¥ 4 8 I % The Shadow of War

Winnie Mo

1979 SFay P K F 5 AT KRTFOEG, EEMN—KENFROERZ
T, BEFLRELTEES SR mE. KRB,  “ABE7 ZANLEFAEEASP
BT T —3EUARENAH. KIR, A6 { @ F 4 &35 A B ZIR IR
s, BEAXBAAERGF. LML TES, BN LG, RETH EAHY
T, ARCREREMGREBZRT ——RNERAT AR, KB T HILHG4
SM¥E, BT LA FIA,

— BRI, MERTHRGDE SR, BALEEN . [N
PAERTRTAM R, BFAEMATL: REGRT . AXE |
WA . ERa e . RANNER, LHEOBEE, 28 i
KA aFENAE, 8 EABRIE. &%%d,hﬁﬁﬁ,mf*-ﬂ
Bk RiE, BARE . RAY . BISH, WA —lA I RREGEE . kA
NARRH G T SR ERE Y, BEL AL L E—ROEE.

AR 0 AR ZE T, ARAR RN A R E A B AL,
HTRNG L, FHhFARNT, RLEEREAMNX L L3 TRl -
RiT % B, RRZF A ,:mﬁWS
HAMERNEHFTHE. 24, IRABELELE “FTHIFL” AERET
, =2, HR ) BIHEAATF, IRARSET,

LB HE BA, £, e, 1A, URAREIE 269 334 5%,

R N

TR i AR AR ST W S A8 45 5 3
. RERRAE—EAY, B R R
WRAE, —R G L EF, BEREGANKS




AR, X h LA, GHEL—RPHERENEE, FEXEHEAREXE
HRAMAT. ALEFARNGEK, FLEREQDE, J& A RARE R 2= KITH
wF, mARRMEE L, AT ARERNGTE, B—Z, REAREIRE], KA
Rl RAEANGE, FRIEFOERE, kb XE 2ot l,

R, B EXAGIERAVENIR B ARRAGAR P, X ) AR 56T
KX, AR EENS BHARX R L3, RAIEHAIGEIT4E. sEAES B &f-F
ZW, R P ARkt REBKRTHA? b, RALEX BT, &
TEWRFEES W, KEAEIG &Y, FREL,

A, XK GEIMT R KGR, o EN R Er, BhER
5RE. ARFANNER, 2HERBOTERMEGEIL, REXDETE F-F
7 E

R e, RABEAR TR, £ H
HERBENFR, iILEKBRBEAMNGREE, £FKe9iR
Ay, EHEBRET %, HhHETESR T, £FEMT T
o, WHEF, FEEHEY . AMIASH T X kL, KE%
BEAR ik T8 409 R at: 5L BRE, TAH Kk,

AT AN IR L G e, RbrH A a, RFARASTE THMAZ,
Aoy AOKAFTREXEL. Am, FPFRARE-—MFEHEORE, T2
MENTE. CEEHE—ANALTY, £5H, RAEAFF, 24T a5
AR, ORI AELER



The Shadow of War

Winnie Mo

The 1979 Sino-Vietnamese War claimed my brother’s life, plunging our family into
deep grief. My mother, overwhelmed by sorrow, fell ill several times. From that
moment, the name “Vietham” became an indelible shadow in our hearts. For
decades, resentment kept me from even considering visiting this country. Until, by
chance, nearly half a century later, | finally set foot in Vietnam—exploring its two
most iconic cities, Ho Chi Minh City and Hanoi—to understand its social history and

experience its living culture.

A week of travel left vivid impressions. Both cities brim with energy and Western
influences—church spires, French-style arcades, neon-lit bars. The most striking
sight- Endless streams of motorbikes flooding every street like waves. At night, the
city glows: laughter by the lakeside, street artists sketching portraits, music and
dance filling the air—a lively, warm tableau. Bustling markets tempt shoppers, while

massages and saunas soothe the day’s fatigue.

Vietnam’s cultural roots still carry deep Chinese imprints. At Hanoi’s Temple of
Literature, time seems to stand still. Confucian ideals once shaped Vietham’s
governance, social values, and education system—and their legacy endures. Even
today, graduates bow before the stele inscribed “The Eternal Teacher,” a tradition

alive across centuries.

On Hoan Kiem Lake’s Ngoc Son Temple, ink-brush towers, stone ink slabs, and pillars
adorned with philosophical Chinese couplets speak of reverence for Chinese culture.
This temple is more than a shrine—it is a testament to cultural exchange, a quiet

echo of history lingering between the lake and the crimson bridge.



Vietnam feels like a canvas where East and West intertwine, ancient and modern
walking side by side. Strolling Hanoi’s streets, passing small shops, | smile back at
warm greetings in Viethamese—words | cannot understand. In that moment, |
realize: we share roots, heirs to Confucian traditions, bound by culture and blood. Yet
history drove us apart. In the smoke of war, force became the answer, and countless
innocents shed blood to prove who was right. Standing in today’s peace, | wonder:
what did those sacrifices truly bring? Now, as | walk through this city, | sense its

resilience and grace, searching for answers in the harmony of cultures.

Vietnam, a land once scarred by war, has spent nearly half a century rebuilding and
striving for progress in peace. Walking through the streets of Hanoi, gazing at bustling

markets and smiling faces, | deeply feel the quiet strength of peace.

The contrast struck me in Siem Reap. Conflict between Thailand and Cambodia has
once again uprooted lives. Fear and anxiety linger in the eyes of those on the streets,
as if they are ready to flee at any moment. Daily life is severely disrupted markets are
deserted, smiles are rare. People express themselves in every possible way, trying to

awaken those obsessed with war: Stop the fighting—only then can there be a future.

Walking alone by the shimmering lights of Hoan Kiem Lake, | came to understand
that the shadows of war etched in my family’s heart will, in time, slowly fade away.
Yet peace is not merely a quiet state—it is a profound responsibility. It must be
guarded and cherished by each of us, for only in peace can life blossom with hope

and the world continue to embrace its gentle grace.



