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INTRODUCTION

Everywhere A Garden is a graphic memoir that explores the concept of
identity and belonging across countries, languages, and cultures. The story
revolves around my decision to pursue my undergraduate education abroad, far
away from my hometown in the Philippines, and how this transnational,
transcultural experience can forever shift one’s sense of self and home. In it, I
track the unexpected challenges I face as an international student in Connecticut,
the pivotal but short-lived semester I spend in Seoul, and my many returns to
Manila in between. My autobiographical character, through the long and arduous
process of self-discovery, undergoes the experiences I have had: navigating my
relationships with different native, heritage, and foreign languages, learning to
reconcile the lives I lead in different places, and reflecting on the changes all
these experiences allow me to undergo. Ultimately, this narrative is one about
acknowledging one’s roots as well as finding growth, even in a constant state of
displacement.

My project is the result of a pervasive internal struggle that has been
present over the course of my time in college. Born and raised in the Philippines, I
came to America hoping to find a sense of belonging I did not feel in my home
country. I was neither educated in an international school nor particularly shielded
from Filipino society, but I was raised in a comfortable bubble of privilege and
almost exclusively on the English language—two things that kept me from being

able to claim my Filipino identity with confidence. On top of that, I am half-



Chinese, but have little familiarity with my heritage as a fourth generation mixed
Chinese Filipino, besides biannual family gatherings for the Lunar New Year and
the Autumn Festival. These two aspects of my identity played—at surface level—
insignificant roles in my life, and I took my immersion in these cultures for
granted growing up.

I only began to become aware of race and culture upon my matriculation
at Wesleyan, where I began to spend time in a society less homogenous than the
one I had known all my life. This new life in America brought about some
changes, and I found myself for the first time culturally removed from the friends
and family who understood and more or less shared my background and
experiences. However, adjusting to my unfamiliar environment also emphasized
parts of me that were grounded in my Filipino upbringing, making me not far
enough removed from my home culture as to be able to relate to the new people
around me in America. In short, I began to occupy a cultural space that was too
foreign to both my loved ones back home and to my new peers, alienating me
from both parties but not entirely.

Living in this liminal space was lonely but transformative, and allowed me
to re-examine aspects of myself I had never thought about. This process, bolstered
by my education under the College of East Asian Studies, raised several questions
over the years, which I now aim to address in my thesis project. I wondered: What
did it mean for me to aspire for—and believe in the fact that I could achieve—
belonging in the United States? Could I consider myself or my creative work

“diasporic” or “transnational,” despite the fact that I was here temporarily and



expected to return to the Philippines after graduation? Most importantly, how did
language, geography, heritage, and culture tie into one’s identity and sense of
belonging, and given my own shifting influences, how was I to define these for
myself?

As my unique circumstance made me unable to share these particular
worries with anyone else at the time, I was forced to find a way to make peace
with such seemingly conflicting sides of my identity in solitude, working through
it in pieces that eventually came together in this piece of work. I have reason now
to believe I am not as alone in this confusion as I once believed, as other
international students I have befriended over the years have expressed similar
thoughts, but I know well that it can feel like a lonely process. My thesis project is
largely motivated by the need to make sense of my transnational, transcultural
experience through a narrative, but also acts as a letter to international students
and other young people struggling to reconcile the multiple worlds they cross as
well, in the hopes that this will serve in some way as a companion or reassurance
that the process is not as solitary as it can feel.

This project, while mainly rooted in my personal experience, is also built
on a foundation of works that precede my own. I have studied other graphic
memoirs, postcolonial and autobiographical theory, as well as diasporic fiction
and nonfiction alike, in order to strengthen the execution of my project and situate
it within others of similar backgrounds and contexts. The following two sections

discuss these resources, alongside both the transnational aspect of my narrative



and the medium with which I execute said narrative. The final section reviews my
process in developing my project based on the former two discussions.

It is important to bear in mind that Everywhere A Garden is the product of
a year’s worth of creative immersion and engagement with research. However, it
remains to be only the framework for a larger, more polished version, which
would require a more intensive or lengthier process. This introduction serves to
explain the project in its present state, as well as lay out plans for further creative

development given the time and resources.

Postcolonial transnational narratives

In Edward Said’s Reflections on EXxile, he writes: “While it is true that
literature and history contain heroic, romantic, glorious, even triumphant episodes
in an exile’s life, these are no more than efforts meant to overcome the crippling
sorrow of estrangement (173).” Estrangement from one’s “home country” is the
common denominator shared by all members of diasporic communities,
regardless of the circumstances that led to their departure. In seeking a different
life, one must agree to distance oneself from their original home—usually first
physically, and then inevitably culturally as well. To the exile, the physical aspect
is the most impactful. After all, their expatriation is forced onto them as the sole
option, and not a choice they made willingly. The exile has no means of returning
after their banishment.

By definition, my story cannot be categorized as one of exile: Moving

away from my native country is something I decided rather than something that



was decided for me, and returning to the Philippines remains an option—or rather
a requirement, at least by my student visa’s terms. In Said’s discussion of the
distinctions among the types of exiles, ranging from refugees to émigrés, [ would
most likely fall under the category of expatriate, who “voluntarily lives in an alien
country, usually for personal or social reasons (181).”

