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Overview of Project

We are Minjeong Kim, Allyssa McCabe, and Phitsamay Uy, professors
at the University of Massachusetts Lowell, who have long had independent
interests in collecting folktales from diverse cultures. We all teach at the
University of Massachusetts in Lowell, Massachusetts, which is home to
numerous immigrant and refugee communities, including many individuals
from Cambodia, Viet Nam, Burma, and Laos. We noted the lack of reading
materials representative of those cultures and decided to rectify that. We
received a Creative Economy Grant from the University of Massachusetts
President’s office to collaborate with the Southeast Asian community-based
organizations in Lowell (Cambodian Mutual Assistance Association, Say-
danar, Thong Phamduy & the Vietnamese Language School, Wat Buddhab-
havana) to collect folktales from those four community groups. Professional
illustrators and art students from the university illustrated the folktales. This
book is the result of our collective efforts. We would like to express deep
appreciation to all the community members, organization staff, students,
and the President’s Office for their support of this project.

Lowell, Massachusetts

Lowell, Massachusetts is a mid-sized city with a population of a little
over 100,000. The Merrimack River joins the Concord River in the city,
and there are many waterfalls, rapids, dams, and canals throughout which
made it desirable for the location of industries dependent on water power as
an energy source. Lowell was founded in the 1820s and named for Francis
Cabot Lowell, a key figure in the Industrial Revolution who secretly studied
textile technology in Great Britain and brought that technology to what be-
came Lowell. In fact, Lowell is known as the cradle of the American Indus-
trial Revolution. In only thirty years, Lowell became the biggest industrial
center of the United States, with a particular focus on textile manufacturing.



Due to its many industries, immigrants to America were attracted by
the possibility of work, which has resulted in a very rich cultural mix in
Lowell. The city has seen many waves of immigrants, successively: Irish
people in the 1840s and 1850s were followed by French Canadians in
the 1860s and 1870s, and then by Greek, Polish, Portuguese, and Jewish
people. In more recent times, immigrants from Southeast Asia have settled
in Lowell, including people from Burma (now known as Myanmar),
Cambodia, Laos, and Viet Nam—the countries whose tales fill this book.
The city is host to many immigrants from South America, including Brazil,
Colombia, and the Dominican Republic. Increasingly the city has attracted
immigrants from various parts of Africa.

Lowell’s history as a city of immigrants and refugees has resulted in
a number of community-based organizations that promote celebrations
of cultural arts and traditions from various countries of origin. There are
museum exhibits, statues, and other memorials dedicated to the various
immigrants to Lowell throughout the city. Organizations that provide
direct social services to the Southeast Asian communities include Cambo-
dian Mutual Assistance Association, Lao Family Mutual Association, and
SayDaNar Community Development Center. Faith-based institutions also
play a strong role in Lowell’s Southeast Asian communities. For example,
there are four different Buddhist temples in Lowell (one Vietnamese: Chua
Tuong Van Lowell, two Cambodian: Lowell Wat Khmer and The Glory
Buddhist Temple, and one Lao: Watlao Mixayarama of New England).
Saint Patrick Catholic Church provides worship every weekend in five lan-
guages: Spanish, Vietnamese, Burmese, Cambodian, and English. Lowell
is home to the second largest population of Cambodian Americans in the
U.S. and is nationally known for its Southeast Asian Water Festival. The
Angkor Dance Troupe is renowned for performing traditional Cambodian
arts. Every year, Lowell celebrates the Vietnamese Lunar New Year or Tet
on January/early February and Cambodian, Lao, and Thai New Year on
April 13 — 15th.



Burma

Burma, currently known as Myanmar, is predominantly a
Buddhist country, rich in natural resources. It is considered
one of the most resource rich countries in Asia. Burma is
the largest country in Southeast Asia with a total land area
of 676,577 square kilometers. The population is estimated
to be 53 million. There are 135 national groups living in
the country. Geographically, it is located between the two
most populous nations in the world--China and India.
Other neighboring countries are Thailand on the southeast,
Laos on the east, and Bangladesh on the west.



