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Relationships with Parents 
June 2006 

 
Welcome to our second and last issue of this year.  Verdadera is a publication created by and for 

Monta Vista teens. Each month when an issue is sent home, it is meant to be read by both the 
students and the parents in the families. We encourage you to discuss the issues and stories; the 
publication serves as both a forum for expression and a starting block for improving our lives. 
Keep in mind that the emotions that flow through the lines and the feelings behind the words 
could be those of your child, the person sitting next to you, or your best friend. We publish 

personal experiences, not opinion articles. We do not edit the submissions. The publication is 
collection of Monta Vista students’  truths. We ask that you read through the professional text 

written specifically for this month’s issue. On the last page of this publication, we have provided 
a list of resources and descriptions of each resource to help you learn more about Relationships 

with Parents. If you are going to be a sophomore next year and are interested in being on the 
Verdadera staff, email us at mvverdadera@gmail.com. Please feel free to email in feedback. The 

Verdadera staff thanks you for reading in our first year.  
 

 

Student Submissions 
 

When You Thought I Wasn't Looking 
 “ When you thought I wasn't looking, I 

saw you hang up my first painting on the 
refrigerator, and I wanted to paint 

another one. 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I 

saw you feed a stray cat, and I thought it 
was good to be kind to animals. 

When you thought I wasn't looking, I 
saw you make my favorite cake for me, 
and I knew that little things are special 

things. 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I 

heard you say a prayer, and I believed 

there is a God I could always talk to. 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I felt 
you kiss me goodnight, and I felt loved. 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I 

saw that you cared, and I wanted to be 
everything that I could be. 

When you thought I wasn't looking, I 
LOOKED....and wanted to say thanks 

for all the things I saw when you thought 
I wasn't looking” . 

-Unknown 
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My parents. There's a lot to say about 
this topic; we get along 70% of the time 
and scream at each other the other 30%. 
Our situation fluctuates a lot, too. And 
the tiniest thing could set them off. My 
parents could be yelling at me one 
second and then turn around and be 
completely nice and try to make jokes 
with me. It pisses me off. Let me be 
angry at you and let me wallow in my 
anger before you turn it around and try 
to gain my affection again. 
 
In theory, I love my parents, and I'm so 
grateful for what they have given me and 
provided for me. But in reality I often 
feel such a strong anger at them, even 
hatred, that it makes me want to just 
leave them and never see them again in 
my li fe. I guess that's typical teenage 
anger, and we all need to just blow off 
steam once in a while. The feeling goes 
away eventually, but after each huge 
fight that my parents and I have, my 
trust and respect for them steadily 
lessens. At this point in time I trust them 
a lot and am thankful for their prescence, 
but we haven't really blown up at each 
other for a while. 
 
I think the reason that we explode at 
each other is because of the lack of 
understanding between us. As 
immigrants, my parents don't often grasp 
more "American" ideas. It frustrates me, 
being the first generation to be born in 
America. It's difficult to get my ideas 
across to my parents, because they think 
about things much more...I don't know, 
more old-fashioned than I do? We don't 
often understand each other and see 
things eye-to-eye, and sometimes I don't 
even care to explain it, just because I 
know that it might take some extra 
effort. So I avoid the topic altogether and 
just keep my mouth shut, which 
eventually leads to more accusing and 
pointing fingers and yelling and crying 

(mostly on my part). 
 
Most of the time my parents are right. 
When I'm angry at them I resent that, but 
when I'm okay with them I respect that. 
There's another thing! Respect. They ask 
me, force me, to respect them and do 
their bidding. If I try to arrange 
something with them that will work out 
better for the both of us, they just say 
that what they said is right, even if it's 
totally unreasonable for me. "Because I 
said so," they'll say. It pisses me off. I 
don't feel like an equal. I know I'm not, 
because they have more years and 
experience on their plate, but they treat 
me like a child, or a servant, or 
something. Sometimes I don't feel like 
their child. Sometimes I find myself 
taking notes in my head, like my parents 
will do something that I don't think is 
fair at all, and I'll  say to myself, "when I 
have kids, I'm NEVER going to do that." 
Then again, easier said than done. As my 
parents have told me (multiple times) it's 
not easy being a parent. But I don't think 
that they grasp that it's not easy being 
me, either. 
 
All in all I love them. They frustrate me 
sometimes and I know I frustrate them a 
lot. But we're family, it's my duty to love 
them, and I'm more than willing to do 
this duty. It's just those occasional 
arguments that show me how different 
my parents and I really are. Writing this 
out has really helped me understand, but 
it hasn't covered even half of the 
complexities that go on in our 
household. I'll come to terms with those 
eventually, I guess. 
 

  
 
Things have been going downhill lately. 
My family is slowly falling apart. It 
hurts to see them give each other the 
silent treatment. It hurts to listen to them 
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talk to me and confide in me about how 
angry they are with each other. They 
never address the problems they have 
and it's just gotten to the point where 
you can feel the tension between them 
every time one of them comes home. I 
just hope it doesn't crack soon.  I'm glad 
they can confide in me and trust me, but 
it's so stressful! I hate the things they say 
about each other and the fact that they 
communicate with one another through 
me! I wish they could just talk things 
out! at least for the sake of their kids! It's 
not just their relationship issues, but I 
have my own voice that they need to 
hear. I love how they can trust me, but i 
also wish they would trust me to make 
my own decisions too. They've got my 
whole life planned out: go to UCDavis 
because you're not smart enough for 
Berkeley, get a 4.0, go to med school, 
get married, make lots of money, live a 
stable life. I can do some of those things 
on my own. It's about time they stopped 
holding my hand and let me test the 
waters alone. Support is fine, advice is 
fine, but pressure and force is just too 
much!  It gets frustrating when I can't 
pick my courses, my college, and 
possibly even my future husband!! 
Though I sincerely hope it doesn't come 
to that.  I just want to be able to have a 
strong bond with my parents where I can 
confide in THEM too... I'm starting to 
doubt the possibility of that ever 
happening... 
 

 
 
I hate driving with you. You always 
slam the brakes. 
I hate watching movies with you. You 
never shut up. 
I hate travelling with you. You’re always 
so embarassing. 
I hate eating with you. You always read 
portions of the newspaper out loud and I 
don't like your cooking. 

I hate walking with you. You don't know 
how to walk at a normal pace. 
I hate the fact that I hate so many things 
about you. 
 

