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I dedicate Safe Space to the Huynhs in my life




Lotus flower
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I close my eyes and I’m twenty-four again, back in that moody underground bar nestled in Flinders Lane, Melbourne, sitting with my boyfriend, his best friend and the woman his friend is seeing. The night is flowing perfectly, along with the drinks, until his friend decides to put on an Asian accent. My heart sinks. I hope my boyfriend will refuse to laugh along or pull his friend aside – he knows how much I disapprove of people putting on Asian accents – but instead he says, ‘Careful, keep doing that and soon enough you’ll see another side of Alyssa.’ I should mention that both men are white Australians.

I know this moment all too well. I have unwillingly been here many times before. You are sitting among people you know well, or perhaps those you’ve just met for the first time, and someone decides to mock an Asian accent. There’s silence as everyone looks at you in anticipation of how you will react. I’ve played the role of the quiet and embarrassed Asian girl who shyly laughs along more than I should’ve in my lifetime. It becomes an almost out-of-body experience where you can feel the cheap punchline or stereotype coming and you almost physically flinch when it arrives right on cue. I remember the countless times I’ve sat there with flushed cheeks, a tight chest, feeling my body tense up because what’s to come is more than a joke about Asians, it’s a group of people whose acceptance you so desperately desire reminding you that you are not like them. Even though it made me uncomfortable, I knew I’d face more judgement and ostracisation if I said something. I have only recently realised that’s a price I’m willing to pay.

I’ve struggled with my cultural identity and growing up Vietnamese in Australia. The relentless casual racism disguised as Aussie humour and racial microaggressions I’ve experienced time and time again led me to feeling shame around being Asian, stripping me of the pride that I should’ve fought harder to hold on to. While for some people it’s just their sense of humour and a mere joke, it reminds me of my life’s journey of never feeling Asian enough and never feeling Australian enough. When my ex-boyfriend’s best friend put on that Asian accent mid-conversation in that bar six years ago, I remember thinking, ‘You have no obligation to indulge this man’s ego. Why should you laugh if you don’t find him funny?’ Instead of voicing how I truly felt, I just sat there and awkwardly brushed it off in the name of sparing his feelings and so as to not ruin everyone’s night.

Prior to this, I was heading out for dinner with a girlfriend when we were approached by two young men who hurled racial abuse at me completely unprovoked. I felt so afraid because we had parked in a dark and quiet side street, and I had no way of knowing how the situation was going to unfold. When you deal with a considerable amount of racism, you learn to pick your battles. Sometimes it becomes less about wanting to communicate to someone your anger in the hopes that they will retreat and reflect and more about prioritising your safety. The friend I was with at the time was white, and while I was shaken up about the experience, she downplayed it swiftly and moved on to the next topic, depriving me of the opportunity to process what had happened. This scenario highlights the experience of many POC (person(s) of colour/people of colour) who face racism and the expectation people have of us to quickly get over it. We have become so used to people dismissing our pain, our experiences and our stories that many of us never get the chance to unload and unpack our trauma, confusion and frustration. We keep it buried within us for far too long. We choose to keep it in our own hands because we know that others won’t know how to delicately look after it and support us in the way we truly need. We choose to keep it close to us because sharing it with others might mean we will have to experience another level of pain by being told we’re overreacting or, my personal favourite, being asked, ‘Why is it always about race?’

When I opened up to my ex-boyfriend about that incident with the two men, all I needed was for him to hold space for me and validate my fears and feelings; however, his advice echoed that which I had heard time and time again as an Asian-Australian woman – to just ignore them and to stop being so sensitive. That wasn’t what I needed to hear at that moment, and I knew in my heart that this boyfriend wasn’t my person. There were many things that transpired between us that led me to this realisation, like his love for alcohol which made him a lot nicer to me than he was when he was sober, his emotional abuse and manipulation, his constant need to distance himself from me despite him working away for four weeks on/off and him not knowing how to open up about his feelings so instead of talking things through, he would shut me off completely for as long as a week and then make his way back when he was ready and as though nothing ever happened. I had naively believed that the more I poured myself into him, the more likely it would be that he would appreciate and respect me. If I gave him a little more of me, he would give me more of him. If I gave in to his every need, his love would be waiting for me on the other side. I didn’t realise that I was doing what I had spent most of my life subconsciously doing – morphing myself into someone I felt others wanted me to be because I wanted to be accepted.