The White Elephant
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A folktale from Burma
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A long, long time ago, there was a lonely man in a village in
Burma. He had no parents, no family, no relatives. He was so poor
he had nothing to eat. He had to find a job. So he went to work for
the king as a servant. He had to work very hard as a servant. He had
to do everything the king asked him to do. He never refused. He
never had a chance to refuse. Whatever the king asked, he had to do.
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One day, the king heard that somewhere in the jungle a white elephant had
appeared. “A white elephant is very rare and special in our country,” the king
said. The king said to the lonely man, “You must capture this white elephant! I
have given you work. I have given you food. So you have to repay me. When
you come back, you have to come back with the white elephant. If you don’t
bring me the white elephant, you will die.”
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The lonely man was very upset because the jungle was very dangerous. But he
could not refuse. He went off to the dangerous jungle. He was so afraid he_ could not
even look at things. He just walked with his head down. He did not notice the
monkey. He did not notice the beautiful flowers. He did not notice the ancient ruins.
He just looked down at the dirt.
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Boom! He bumped into something big and round and hard. Was
it a tree?

All of a sudden, it was raining.

He looked up.
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He saw the white elephant. The white elephant was pouring
water on the lonely man.
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The white elephant had a special power. He under-
stood people’s feelings. He understood how the
lonely guy felt. The white elephant understood that
the lonely man was in trouble.

The lonely man was crying and weeping and he told
the white elephant, “I’m so afraid of you, but I have
no choice. The king ordered me to capture you, and I
am also afraid of the king. He said that if I do not
bring you to him, he will kill me. If I do not go back,
I cannot survive in this jungle. I don’t want to capture
you. I don’t know how to capture you. Can you help
me?”
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The white elephant said, “I came to you. Do not be afraid of me. I came here just to
save you. Just follow me.”

So the white elephant took the lonely man into the deep jungle. The white elephant.
took him to a very, very, very big Bo tree. They sat under the very, very, very big Bo
tree in the shade. The lonely man leaned on the Bo tree.
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The lonely man saw all kinds of animals there. They played with each
other. They loved each other. They had fun with each other. For a
moment, the lonely man forgot all his troubles. The lonely man was
tired. He fell asleep.
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In his dream, the white elephant appeared and told him, “Just go back to
the king. Tell your king that he will meet me. But he has to do something for
me first.”

The lonely man went back to the king even though he was afraid the king
would kill him because the white elephant was nowhere to be seen.
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The king was angry and got all his swords and all his knives. The lonely man
apologized to the king and begged him, “Please listen to me before you kill me. I
met the white elephant.”

When the king heard that the lonely man had met with the white el ephant his
anger cooled a little bit.

The lonely man continued, “The white elephant wants you to take all your .
money and all of your treasure and give it away to the poor people. If you finally
have nothing, you will get what you want. You will get the white elephant. I will
go and get him for you.

“Are you sure?” the king said.

“Yes, I am sure. This is what the white elephant wanted me to tell you.”
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The king desperately wanted the white elephant. So he gave away all
his possessions to the poor. The king told the lonely man, “I did every-
thing that you told me to do. Now it is your turn.” And he said, “Okay.
Yes.”
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The lonely man went back to the jungle. The white elephant was waiting for
him. The elephant took the lonely guy on his shoulder.
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The king welcomed the white elephant and introduced him to all the people.
There was loud music to celebrate. People from all around heard the news that
the white elephant lived in the king’s village. Everyone wanted to come and see
the white elephant. A white elephant is very rare and very special,

All of a sudden, the white elephant told everyone, “My name is not the White
Elephant. My name is not the White King. My name is the Prince of Peace.”
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One day, the Prince of Peace--the white elephant--called the lonely guy. He told
the lonely guy, “I have been living in the palace for many, many years now. I'm
getting old now. I have to go back to my place. Back home, everything is ready for
me. You have peace and many riches, so I don’t need to stay here anymore. I have
to go back.” :

The lonely guy told the king that the white elephant wanted to go home. Once
again, the king celebrated the white elephant. Once again, there was loud music.
There was a parade to say goodbye. There was a big feast. While the music was
playing, the white elephant took the lonely guy on his shoulders.
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They flew away and disappeared. The lonely guy
never worried about food again.
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Cambodia

