LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM

HELLO!  MY NAME IS YENNI AND I’M AN AMERICAN.

I came from Cuba to this country with many hopes, and I left my grandmother, the most important person in my life.  My grandmother made the decision for me to come.  I followed her advice because she’s a very wise person.  For this reason I am here, and I have a different life.

 
I don’t like to talk about myself because nothing interesting happens to me.  I have goals like most people, but my only purpose in life is to be at peace with my aspiration, which is to become a medical doctor.  This career was born in my heart when my best friend had an accident, and I spent a lot time visiting her in the hospital.  She almost lost her right leg.  But, the doctor saved it, and she can walk again.  

I remember my days in Cuba with tears in my eyes because I grew up in a wonderful place where the people shared real friendship, gave me happiness, sincerity, and love. My town is small with theaters and bridges.  The customs there are about enjoying life.  The people say about Castro, “If life only gives you a lemon, make it into good lemonade.” That explains their attitude towards life.

   In the United States, I have found the only person who has added brightness and color to my life. He is the most amazing character that you could ever know.  His name is Jesus.   He has become my everything.  He made my life more secure, and now all my steps have a magical force.  I feel that he is always with me even though I can’t see him.  He shows me the value of this new life--both the opportunities and advantages.  Today my dreams have a new face and a real purpose because God is my past, present and future.  

I’m proud to be a Cuban-American and live in a country where I can know God.

“LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM”

HELLO! MY NAME IS Meilyn AND I AM AN AMERICAN!


When I was six years old, my father left my mother and me in Cuba and came to Miami with two friends on a raft.  But, the raft was a disaster.  When he was in the middle of the sea, it began to sink.  They had to throw away some of their supplies.  On June 26th of 1992, he arrived here looking fro a better future for me.  That day my story began.


After my father came to the United States, my mother and I were alone in Cuba.  We were desperate to see my father again and to get out of the communist country.  The situation in Cuba was getting worse every day.  There was not enough food.  My mother was kicked out of her job because she was married to a counterrevolutionary.  The economic situation was bad even though my father sent us money each month.  We tried all the forms and methods to leave the country legally, but we couldn’t get out of Cuba.


After my father fixed his legal status in the United States, he started the legal process to bring us from Cuba.  It was seven years before we could come.  But even thought I was going to see my father again for the first time in seven years, the day I left Cuba was the worst day of my life.  I had to leave my grandfather who always lived with us.  He didn’t want to come.  He said he wanted to die in Cuba.  And most importantly, I had to abandon the country where I had always lived.  A part of my life is still there.


On September 22d of 1999, I saw my father again.  That was the greatest moment of my life because I thought I would never get to see him again.  Now I’ve been here for two-and-a-half years.  I’m very happy and proud of my father and my mother.  I’m very proud of this country that received me with open arms and gives me the opportunities I would not have in my country.


Now I’m in the eleventh grade.  After my graduation I want to go to university.  I’m interested in biology and pharmacology because I would like to make discoveries and experiments to find a cure for cancer.  This is because when I was 10 years old, I went to the hospital with my uncle who is a pediatrician in Cuba, and I saw a little girl who was sick with cancer.  That moment is still in my mind even though it was many years ago.  Therefore, I wasn’t to study and work in research to eliminate this disease that affects so many people.  I especially want to help children.


I’m proud to be a Cuban-American.

LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM

HELLO!  MY NAME IS MARCO AND I’M AN AMERICAN.

  I was born in Havana, Cuba on November 15, 1986.  I lived the first five years of my life in my mother’s grandparent’s house with my mom, my dad and my grandparents.  When I was five years old, my father and I moved to my father’s grandparent’s house because of personal reasons.  In 1990, I started school, and I started to make friends.  I started to learn new things, and, a little by little, I started to have responsibilities.  When I was nine years old, all of my family decided to leave Cuba and go to Israel.  My Uncle David left first with his wife, and his two sons.  Then my grandparents, my father, and I followed them.  


We left Cuba on December 15, 1995.  We got to Israel on December 17th.  There I started a new life.  I had to learn a new language, Hebrew.  I met lots of new people that were different from people that I knew in Cuba.  They had different customs, and they spoke a different language.  But they were very nice people, and they accepted me. Although I was in a strange country, I didn’t feel bad because I was with my family. Also in the building where we lived, there were lots of Cuban immigrants just like me.  After a couple of weeks I started to go to school.  I finished elementary school, and I started high school.  I changed a lot.  I started to get interested in painting, sports, and, most importantly, I grew up.  I started to have adult responsibilities.  Although my grandparents, my uncle, my father and I lived in the same building, we lived in different apartments.  I started to take the bus to go to school.  I learned to take care of myself.  After two years, immigration gave us an apartment under a special plan in another town called Ashkelon.  With this special plan we only had to pay half of the apartment’s price.  Immigration gave my grandparents and my uncle the same plan, and we all lived in the same neighborhood.   There I started high school in 7th grade.  In Israel there’s no middle school and high begins at 7th grade.  We lived in Ashkelon for three years.


