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It is hard to leave the land that you were born and where you took your first steps. It always seems that the place where you were born is the best place in the world. Sometimes one’s life can change dramatically because of one thing, like leaving every thing behind and moving to another country. When I was little, maybe six years old, I was naïve. I always thought that my town was the entire world, and that there was nothing more than La Barca, Jalisco, and Mexico. Most children think that, but I was happy in my home; I was lucky to have everything that I needed and sometimes even more. Most people think that in Mexico there is a lot of crime and poverty but that is not always the case. My father worked in a restaurant and also built steel gates; it seemed that my dad knew how to do everything. I was happy but then one day my father decided to go to the United States to work with my uncles. I was sad that I couldn’t see my father for a long time. My mother tried hard to support me and my small brother and sister. Even though it was hard for my mom, we always had what we needed. Time passed and I turned nine. I felt very depressed since my father left, and sometimes I got to talk to him over the phone. There were a lot of days that I cried because I felt that there was something missing in my life and I wanted to get it back. In Mexico the days seemed long and the sky was always light blue with fluffy clouds. I really had a great childhood even though I grew up without my father close to me. It’s hard to understand why sometimes a loved one has to leave his family when his children are still young. So, time passed and passed until one day something changed my life forever. My mother couldn’t bear to be away from my father so she decided that we were also going to go to the U.S.A. I was scared to go there because I felt that people in the U.S.A. were going to dislike me and may want to take me way from my family. I refused to go but then my mother told me that sometimes change is not bad, only insulation is bad since it keeps you ignorant from the things in the world. My journey was long and hard. I had to leave my grandma and my only family that I knew. I was not prepared to go to the unknown that was ahead of me, I was only a child, was scared, but after all that fear I found the will or the strength to go on and to leap in to my daddy’s arms again. There are some parts of my journey I can’t remember but I can say one thing: I got my wish, I got to hold my dad again with my small arms. My dad took us to my uncle `s house where we were going to live for a while. One night I went outside my uncle’s backyard and I looked up to see the sky. The sky was no longer a clear blue and the clouds seemed like dirty cotton balls. It wasn’t home anymore, and for the first time I felt like a little girl who left her native home and changed her life by moving to the United States. There were many obstacles in my way but in six months I learned how to speak, read, and write English but I still needed to work on it. After seven years of being in the United States, my life took a new turn. I am one of the top students in my high school, Riverside University High School, and I had the opportunity to be in the SAMM program. All the sacrifice that my parents went through will be for something because I will go to college and have a better life than my parents. My family has a bright future even though there are still some obstacles that we must face. Now at least I can say that I will make my parents proud, and maybe one day return to my native land, Mexico, and relive my childhood again. The picture on top is very important because it shows in the background the kitchen in my grandma’s house and the woman in the back is her. The man that is sitting is my father, who I cherish, and the little girl in the middle is me with my brother and sister. This photo shows how we lived in Mexico, not as poor people like some people think, and how I looked when I was little. I can truly say that I prefer my native land over Milwaukee because in Mexico we lived happy but in the United States it is kind of exhausting. People must understand that there is no place like home and even though I am miles away I will return to that place where my journey began.
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