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			INTRODUCTION


			



Apart of these stories is true. A common occurrence for some people, whether by nature or custom, is to criticize or judge others and, often we do not realize that we make that person or their family feel bad. Sometimes we can even physically or mentally harm them. Among the stories written here, one is true. It speaks of a little girl who has been criticized since her birth, but has had the intelligence to turn criticism into positive energy. She has not stopped to listen to mediocre nonsense.


			Other stories have to do with a belief in prejudice or religious faith, without criticizing any religion or offending those who profess them.


			 


		




		

			WHEN YOU ARRIVED


			



THIS IS AN ORIGINAL AND TRUE STORY. THEY ARE THE THOUGHTS WRITTEN BY AMBROCIO MAGAÑA ÁLVAREZ ON THE 12TH OF APRIL OF 2016.


			

Who doesn’t have a story to tell? Whether it’s something they want, something they admire, or someone they love very much. The story may be a thought of something that happened to you or something you were told; something you lived through, something you looked at, something you heard. Always, day after day, you discover something new about that thought, that experience. The story of something you were told or something that happened to someone you used to know.


			From there you can create a story. Some invent stories of science fiction, such as in film, and others invent drug violence series. Some even create child pornography, to which, as long as you get millions of dollars and these are shared between producers and regulators, gets called art. While all the organizations meant to protect children, see the money bills, say, “Oh yes, it’s  art!” Other people tell their lives as a story and this way make public what they want others to know. You can also call these stories an illusion of what you wish would’ve happened. Retelling the story of a girlfriend or boyfriend you had in a way that fits your narrative. You can have dozens of stories, some of which you are proud to tell at any given moment. You’ll tell them even if you make people mad, and even if they make people. Some which you are horrified to tell and others you wish no one finds out. You want no one to know the truth or thought that you, jealously,  keep in your imagination because you think that it was  a shame or curse to have lived them. Especially when it’s caused by the last person that should hit you even with a rose petal. The fact that they did it to you, ruins your life in this blessed land for the rest of your existence.


			Personally, I have many stories that I want to tell yet others are so unpleasant that I would never want to recall them. There are some that I would like to tell every day, but I don’t tell them because they annoy the people who already know them and they’ll just ignore me or say, “There he goes again with the same story.”


			I would like everyone on this planet to share the life story of someone, who can be a true role model for thousands or millions of girls of about the same age, and with whom all these young girls would like to communicate or even live with. I hope that it can be known, so that they can identify with it and understand how she has gotten through it. I’d better tell her truth, what her life is, because I feel privileged to know her life, to be a part of her life, to live in her life, to live with her in her life, to know what she has, to know what she longs for, to hear what she says, to know what she needs and to be able to be with her when she needs my help.


			I don’t exactly remember the day, except that beautiful day was another new and wonderful illusion which I couldn’t believe, much less imagine or expect it and, indeed, it was divinely incredible, beautiful and unexpected blessing.


			You were another pleasant surprise, a blessing that filled my life with joy and passion when I knew you would come. When you arrived, you were like a snowstorm in a desert where it had been more than a hundred years since a drop of water had fallen, much less snow... that was you. You came when no one believed that you would come, as when faith is lost, as where everything that was once alive there, died of thirst and there is no hope left in that desert. As it snowed in that desert you arrived and, in that knowledge, that day was the most pleasant of days. It filled me with energy and I said to myself, “One more reason to live, to take care of myself, to be healthy, to watch you grow, a reason to continue living! You filled me with tenderness that day that I knew you would come into my life, our lives, mine, your mommy, your little sisters and your little brother. That day you gave more meaning to my life, you made me feel so many beautiful things, you made me feel so happy, so proud. It was like a dream that became a reality, a reality that, with love and affection, I accepted and took responsibility for taking care of from that wonderful moment when I learned that you would be with me. From that moment on, I said to myself that I would be happy again, that in my life I would live many beautiful things with you, and those things became a reality today.


			It was more than eight months in which we were counting the days for your arrival. I remember we were like fools, excited, as happy as children who smiling break a piñata or a cake on someone’s birthday. You were blessed, you were a joy that also made your mommy, your other sisters and your little brother, happy.


