
How the Fool, the Hangman, and the Foreigner Met 

 

Adoptee as a Fool 

How is it possible  

For all these years,  

To be thankful  

“Aren’t you glad?”, 

That you were saved from tears. 

The truth is that the fool is sad. 

Being treated like an infant, both as invisible and hypervisible 

Growing up means revisiting the past 

A past filled with unknowns and lies that carries  

As far as the waves travel 

One must visit the place where they came from 

A sea of doubts and fear stands in the way 

But at the end lies joy. 

 

Refugee as a Hangman 

Being hung upside down in America was not a choice 

It was the parents who were persecuted and displaced, 

Yet the traumatic effects trickle down to their child. 

From Vietnam to America, the journey was hell 

The hanging never left, it followed them to America 

Bombs being dropped, bodies being dropped 

Vietnam was divided in two, the Geneva Accord 

Good and bad being blurred along the line 

No wonder it is difficult to understand them 

The pain and humiliation that the parents suffered 



Is a gateway to healing and community 

The Hangman no longer sees upside down 

 

Chinese American (Me) as a Foreigner  

Where do I belong? 

Just because I am Chinese does not mean my last name is Wong 

I do like to eat rice, but it does not make me man-less 

What is authenticity, Panda Express? 

The more I live in this melting pot, 

The farther I become from my parents 

They come from the orient  

Traveling afar from the East to the West for a better opportunity 

As much as I want America to be my home, 

I will never be truly welcomed as yellow. 

What my people went through to be included in America was a hill 

Just like the Yellow peril 

And even the Chinese Exclusion Act 1882 

A myth is a false idea,  

But I must obey in fear 

For the model minority lies in the Foreigner 

I am nothing, but I cease to create a new identity 

 

At the point of intersection, I met the fool and the hangman. 

The fool was searching for that new journey back to Korea 

The hangman was weeping from the pain of the parents 

And I decided to join both in attempt to understand their pain, 

To meet them where they are at  

As we all seek healing and belonging 


