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A book is a community. So it gives me great pleasure to highlight the commu-
nities that have buoyed me, cared for me, and challenged me as I wrote this.

This book benefited immensely from the powerful, committed, and 
thorough engagement of Jodi Byrd, Iyko Day, Julie Avril Minich, and Joseph 
Pierce; thank you for your kindness and constructive feedback on earlier 
versions of this manuscript. I am also grateful to the two anonymous re-
viewers whose feedback was incredibly generative and generous.

During my time as an undergraduate and masters student I benefited 
from the very kind mentorship of so many faculty members at Marquette 
University in Milwaukee, Wisconsin; they truly embodied the cura perso-
nalis that is the cornerstone of any Jesuit education. Because I was at an 
institution that did not have institutionalized ethnic studies at the time, I 
sought it out in the study of US Latin American and Latinx literature. To 
my mentors in what was then the Department of Foreign Languages and 
Literatures, I especially want to thank Eugenia Afinoguénova, Belén Casta-
ñeda, Dinorah Cortés-Vélez, Sarah Gendron, Armando González-Pérez, 
Todd Hernández, Jeannette Kramer, Jason Meyler, Anne Pasero, and Julia 
Paulk. I also wish to thank Bryan Massingale, Jodi Melamed, and Theresa 
Tobin, for crucial mentorship at a sensitive time of self-discovery. It was 
actually you, Jodi, whom I can blame for inspiring my move to American 
and ethnic studies. While I have never abandoned literatures in Spanish, I 
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had no idea of the depth and splendor of Filipinx American studies, which 
you encouraged me to explore. If not for you, I wouldn’t have had the op-
portunity to meet some amazing people as I pursued my doctoral work in 
Ann Arbor, Michigan.

At the University of Michigan, I was an enthusiastic graduate student 
who tended to overcomplicate things. I remember fondly the kindness and 
patience that so many faculty members showed me as I developed intellec-
tually. I am especially grateful to Evelyn Alsultany, Ruth Behar, Amy Sara 
Carroll, María Cotera, Deirdre de la Cruz, Vince Diaz, Julie Ellison, Colin 
Gunckel, Sandra Gunning, Jesse Hoffnung-Garskof, Brandi Hughes, Mary 
Kelley, Larry LaFountain-Stokes, Emily Lawsin, Victor Román Mendoza, 
Susan Najita, Lisa Nakamura, Sarita See, and Magdalena Zaborowska. All 
of you were exceedingly generous with your time and energy. There are a 
few whose interactions have really stayed with me through the years whom 
I would like to highlight.

Jesse, you were my first point of contact with Michigan; I was so de-
lighted to receive your call offering me admission into the department. I am 
also so grateful that I had the opportunity to teach with you in “History of 
Latina/os in the United States,” a class that was really an important touch-
stone for me. Susan, your incredible patience and goodwill are unmatched. 
It was such a luxury to spend time in your office speaking about literature 
and postcolonial theory at length. This kindness is one I try to emulate as a 
professor every day. Julie, you deeply read my prospectus with extraordinary 
attention to detail and gave me some of my first bits of advice as one writer 
to another, for which I am grateful. Colin, you supported my weird notion 
that I could be a Latinx studies graduate student; you and Amy supported 
my application into the graduate certificate program with a lot of passion 
and generosity. Amy, you were instrumental in getting my first journal article 
published; it is inconceivable to me now the amount of time and endur-
ance you displayed reading my winding prose line by line. The ways that you 
phrased things, always with an eye to aesthetics and literary value (even in 
academic writing), continues to be inspirational to me even if I can’t always 
execute it like you do. Ruth, you taught me what it is to be a vulnerable and 
exposed writer; any moments of daring in this manuscript I can trace back 
to your class “Ethnographic Writing and Film.” Brandi, you taught me to go 
for what I want and to not be ashamed. I approached the job market with a 
lot more courage because of advice you gave me at a café in Ypsilanti. María, 
you continue to be an inspirational leader in Chicana feminist thought for 
me. I also have used you as a guiding star on how to approach comparative 
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work, refusing to be pigeonholed into either one field or another. We can 
have it all, as you so often reminded me. Victor, even though Michigan wasn’t 
always an easy place to work and learn, I was astonished by the level of care, 
attention, and effort you put into reading my work. I never quite appreci-
ated the pressure you were under, and now, as a professor myself, I can see 
how extraordinary and uncommon your mentorship was. Deirdre, you are 
basically a model for how rigorous multilingual scholarship should be. I was 
and am so privileged to learn from you. Sarita, what can I say? You have been 
a stalwart, durable, and crucial support system for me as I have navigated 
academia. Your candor and generosity have been moving. At virtually every 
step of this process, from first year graduate student to job negotiations, you 
have been there without fail. I have also benefited from the tremendous 
mentorship and intellectual camaraderie of Jody Blanco, who pioneered an 
important path in the study of the Hispanic Philippines and made it easier 
for the rest of us. On that note, I’m grateful for the intellectual community 
of Ernest Rafael Hartwell, Matthew Nicdao, and Paula Park. We got this! 
I’m also grateful to Rocío Ortuño Casanova and Emmanuelle Sinardet for 
continued collaboration and for being thought partners.

