Miss Hoang Loan
Poetress of Dong Nai

Giot le Da cam

DAbi mat buon long lanh déi giot le
Hoi la ai da cuop nat nhung giac mo
Bao hanh phuc binh thuong gian di
Va tam than lanh lan ven toan

T6i mo uoc duoc hoc hanh ca hat

Ngam troi may bien ca rong ménh méng
Duoc e ap ndi loi thuong nho

Uoc mo yéu cua tuoi mong xuan thi

Nhung mo uoc chi la déi giot lee
Chien tranh buon chéat doc da cam
Pa cuop mat cua td6i bao mo uoc
Tung con dau co giat tam than gay

Dai tay yeu dbi ban chan cong veo
Den bao gio x6a het nhuong noi dau
Noi dau dé t6i mang tung giot les
Giot le buon, giot le sac da cam

The Oranged Tears

My sad eyes glow with tears that wonder
By whom were my little dreams shattered
My simple, ordinary happiness splintered
And my complete body disfigured

It is my dream to sing and study

To watch the clouds extend towards the sea

To shyly whisper, “| miss somebody...”
A dream of love and the springtime me

But drops of tears my dreams remain
This grieving war, and its Agent Orange
Has deprived me of my every dreams
Twitched my thin body with shivers of pain

My hands are weak, my feet distort
When will | be relieved from the pains
| carried in each and every teardrops
Drops of sorrow, drops of orange

i-t was in October last year that with friends from Ho Chi Minh City, we set out for the prov- |

ince of Dong Nai, for some meetings with organisations concerned with the victims of Agent
IOrange of the province - over 13,500. We were to meet with two families each of whom had
ieither one or two members of the family affected by Agent Orange.

ong Nai during the war contained the American Air Base, Bien Hoa, it was from this base
hat planes, whose cargo was Agent Orange, took off for spraying the chemical over areas
pf South Vietnam. It was also the base on which 5,000 gallons of the chemical were spilt.

MWe met with Hoang Loan (25 years of age) and her mother. Loan suffers from Cerebral

'Palsy and is confined - as you see from the photograph above - t o her wheelchair. Despite
!ner illness Loan has, in the past year learnt, with the help of friends, to use a computer on
IWhich she has written many poems, one of which is above. |



