zoo looking out at gawkers. Her hair is in a braid. I think of
Katniss Everdeen.

She squints at me. Of course she knows that I lied, that I actually hate
writing. Why isn’t she saying anything? I squirm. I see her at school with
Linh in the hallways. What if Linh talks about me or my family—and what
stories has she heard? Maybe she and the rest of the Mais throw darts at pic-
tures of us. That could explain why Allison looks like she’s devising a way
to meticulously murder me and stash my body.

“Fine. Since you don’t have anything to write about, I’m putting you
on proofreading duty. Do you have an AP Stylebook?”

I shake my head.

Smack. Allison tosses me a tome that lands on my desk.

Fingerprints smear the glossy front cover. “Thanks,” I mumble. Awe-
some. All I’ve ever edited was our restaurant menu where the letter s myste-
riously dropped from plural nouns. I just added them back in if I thought they
looked weird.

Finally, Allison’s focus shifts to another kid named Ernie, who smells
like wintergreen gum even though he never chews gum. He fiddles with his
round glasses that are down to his nose. Looking at him makes me feel
anxious.

“Ernie, you’re two days late with the article on the recycling scandal.
Where is it?”

“Mr. Allen hasn’t gotten back to me.” From what I remember, Mr.
Allen, the marine biology teacher, was caught putting trash into his recycling
bin—by Allison herself. That’s a “scandal,” apparently.

Allison sighs. “Did you talk to him?”

“I e-mailed him.”
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NPUCTABIICH] OJMH JI0 OJHOTO B ifeajbHH KBajxpar. Bona Ourblne cxoka Ha
JieBa B 300MAapKy, II0 CIOCTEpirae 3a 3AUBOBAHMMH DisimadaMu. Bomoccs
3arutereHe B kocy. S amymaro npo Kernicc EBepuin.

Bona nmpmxMyproeTscsi i TMBUTHCS HA MEHE. 3BICHO, BOHA 3HAE, IO 5
30pexaB, 10 HACTIPaBi S HEHABU/DKY IucaTti. YoMy K BOHA HIYOTO HE Kaxe?
S mouwnHar0 HISIKOBITH, COBarOCS HA MicIi. S wacTto Oady 11 B IIKOJII pa3oM i3
Jlinp Ha xopujopax. A mo, sk JliHp po3noBinae ili mpo MeHe abo Mpo MOIO
poIuHYy — 1 sIKI caMe icTopii BOHA ByKe BCTUINIA MmouyTu? MoxiuBo, BoHa I
pemta Maii kuparoTh OpoTHKU B Hamll ¢otorpadii. lle 6 moscHuno, yomy
Ennicon Bumsaae Tak, HiOM peTeabHO MPOIYMYE, SIK MEHE BOUTH 1 KyJIU HOTIM
3aX0BaTH TUIO.

— Jlo6pe. Pa3 To6i Hema mpo 1m0 mMHCaTH, S TpHU3HAYal0 Tede
BIJIMOBITAJTbHUM 32 BUYUTYBaHHS. Y TeOe€ € MoCciOHUK?

S x¥uTaro rojaoBoro.

Jlan. ENIicOH KUJa€e TOBCTY KHUTY, 1 Ta Majiae Ha MOIO MapTy.

Ha risH1ieBiid oOkIauHIl 3aUIIAIOTHECS PO3Ma3aHi BIIOMTKY TajIbIliB.
— Jlsixyro, — OypMouy s1. UymoBo.

€nune, 1110 5 KOIU-HEOYb pearyBaB, — 1€ MEHIO HalllOro PECTOpaHy,
JIe 3araJkoBO 3HMKaja MHOXHHA. Sl MPOCTO NOMHMCYBaB Ha3aj, SKILIO CIOBO
BUIVISAAIIO IUBHO.

Hapemri yBara EmnicoH mepeMUKaeTbcss Ha IHIIOTO XJIOMIlS Ha M s
EpHi, Bif AKOTO MaxHe KyBaJbHOIO TYMKOIO 3 apOMaToOM I'pYIIAHKH, X04a BiH
HIKOJIM HE JKy€ TYMKY. BiH HEpBOBO CMHKae CBOI KPYIUIi OKYISPH, L0 3’ iXalu
fiomy Ha Hic. Koy st TuBIIOCS Ha HBOTO, MEHI CTa€ TPUBOXKHO.

— EpHi, T BXe Ha ABa JHI MPOCTPOYMB CTATTIO NP0 CKaHAAN i3
nepepoOkoro cmiTTs. Jle BoHa?

— Mictep AJuieH MeHi e He BiAmoBiB, — cka3aB EpHi.

Hackinbku s mam’sraro, mictepa AJlieHa, BYMTENII MOPChKOT 010JIOTi,
cama Enmicon cmiiimana Ha TOMY, IO BiH BUKHJAB CMITTS Y KOHTEHHep s
nepepoOku. Came 11e, BOYEBH/Ib, 1 BBAXKAIOCS “CKaHIAIOM” .

Ennicon 3irxae:

— Tu 3 HUM TOroBOpUB?

— $1 HanucaB oMy €NeKTPOHHOTO JIUCTA.



“I want you to chase him, okay?”

“O-okay,” he stutters.

“Wait for his class to let out. Show him that I have proof that he broke
the rules.”

“Hang on, Allison, you saved the contents of a recycling bin?”” Rowan
interjects.

She looks confused. “Yes, why?”

Is she for real?

Rowan starts laughing but he hides it behind a cough. “Good. A jour-
nalist always needs to back up their claims.” He shakes his sleeve up to show
his wristwatch. “Why don’t we finish the meeting now and get right into it?
Bao, here’s something for you to start proofreading. Try to finish it.” He of-
fers me a manila folder, which I get up and take.

Try?

Asshole.

We still have more than a half hour left and Rowan doesn’t think I
can get through a five-hundred-word article. Oblivious to the insult, he re-
treats into his office abutting the newsroom.

Allison pushes away a desk with her hip, creating an exit. She pulls
aside Luigi, the managing editor, so she can come up with a way to fill what
used to be the comics section. Apparently the comics artist showed up to one
class, was given an assignment by Allison, and then switched over to graphic
design class.

I dive into Allison’s article about bullying issues and how our statis-
tics compare to nationwide statistics. She knows how to write, knows when
she’s said enough, knows when to punch the details. She’s good. She quotes
Hal, the janitor who’s one of the main advocates for stronger anti-bullying
policies because he sees it happening all the time in the hallways, and Allison
writes him so well that it’s like he’s right there in the room, leaning against
his mop, a watchful eye on bullies.

I only fix a few commas and start a new paragraph when one of them
looks too long. At the last sentence, though, I stop. I read the sentence over
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— Xouy, 06 TH nepeciintysas oro, 106pe?

— JI.. mobpe, — 3aikaeThCs BiH.

— Jloyekaiicsi, TOKH 3aKiHUUTHCA YpoK. [Tokaxku ifiomy, o B MeHe €
JIOKa3H, 10 BiH MOPYIIUB IIPaBHIIA.

— Ilouekaii, Emmicon, T 30eperia BMICT CMITTEBOTO Oaky IS
nepepoOku? — BTpydaeTbes PoyeH.

Bomna Bunisimae squBoBano. — Tak, a 110?

Bomna cepuiozno?

Poan cwmietbes, anme mpuxoBye 1€ 3a Kanuiem. — JloOpe. XKypramict
3aBXK]IM M€ MiATBEPKYBATH CBOT TBEPKECHHS.

Bin nmigHiMae pykas, 11100 HOJUBUTUCH HA TOJAMHHUK.

— Yomy 6 HaM He 3aKIHYUTH Hapaqy Ta oJpaszy He npuctynutu? bao,
och TOO1 Je1io s moyarky pefaryBanss. CrpoOyil 3aKiHUUTH.