However, the shared experience of leaving “home” allows me to view my
place of origin from a similar vantage point to the exile’s. Up until leaving the
Philippines, I understood the concept of belonging in a singular sense, having
grown up only with one definition of home. Despite my detachment from my
heritage on both sides of my family, I never questioned whether I was at “home”
or if I “belonged” simply because I had not experienced anything else, so no other
option existed. After spending my college years in America and South Korea,
however, this level of certainty becomes more and more difficult to achieve again
every time I return home, having discovered alternative means of belonging in the
process of adjusting to new environments. Said writes that “anyone prevented
from returning home is an exile (181).” Physically, the exile is unable to return
home, and will forever be estranged from a place with which they once were
intimately familiar. On the other hand, I am able to physically return to the
Philippines, but can no longer revive the complete sense of belonging I felt with
the country I grew up in, as it is no longer my only “home.” In this way, I have
shared in both the “triumphant episodes” and “sorrow of estrangement” that Said
writes of an exile’s life: By gaining a new perspective, one effectively loses a

once-secure sense of identity.



Exiles who are or become artists and writers are not uncommon: Georg
Lukacs, in Theory of the Novel, argues that the novel is a form grounded in the
experience of a changing society, in which the protagonist seeks to reconcile a
new world with an old one left behind forever (Said 181). This issue tends to be
the most important point of conflict in the diasporic narratives that influenced my
own telling. The graphic memoirs I have read as part of my study for this project
range from firsthand accounts of moving abroad by oneself (Persepolis) to one’s
experience as the child of immigrants (/ Was Their American Dream, The Best We
Could Do). Regardless of the author’s proximity to the physical act of emigration,
each of these works draw on similar problems. Persepolis is a bildungsroman
tracing author Marjane Satrapi’s life from childhood in Iran to young adulthood
flitting about in Europe. Satrapi illustrates both the lighthearted and disturbing
moments of her childhood in Iran’s political chaos of the time, her difficult
transition into life studying abroad in Europe, and the conflicts that come with her
shifting ideological values. I Was Their American Dream is the story of Malaka
Gharib, a mixed Egyptian-Filipino American woman growing up in diverse
California. Although Gharib’s parents separate, both their cultures remain a strong
influence on her upbringing, and she must move back and forth between her two
sometimes conflicting heritage cultures while simultaneously attempting to
develop her own American identity. And Thi Bui recounts the tumultuous lives of
her Vietnamese refugee parents in The Best We Could Do, linking what she
knows of their lives before, during, and after the war to her present day

relationships with each of them. As an expectant mother, Bui writes to make



sense of both her parents’ trauma and her own inherited trauma, in the hopes that
learning from this will better inform the choices she makes as a parent in raising
her first child.

These three stories are built on the common foundation of adjusting to
changing worlds, whether directly or by proximity. My own narrative addresses
some of the issues they discuss. Inspired by their examples, I reflect on the
difficulties of my time starting as an international student in America in Part 1,
show how I deal with deeply embedded cultural guilt while enjoying my time
abroad in Seoul in Part 2, and observe the ways my transnational experience
changes my relationships with loved ones in Part 3.

One feature that separates my narrative from theirs, however, is the final
section of my novel. Everywhere A Garden was crafted to follow the overall
narrative structure of an autobiography of discovery, which Tabachnick defines in
Graphic Subjects as an autobiography “...in which the autobiographer discovers
what he believes in and who he really is over the course of the autobiography
itself, all the while painfully forcing the reader to see and even feel what he
experienced with no inkling of how it all might end, until it truly does” (115). My
story encompasses the four years I spend in college, inclusive of the present, and
its ending reflects the incomplete state of this chapter of my life. The
aforementioned graphic novels are finished, whole stories, hinting at the author’s
future or potential final destination beyond the end of the book, as the author
presumably is already living or has already lived it. These memoirs, in line with

Lukacs’ idea of the novel, are different modalities of immortalizing an exile’s



loss—of an uncontaminated loyalty to one’s home, of a childhood without
cultural expectations, of a healthier, trauma-free relationship—whether or not
what was lost was available to them to begin with.

While I have attempted to write a complete narrative arc, I realize
Everywhere A Garden does not possess the same finality of its inspirations,
leaving my next step after the end of the story as ambiguous to the readers as it is
to me as [ write it. According to Said, “what is true of all exile is not that home
and love of home are lost, but that loss is inherent in the very existence of both
(185).” Over the course of my story, I discover homes in forms beyond the
geographic and cultural ones in the above graphic novels, finding belonging in
certain languages, time periods, and states of mind that I encounter. In learning
that [ have the ability be “home” in multiple ways, my story’s loss is a loss of
certainty in where to go from the end point, given the multitude of options and
inability to choose all of them, which consequently predicts a larger loss of the
futures with homes that I will inevitably not choose once I decide. The narrative’s
open ending is thus not only a result of its simultaneity with the present, but also a
means to immortalize this loss in the way other diaspora narratives do, closing the
story in a way that gives a “plurality of vision” to a life of exile that is denied a

secure singularity of belonging (Said 186).

The graphic novel as a memoir medium

Having had an interest in writing and drawing from an early age, I have a
broad range of creative influences. Both my narrative voice and artistic style are a
product of American Sunday strips and graphic novels, Japanese manga, Korean

9



webtoons, artists from all over the world who post their work on social media, and
both western and Japanese animation, all of which I grew up consuming. In a
story about my cross-cultural experience, where the boundaries between the
different lives I lead become blurred and I reconcile seemingly separate or
conflicting experiences, I felt it was suitable to use a medium that, to me, has
always been a natural combination of various different influences.

