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1  A BEGINNING 

 

 

My mom and dad along with my sister went through a lot to 
get here. My dad left first, from Mexico, with some of his cousins. 
I’m not sure what he went through exactly, he doesn’t really talk 
about it, but I know it was really hard. When he did get to the U.S 
he ended up living in a small town in North Carolina. The town 
was called Siler City. Most of his family members that had come 
to the U.S lived there. Then when others came to the U.S and 
were looking for a home, that’s where they went. In fact, if you go 
there you’ll find a lot of Hispanic people with the last name Blanco 
or Gonzalez. 

My mom traveled here with my sister, who at the time was 
only two. My mom got here a lot better than how my dad got here. 
That still doesn’t mean her trip here was easy. It was better than 
what most women go through that’s one thing. Most women may 
often be raped. The guards don’t care; they don’t treat them with 
respect no matter what they say or who they are. It’s a lot tougher 
if you are a woman that’s traveling alone. In general, though, it’s 
tougher for a woman than a man to cross over.  



When they finally got here, they found a way to get to 
Greensboro, North Carolina, where my uncle, my mom’s 
youngest brother, and my aunt, my mom’s older sister, lived. 
When she got there my dad already had a house where they 
would live in. When my family was living there for a while they 
started going to a Hispanic church where my uncle was going to. 
They all went together. Then my mom and dad decided to get 
married by the church. They got married the day of my sister’s 4th 
birthday. 

The next year my mother was pregnant with ME! Nine 
months later, September 8th, 2000 I was born.  

 

                                       

  



  

2  bad headaches 

 

Since I was born, I was something special.  

The doctors always told my mom if I was born I wouldn’t be 
able to last very long. My mom really wanted to have me, though, 
and she knew aborting was wrong. Good thing she didn’t abort! 

I had my first surgery when I was four. The surgery was on 
my head. The doctor had to open my head in order to clean my 
brain. They had to clean it because they had found a virus in it. 
This all started when my head started hurting really bad. I felt like 
someone was hitting me really hard in the head. I kept going to 
the doctor a lot until they finally told me what was wrong and what 
they needed to do to me. 

That wasn’t the only time I hurt my head, though. When I 
was five in kindergarten I cut my head. We were all outside for 
recess. Most of the little boys were racing with the little girls. I was 
on the playground. There were three steps that led from the 
playground to the ground that was covered with mulch. I decided I 
was going to be risky and jump from the highest step to the 
ground. Well it was a risk. As I was landing I turned over and hit 
my head hard. Then I see my teacher running to me. It’s not until I 



hear her that I realize I’m bleeding. She swiftly takes me from the 
ground into her arms and is running inside. She tells another 
teacher to take care of the rest of the students. Then she’s urging 
some other teacher to get my sister who at the time was in 5th 
grade. By the time I’m in the office my sister gets there. She’s 
quickly at the phone calling my mother. When my they finally 
answer, my sister explains what happened. Unfortunately, my 
grandma was the one who answered so of course she panicked 
when she heard what happened. Then my sister had to calm her 
down and explain what happened to my mom. Then I had to go to 
the hospital. 

  I switched schools from Bessemer Elementary School, 
where I went to kindergarten, to Falkener Elementary School, 
where I would be attending 1st grade. I switched schools because 
my sister was going into middle school and my mom didn’t want 
me to be alone, at Falkener I’d always have my cousins 
protection. 

When I was seven my little brother was born. I was a middle 
child. I hated it. But I love my little brother. He’s so cute! He was 
my little special boy, until he learned how to talk and walk. 

  



3 Can I trust you? 
 

 I understood at the age of nine. I understood how 
everything worked. How the world worked. Ever since that age I 
never trusted anyone so easily. I was never too open to someone. 
I never thought the same. I never looked at someone the same 
way. If I was speaking to someone it took a while for me to decide 
whether or not to look them in the eye. I was always careful with 
my choice of words. If I didn’t like the person I was talking with I 
didn’t look at them. That doesn’t mean I look at everyone I like. 
Sometimes if I was in a deep conversation, I didn’t want the 
person to look at me. 

 In the summer of 2010 my uncle was arrested. Four 
days before Father’s Day. He was arrested right in front of his son 
who at the time was only eight years old. 

 A couple weeks after that, another one of my uncles 
who was in Mexico was also arrested. My grandpa had gone 
through a bad injury at the time. So it was a hard time for my 
mom’s family; they were going through a lot in just one month.  

What hurt me the most, was my uncle that was living 
here. I was so close to him. He was the kind of person you’d 
want to be around. You could always count on him to make 



you laugh. He didn’t care what people thought of him, he 
doesn’t care what people think of him. I’m a lot like him, not 
caring what comments the world has to offer, not worrying 
about what they say about you, because they’re not your key 
to survival. I can’t say I think of him as someone I want to be, 
but I do admire him. I also miss him, a lot.   

 

 



4 Dilemma: my life 

 When I started 5th grade I was very sad a lot of 
things had happened during the summer. Luckily I wasn’t the 
only one going through all that. My cousin who is older than 
me by a month went to the same school as me. Together we 
survived. I had many friends in 5th grade. Most of us knew 
each other since 1st grade, others since pre-k. Together we 
all graduated. It was a very special moment for me. It was a 
big step in life. They gave us diplomas. Everything was 
fancy. But it wasn’t the medals, the balloons or the hugs and 
pictures that touched me. It was a simple quote written on 
that diploma beside our picture. The quote that read: 

 

Do not follow where the path may lead, 

Go instead where there is no path 

And leave a trail. 

I didn’t know I liked writing poetry until I was in sixth grade. 
Our language arts teacher gave us a poetry assignment for our 
poetry unit. Soon I found out I was actually good at this. It was the 
one thing I was outstanding in when it came to language arts. I 
then knew I loved poetry.   