 
 
They’ re the only two people who can 
make me cry. I’m sitting in the kitchen, 
my mom to my left, my dad across from 
me, and I am defenseless. I woke up at 8 
this morning, finished my math 
homework, got some bio reading done. 1 
o’clock rolls around and I’m ready to go 
hang out with some friends. I have to 
admit, the first few hours were boring, 
maybe I should have just stayed home. 
The night slowly livens up, more people 
come, and I am on top of the world 
because I’m with the people I love most. 
I’m with the people who know the real 
me. I’m with the people who expect my 
best, but will never judge me. Honestly, 
their love is unconditional. Before I 
know it, it’s 11:15pm and I’m heading 
home. My mom calls telling me to come 
home right away because we need “ to 
have a good talk.”  First thought: f*ck. I 
know just how this is gonna go: 
interrogation then accusation. “Do you 
know how long you’ve been out?! Tell 
me, exactly what you have been doing 
since 1pm." She’s staring at me and as 
disgusted as I am by her voice and her 
look, I can only stare back. I can’t just 
let her win this one. I have absolutely no 
fucking apologies to make. I just start 
explaining my day calmly, and it’s 
seriously taking every ounce of strength 
for me to resist throwing the kitchen 
table on the ground and running out of 
this hellhole. She says I’m addicted to 
his house, and I’m wasting my precious 
time “ just hanging out” . She says I have 
incredible potential as a student-athlete, 
and to get into a school I need to 
dedicate these next six months to focus 
on solely myself. I hate to admit it, but I 
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see where she is coming from on this. 
“We’ve given you everything you want.”  
It kills me how true this is. I have a car, 
a cellphone, a room, food on the table, a 
house, a computer, a boyfriend, and a 
seemingly endless ATM machine of a 
dad. On most standards, my Asian 
parents are the loosest I know, so I guess 
I got lucky. But all of a sudden, it feels 
like work. I want to be normal and just 
BE with the people I love most, my 
friends. I don’t need it anymore. She 
thinks she has the answer, “you’ve lost 
your passion for it.”  At this point, I’m 
bawling I can’t even breathe. I haven’ t 
cried in months. It’s as if I’ve been on 
autopilot this year. Sure I’ve been doing 
everything right-good grades, great 
season, successful projects. But my most 
prized accomplishment? Discovering 
what true friendship is. Knowing exactly 
what it means to be deep and authentic 
with someone- how to love someone. I 
am so lucky to have friends that mean 
the world to me. Is it bad that they know 
me better than my own parents? They 
have been there for me more than they 
will EVER know. And all my parents 
can say is that they still think I am 
unbalanced. “You’re going wild.”  Wild? 
WILD?!?! Are you kidding me??? Do 
you know how good you have it with 
me??!! I don’ t drink, I don’t smoke. I 
don’ t believe in premarital sex. I go to 
church. I push myself to study and get 
the A’s. At big family dinners, I fake a 
smile and a laugh so well, you can’t help 
but look at my parents and think about 
how great of a job they did of bringing 
me up to be a friendly, social butterfly 
(an Asian one at that). So I know I’m 
giving myself a ton of credit here, but 
please, oh god PLEASE, someone out 
there tell me I’m not being crazy when I 
get frustrated that my parents STLL 
expect better. It’s times like these where 
suicide creeps in the back of my mind. I 
wish I was crazier, I wish I didn’t know 

better, and I wish I could muster up the 
stupidity to do it. The only thing, and I 
truly mean the only thing, that is keeping 
me here is the unconditional love of my 
friends. I can just imagine how 
disappointed they would be that I took 
the easy way out. That I didn’ t trust 
them enough to share my problems, my 
burdens. That I didn’ t give them a 
chance to fight my problems with me. 
And I can’t bear to do that to them 
because I love them. A love that is so 
authentic, so strong, and so deep that it 
literally keeps me alive.  
So here’s my secret: I don’ t love my 
parents.  
 

 
 
I love mom. I hate mom. I love mom. I 
hate mom. the coexisting feelings toward 
a parent.I love mom. She is my mother. I 
love her because she cares about me and 
loved me first. Through her I discovered 
what love is. Her smiles brightens my 
day. 
 
I hate mom. She is my mother. I hate her 
because we argue about the littlest things 
ever. Through her I developed my 
debate skills. 
Over all, we argue a lot. We hurt each 
other. But we still know that we both 
love each other. so...lets just say Parents. 
Can't live with. Can't live without. ̂ _^ 
 

 
 

“ I am not afraid of storms, for I am 
learning how to sail my ship. 

 - Louisa May Alcott 
 

 
 
Demanding. Overachieving. Stubborn. 
Annoying. Nosy. Loving? Maybe true. 
So what more is a parent of a Monta 
Vista student? 
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My mother is the epitome of the Monta 
Vista parent, despite the fact that I never 
experienced living here until middle 
school. In preschool, my mother would 
force me to memorize the times tables. I 
remember laying in bed one night try to 
sleep while my mother was yelling at me 
for forgetting the product of three times 
eight. In addition, I learned from 2nd 
grade Chinese textbooks, shipped 
overseas from my grandmother, who, to 
my excitement, included a myriad of 
stuffed animals in the shipment. She 
knew my mom would be drowning me 
with the boredom of studying, and sent 
me something to compensate. 
So there I was, a little 4-year-old in 
America, who could already write 
Chinese and solve math problems as 
well kids twice my age. Overseas too. 
But that came at a cost. As I became 
more aware of how much fun I missed 
out on, I realized how much more boring 
these studies were. The more I rebelled 
against the tyranny of Mrs. All Work No 
Play, the more my little Huffy Bike sat 
around collecting dust. Each day added 
onto my frustration, and seeing as I 
could vent out anger in no other way, I 
started writing the words “stupid mom” 
on my textbooks. Some days I wrote it 
10 times. Some days I wrote it 100 
times. It depended on my mood. 
After my entrance into 1st grade, I 
started having homework. That, plus the 
fact that my mother got a full-time job 
eased up the workload for me. A lot. 
Around 3rd grade when everyone started 
learning division was when I realized 
that I wasn’ t ahead anymore. All that 
pain and suffering during my childhood 
just poured down the drain. As for our 
relationship, it stayed in the drain. 
And even until today, the relationship 
seems unchanged from my toddler years. 
It’s somewhat correct to say that my 
mother still nags me to continue 
working. In fact, she’s behind me right 

now, making sure that I’m doing some 
kind of work. Ironically it’s a story 
complaining about her actions. It’s never 
worth giving up a relationship for 
anything. This is what my mother did, 
although I do take some of the blame 
myself. It takes two people to build a 
relationship. It only takes one to destroy 
it. Don’ t ever forget what’s most 
important in life by getting sidetracked 
by all the myths and illusions that 
success seems to bring. 
 