As emotional as it makes me to say, I have never felt fully accepted in Australia or in any romantic relationship. I feel like the situation with every man I have ever opened up to and let into my life has played out in the same way as this one. I will talk about this later on, but all my exes and situationships have been white. My first boyfriend, who I was with at seventeen years old, would put on an Asian accent with his friends, and drop a ‘Đụ má’ (which translates to ‘f— you’) like they had never heard anything funnier in their life. My Vietnamese name is Mỹ Liên, and for them it was an opportunity to make a mockery of it because to them it sounds somewhat similar to ‘Ling Ling’. I started to hate people asking me what my Vietnamese name was because very rarely was it asked with sincerity.

I have recently been curious about the origins of my name; it translates to ‘lotus flower’. The flower has a gorgeous pink hue and represents purity, strength and rebirth. Mỹ Liên can face any challenge and rise without any scars, showing that she can weather any storm and come out even stronger.

I needed to hear that growing up and I needed to hear it now. Thirty years of life and I had only now decided to look into the meaning of my Vietnamese name. This is all a part of my journey to reclaiming my ties to my cultural roots and identity and finding that sense of pride that was very much lost in my younger years.

In my twenties, I remember being on a date and walking through the city and as we were about to pass a group of Asians, my date said, ‘Oh look there’s your family, go join them.’ The last man I was seeing knew how I felt about people putting on an Asian accent and as time went on I felt like Ashton Kutcher was doing a season remake of Punk’d because, lo and behold, he and his friends would also put on an Asian accent for a cheap laugh. I know age shouldn’t matter but these were grown men in their mid-late thirties. When I told him that I didn’t find it funny and actually find it quite offensive, I was met with defensiveness. How dare I not laugh along and make him feel good about himself? How dare I question his humour? How dare I speak up? He told me that he wasn’t making fun of Asians by doing that. While a part of me feels guilt for being with men who took my Asian identity without knowing how to treat it respectfully and instead chose to make a spectacle of it and me, this speaks to the experience many of us may have where we know something doesn’t sit right with us but we’re fighting with the part of us that yearns to be loved and accepted and so we let these things go. Letting it go doesn’t mean it’s not wrong or that we do not have permission to feel how we feel about it. It means that we enter a cycle of experiencing racism and that sense of not belonging, and for me, because I didn’t know how to deal with it, how to vocalise how I felt, how to process it when those moments seemed to happen in the click of a finger, it would just keep happening until finally you come to that moment of ‘I’ve had enough. I don’t need to continue tolerating this.’ I didn’t want to act like I was okay with it when my head would hit the pillow at night and I know I haven’t honoured how I truly felt. Younger Alyssa, who felt forced to laugh off her pain and sweep it under the rug, deserves more. I want to flourish on my journey and if it means resisting racism and people making a mockery of Asians and our culture in whatever way I can, I will choose to do that. This lotus flower deserves to bloom.

I could look back on my life and blame myself for dating men who never had respect for not only my boundaries but also me as an individual but I don’t know how much good that will do me. Why do we blame ourselves instead of those who hurt us? I have spent most of my life fighting a little too desperately for other people’s acceptance and approval and it’s come at the cost of my dignity. I would allow myself to be treated quite poorly in the hopes that they would choose me. Choose yourself – that’s what I would tell younger Alyssa. Choose yourself and let the version people have of you – the sexy submissive Asian, the quiet non-confrontational Asian, the studious overachiever Asian, the boring unthreatening Asian – burn to the damn ground. When I say I want people to embrace me for being Asian, it doesn’t mean just seeing me as ‘that Asian girl’ or ‘the Chinese one’ as I’ve experienced throughout my life. It’s about recognising that it’s a part of my identity but you need to let go of your stereotypes and prejudices and get to know me for who I am as an individual. A key part of it is about respect – yes, ask me about my culture and traditions, but consider if it’s coming from a place of genuine curiosity and a desire to get to know me better or if you’re asking as a segue to your next joke. We don’t have to only focus on my Asianness – you don’t need to demand I speak in Vietnamese when I’ve made it known I can’t speak it fluently, you don’t need to recite to me all the Vietnamese swear words you know, you don’t need to guess which kind of Asian I am, you don’t need to bow at or ‘Nĭ Hăo’ me, you don’t need to tell me how much you love Asian girls, you don’t need to tell me that your boss’s wife is also Asian and expect me to be impressed by your distant association to Asians – I could go on forever. I just ask that you engage with me and embrace me for me and don’t put on a show about me being Asian.

