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Anh Ngu ra trudng
hay chuyén trudng

(BPT. Mon Anh Ngit ra truong
hay chuyén truong la mot mon hoc
vé Ludn vdn Anh Ngit bdt budc cho
cdc sinh vién tét nghiép BA, BS J cdc
truong Dai Hoc hay cdc sinh vién
chuyén tix truong ndy qua trudng
khdc. O Sacramento State Univer-
sity, ¢6 vai sinh vién Viét Nam, ldn
Hué Ky, hoc rdt gidi vé mon Ky Su
Céng Chdanh, ky sw Dién Luc song
thi truot mén Anh Ngit 5, 6 lan, sinh
ra chdn nan danh bd cudc. Sau ddy
la mét lugn vin Anh Ngit xudt sdc
cua cé6 Nguyén Pan Thu néi vé
“Chiéc do dai Viét Nam”. C6 Dan
Thu dang theo hoc Nha Khoa tai
UOP California. Y nguyén ciia cé lo
sau khi tot nghiép Nha Khoa, co sé
di vé Viét nam, mién Luc Tinh, Long
Xuyén la noi co chdo doi, dé giip
chita rdng mién phi cho ddn nghéo.

Xin xem bai Essay Topic cia cé
Nguyén Dan Thu.)

ESSAY TOPIC

If you could go back and change
ONE incident of your life, what
would it be and why?

I repeatedly tell myself, “To
complete this essay, I only need to
choose ONE incident to change from
my past.” This task is not simple, for
changing or removing one grain of
sand from my past would result in a
being that is not me. Nevertheless, I
must think about possible topics.
Should I write about Vietnam’s tra-
ditional costume for females, the ao-
dai, and how this high collared, long
sleeved, flowing dress and pants
burned a strong desire in me to learn
more about my Vietnamese heri-
tage? Should I write about the night
at my cousin’s honestly admit, at
that night, I wished for a change in
my past. I wished I had worn an ao-
dai to my senior prom instead of a
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gown.

Though I never suffered huge
fractures of discomfort of being my-
self in the American society, I was
uncomfortable in Vietnamese soci-
ety. I felt as if I did not fully belong.
However, when I wore the ao-dai at
my cousin’s wedding, I discovered a
new strong bond with the Vietnam-
ese people. I felt proud, and my rela-
tives were also proud. As my father
looked at me, I could see in his eyes
his childhood — playing with his
brothers as my grandmother sat in
her ao-dai and watched on. When I
walked around the banquet hall, I
was not myself by my mother, wear-
ing her ao-dai, with her grace,
beauty, and strength, walking down
the Sacramento Assembly Hall to re-
ceive the honor of being Women of
the Year. At the celebration, I also
saw myself in my aunts and the eld-
erly Vietnamese women and they
saw themselves in me. We viewed
life with blooming youth; we saw
hope for the future; and we appreci-
ated the wisdom of experience.

I realized that the ao-dai did not
create the comfort and pride I felt
with others and myself that evening.
However, the ao-dai, finely wrapped
my growing maturity and indepen-
dence, built a closer relationship
with my family. In the simplicity of
clothing, I was able to find the dra-
matic bond between my Vietnamese
culture and future in America. Thus,
I wished I had this knowledge and
pride when I just caught sight of the
world at eighteen. I wished I had
danced at my high school prom in an
ao-dai, which symbolized the har-
mony of contentment, the green rice
fields, the slow moving oxen, and
the humidity and warm sun of Viet-
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