 
 
Parents, you love ‘em, you hate ‘em. 
What to do? 
They’ ll always be there for you, but 
sometimes you can’t stand it. 
 
I don’ t know. You make me want to rip 
my hair out because you get on my damn 
nerves. Let me clue you in on 
something. Life is not always about 
studying, or living inside a box with the 
door closed because the real world is too 
scary. Let me tell you something, the 
world is moving on as you’re caught 
sitting in that box, too afraid to do jack 
shit and it’s not going to wait for two 
uptight Asian pricks. Life’s a bitch, but 
you have to deal. There is no hiding 
forever, and you sure do not have 
forever. The world is a hurtful place, but 
how would you know love and 
happiness without first feeling the dark 
side of things? I did not learn to walk 
without falling, for how would I know 
what it felt like to fall without the 
experience? Life is the walk and in order 
to live, you must fall because each time 
you fall, it only makes me a little 
stronger, so long as I can get back up. 
My hand can only be held for so long, 
and I can only be carried for so far. And 
truthfully? I would rather walk beside 
you as an equal than in your protective 
shadow. 
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Please, just let me have my space. We do 
not have forever, and our relationship is 
deteriorating slowly as you try to hold 
me closer, and closer, almost living what 
you did not have through me. You may 
say that once I graduate, I have the rest 
of my li fe to live, and I agree, but what 
about now? These are the years where I 
find who I am, and where is that chance 
if I am locked away? Give me my room 
now, and I will walk beside you for all  
the time that I have, but hold me tightly 
now, and I will spend the rest of my time 
exploring the life I missed out on. 
 

 
 
I've never quite been the typical Indian 
girl. 
My parents are divorced,  i have a white 
step-mother, and my mother has had a 
few boyfriends. When people hear this 
the first thing that pops into their head is, 
"is she really Indian?" They realise my 
family breaks most stereotypes. But as 
far as i'm concearned i'm just like 
everybody else, i have a mom and dad 
who love me, and expect great things 
from me, but i also have something 
extra, i have a stepmother who loves me 
just like a parent would. I consider 
myself really lucky to have a "bonus 
mom" as i like to call her. My dad 
married her just six months ago, but it's 
as if she'e been living with us for almost 
6 years. But to me she's different that a 
regular mother. Normal mothers have 
been with you since birth and know your 
every move, and every thought. 
Everyday she learns something new 
about me, and i get to know her more 
too. She can sometimes be a best friend, 
I trust her not to judge, or make me feel 
insecure. Since i was younger one of my 
greatest fears was loosing one of my 
parents. I would feel incomplete. Just a 
few months ago i realised, if i ever lost 

her it would be like loosing apart of 
myself. 
 

 
 

“ Trouble is a part of life, and if you 
don’t share it, you don’t give the person 

who loves you a chance to love you 
enough.”  - Dinah Shore 

 
 

 
I don't want to live for my mom and her 
cumbersome (but well-intended) 
expectations any longer. 
I feel guilty thinking this, knowing that 
she has been living for me for the past 
16 years. 
 
Everyday, all she talks about is school, 
how much everyone wants me to excel, 
and how tiring living like this can be. 
And I see the bags under her eyes, her 
thinning graying hair, the crater-like 
pores, the fatigue from her 2 part-time 
jobs. 
 
I'm happy with how I'm doing in 
school.  But I wish I were a straight- A 
student just to make my mom shut 
up.  But then again, I also wish I were 
grown up and away from my parents, 
their parents, all their ancestors, and 
their stupid silly expectations of me. 
 

 
 
The problem between my mom and I is 
the misunderstanding of each other. I 
want her to be my mom, not my best 
friend. 
 
We’ ll be totally fine until she tries to 
choose my friends for me. When she 
starts talking shit about my friends who 
she doesn’t even know, that’s when she 
crosses the line. If she hates my friend, I 
hate her. 
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Even if you may think it sounds cliché or 
you think it’s just another teenager being 
dramatic, or even if there are a thousand 
stories in here about it…let me just stand 
up and say: my parents don’ t understand 
me.  
 

 
  
 “ It is paradoxical that many educators 
and parents still differentiate between a 
time for learning and a time for play 
without seeing the vital connection 
between them.”  –Leo F. Buscaglia 
 

 
 
i suppose im thankful for the relationship 
i have with my parents, although at 
times, i think it could be much better. 
some of my friends cant even speak to 
their parents because theyll end up 
getting into a huge argument and 
running away. but some of my other 
friends tell their moms EVERYTHING. 
i admit, sometimes i'm jealous of those 
people. the people that seem to have no 
walls between them and their 
parents.  people wonder why i cant really 
connect on a deep level with my parents, 
especially my mom. whenever i tell her 
anything, good or bad, she'll just make it 
bad. i f i  tell her i  got a good grade on a 
test she'll just say i got lucky and that i'm 
going to wind up with a bad grade 
anyways. i f i  tell her i did badly on a 
test, she just yells at me and says it was 
inevitable since "all i do 24/7 is watch tv 
and go online and gossip". i feel like she 
can never be proud of me and its really 
condescending. i really hope one day she 
can be proud of me and not have a single 
bad thing to say. i just need her to have 
faith in me. thats not so much to ask, is 
it? 

 
 

I used to have a functional relationship 
with my parents, especially with my 
mom. We used to be able to talk about 
everything and anything, and I confided 
my secrets in her. She knew me 
completely. 
 
Recently, however, things have changed. 
Maybe it's because I have a boyfriend 
now and she's afraid of losing me, 
maybe it's because I'm more impatient, 
probably because I'm just a hormonal 
teenager, but now I just can't stand 
talking to my parents. When they ask me 
questions, I'm just frustrated that I have 
to explain things to them. It may sound 
insensitive, but I also get angry when I 
have to explain or enunciate my English 
better for them to understand. 
 
