
We carry rain



We cross borders lightly 
like clouds. 
Nothing carries us, 
but as we move on
we carry rain,
and an accent, 
and a memory
of another place

– Dunya Mikhail
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Marisol, 30

I’m Puerto Rican, Trinidadian, and Mexican. I was born here, and I 
moved to California in third grade, but I moved back here for college. 
When I moved to California, I immediately noticed that there was a lot 
more Hispanic culture. 

I don’t speak Spanish – well, I understand more than I can speak. I 
think it mainly comes down to not being too confident. I took classes 
in high school, though. It’s a complicated relationship because it’s the 
language we were forced to speak when we were colonized, but it’s the 
language we speak now. I do want my son to learn Spanish. It feels 
good when I hear people speak it, it reminds me of family. 

I’ve been to Puerto Rico once. As a kid, I would look for books about 
Puerto Rican culture, so when I went it was like a dream seeing where 
my family grew up. I felt a sense of comfort and ancestral connection to 
the land. When I visited the national rainforest, El Yunque, I could feel 
my ancestors. 

Growing up, I was very proud. When I was asked, ‘what are you?’ I 
knew what I was. Something on me always had my flags, I was always 
proud of where I’m from. 

It’s important to try as hard as we can to teach our kids and keep our 
culture alive, some families don’t. It’s important to actively seek it out. 
So much of our culture has already been taken away from us. 

Mercedes, 25

I was born and raised in Washington. My mom is from Panama and my 
dad grew up in the Bronx, he’s half Trinidadian and half Puerto Rican. 

When people think of a Hispanic person, they typically think of a 
lighter skinned person. Growing up, I felt like I was never Black enough 
or Hispanic enough. When I was younger, my mentality around 
speaking Spanish was it has to be perfect. When my mom would teach 
me, she had the highest expectation. When I would go out with my 
mom and her sisters, I felt so many eyes on us by confused people 
questioning her dark skin speaking fluent Spanish. I wish I would have 
been more brave to speak Spanish when I was younger because today 
whenever I speak Spanish I always feel more connected. I love hearing 
my mom and her relatives speak Spanish in the background, even if I 
don’t always understand the bochinche, it’s comforting.

I felt like I was home in Puerto Bello and Panama City. It’s a place with 
a lot of Afro descendent people, and it felt like I was in the history, it 
felt like my history, where my family is from. 

I feel the most free to be Afro-Latino when I get lost in the rhythms of 
salsa, bachata, reggaeton or traditional Latin music. For me dancing is 
what connects me most to my culture. I learned to dance to Celia Cruz 
and Hector Lavoe, my dad would have me standing on his feet with my 
arms stretched above my head holding his hands so tight trying not to 
fall off his smooth leather shoes.



Nalley, 19

I was born here, but my family is from San Luis Potosí.

I went to Mexico for the first time 4 years ago. I met some family for the 
first time. It felt familiar, based on what my family had talked about. 

I would have liked to have seen more Latin American representation. I 
didn’t see many people my age in our community here. 

Many people here are bilingual and are used to accents. For my job, 
make a lot of phone calls and I really like being able to provide a little 
bit of help and comfort by speaking Spanish. 

I love it here; I love the weather. The nature is calming. 

Norma, 29

I was born in San Luis Potosí, but I moved to the US when I was 4 years 
old. 

I haven’t been back since – I have a lot of family here though and my 
grandparents come up here. I still want to see it in real life, it would 
give me more context for the culture at home and the culture with my 
family, I don’t have many stories or know much history before my 
parents’ generation. A lot of my mom’s childhood was work, so she says 
that she doesn’t know Mexico either, that she wasn’t able to explore. 

As a family, we love camping – we go a lot. But it’s Mexican camping. 
We go in a big group and take EVERYTHING.

Washington isn’t as diverse as California, for example, but our 
community is growing. You see other Latinos and they’re automatically 
friends. We find comfort with each other. 

