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A Wealth Warrior is a badass who conquers emotional and financial battles to create returns that will last a lifetime.


A Wealth Warrior knows that money is a seed that must be planted to create generational and community wealth.


A Wealth Warrior embodies the understanding that this is sacred work.


We are Wealth Warriors.

















INTRODUCTION



The conversation surrounding money is the darkest underbelly of America and the system that runs it. Over the years, wealth-generating investments have been inaccessible by design for communities of color. We yearn to break the money barrier to get to the side of wealth, but we have no idea where to begin because no one we know has ever exemplified what that could look like for us. Inevitably, as we grow older, we can’t help but think, Is that even possible for someone like me? Our families have sacrificed everything to give us a shot at a better life. Yet those endless hours of work for every single cent that hit their pocketbooks has pushed them to put the fear of God in us when it comes to protecting our family’s hard-earned cash. So we learn to scrape and save and use our money to cover our basic needs and be grateful we can do just that. The goal isn’t to build wealth; it’s to survive. We go about life needing money, wanting money, hating money, dreading money, developing an unhealthy relationship with what should be a tool in our arsenal rather than our commander in chief. And so, instead of building wealth, we start building fear, which in turn stops us from paying ourselves first, investing our money, and allowing it to grow.


When I embarked on my own personal wealth-building journey, I had no idea that money could work for me. I focused on getting good-paying jobs to emulate what I believed would lead to financial stability, yet as soon as money hit my pocket I spent it on clothes, on shoes, on experiences, even if that meant living paycheck to paycheck and scrambling to make rent and survive. It took me years to finally stop and take a long, hard look at myself and realize that this behavior was being pushed forward by something living much deeper within me.


I dug into the trenches of my emotions and began to understand that when it came to money, I was acting like a victim. I was at the mercy of whatever money needed from me. It was overpowering me, and I was submissive to it. That shook me. I’ve survived a long list of hardships throughout the years, but I have always refused to be called a victim or a survivor. I like to think of myself as a warrior, but it was clear that I had yet to fully embody my warrior status when it came to my wealth. My limiting beliefs on money made it painful to accept that I desired to build wealth, yet something in me yearned for more.


As I vehemently tallied the feelings connected to my finances to begin healing my entrenched money wounds, I became obsessed with figuring out how to generate more cash. I scoured the internet for content and devoured books on financial literacy. Even though I only understood a fraction of the complex theories on those pages, I was parched for knowledge. I refused to spend the rest of my life working to make someone else rich, so I kept going, until I discovered the stock market—one of the most powerful tools we have at our disposal to break free from our scarcity mindset and generate real, long-term wealth.


The stock market will not discriminate against you because of your last name or the color of your skin or your religion or your identity. You don’t need a high credit score or a lot of money to get started. This is sacred work that goes beyond simple figures. So, instead of running for the hills at the mention of the stock market, I want you to plant yourself firmly in a warrior stance and prepare to push boundaries. The system, the limiting false beliefs, our money wounds, and rocky emotions are all encroaching on us, stifling us, attempting to stop us from making the money moves that will generate the wealth we deserve. But we are badass warriors who must stand our ground and start fighting back. Welcome to your wealth-generating boot camp.


Wealth Warrior will provide you with the down-and-dirty stock market basics to get you started on your very own wealth-building journey. It’s filled with essential explanations exploring staple terms and key financial moves, such as how to open a brokerage account, understand and choose the right stocks for you, and create a long-term investment plan, all while also revealing and healing your intergenerational money wounds. The goal of this logical and emotional step-by-step guide is for you to become familiar with the foundational elements that make up the stock market so that you can enter this space with confidence and ease and finally tap into the enormous opportunity within your reach.


As someone who embarked on my own wealth-building journey ten years ago and had to crawl through the muck of my money wounds and peel back the layers of this new world on my own, I’m now ready to share my successes, failures, and life-changing lessons so that your path to wealth may be just a little bit smoother than my own. My intention is to serve as your resource, your best friend, your tía, your sister in arms, so that you too can learn to make research-led decisions rather than allowing your emotions to take the helm. I will be your guide, but the stock market will be your ultimate teacher, your mirror. It will clearly reflect the thoughts, fears, and doubts, that are holding you back from generating more wealth. At times you may feel overwhelmed, fearful, frustrated, anxious, tearful… other times you may be overcome by a wave of exhilaration and excitement like no other. Learning how to navigate your emotions will be an essential part of becoming an astute investor.


Take it slow. Be compassionate with yourself. Don’t be afraid to go back and reread different steps or look up concepts in the glossary until this new language begins to sink in and feel comfortable.


The act of incorporating these new terms, ideas, and mindsets into your everyday vocabulary and pursuing the understanding of how money works will eventually rewire your brain and change the way you perceive it. You will start viewing money from a fresh perspective that will likely inspire you to take the leap into wealth-generating investments you never thought were accessible to you in the past. What will pull you through these battlefields is the clarity, power, and confidence you gain through knowing how to move out of your own way and not let fear, negative self-talk, or other people’s beliefs block you from owning your wealth-building path. As you charge forward and grasp the energy and language of money, a life of abundance will unfold before you.


Now, when someone asks me, “Why do you want so much?” rather than allowing that question to make me falter and doubt my decisions, I answer with resolve: “Because I can hire women of color and help remedy the equal pay gap, I can give to the foundations and charities I believe in, and I can redistribute my wealth as I see fit and be the example of what it means to bring big money home to my people.” And that’s what I want for all of us. I’m sick of being alone in the stock market. Money needs to be in the hands of people like us. That’s the mission.


Join me in courageously demonstrating what is possible and within our reach when we readjust our perception of money, learn this new language of wealth, and start making sharp money moves in the stock market. I want us to communicate, connect, form alliances, and strategize, so that we can face these simultaneous battles together, break through the scarcity mindset barriers, and come out triumphant on the other side. I want to see you win, I want to see you not stress over money, and I want to see you provide much more than the essentials to your children and family. I’m not here to make you rich; I’m here to help you build long-term wealth. The amount you amass will be solely up to you and your circumstances. My intention is to help you create the necessary foundation to start your own construction and eventually turn it into a three-story building or a high-rise. Generational wealth starts with you! Are you with me?















STEP 1



WAKE UP TO YOUR MONEY WOUNDS




I am healthy. I am wealthy. I am rich. I am that bitch.