I also drew inspiration from Marjane Satrapi, who intended Persepolis as a
graphic novel knowing that the use of images to tell stories would make her
writing more accessible to a larger group of people. For this reason, the graphic
memoir is a popular medium for members of diasporic or transnational
communities: A narrative form less bound by language than traditional prose
seems more than fitting for a story about crossing cultural, geographical, and
linguistic boundaries. In conceptualizing Everywhere A Garden, 1 was compelled
to tell my story in this medium for the same reason. Most people, despite speaking
different verbal languages, can communicate and are conversational in visual
language, using symbols or acting out with their bodies to convey a message to
someone else. This universal language decreases the potential of becoming
confused or lost in translation, which is especially important to my storytelling
given the spatterings of different languages in this novel. The images also make a
serious, difficult story seem more palatable to new readers who may be from
different backgrounds, and helps eases the whiplash of shifting circumstances by

grounding the reader in a language easy to interpret.
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Most importantly, I intended the reader to be able to observe the changes
in my character as the story progressed, and felt that sequential art as a medium
best conveyed these changes. I structured Everywhere A Garden to follow that of
an autobiography of discovery, “in which different aspects of belief and of the self
are explored in each episode, but only after enormous travail does the authentic
belief (the one most suitable for the situation of the autobiographer) emerge,
along with an understanding of the self” (Tabachnick 102). I wanted the
emotional impact to be as close to my own experience as I could express in my
writing, in order to give the reader a similar one. While a traditional novel could
possibly succeed at the intended experience, the visual narrative has greater
potential to evoke the emotional effect I desired, using colors and motifs to move
the subconscious.

My choices in doing so were influenced by writer-artists like Alison
Bechdel (Fun Home), Nagata Kabi (My Lesbian Experience With Loneliness), and
Vera Brosgol (Be Prepared), whose visual styles lend their stories a stronger
impact. Bechdel’s faded mint green inkwash coloring style streamlines the plot of
Fun Home and gives it a sense of stability and groundedness amidst Bechdel’s
verbose, philosophical narration and the tempestuous personality of the subject of
the book, her father. Kabi inks her comics in a seemingly unpolished way to
match her casual narrative voice, the thin pen lines growing scratchier in panels
where she conveys more intense emotions of panic, anger, and depression. Her
structure of four-panel pages (known in Japan as 4koma) also allows her to tell

shorter stories between longer narratives or break from scenes to explain her

11



emotional state, and the large amounts of negative white space paired with her
conversational tone make the story feel lighthearted and easy to read, despite
being a lengthy one about depression and anxiety. Vera Brosgol’s soft and curved
lines are fit for a narrative about a childhood summer camp, and, like the former
two, she uses a singular hue to color the entire novel. The olive green color
complements the subject matter, the color itself drawing out the nature
background illustrations and the stark tone Brosgol uses emphasizing the
characters’ discomfort and disgust in certain scenes.

Everywhere A Garden is divided into five sections, inclusive of the
prologue. The three middle sections each focus on an experience in a certain
country or culture, represented by the country’s national flower: the rose for

America, -3 8} (or the “rose of Sharon”) for South Korea, and the sampaguita

for the Philippines. What they mean in any given panel is left ambiguous and
open to the reader’s interpretation. In the same way it is difficult to tell what
aspect of an experience has influenced one to be a certain way, readers can look at
the flowers and attribute their growth or effect on the character to something
different—such as language, culture, location, etc.

I chose not to unify the color scheme of the entire novel as the
aforementioned artists have, but instead plan to color code each section of the
narrative: The prologue is set to be in black and white, the final part in full color,
and the three in between corresponding to the color of the flower that represents
each part, in shades that match the intended emotional intensity of each shorter

story. A preview of the assigned color coding can be found in the first two pages
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of each section. This stylistic choice stems from the episodic structure of the
autobiography of discovery, in which each section brings about a different issue
or plot. In addition, color coding each chapter before ending on full technicolor
emphasizes the complexity of having multiple homes, and the uncertainty in
deciding on a future having seen the many given options. The loss of certainty,
however, is one recognized in the narrative as ultimately positive, and the choice
of full color fits with this ending realization, also giving the final section a sense

of completion.

The development of Everywhere A Garden

Everywhere A Garden is the culminating output of a journey that began in
high school, when I first decided to apply to universities abroad. Over the years, I
have accumulated more than enough content for this story, but unfortunately had
to choose the most pertinent ones to address in answering the question, “Where is
home for me now?”” and set aside many other issues and stories I could have
included.

One I do not explicitly address in Everywhere A Garden is its postcolonial
context. As [ am a citizen of a country previously colonized by the United States,
my choice to come to the States for “better opportunities” is politically,
historically, and culturally loaded. While I do not choose to discuss this in full
within the confines of my story, I am aware that my personal experience as a
Filipino studying abroad in America in a postcolonial world is seated in a
background beyond my narrative, and is significantly influenced by said
background.

13



Another topic I planned to shed more light on is my Chinese heritage.
While my family is not traditional by most standards, there are cultural
cornerstones set in place by the older generations to keep our “clan” together, and
in recent times I have developed a stronger interest in connecting with my
heritage, given how much I was learning about it in my major. While this would
certainly texturize a narrative dealing with multiple areas of belonging, it feels
like a journey that is only beginning, and would likely not fit in a comprehensive
story about a soon-to-end adventure.

Regardless, the resulting Everywhere A Garden is over one hundred and
fifty pages worth of content, spanning the beginning of my life in “exile.” It is
divided into five sections that trace my journey through rediscovering my identity
after entering a new world.

The prologue marks the beginning of my displacement, where I first
entertain the idea of studying abroad. It sets up the overarching questions of the
next three sections: What is my idea of home going to become, once I am
displaced? How will I navigate taking on different identities? Will this experience
change my relationship with where I am from, and how?

