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About the Author

Cong T. Do immigrated to the USA in the ‘80s as one of the ’boat people’ with his wife in a daring escape from Vietnam. He earned a BS and MBA degree and worked as a project manager in Silicon Valley, CA. His business was burned during the LA riots in 1992. In 2006, he was imprisoned in Vietnam for fighting to free Vietnam. During his 38 days of jail, he was on a hunger strike. In 2007, President George W. Bush invited him into the White House to share his story and called Cong T. Do a ‘democratic terrorist.’ He cheated death four times in his life. This book tells it all.





Dedication

I dedicate this book to the people who lost lives at sea while on the journey of seeking freedom, and the ones fighting for a free Vietnam. To my parents; my wife, Tiên; and my children, Viên, Jessica, Quyền, Biên, Marc, Etienne, and Niên. Thanks to the captain and his sailors on the Panama Oil Tanker who saved us at sea. And thanks to America for giving us the land of freedom and opportunity.
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San Francisco Airport –

Deportation from Vietnam, 2006 (Fig. 1)









Living Dreams of Our Life

After thirty-eight years of living in the U.S., we went back to visit Hong Kong. While standing on top of a building above the docking areas, we looked down at Hong Kong’s harbor right where it was a docking bridge before, the place where we first landed after escaping from Vietnam and being rescued from the sea. There, the Jubilee Transit Center stood: the refugee camp we were taken to when we arrived as the boat people. I stood there with mixed feelings: sadness, a sense of loss, and an appreciation for being blessed. There I saw Tiên, then girlfriend now wife, myself, both young at twenty-three years of age, and ninety others who arrived together in the same small boat, who were just dreaming of gaining the dream of freedom and living again after going through such a dangerous journey to reach those shores.

Like a spark ignited, my memories took me back to my youth. I saw myself, a young boy from a tiny country village, where my parents were married somewhere in South Vietnam’s jungle. I saw my parents, who once fought against the French for Vietnam’s independence in 1950, then later went through the Vietnam War in 1960, witnessing the coming of Americans to Vietnam. I saw the loss of South Vietnam to the North Vietnamese who were called the V.C., ‘Việt Cộng.’ Then remembering with Tiên, I reflect on how we both organized several daring plans to escape Vietnam.

There, I saw the passing of time in Hong Kong, living in the refugee camps, and then settling down in the U.S.A. in the eighties. There, Tiên and I would get married and go on to live a rough-but-blessed life with our three children, having two beautiful grandchildren that ironically were mixed kids of Vietnamese, French, and American heritage; my coming back to Vietnam to fight for the values I have believed in. Then, be imprisoned in Sài Gòn for thirty-eight days of hell.

And finally, at this age, having lived more than half a life, we come back to these old places, full of memories to see ourselves, the Vietnamese, the so-called ‘boat people.’
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Hong Kong Jubilee Transit Center –

Refugee Camp, 2019 (Fig. 2)









Chapter One


The Village’s Story

I do not remember the exact date or year when the G.I., American soldiers, came to Mường Mán, my village. However, at my age at the time, around ten years, it was big news for kids to talk about, and we were anxious to see them. I cannot recall the first time I saw a G.I. But I still remember how they would casually stroll along the main route of our village. Seeing them in our town was a big shock for us children at first, but we gradually joined the crowd that ran after them begging for candies, apples, and chewing gum, which were such good and exotic treats for kids like us.

I did not see them carrying their weapons much when they were walking through the village. However, once, a Việt Cộng guerilla named Mr. Van, who had surrendered to the South Vietnam Army, turned into an informer for the G.I. and was executed by his old comrades. After that incident, it was the first time I saw the G.I. appear within the village fully armed.

Mr. Van, who joined the V.C.’s guerilla forces long before I was born, apparently knew my parents. They had been in the Việt Minh ‘French resistance’s guerilla’ at the same time as him in the fifties. However, my parents left the Việt Minh and came back to the village to settle down and have a family. Mr. Van was with the V.C. still and had climbed up the ranks to the chief of the province. When the G.I. built their military post in the village, Mr. Van decided to quit the commies and turned himself into the informer of the G.I.

Occasionally, I saw him pass by my house with the G.I. and South Vietnamese soldiers. He seemed to be a very important figure to them, dressed in V.C.’s peasant style ‘Áo bà ba,’ but with his exposed handgun worn on his belt to show the villagers and my parents that he was somebody to the G.I. He only came by to visit his family during the daytime for safety. His house was near by the village school, which was about five minutes’ walk from the back of our house. Once, he decided to stay overnight, and the V.C.’s networks in the village noticed that and quickly informed their members. That night, the V.C.’s guerilla came to execute both him and his wife. He left behind two very young sons, younger than me.

I remembered him, occasionally stopped by at my house, chatted with my mother since she knew him well when they were in the jungle fighting with the French. Mom, with her experiences in dealing in the village’s political situations, had warned him ahead of time. To be alert and watch out for his safety, but he did not take it seriously. She knew the V.C. already had his head’s mark and there was rumor that he was on the list of execution. Under the political circumstance of extreme unsafety in my village, no villagers dared to cross the V.C.

Normally, at dawn, the cannon from the U.S. military post would fire into the jungle areas where they knew the V.C. maintained their activities. Some days, I could hear machine guns and helicopters circling around the village, searching for the V.C. There were days with news; a villager was misidentified and killed by mistake, or others were killed right on the target due to their active roles as the V.C.

When I turned eleven, I finished fifth grade. At that point, I left the village and moved to the city to continue studying. When I came back to visit my family, it was only on the weekends. The war was increasing in intensity, and the village was no longer safe. During the day, it was controlled by the South Vietnamese Army and the G.I., but at night, the V.C. came by to collect their taxes, recruit members, and execute anyone they wanted. Those they chose to execute would have a bloody note left on their dead body, marking them as ‘traitors’ or ‘collaborators with the enemy.’

Every time I visited the house, Mom made me leave our house at night to spend the night at her friend’s house.
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