Another thing that makes me bitter is the 
comparison of my relationship to my 
mom with that of my sister’s. My sister 
is a lot different from me: she does 
nothing but study, doesn't go out, and 
has yet to show interest in boys (or girls, 
for that matter) at age 19. When my 
mom complains that I don’ t talk to her, 
"look at your sister, she tells me 
everything!" ... Hey ma, maybe you're 
not the only person I have in my li fe to 
confide in. 
 

 
 

“ Truly, it is allowed to weep. By 
weeping be disperse our wrath; and 

tears go through the heart even like a 
stream.”  -  Ovid 

 
 

 
Like everything in my li fe, this story is a 
little complicated. I am full of 
contradictions so sorry if none of this 
makes sense: 
I love my family to death. They are my 
support, my fun, and my happiness 
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(along with my friends). However, they 
are also the ones that push me, pressure 
me, and inevitably, kick me when I’m 
down.  
 
I’m so different from them. My parents 
and my brother and sister seemed to be 
born with this intelligence that I lacked. 
Sure, maybe book-smart intelligence, but 
more importantly: street-smart 
intelligence and simple logic. Only not 
so simple; it’s simple in their eyes, but 
for everyone but them, it’s unexpected 
brilliance. In their eyes, because I lack 
this brilliance, I fear, and I feel that, I am 
a failure. They would criticize 
employees at the dinner table for doing 
something stupid, a trivial mistake at 
work and mock them. But I sit there 
silently, thinking to myself, “ ..I didn’t 
know that either…Am I just as stupid as 
that employee? Is that what they think of 
me? Do they laugh and mock my 
mistakes behind my back?”  I have 
always felt inferior in my family.  
Growing up in a generally all-Caucasian 
elementary school campus, I was one of 
the only Asian kids there. While my 
friends all went to birthday parties or 
“The Jungle”  or “Tilt”  I was to sit at 
home, or in my parents’ restaurant and 
do homework. This, as a little girl with 
too much energy, was a little hard to 
bear. I grew up to be the top of my class 
by far, which wasn’t hard (sorry if I’m 
not being modest).  They always 
expected more of me: Straight A’s. I’m 
not sure if it was ever told to us verbally, 
but it was drilled into my head along 
with my sister’s. No questions asked. 
Anything less was unacceptable.  
 
Then, I was moved into Kennedy Middle 
School, and surprisingly enough, I was 
NOT the only Asian kid there. There I 
began to hang out with friends that were 
at the same academic level as me-if not 
higher. I partially struggled to keep up. I 

was scared of my parents growing up-
yes, its true. My dad used to have a 
terrible temper and my mom was too 
nice so I would NEVER want to 
disappoint either of them. I never wanted 
to trouble them. 
 
They always wanted the best for me, and 
as I love my parents so much, I always 
tried my best to make them proud- I still 
do. I know in the bottom of my heart, 
they deserve it; my parents bust their 
asses for me and my brother and sister, 
and they deserve a daughter that can 
make them proud; they deserve a 
lifetime vacation; they deserve 
happiness. One of my biggest fears is 
disappointing them. I hate getting yelled 
at, yes because of the screaming voices, 
but more importantly, because of that 
look in their eyes that show their 
disapproval and disappointment. So I 
live each day in hopes to make them 
proud. Most of the time, I fail 
“miserably” . Now that’s in quotes 
because in reality, I don’ t fail miserably- 
but in their standards, and in mine- I do.  
In school, I take on a regular load of 
“Monta Vistan”  academics. I take on 
extracurricular activities. I struggle to 
stay up at 3am in the morning to finish 
my homework because of meetings that 
run late.  
It wasn’ t until I joined my last 
extracurricular activity until I heard the 
words that I’ve never heard directed to 
me about doing something that was not 
purely for enjoyment purposes: “Do you 
really think you have time? Your 
schedule is so busy already. You don’ t 
even get enough sleep.”  It wasn’ t then 
until it hit me: “Holy shit. They want me 
to stop…” My whole life, I always just 
believed “keep going. Add more. Keep 
on doing it. The more the better. Endure 
it. Take it. Just keep going”  pretty much 
for their sake- I always thought it would 
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make them happy. And here my parents 
were, telling me to stop.  
What did this mean? Was the world 
ending? This was my newsflash: making 
my parents proud doesn’ t have to mean 
staying up at night till 3am everynight. 
Or stressing myself out everyday. Or 
breaking down every week. Or 
overloading on extracurriculars every 
year. My parents work hard for me. I 
work hard for my parents. I would like 
to say they love me no matter what. And 
I love them for it. 
 
Yes, there are times when my family has 
problems—when we fall  apart.  
Yes, there are moments when I don’ t 
like my parents, or when they don’t 
understand me. 
And Yes, there are certainly periods of 
times when I bawl my bloody eyes out 
because I don’t think I’m good enough 
for them, and worry that they think the 
same. There are times when they make 
me feel like a tiny dumb idiot, unworthy 
of anything.  
 
But here’s the thing: I  promise that I  
will love them no matter what. 
Because they are good people, and 
because they have good hearts. Because 
They are my family.  
 
Truthfully, 
No Name Face 
 

 
 
Ever since i was younger i always knew 
what i  wanted to be when i grew up. 
First it was a hair- dresser, then a model, 
then a police-woman, an actress, a car 
sales person, back to acting, a director, 
producer, then i was drawn to law. 
Law was for once the career i was very 
serious about. It completely fasinated 
me. I could see myself going to law 
school, making a lot of money, arguing, 

