
OG Grandma 

My grandma is
gangster as fuck.
She rocks bucket hats
and beanies.

Her grandchildren
Yell at her
because she can kill
a case of Heineken
on her own.
Homegirl
Still chews tobacco

See,
all my family lives in Massachusetts.
So when I moved from the South,
I was re-introduced to my culture,
Cambodian folk,
I started living with grandma.

Imagine:

A 5'2" homegirl,
killing it with a floral skirt.
Rocking a fanny pack
under the thermal.
Probably had
a couple stacks in it,
at least.



I'm telling y'all,
she is
gangster as fuck.

Her grandkids call her OG.
You know,
like Original Gangster.
Except the G
stands for GRANDMA,
because she cute like that.

See, the thing is— 
I don't really know her story,
nor can I background check her credentials.
But what I do know is:
There has been
some crazy shit.
Some hard shit.
Some tough times.

I know her husband
died in the war
and she raised four daughters
on her own
in a country
that does not belong to her.

She's gangster as fuck.

Homegirl machetes the backyard
in flip flops,
then takes a TO
because poison ivy is
everywhere.
And I mean,
everywhere.

When I get home from school,
she is already
squatting it up in the kitchen,
both hands full with
butcher knife and
beer.



It is 3 o'clock.
Dinner is ready at 4
and I eat with her.

She asks, "Kon, la mom?"
Child, is this good enough?

Asks, "Choung banthem ambel? Dok sa-ew? Dok grohck chma?”
Want to add salt?
Soy sauce?
Lime juice?

It seems like
she really wants
to make this dish
perfect.
I reassure her
that the food is okay.

I don't really know
how to say anything else.

Sometimes,
my gangster ass grandma
will tell me some gangsta ass stories.

Usually,
it is after a few beers
and I know
no one has been home
all day
besides her.

Sometimes,
it sounds like a rant.
Maybe disguised
as some life lesson 
or just blatant “Shit-You-Need-to-Know”.

And I am trying my hardest 
to follow along with ears 
that aren’t familiar 
with this palate. 



She will stop every few minutes.
Ask, "Yol?"
Do you understand?
and I want to tell her,
so badly,
that I want to.

Sometimes,
honesty will slip up
and I will say no.
And she will try to
backtrack the story.

Most of the time,
I just want her to keep speaking,
so I answer, “Yes, grandma.”
Ba’aht, mak yeay.

She asks, "Yol-a?"
Do you really understand?
and I wonder
if sometimes
she is asking less
about the words
and more about
this.

And sometimes
I say, “This food, grandma, is delicious.”
Mahope chenangh, mak yeay, chenangh.

With each spoonful,
I grow thankful.
I wonder
if I can't learn her story,
this must be
the only thing
she can give me.

Make me feel whole.
More full.
More Cambodian.
Less hungry.
Less fleeting country.
More like home.



And that's some gangster shit OG

That’s my grandma
Helping her grandkids survive

I want to tell her about my day
or about my problems,
but my mouth
only knows how
to eat and
spill out
one way.

I know sometimes 
shit is still hard
and tough
and she doesn’t need to say anything

The last time I saw her,
I hugged her
and she was so small.

She asked me
if I wanted
to take some food
home.
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