Student Sample
2/7/2013

Period 1
My Dad’s immigrant story
The immigrant I am writing about is my dad. His name is Miguel* and he was born on July of 1968 in Mexico City. He came to the U.S in the year of 1987 when he was 19 years old. Next I will be talking about his early years in Mexico.

Living conditions back in Mexico for him weren’t that great. He had six brothers and two sisters and lived with both his parents. They lived in a very small house, and at one point they had to move into a cargo hold train when my grandpa worked in a train station. He struggled a lot to always have food and clothes. My grandma would send him and my uncles to sell bread on the street to support the family. The education he received wasn’t the best either. He only made it to graduate from middle school then he dropped out to try and find a job. Then one day he got the opportunity that would change his life forever—he got the chance to travel to America illegally. His objectives in coming here were to find a good job and send money back to Mexico in order to support his family. Then one night, he began his journey. 

His parents didn’t approve of him leaving Mexico, because they knew that they would miss him a lot and if something bad happened they would never forgive themselves. They knew though it was for the best. He’s the one that had to decide if he was going to leave though, whether anyone liked it or not. He had big hopes of coming to America because he wanted to make something of himself. He wanted to be more than a food seller like he was back in Mexico. He wanted to make big money and have a big house with an expensive car. Another reason for him wanting to leave was that the economic conditions in Mexico were difficult. Workers didn’t get paid much, and they barely even got paid to eat for a day. Leaving his home country didn’t affect him too much but he did get home sick along the way and even had thoughts of going back But he knew that the whole journey would soon pay off. 
The day he finally made it to America, made him so relieved because he was able to finally fulfill his dream of getting here. He wasn’t alone though, he traveled with his cousin and he already had family waiting for him here. When they finally settled into his cousin’s home, his lifestyle changed. He finally had a good night sleep on a warm bed, he woke up early to relax instead of working, and he finally had free time so he could enjoy his first day in America. The way he was treated on the street was not too bad, maybe once or twice people would insult him for being and immigrant or being Mexican, but it didn’t bother him too much. Now he is treated like any ordinary person would be treated.  He mentioned that the cultures here in America were very different than back home in Mexico. Many mixed cultures were seen here back in the 80’s, Asians, Arabians, Europeans, and all of these cultures made him feel comfortable because he knew he wasn’t the only person migrating to America. He and his cousin’s continued their Mexican traditions here which made my dad feel comfortable as well and at home. Even though his first impression here in America weren’t exactly what he expected he was happy with what he saw. The most difficult thing he experienced here in the first few years was having a job. The jobs weren’t the best job available in America but since he was undocumented, he had a pretty rough job. 
His expectations were very different than what he expected but as long as the life he had here was better than in Mexico, he had no problem with it. He missed so many things from Mexico: the food, his family, and his home surprisingly. But without sacrifices there is no victory he says. Now that he finally has a steady job that pays enough to support his new family, they travel to Mexico every year to visit his family. What he achieved here in America wasn’t the most he thought he would, but he tried his best, and his best was enough for him because he finally has the life he always wanted. He shows me that with commitment, anything is possible. He taught me that anything you want to achieve in life is possible, and all you need is a little hope and commitment. That is my father.
*Name has been changed


