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Winner of The Society of American Travel Writer's Bronze Travel Book Award! In Cambodian
Grrrl: Self-Publishing in Phnom Penh, writer and independent publisher Anne Elizabeth Moore
brings her experience in the American cultural underground to Cambodia, a country known
mostly for the savage extermination of around 2 million of its own under the four-year reign of the
Khmer Rouge. Following the publication of her critically acclaimed book Unmarketable and the
demise of the magazine she co-published, Punk Planet, and armed with the knowledge that the
second generation of genocide survivors in Cambodia had little knowledge of their country’s
brutal history, Moore disembarked to Southeast Asia hoping to teach young women how to
make zines. What she learned instead were brutal truths about women’s rights, the politics of
corruption, the failures of democracy, the mechanism of globalization, and a profound emotional
connection that can only be called love. Moore’s fascinating story from the cusp of the global
economic meltdown is a look at her time with the first all-women’s dormitory in the history of the
country, just kilometers away from the notorious Killing Fields. Her tale is a noble one, as
heartbreaking as it is hilarious; staunchly ethical yet conflicted and human. The in-depth
examination of Moore’s stint among the first large group of social-justice-minded young women
from the impoverished provinces is told in intimate, mood-evocative, beautifully-written first-
person prose. Cambodian Grrrl is the first in a series of short essay collections on contemporary
media, art, and educational work by, for, and with young women in Southeast Asia. Part memoir
and part investigative report, Moore’s story could only be told by her, and the result is
illuminating, and vital, reading.

About the AuthorELOISE WILKIN (1904–1987) is one of the most beloved and prolific Golden
Books illustrators. To many, her work embodies "that Little Golden Book feeling," as well as a
certain time in America. Wilkin's loving depiction of the natural world, and her paintings of
cherubic children, helped make Golden Books an icon. Her Little Golden Books My Little Golden
Book About God and Prayers for Childrenhave never been out of print. --This text refers to the
hardcover edition.
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In assigning class country reports, my second-grade teacher suggested I look into Cambodia.
This would have been in 1976. I used an encyclopedia and did a half-assed job—not that I was
in any position to find out about or comprehend what was going on there then anyway. When I
got back my paper, my teacher had written on it, “You should really look into this topic more.”This
is for my second-grade teacher, and the hundreds—maybe thousands—of other people around
the world who have spurred on, funded, written about, or otherwise supported my work in
Cambodia.This book, and the work it describes, could not have been completed without you.

ForewordThese young women share a world of their own with us, outside of their world, because
this book is written. Learning about a culture, a way of life—how each move makes a sign that
evolves into ideas and actions is not an easy task, let alone trying to pack that all in when one
has to also learn the language. This book proves to us the power of writing, of recording, and the
importance of giving value to each other’s life.Anne is surely a Cambodian sister. As a
Cambodian woman, I am grateful that this book is published so I can learn the real lives of
Cambodia’s youth and their journey to a future that they can define as their own. They come from
different provinces, but their hope is woven together into a shape that Cambodia will benefit
from.The horrors of genocide will remain scars in our minds forever. But the book tells us that
those scars are transformed into strength and power. May the giggles, the shyness, the
friendship, and love remain forever young.Thank you, Anne for giving me a chance to look
though this thin veil of your life with your Cambodian sisters. You have given me a chance to be
young again, and others will share my feelings after putting down the book.Mu Sochua,
MPWomen’s Rights Leader,Sam Rainsy Party,Cambodia

PrologueHello, my name is Anne. It is nice to meet you. This is a book I wrote. I hope you enjoy
it.You may find my name odd, particularly if you are a young Cambodian woman. But I assure
you, many women in America and England and Canada are named Anne. In Mexico and
Czechoslovakia and Bolivia and Italy we are called Anna. Some people, sadly, use the lesser
spelling Ann. These are all common names. Many important people in history have been named
this: Former Governor of Texas Ann Richards; Anne of Green Gables; Anne Frank; Anne Boleyn.