I wish that in the media there was more of a focus on people doing 
things for the community and uplifting others. I think it’s a cultural 
thing, we’re generally very open to help. 



I was born in Peru, close to Lima, and moved to Sammamish when I 
was around 2.5 years old. I’ve always been in touch with my culture, I 
was only ever allowed to speak to my family members in Spanish. 

When I was younger, I didn’t give my identity much thought. I’ve been 
Americanized, but I always knew that my parents are Peruvian, and 
that I am from Peru. However, in college, I think everyone starts to 
think critically about themselves. 

I feel Peruvian eating our foods, having our drinks, which I share with a 
lot of friends. I feel proud on our Independence Day on 28th July. Any 
get together we have is warm. 

I also really identify with the culture of the Pacific Northwest. Everyone 
is connected to nature somehow, whether it be through hiking or recy-
cling. I’m not super outdoorsy, but I’m a huge lake guy. I am completely 
a technophile, The computer stuff has always clicked for me, so I love 
working at Microsoft. I love that we’re always looking forward. 

I got exposed to the perfect amount of both cultures, but not enough to 
feel 100% either.

Diego, 23

My dad is from Iran, and my mom is from El Salvador. 

I’ve never been to El Salvador. I would say that I’m Iranian, but I 
identify more broadly as Latina rather than Salvadoran. I do identify 
with other Latinos.

I don’t know if I want to go to El Salvador. My mom says it’s 
dangerous, she doesn’t want to go back, so I guess I never saw it as 
an option. I would love to go to the Caribbean, or Central America, or 
somewhere else Spanish speaking. 

My identity is nuanced. It’s not just “American,” nor my parents’ 
nationalities. I grew up speaking Spanish and Farsi in a multicultural 
household, but I clearly did grow up here in the US too, so I can’t 
discount any of it. It’s like all and none. 

I want to minimize the mismatch. I dislike the sense of panic and 
falseness; I want to feel like I belong. There’s an expectation to be 
perfect in Spanish and Farsi, rooted in my own belief that it makes me 
belong, and it’s a lot to always feel like I have to maintain that 
perfection.

There’s a sense of panic, and loss. I feel a little bit fake because I only 
know the hybrid culture of my household. People see me and expect 
me to know my own background, but I don’t. It makes feel a disconnect 
between my own culture and how I look, how I’m perceived. Then I get 
disappointed in myself, and feel … less. 

Fatemeh, 20



Amy, 23

I was born in Kirkland, grew up in Bellevue. My parents are from 
Nicaragua.

When I was in elementary school, I was put in an ELL (English 
Language Learners) class, and I remember being confused about why 
I was there since I had grown up here. My dad was really angry, and 
thought that I was likely put there because of my last name. 

In middle school, I was put in extra math classes. I was good at school 
and had a lot of pressure with grades. The ‘gifted’ kids were getting 
extra attention in school. I started noticing that kids who were lagging 
were really behind, and I realized that many looked like me. 

In high school, I was very far away from “the brown kids”. I realized I’m 
representing something for my parents and for those kids. I don’t want 
to fall under stereotypes that’ll be used against me. They weren’t getting 
the support in school that I got. I’m in Bellevue, a city that is mostly 
White and Asian. I can use my situation to an advantage by ensuring 
I’m not swept under the rug and help brown kids. I want to be a source 
of support. I want the support to be there even if they don’t need it so 
they’re not funneled int the “bad kids”. Some people don’t know how to 
take help. 

I want to acknowledge where I come from, and be proud, but I’m 
worried that if I’m too proud, I’ll be accused of only getting to where I 
am by being a 
minority. 

I feel a strong connection to being Nicaraguan, even though I’ve never 
been. Sometimes I think ‘do I even have the right’ since I don’t have the 
physical connection with the land. 

Alejandro, 19

In Seattle, you grow up furthest away from Mexico. But, my parents 
made an effort to know Latinos in the area, thought it was important to 
maintain a community. 

