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			“In a time of unrest and chaos, Helen’s story of her amazing journey as an American immigrant is a light to those seeking a better life. She brings you into her life with all its sacrifice, hope, and personal development. Reading about it is like listening to your best friend share their most intimate feelings on the events of their life. It is an absolute inspiration for everyone to see that one can accomplish almost anything if they are committed to it. Her commitment to be something more than expected has you rooting for her to succeed, and the horrors of the journey will bring tears. One can’t help but feel better and be inspired to do more after reading her story. Almost a ‘how to’ manual on how to immigrate and succeed in the United States.”

			—Eric Rehn, CCIM, 2017 president of NorCal CCIM 

			“Helen is the hardest working person we know. We met her about ten years ago, and since then she has grown from a residential agent to an expert in both residential and commercial real estate. She always gives her 100 percent for all tasks, and her efforts helped grow our portfolio significantly.

			Her humble beginnings in Indonesia taught her a good work ethic and perseverance. She took advantage of crises and made them into opportunities. She is a great example of achieving the American Dream. All real estate investors or working women can learn key lessons from reading her book.”

			—Winnie Liu, CPA, CFA, MBA, real estate investor; Thomas Liu, MD, PhD, orthopedic surgeon

			“Helen Chong’s book, Power to Change Lives, is a candid depiction of how some of the greatest obstacles in life can not only be overcome, but can result in growth. Helen’s unfettered description of her life and the lessons she learned—from her determination to step outside what was expected of her and follow her own dreams, to dealing with the never-spoken-about realities of pregnancy and post-partum life—are both moving and relatable. As women in a leadership roles, or as women in general, exposing our vulnerabilities and our imperfections and admitting that life is not always sunshine and roses is not easy. Helen shares these very personal moments with us in a way that lets us know that it is okay to be all of these—imperfect, vulnerable, and challenged—and that by embracing the imperfections, vulnerabilities, and challenges in our lives, we can take those lessons and become stronger, wiser, and more successful.”

			The views expressed are those of the author and do not reflect the official policy or position of the US Navy, Department of Defense, or the US Government.

			­—Ana Tempone, Commander, US Navy

			“Power to Change Lives will not only inspire you; it will give you incredible insight into what it takes to adapt and thrive through significant changes, both in life and in business. Helen Chong’s story challenges us to find the resiliency and power within ourselves and apply that in pursuit of our ambitions and dreams. It is not very often that you encounter someone that has actualized ‘the American Dream,’ but Helen embodies that in a way that is vivid and picturesque. If you are someone who is looking for inspiration and the resolve to pursue your aspirations, Power to Change Lives is a must-read.”

			—Guy Gal, founder and CEO, Side Inc.

			“In her captivating and evocative first book, Power To Change Lives, Helen Chong aims to tell ‘the full story’ of what it means to be an immigrant student in America, in all of its fraught complexity. She gives a candid and comprehensive account of how to succeed in real estate investment and achieve financial success.”

			—Sanjeev Jaiswal, CEO, iFiber Optix Inc.

			“Power to Change Lives is truly an inspiration to anyone who has achieved incredible success and wealth after being faced with adversity, racism, and cultural differences. As a business and life coach, I am often reading and recommending leadership stories of perseverance and success, but the story that the author portrays in this book is truly incredible! Helen Chong shares with her readers a front-line tale about one young woman’s journey into a new country, learning a new language, and eventually pushing herself to become one of the top authorities on real estate investing in the United States. Her dedication to her family motivates her along the way, but the true grit and determination that this young Chinese girl takes on to make a name for herself make this a book any aspiring immigrant should read. Her grind is nonstop! I would recommend this to any young woman who is looking to break through traditional stereotypes to make a name for herself as her own CEO against insurmountable odds.”

			—Andi Cummings, owner and coach, Platinum Coaching Group

			“Power to Change Lives is beyond counterfeit! A real person can do extraordinary things. Helen’s story truly embodies the American Dream.”

			—Dan Higgison, founder and CEO, Synergy Worldwide

			“Helen’s journey of perseverance and self-improvement to expand her boundaries and chart her own career path is inspiring; her willingness to share the vulnerable moments along the way make her success that much richer for the reader.”

			—Croft Young, investment banker
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			To my parents, Lenny and Yung Ming, who reminded me of the 
importance of maintaining a strong and honorable character 
even during adversity. 