As I’ve grown into myself, I have learned to set stronger boundaries around what I will and won’t accept from the people in my life. This isn’t a social justice phase I’m going through, this is me gaining more clarity around who I am, what’s important to me and what I stand for as a human being. The relationship I have with myself and my values is far more important to me than any meaningless and fleeting relationship that I could ever have with anyone else.



For the past fourteen years, writing has been a safe space I have created for myself and for others who my words have resonated with. I started writing in high school and I knew I wanted to write things that people could find themselves in – inspirational and motivational pieces on life and love. It was deeply therapeutic to put pen to paper and it allowed me to make sense of some of the things I was going through. During high school, I shared my writings online and I received an overwhelming response from my friends as well as those who I had met in social settings. It made me feel a connection to them – whether we knew each other well or not – and I found it pretty special that we could have such a strong shared experience. I started sharing some of my pieces to my Facebook statuses, only for my first boyfriend and his friends to openly laugh and unfriend me because my writing that I took so much pride in was not something they wanted to see on their feeds. Normally, I would tell you to not listen to those kind of voices, but in this instance, I decided to find another platform for my labour of love. At the time, Instagram was the up-and-coming social media platform and so I created a profile under the name ‘Alyssa Ho Writings’ (now ‘Alyssa Huynh Writings’ as I have taken my mother’s family’s surname).

The Instagram page and blogs I have created and poured myself into over the years existed as my passion projects outside of university and then through building my career in marketing and communications. I wanted to write things that made people feel less alone and, over the years, we were able to build a community of over 10,000 people who were seeking advice on relationships, friendships, and life’s struggles and hardships. I can now admit that I was good at giving advice but struggled to take it myself; still, it warmed my heart to know that someone could read something I had written and feel deeply moved and touched by it.

I had always been drawn to writing pieces that captured the universally shared experiences of love and life; however, around 2020, something shifted for me and I started addressing racism online and sharing my experiences as an Asian-Australian woman. I couldn’t stay silent anymore – it was all-consuming. A pivotal moment in this change of direction for me was when people posted black squares on Instagram in what was meant to be a show of solidarity for the Black Lives Matter movement. This really inspired me to acknowledge and pay respect to what the movement was about, and to also reflect on my own experiences. It sparked something deep inside of me and I began to think a lot more about racism, performative allyship (not in a judgemental way, but rather in a way that challenged me to think about how I could truly and meaningfully show up and create change myself) and what I stood for. I thought about how this all made me feel and how I could transform those feelings of pain, anger and resentment into something that would bring people together and empower them, spark important conversations and make people feel validated in what they’ve experienced. I thought about the people in my life and wondered if they too cared about these things. I wondered if we were aligned in our stance on matters such as racism and social issues. I wondered if they truly accepted me for me. I started digging deeper.

It’s important to note that around this time COVID-19 had broken out and we were seeing a rise in anti-Asian hate here in Australia and globally. During this time, conversations also began to emerge online around the problematic fox eye trend. The fox eye look was a viral makeup trend where women – predominantly white women – would post videos and photos of themselves with a slanted, elongated eye shape. Many times this would be accompanied with the ‘migraine pose’ where they would pull the skin from the end of their eyes towards their temple. This pose is reminiscent of one that Asians may know well – non-Asian people pulling back their eyes to make fun of ours. Many of us grew up being made to feel different for having ‘small and squinty eyes’ or – even more horrendous – ‘slits for eyes’. I had never been one to add my voice to public conversations on issues like this, but I felt compelled to do so after seeing the way in which Asian people were being spoken to after courageously and generously sharing their own experiences of growing up and being made fun of for their eyes, only to see now that non-Asians were obsessing over this new ‘trend’ and glamorising something we were teased and taunted for.

I don’t feel anyone should ever need to justify their pain and go into the history of it, forcing them to relive the agony and trauma, but people from the Asian community chose to do so in the hopes of fostering a sense of understanding and empathy. But what I saw, more often than not, were white people, inserting themselves into the conversation and talking over and telling Asian people that they didn’t have a right to be upset about something that affected them personally.