In Israel every citizen must go to the army when he or she is 18 years old.  Because of the situation in Israel, my father didn’t want me to go to the army.  That’s the main reason we decided to come to United States. We left Israel on December 10th of 2000.  We left Israel at 5:00 am in the morning and we arrived in the United States at 5:30 pm (U.S time).  When we got to the United States my Uncle Moises, my father’s cousin and his wife and daughter were waiting for us in the airport.  We had not seen them for six years.  We went to my cousin’s apartment, and we still live there today.


 I started school after Christmas on January 4th 2001.  I started to meet new people.  I felt a lot more at home than when I first arrived in Israel.  I felt that I belonged here.  My first school year wasn’t good because I didn’t understand English although I had an English class in Israel.  It was also my fault because I didn’t study as much as I needed to. That year I passed only three classes, and I failed the other three.  I also passed summer school.   So, this year I’ll have only two classes from ninth grade.  This year I started the school year from the beginning, and I have much better grades than last year.  My plans for the future are to get the best grades I can to earn a scholarship.  But I still don’t know what career I want, and I hope I’ll decide soon. 

 I’m proud to be a Cuban-Israeli-American.                          

“LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM”

HELLO! MY NAME IS LUIS AND I AM AN AMERICAN!

          My name is Luis; I was born in Holguin, Cuba, June 13th of 1986. My parents' names are Maury 

and Caridad. While I was a student in Cuba, I was a member of Communist Pioneers. I had to be in that association to go to school. 

My parents are professionals. My mom was working at a university as a teacher. My dad was working as an engineer. They both had a good salary in Cuba. Both my dad's salary and my mom's salary were $15 a month. We couldn't survive with that money, so we were thinking of moving to another country. We subscribed to the visa lottery called "bombo." A year passed, and we didn't win any bombo. We were worried. 

One day we went to my grandma's house to eat lunch, and we had a good time because my grandpa had a lot of money. He's a farmer, so we could eat pork, lamb and almost any kind of meat. In Cuba it is illegal to eat cows. If you own a cow, you can't kill it because then you go to jail for 20 years. If you kill a person you only go to jail for 5 years. When we got back to our home, we were surprised because the door was open. So, we went inside our house, and we didn't see our clothes, furniture, or food! We had been robbed. We called the police. All the neighbors were looking for the robber, too. The police took 1 hour to get to our house. We were mad, but they didn't catch the robber. 

A month went by, and we went to the beach with our friends in my dad's car. There were just two cars in the apartment building where I lived--my dad's and my dad's boss' car. In Cuba only people with power got cars. When we got to the beach my dad and his friend that lived there started to talk about leaving Cuba. His friend guided him to a ship that was leaving for Mexico. He told my dad that we could leave in that ship but that we needed $3000 to leave. The ship was leaving in five hours. We went back to my grandma's house and told her that we were leaving. She went to stay at our house. My grandpa gave us $1500, and we had some money at our uncle's house. We got it, and we went back to the beach. When we got to the beach, we gave our money to the captain. He hid us in the bottom of the ship with cargo. We were soon leaving Cuba. The police came to look inside the ship, but they didn't find us because it was dark. So we left Cuba. We were going to Mexico. 

It was a five-day trip in the ship. We ate what the captain gave us. I think that the food had drugs in it because we fell asleep. When we got to Mexico, it was very easy. People came with a van and we got in the back. This happened in Tampico. Then we went in the van to Mexico City, and we didn't have any problems because we had our passports. In Mexico City we went to a hotel for one night. The next day a taxi picked us up and took us to the bus station. We took the bus to Reynosa (that's the border between the U.S. and Mexico.) Then we got a car and went to the river. But, we had to run up a hill and down to the river. 

When we got to the river, we got scared because the river was very rough and turbulent. It was cold. The river was like seven times wider than two street blocks here in Miami. We got down to the river and my mom was seated on a raft with some bags of clothes and some bags that belonged to somebody else. My dad, 2 young Mexican boys, and I were swimming and pushing the raft to the other side. It took 30 minutes. We reached the other side at 1:00 am. Helicopters were flashing lights. So the people that helped us went back to the Mexican side. We were all wet and had to run 2 kilometers until we got to a parking area. The police saw us all dirty and wet. They helped us when they found out we were Cubans. They took us to a station where they asked us for our papers. We were there until 9:00 am. 

