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[bookmark: _ud58flnwybkb]
[bookmark: _yakkfuv5md76]My family and I are sitting having dinner inside our one-room apartment in Juarez, Mexico. The paint on the walls is falling, there is little furniture, and there are blankets instead of a bed, but we have made it home. We laugh as my dad tells us one of his many stories from work, and life is good. It appears to be a typical day in my summer vacations, and there is no way of foretelling what happened next. It all seems to happen in slow motion. In less than a second, the light flickers, the house trembles, and then there is the sound of an explosion while dust falls from the roof. Hastily we all scatter under the table in fear that the roof may fall over us. After a few seconds of seeing that the explosion had halted, we slowly get up and open the window, which now has a crack across it. Outside we see our street filled with smoke and debris of some kind. My dad tells us to wait until he comes back, and my brothers, my mom, and I see him cross the door as he goes out to the unknown.
[bookmark: _8dczcd95ht0v]That day, my dad returned with the report that a car had exploded less than a block away from our home, but the Federales had not told him how and commanded him to go back inside. Later on, we learned, thanks to the news, that it was a coche bomba, a car bomb, that a drug cartel had placed in revenge for one of theirs getting jailed. This happened on July 15 of 2010. That year the drug war claimed the lives of 3,115 people, both innocent and involved in drugs.
[bookmark: _q5621dmzhysf]We often go to Juarez because my dad lives over there, and he is waiting for my mom to make him a U.S citizen. We would go every weekend, and during the vacations, we stay there full time.  Every time we went, we risked our lives, and we were lucky that the car bomb was the closest we have come in contact with extreme situations. There are times we would go through places where there has just been a shooting or a kidnapping. Once I crossed “La Plaza de Los Periodistas,” and saw a plastic bag hanging from one of the statues, but I had paid no attention to it. The next thing I know, it is all over the news, and the mysterious bag turned out to be the head of a drug dealer.
[bookmark: _owmepr1jcpwc] My brothers and I would do this willingly because my parents taught us to value family, and nothing matters as long as we are together. We have lived all around Juarez in severe conditions because my dad can’t afford much with what they paid him, and my mom can’t contribute because she has us. We have lived in houses infested with roaches, garages, houses that got flooded because of the rain, and many others to mention. Although all of those were horrible houses to live in, nothing beats the cold. We have had countless teeth-chattering nights at Juarez during winter that have made me value the government apartments at El Paso and my life there. At times my brothers have resisted leaving their comfort at El Paso and go to Juarez, but as they have gotten older, they have seen that it is very important to keep the family together.
[bookmark: _1iy6eeepibs]Since we had no car, we walked a great distance from our home in El Paso to Juarez and back, no matter what the weather is like. We have walked through heat, wind, rain, cold, hail, and even snow. There are times my mom arrives on her bicycle, tired from work, and we arrive from an exhausting day at school, and all we want to do is stay at home for the weekend, but we don’t. Crossing the border is a draining thing to do, but we feel that all that pain is worth it once we see my dad. 
[bookmark: _npgquutm1jzt]
[bookmark: _4mz2ffzacwlr]I reflect upon this as I walk the streets of the apartment complexes where I have lived for ten years now. They hold families in need, families living in terrible conditions if it wasn’t for the government’s help. I see the houses of people I have known for years, very few that have just moved out. Some are couples that I had known since they were teenagers and I was a mere child. Couples that are now living together in the same conditions as before and don’t seem to make any progress.
[bookmark: _3rhf2pcmzz5q]Living in government apartments and eating thanks to food stamps can do many things to a young individual. The person can either choose to continue the easy path of not going to college and working for the minimum wage for the rest of their lives, or they can choose to go to college, work hard and earn a degree. This is a hostile environment to the brain, and very few people get out of that lifestyle. Parents try to convince you to go to the University of Texas at El Paso because it is much cheaper and tells you that you can’t do any better without money. My parents are no exception, and I can’t really blame them for thinking like that when true to a certain extent.  