Wait, those last two are terrible examples. They both died violently. How about: The pirate Anne
Bonney; Um, Anne Sexton. Archeologists even recently discovered that almost half the
Plesiosaurs were named Anne, or derivatives like Anne Marie, or hyphenates like Griselda-
Anne. That’s a completely true fact, verified by science. OK, no it’s not. But if you are a young
Cambodian woman, you are still looking at me funny, because you think this is all a joke. An
means to read in Khmer. You will not say this out loud, though, point out that you think it is funny
that a writer would be named to read, until I put up my hands like a Sampea in front of my eyes,
spread them, and pretend to be engrossed in the invisible text written across my palms.“An,” I
say. “We will have a relationship based on reading.”And then, finally, you will laugh. And my heart
will rend open like a ruby red grapefruit.In 1994 I sat in the kitchen of a farmhouse near Leon,
Nicaragua. My hostess poured a pasty mango concoction I wasn’t terribly fond of but I sipped it
while she told stories about her country.She started with a tale about when Augusto Sandino
realized that Nicaragua was living under a dictatorship—one supported by a seemingly endless
torrent of capital from the U.S. The soon-to-be revolutionary leader did not, she explained, pick
up a hunting knife and start stabbing any American tourists he could find. She wanted to make
this clear in case I had learned otherwise. No, Sandino started talking to his neighbors: What do
you think about this? Are you happy? Are you eating enough? Are your children healthy?They
weren’t. The Somoza family who ruled the country had overworked and underpaid farmers,
business people, shopkeepers. Everyone. Most Nicaraguans weren’t able to afford food, their
land was being sold out from under them, they were sick, and when an earthquake hit the capital
city Managua in 1972, the foreign aid sent to provide assistance was seized by the government.
After 40 years of oppression, peoples’ lives had only gotten worse—much worse.By this time,
Sandino himself had been killed, but the troops he had trained, farmers he fought for, and young
people just coming to realize that something wasn’t working in their country were calling
themselves Sandinistas in his honor. Revolution is always complicated, like power and sex, but
the Sandinistas perceived a clear-cut problem: The poor were still hungry and the rich were still
in power. Moreover, the country was big and the problem was growing. Sandinistas could no
longer go out and talk to everyone living in poverty around the nation, as was easier when the
problem was more localized, and YouTube hadn’t been invented yet. Writing had, so they wrote
down their ideas, thoughts, experiences, and contact information, and copied and distributed
these small publications— pamphlets, literature, zines—around the countryside.And
waited.They waited a long time. Publishing is like that. I’ve been doing it since I was 11 and still
find myself expecting people to be lit aflame by my ideas the second I remove them from the
photocopier or get them back from the printer. But people are rarely as excited as I imagine they
will be. Many let reading materials sit in stacks for hours, days, or weeks before perusing them.
Good publishing—that is, the establishment and celebration of a public focused on sharing
information—takes time.Still, the Sandinistas had waited a very long time, and became
concerned. They went out, again, to ask people what they thought. This time it was: hat do you
think about this pamphlet? What do you think about these ideas? Will they help you become



happy?And one brave farmer, changing the course of world politics with his embarrassed
admission, said: We do not know how to read.It was 1994 and I was sitting in his kitchen talking
to his daughter. She explained to me how her father helped the Sandinistas develop and
establish literacy programs, reading groups, and informal schools all over the country. People
who had not been provided formal education, and were then kept from the possibility of
educating themselves, were shown how to read about the experiences of others, and how to
write down their own. Copy them. Hand them out. See what others thought. And teach them how
to read, write, and publish, too.We are taught to view this cynically, here in the U.S.: Oh, people
are being indoctrinated. They are being told what to believe. Yet I was sitting in the kitchen of a
woman who told me, This is not true. Once you learn how, you can read anything. You can
believe anything. And then, most dangerous, you can write anything.That other people might
learn from, believe, or write about, too.Thirteen years later, I had somewhat reluctantly shed the
blue hair, stopped wearing slips as outwear (most of the time), and lost or broken the majority of
my tiaras to the rigors of overuse or the mosh pit. I had forged a semi-legitimate career for myself
in the independent publishing world, writing books and articles and putting out magazines—
each in their own ways about the importance of maintaining a say in the media that represents
us in a democracy. My book Unmarketable came out in 2007, which tracked the corporate co-
optation of the cultural underground and the underground’s willing participation therein—a
situation to which I lost my day job, co-publishing the long-standing independent arts and culture
magazine Punk Planet. At this point it had become clear to me that, in the U.S. at least,
democracy was not the right of the many, but the privilege of the few. We called it democracy, but
in fact many people—thousands I worked with at my magazine, talked to for my book, and knew
from the dying world of independent publishing—no longer had an avenue through which they
could freely express themselves. I started to become fascinated with accidental systems of
oppression: Situations in which, despite claims to freedom of expression, some participants do
not have access to the tools they need to communicate with each other or their government and
thereby better their lives.Cambodia had been calling itself a democracy since the mid-1990’s,
proven to the world despite years of civil war by UN-protected general elections that received
wide international attention. Less attention-garnering are continuing reports of Cambodian
journalists beaten or worse for—you know—printing verified facts about government activities
and officials. In late 2007 Prime Minister Samdech Hun Sen, the former Khmer Rouge cadre
voted into office during those first elections, explained these strong-arm censorship tactics by
defining this elusive concept of freedom of expression as the freedom to say positive things
about the government.That winter, I was invited to live in the first all-women’s university
dormitory in Cambodia’s capital city, Phnom Penh, alongside thirty-two students entering school
for the first time. My knowledge of Cambodia at the time was limited to a familiarity with the
phrase “Khmer Rouge atrocities,” but I had heard recently that the four years this group reigned
in the 1970’s weren’t taught in history classes, and since those who lived through them wouldn’t
eagerly address the traumatic time period, the mass killings that had happened in my own



