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No longer believing in love freed my mother to map out my entire romantic 
life like a military general. I was to never date before starting my Ph.D. 
program. Then I’d hit it off with a fellow (Chinese) Ph.D. student, marry 
him after graduation, and reproduce. Until then, study, so I could go to a 
top university, build a marvelous future, and not have to rely on anyone. 

“Raise your price sky high and solicit equal bids,” my mother said. 
“Marriage should be a fair trade.” 

v 
I failed spectacularly at that, too. 

I started dating when I was a teenager. Throughout middle school and 
high school, I dreamed of  marrying and growing old with the boy I was 
seeing. One can only be young once, might as well enjoy the naiveite while 
you have the chance. 

When I came to the U.S. for college, I met American men. Men who spoke 
English, a foreign language I learned in the classroom. They held doors for 
me and called me a “lady” or “miss.” Unlike the boys I met before, they came 
in a variety of  eye colors — blue, green, brown, gray — and hair — blonde, 
red, brown, bald. 

I married a blonde one with blue eyes. Before graduation and against my 
parents’ advice. Not Chinese and possessing a mere high-school diploma, 
he was the opposite of  what my mother planned out. Worse, I decided not 
to pursue a Ph.D. 

I had come across the Pacific Ocean to the Land of  the Free. The Little 
Mermaid swam, but I flew. Unlike her, I had legs and kept my voice. Her 
prince married someone else, but my American man loved me. 

I was still enjoying my naivete. 

v
Six years later, he looked me in the eye and lied, lied, lied. 

When he moved around the country for temporary job assignments, I 


