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MY OWN MOTHER WAS ADOPTED BY HER AUNT AT THE TI
TRAUMATIC PA 'HER LIFE WAS THAT

| w %
\» o /T,HER s l\y/ YI/WVCONCERNEDABOUTT >DOP » -\

E FOUND OUT DAY

MARRIAGE. F TION JOURNEY WAS DISTRESSING AND TROU BLE .’
TO OK IN il

>
Q )THER CHILDREN’S STORIES AD TO GO ﬁ
- ////mj T,I,-;EY ARE ADOPTED.
'], "JHI ‘_

I MV’THESIS IS TO CREATE A OUR SO'CIETY AND BE '}'HE VOICE OF
itz OSE CHlLDREN THAT HAVE NOT BEEN HEARD EVER. WITH MY ART, | WANT TO CHANGE
PEOPLE’S PERSPECTIVE ABOUT ADOPTION AND MAKE THEM REALISE THAT HUMANITY COMES
FIRST. NO MATTER WHAT RELIGION, RACE, ETHNICITY WE BELONG TO.
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METHODOLOGY

my mother's narrative
her diary

old photographs
interviews of people who have
adopted children in their
families

surveys

famous adoption case studies
e worldwide adoption cases

e internetresearch

LITERATURE
REVIEW

e adoption laws inislam,
pakistan and other
countries

e psychological
behaviours of adopted
children

e societal taboo in
pakistan and around the
world

e insight on reasons of
children given up for
adoption

e what organizations are
doing about it.
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Psychological Issues Faced by
Adopted Children and Adults
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ng/psychological-issues-faced-by-
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‘WHAT ABOUT THE CHILDREN?’:

ADOPTION IN PAKISTAN
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Adoption in Pakistan - Courting The
Law
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mentary/adoption-in-pakistan/

Adoption Story: What My Life
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Love - The New York Times
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ashion/adoption-story-what-my-life-
might-have-been-modern-love.html 2/

More support needed for
'‘abandoned’' adoptive parents -
BBC News

https://www.bbc.com/news/uk-
wales-45425452

'I'm dead nosy. | love digging' —
Telegraph
https://www.telegraph.co.uk/cultur
e/donotmigrate/3646361/Im-dead-
nosy.-l-love-digging.html

The adopted children confused
by love

By Chris Hemmings
https://www.bbc.com/news/educat
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Family Secrets, Hidden
Adoption, Inspire Local Artist |
South Orange, NJ Patch
https://patch.com/new-
jersey/southorange/family-secrets-
hidden-adoption-inspire-local-artist
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Nadia Jamil Shares The Touching Story Of How She Adopted Two
Kids Shackled In Child Labour And Changed Their Lives

Last wpdated FEB 24 2

World of famous people revolves around the axis of conmoversy. Being m the spotlight is not an easy
job and especially when the spotlizght is 23 wnforgiving as m the celebnty world Bur the unfortunare
part abous Pakistan indusary 1s that every neganve and controversial i3 highlisheed winle the positive
gestures hardly become the topic of discussion

Take this incredibly brave gesture from the known actor apd children nghts acovist Nadia Jamil for

instance,

Adoption 1= a conmroversial 1ssue in Pakistan. Not many consider it even in the most hopeless of
circumstances. Gomz agamst the odds of the sociery and taking dhis bold step is definitely an act of
courage, that t00 for @ woman.

But Nadia was fearless in her conduct regarding the issne of chuld labour just like she 13 in her

and views. INadia has been a pronunent individual in raising swareness for the cause but

pracucally dope something that reflects her srenzth
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n my twenties, | realized | had

Aban don m e nt Th e Da rk S Id e Of T S mot aways e appropriate to intiate a conversation around abandonment and adoption, bus

relatives cught to ocpen themselves up to the idea that adoptees beneft from acknowiedging their
being abandoned at birth and

I feelings, & II the holidays.
Adopt|on bieing sl iacueily adopted eelings, especially on the holidays

v . Despite 3 this, | believe anyone can mosily overcome amything with some pointed effort. | =3
Shame arises when adoptees are start to believe that, on = e ! e F '

. 3 : "mesily” because, well. some pans of life can't change; seme problems will never be completely
some level, something about them drove their birth mothers resolved. It brings me to tears to think about ofhers that continue fo struggle and feel isolated by
to give them away.

aoandonment. 've made enormous strides in processing and making peacs with the
circumsiances that have brought me o today. The most mportant steps in getiing $he ball rolfng
are to look the facts in the face and, when the going gets tough. remamber that you are encugh 1o
keep gong. And employ the mantra: it's not your fauk. Realy, don't judge yoursed, practice saying
thiz al-:-ud. it's not your faul

VE r2ad Cursory reviews
of research on the psycholegical
effects of abandonment. Some
studies say that if another family
scoops you up early encugh. the
impact on your development is
minimal. But if a child is

Stephan Petryczka | November 20, 2017

negatvely impacted,. researchers
anticipate that the child will hav
trouble with imtimacy and trust.
This means adoptees may find it
more difficult to relate 10 adoptve
family members, romantic
pariners, or friends. Other studies
say 1's lifelong trauma and that
YyOU May never recover. Those
studies ¢'am that children who
— are voluntar’y placed for adoption
share symptoms with children
£ an crphanaoe. arownd 8 months ok sent away from war zones without
their mothers and children whose

mothers are rejecting, narcissistic, withdrawn, alcoholic, drug-addicted, or imprisoned.

There s shame that stems from acknowledgng your abandonment, which | didn't let myself fee
until | was 25. The shame arises when adoptees are start to believe that, on some level, something
about them (i.e. behavior, capabities) drove their birth mothers 1o gwve them away. Adoptees
niernalize the shame and (what they perceive to be) their mothers’ rejection. In respense, scms
test the 'mits of newer relationships to see if they might be abandoned agan. Others acquiesce
sometimas 1o the point of withdrawa', so that they will not lose ther adoptve family. Those that
acquiesce sometimes develop a decoratve facade (a false self) to mask ther thoughts and
feelings.

