Courage

I dreamed of coming to this country

to have a better life.

I used to say to my mom, “I want to go there; 

I don’t know how but I want to go.”

I knew it was dangerous to come here that way.

I walked many days and many nights; 

across the desert was hard.

Two months I traveled with 50 people from my town.

Sometimes thirsty, often hungry and tired.

February 3rd I started; March 30th I landed.

Arizona welcomed me.  My dream was realized.
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Courage

Traveling two days 

Taking three planes

I felt nervous

First time in the air

Stomach upset, almost vomiting

Hands shaking, eyes full of tears

Baby daughter crying, wiggling, and slumbering

Landing at JFK.  What a different world!

Freezing winds, cold, cold air.

Free at last in this beautiful land!
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Courage

I feared that I would not overcome 

not seeing them together.

I thought the problems would pass

and everything would be better.

I was wrong.

The years passed, 

The months passed,

The days passed. 

Everything seemed to worsen.

A solution seemed to be far away.

The problems seemed to be closer.

The guilt became stronger and stronger

until I realized the solution was already with me.

The split was the best solution for the family.

Aixa 

Mercy Learning Center

After To Kill A Mockingbird

by Scott Davis

Let my heart be obstinate.
Shield it from  the flames of opinion.
Let it be firmly planted
   Even when thrown off balance.

Let my heart join with others.
Let it join with other hearts who have joined causes
-unwinnable to many....
   yet winnable for the benefit of mankind.

Let the wheels of justice get stuck-even if it causes
some to be thrown off course.
Oh, How the Rev. Martin Luther King, Jr. had that
dream for all to be equal
--Regardless of the content with one's character.
How God even wants justice.

Let us tolerate one another from our viewpoints.
Let us walk in one another's shoes.

Let the camellias grow---
   even if consumed by fire or broken by stick.
Let the Old mockingbird spread her wings.
    For as Atticus said, "tis a sin to kill her."

Let Her sing.
  Let our hearts sing even when we are all but beaten
down.