Part One, entitled Everything’s Coming Up Roses, covers my arrival in
America, and my first two years attending Wesleyan. In this section, I struggle
with unmet expectations and must learn to bridge the cultural gap between myself
and my new peers. This part introduces the conflict of warring identities by
beginning the displacement narrative, and contemplates the possibility of merging

two separate lives.
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Part Two, entitled 3 3} 2-©] 3] 215Ut} or The Rose of Sharon Has

Bloomed, is about the fall semester of my junior year, which I spend in Seoul,
South Korea. Although I settle into enjoying my Seoul lifestyle almost
immediately, this brings about feelings of guilt regarding my own heritage and
relationship with my home. In this section, I learn new ideas of belonging and use
this to tackle my ongoing identity crisis.

Part Three, entitled Aking Paraluman Mutyang Sampaguita or My Muse,
the Blooming Sampaguita, spans every break period I spend home in Manila, but
focuses particularly on the spring break of my junior year. I wrangle with the
changes I have undergone since high school, and acknowledge some new personal
truths about home. This part addresses a fear of change, which permeates through
Parts One and Two, and attempts to reconcile my different worlds.

Part Four, entitled Everywhere A Garden, is the most contemporary
narrative, spanning my present experience of my senior year at Wesleyan. Ending
my time in college with a stronger core identity and sense of belonging, I reflect
on my experiences to inform the possible futures I might pursue, now having
acquired multiple options.

The book’s epigraph is taken from “Postcards from Somewhere” by
Florianne Jimenez, an essay assigned to me in my senior year of high school. At
the end of my time in secondary education, I was almost sure I would be abroad
by the same time the following year, and felt prematurely nostalgic reading a
piece that contemplated displacement and the changes it brought to a person the

way this one did. It was a sentiment I could not yet truly identify with, having no
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other concept of home besides the one in which I grew up, but one I strongly
empathize with today.

The following pages are my attempt to honor the beginning of what I
consider to be a lifelong journey to and through different homes. While unsure
about my status as a valid member of the diasporic community, my story is a
reflection of time I spent traveling between countries, switching between
languages, and adapting to different cultures, all of which find their roots in a
single decision to leave home temporarily. While the displacement may not be
permanent, its effects are long-lasting, the opportunity allowing one to expand
their definitions of home and belonging beyond the ones provided to them by
default at birth. In this visual narrative, I hope to have conveyed my transnational
experience of self-discovery in a manner that seems to my readers as worthwhile

as it has seemed to me.
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Home is singular in ConCept
but plural in reality,
and | am singular,
and wWhat a pity that is.

Postcards from Somewhere,
Florianne Jimenez
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Prologue
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‘ My dad tells me that

when | was very young,

he Went to 9o see
a fortune teller.

You Were
probably...
no more than
five years old.

Like,
how young?
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He wanted to know what the future
would be like for his three children.

KEWN t8/ae/ e
I TR 1]

DANIELA 49/90 ue
I

MAMNE S8 ioq/eg
I TH

So he gave her the dates and times of our births,
| |

Y OO

and she told him what she saw.
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Did you Write it down?

I did.

[ Coan|lsee it?

lll tell you them
as they happen.

I

ML T TSR,
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Well, do they
all happen?

some don't.

Some years later, when | start applying to Colleges in America,
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These supplemental
essays are

1 ( How many more do
you have to do?

K [
aya 'yan, —_
mox. ‘ 0,0_0

2

~ Remember, \
this time next yeoar,
you'll be in the US.
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You will,
I'm pretty sure.

mayoe. Y
| hope so.

vy

It's what the fortune teller told me.
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What exactly did she say?

She told me that—

"The youngest will be
the first to leave the nest.”
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After all, | was only a child then.
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—will be the first
to leave the nest.”




be the first to leave?

32



Where would she go?
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Would she come back?

»
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Would she know how +to?
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Part One:

Everything's Coming Up Roses

38



Marunong ka bang
mag-Tagalog?

2 You know howW 1
to speak To‘%alo%)

—_

Anong pangalan mo?
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Anho nga ang max, do you know
pangalan mo? o what Mommy said?

| asked you,
what's your name?

Yes, Maxine!
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In the Philippines, ), - - \\{\ | am what people call

e

| 1
et ’

INGLISERA

“t What this means is that: |

(aw

I
The rolled r's and sharp sounds and | conjugate English words
of Tagalog are soft and round | using lasic Filipino grammar,
in my mouth when | speak them, which | still struggle to get right.

Yeal, | caned Per,
Wﬁfang ansSwer .

But instead,
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I get the best grades in my
reading and spelling classes,

easily befriend any foreigner
who starts at my school,

for an Asian American While touring Colleges.

& A
qu@/ @% -

Ingliserais both a mark of privilege and of dishonor.

and can twist my accent well enough to pass \\%

The language of the Colonizer is served With |
a silver spoon, at the cost of your identity.

What do you do when you feel like j
a foreigner in your own Country? §
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my friends and family are not surprised in the least.
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By

45



People give speeches, sing songs, take pictures.

L l\‘ L V

N\
_{ In sparkling pink and surrounded by my loved ones, |
\../ m— - @ b

A

| feel ready to take on a new world.

N
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I get to move in early as an international student.

My mom, aunt, and uncle all
help me settle into my dorm,

and wWe try to make my tiny
single room seem bigger, homier.
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LI l |

=01 We run into a few other fvA o~ but other than a handful of us,
 { international students, |}’ &\ my dorm is mostly empty.

NG S

— “T;“”"‘\" .
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who | manage to click with instantly. l
AW L L N
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The fantasy keeps me from getting too sad
for the day my mom has to fly back home.

Every day until she leaves,

| bike down to stay with her
in her hotel room.
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We have two beds,

¢

but on the last night,
We share hers.

)

unworrying, happy, safe in my parents' bed.
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/\f/(

AN
memories of my first two years at Wesleyan 3 ;

come to me now in blurry squares of film.