—Baby Tate




I had two hand-me-down outfits in my closet when I started preschool in the mostly white California community of Laguna Niguel in the early eighties. One was a maroon tracksuit with white piping on the sides. The other was a pair of navy-blue Dickies-type pants and a red Lacoste shirt. After the first week of alternating between the two boyish-looking outfits and seeing the other little girls in coordinated tops and bottoms with cute bows and socks to match, I begged and pleaded and pretty-pleased my mom to let me go to school wearing the light blue, ruffly, puffy-sleeved, quintessentially eighties dress she had recently bought me, but all I got was a stern stare and a hard no. End of discussion. She still talks about how long she had to save for that costly party dress—too long for me to be dirtying it up on the playground, that’s for sure. I often sense that she carries deep guilt over purchasing such an expensive dress for a rare occasion, but we’ve never talked about it in such depth. What I inevitably believed from this moment forward was that nice things were meant to be experienced only on rare occasions—I was not worthy of everyday nice.


Crushed, the super-girly girl within me swallowed her pride and did as she was told. As the weeks passed, I learned to endure the pointing fingers from the other little kids who made fun of me for only having two outfits. I went about my business making friends and playing Duck Duck Goose until the day one of my closest friends dropped a truth bomb on me on the playground: “You’re poor. That’s why you don’t have more clothes.”


I had no idea I was poor. I knew the other kids had more outfits than me, but I thought everyone’s mom turned their underwear inside out so they could wear the same pair two days in a row. I didn’t know that our apartment with the brown shag carpet and linoleum kitchen floors fell under California’s low-income housing umbrella. My family had tacos de papa on the regular, but I didn’t realize that my mom had only seven dollars a month to cover our basic needs, including food. Even beans were out of the question because the amount of frijoles it would take to feed us over a month cost more than a sack of potatoes, but I didn’t know any better. Once again, we had different food only on special occasions, like when my uncle and aunts would come over with Chinese takeout, and I devoured every last bite with gusto. Other than asking to wear that dress, I never complained again about what we didn’t have. I never wanted to make my mom feel bad.


But that day at school, I felt like Neo awakening to the Matrix, to a stark, alternate reality that I had been completely unaware of. Just recalling this memory constricts my heart and floods my eyes with tears. I suddenly understood that I was different from the kids around me. Yet I also felt sorrier for my parents than for myself. They were the ones struggling to feed us, and I perceived early on that I could either create more problems or ease their burdens. I chose the latter. I decided to keep quiet and stay under the radar as much as possible. I learned to be grateful for the little things, like family visits. My aunts and uncle always brought me toys. And my uncle usually slipped a ten-dollar bill in my pocket, which I would always give to my mom later. She still gets emotional recalling this, because that cash was “una bendición de Dios,” heaven-sent in her eyes. She’d use it to buy more milk for me, which she’d then cut down with water to stretch it out—I guzzled it like a thirsty little calf.


Now, as an adult, I finally get it: the root of my money wounds—the scarcity, the anxiety triggered by living in constant survival mode, the shame of being called poor and laughed at for not having enough—began right there, at home. And it was just the tip of the iceberg.


Money wounds are mental and emotional barriers that limit our right to feel deserving of stability and wealth. Money wounds elicit emotions like fear, anxiety, shame, and guilt around the lack or abundance of money. Unlike physical wounds, our individual money wounds—and how they dictate our day-to-day decisions—are challenging to identify. Many of us don’t even know we’re functioning with them.


When we think about making money, most of us can’t help but link it to sacrifice. We start a side hustle, stop eating out, work overtime. We’re used to cutting out all enjoyment in order to scrimp and save, but doing so only digs us deeper into our money wounds, putting generational wealth further beyond our reach. Yet what many of us don’t know is that money is in abundance and the ability to generate wealth already lives within us. Yes, it’s right there, but getting to that destination in our journey will require patience, discipline, and compassion for ourselves, because confronting those wounds head-on is one of the hardest battles we will face on this wealth-building journey. It will get heavy, it will feel messy, it will be tough to stomach, but in order to get to the light, we must move through the darkness.


It took me more than thirty years to brave my money wounds. I had to become a warrior in my own life, hunting the emotions that run deep within my soul, digging so profoundly into my thoughts, my community, my past, that at times I felt it would swallow me whole. It was like walking into a murky, fog-laden cave unarmed, driven solely by the knowledge that on the other side were the weapons I needed to fight the oncoming internal and external battles on my Wealth Warrior path.


As you uncover your own wounds, the fog will begin to lift, and you will gain clarity on the emotions that have been holding you back financially. You will begin to feel more confident and empowered to disrupt this menacing cycle and jump-start your healing process. You will begin to base your money moves on empirical truths rather than feverish emotions. And eventually you will be able to leave the battlefield and return home to tend to your financial garden, planting wealth seeds and monitoring the weeds, replacing warlike emotional upheavals with peace of mind in your investment journey.


In order to get to the other side, to that place where investing is part of your weekly routine rather than something you dread and fear, you must first plant yourself firmly on the ground and face two combat zones: the keepers of your belief system and your predominant false beliefs. Slap on your war paint and get ready to start your emotional boot camp.


FACE THE KEEPERS OF OUR BELIEF SYSTEMS


Where do our personal limitations come from? Many of our wounds begin with the false beliefs that work in favor of the economic system. These narratives have devout keepers: the privileged few in our society who have access to financial literacy, and even our own communities when we internalize the narratives used to keep communities of color suppressed. The keepers are self-aware; they understand how to benefit from the steadfast mass beliefs about finances that have been in place for years on end. They uphold the systemic and institutional barriers we face on the daily that keep us financially distant from the controlled environment that serves them, under the guise of keeping us “safe.” In turn, we begin to fear what we may find on the other side of the fort we’ve created to stave off danger. Yet remaining in that fort believing our enemies only lurk at the perimeter also means we will likely remain struggling, fearful, impoverished, and unable to explore anything beyond those walls. Outside the fort is where investment opportunities live, where wealth is being generated, where abundance thrives. Our goal is to break free from the confinement of the fort and its keepers and join the land of wealth that is waiting for us.