There are a few people in my graduate school cohort that have left an 
immense impression on me. I am thankful every day for the friendship and 
ability to have learned from Yamil Avivi, David Green, Liz Harmon, Frank 
Kelderman, Jennifer Peacock, Mejdulene Shomali, and Wendy Sung. Mej, 
we’ve been through everything academic together. You taught me what it 
was to be a good teacher, friend, cook, and intellectual. All around you are 
my model for what it means to be confident in one’s powers as a scholar 
and decent human being. Wendy, you are amazing; you are stylish, smart, 
and hilarious, and you go after what you want. I am also so grateful for the 
continued friendship and brilliance of Cass Adair, Tiffany Ball, Ava Kim, and 
Michael Pascual. You all are amazing, funny, and a reminder that friendship 
is the single greatest treasure of this life. To Jina Kim: I’m over the moon 
that we can be intellectual neighbors academically and geographically. 
Here’s to our little but thriving community in the valley.

I was fortunate to have benefited from the Creating Connections Con-
sortium postdoctoral fellowship program, generously supported by the An-
drew W. Mellon Foundation. This program put the liberal arts college research 
and teaching environment on my radar (I had very little notion what liberal 
arts colleges were and what it would be like to work at one of them until this 
program). I was in what was then the Department of Spanish and Portuguese 
(now Luso-Hispanic Studies) at Middlebury College. This special department 
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was affirmative and supportive in its mentorship of a young scholar that set 
out to study the Hispanic Philippines. This postdoctoral program changed 
my career and life; it gave me a foot in the door and helped me to establish 
the bona fides I needed to teach in a romance languages or Spanish depart-
ment. I am especially grateful to Brandon Baird, Miguel Fernández, Enrique 
García, Nicolas Poppe, Fernando Rocha, Marcos Rohena-Madrazo, Patricia 
Saldarriaga, and Daniel Silva; my time in your department is unforgettable. 
I am also extremely grateful to Susan Burch for her amazing mentorship and 
guidance in the field of disability studies. Susan, you continue to be a cham-
pion for the field and your work has been pathbreaking for me.

I was fortunate to spend the beginning of my career in Tucson among 
amazingly generous and affirmative colleagues. The Department of Span-
ish and Portuguese at the University of Arizona took a rather courageous 
step in filling a position for a scholar in Latin American cultural studies 
with a Philippines specialist, and I admire that willingness to break with 
convention and geopolitical rubrics. I am so grateful to Bram Acosta, Katia 
Bezerra, Ana Maria Carvalho, Julieta Fernández, Lillian Gorman, Anita 
Huizar Hernández, Mary Kaitlin Murphy, and others in the department. I 
am also appreciative of the advice and goodwill that Malcolm Compitello 
shared with me when my path took me away from Tucson. I must give a 
special nod to Aditya Adiredja; you were my best friend and colleague dur-
ing that blistering year in Tucson; yours is a friendship I continue to value 
and hold dear. You never knew this, but that year was a very low and de-
pressing time for me. You were a light and a buoy.

The collegiality, support, and kindness shown to me by my colleagues at 
Amherst College is truly unmatched. I am so grateful to be in a community 
with passionate scholar-teachers. To my colleagues in the Spanish Depart-
ment, it continues to be surreal that I can be an Asian Americanist profes-
sor of Spanish. This is not where I expected to be, but it is where I belong, 
and I feel that belonging more and more each day. An academic would be 
hard-pressed to find more dedicated and kinder colleagues than Sara Bren-
neis, Fiona Dixon, Carmen Granda, Catherine Infante, Jeannette Sánchez-
Naranjo, Sarah Piazza, Paul Schroeder-Rodríguez, and Ilan Stavans. I am 
also indebted to the truly exciting work of colleagues in Latin American 
and Latinx and studies—thanks for letting me join the club. Again, being a 
Filipinx Americanist in a Latinx studies program is a learning experience, 
and I’m grateful to have found open-minded colleagues willing to learn with 
me; thank you, Solsi del Moral, Mary Hicks, Rick López, and Leah Schmal-
zbauer. And to the Michigan Mafia, it is wild that so many graduates of the 
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same program in American Culture at the University of Michigan have 
landed at Amherst; it’s always great to be in community with you, Lloyd 
Barba, Jallicia Jolly, and Kiara Vigil. I also want to convey my gratitude for 
the support and friendship of Abner Aldarondo. This book benefited from 
his attentive work as a research assistant.