In my fourth yeor,
they only leave papercuts—

tiny little things, not even Worth a bandage.

N B i/

54



After all, | still have
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Granted, | knew this was part of going to College abroad.

(AU LA LN TN AR

1
3} Alums, international student blogs,
f{’ college application advisors..

z H’ m\\l( \\m (“ W’ll imll
lg\\ \H (

il ff

What to expect when

STUDYING ABR(

They all warned of the same things.
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But | never thought
those things applied
to me as much as
they did other kids,

Wz

This isn't that diffe entﬂl?tho ught. /'

=

for the same reasons ﬂg—“/\

| thought that | was,
In some Way, made — >

for this experience. <>

57
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| was right in some ways:

Talking came easily. I did well in all of my classes. I made some friends.

But in many other ways,

| Was wrong,

I\
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§ I'm from the midwest, so
§ I'm used to this weather,

y What?? Where's
§ the Midwest???7?

unused to

small talk Actuall

think t

Hi, how's
it going?

K's just like, so
interesting, because...

I'm going off-
Campus to see
my boyfriend.

My only close friends
8 :

Will be alone the
entire weekend

59
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Why was | so lonely?

07l ] ‘MV +hcs )
#thunﬂf freak
HY

\ { = e
i

— What was so
'sfF’Focating about this?

I spoke the same native language. | ate wWith the same eating utensils.
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N :>

What was colonization for,

—

YBAls

Being an Inglisera had
turned out to be useless.

.
N

N
|

/
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/\é\\>,\

if not to help me fit in better
With these people?

Because although the words
and syntax Were the same,







| observed what everyone who looked happy was doing,
and did my best to imitate them.

-

Oh my god,

We have to
get a meal and
catch up.

Eventually,

I learned how 4o 90 to parties.
M .
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In the spring of my freshman year, | got recruited to help
stage manage a production of the musical 4 Chorus Line.

RN

The characters, all dancers desperately looking for work,

must reveal their

1 Ha;py to be p;:t of something N \'“ j)j , L—

and in love wWith musical theatre, &\ \ l

)
b,

| Went to as many rehearsals as | Could...
4 / : e
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.especially when | knew they my favorite of all the show's songs
Were rehearsing musical numbers, is a solo called "Nothing."
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In the song, a character named Diana recCounts a horrible
improv Class experience at her performing arts high school.

And | dug right down
to the bottom of my soul

Yes, | dug right down
to the bottom of my soul,

| tried!

7
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Our Diana is a girl named Naomi—
o freshman and fellow international student.

Watching from somewhere
beyond the Wings,
| am spellbound.

And Karp turns to me

and he goes, "Okay, Morales.

And everylbody's going,
"Whoosh, whoosh!"

"l feel the snow"
"| feel the cold
"| feel the airl"

“"And he said "nothing’ \
could get a girl
transferred!
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T

' I'm too afraid to sled down a hill, ' R ‘ N
\

lyrics v
_. 1 stirs something in Q‘g/
LN

. Q:/ ~
But something aloout those

5

It's years later When | realize that the song
perfectly captures the feelings | had early on:

% Fall 2019
(senior Year)

70



Where—for all my reaching,

T

/

\

reflecting,

trying—

A

there was nothing.




"Morales, | think you should transfer to Girls’ High"

72
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I realized | hadn't even
considered the option
until my mom brought it up.

B The look on her face says
Z she's just as miserable seeing
me have such a terrible time,

and that maybe, L-

I'd be better off
back home.

75



I've read that if a baby bird
fledges prematurely,

it should be "

returned to
the nest.
espeCially before it is
old enough to fly well,
NN s _ s, 710N NAY (liv st
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Maybe | did leave +oo soon, too unprepared for my change in surroundings.

k But, though | don't notice it,

2N AN —— VN W N
- Vs e ()
. M W/
AN slowly, ’
’;— \ \ i /
\, \ { f
\\ Nrﬁ‘ﬁ \l—m o
I am Changing, too.
\\\/ = ’///
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The gap still exists, and | am still lonely.

‘/.
W

But, without me knowing,
something is growing

between the Crevices.

R N

1 ///’w“\‘\‘ ,—ﬁ-—f—x‘\/‘( N e \\;\;/ \i/’/M”
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No, it's okay,
Mommy.

"I a baby bird fledges prematurely,

T It should be returned to the nest.”

| think it has
1o be worth i,
somehow,
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[ “Unfortunately,

'\\
~
h \

they often jump out again”
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Part Two;

a8} Fo) Mg ich

82



I started learning Korean in the fifth grade.

I'm sure this puzzled my parents,

Chnese

who watched me struggle With Tagalog and give up on Mandarin before
Wwitnessing me teach myself an entirely foreign writing system online.

83



3 One of the first Korean Words | learned was ‘s)ji‘_?r

KA K Aok
This song in particular was already but my sister and | watched and

a few years old by this time, rewatched the music video,

84



| Walking the streets
of Hongdae,

| take in the
neon shop lights,

| the people Crowding around §
pastel-haired buskers,

|t~‘
MV

and the seemingly
endless Cityscape,

with the same eyes when | Come to
Seoul in the fall of my junior year.




I explain my situation jokingly to friends but my travel time to Korea is twenty
and family by saying | am “abroad aoroad,"  hours less than my usual trip to the US,

th

| Baarding

@F

S il

To others, the essence of adventure might
seem lost in the shorter distance.

86
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Only a short flight away from home, | lead such a different life here.

| drown in the %
conversations §
around me, §

only half-understanding
what | take in—
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W,

Before | leave the US the semester before,
| attend an orientation for study abroad.