			After so much waiting for you, one day, very early in the morning, you decided to arrive. You didn’t even wait until the sun came up to see the path more clearly. What if you had stumbled and been born with teeth, like your little sisters and little brother? You would have broken them, you would have arrived toothless, with your teeth in your hands and your mouth bursting bleeding; possibly crying in pain. Everything, perhaps to arrive more quickly with us. Maybe they’d already warned you we could hardly wait to meet you.


			That dawn was one of the ones that I will never stop remembering. It will always be with me until my soul’s last breath: when lady death decides to take me with her.


			When you arrived, there were already many of us who wanted to meet you. We were waiting to see you so that you could stay with us, we were waiting to see your little face, your little eyes, your little body. What color would your skin be? How big would you be? How much would you weigh? So many questions like the color of your hair, if you were going to look like your mommy, your grandparents, or someone else in the family. Or, if you are unlucky, like your daddy, who is not very handsome, because he was a little forgotten by the hand of God, who forgot how to do it and unfortunately didn’t give him his last touch up.


			There was so much excitement to see you that every hour seemed liked weeks, every week seemed like months, and months seemed like eternity. Since everything has a beginning and an end the eternity of waiting ended when you decided to arrive.


			That day I was already expecting it, that day I said to myself, “This baby will be my pride and happiness,” and something made me even happier, because we all saw that you looked like your grandmother, my mother. You had her hair color and her skin color. Your face was just like hers, how you positioned your lower lip, and the way you slept. You had so much of her that it made me spill happiness. It was so much happiness spilled that in the hospital the doctors, the nurses and everyone that went to visit you kept slipping. Can you imagine how happy I was?


			We were all thrilled with your arrival, your mom was very proud, your sisters couldn’t believe they would have someone else to play with, to look after, to set an example for and perhaps, on occasion, someone to get upset with. They were happy to know you were already with them. Your little brother couldn’t be happier to see you. All those who looked at you when you arrived, were very happy; in other words, you became the greatest blessing.


			I remember your first few hours of life. When you were able to make your first smiles, your first gestures of joy. When you ate for the first time from your mother’s breast; you looked so beautiful, so helpless, that you made me love you more than I thought I ever could. We can’t forget the first few days you were living at home with us, making your mom, you sister, your brother and anyone who met you, happy.


			I remember when you started to move your little hands, when you were moving your feet, when you were whispering as if starting to talk. Those laughter and smiles that you were throwing at me and making us feel happy and proud to have you with us, in a few words, everyone, your mommy, your sisters, your brother and I would almost fight to see you or hug you. Your sisters, even to change your diaper would argue and your brother, even though he was still very small, wanted to do it as well.


			How could I forget when you arrived if I have it so present in my mind? I remember that, after a few weeks of being born, your older brother began to be jealous of you, as  if  in his innocence as a child, you were occupying part of his place, that you were taking his mother’s arms from him, the affection of his sisters and mine. That’s why we purposely made him love you so much. So much so, that after a few days he was the one who took care of you, fed you, hugged you and gave you too many kisses when your mom, your sisters or I would hold you. When he heard you crying, he would run to where you were, look at you and call us to come and see that you were crying. If something happened to you, it was as if he felt responsible for you too, and so he made sure we came to see you. Your sisters and your brother were always worried about you.


			Those weeks that your older brother was able to forget he was a little jealous of your arrival, perhaps in his innocence as a child, he thought that you would take his place and so, sometimes, he didn’t want to look at you or see me hugging you. Sometimes he would get upset about it and get angry with me and say, “Not you Titi, not you Titi, Mom Titi, Mom Titi”. It meant I shouldn’t hug you, your mom should hug Titi and I should hug him. That’s why, for love and remembrance, we kept calling you “Titi”. It is a beautiful memory of your brother that we wanted to keep, because we thought it’d be nice for you to use that name with love, and introduce yourself this way to friends and family.