| didn't think much about being adopted when | was young. Or, rather, | ddn't think there was
anything to be thought about. This was my family. and that was that. To suppress my curiosties
about my origins, | invented a story in which my parents had been killed in conflict overseas. |
couldn't bring myself to think it was possbie I'd been given away by choice.
My response 1o adoption was to acquiesce, and my sister's was to test the ‘mits. Whereas my
sister exploded and exclaimed that our parents were not our real parents when she was upset. |
ever utterad such words. But no matier how you frame it. abandonment lzaves a weighty mark on
3 chid. The gicbal emphasis on family va'ues weighs down on the open wound day in and day cut.
It's not possible to forget that your birth mother let you go on your birthday, on Mother's Day. on
Thanksgiving. Family and friends wi try 10 avoid talking about 1 on these days, perhaps when you
need acknowlsdgement the most. In trying to protect you from talking about it, they're making it
your responsiility to take care of yourself for something you've never been responsible for. It might

| had my first bout of depression when | was about 13 and I've struggled with it ever since. | began
o feel sad. | knew early on that it was due to loneliness. Whenever | grow sac. | feel heavy and
disconnectad; these are feelings that have always been there. | spiral nward in these moments. |
feel as though I've got no cne to call and that's when | rea’ze no one s calling me. My parents
seem to forget about me. Would this be the case had | not been gven away? When thess fee'ngs
come, | wish for a connected home life where | could be rejuvenated and consoled the way my
friends are when they call home.

IRz Ve pos comtalandon et e-de b cdo-of-adozt oo Ieioe Nedcplos comtelandon -1t et b-s - cf-adot oo
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The work is part of windows@walsh 4.0, on display until September, and featuring the
work of Gianluca Bianchino, Dell, Vandana Jain, Lester Johnson, Lori Merhige and Lorena La
Grassa. The fourth annual imvitational show of site-specific artwork is curated by Jeanne
Brasile.

Family Secrets, Hidden Adoption, Inspire Local
Artist
Larry Dell's work is on display at Seton Hall

By Marcia Worth, Paich Stafr Dell, who has written for Patch on the subject, explains that, "as told by my mother the story of
Jun 13, 2011 1257 pm ET | Updated Jun 13, 2011 1255 pm ET my birth went like this:

The summer I was bom, 1948, was one of the hottest on record, and August the hottest month.
August 18, the day I was born, was worst of the worst, a real scorcher, the temperature
approaching 100 degrees.”

"I heard this story numeroas times and it never failed to get the expected response. Women go
through a lot to become mothers, they don't get the credit they deserve and a mother’s love for
her child is a powerful connection forged i pain and discomfort,” explains Dell.

a1

"As family stories go it was a good one,” he continues. "The only problem was it wasn't true.”

Dell’s recent work has taken him in new directions, as he pursues more information about his
past and processes what he has learned. “To deal with the shock and trauma of this new
reality I have created mixed media sculpture out of steel wire, foam rubber chicken wire, paint
and other media as well as prints, drawings and documentation about my discovery,” he says.
"Much of the work deals with the moment of my birth to a woman I never knew.”

The artwork on display at Seton Hall is in a large exterior window of Walsh Library. It is
visible 24 hours a day, making it artwork for dark and ight, day and night. Dell explains that
the subject of the installation is also part of a performance piece I'm creating, entitled, " (My)
Lost Identity: A Reflection on Dishonesty, Secrecy, Politics and Love.”

Dell is quick to add to the story, "My parents -- we were so close it’s hard for me to call them
adoptive parents — were wonderful, loving, supportive and kind. I never felt anything from

Larry Dell says that the artwork now on display at Seton Hall, wasn't one he chose. "This is a them but unqualified love. But in the end my mother (my father died when I was 18) at some
subject that chose me,” he explains, when he learned, at age 59, that he had been adopted asa point after I was an adult, should have told me I was adopted "
child, his biological parents unknown.
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JooYoung Choi's ‘Cosmic Womb' Explores
Issues Of Adoption And Race In America

By Tala Lavie, Columnst

1008 42 am JoSes Dec I8 D

1,17,
L Jpo

JooYeung Chol has 3 tengency to speak about the fictional universe she's Invented as
matier-of-factly as she would the facts of her real Ife

The 32-year-cla, Houston, Texas-basad artist 5815 moe: of her ever-expanding bogdy of
paintings and video art on 3 “paratel pianel® she calls “The Cosmic Womb." The planet —
which h3as its own Wikipedia page — plays home to Imagined races (calied Tuplets),
nvented antagonis:s (the Munoes, or “evll ociopusas that feed on negative thougnts®), and
even 3 televisicn station, Cosmic Wemb TV.

REAL LIFE. REAL
NEWS. REAL VOICES.

Halp wx bzl more of $ae sdones Hhad
mwatier from vososs B! o ofies reman

§ &

Thaniks For the Cosmic Knowieage,” by JooYoung Chol

bearnd

InEi3lly created as par of her MFA program at Lasley UnlversRy In Massachusetls, Chol
n3s been expanding her notion of the Cosmic Womb since 2012. 5ut Its roots e far deeper

“Pleasure Vision, the Spirtt of Television and Sight and Sound, transmits TV 10 everyons in n her past. Growing up in an adopted American family, Chol was one of 3 few dozen Asian-
the Cosmic Womb,” Chol descriced gravely In a3 phone conversation with The HuMngton Amercans in her nometown of Concord. New =ampshire
Post

“Three years before | was adopted, the 1980 cansus siated that my hometown had about
£0 Asian people n It out of 3 popuiation of abcut 30.400." she explaned. *1 only knew 3
small hand®ul of agopied people. Often | was reminded by other chidren that | looke
different’ or | was 50 ‘weird'... As 3 chikl, 1 used popular media and art to make sense of
my sltuation of feeling and looking £o d*ferent than those around me.”

Throughout her chidhood, Chot collected a motiey crew of media figures — from Kris
Yamaguchl o Lotus Blossom of the "Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles™ — 10 serve a5 a
surrogate “rbe.” Chol met her dirth parents In 2007 and 200E, but issues of "adoptio
race, sysiemic oppression, loss and Iberation” continue to Influence her work, she s3ys

The tendency 1o ind meaning In disparate characters, and the mportancs of visual maa3,
would Iater Inform her craation of the Cosmic Womb. As would 3 book called The Primal
Wouna, by Nancy Newton Vermar, which adaresses the emotional complications of
adoption. The name “Cosmic Womb” Is partially dertved from the Korean word for womb,
which translates iterally 10 “baby house *

“3
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“The Sacrifiice of Pult Pult,” by JooYoung Chol

"I gecioed that If there Is 3 possibie primal wound that affecls agoptees, there must aiso be
a Cosmic Wemb for them to heal [In],” Chol added. *The Xlea that Koreans saw the womb
3s 3 house or iocation versus an internal organ Interested me... | thought, what ¥ my an
could provide a place for the nealing of loss, for the things that we kose In i%e, or have never
known or have been forgotien?