Bin npocTsrae MeHi KopuyHEByY Harky, s BCTaro Ta Oepy Ti.

Cnpooyui?

Kpemun.

Mu me mMaeMo moHana MiBroguHu, a PoaH He BIpUTh, IO S 3MOXY
OTIPAIlIOBATH I’ ITUCOTCIIIBHY cTarTio. He momivaroun oOpas3u, BiH BiACTynae y
CBIiif KaOiHET, 10 MPUJIATAE 10 PEIAKITIL.

EmticoH BiAmITOBXy€e CTLI CTErHOM, CTBOpIOOUM coOi BuXxin. Bona
BizcyBae Jlyimki, rOJIOBHOTO peaaKTopa, Mmoo 3HAWTH CIOCiO 3aTOBHUTH TeE, 110
paHime Oyl0 CEKIi€l0 KOMIKCIB. BHSBISETHCS, XyTOKHUK IHX KOMIKCIB
3’SBUBCS HAa OJHOMY 3aHATTI, OTPUMaB 3aBAaHHsA BiA EiuticoH, a moTiM
MepeHIIoB Ha Kypc TpadiuHOTO TU3aiHY.

S nopunato B ctartio Emmicon npo npoGnemu OylmiHTY Ta MOPIBHIHHS
HAIIMX CTAaTUCTHK 13 3arajibHOHAIIOHATHHUMH. BOoHa BMie mucaru, 3Hae, KOJIU
3YIUHHUTHCS, 1 BIYYHO Mimkpecitoe jaerani. Bona tamanoButa. Bona nurtye
Xana, npuOupanbHUKa, SKUIl € OTHUM 13 TOJOBHUX MPUXUIBHUKIB )KOPCTKIIIUX
aHTUOYIIHIOBHX IOJIITHK, aJDKE BiH MOCTIHHO CHIOCTEpIrae 3a UM Y KOpuaopax.
Ennicon Tak noOpe #oro omucye, 1Mo 37a€ThCsl, HIOM BiH CTOITh MPsAMO B
KIMHaTi, CIIepIIUCh Ha MIBA0Py, MUJIBHO CTEXa4yH 3a XyJliraHaMu.

Sl BumpaBiAl0 NUIIE KUThbKa KOM, NMOYMHAI0 HOBUM a03all, KONIU BiH
BUITISIAA€ HAATO JOBIUM. AJie HA OCTaHHBOMY PEYEHHI i 3ymuHstocs. Yuraro



and over again and it just feels... weird to me. I can’t put my finger on it, so
I let my pen linger there, a red dot bleeding through the page. But still, it’s
one word. One word won’t ruin a piece. And Allison’s probably not going to
like the fact that I’'m questioning—even if it’s a small bit—her article.

The hallway bell dismisses us, thankfully. Allison is yelling out the
next deadline for articles. When she walks past me, I hand back her article.
“It’s really good.” Then I’m free, but not really, since I have work.

“Wait.”

I turn.

“You’re lying.” She peers at the paper... at the red dot that I left. “You
hesitated here. Why?”

It’s unnerving to see a girl my age use the same withering glance as
my mom.

“I don’t know.”

“What do you mean, you don’t know?” she demands.

Now she’s annoying me. I snatch the paper back and stab at the paper.
“Maybe cut this word and replace it with an adjective. I just think you need
a stronger one. Plus the word is repeated earlier in the article.”

A long pause falls between us. I swear I hear the clock ticking. Did I
just say that? “Thank you,” Allison says. She looks like she’s trying not to
grimace.

I grab my things. My adrenaline’s pumping, like I just finished a mile.
I feel good—being right about something for once.

I’m the only one left in the room, so I leave... before running into
someone.

“Sorry!” a girl says.

Linh.
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HOoro 3HOBY i 3HOBY, 1 BOHO 3[a€ThCSI MEHi... TUBHUM. He MOXy 3po3ymiTi
YOMY, TOX JIMIIAI0 PYYKYy Ha CTOPIHII, YEPBOHA KparKa MPOCOYYETHCS KPi3b
narmip. AJe e Jmie oaHe cioBo. OmHe ciioBo He 3incye TekcT. | Emricon,
MalyTh, He Oyze paja, o s CyMHIBAIOCS — HaBiTh TPOXH — Y ii CTATTI.

Ha macTst, 13BiHOK y KOPHAOPI OTOJIONIYE 3aKiHUEHHS YypokKiB. Emmicon
TOJIOCHO OTOJIOLIYE HACTYITHUM JI€IUIalH JISl CTATEH.

— Bomna cniipasi xoporia.

[ToTim 51 BUThHUI — aJie He 30BCiM, 00 Ha MEHE ueKae poboTa.

— 3auexail.

S obeprarocs.

— Tu Opemrent, — BOHA MIJIBHO TUBUTHCS HA TAIiIp... Ha YEPBOHY
Kpamnky, sKy s 3aauimB. — Tu TyT Barascs. Homy?

Henpuemuo croctepiratu, sk AiBYMHA MOTO BIKY KHJa€ TOM camuil
MPOHM3IUBUIN OIS, IO ¥ MOSI Mama.

— He 3naro.

— IIlo Tv Maenr Ha yBa3i, KaKy4H, 1110 HE 3HAEII? — BUMAarae BOHa.

S Bxe po3aparoBaHuii. Xarmaro mamnip 1 BAapsio Mo HbOMY PYUKOIO.

— Moske, HE TIMCaTH 1€ CJIOBO W 3aMIHMTH WOTO HAa MPUKMETHHK. S
MPOCTO Jymaro, 10 TOTPIOHE CHIIBHIIIE cJI0BO. [lo TOro X Iie CIIOBO BKe
3yCTpIUa€eThCs paHille B CTATTI.

Mix Hamu HacTae oBra naysa. KisiHych, s 4yto, SIK 1IOKa€ TOJAMHHUK.
Yu s cnpasoi ye cxazag?

— Jaxyto, — xaxe Emmicon. Burmismae, HIOM Hamaraerbcsi He
CKPUBUTHCS.

S xamaro cBoi peui. AxpeHanin 0’e yepes Kpai, HIOM s IIIOMHO TPOOIr
Muiro. BinuyBaro cebe 1o6pe — Xou pa3 sl B YOMYCh BUSIBUBCS ITPABHIA.

S 3anumarocss B KIMHATi OCTaHHIM, TOXX BUXOIKY... 1 Maike oJpasy
Bpi3a0Ch B KOTOCh.

— Bubau! — kaxxe qiBumHa.

Ie JIiHb.



“Uh, no that’s fine.” My mouth feels numb. I can’t find any other
words to say because of the way she’s looking at me, wide-eyed, indeci-
sive—everything that I’'m probably feeling right now.

I do the only thing I can think of:
I run away.
Chapter 4
Linh

“Hey, what are you doing here?” Ali asks as she leaves room 436 with
her backpack. Strands of her hair have escaped her braid, but she hurriedly
brushes them aside. I didn’t expect to see her because I knew she had study
hall; she should be home right now, which makes me jealous even thinking
about it. I would have given anything to have a break before going to work.
A time where I can just think and not be around people, like I am all day.

“Grabbing paint for Yamamoto,” I tell Ali. When I’d gotten to the
studio upstairs, she shouted from the back, asking me to drop by the old art
room downstairs because she left behind a few things during the move.

Thinking everyone had emptied from the room by now, I walk
through the door... until I collide with Bao. His eyes widen.

“Sorry!”

Why do I sound like a squeaky first grader? He’s a head taller than
me, which shouldn’t surprise me—puberty and all—but having always seen
him across the street from the restaurant, I never noticed his height.

