								
					I have your blood, not you.
I arrived here at the mercy of my father.  He found me stranded in a home of fragmented families which had been pieced together by the promise of a state gratitude of “x” amount of dollars.  Foster homes of yesterday were a means for the state to deal with a child in need of care, not a means to care for one.  However, my father really wasn’t prepared to offer much more, yet, it was a rescue.  A rescue that I had not imagined, by a person I had not known.
The visions of this day have left me, but the sense of relief I felt has been branded on my bones.  I will never escape the joy of being carried from that focused alienation or cold isolation.  Even at 3-4 years old, the mind can distinguish separation when fed supper in a chipped porcelain bathtub while gazing upon other  pseudo family members eating stationed at the thoroughly prepared dining room table.  I still bare the warmth of entering through a threshold into a strange house that greeted me with open arms.  I can say, in absolute, that it wasn’t the overwhelming love that my father could not express, nor was it the wood and bricked shelter who shared my last name that gifted me with this feeling; it was being removed from a cell that would not allow a single ray of compassion’s light to stain its floor.
California, outside of LA, is where life has guided me.  I have rejoined with my younger sister, Sara, who has been rescued as well, but from where, I cannot say.  I can offer that it was from another foster home but she was younger than I was, therefore her memories were not up to the task of being kept.  Up until now, we had spent the majority of our brief lives in Salt Lake City with our mother, who was barely more than a child herself.  She lost rights to parent us due to a mental breakdown resulting from stress compounding her bipolar disorder.  After her breakdown, she was stricken with amnesia.  She had forgotten us, completely.
I was too young to have any vivid recollection of our abandonment, but I can still feel the desire to have my mother take me from these foreign, decorated, dark-blue, uniforms as they were taking me from her.  I reached for her.  She was not there.  Not even in spirit.   As a child, my mother was my favorite pastime.  I crawled through the long strands of hideous browns and tans of the shag carpet chasing her about the room.  If she was somewhere, then I needed to be there too.  Sara was content with being where she was placed and whatever she was placed with. More so, she was content with sleeping.  Where was mom at our rescue?
The house, I am now in, is humble and modest.  It is immediately apparent a single father maintains it or rather doesn’t.  Walking through the entrance immediately places you in the living room.  The shag carpet is familiar in its tones, but it wears a more defeated appearance.  The house is scented with aging dust and incense.  Our bedroom is located off of a hallway to the right of the living room, which also produced entrances for a cramped bathroom and my older half-brother’s extremely private room where you could hear the only origin of music in the house emanating from within.  It was alternative music that belonged to the entertainingly bizarre and eccentric 80s.  The neglected kitchen was combined with a minimalist functioning dining room and lay beyond the living room and hall entrance.  In the left wall of the living room sat a brooding door, one that we never dare enter, and the space it concealed belonged strictly to my father.  It was a typical single level California home.
Sara and I spend all of our time roaming beneath the endless California sun through the quiet suburban neighborhood or playing in our undecorated room.  Fathering time consists mostly of rounding us up for sleep, feeding, cleaning, and the occasional birthday party or the quasi-traditional family Christmas gathering.  In other words, there is hardly any interaction between adults and children, and certainly no following behind his steps in the comfort of his shadow.  His door secured the demise of that.  Language stood as a wall between my father and us as well, and it stretched above the spackled ceiling.  He was born in Thailand and had cheated his way to U.S. citizenship through a marriage and two American children.  His towering door ensured any unattended imperfections in any part of the “wall” were permanently sealed off.  At least we ate together, I had Sara again, and the television was ours.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Time did not nurture any potential bonds our yearning hearts may have discovered with our father.  We would eagerly await summertime and its promising vacation back into the longing arms of our mother.  Sarah and I had been legally granted visitation with our mother every summer. It was our real Christmas.  It was the only true time we had where love felt gifted and given.  Two years passed,  because of father, summer never came.  I was starving again for any affection from my parents.  Waiting patiently for father to emerge from his secret domain, Sara and I would have to jump at any opportunity of attention that he might hint to, or live in the dreams of the memories of summers past.  Another year found its way to us and with it summer had finally returned. 
On our way back to Salt Lake City, a renewed excitement flushed through us.  Two years at the age of six is one-third of your entire life.  Every hour could be counted as a week, every week as a year, and the simple expression of a year was a few hours longer than an eternity.  We were back with our mother, only distance changed with us being away from our father, and it felt good to be back in an embrace again.
With this visit, my mother felt the penetrating sting of past years’ absent summers along with us.  She had fully recovered her memories of all that she lost except the few days surrounding the breakdown.  Burdened deeply with guilt, the first few hours of our arrival were happily imprisoned by her attention.  Mother’s smothering love soon turned to determination as she searched for every loophole, under every rug, to reunite her family.  She discovered a California age law that allowed me to choose which parent would provide for me.  The state had separated me from Sara once before, and they would not allow it again. As a result, wherever I made my home, her home was only a bedroom down the hall away.  A year from this point, that is the way it was to be for the remainder of my shortened erratic childhood.  Sara and I had only been contacted by our father once after I made the choice for us.  Father seemed to understand the necessity of my decision, but I never knew what was on his mind unless it was anger.
It has been 22 years since I have seen my father.  I have known and learned this life without him.  He rescued me.  I feel that inside of my skin.  He is my skin.  He has located me again, through a last name search of Facebook.  However, at this time in my life, I have made my own rescue and don’t require salvation.  Sadly, through a tale not directly related to this, I have also not seen my sister for 16 years.  My father desires a relationship with me now.  He urges me to repair my relationship with Sara.  Who is he?  I can’t say if I really know or want to know at this point.  I have crafted these 31 years outside of his shadow.  I don’t know what world he brings to me now or what rights, if any, he has to bring that.  I have questions, but I question if they need answers.  I have spent so much time dreaming of a life with a complete family that the time has wrapped itself over 31 years of me, cocooning me, and my burgeoning from that state produced an independent adult;  an adult comfortable outside the need of a family trying to parent me and gather time lost forever.[image: ]
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