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Prologue

Vietnam 1995
he elevator door opened. I looked around and there on a
bench sat my mother. I only remember seeing her one other
time, and that was this morning at the market. I hid behind a
large potted plant and watched her. I remembered being told she
had given me to my grandmother when I was a baby because my
father didn’t want a son with mixed blood. She looked so pretty
with her long black hair and long blue dress. I wanted to run to
her and put my arms around her but I held back and waited to
see what she would do. While I stood there waiting, I remembered what had happened to me in my first twelve years.
My grandmother told me my mother could never get over
the stigma of having white American blood and Vietnamese
blood running through her veins. When she met my father at a
hotel where she worked, she didn’t tell him she wasn’t all white.
They got married, and when I was born he took one look at me
and said to my mother, “He looks too much like a Vietnamese,
so get rid of him.” She took me to my grandmother to raise but
before she left she said, “Try and find Father in America; maybe
he will agree to send for him.” With that she left. That was the
last time either my grandmother or I saw her, until today. My
grandmother raised me the best she could, and when I was nine
years old she gave me a letter with my grandfather’s name on it
and put me on a freighter bound for America. She didn’t realize
there was North America, Central America, and South America,
and that was how I ended up in Guatemala. There, I met a nice
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lady who took me to a home for street children in Guatemala
City. I spoke mostly French and some English but I found out in
a hurry that I’d need to learn Spanish to survive.
One day, two years later, a small boy about half my age
showed up at the home. He was pretty scared and some of the
older kids tormented him until he cried. I felt sorry for him and
took him under my protection.
Wherever I went he followed me like a shadow. He became
like a little brother I never had. We were sold to a fisherman
who had boats on a big lake. We were made to clean the boats
and any other job he could think of. Life was tough but we were
together and we had enough to eat to stay alive. I was working
one afternoon when my friend Joel came running down the hill
with the man who had bought us. There were three women and
a man with him. Joel pointed to me. I was flabbergasted when
one of the women pulled out some money from her purse and
gave it to our owner. We had new owners! One of the women,
Margo, put her arm around me and said, “You’re free from that
man; no one owns you now. You and Joel are on your way to a
new life and my friends and I are going to help.”
What she said was true. They took Joel and me onto an airplane. We flew to the United States, to a place called Minnesota.
They had some friends who took care of us, Charlie and his wife
Lily. They tried to find my grandfather. I couldn’t believe it —
after a few weeks they found him using army records. Arrangements were made for my grandmother in Vietnam to come to
Minnesota. The three of us had an emotional reunion at the
home of these wonderful people. My grandmother and my new
grandfather realized that after years had passed since they had
fallen in love in Vietnam, they still loved each other and decided
to get married. My grandfather wanted to meet the daughter he
did not know existed and so one day we got on an airplane and
went to Vietnam to find her.
While I hid from view and remembered events in my past,
the elevator doors opened and my grandparents stepped out and
walked over to my mother. I couldn’t hear what they were saying to each other but I could tell by my grandmother’s tears that
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my mother would not be returning to Chicago with us. Grandpa
looked around the lobby and his eyes stopped when he saw me
behind the potted plant. He motioned for me to come over. I
very slowly walked over and stood in front of my mother and
raised my eyes to look at her… I woke up…and realized I’d been
dreaming. I got dressed and went out into the living area of our
suite at the hotel and waited for my grandpa and grandma to
come out of their bedroom.
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Chapter 1

“H

ave you been waiting long?” Grandpa asked.
“No, I fell asleep and I just woke up. Is it time to go
downstairs and see if my mother is there?”
“Yes, I’ll go and get your grandma and we will go down to
the lobby.”
Just like in my dream we went down the elevator and when
the door opened there was my mother waiting for us. I was very
surprised when she knelt down and put her arms around me and
hugged me. “You are a fine looking boy, Eric; your grandmother
did a good job in raising you. I understand why my mother and
father want me to come to Chicago and live with you but it’s too
late for me to leave here. This is my home and I don’t want to
leave, not even for you. I’d like it if you would write me once in
awhile and maybe when you get older you could come and visit
me here in Vietnam.” She kissed me on my cheek but I pulled
away and ran toward the elevator. I imagined her as my mother,
loving me, being close to me and never leaving me ever again.
I felt so lost and rejected and the only thing I wanted was to
escape. The elevator door opened and as I ran inside I heard my
grandfather calling me to come back. The doors closed and it
was like the doors closing on my hopes of a new life with my
mother being a part of it.
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