		

	
		
			Disclaimer: The content of this book is not intended to constitute legal, accounting, financial, or real estate investment advice. If the readers want personalized real estate investment advice, they should contact a real estate professional licensed in their jurisdiction.
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			Mother, how are you today?
Here is a note from your daughter
With me everything is okay
Mother, how are you today?

			—Maywood, “Mother How Are You Today?” 

			Introduction

			A home is more than a structure; it’s a universal symbol of family, comfort, and security. Our first home is our mother’s womb, and from a collective standpoint, we are all on a journey to rediscover that peace again. Even the animal world organizes itself around the instinctive drive to find nests, burrows, hollows, and caves. This innate impulse to find a place of security where we belong is a vital part of the human experience and is perhaps why homecomings are common themes in epic poems and heroic quests.

			Though I didn’t set out to write an odyssey, I suppose in some ways that’s exactly what I did—my story, spanning decades and continents, intermingles heroes and villains and explores the ways seemingly superhuman forces shape their universe. In my early years, it seemed conflict followed me and yearning guided me. I now understand that the interplay of conflict and yearning helped give rise to the power to change my mindset, which propelled me toward my future successes.

			Over the last fifteen years, I have negotiated millions of dollars of real estate transactions and grossed hundreds of millions of dollars in equity for my clients. I understand that homes are sacred spaces that house personal histories, and they can have great impacts on our lives. Whether we are aware of it or not, home buying is bigger than the purchase of a structure: it’s a return to something sacred that we’ve longed for. Home buying actualizes the symbol of home, taking it from a mental construct to a physical reality. Owning a home alters something within us and gives us places to build memories and be wholly ourselves.

			I started writing a book so that my children would understand how their mother, who grew up poor on the other side of the world, came to the United States, built a career for herself through her own hard work and determination, and created for them a life unlike any she herself had ever known. In the last several years, I’ve garnered speaking opportunities that have given me platforms to share parts of my story. It was the feedback from these occasions that made me realize that humans are wired for connection. Stories provide us paths toward empowerment, validation, and communion, no matter our current challenges. Not only did I need to share my experiences with my children, but I also needed to share them with anyone who feels as lost as I once did.

			We are all guilty of projecting cultivated personas. In our social media culture, it’s easier than ever to only show the shiny, happy sides of ourselves. I do not think this is honest, nor do I think it helps people feel connected. In these pages, I will reveal the ugly truth—that the path to success is sometimes dark, lonely, and scary. Using my own experience of leaving home and the ensuing decades-long journey to find my way back, I share the struggles and disadvantages that threatened to ensnare me as a poor, minority, female immigrant. We need to hear people’s authentic tales of strife so that we have guides along our own journeys. Without those guides, we may never get to our destinations.

			This book will interweave my own experiences with the lessons I have learned along the way about business, life, balance, growth, and wealth building. I want to share what I know about goal setting and perseverance and how those tools can benefit you on your own personal and professional paths. I share advice on creating financial well-being, but as I have discovered on my own journey, there are greater rewards like happiness, freedom, and choice. This book is meant to inspire people who feel like they have no resources and no hope. Trust me, you can be successful. Using the steps and lessons I outline throughout the following chapters, you too can find your way back home—a place of safety, security, and eternal belonging.

			
Chapter one

			
Childhood Memories of Home

			In my career, I often find myself debating with clients and friends about the benefits of renting a home versus buying a home. As a real estate broker and investor, I have a number of tangible reasons why buying a home is a sound long-term financial investment, but the major reason I feel so strongly about buying a home is intangible. In fact, it’s quite personal.

			When my husband and I bought our first home in 2013, we had two children with a third on the way. We had moved seven times in the previous four years, and the joke had become that with each pregnancy, we moved into a new house. It seemed I took nesting to a new level! After renting for several years, and paying a 7 percent increase each year, I didn’t want any nest; I wanted my own nest.

			On moving day, I felt immense pride. I told my three-year-old and one-year-old children, “This is the home you’ll remember for the rest of your lives.” From that first day, my children excitedly ran around their new backyard. Not much has changed in the last five years, except now there are three children zooming up and down the hallway and scooting out into the yard during their frequent playdates. This is what I want them to remember—the sweet chaos of weekends spent playing with their siblings and friends in a home of their own, the dinners together around our family table, the sunny days spent exploring and imagining the wide world from the safety of their own backyard.