“Uh, no that’s fine.” He slips past me, then nearly bolts down the
hallway, away from us. Away from me. Which shouldn’t bother me so much,
since | would probably do the same in his shoes, but it does. I glance at Alli-
son to see if she noticed the weird exchange—she usually does with things
like this—but surprisingly, she’s watching Bdo, looking like she has some-
thing to say.

“I’m not sure I like that kid.”
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— Hi, Bce rapazm, — kaxy 1.

Miii pot HiOU oHiMinuil. He MOXy 3HalTH IHIIKX CIIiB Yepe3 Te, K BOHA
Ha MEHE JHMBHUTHCS: IIUPOKO BIIKPHUTI OYi, HEBMEBHEHICTb — Yyce Te, IO,
MalyTh, s 3apa3 BiIdyBarlo.

S poGiro enuue, 10 MOXKY IPUIYMATH.

Brikaro.

Po3nin 4
Jlinp

— I'eit, mo v TyT poOu? — 3anutana Emni, Buxonsuu 3 kadbinety 436
3 PIOK3aKOM Ha TuIeul.

[Tpsinku 11 BosloCCsl BUCIM3IIM 3 KOCH, ajle BOHA MTOCIIXOM 3alpaBuiia ix
Hazan. S He ouikyBaja ii TyT moOa4ynTH, ajpKe 3Haja, [0 y HEl mepepsa; BoHa
Mayia OyTH BIOMa 3apas, 1 JInIie JyMKa Ipo I[1e BUKIWKaIa B MEHi 3a37picTh. S
0 Bimmana Bce, a0u MaTu X049 KOPOTKY MEpPEpBY Iepea podoTor — dYac, KoJu
MOXHa TPOCTO TOAYMaTH 1 HI 3 KHM HE CHUIKYBaTHCS, SIK II€ JOBOJUTHCS
pOOUTH LT JIEHB.

— 3abuparo (apou mis Amamorto, — Binnosina 5. Komm miiiia mo
CTYy[lii, BOHA KPUKHYIA 33a]1y, IPOCSIYU 3aiTH 10 CTApOro apT-Kjacy BHU3Y, 00
MiJ] 9ac nepeizny 3aauIimia TaM KUTbKa pedei.

Jlymarouu, 1110 BCl BXK€ BUUIIUIM 3 KIMHATH, 51 TIPOXODKY KPi3b JIBEPI...
aX TIOKM He Bpi3arock y bao. Moro oui mupoko po3kpuBaroThCsL.

— Bubau!

YoMy s 3Byuasa, Ik MUCKJISIBUN NEPIIOKIACHUK? BiH Ha TOJI0BY BUIIIMI
3a MEHe, 1110 He MaJio 0 MeHe TUBYBaTH — IyOepTar 1 Bce Take — ajie, 3aBkKIAu
Oauy4u oro yepes Jopory BiJl pecTOpaHy, s HIKOJIU HE momidaia Moro 3pocry.

— Hi, Bce rapasn, — BiH IIpOC/IKM3a€ OB3 MEHE, a MMOTIM MaiiyKe BTIKAE,
nozaii Bim Hac. ITogani Bigx MeHe. MeHe 1ie He Maio O Tak 3a4illMTH, aJKe Ha
foro Micii s, MaOyTh, 3po0uiia 0 Te came, aiie BCe OJHO. ..

S kuparo o Ha EnoricoH, mo0 nepeBipyuTH, UM MOMITHIIA BOHA IO
JUBHY CUTYAIlil0 — 3a3BHYail BOHA MIOMIYa€ Taki peyi — aje, Ha JUBO, BOHA
TUBUTHCS Ha bao, Haue Xode moch cKa3arTu.

— MeHi He o00a€eThCA 1IeH XITOMYUCHKO.



“Bao?” I spot the canary-yellow paint by the sink and grab it while
Allison talks at me.

“Yeah, him. On one hand, he’s clearly lazy and doesn’t give a shit
about journalism. On the other hand, he found a mistake in my article that
even / missed.”

“Oh, wow, he found a mistake,” 1 say mockingly. We walk down the
hall together, toward the art room. With school letting out at the end of the
day, it’s chaotic. Elbows and shoulders crash against me, and the smells of
Axe, sweat, and sweet Victoria’s Secret perfume hit me all at once. Loud rap
and pop music float from the earbuds of my classmates. Teachers fast-walk
with their heads down and dodge students TikToking random sketches.

“I’m serious! It’s been read, like, three times by Rowan. Bao has a
good eye. But I don’t think he cares—or knows. Which is annoying.”

“His parents own that restaurant across from me, you know.” I’ve told
Allison about the feud in general, how it doesn’t really make sense and all
that, but I’ve never really mentioned Bdo. Or our time at the temple together.
Some things aren’t worth mentioning; they sound and feel better as memories
locked inside your brain.

“No way! He’s that Nguyén? No wonder you guys freaked out.” I
smile. I knew it; even if she didn’t react in the moment, of course she’d catch
that. “That’s a tragedy. He’s kind of cute. And he’s taller than you, which is
good.”

Good? She doesn’t explain why. “One minute you say you hate him”

“Obviously you’re not listening. I said I don’t know if I like him. But
I know how to appreciate someone’s aesthetics.”

“Aesthetics?”

“C’mon. That hair?”

Silently, I agree.
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— bao? — s momivar KaHApPKOBO-KOBTY (apOy Oiisl pakoBUHU 1 Oepy
ii, moku EyTicoH 1moch TOBOPHUTS.

— Tak, BiH. 3 omHoro OOKy, BiH Jjemauuid i1 Womy Oaiigyxe [0
KYPHATICTUKHU. 3 IHIIOTO OOKY, BiH IIOMITHB IOMUJIKY B MOil CTaTTi, IKy HaBiTh
5 IPOIYCTHIIA.

— O, Bay, BiH 3HaHIIOB nOMUIKY, — KaXy s HaCMIIUIMBO. Mu iiaeMo
KOPUJOPOM Pa3oM y HampsIMKy A0 KIMHaTH MucTelTBa. HampukiHIl YpOKIB Yy
IIKOJI Tanye xaoc. JIikTi Ta miedi BpizaroThCsl B MEHE, a 3anmaxu Axe, MOTy Ta
conoakux mnaphymiB Bif Victoria’s Secret ©0’10Tb oapaszy. 3 HaBYIIHHUKIB
OJIHOKJIACHHUKIB JIyHA€ TYYHUH pen Ta non. Bunrteni mBuaAKo HAYTh, OYCTUBIIH
TOJIOBH, YHUKAIOUW YUHIB, sIK1 3HIMaIOTh BUNIaAKOB1 cketun /uis TikTok.

— S cepito3no! Poan yxe mpouuTaB 1e, 3maeTbesd, Tpuul. Y bao
roctpuit 3ip. Ane s He Aymaro, 1110 oMy Ba)JIMBO — abo IO BiH B3araji 3Ha€.
I ue mparye.

— Horo GaThky BIACHHKM TOTO PECTOPAHY HABMPOTH MeHe, 3Hael. 51
BXKe po3noBigania EijticoH mpo iXHIO Cylepeuky 3arajom, mpo Te, 110 BOHa
HaCITpaBJli HE Ma€ BEJIMKOTO CEHCY 1 BCE Take, ajie HIKOJIM He 3ragayBaia bao. Uu
PO TPOBEICHUN Yac pa3oM y Xpami B JUTHUHCTBIL. Jleski pedi HE BapTo
03By4yBaTH; BOHHM 3BydYaTh 1 BIIUYBAIOTHCA Kpalle SK CIOTaaH, 3aMKHEHI
BCEPEINHI TBOTO MO3KY.