Cambodia is a country in Mainland Southeast Asia. It is tucked
between Laos, Thailand, and Vietnam. It is about the size of the State
of Oklahoma. Its capital city is Phnom Penh with a population of about
1.5 million. In 2017, Cambodia’s total population was about 16 mil-
lion. Cambodia is famous for its many magnificent ancient monuments
including Angkor Wat. On its tricolored national flag, Angkor Wat is
proudly displayed with three of the five elegant lotus-shaped towers
symbolizing Mount Meru or the sacred cosmological mountain on
Earth. Most Cambodians speak Khmer, an old language of the Khmer
Empire that lasted from the 9th to 15th century. Cambodians celebrate
many festivals throughout the year; the Khmer New Year is in the mid-
dle of April. Most Cambodians observe Buddhism and enshrine it as
the national religion in the country’s constitution. In the past 64 years
after gaining independence from France in 1953, Cambodia has gone
through many regime changes that killed millions of its own citizens
and properties. Currently Cambodia is at peace with a king as its head
of state and a prime minister as the country’s leader.



Don’t Open Your Mouth, a Cambodian folktale
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Long ago, the shell of the turtle was smooth, so smooth, smooth as glass.
It did not have cracks like a map. The turtle lived in a pond.
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One day a couple of ducks came to play and feed themselves in the pond.

The turtle asked these ducks, “Why do you come here?”
The ducks replied, “We come here to collect supplies for the party on the

top of the palm tree.”
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Then the turtle asked them, “Could I be invited to the party?”
“Yes,” said the ducks. “But how can you fly up to the top of the tree? You
don’t have any wings. You don’t know how to fly.”
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The three animals talked about how the turtle could go up to the top of the tree.
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One duck got an idea. He picked up a stick with his beak. Another duck
used her beak to hold that stick at the other end. The ducks told the turtle to
bite the stick in the middle so they could fly him up to the top of the tree. The
ducks lay down the stick to warn the turtle, “You must not open your mouth
and speak, okay?”’

The turtle agreed, “Yes, I will not speak out.”
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Now the ducks grabbed the stick again. The turtle bit the stick in the
middle. The ducks flew up and up almost to the top of the tree. Other ducks
at the top of the tree were amazed to see this turtle coming up to the party.

ngkfilamivandin:ghig)a 1 Siananiihafsicanmaivaindio:
iR 9 oeufimsiviimsingaiel i) anag 'ﬁqmtgﬁ 9 NI RIS
ig)alRvAnsidoimamaRuthgia snuasidmaihamoigiaea
grugsEUIng Rt



All the ducks yelled, “Oh the turtle comes to us. Brother, do come too.” The
turtle was so happy. He replied, “Yeah, I’'m coming too.”

As soon as the turtle opened his mouth to say that he was coming too, he fell
down, down, down.

All the way to the ground.
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Then he hit a rock that shattered his shell.
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That is why today the turtle’s shell looks like a jigsaw puzzle.
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The End )

Moral of the story: Keep quiet even though you might be very happy or very mad.
Keep quiet.You can succeed by talking, but you can also die by talking.
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Why the Rabbit Doesn’t Drink from the Pond
A folktale from Cambodia
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Once there was a snail who lived in a pond. He lived in the pond with many, many other snails.
The snail heard that there was a rabbit who lived close to the pond. He heard that the rabbit was very

fast. One day that rabbit stooped down to drink the water from the snails’ pond. The snail yelled at
the rabbit, “You cannot come and drink the water from my pond!”
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The rabbit replied, “Hey, I am not bothering you. I have drunk the water from this pond
since I was born. You are a slow, slow, slow crawling animal. You cannot even crawl as far
as I can hop.”
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The snail got so mad at the rabbit. “You insulted me. How dare you say that I could not
crawl as far as you can hop. We will run a race. We will see who wins.”
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The rabbit agreed to race the snail. “What are the rules?” the rabbit said.

The snail said, “I agree not to live in this pond any longer if I lose this race.”

The rabbit said, “I promise that I won’t come and drink the water from this pond if I lose
this race.”
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The next morning, the snail and the rabbit started the race. The rabbit began to hop all
the way around the pond. The snail stayed in the water. After hopping for a while, the
rabbit didn’t see any snail running behind him. He yelled, “Hey, Snail, you slow, slow,
slow crawling snail. Where are you?”
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The rabbit may have been fast, but the snail knew snails were very cunning. The snail knew
that he could never crawl as fast as the rabbit could hop. But he had an idea. He would trick the
rabbit. He got all the snails together and told them to spread out all around the pond. He told
all the snails, “When the rabbit yells at us and says where are you slow, slow, slow crawling

snail, whoever is ahead of the rabbit should say, ‘Coo.” That means, ‘I'm here.””

