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(Picture taken by Jame & manipulated
 in photoshop by Sherry)
As I sat beneath the family photos, toppled over the couch, I glanced at the images that my mother had posted on the walls. I laughed at the fact that nobody had ever set a picture on the wall as crooked as she did. I began to find mirth in her unique character and drifted off into wonder.

My mother had always been hard-working. I appreciated her effort greatly to raising my three brothers and me alone. I found it interesting how we all grew to be completely different individuals. My oldest brother: the gangster-looking bodyguard, my older brother: the fun and cute guy that all the girls wanted to date until they found out he was gay, and my younger brother: the rebel. I, in contrast, turned out to be the mysterious geek of the family, or at least that’s what they claimed me to be. 
I watched my mother leave to work. It hadn’t been long since she revealed to me that she was getting ill due to stress and high blood pressure. Every time I would watch her walk through that door, it made me hurt a little more deeply. I was grateful for her effort in putting a roof over our heads but I believed her health should have been more of a concern at the moment. But I knew my mother. She was not going to stop working. 
Without proper education and skills, my mother had a hard time getting well-paid jobs. Every job she had were low paying and fell under the category of labor work requiring heavy lifting and long periods of standing. Seeing her hard work motivated me to work harder in school. I wanted to graduate high school with exceeding grades and be the first in our family to go onto college and obtain a career that would give me the ability to provide for not just myself but my mother also. Watching my mother struggle to keep us sheltered created empathy in me. I was determined to make a change for her. 
She once told me that I was her only hope. I know for a fact that she loves all her children deeply but sad to say, none of my brothers were reliable to her. My oldest brother was working three jobs to pay off an enormous amount of debt, my other brother was disappearing here and there from state to state and the youngest brother was in trouble with the government for not attending school. My older brothers didn’t graduate on time and my younger brother had already flunked a grade. I seemed to be the only one with concerns of my grades in school and whether I would make it into my first choice college. 
Being relied upon to be successful was hard. My mother expected me to be the best and the smartest of her four children. She wanted me to get as much education as I possibly could so I could have the opportunity to gain the knowledge that she had never been able to achieve. It was a lot of pressure but through the help and support of family, friends and the U.W. Upward Bound Program, I got as further that I could ever imagine. 
As I sat on the couch, all these thoughts began to drift me back to a moment that my mother and I shared. It was a cool day outside. Everything seemed to be clear and the air was crisp and fresh like clean linen. We walked along a path together sharing stories that made us laugh until we both couldn’t handle it anymore. She turned to me and told me her dream of graduating from high school and going on to college. She revealed her desire to take any possible opportunity there was for her out here in America. She began to tear and I felt my heart drop. My mother’s struggle to be successful in America was worse than what I had ever been through.  

I remember her staring back at me. Her eyes full of mystery. It was then that I realized what she was trying to say to me. I was her image of hope and success and it was her dream that was living in me.
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