
NAYDELIN

Hello, My name is Naydelin and I am ten years old.

I love to sing and I have a dog called Sofia.

My home town was beautiful because there was a forest and a lot of timber and a
river close by.

Since my town was always hot,  people would go to the river to fish and swim.

I loved going to the river when no one else was there, that way I could swim alone.

What I miss the most about my town is that we had chickens in our house.

My house had a big patio where we kept  chickens and ducks. The dogs we kept
outside the patio and the other animals inside the patio.

The dogs could go play on the street, but the other animals had a special time to go
outside. In the afternoon my mom would open the patio door and they would all
rush out flapping their wings and almost flying with joy.

I had five chickens.   My favorite chicken was Pia. He was a rooster but when he
was born he was so round and pretty we thought he was a chicken.

When Pia was very little he would sleep with me, and follow me everywhere. He
would even accompany me to the store.

We were always together because I was like his mom.

I would fetch butterflies to feed him,  and when I arrived home from school Pia
would  jump and dance and be happy to see me.

Pia was almost always inside the house, because he was a smart rooster.

When I would scold him he would go and sit in a corner. My mom would yell, “Out
the door Pia!”  and out he would go.



When he became an adult rooster he would sleep at night in the chicken coop, but
sometimes Pia would sleep in the day with my dad.

When my dad would take a nap, Pia would lie on his belly, and my dad wouldn't
even notice.  The only problem is that Pia sometimes pooped on him and that
would make my dad angry.

Pia was our favorite pet.

One day my parents told me we were going to “the other side”. They told me it was
nice there, and we would have a better life. I thought perhaps on the other side
there would be lots of trees and forests and the type of dolls I like.

Since we couldn't bring Pia my dad gave him away to a man and the other animals
stayed with my grandma.

Only the cats stayed in our home, because when we left the house they weren't
there.

I think that was all a long time ago, because I left my home when I was 9 years old
and now I am 10.

I remember one morning I packed my bags, we prayed and then a man came to
pick us up.

I was afraid on the road, I was especially afraid the thieves would burn us alive.
That's what people say happened to a family with children that didn't pay.

We travelled on a small bus, but I was almost always asleep because I get
nauseous easily.

I do remember we passed a lot of cities and then we passed a lot of mountains until
we arrived in a forest.

There we got into a small boat on a big river.

I thought the boat would sink like the Titanic, because a bunch of water started to
come in.

There were a lot of people in the boat and my mom doesn't know how to swim.



In that river there were some beautiful golden fish. I would put my hands in the
water and the fish would swim between my fingers. I was afraid though, because
the river was deep.

On the other side of the river there was a forest with huge ants.

We stayed the night there. Everybody fell asleep except me, because I started to
help the ants. It's fun to help the ants.

I would throw flowers in their path and some I carried to their anthole.

They would say to me, “Thank you Naydelin!”

On our journey we passed many houses. All of them were big houses. Big enough
to fit all of us. There were like sixity of us total. I wasn't afraid of staying in different
houses, because  in my town I would also stay in different houses when I visited my
friends.

One house scared me though, because there were rats that ran on the floors and
there were lots of dogs barking. It was a mud house with a palm roof.

I don't know what color the houses were, because we couldn't go outside. They
told us we couldn't. So we were always inside the houses.

Afterward we arrived at a place with horses, cows, goats and sheeps. It was like a
ranch.

The goats were my favorite. When I would go visit them, all of them would run away,
except one. I think he was the king of the goats and he was very grumpy.

As soon as he would see me he would lower his horns, so I would pull on his ears,
and that's how we played. Although I think he wasn't playing because he did seem
a bit angry.

That was my favorite place, because there were lots of animals there.

What I liked the least about the trip is that we were always hunched over so nobody
would see us. The car was not very tall, it was like a car for cows.

I can't remember all the places we passed by because there were so many.

After that we went to a place called Juarez. In that town they were going to cross us
”to the other side.”  They took us to a house, it was a normal house with four rooms.



In  one of the rooms slept the boss. In the other room slept the man that brought
people to the house. I remember we were like a 100 people.

Sometimes the police would come into the house. They were mean and would
scream “SHUT UP.”  They would take our cell phones away.

I knew they were police officers because they had a police car and they had a radio
and they would yell, “Municipal Police!” They also carried masks, like the ones
thieves use.

If you didn't give them your cell phone they would point at you with their gun.

But they didn't check the children, because the children were small and afraid.

I didn't like any of the police officers at all.

One of the officers I named Fatty stepped on a bed and broke it!

I heard the bed break and wanted to laugh, but didn’t because I was afraid.

We couldn't leave that house, if we did, others could capture us and kill us because
we are not from here.

We were in that house for a long time, and I got bored. So  I started to play  with
other children. Some of them were from Honduras, others from El Salvador. Since
the house was rather large we would play hide and seek.

That house had no animals, just some horrible maggots. Those maggots were in the
patio because water had accumulated there. We almost never went out to the patio
because we were told not to. There was a door to escape through and maybe they
thought we might leave.

One day a young man escaped through that door. The boss in the house was
looking for him but they couldn't find him. I think he escaped because nobody was
sending him money anymore.

After that we got on a bus and the immigration police stopped us.

I was asleep with my dad when they woke us up.

First they took us to a place called Agua Prieta, we stayed there three days. That
place was like a jail because there were cell bars. And there was a door like those
doors they use for angry thieves. They only opened the door to hand over food.
Sometimes they would let us see my dad, because we were separated. The women
were placed in one part and the men in another.



The good thing is that they would give us a cheese soup which was delicious.

After that they took us to immigration jail here in Hermosillo, and we stayed there a
month.

In immigration I would go out to the patio to see the mountains, but they are nothing
like the mountains in my town, because here the mountains are all dry .

But I don't want to remember anymore, because being at immigration  was terrible
and I don't want to talk about that anymore.

When we left immigration we had nowhere to go.

We thought they would take us somewhere safe, but they just left us on the street.
Then Natalia arrived.

My dad said God sent us an angel. That's what my dad says about all the people
that take care of us, he says they are angels.

So we went to Natalia's house.

Natalia has blue eyes, two cats and lots of plants.

At first I was afraid, because I'm afraid of strangers.

But now I feel it's my home because I know everybody here and the cats. My
favorite part is the garden because in the garden there are lots of insects.

The other day I saw “a little hope” hiding in the leaves of the sunflower.

That's how we call them in my country, “little hopes” which I think are called small
crickets here. They are difficult to see because they look a lot like leaves. I think that
one was pregnant because she had a big belly.

I also have a dog now named Sofia.

Sofia is always tearing things up and I'm starting to realize that having a dog is
nothing like having a chicken. You have to scold them all the time.  Sofia loves to
chew on everything!

Sometimes I call her monkey dog because she likes to climb on me, other times I
call her poopy princess because she poops everywhere.

Anyway, having a dog is a lot of work.



I think some day we will have a big house, with a patio for chickens. My dad also
says we are going to rescue dogs, because there are lots of dogs on the street here.

I think it's okay to stay here. How are we going to leave Sofia behind?

Now that I have Sofia I have to take care of her.

And if some day I have a chicken I'm going to name her Pia in memory of my
rooster.
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