and defending people. 
Ever since i was younger i would tell my 
dad what i wanted to be, and he would 
always have the same reply, "And what 
will it be next week, baby?" 
But law was something i stuck with for 
almost a year. I was so sure about it. One 
day a course selection sheet arrived in 
my mail box for my freshman year. I 
was completely facsinated and excited. I 
had my entire high school career picked 
out. Top of my list was law, and second 
drama. I was absolutly sure it would be 
perfect, and i was sure my dad would 
support me 200% Through middle 
school he had always let me be free to 
take whatever class i wanted. 
So the day i had it all settled i sat down 
with him, and told him everything i was 
planning. But the monent he replied it 
was like being thrown into a pool of ice 
water. I had never been so shocked 
before. All of a sudden i hear how law 
is  not a career, how i was wasting my 
time with drama, how i needed to grow 
up, how the only real career was in math 
or science. It was if all of my dreams and 
hopes were being popped like a ballon. I 
wondered if i was dreaming or i f this 
was really my life. I kept asking myself, 
where's the back door, where is the way 
out? HELP! I was seeing a completely 
different side to my dad. I had always 
thought he was different than most 
arrogant, ignorant dads. That night i felt 
like i was finally opening my eyes, was 
this my future? This was the reality, i  
was destined to become an engineer. The 
thought of it made me sick, i cried and 
cried. But he wouldn't understand, 
saying i was childish, ridiculous, 
paranoid. But i felt human! I was a 
human being, i had to make my own 
choices my own decisions. But how 
could i? I wanted choiced, i wanted 
options. I would not let myself become 
another statistic, another Indian girl who 
became an engineer or a doctor. 
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I slept over it, and woke up the next 
morning depressed. I realised i didn't 
have any options, my dad wanted what 
was best for me, and i would just have to 
be a puppet and follow what he said, do 
what i was told. So i signed up for 
Drafting 1, narrowly escaping 
electronics. When registration day came, 
i saw a loop hole. I still had a free 
period. I quickly enrolled for drama, and 
knew it would be okay since i still had 
drafting on my schedule. Suprisingly my 
dad did not have the reaction i expected. 
He was actually happy. He said he was 
glad i was taking somthing stree-free 
that i could enjoy. 
So i was saved for freshman year. But 
what about the next year, and the year 
after that, and the year after that. Was i 
still bound to the future my parents 
picked out for me? 
Months have passed and i've realised 
this isn't good versus evil, there is no 
good guy bad guy. My dad is still a 
human being, and he wants what is best 
for me. But what depresses me, is that 
my future isn't in my own hands. 
 

 
 
Your voice is constantly in my ear, 
screaming at what I did wrong, about 
how I am never good enough. I want to 
smack you across the face so your teeth 
fall out, but I have self-control. You 
don’ t. 
 
Around you is a negative, dark aura, and 
you claim that I am negative because I 
wear black. Every other word out of 
your mouth is no, can’t, never, rape. 
Have you ever tried to look at the bright 
side of things? A sun does exist, but you 
don’ t know that since you never leave 
the house. Perhaps if you tried, maybe 
you would smile and be a little happier. 
 

Do not accuse me of lying. Where in this 
equation is there room for doing 
something I want? This has been 
balanced to your liking, and I'm a pawn 
in your pointless game. Sleep, school, 
sports, and homework. And that’s really 
all life is to you, is it not? After all, it’s 
all you had when you were growing up, 
minus the sports. 
 
Stop to smell the roses. Take a break and 
dance. Quit being so f*cking uptight and 
let loose. Smile like you mean it and quit 
being so afraid of god knows what. Your 
control freak grip only pushes me away 
further. Have you ever tried to hold sand 
tightly? It doesn’t work. There’s a 
difference between being a protective 
parent, and paranoid parental units. And 
let me tell you, paranoia isn’t too 
attractive of a quality. 
 
Speaking of attractiveness, quit giving 
me shit about how I look and my weight. 
I'm not fat, I'm fine. If anything, people 
say I need to gain a couple more pounds. 
 
We have a f*cked-up relationship, 
respectless, and lacking in tolerance. (I 
wonder how that came to be). I do not 
believe that I’ve made myself clear. I 
will not have any respect for you unless 
you have any for me. Respect is 
something earned, not demanded. 
 
I will be the first one to admit that you 
make me cry the most. Not out of 
sadness or pain, but out of anger. Anger 
that you cannot move on and insist on 
life being your way or the highway. And 
hurt. Hurt that you cannot trust me 
enough to let me make my own stupid 
mistakes and dealing with my own 
consequences. Hurt that I can’t f*ck up 
and learn from what I did wrong. I 
would rather f*cking f*ck up than have 
you spoonfeed me ideals, religion, and 
morals because I hate to break it to ya, 
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but I can think for myself. (And while 
we are on the topic of religion, it can go 
up my ass for all I care.) 
 
I can play this game too, this BDSM-
esque game. Know this: I am your pawn 
now, you can lock me up and throw 
away the key, but salvation is not all that 
far away. And if things continue in this 
manner (which I suppose it will since 
I'm fed up with trying to better things 
between us), I am going to walk away 
and never look back. 
 

 
 
“ My father didn't tell me how to live; he 

lived, and let me watch him do it.”   
- Clarence Budinton Kelland 

 
 

 
Every morning, my mother comes into 
my room saying "School day. Wake up. 
You're going to be late." Most of the 
time I tell her to give me "five more 
minutes" or to "shut up" her singing. 
Sometimes it seems like I have no 
respect for my mother, maybe because 
she only has a high school diploma and 
can't pronounce more than half of the 
words in the English dictionary 
correctly. However, in my eyes, I 
believe I tend to neglect my mother and 
mistreat her, because I know she will 
always be there for me to catch me when 
I fall. Compared to most moms, my 
mother is very patient with me and 
basically puts up with all my shit. My 
mom always knows what's best for me, 
but she lets me learn it for myself.   
     Over the summer, I ran away for 
approximately two months. I had left my 
home because the endless conflict of my 
parents not liking my friends and 
boyfriend. My mother visited all my 
friends' homes or workplaces in order to 
find out any information she could about 