lifetime were rarely discussed, publicly or privately. Concrete information about the country was
extremely difficult to find. There were no resources to be found on modern young female Khmer
life that did not focus on sex workers, or the trials and tribulations faced by children raised in
garbage dumps. The only language instruction available to me was a six-week, $5,000 video
course through a local facility that catered to business and investment folk—which I could
neither afford nor, considering the vocabulary that might result, see the logic in pursuing. And I
only knew one person who had traveled there for purposes other than getting high.To me, this
vacuum of knowledge presented a clear project: See if the thing to which I had devoted most of
my time since I was 11—promoting critical media access via print self-publishing, no longer
working so well among my peers in the States—might have application in Cambodia.The very
first skyscraper in Cambodia—a reflective gold double monstrosity thirty-one floors taller than
the tallest building in the country when it broke ground in 2007, and some ten times the height of
all the other structures in Phnom Penh that could be called tall—was announced shortly before
my first visit to the country. In a few short years, owner Yon Woo Cambodia Co., Ltd. claimed,
Gold Tower 42 would extend above the dusty town, high into the clouds, providing luxury shelter
and a shiny prestige to those who could afford to live there. “The One-Stop Life With Intelligent
Tower,” the slogan for the building reads. By its eventual completion, the road to this brilliant
symbol of progress will have been as long and as riddled with potholes as Monivong Boulevard,
the street on which it is being built. Since its inception, the skyscraper has been hampered by
land-use concerns, an unpredictable economy, and the difficulties of assembling an engineering
team in a country where virtually all the educated were killed by the Khmer Rouge thirty years
beforehand in a system of social control intended to stave off exactly the kind of development
Gold Tower 42 symbolizes.Yet development—to misquote the popular U.S. bumper sticker that
best approximates Cambodian pragmatism—happens. Just south of the Gold Tower 42
construction site, thirty-two daughters of Khmer Rouge regime survivors live together in the
Euglossa Dormitory for University Women. Dorm residents come from all over the country, many
having grown up in the abject poverty common throughout the countryside. Brilliant, feminist,
well-spoken, and concerned with social justice, they are a less magnificent, more
anthropomorphic, embodiment of all the Khmer Rouge sought to uproot. They will graduate from
university around the same time Gold Tower 42 was planned for completion, trained for
leadership roles in a nation where no jobs, mentors, or peers await them.At least, not very many
—and some of them have to be imported. At 37, I moved into Euglossa, a building full of young
women half my age, intending to teach the residents self-publishing, a practice I’d been
engaged in since I was a few years younger than they were. Self-publishing, though, had been
easy for me to come by in the cultural underground of the U.S., where I was surrounded by other
young people who made their own books, recorded their own music, and sewed their own
clothes. In Cambodia, however, the government exerts massive control over expression in all
forms, most of which had to be reinvented in the last 30 years anyway. Fear, censorship, and
strict, traditional gender roles keep most women’s concerns totally unexpressed.On the upside,



