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Alexander Ibarra is an independent filmmaker currently enrolled at Pacific University in 

his senior year. He is a major in Film and Video with a minor in Spanish. His aspirations 

include being a screenwriter and film director, focusing on stories about people of color 

and other marginalized groups. He is fluent in Spanish and currently learning the 

language of Portugese. He writes in the genres of comedy, drama, using a “slice of life” 

approach to his work. 

 

Buena Vida 

Throughout my writings, I want to explore the normal day-to-day life of the 
humans that occupy this world. I’m incredibly interested in the mundaneness of life. 
Specifically, I wanted to capture the beauty in everyday life, wanting to see something 
special in the most ordinary of things. My writings tend to explore these ideas, as I write 
about walking my childhood dog, while also simultaneously writing about his near death 
experience. I write about the time my family and I went out to watch the animated film 
Coco and how the movie was a positive piece of representation for the Mexican people. 
Finally, I also write about an evening where I walked alone against the shore of the beach 
where I found a sense of peace within me.  

For my first essay, Mate, I decided to bring more information on my dog, the title 
character, Mate, to the piece. When I first wrote the draft of the essay, I only wrote about 
the incident, which involved the near death experience of my dog. I failed to recognize 
the characters in the piece. With me doing that, the reader doesn’t feel that same level of 
urgency that I had at that moment. With the revision, I decided to bring more details on 
the features of Mate, such as his unique look and behaviors. I also incorporated Mate’s 
backstory, which gave the reader a better understanding of why Mate was so special to 
me. Still very much special to me in a sense.  

In the essay, Mama Coco and I, I used a lot more research in order to create a 
more in depth piece that focuses on the themes of representation of the Latinx community 
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through the media, specifically in the United States. For my revised version of my first 
draft, I wanted to write more about my parents and try to explore more on the idea of who 
they are as characters, because while I know exactly who they are, the reader does not. 
While I still didn’t want to give away too much about them, I do use more subtle 
explanations on who their characters are. I also use a couple more examples on the 
movies that I give that use negative stereotypes of the Latinx community in order to give 
the essay a more balanced look to my arguments. 

Finally, for the essay, Waves that Roar (formerly known as Huntington), I went in 
the direction of being a lot more descriptive, visual wise. I wanted this piece to be more 
immersive than what it was. I wanted the reader to feel the same heat that I describe. I 
also decided to bring the reader inside the mentality of the narrador, as the first draft of 
the essay didn’t really explore what it was that the narrator was thinking. While I do like 
the idea of having the narrador be a mysterious figure, the reader needs to understand 
who he is to better understand him and the essay.  

At the end of the day, these essays are meant to be as descriptive as possible. I 
want the reader to be more appreciative of the moments that pass as we not knowingly 
ignore them. ¡Buena vida! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“Buena Vida”, Ibarra 3 

Mate 

In high school, probably when I was around the age of 13 or 14, I would walk my 

dog in the evening after school to the dairy. My dog, named Mate, was old and only spent 

his day sleeping or lying on the only spot in our yard that the trees let the sun hit.  

Mate was a chubby brown ball of hair, an Australian cattle dog, or austrailian 

shepherd, hence the name“Mate”. My family took care of Mate after his original owner 

moved to California and had plans of taking him to the shelter. He was our first dog, and 

really our first pet. His left ear dangled from the top of his head, cut from a barbed wire 

fence he was crawling under. When he smiled, he revealed his teeth, some yellow and 

some missing or chipped. He had a white spot on his face, covering his right eye. 

Although, he would toss and turn quite frequently in mud, so it would blend into the rest 

of his brown fur. He made me happy. Mate made my troubled days in high school that 

much better when I get home. Those same days where speaking another language was 

laughable by the other kids.  