: (The facilitators caution us to manage our expectations,

) W

andwan sabot \
\

-especially in foreign language environments.
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| know,

Tl

So | pass the days
watching my steps, """".ék ;

waiting for it to hit.




In the meantime,

oto las, ' ‘Y‘ - B

(\
]

Ny,
Ja
|

1
z

7

volunteer, ’\g& ]
2
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D e ey ko
N/t sing my heart out — T, 4\

92



Days, weeks, months poss.

The facilitator's words
ring in my head.

HY XnNDA|

fom!
I stay vigilant in the face |,
of the coming loneliness.

il I (TR

|
H\W I l
|

Any time now, | think.
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But | find that somehow
| breathe easy here:

A

=
il
‘ and all the time in Middletown.

= ) < &
e °
Unlike in those places, ‘ @

here, | usually travel alone.

<SS

But | am never lonely.
i ®
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| ix | " in u b VLI
I join my friends in touring the City sometimes. |

T,

— 4
- i ’ ¥
} \ !
7 f A

wordlessly blend into the busy local crowads.
| 1 ﬁ,\\_//
T i } .

96

B4 ‘
| I i § 4 I take advantage of how my face allows me to







"Your Korean is so good,"
they tell me.

( ‘ "You sound like a native! |

U

The way | see it, Hangul is
round shapes and sharp angles;

spoken Korean, soft vowels
and strong Consonants.

98



These contradictions trip up new learners, but | pronounce each syllable with ease—

74 by speaking this tongue.
s , i
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After all,

how shameful it is to know better than the one that is
your neighbor's language spoken in your own home—

Y

N < AV
equivalent to pledging j Y,
loyalty to somewhere else, A /
o RN :
- NS
N Q|
o J
shunning my own in favor
of another who | barely know— K §
7
_
J 4 =

to Whom | have never belonged.

J
Q <7 0

AN

4 N v
\ ‘0\ G
\‘\\\WW o -\\\§ 7 -

And how shameful that is, too.
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i It's easy to forget this—

or 4o pretend to forget—

|

in a City like Seoul,

— T

enough of a motive o ‘happilg, WEllingQ lose yourself. §

A N NS A

101

i Yy



102

but | can't.




So When | introduce myself here, | make sure to make the distinction—

u)o-.;]odt_]c)-. o)ege)2kp "JJL)C\-_
I am "Miyoung.” Call me "miyoung.”

N J

as a reminder to myself that | am playing a role
in the absence of a real identity.

[ A
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T <3
AN
In my eyes,
ry

the me | am in Seoul
is a fantasy— -

floating through the City,

free of the tangles of regular life,

if only for a semester. I

104



She is me, and as her,
| am happy in
my unrootedness,

()

|

)

i

105

N

/2

but ultimately,
this feeling is
never mine to keep.



So | enjoy this me for as long as | can.

I sCour shops in 9o out for drinks

. . . (or not)
happy silence, With friends,

<\~

-

and do as much as | x
can with my freedom
\ ”
\\‘ \
Y

before it's time to go.

A
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© o
4 @)
N Ve y
Y D
Ney 4
N
S A few days befor
| v s vefore

) I make one las stop.
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< \

| expect to feel sadder at the end of my time in Seoul.

¢4

| expect to dread returning to and returning to the me | Was
places | hesitate to call home, before | came to this place.

N

Part of me Worries still—

112



But something is different.

I am not someone | recognize in Seoul, but the person | am here is no fantasy.

113



Because this version of me,
although temporarily uprooted,
is rooted in me, too:

Not trying to be someone else,

i

i

but while somewhere else...

114



..oble to grow into myself.

\)

N A\ QB
\

’-
\._‘
\/ }
~epe——l Y
The happiness that | thought Q

Couldn't last beyond this City
blooms inside me,

warming me on my Way
back to Hongdae,
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ready to acCompany me on the day
I have to return home—

—Wherever that is.

116
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Part Three:

Aking Paraluman
Mutyang Sampaguita

120



Every year on my birthday,
via email and an online service,

I get a letter from the past.

121



vewn 1o g us
& e ﬂe\j U'm in Scienc
| iy e and we arent 4
¥t ol

trene says hi bh
Anyway happy '

M dld The letters from back then are ridiculous and unreadable— o
full of live updates, jokes, and teenage emotions on high. == he

. . ¢
0//‘5:9:3 / '00’}72‘ /

bl 9 4
,‘ .
89/6‘2t

Eventually,
something shifts.

The letters get longer,
as | get more Confessions,
adviCe, Wishes.

122



And, regardless of age,
there are usually questions for me to answer.

~ How are Ahia and Atsi? ‘_

They are good! Atsi finally broke up
with that TRASH MAN!!!! WOOHOO!!

/
//

/1l

y

YES. | DID BETTER THAN | EXPECTED, /)
: — //7/// f
pe—

BE PROUD. - /

123



'-._‘Are you learning a language?

f

I want to 9o to Japan next summer,
so I'm going to study Japanese.

124



| respond to them in the next letter,
to be sent into the future—

but there's something bittersweet about
never getting 1o give my past self her answers,
never telling her the outComes of her worries.

I pity the girl, sending
her heart into the void,

even though she knows
the response she wants
won't come easily.

125






In the spring of my junior year,
I return to Manila for a two-week break.

It's the first time I've been home
during any given semester.

1 whose families lived close enough
1t they could'come visit on Weekends.

(P —

‘Ml remember how, earlier on,

i - ‘,n
'\\\

s

|

""“:7 |

Those kids, | thought, were the
ones Who needed it the least.

| Would envy the kids who Could
- drive ‘home for fall break—

127



How difficult was it to be |

living away fromhome, \
N

How homesick, how lonely
could you possibly feel,

when you Were only
a state or two away?