But before we left, the police found about 30 bags of marijuana worth about $1,000,000. The people that had the drugs were the same people that crossed the river with us! The police told us to take our bags of clothes that we had on the raft away from the bags of drugs because the police dogs would smell our bags and think we had the marijuana. 

The police took us to a motel. It was called "El Matador" and was in McAllen, Texas. We took a shower, slept, and washed our clothes. Then we went to a Greyhound bus station. We paid $40 each to go to Miami. It was 73 hours from Texas to Miami. When we got to Houston, we called our aunt in Miami, and she was surprised. She waited for us at the bus station in Miami. When we got here, we were very happy. We went to our aunt's house to stay with our family. Then, we called Cuba, and we told our family that we were okay. They were all happy, but the government had come to take my grandfather's cows and animals away to punish the family because we left Cuba. 

We still miss our family, but we are happy that we are finally free now. We're glad to be in America. 

I’m glad to be a Cuban American.

“LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM”

HELLO! MY NAME IS Diana AND I AM AN AMERICAN!


Allow me to tell you about part of my life that began when my parents made the difficult decision to emigrate from Cuba and come to the United States. My father was a college chemistry teacher, and my mother was a college geography teacher. They abandoned their work after years of study so that they might search for a better life for my sister and I.


We left our country, to which we have not returned in 1996. We went to Venezuela were we lived for a brief time. In Cuba, I left behind the most joyful moments of my childhood, my grandparents, an aunt, uncles, cousins, friends, my home, my toys, my bed, my books, and my photographs.


Merely ten years old, I had to harden my soul and hide my tears in order to confront a new chapter in my life. I had to learn a new national anthem and a pledge allegiance to a flag I didn’t know the meaning of. I had to learn new costumes and traditions in Venezuela. I even had to get used to new foods. But, at least I could communicate in my own language, Spanish.


We lived for a year in Maracaibo, which was the most depressing and hurtful time for us because my parents were unable to find work. We were able to survive thanks to the Grace of God and our family in Miami.


We moved to Barquisimeto, where my parents were able to practice their profession. My mother was a teacher at an Adventist school, and my father become principal at the best private school in the city. 

While life was better for us, we still didn’t have the opportunities for my sister and me that my parents dreamed of.  We left Venezuela in 1999, which was very difficult because I had made good friends that had become, somehow like a family to me.


When we arrived in this country, I encountered another drastic change in customs and traditions. I had a new history to learn a new anthem and a flag.  All of this I encountered with even greater difficulty because of an unknown language, English.


Again pain and tears shed, facing homework and a book completely in English, my frustrated parents trying to help me _ helping me to keep my faith so that I would not give up. My parents repeated day by day “If others have achieved so can you”.


I give thanks to God, to my parents, and to this country for allowing me to live and study in a place full of opportunities and freedom. I hope to study to become an optometrist—something I could not do in my country.  I promise I will not let you down.  

LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM

HELLO!  MY NAME IS DANIEL AND I’M AN AMERICAN.


When my dad told me that I was going to come to the United States, I was eleven years old.  Now I’m fourteen years old.  I was born in Cuba.  I never had the idea to come to the United States, but now I’m here.  I came to the United States on April 10, 1999.  I came with my father, my stepmother, two brothers and the daughter of my stepmother.  This is because my father won the visa lottery.  When he told me that we were going to come to the United States, I was very happy, but at the same time I wasn’t.  This is because my father divorced my mom two years ago, and he was going to come to the United States with his new wife, and my mom was going to stay in Cuba alone.  She is there now.  I haven't seen my mother in almost three years. 

The way that I came to the United States was easier than the way my uncle came.  My uncle came from Cuba in 1996.  He left his country and family for a better life.  When he left Cuba, he was 30 years old.  The day that he left Cuba it was raining, but he always said, “After the storm comes the peace”.  His wife and two friends were with him in the boat.  They had helped him make the boat.  They were at sea for four days when they found another man in a boat that was in terrible condition.  My uncle took this person onto his boat.  

My uncle told me that he didn’t see any sharks.  The first day the rough sea made everyone sea sick.  The second day everyone was thirsty and my uncle’s wife was nervous.  The third day they didn’t have water, but they had medicine for seasickness.  The fourth day at sea they were sleeping when they heard something like a motor and they woke up.  The sound of the motor was a boat was the American Coast Guard.  The American Coast Guard picked them up in Cuban waters.  Then the American Coast Guard transported them to Guantanamo, Cuba, to the base for Cuban immigrants.  They were in at Guantanamo for ten months.       

My uncle had a cousin in Miami.  The cousin’s aunt went to immigration to sponsor my uncle and the other people.  That way all the people that were on the boat could come to the United States.  Everyone arrived safely in 1996.  

