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PCDC is a grassroots, non-profit, community-based
organization, founded in 1966. Our mission is to preserve,
protect, and promote Chinatown as a viable ethnic, residential,
and business community.

“Chinatown Community Press” is a youth-led publication
incorporating photography; artwork such as painting, pen-and-
ink drawings, and stories about Threads of Tradition in
Chinatown.
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Thank you for reading our 2026 Edition of Chinatown
Community Press. Our team poured their hearts into these
pages, and we are deeply honored to share these beautiful

stories of our traditions and vibrant community with you.
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My Second Home

Anonymous

I never inherited anything tangible.
Not a recipe, nor a family heirloom.
Instead, I inherited a place.

A place that I could call another home.

After school, my father would pick me up
Bring me to a Vietnamese restaurant where he
worked
And that basically was my world between school
and home.

I spent those afternoons doing who knows what.
Playing games, eating meals for free, and waiting
until my mother arrived.

Back then,
I never realized I was making memories.
The streets became familiar.
The people became familiar.

Soon, even some shop owners recognized my face
Even before I knew theirs.

I knew every corner by heart,
Every shortcut,
And every turn.



I thought that it was ordinary.
Then time carried us forward.

My father found another job, much further away.

I went to a different school.
Some restaurants or stores that I enjoyed

Ended up being closed down.

Even some old faces started to disappear from my

memory.

The preschool and afterschool I once attended
Still stands where it always has,
But now it rots in silence,
An empty shell holding echoes of children
Who have long since grown.

Even now, I still find myself walking through
Chinatown.
It has never ever been a stranger to me, this place.
Each time I return here, it feels like I've returned
home.

Some inherit traditions through a recipe
Perhaps others, an heirloom.

Mine was woven into ordinary afternoons,

Into familiar streets,
Into people who watched me grow,

Into a neighborhood.

And with these threads woven into one,
That quietly became...

My Second Home.
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Endure Bitterness

Anonymous

IZ#, one phrase I have
heard throughout my life
"eat bitterness" and "endure
hardship"

When I was younger,
I did not care much
I did not have much to
worry about

Back then,
I was a child with little to no
worries
My parents carried most
burdens
And I did not have to worry

As I grew older,
the meaning became
clearer.
It had more definition
It is about being resilient
when you face hardships
and to keep on pushing
forward
even when you want to give

up.

My family is an immigrant
family.
For my parents and
grandparents,
IZ# meant long hours of
labor,
a lot of sacrifices,
and putting family before
themselves.

In Chinatown,
it can still be seen
everywhere,
in family-owned stores,
and older people talking
and laughing.

Though my experiences
are different,
The lesson is still the
same.
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cam xuc
Beverly Nguyen

My viethamese teacher taught
me the viet word for feelings
“cam xuc” she writes it out on
the board
I told her i've never heard it
used before
She asked me “do you know
why you haven't?”

I shrug my shoulders
“because vietnamese people
don’t talk about feelings,” she

jokes
We exchange a brief laugh

I grew up on Garden Avenue
a small red brick house
sat upon a hill
there’s a big red vietnamese
plaza behind my childhood
home
Grandma used to take me
there every Sunday to gather
dinner groceries
Back then Mom and Dad
scraped together whatever
they could
to buy a ticket home for
summer
Ironic, isn't it?

they worked hard in Vietham
so they could leave
survival meant:
language barriers,
paperwork in stacks,
plane rides. boat journeys.
filing nails, inhaling dust,
dialing phone lines to voices
across oceans.
no room for feelings.

I think about the encounter
with my teacher many months
later
out of all the grammar rules
and phonetics she taught me,
cam xuc is the word that stuck

the most
My parents fought so I could

talk about my feelings

My parents ignored their own so

I can succeed with mine

That is what feelings means to

me
an itching for survival
a battle of those who came
before me
cam xuc,
the word they never spoke
but gifted to me anyway

9
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Nasi Goreng

Kian Sulistiyono

Some families pass down jewelry or family heirlooms.
Mine passed down a wok.

