

I am a 2nd generation Cambodian Woman.  My parents rarely speak of the War in Southeast Asia or the Khmer Rouge.  Silence lurks in our home.  When they do, I listen with an open, yet detached ear from their world which seems familiar to them: their home is not the home where we live now, but their home is in Cambodia, the Cambodia before the Khmer Rouge, before the war, before the revolution, their home remains in the past within remnants of their memories. 

 And so they speak of their story where they understand what it means really to be hungry in a refugee camps while being surrounded by the sick.  And so they speak of their families murdered during the Khmer Rouge, witnessing bombs exploding, corpses on the ground laying.  As they speak of these stories, I see the emptiness in their eyes of coal: their tone emotionless as if they were sucked dry from the traumatic vacuum of war, genocide, and the seeking of refuge—their country no longer their country.  As a 2nd generation Cambodian Woman, as a child being born in America, I have no recollections nor memories of being in Cambodia, but I still feel attached to it—these stories and the history manifests itself through my parents, but with the silence, their stories are inhibited.  Because I feel an attachment to my parents and to their homeland, I feel like I have a duty to obtain more information and someday I would like to hopefully return to Cambodia.           