At Amherst College, I am so grateful for the kind words and mentorship 
of the provost, Catherine Epstein, and the president, Biddy Martin. I am also 
especially grateful for the critical mass of Asian Americanists at Amherst; 
thank you Pawan Dhingra, Robert Hayashi, Franklin Odo, and Christine 
Peralta for your friendship and collaboration. I have also benefited greatly 
from the thought partnership of Sarah Bunnell, Riley Caldwell-O’Keefe, 
and Sheila Jaswal; I have grown immensely through our sustained and sus-
taining dialogue. I think that none of my flourishing at Amherst would be 
possible without the professionalism and skill of good academic department 
coordinators. Thank you, Eva Díaz and Lauren Gladu, for answering my 
questions and for your logistical support.

Without support networks, camaraderie, friendship, and no small amount 
of laughter would it be possible to thrive in the breakneck pace of academic 
work. It has been a lifeline and godsend to have built a diasporic commu-
nity of queer Asian American professors to survive the tenure track with: 
Matthew Chin, Yuri Doolan, Kareem Khubchandani, Tom Sarmiento, Ian 
Shin, and James Zarsadiaz. To the Boy Luck Club, as we affectionately call 
ourselves, you have really made life in academia worth it. The mantra “work 
hard, but play harder” has been our call to not take ourselves too seriously 
and to approach all that we do as a gesture of friendship, love, and support. 
Ian, I think that you are for me a model of what an Asian American studies 
professor ought to be. If I continually ask certain questions—What would 
Ian do? What would Ian say?—I know that the answers will usually set me 
on the right path. James, I am so happy that we have become friends. You 
remind me that being a professor need not be a life of monastic depriva-
tion. Thank you for making sure we are well fed and for allowing me the 
benefit of your exacting palate. Kareem, “you’re a winner, baby!” No, but, 
you really are! I’m convinced that any Asian American studies text should 
come with the keywords verve, style, taste, and avant-garde and that your 
picture ought to be right there. Tom, I feel like we’ve be through so much 
together: graduate school, learning Tagalog together, almost always review-
ing the same articles, and almost always contributing to the same antholo-
gies; I don’t think that I could find a better doppelgänger! Yuri, thank you 
for being a rock star and a reminder of why transnational scholarship is a 
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priority. And Matthew, it has been such a pleasure that we have been able 
to have our paths cross so often, from being at Michigan together, on the 
job market together, and now in intentional community again. The Boy 
Luck Club summons a motif of luck that generally seems to be at play in 
my path toward this book. I am immensely lucky to count Elliott Powell 
as a constant source of levity, advice, and a sounding board for when I feel 
like the wheels are coming off. Thank you.

This book was made possible by generous institutional support. I am 
grateful to the research staff librarians at the Bentley Historical Library at 
the University of Michigan for their assistance with the archival research 
that made chapter 4 possible. I am also exceedingly thankful for the sup-
port of the staff of Amherst College’s Frost Library, particularly that of Blake 
Doherty. A version of chapter 3 was first published as “Cripping the Philippine 
Enlightenment: Ilustrado Travel Literature, Postcolonial Disability, and the 
‘Normate Imperial Eye/I.’ ” Verge: Studies in Global Asias 2, no. 2 (2016): 138–62. 
I thank the University of Minnesota Press for permission to republish it here.

This book is a love letter to my immediate family. The more I’m alive, 
the more, it seems, our love for one another has grown. It’s a love that seems 
effortless, that seems natural, that seems to be the foundational architecture 
of the world. To my siblings, Jeffrey Bolton, Brandilyn Hadjuk, Ashley Me-
jías, and Danica Malo: it is unreal, the supremely amazing people that you 
have transformed into. To my father, James, words cannot travel to where I 
need them to go to express the simple idea that you are my hero. You are a 
template for wit and grit. I find that as I get older that I am surprised that I 
am not a wholly terrible person and that I even have positive qualities like 
humor, cleverness, and deep reserves of energy, dedication, and resiliency. I 
look at you, Dad, and I see why. You might be the best human being I have 
ever met or that any person will ever meet. To my mother, Charlita, I know 
that it has not always been easy living in a place where you perhaps never truly 
felt that you belonged. But you carved out an impassable and incorruptible 
space of love and belonging for me even while it took me so long to feel like 
myself or to be completely truthful. I thank you and I love you, mahal kita.

Dave, it’s hard to find the words to go there. I’ve known you through 
so many different versions of myself, both nurturing and self-destructive. 
Seasons change and we do too. I look at your face, and it’s nice to know 
that spring always comes.