A big part of community for us was with agriculture. We have big 
parties with other Mexican friends and cook for them using our blue 
corn in our garden, sometimes using 10 pounds of maize a party. 

We grow our own crops because we couldn’t din what we wanted in the 
grocery stores, and so we thought, screw it, we’ll grow it ourselves. It 
took 4 years before our crops adapted to the chilling 
weather in Seattle. It was growing up in the field as a kid – accidentally 
trampling some plants and checking up on how the others were doing. 

Personally, I love it. I love that the Pacific Northwest is about nature, 
and even when we’re farthest away from Mexico, and our crops would 
like a bit more sun, I love that we can add to it all and watch it grow.



Ramon, 27

I was born here (in Washington) and have lived here all my life. I have 
some family in California, but my parents are from Jalisco, Mexico. 

I’ve never been to Mexico, but I have grown up with a lot of the culture 
here. Food, quinceañeras, dancing. I want to go one day – it’s the 
motherland. I grew up talking about Mexico a lot, I ask a lot more 
questions than my siblings about my mom’s adventures in Mexico and 
she gets so happy to talk about them. 

I know that if I go, it might feel like something foreign, the culture is 
different here. Over there, everyone is very linked and in tune. Here, 
family feels distant, or everyone is doing their own thing. Even though 
my family lives close to each other, there is a distance in the US.

Pacific Northwest Culture sounds like traffic. It’s there, you can’t do 
anything about it. Cars are going nonstop. A car crashes, but others 
gotta keep going. It’s always business, you gotta keep going, there’s no 
rest. It’s a rat race. This is a big thing for my mom, she’s always saying 
‘I’m so tired’. 

I’ve always been loud and have made sure my presence was known. I 
saw the quiet ones, but I didn’t know how to help them.

Ray, 30

I was born in Mexico City, but moved to Everett at 9 years old. 

It was an exciting time. It was the beginning of summer; my dad had 
family there, so we had connections and stability. Adapting to school 
was more difficult. I was in a new country and in a new language.

When my mother passed away, I felt cut off from community, and so I 
wanted to proved a space for it. I founded Somos Seattle, an LGBTQ+ 
Latinx organization. We run Seattle Latinx Pride festival as well as 
culturally relevant events. We do everything in 2 languages for the 
reason of fostering community.

I got involved in activism during the first time the Washington State 
Dream Act was introduced in 2009. There has been a shift in the 
country about how immigrants are talked about. The perceived power 
of immigrants has shifted. Nationally, we’re in a process of identifying 
what the latinx community looks like in the US. 

I do feel an attachment to our state, it’s a leader when it comes to 
progressive policies. 



Dulce, 29

I was born in Oaxaca de Juarez in Oaxaca, Mexico. I grew up in 
Leavenworth, WA since I was 2 years old. 

I grew up in the apple capital of the world, I feel a strong connection to 
nature, and fruit in particular. Sometimes I find myself conceptualizing 
time in seasons, like cherry season or apple. When I can’t see 
mountains, it doesn’t feel like home. 

When I was driving in Mexico, we were stuck on a mountain but I 
didn’t associate it with home because it wasn’t green. But when I went 
to Huajapan, I felt connected to the people because they looked like my 
grandmother, like my family. Northern Mexicans don’t look like us. 

I was undocumented for the majority of my life, DACA and the current 
immigrant narrative place a lot of emphasis on the youth and places 
value on their contributions – whether it be academically or through 
labor. It deems who is worthy of being safe from deportation. After 
getting my residency, I could breathe, I felt safe. It’s different, I’m a lot 
less anxious. 

In school, administrators didn’t know what to tell students who were 
undocumented. I see now how quickly teachers abandoned Latino boys. 
Only 3 of the Latino boys in my school were actually encouraged to go 
to college. 