¢ SPNWHGE UHIAINGS UiSZjﬂEﬁt’fmnmmﬁjg gmnmrﬁ 9 2J}
Ruthdsmohinsespuwinnaygwiunsie 9 gigh§admafjonn
gw 9 hERuANjoUIaagSpWw 4 ajhmsmamﬁn FRHAIGIIU
vamARNgRinnATE 9 hosimUgMAuHA ¢ InuspWwifun
wrohdhondisidam inisi:gpaituisiaiye e SpURHFwW
gn wsSwih gistunn: 9

39



40

All the snails lined up around the edge of the pond. The rabbit looked around. He
didn’t see any snails. “Oh Snail, you slow, slow, slow crawling snail, where are you
now?”
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Right in front of the rabbit, a snail said, “Coo, I am here

heard this. He kept running very fast
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The rabbit got mad when he
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He was almost to the finish line. The rabbit tried again, “Oh Snail, you slow, slow,
slow crawling snail, where are you now?”
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A little snail right in front of him said, “I am here, coo.”
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The rabbit knew he lost the race. He lay down right next to the finish line. He knew
that the snail was right there at the finish line before him. The snail won the race.
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And ever since they won the race, the snails stayed in the pond. But the rabbit no longer
visits the pond or drinks the water from it. The rabbit drinks dew instead.
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The End  GU

The moral of the story is, “Don’t judge other people the way the rabbit judged the snail.”
Another moral of the story is: “A bunch of sticks cannot be broken.”
(Cambodian proverb from the internet.)
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Laos

Laos is the only landlocked country in Southeast Asia. It
is bordered by Burma and China to the northwest, Vietnam
to the east, Cambodia to the southwest and Thailand to the
west and southwest. Rugged mountains, plains, and pla-
teaus make up the 236,800 square kilometers. The Mekong
River flows along the western boundary with Thailand.
Laos, also known as the Lao People’s Democratic Repub-
lic, is one of the poorest communist states in Asia with a
population of 6.5 million people. It is one of Southeast
Asia’s most ethnically diverse countries. One United Na-
tions Development Programme (UNDP) report states that
there are 237 ethnic groups; however, only 49 ethnic groups
are officially recognized by the Laos government. The
major languages spoken are Lao and French and the major
religion is Theravada Buddhism. Eighty percent of the Lao
people are farmers.
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The Greedy Dog and the Meat
A Folktale from Laos

Once there was a dog who traveled from his home. He found a small
piece of meat in the road. The dog was excited, "I'm going to take this
meat! [ am going to find a safe place to eat the meat." The dog walked on
with the meat in his mouth. He came upon a bridge. He came to the
middle of the bridge. The sun was shining brightly. He looked in the
water under the bridge.
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He saw another dog reflected in the water, and the dog had a very big
piece of meat in his mouth. He thought to himself, "I am going to get that
big meat. | am going to take it from that other dog." It never occurred to
him that it was his reflection.
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He dropped his own little piece of meat
and jumped into the water to get the big
piece of meat.
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Oh dear! The dog looked for the meat but there was no piece of meat in the
water. He did not think about the fact that he could not swim. Not only did
he lose his little piece of meat, he also could not swim. He did not know
what to do. His greed had pushed him to want more. He began to feel sorry
for himself. He did not know how he was going to cross the river.
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All of a sudden, he saw an alligator swimming towards him! The dog
began to shake in fear. He was afraid the alligator would eat him for a
meal. He thought, I am going to die surely. As the alligator came closer, it
asked, "Hi dog. Do you need some help? Just tell me how I can help." The
dog felt happy and said, "Yes, I would like for you to help me get to the
other side.” The alligator replied "Hop on my back and I will help you
across the river." So the dog hopped on the alligator's back and rode across
the river to the other side. The alligator kept opening his mouth to talk to
the dog and the dog was afraid that the alligator was going to eat him up.
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As he approached the riverbank, the dog jumped off the alligator's back
quickly. He was so afraid that he pooped on the alligator's head as he was
58 getting off.
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Moral of the Story: Those who want too
much will end up getting nothing. Don't
poop on those who help you. Show respect
and be thankful.
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Vietnam