my whereabouts. She began to shop at 
Oakridge Mall's Ann Taylor everyday 
and became very friendly with one of 
those associates, who ironically was the 
girl with whom I'd been staying with. 
Everyday of those 2 months, she came to 
my boyfriend's workplace (also at the 
mall) to have lunch with him, hoping to 
get him to admit where I was staying. 
She called everybody she knew I was 
friends with, even those who I haven't 
kept in touch with since elementary. My 
father, on the other hand, went through 
those 60 days as if nothing had 
happened. The only thing he did was call 
the cops and after that he didn't even 
bother to look for me. Whenever I saw 
my friends, they would all tell me how 
my mother repeatedly called and visited 
them, questioning about me. They all 
told me that she missed me dearly and 
promised to not send me to boarding 
school if I came home. My mom was 
worried for me and as caring mother, she 
drove by my boyfriend's house every 
morning and night, hoping and waiting 
for me to walk out. She had no idea that 
I was living in the house right behind 
his. However, whenever I heard about 
my mother, I simply told them it was all 
part of my mom's scheme to get me 
home, since she knew the one thing I 
feared most was being sent to boarding 
school. Never did it appear to me that 
my mom could actually still care for me 
after all I put her through, especially 
since this was the third time I had ran 
away from home.  
     One day, I ended up running into my 
mother at the mall on accident. At first, I 
quickly turned around and started 
walking the opposite direction, but my 
aunt ran after me and held tightly onto 
my wrist. I knew I was in for it this time; 
I was caught and going to be sent to 
some boarding school until my 18th 
birthday now. When my mom caught up, 
she looked at me with relief that I was 
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alive and safe. I had noticed how old she 
had gotten in just a few weeks and began 
to feel guilty, but there was still anger 
inside of me. She told my aunt to let go 
of me and that I would come home when 
I felt it was right. I was curious why my 
mother would let me go and still 
resented her. I found out the reason she 
let me stay out on my own for so long, 
was that she wanted me to figure out my 
life and the things that mattered to me. 
My mother also had the same conflict 
with her parents about my dad 
(ironically) and felt that I had to settle 
my differences outside before I could 
come home and rebuild my relationship 
with her. I never knew that she had gone 
through the same things with her 
parents, and that deep inside she sided 
with me and understood what was going 
on. 
     Usually when a child runs away they 
are punished, however, this in my case 
and this time around, my mom used a 
different approach. She tried her hardest 
to do everything she could in order to 
prove to me that she loved me. One day, 
my boyfriend called me to tell me my 
mother had given a cell phone she had 
bought for me. The first thought that 
came to my mind was that it was another 
trick my mom had thought of, to track 
down my calls and who I communicated 
with. I remember him dropping off the 
phone and telling me how lucky and 
spoiled I was. I responded with 
"Whatever. She doesn't give a shit. She's 
just trying to trick us." He looked at me 
in disappointment and asked me why I 
couldn't believe she really loved me. 
When I opened the cell phone box there 
was a letter from my mom, in which she 
told me to call her whenever I wanted 
with the phone and that if I came home 
she would try her hardest make me 
happy. At the end of the note, it said "I 
will always love you, Mommy".  

    Karma ended up biting me in the ass, 
and by the end of summer my boyfriend 
and I had broken up. I realized who the 
true people in my li fe were, the hard 
way. Although I hurt my mom, over a 
stupid boy, she was still there for me 
after all  that happened. My mother still 
puts up with my shit to this day, whether 
it's waiting up for me to come home 
from parties at 3 a.m. and covering for 
me around my dad about my piercings. 
No matter what I manage to do, my 
mom supports my decisions even if she 
doesn't agree with them. She 
understands that being a teen comes with 
endless problems and drama, but she 
allows me to go out and learn about life 
through my mistakes. It's true when they 
say blood is thicker than water. 
 

 
 
I remember the days when nothing was 
perfect, but the days weren’t horrible 
either. I remember the days when it 
didn’t take sleeping 4 hours, to show my 
parents that I was in fact putting in an 
honest effort in my work. I remember 
the days when it didn’ t take straight As 
or getting in some amazing honors 
program at some xyz elite university to 
make them proud of me. Bu this was all 
when I had some control of my situation, 
when I was naïve enough to believe that 
this is all it would take. I can’t go back 
in time and simply find more time to 
spend with my parents, because as much 
as I hate to believe it, everyone just got 
busy. 
 

 
 
For the most part, I'm glad as hell who I 
have for my parents. In a community 
perhaps infamous for the amount of 
pressure that comes from the previous 
generation, mis padres are relatively 
lenient, accepting, and willing to make 
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compromises. They've set good 
examples for me to follow but never 
push me so hard to become what they 
are (or want). They've raised me to value 
hard work and cultivate individual 
determination. Sure, we fight or can't see 
eye to eye but in the end I know that 
they only want the best for me and want 
me to find out what I want by myself. 
What I really like is how I can pick what 
I want to do, and they'll support me for 
it. They have found the central ground 
between guidance and control, and for 
that I'm eternally grateful. 
 
When I compare my parents to other 
parents I know in Cupertino, it just goes 
to make me more appreciative. Other 
parents don't ever get off their sons' and 
daughters' cases, pushing them pretty 
much like slaves and signing them up for 
every SAT class they can find. At sports 
events, some parents go absolutely nuts 
over the tiniest mistakes their young 
athlete makes, giving hard and long 
lectures. Sure, the parents want the best 
for their kids but I think one of those 
"best"s is simply giving the kid some 
freedom. 
 
Whether by act of the divine or pure 
luck, my parents have managed to find a 
balance. They won't let me do absolutely 
anything, and obviously that is a good 
thing. If left on my own I would 
probably spoil myself silly before 
realizing it, and by then it would be too 
late. And yet at the same time they give 
me enough room to breathe and exercise 
my own control over my li fe. This 
opportunity for self-governance gives 
me the ability to be independent of my 
parents while still drawing off much 
from their guidance. By giving me a 
chance to control myself, I learn through 
success and failure that their lessons are 
true, and then they become a part of me. 
 

Too often do I hear stories of kids going 
off to college and their parents calling 
them every other day. I can only 
chuckle, wondering how on earth the kid 
can fare in the real world without the 
parents. When will he/she become 
independent? My parents always told me 
that they'll let me make many of my own 
decisions and determine how I want 
things to work for me, for my li fe is my 
own and it is ultimately my 
responsibility to live it, not theirs. 
 
They never gave me too much freedom 
though. From my earliest days they have 
set down rules and regulations and given 
me talks about the values and ethics of 
life. If I want something, I better work 
for it. They taught me grades were 
important and that college definitely was 
my future. In sports they encouraged me 
to do my best and work hard to improve. 
 
But, thank god, they don't live their lives 
through me. From what I have 
experienced, school and the sport fields 
and extra-curricular activities seem to be 
the battleground that parents use to wage 
war against each other, using their kids 
as soldiers. Everything from "What did 
your kid get on the SAT?" to "Wow, my 
kid scored 4 goals in the last game!" to 
“My child reached states in debating, 
what about yours?” , it seems like too 
many parents live their lives through 
their kids. In private, they'll ask "Why 
can't you be more like soso?", "soso can 
do this, why can't you?", "you'll never be 
like soso if you don't do this", "don't you 
want to get into soso university?". My 
parents, on the other hand, have taught 
me how to motivate myself, how I need 
to figure out what I want and what I 
need to work at to get it. Instead of 
wasting my childhood slaving away for 
my parents and following the trails 
they’ve set, my parents release me into 
the "wild" and let me find my own way 
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out, giving me but a map, compass, and 
field book. 
 