			You were still very small, but every day we watched you grow up, sometimes we saw different things, or at least I did. Sometimes you looked identical to your grandmother and, sometimes, like one of your cousins, but you always looked happy. In your little face, you could see those little smiles you made, then we talked to each other, as we met to see you and to find out who you looked like, always, without fear of making mistakes, we agreed that we found you too much like your grandmother, my mother. The family members and people who knew your grandmother always agreed with us, I believe, without mistake, that you are still just like her in the beauty of your generosity and compassion for others, naturally, because my mother, like you, loved nature. I remember growing large gardens and her chili plants, tomatoes and everything I could plant. How beautiful were the plants in the garden I looked after.


			A few months went by in which you kept growing and giving us beautiful joyful surprises. At that time was when your mommy, your sisters, your brother, along with family and friends, lived a very happy and fun day. We were happy, proud to be with you. That day the children were so happy playing and shouting as they broke piñatas. Some women prepared and served food to the ones there present, while others, young ones, men and women, had fun listening to disco music, playing volleyball and handball. It was an unforgettable day for everyone, a moment to remember, a moment to live by for the rest of our lives. That wonderful day in which your mom, sisters, brother, godparents and I were so excited since, everyone there present, was celebrating your baptism.


			I remember how you kept growing up so fast and how your brother loved you more each day. He came to love you so much, that it was him who wanted to take care of you in the end. Then he was the jealous that we loved you, even pushed us away from where you were when we wanted to look at you or hug you. I recall how he hugged you, kissed you, caressed you, talked to you, invited you to go play, sometimes even wanted to take you with him. He was so fond of you that when he approached you, you were so happy. It almost seemed like you were going to play with him, with effort and courage you managed to make him proud  of you. He wanted you to talk, to walk, because he wanted to play with you and teach you his pranks, his mischief. He already wanted you to play together in the garden, in the swings, to play in the sand, to play in his toys and to even scream out the window and jump on the couches. He wanted you to slide down the stairs and, simply, he was excited to be with you; he wanted to be your example of how to live, your guide. He felt responsible for you, maybe because he was your older brother and that was how, little by little, without ceasing or losing his patience, he achieved his objective for which he’s been fighting for months.


			Your big brother was the teacher in your first adventures and your first mischiefs. He was like your cane or your turbine, he gave you the courage to walk, to run and the one who almost made you fly. You showed those that criticized you in disbelief, because since you were growing up a little fat, they said you wouldn’t be able to move or turn from one side to the other until maybe nine or twelve months. They also said you wouldn’t be able to walk until almost two or more years, but with your effort, your courage, your intelligence and your leadership, plus a little help from your mother, your sisters and a bit I helped with as well, you showed that you were smarter than those who criticized you. It was because of that that I felt so happy and so proud of you, just like you mom, your sister and your older brother...your guide, were. It is possible that he, in his innocence, realized that they were mocking you and just like your mommy, your sisters and I, set out to help you so that you wouldn’t be anyone’s joke. So that no other mouths were able to criticize or offend you.


			I was very proud when I saw that you started, before turning four months old, to want to sit down, but just after your four months, you gave a lesson to all of us, along with those who misspoke about you, to those who wanted to thank you for their tongue that was loosened to speak foolishly and who also said that, if you walked at two years old, we should thank God. They were sure that you wouldn’t walk until you turned three or four years old.


			Pride was what I felt from how brave and intelligent you were to learn from your teacher, your mom, your sisters and what I was able to teach you. At barely seven months old, with your mom’s help as she held you from the tummy, your brother along with your sisters cheering you up, you filled up with energy and courage. While laughing, you took your first steps and, those who criticized you, saw you and were shocked. Perhaps they even bit their tongue with what you showed them. Just after eight months, without anyone looking after you, by yourself, you could climb the stair to the apartment without any help. However, always accompanied by your teacher, your guide, your older brother, who would cheer you up to give you encouragement, to follow him wherever he went. I remember that in every corner of the apartment you were shouting at your brother, your leader, your teacher. Perhaps he was responsible for you not living what the bad mouthers had condemned on you, and with the same mockery of the innocence of little babies, as a saying says, “They got as good as they gave, and their mouths they had to shut”.


