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She was born in Oaxaca City, Mexico. From an early age, she showed an unwavering determination to achieve self-sufficiency. After forging a successful career in a prestigious company in Mexico, she decided to embark on a new path by moving to the United States.

Throughout her life, she always experienced a deep passion for writing; However, the demands of holding down two jobs at the same time prevented her from pursuing this interest for many years. Everything changed when she faced an unexpected challenge: Fibromyalgia. Although this disease made her unable to carry out many daily activities, it also gave her a new perspective on life that she captured in lines through her hidden talent.
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I thank God for giving me the means and inspiration necessary to achieve this dream, I also express my deep gratitude to all the people who have been fundamental in the process of writing this book.

I especially extend my gratitude to my mother, whose legacy has been an inexhaustible source of learning and empathy towards those who face adverse circumstances; With this book, I wish to honor her and carry forward her legacy.

I thank my brothers for being part of this path, each of them has left their mark in my life, in a unique way. I especially want to highlight my sister Angy, whose unconditional support and dedication to our mother have been a fundamental pillar in my life.
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TO MY DEAREST MOTHER and Beloved Daughter,

To you, Mom, my first and eternal love, your presence has been the ink that has colored every word and emotion in this book. To you, my daughter, the light of my path, whose unconditional love inspires me to be better every day.

May these pages bear witness to my gratitude and love towards you, my eternal muses, who have made possible every dream that has become a reality.

With all my affection and gratitude,

Rosalba Serrano
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In this book, you will find the story of a character who, after going through traumatic situations, suffered several mental illnesses. The author would like to raise awareness of them, in a human and personal way.

"The Escape" is not intended to be a specialized work, written by an expert in the field of mental health or schizophrenia, which, in itself, is a labyrinth in the world of the human mind. Rather it is an attempt to shed light on this disorder from the perspective of someone who, like you, is trying to understand it.

For those who have dedicated themselves to the study of psychology or psychiatry, this disease may seem like an incomprehensible enigma, however, the point is to approach these conditions from a human perspective, full of empathy and understanding, following in the footsteps of Rosa, a girl who is born in a remote town, where hunger and ignorance of the city and its mysteries are intertwined in her daily life. Unable to read, write, and communicate beyond her dialect, Rosa embarks on a heartbreaking escape in search of a better life.

Throughout her journey, Rosa faces challenges that test her emotional strength. As she becomes an adult, the adversities of her past begin to manifest in the form of mental illnesses, the most notable being Paranoid Schizophrenia. The author, through this captivating narrative, aims to raise awareness about early detection of mental illness and the crucial importance of seeking professional help immediately to safeguard mental health.

"The Escape" provides mental health students and educators a unique opportunity to explore hypotheses about the origins of mental illnesses.

There is no single theory that completely explains its causes. Research continues to better understand these diseases and develop more effective treatments.

If you are interested in understanding Schizophrenia from a more personal perspective, this book is for you.

Although I am not an expert in the field, I am committed to approaching this topic with respect and empathy, in the hope that we can learn and grow together in our understanding of this complex condition.

Welcome to this journey of discovery!
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In the year 1950, in the south of Mexico in a remote place, there was a town among the majestic mountains of Tlaxiaco, Oaxaca, there was a community disconnected from the modern world. The absence of any means of communication or basic public services, such as electricity, was palpable in this remote corner. However, in this picturesque place, stood a humble hut built with wood and sticks cut from the sturdy pine trees that dominated the landscape.

Near this modest home, a small pool of water that, during the cold seasons, was covered with a thin layer of ice, like all the other pools that dotted that cold town. Each house seemed to be a solitary point in the middle of the imposing hills that characterized those remote places.

In this simple abode resided a complete family: The devoted father, the loving mother, their first-born son, and the two adorable little daughters. Courageous and lively women gave light and warmth to this forgotten corner. Despite the lack of modern conveniences, this family found happiness in the ties that united them and in the beauty of the nature that surrounded them. Every day, they shared laughter and dreams around the kitchen stove, while outside, the stars shone brightly in the night sky, uninterrupted by artificial lights.

That year, the time it has seemed to pass slowly. Although life in this place may seem challenging to some, for this family it was a sacred gift. Together, they faced the challenges of everyday life with courage and gratitude for the small wonders the natural world offered them.