I found myself feeling quite strongly about the trend but also the way Asians were being spoken to in response to it. Our pain was being ignored and our voices were being silenced. I remember someone telling me that I should be grateful that people now find our eyes beautiful. You don’t have permission to gatekeep how we feel or react to racism or something that has deeply impacted us. I can’t imagine how someone revealing a traumatic and triggering life experience could compel another human being to feel like they need to do anything other than listen with thoughtfulness and kindness. Instead of being listened to, those from the Asian community who had been hurt by this trend – and by extension, racism – were made to relive the mockery and pain all over again. This broke me because what it was saying to myself and other Asians deeply affected by this is that we’re not taken seriously, and I couldn’t for the life of me believe that our experiences and emotions were up for debate, especially by those who never have and never will experience racism. I thought of the people from the Asian community watching from the sidelines, and how it would discourage them from ever using their voices against racism and anything they found culturally insensitive and inappropriate.

The conversation around the fox eye trend is an example of why many POC don’t open up about the impact that racism has had on them and their lives. The reality is that they want to protect themselves from feeling more pain and I can’t say I blame them. But I leaned into how this entire situation and the COVID-19 related racism and abuse I was seeing online and in the media was making me feel and it opened a floodgate for me. Suddenly, I started reflecting on what I had endured in my life and how much I had ignored because I never felt like I had permission or been given an outlet to not only talk about racism but also have my experiences and emotions be validated. All of the racism and racial microaggressions I had experienced in my life resurfaced and I realised it had never been okay. I gave myself permission to acknowledge that with all of my being. I felt angry but I knew that wasn’t going to get me anywhere.

This was a big moment that marked the beginning of my anti-racism advocacy and writing journey. I wanted to turn the anger and pain I felt, and the racial gaslighting that I and so many Asians have experienced, into a sense of unity, power and strength. Coming together and no longer wanting to neglect our individual and collective pain was one of the most significant parts of this chapter of my life. To think that prior to this, many of us had to endure this on our own, and now, no matter where we were in the world, we had each other. We leaned on each other. We loved each other. We held space for each other. It was new to us and something we didn’t know we needed. In the midst of all the hatred and violence, our shared pain brought us together and we decided to rise together en masse – something people never expected of us ‘quiet, shy, nerdy, non-confrontational, silent model minority Asians’. Together we challenged the status quo and in perfect unison said, ‘Enough is enough’. Many of us had never experienced this sense of community before and it allowed us to embark on a journey of hope and healing from the racism, social rejection and being Othered that we have had to navigate for most of our lives on our own.

For years, when people thought of Alyssa Ho Writings, they knew me as someone who gave them advice on navigating love and life. When I first started addressing racism, the change in how people responded to me was hurtful. Some friends no longer spoke to me and I had followers ask me why I was now talking about something they had no interest in, which says to me that perhaps my writing can no longer serve them a purpose as it once did. I was suddenly met with online trolling, ridicule, threats and people looking to engage in an argument. I wasn’t used to that. I used to give people heartfelt and meaningful advice on realising their self-worth and giving them hope in their path ahead – no one could argue with that or try to paint me in a bad light.

Things were going to be different now and I had to decide if I, the woman people in my life say is too nice and needs to grow thicker skin, could handle it. Throughout the years, I have never taken for granted the community we have created; however, through this line of work, I have seen the best and worst of people. I’ve been told to go back to my country, had people try to strip me of my voice, been threatened (largely by white males), called vile names, been gaslit and exposed to the nastiest messages about myself online. In saying that, I’ve also had people open up to me about their own experiences with racism and their new-found appreciation for, and eagerness to connect with, their culture. I’ve had people share with me how much my work and words have helped them feel comforted or to navigate conversations about race and racism with the people in their lives. I am honoured to play some sort of role in your journey. I’ve had people tear me to shreds and I’ve had others pick up those pieces and put me back together. Early on, I had moments where I thought to myself that I should quit while I was ahead because it would all become too much for me, but looking back now, persevering through those hardships has changed me as a person. I had always been known as the shy and quiet girl who never had much to say, never spoke up in class and never seemed to hold any strong views. I think it’s safe to say that I even surprised myself.

