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Life brings with itself a few sort of complex scenes that some people out appropriately might discover them difficult to overcome. Counseling in this manner comes in to provide people and societies a bear to incline on amid such circumstances. It is worth noticing that counseling moreover is vital in typical circumstances such as while making career choices and while making making choices to live a healthy lifestyle.
This paper is about resilient human being creating a sense of place and belonging in this world. It is exploring the relationship between place, identity and tolerance in order to gain a deeper understanding of how theses complex interplays both support in creating and obstructing a sense of belonging in live. This in turn might lead to a better understanding of the experiences of human being as who resettle in America. 

 Exploring Personal Identity 

Choosing the Multicultural Counseling Program at Michigan State University is one of the most excellent choices I ever made. My cohorts and faculties, who are all in multicultural counseling, have made a difference me get a clear vision for my future. In addition, I became interested in the experiences of myself, after reflecting my personal incidents in multicultural counseling environment. This experience mirrored the dislocation felt by multicultural counseling circle during democracy group involvements, where process introduced to me. In the clash between my cultural domain and the one I had thrust myself into, I began to think about the disorientation and difficulties as Somali who did not face this before.




My name is Noor Ali Salah Mohamed Farah Awise Salah Nooh Said Ahmed Koleed and I’m 29 years old. I’m originally from Somalia. I ‘m a son of two, brother of eight, husband of one, and father of two. I’m married with two beautiful children a body and a girl. I was born in Mogadishu, Somalia and lived there for 4 years of my life with my three brothers, two sisters, and two parents. After the Somali government collapsed and a civil war ensued in September 1990,  a severe fighting broke out in Mogadishu, which continued to spread throughout the country. People were killed or injured by the end of the year. By April 1991, like many other Somalis, my family of severn and I were on the move. We headed for Bosaso, a city in the north of the country serving as the nation's main port. From there we would try to take a boat across the Gulf of Aden and into Yemen. We left the country because there was no protection, no  safety, no healthcare and no education. For a fee of 100 dollar per person, my family bought their way on board a battered open-top fishing boat heading for Yemen's southern port of Aden. The boat was so full with refugees, there was not even enough space to carry food and water. But for my family and I , the hardest part of the journey was not the hunger or thirst, but the heat. For three days we were forced to sit shoulder to shoulder with fellow passengers in full view of the scorching sun. We made the journey across the Mediterranean to Yemen. I lived in Yemen for almost 15 years, it was hardship experience.

My childhood was spent in a constant state of flux, moving from one refugee camp to another. I remember attending school in Aden but making regular trips to the Kharaz refugee camp to collect food for my family. We were living in a shelter in the suburb of Basateen, a slum on the outskirts of Aden, occupied by thousands of Somalians who opt for a life in the city over one in the camp. As if fate hadn't already dealt them a harsh enough blow their house was flattened by a stray rocket during the 1994 civil war between the armed forces of the former Northern and Southern Yemeni states. With help from a local charity, I recall watching my mother single-handedly construct a new house from wood. As Somalian children growing up in Yemen, neither had problems integrating. I was in Yemen from a young age, so I spoke the language, I wore the same clothes, and I mixed with Yemenis. I adapted the culture fast. Even though, I was bullied at school and outside the street from local people and from my own community because of my light skin color. People were calling me and my family names like “Muwaladeen”. The term “Muwalad”is an Arabic word, and is used to describe people whom born to one parent of another nationality. Also, it used for humiliation and a way to remind the person that he/she is not “pure “Yemeni or nationality.  However, my problems continued when I reached college where my Somalian nationality suddenly became a burden. Despite having refugee status, Somalians are still subject to the same college fees as other foreign students living in Yemen. I was ranked in the top 10 for My year at high school in 2003. I was planning to pursue a degree in computer science but the 2200 dollars a year tuition fees soon put an end to that idea. Instead of going to college, I moved into the construction industry where I worked as a builder worker for couple years. I was a high performing student but was under no illusions about the chances of my attending college in Yemen. I knew plenty of Yemeni's who struggled to get in, for Somalians it is near on impossible. 

After many attempts, my family was finally able to attain refugee status and move to the United States in 2005. I came here with my mother and siblings, sadly my father who passed away last year was not with us because of unfinished documentation that made barrier to join us to this journey. 

 My experience in the US began in 2005. I came here with aspirations and a dream to one day attain a college education. I never imaged that attaining that dream would be so difficult. Once we arrived in the states I quickly felt the pressure that many foreigners do. I was caught in a dilemma between assimilation and isolation. My family however, tried to ease the choice by creating a family environment at home where we could talk to each other in our own language, eat our own traditional food, and live life the way we knew best. Meanwhile, throughout the rest of the day we all strove to be the best citizens we could be, even with the language barrier that my family faced. Most of the times, my younger brother and I had to do everything that requires knowing English, from shopping, to paying the bills, to filling applications and talking to the doctor. Some of the more difficult moments I can  remember when there was conflict between my peers and I due to cultural differences.

To be continued… 
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