			It’s not just my children who have benefited from the purchase of our home—my husband and I have felt more settled and stable as well. I have watched all areas of my life improve after the purchase of my home. The solid foundation it provides has allowed me to take professional risks and has accelerated my career in ways not often associated with homeownership. I feel I’m building something from this house. I feel grounded and emboldened. My children feel this too. With my family happy and my career expanding, I feel peace.

			I spend my days helping others find their own ways back home. Whether they are seeking a large home or a small home, the power lies in what the home can provide them: safety, comfort, freedom, a fixed foundation. I’m learning to be grateful every day for the arduous path that led me home. Despite the contentment of today, however, I often wish I could go back to eighteen-year-old me—scared, poor, and living alone in this foreign country—and tell her, “Don’t worry, you will find your way home.”

			Growing Up in Hong Kong

			I remember waking in the middle of the night in our rental home in Hong Kong and hearing my parents working in the spare room that was filled with boxes and packaging materials. I’d wander in sleepy-eyed, and my parents would shoo me away: “Go back to sleep.” At the time, I didn’t understand why they would rush me back to sleep, but now I understand that they needed this time to work. Without their constant willingness to labor hard and their unwavering dedication to their work ethic, we would not have had a home of our own. Seeing their hard work stayed with me as I grew older. I understood that you work hard so that you can provide for your family, and sometimes in providing them with material things, you’re actually providing them with things of even greater value—like respite, security, peace. 

			My parents had been working tirelessly since they arrived in China from Indonesia as teenagers in 1966. They moved to China in hopes of a better education for themselves and their future family. The Cultural Revolution took place as soon as they arrived, so they found themselves without schooling and struggling for basic necessities like food. The only kind of work they were allowed to do was hard manual labor, so they walked from village to village, plowing farm after farm.

			After several years of living in a harsh environment, far from what they dreamed of, they were given the opportunity to go to Hong Kong in 1972 with the help of a friend. After my father worked in many severe manual labor jobs, they decided to start their own import/export business while raising my elder sister, who is five years older than I. Their business grew and their family grew, which eventually afforded them the opportunity to purchase their first home—our first home—in their thirties. From the time I was born until I was six, my parents, my older sister, and I lived in a five-hundred-square-foot rental home in Hong Kong. I was happy there, but I didn’t realize what was lacking in our living situation until my parents announced they had bought us a home. I watched my parents work hard each day of the year. They were never idle. They thought buying a home was a goal they could not possibly attain, but they did.

			On December 16, 1984, we moved into a beautiful 1,180-square-foot (massive by Hong Kong standards) newly remodeled condominium overlooking the Victoria Harbour. My sister and I couldn’t believe our luck. When we walked into our home, it felt like a mansion—fresh paint, gleaming hardwood floors, carpeted bedrooms, and wide views. Every room in the apartment was tailored to our needs: my sister and I picked out our own bedroom wallpaper and curtain fabric while our parents built us workstations for our homework; my father got an entertainment shelf for his stereo system, and my mother got a paradise kitchen with plenty of counter space.

			After we moved in, we met some neighborhood kids. I would tag along with my older sister and her friends wherever they went, and that’s when I met my childhood friend Susanna, who was also tagging along with her older brother. Since we are only eight months apart, we became as close as sisters and spent every spare minute together. In the summertime, Susanna and I would swim in the community pool three times a day, and she became a solid fixture in my home. Our home was often filled with friends and children; my mother would cook more than enough for every family to eat for five hours and still have food left over. My home was a happy one, and I loved it.

			There is something powerful about the ownership of a home. It is connected to satisfaction and security, and even young children like myself can pick up on that. Even though I was only six at the time, I was proud of our home. I walked in that first day, and every day that followed, and thought, This is ours. Sometimes I wonder how I was so cognizant of the difference between renting and owning a home at such a young age; then I realize that I intuited this difference based on the transformations I saw in my parents when they became homeowners. I could feel how proud they were. They exhibited this satisfaction—and allowed us to participate in it—by having weekly cleanings every Sunday. Even if my sister and I tried to sleep in, my parents would wake us up and tell us to get started. Amid the vacuum whirring and the dishes clinking, I’d hear my parents calling, “Meeeiii, get up” (mei means “younger sister”). My mother would stretch the sheets tightly over each bed while my father shined the bronze furniture and cleaned our fish tank. Through the care they gave our home, they showed us the pride of homeownership. It was a profound lesson to learn at an early age, and it changed the course of my life.