Thus, among the mountains of Oaxaca, in a corner forgotten by history, the very essence of humanity flourished, in its most genuine and authentic form: Love, union, and connection with the land that sustained them.

In the fertile lands of that corner of the region, where the cold climate imposed its character, the family dedicated themselves with passion and ancestral wisdom to the planting of various crops. The routine began early each morning when the sun barely crossed the peaks of the pine trees and the first rays of light caressed the fields. Dad and Mom, accompanied by the birds that announced the new day with their song, worked in harmony with the earth, sowing with expert hands corn, beans, chickpeas, broad beans, and other small vegetables that found a cozy home in that blessed soil.

Despite the low temperatures, the land was also filled with imposing maguey trees, rising majestically with their wide, leafy leaves. These robust plants hid treasures inside: The precious nectar known as honey water. With patience acquired over generations, Dad and Mom learned the art of delicately extracting this drink.

That was not all, since they also obtained pulque from the magueyes, a drink with a snowy appearance and light consistency. The process of making this traditional drink requires skill and care.

The fruit of their work and dedication covered their needs, and Saturdays, plaza days in the lively city of Tlaxiaco, became a time to meet with the community and an opportunity to share their work with the world. There, they intertwined stories and smiles with the clients who came in search of the freshness and quality that only their land could provide.

The aroma of the crops, the freshness of the honey water, and the ancestral flavor of pulque intermingled in a symphony of flavors and smells that evoked the authenticity of the land and the passion for tradition. Each sip of the drinks became a tribute to their roots, a celebration of the life and nature that had given them so many blessings.

Thus, between the peace of nature and the bustle of the city, the family found a harmonious balance in their daily work. Sowing and harvesting became a reflection of their roots in the land and the customs of their ancestors. Their love for the countryside, its products, and its culture was transmitted in every bottle of honey water and in every jar of pulque that reached the hands of those who appreciated the value of what is authentic and genuine.

In that corner of Tlaxiaco, the family continued to work their way, with their hands marked by the earth and their hearts full of gratitude for the wealth that Mother Nature provided them. A wealth that transcended the material, because in every seed sown, in every drop of honey water, and every drink of pulque, they felt the legacy of their ancestors and the commitment to preserve the heritage of future generations.

As they approached the hut, the sun's warm rays filtered through the delicate wooden slits, painting patterns of light that danced on the walls adorned with colorful fabrics. The hut seemed to be in communion with nature itself, giving off a feeling rooted in the land around it.

Between the wooden slits, you could see the space between each board, allowing a view from the inside to the outside and vice versa. However, the price of this connection with nature was the incoming of cold and intrepid insects. Still, these small sacrifices seemed worth it when you looked up at the ceiling, where there was a modest wooden warehouse, apparently an attic, that kept the precious treasures of the harvest: Corn and beans, essential foods to survive all year.

The floor of the hut was covered with the humble but comforting earth. In one of the corners stood a rudimentary hearth, built with stones glued together with mud. A comal rested on it and, right next to it, a hole large enough to accommodate a clay pot or jar, where food was skillfully cooked. A succulent aroma of freshly made tortillas filled the space when the delicious creations of corn dough, previously ground in the metate, rested on the comal, revealing a soft steam that surrounded them.

The utensils and tableware were scarce but valuable to those who lived in the hut. Few dishes are covered in soot. In another corner, a rolled-up petate offered a place to rest. And there it was, in its simplicity and humility, everything that was needed to live essentially and in harmony with nature.

In most of the houses of the beautiful town, there was the temazcal, a cultural treasure that resonated with the very essence of life and mother nature. Its shape, similar to an amazing artisanal oven for baking bread, but rooted in the earth, evoked the image of a welcoming mother's womb, as if Mother Earth herself embraced all those locals when they performed ancestral rituals. Built with the ancient wisdom of stone and mud or adobes, the temazcal stood as a monument to the connection between human beings and their natural environment; within the mystical temazcal, ceremonies loaded with meaning and power that were considered sacred were carried out.

Steam baths, an ancient practice, were carried out by carefully pouring small amounts of water over hot stones, which burned with the force of the fire and which had been meticulously placed in the center of the temazcal. The resulting steam, mixed with the intoxicating aroma of sacred herbs, filled the dome of the temazcal, creating a unique and spiritual atmosphere, revitalizing and purifying. This ritual transcended the body, reaching high spiritual levels. It was a personal rebirth, a journey of introspection that allowed physical and emotional healing to flow in perfect harmony in the warm lap of Mother Nature. Thus, the participants purified themselves and connected with the very depths of their being.