But our battle doesn’t stop there. We also have to pay attention to our more intimate circle—our community, our teachers, our friends, our family, our parents—the pillars who uphold this greater system of false beliefs and limitations within our own environment. These are the keepers who have raised us, the ones we trust the most to keep us safe. And they’re also the ones who pass down some generational beliefs that may do more harm than good when it comes to money: I have to work hard for money. I’m not good with money. Wealthy people are greedy. Money is the root of all evil. As we move through life, we grow up desperately needing money yet totally fearing it. We need to let go of these self-imposed limitations, but it’s incredibly difficult to generate a new personal belief when there’s such a strong system in place that has been unknowingly passing on money wounds from one generation to the next. These limitations and wounds become a part of our own narrative as we grow up, and with time, we will continue to perpetuate them if we don’t manage to wake the fuck up.


These beliefs are the wall that keeps us from leaving the fort. They’re what keeps us from wealth-building opportunities that will help us construct the life of our dreams. That’s why this is the most crucial part of our wealth-building journey. We can’t reach the money-generating financial garden without attacking the fort and dismantling these constructs.


REFRAME YOUR FALSE BELIEFS


The power you need to liberate yourself from your money wounds is currently blurred by your own set of false beliefs. These little fuckers are holding you hostage from the wealth you deserve, and you might not even be aware of them yet. In the following pages, I am going to explore the four most common false beliefs that continuously come up in our community and with my clients and students when we talk money. But, parallel to this, I also want you to start digging deep within yourself to begin identifying your own false beliefs, which may or may not coincide with the ones mentioned in these pages. Use the following exploration as a tool to apply to your own money wounds so you can begin to leave behind your limitations and reframe your mindset. I want us to reach a space where we no longer internalize our circumstances and instead embody our full, compassionate, and powerful Wealth Warrior potential.


False Belief #1: I have to work hard for money.


Every afternoon when the preschool bell rang, signaling the end of the day, I’d head outside and begin my one-block journey home alone, passing parents and other relatives picking up my classmates. When I reached our apartment door, I’d firmly grab the gold key hanging from the dirty white shoestring around my neck, unlock the door, and quickly shut it behind me, heart racing loud enough to break the eerie silence of that empty apartment. I had strict instructions from my mom: “Don’t open the door or let anyone in.” Classic latchkey-kid rules.


Once the door was secured, I headed straight to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal. I had to push a chair next to the counter and climb onto it to reach the off-brand cereal box in the cupboard. As I carefully poured the watered-down milk into my bowl, I could hear my mom’s voice in my head: Don’t make a mess. A while later, my mom would burst into the apartment, returning from her cleaning or babysitting job to rush to the kitchen and frantically start making a big batch of meat tacos. As soon as she finished frying them up, she’d place them in a big dish. “Ándale, mija,” she’d say, and we’d head over to the fábrica to sell the freshly made food to the workers during the dinner break of their night shift on the line assembling circuit boards that would eventually be used for sprinkler systems. Just the smell of those crispy tacos turned my stomach into a growling monster, but I knew that this food was for us to sell, not for me to consume. I was very quiet, obedient, and empathetic toward my mom and our circumstances, so I went along with whatever she asked me to do back then—my outspoken side would flourish a few years later. Sometimes, when my mom offloaded enough tacos to make ends meet, she’d relax her rule and hand one over to me, which I’d devour with enormous pleasure. When the crowd started to fizzle, she’d pack up the big dish, drive back home in a flash, drop me off with my dad, who was back home from work by then, and head out for her graveyard shift at that same factory.


Many of us grew up seeing our parents and grandparents putting in long work hours and extreme physical labor to generate money. It was my model growing up too, as my mother’s unofficial sous-chef, vacuumer, and babysitter once my little sister arrived four years after me. There was an understanding that life was sacrificed in exchange for money. Holidays were skipped because my mom was hired to serve dinners and clean up during and after family gatherings. It was the price we paid as a family to live in this country. We had to work hard for the money; we didn’t know any other way.


Twenty-something years later, I embarked on my career at a TV station in Dallas, which required me to spend the majority of my time driving under the blazing Texas sun in a car with a broken AC. I was an account executive at the TV network Azteca América, cold-calling businesses and selling airtime to land accounts, and had to drive across the city to meet with execs we wanted to work with to expand our reach. Every day, I’d lodge paper towels under my armpits while driving and doing prep work to avoid the dreaded sweat circles from staining my top before the next high-powered meeting. This type of physical toll and strenuous, stressful work somehow made me feel like I was doing a great job and experiencing massive achievement. Sure, I was hot and couldn’t afford to fix the AC, but I had to work only one job to make ends meet, versus the three to four jobs my mom worked. Yet there was always a little voice inside me that said, You deserve more.


That voice always filled me with instant guilt and shame. How could I possibly feel unhappy or want anything better for myself if I’d already gotten so much further than my own parents? I wasn’t working in a factory or selling tacos or cleaning houses. And if those emotions didn’t hit me quick enough, even daring to utter a subtle under-the-breath complaint to my mom after a long and clammy day at work would provoke a now classic speech from her: “I crossed the border by foot under the blazing sun for three straight days. Do you think I had AC while doing that? At least you have a car—when I got here, I had to take the bus without knowing how to get where I needed to go, because I couldn’t speak English. You don’t know the first thing about sacrifice, mija. Instead of whining about not being happy or being too hot, put your head down and just do the work.” And that’s what I did, janky AC and all.


I know you feel me. Maybe a similar scene has played out in your life too. Past generations of our families had to endure physical labor to make ends meet, and now we pour our all into desk jobs to climb the ladder, or hold down a few gigs at a time to do basic things like make rent or put away some savings. We spend boatloads of cash and get deep in student loan debt for an education that so many of us are not aligned with, which leads to working in a field we don’t like, because it will make our parents proud. We forgo our true calling for old-fashioned hard work because we don’t see a path to make money in easier, more efficient ways. But is money really worth sacrificing our physical, emotional, and spiritual well-being?



Wealth Warrior Truth: Money works hard for me.


When you spend a lifetime working hard for the money, you become emotionally attached to it, but guess what? Money ain’t shit without you. You know who’s the shit, the badass? You! Money doesn’t happen unless you make it happen. It’s the effect, and you are the cause. You are more important than money. If you want to build real wealth, you must learn how to let money go and deploy it in moneymaking investments so your job is not the be-all, end-all of your wealth-building journey. You may be thinking, Wait, is that even possible? Hell yeah!


