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Immigration Experience
My family moved to the USA seventeen years ago when I was still in primary one. My dad worked as a medical superintended with a notable medical facility in San Francisco, California. He was educated in my home country where he obtained his Bachelor's degree in surgery and cli9nical medicine. He worked for five years in the country`s referral hospital before he was sponsored by the government to take his master degree from the USA. The arrangement was that once he finished his advancement, he would fly back home and discharge his duties exclusively as a government doctor for a period not less than seven years before he could engage in other venture that was not directly connected to and with the government. There is no doubt that all that he wanted was to receive that funding without much regard or any objective of honoring the agreement pact. The treatment that government employees compare so low with their counterparts in the private sector, but the high fees that one needed to have to get a Master`s degree in medicine, especially in the USA was high and he didn’t want to let this window close. So he seized but had different plans.  He excelled exemplarily and so the USA medical facilities approached him even before graduation. I guess this was what he had all along been aiming at and the realization was here. He chose one and started practicing immediately, acquiring some property in the process. The pressure for him, to get back mounted and so he decided to put an end to this governmental pestering once and for all by relocating his family to the USA and soon we were on a plane here.
Settling here was not easy, much less one getting the legal status of a seamless residence. The time was when terrorism was at its peak, with the target predominantly being the USA. September 11, 2001, attacks on the World Trade Centre had just happened and tension was high, with security agencies consolidating their efforts to beef up what they are in existence for. There were collaborative efforts by immigration officials to heighten and enhance screening at entry points, with major emphasis on airports to have a controlled and authentic flow of people. We managed to get through, owing to the prior status of my dad, but many people were locked out in the process with some cases being so succinctly illegitimate. Profiling was at its height, especially on religious grounds where the process became even more and more stringent if one found themselves on the list of the high priority focus. While some efforts funneled on entry, others were highly reactive with major crackdowns being launched to apprehend and flush out people who had hitherto not been documented and so considered as a threat to national security. We were on a high-level status, the family of an important expatriate and so this did not affect us as much as it did families that depended on other livelihoods.
The environment in the USA was different in more ways than one as compared to our country, yet there were some noticeable similarities. The USA operated on policies that encouraged capitalism in palpable and harsh ways where the way of life was individualistic. We were used to the communal way of living and here one had to fight hard for whatever they wanted. And yet, the environment and laws were so enabling. The government and the belief of the people were citizen-centered with transparency and equity, if not equality, is at levels that my country could not compare. The American people are warm at hand, especially when there is calm and everything else is tranquil. They are easy to pick up a conversation, even with someone they hardly know of, but would engage them in issues that are of concern; public participation and democracy on a coveted level.  The same were dreams and so arbitrary back at home, I had to fit in any way.   I was at first nervous during the first days of school as is expected of any one in a new setting, much less an overseas distant nation like the USA. But the lessons and experiences I had back at home with the guys in the hood expedited the process of mingling in the new system.  I would occasionally be seen as different but that was not a deterrence to me in regards to getting an education that my father believed was the best, at least relative to our home country. The level playing field, where ascension to any position was based on merit, hard work and suitability among similar considerations were the key focus, unlike home where under deals was the order.
The experience is more or less similar to what Gottfried Duden who traveled to the USA in 1824 in search of land for settlement. Duden narrates how he would miss his people once he settles in the land of great opportunities as he prefers to call the Missouri state. He compares the living setting and structure of the USA with countries back in Europe who may not just believe how great the USA is, and goes ahead to recommend traveling so that they can prosper Teachushistory.org, 2018)
My father made this comparison too and that’s why chose to settle here, and the differences I see are conspicuous.







[bookmark: _GoBack]
References
Teachushistory.org. (2018). Gottfried Duden recommends immigrating to Missouri | Teach US History. [online] Available at: http://www.teachushistory.org/nineteenth-century-immigration/resources/duden-recommends-immigrating [Accessed 24 Apr. 2018].



