
Chapter 4

The love we 
inherit

how to build a home;

Even now as I'm 
back at school in 
Massachusetts and 
it is too cold to 
frequent the New 
England beaches 
anyways, I still 

feel these questions 
weighing down on me.
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I had my escapes from 
family though.

Being back in my hometown, 
I got to see my high 
school friends again-
 outdoors, of course,

at beaches 
and parks.

God, these 
places were 

swarming with 
families.

Babies laid claim to Connecticut.

Babies 
everywhere

there have been generations of 
familial trial and error for

how to care

how to feed

how to soothe a worry

how to clean a wound

reminding me that

Generations of love 
have not perfected it. 

Was I stepping in line 
to fuck up too?

I know;
These are 

my personal 
demons to 
deal with.

I know;
I know;
I know;

"whoa,
this is not 
the normal 
reaction 
to seeing 

babies at the 

beach." 

Maybe they 
were passed 
down too.

...

While I was across the pond, 
I had the time and space to 
reflect on the deeply reasonable 
and irrational love we feel for 
family- 

the lottery of lineage- the Zhu's 
and Zhao's before me who I would 
never know but always feel their 
presence in my relationships with 
my parents and my partners.

Suddenly, when I was flung 
back into the heart of it, I 

didn't want to think about these 
matters anymore, which were quite 

literally too close to home. 
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