Rather than something we contemplate and fear, investing should be a standardized experience. Investing is simply the action of putting money to work for you, versus you exchanging your time and energy for money. It is multiplying the money you make so that you can have freedom of choice in the future. Investing shouldn’t require bravery, but it does because even though there’s a free market out there, this concept is foreign to people of color who have had limited or no access to the resources that teach us how money works on a larger economic front. So investing immediately feels beyond our reach. This isn’t entirely our fault. The world that we live in often requires us to meet our immediate needs first, keeping us in a cycle of working and spending. It also skips out on educating those of us who are not keepers of the system on financial tools we could use to succeed, particularly the stock market. This makes it a fight to not only understand how to generate wealth through investing, but once and for all break from the idea that we have to work extra hard for our money. So it’s up to us to take the first steps to become Wealth Warriors.


To transform the belief that you have to work hard for money, you must jump into your investment journey. It’s the best teacher. When your money begins to grow on its own in the stock market, your outlook on money will forever be changed because you will finally realize that money isn’t solely dependent on you making it. It is dependent on you growing it.


We need to change our attitudes toward investing for ourselves, our families, and the generations to come so that we can begin to build the wealth we deserve without having to put our well-being in jeopardy in the process. This shift starts now.


Sacrifice for your dream, not for money. Every time I go in that direction, where I’m not promised anything, money always happens. It comes through. Because money is in abundance. There is no set amount of money that you are allowed to tap into. Only you have the power to impact how much dinero you make.


False Belief #2: I’m not good with money.


For years, I felt that as soon as I received money, it would disappear. I couldn’t amass it. I used to say, “I’m not good with money,” and I fervently believed this to be true. There were times when the last few days before my next paycheck equaled a popping-open-a-can-of-beans-for-dinner type of struggle—but always dressed up with a little onion, cilantro, tomato, and fresh serranos. And then, when I landed my first well-paying job, at a furniture store, making $60,000 a year—which was a huge deal for me at twenty-four—I used that money to build my closet instead of my financial portfolio. I now had the money I so badly craved and needed, but my spending habits continued to nourish my false belief of not being good with money. In hindsight, that belief was a cop-out. It was part of my victim mentality: These things are happening to me because I’m not good with money. Those thoughts only justified my anxiety-driven habits and allowed me to avoid the topic entirely. Talk about a bullshit excuse. I didn’t know it then, but it wasn’t that my habits were poor; it was that they were uninformed. We can often get hung up on not being good at something without realizing that we just don’t know how to do it.


The switch finally flipped for me one afternoon while I was watching an episode of Oprah, who was like my personal therapist back then—her words of wisdom got me through many dark times. She came on-screen and presented a book, Rhonda Byrne’s The Secret, that awakened me to a new reality, one where our thoughts are one with the law of attraction. Something clicked. I understood right then and there that an emotional component and a belief system were blocking me from the knowledge and energy I needed to realize my dreams. After the credits rolled, I turned off the TV, glanced at my closet full of fresh clothes, and understood that although I had gone to business school, I had been so busy working and surviving that I hadn’t really grasped the concepts I needed to make the kind of progress I dreamed of, like eventually making six figures and buying a home. That was when I became obsessed with figuring out how to generate more money.


There was a whole wealth of knowledge (no pun intended) about money that I didn’t even know about—knowledge that would allow me to wield my money with power and never eat a can of beans for dinner again. So I set out on a quest to align my dreams with my everyday actions. I began to devour as many of the great financial literacy books as I could get my hands on. I became obsessed with old-school Wall Street men who were at the helm of incredibly successful corporations, because I felt they were my only option to experience and generate what was otherwise never modeled for or accessible to me. They were the only ones I saw amassing wealth like nobody’s business. They were the cream of the crop—fast-talking in crisp suits, with coiffed hair, a wife, two kids, and trust funds to match. Moreover, on TV, in movies, and on the news, they were always depicted with a sense of ease. They laughed easily, smiled easily, and found easy solutions to their problems. I wanted to learn how to build a legacy and achieve that same level of effortlessness, which seemed out of reach despite the fact that I was making more than I ever had. So I sought out their knowledge to definitively change the belief that I was not good with money.


Wealth Warrior Truth: I am more than capable of understanding money.


The world of finance literature felt like a secret society. I could practically envision all these old Wall Streeters leaving work back in the 1800s in their crisp, high-collared shirts, vests, and dark tailored suits, then gathering in a dimly lit room, donning cloaks, holding white candles, whispering ancient financial wisdom to one another. I burned through their books but struggled to process the information. It was like reading code. All the talk of exchanges, stock charts, margins, corrections, bear and bull markets, made my head spin. I had to Google the meaning of every other word. I didn’t know of anyone else with this information, and I already felt generations behind.


So I pushed myself because I knew that eventually my relentless work would allow me to start making sense of this cryptic financial literature. Yet despite building my arsenal of knowledge and information on money, I still felt that the key to breaking through my “I’m not good with money” belief was working harder—reading more books by more people whose life experiences did not match mine, because I found no others to turn to. I remember having a moment when I glanced at my stack of books and thought, Shit, they’re all written by white men. Well, it is their system, after all. How could I expect to find a treasure trove of books by people of color talking money when financial literacy is inaccessible by design? Instead of courses that nurture kids’ natural desire to follow their curiosity and build something, or even better, a clear financial literacy curriculum, most kids in US public schools receive instructions, perform certain tasks, and are measured by these tasks. This makes for great employees but ultimately keeps us from wealth-generating mindsets. We all know the story of people who are stellar workers but wake up decades later infuriated and regretful because they were trained to help others in their wealth-building journeys rather than embark on their own.


Thankfully, the tides are turning, and there are many creative ways to make money. But the foundation of wealth is knowledge. A basic understanding of economics is a complete game changer that has the power to lead you to massive growth. A true Wealth Warrior takes it to the next level by understanding how to tap into new ways of generating wealth and making that wealth work for them. Don’t expect to become an expert overnight—it’s a process, but it’s worth every minute of the precious time you put into it. We must shrewdly fight the knowledge keepers with knowledge of our own: become proficient in this secret language, master the system, and at long last tap into this wealth-generating movement and start calling it our own.


False Belief #3: Wealthy people are greedy.


One of the most common beliefs that I have seen surface in our communities of color time and again throughout my life is that wealthy people are greedy. Oftentimes, the word wealth conjures images of white men and their families who—despite living in enormous mansions on acres of land, with lavish spreads of food on the dinner table, and walk-in closets brimming with unused clothes—want more, more, more. With this pervasive image in mind, wealth is an experience that we grow up believing is way beyond our reach. What’s more, the mere idea of striving for a position in life that is usually filled by the keepers of the system who have hurt our communities of color, the ones we are trying to battle, feels incredibly challenging and counterintuitive. On a subconscious level, we can’t help but start to think that if we dare to amass any amount of wealth, it will immediately make us as greedy as those who have oppressed us. It’s as if wealth holds such power over us that having it will automatically make us bad people with bad motives who gain wealth through bad practices. So when we earn some extra cash that enables us to improve our life in some way—like buying a new car with a working AC—we go out of our way to try to downplay it.