			While we lived in this home, we fell into a happy routine. On weekends, Susanna would come over, and we’d be tasked with grocery shopping for our families. We were happy to be together, though we were arguably a bit young to be so independent. We’d hold hands when we crossed street after street, laughing as we zipped through the crowds. We were about seven years old at the time, and though the market was chaotic and dirty, the vendors were especially kind and generous to us because of our age. We’d return home, our feet blackened by the filthy market streets, with proud smiles on our faces and food for our families.

			During weekdays, while my parents worked from home, I’d get myself ready and walk to the bus stop before school. After school, I walked to my tutor’s house to complete all my homework before heading home. I worked hard in school and was always one of the top three in my class. Because I excelled in elementary school, I was accepted to a reputable middle school that was a thirty-minute bus ride from home. My parents were always busy with their business; therefore, my sister and I were encouraged—or made—to be independent.

			Despite the amount of time alone each day traveling to and from school and tutoring, I always looked forward to the evenings when my family would reconvene at home and have dinner together. We were together, and we were happy. My mom would cook delicious meals, and my father would begin his lecture of the day, which was our cue to roll our eyes and zone out to the familiar lull of our father’s voice. If the story had ended here, it would be a happy one.

			Power of Home

			In the years and decades that followed, my life became more fractured and chaotic, but I always found solace by closing my eyes and picturing my Hong Kong home, my family, my sister, and my best friend. I carried those memories with me to remind me of a time and a place when I felt happy and secure. My home sustained me mentally and emotionally for decades after leaving it. We often get so caught up in quantifiable measures of wealth and success that we forget about the value that lies in what cannot be seen. This is why homeownership is so important: your home doesn’t stop meaning something to you when you leave it; it stays with you.

			While I have gone on many adventures in my life, I often return to that memory of my early home. It has sustained me, encouraged me, sheltered me. In fact, every time I go back to Hong Kong, every time I pass that building, I always look up to the twenty-first floor window, unit 21E. Home.

			I didn’t feel the peace of homeownership again until I bought my adult home in San Jose decades later. When our family of four settled in (with one on the way), I felt that sense of security again. I’m home. Using the model that my parents demonstrated, I take pride in my home and find ways for my children to share in that. We make our beds each morning and share the cleaning chores. They see their parents take care of the home, maintain it, and improve it. We also eat dinner together each night, despite how hectic the day may have been.

			I remind my children they will always remember this home. I hear them running through the halls, and I savor the sounds of laughter and family. We are together, and we are happy. My hope is that my children can continue to cement these feelings of security and contentment, and that when they lose their ways one day, which they will, they will always remember the peace of home. I hope that it will continue to comfort them, protect them, and surround them with the love of their family.

			I’ve spent my professional career helping home buyers find this same sense of security and peace that I experienced in my Hong Kong home. There are two major reasons for purchasing a home, and they both have to do with security—owning a home is your first step toward financial security and building equity, and perhaps more importantly, it creates a sense of emotional security. It is a profound luxury to know you have a home to return to. It’s a place of protection and fortification. It cannot be taken from you. It is yours.

			Oftentimes  when I’m working late at night in my home office, one of my children will wander in sleepy-eyed. For a moment, I am the child drifting into the room in Hong Kong, loaded with packaging materials and my parents hard at work. I am the child lulled by the sounds of my family in my home. Yet this time is different. I am the parent; this is my child. Just as my mother and father did for me, I hug my sleepy child and whisper, “Go back to bed.” They return to the room they share with their siblings, and I return to my work, so that I can provide my family with more than walls and a roof. I can provide them with memories, security, and the pride of homeownership that will stay with them always. Just as my parents did for me, so I will do for my children.

			Advice on Homeownership

			Despite the obvious benefit of building equity, homeownership gives a family the power to improve its quality of life. This value is much harder to quantify but far exceeds a monetary one. Real estate transactions are often viewed as business deals when, in fact, real estate is a field that has ineffable impacts on one’s life. These benefits aren’t limited to the homeowner themselves; they extend to their children and grandchildren and can vastly alter a family’s trajectory for generations. 

