








At home: a personal story of adoption
by Tia Sandusky

A wise man once said, “You'll never
know where you belong until you know where
you're from.”

There aren’t many that would be able to
comprehend the complexity of this short, but
precise proclamation. All in all, this intense
declaration illustrates more than meets the
eye.

Adopted from Seoul, South Korea, and
raised in a small white community, has cer-
tainly left a lasting

impression on me.
Finding positive
ways to express
one’s self about the
joys and hardships
of being adopted
are few and far be-
tween, not to men-
tion finding anyone
who understands
your personal ex-

As a young child
I used to think
about my racial
differences con-
stantly, but now
it’s not as big of
an issue

perience. In a
town like this, you're expected to keep your
opinions and emotions inside. No one is inter-
ested in what life is like for a true minority, or
how hard it can be to deal with being different.

As a young child I used to think about
my racial differences constantly, but now it’s
not as big of an issue. People, as well as I, have
learned to recognize me for who I am because of
the things I do, or don’t, and not by how I look
or how I don’t.

Letting go of the insecurities and doubts
is an extremely arduous task. Each morning,
when I wake up and I look in the mirror, I am
not able to recognize my face to another face. I
only know myself, and I feel as if 'm missing a
whole other part of me. A part I will never find.
I feel incomplete and not as if I belong any-
where in particular. I am frequently asked
questions about my adoption, if I know my bio-
logical parents, of if I want to meet them. All of
these questions are obvious.

I consistently ponder from where I origi-
nated. It’s normal for adopted children to fre-
quently wonder what life would have been like
had the adoption not taken place.

Along with myself, there are a couple of
other adopted Korean teenagers, who relate to
me. When we'’re with each other we're very
open about our adoptions, and what we think
about the whole process. Junior Elizabeth Ja-
cobson was adopted from Korea at the young
age of four and a half. Most children who come
to America are infants, while there are a few
who are of older age. Beth remembers a few
details from her short life in the Korea.

My younger sister, SunMee Sandusky,
was also adopted at the age of four, and I re-
member when she first came here she spoke
fluent Korean, and absolutely no English. I was
in the second grade when she came, and I re-
member leaving school early the day she was
scheduled to arrive. The look in her eyes when
she stepped off that plane was of pure terror.
Never in my entire life have I ever seen anyone
look so completely helpless.

My parents were probably just as nerv-
ous as she was, but then again they had al-
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