Back in the eighties, after a few years of working several jobs day and night and running an extra-tight ship at home by serving tacos de papa for dinner, my mom managed to scrimp and save enough money for a down payment on an affordable condo in San Juan Capistrano, California. Although my parents, little sister, and I lived in scarcity, my mom actively taught me how to build generational wealth. She had the audacity to break from what was expected of someone who cleans houses, works at a factory, and speaks broken English. She aspired to something outside her current circumstances, which allowed her to buy a home that is still in our family today and is worth ten times what she paid for it back then.


When we moved into the two-bedroom condo, I felt a clear shift in our lifestyle. Long gone were the days of two hand-me-down outfits in my closet. Now we could actually afford to go to the swap meet to buy some new clothes. Instead of playing underneath a stairwell, I was hanging out at the public horse stables across the street. That place became my backyard. I’d come home from school, drop my backpack, and beeline it over to the stables to see the horses and watch the people ride. Just beyond the stables was a network of creeks framed by scenic, verdant hills that my six-year-old eyes interpreted as majestic mountains. I’d get lost looking at that view and daydream about what I’d find if I ever made it to the other side of those hills.


But when I returned home, if I mentioned the stables one too many times or gushed about my new clothes, my mom would immediately fall into scolding mode and launch into a lecture about acting like we were better off than others. She urged me to not flaunt it so openly, or else we’d be seen as crass and insensitive. Instead, she pushed me to act poorer than we were. My mom explicitly told me to never discuss that we owned the condo. It was best to allow people to assume we rented. I was to never share that my mom was actually flourishing with her housekeeping business and bringing in more money now. When my dad bought a new car, she reacted like it was the worst thing he could’ve done to her. The strange thing was that she actually began to purchase nice furniture and picked up a great sense of style from all the houses she cleaned. So we could enjoy some luxuries behind closed doors, but out in public we had to act like we didn’t have much to our name. Suddenly, acquiring any sort of wealth, even in small amounts, began to feel shameful. I went from relishing and celebrating our new lifestyle to believing that having money made me bad and unlikable. The last thing I wanted was for people to think we were greedy. The internal conflict gave me whiplash. Years later, when I was driving my first decent car in my neighborhood and caught sight of the paletero on the corner, I felt embarrassed about having a nice ride. God forbid my family get lumped into that wealthy-greedy category.


By accepting the subconscious belief that wealth makes us greedy, we stop ourselves from growing and amassing money and close ourselves off to the very experience of wealth. We accept smaller salaries, say no to good opportunities, lose faith in our dreams, push investing to the back of our minds, and neglect the moneymaking tools that will secure our future. Up until a few years ago, I focused on making only enough to survive. I didn’t need more, because needing or wanting more was greedy, wanting more took away from others, and wanting more led to taking the easy road in life, diminishing all the hard work and sacrifice, and I was better than that—my mom is probably nodding emphatically after reading this sentence.


I carried this belief so steadfastly that while at Azteca América, when I was approached by Liberman Broadcasting with an $80,000-a-year job offer, which was double what I was making at the time, I immediately declined. I knew a little about the station, particularly that some of their content proliferated the stereotype of hypersexual Latinas by making us look hot and clueless on-air. It’s not that I was against being sexy. After being made fun of for having only two outfits in kindergarten, I developed a deep desire to express myself through clothes and fun accessories. I just saw myself in more dynamic characters who were both sexy and smart, like in my projects at Azteca América. So I didn’t take the meeting. I didn’t ask more questions. I didn’t consider how that bump in my salary would allow me to fix my car’s busted AC unit so I would no longer have to drive in the Texas heat with all four windows rolled down in a tornado of debris, hair, and highway noise. I just said no. The temptation to consider such money alone made me feel like I could immediately succumb to the greediness I had spent years avoiding by making safe, tactical career decisions. Yet by allowing this belief to intervene, my righteousness blocked an opportunity that could’ve upgraded my quality of life—turns out Liberman had multiple stations, and not all featured this reductive content I was all up in arms about.


Wealth Warrior Truth: Wealth gives me options.


The keepers of our belief system within our inner circle—a.k.a. our close friends and family, those whom we interact with on a daily basis—have such a strong hold on us, they can easily influence our day-to-day actions and determine the directions of our lives. In the same way, we can influence their actions too—let’s not fool ourselves; we participate in this system too, even if to a lesser degree. Challenging this belief system is often punishing in the moment because you run the risk of suffering personal attacks and rupturing close relationships. ¿Quién se cree? Se cree mucho. Who does she think she is? Ah, so you think you’re all that now that you’ve left the hood. You think you’re better than us because you have more money? How many times have we received or given this type of wounding judgment?


As soon as we begin to teach our own lineage this system of false beliefs, we are transferring our inherited money wounds to the next generation. And in doing so, we continue to adhere to and uphold the system that is keeping us suppressed. We begin to judge others—in person, online, or even quietly in our own heads—for having money, for making more of it, for amassing it, and especially for spending it. How can they afford that nice car? What a show-off! I can’t believe they bought that brand-name bag instead of saving money for an emergency—how wasteful! These are the thoughts masking the fact that we reject the idea of luxury because we feel shame that it’s out of reach. Maybe your vacation fund isn’t quite there yet, or your income doesn’t allow for the latest self-care craze. There’s that scarcity mindset again! It’s important to pause for a moment and think, What wound is my judgment masking? Who is the keeper of this belief that associates greed with wealth? Why am I upholding it? How is this belief affecting my choices around money? How is it restricting me from thinking bigger? Most importantly, what are the ways in which I am already wealthy?


To be clear, I’m not asking you to leave your community. I want you to break free from this particular belief that associates wealth with greed, so that you can have the freedom to create and choose your own wealth-building options (we’ll get to those in the next chapter). Once you gain the knowledge and the tools, you’ll be able to share and spread them throughout your family and community and continue breaking this cycle that has been holding us all back from true financial safety and security for so long.


