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Introduction 

 

“More teeth than in 20/20 dogfight”, rabbit, “you 

are just hair”, “stick legs,” “negro lips” “tribilin” 

(Goofy the wolf) and much more where some of 

the things bullies told me at school and at home. 

 

The harsh thing a 

loved one say with 

or without 

intention hurts 

more than 

anything else.   

The comments 

family’s friends 

made about us are 

the ones that really 

build one up or 

put one down.  

 

I was even called (little ugly) in love by some 

loved ones.  I still can hear it when I think of 

him. It just does not mean anything to me other 

than “I Love You.” Weird right? In my culture, it 

really doesn’t mean anything. We don’t take 

things so seriously or pay too much attention to 

every word or detail.  But when one is just a 

child, growing up with some “beauty issues” it is 

hard. Unless one have parents that help one out, 
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reaffirm what we are worth for, who we really 

are; children take all offenses to heart with 

regrettable consequences for the bullies, the 

parents and the people around them that saw and 

did nothing, or saw and ignored. 

 

It is the adult’s responsibilities to teach children 

to believe in themselves, to be strong, to live a 

Christ like life. We are responsible to help them 

out. As a foreigner in the USA, I have received 

praises from people and also hard words. I don’t 

call them humiliations because they don’t 

humiliate me; they talk about who they really are, 

but it happens and it happens quite often.  

 

I’m writing this book in a very simple and real 

way. I’m not a professional writer but I can tell 

my story in hope that it can inspire someone to be 

more aware of the importance of overcoming 

bullying. Bullying is like a cancer that if 

discovered in time, it can be treated. 

 

Please forgive me if I spill my coffee beans all 

over my English. ☺ 
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Partners in Crime 

 

We all have made fun at someone. We have seen 

what it does but we do it anyways. Entertainment 

at someone expense is not new. That’s not the 

point. It’s part of most people’s conversation at 

school, at work and even at home. At times we 

say things to our friends straight in their face and 

we all laugh and have a good time. I guess that is 

OK. That’s called having fun, a thick skin and 

honesty. However, we become partners in crime 

when we do it on purpose and with the intention 

to really hurt someone. We celebrate jokes that 

put down someone, we make fun at others’ look; 

we create our own ‘meaning’ of beauty or 

ugliness,  intelligence or dumbness, right or 

wrong, fast or slow. We dare to compare 

ourselves with others and to criticize and judge 

others according to our believes. The problem is 

that when we have a very low set of values and 

lack of confidence, we go to face the world, often 

bored, angry, hurting and frustrated; as a result, 

we end up hurting others as well. It’s a way of 

getting the strength back.  That’s why people use 

sarcasms, insults, fights, bullying and offenses to 

entertain or re-energize.  Big difference, right? 
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Allow me to express what some people have said 

to me. I will start with my experience in the USA 

as an adult.  

 

While working in a call center, I had a customer 

say to me right after the greeting: “I want to talk 

to someone who knows about technology.”  I’ll 

be glad to help you out. I’m a product specialist, I 

replied. “I said I want someone who knows, not 

you. I don’t believe you can know anything.”   

 

I had another one, who after hearing my accent, 

ask me: “Where are you located? India?” “No 

ma’am, I replied, I’m in the USA” to which the 

customer replied with a profanity, and ended with 

“go back to your damn home.” 

 

While working at a store I also heard a customer 

saying to her daughter “go upstairs... go, go... I 

don’t want any Hispanic helping me.” These are 

just a few of the things parents teach and pass on 

to their kids. They learn to be bullies at home. 

  

As a teacher, I had parents telling me “I don’t 

trust you, I trust my child. I have X number of 

years living with my child. I don’t know who you 

are.” 
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These are real stories.  The story of one who was 

bullied and how I handled the situation. How I 

got help to become the person God intended for 

me to be. 

 

I will also talk about my parents background 

because it is important to understand, that there is 

beauty in imperfection and pain. Those 

difficulties don’t justify certain behavior and that 

bullying can be stopped if we do something to 

prevent it.  
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My Family 

 

My dad came from a dysfunctional family and 

my mom, on the other hand, grew up in a home 

with plenty of love, care, respect and peace like I 

have never seen before! Just like day and night. 

My Mom’s family was 11 children. “Mama 

Cleme”, as she used to say when referring to her 

mom, was petite and white. “My dad was black.” 

She said. 

 

Her parents printed in their heart and mind the 

words “love, care, joy, respect, peace for each 

other” with their own example.  At age 10 my 

mom lost her mom. By 13, her dad passed away.  

There is not much that she remembers other than 

“I don’t remember them ever arguing or yelling 

at each other. I don’t remember ever my brothers 

fighting with each other.  They always call each 

other with sweet nick names. “I never saw 

vulgarity” said my mom. I remember a neighbor 

coming home and telling my Mom, “what 

wonderful kids you have, I couldn’t resist coming 

to tell you that I saw Bruno and Octavio hugging 

and kissing each other at the door earlier this 

morning.” Bruno’s was my mom’s older brother. 

He was coming home from work at 6:00 am and 

Octavio was leaving to college. It was Bruno’s 

Birthday… two grown boys hugging and kissing 
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at the door. It’s not hard to believe why they 

grew up close, together as a family. In my culture 

we hug and kiss each other until the last day of 

our lives. It is normal to see a father giving a kiss 

to his son on a cheek.  

 

My mom’s family learned to love each other 

beyond anything. To respect each other and to 

accept each other just the way they are: 3 white 

with light brown hair, 3 tan and 3 black colors. 