— Ta ny! To BiH 1 € Toit Hryen? He nuBHO, 110 BU Tak 3isakamucs. S
ycmixarocs. Sl Tak 1 3Haja: HaBITH SKIIO BOHA HE BiapearyBajia, TO I HE
3HAYUTh IO HE 3pO3yMiia.

— Ile  Tparenis. BiH HaBITH TpOXu CUMIATHYHHUMA. | BiH BUIUH 3a
Tebe, a 1e 1oope.

JoOpe? BoHa He MOsICHIOE, YOMY.

— OaHy XBWIMHY TH Ka)elll, [II0 HEHaBUAMII HOTO.

— OueBunHO, TU He chyxaemnl. S ckaszana, IO HE 3HAIO, YU BiH MEHI
noo0aeThes. AJe s 3HalO, SIK OLIIHUTH YUIOCh €CTETHUKY.

— Ecretuky?

— Hasaii. B3artu, 1o npukiany, #oro 3ayicky.

Sl moroaumnace.



Yamamoto’s room is a forest of easels, with white canvases of all
sizes, their pictures all works-in-progress. This side of the school gets the
best lighting, not only for drawing, but also for feeding the hanging plants by
the windows. Yamamoto is closer to the back and sits cross-legged on a stool,
yet manages to look completely relaxed. Her nose practically touching the
canvas, she dabs whatever she’s working on with a wet sponge. She has a
streak of forest-green paint on her cheek.

A tattooed Asian wasn’t a familiar concept growing up, so meeting
someone like her was so cool. She’s not posing, either; the tattoos t her. She
can say the word “bullshit” in a classroom without a problem.

“Here you go,” I say, handing her the jug.

“Ah, perfect. Canary yellow, just what I need.” She sets it down on
the ground. “How’s my old lair lookin’?”

“Weird to see all the computers there. And the room looks smaller.”

“That’s what I think too. You know, even though I complained a lot
last semester, the move was actually a good thing. Look at all the space!” She
opens her arms wide. I laugh because I love it when she smiles. Not that she’s
so serious in class, even if she has the authority to be. But when it’s just us,
she acts like an older sister—sans the weird, unnecessary biological facts
Evie likes to point out.

She claps her hands together. “Okay. Give it here.”

I let her see my homework assignment again. I ended up finishing it
after work, at midnight. That’s when I usually do my art—with a desk lamp
as my only light source and bass-heavy electronica thrumming in my ears. It
makes me feel peaceful and zoned in.

“So are you going to the exhibition?”
Left turn.
“Wait, what?”
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KaGiner SImamoTo Haragye iic MOJBOEpTiB: OuIi MOJIOTHA PI3HOTO
po3Mmipy, Bci poboTm mie B mporeci. Llg wacTmHa mikoaM Mae Halikpaiie
OCBITJIEHHS] — HE JIMIIIE JJIs MaJIFOBAaHHS, a i JUIs TOT0, 1100 ITOJIMBATHU MiABICHI
pociuHH O BikOH. SIMaMOTO CHIHMTH OJIFKYE /10 3aIHBOI CTIHU, CXPECTUBIIH
HOTM Ha TalypeTi, aje BHIISAae a0COMOTHO po3ciabieno. Hic maibke
TOPKAETHCS MOJIOTHA, BOHA ITPOMAKY€E MOKPOIO T'yOKOIO T€, HaJl YuM Mparroe. Ha
ii o11i — cmyra (apou Koabopy JIICOBOTO 3€JIEHOTO.

A3ziar 3 TaTy He OyB 3BUYHOIO PIYUIO0 B MOEMY AUTHUHCTBI, TOMY 3YCTpPITH
KOTOCh Ha 1i KITanT Oyno ayxe kpyro. TaryroBaHHs BiioOpaxaroTh ii camy.
Bona moxe ckazatu cioBo “AypHuUIls’ B Kiaci 6e3 KOAHUX MPoOIeM.

— Ocb, TpUMaiiTe, — MOAAI0YM 11 GaHOUKY.

— Ax, igeanpHo. KanapkoBo-X0BTHH, came Te, o MeH1 Tpeba. Bona
CTaBUTH 11 HA MIJYIOTY.

— Sk BUTIsS A€ MOE CTape JIrBo?

— JluBHO OaunTH Tam yci KoM '1oTepu. | KaOIHeT 31a€ThCsl MEHILIHM.

— 4 Tex Tak mymaro. 3Ha€l, Xoya MHUHYJIOTO CeMecTpy si Oarato
Hapikasia, mepei3 HacmpaBAl BUSBUBCS Xopolnoro piudto. [loguBuce Ha Bech
neit npoctip! Bona mupoko po3kunae pyku. S cmirocsi, 60 MeHi mogo0aeThes,
KOJIM BOHA ycMixaeThcsi. He Te mo0 BoHa Oyima HaaATO CEPHO3HOI0 HAa YpOKax,
HaBITh SKIIO Ma€ OyTH TaKOI0. AJie KOJIM MH CaMi, BOHA TTOBOJIUTHLCS SIK CTapIa
cectpa — 0€3 TUX TUBHHX, 3aBHX 010JIOTTYHUX (DAKTIB, SIK1 JIFOOUTH 3TalyBaTH
EBi.

BoHa 3’eiHye pyku B JOJIOHI.

— Jlo6pe. [aii cronm.

S 3HOBY Haro0 i IOJUBUTHUCS CBOE JIOMAITHE 3aBHaHHs. S 3akiHuMIa
Horo micis pobotwu, omiBHOUL. Came Toi s 3a3BUYai 3aiiMarOCsi MUCTEIITBOM —
3 HACTUTFHOIO JIAMIIOIO SIK €JMHUM PKEPESIOM CBITJIA Ta €JIEKTPOHHOIO MY3UKOIO
3 mmbOokuMu Oacamu B HaBylIHHKax. Lle mae MeHi BIQUYTTS CIIOKOIO Ta
KOHIICHTpAIlil BPEIITi-PEIIT.

— To Tu 36upaciics Ha BUCTaBKY?

HeouikyBaHuii moBOpOT.

— IlouekaiiTe, mo?



She sets down my sketchpad and I follow the movement. Suddenly
the conversation is turning to me.
“At the museum I mentioned. It’d be good for you. You should really

2

go.
“Um, yeah. I think I will.” I bite my lip at the lie.

“Your parents don’t know, do they.” A statement, not a question.
The flyer that I made floats back into my mind, September thirtieth
haunting me. I sigh. “No. I still haven’t asked my parents.”

Yamamoto knows a bit about my family and what it’s like to work at
a restaurant, since she’s lived some of it. Her mother owned a Japanese fusion
restaurant for half of her childhood before retiring. But because her parents
were also artists on the side, she can’t truly relate to my dilemma.

I lean in on my elbows, listening as she continues with her critique.
Yamamoto shares the same language as me. No one else in my life can teach
me about light and shadow and how they fall on objects. Ba’s unlikely to sit
still long enough to watch shadows. He’d only think of it as wasting time.
“Ba khong co thi gio!” Which is actually his usual excuse for things he’d
rather avoid doing, like fixing something broken at home or running errands
for the restaurant. My mom Joves that.

And the few times I’ve talked about art class with my mom, there’s
some words and feelings that I can’t translate into Vietnamese. Like, orange
is mau cam, but then there’s also burnt orange and cider orange. Direct
translations don’t work.

My phone vibrates in my pocket, bursting the bubble ensconcing me
and Yamamoto. “Ugh, sorry, I’'m late for work.”

“Okay, but wait.” Yamamoto crosses the room to her desk and re-
moves a packet from her drawer. “I know I’ve mentioned this before, but I
wanted to make sure you don’t forget about it.”
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Bomna xiaze Miit ans00M /17151 MAJIIOHKIB, 1 51 CIIIKYIO 3a pyXoM. Pantom
PO3MOBa IMOYMHAE CTOCYBATHCSI MCHE.