Mate enjoyed walking in the dairy, as he could roam around the fields and I didn’t 

have to worry about him jumping on any other person as no one was around. I never 

leashed Mate when walking him, except for when we’d cross the street from my house to 

the dairy. Mate was a little careless when it came to crossing the street. He liked to run at 

full sprint across the street, not checking if any cars would come. I wasn’t too worried 

about the street, since only a handful of cars pass by every hour. He was free once we’d 

get to the dairy, though. His favorite thing to do was chase after the cows in the field, 

until they started chasing him back. 
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When we walked back from the dairy, I usually grabbed Mate by his collar and 

attach the dirt covered blue leash. This instance, before I could even take out the leash 

from the front pocket of my hoodie, Mate was running at full speed towards the road. I 

cried out his name, cracking my voice. His small feet kicked up dust as his paws 

forcefully made an impact on the dirt. He ignores me. I look at the distance, hoping that I 

wouldn’t see any form of a vehicle approaching. My hoping failed.  

Beams of headlights appeared with the soundtrack of an engine. The headlights 

grow wider, getting closer to us, especially closer to Mate. I scream some more, but Mate 

doesn’t listen. My heart pounds, in sync with the paws hitting the ground. Mate reaches 

the street. The car catches up. I stop running and cover my eyes with my sweaty palms. I 

didn’t want to, but I wait for the whimpering of Mate. Instead, in the pitch blackness of 

my palms, I hear the screeching of tires. I put my hands down. Mate lies down on the 

road, pointing his wet nose at the car’s front bumper. The young man in the car stares at 

me, his eyes nearly popping out of his head. I stand still. Finally, it occurs to me to call 

Mate. Mate gets up, sprinting back towards me. The young man in the car looks away 

from me. He quickly hits the gas and drives off.  

I let Mate jump to me. His ears fold downward as he shoves his nose against my 

chest, wiping his boogers on my shirt. I rub my hands against his fur, thinking I wouldn’t 

be able to glide my fingers through his hair again. I clip the leash onto his collar as he 

tries to calm me down by resting his chin on my lap, looking up at me with his golden 

brown eyes. He walks by me as we cross the street. 
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Mama Coco and I 

My parents and older brother sat in the middle of a dark theater that was slowly 

getting overpopulated by families and couples. I sat in between my mother and father, 

just so I could make sure they didn’t fall asleep by the third movie trailer. It’s rare to be 

in a movie theater with my family. They refuse to go out and watch a movie for fifty 

dollars when they can just be home and watch the nightly news coverage. I was excited to 

be watching a movie with them, knowing that I wouldn’t have this experience with them 

for a while. The reason my parents went out of the house to pay for overpriced popcorn 

and bottled water was because the movie that we were waiting for wasn’t the average 

movie that they’re used to seeing. They were excited to finally watch brown people on 

the big screen, something they usually never saw at the movies. That movie was the 

animated film Coco which centered on people that looked like my family. 

The movie finally started. We stared in awe when we saw the little brown boy 

appear on screen eating tamales and going in and out from speaking English to Spanish. 

My mom leaned to me and told me how the little boy looked like my brother when he 

was younger. She would always do this every time she would see a little brown boy on 

any screen. I smiled as I watched the screen, specifically smiling at the thought that the 

little cartoon character had the same accent as me. On occasion, I’d shift my eyes to my 

parents, making sure they were awake. My dad’s usual stern look was nowhere to be 

seen. If anything, they were more invested in the movie than I was. 
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When watching the movie, I did cry. Not only because of the film’s climax that 

involved the little boy and his great grandmother Mama Coco and a song, but because of 

the way I saw myself in the characters in front of me. The little boy had the same skin as 

my family and spoke in Spanglish, the way I spoke to my sister. Not only that, the Latino 

characters I saw in front of me were portrayed in a way that I never saw us portrayed 

before. By that, I mean that the Latino characters were portrayed as human. None of the 

Latino characters were selling drugs or shooting each other or exaggeratedly saying 

“Ese” to someone with tattoos covering their neck. Finally, I saw myself on the screen. I 

even selfishly thought about how great this movie would have been if it came out when I 

was younger, just so I can bring it up when the other kids in my class were bragging 

about how Spider-Man and The Flash looked like them. Instead, all I had growing up was 

Beverly Hills Chihuahua, and that wasn’t the most the most flattering portrayal of the 

Latinx community, but it was all I had. 

