
 
Alexander Ibarra. “Maria Elena” 1 

Alexander Ibarra 
ENGW 201-01 
October 25th, 2018 
Final Draft 
Revision 
 

Para mi madre, Maria Elena 

When I was growing up, one of the people that I looked up to the most was my mother. 

She always tried her hardest to make sure I was happy, and if I wasn’t she would do anything she 

could to change that. She was someone that I could always talk to, even when she pretended to 

have an interest in stuff that she knew nothing about. My mother always took care of me and 

made sure I had everything I ever wanted, something I wish I didn’t take for granted over the 

years. While I knew my mother as just that, a mother, I forget that she too was my age once, and 

that she has her own incredible story. While I knew how my mother was raised in Mexico, I 

never stopped and wondered what it was like for her to come to the United States for the first 

time.  

Maria Elena, my mother, was born on January 21st, 1957 in the Mexican city of 

Guadalajara, Jalisco. While her parents are from a small town four hours away from Guadalajara 

called Huejuquilla el Alto, Jalisco, they had to travel to the big city due to her father having a 

stroke and needing more proper medical attention. After spending three months in the hospital 

with her husband, Maria Elena’s mother started to go into labor with her. After she was born, her 

parents stayed in Guadalajara for six months until her father had successfully recovered. My 

mother thought it was funny how both her parents ended up in the hospital at the same time for 

two different reasons. Finally, once she was born, she and her parents traveled back to their 

home in Huejuquilla, where she became the oldest of five children. 
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My mother spent the rest of her childhood in the small town, where she attended school 

and helped her mother with raising her siblings while her father worked. She attended 

elementary school for six years and developed a fascination with the topic of history, calling it 

her favorite subject in school. During her free time, she would go out and play with her 

neighbors or walk to the town’s center and order ice cream from the local ice cream man. She 

enjoyed playing tag with her neighbors, who were all girls that she would walk to school with 

from their houses. Even to this day whenever she goes back to visit her old town, the first thing 

she does is go and visit her former neighbors who still reside in Huejuquilla. Once she got to 

middle school, she was forced to drop out because her parents were not able to pay for the 

tuition. Maria Elena found a job near her house working as a pharmacist, where she would help 

customers find the medication and pills they were looking for behind the counter. She would 

earn enough money to try and help her parents and siblings, who were struggling financially.  

As Maria Elena got older, the health of her parents seemed to worsen. When Maria Elena 

was seventeen, her father was struck with another stroke and never fully recovered until his death 

four years later. After losing her father, her mother was also diagnosed with cancer, taking her 

life as well just three years after the passing of her father. Suddenly, at the young age of twenty 

years old, my mother had the responsibility of raising her siblings by herself. As the years went 

by, her siblings got older and decided to travel further north to the beach city of Rosarito in Baja 

California, where they had an aunt who resided there. Only Maria Elena and her third youngest 

sister, Elvia, stayed behind in Huejuquilla as they already had their jobs to attend to. While in her 

final years of living in Huejuquilla, my mother met Antonio, her future husband. After years of 
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dating, Antonio decided to travel to the United States in order to find work, promising my 

mother that he will find a house for them to live in when she would arrive to the U.S.  

Six years after the death of her mother, Maria Elena and her sister Elvia followed their 

siblings in moving to Rosarito to live with their aunt. Upon arriving to the city, she found out 

that her other younger sisters, Cuca and Leticia were living in San Diego, and her youngest 

brother, Juan had made his way to Texas. Maria Elena had no way of communicating with her 

siblings prior to arriving to the city. Upon living in Rosarito, which was a much more wealthy 

place than Huejuquilla, Maria Elena was introduced to American television that was dubbed to 

Spanish. She started a fascination with such shows as Viaje a las estrellas (Star Trek), Hechizada 

(Bewitched), and Batman. Since Maria Elena was the only person in her family to have an 

education, she had the most interest in reading. She would spend most of her time in bookstores, 

having read novels and comic books from the Spanish translated versions of Archie and Peanuts. 

Maria Elena resided in Rosarito for four years, where she and Elvia both found jobs 

cleaning houses. The two sisters earned enough money to finally leave the Mexican city and 

travel to the United States. Upon arriving in the U.S. they made their way to San Diego, where 

they met up with their sisters, Cuca and Leticia. Maria Elena was star struck, taking in the 

excitement of being in an American city for the first time. She would gaze upwards at the tall 

skyscrapers, awed by the humungus size compared to the buildings she’d seen in Rosarito and 

Guadalajara. She was especially excited to see the neighborhoods and how every house was 

lined up next to each other in a perfect line, not at all how the houses were in the town of 

Huejuquilla. She would stare in amazement at the houses, thinking to herself how much it looked 

like the neighborhood that the characters of Bewitched lived in. Something that also amazed my 
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mother was seeing a McDonalds for the first time. After living in Mexico for all of her life, 

Maria Elena was only exposed to local restaurants which were also the houses of the owners, 

something that has been, and still is, common in a majority of Mexican towns. Never before 

seeing a McDonald’s in person, Maria Elena believed that it was only a place for the rich to 

enter, something she laughs about to this day. Cuca recommended she order the Big Mac, her 

personal favorite. Even to present day, my mother still orders her Big Mac, a reminder of her 

first day in the United States. 

After spending six years waiting for one another, Antonio and Maria Elena reunited once 

again, this time both looking forward to a new future in America. Antonio picked Maria Elena up 

from San Diego and the two traveled to Southern Oregon, where Antonio had a house waiting 

for them. Finally, the couple made it to a small town located ten minutes from the 

Oregon-California border named Klamath Falls, where Antonio worked as a milker in a family 

owned dairy in the outskirts of the town. Maria Elena found a job working as a caterer for a local 

catering company in town, where she spent most of her early years in America working at. My 

mother fell in love with her new home instantly, decorating the interior the way she always 

wanted her home to look like, something she always wanted to do as a kid.  

One year later in their new home, the couple had their first born child. They named their 

new boy Anthony, as it sounded similar to Antonio. Both parents felt emince joy, officially 

having a family of their own. However, that happiness soon turned into concern, as their son was 

diagnosed with autism. Maria Elena began to worry, not knowing exactly what autism was or 

why it was given to Anthony. My mother and father started reading books and articles on the 

disorder, trying to make sense of it. Maria Elena feared having another child, worrying that it’ll 
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be born with the same disorder. A little over a year later, Maria Elena gave birth to a healthy girl, 

named Janet, named after an actress who appeared the Spanish soap opera Vida Robada, which 

she was watching at the time. My mother later came to accept the diagnosis of my brother, 

seeing it as a blessing that God sent her, as she would always say.  

By the time I was born, my mother took care of all of us while my dad worked. If it 

wasn’t for her, I don’t think I would be as into current media like film and T.V. as I am now. She 

was the one who introduced me to Archie and Peanuts, the same books she’s kept all those years. 

She would even watch the reruns of Bewitched that used to come on Nick at Night on the 

weekends with me. As I got older, I’d wait for her to come back from her new job as a delivery 

women in a local catering restaurant. Even now to this day, where I now live five hours away 

from her and have only been able to see her on holidays and long weekends, there is still not a 

single day where I have not taken the time to call her. As I wrote these paragraphs on my mother, 

I realized just how much of a fascinating and emotional life she had lived up to the point where 

she had me. I can not wait to see her again, so that she can tell me all of this in person. 

 