Ironically enough, many of our keepers—our parents and grandparents—broke cycles themselves. When they decided to immigrate to this country—whether by choice or through need—they broke free from their own systems in search of a more bountiful garden. Our ancestors are the real trailblazers in our lineage. My mom and one of her brothers were the first to leave Mexico in search of growth and opportunity to help their family back home. Once they started working in the United States, every single paycheck—after bills and rent for their shared housing were paid—went straight to my grandparents. With that money, my grandparents were able to go from barely making ends meet to buying land, cattle, pigs, and chickens, and even building a nicer house. My mom and uncle were crucial to building generational wealth in our family. Most of their twelve siblings followed their lead. There was definite judgment from those who stayed behind in their community, maybe some envy and sadness in the mix too, but the fruits of their labor are still being consumed to this day. Their search for a “better” life by no means guaranteed an easy one—they went through a massive uprooting with nothing in front of them except pure faith. And yes, some part of their motivation for doing this was, in fact, wealth, if not for themselves, then for their parents and children. Gasp!


At the end of the day, wealth doesn’t make us greedy; it gives us options. When my mom was able to save up enough money, she chose to buy a condo. She wouldn’t have had that option had she not amassed her hard-earned wealth. In turn, instead of focusing on the cycle that kept us poor until that point, I use my wealth-generating investments to provide for my family. It’s given me the freedom to choose what’s best for me and my loved ones. So nowadays, when my mom calls me and says, “Ay, mija, why are you so terca about becoming a millionaire? ¿Para qué quieres más?” attempting to resuscitate the greediness belief, instead of spiraling into self-doubt and wondering if my desire for wealth does in fact make me greedy, I can now laugh it off.


When you face your own wealth-building fears and false beliefs, remember this: the word wealthy belongs to us too. According to the New World Encyclopedia, the root of the word wealth is well-being. Our well-being and that of the collective shouldn’t sit in the same space as greed in our minds. We can do so much more for our community when we are wealthy. Wealth gives us options. It gives us choices. I can’t tell you how satisfying it is for me when I buy products or services curated by people who reflect me and embody the first-generation American culture I was raised in. This is something I can do with my money; it’s one of my options, and I choose to support us. We are limitless and deserving of everything we strive for.


False Belief #4: Money is the root of all evil.


“For the love of money is the root of all evil.” Every time I hear this famous Bible verse, I’m pulled back to younger me pounding my heart alongside the rest of the congregation, saying, “Por mi culpa, por mi gran culpa.” With that gesture, I learned to punish my truth, punish my potential, punish my essence. Yet at the end of the sermon, without fail, we were urged to drop our evil dollars in the small woven basket being passed around in the house of God.


The false belief that money is the root of all evil has been upheld for so long, it has transcended church and infected the masses from generation to generation. This is one of the most dangerous false beliefs we carry with us and another hard one to shatter because it can feel so conflicting. Many of us grow up hating money because we believe it is the evil that is holding us back, or it’s the evil that caused a rift in our family, or it’s the evil that pushed us into the abyss of poverty. Yet money is pivotal to our survival, to paying our debts and dues, to securing housing, to staying fed.


If money is the root of all evil, then what the hell are we doing working forty-plus hours a week throughout most of our lives to obtain this evil? So we need evil to survive? Take a moment to process this. Now visualize the battle happening between your conscious and subconscious. If your subconscious believes you are generating an abundance of evil just by making money, you can imagine the ginormous challenge you will face when trying to consciously generate an abundance of wealth. All along we’ve been hating the very tool we need not just to survive but to thrive.


Wealth Warrior Truth: Money is a tool. It is not part of my soul or my character.


Money is not an evil monster; it’s not an emotion; it’s not our ruler. Money is currency, a tool we use in exchange for goods and services. A tool we need to pay for rent, expenses, food, and clothes. Take a dollar bill from your wallet. Touch it, look at it, flip it around. You are basically holding a piece of paper in your hand that is no longer even backed by the gold standard—a monetary system where the value of a country’s currency is directly linked to the value of gold. Now it’s printed as needed by the Fed. So, in a sense, it has no real value—it is worthless. I know this may sound insensitive because we’re used to putting so much power in money and we’ve become so dependent on where it comes from, but by doing so, we are minimizing our own personal power. Your circumstances have likely created barriers in your life, but nobody can take away your power, because nothing is more valuable than you. Money is just a tool we need to survive in this world. That’s it. And there’s nothing wrong with wanting to obtain a shit ton of it to distribute in ways that WE see fit.


During a trip to California around a year or so after I first was approached by Azteca América’s competitor, I received a phone call. It was Liberman Broadcasting, the media company that had tried to tempt me with an $80,000 salary a year earlier, which I had vehemently declined. But since that initial offer, I had been on a road to discovering what it felt like to be supported by my power. I wasn’t chasing money; I was focused on me, on my healing, on building my own inner strength, and I intuitively knew that by doing so, the money would soon follow. And I began to trust myself when it did. That was the start of a major mindset shift in my life. So this time, I took the call. “Hey, we heard you’re in LA. We’d like to talk to you while you’re in town.” I said yes to the interview and they offered me a position on the spot at a radio station in Orange County that played Spanish-language oldies—no demeaning depictions of Latinas in sight. And now I was able to check my false beliefs at the door. I couldn’t let my money wounds stop me from making one of the best decisions of my life—so I took the job. In hindsight, that bump in salary was a pebble-sized stepping-stone toward the lifestyle I aspired to have one day. The first thing I did was head to the nearest department store to buy a stash of new underwear, a tradition of sorts I began as soon as I started making money as an adult. I always have a new pair ready to wear. But what this job really did was encourage me to take bigger risks to achieve my goals.


I honestly didn’t see money as a tool just yet, but I was finally able to let go of the idea that I had to do something I hated to make money. It was the first time money didn’t hold such extensive power over me, and I liked it. Less than a year later, I decided to leave that big salary behind to take the next step toward my dream: working in Hollywood.


The only way to get my foot in the door at a movie studio was through an unpaid internship. So I fired off résumés and got a call from After Dark Films, a company that produced horror movies. The summer intern position was mine, and I took the biggest leap of faith of my life and said yes. In what felt like a mere heartbeat, I had gone from an account executive making eighty grand a year to a thirty-year-old unpaid intern dealing with eviction notices because I no longer had the money to pay my rent. But I tightly grasped the handlebar during this roller-coaster period of my life because my gut knew that this experience would eventually pay off.