my slapdash approach bothered no one. What we think of in America as the DIY aesthetic is, in
some parts of Southeast Asia, simply the only way to get things done. Still, even when self-
expression is conceivable, it’s usually thought of as not a good idea.Even before I stepped off
the plane then, my gender, concern for women’s rights, and basic approach to living in the world
marked me. Sometimes Cambodians are impressed by how well I fit in—my politeness,
attentiveness, and willingness to make do with what is on offer are prized. My assertiveness,
however: Not so much. As a white American woman traveling alone, I could not lose. I also would
not win. At times there I am adored and at others despised, a classic tale of love and hate, set in
a dust-covered town obsessed with silk and gold. My work in Cambodia is passionate, extremely
productive, symbiotic, and joyful. It is also despairing, heart-wrenching, and physically
dangerous. It is never what psychiatrists would call healthy. There aren’t a lot of psychiatrists in
Cambodia.However, there were plenty of fortune tellers, which may offer you a few clues as to
how Cambodians tend to operate. Take Gold Tower 42, for example. Since it broke ground,
construction has proceeded unfettered by concerns that the national development it represents
is still, well, under development. The whimsical buildings have captured the popular imagination,
despite that their bawdy color and lush suites cost between 72 and 60,000 times the average
worker’s monthly salary. Other questions not raised about this newly emerging status symbol
include the relevance of its primary investor, the South Korea-based Yon Woo Cambodia Co.,
Ltd. to the future economic infrastructure of the country, as well as who, exactly, will live there.
The annual gross domestic product of Cambodia hovers around a very low $10 billion.
(Compare to that of Illinois, which is upwards of $630 billion.) The construction of Gold Tower 42
was originally predicted to cost close to 20% of the country’s GDP.

PrologueHello, my name is Anne. It is nice to meet you. This is a book I wrote. I hope you enjoy
it.You may find my name odd, particularly if you are a young Cambodian woman. But I assure
you, many women in America and England and Canada are named Anne. In Mexico and
Czechoslovakia and Bolivia and Italy we are called Anna. Some people, sadly, use the lesser
spelling Ann. These are all common names. Many important people in history have been named
this: Former Governor of Texas Ann Richards; Anne of Green Gables; Anne Frank; Anne Boleyn.
Wait, those last two are terrible examples. They both died violently. How about: The pirate Anne
Bonney; Um, Anne Sexton. Archeologists even recently discovered that almost half the
Plesiosaurs were named Anne, or derivatives like Anne Marie, or hyphenates like Griselda-
Anne. That’s a completely true fact, verified by science. OK, no it’s not. But if you are a young
Cambodian woman, you are still looking at me funny, because you think this is all a joke. An
means to read in Khmer. You will not say this out loud, though, point out that you think it is funny
that a writer would be named to read, until I put up my hands like a Sampea in front of my eyes,
spread them, and pretend to be engrossed in the invisible text written across my palms.“An,” I
say. “We will have a relationship based on reading.”And then, finally, you will laugh. And my heart
will rend open like a ruby red grapefruit.In 1994 I sat in the kitchen of a farmhouse near Leon,



Nicaragua. My hostess poured a pasty mango concoction I wasn’t terribly fond of but I sipped it
while she told stories about her country.She started with a tale about when Augusto Sandino
realized that Nicaragua was living under a dictatorship—one supported by a seemingly endless
torrent of capital from the U.S. The soon-to-be revolutionary leader did not, she explained, pick
up a hunting knife and start stabbing any American tourists he could find. She wanted to make
this clear in case I had learned otherwise. No, Sandino started talking to his neighbors: What do
you think about this? Are you happy? Are you eating enough? Are your children healthy?They
weren’t. The Somoza family who ruled the country had overworked and underpaid farmers,
business people, shopkeepers. Everyone. Most Nicaraguans weren’t able to afford food, their
land was being sold out from under them, they were sick, and when an earthquake hit the capital
city Managua in 1972, the foreign aid sent to provide assistance was seized by the government.
After 40 years of oppression, peoples’ lives had only gotten worse—much worse.By this time,
Sandino himself had been killed, but the troops he had trained, farmers he fought for, and young
people just coming to realize that something wasn’t working in their country were calling
themselves Sandinistas in his honor. Revolution is always complicated, like power and sex, but
the Sandinistas perceived a clear-cut problem: The poor were still hungry and the rich were still
in power. Moreover, the country was big and the problem was growing. Sandinistas could no
longer go out and talk to everyone living in poverty around the nation, as was easier when the
problem was more localized, and YouTube hadn’t been invented yet. Writing had, so they wrote
down their ideas, thoughts, experiences, and contact information, and copied and distributed
these small publications— pamphlets, literature, zines—around the countryside.And
waited.They waited a long time. Publishing is like that. I’ve been doing it since I was 11 and still
find myself expecting people to be lit aflame by my ideas the second I remove them from the
photocopier or get them back from the printer. But people are rarely as excited as I imagine they
will be. Many let reading materials sit in stacks for hours, days, or weeks before perusing them.
Good publishing—that is, the establishment and celebration of a public focused on sharing
information—takes time.Still, the Sandinistas had waited a very long time, and became
concerned. They went out, again, to ask people what they thought. This time it was: hat do you
think about this pamphlet? What do you think about these ideas? Will they help you become
happy?And one brave farmer, changing the course of world politics with his embarrassed
admission, said: We do not know how to read.It was 1994 and I was sitting in his kitchen talking
to his daughter. She explained to me how her father helped the Sandinistas develop and
establish literacy programs, reading groups, and informal schools all over the country. People
who had not been provided formal education, and were then kept from the possibility of
educating themselves, were shown how to read about the experiences of others, and how to
write down their own. Copy them. Hand them out. See what others thought. And teach them how
to read, write, and publish, too.We are taught to view this cynically, here in the U.S.: Oh, people
are being indoctrinated. They are being told what to believe. Yet I was sitting in the kitchen of a
woman who told me, This is not true. Once you learn how, you can read anything. You can