Growing up, the smell of garlic sizzling in oil was
enough to pull me out of my room. Before I even
reached the kitchen, I knew what my mom was
making. Nasi goreng—Indonesia's beloved fried rice—
was more than dinner. It was home.

My mom never measured ingredients. A spoonful of
kecap manis, a handful of leftover rice, chopped garlic,
onions, eggs, Vvegetables, sometimes chicken or
shrimp. She cooked from memory instead of recipes,
letting years of experience guide every movement. I
used to wonder how she made it taste the same every
time without writing anything down. She would just
smile and tell me, "You'll just eventually get used to it."

As a kid, I didn't think much about what the dish
represented. It was simply my favorite meal. But as I
grew older, I realized that every plate carried a story
much older than me. My grandparents grew up in
Indonesia. My parents brought those flavors with them
when they came to the United States. Even though I
was raised here, every bite connected me to a place I
had never fully known.



There were times when I felt disconnected from my
Indonesian heritage. I couldn't speak the language
fluently, and sometimes I worried that I wasn't
"Indonesian enough." Yet every time my mom cooked
nasi goreng, those doubts faded. Culture isn't only
spoken—it can be tasted, shared, and remembered.

Eventually, I asked if I could help. She handed me the
spatula and showed me how to keep the rice moving
so it wouldn't stick, how to wait just long enough for
the garlic to become fragrant, and how to tell when
the rice had absorbed the sweet soy sauce. It wasn't
just a cooking lesson. It was her way of sharing a
piece of herself with me.

Now, whenever I smell nasi goreng cooking, I'm
reminded that traditions don't have to be grand to
matter. Sometimes they're found in the quiet
moments of standing beside your mom in the kitchen,
learning a recipe that was never written down but has
been passed from one generation to the next.

One day, I hope I'll make nasi goreng for my own
family. Maybe I won't use measuring cups either.
Maybe TI'll simply cook the way my mom taught me—
by memory, by feeling, and by love. That's how
traditions survive: one meal, one story, and one
generation at a time.

12
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A Pot of Tea I Inherited
R B4k

Meiting Wu fh £43)

For Cantonese people, “yum cha” (morning tea) is more
than just breakfast, it is a way of life passed down through
generations. Growing up in Guangdong, my relatives and I
would gather at a teahouse for morning tea every weekend
or holiday. We would sit around a round table, sipping tea
while sharing stories about our lives, big and small. While
the elders chatted, the children enjoyed steaming hot dim
sum, and the teahouse was filled with laughter. To me back

then, morning tea represented precious time spent
reuniting with family and friends.

Later, I moved to the United States. Although my
surroundings changed, this tradition remained constant.
One of the first things I did after landing was to go out for
tea and a meal. In my daily life, my father would often take
me to Cantonese teahouses. He taught me how to brew tea,
how to pour it for elders, and the proper etiquette
associated with it. Gradually, I grew to love the aroma of
the tea and the feeling of sitting together and chatting with
others. I realized then that the true importance of tea lay
not in the beverage itself, but in the time spent gathering
and conversing with loved ones.

Today, drinking tea has become a habit for me. I have built
a collection of various types of tea. Beyond visiting
teahouses, I keep a teapot and tea leaves ready at home.
In my spare time, I often brew a pot and quietly savor a
moment of tranquility. Tea has become an indispensable
part of my daily life. Whenever I go out with friends on
weekends, I often suggest we go for tea and a meal. I treat
them with the etiquette my elders taught me, helping |l.|.

to keep this custom alive.



