THE STORY OF MY LIFE
by Maria Jose Verdugo


[image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\1919384_132718279469_5238697_n.jpg][image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\1919384_132716049469_6395040_n.jpg]It was a warm  night in the beginning of December when a 29-year-old woman felt the first contractions, which meant that after nine months waiting, her little girl was about to be born. In the morning of December 6th on 1995, I was born at Hospital Sotero del Rio in Puente Alto.
In my little family we are just three people: my mom Ines, my dad Jose, who belongs to the Army, and me, Maria Jose Verdugo Vilches. As you can see, I’m an only child, which has turned me into daddy’s girl. I must say that actually we are four, we have a black dog: Coke; my godfather gave it to me nine years ago when he had just been alive for two weeks. As we have grown up together, he has turned into my little brother.
[image: C:\Users\hp\Downloads\cote\5019_94141139469_4378668_n.jpg]My relationship with my parents is the best one, even though we fight every day –and sometimes for no reason- my mom is my best friend, she is always there for me no matter the hour or how far we might be from each other. My dad is my adventures’ partner, he always goes everywhere I ask him to and he worries for my safety every time we do something “dangerous”. 
[image: https://fbcdn-sphotos-d-a.akamaihd.net/hphotos-ak-xfa1/v/t1.0-9/305419_500022576708502_23925269_n.jpg?oh=3d37337e8671ffc68e0e228d6570c60c&oe=54EAF7BD&__gda__=1423903860_73d95ae8378ff5222968136830d8a6eb]As my mom worked in a playschool and my dad was in the Army, nobody could take care of me while my parents were working, I had to start going to playschool since I was six months. One of my mom’s colleagues used to live in the house next to my granddad’s, so she and my mother grew up together and became really good friends, just like their moms used to be when they were young. Because of that, when my mom’s friend got pregnant two years after I was born, her daughter, Antonia, became my best friend and we are like sisters. The best part of knowing your best friend since you are a “Diva en pañales” -as we call ourselves- is that we know each other like nobody else: we know when we lie, when we are sad or when we need a hug and every day we spend together is amazing and unforgettable.


[image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\1919384_132715324469_5075456_n.jpg]When I was a child I used to be outgoing and I didn’t have problems talking with people of my age, and that’s why starting school wasn’t a problem. But while I was growing up and as I was surrounded by older people –my entire family is older- I started to become shy with teenagers, I preferred talking with older people than girls or guys of my age. And that was first reason why high school turned a little bit more difficult for me.
[image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\483901_439499512760809_1322802935_n.jpg]At the age of fourteen I joined to a swimming team in order to learn how to swim. I have always loved nature and especially water, but I didn’t know how to swim properly. I tried to go to the pool every day to practise. Swimming turned into the only moment when I really felt comfortable, I was good and that made me feel I could make a difference among my friends. By the moment I started to compete I got sick and nobody knew what was wrong with me. One night I just “stopped breathing”, as my mom said, and my parents decided to take me to the hospital although I didn’t want to. There, they put me a mask so I could breathe better.  After some medical examination, they found out that I was asthmatic and that I couldn’t keep swimming because the vapour clogged my lungs. That completely changed my life. I just couldn’t understand why I had to stop doing what I loved the most, but I had to do it. So I just stopped swimming. 
[image: C:\Users\hp\Downloads\cote\10366126_780938621950228_4644724481953452142_n.jpg]Starting high school was really difficult to me, I had had some problems with a few girls of my class during eighth grade and it brought me a lot of problems later. I had my “Sweet fifteen’s party” and I had an amazing night with my friends, family and classmates. The next year, second of high school, one of the girls I had argued started to bully me. After two years trying to avoid her, I just collapsed. One day, after school, my cousin came home and while we were having lunch I decided to tell my parents. I do not remember their faces but what I do remember is my cousin hugging me so hard that for one minute I felt that it was just a nightmare.
After we talked and I told them everything about what had happened, they gave me the chance of leaving school and starting somewhere else. I thought about it for a few weeks and then I decided not to leave my school because I had too many experiences and memories there and I wasn’t going to forget them. I went to a psychologist because my parents thought I was emotionally unstable. At the beginning I didn’t agree and I was a little bit sceptical, but I must say it actually helped me. Nevertheless, I finally got better because of my friends and family, who were always next to me trying to support me. 
[image: C:\Users\Maria Jose\Desktop\207169_360419714032451_1757822394_n.jpg]The doctor told me that I should start going to some activities were I could meet new people and forget what I had experienced. A friend of mine was part of a Scout Group and when I mentioned it she made me join the group. I met new people, went to a few camps and knew some places of Chile. They made me learn from the smallest things of life, to appreciate nature and to enjoy a minute watching the stars.
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When all the storm passed away, a classmate turned into a really close friend. Her name is Carolina and we keep meeting and talking every day.  We love talking about guys, our platonic loves from television and to lie on bed just listening to music. She became really important for me and I really expect us to keep being friends in the future. 

[image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\1521420_731591703551587_408696218_n.jpg][image: C:\Users\Maria Jose\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.Word\IMG-20141112-WA0016.jpg]At the age of 17 I went to an English Winter Camp, where I met a lot of people of my age, pedagogy students and volunteers from English speaking countries. Three of these guys turned into one of my closest friends: Marisol, Victoria and Maximiliano. They are really fun and every time we meet I just can’t stop laughing about the nonsenses and jokes they make. The best thing of them is that despite we might have no money for buying food or getting together, being together is all they care about. We also talk every day as a group and this make me feel like if I was at home. 
School finished, I had to take the PSU and make one of the most important decisions of my life. I wasn’t sure if I was going to study English Pedagogy or Maths because I was pretty good at both of them, but I chose English because it was what I really liked. I couldn’t get the points enough for getting into the university I wanted so I decided to leave Santiago. I applied to the English Teaching Programme of Universidad Catolica de la Santisima Concepcion and I just left my home. Even though I thought it would be hard, I never regretted the decision I had taken. It was a chance for starting from zero and [image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\1466162_10204922966416055_512381257868012843_n.jpg]meeting new people. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]These last months I have had the chance to meet amazing people who have become my friends, and to find out that I am independent and that maybe stop swimming was not the end of my life, because when I stopped doing it I focused in learning this second language. 
[image: C:\Users\Usuario\Desktop\10014647_748067388570685_1880720336007665586_n.jpg]When I found the boarding-house where I live, I was told that eight men were going to live with me and I would be the only girl. I knew it would be weird but I thought it was going to a kind of challenge for me. They were wrong, I live with seven men and a girl, who are also students from the same university. We have a great relationship and I am pretty sure that the next four years in this city are going to be amazing, because changing the city and the people around me was maybe one of the best choices I could have ever done. 
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