believe anything. And then, most dangerous, you can write anything.That other people might
learn from, believe, or write about, too.Thirteen years later, I had somewhat reluctantly shed the
blue hair, stopped wearing slips as outwear (most of the time), and lost or broken the majority of
my tiaras to the rigors of overuse or the mosh pit. I had forged a semi-legitimate career for myself
in the independent publishing world, writing books and articles and putting out magazines—
each in their own ways about the importance of maintaining a say in the media that represents
us in a democracy. My book Unmarketable came out in 2007, which tracked the corporate co-
optation of the cultural underground and the underground’s willing participation therein—a
situation to which I lost my day job, co-publishing the long-standing independent arts and culture
magazine Punk Planet. At this point it had become clear to me that, in the U.S. at least,
democracy was not the right of the many, but the privilege of the few. We called it democracy, but
in fact many people—thousands I worked with at my magazine, talked to for my book, and knew
from the dying world of independent publishing—no longer had an avenue through which they
could freely express themselves. I started to become fascinated with accidental systems of
oppression: Situations in which, despite claims to freedom of expression, some participants do
not have access to the tools they need to communicate with each other or their government and
thereby better their lives.Cambodia had been calling itself a democracy since the mid-1990’s,
proven to the world despite years of civil war by UN-protected general elections that received
wide international attention. Less attention-garnering are continuing reports of Cambodian
journalists beaten or worse for—you know—printing verified facts about government activities
and officials. In late 2007 Prime Minister Samdech Hun Sen, the former Khmer Rouge cadre
voted into office during those first elections, explained these strong-arm censorship tactics by
defining this elusive concept of freedom of expression as the freedom to say positive things
about the government.That winter, I was invited to live in the first all-women’s university
dormitory in Cambodia’s capital city, Phnom Penh, alongside thirty-two students entering school
for the first time. My knowledge of Cambodia at the time was limited to a familiarity with the
phrase “Khmer Rouge atrocities,” but I had heard recently that the four years this group reigned
in the 1970’s weren’t taught in history classes, and since those who lived through them wouldn’t
eagerly address the traumatic time period, the mass killings that had happened in my own
lifetime were rarely discussed, publicly or privately. Concrete information about the country was
extremely difficult to find. There were no resources to be found on modern young female Khmer
life that did not focus on sex workers, or the trials and tribulations faced by children raised in
garbage dumps. The only language instruction available to me was a six-week, $5,000 video
course through a local facility that catered to business and investment folk—which I could
neither afford nor, considering the vocabulary that might result, see the logic in pursuing. And I
only knew one person who had traveled there for purposes other than getting high.To me, this
vacuum of knowledge presented a clear project: See if the thing to which I had devoted most of
my time since I was 11—promoting critical media access via print self-publishing, no longer
working so well among my peers in the States—might have application in Cambodia.The very



