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WHAT SWEETNESS
CAN WE 5AVOR?

Tam terrified of Indonesia dying within me. That I will have
nothing to share with my children that my children will know
nothing but whispers of their mother's motherland.

As an immigrant, | have become very familiar with the
‘meaning/feelings,/essence of temporary. I grew up in an
apartment that my family rented and my father was always so
concerned about the clutter that my mother and I made from

hy pts to keep our live. | was al
sentimental like my mother. I never wanted to get rid of
anything, not even old school work (what if I needed to
remember how to divide fractions or what if I wanted to look
through how my handwriting has evolved over the years?).
One of my favorite parts of that old apartment was the
bookshelf that we kept photo albums on. I always loved
flipping through old photos, especially the pictures of when |
was a baby, in Indonesia. I don't remember life in Indonesia, I
‘was only two when | emigrated, so these pictures meant a lot
tome...

What are the moments that remind me that my
parents were people before they were my parents
and that their lives, our lives, are more than
physical labor and lost time and exploitation? In
the face of all that we have lost, was can we save?
What can we celebrate?

Itook comfort in photography as proof of existence.
Documentation - keeping photographs, journals, mementos,
trinkets - has been the only thing that grounds me in
permanence. Let us push back against the idea of temporary
and the loss of memories, Let us wrestle with the power to
immortalize. Let us tell the stories that we fear losing Let us
capture and preserve what we have learned about finding
small joys in life, about gratitude, about what/how to carry
these lessons into future generations.

This collection of sweets was born out of a
desperate feeling to remember.
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