Imagine if we all discovered right now how powerful we really are and that we don’t have to labor for our money or for someone else’s goals. Imagine if we could tap into our personal power instead of giving it all away to the money we don’t have—it would be a total game changer. By giving money less power, I was able to release myself from its stranglehold, tap into my personal power, quit the job that no longer made me happy, and dare to go for what would. And by reframing our false beliefs, we now have the potential to kick the fear of building wealth and investing, and finally enter the battlefield with the weapons necessary to win this fight.


LET THE HEALING BEGIN


Now that you are starting to identify your own money wounds and are becoming aware of the false beliefs that inform your life, decisions, and mindset; now that you have identified the keepers of this system, I want to share with you three Wealth Warrior missions that will get you started on your wealth-generating journey. Commit to at least one of them. If you find that your money wounds and false beliefs are activated, remain steadfast. Go back to our Wealth Warrior Truths to ground yourself in abundance and remind money who’s in charge. After all, scared money don’t make money.


Find Your Money-Conscious Fam


The first time I told my mom I had money in the stock market, after three years of investing, she frantically replied, “Mija, you need to take it out of there immediately! You can’t leave it in there. You could lose everything!” To her, my hard-earned cash was exiting my hands and disappearing into some nebulous, inaccessible space: “in there.” By then, I had started to open up about money with others in my community who knew about finances, yet when I mentioned the stock market, I was surprised to receive the same response. The message? Work with the money you have because the stock market is not meant to work for you. My false belief flag was going all the way up, so I took a step back, realigned my thoughts, and decided it was time for some money-wound maintenance with my money-conscious family: Bricia and Patty.


I met Bricia in Los Angeles at an awards ceremony for Latino Leaders, a national magazine headquartered in Dallas. At that time, my career was finally beginning to take shape—I’d gone from unpaid intern to marketing coordinator at Lionsgate’s Pantelion Films, the first major Latine Hollywood movie studio, joining a trailblazing team that was carving out space for Latines in the industry. Latino Leaders had selected me for their Leaders of the Future award for all the work I was doing to raise awareness on social media about Latine content, backed by research that showcased why we needed to start watching and paying attention to it. Back when I was sweating through my shirts in my car with no AC, I had once said to myself, One day I will be featured in this magazine, and now that moment had finally arrived. Thrilled, I got all dolled up and headed to the ceremony. After settling in at my assigned table, I quickly struck up a conversation with the woman next to me, Bricia, a Oaxacan-American restaurateur, and co-owner of one of the most famous Oaxacan restaurants in Los Angeles. She’s a tough broad with a kind heart. I loved her no-nonsense, tell-it-like-it-is attitude and unapologetic hunger for growth—traits that spoke to my heart. By the end of the night we’d exchanged numbers, and the following week we were already texting like we’d been besties all along. As I got to know her better, I realized our lives couldn’t be more different. Her family is likely the closest-knit one I have ever met—both her parents were present when she was growing up and they raised their kids to work toward common goals. I never had that, but I yearned to take a page from her book and build a close working relationship with my own family in which each member’s personal goals were supported collectively, so her perspective was invaluable to me.


A while after we began to forge our friendship, Bricia invited me to A Taste of Mexico, one of the events she produced. That evening, while schmoozing with the crowd, she tapped my shoulder and said, “Linda, I want you to meet my friend Patty.” The second I heard Patty’s voice, my heart stopped.


Every Wednesday, while on my two-hour drive trudging through LA’s rush-hour traffic from my shared apartment in Santa Ana to my internship at After Dark Films, I’d listen to On Air with Ryan Seacrest, more specifically to a Latina who had a regular segment on that day. With her distinct Latina accent, she made me feel at home, as if I were on the phone with one of my friends, talking about the latest trends and giving advice. I felt like I had known her all my life, my new morning-drive bestie.


“Patty Rodriguez?” I asked, immediately fangirling.


She smiled and nodded. Patty is a nationally recognized entrepreneur, media personality, radio producer, bestselling author, and angel investor in Latine startups—she is the reason why Selena has a MAC cosmetics collection. She’s also the most fearless woman I have ever met. She wears her heart on her sleeve and turns the emotions conjured by the injustices she observes into action, leveraging her platform at all costs to do right by her community. Patty is not after the glory that comes with her selfless feats, she’s after real change.


From that moment onward, the three of us became inseparable. Pursuing our dreams kept us so busy we didn’t have much spare time to meet up in person, but there wasn’t a day that went by without at least a few texts buzzing back and forth in our group chat. It was a very intimate relationship, one I’d never experienced before. We chatted about business moves, books, and the amount of wealth we wanted to amass.


Our money talks started with something a little less tangible—our dreams. “I want to write a book,” said Bricia one day. Inspired by her forthrightness, I replied, “I want to make movies.” And Patty added, “I want to have a publishing company.” We quickly realized this was a safe space where we could openly voice our true desires and most outlandish dreams. The key was bringing these dreams back to reality and getting down to business to make them come true.


Bricia led the conversation. Her parents had made it a point to teach her about business and how to be a boss from a young age, which was rare in communities of color. They now have one of the most successful restaurants in Los Angeles and a James Beard Award to their name. I felt every win that Bricia and her family accomplished was my win too—she set an example of what was possible for us and made it okay to dream really, really big. We need an army of Bricias in our communities! When it came to money, Bricia was up front and assertive and brought up the subject with ease in our chats.


Meanwhile, Patty and I had never had these types of honest conversations. We had to divest ourselves of the impulse to shy away from money talk, because we knew it to be crucial to our ambitions. So we perked up our ears and followed Bricia’s lead, setting aside the false beliefs that had hounded us for years and creating space for these invaluable conversations. These two amazing women quickly became the founding members of my money-conscious family—the people I could openly talk to about money, my dreams, and wanting more, without judgment. On the contrary, we supported and pushed one another to not drop the ball on our visions. Wealth suddenly became a positive subject in my life, something I could and should strive for. Their insight demystified the worries that our parents had when we were growing up, so now I could approach the idea of making bank to build my dreams with confidence instead of fear. Most importantly, I could trust that my people would have my back and offer genuine guidance when I had silly questions or was tackling a big problem. It was a game changer for all of us.


Back then Patty and I were trying to get our cash off the ground beyond trading our time for a paycheck; we were aiming to make real money. Bricia already owned a successful restaurant but was striving for more growth. Now Bricia and Patty are both running multimillion-dollar businesses. They were by my side when I first dove into the stock market, listening to my fears, celebrating my wins, and supporting my journey. And after carefully observing how my investment was growing, they eventually gave it a shot too. That was when our talks shifted from general finance to stocks, following the evolution of our wealth-building journey. Bricia and Patty were my safe space, where I had room to grow and thrive without judgment, where I learned how to tackle my false beliefs and befriend the idea of wealth, and where I began to see money as a tool, as a means to an end rather than an enemy I had to conquer.