Vietnam is a country in Southeast Asia. Vietnam is well
known for its beaches, rivers, Buddhist pagodas and bus-
tling cities. Vietnam has a long-lasting history documented
over four thousand years. With a total land area of 331,690
square kilometers, it is bordered by China to the north, the
South China Sea to the east and south, the Gulf of Thailand
to the southwest, and Cambodia and Laos to the west. The
population is estimated to be about 92 million, including 54
ethnic groups living in the country.



The Golden Starfruit Tree
Cay Khé Vang

Once upon a time, there was a very rich man who lived in a village. When he died, he left
his two sons a huge fortune. The two brothers were entirely different from each other. The
older brother was greedy, while the younger one was very kind. The older brother claimed
the whole fortune and left his younger brother only a starfruit tree.

Thud xua, c6 mot nguoi rat giau séng trong lang. Ong ta qua doi, dé lai gia san giau co lai
cho hai nguoi con. Hai anh em rat khac biét. Nguoi anh thi song rat tham lam nhung nguoi
em thi lai hién lanh chat phac. Nguoi anh chiém tron gia tai va chi chia cho nguoi em mot
cay khe.
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Both brothers got married.
The older brother with his
inheritance had nothing to
worry about. Meanwhile, the
younger brother who only had
the starfruit tree was very
worried. Thus, he took good
care of his tree, hoping that it
would give him a lot of fruit so
that he could make a living by
selling it. The tree grew bigger
and bigger. It had a lot of fruit.
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When the starfruit was ripe, a raven flew by and stopped in the tree to eat a lot of fruit.
The younger brother was very sad to see this happen every day, but he did not know what
to do.

Khi nhiing trai khé trén cdy chin mong, mot con qua bay dén dau trén cdy va &n rat
nhiéu kheé. Nguoi em rat buon khi thay qua an khe cia minh moi ngay, anh khong biét
lam gi.
65



One day, he decided to stand beneath the
tree and talk to the raven: “Raven, please don’t
eat my fruit. This fruit tree is my only
fortune”. “Don’t worry” the raven replied. “I’ll
pay you back with gold. Make a 2-yard long
bag. Tomorrow morning, I’'ll come back and
take you to get the gold.”

Mot hém, nguoi em quyét dinh ding dudi
gbc ciy va ndi véi qua: “Qua oi, ding an khé
clia ta nita. Do 1a tat ca nhiing gi ta ¢6”. Qua
tra [o1: “Dung lo. Qua sé tra lai béng vang.
Anh ban hay may mét cai tui dai ba gang tay.
Cho sang ngay mai, qua s€ trd lai va cho anh
ban dén chd lay vang.”
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Next morning, the raven came back. He let the younger brother sit on his back and flew
over the sea to an island filled with gold. The younger brother gathered all the gold he could
fit into the bag that he had made. Then he flew back home on the raven’s back with a lot of
gold. He was very happy. He had become very rich.

Sang hom sau, con qua quay tro lai. Qua de nguoi em lén lung roi bay qua blen dén mot
hon dao cé rat nhiéu vang. Nguoi em lay vang bo day vao ti ma anh ta da lam roi 1én lung
qua bay tré vé nha. Anh ta rat vui ming. Tir d6, ngudi em tré nén giau co.
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The younger brother invited the older one to come over. The older brother said,
“No, I don’t want to go to your shabby house”. The younger brother kept inviting
his older brother to visit him. “I have something for you, Brother.”

Nguoi em moi anh té1 nha. Nguot anh néi, “Khong, tao khong dén cai nha toi
tan cua may dau”. Nguoi em nai ni moi nguot anh, “Em c6 qua cho anh”.



Finally, the older brother gave in. He visited his brother and found to his surprise that
his brother had all sort of riches — a very big house, lots of beautiful furniture, lots of
money.

