The case story presented is a real story as shared with a practitioner at Walker’s Point Community Clinic:

Buenos Dias,

For the purposes of this presentation, my name is Rosario.

I came to this country about 15 years ago and to WPCC about 5 years ago.

When I came to the clinic, I was depressed, anxious, and I was both having trouble moving without pain and sometimes, for no reason at all, I found myself paralyzed with fear.  It was that feeling...that caused me to go to the clinic.

But let’s start with my journey of 10 years ago.

Back in Mexico...my country...my home...the place where my parents live and worry about me...it was that place that I was born.

We left Mexico for a better life...coming to Milwaukee, because my cousin told us there were jobs here and not much problems with immigration.  Only time will tell if that was a wise thing to do.

Miguel, my husband...he came first...just to test the waters...for safety...was there really work for us...could life be better.  Anything was better than what we left.  I am talking financially.  We had a place to live...but literally....we did not sometimes know if we would be able to earn money to feed our three small children.  A once promising factory had closed and laid many, many people off.  Miguel came and found work right away.  We later came across and Miguel came to meet us in a town away from the border.  I never told him what had happened to me when I crossed.  I have not told many people and had told no one until I came to the clinic.

At first things were good between Miguel and me.  The children were so happy to see him.  But I shut down for reasons I could not understand.  He got hurt at work and they let him go.  They just told him that his job was eliminated.  He was very sad and angry...and sometimes took it out on us.  Not during the week.  He worked very hard agency jobs...and would come home and often crash to sleep after eating.  But on the weekends, he would buy a lot of beer and drink many of them and become....well....meaner than I have ever known him to be.  He is gone now...I don't know where...he just left on his own.  I overheard onetime that he left with another woman...but I am still waiting for him to return.

I had no choice but to find work then.  I did...in a factory...and it was a good job.  I worked there two years.  There was what they call a raid.  It did not seem like a raid...nobody ran...the men and women were nice.  They asked me lots of questions.  I only told them one untruth...that was when they asked me if I had children here.  When you have children and you need to feed them...or you want a better life for them than you had...there are no borders.  To the man who asked...I had no children here.  

My cousin and his wife cared for my kids for five weeks.  This is how long it took me to come back to Milwaukee.  I did not get hurt this time...it just took me a while to do it...and I got returned twice before I was on a bus for Milwaukee.  I was determined!  I am a mother.

Someone once asked me are you glad you came north?

Well, my three boys are in school and they are doing well in their classes.  That was not the case in Mexico.  We do not have Miguel...but I hope he will return some day.  I lost the best job that I ever have when I was sent back to Mexico...but I am searching for one like it.  My cousin is still doing ok...he helps us and I, in turn, do much for him...I clean and cook for both he and his wife...and care for their kids, also.

Despite that, my health had deteriorated. I had gained much more wt. than I ever thought I would.  I did not know why.  I did not try to...and I don't think that I ate much more than I used to.  I actually used to be too skinny.  In the clinic, they did some tests and discovered that I had both high blood pressure and diabetes.  I cannot tell you how shocked and sad I was to hear that.  I was already depressed and this just made me not want to go on.  I was also afraid of so much...immigration, crime, my kids being with other kids who brought trouble.  We stayed inside mostly. While we enjoyed being with each other, my ability to enjoy my kids seemed to be lessening...and they were worried about me.  Finally, one of them told me I should go see a doctor.

This is when I went to the clinic.

Here is where things changed.  Here is what happened.

They smiled at me when I came in...I think I almost smiled back.

The woman there I saw in the exam room asked me lots of questions.  I thought I would just get some medicine or a prescription for something I could not afford.  I did leave with pills for my diabetes, but mostly, la doctora wanted to hear about my life.  I did get a flu shot and had blood drawn and I was asked to come back within a week.  They gave me information to read.  My oldest son had to read it to me...I did not tell them and they did not ask.

I have learned a lot since those days...changed a lot.  I found out about Core...and joined a program there.  I joined a 6 week class for people who have developed illnesses that won't go away....diabetes, arthritis, and others.

Since then...I have learned more and more. I learned I could get help with my past traumas...even right here in the building.  I also learned that just doing two things would make a difference...and did make a difference for my family.  We started walking together...and we ceremonially poured the Pepsi down the drain. We still have it for a treat...but not as our regular beverage.  And we read about health together.  My boys, who had become quite round..., are now...well...I still think they are too skinny, but the clinic says no.

Oh, and that class for people with illnesses that won't go away.  I would not be able to go now.  Mine went away.