To me, tea is more than just a drink; it embodies my
childhood memories, the companionship of my family, and
the culture of Guangdong. Whether I am in Guangdong or
the United States, a pot of tea always connects me to my
hometown and inspires me to pass this tradition on to the
next generation. This is the tradition I have inherited: the
custom of morning tea. What is passed down is not merely
the fragrance of tea, but also family bonds, companionship,

and the wisdom of the Cantonese way of life.
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Red Envelopes
(e

Fiona 2hang V33D %)

One tradition that has been passed down in my family is
giving out red packets, known as hdongbao (4L ), during
Chinese New Year. Every year, older family members give
red envelopes filled with money to children and younger
relatives as a way of wishing them good fortune, happiness,
good health, and success in the year ahead. The color red is
believed to bring good luck, making the tradition even more
meaningful. For my family, giving and receiving red packets
is one of the most exciting and memorable parts of
celebrating Chinese New Year. When I was younger, I
always looked forward to receiving red packets because I
was excited about the money inside. I would count how
much I received and think about what to buy next, but I did
not fully understand the meaning behind the tradition. As I
have gotten older, I have realized the red packets contain
much more than just money. They represent all the love,
blessings, and care the previous generation wants to give
us. At the same time, through the red packets, the past
generations convey their wishes for our future happiness
and prosperity. Getting red packets is an opportunity for me
to remember all my blessings, including the love of my
family members and the teachings I learned from them
regarding my gratitude and respect towards the older
generations. In addition to that, this Chinese tradition
makes people reunite with each other as relatives meet on
this day to celebrate and eat food. Watching my
grandparents and parents hand out red packets reminds me
that these customs have been passed down through many
generations and continue to connect us to our Chinese

heritage.
16



It is a tradition that helps strengthen the bond between
family members while teaching younger generations about
the importance of kindness, generosity, and respect. As
time goes by, I feel it is crucial to uphold the custom so that
it is not forgotten. For future generations to come, I would
like to distribute red envelopes to my own kids and other
young members of my family, as it has been done for me by
my parents and grandparents. I wish for them to realize
that the red envelopes do not only hold monetary gifts, but
also represent many things that are valuable and dear to
our family.
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Food is love
XAME

Niki Li VERRIS)

Food is love. Growing up in a Chinese household, verbal
expressions of affection like “I love you” were almost never
spoken. And when they were, they felt awkward. Instead, we
believed that actions spoke louder than words.

There were always high academic expectations. After school
came Chinese school, art classes, and hours of homework.
Whenever I sat at my desk silently complaining to myself, my
grandma would quietly place a plate of sliced apples beside
me. I used to hate eating the fruit she brought because they
were always cut with the same knife she used for cooking,
leaving a faint taste of garlic on every slice. Back then, all I
noticed was the garlic. Now, it's one of the memories that
brings me the most warmth.

Food was something that brought everyone together. At
every gathering and major event, whether it's joyful or
mournful, there was always food. It celebrated weddings,
comforted grieving families, welcomed guests, and expressed
gratitude. Food became a language of its own.

Whenever my family runs into friends, the first question they
ask isn't “"How are you?” but “ Iz 7 I3 ?” (“Have you eaten
yet?”). Food is a love language that runs through many
Chinese families. For the older generations, food carries a
meaning far beyond nourishment. Many grew up during times
when food was scarce, working from sunrise to sunset just to
help provide for their families. An old saying, “—#HIX, —&T"
(“One grain of rice, one drop of sweat”), reminds us that
every grain of rice represents someone’s hard work and
sacrifice. |8



Food isn’t just love, it is gratitude, perseverance, and the
quiet support of family.

Today, my family still asks, "Iz T 13?"” before asking anything
else. As a child, I thought they were simply asking whether I
had eaten. Now I understand they were asking something
much deeper: Are you okay? Are you taking care of yourself?
The tradition my grandparents passed down wasn't just a
habit of feeding the people they loved. It was teaching us
that love doesn’t always have to be spoken. Sometimes, it is
found in a plate of fruit with a faint taste of garlic.
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Try It
ik A
Anonymous (& B)