Her comprenensively Imagined universe differs radically from ¥ on Earth. For siarters, the
Cosmic Womb Is pepulated mainly by beings Chol calls “Tuplets™ — humanokis who
resemble East Aslan giris (humanoid boys are rarer, she says). Most of the animals are
male, however, and they can talk. The Tupiets of the Cosmic Wombd socmetimas have
superpowers, and embark on adventuras enshrined In Chol's paintings. Some of these
characiers are Imbued with names and backsiories, such 3s C.S. Watson, Chol's proxy n
the Cosmic Womb — a former genizen of Earth, rebom on the distant planet

Oh, and the leadership of the Cosmic Womb Is aistinctly female: Chor's Intricately iImagines
mythical world Is ruled by the compassicnate Queen Kiok (sometimes played by Chal In the

S
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Vision and Quan Yin, the Goadess of Compassion.
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‘Have Fakh, For You Have Always Been Loved,” by JooYoung Cho!

“The major difference s that the Cosmic Womb s 3 safe haven for all the forgotien dreams,
and pecple and places and Ideas that we on Earth have abandoned,” Chol explains. “For
example, the version of Pluto that is still regarded as 3 planet can be seen wih 3 telescope
from the Cosmic Womb. When the brontosaurus and iriceratops were s3ld 0 ‘never exist,’
they emerged out of the waters of the Cosmic Womb, to start ther new Ives In 3 place
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visioiiity of Aslans In ways that she gkl not experience as a child.

“In par, | make work first for that younger version of me that never saw an Aslan adult on
Sesame Street,' who never saw an Aslan face In 3 stalned giass window, and feared
maybe peopie who iooked like me didn get 10 go to heaven,” Chol expiainea. “But this
concept of the chilkd who cannot see hersel In the mirror has grown into a broader purpose
0f creating work that uses narrative, Imagery and sound 0 3odress an lssue most humans
have faced In thelr Iives: feeling Invisible, forgotten, dispiaced or lost. *

The national motio of the Cosmic Womb — *Have Falth, For You Have Always Been
Loved® — Is part of Chol's way of adaressing her troubled past seif. Through the paraliel
pianet, she mitigates the oppression, rootiessnass and sorrow she encounters on Earth

In parson, CNol wears enormous eyeglassas and a chippar mien. You mignt find her
£ngaged In enthusiastic conversation n har smoky, iremulous Yoice, pernape carmying a:
i2ast one of the 10-12 puppels she Us2s In her video work — Moving Imagss hat
eventually bacome the stuff of Cosmic 'Womb TV. The chllahood roots of her artistic

motvations ars readlly apparent in thesa vidzos, which 13k2 the famiiar fropes of chiloran's
enteralnmen: and 3dd 3 nefty dose of the sumaal — with Chol's engaging presence as an
anchor

Chol hopes 0 Incorporate further elements of Noet3igha Inte her current work, planning ¢
create 1980s-esque doils In the style of Rainbow Brite, ancther chlidhcod companion.
Despite the bright tones and chiidilke elemeants of Chel's work, her paintings often seem 10
grasp at darker themes, depicling exposura, peril, 3nd ecstasy. For Chol, there Is no
contradiction between the bubbly, bright aura of the Cosmic Womb and the complex
themes adaressed In har work

“AS an artist | have a cheice to maka,” she 1okl HuffPost. *| can focus on targeting a specific
demcgraphic with my work, or | can reach out to the chilg In all of us, that miracuious stage
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In 3 big world of unknowns. The part of us that was unashamed to belleve In the fantaslic.™

‘Biue And The Helping Hands At MC Cusfoms Body Shop,” by JooYoung Cho
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HOME GALLERY BIO STATEMENT RESUME PRESS CONTACT

WALL STORIES

Walls can be barriers to keep out weather and bar the unwanted. Pierced by doors and windows, a wall can nevertheless
provide solifude for the loner or hide the afraid. Sanctuary, escape or prison?

| first thought about walls as records of history when | discovered that the high, thick walls surrounding the Seoul military 3 1 o
garrison where we lived were built by the Japanese Army during their occupation of Korea. | could see these walls from our ‘
windows and my regular running route on post hugged the high barbed wire topped walls. Iconostasis

My interest in old walls continued when we moved to Europe. Walls from so many historical periods contain stories | tried fo
read as | walked the old cifies.

History is visible on street-facing sides. Within, | imagined the stories that fook place behind the walls.

Traveling around the continent, | looked for signs of bricked up doors and plastered over windows—altered fagades writing

new chapters. | walked along the route of the Berlin Wall, which fell just months hefore | arrived in Europe in 1990.
urdini, SITEEN dri diu Wiedi-pdsieu pusiens dnu pdpers snoul Mixed messdyes i idngudyes SUMenmes aiieuin 1o ueupner

as they peel and wear away. Scraped, abraded and abused walls seem fo cry about past violence done. Some walls in places
like Berlin, Budapest and Sarajevo are still bullet-pocked, holding memories of past horrors. More quietly, vine-covered or
moldy walls deteriorate and crumble like neglected old people.

Fascinated by the imagery and rich narratives of religious icons, | collected icons throughout the former East. | gathered them
on the walls of an antique cabinet fo imitate the glittering, meditative iconostases of Orthodox churches.

That (where shadows are deep) detall Revision (Cave Wall) Revision (Cave Wall) detall

My many photos of walls inspire personal interpretations in cloth; and, with digital fabric-printing services, | can now also
include, as part of my newest series, more accurate depictions of the walls | have read and listened to in my travels.
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1. Please crcle one 10 Are you able to name one successful personality in any field around the world who was adopted as 3

Age group: 18-25 2635 36-45 45-60 &0+ Child?

Gender: Male Famale

Occupation:

2. Dovyou believe that spousal abuse has a negative effect on the child who may witness? 11 Are you able to name one successful personality in any field in Pakistan who was adopted as a child?

Yies o

3. Are you aware of Pakistan laws for adoption?
Yes Mo 12 Do you believe that in Pakistan adoption is considerad a taboo?
4. Areyou aware of islamic laws for adoption? Yes Mo

Yies MO 13. Can you name ona adoption agency in Pakistan?