			So, you showed those bad mouthing you that you were not the foolish girl some thought, for I remember well when your mother, sometimes frightened, screamed at you and your brother, asking where you were and you’d answer in screams, with your brother laughing, because neither one of you could speak well, but you’d respond, “Here I am,” and sometimes you didn’t answer and instead of answering, you hid so that she wouldn’t take you downstairs. But with your giggles and your shouts, she could find you.


			How can I say that you weren’t my pride, if you managed to earn the pride of your leader, your mommy and your sisters? You did the incredible and, demonstrating your intelligence, you also learned to talk very soon after. Day after day, months went by. By then you were already a little parrot responding from the top of the stairs, from the upper floor rooms or from where you were perched on the beds by the windows. When your mom would find you, you’d make her feet and her brains come to a halt from the tremendous scare and fear you gave her when she thought you might fall out the window. Then we started to think that you weren’t the fool we thought you were, that you knew that if you went out the window, you could scrape your knees or that you might undo your hair with the wind from outside.


			Thus, with the hundreds of smiles you gave us and mischief after mischief, in a few months you celebrated your first year among us. We were all together having fun celebrating with food, piñatas and music and making a happy reunion in which also other families, with their children, more children and other friends, celebrated and remembered a year of the day... when you arrived.


			It was beautiful to see you playing at your party. You were so happy that we could hear your laughter from ear to ear all over the neighborhood. Your smile, not even with a blanket could be hidden. You were the admiration and criticism of everyone, because those who offended you, criticizing you saying you would not be able to move, until possibly turning two or three years old and could see you, were impressed to see you playing, running, talking, screaming and breaking the piñatas. We all admired you when we saw you handing out sweets to the children who were with you, it seemed like they didn’t want the happiness of being around you to end. We all had fun watching you dancing, shouting, singing and walking around in your toy carts, along with your brother and the other children in the celebration of the first year of life... when you arrived.


			You made us so happy that day; when you wanted to share your cake, surrounded by many children and all the gifts brought for you by the families and friends that accompanied you, and by some people from the neighborhood, who were also with you, who also witnessed your happiness, the first year of life among us. You surprised and delighted us all by celebrating the first year of life when you arrived.


			I remember well that you made us feel so happy, because to see you happy, we all felt or were the same way; we were proud of you. And we were happy because for me, your mother, your sisters and your teacher, to see you happy, made us, and all those who were accompanying you, very happy.


			You were so much funny when you cut your cake. When you bit it, and got your face dirty, you took the cake and ate it. When you opened your presents, when they took dozens of photos to remember you, videos where one could watch and listen to your laughter and the ear to ear laughs you were having from the excitement, happy and cheerful you felt. The children who visited you, like you, looked fun and very happy celebrating your first year with us when you arrived.


			It seemed as though time was not passing, but maybe   it was just that for me it did not pass. You remained by a child, my spoiled girl, my beloved baby, whom I will continue to love for the rest of my life, until the last second,     I can breathe, because you, after your first year of coming into my life and your mother’s life, your sisters and your brother’s, kept bringing joy to our lives, happiness to our hearts and tenderness to our souls. It was because of this and many other things that I continued to love you, taking care of and protecting you, without realizing that, day after day, with stumbles, falls, laughter, cries of joy, sometimes of pain, playing and running wherever you wanted, in the house, in the gardens; you were growing, or suffering and yet I didn’t even notice.


			 There on the ranch, where your grandparents and uncles live, I have those memories with me, I take care of them and I keep them very well kept. How you liked to play with the animals and the dogs, scolding them and running around with a stick. You had fun getting wet in the puddles, I was happy that everyone loved you as they loved you and love you all, your aunts, uncles and cousins. You made everyone who knew you spend unforgettable moments. You even made us laugh at what we talked about. You looked so happy, that’s what I wanted, to see you happy, because if you’re happy, it gives me, your mom and our siblings immense joy. We know that if you are happy and joyful is means that you are healthy and if you are healthy, we can have more celebrations when you arrived.