“Try it”, the phrase you never stop hearing despite how old
you get. Whether you're sitting at the restaurant and having
your parents choose your meal for you or at the dinner table,
“try it” has always been said. For a picky eater that's the
worst phrase that can exist but for a food lover—like me—,
that phrase was the best thing that could be said. Growing
up having a culture far different than an American one has
always felt strange. Strange in the way that there has always
been exploration and learning. Strange in the way that
people laugh at your culture yet you continue to love it.
Strange in the way that you continue to learn about it
despite how much time goes by. The best meals always
happened after a long hot day followed by a trip to the pool.
Your hunger after draining all your energy seems unbearable
but when you get home and smell a fresh aroma of a home
cooked meal, it becomes even more unbearable. Rushing to
the kitchen for a hot plate of food was all you wanted to do.
That day, your mom may make your favorite or least favorite
dish. Yet you eat without question. The strong chili aroma
swims through the house and into your room, an aroma that
makes you cough and sneeze yet you look into the pot and
it's @ warm rich soup. The soup is one you have yet to see,
pieces of meat that look like squares, that you have no idea
of the name. A hot bowl is placed in front of you, you're a bit
skeptical but your mom says “try it”, you hesitate yet take a
bite. The meat and broth melt in your mouth as they close
together to let out a sound, “yum”, you take a bite then
another and another. You slurp the last bit until there’s
nothing left, asking for more. The day after and the week
following, it’s all you can think of.
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You ask your mother what the dish is called yet she can't
recall what I'm referring to. I just had to wait until she made
it again. “Try it,” will forever be my favorite phrase. Without
the phrase I would have never known my favorite dish,
Pozole. Topped with lettuce and radish, with a rich red broth
and white harmony.
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—0O, Xiz—A, Bz—0. EERE—#78HHRET, BEFatiks
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BB R EBEIER. RIEBBEMTART, BEfARERTIZWH
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Simple But Effective
P 1B A%

Anonymous!% 2)

The most valuable habit handed down to me wasn’t
something concrete, but the practice of basic courtesy. In my
family, saying “thank you” or offering a quick “sorry” was
never overlooked as empty formality. It was taught as a tool
to navigate through daily human interactions smoothly. In
social aspects, showing gratitude and humbleness makes
everyday conversations warmer and builds mutual respect
efficiently. In situational aspects, a straightforward apology
acts as a reset button during misunderstandings and
arguments. The ability to apologize acknowledges the
moment without letting pride make things irreversible.
Practicing this simple habit keeps me connected to the quiet
modesty my family values.

RAGRRERNIM, AFEEMEGNARA, MERTERILIRNS
o ARMIKESR, W—a B "HEERE AR, MRRASHRA
AZFNEE. ERESH—MEEANIRFIRNY BE ARZENTE,
MEREERE, RAFHSHDELABIREINRE, HeXitEiL
RILEE, MEKBIRKE, —OIERNERMGRESNERTNEER
Ho BRFEM, MBAINITREN—T, MALBEMEEBHRTE
ORIy, REFEITXNEERSIMR, LHRIBESRARBRIERG R
EBREIMRIFE RO
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Pineapple Buns
5% 8

AnonymoustE 3)

One tradition that me and my family can relate to is getting
pineapple bun (EZ &) and milk tea (§5Z%) at Chinatown. This
tradition started when my grandpa was little. He always
loved pineapple bun and a drink of milk tea back home in
HongKong. When he had to move to America, he found
comfort when he was able to buy the delicious pineapple bun
and soothing hot milk tea at Chinatown. He introduced these
delicious treats to my dad later after he had a family. My dad
immediately fell in love with them as they were so delicious.
He inherited these traditional food and has enjoyed them
ever since he was a child. Then, he passed the tradition to
me and my brother. Ever since we tried them, those are the
must treats that we always get whenever we visit Chinatown.
We all loved them so much that we would buy extra to take
home to share for the next day. As time goes on, I would
definitely keep this tradition up for my future family.