5. Doyou believe is it batter to let the child know that they are adopted at 2 young age?

Yies o

ih

Do you think an adopted child is more rebellious? 14 ‘Would you consider adopting a chald?

b= Mo b= M

7. Do you know anyone in your dosa family or friends to be adopted? 15 Circle reason(s) for which you would adopt a child?
Yies No Supporting family member  zoodwill imfartility

f yas, can you specify their age? Crthers:

15 ‘Would you consider giving wup your child for adoption under extreme financial crisis?

Yes  No

f yas, can you specify their gender?

f yas, are they aware that they are adoptad?

>
LL]
>
i
D
P
O
—1
D
al

f yas, were they adopted through an agency or throwsh a relative or a friend?

WWas there a change in their behavior after they found out about their adoption?

=

Yes g [
9. \Was this change negative in naturs towards the foster parents?

Yes Mo




Please specify your
Age:
Eender:

Jccupation:

Can you please mention the age of the person you know whao's adopted?

what is the gender of the person?

Male Female Other

are you the adoptees or adopted in this case?

How closely do you know the persen who was adopted or the person who adopted? [please omit if

you answered yes in the last question)

Is the person who was adopted aware that they are adoptad?

Wwere thay adopted through a family or a friend or through an agency?

&re they aware of their biclogical parents?

&t what age did they become aware of their biological parents?

INTERVIEW QUESTIONNAIR E

9. Did they find out about their biclogical parents throwgh their foster family or through some other

means?

1. If it weas through other means. Please specify?

11. Wiould the adopted have rather found out about their adoption through their foster family?

12. id the adopted want to go meet their biological parents? Why?

13. after finding out about the biclogical parents. Did they have a change of heart and want to move back

with their parents? and winy?

14. Wwhat was the reason to be given up for adoption?

15. what was the reason for the adopter to choose adoption? (e.g, infertilityfinancial)

158,

17.

18.

15,

20.

21

22,

23.

‘what were the reasons behind choosing the child?

Cid the adopter look into adoption agencies before considering the child? 1f yes did they consider the

Islamic and Pakistani laws?

wiould they hawve rather been not adopted and stayed with their kirth family?

Are wou hapgy with your foster family and why?

Cid finding out about the adoption have a negative impact on the child? if yes explain what kind of

impact?

- Would you consider adopting even you could conceive? If yes why?

wiould you consider adopting a different ethnicity?

what is the view of the society towards the adopted child?




35 people were surveyed of ages between 18-30.

090% have claimed to have knowledge of Pakistani and
Islamic laws of adoption

O87% know of someone adopted
0O65% believe the adopted child is rebellious

089% claim that the adopted child they knew was through a
relative

0O79% claim the child’'s behavior has changed
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 MACHINE EMBROIDERY



e "1!';;:':?%,;un

Mg W g
i ,.,.//f {
i

.4

K N
‘‘‘‘‘‘
¥

£ j e s o et “ 1 u 4' : 3 "
~ i X wh i 2 WSS g : ) ' 1911 TeTss "
2 - b R f ; . . : B i giitiiiiH : : eI
Lot T TG Wy g A AT i - £ i il - . ; e H H 3 3 Lpa ) ISP
: R I S Pl o - ’ - 1 v { . K p . o Y ' i (R T M g ? iy 57! P
3 ST i TR oo ! ' : 3 . " N ¢ e T ' ; 1 e SRR
0 ey o A A ' . - Yy oF ) ! L 1 f 1T FEEANN L Y {3
¥ | AR ) - I | A 4 i g ¢ 4 H i . . ey 24 i
v )| ug < . S | 1 ! " 1 J 3 v ) Mt by - N 3 . o g e, I F *
Y it A 3 Yt DR Y W “-"lV' 5 4 ) . " . 2p B . . al 8 | Y 3 T § 1 4 ] T 7 e 3 {
N et 2 . L 1 : BRie e 7 . o g . % : K h I ' F STt - 4. Rt
I b g H S . 3 ‘ 5y ; T
) &1 P 437343 14!
J g S It i

L



APt ;
Bl S b L e
b,

 MACHINE EMROIDERY

o TIE AND DYE FABRIC
o DIGITAL PRINT ON SOFT SHELL

FLEECE

&
s
i
5
{

P




o VINYL PRINT
e POLY-COTTON BLEND FABRIC
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« NARRATIVE PRINT
SCARVES AND STOLES

o INSPIRED BY AFRICAN
NARRATIVE PRINTS,
CHAMBA RUMAAL AND
HERMES SCARVES

o DIGITAL/FLOCK/VINYL
L

» CHIFFON/ORGANZA/POL
YESTER WOOL/SILK
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‘-;,;"olkin? about my life brings
painful memories back but |
also believe that Allah had
bigger plans and wanted me
| io be strong for my children.
M’Z story starts when | was sngnln% my
Nikkah papers. On the papers, the
ﬁloce where my father's name should
ave been: there was, instead, my
uncle's name. At first, | was confused
and thought that it must have been
a mistake. However, when | looked at
my dad, he ﬁove me a look that con-
firmed that the papers held the truth: |
was adopted. .
This is what | was told: | was born a twin,
identical. Surrayah (my foster mother) was
childless. My real mother Amtullah Be-
gum, decided to help her sister out and
gave me up for adoption, thinking it will
Improve my foster mother's go}plng hole of
being unable to bear a child. Therefore,
my adoptive mother took me under her
shelter. My twin who | was separated from
when we were born, never made it past
her first month in this world. Sometimes, |
wonder if she were alive, there may have
been one person who understood what |
felt and what | went through as a kid and
throughout my life. It was not meant fo be.
From the time that | remember, my fos-

ter mother made me work hard. At first

| thought that she was teaching me the
household chores just fo make an accom-
plished young lady, sort of the types that
you read about in Jane Austen novels. |
was encouraged to go to school, but had
also been conditioned to believe that girls
need to be good with household chores
rather than gaining higher education, in or-
der to get married to an ideal suitor. At first,
| thought mother was being hard on me
because of the mediocrity of the way | Per-
formed my chores. However, | eventually
started believing that | was being punished.
My mother would throw tantrums on the
smallest of things. For instance, even when
people would pause during meal courses,
she would ask to remove the unused plates
(or so she thought) wven though they were
not done. Other fantrums looked like small
crumbs on the carpet or a decoration
piece on the drawing room table. Accord-
Ing to my mother, cleanliness meant spick
and span, shiny bare surfaces. She had no
concept of interior decor or any aesthetics
whatsoever.

| was provided a shelter and food but it felt
as a wage for my many services towards
my mother in specific. | used to be writhing
in menstrual pains and my adoptive moth-
er would wake me up at 4am on winfer
mornings to do laundry in the cold open
backyard. Other atrocities occurred when
she would place conditions on things that
kids would normally expect out of love.