In the end, I decided that as hard as it was to put my name and face to highlighting racism against Asians and speaking up about its presence and prominence in Australia, it was certainly worth pursuing in the hopes of making others feel part of a collective who would believe, understand and support them. I really wish I’d had that growing up. Bringing people together and making them feel a part of something and reminding them that their voices and stories matter was a fundamental reason why I continued to address racism and situations where POC were treated heartlessly and horrendously and provide my commentary on racial and social justice issues. While I had to deal with people trying to get under my skin at every turn, I knew that they would say what they had to say about me and just needed a moment to say their piece and then they’d move on to something else. But for me, it meant so much more. I was in this for the long game, whereas in their case, this was just another opportunity, as an empty vessel that houses fear and hatred, to scream into the void simply because they can.

I do not exist in an echo chamber, which is where you are only, and perhaps intentionally, surrounded by people who share and support your beliefs, meaning your existing views are reinforced and you do not embrace anything outside of that. I have people in my life who share opposing views and values to me. I have people in my life who celebrate that I’ve written this book but don’t really care for what I have actually written about nor am I convinced that they will read it. I have people in my life who consider me to be a ‘woke social justice warrior’. While I could let this rain heavily on me, not existing within an echo chamber has given me invaluable insight. I get a front-row seat to what I’m up against and how people will respond to what I have to say. I am exposed to the way that these people in my life think and am not oblivious to the reality that other people in the world share their sentiments. Above all, having to hear some of their misinformed and shameful perspectives only reminds me of how passionate I am about this line of work. I am inspired to continue sharing what I have to say even if people are committed to not listening to me, because on the other side of that are people who will hold on to every word I have to say.

Years of ‘be the bigger person’ and ‘just ignore it’ was hurting me more than fighting against feeling like I don’t belong ever could. There’s a sadness that overcomes me when I look back on all of the years I’ve lost in having a significant relationship with my Vietnamese heritage, one that would’ve profoundly shaped who I am today. I’ve never fully embraced the richness of my Asian culture nor have I felt that strong connection to my cultural identity, and it’s something that I felt was deeply impacted by my experiences with racism and being made to feel less than throughout my life. I resisted it. I want that to change and I have hope and trust that there is still time. The conversations around racism weren’t as prominent or powerful when I was younger, and the most important thing I can do now is write the book I wish I had growing up.



It needs to be acknowledged that there are schools of thought that suggest that we all have unconscious and implicit bias. Simply put, we may harbour racial stereotypes and assumptions without intending to, outside of our own awareness and control. This is why it’s important for us to be actively anti-racist – myself included. I do not consider myself to be a perfect human being who has all of the answers and is protected from making mistakes simply because I am a woman of colour. I’m still learning things for myself and a significant part of that is being able to apologise and take accountability if you say or do something that upsets a marginalised community, as well as being open to learning from and listening to communities that you are not a part of. The conversations around racism are so complex and nuanced and what can often cause people to disengage completely is the word itself.

Whenever people hear the words ‘racist’ or ‘racism’, or if there’s even the slightest implication that it needs to be challenged and dismantled, guards are up and we are met with defensiveness, finger-pointing, anger, vitriol and, at times, a doubling down. People tend to feel personally attacked, not realising that there is a bigger problem to tackle. The majority of us know that racism is inherently bad. It’s not something that people, especially in this day and age, want to align or associate themselves with – well, not publicly anyway. People are very aware of the risks and potential outcomes of being caught mocking or being malicious towards marginalised communities. Those real consequences include employment being affected, having their face and actions shared across social media, or being asked to apologise to those they have hurt. To me, there’s an aspect of people avoiding saying or doing racist things, or perhaps being caught doing so, not because they know it’s wrong and they want to challenge their existing way of thinking, but rather because they’re fearful of being held accountable for what they’ve said or done.

That’s not to say that we aren’t allowed to be human and make mistakes, but rather we should be encouraging ourselves in those moments to acknowledge how the other person feels more than only thinking of ourselves and catering to our own feelings. You don’t need to defend yourself as not being racist, you just need to listen. A lot of people are up in arms when marginalised communities openly address racism, causing them to disregard the other person’s emotions and experiences. It’s like there’s an expectation for us to experience it but to not talk about it. To only let people empathise with us and defend us when they feel the situation calls for them to do so. Choosing to share my experiences of being made to feel like I don’t belong or my commentary on situations where POC are not being treated with dignity is enough to anger some people. I know that a lot of people would find me more palatable, likeable and desirable if I didn’t speak on these issues but I’m not going to spend a moment longer than I have to keeping quiet just to try and appease them while dishonouring who I am and what I believe in. I’ve seen for myself that those who can’t respectfully and thoughtfully communicate will assume everything is an argument and those who are unfamilar with taking accountability and recognising other’s humanity will view everything as a personal attack.

