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8 COW WIFE
	Like many immigrant children in the US, I was brought here when I was a teenager.  Many people immigrate to have a better life or to provide for the family they left behind in their county, but my family and I came here for a different reason.  The state in Mexico where I am from is located just south of Texas; the state is called Nuevo Leon and is recognized by Mexico to be the most productive and industrialized state of the country.  There was no reason for me and my family to move anywhere, but then tragedy struck us.
	I like to think that it was destiny that brought me here instead of tragedy; sometimes I think that the circumstances guide us to what is best.  I was 14 years old when my father was killed in an accident.  I remembered coming back from school and seeing my uncle’s car in front of my house.  My uncle usually visited when my dad was home and my dad wasn’t home that day because he was at work.  I knew something was wrong; the enthusiastic laughter of my uncle when he comes to visit was replaced by the cool silence from everyone at my house.  “It is your dad; he’s been in an accident and was run over by a bus.  He didn’t make it”,  someone told me.
	I didn’t know what they were talking about; my dad is a bus driver he should be the one running over people not the other way around.  He was walking to his bus to start the day when one of his new coworkers decided to pull into the driveway to park his bus.  He didn’t see my dad under the bus until another coworker that was going to start his route saw a foot under the bus.  It was my dad’s.  He died instantly.  I thought that it was pretty ironic that my dad (being a bus driver himself) was killed by a bus driver.  In my country bus drivers are in general very careless, and they are always killing people.  That’s why at first I thought that my dad had killed someone, not the other way around.
	My father’s family is very superstitious, in a way that voodoo dolls and dark candles can make malign spells.  They believed that my mom had something to do with the accident.  One day, my aunts where outside my house shouting at my mom and calling her bruja (witch).  At that moment, when I saw my aunts almost launching at my mom, something overpowered me.  I remembered that I was thinking “Go for the hair.  Once I grab the hair I would push her to the ground and then go for the other one, first the tall one and then the other one”.  My strategy wasn’t necessary because some of the neighbors where gathering outside of my house to help my mother.
	What was wrong with my father’s family?  Was it grief?  Or maybe they never liked my family since the beginning and now that my dad was gone they wanted back everything that he had given us?  What was it that made them hate us that much?  We didn’t know but by the time I was 16 my mom and I had enough.  I was under a lot of pressure to help my mother with my little brother and sister.  Instead of helping her she decided to send me with my grandmother. She wanted to get rid of me, I often thought but instead she wanted me to leave because I was taking all of our problems to personal and they were affecting me more than my siblings.
I came to live with my grandmother and my cousin Ericka.  My grandma helped me get my visa because she was born in Texas.  My grandmother had all of her children in Mexico, but because my grandma never imagined that my mother and I wanted to come to the US, she never got us residency here in the states.  When I finally got my visa I went and stayed with her in a house that she was sharing with my cousin Ericka and her family.
My grandma went back to Mexico to help my mother and my siblings to get the US resident card.  I stayed with Ericka and her family, it was the worst thing that happened to me and in some moments I thought that it was worse then my dad’s death.  My grandma left money for me with Ericka but I never knew that I was working for something that had already been paid.  Ericka made me her housekeeper, her nanny, etc. or in other words her SLAVE.  Sure, call me Cinderella.  Me washing clothes and floors, taking care of her two little spoiled devils and all because I had to pay for the food and the roof over my head that she was giving me.  
It went on like this for months.  I didn’t feel that I was living in the US, it was more like I had arrived by mistake in North Korea.  By this time almost a year had past and I had turned 17 years old.  My visa had expired, so I became an illegal immigrant.  Ericka and her husband were illegals too, but because they knew English they were untouchable by the law (or that’s what they thought).  I wasn’t stupid, or ignorant, or worthless, but every chance Ericka had, she made me feel that way.  Run.  That was one of my options, but then when would I know when my mom was coming?  Those were often my thoughts.
I wasn’t allowed to go outside.  I didn’t go to school or anywhere I could learn English. My place, like Cinderella, was at the house.  No ballrooms or fairy godmothers for me.  In the meantime my cousin was telling my mom that I was going out most of the time and not helping in the house. Everytime my mom called she said that I was out with friends and couldn’t come to answer the phone.  Of course none of this was true.  One day when I was alone in the house taking care of Ericka’s kids someone knocked on the door that was the day that my life changed. 
It was two Mormon missionaries.  I was feeling blue that day and I didn’t want to talk to them but they convinced me.  After that day they kept coming, Ericka laughed at me when she knew that two missionaries were teaching me their religion.  After a few months I started feeling butterflies in my stomach for one of the missionaries.  I knew that he was feeling the same for me.  How fast it happened.  Maybe it was the circumstances, or the loneliness.  I didn’t know, but I knew that I was falling in love with someone that I wasn’t supposed to.  He left for another area of California but he sent me letters of his adventures.  Ericka found out and tried to make me feel that I didn’t deserve someone like him.
After he finished his missionary work he came back for me.  I didn’t know who it was at the door one raining afternoon.  I was in the garage washing clothes when I heard someone ask for me.  My heart stopped because it was my missionary.  I rushed to the door before Ericka could tell him that I wasn’t home.  When I got there he looked like he was mad and was talking in English, which I had no idea what he was telling Ericka.  When he saw me his expression changed and he told me that he was glad to see me.  
“Am I Cinderella” I thought.  We talked outside and he said to me, “Would you like to come with me and wait for your mom at my house?”  Two hours later I was in the car with my missionary driving to Salt Lake City.  It didn’t feel wrong, it felt like a relief.  I waited for my mom in my missionary’s house and his family accepted me and they made me feel welcome.
On April 23rd we got married.  My mom and my siblings arrived in SLC two weeks before the wedding.  I was very happy. My family was with me and now my husband was too.  After the reception, I remember the day he came for me and I asked him what he and Ericka were talking about.  He told me that Ericka told him that I wasn’t worth the effort to come all the way from Utah, but my husband answered, “She is worth more than what you think and if I have to pay for her I would pay double for her”.  I wasn’t Cinderella because it wasn’t a fairy tale.  I didn’t become a princess, I became a wife.  I was the girl from the movie Jonny Lingo where he paid for his wife with 8 cows.  It was much more than what the father of the girl was expecting.  That was me, an 8 cow wife.  Now I have everything and I can go outside and travel.  I am not afraid of immigration officers anymore or Ericka.  
My story is very common among Latinos.  The majority of Latinos are taken advantage of by our own kind.  Latinos who treat their own people badly don’t have to be family members. They can also be coworkers, neighbors, or any others.  That is why I am very skeptical for helping undocumented people, because I don’t want to help the ones who don’t deserve it.  




	       