Cudi cung nguoi anh chiéu theo em. Nguoi anh dén va rat ngac nhién khi thay su giau
c6 clia nguodi em — ngdi nha to rong, nhiéu d6 dac dep dé trong nha, c6 rat nhiéu tién.
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“How did you get all these riches, Brother?” the older one asked. The younger
brother told him about the starfruit tree, and the raven and the trip to the island
filled with gold. The older brother offered to trade all his fortune for the starfruit
tree. The kind brother gladly accepted the offer.

The raven came as usual and ate a lot of starfruit. The older brother spoke to the
raven the same words as his younger brother did. He received the same answer
from the raven. But he was so greedy that he made a much larger bag instead of a
2-yard long bag.

The next day, the raven came to take him to the island of gold. After he filled
the bag with gold, he put the gold into all of his pockets, too. Then, he climbed
onto the raven’s back to go home.

But the load was so heavy that when they flew over the sea, the raven tilted his
tired wings. “Let go! Let go of the gold!” the raven screamed. But the older
brother didn’t want to let go of the gold. Finally, the raven had to drop him into
the sea.

“Em lam cach nao ma tré nén giau co thé nay?”, nguoi anh hoi. Nguoi em ké lai
cdu chuyén cdy khé va con qua cung chuyén di dén déo co day vang. Ngudi anh
tham lam dé nghi d6i hét tai san cua anh ta dé 13y cy khé cia nguoi em. Nguoi
em tot bung chép nhan loi dé nghi.

Qua bay dén nhu thudng 18 va an rat nhiéu khé. Nguoi anh néi véi qua nhiing
101 nguoi em da noi va cling nhan dugc cung mot cau tra 101 tr qua. Nhung nguoi
anh rat tham lam. Anh ta lam chiéc tui to gap doi chiéc tui dai ba gang dé dung
vang.

Ngay hom sau, qua dén dén nguoi anh va ché anh ta bay dén dao dé 1y vang.
Nguoi anh l1ay vang day bao. Anh ta lai 1dy vang vo vao cac tui quan 4o. Sau do,
anh ta leo 1én lung qua dé trd vé nha.

Nhung khi bay qua bién, anh ta va tt ca s6 vang trd thanh quéa ning cho qua.
“Vat di! Vuat vang di!”, qua la to. Nhung nguoi anh tham lam khéng chiu bo vang
xudng bién. Con qua danh phai bo anh ta xudng bién.
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Back at home, the younger brother waited for the older one for a very long time.

“Why is it taking so long for my brother to come back?”

The next day, the younger brother met the raven and asked where his brother was. The
raven told him that the older brother wouldn’t let go of the gold and fell into the sea
because it was too heavy.

Tai nha, nguoi em cho rat 1au, “Tai sao anh di lau roi van chua vé?” Ngay hom sau,
nguol em gap con qua va hoi nguoi anh dau. Con qua néi rang nguodi anh da khong chiu
vut bo bot vang nén da roi xuong vi vang qua nang.



Moral of the story: When you grab all things, you lose everything.

Bai hoc luan ly: Khi ban muon léy tat ca moi thir, ban s& mat hét.

73



A Big Pot of Gold, a Vietnamese folktale

Cai Chum Vang, Chuyén C6 Tich Viét Nam

Long ago, a man and his wife lived in the countryside.
They were very poor but they had good hearts.

Ngay xua, c¢6 hai vo chong séng & mién qué. Ho rat
nghéo nhung c6 maét tam 1ong tot.







Everyday, the man went to the field, where they grew a
paddy of rice. One day, when he was plowing the soil, he
found a big pot of gold. He put it back in the soil.

MGai ngay, nguoi chong di ra dong, noi ho trong lua.
Mot ngay no, khi anh ta dang di cay, anh ta tim duoc mét
chum vang 16n. Anh ta lai chén cai chum vang xudng dat.
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When he came home, he told his wife that he found a big
pot of gold in the paddy.

“Where is 1t?” the wife asked. “If somebody finds it, they
will take it.”

In a calm voice, the man replied, “If it belongs to us, it will
be there. If somebody else finds it and takes it, it belongs to
them. If it is a gift from God, it will find its way to us.”

Khi vé dén nha, anh ta ké cho nguoi vo nghe anh ta di tim
duoc mot cai chum vang 16n & ngoai dong.