BHANBORASRELLEHN—TER, MEZEAGHIREEMNPTR, X
MERBTHFF/NIHE, MEREN—EEHEENIZEZE. BINFR.
ERMASAREIZERN, SEBEREAGIRRKNTRS SR ORIARY)
Z, MR+ ORE, B, FHURKZE, thEXERKTAL TR
BE, REBUZMELTEN], EALERFIZT . AT XM LS5
E8, NMB—EBERER. &R, XIBXMELEL THMBETT. B
MEMNZZ LG, SREBANE, REAMYFRER T HRINBENER,
HANMIEEEREN], BEEEZZSE-LEFER, FZRESENRA—iE
'R FEENERE, R—ESEXMERTELTE, FRLEHRARKHIR
REo
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A Night 0f Chaos and Ritvals
RESKRZR

Syeda Akther \RIAF )

During the last night of Ramadan before Eid, if you were
to peep into my house, you would see lights lit up in
every room of the house with everyone wide awake. My
mom would be in the kitchen preparing and cooking
away the different dishes and snacks. You would hear the
sounds of scrubbing, brooming, and vacuuming
throughout the different rooms — as my sisters and I
clean around the different rooms. Within each bedroom,
there would be a change of bedsheets with brand new
bed sets. There would be smells of henna, with each of
us trying to get our henna done by my older sister and
trying to keep our henna on for the longest to get the
darkest stain. Within the dining room, there’s spring roll
pastry wrappers, a cup of water, and a filling made by
my mom.
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All of us surround the dining room, taking turns to fill
the wraps with the filling, shaping it with our hands, and
closing it with a tiny dash of water on the ends of the
singaras and spring rolls. With the end ofRamadan, no
matter how much older we grew, or lived in a different
country, or how much we changed it always followed
with the ritual of a busy night filled with chaos and
preparation.

AEAFTRNRE— ARG, WRMFAMERXEE—R, (R
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FBEICEEEMZIIMEEN/NZ, RIITEIRREES B RE KT
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Rit, #BEREILEFREEF LERSRA, FREZKRIE®,
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FZR, TERNMNEEBITER, TIERINHET ZD——X ML
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Taiping Yan
T

Brenda 2hang GKE %)

Taiping Yan is a delicacy unique to Fuzhou. The word
"Yan" sounds like "peace," making it an indispensable
flavor in the hearts of Fuzhou expatriates.

When our ancestors left Fuzhou to seek a livelihood in
foreign countries, Taiping Yan from their hometown
became a way to express their longing for home. In the
early years, family members would manually pound the
swallow skin and handcraft Taiping Yan—this was a
practice passed down through generations in Fuzhou. As
times gradually changed, we no longer insisted on making
the intricate swallow skin by hand, opting instead for
authentic Fuzhou swallow skin ingredients.

Although we simplified the complicated preparation
process, the tradition of eating Taiping Yan during festivals
has never changed. During every festival, a steaming
bowl of Taiping Yan is surely set on the dining table. We
don't need exquisite craftsmanship; just by eating this
bowl of food, we can recall our hometown Fuzhou and the
beautiful blessings passed down by our ancestors. 26



Even while in a Chinatown abroad, where it is hard to
perfectly recreate the authentic taste of home, we still
prepare this dish with care. A small bowl of Taiping Yan
connects our distant homeland in China with our life abroad,
keeping us closely linked to our hometown even while
overseas.

Separated by mountains and seas, our hometown feels far

away, but our eating habits have never changed. This small
habit, integrated into daily life, naturally continues without
deliberate effort. This is the best way Fuzhou culture is
passed down in foreign lands.
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Chinatown Night Market
BAHARTD
Jeffrey Phat \KiBA{R)

The night market, a once-in-a-year event that brings together
multiple communities of different backgrounds, cultures, and
beliefs. Families, friends, and locals all share one feeling:
happiness. Anywhere else, it would just be a fun event to
attend, but in Philadelphia, it's a reminder of the fight for
freedom against gentrification. The original night market in
1990 was meant to generate foot traffic and consumers to
revitalize an otherwise economically disadvantaged
community. At first glance, many of the businesses here seem
to be thriving, but that's far from the truth. As rent prices
gradually rise, they are forced to sell their houses and
businesses.