— V Toli My3ei, po sKuii 51 kazana. byno 6 aynoso. To6i cipaBai BapTo
IITH.

— Em, Tak. Jlymaro, minxy, — Kycaro ry0y depe3 OpexHio.

— TBoi 6aTbkM HE 3HAIOTH, UM HE TaK, — TBEP/DKCHHSI, & HE MUTAHHSI.

®rnaep, KU s 3poOusIa, TOBEPTAETHCA Y MOIO MMaM’siTh, 1 30 BepecHs
nepeciigye MeHe.

— Hi. 4 noci He 3anuTana y 6aTbKiB.

SIMaMOTO 3Ha€e MPo MO0 POAMHY Ta SIK I1€ — IMPAIFOBAaTH B PECTOPaHi,
a/pke BOHA TEpeXuiia Mmoch MOi0He. [ MaTi BoMOiNIA SITTOHCHKUM ¢’ 10KH-
pecTopaHOM TOJIOBMHY ii JAWTHUHCTBA, MEpII HLK BUWTH Ha NEHCII0. AJe
OCKUTBKH i1 OaTbKHU TEX 3aiMaJIMCS MUCTEIITBOM Y BUIbHUH Yac, BOHA HE MOXE
MOBHICTIO 3pO3YMITH MOIO JTHIIEMY.

S crnmparocs JIKTSIMH, CIyXarodH, sSIK BOHA IMPOJIOBXKYE JIaBaTH CBOIO
KPUTHKY. SIMaMOTO TOBOPHUTH TI€IO X MOBOIO, 110 ¥ 5. HixTo iHIIMI y MoemMy
JKUTTI HE MOK€ HaBUYUTH MEHE TPO CBITJIO W TiHB Ta MPO T€, IK BOHHW MaJa0Th
Ha TpenMeTd. Taro HaBps Yd JOBTO BCUIIB OM Ha MicIli, MO0 crocTepiratu
TiHi. BiH Ou mpocTo BBaXkaB Ile MapHYBaHHAM dYacy. “Y ma Hemae dacy!” —
Horo 3BMYaiiHA BIZIMOBKA JIIsl peUCH, IKUX BiH BOJIB OM YHUKATH, HAIIPUKIIA],
PEMOHTYBATH IIOCh BAOMa a00 BUKOHYBAaTU JOPYYEHHs JUIsl pecTopaHy. Moiii
MaMi 11e TyXxe “nodobaemvcs’”.

A KinpKa pa3iB, KOJIU s PO3MOBIIsIa 3 MaMOIO MPO YPOKU MUCTEITBA,
Oynu clioBa Ta BIOUYTTA, SIKI S HE MOIVIa MEPEKIaCTH B’€THAMCBHKOIO.
Hanpuxian, nomapanueBuil — 1e mdu cam, aie € 11e TEMHO-TIOMapaH4yeBuil 1
a0nyuHo-nomapanueBuil. [Ipsmi nepeknaaym He MPaiolOTh.

Miit tenedoH BiOpye B KHILIEHI, pO3IPBYIOUM TOW MalleHbKUI KOKOH, Y
saxomy s Oyna 3 SImamoro.

— Vx, BubauTe, s 3aMi3HIOIOCH HA POOOTY.

— JoOpe, ane mouekail. IMamMoTO MEPEX0AUTH KIMHATY 0 CBOTO CTONY
1 1icTae 3 MIyXJISIU TaKeT.

— 4 3maro, mo BXe 3ragyBalla Tpo 1€ paHilie, aie XoTiia
NepeKoHaTUCs, 1110 TH He 3a0y/Ielll.



The Scholastic Awards. Each year, high school students submit their
best works in art and writing. There are local awards, then there are national
ones called Gold Keys, judged by the best in the business, and the winner
gets recognition at Carnegie Hall in New York, and even some scholarships.

“I’m telling you. Keep your eye on this. You have a chance.”

“Really?”

Yamamoto smiles. “Absolutely. And, hey, maybe it’ll help your par-
ents see the value in what you’re doing. They can’t say no to money. But first
step: Just make sure you check out the exhibition, okay? I know you have a
lot of things riding on you, but I don’t want you to forget about yourself.
About what you want. This is your year.”

“Yeah, sure.” Dread sits at the bottom of my stomach, and her heavy
gaze on my back pushes me through the door, out into the hallway.
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Haropona Scholastic. 11lopoxy CTaplIIOKIaCHUKH TIOJAOTh  CBOT
Halikpami poOOTH 3 MHCTENTBa Ta MUChbMa. € MICIIEBI Haropoau, a €
HAI[IOHAJIBHI, K1 Ha3uBatoThCs Gold Keys, iX OMIHIOIOTH HAWKpari y ik cdepi.
epemoxens orpumye BusHanus B Carnegie Hall y Horo-Mopky, a Takox nesKi
CTHIICHII.

— 1 To6i kaxy. Crmigkyii 3a num. Y Tebe € manc.

— Cnpasni?

SIMamoTO ycMiXaeThesl.

— Ab6comoTHO. I, MOKIMBO, 1€ AOMOMOXKE TBOIM OaTbKam 3pO3YyMITH
[MIHHICTh TOTO, IO TU poOuill. BoHn He 3MOXyTh cka3aTu “Hi” rpomam. Aje
nepIui KpoK: MpOCTO MepeKoHakcs, 1110 BIIB1Ia€I BUCTaBKY, 100pe? S 3Hato,
10 Ha ToO1 6araro 4oro TPUMAETHCS, aje s He Xouy, o0 T 3a0yma mpo ceode.
[Ipo te, yoro v xouew. Lle msiii pik.

— Tak, 3BicHO.

UYepes xax B MEHE, Ha4e CKPYTUJIO KUBOTA, a 1l MWIBHUM MOIVISA Ha
MOill CITMHI MIAIITOBXY€E MEHE JI0 IBEpeH, Ha KOPUIOP.
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Chapter 2 Features of reproducing deviant speech by members of the Viet-
namese diaspora

2.1 Authorial Background, Textual Characteristics, and Genre Specificity

Loan Le is the author of 4 Pho Love Story, a romantic comedy for young adults. She was
born in Vietnam but raised in the United States, specifically in Southern California. She is a Viet-
namese-American writer, and her life experience of immigrant culture has greatly influenced her
work, particularly the novel A Pho Love Story, because, as the author herself said, “The story is
universal even if it is about the Vietnamese-American experience” (Le, 2024, 02:15). Since 2016,
she has been working as a senior editor in the publishing division of Atria Books, part of the Amer-
ican publishing house Simon & Schuster, which specializes in publishing fiction and non-fiction,
and she combines her editorial work with her writing career. According to Simon & Schuster, “She
graduated with a bachelor's degree in journalism from Fairfield University in 2014, where she later
earned her MFA in fiction” (Simon & Schuster, 2026).

Loan Le considers conflicts, plot developments, and genre combinations to be important
components of text structure. In her YouTube interview, she notes that “Happy stories are boring
— there must be struggle and drama” (Le, 2024, 18:10). This emphasizes that she does not partic-
ularly like simple plots without any major conflict. According to her words in the same interview,
a story must contain three main components: “Every story needs desire, obstacle, and plan” (Le,
2024, 1:12:45). Or, if we take into account her mini-biography on the Simon & Schuster website,
it states that, “Loan loves genre-bending works; if a novel can be pitched as ‘Part X, Part Y, and
Part Z,’ then it's probably meant for her” (Simon & Schuster, 2026). Now we will look at what
romantic novels are and why they are very popular nowadays.