My uncle was the one who give us the money for our plane tickets.  My father wanted to leave Cuba because he had to work a lot to get money.   Even with all his hard work, he could not buy all he things we needed.  He came here to give my brothers and me a good future.  When my family and I arrived in Miami, we went to live at my cousin's house.  We stayed there for five months.  My cousin had a son, who knew English well.  He taught me a lot of words in English, and he taught me how to use a computer.  The first months I missed my mom and my family in Cuba a lot.  In the back of my cousin's house there was a lake and my cousin and I used to swim together in the lake.

My father rented an apartment, and we went to live there.  We have been there for almost two years.  Now my father is going to buy a house so that we can have our own home.  Now I have plans to study for the future.  I would like to study architecture or something that has to do with art.  I will always be very proud of my father.  And I will thank my father for bringing me to the United States all my life.

I’m proud to be a Cuban-American.

LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM

HELLO!  MY NAME IS ARIADNA  AND I AM AN AMERICAN.      


My name is Ariadna Batista. I was born in Cuba, on April 13, 1983.  My parents are Carmen and Luis. They are from Cuba, too.  I have an older brother whose name is Abdelaziz.  My brother is living in Spain now.


I went to school when I was 5 years old.  I have been an excellent student.  I participated in a few math, geography, biology, and Spanish competitions.  Also, I was a chess champion, and the Chess Commission elected me to study in a special school. But my parents never let me go because I was too young to live at a boarding school.  I was only 9 years old. Then, 2 years later I had a problem with a teacher, and I never went to play chess again.


But one year later I began to love life again and to be a good student. My grandmother was one of the most important people in my life.  She taught me all about Catholic customs and how to pray.  She was always with me to make corrections of my errors.  Now I know that my grandmother is in heaven.       

In 1999, I came to this country with my parents, because my mom won the lottery.  But, unfortunately, my brother couldn’t come with us because the lottery is only for people under 21 years of age, and he was 24.  My mother, father and I left our family with tears and broken hearts.


I started school here in Southwest Miami Senior High School.  I will not leave here until I graduate.  I have met very good friends here.  Some of them taught me a lot.  When I go to university, I would like to study to be an elementary school teacher or a veterinarian.  Here, I will have the opportunity to study and to choose my career.


Here in the United States I am proud to be an American and I will be proud forever.  

“LET ME TELL YOU WHO I AM”

HELLO! MY NAME IS ANGELA  AND I AM AN AMERICAN!

My name is Angela Baron; I’m 16 years old. I’m proud to be Colombian and I’ve been in this country for a year. I grew up in Colombia, and I never thought I could leave my country. But finally I did—just because I had to.

I left my country because of the economic situation. It was so hard to find a job there. Another reason I left is because of the violence that is occurring in that country, even though I wasn’t a direct victim of that kind of violence. My parents were always stressed. Fortunately, we had food, we weren’t starving, but it was so hard to get money. I studied in a private school and my brother in a private university. So if my mom had not come here, I’m sure we wouldn’t be studying.


The first of my family to come to the United States was my mom. She came on June 20th of 2000. She worked for six months and sent us money to pay the school tuition. My dad was working too, so both paid the bills. After those six months, my mom went back to Colombia to pick me up. Then I came with her on January 18th of 2001. She’s working so hard and saving money so with that money she can pay for my bother’s tuition. He’s still in Colombia studying at the university. He’s studying electronic engineering, and hopefully he will come in December. My dad came on august 16th of 2001, and he’s working, too.


When my mom told me that I was going to come to live in the United States, I was shocked. First, I didn’t believe her, because like I said, I never thought I could leave my country. But later, I realized that it was true.


I realized it was true when my mom didn’t register me for school, and when she told me that I would had to say good bye to all my friends because I wouldn’t be seeing them for a long time. I did so, but I was so sad.  I cried a lot and I didn’t want to come.  I didn’t want to leave my Colombian life.  It was great!  But everything was for my own good.

I arrived on January 18th of 2001. It was a Thursday.  I can’t forget it.  I was extremely depressed. I cried in the airport, in the car, everywhere, but I couldn’t keep crying because I didn’t want my mom to feel bad or guilty. When she saw that I was so sad, she told me that I could go back to Colombia in March two months after my arrival so that I could have the opportunity to experience the “American life”.  Finally I liked the life that she was giving me, and I could never leave my mom alone again.   I would die if I did that.

Now we are political refugees, and I think that I’m not going back to Colombia for 3 or 4 years. I’m so thankful to be in this country because it has given us a lot of opportunities. I miss my country so much, but I like being here.

That’s how I came to be a Colombian-American.