For example, | was told that | would be
?Ilc?(wed out only if | carried out a specific
ask.

| used to find refuge at school with three

of my best friends and that was my es-
coﬁe from the usual obsessive compulsive
behavior of my mother (of course | didn't
know that back then). Years passed and

| graduated from high school. | thought |
would go to college but | had o give up
that dream because Surrayah fell sick. |
had to attend to her needs and thus the

whole pressure of running a household
came unto my shoulders.
When she got a bif better, they decided fo
ge'r me married. It was against my wishes
ut desi parents had a way with children
back then, emotional blackmail forces
kids to do anything for their parents. As my
wedding day opProoched, | started hav-
ing nightmares of a huge dark shadow of
a man, who would keep pushing me into
a wall, causing suffocation and immense
agony. '
Sure enough, on my wedding day, | re-
ceived the first shock of being adopted. |
grew up fthinking | was living with my own
lood. However, my mother’s behavior to-
wards me became mcreosmgly clear, it felt
like that she wanted a kid to help around
the house with bribes of candies and oth-
er things kids are fond off. | couldn’t help
but think: | am no more than a slave to
my adoptive mother, which is why | never
received any support, regarding the cruel-
ties, from my father.
| thought, getting married was a g%ood
thing. However, this optimism could not
have been much more wrong. My new
husband was abusive and a pure mama'’s
boy. They made me do household chores
just like my mother but this was much
worse. | had to cater to three people’s
needs at my own house but over there,
in a joint-family system, | had to take care
of about twenty people. It was becom-
ing mentally taxing and straining. With my
husband’s abusive nature and the family's
demanding behavior, | couldn't stand to
live there a week.
Hence, | came back and was divorced.
My life continued as it was before mar-
riage, with the added trauma of physical
and mental abuse of the week spent with
the in-laws. | sought refuse with creative
classes of stained glass and sewing.
However, an attendance at a wedding
changed my life for the better as my now
deceased husband took a liking to me and
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- 'hen |l was 13, | was placed
'/ in foster care again after
s, a failed adoption that oc-

1/ ™/ curred a decade earlier. |I'd

. later pass through several

more, including a g?_lrls’ group home,
moving around unfil | came of age. |
became very adept at stuffing my be-
longings into two red milk craftes and a
bafifered suitcase with a missing zipper.
In a new foster home, | was shown into
a room carefully decorafed with white
wicker furniture, including a desk and bed
set, and a big Chinese rice-paper parasol
mounted to a ceiling corner. My new fos-
ter mother infroduced my room to me as
though she were seeing it for the first fime
herself, running her hand over the crO?gy
surface of the desk chair, marveling af her
choices of drapery and bedding. "Isn't this
wonderfule” she breathed, as she pointed
out each. “Look at the stitching in this, the
detail...". After each declaration of wonder
she looked at me seemingly for an expect-
ed response, but was notably disappointed
when | couldn't match her animation. |
offered only a weak smile and a faint “Yes,
it's very nice. It's beautiful. Thank you." |
was certainly overwhelmed, but nothin
close to rude nor disinterested. | had jus
come from a girls' group home where I'd
been for the past 1 2 years, sent away
again to live near the sea air because of
health issues. Packing up my things and

\
" )“ j

being sent somewhere unfamiliar was scary of skin in the game. They may have been

by practice. | knew how to count on me. |
did not know how to count on others. My
foster caregiver's face fell a bit, and she
said sharply, “This is a prefty nice room, I'd
say. | hope you're grateful.”

| was grateful, and | told her so. But that's
just it, right there. Every time | lived some-
where, someone wanted profound excla-
mations of gratitude, because “please”
and "thank you" were not enough. | knew
full well sacrifices were being made to
have a strange teenager live in a home
where she didn't belong. | always did my
best fo convey my gratitude.

However, hidden resentment began to
build up in me like layered sediment. |
didn't want to be made to express grat-
itude to have a safe place to be every
time | was sent somewhere, for food on

the table, for a warm bed to sleep. | didn't
want someone 1o expect cartwheels out of
me because of white wicker furniture that
would never redlly be mine and didn’'t real-
ly matter to me. A place where | could stay
for a period of time away from imminent
danger and with a meal or two | could
count on were all | hoped for. Meaningful
exiras were voices that spoke unprompt-
ed on my behalf, arms that encircled and
weren't frying to work their way into m
pants, any moment | was made to feel like
a normal kid.

In the end, | was forced out of that home
because of m%foster mother's mental
instability and her husband's wandering
hands. Still, | was %roteful to have a place
to live, and that should have been enough.
| hate wicker furniture. And Chinese um-
brellas belong in restaurants.

Kids with families usually have parents or
family to explain how t in?s work. Foster
kids have usually been leftf with a conglom-
eration of expectations and practices usu-

faught badly, or not at all.
When | enrolled in a new high school, | was
sent along to handle the deed myself. |
found my way in an unfamiliar part of town
and stood stock-sfill in front of the building.
My heart dropped into my shoes. I'd never
seen a school so big except maybe in the
media.
| was a tough cookie accustomed to the
streets of the city, often left to fend for
myself. | had slept at night hidden away in
the shadows of the park, had scrounged
around for something to eat and rifled the
ockets of women who'd left their wallets
ehind in open lockers at the Y. | knew
how to gef along, but some of my hardest
moments were the ones in which others
seemed to know what to do and | didn’f
(like the day at the high school.) Then, |
wished only for an arm to press against, a
person beside me who would walk confi-
dently up to that enormous building and
get things squared away, without my inex-
perience and solitude showing. | did well
enough, anyway, albeit awkwardly, and
got myself info school.
In that same high school, near graduation,
my geometry teacher figured out | didn’t
know what an S.A.T. test was nor how to
apply to college. At first, she was speech-
less and stared at me with her mouth
agape which embarrassed me greatly, but
she composed herself quickly and helped
me with both. | sat for the very last S.A.T. of
the season in my senior year, and was en-
rolled in college (her Alma mater) for that
following fall.
Every guardian should know that foster chil-
dren need advocates and solid direction.
They'd be hard-pressed to find a kid who
wouldn't be grateful for a slight nod.
It would be near impossible fo find one
who wouldn't be grateful fo have an ad-
vocate with a sirong voice until that foster
kid is old enough and brave enough to be

ally shared by people who don't have a lot her own.
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s | sat across from the doctor

W, and was asked for the ump-
-~ teenth time what my medical
| history was and had no an-
swer, | made the decision. It

was time to find my birth mother. Bio Mom.
| had no idea how long it would take or
how one meeting would affect me so
profoundly. After all, | was just doing this to
find out my medical history.