T
k 1 :

This is where the value of the Chinatown night market comes
in. In my personal experiences, I have only been to a few, but
those gave me further insight into how this one event could
change a business. A lot of the stands had familiar names,
“Bonchon,” "Peking Duck,” etc, as well as some unfamiliar
ones. Walking around with my girlfriend, I helped small
businesses set up, and it was heartening to see people able to
make a name for themselves. A particular business I assisted
with was a really fascinating planting service.
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We made small talk, and it was interesting to hear about the
development of her business. She said that the night market
really aided her in finding customers. Not only does this align
with my goal of being an entrepreneur, but it also aligns with
my historical background; many Chinese immigrants had to
do hard labor just to earn enough money to feed themselves
for one day. It goes without saying that the Philadelphia night
market not only brings communities together but also
elevates our status quo.
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Banh Ja’'Neuk

Jessica Phat

Growin up as a Chinese-Cambodian, I was always surrounded by
both Chinese and Cambodian desserts. Notably, Banh Janeuk
was a dessert that I grew up eating that connected me to both
sides of my culture. Sipping on the warm broth reminds me of
the history and stories told by my family of our ancestors from
China migrating to Cambodia and bringing their home recipes
with them.

Tang Yuan is one of those recipes that was introduced by
Chinese migrants and adapted to Banh Janeuk to still feel at
home in a far away place. The purpose of sharing this recipe is
to highlight how diverse and influential the Asian diaspora can
be, especially within our Chinatown.

INGREDIENTS INSTRUCTIONS
Dough . Add Glutinous rice flour and
1 %2 cup glutinous rice flour water, coconut cream, and pinch
3 cup water of salt to a mixing bowl. Knead
Ya cup coconut cream the dough until fully combined
Pinch of salt and reach a playdough

consistency.
Coconut Cream Sauce e Begin rolling balls into a desired

2 cup coconut cream size. The bigger, the longer you
2 cup water will have to cook.
4 palm sugar OR e Boil water in a medium sized pot.
3-4 tbsp of brown sugar When boiled, drop into the
Pinch of salt glutinous rice balls. When they
1 Ginger (sliced) float to the top, drain the water.
Note: Free to add more e In a separate pot, add your water,
ginger for a stronger taste coconut cream, and melt the palm

sugar. After this, add your ginger,
Once the sauce bails, let it cool
for a bit.
Add your rice balls to the bowl
and ladle your sauce on the top.

Enjoy! 30
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Culture On Rice

Anonymous

Our culture is built on rice. It nourishes, provides comfort,
and was vital to the survival of our ancestors in ancient
times. This fact was so profound that the word for rice

became synonymous with the word for meal in our
language: iR (fan). So, I will share a recipe that brought me
warmth throughout these past years even during the
toughest exam seasons.

“Prepare chopped pork ribs, dice the carrot, dice the soaked
shiitake mushrooms, and have some shelled edamame
ready. Blanch the ribs first, then heat some cooking oil in a
pan. Once the oil is hot, add the ribs, diced carrot, and
diced shiitake mushrooms and stir-fry together. Add a little
SOy sauce, pour in a small amount of water, and let it
simmer for a while. Leave a little sauce in the pan, then
turn off the heat. Pour the cooked ribs into the washed rice,
add an appropriate amount of water, sprinkle in the
edamame, add a little salt, then crack in an egg and press
the rice-cooking button.” ~ my wise beloved mother

Place the diced pork ribs in boiling water briefly to blanch
them, then drain. Heat cooking oil in a pan. Add the
blanched ribs, diced carrots, and diced shiitake mushrooms.
Stir-fry everything together. Pour in a splash of soy sauce
and a small amount of water. Simmer the mixture for a
short while. Turn off the heat, leaving a little bit of sauce in
the pan. Pour the stir-fried mixture into the washed rice.
Add an appropriate amount of clean water. Scatter the
edamame beans on top and add a pinch of salt. Crack the
eggs into the mixture, then press the "cook" button on your

rice cooker. 32
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Egg Tart
EHA
Anonymous (EE2)

One of my earliest memories of being in America is buying
bread and pastries in Chinatown's bakeries. Among the sea
of pasties, egg tarts stood out to me the most, not because I
liked them, but I thought they were weird in concept. In my
home, eggs were typically eaten as a savory dish. So
logically, we shouldn't mix it with something sweet. Much to
my surprise, however, the "egg" part of the dish was not
savory at all. It paired nicely with the sweet crumbly crust.