Yeah, sure sometimes I get a little mad 
at their rules and think that their logic is 
screwed up or can't understand why they 
won't let me do something, but all in all 
when I think about it, it has been all to 
my benefit. I don't have to work because 
my parents say so, I work because I 
value what they taught me. I work 
because I want it, not because they do. 
 
If I could change one thing though, it 
would be that my parents never 
divorced. Divorce is something that, 
especially when experienced at my age, 
takes off the god-like status of my 
parents. I saw fault in my parents, people 
who I thought knew everything there 
was to know about life, who I could 
always go to for help. I started to doubt 
things they said, for I knew they like 
everyone had faults, so what made them 
more right than others? I saw in them 
very fallible beings, and their words 
became less law than opinion. Maybe it 
was a good thing though, since it helped 
me realize how life really is. I would 
have to fend for myself, and their 
divorce only made this clearer. But it 
always hurts to think about it, how other 
people's parents have something that 
mine don't. But they love me 
nonetheless, and have nothing but the 
best for me in mind. I don't see them 
both equally now, but they still support 
me. 
 
All in all, their ability to find balance 
between controlling me, so I learned 
right from wrong, and giving me 
freedom, so I could learn to implement 
their lessons from my own heart, has 
given me plenty to be thankful for. 
 
-Lac-Hydrin Five 
 

 
 
I’ve tried several times now to write “my 
story” , and I have reached the 
conclusion that I’m not ready to share it. 
(Perhaps this is a shame, and I’m being 
selfish, but it is not flowing, and I need 
to take that as a sign.) However I can say 
to you, whoever you are, that we may 
share some of the same pain, and maybe 
that will help to console you in this time 
or any time of need. I, too, have cried 
myself to sleep every night for many 
nights, and I understand the headaches 
that follow. I get what it’s like to 
internalize it to be stronger for yourself- 
for someone Although I struggle 
expressing my own pain, I do hope that 
somehow this surface-like confession 
may be of some comfort to you; may it 
do the same for you as a hand to hold 
throughout the harder nights, the louder 
yelling, the violence and of course your 
tears. Although I may not be the one to 
pick you up the next morning, know two 
things. One, I admire you for carrying 
on, for moving along when there is no 
hope. And Two, i f you begin to fall, I 
believe you can get back up. And I love 
you.  
 

 
 

“ If I could bear your pain, I would. If 
money could buy solutions or my 

comfort solve the worst hurts, then they 
would be there for you. It hurts me not to 
help, and it hurts me to know that all my 
kindnesses would be inhibiting to your 
growth. I’ ll always be there for you. I 
hope you know, but you are free—you 

must grow away.”  Helen M. Exley. 
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Relationship Between Parents and Their  Teenager  
By Kristi Sackett, M.S., MFT 

 
The relationship between parents and their teenage children is filled with joy, sadness, 
wonderment, worry, love, hate, anger, and fear.  How can there be so much cause for love 
and hate, worry and joy in this relationship?  If what parents want is only what’s best for 
their daughter/son, how does this turn into attempts at control, disallowing the best 
intentions to be so misunderstood?  If what teenagers want is for their parents to trust 
them, and give them opportunities to make their own decisions - and their own mistakes - 
how does this turn into power struggles, yelling matches, and hurt and/or misunderstood 
feelings? 
 
The feeling of loving and of being loved is lost within the struggle to be heard.  The need 
to control takes over when we don’t hear what we want to hear.  Fear becomes the 
guiding factor when we feel we’ve lost this control. And trust goes out the window. 
 
Parents want to hold the control.  The feeling many parents seem to have is that their 
teenager is irresponsible, has bad judgment, and doesn’t follow through.  This is made 
manifest by their comments (i.e., “demands” ):  “Clean your room.”   “Watch your little 
sister/brother.”   “Do the dishes.”   “Don’ t be late.”   “Come right home after the 
party/soccer practice/concert.”   “Be home by 10:30pm.”  “Get good grades.”   Blaming 
and demanding can lead to less information and poor communication.  When teenagers 
feel blamed, or if they’ re told what to do (and often, how to do it), they start to feel 
resentful and angry.  They FEEL not responsible and not trusted.  
 
Perhaps what is occurring is that parents feel they aren’t needed anymore and so try being 
needed by continuing to control their teenager’s life in ways that are counterproductive to 
the teenager learning how to take control in positive ways. 
Parents want their teenager to be responsible.  If they spend too much time on the 
computer chatting with friends, or going out with friends, or just talking with friends, 
parents think they aren’t focusing on what’s important.  If the teenager fails to do well in 
something, parents feel this as a reflection on themselves, wondering what they did 
wrong.  How can our teenagers learn responsibility i f we show, by our actions, that we 
“know it all?”   For this is how our behavior is seen by our kids.  It’s one thing to be seen 
as God by our very young children; quite another thing to be seen as a Know-It-All, or 
worse, an Uncaring Know-It-All  by our teenager.  For teenagers are themselves trying to 
become like us, needing a chance to experiment with making good choices, making 
decisions (that might not be popular with their parents) on their own, and pulling away 
from us as parents – as they are meant to do. 
 
It can be great when parents have high expectations of their teenager.  But having high 
expectations includes being accepting of their mistakes as well as their successes.  If this 
acceptance is made known to your son/daughter, along with your support, 
encouragement, and love, it can be a boon to your son/daughter’s feelings of self 
confidence and self worth.  The pressures our teenagers feel when expectations can’t be 
met can lead to withdrawal, attitudes of not caring, overwhelm, depression, anxiety, use 
of drugs/alcohol, cheating in school, feeling never “good enough,”  and thoughts of taking 
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their own life.  If we as parents spend time with our teenagers, or ask for/schedule time 
with them, we show our teen that we value them as a person and enjoy being with them.  
However, i f all  we are doing is demanding excellent performance in all areas of their life 
without being there for them, this can only lead to lack of trust in the relationship and a 
fear of failure for our teen.  Ultimately, this means that your daughter/son begins to 
develop a lack of faith in themselves.  
 