			As time waits for no one lazy person, it did not stop. Without realizing it, the days were passing. The months were too and you were growing every day more and more. You kept giving me joy, making me feel happy and admiring you, you were no longer the little girl I saw being born, the baby I looked at with her first smiles, the baby that was so fragile and that I had to hug carefully so as not to hurt. The baby that many of us took pride on being born, the helpless little girl whose brother looked after with lots of love. The girls that sat up at four months, that by eight months was starting to talk, to walk. That doll that along with her brother, understood one another with being mischievous Dozens of pranks they pulled, running and hiding in all the corners they found in the apartment. To play and to make sure we couldn’t find them or the mischievous things they’d been up to. You were a tremendously naughty pair, first class and of the first order. We couldn’t stop you.


			Time never stopped, that’s why you didn’t stop growing nor continuing in your adventures and your mischiefs and so, among them, the joys and sometimes sadness for some illnesses. Continuing to grow and filling us with pride, you turned two years old, then three, then four. You were still that joyful, fun, healthy and energetic little girl until you started school, where you began to speak, read and write in a different language to your mother’s and mine. There you learned to draw, paint, to have many friends and to respect your teachers. There you achieved so much intelligence and it was that how, after you turned five years old and continued to grow, you always left your mom, your sister, your brother, I and everyone who was there that day a beautiful memory of when you arrived.


			After a few more months, you were already in your regular classes, you were a very polite and respectful child with your teachers and classmates. Your teachers were happy and proud of you, they said that you were very polite and intelligent and that all the classmates and other children of your class loved you a lot. That was what your teachers said about you. When they told me I was very happy, I was very proud to have such a daughter, something which also made your mom very happy. The same teachers told us that very few little girls were like you, that they would have been proud of having a little girl like you, because they all adored you for the beautiful way you behaved with them and with your classmates.


			Your sisters and your brother, who were also an example to you, perhaps that’s why they loved you so much and still adore you, because you had a very good education, a solid foundation that helped you not to fall; not to give up, to move forward, to fight to be a better girl with morals, so that you would have a better life and greater happiness. That’s why you were like a pigeon amongst many, which although they flew together, you were distinguishable, for your laughter and your voice were unmistakable and everyone could tell you apart. They could admire how happy you were. You were that girl who studied a lot in class, to be the girl we wanted you to be, because we knew that it would serve you too, make you happy, so that your life would be better. So, you could fill up on strength and this way never feel defeated by the hard times along your life.


			Over the years, how many things have you lived, how many things have happened, how many in your destiny, how many adventures have you lived, how many unpleasant moments have you had to overcome. Many of them, perhaps, made you very happy, it has given you great joy to live them, others perhaps just a little. How many unpleasant experiences have you had to face, struggle to overcome them, how many emotions have you enjoyed with your relatives, with your cousins, with your uncles, with your aunts, and with other children with whom you have had the honor of living with. But each one has had a very important impact on you, each one has served to be help you better your life. Some of them, perhaps have served as an example for you to be who you are and keep on improving yourself in order to have a more pleasant life. Others, perhaps out of envy, want to destroy you, even though they may say they are your friends, but that helps you to know what you are capable of facing. To learn something different in your life with each person, because with each person you find something new, something different that helps you to think and reflect. So, as in each of your adventures, in each of your walks, in each of your sadnesses, in each of your joys, in each moment you have to live and live with all those who love you, we always want you to be happy. Each one of us feels proud to be with you, to be part of your happiness, to be part of your life, to be able to help you grow in your path of life, which sometimes gets complicated. Because you are small, you don’t yet understand how difficult it is to live in this sacred land, and you still don’t know how to resolve problems on your own. Remember that as long as we have health, we will always be there for you, to keep celebrating the day... when you arrived.