“No6 dau roi?” nguoi vo hoi. “Néu ¢6 ai tim th'?iy, ho sé le"iy
mat.”

Véi giong tram tinh, nguoi chong tra 10i, “Néu no 1a cua ta,
no6 sé& con d6. Néu nguoi khac tim dugc va ly di, thi no 1a cua
nguoi ay. Néu no 1a cia Troi cho, no s& tu tim duong vé véi
minh.”






Hiding nearby, a thief overheard this conversation. The
thief went to the field, found the pot, and took it home.
But when the thief opened the lid, he found...a big pot of
snakes! He put the lid back on it and took it away as fast as he
could.

Mot ké trom dang nap gan d6 nghe duoc cau chuyén. Ké
trom di ra dong tim duoc cai chum r6i dem vé nha ciia hén.

Nhung khi ké trdm mé nép ra, han thiy...mot chum toan la
ran! Han day nép lai va mang chum di that nhanh.
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Next day, the man couldn’t find the pot of gold in his paddy.
He told his wife, “Somebody must have taken it. I couldn’t
find it. But if someone else has taken that gold, it is okay too,”
he said very calmly.

Ngay hom sau, nguoi chong khong thiy chum vang ngoai
dong. Anh ta néi véi vo, “Co nguoi da lay no roi. Toi khong
thay nira. Nhung néu ai da 14y s6 vang do, thi ciing duoc,” anh
ta ndi vai mot giong rat binh tinh.
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The thief heard this conversation too. He thought, “That
man must be a blind person. Or a crazy man. That pot only
had snakes, no gold in it. I will bring this pot of snakes to his
home so the snakes will bite him.”

The thief put the pot in front of the yard that belonged to the
man and his wife.

Ke trom cting nghe duoc. Hin nghi, “Thang nay phai la
thang mu. Hoic la thang khung. Cai chum d6 toan 1a ran chur
khéng c6 vang. Tao s& mang cai chum ran dén nha cho né cin
may.”

Keé trom ben dat cai chum trudce san nha cua hai vo ch6ng
kia.






Next day, the man found the pot. He opened the lid
and...he found gold inside! He was very happy.

The man told his wife what he found. “I told you. If it was
a gift from God, it would find its way home to us.”

Ngay ké do, nguoi chong thay cal chum. Anh ta mé nip ra
va thiy vang ¢ bén trong! Anh ta rat vui mimg.

Nguoi chong ké cho vo nghe. “Téi da bao. Néu n6 la cia
Troi cho, né tu bo vé nha minh ma.”







The man and his wife became rich, and they helped other
poor people.

Moral of the story: If you are a good person,
you will have good outcomes.

Hai vo chong tré nén giau cé, va ho giup d& nhitng nguoi
ngheo khac.

Luan ly ctia cdu truyén: Néu ban la nguoi tot,
nhiing diéu tot dep s€ dén vai ban.
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Biographies

Researchers

MinJeong Kim, Ph.D., is associate professor in the College of Education at the University
of Massachusetts Lowell (UML). Her research focuses on equity issues in literacy and lan-
guage education of minority children. She recently conducted research on language and lit-
eracy socialization of Southeast Asian American children in classrooms as a research fellow
at the Institute for Asian American Studies at UMass Boston. She has published extensively
on language and literacy learning of children with diverse backgrounds including Asian
American children and children with disabilities.

Allyssa McCabe, Ph.D., is professor of psychology at the University of Massachusetts
Lowell. She got her Ph.D. in psychology from the University of Virginia in 1980 and has
published over a hundred scholarly pieces. She has written scholarly books and articles on
children’s narrative development and a trade book for parents called Language Games to
Play with your Child. Among other projects, she has conducted interventions with both par-
ents and teachers to improve children’s ability to narrate.

Phitsamay Sychitkokhong Uy, Ed.D. is associate professor in the College of Education
and co-director of the Center for Asian American Studies at University of Massachusetts
Lowell. Dr. Uy has also worked as a diversity trainer for the Anti-Defamation League, pro-
fessional development facilitator for school districts, and research and evaluation consultant
for colleges and universities. Her research focuses on Southeast Asian American educational
experiences and family and community engagement. Dr. Uy also serves a board member
of SEARAC, Institute for Asian American Studies at UMass Boston, and the Nisei Student
Relocation Commemorative Fund (NSRCF).

