“mamá gracias por tus lágrimas ”


El Norte.  America, a land of opportunity.  How can we relax?  How can we see but not touch the riches?

Every night soft cries and rapid breathing interrupt my dreams.  My mom is alone in her room, worried about how difficult it will be to succeed in this country.  My heart squeezes, as if a pile of rocks are piled on top of me.  Alone in my room crying, I try to keep quiet so nobody can hear me.  I worry how I’m supposed to communicate with others and succeed in school if I don’t know English.  I think about how I can help my mom to stop the rain in her eyes.


I didn’t plan on confronting my mother on that bitter cold morning in February. By chance, my father and my sister were away at the same time.  My mom and I were having breakfast; a deep silence hovered between us. Then her puffy eyes and the sadness on her face made me burst.  I couldn’t contain myself.  I asked if there was something that I could help her with.  “I hear you crying every night,” I said.  She looked at me shocked.  With her eyes full of tears she said, “Don’t worry.  If we are here it will work out. You and your sister are not alone. Su mamá está con ustedes.  I love you and together we will do it.”  For a few days I thought about my mother’s words.  For the first time my fears about going to school were lessened.


After that I knew that my education wasn’t just for myself.  The next day I taught my mom “red,” “yellow,” “blue” and “green.”  Another day she learned “one,” “two” and “three.”  We started to speak English. We made our first big step to reach our goals.


Today, I understand how important education in life is.  I am ready to succeed and be the first one in my family to graduate college.  My mom has giving me confidence and I will not fail her. Mama thanks for your tears.