I think xenophobia is dismissed more here, because Seattle and 
Western Washington has this liberal reputation. There is more 
hesitancy for Latinos here to look for resources due to fear of public 
charge affecting them. My job at El Centro de la Raza, involves program 
management, overseeing the DACA scholarship program, promoting 
vaccinations, and helping refer people to other community resources. 

I want to say that it is important to acknowledge the queer Latino 
community in Washington State. Some of the strongest immigrant’s 
rights activists we have are Queer Latinos. 

Mabel, 24

I migrated from México in 2004 and have been in West Seattle ever 
since. 

I already had family here in West Seattle, but was still difficult to settle 
in. I felt like were looked down upon in our family, my cousin would 
lock away her toys when she was away so that my sister and I couldn’t 
play with them. I didn’t realize that this was something that happened 
to other immigrant children until I found similar stories on social 
media. 

Before I left México, my principal at school told me ‘you know two 
languages, so you are double the value’. 

When I started school, I was put in ELL classes even though I had been 
learning English since I was three years old. I stopped speaking it out 
of commodity. One day I chose to speak in English to my teacher, a full 
sentence, and she was surprised. In high school, I was asked to take 
an English literacy test, but I refused to, which ultimately resulted in a 
delay in my college admissions letters, because I technically hadn’t met 
all of the state 
requirements. 

I’d say that Seattle is fake woke. There is still segregation in schools in 
Seattle, for example, it’s perpetuated by those in advanced / honors 
programs and those who are not…students get separated, and there’s a 
greater divide. 



Sofia, 24

It’s difficult for me to pinpoint a certain Latin American identity, since 
experiences will differ according to class. I was born in Mexico City, my 
mom is from there, and my dad is from 
Belgium. 

I use the term Latino, even though it’s problematic and I don’t want 
to, but it makes sense at times. Sometimes when people say Latino, 
it’s because they don’t know the histories, or the nuance. It’s easier to 
say Latin than to admit different experiences exist within and across 
borders. 

In the early 2000s, there were hella diverse people on TV. As with any 
rise in power and visibility, there was a switch away from that 
representation as I got older, which is why people are frustrated. We’re 
looking for crumbs; we have to watch a cop show in order to see queer 
Latina representation. We even take Vanessa Hudgens, a Filipina 
playing a Latina, to be enough.

To me, it is a waste of time begging white people to care about our ex-
perience (say white here in the sense of power and oppressor, as I am a 
white Latina). It is a waste of time to get them to know our 
experiences and realities contain multitudes. Spanish is damn near an 
official language in much of the US, so why am I the one teaching 
stories and history of Mexico here in the US. I wish people knew their 
own history more thoroughly. 

In the immersion program I was in, the students only wanted to learn 
Spanish because it looks good on a resume – not actually to learn the 
language properly or learn about the world of Spanish-speakers. I 
would look around at my classmates and think ‘why aren’t you more 
interested?’.

Camila, 22

My Dad is from Iran, my mom is Colombian. I was born and raised in 
Bellevue, WA. 

When I was younger I would be embarrassed to speak Spanish in public 
with my mom. But now I’m very proud. She’s loud and happy and takes 
ups pace which she deserves.

Bellevue is supposedly a liberal space, but it quickly becomes very sur-
face level. There is not a very strong sense of allyship that extends past 
performance. People don’t want to truly address the issues that 
affect people color and other marginalized identities. 

One time, I was messing around on snapchat and jokingly said 
something about capitalism being terrible. Someone I went to high 
school with responded “if you don’t like this country why don’t you go 
back to yours”. I was born here. 

Visiting Colombia was amazing. When I went for the first time, it felt 
nostalgic and familiar. 

Home to me is anywhere I’m with my family. It’s really beautiful here 
in Washington. I love being outside and going on hikes. Time alone in 
nature is home. When I went to California for college, people would 
talk about specific streets or shops they’re attached to, but for me the 
things I missed the most were the trees and mountains. 
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