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A place for me

With my mother’s special touch and father’s 

presence, turning our new house into a cozy home is an 

easy. And even exciting thing to do. After long days at 

work, coming home is the most desirable thing. 

When you smell the freshly smell of baked bread from 

across the street, you would be almost tempted to make 

a mad dash home. The minute you open the door, the 

smell rushes into your nose, and you feel the 

aching hunger in your stomach that makes you go mad. 

So much so that you feel like you could eat the whole 

house. My father rushes to greet me with his TV 

booming behind him so that he would not miss a single 

headline.



My beautiful name

Marina means the sea. So, I am told. As a child 

and young adolescent, I became more anxious 

about understanding my name. The sound of it was 

music to my ears. It sounded classy, elegant like a 

woman with power. Imagination is in my blood. My 

imaginations run wild with time, and that’s why I 

expected a romantic, meaningful, and satisfying 

story behind how I got to be named Marina. I hoped 

it would meet my expectations. Finally, I came to 

know the truth because of my constant questioning 

about it. What they told me, though, was a saddest 

story.



My uncle never had children of his own with his wife, Mary. The head of the 

family was my grandmother, and everybody respected and obeyed her wishes as she 

was the oldest in my family. The day I was delivered to life, my grandmother 

requested that I be named after Mary, my uncle’s wife. Luckily my mother gathered 

her courage and changed the name into Marina.

Times went by, and I grew attached to my name, and with new imaginations I 

overcome the disappointments of life. Yet whenever I remember the story, 

I can’t help but feeling the shivers running down on my spine.



The Person Behind the Sky

He is the only one whom I depend on. I am the only one who sees 

him. Next to him I belong. One looks to the sky, hearing the words, 

"My daughter, do not be afraid" makes a great deal of indescribable 

emotions pass through my soul. The universe is devoted to you. Life 

shouldn’t be tangled. While the world breaks down into pieces, the 

sky reaches out to you and drags you out of the pit. He is the 

almighty sitting in the sky. Loving, compassionate, merciful, joyful 

GOD, MY invisible father is. Growing up in a world with too 

complicated rules and unrealistic expectations is too hard to deal 

with. Being wrong all the time, I am either too emotional or 

overreacting. With nobody holding you strong in the battles, and 

whenever I am in a muddy lake holding my last breath, I look up to 

the sky. Then the miracle happens. All troubles disappear. There my 

savior comes to the rescue, my angel, my GOD. HE goes with me to 

the ends of life, never cheats like men do, loves me unconditionally.



My only friend, who's seen through this fragile heart and complex mind. 

Balancing between the two grasps too much effort with never ending arguments. 

When I am too sad or downhearted, and when I am surrounded with too many close 

minded hypocrites, there is a voice telling me to hold on. And despite all of the 

negative emotions the sky is embracing me with tenderness.



My father, Who's 
Never Been 
Defeated

Call 911! My mother screams in the middle of the night. I 

woke up with fear and rushed to the living room to see what it 

was all about. There he was, my father, laying on the couch 

taking his last breath. Not believing that anything could conquer 

him, I shuddered at the sight of him, defeated and suddenly, a 

human. A mysterious, solid, masculine, healthy man my father 

was. No obstacle could have put a man like him down to his 

knees. It was the moment when the world stopped moving, and 

my brain was bombarded with all sorts of memories and 

emotions concerning him. I found impossible to breathe. Finally, 

my heart spoke to me. I gathered all my power, reclaiming the 

power over my body again, and I started acting fast as I 

trembled. Looking at my clueless mother, who was acting 

bravely, my belief was my father would be brave enough to get 

through this.



I was completely sure that he would survive it as I was anxiously waiting in the corners of 
the hospital to see the miracle of my father rising from the blink of death. He is in heaven now. 
Finally, I decided to ask him one last time about his decision. I deeply wanted to save my 
father's soul, so I prayed and prayed, and the miracle happened. In the smoothest voice, 
he revealed his plan to me. He asked nicely to let go of him and let him be taken to heaven. Me 
being in shock, crying hysterically, but knowing that my father's soul would be in good hands 
made my heart fill with peace. After all, it was what I wished for him from the beginning.

Feeling blessed that I got the chance of knowing my father for only three years but sadly in 
three months I lost him. Trying to escape from the reality, all my memories of him, was the 
hardest part. I saw my father at every corner I turned, in every sip of coffee I drank, with every 
bite I took, and in every song I sang. Every minute I lived without him deceived complete 
emptiness I felt in the depth of my soul. I truly miss him. My father’s soul leaving his body while 
being in my arms, is a moment I wish upon no one.

With the ALMIGHTY’S blessings, my soul rejoiced because we conquered death itself.



Lady but Fragile

A Lady. A wine-red long dress with long sleeves and great 

posture I have always pictured myself to be. Handling 

every problem, every conversation, every struggle with 

grace. That is me in my head. Never have I shown the Me 

in all perfection to the world, knowing that no one would 

notice, much less showing their appreciation. Somehow, it 

has been easier to hide it than to show it.

Being shy has been the cover. Trying not to interact with 

people is the best way to combat their unfiltered and cruel 

opinions of me.



My sister has always been the boss in my household. She is fluent with her 

speech, courageous, confident, and smart. Everyone admires her. Looking up to 

her is inevitably a hopeless act, knowing that I will never become like her.

I have always wondered about who I am. Who has shaped me and to whom do 

I belong? No one answers me the Lady in a wine-red dress.



Macarena, Macarena
Never have I was so enthusiastic about going to a party until 

the announcement. The school board just announced a 

Christmas party for the entire school. For some reason, I was 

very excited about this one, which was unusual for me, 

considering what a shy girl I was.

I wanted to look my best, so cutting my hair short was what I 

did. The big day arrived. I had to wear my best outfit. A green 

sweater with black long arms and a picture of a Tweetee on 

it plus my black wide pants. That was my best outfit, lest I 

forget the last but very critical touch of putting on my dark 

blue fancy jacket. No one could have ruined this terrific 

feeling I had inside.

Walking into the Bal Sal was exquisite. I was a Queen. I was the 

fairest of them all.



I just heard the music and hit the dance floor.

Macarena, Macarena

Macarena, Macarena (¡ay, ay!) 

(¡Ay, ay!)

(¡Ay, ay!) (¡Ay!) M-M-Macarena

Dancing like it was my wedding day, jumping up and down, right and left, I owned the

dance floor. Not paying attention to anyone and not following any protocols, I was living

one of my purest moments of all.