			I know that not everything in your life has been easy, but not everything has been difficult for you both so to make you give up and feel defeated. In spite of a few falls, sometimes, when you feel depressed, as if the doors of happiness are closing, you have had that will power, that strength, to break down the barrier of frustration and you’ve turned that frustration into something positive. Every time you feel sad, you’ve found your way out, you’ve found that light that had gone out, you’ve found a new meaning in your way of fighting, in your way of living, in your way of being, in your way of learning. In seeing how you get experience from negative things, giving them a positive meaning, so that they don’t happen to you or, in case they happen to you again, you can have the antivirus to fight it. You have found how to solve one by one the difficulties you have had in your life. You have been able to achieve, proudly, the goals that you have been able to achieve and continue fighting for others in order to be ready, to face them and reach those that you propose, even if it is with an enormous sacrilege, and to fulfill each one. I think you have the mentality you need, that energy that helps you, that willingness and patience, which are the weapons you need for your fight, to be a better girl.


			Many times, I have seen you weeping and my soul was shattered when I saw you suffer. I felt arrogant, useless, I wanted to be a magician and to be able to disappear that suffering that I cannot take away. How I would like to be able to put aside that bad move that your destiny puts you, how I would like to carry with me that cross that is difficult for you to carry, but you give me pride, because in spite of your suffering or frustration, you have always found the way to move forward with your life, with your ideas, with your thousands of loud laughter and your noisy cries that can be heard hundreds of meters away when you are happy. Many of those thousands of times, I have had that pleasure, that privilege of seeing you, hearing you, admiring you and knowing that you are happy and being happy.


			For admiring you, making me laugh and feel happy, I swear to you, my child, which is what makes me proud. I want you to be happy, that’s what I always want you to be, because seeing you happy, your mom, your sisters and your brother, makes us very content. Your happiness and your sadness will be ours, that’s why, my child, I want you to always find a way out, find words of consolation, some hands that will help you, always have that wisdom that you have had until now. It has let you live and let you transcend, that has let you jump frustrations, the barriers you’ve encountered, the diseases you’ve suffered, all the problems but and the obstacles you’ve encountered. That wisdom that has made you come through when you make some mistakes, serves as an example and lets us know that we are not all perfect; we all make hundreds of mistakes, of nonsense. We all commit them, doctors, lawyers, military, governors. Only by accepting that we do not all act the same, we can be happier and love each other as we are. It is an example to follow, because we all have too many defects.


			Remember what I told you: even God was not perfect for thousands of people, that’s why he was crucified. God made the mistake that, because of their belief, they crucify him, but with that intelligence and wisdom that you have had, even though it has become increasingly difficult, you have not surrendered, you have laid with them. In face of those with envy deeds, you have suffered with all those who have wanted to condemn you to a miserable life, you have come out triumphant to continue among us, giving us happiness and continue celebrating other days more among us than... when you arrived.


			You, as time goes by, are fighting for your dreams; some of them already fulfilled, others are very close to completion. The one you wished for, like many of us who love you wanted for you as well, came true. Not only did you wish for that particular day, I believe that millions of young girls yearn for it. But not all of them have the privilege to live it, to enjoy it. You lived this blessing, you were blessed because thanks to your joy, your goodness, you were a young girl whom all those who knew you, loved; they were honored and proud to be able to help you realize your dream. There were many young men and women who participated in that wish you had, there were many people, men and women from many small towns, who knew of your happiness, who, even without knowing you, knew that you deserved to have that dream and were quarrelsome to help. Everyone, with great pride, contributed so that everything was perfect for the moment you’d been waiting for. All of them contributed with the arrangements in your waltz so you could dance, in the arrangements of the church, cleaning and sweeping the streets, and improving the conditions of the field where your happiness was going to be celebrated; we did not lack beers and cold refreshments.


			All those who loved you were there. All of them in your honor, contributed with food, mariachi, with the music that was heard inside and outside the church, and when the priest gave you his blessing for the days of life you were celebrating, some people did not enjoy your joy; they did not want it. To others, you were in their thoughts because they could not go see that happiness that we lived that wonderful day in which, with a church mass, with the mariachi music inside and outside the church, we celebrated fifteen years of your life, fifteen year ago when you arrived.


			You had such divine time accompanied by hundreds of kind people who supported you in your celebration, along with your cousins, aunts, uncles, your mom, your sisters, your brother and the kind people who helped you and wanted to witness the joy you were living, one day more than when you arrived.