By definition, a romance novel is a work of fiction that focuses on the themes of love and
romantic relationships between the main characters, feelings, and emotional relationships: “A ro-
mance novel is a fiction book from a genre of popular literature that focuses on the themes of love
and romantic relationships” (Britannica, 2024). According to the Cavannagh, romance novels cur-
rently rank fifth among 50 genres of different books (Cavannagh, 2026). Authors often use this
genre as the main or secondary storyline in their books because they not only have commercial
value but also create the desired emotional experience for the reader, since “it's more than a feeling
— it's what readers WANT to feel” (Montague, 2020, para. 2).

It originated in the 18th-19th centuries, before the romance novel proper came out, you had
individual novels with romantic plots — such as Pamela, or Virtue Rewarded (1740), Pride and
Prejudice (1813) was a literary novel that served as a precursor to what would become the fiction
genre of romance, focused primarily on romantic relationships, especially female protagonists and
their inner lives. Romance novels were new and exciting, offering a world that had not been written
about before. The novels of this genre have historically depicted male characters who regarded
women, if not as complete equals, then at minimum as individuals of substance and worth — men
whose affection for the heroines was profound and sincere. The female protagonists of romance
fiction were portrayed as leading lives of greater dimension and agency than the domestic roles of
wife and mother alone could afford.

This fundamental appeal remains largely unchanged in the contemporary literary land-
scape. Women continue to be drawn to romance novels as a means of engaging with themes of
love and aspiration — themes that occupy a central place in the broader human experience. The
genre's enduring popularity may be attributed, in no small part, to the reader's capacity for identi-
fication with the central character, allowing for a sense of personal immersion in narratives that
resonate on an emotional level. As Helen Taylor, Professor of English at the University of Exeter,
says, “modern romance puts women at the center of the narrative” (Taylor, 2020, para. 16).
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Additionally, romantic fiction is not a single genre, but an extensive system of subgenres,
each with its own audience, history, and uniqueness. The most popular and established are histor-
ical novels (and the Regency romance subgenre), where the plot unfolds in the past, during the
Regency period (1811-1820). As Kay Mussell noted in her study of romance formulas, the fictional
historical setting often attributes obstacles to love to the power dynamics of a patriarchal society
that devalues women’s emotions and desires (Mussell 1984, p. 69, as cited in Regis 2003). Exam-
ples of this are the Bridgerton series by Julia Quinn (2004) and Remember That Day (2026) by
Mary Balogh. Paranormal romance — in this genre, one or both partners are supernatural beings,
examples of this are the Zodiac Academy series (2019) and The Vampire Diaries (1991). Presum-
ably one of the most popular subgenres today is Dark Romance, which gets its name from the plot,
which often describes the darkest themes such as violence, captivity, questionable consent, and
coercion, as Katie Deane describes it “Dark romance often ties the obstacles to the lovers’ union
to the mechanisms and emotional traces of power’s forceful exertion” (Deane, 2026). Examples
of this genre include Haunting Adeline by H.D. Carlton (2021) and 7wist Me by Anna Zaires
(2015). One of the most dynamically growing areas of contemporary romantic prose is LGBTQ+
romance — a generalised name for novels that focus on relationships between people of the same
sex or members of the LGBTQ+ community. Commercially, the subgenre has seen remarkable
expansion: from May 2016 to May 2021, sales of LGBTQ+ romance grew by 740 (Altman &
James, as cited in The Conversation, 2023). Examples of this include A// For The Game (2013)
and Grandmaster of Demonic Cultivation (2016).

Thus, the romantic novel is a complex, dynamic and socially significant genre that reflects
not only individual emotional experiences but also broader cultural, ideological, and historical
transformations. Moreover, the genre demonstrates remarkable adaptability, continuously evolv-
ing in response to shifting reader expectations and socio-cultural contexts.

The novel A Pho Love Story by American author of Vietnamese descent Loan Le was pub-
lished in 2021 by Simon & Schuster and immediately gained widespread recognition among both
the general public and in academic discussions about the new wave of Asian-American romantic
prose. Aimed primarily at teenage and young adult readers, its thematic depth and cultural richness
make it an interesting subject for a wider literary audience. The novel 4 Pho Love Story demon-
strates the author's cultural experience through Vietnamese-American teenagers. She also notes
that writing the text is a complex and multi-stage process: “Revision can take longer than writing
the first draft” (Le, 2024, 05:42). Therefore, returning to the novel in the next paragraph, the main
plot will be outlined.

This is a story about two Vietnamese-American teenagers, Linh Mai and Bao Nguyén, who
live in California and find themselves in a complicated relationship against the backdrop of an old
family conflict. This text belongs to contemporary youth literature and reflects the trend in the
development of diasporic prose, which combines romantic narrative with sociocultural issues. The
central theme of the novel is the problem of forming a dual cultural identity, which manifests itself
through the interaction between ethnocultural memory and the processes of social integration in
American society. The central plot is built around the love story of two teenagers whose families
have long owned competing restaurants specializing in traditional Vietnamese pho soup. Family
conflict becomes a socio-cultural barrier to the development of the relationship between the char-
acters. As the plot develops, the main characters gradually break free from family stereotypes.
Food symbolism plays a special role in the novel as a cultural marker of memory, heritage, and
national identity. Pho is not only an element of gastronomic culture, but also a metaphor for the
connection between generations and the historical experience of migration.

In addition to the love story, the work raises the issue of intergenerational conflict. The
older generation seeks to preserve traditional values and the family business, while the younger
generation seeks a balance between cultural heritage and personal autonomy. Thus, the novel
demonstrates the process of forming a hybrid identity characteristic of young representatives of
the diaspora (Le Loan, 2021).
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Thus, Loan Le's A Pho Love Story is a multi-layered cultural and artistic text that
combines elements of romantic narrative, cultural identity, psychological depth of charac-
ters, and universal themes of love and family, representing the processes of forming a mod-
ern diasporic identity. Drawing attention to the following quote, we can conclude that the

cultural significance of a literary work lies in the interaction between the text and the reader:
“Books find their readers, readers find the books” (Le, 2024, 52:30).

2.2 Methods of distributing deviant statements by members of the Vietnamese
diaspora

As previously mentioned in the text, the author of the book A Pho Love Story is an Ameri-
can of Vietnamese origin, so this chapter will focus on the peculiarities of reproducing the deviant
speech of representatives of the Vietnamese diaspora. First, it is necessary to note what deviant
means according to the Cambridge Dictionary, deviant is used to describe a person or behavior
that is not usual and is generally considered to be unacceptable (Cambridge Dictionary, 2026). In
a broader context, deviant speech is understood as any deviation from the norms of the languages
of a particular country. However, when mentioning the diaspora, this term has a different meaning,
since representatives of this group are formed at the intersection of at least two languages.

The Vietnamese diaspora in the United States is a particularly illustrative subject of study.
According to Im, an estimated 2.3 million people in the United States identified as Vietnamese in
2023 (Im, 2025). Their speech has unique features such as code-switching, lexical borrowings, and
phonetic strategies that do not fit into the norms of either language separately. These features are
reflected in the contemporary Vietnamese-American novel 4 Pho Love Story, where they serve
not only a characteristic but also an ideological function, as they help the reader understand how
the process of acculturation actually takes place.

According to the Gerald Stell code-switching is the overt alternation between languages
or varieties in speech (Stell, 2019). In this novel, English consistently functions as the “native”
language for the main characters of the second generation, Bao and Linh, while Vietnamese
serves as the built-in language. For the parents, the first generation, the main characters, the op-
posite is true: Vietnamese is their “native” language, which is not surprising, as they use it more
often when talking to each other and others, while English serves as an “built-in” language and
is used only to refer to objects and concepts that belong specifically to the American sphere.
Take, for example, the part of the text where the mother of the main character, enters a restaurant
and switches from Vietnamese (Con dang lam gi do) to English (Why are the tables still dirty?),
a change of language that can be attributed to an increase in emotional intensity or parental au-
thority.