Seeing little cartoon characters with brown skin genuinely made me feel seen at 

that moment. It made me think about the little brown kids who had a movie to relate to. I 

only wish we had more films to relate to, given that only 4.5 percent of the 47,268 

speaking roles that were studied by researchers were given to Latinx actors. Those 

movies that do have Latinx actors have them play the part of villains or drug kingpins 

like the films Gringo the Sicario films. It should also be noted that these studies often 

incorporate Spanish actors, who aren’t even Latinos. They’re just white people that speak 

Spanish. Yet, some people still think Antonio Banderas is some sort of Mexican. At least, 
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we have an Afro-Latino Spider-Man now, again, I wish he was around when I was a kid. 

It would have given me an opportunity to dress like a superhero in those times. 

I don’t see Coco as any other kids movie. To me, that movie is a sign of hope that 

people do want to hear our stories and accept us. It’s also one of the only movies that my 

parents have watched all the way through, for some reason the only other movie they’ve 

seen all the way through is The Polar Express. I really don’t know why. I won’t forget 

how that movie made me feel, and I like to imagine that somewhere in the United States 

is a little brown kid who obsesses over this movie just as much as I do. I personally can’t 

wait to go back home, as watching Coco has turned into an unofficial family gathering 

for us. 

 

 

Waves that Roar 

Waves roar as they crash onto the heated shore of a beach. They try to grab 

anyone that goes near, but can’t grasp onto their feet. I walk towards the angry waves. 

Each step I take towards the water makes the waves roar like a lion, making me look like 

the prey. This makes a perfect place for me to waste the time I have till my older sister 

gets off work. The ocean was the usual spot I’d go when ever I’d visit her. 

My eyes water as the ocean breeze hits my face, pulling my hair back. The waves 

try to reach me as I walk against its shore. Not a single thought hovers in my mind as I 

hear the seagulls over my headphones, their screeching on beat with the rhythm of the 

Frank Ocean song, creating a cinematic score to my evening. 
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The sand shoves in between my toes with each step. It’s almost uncomfortable, 

but I get used to it. My glasses fog up from the humidity. The lenses on my glasses 

distract me as I try to avoid the waves from sneaking under my feet. After a while, I take 

my headphones off and listen to the soundtrack of the world instead. The waves are 

louder than I thought, demanding me to come in with a furious tone. I think to myself 

how something so loud and terrifying can bring me so much peace. 

I sit on an old towel that my sister bought from a pulga and think to myself. 

Thinking how amazing the ocean looks, and wondering how all of it was still free. I start 

taking out my laptop from my bag, and try balancing it on my lap. After a couple of 

minutes, my legs fall asleep, but I still keep on writing my film script so that it could 

leave my mind, finally. The wind blows the sand up to my screen. It slides down into the 

cracks of my keypads, trying to stop the typing. The waves whisper now. Feels like the 

ocean itself is trying to get my attention once again. 

A single sun ray hits my eye. I look up at it. I squint as the lens flare makes my 

eyes water up. The orange clouds spread out, almost as if they know it was the sun’s time 

to show itself. It’s golden hour now. There’s a divide in the sky. As the sun slowly hits 

the water, the Earth looks orange, as orange as the color can be. Above the sun, the sky is 

purple with clouds having a shade of pink under them. The waves stop roaring, their blue 

color turns orange. They slowly pull back and forth, enjoying the view above them. The 

seagulls hover down to the Earth, nearly landing on me. They feel the warmth of the sun 

rays hitting their beaks, calming them down. My eyes continue to water as I watch the 

sun staring back at me. She smiles. So do I. I think about reaching into my pocket to grab 
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my phone for a picture. I decide not to. Something as beautiful as this should be kept to 

myself. 