[lustrators

Alicia Eafrati (“The White Elephant™) was born in Berlin, New Hampshire where she
attended high school and received her associates degree in fine arts from White Mountains
Community College. She is currently living in Portland Maine, studying illustration and cre-
ative writing at Maine College of Art. Her work has a focus in fantasy and wildlife, and she
plans to direct her studies towards children’s book illustrations in the future.

Website: aliceissite.wordpress.com
Instagram: alice is_always



Chrisna Khuon (“Why the Rabbit Doesn’t Drink from the Pond”) is a recent graduate
from the University of Massachusetts Lowell with a BA in peace and conflict studies and
a minor in English. She is currently a project coordinator at the Center for Asian American
Studies at UMass Lowell. She was about 6 when she first realized her parents had survived
war and genocide. Her mother, Chanthy Khuon, is Cambodian and has spent the last 18 years
sharing her stories with Chrisna. These stories have had tremendous influence in how she
sees the world and what she looks for in this world as well.

Kyle McHugh (“A Big Pot of Gold”) was born in Cambridge, MA and currently lives in
Billerica, MA. Kyle is currently a senior at University of Massachusetts Lowell majoring in
Fine Arts. His favorite medium is colored pencil because he believes that with colored pen-
cils he can achieve colors that he wouldn’t be able to attain through digital imagery. Kyle’s
hobbies besides drawing include long walks and gaming.

C.S. Night (“The Golden Starfruit Tree”) grew up in the small town of Derry, New Hamp-
shire. Ever since she was young, she wanted to write and illustrate for herself, as well as for
other people. She always had a passion for drawing, enjoying the experimentation of tradi-
tional multi-media: ink, paint, pastels, as well as colored pencils. She went to the University
of Southern Maine to strengthen her skills as an artist and writer, utilizing those talents to
bring characters to life by the use of vivid colors.

Website: www.facebook.com/Nightillustrates
Instagram: nightillustrates
nightillustrates@gmail.com

Janet Paik (“The Greedy Dog and the Meat”) is a rising junior at the School of Visual Arts
as a illustration major. Her parents immigrated from South Korea and she was born in Mas-
sachusetts in a very small town. Her interests include dabbling in animation, sculpture, and
painting. She aspires to create her own animated short films. Writing poetry and taking direct
inspiration from the power of spoken word has helped her form the feeling and content of
her work. Since arriving in New York her desire has expanded to become more involved in
supporting feminism, and partaking in activism. She sees herself working in the animation
industry and as a freelance illustrator living in New York.

Instagram: art lumpling

Thomas Souphannarath (“Don’t Open Your Mouth”) graduated at UML Fall 2017 as
a Fine Art major. In his spare time, he enjoys playing computer games, watching animated
shows, and practicing digital art. Some artists he looks up to are Ross Tran and Anthony
Jones. It was a pleasure for him to work on the illustrations for the story, “Don’t Open Your
Mouth.” The illustrations are all done digitally on Photoshop. As a man of few words him-
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self, he connected to the moral of the story on a personal level. These paintings are innocent
and light-hearted. He hopes to find a job in the video game industry as a concept artist, story-
board artist, or animator.

Ellen Wetmore is a 2017 Massachusetts Cultural Council Fellow in Film/Video and of the
2017 A.R.T. Artist Grant from the Berkshire Taconic Trust. “Art is the mitigation of an atro-
cious world.” Born in Madison Wisconsin in 1972, and raised in Saginaw, Michigan, Wet-
more lives in Groton, Massachusetts and is an Associate Professor of Art at the University of

Massachusetts Lowell.

Anne Sibley O’Brien (“Why the Rabbit Doesn’t Drink from the Pond”) is a writer and il-
lustrator who has published 36 books for young readers featuring diverse children and cul-
tures, including a picture book about a Cambodian American family, 4 Path of Stars, which
won the Asian/Pacific American Award for Literature, Honor Book. She also illustrated
Jouanah: A Hmong Cinderella, by Jewell Reinhard Coburn and Tzexa Cherta Lee. Annie was
raised bilingual and bicultural in South Korea as the daughter of medical missionaries, and
now lives on an island in Maine.

Website: AnneSibleyOBrien.com
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