I think, as a country, we still have a long way to go in being open to these conversations.

Much of the cruelty I’ve been on the receiving end of has been people telling me that if I don’t like whatever it is I’m voicing my concerns over then I should go back to where I came from or that I’m ungrateful to be an Australian. If you call racism out, you supposedly hate this country and don’t deserve to be here. I wish they could recognise the cognitive dissonance between defending Australia as inclusive and accepting and being adamant that no racism has taken place or defending themselves against being racist but then telling POC to get out of ‘their’ country and giving in to the ‘us versus them’ rhetoric at the drop of a hat. Tell us how you really feel. I’ve also been accused of seeking my fifteen minutes of fame, making it up or trying too hard to play the victim. I could never have imagined that sharing my experiences with racism or providing my thoughts on it would open a floodgate for even more of instances of it. However, it also serves as a stark reminder that remaining silent isn’t the answer. Racism and those who perpetuate it rely on silence to maintain its existence and power. I choose to use my voice because I’m tired of feeling like I don’t have one or that I need to seek others’ permission to use it and be heard.

Since I was a young girl, I had always been told that I was sweet and quiet and so I grew up feeling like that was my identity, and because these were traits that people seemed to love me for, I didn’t want to disappoint them and stray too far from that. This meant spending a significant portion of my life feeling like I had to exist in a way that people expected of me. When I started speaking and writing on racism, I felt so empowered because it felt like the first time in my life that I had stood for something important, even though I was scared and questioned whether I should keep persisting through the resistance and hatred. But this felt so much bigger than just me. I had spent too much of my life staying small and I didn’t want to continue through life that way anymore.

I think a lot of people are afraid to accept what myself and POC have to say because they feel as though they have to give up something or lose a part of themselves if they do. There may be a part of them that feels like they have to come to terms with their own biases and behaviour that they’re perhaps not entirely proud of. They hold on to the belief that this is the way things have always been and don’t understand why they are suddenly being challenged. I always encourage them to sit in that discomfort and unpack it in their own time instead of misdirecting that anger towards POC. Something I’ve realised is that those who don’t experience or care about racism will almost always make our suffering about them – whether it’s by critiquing our tone and delivery in expressing our trauma and anger because it doesn’t meet their expectation of how they feel we should speak about it, caring more about their discomfort during these conversations rather than how we feel, or claiming that we are attacking or bullying them by shining a light on what they’ve said or done. The truth is, you don’t lose anything at all by listening to, believing and supporting us. People are afraid of what they don’t know or can’t, or seemingly refuse to, understand. My belief is that if people are living in a way, or speaking about something, that does not cause harm to any other human being, then the outcry is often misplaced. You may not completely understand someone’s journey and why they’re so upset, but it’s important to try to. Many people have the luxury of ignoring racism or refusing to acknowledge it, but POC don’t have the luxury to escape experiencing it.

If someone is speaking about something that’s triggering and traumatic for them, you only need to listen. If someone is going through something that you’ll never experience or perhaps will never truly understand, your care and compassion is needed much more than your hate and judgement. If something affects them more than you and it doesn’t harm or hurt you in any way, is it really necessary that you disagree with them or play devil’s advocate? If they have more to lose than you do, I want you to ask yourself what you’re seeking to achieve. Imagine sharing your hurt only for people to completely invalidate you, your experience, your emotions, your existence and your humanity. If someone already feels like the world is against them, you’re meant to make them feel like they belong. If someone feels like they don’t matter, you’re meant to make them feel like someone cares. You don’t have to completely understand someone else’s lived experience to be able to show them empathy and respect. If someone speaking their truth bothers you greatly, ask yourself what the real issue you have is here.



The reality for a lot of POC is that we’ve been made to feel like we have to accept racism or it’s been impressed upon us by our families to keep our heads down and stay out of trouble. For them, it was how they assimilated and for us, it seems like what we have to endure in order to keep the peace, fit in and be accepted. I can’t let this be our reality and how our stories are written. I choose to embrace where I have come from and accept that it’s not too late for me to reclaim a connection to my Vietnamese heritage. And the same goes for you if you feel that you’ve shunned your cultural identity; you still have time.

