








(40s, Korean adoptee)

Lucia (Lew-CHEE-ah) acts like Joe Pesci,
but looks like Greta Lee.  Sick of saying the
word "adopted," Lucia’s waited her entire
life to create a biological family she can
belong to - without explanation.  

Made of homespun goodness, Mike is
Lucia's lovable punching bag. But after
4 years of a thermometer forcing him
to have erections, Mike starts the
adoption process against Lucia's will.

Looks like a dumpling, but would shiv you in a
heartbeat if you cross her family. Obnoxiously
loving, Elveda insists Lucia’s 100% Italian like
herself, blind to the damage this wreaks on
Lucia’s identity and pressure to have a child. 

(Lucia's adoptive Italian mother)

Dani and Lucia have shared everything
since 1st grade - and now infertility. Dani
both loves and fears her fiery Italian bestie.
She’s the only one who understands Lucia's
pain of being adopted.

(40s, Lucia's BFF)

(40s, Lucia's teflon husband)

Mindy Sterling is attached 

Sutton Foster is attached 



Menopausal Misfits

(The group's questionable leader) (an over-sharer) (bad-ass and blunt) (devout and daft)











In 2020, I discovered something horrible. I was racist against Asians.

Before you judge, lemme explain. When I was 2 days old, I was left on a train in Seoul, Korea. 3,000 miles away in Bethlehem,
PA, my Italian mother saw an adopted Korean baby on The Mike Douglas Show and knew she had to have one, too. She
ordered me from the comfort of her own kitchen and 4 months later, I was shipped via airplane to meet my new family.
All for the low price of $3,000. TOTAL. That included airfare. 

The town was so small and white, someone asked her, "How will you understand her when she starts speaking?" So my mom
held me close and raised me like her. Anyone who didn't believe I was Italian was berated and banished from our lives.

Being Asian meant decades of convincing people I belong to the family I love. Being Asian labeled me with a stereotype I knew
nothing about and utterly despised. So I rejected anything Asian - even rice, though I secretly loved it. 
That's some sad shit. 

Being Asian created a monster whose skin and almond eyes betrayed a life-long, impossible quest to be Italian. 
So yes, I hated being Asian and hated myself.  I bet you’ve hated yourself for something you can’t change, too.

I started to write to heal a wound. Now I write to heal others.

I deserve a break today



Amy Kim Jaime Burke



Thank you


