A True Identity 
I was born in San Diego on March 11th, 1996 but my true colors shine as South African. If you were wondering, no, I am not black. In a theoretical sense, I’m white chocolate. My Mom was born in Durbin, South Africa where she lived in a family of four; she had two brothers and one sister. She lived in a strict society and a rectifying community. My Mom gives me the power to pursue whatever my mind wants to accomplish. She is one of the most considerate and compassionate people I know. My Dad was born in Port Lizbeth, South Africa where he had a brother and sister. His dad moved away at a young age, therefore he grew up working in a struggling environment. My Dad is a strong and influential person in my life. He always gives me the strength I need consistently, everyday of my life.
When my mom and dad married, they moved to Johannesburg, the capital of South Africa. There, they had my sister Talia who is seven years older then me. My sister and I are unified and supportive of each other whenever the other needs it. I can always depend on her when I need her in my life.
Finally, when Talia was three years old, they moved here to the sunny and beautiful skies of San Diego. They selected to move here because it is one of the most gorgeous cities in all of America. However, we still do have close family living in South Africa that we still keep in touch with. Then again, they are still looking to move to America. Nonetheless, a core reason my family moved here was because it was very unsafe and many robberies were occurring in South Africa. They felt as if they were in a jail cell locked up and waiting to be released away. Then, four years later, they had me. I wasn’t a mistake but sometimes I think I turned out be one. I’m more of the guilty, trouble maker in the family.  

I have grown up in a completely different lifestyle then most people. I have lived in a different civilization. I feel like my family has its own separate culture. However, I love my family and the morals I have been taught. Both my parents have a habit of saying “That’s so American”; which states I haven’t lived the All-American life. But no matter how crazed my family is, I will always love them and how they have raised me to be.