Egg tarts date back to around the 15th and 19th century
England and Portugal, respectively. Through voyages around
the world, egg tarts made their way into Guangzhou. Thus,
(danta) was born. Today, it's commonly found in Chinese
bakeries and dim sum restaurants. This recipe, however, is
more akin to the Portuguese version of the dish with its flaky
crust, mainly because I don't like how messy the crumbly
crust can be.

More recently, I've brought this dish to potlucks as a dessert.
This recipe specifically has helped me spark conversations,
leading to friendships I had never imagine forming.
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Recipe (Servings12) HRi& (12A1%)

Ingredients i)
vl 4T
e 12 Premade Egg Tart Crusts C 5
2 . 12 THIE R
e 120g Heavy Whipping Cream L 140%?3&
e 10g Sweet Condensed Milk * 120520
509 . o 107EHRIL
* oYg sugar o 50724
Instructions =N
Pre-heat the oven to 400°F o RIEFFTAAZE 400°F (Y
Crack the 4 eggs and separate 200°C)
the yolk from the white e ¥4 NMEEITH, HOEB
Add the Milk, Heavy Whipping EE5%R —
Cream, Sweet Condensed Milk, o RFI. BIE R
and the Sugar into a bowl and ) BHERFLANAEEINGE
whisk B, B
o If there are any bubbles, o MBTE, WHED
VS BON

strain the custard mix
Fill each crust 34 of the way with
the custard
Bake in the oven for 25 minutes
Enjoy! :)

o RENMRBINERS, E
2 Ya FHBNIEFEREIE 25
okl

o RIEZAM! :)
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RBENFEROF, ERERSIFIES, FTREAAZERE, MER
AEDRFENMSRE R AHR, BEEBEMEIENRIREE RIZH.
FRURIZN, A ZBEMBENRERE &, A, SHWFRINE, X
EBROEM'E —REAR, RMMEHEMRIEREESGEIFL,

DR BRI 1SHEMNREMIOHLENEE T, MEMERZE
IR, BREENTIOMN, T2RETER" NS5, EBRA
FREEENROEREEINER, A2, XTREERLIANER,
KAEEHERK, EERENEARNERIME 5712 ERERRHAR
TEER, FELXEHAFIRENE. LEEXTMRIE, BIHRAE

TWZIEH, WEERTIFSEMREIZHABEEBIA.

35



Thank you to our sponsors
_ﬁﬁﬁmmiﬁ%

United Way
of Greater Philadelphia
and Southern New Jersey

[N PUBLIC CAREER CONNECTED
p'“EA'-T“ ©L earning pHL

cfane Community Press team
Ak O ) [ BA

Rosaline 173 Angela 5= Jessica £EX

Alex FRERZR Kerry AF&
Christina FRRH Kyle E21/R
Ella =/\E Luie ™ IEEE
Jeffrey FAEATE Sophia =& &

Joyce ik

This project would not have been possible without the
funding provided by them!