			
Chapter two

			
Sad Memories

			When I was eleven years old and had happily lived in my family’s Hong Kong condo for five years, my life began to crumble. In 1989, the summer before I started middle school, my best friend, Susanna, and her family moved to Canada. Without her, I was unmoored. My sister and I went to my parents and asked them if we could also move to Canada. We must have been fairly convincing because they listened to our proposal and took it seriously. In fact, they left my sister and I home alone for two weeks to explore Canada and even interviewed with the immigration department. While they were gone, a neighbor stopped by to check on us. When I answered the door, she asked, “What are you girls doing?” I answered plainly, “Ironing.” She seemed suspicious until she looked behind me and saw the piles of clothes and linens. I guess the last thing she expected a child to be doing when home alone was ironing clothes! Little did she know, I was trying to prove my independence so that my family would relocate to Canada. When my parents returned, they explained that it wasn’t feasible to relocate, as neither of them held higher education degrees. “We can’t risk it financially,” they explained. I tried to show a brave face, but I was devastated.

			Not long after Susanna’s move, I started at my new school, where I met a girl named Rebecca. We sat beside one another and sported matching ponytails and short bangs. We were both shy, but we each excelled in our own way. Rebecca was smart and helped me study; I was social and encouraged her to join me in extracurricular activities like volleyball, choir, and swimming. For the first time since Susanna moved, I found some happiness and purpose in school. At the same time, however, there was tension brewing at home. My parents’ import/export suppliers had recently gone out of business, leaving my parents with no inventory to sell. As the financial stress mounted, so did their arguments.

			During this time, they had also befriended a couple who quickly became fixtures in our lives. We started spending weekends together, and one of our favorite activities was hiking up to the Luck Changing Tower, a temple where your luck can reverse its course if you walk up the spiral staircase. We walked this tower almost every single weekend together for months. Then, one day, the couple didn’t join us. My parents were evasive when we asked, but eventually they explained that they had loaned the couple much of their savings, which the wife had squandered. The family hid and never returned the money, and the wife ultimately ended up in jail for fraud.

			Because of their mounting financial stress, our home became a tense environment. In hopes of finding a job, my dad decided to return to Indonesia, where all of his siblings lived. As a thirteen-year-old, I struggled to understand what was happening. All I knew was that within two years, Susanna had left, and now my father was leaving as well.

			Once my dad left, my mother struggled to hold everything together for my sister and me. We talked to our dad rarely, as he worked on a small fishing boat in Indonesia and would come home every few months between his jobs. On his visits, he would show me pictures of the boats and regale me with stories of mosquito swarms and heavy rain swells. Even then, I understood that the work my father was doing was challenging manual labor again. He never complained about it, however. It was what he was willing to do for his family, and as always, I admired his efforts and ethics and vowed to be a heroic parent like him if given the chance.

			After my father had been in Indonesia for several months, my mother informed us that his fishing business wasn’t working out. He had been importing fish from Indonesia, but after all the fish died during one shipment, he was left with no product to sell. It was again another total loss. My father returned home, and soon they announced they had made a hard decision: “We have to sell the house.” Time stopped. I could barely breathe. I remember begging my parents not to sell our home: “Please don’t sell! It’s our home! Why don’t we just rent it out for now?” They said it was too hard to afford the mortgage payment and there was no other option. (Only recently my parents shared with me that the main reason they had to sell was because they took out a five-year mortgage rather than a thirty-year mortgage, so as not to saddle my sister and me with debt when we became adults. Their motive was noble, but it was not enough to spare us all from financial crisis.) If gaining a home was the greatest treasure of my childhood, then losing it had to be my greatest heartbreak.

			Lost

			I understood that we lost that home because of money—because my parents’ business went under, because they made bad decisions about mortgages, because they loaned money to the wrong person. I remember thinking, When you lose money, you lose things you love. I understood that causal relationship: money could buy a home, security, family, and stability; losing it could rob you of all of those things just as quickly. 

			After packing up our belongings, my parents found a small condo to rent. We went from a condo of 1,100 square feet down to one of 700 square feet. During this time, my father had returned home to Hong Kong and was working at a friend’s watch factory. It was now my mother’s turn to go to Indonesia and look for work. With my mother gone and my father working overtime most days, my sister and I had to do most of the housecleaning and cooking. My sister became my guardian, which I didn’t enjoy. She and I were managing fine until our parents made a familiar announcement: “The rent is getting too expensive, and we’re draining our bank account. We’ve got to move.” My parents explained that rent can increase each year, oftentimes significantly. There was no guarantee that even if we could manage this year’s rent, that we would be able to afford next year’s rent. This time, I didn’t put up a fight. I saw how hard my parents were struggling, and since I’d already lost the home I loved, what was one more move?