What a lesson for a life time! My mom is called 

in love “negrus”, a word so “offensive” to many 

in America. We really don’t care about those 

things. We somehow are beyond the color of the 

skin.  

 

But her parents had done their job with their 

children early in life. They experienced the 

meaning of Love. The older brothers became 

their providers, the older sisters took the role of 

mom and “little aunt” was there to correct, guide, 

protect and support them. That’s how a big 

young family left alone to survive, was able to 

come to the end of their years united in care and 

love for each other.   

 

 Great Job! Great example! The best Legacy!  
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Psalm 119:111  

Your testimonies are my heritage forever, for they are 
the joy of my heart. 

Psalm 145:4   

One generation shall commend your works to 
another, and shall declare your mighty acts. 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Psalm+119%3A111&version=ESV
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Psalm+145%3A4&version=ESV
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Today, only 4 of them survive.  Aunt Petra is 86. 

They always talk by phone, they visit each other. 

They know about each other every day. 

 

Uncle Octavio whom I call “viejito lindo” (Sweet 

elder) will turn 93. My mom, who is now 84, just 

became a widow on 09/24/2010, after 57 years of 

marriage. This has been a very hard time for her 

and for us as well.  It’s amazing to see how my 

uncle took the ‘duty’ of keeping his “little” 

sister’s emotions in place during this sad 

experience.  He called my mom every single day 

to show his love and cheer her up to start her day 

and his day up! Now that is love! True love goes 

from generation to generation. Remember, 

actions speak louder than words.  

 

Whether one gets hurt, or gets build up at home, 

parents play the most important role with their 

example.  Where there is true love there is 

acceptance and understanding. What a great 

example for any children to model! 
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Day in and day out he called my mom to show his 

love and to cheer her up. I guess it made him feel 

good to know his “little sister” was OK.   My 

mom was the youngest sister. They protected her. 

They protected all his sisters until their last day. 

What an amazing love! 

(January 2011. 4 months after my dad passed 

away.  ) 

 

 

 



19 

The Real Wound 
 

“She is the ugliest of all the 8 children” I heard 

many times while I was growing up. “Why you 

did that to your hair? One needs to know what 

makes us look better”. You look like “tribilin” 

(Goofy the wolf) with such skinny ankles and big 

feet. I knew since very little I was ugly, skinny, 

with big teeth. Yes I hurt. I was usually upset but 

always thinking “one day I will do something 

great.” The bully’s words didn’t hurt me at 

school I was hurt at home and I was also built up 

at home. 

 

I grew up in the heart of a family of 8. My 

parents didn’t have much schooling, but they 

were educated. They learned from the school of 

life and they were not illiterate. They did their 

best to raise a family of value with honesty. They 

gave us from what they received from life.   

 

It does get better... you would said.  Yes it does, 

but the truth is that parents are the only one that 

can help a child to overcome insecurities. It is the 

parents’ responsibility to help their children to 

become self-confident. 
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 “A brother offended is harder to be won than a 

strong city: and their contentions are like the bars of 

a castle.” Proverbs 18:19   
 

I first learned I was ugly from my own siblings at 

home. That hurts, right? It did but I got over that 

quickly. I really didn’t feel myself ugly. I was 

troubled with my big and misaligned teeth, and I 

also found it hard to get shoes. No, it wasn’t 

always easy. 

 

I remember being seated in the family backyard 

with family members on a Sunday morning. We 

were talking about life and marriages, and it 

came to the table the subject of me being the only 

one single. “You are and you look extremely 

serious and that’s why you haven’t married. You 

scare people out.” The conversation went on and 

on.  That one pierced my heart so deeply I cried 

for days. I don’t have any doubt the intention 

wasn’t from the one who wanted to hurt me 

deeply. Here I was, a 35 old woman who had 

heard so much bully stuff throughout my entire 

life hurting like never before. Bully’s words 

didn’t hurt me at school; I was hurt at home and I 

was also built up at home. 
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You can be hurt at any age. It just doesn’t matter. 

The only thing that can heal one is the 

relationship to God. He will help YOU!  

 
“Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; and lean not 

unto thine own understanding. In all thy ways 

acknowledge him and he shall direct thy paths. 

“Proverbs 3:5-6  
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Who Am I? 
 

I’m the 5
th

 of 8 children. I guess I can say I 

inherited my dad’s strict character and physical 

expression and my mom’s sweet heart. I have a 

strong character but I’m also caring and 

compassionate.  I believe Jesus Christ died for 

my sins and His resurrection opened the doors of 

heaven for my eternal life. 

 

 
 

When people ask me, when did you get save? My 

answer is “I don’t know.”  Why? Well let’s start 

by saying I knew about God at home. My mom 

told me of Jesus when I was just a little girl. I 
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knew that Jesus had died for our sins, that he 

resurrected the third day and ascended to heaven. 

That He is seated to the right of the Lord and that 

He intercedes for me. I learned to lean on God 

when I have problems… 

 

 

 
  



24 

 

Thank you Mom and Dad. 
 

You were not  
perfect parents, 

 
You were  

 
The Best Parents  

God gave us! 
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I wrote this book in Love to: 

 

Parents and Future Parents 

 

Of new generations. 

 

Uncertainty is a shadow on our 

shoulder 

 

But there is one thing and only one 

you can do: 

 

Just Try! 

 

 

Children need YOU,  

not a perfect parent. 

 
Diana. 

 