/

My parents, who adopted me when | was
three months old, are East Indian and yes,
they fit the stereotype. Ma (a chemist) and
Baba (a mathematician) have always
pbeen more than supportive in all that |
do... even when | decided to drop out of
university to pursue my dreams as a Broad-
way dancer. I'm sure that was a hard pill to
swallow! But when | announced that | was
going to search for my birth mother and
Ma helped make it happen, well, | guess

| just didn’t expect it. Being a mom now, |
realize how hard that must have been for
her.

I've always known | was adopted. My

parents never hid it from me and were very
open with any questions | had as | got old-
er. We talked about it with each other and
to others because it was something we
were proud of. The day | was adopted was
declared my “Special Day” and we cele-
brate it every year like a birthday. As far as
I'm concerned, my parents did everything
right.

The months leading up to meeting Bio
Mom, | was on tour and got word that she
had been located and wanted to meet.
Since | wasn’t in town, the counseling ses-
sions had to be done over the phone. |
wondered why | needed counseling, but
brushed it off.

With my best friend in fow, we pulled up

to a rundown apartment building across
town from where my parents lived. As we
entered the building, a woman and man
were walking tfoward us. She stopped. "Oh
my God! You're beautifull” Record scratch.

| rode up the elevator in silence as Bio
Mom chattered on about my car, my ouftfit
and how proud she was of me. | searched
her face for any signs of myself, but found
nothing.

Once in the apartment, the bizarre mo-
ments kept coming and left me open
mouthed.

"So, are you disappointed?”

“You can call me mom.”
“I love you!"

| was on emotional overload and | forgot
why | was there! My best friend could sense
the tension and started asking questions for
me. We learned that | have a half brother
and that Bio Mom wasn’t even sure who
my father was until she saw me (I'm mixed-
race). Wow! We even took a trip down to
the McDonald's where my half bio brother
was working so we could meet. He jumped
over the counter and lef everyone know

| wass his sister, “That’s my sister! | love you,
Man!”

My head was about to explode!

As the visit was winding down and we got
up to leave, Bio Mom was crying. | felt ter-
rible that | felt nothing for her. She wanted
to keep in touch, but | wasn't sure that was
something | could do. So many “what ifs"
were swirling through my head. What if she
had kept me?2 What if | end up like her?
What if I'm not able to love her¢e Does that
make me a horrible person? | just wanted
to go home.

It's been 12 years since that meeting, but
that day changed the course of my life
and all my relationships.
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y sophomore biology class

was studying genetics when

| learned, by accident, that |

was adopted.

As my teacher used eye color
as an example of recessive genes, she ex-
plained that two blue-eyed parents would
never have a brown-eyed child. It was
genetfically impossible, she said.
| raised my hand, happy to be the excep-
tion. "My parents have blue eyes and mine
are brown,” | told the class. She looked a
little confused, but figured maybe one of
my parents didn't have true blue eyes, be-
fore changing the subject. My classmates
and | spent the rest of the day joking about
my mother’s affair with the milkman.

After school, | described the scene for my
parents, still amused. At 15, discovering

our own ability to defy genetics was like
earning you had a superpower. My irises
had beaten science! And then my mom
burst into tears.
For a hormone-filled teenager, | didn't work
up much of a made-for-TV reaction in the
moments following my mother's confession
about my adoption. | was shocked, and
a little angry about the secret she and my
father had kept, but it didn’'t last long.
At the time, | hadn't really given heritage
much thought. People would sometimes
ask me if my family was from Northern
Ireland, but I'd rarely give their questions
a second thought. (A few years later, an
anthropologist would raise the question
to me again, having studied face shapes
of different re ions.? But my curiosity grew
over the next few years. My parents only
had limited information about my birth
family. They knew that my birth mother was
Wanda Gardner, and that | had brothers
living somewhere in the Pacific Northwest.
The decision that I'd be given UP for adop-
tion was made a few weeks before | was

born, and my adoptive parents were there
waifing at the hospital. They named me.
Their names are on my birth certificate. |
am their daughter.

But when | was 22, | wrote to the State of
California, asking for more information
about my birth. | got a packet full of the
information they had on file: a few details,
the ages of my brothers and details of my
birth in San Diego. | tucked it away, and
wouldn't begin to search for them for an-
other two years.

One day, a friend had the idea to run

my birth mother’s name through a public
record database, and there she was. The
records also told me that she preferred to
go by Wende, not Wanda, and | began

to search for her by her maiden name,
Wende Moten. Soon, | had a list of known
family members that | plugged into Face-
book. Almost instantly, | had found a cousin
by marriage who lived in Hawaii. She was
only 18 years-old, and | wrote to her ex-
plaining that | was searching for my birth
family. I got a response in less than an hour.
| had no idea if | was really ready for this.
My birth mother, Wende, and | connected
the next day on the phone, and the Face-
book friend requests came flooding in. |
have four older brothers (one of whom is
full-blooded) and two younger brothers. |
had grandparents, cousins, aunts and un-
cles — and they all welcomed me into the
family. | flipped through photos and got to
know them through their posts. It was like
having a window into the part of their lives |
had missed out on.

Truly, it was amazing to get to know the
family of a life | almost had, but my priority
was to make sure that my adoptive parents
knew that my search didn't mean | wasn't
their daughter, or that | didn't want to be.

| know it was a nerve-wracking experience
to go through, but they supported me with

Ecﬁence and understanding. The truth is
hat | had a wonderful childhood because
of them. Wende wasn’'t living a stable life
when she was pregnant with me — my
birth father had no idea she was expecting
— and I'll always appreciate her decision
to give my parents a chance to give me
this wonderful life.