Communication is still the key to maintaining a good relationship with your teenager.  
This fundamental ability of teenagers and their parents to CONNECT is highly indicative 
of how they’ll do in the future.  I don’ t mean just talking to them, but actually listening to 
them talk so that you can hear the message underneath.  If parents would practice 
reflective listening (ex. “ It sounds like you feel . . .” , or “ I hear you saying that . . .” , 
“That must have made you feel . . .” ), teenagers might be more inclined to offer more.  
And isn’t this what parents want?  To hear more in conversations with their daughters 
and sons?  Parents can invite this type of conversation rather than badger their teen with 
questions or demand answers suitable to what the parent wants to hear.  If saying “Where 
are you going?”  doesn’ t elicit a kind, respectful response from your teenager, it may be 
that the parent hasn’t asked this in a kind, respectful way.  If demanding that the teen be 
home by 10:00pm (when all the other friends get to stay until 11:00pm) doesn’ t bring 
their teen automatically home by 10, it could be that the parents don’t know enough about 
the event or of how much it means to their teenager to attend and be with their friends.   
 
Respect breeds respect.  When we let fear or distrust get in the way of respecting the 
needs of the other, the relationship suffers.  It goes both ways, however.  The teenager 
learns to not trust the parents.  They learn to fear telling their parents what’s going on 
because of not being allowed to participate.  They learn to not ask because what the 
parents don’t know, won’t hurt them.  They may forget that their parents only love them 
and want the best for them. 
 
Parents don’t want to see their teenager suffer.  There are many ways for teenagers to 
suffer:  in relationships with the opposite/same sex, in getting a low grade, in being 
ridiculed or teased by others (even their friends) at school, in struggling with an English 
essay or with Chemistry problem sets and working until 2:00 or 3:00am on a school 
night.  These are all areas in which the teenager is learning how to manage him/herself, 
how to know when to ask for help, how to be in a loving relationship, how to budget their 
time – in other words, they are learning the skills needed for when they are on their own.  
We as parents do not always help in a way most beneficial for them.  If we try to “ fix”  it, 
we take the opportunity away from the teen to figure this out for themselves, to struggle 
with themselves.  If we think fixing prevents struggling or makes the teenager feel better 
about him/herself – we’re wrong.  When our son/daughter tells us that they are having a 
difficult time with something, usually all they want from us is our attention, our ability to 
listen without judgment, criticism, or worse - suggestions.  Often, in just listening to our 
daughter/son talk, they figure out what’s needed all on their own.   
 
Teenagers are not young children anymore, nor are they adults.  They are working very 
hard, though, in this “ in between”  stage to learn how to act more adult, to take on more 
responsibilities which involves taking on more risks and, of course, being vulnerable.  
Parents need to show that they value their teen’s opinions and ideas.  Much of who they 
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are was shaped by who we are as parents.  They need to know that we value their 
perspective, even though it may be different than our own.  A great question to ask often 
may be “What do you think?”  as opposed to “Here’s what I think . . .”   A teenager who 
feels valued by his/her parents is more likely to value themselves, more likely to make 
those responsible choices parents wish them to make, and less likely to indulge in 
negative behaviors. 
 
And yes, the teenager has a part in shaping the relationship between him/herself and 
his/her parents.  I seem to have focused mostly on the parental aspect of this very delicate 
relationship, but all of what’s been said thus far pertains to the teen, too.  For the 
teenager:  try describing your feelings to your parents, or saying what you would like to 
have happen instead of blaming parents for not listening or accusing them of not 
understanding.  Try talking with your parents in a way that might make it possible for 
them to consider your point of view.  Invite each other to problem-solve, to figure out a 
new or different way to tackle a difference between you.  Act appreciatively, especially 
when you can do this in a genuine, heart-felt way, paying attention to what your parents 
DO do for you.  
 
Often when the relationship between teenagers and their parents is in trouble, we keep 
doing the same thing, over and over, to get our message(s) to the other.  If what we’re 
doing isn’ t helping to improve the relationship, sometimes seeking professional help may 
be the answer.  Being willing to admit that we’d like help can be the beginning of 
working towards the positive, loving, respectful relationship we’d want. 
 
Teenagers who know that they are loved feel safer in the world and less defensive in their 
relationships – including their relationship with parents.  There is no need to be 
defensive, no need to fight back, no need to hide if you feel completely and totally loved 
by someone.  The way that parents can show that they love their teenager is by telling 
them that no matter what they do, or how they behave, we will always love them.  
Remember when your teenager was four years old and his/her eyes lit up when they saw 
you?  Remember when you absolutely adored everything your little one did?  We love 
them – no matter what.  Let’s make sure we tell each other. 
 
Kristi Sackett, M.S., MFT 
(California Licensed Marriage & Family Therapist) 
(408)257-6662 
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Resources 

JFK Community Counseling Center 408-524-4900 
California Youth Crisis Line 800-843-5200 
Contact 24/7 Help-Line for Youth 888-247-7717 
EMQ (24 hour crisis/suicide eval.) 408-379-9085 
Youth Line (12PM-10PM) 888-977-3399 
Kristi Sackett, M.S. 408-257-6662 
  

Parenting Resources 
The Parent Information and Referral 
Center 

800-690-2282 

Contact – Parental Stress Help Line 
and Referrals 

408-279-8228 

Monta Vista Parenting Class (Free) richard_prinz@fuhsd.org 
YWCA Parenting Classes 408-295-4011 ext. 321 
  
Also remember that we have a number of resources available on campus. 
Richard Prinz, Student Advocate – 
D204 

408-366-7638 

Sheila Altmann, Psychologist – 
A109 

408-366-7664 

Cathy Katz & Sylvia Lam 
Administration 

Main office 
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Staff: Kimberly Ang, Winnie Chan, Symrin Chawla, Alex Cohn, Paulina Dao, Gillian Decker, 
Anneliese Fetterman, Blandine Glaize, Hermes Huang, Jyoti Kaur, Casey Ly, Chris Moe, Kate 

Sackett, Bhumit Shah, Adi Singer, Ryan Walker, Rosie Wright, Jane Xu 
Adivisor : Hung-Wei Chien 

 
Our next issue is Regret. Stories may be submitted online using the form at 

verdadera.mvmatadors.org or emailing mvverdadera@gmail.com until July 28th. Also, stories 
may be submitted directly to members of our staff. The issue will be sent home within the first 

few weeks of the 2006-2007 school year.  
We print stories about personal experiences, not opinion pieces. If you submit an opinion piece, it 

will not be printed.  
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