The main characters mostly use a slightly different language switch. Bao and Linh use
English as a basis, but retain Vietnamese terms to denote kinship: Me, Ba, Con, which mean
mother, father, and child; exclamations Troi oi, Gioi qua — oh my God, well done; and culturally
specific units such as do ec and ciing diroc — terrible, so-so, which do not convey the same meaning
as if they were said in English. These word insertions are not gaps in the English language for Bao
and Linh, but serve as means of expressing concepts when English offers only approximate equiv-
alents.

Vietnamese is a tonal language belonging to the Mon-Khmer language family (Martin,
n.d.). There are six tones, including level, falling, rising, rising-falling, falling-rising, and heavy.
The tonal system is one of the most striking and important features of the phonological deviation
of native Vietnamese speakers. Vietnamese is widely recognized as one of the most tonally com-
plex languages in the world, with its Northern dialect employing six tones distinguished by pitch
contour, voice quality, and phonation type. In the speech of heritage speakers, tonal distinctions
may be neutralized, simplified, or replaced by intonation patterns borrowed from English (Tjuka
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et al., 2024). Such mergers, when occurring in the speech of diaspora heritage speakers, may re-
main intelligible within the heritage community but present comprehension difficulties for speak-
ers of standard Vietnamese (Tjuka et al., 2024).

Beyond phonology, grammatical interference represents a second important dimension of
deviant speech in Vietnamese diaspora communities (Tang, 2007). Vietnamese, like English, is an
analytic language, in that its grammar relies primarily on word order and sentence structure rather
than morphological inflection. However, the two languages differ in important ways: Vietnamese
has no inflectional morphology, and grammatical relations are expressed exclusively through word
order, whereas English retains a degree of morphological marking. The pronoun system is partic-
ularly complex: unlike in English, where pronouns have fixed referential meanings, in Vietnamese,
pronoun forms vary from the first person to the second depending on the context, and the choice
of pronoun reflects social hierarchy, age, gender, and the degree of closeness.

Deviant speech in the Vietnamese diaspora community has many lexical borrowings and
adaptations between the two languages. In his comprehensive review of bilingualism research, Li
Wei identifies three primary mechanisms of lexical contact: borrowing, code-switching, and
calques (Wei, 2007). All three mechanisms are found in the speech of Vietnamese Americans, alt-
hough code-switching is the most common and the most pronounced from a sociology of language
perspective.

Therefore, we have concluded that deviant speech in the context of the Vietnamese diaspora
is a complex, multi-layered phenomenon that has no connection to any particular linguistic feature.
Code-switching, phonology, and borrowing interact to form a unique form of communication with
its own conditions.

2.3 Linguistic and stylistic analysis of translation and translation strategies

In this subsection, we will analyze in detail the translation and the translation techniques
that were used. In literary translation, it is important not only to convey the meaning of the original,
but also to reproduce stylistic features and cultural realities. In the novel 4 Pho Love Story, the
author actively uses Vietnamese words, colloquial abbreviations, and stylistically marked language
units, which creates an atmosphere of multilingualism and emphasizes the cultural identity of the
characters.

As mentioned, code-switching was used in the text, which poses the greatest difficulty for
translation into any target language. The most systematic instance of code-switching in the novel
is the use of Vietnamese kinship address terms, which carry both grammatical and sociopragmatic
weight absent in their English counterparts. Consider the following examples:

(1-s) “Anh, do you know what they're doing across the street?” (Le, 2021, p. 6) — (1-t) “—
AHn, mu 3naew, wo 6onu mam pooname uepes oopozy?”’ (Transl. — A. C).

The Vietnamese system of forms of address — Anh. In the comparative terminology sys-
tem, this corresponds to borrowing: the phonetic form of the Vietnamese form of address is bor-
rowed directly.

(2-s) “Con dang lam gi do?... Why are the tables still dirty?” (Le, 2021, p. 8) — (2-t) “Con
dang lam gi do ... Yomy cmonu ooci opyoni? ” (Transl. — A. C).

The speaker switches to English "Why are the tables still dirty?" because it expresses au-
thority and directness, signaling a shift from casual family tone to a more demanding, formal one.

Amplification, according to Merriam-Webster: America's Most Trusted Dictionary is used
for the details to which the statement expands (“Amplification” 2024).

(3-s) “the mirrors are fingerprint-less and—yes—hoisin-less” (Le, 2021, p. 8) — (3-t)
“O3eprana — 6e3 8i0bumxis i, 6e3 niam 6io coycy xovcur” (Transl. — A. C).

Linguistic amplification is used because the compact authorial neologism “hoisin-less” is
expanded into the explanatory phrase “6e3 misim Bif coycy XoHcuH”
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(4-s) “a storm on her face” (Le, 2021, p. 6) — (4-t) “na ii 0bauuyi yumanacoy cNPagICHs
ovps emoyin” (Transl. — A. C).

Amplification is used because the concise metaphor “a storm” is expanded into the more
descriptive phrase “cripaBxHst Oypst eMOITiii”.

(4-s) “not a place for insults or threats or a potential bloodbath” (Le, 2021, p. 9) — (4-t)
“ye ne micye ons obpas, nocposz abo nomenyitinoi kpusasoi posnpasu” (Transl. — A. C).

Amplification is used because the single word “bloodbath” is expanded into the descriptive
phrase “kpuBaBa po3mpana’.

(5-s) “as close to great as you can get in terms of Vietnamese praise” (Le, 2021, p. 13) —
(4-t) “maxcumanvro b6auzvke 0o “uyooso” 6 yiu cucmemi noxeanu” (Transl. — A. C).

“B niit cucremi noxsaiu’ to explain the cultural context of Vietnamese indirect praise.

Particularization, Molina and Albir define it as the use of “a more precise or concrete term”
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509):

(6-s) “She's always a colorful blur” (Le, 2021, p. 9) — (6-t) “Bona 3asaxcou sckpasa
nasama’ (Transl. — A. C).

The English blur denotes something vaguely perceived, moving too fast to see clearly, word
msima which is more concrete and visually specific.

(7-s) “Viet is the most chaotic neutral person I know” (Le, 2021, p. 5) — (7-t) “B'em —
inousioyanicm” (Transl. — A. C).

Another technique used to translate this text is cultural adaptation, which is used to adapt
the cultural realities of the audience so that readers can understand the exact meaning of the text
or a reference to something, of course, if there is a Ukrainian equivalent for it:

(8-s) “What is it?” Ali says, reaches over her SAT book to touch the picture” (Le, 2021, p.
15) — (8-t) “— Lo ye?” — kaowce Enni i msacnemvcs uepes ceiti niopyunux o HMT, wob
mopxuymucs manionka” (Transl. — A. C).

SAT has been replaced by the acronym HMT, which is an adaptation: an American reality
is adapted to its imaginary Ukrainian institutional counterpart.

(9-s) “Con,” Ba calls for me” (Le, 2021, p. 19) — (9-t) “/lonto, — xknuue mene na’ (Transl.
—A. Q).

It can also be noted that the text uses a lot of Discursive Creation, which is used for indirect
translation of the text, but conveys the same meaning as the original:

(10-s) “BLECH.” Salty as hell” (Le, 2021, p. 11) — (10-t) “— @YV! — Conona sax mopcoka
6o0a” (Transl. — A. C).

The English interjection BLECH is an onomatopoeic expression of disgust; its closest
Ukrainian contextual equivalent is @Y.