As | got to know Wende's side of my fam-
ily, | started to learn more about my birth
father. | guess | should have seen Northern
Ireland coming because sure enough, | re-
ally do have Northern Irish lineage. My birth
father's anger about being kept in the dark
about the daughter he'd always wanted
soon melted into affection. He wanted to
know me, and again, | used Facebook to
connect with the huge Irish clan | instantly
became a part of.

After visiting Ireland a few months after
finding the Irish side of my family, | had
always wondered what it would be like to
live there. | was 26, sfill living in California
and working at a job | didn't love when |
decided to drop everything and go back.
For the next three months, | got to know m
birth father and his family. They were friena-
ly and welcoming and | couldn't have
asked for a better experience.

I've always been a friendly, ou’rgoing per-
son, and getting to know my birth fam-

ily has really tested that part of me. As |
began to connect with relatives online, |
knew | wanted to meet them in person.
These journeys have taken me to San Di-
ego, Seattle, Phoenix, Ireland and England,
and have opened up my world in a way

| didn't know was possible. Meeting my
relatives has given me perspective on how
profoundly lucky | am to have such won-
derful and supportive parents, as well as an
extended birth family in my life. In a way,
through getting to know them, | feel like
I've finally gotten to know myself.
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" “walk foward the place I'd been

_ abandoned, my shoes making

~ | imprints in the dirt. It's the summer
B of 2011 and the muggy air is swal-
< lowing me whole. The place is de-
serted; the quiet rumbling of cars oc-
casionally driving past is The only other
sign of life. | stop In front of the gate
and study the school, with its chick-
en-wire fence and vacant appear-
ance. The wind rustles the leaves in the
few trees that stand nearby and | look
up as a tide of feelings washes over
me. The uneasiness | always feel when
thinking about being adopted disap-
pears and | smile ruefully. Disregarding
m?/] status as an adoptee had become
a habit of mine, but seeing the fruth
changed something within me. Lost in
thought, | think back, remembering all
those years | had tried to forget about
my past...

| was abandoned in Gao'’an, China in the

spring of 1996. At eight months old, | was
adopted and taken to the United States. |
never considered what it would mean to
be adopted since | was the happiest kid in
the world with my adoptive family. Howev-
er, my ignorance was short-lived after | pre-
sented a family heritage project in second
grade about my Chinese roots. My unigque
presentation emphasized the differences
between myself and my classmates, which
led me to disregard my past since | didn’t
want to be different.

Throughout the rest of elementary and
middle school, | brushed off any mention
about being adopted and chose instead
to focus my thoughts on things like playing

Candy Land in the library on rainy days
and practicing my clarinet for the annual
May Fete Parade. The past can never be
completely buried though, and the fact
that | was adopted snuck its way back into
my thoughts in high school. | noticed how
people reacted when | went out with fami-
ly. | learned that | was one of the few Chi-
nese students at my school who couldn’t
speak Mandarin, which made me feel like
an outcast in the Asian community. | felt
desperately left out when my friends talked
about their relationship with Chinese cul-
ture while | couldn’t. Constantly regarding
these differences in a negative light made
me question how | saw myself, and that
negative light didn't turn positive until my
trip to China.

Breaking out of my thoughts, | walk up to
the sign on the fence and study the del-
icate grace of the Chinese characters.

On the previous day, | had visited my or-
phanage, meeting the director and the
woman who had taken care of me. The
experience of visiting my orphanage struck
something within me, and | could no longer
deny the reality of the two places in Chi-

na that | had a connection to. For the first
time in my life, | saw myself as | fruly was: a
Chinese adoptee. These two visits were the
turning point in my ever-confusing struggle
with self-identity. After all those years of try-
ing to ignore my past, | was facing it head
on.

After returning home, | changed my inter-
nal perspective. | read about other adop-
tee stories and how they were similar to
my own through blogs and other types of
social media. | connected deeply with the
documentary Somewhere Between, which
portrays the heartfelt stories of four other
fellow adoptees. When my friends talked
about their Chinese culture, the one thing

| had wished | could share with them, | no
longer felt a stinging disappointment, but
rather a melancholy acceptance knowing
that | didn't have to be like everyone else.
Differences are what make our world pros-
perous and diverse, and understanding
those differences is something everyone
should be able to do. Although | will always
carry the burden of my past, | will more
greatly carry the strength | have found in
my continuing journey of acceptance.
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f ‘T any people talk about

adoption in a very negative
| / / light. God sent my foster
/m parents in the form of an-
—agels who saved my life. |
was born with hearing impairment. That
meant that | could not listen to anything
around me very well. It hindered my ability
to learn speech or anything else for that
matter.
When | was five years old, they told me
that someone in the USA wanted to be my
parents. At first, | was confused. | thought,
maybe they do not know about my hear-
ing disability. After all, why would someone
want damaged goods? | was five with no
hearing ability and very limited speech.
Even so, they sent me a photo book. They
seemed very kind and happy people. |

wondered, why do they need someone
like me in there life¢

Fast forward about 11 months; they came
to visit me in Chinal They were just as kind
as the pictures showed them to be. | could
tell that they understood that | knew | was
getting adopted. They showed me how
to sign and since | had no speech, any
form of communication was a welcome
change for me. | asked them to teach me
sign for everything. Poor guys had only
started learning the sign, just for me. That
night, | saw them sign up for a program
that tfaught them sign language even
more.

We flew back to the USA. They bought me
hearing aids, clothes, books and kept on
teaching me sign language. They met with
a deaf tutor, scoured the county for deaf
people, tried teaching family and friends,
sign language, took me to multiple ENT
and audiologist appointments and quickly

and months. | remember about a month
after being activated, | heard the sound

of a bird chirping outside, and | wanted to
know what it was. It was beautiful!

They worked closely with our audio-verbal
therapist who was able to help them know
how to teach me to listen. My speech
began improving significantly. They had
made the right decision. They have contin-
ved with English, using sign language when
needed. | was learning to read and write
at home and was quickly catching up with
my peers.

After two years after my first implant, |
made the decision to get my left ear im-
planted. Once again, just a couple weeks
later | was starting to distinguish different
sounds in that ear as well.

Later, they brought home other foster kids
and | learned to share with my siblings. | am
grateful for their generosity and the hard
work that made me a working class individ-

redlized the new hearing aids weren't help- ual that | am today.

ing me. They also discovered the strong
opinions in the Deaf community about
cochlear implants, speech, sign language,
etc. They were torn because there was
such a divide on what the right thing to do
is within the deaf community.

