
Well…that didn’t take long…so I totally cried today. I know, I know…such a sap. Ignacio, 

one of our amazing teacher leaders, was giving a lecture. He said something about “being Mexican, 

looking Mexican but not able to speak Spanish. At that moment, I felt like there was this large 

spotlight illuminating my secret…my discomfort…my UN-identity. I could help my emotion. This is 

incredibly personal to me.  

The passage above was one of my first journal entries while living in El Paso this summer for our 

NEH institute covering Borderland Narratives. Every night I wrote and reflected on the day. It’s good for me 

to write…to document the world around me. El Paso gave me so much inspiration. I love it here.  

When I first arrived, I didn’t know what to expect. Luckily, we had Joseph, with his intentional 

questions and thunderous laughter, and Ignacio, with a passion for life and his contemplative demeanor, to 

lead the way. I also mentioned (in writing and verbally) how grateful I was to be in the presence of so many 

wonderful female guest speakers – scholars well-regarded. This was all a part of the design and the 

choices made by our leaders. I appreciate the rigor and relevance of this institute. I am taking so much 

home with me. Most importantly, I’m bringing home tools to be a better teacher. I plan to continue my quest 

to seek my own identity. El Paso gave me the courage to seek deeper within myself. For this, I am eternally 

grateful.   

What a day! This morning we heard from Yolanda, Antonia, and Pat. And we heard from 

Kathy and said goodbye to Monica. So many amazing Latina women in one place! Seeing these 

wonderful women in this space has been beyond anything I could have hoped for. As I listen to 

what they say, I hope their words burrow themselves under my skin, so they return home with me.  

When I return to Phoenix, I plan to go back and revisit the texts presented here. I need more time 

to read, think, and process. I am rethinking my previous definition of what a border is. Maybe this is 

ridiculous to say, but I feel I’m always crashing through borders. At work. At home. In my group of friends. I 

am not one of those people who is easily told what I can’t do. I operate in the best interest of my 



students…of people in general. Sometimes I have to break the rules to do what’s best for them. This was a 

thought running through my head while we were on the border tour. I wonder if Officer Reyes breaks rules 

in the best interest of people. People talk about borders, laws, etc., but I feel the humanity element is often 

removed which is incredibly disturbing to me. Honestly, I still haven’t confronted all of my emotions 

connected to that tour. I just need the time…alone…to sit and think. Time to write. In the end, I am grateful 

for the experience.  

We are waiting downstairs at the dorm to be picked up by a government vehicle to take us 

to the El Paso/Juarez border. I have so many thoughts filling my head [fear, anger, dread]. I wonder 

what our tour will include. I wonder if we will be able to take pictures of anything. I heard some 

stories from peers who live here in El Paso, and I wonder what this experience will be like for them. 

I’m looking outside and there is a breeze. Despite this fact, it’s hot outside. The Devil’s Highway is 

running through my head. How “easy” it will be for us to walk along the border. To many al otro 

lado, we have already achieved the American Dream. On this side it still feels like I’m not quite there 

yet.  

Al otro lado…this phrase would come up constantly in our readings. I started to think there is al 

otro lado to everything in life. Everything. This phrase pierced me in such a profound way that I did get this 

phrase tattooed downtown El Paso just steps away from the bridge.  

I won’t forget El Paso. I won’t forget being here to learn. I won’t forget Joseph. I won’t forget 

Ignacio. I won’t forget the hole in the wall restaurant where we ate among locals. I won’t forget dropping to 

my knees to smell a chocolate scented flower. I won’t forget Ni Una Mas. I won’t forget the resources…the 

experiences. I won’t forget Franco – my knight and shining shuttle driver. I won’t forget Annunciation 

House. I won’t forget the rain that kissed my skin under the El Paso sky.  

I won’t forget to bring the borderlands back into my classroom.  

 