			I wanted to stop time or turn every year into about five thousand days, so that you would continue to be the little baby you were. The joyful and playful girl who’s screams you could hear a hundred meters away. So, you could be that baby, and your mom could have dressed you up and combed your hair however she wanted. So that I could buy your clothes to my liking or your mom’s so, you would not have those problems that teenager girls suffer from; going from teenagers to women. This is the stage that makes it more difficult for all teenagers; this is the stage that you are going through. It is a stage that confuses them between good and evil, truth or lie, the falsehood or honesty of people, trust and distrust, believable and unbelievable, moral and immoral, what should be done and what should not be done. This is the stage you’re going through, it’s a stage that sometimes makes you feel happy, but all of a sudden you think that everything you’ve done was worthless; it didn’t make any sense to have lived or to have done anything. I know that it will be a little difficult for you to understand the complexity of your destiny, of our destinies. I know that it will be very difficult for you to overcome many of these complications, but I know that you will learn from them, I trust that you will become better, that you will emerge triumphant, as on other occasions in which you have been disappointed. When you think you no longer have the strength to move forward, with a deep sigh of tranquility, you will manage to overcome that frustration.


			I have been very proud of you, because you have succeeded to overcome the ambitions or temptations that can mark your life, possibly ruining it forever, with the disappointment of some things that confuse youth, such as the temptations of drugs, alcohol, smocking, delinquency and vanity. I feel very proud of you, that you have respected yourself as a girl and as a teenager and now as a young woman, because you respect and are respected. You have known how to circumvent the bad friendships that lead you to the unhappiness  of your happiness. You are that little woman who has taken the good advice we have given, all of us who truly adore you. Not all parents have the privilege that their daughters turn out how you taught them how; how to do good to live happily. Yet with your courage, with your strength, with that love for the life of every living being and for nature, with the little help you have, I know, that with that, along with the blessings of all those who love you, you will overcome this and never give into defeat or fall into temptation. That temptation that induces some curse in your life. This way you can always be proud of what you do, of what you dream of and have a better life; that is what will make me happy. Feeling okay in my resting days, sleep my tired nights at peace in the knowledge that you are with me and you give me that happiness I need. You give me that peace of mind that other parents don’t have, because even if they are kind to their daughters, they are cruel and can’t have it. My little girl, my beloved little woman, always be this way, let all those of us who love you, be happy; always be healthy, be happy. With love, we wish you to be happy, so that together we can celebrate another day since the day when you arrived.


			Not everything has been terrible in your life, nor has anything been easy for you to obtain, but with your wisdom and effort, you have given us the happiness we wished for. You have had the opportunity to live beautiful things that you might want to go back to, some of your dreams have come true, and many of your hopes have not yet been lived; it may be that others have disappointed you or, like many people, we have disappointed you.


			I know that very soon you will overcome those moments of despair that in some occasions, you have and you will  no longer have that sadness that sometimes makes you feel dissatisfied. I know you’ll be the girl you once were, that the little woman you’re becoming will come out of you; the woman you want to be, the woman I want to see, the one who laughs, the one who screams and who can be heard laughing from miles away. The one who always has that smile on her lips and happiness will always be seen on her face. May we admire you more than we already admire you. The one whom I can say, has been dominating against adversity, who has faced with courage that frustration you sometimes have. That anxiety is common in life, is an annoyance we all have and how us the old people say, we get up with the apron backwards and our shirt inside out. I believe in you, in your strength, because you are still too young and you will come to think that you can no longer do what you could not do one day. Remember that everything, with a little patience, can be achieved. Remember the cartoons of the little train when it said: I know I can do it, I know I can do it”. How many times he tried, but never gave up, until he managed to climb the mountain and reach his destination. Or he who invented light and who was told by all that he was a failure; yet after hundreds of times, he achieved it and thanks to his strength and stubbornness, today we enjoy the privilege of light. My child, be patient, remember that you are too young to know everything. A saying says, “There is no substitute for experience, wisdom comes with age”. You, my little woman, have that strength and are the same with problems, with stumbling blocks; you have disappointments, but are always triumphant.