One day after watching that fim: "One
deaf child,” they knew they had io give
cochlear implants a try for me. Nine
months after being home, | had surgery on
my right ear and a month later it was ac-
tivated. | was terrified at first, but | grew to
enjoy new sounds over the coming weeks
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here must have been some-
thing in the water on Facebook
this weekend, because when |
logged into my account, | was

o greeted with a newsfeed full of
ho’ros of adoptees who were search-
Ing for their birrth parents. The faces were
young and old, black and white, and
they all bore similar expressions of hope
— hope that someone somewhere would
see their photos and read the information
on the posters they held that might lead
them to their birth families.

As | looked at the photos, | realized that |
found myself unable to relate to any of the
adoptees who were searching for answers.
All of the adoptees had clues and tidbits
of information they could use to help lo-
cate their birth parents. If | were to cre-
ate a poster, it would be empty. The only
clues | have to the mystery of who my birth
parents were are my face and the blood
running through my veins.

So many birth parents out there are well-in-
tentioned and selflessly relinquish their rights
to their children because they aren’t ready
to be parents or they can't provide their
children with the necessities and oppor-
tunities they need and deserve. Some
have the opportunity to choose their chil-
dren’s adoptive families and some enter

into open adoptions. Other birth parents
have their rights involuntary terminated as
a result of abuse, neglect and/or poverty.
Sadly, there are also birth parents who nev-
er had any intention of relinquishing their
rights and had their children taken from
them as a result of corruption, kidnapping
and other horrible injustices. Lastly, there
are birth parents like mine, who chose to
abandon their children for reasons un-
known.

As an adoptee who was abandoned and
left without any identifying information,

the questions that will never be answered
cause me the most pain and heartache.
The words left unsaid are the things | long
to know most about who | was and where |
came from.

| have no memories of my birth mother’s
face. | don't know if she ever held me or
told me that she loved me. Did she sing
me lullabies and rock me to sleep? Did
she comfort me when | cried¢ When she
looked info my eyes, was she reminded of
my birth father or, perhaps, her own moth-
ere She didn't leave me with information
about my name or the date and time |
was born. She didn't tell me if | was born
at home or in a hospital. She didn’t tell me
if | was a good baby or if | was colicky.
She didn't leave me a photo from when

| was a baby — a milestone captured on
paper that so many people are so blessed
to have. She didn't tell me why it took her
a whole year to decide that she couldn’t
keep me.

The words my birth mother never said —
never left me with — have formed a void in
my life that has left me feeling empty and
incomplete. | would give anything to know

the health and lifespans of my ancestors.
While | was searching for medical answers
of my own a few years ago, | would have
given anything to have known if anyone

in my birth family had lupus. | would give
anything to be able to pass tidbits of family
history onto my sons, rather than staring at
the blank pages of their maternal family
medical histories.

My birth mother never told me if my laugh
sounded like hers. She never told me if |
inherited my stubbornness from my birth
father or my love of music from my birth
grandmother. She never told me if | have
siblings. | will never know who in my birth
family shares my love for writing and pho-
tography. | will never know if my birth moth-
er thinks about me or wonders about the
person | have become. | will never know

if she wanted me to find her. | will never
know if | was wanted or loved. | will never
know why she felt she couldn't keep me or
why she chose to abandon me.

The things she never said — the things she
took with her when she left me behind —
are keys to a mystery ihaft will never be
solved. The action of leaving me — of
abandoning me — will forever be a source
of pain and loss in my life. But, the words
that | imagine were in her heart and on her
lips when she left me are the words that
give me hope. | hold onto the things she
never said with the belief that those words
were filled with love and sadness, pain and
promise, and hope for the dreams she had
for me.

The words that | hold closest to my heart
are the words she never said.
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found out that | was adopted four

years ago. It was strange to know

that the people who | cadlled my

mother and father for eight years

were actually my aunt and uncle. |
found this out when my aunt and uncle
(actually my biological parents) and my
foster parents were having a heated dis-
cussion over guardianship. The nature
of me being adopted is something that
confuses me enormously.

My biological parents have six children and
have been under financial duress ever since
| can remember. My foster parents have no
children so | grew up believing that | was an
only child. | was always provided a comfort-
able home and good food. Moreover, they
attend to all my needs and to be honest,
there is no wish that my foster parents have

failed to fulfill yet.

What | fail to understand is this: my biological
parents chose me to give up for adoption
even though they had six others to choose
from, was | such a bad kid/baby that they
didn’'t want me anymore. Why is it that | am
the only one that they can’t provide for, yet
they can take care of my brothers and sis-
terse

Over the past four years, | have been tossed
between my foster and biological home.
My foster home is in Lahore and my real
parents live in Faisalabad. Whenever, my
adoptive parents lose an argument over
guardianship, | get sent to Faisalabad. First
time around, | was really excited to meet my
prothers and sisters. However, as | dressed
and talked differently than them, they
could never fully relate to me. | always feel
like an outsider when | am with them. Even
with this cold freatment, | thought, at least |
am not lonely. This optimism was short-lived
as | soon found out that you can be lonely
in a crowd.

| tried to take refuge from this feeling by tak-
ing up hobbies like reading and journaling.
| was in a good place for some time, after
the bullying had stopped at school: | final-
ly made some friends. However, soon my
real parents grew miserable of my simple
demands of a computer, books and statio-
nery. They begged my adoptive parents for
money to fulfill my desires; but their condi-
tion was to entrust me back to their care so
that my demands could be met. | threw a

tantrum, as | didn’t want to leave my friends.
Once | was back, my needs were met and |
decided to ask for things that | didn't need
so that they would also grow tired of me
and | could be sent back. However, there
was nothing that | asked was unaffordable
for my parents. The ever-looming sense of
dreadful loneliness came back. | knew my
foster parents love me from all their heart but
| can’t help but feel angry at when they de-
cided to give me up. A school year passed
and | managed to make a friend here as
well. However, my biological parents came
back to claim me. | was back to my old
friends, but my old friends had moved on.

| was made fun of being unwanted by my
brothers and sisters. They were cruel enough
fo circulate the truth about me at school.
Being ridiculed has made me so angry; |
want them to be afraid of me, so | hit them.
| can stand them when they laugh at me. It
feels good when | can see fear in their eyes.
| was expelled from my school, so | had to
move back.

| don’'t want to be tossed around being un-
wanted and | don't want to obey anymore.
This is my life: ever-changing, ever-moving
but never settling.
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