Counting the Weeks until
the end of the semester,

on the same side of the world
as your loved ones?

agonizing over the time between
now and my flights back,

Do l'

128




e e
1 The festering anger has ~
‘- drifted away with time,

Thankfully, &
1 I no longer feel this way.

| leaving something | M I
MY |sweeter in its place. | Y

A

Things change Fou/f the better
When | return from Seoul.




So while home for spring breok,

130



A

E

%\‘F::

ST

l 1 O
Yeieie g7
| IEEEESS

'l'm Co‘nten’c \::t/are | am, \\' \\ \\\“ |

Ne——N\

==

across my sister's room,

AN

\ ’ Wt
| ; ) l \\\\\
/ // “ i '\ h |
/! 1 \
/// Fo \

. fa
// 7 / // and down the hall from
/ / | my parents’ and brother's,

TN

lulled to sleep by the humming
of the air conditioner.
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Home Changes very little in the time | am away—

both the place,

. A
Retrospectively, | cannot distinguish
between any two visits,

all my summers and winters Coalescing
into one memory of home.




It's reassuring, somehow,
for it to-feel this way—

n a Way,

f

T 1o feel that some things
will never change,

~] that returning o a place,
to Certain people,

133




In Manila, | pass my days the same Way | spent my last summer before College:

dinners with family,

The circle of friends | had before
has remained mostly the same,

and, speaking the same hybrid
of Tagalog and English...

134



.We talk and laugh like we're in high school again.

When I'm here, my world narrows
| to the size it was before | lef+.

| might forget how
[ much I've Changed—

135






The difference is not slow to hit, but it is subtle,

= u/ | 'x/
/' What was OH nO,

A/ Haha,
HA shut up! /N -~
\ : g
PR 2 \

growing in places Where | least expect it.

W T77 7
-
’ ,
1 4 It takes me a while to notice too: ———— AR N
i 7

Z
SN2 T

How inflections of elsewhere /////
/ color my speech and habits, &z
4 ‘

‘ yOu'Re FiNe! }A ’i\/,
N e/ N

and belatedly, | realize
how much this used to not be—

137



how, unknowingly, | had always been steeped
in the blooms of my upbringing,

tasting home in my mouth
whenever | spoke,
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Fa

The girl | was at fifteen,

This wasn't something | feared
when | Was planning to leave.

was the master of her small
but precious World—

Y

140



| am already forgetting
what it's like to be that girl.

141



At twenty-one, | do not have the same Conviction she does—

the consequence of an expanding world.

—

| am still tethered to where | grew up.. 6,&/&)X)
2.%4

N
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Part of me envies the version of me
that resented being in America,

.
C S

7

Wishing | Was as horribly homesick, and lonely,
and sure about Where | belonged, too.

/// Z \
(‘ { 7 ,' i
N

I savor my two weeks in Manila, but | no longer dread the day | have to leave again.

N

(i
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1 : }
Isn't this how it's supposed to be? ’

[

Growing, changing,

Wasn't that the point of—
all of this?

=
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L— —

I

MAXINE GO
-

/7\\

I'm the only one
who can answer myself,

ca/\\g

' | wish | Could write back to me from years ago.. | |

<l —
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.Is because | Wish that
a future me Could Write to me, too.

She would know much better,

just like how | know that

v,

v'/‘ I know better than the girl | used to be.
\ 1"'..;’5.
IITTY
RERN)
, 17 //

146
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I£ 1 could send a letter to who | was before | left,

what would | say? ;

| could tell her that:

N
| know small talk seems hard, but /(
| promise you get used to it. _ ‘

\—— \‘V ,/I\
I /\ _:/
\/

T D

Having white friends is not the mark
of a suCCessFu\l transition abroad
{ i )

TR

It's totally fine to eqt by yourself
Q[j In fact, you grow +o prefer it.

e av

A 3%

|

Taking a language is the best
decision you'll ever make.
Y ~ | C " %" !
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When you get drunk, /you actually
speak pretty decent Tagalo
- 9 9 //

\
.out maybe calm down on your
"drink away the anxiety' method.
] —

Even if you study in America, some
people Will remain unimpressed...

,..\
" Korean?

Jout you'll surprise yourself with
what your studies help you achieve. |

mMore Conﬁdenﬁ loves cartoons Vv

woart
2{ better spokin \ ~ Worf“g
Y unch / Smijje
H%TTOOS? Q‘/ a lot //
Some things Change, / but others don't.

It gets easier over time. /j You deserve to be here.
' = —

p==s
o -
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But speaking to my past self
ultimately defeats my purpose.
i-ar
l—Q’
| \\

She will learn all oF this herself anyway—

I could stand to relearn a few things from her.

149



So while | am home for spring break,

I sCour through old diaries,
ancient sketchbooks—
relics of a previous me.

(Silently, | thank myself (é)/—\

for my obsession with

documenting everything.) / /
(

B A o

P
5

SRRmM!

A voice from the past reaches into the present,
guiding me through the pages:

150



It sounds different from my voice now, but when | heor it,

/e5%
//‘“’“’.‘

S ; ]
AKX SREAS 151
to’o’l.t.’liihf.’,‘?)
AN *".'.':—'l.',!" ‘
2

= {;!;v‘ e

I remember what it was like to speak that way.

Home feels liminal nowadays, but | know—
that time passes, people change, and before | know it,
things will be different from what | remember.

151



The person | am tomorrow
Will be different, too.

| don't know what she knows ?”~
what she does, what she likes—

7 [ JF

v f ' 3 ! and | might not recognize her,
R” —— P for all her changes.
\ (, W (-
d —
But | also know !
that, like me, [K =

/) o

\ she won't want to forget
' who she used to be.
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This will not change.