first skyscraper in Cambodia—a reflective gold double monstrosity thirty-one floors taller than
the tallest building in the country when it broke ground in 2007, and some ten times the height of
all the other structures in Phnom Penh that could be called tall—was announced shortly before
my first visit to the country. In a few short years, owner Yon Woo Cambodia Co., Ltd. claimed,
Gold Tower 42 would extend above the dusty town, high into the clouds, providing luxury shelter
and a shiny prestige to those who could afford to live there. “The One-Stop Life With Intelligent
Tower,” the slogan for the building reads. By its eventual completion, the road to this brilliant
symbol of progress will have been as long and as riddled with potholes as Monivong Boulevard,
the street on which it is being built. Since its inception, the skyscraper has been hampered by
land-use concerns, an unpredictable economy, and the difficulties of assembling an engineering
team in a country where virtually all the educated were killed by the Khmer Rouge thirty years
beforehand in a system of social control intended to stave off exactly the kind of development
Gold Tower 42 symbolizes.Yet development—to misquote the popular U.S. bumper sticker that
best approximates Cambodian pragmatism—happens. Just south of the Gold Tower 42
construction site, thirty-two daughters of Khmer Rouge regime survivors live together in the
Euglossa Dormitory for University Women. Dorm residents come from all over the country, many
having grown up in the abject poverty common throughout the countryside. Brilliant, feminist,
well-spoken, and concerned with social justice, they are a less magnificent, more
anthropomorphic, embodiment of all the Khmer Rouge sought to uproot. They will graduate from
university around the same time Gold Tower 42 was planned for completion, trained for
leadership roles in a nation where no jobs, mentors, or peers await them.At least, not very many
—and some of them have to be imported. At 37, I moved into Euglossa, a building full of young
women half my age, intending to teach the residents self-publishing, a practice I’d been
engaged in since I was a few years younger than they were. Self-publishing, though, had been
easy for me to come by in the cultural underground of the U.S., where I was surrounded by other
young people who made their own books, recorded their own music, and sewed their own
clothes. In Cambodia, however, the government exerts massive control over expression in all
forms, most of which had to be reinvented in the last 30 years anyway. Fear, censorship, and
strict, traditional gender roles keep most women’s concerns totally unexpressed.On the upside,
my slapdash approach bothered no one. What we think of in America as the DIY aesthetic is, in
some parts of Southeast Asia, simply the only way to get things done. Still, even when self-
expression is conceivable, it’s usually thought of as not a good idea.Even before I stepped off
the plane then, my gender, concern for women’s rights, and basic approach to living in the world
marked me. Sometimes Cambodians are impressed by how well I fit in—my politeness,
attentiveness, and willingness to make do with what is on offer are prized. My assertiveness,
however: Not so much. As a white American woman traveling alone, I could not lose. I also would
not win. At times there I am adored and at others despised, a classic tale of love and hate, set in
a dust-covered town obsessed with silk and gold. My work in Cambodia is passionate, extremely
productive, symbiotic, and joyful. It is also despairing, heart-wrenching, and physically



dangerous. It is never what psychiatrists would call healthy. There aren’t a lot of psychiatrists in
Cambodia.However, there were plenty of fortune tellers, which may offer you a few clues as to
how Cambodians tend to operate. Take Gold Tower 42, for example. Since it broke ground,
construction has proceeded unfettered by concerns that the national development it represents
is still, well, under development. The whimsical buildings have captured the popular imagination,
despite that their bawdy color and lush suites cost between 72 and 60,000 times the average
worker’s monthly salary. Other questions not raised about this newly emerging status symbol
include the relevance of its primary investor, the South Korea-based Yon Woo Cambodia Co.,
Ltd. to the future economic infrastructure of the country, as well as who, exactly, will live there.
The annual gross domestic product of Cambodia hovers around a very low $10 billion.
(Compare to that of Illinois, which is upwards of $630 billion.) The construction of Gold Tower 42
was originally predicted to cost close to 20% of the country’s GDP.A sharp rise in the cost of
building materials hit in 2008, but construction initially moved ahead anyway. The price of
scaffolding had more than doubled within six months. This inflation was mirrored more popularly
in increasing consumer costs of food, gas, oil, and still-not-ubiquitous electricity. Who could
afford the One-Stop Life in this economy? Rumor had it, the country’s political elite could. Less
reliable conjecture had it that units were being sold to foreigners, lending the whole building an
aura of economic surreality, wherein none of those profiting from the sales of, nor those paying
out for the apartments, had any investment in or impact on the land surrounding their point of
transaction. Yon Woo told the press that over half the living spaces available were sold during
the first three months of construction. Sixty percent of the business units were said to be gone
within the same three-month period.
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