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Her Voice of C ourage 

What is C ourage? 

COURAGE IS not being afraid of failure 

 

COURAGE IS thinking for myself 

 

COURAGE IS fixing my mistakes 

 

COURAGE IS facing challenges  

 

COURAGE IS being strong, brave and confident 



The Issue: Human Trafficking 



FOR A BAG OF COFFEE 
 

...Here, in this urban chaos of business and motorbikes, you will 
sometimes meet someone, either a foreigner or Vietnamese, and he will 
ask you what you do. In response to your saying that you work on anti
-trafficking along the borders of Vietnam, he will say knowingly, “Yes, I 
hear so many of these poor parents sell their own children for a few 
dollars, or a bag of coffee or something.” 
 
You will respond with, “Actually, from our experiences with trafficking 
returnees, the girls are most often tricked by acquaintances of the 
family, or perhaps even a relative, usually because the girls were looking 
for a job. The parents often don’t have enough money to send their 
children to school, so their children will often quit school early and try 
to find work to help out, which leaves them vulnerable to being tricked 
and sold.” 
 
Usually, this person will nod absent-mindedly, look away, and then 
change the topic.  
 
What you don’t get to say is, “What kind of parent do you think being 
poor makes you?” 
 
For their two daughters to attend school, they must consider how to 
pay for the school fees, facility expenses (such as building maintenance), 
uniforms, textbooks, and school supplies on 25 cents a day. They also 
must factor in the loss of income if they allow their children to 
continue their education instead of having them sell lottery tickets or 
help in the fields. They must weigh their daughters’ tearful pleadings to 
attend school, and their quiet, desperate love for their children, 
desperate beyond the short-term logic of their finances. They must 
balance what school means as an investment in their children’s future, 
decades in the distance, when they are sometimes uncertain what the 
next few months will look like from the shallow bottom of a rice bowl. 

- Recollection by PALS Volunteer 



Pacific Links 

WOULD YOU HAVE DONE THE SAME? 
 
When I was fourteen, I was forced into a marriage. My husband at the 
time was twenty-years old and even though he was also Hmong, we did 
not speak the same language since he is from a different Hmong tribe. 
He was extremely abusive. Four months later, my sister ended up 
marrying into the same family  - it was inevitable that her abusive 
husband would one day kill her. Upon my sister's death, my family 
found out the dire situation that I was in and rescued me from my 
abusive husband.  
 
Shortly after I returned home, a stranger called me on the telephone to 
tell me of a promising work opportunity. I agreed and upon arrival in 
China, he immediately sold me to a Hmong couple who then sold me as 
a bride to a thirty-year old Chinese man who then sold me to someone 
else.  
 
After about two weeks, I planned my escape. For the next ten days, I 
would eat a couple of banh bao and bottles of water because I was 
afraid I would run out of money. At night, I would hide in the bushes to 
try to sleep. After a few days, my entire body was covered in mosquito 
bites that swelled up. I was exhausted and sickly looking; I lost hope. I 
thought to myself, “If I cannot return home to my family, I would rather 
die than to be sold again.” 
 
So I tried to take my own life by jumping over a bridge and into a river. 
That was when two Chinese men in uniform saved me. They 
immediately took me to a hospital to get a check-up. After the hospital 
cleared me, they did not know what to do with me so they locked me up 
in prison where I stayed for the next four months. They finally 
introduced me to someone who spoke Vietnamese and I was finally able 
to tell someone that I was from Vietnam and that I needed to go home. 
 
I am just a young Hmong girl. I was never given the opportunity to 
attend school. Because I don’t know how to read and write, I always 
thought that I would not amount to anything. Now, I am given a 
second-chance at life and I will do everything to prove I deserve it. Tell 
me, if you were in my situation, would you have done the same [try to 
escape]? 
 

- Recollection by Trafficking Survivor 



Voices of Trafficking Survivors 



 
Sitting around a circle, we share affirmations of our strengths. One of the girls remains in silence for several minutes when
her turn; she can’t come up with anything positive to say about herself.
 
