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Identity Confusion and Family Blending in Adoption

A home video features my father traveling to China to pick me up and bring me to America. On August 16, 2004, I was officially adopted. I didn’t know it then, but that was the first day of the rest of my life. It was the day I gained parents, a big brother and a home. I’m a transracial adoptee, which means my adoptive family is of a different ethnic race than me. I’m Chinese and my family is white.
Before I was adopted, I lost my biological family. I was born in Shantou, China when the one-child policy was still in place. This policy allowed each couple only one child. I lost a family the moment I was left in a basket outside an office building. I lost my biological family, and the opportunity to know who they were. I lost my culture. I lost my identity.
I was found on May 9, 2003, two days after my birthday, and eventually, got sent to an orphanage. I say my life started the day I was adopted because even though I lived for 16 months in an orphanage, it feels like I didn’t exist until I was adopted. I now have an amazing family that I love and even though I had a great childhood, that doesn't mean I don’t grieve about having lost a previous family. Every adoptee’s story is different, and I can only speak from my experience.
Growing up as a transracial adoptee, I thought I had to choose between being American and fitting in with my family or being Chinese and celebrating the culture that’s tied to my race. I chose American because I wanted to belong with my adopted family, and I thought this was the only way. To be like my adopted family, I wanted to be white. I wished to be white so badly as a kid because I hated that it was so obvious I was different from them solely because of my appearance. In middle school, I searched on the internet for ways to bleach my skin color because I hated the fact that I didn’t look like anyone in my family.
I wasn't proud to be Chinese and I’ve struggled with racial identity issues all my life. My parents encouraged me to be a part of Chinese culture; however, I was ashamed of my origins. I hated any Chinese-related decorations we had around the house or in my room because it served as a reminder of a time when I had nothing. Once, my mother put stickers on the wall of my bedroom that was Mandarin written words that translated to “love” and “peace”, but I told her to take them down. When my parents would ask if I wanted to celebrate Chinese New Year, I would quickly refuse. I thought that if I ignored the culture of my race, then I could be a part of my parent's world and blend in with my family. 
Even into adulthood, I’ve never really acknowledged my Chinese heritage. This was my choice, but I think there were some things my parents could have done better to help me be in touch with this side of myself. For example, my parents mainly relied on media, cultural objects, and the internet for research. This is good but to understand the culture you should talk to someone who has experienced it. As a result, I was detached from my culture.
 If you are going to have a transracial adoption, take it from me, make sure you do proper research about your child’s culture. Let your child know they can be a part of both worlds if they choose to be. Transracial adoptees are not frauds within their race — as I often felt — they just didn’t experience that culture the way most other people do. Additionally, no parent should act like the white savior; they should act like parents. Don’t act like you saved this child from a horrible place and instead make them know you needed them in your life to complete the family. 
As a child, I didn’t fully understand the one-child policy and thought I was abandoned because my biological family didn’t want me. As I got older, I realized maybe my biological parents didn’t want to give me away. Adoptees usually deal with the question: Did my biological family ever love me? Sometimes Chinese babies are even killed or left in places where they can’t be found. The fact that I was left in a place where I could be found is the only thing that I hold on to as proof that my biological family did love me and wanted me to have a slight chance of survival. 
I’ve always wanted to know who my biological family was, and I still do. But there is no way I can find them. This has devastated me my whole life. However, I realized I’m allowed to be sad because I’ll never get closure, but that’s okay. Although I’ll grieve and wonder about my biological family for the rest of my life, I’m learning to live with it and see what other factors have shaped my identity. I can’t say I love my biological family because I don’t know them, but I miss them even though we’ve technically never met. It’s like an important person in my life died and I forget everything about them over time, but I still deeply miss them. 
For adoptees like me, who will never find their birth family, it will hurt to know you’ll never find your biological family. Having all these questions about your birth family feels like a weight you’ve been burdened with. But that doesn’t mean you don’t know who you are. Your identity might be confusing, but it is made up of multiple layers which makes it beautiful. Your identity is yours and being adopted isn’t shameful, it’s part of your identity that makes you realize how important being wanted is.
