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• Victoria Choi, 
  Seul, South Korea. 

Like a tree split in two... �

"�
 y name is Victoria, is 
Victoria, Victoria Choi 
(My maiden name is Vic-

toria Allison), and I feel like a tree 
split into two. I was born in USA 
and I am half American and a half 
Hispanic, as my mother is from 
Mexico Years ago, attending uni-
versity I met a guy from South Ko-
rea, we felt in love and we got 
married. I did not have any objec-
tion from my parents, maybe be-
cause he was very fine guy, 
someway attractive, very good 
looking and his family was the 
owner of a good company that 
has to deal with computers.  
 
We spent five years in Los Ange-
les and San Francisco and every-
thing was perfect. We decided not 
to have family until later as we 
were not sure if we were going to 
stay in USA or moved to Singa-
pore or going to South Korea.  In 
1912, my husband received a let-
ter from the company asking him 
to move to Seoul. 
 
At the same time or more or less, 
at the same time that we moved 
here, six months before, my father 
died of a heart attack. My mother 
stared to have some problems 
related with memory loss, but we 
thought it was because her age. 
She was 75 at that time. I only 
have to siblings, one of them live 
in LA, the other in Sacramento. 
They help with the economy, but 
nothing. My mother was affected 
when my father who was from 
Australia passed away but we 
thought it was only a momentary 
state of depression, but then, 
strange things started to happen. 
 
I received a telephone call from 
my brother telling me the situa-
tion. My mother has had two car 
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started ti give away expensive 

things of her house, like a TV, a 
computer, some furniture, things 
like that. She said she was wor-
ried because Phillip (my dad, her 
husband) has not appeared in 
weeks. She did not remember 
that my father has already died. I 
cried and I felt really bad. 
 
I talked with Min Hyun, my 
spouse and he has been always 
very kind with me. In South Ko-
rea, as well in Japan and Asian 
Countries, they have a great re-
spect for elderly people. He told 
me to bring my mother with us, 
so… two weeks later I took a 
plane to USA and brought her 
here. 

 
At the beginning things went ok, 
but after a month or so, things 
turned bad. She started not rec-
ognize me, she did not who I 
was and then she started to re-
peat time after time the same 
question, telling me that some-
one had stolen her bag, and that 
she was looking for her mother. 
All this got me mad. Then, she 
felt down the stairs, she was ter-
rified and so do I. I was shocked. 
I called an ambulance, the para-

medics came ten minutes after 
that. They gave her something to 
relax. Then, she was calm a 
sweet angel and asked me in 
Spanish who were so gentle to 
help her. 
 
Things can be sometimes funny, 
but for me this situation makes 
me mad, as I do not have some-
one to talk about my feelings, my 
emotions, my worries… Things 
like this... Besides this I can’t 
speak Korean. It is quite difficult 
to learn it at even more to speak 
it. I only know the basics. Anyway, 
in Internet I had access to a very 
good information in English from 
the Alzheimer Association in USA, 
Canada, Australia and even in 
Spanish from the Ortiz Moreno 
Foundation were I found some 
testimonies that have helped me 
to understand my situation and 
that I am not the only one. 
 
What I want to say or express 
here is that if someone starts no-
ticing some changes in the behav-
iour of their parents (father, moth-
er), spouse (husband, wife), do 
not hesitate, ask for help immedi-
ately, before is too late. Here, I 
have to thank my husband and 
his family. They have been a 
great support for me. Also my 
brother and sister that every two 
weeks, in turns, they call me to 
see how things are going and also 
talk with my mom. 
 
Also I have a friend here who is 
from Australia, but lives here, she 
has recommended me to stop 
worrying too much about what is 
happening me and instead of 
that, enjoy the precious moments 
I can still have with my mother. 
So, even I feel sometimes like 
turned between two emotions, 
like a tree split into two, I am still 
alive and I want to live.�


