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the people mentioned in this article gawfe me permission'tu use therr
names. I'Ve also talked to family and friends about my situation and
,m working with legal counsel to review my options. I don’t know
~hat the consequences will be of telling my story.

[ do know that [ am grateful to my grandparents, my Lolo and
(ola, for giving me the chance for a better life. I'm also grateful to my
other family—the support network 1 found here in America—for
encouraging me to pursue my dreams.

It's been almost eighteen years since I've seen my mother. Early
on, | was mad at her for putting me in this position, and then mad
at myself for being angry and ungrateful. By the time I got to col-
lege, we rarely spoke by phone. It became too painful; after a while it
was easier to just send money to help support her and my two half-
siblings. My sister, almost two years old when I left, is almost twenty
now. I've never met my fourteen-year-old brother. I would love to see
them.

Not long ago, I called my mother. I wanted to fill the gaps in my
memory about that August morning so many years ago. We had
never discussed it. Part of me wanted to shove the memory aside, but
to write this article and face the facts of my life, I needed more de-
tails. Did I cry? Did she? Did we kiss goodbye?

My mother told me I was excited about meeting a stewardess
about getting on a plane. She also reminded me of the one piece 0%

advice she gave me for blending in: If anyone asked why I was com-
ing to America, I should say I was going to Disneyland.