Last year, she had been sold so far across the border of China that, after she escaped, she had to be flown back to Vietnam. 
that, as she was running away from her captors, in the middle of the night, she would run close to the cliffs of the surround
waterfalls, so that, if they found her, she could kill herself by jumping off the edge. 
 
She whispers her one positive trait to a nearby girl, but we ask her to say it aloud using her own voice. 
 
When she finally does, a barely audible, “Sometimes I try to help people,” her voice breaks, under the strain, the newness of
to believe that there is good in her. 



Sitting around a circle, we share affirmations of our strengths. One of the girls remains in silence for several minutes when it comes to 
her turn; she can’t come up with anything positive to say about herself. 

Last year, she had been sold so far across the border of China that, after she escaped, she had to be flown back to Vietnam. She told me 
that, as she was running away from her captors, in the middle of the night, she would run close to the cliffs of the surrounding 
waterfalls, so that, if they found her, she could kill herself by jumping off the edge.  

She whispers her one positive trait to a nearby girl, but we ask her to say it aloud using her own voice.  

When she finally does, a barely audible, “Sometimes I try to help people,” her voice breaks, under the strain, the newness of what it means 



Healing through Movement 



Do you remember the last time you visited,  
one day there was a double rainbow? 
 
I do. 
 
It was so pretty, wasn’t it? 
 
I agreed that it was indeed. We both look out at the 
cloudless blue sky, her hair lit up by sun. There are no 
rainbows in sight, but it still a sight to behold.  
 
Her laughter is open, wide, infectiously bright, so deep that 
you can’t imagine her sadness.  



Empowering Self-Reliance 

C ommunity Acceptance 



SHE PROTECTS US IN HER GAZE 
 

The transaction was carried out in the stillness of the night, where the 
only spotlight on the furtive affair came from the brightness of the full 
moon. It was on that night that my adopted mother decided to name 
me after the moon goddess, Hang Nga. The goddess protected us in her 
warmth, and she protected me in her gaze. I stare up at the moon 
during Tet Trung Thu, or the mid-autumn festival, every year since the 
discovery of my adoption. I think about how they must have felt when 
they gave me up. I think about the tears that must have singed my 
birth mother’s face. And I think about what it must mean to want to 
protect our children. 
 
This year, I was able to celebrate it for the first time in Vietnam. This 
has also been my first couple of weeks with Pacific Links Foundation. I 
have been working with the girls at our reintegration shelter in Long 
Xuyen all week long to prepare for the Moon Festival. But really, what 
that means is that I sat and watched their handicraft with 
amazement. This week, I learn that this is what protecting our children 
meant. 
 
Trafficking victims are often lured by the people they know –
acquaintances, friends, lovers, and even family and are recruited 
through deception and false promises of a more worthwhile life. What 
are the consequences of this treacherous recruiting tactic? How will the 
deceit from a kin pull at the fibers of our community? Because everyone 
here is a relative. Everyone is your uncle, your aunt, your sister and 
your brother. Our relationship to others is encapsulated within our 
language; and therein lies the root of our trust. 
  
We don’t have the luxury of treating these girls like children. As much 
as I would like to sit beside them as a friend as a sister and treat them 
to all the delicacies that I think they are entitled to as a child, I must 
first keep in mind our program’s objective of cultivating self-reliance. 
The reintegration process must also therefore address the vulnerability 
of victims to further exploitation. Our role is to provide a safe and 
enabling environment for recovery and development. But our success 
will ultimately be defined in their capacity to care for themselves and to 
make the right decisions. 

- Recollection by PALS Volunteer 



WALLS OF DREAMS 



PHOTO BY A TRAFFICKING SURVIVOR 

What are your dreams? 
 

I dream of seeing the ocean for the first time. 
 

I dream of being a really great student so I can find 
a job that is secure to help support my family. 

 
I dream that one day I’ll forget. 



 
JOIN US

 

 

 

 

 
DONATE 

 

 
 

What is C ourage? 

http://www.youtube.com/pacificlinksvn
http://www.facebook.com/PacificLinks
http://twitter.com/#!/pacificlinks
http://eepurl.com/hOO-Y