The temazcal also housed another priceless treasure: A variety of medicinal herbs used for healing baths. Each herb had a specific purpose and benefit, ranging from strengthening the immune system to freeing the soul from emotional burdens. Ancestral wisdom in traditional medicine was highly valued by the community, as it offered a natural and holistic alternative to maintaining health and well-being.

Among the most moving and significant practices was postpartum bathing for women who had given birth. It was considered a rite of transition and renewal, where new mothers were purified and strengthened after childbirth, thus honoring their role in the sacred cycle of life.

Over the years, temazcal continued to be a cultural and spiritual gem in the region, and in other parts of Mexico, which persists to this day. Temazcals are commonly visited by foreigners in search of the benefits of this ancient practice.

"At times, I have questioned myself on why they didn't build their houses with the same dedication and materials; so that there were no gaps and they were hermetically sealed. Was cost the determining factor in this choice? Or perhaps, in preparing the mixture "For the mud, it was uncomfortable for them to work without gloves, as if they were grabbing snow. There were likely several reasons for this situation, without a doubt, understanding their construction practices could shed light on this enigma."

When a member of the community dies, a chain of solidarity and affection is activated. The family organizes the meetings in the home of the deceased which becomes a perfect place, where family and friends gather to watch over the loved one throughout the night. The candles illuminate the room, creating a warm and serene atmosphere. Instead of crying in silence, attendees share food, drinks, joyful anecdotes, and memories of the deceased, honoring their memory with laughter and tears of gratitude for the moments shared.

On the day of the funeral, the community comes together again to accompany the deceased on his last journey. The deceased person is dressed up with new clothing. A procession of people walks solemnly towards the cemetery. Sadness is mixed with hope because everyone believes that the soul of the deceased will continue to exist in some better place.

After the burial, the celebration continues with a vigil that lasts nine days. These days are known as "novenario", and are a mix of prayers, songs, and shared meals. Each night, the community gathers to honor the deceased with prayers and songs, remembering the most significant aspects of their life.

Throughout the nine days, there are also moments of recollection and reflection, as well as to provide support to the grieving family. Neighbors take turns bringing them food and offering comfort, ensuring they are not alone during this difficult period.

The novenario tradition is a beautiful fusion of Catholic culture and religion. Through these practices rooted in their beliefs, the community finds comfort and strength to overcome loss. Life and death are intertwined in a natural cycle that embraces both joy and sadness, and this view of existence gives meaning to the focus on death.

Within this humble family, another beautiful girl was born, whom they decided to name Rosa. Rosa's arrival brought even more love and joy to this modest, but affectionate house. As was typical in many homes of the time, Rosa's diapers were carefully made from pieces of old clothing, demonstrating the creativity and ingenuity of her parents in providing her with the best they could under the circumstances.

Rosa's crib was not a sophisticated structure, but a simple petate that was spread out every night on the dirt floor. This place, where everyone was accommodated practically together, symbolized the close bond and unity of the family while reflecting the economic situation.

Dad took on an important task by going to the city for several reasons. On the one hand, he traveled a long, narrow road to get to the city, which involved a full day of travel. On the other hand, it functions as a supplier. Additionally, Dad was a valuable asset to the family because he was the only one who spoke a little Spanish. This gave him a significant advantage in his interaction with the community in the city, where language was essential to negotiate and understand business transactions.

There, he sold the products the family grew and bought what they needed for their home. Spending the night in the city was a challenge, however, his determination to provide for his family drove him to find solutions. The next day, he headed back home to reunite with his wife and children.

Both inside the home and outside, the little ones showed signs of feeling particularly happy, except for Rosa. Although she also displayed an equally radiant appearance, deep inside she harbored a feeling that something was not right. At such a young age, she couldn't fully understand what it was, much less how to put it into words.

After the arrival of two other new members to the family, a boy and a girl, the siblings totaled six. One day in particular, and like every day, Mom and Dad had to go to the field to work, leaving the children alone at home. Although there were no toys to entertain them, they found ocote sticks that were used to light the fire. And just like that, the fun began! They laughed and played while they lit the ocotes, without suspecting the lurking risks.
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