C: is for confessions.


And I was stupid enough to listen to the pleas of a desperate woman mother.

I was always sick and tired of life—mainly because of my mother. Oh, don’t get any bad ideas, I’ll feed them to you later on. She could be a great mother…sometimes, but she was also a very stereotypical asian mother; get anything under an A+ and get a beating, and a lecture on ‘how the hell are you going to get into college with those grades?’ And yeah, the stereotype on getting hit for every mistake was all too true.


Kids, even now, sometimes ask me, “is it true that you tried to kill yourself in third grade?” Yes, it’s true. I tried to kill myself in third, fourth, seventh, eighth, and ninth grade. I wanted to die because I was sick and tired of my life. I was sick and tired of the fact that I was beat by my hypocritical mother for everything I did wrong. So yes, when I got an A- on my history test in third grade, I grabbed a pair of scissors and tried to cut my throat open. You know there’s a problem when an eight year old child is sick of life—when she’d rather die than to face an angry mother. You know there’s a problem if, eight years later, that is the same reason a person is sick and tired of life, because she’s sick of being physically and verbally abused.

One time, in the spring of 2005, I tried something other than death. I ran away, sort of.


We were going somewhere, but when we got there, I realized that I left the required paperwork at home. Storming out of the building, seething, almost dripping with liquid rage, she hissed, “Dumb bitch. Worthless piece of shit.” That was a sure sign that I would get plenty of slaps and pinches in the car, and a harsh beating at home. So I refused to get in the car. Smirking, she drove off.



I walked around downtown Los Angeles blindly, wondering what to do next, where to find shelter—for the moment. Walking on second street, I arrived at Little Tokyo (very little Tokyo), and entered one of the shops. After getting a glimpse of my red, tear soaked, swollen face, the shopkeeper asked me if I was all right. Grateful I had someone, even a stranger to talk to, I spilled my entire contents of that day to her. After all, there’s no point of hysteria without an audience gather attention from, is there? After a few hours, she tells me to call my mother, my mother must be worried, she says. Stupidly, I make the call. Big mistake. And my mother, my darling mother, she picks up.


Worried, she frantically asks me where I am. I tell her I’m okay.


“No, no,” she says. “where are you? I’ll come and get you right away.” 


“ I don’t want to tell you. You can live without me,” I say.


She then threatens to kill herself, then calms down, and begins speaking again, her words distorted by her sobs. “I’ll never hit you again, I promise. You know I keep my promises, right? I promise I’ll never get mad at you again, I’ll never hit you again.”

It was like she said the magic words. I told her to pick me up in front of Mitsuwa Market. I believed the words of that rambunctious, compulsive liar. For, when I got home, nothing had changed about her. It is July of 2006, and she is worse than ever.