\\\\:'r’r

Y,

i

b e amme - mone -

packaging my hopes and anxieties in a Carefully crafted email,

i
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I send my heart into the future,

writing desperately,
with love:

Remember me.
Remember me.

d Remember me.

RSV
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Part Four:

Everywhere A Garden

156



Every now and then

when | am asleep somewhere else,

| find myself waking up in manila.

157



This time, | am ten years old,
taking a rare nap after school,

and | Wake to the footsteps
of mom coming home from work.

158






§  HiBinxin.
Where'd you

come from? I |
' Took out the trash.

mhm, Chinese.
| gotta finish my

160






They used to upset me:

a subconscious reminder that

| was missing a place | Called home, k
. . \.—-

pulling me out of my life here

10 remind me of the better life

that | lived elsewhere.

a

\ But now they leave me
_ only mildly disoriented
before | start mg day. \

l ‘ e ]
——
] ———
L)
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Am | still missing home While away? Or am | starting 4o feel at home here?

As a senior,
it's about time.

Perhaps it's both,

163



After three years, I've finished -
my school's Korean language program

=
B AL

And instead of taking it easy,
| deCide to take another language.

My tongue trips over the initials, §
and the tones feel foreign
in my mouth,

Chinese meets every day.

But | don't feel guilty
about it—not the way
| wWould have felt years ago.

It is not easy for me
in the least.
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I'm sure

in time I'll get used to it.

R 7n

//‘.

«)

After all, I've done it befor

165
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I enjoy it With a peace —
| couldn't have dreamt of
my freshman year. —

L

It's almost sad,
how it's taken me
this long to love it,

and soon—

-~ “~\ - |~

it will be over,
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When | first came 4o college,
I noticed people had an odd way of asking after your background.

coj/u

ee N\ Waaw? /39

It's supposed 1o act as a substitute for the more potentially offensive
Where are you from? but it didn't seem as simple to me.

For such a supposedly trivial or introductory question,
it Was Worded in a way that antiCipated a deep, Complex response.
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As a freshman, | never knew
how to reply in a way that
/ felt truthful to me.

But I'd say

and that would
be enough.

( In the middle of spring break,
| find my final year of college cut short.

=/
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nSon of
S':E‘;m“ clasie
O - macl € The abruptness of it
is chaos for everyone.
——

But between sorting out living situations
and saying reluctant goodbyes,

H

something that, perhaps,
I'd already known for
almost a year.

| Come o realize
something—

Where is home
for you?
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For me,

Home is midnight Jollibee runs with
my siblings when we're all in manila,

N\ { T '
X (D,
[ -\ ( \
g (/ \
-~
but it's also breakfast before
class around the kitChen table.

It's the Code-switChing between
Tagalog and English that comes
e naturally to my tongue,

but it's also the people I've met only
because | can stumble over a
single sentence in Korean.

Home is every Facetime to a —

high school friend from a dorm room, . ‘\\O
N (6
o &#’ I
; , .

\
7N\
and to a COIlegeTﬁtmd\‘

from my childhood bedroom.

171



Home is Mom watching fondly as | —
attempt to speak straight Tagalog, \ N

and it's getting to practice my
rudimentary Chinese with Dad.

' my high school
~in Pasig,
s

U'_?'Ji_

the senior house




Home is there,
but after everything,

t's also here.

So When | tell my mom the news,
and she says—

Do you want

‘ ‘ 1o come home, max?

—I'm at a loss.
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| was going to, eventually: F'W d: CU n Firm ed CT‘. Ck

Mom < frwrnn@ gma
to Dod, Rhia, Atsi, me

Tickets For Jan- June

)‘0 Our tickets back to manila
after | graduate sit in an email
mom sent to all of us last October.

And among the international students that Comprise my senior house,
| was the only one who wasn't planning to stay in America,

who was looking forward +o returnmg
to my hometown after may—

| wﬁ

at least for a wlmle
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It isn't Mmay yet.

But as long as
my housemates are
sticking around,

And though | do
want to go home...

S—

=1

.xthere's home here, too.
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/
.
=

&/‘ﬁ\
" .

—_ In high school, | remember

being impatient for the future,

motivated to push through to graduation

by the adventures | anticipated | Would have after.
2
I
“\//

~ N\ \“\\, ¢
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"The youngest w

L5

will be the first

to leave the nest”

178



N
0

7

I\
47%/

| don't share this feeling anymore—

—if the unsent resumes and Cover letters
in my to-do list are any evidence.

keAche
% LN Introduction it Part 4 W
Call At

FRI /‘\'_\_E

A
.’)\'AE
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Of course | still anticipate
the coming future:

It's hard to kick the habit, l

when I've spent most of my life
waiting and hoping and longing

for something, somewhere
that isn't here and now.

180



Even in my sleep,
| dream of elsewhere.

But nowadays, | spend less time
thinking about Where to go from here.

181






i

And each new nest | build |
is easier to assemble—

/iﬁ_
_— /

crafted by combining what | find around me
With pieces of previous homes.

\6 :
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\ /
| am thankful that
. -
—~— ?;\ (&m
Py \'T_T\’ b |
s It 24
L l / /{/j ‘G )
~ - ) ‘ AN J
\i id
7
== N
¢ |

| never have to do it alone.

74
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And yes, eventually,
| will leave this nest too,

fly off and have to craft another—

\g\

=7

L

But until then, I'm happy just to savor the time | have here.

]

.,'~
-

A
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From my vantage point
at Where | am now,

among the people | love
in the home that we've crafted,

186



l I can see the flowers bloom. /_\\\
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