Find your money-conscious fam. We’re out here. Look for that safe space that houses other people vibrating at the same frequency as you—like-minded people, folks with similar goals and values, people in the same place in life as you. These can be your academic peers, a trusted coworker, a longtime friend. Before you approach them, take inventory of their behaviors toward money to see who is in a scarcity mindset and who is in one of abundance. You need to make sure the space you enter is fertile ground—discussing your money moves on barren soil can create major setbacks in your progress. You may need to go beyond your circle to cultivate this type of mindset shift. The good news is that nowadays, you can find money-focused communities of color on social media—find a content creator with sound advice who communicates money matters in a way that makes sense to you. Chances are you will also resonate with the community that follows them. There are also groups that host online networking events, finance podcasts, and other resources within your reach, so take advantage of it all to create this safe space for you.


Money-conscious people don’t necessarily have to be currently amassing large sums of cash, but, like you, they should be on a road to self-awareness, learning to place power in themselves rather than in money. Money-conscious people bet on themselves and then use money as a tool to make good on that bet. Bricia and her siblings bought their parents out of their already thriving business and took it to new heights, creating a michelada product that is now sold at Costco. And Patty cofounded the media company Sin Miedo Productions and made good on her dream by also cofounding Lil’ Libros, a bilingual children’s book publishing company. She’s investing not only in her ideas, but in her community’s imagination, helping them turn those thoughts into tangible pages and other media. Connecting with these types of like-minded individuals will help you find your footing and inspire confidence in your own journey. Only then will you be prepared to consciously enter other conversations about money, which may be more difficult to navigate.


Practicing how to openly and confidently talk about money and your investments with your family and friends—a big taboo in the Latine community—is the beginning of the crucial healing process. Enter these particular conversations consciously and with empathy. They will shed light on the wounds you carry and help you reinforce your new Wealth Warrior Truths.


If you’re not sure how to begin, here are a few conversation starters:




[image: image] “I’m looking at ways to improve my credit score.” Proceed to share your score or past credit mistakes you have made. This will create a vulnerable space primed for sharing. You can follow this up with “Have you worked on your credit score? Are you comfortable sharing it with me?”


[image: image] “I’ve been working on being aware of the thoughts I have surrounding money, and I realized I have some beliefs that go against what I want to accomplish.” This is a good way to start talking about false beliefs and how they affect our wealth-building decisions.


[image: image] “I’m thinking about investing in the stock market. Have you begun this journey or ever considered it?” This one may be met with some defensiveness or fear of the unknown, but try to listen to the other person’s money wounds speaking and then explore that fear together with a follow-up like “I know, it’s super scary, but there’s an opportunity there that I think may be worth exploring.”




Prepare yourself for a range of reactions from family and friends—keep in mind all the emotions that we’ve talked about and how a money talk with a new person may activate fear, defensiveness, or sadness. Have compassion for those who aren’t fully supportive of you. Rather than focusing on changing their minds, take note of the emotions these conversations dredge up in you. Those are your money wounds and false beliefs speaking, the ones that still require your attention. And leave some room to be surprised—you never know who may already have the stock market on their mind.


If you feel you aren’t yet prepared to have this type of conversation with the family and friends who act as keepers of your belief system, then continue to honestly face your false beliefs and money wounds within the safety of your money-conscious family. They will help you identify the shadows you cannot see for yourself and provide a space for you to comfortably work through your limitations. Their support and your mutual curiosity will create a feeling of confidence as you set out on your Wealth Warrior journey. This is profound and complex work, so if you come across barriers or traumas that feel insurmountable, don’t hesitate to reach out to a therapist or another mental health professional with whom you feel a connection, someone you believe will understand where you’re coming from. Call out your emotions, draw the boundaries needed, and hold those lines for the person you are growing into. It’s like cleaning your house. Let go of everything that is not serving you, make sure that everything that is serving you is accounted for, and be clear on how to access it. Then tap into it. Every single day.


Put a Lid on the Pobrecita Yo and Step Out of Victimhood


I began to fully embody my Wealth Warrior status only a few years back, when I stopped acting like a perpetual victim at money’s mercy. It’s a pattern that began to take root in me as a latchkey kid living in low-income housing in California with only two outfits to my name. When we moved to the condo in San Juan Capistrano, things began to look up, and for a brief moment, I thought our life had changed for the better and for good. But this would turn out to be a short-lived interlude. My parents’ relationship was in a downward spiral at the time. Mom had reached her limit with Dad, and she became very cold and disconnected. Any little thing could spark an angry reaction, so my dad, my sister, and I began to walk on eggshells each time we were around her. I felt sorry for my dad—he’d finally started making really big changes in his life, like getting sober, but it seemed to be too little, too late in my mom’s eyes. One day, she looked him dead in the eye and, with an eerily serene voice, said, “No te necesito. I want a divorce.” Her mom and family insisted she stay the course, telling her that unhappiness came with the territory and that she was obliged to endure it under Catholic law. But Mom was not having it anymore. After years of working relentlessly to build up our lives while assimilating into American culture at a time when women were finally able to own their voice, she knew that she could provide for herself and her children—this allowed her to feel her value and tap into her power. She certainly wasn’t going to accept such treatment on a formality. So she packed up our bags, said to my dad, “Stay here—we’re leaving,” and moved me and my little sister out of the condo and into a gated apartment complex in Laguna Hills. Gone were the creek and the hills of San Juan and with them my solace.


My mom’s mental health quickly began to deteriorate, and her power as an independent and resourceful woman began to fade. Noticing the abrupt shift in her behavior, my dad, aunts, and uncles decided we should head over to Dallas so she could be closer to her family. We crashed with one of my uncles until my mom felt stable enough to find our own place. That’s when my dad moved to Dallas and back in with us. Everything was starting to regain some semblance of normalcy until I woke up one morning to my mom calling the tenants who had rented the San Juan Capistrano condo. “You have thirty days to leave,” she said, and hung up the phone. Then she met my bewildered eyes and added, “Come on, mija, we’re going back to California.” She loaded me in the passenger seat and my little sister in the back, and we left my dad for good. I was around ten years old.
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