[bookmark: _pfepwihkhac2]My dad once told me while looking straight at me and holding my hands, “Dayanara, you don’t have to go out of town to college. You have already made your mom and me proud, mija.  There is no need for you to go even further and be in debt. By graduating out of high school, you have already exceeded what we demand of you”. I closed my fists with anger. All my hard work, all the stress I had gone through, and my dad didn’t expect me to continue my education.  “Dad, I am not going to college only because I feel I owe it to you and my mom’s hard work.  I am going because I owe it to myself and my community,” I tell him. He stares at me for a long time and says, “I just wanted you to know that you don’t have to go through that hard experience.”
[bookmark: _7hun5673gy2i]My eyes scan my house, slowly swallowing every detail as I get closer to it. There is sand instead of grass and trash of careless children who aren’t asked to be responsible by their parents.  I go inside my house and realize I live in a prison where I am bound to repeat my parent’s past according to the eyes of those who have had a better life and see my community as filthy consumers of the taxes they pay. However, this will not be my case, and it should not be anybody's. Living on the government is not a way of style but a small push to success. I refuse to accept the stereotype that has been placed upon me and prove that poverty is not a determining factor in my education. So far, I have done so, and I will continue to do so.
[bookmark: _8dh2zwe3v6nd]I come out of my house and stare once more at the apartments I will be leaving behind.  I will be leaving this place in less than a few months and start constructing my future, a better one. I breathe the air, and so many memories come to me. Days of hunger and poverty, cold nights, days struggling with English, school, stress, happiness, and last but not least, my beautiful family. Being successful is my lifetime goal. Being able to give my family and my future family the opportunities I was not raised with is a dream I wish to fulfill. But a rainbow is not formed without rain. I am willing to work hard for the education that is rightfully mine.
[bookmark: _vutm95mpsppf]Before I entered middle school, I already knew that I wanted to join sports, thanks to my father. It was my way to escape from the poor reality that surrounded me when I was young.  How would I take my mind off my growling stomach? I played. How could I keep myself from opening the faucet that I knew would not spill a drop of water? I played. Although this sounds like a very extreme way of living, my life in Juarez, Mexico, before my parents decided to come to the United States. Not many people are born to parents who have stable jobs and assured homes. My parents did their best with what they had, even if that meant the only home they could provide for me had metal sheets instead of a roof and old quilts for doors.
[bookmark: _tyriysclodo0]  My dad had no secure job. He would wash cars, repair roofs, and do anything he could find that could pay for the bills and food. There were times when he came home empty-handed for days in a row, and we would eat scarcely or nothing at all. When we did eat, it was only beans and corn tortillas which we were grateful for. We spent many nights without utilities considered here in the United States essentials such as water, electricity, and natural gas. Many nights and days were spent in complete darkness. We would sit on the cold cement floor waiting for my dad to get home, longing for a meal we had not tasted in days.
[bookmark: _okzpt51ygj52]When my mom was able to find temporary jobs, I would stay home alone with my older brother and sisters; we would all take care of each other. My brother and my sisters would cry all day out of hunger, and I had to calm them and find ways to keep them distracted while my parents returned home. I was just a little girl taking care of children, but I matured remarkably during that time of my life. Playing was my way of escaping reality, but it helped me go through a lot, and it is still helping me. I attribute my success at school and my curiosity for the world we live into my passion for playing sports and learning about the human body. 
[bookmark: _w6vdher0sdnp]Thanks to this part of my life, I have acquired knowledge in the area of life. I have learned to value what is important such as my family, education, and life. Although my family and I have never been in good economic conditions, we have had happiness because we are together. My parents taught me to do what fills my heart with joy, not what fills my pocket. Money is not essential to me, as long as I have enough to live a good life and help my family and others in need. When I chose my major, I did not choose it because I would earn good money. Thanks to sports and physical education, I changed my perspective on myself and the goals I wanted to achieve to have a successful future. 
