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 I was thirteen when I first realized the power I had lying in the palm of my hands and what I 
wanted to do with such potency. 
 It was during the summer of 2010. The humidity of the tropical air hit me like a hurricane as I 
walked out of the air-conditioned airport. My mother and I had just landed in San Luis Talpa, El 
Salvador. This was my birthplace, but it felt like I had never before seen the sun shine on this side of the 
world. 
 Soon enough I was filled with excitement; my heart fluttered and warmed at the site of so 
many unknown family members swarming towards us. After thirteen years, this is what they were all 
waiting for. My aunts, uncles, cousins, my grandma, my grandpa - they all circled around us like we 
were the returning Jesus Christ. They couldn’t believe what age had done to my mother, and I couldn’t 
believe I had missed out on so much love for twelve and a half years. Their eyes mimicked the 
brightness of the sun shining above us, but were filled with tears that mirrored a solemn, grey rainy day. 
They were blissful to see us, but despondent that they had waited thirteen years.            
 That same night, I was treated to chicken soup, evidently a delicacy only served on special 
occasions. I thought to myself, "Chicken soup? We have it all the time back in Los Angeles, how could 
this be symbolic for a special occasion?” 
 It hit me abruptly. And it hurt. That was the moment I realized the commodities I enjoyed back 
home, were rare in my birthplace. This reality check forced me to take in my surroundings I had naively 
been disregarding – maybe subconsciously, because I knew the living conditions were far below what I 
was use to and I didn't want to be the privileged one. It was then that I stood face to face with one of the 
ugliest pictures I have ever come to deal with.  
 The house we stayed in had no modern toilet or shower; there was no other option than to use a 
latrine – a pit deep and dark, dug into the earth, seemingly never-ending. The platinum roof was starting 
to fall apart and decay from years of Central American rainstorms. The walls were so weak, they 
wouldn't be able to hold back a herd of fruit flies. My six-year-old cousins ran around without shoes on, 
they were so skinny, their ribs poked out, and they mindlessly found joy in playing with dirt and rotten 
mangoes fallen from the trees that grew so high it looked like they touched the heavens. Certainly, 
heaven was out of the children’s reach; they were living in a hell and they had no choice. 
 I found myself reflecting on how much I complained; superficial arguments consisted of what 
kind of shoes I wore on my feet, how I was so self-conscious and insecure over the excess fat around my 
mid-section, and how disappointed I was when I didn't get the latest Nintendo DS I wanted.          
 Seeing my cousins live the way they did made all these apprehensions so trivial; I was the 
lucky one that got to cross the border into a country that would provide so much for me. I got the benefit 
of having "Citizen Born Abroad" printed in gold letters on my birth certificate.           
 In the United States, I have unrestricted education, a multitude of job opportunities, and safety; 
if I could, I would bring all of my family members across the border to give them a chance at having a 
prosperous future, like the one I'm striving for.          Experiencing life in El Salvador first-hand was 
eye-opening. I know that I can't fix a whole country. I can't heal the poverty-ridden streets, extract the 
haunting gang violence that hangs over in supervision, or fulfill the lack of education. But, I plan to use 
all the implements I am provided here to make change over there, so that my cousins' children, and their 
children will be able to experience a better life alongside my children - whether it be here, in the land of 
opportunity, or in a country that is well on its way to bettering itself. 
 My education has never seemed more important to me. I didn't realize what a blessing I held in 
my hands until then, and it was then that I knew I had to do something impactful with it. Educating 



myself means providing for my family members that weren’t allowed the same privileges as I was, 
because I’m able to put up a fight for them, represent them, and be their lawyer free of cost. By 
attending a four-year university, law school, and putting forth all the effort and strength I can pull out of 
myself into making change for the sake of my people, I know that I will be using the “Citizen Born 
Abroad” stamp on my birth certificate in the best way possible.  
 Immigration lawyer will one day be my title, that I have no doubt of.   
 