(11-s) “She rushes into the restaurant, her flyaway hair alive” — (9-t) “Bona spusaemuocs
8 pecmopat, ii possiane sonoccs dtcuse ceoim socummsam”’ (Transl. — A. C).

This is considered Discursive Creation because the phrase “her flyaway hair alive” is not
a fixed expression and has no direct literal equivalent in Ukrainian.

(12-s) “I waited for Buddha to come alive, chime in, like a referee...” — (11-t) “A uekas,
konu byooa ooicuse, smpymumocs, ax cyoos” (Transl. — A. C).

(13-s) “my hair has a mind of its own” (Le, 2021, p. 8) — (13-t) “moe sonocca sncuge
enacuum scummsam” (Transl. — A. C).

Not literal, creates a new figurative image in Ukrainian.

(14-s) “Luckily gossip changes and some attention spans are short” (Le, 2021, p. 13) —(14-
t) “Ha macTsi, mIiTKu 3MIHIOIOThCS, a Ttoau 3a0yBarots” (Transl. — A. C).

Replaces the idea of “short attention spans” with a new, natural Ukrainian expression.

(15-s) “stab paper with a crayon” (Le, 2021, p. 10) — (14-t) “nanoneanuso «xonona» nanip
onieyem” (Transl. — A. C).

Replaces the unusual verb—object image with a natural Ukrainian expression, preserving
the childlike action creatively.
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Transposition is a translation technique where the grammatical category changes between
Source Text and Target Text without changing the meaning (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p.
509).

(16-s) “Her eldest daughter and husband were just behind her” (Le, 2021, p. 11) — (16-t)
“3a ii cnunoio cmosiiu cmapwa oonvka ma wonogix” (Transl. — A. C).

(17-s) “Ali steals the last egg roll, always shooting me an impish grin” (Le, 2021, p. 16) —
(22-t) “Enni xumpo meni niomuenyna, konu yynuna ocmanuiu seunuu pyrem”’ (Transl. — A. C).

(18-s) “He slips past me, then nearly bolts down the hallway” (Le, 2021, p. 34) — (18-t)
“6in npocauzac nogs mene, a nomim maudxce emixae kopuoopom” (Transl. — A. C).

(19-s) “Running, that’s what I remember” (Le, 2021, p. 11) — (19-t) “coyc ne ncye suenso
cminy” (Transl. — A. C).

Calque, 1s a translation technique where the structure of the source language is literally
translated into the target language (Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509).

(20-s) “Why do I sound like a squeaky first grader?” (Le, 2021, p. 34) — (20-t) “ Yomy s
3Bydasa, sk NUcKiIsBui nepmokiaacHuk ~ (Transl. — A. C).

(21-s) “Some things aren’t worth mentioning” (Le, 2021, p. 35) — (21-t) “/eaxi peui ne
sapmo ozgyuyeamu’’ (Transl. — A. C).

(22-s) “They sound like memories locked inside your brain” (Le, 2021, p. 35) — (29-t)
“cnocaou, 3amxneni ecepeouni meoco mosxy”’ (Transl. — A. C).

The last one is modulation, is a translation technique where the point of view or conceptual
perspective changes between the source text and the target text, while the meaning stays the same
(Molina & Hurtado Albir, 2002, p. 509).

(23-s) “the bell shattering the slowness in the restaurant, ushering in more sticky hot air”
(Le, 2021, p. 6) — (30-t) “036iHoK nopywius muuty 6 pecmopati, 6nycKa4u we oiivuie 8'13K020
eapsavoeo nogimpsa” (Transl. — A. C).

The meaning is preserved, but the way of conceptualizing the situation is shifted, which is
characteristic of modulation.

(24-s) “Me charges across the room” (Le, 2021, p. 6) — (24-t) “Ma spunynaco 6 kimuamy”
(Transl. — A. C).

(25-s) “it's not like the sauce makes our wall look worse” (Le, 2021, p. 5) — (25-t) “coyc
ne ncye suensnd cminu” (Transl. — A. C).

The meaning stays the same, but it is expressed through a different conceptual framing
(negative — simplified positive formulation)

(26-s) “I've never stepped foot into the Mais' restaurant” (Le, 2021, p. 7) — (26-t) “A
HikoJI1 He OyB y pectopani poaunu Maii (Transl. — A. C).

The meaning is preserved, but the concept is re-expressed in a simpler and more neutral
way.

(27-s) “It's like you're confused and asking, 'Huh?' except there's an f. [...] it's also like if
you're swearing and saying, 'Fu—'"" (Le, 2021, p. 23) — (27-t) “Lle nibu mu namazaewics ckazamu:
'Xyx', minoxu 3 36ykom . [...] ax xonu naewca i kasxcew: '@y'” (Transl. — A. C).

“Xyx/@y” 3amictb “Huh?/Fu—""1s modulation, because the point of view changes, but the
content remains the same.

This section contains a systematic detailed analysis of the translation strategies used in the
Ukrainian reproduction of deviant speech in Loan Le's novel 4 Pho Love Story. Overall, they
correspond to the orientation towards alienation, preserving markers of Vietnamese cultural and
linguistic identity where structurally possible and applying strategies of functional substitution and
compensation where structural differences between Vietnamese/English and Ukrainian make di-
rect transfer impossible. These findings confirm that effective translation of deviant speech in di-
aspora literature requires not a single dominant strategy, but a fundamental combination of ap-
proaches, adjusted according to the specific linguistic level, cultural content, and narrative function
of each instance of deviant speech.
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Conclusions

This translation project the linguistic and stylistic features that shape the depiction of non-
standard language among members of the Vietnamese diaspora in the young adult novel 4 Pho
Love Story. In the first chapter, we analyzed the main features of contemporary romantic literature
for young adults and highlighted that contemporary literary studies are increasingly focusing on
multicultural narratives that combine emotional storytelling with cultural representation. The
analyzed novel includes numerous linguistic and cultural elements that contribute to creating an
authentic atmosphere and preserving the work’s unique flavor. Moreover, the pragmatic strategies
of managing reputation and indirect communication styles reflected in the Ukrainian translation
of the novel play a significant role in conveying interpersonal relationships.

The translation of such features demands considerable linguistic and cultural competence,
as even minor inexactitudes can distort the author’s intent and influence the reader’s understanding
of the work. The main challenge is to convey Vietnamese cultural realities, phonological features,
and emotionally charged expressions that are deeply rooted in the social and cultural traditions of
the Vietnamese diaspora.

In the second chapter, we conducted a detailed analysis of linguistic features of deviant
speech in 4 Pho Love Story and examined the strategies used to reproduce these features in the
Ukrainian translation. Despite the difficulty of translating multicultural discourse and culture-
specific linguistic features, the translation successfully conveys the emotional atmosphere of the
original text while preserving its stylistic individuality and symbolic richness. The novel contains
numerous examples of code-switching, informal language, culture-specific vocabulary, and
communicative behaviors characteristic of the Vietnamese diaspora, all of which require careful
adaptation during translation.

This study opens up a number of possibilities for further research. In addition, studies of
perception focused on readers of the target language—specifically the Ukrainian audience—would
provide empirical insights into how non-standard language in translation is perceived in terms of
authenticity, readability, and cultural relevance. The intersection of diaspora literature and
translation also invites analysis through the lens of postcolonial translation theory, particularly
regarding the following questions: who translates, for whom, and with what ideological
implications. The project of the linguistic and stylistic features of non-standard language in
multicultural fiction contributes to a deeper understanding of how language reflects identity,
cultural hybridity, and social experience. Furthermore, the analysis of the translation of 4 Pho Love
Story expands the scope of Ukrainian translation studies by introducing contemporary Vietnamese-
American literature into scholarly discourse.
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