			My mother returned to help us with the move, and as always, she mopped and cleaned the apartment we were leaving. I asked her why she was cleaning a home that was no longer ours, and she explained that you always treat a home rented to you with respect so that if you ever need it again, the landlord will be happy to rent it back to you. (To this day, she even cleans hotel rooms out of respect before checking out.) We were becoming accustomed to packing and unpacking, so we did it one more time and moved into an even smaller place—five hundred square feet—with three bedrooms and one bath in an industrial area. We couldn’t open the windows because of the smog, and needless to say, it was not a good experience.

			I was still going to school with the same children, so they noticed we moved often. Most of the other kids had stable homes and rarely relocated. I longed for the stability and security of their lives. I remember feeling so ashamed of where I was living, so I tried to hide the fact that we resided across the harbor in the low-income industrial area. Since I was so much farther from school at this point, I left home at 6:20 a.m., walked to the subway station, took the subway across the harbor, walked to the bus stop, and then rode the bus to school. Day after day, I trudged through my life wishing I could go back home, but instead, I got off the subway at the industrial stop that felt nothing like the home I sought.

			By this time, I was sixteen years old and in eleventh grade, preparing for the Hong Kong Certificate of Education Examination (HKCEE)—a test comprised of nine subjects taken over a four-month span. The exam would determine whether I could continue to advance my education into college preparatory grades, called twelfth and thirteenth grades in Hong Kong, and to which schools I might be accepted. It was an important step for my future, so after school, I would sit with a jug of lemon tea and study for hours, only stopping for quick “club sandwiches” made with bread, mayonnaise, peanut butter, jelly, and a sunny-side-up egg. By this time, my sister was in college, my mother was in Indonesia, and my dad worked a lot. I was growing accustomed to time spent alone, though I didn’t enjoy it.

			Just about a month before the series of exams started, my dad announced that he would be joining my mother in Indonesia to look for work. This was new. Previously one parent had always been in Hong Kong with my sister and me; now they were both leaving us. My mom came home to help my father move, and it was a painful time watching them pack up their things to leave us. Before they left, we put a camera on a timer and took a picture of our family in our tiny apartment. That was the last picture of the four of us together in our home country of Hong Kong.
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			My family’s last photo in Hong Kong

			You Must Be Emptied before You Can Be Filled

			When my mother first returned to Indonesia, she found a job at a hardware store. This was no Home Depot; it was a small, filthy, dusty store in a third-world country. My mother didn’t know much about construction supplies, but she took her job seriously and always spoke of it with respect. I sometimes think about how hard it had to be for her to return to Indonesia. She and my father had left over two decades earlier as teenagers headed for the “big city” in China to advance their education. When they left, their families stayed behind. Their siblings must have looked up to my parents—young, resilient, hopeful, courageous. Over twenty years later, my mother, now in her late forties, returned with nothing. Her homecoming to Indonesia was more than a relocation; it was an admission that they had failed. Eventually, everyone encouraged my mother to utilize her passion for cooking and open a restaurant. In fact, my grandmother asked all my aunts and uncles to chip in money, silverware, pots and pans, and even tables and chairs to start this new business. Suddenly we were the ones in need of help.

			Not long after the restaurant opened, my grandmother passed away. I saw how her death devastated my mother. She had been my mother’s rock. I later realized I had the same supportive reliance on my own mother. When I call my mom with a problem, she listens. She typically says, “I can totally understand.” That’s all I need her to say. And she does understand. She’s been knocked down over and over again, but she always gets back up. She understands despair, exhaustion, worry, and fear. She understands these feelings because she’s lived her life despite them for decades.

			My father also displayed the same survivor mentality upon his return to Indonesia. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for his family. During each of our nightly family dinners in childhood, my father talked (and talked and talked) about being a good person. Being an ethical human was his highest goal, and he worked at that self-imposed ideal daily. At their Indonesian restaurant, my parents were constantly being harassed by neighborhood gangs who barged in, wielding knives, demanding money and food. Not only was my father unafraid, but he also embraced them and invited them to share a beer with him. His goal was not to please them; his goal was to touch their hearts so they felt loved. Many years later, in fact, one of the gangsters returned to the restaurant, stood in front of my father, and thanked him for inspiring to become an elected official in a nearby town. I often wondered why my father should have been pitied for his poor finances when he had the heart and soul of a hero. Likewise, could my mother really be considered poor when she had the riches of a loving, supportive mother? Should I note all of the things that were missing in my life when I had parents who consistently showed me the power of resilience and humility?
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