RS AMNMRIF, INROMADAE RN
ﬂ @phillychinatown @PCDC_events

@chinatown-pede

301 N 9% Gtreet, Philadelphia, PA 19107
info@chinatowu-pcdc.org
215-922-2156

PO anssars

PHILADELPHIA CHINATOWN DEVELOPMENT CORPORATION



	华埠社区文刊
	暑期
	2026
	Philadelphia Chinatown Development Corporation

	费城华埠发展会
	PCDC 成立于1966年，是一个着眼于社会基层、非营利、为社区服务的组织。我们的使命是维护华埠风貌，保护居民与商家利益，促进华埠发展。《华埠社区文刊》（Chinatown Community Press）是一份由青少年主导编撰，内容囊括摄影、绘画、钢笔画、诗歌与散文等多种艺术形式。本年度的主题为“代代相传”，旨在呈现华埠文化的延续与传承。
	感谢您阅读《华埠社区文刊》2026年夏季刊。我们的团队倾注了满腔热情，精心打造了本期内容。能够与您分享这些展现我们传统文化和充满活力社区精神的精彩故事，我们深感荣幸。感谢您的支持，祝您阅读愉快！

	Table of Contents 目录
	ABOUT PCDC《关于 PCDC》................................................  TABLE OF CONTENTS《目录》............................................
	POEMS 诗歌作品 My Second Home《我的第二个家》..........................................  Endure Bitterness《吃苦》.............................................................  Cảm Xúc《情绪》...........................................................................
	STORIES 散文作品 Nasi Goreng《印尼炒饭》 ....................................................... A Pot of Tea I Inherited《茶香的传承》................................... Red Envelopes《红包》............................................................. Food is Love《美食即爱》........................................................ Try It《试试看》......................................................................
	SHORT STORIES 短篇散文作品 Simple But Effective《简单但有效》......................................... Pineapple Buns《菠萝包》........................................................
	ARTWORKS/PHOTOGRAPHS 艺术作品/摄影作品 A Night Of Chaos & Rituals《混沌与仪式之夜》.....................  Taiping Yan《太平燕》.............................................................  Chinatown Night Market《唐人街夜市》.................................
	RECIPES 食谱 Banh Ja’Neuk《汤圆》............................................................. Culture on Rice《米饭上的文化》............................................ Egg Tart《蛋挞》.....................................................................
	2 3
	4 7 9
	11 14 16 18 20
	22 23
	24 26 28
	30 32 34


	My Second Home Anonymous
	我的第二个家 匿名
	Endure Bitterness Anonymous
	吃苦 匿名
	cảm xúc Beverly Nguyen

	情绪
	阮贝芙丽
	Nasi Goreng Kian Sulistiyono

	印尼炒饭 苏利-吉安
	A Pot of Tea I Inherited 茶香的传承  Meiting Wu (伍美婷)
	Red Envelopes  红包 Fiona Zhang (张沛芝)
	Food is love 美食即爱 Niki Li (李欣怡)
	Try It 试试看 Anonymous (匿名)

	Simple But Effective 简单但有效 Anonymous(匿名)
	Pineapple Buns 菠萝包 Anonymous(匿名)
	A Night Of Chaos and Rituals 混沌与仪式之夜 Syeda Akther (赛达阿克)
	Taiping Yan
	太平燕
	Brenda Zhang (张菁兰)

	Chinatown Night Market 唐人街夜市 Jeffrey Phat (林明德)
	Banh Ja’Neuk Jessica Phat
	INSTRUCTIONS
	汤圆 林秀娜

	Culture On Rice  Anonymous
	米饭上的文化 匿名
	Egg Tart 蛋挞 Anonymous (匿名)
	Ingredients

	Recipe (Servings 12)
	配料

	食谱（12人份）
	Thank you to our sponsors 感谢我们的支持者
	Crane Community Press team 社区新闻团队
	Rosaline         Angela             Jessica
	杨琳
	唐洁莹
	王福安
	Alex  Christina  Ella  Jeffrey  Joyce
	陈昭宏
	陈雨琳
	吴小花
	林明德
	许金烨
	Kerry  Kyle  Luie  Sophia
	林宇睿
	王凯尔
	严璐瑶
	李鲁粤

	This project would not have been possible without the funding provided by them!
	如果没有他们的支持，这个项目就不可能实现！
	@phillychinatown
	@chinatownpcdc
	@PCDC_events
	@chinatown-pcdc