			Today, in your youth, you’ve probably met some people who have tried to humiliate you, who have given you little or nothing of value, who may have told you that you’re a loser for something you’ve made a mistake on and day after day you’re blamed. But the truth is, believe me, those are people who never try anything or are arrogant people who aren’t educated enough to respect others; they’re envious. Envious not because they make other serve them simply because they think they are beautiful, with green eyes, white skin, those are just vain. They are envious because they lack, primarily, a brain to understand that education is based on moral principles, in the respect of the family and of every human being. To have the intelligence to know each one of us is different, that, just as others respect them, they should respect others, among them the elderly, women, children, the fat, ugly or skinny or white, everyone, however they are, should be the same. If some are brown, Mexican, Venezuelan, Arabic or African, of whatever religion. Those people, who perhaps offend you, who make you feel bad, are people whose parents did not teach them values or, perhaps, their parents, lacking in brains, don’t have enough to understand the meaning of respect. Those values that you have, they don’t understand, they are so sick in that desolation, of abandonment, they are like a herd that, in their circle of vanity, look brave, but in reality, those of us who understand them, feel sorry for them. Perhaps, they are the same as their parents are, as a saying says, “Like father, like son!”, or another:” Pig is the hog father, pigs are his hog children!” To them, say, “The education I have is to respect myself and everything that has life; people, nature and animals. I love them and I give them my respect, whatever it is and that makes me proud and happy. That is why you criticize or judge me, because you are not happy and waste your life offending others. Go and do something useful for yourselves, so that when you are my parents’ age, you will be as wise as I am”.


			Come on, my child! Go on with that joy you have always had, with that strength with which you have grown up, with that blessing with which you have filled us those who truly love you with joy. Transmit joy to all of us who admire you, give love to the unloved, to those who envy you, tell them as Jesus Christ said, “Father forgive them, they are ignorant, they know not what they do”.


			My little girl, continue with what we have all given you or have gifted you; that respect you have earned, teach us how to be like you, how to have that smile, how to laugh like you do, to scream like you shout every moment of your life. Be like a god, give love to those who need it, give love to those vain ones who envy you, help those who need your help, pity those who offend you, forgive those who insult you, teach them the meaning of morals and respect for life. Send us that strength with which you have lived. I know you will suffer, but you will continue to fight in order to give us that happiness we once had, to continue having the privilege of being with you, to continue celebrating the unforgettable day... when you arrived.


			My spoiled little woman, there will never cease to be obstacles on your life which make you unhappy, but remember that there is always someone who can help you, who will make you feel good. You need to have strength not to be defeated, because someone depends on you, and without your love and help, their life is ruined; allow us to help you if one day you need help, value what you have, give thanks for the blessings you have given yourself, for the little or a lot of affection we have been able to give you. Have faith in what you want to do, never despair, never mind if you try   a hundred times. Rest, try a hundred and one more, if you cannot; rest, try a hundred and two others. If you cannot, rest and try until you achieve it. They can be a thousand    or more times, but if you can’t, there will already be other things which you will be very proud to have done. What you didn’t do wasn’t meant for you or maybe it was going to get you in trouble. Remember that what doesn’t touch you, from your mouth it falls off and what is for you alone will come. What is not for you, even if you want it not for your, and if it is for you, someone will give it to you or do it for you. This way, learning from the good and your mistakes, you will be able to understand that nothing is easy. It will make you a little woman with great values to give love to those who love you and those who depend on you and need your kindness.


			I would love to be a fortune-teller so that I could know what your life is like in the future. I would like to know what is going to happen to you, so I could prevent any obstacles you might face and could bring you sadness or misfortune. I would like to have the power to avoid the evils you may face, the envy and disappointments you may suffer, the bad moves that fate may give you. How I would like to be a fortune-teller to be able to guide you in each of your steps, to be able to help you in making each of your decisions,    to be able to make sure they are right for your well-being.   I would like to be always with you so that, if one day you need me, I could run to your aid. I’d love to be there to pick you up if one day you fall. I’d love to be the person you can count on, the person who can heal your wounds when you get hurt. Oh, how I’d like to remain the one who cares about you when you’re sick or simply when you haven’t eaten.
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