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Vida De Pais
	“Hey Gringo, lets go, time to wake up”. It was 6 in the morning, the wind blowing in was breezy and calm, the smell of the salty air and the surrounding trees made the whole house smell like a fresh candle you would buy from bath and body works to bring life in to your own house, except here in Mexico at my grandparent’s house, that was everywhere. My younger cousin who we call bola (cause of his round figure), was in my room staring at me with a mischievous smile. “The gallos aren’t even awake, yet here you are so early in the morning. Why are you here so early bola?”
“You said you’ve never been on a farm, and now that you are here, I’m going to be your tour guide.” He said laughing. “Come onnnnn it’ll be fun.”
I grabbed my shoes and walked with him to the back of truck. We got in and held on tight to the railing as we drove away,  and as I looked down  I saw that my shoes have been getting dirty since we got there, and then I looked over at my younger cousins that were smiling, happy that I was going with them to work, yet had no shoes on and were going bare foot. I couldn’t understand how they were able to do it.
Being Hispanic, seeing my culture in my home and outside was a norm for me. My mom is Mexican, and my dad is Nicaraguan, and they moved to Los Angeles at young ages in hopes and aspirations of achieving the American dream. I was born in LA, but I grew up in Miami, so I was always surrounded by Hispanics, but never really experienced or seen the culture firsthand. I would always hear stories from family members of how they arrived at America, and the struggles of getting here. My uncle at every party, would always tell me how lucky I was. “Duro tiempos eran. Getting into America was a struggle but staying was even harder mijo. Not being able to see your family for months or even years is a tough time, and not knowing anyone here from the beginning just made things harder. Don’t even get me started on all the work I had to bust my ass just to get food on the plate for mi familia!”
	Getting home from school, knowing that I had winter break all to myself, was a joyous feeling. Freshman year of high school was such a drastic change from middle school for me, since I had AP classes. Every time I would complain, my mother would tell me “Ponte la pilas!”, and she would remind me how lucky I am to be able to have an education. Having homework every night was stressful for me, so being able to do nothing during winter break but play xbox and eat cereal for two weeks, sounds like heaven to me. Later that night at dinner, my dad surprised us all by announcing that we would be going to Mexico the entire winter break to visit my mom’s family for Christmas. My mom burst into tears and excitement, she hadn’t seen her family for 10 years and was excited to finally see them after so long. I felt happy for my mom, but I didn’t share the same excitement since it wasn’t what I was expecting my winter break to turn out to. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Dressed, packed, and ready to go. We went through security, got on the plane, and in 4 hours we were at the capital of Mexico. Once we got there, we got in a taxi to start heading to Lazaro, another trip further down south that was 6 hours away by car. I smelled the streets polluted with street foods and voices of people shouting “Tenemos comida! Tenemos zapatos!”. Vendors of every kind were everywhere, selling any and everything imaginable. The road trip down to my mom’s town was far, but once we got there I knew I should have packed more shorts. 
	There was a big celebration when we got to my grandparent’s house. Family members and friends from the town all came to see us, as if we were celebrities. As I would come and greet them, many would smile and laugh at my broken Spanglish and find it fascinating. The house was this huge open house that had rooms, but no real walls. There were walls for the rooms, but the house itself was all open to the outdoors. From the backyard you could see the waves crash onto the shore. I was fascinated by everything, I’ve never seen so much green and nature all so open in someone’s house. And my first question to my grandpa was “where’s the tv”. 