The conversations around racism, diversity and inclusion must carry on for they are important and needed. I know what it’s like to feel like change isn’t happening, but we must continue holding space for each other. This is about us more than those who keep trying to silence us. At the end of the day, I care about our mental health and wellbeing. I care about our shared but also unique journey of proudly claiming our identity and building a close tie to our culture. I care about our healing. I care about us giving each other the strength to use our voices and share our stories in an environment that feels safe and secure for us. These conversations aren’t taking place to convince people of our humanity and pain – these conversations are happening so that we can speak our truth, honour our experiences and emotions and find comfort in each other. At times I find it hard to move past the hate and the resistance, but I hold on to the sentiment that this is for us and our sense of community. I learned very early on that you can’t get through to everyone, nor is that the mission. We can certainly plant seeds of hope but, most importantly, we must nurture ourselves and each other.

My generation is often labelled as soft and sensitive. While my initial reaction would be to deny that, I instead say, yes we are. This means we have not become desensitised to the pain and that we don’t wish for the next generation to experience what we have. We don’t want to just sit by and watch it all unfold so that future generations will continue to suffer the way that we did. We want to carve out spaces for us and them, and we want to show them that a path of healing and harmony awaits them. We want them to know that community and solidarity will always win. Many of us have never been as vocal about racial issues as we are now and because we are coming together and making a lot more noise, people feel as though we’re resisting how things should be or have always been and that they’re ‘not allowed to do or say anything anymore’. Instead of people saying, ‘I see you, I hear you, I believe you and I’m going to allow you to speak’, we’re called ‘politically correct’ and ‘woke’, and to that I say, ‘What, like it’s a bad thing?’

Sometimes, you have to remind yourself of the power of your own voice. One of the most powerful things that I have read was that it’s not that we are to ‘find’ our voice because that implies we never had one to begin with. We are to ‘use’ our voice and understand how impactful it is. When you share your story, often people will be so deeply moved and inspired that they become willing to share theirs. A safe space is opened up for people to connect beautifully in giving each other permission to unveil their pain and through that find healing – both individually and collectively. I will say that I don’t think your resistance needs to be loud; it can be a soft and gentle moment with yourself where you acknowledge your past experiences and grant yourself permission to allow a wave of emotions wash over you.



Some of you may be reading this book because you have experienced racism or you want to find out how you can be of support to those who have. Some of you may be striving to make a difference and create a world of opportunities for POC. Some of you may want to understand how to navigate conversations around discrimination and injustice. Some of you may be hoping that you and what you have been through will be reflected and represented in the coming pages after being made to feel invisible and insecure for a lot of your life. Whatever the reason that has brought you here, I welcome you with open arms.

I will touch on my own experiences and those shared with me from our community; however, it’s imperative for me to state that I do not speak on behalf of all Asians and you may not support everything I have to say. I do not wish to be a spokesperson for the entire Asian community. This is a chance for me to share my stories and sentiments with you, which you may relate to. It’s beautiful to know that some of us are going through something similar to each other in a big world where we can sometimes feel so lost and isolated. Asians are not a monolith, we are exceptionally diverse and have unique lived experiences and perceive the world through different lenses. Therefore, I in no way assume that all Asians will feel represented or agree with everything I speak about. I must also preface this book with the fact that I write from the perspective of an Asian-Australian woman and as I reference ‘Asian’ throughout this book, I speak more so about East and Southeast Asians. I find great honour in being able to speak on race and racism but acknowledge that it’s such a nuanced topic that I cannot cover everything in this book or capture all Asians’ experiences and perspectives. Beyond these pages, I encourage you to seek out various Asian voices you can listen to and learn from. I hope that even if you don’t agree with everything, or perhaps even anything, I say and stand for then you will at least honour that from a place of love and understanding. I don’t have all the answers and there may be things you have experienced that I haven’t touched on, but I hope there are gems throughout this book that you can hold on to.

I am privileged to acknowledge that Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples are the Traditional Custodians and the first storytellers of the lands on which we live and work and where this book was written. I honour the cultural diversity of all Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander peoples and their connection to Country, waters, skies and communities and pay
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