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The Beginning of Genesis
	Genesis. The story that begins the many adventures in the Bible. The name that’s associated with any religious household. The name I was stuck with since the first breath I took in that cold, white hospital—the beginning of my adventure as my mother’s first child. 
I was about seven when I first asked my mom why she named me the beginning. I was fed up with all the Valentine's cards with misspelled names and teachers mispronouncing my name off the school roster on the brown clipboard. Instead, I would have wanted to be one of the other names my mom had listed on her name ideas list, like Mercedes or Idalis. But Genesis was the name on that blue and white legal document. She told me it was because I was her first child, and it was a fitting name. It wasn’t until I got older that I realized how true that is.
	 Not only was I my mother’s first child, I was also her first and only daughter. I was her mother and her grandmother's first grandchild whom they cared for even after they fought with my mother about having a child at a young age.  I was her first lifetime best friend who stuck by her side through thick and thin. I was her first laugh whenever she had bad days. Her first fight she couldn’t walk away from, even if she tried her hardest.  I was her next child’s first sibling, the one person my brother Marqui could depend on to be protected from life.
Once I got older, I became my mom’s first outstanding student, who asked questions and got good grades. I was my mother’s first fighter, who would beat up anyone who bullied me or anyone who bothered other people. I was the first to come home with rewards displayed in the brown wooden China cabinet tucked away in the corner of the living room. I was the first sense of pride my mother ever got that she could show off to her friends and the rest of the family. However, that pride would lead to my mother’s first child-related problem. 
Once I started middle school, my confidence drained, and the bullying got worse. My father had stopped seeing me on the weekends, and my great-grandfather had passed away. I went through hell and back as I experienced my first heartbreak from a man who left and a man who passed. My attitude got worse, and my mother and I would fight more often. I wouldn’t start fights with anyone, but I finished them. I turned into my mom’s first troublemaker while she was already having a hard time with Marqui in school.  The troublemaking started getting out of hand and lead from fights at school to discipline at the church I attended. Now, I’m not as religious as my name makes me out to be. My mother is the same in that way. I mean, I'm sure a holy child wouldn't get kicked out of a church after asking questions that would condescend our lord and savior. Yet, I stood there in the middle of a confirmation class, staring intensely into my teacher's eyes as his index finger pointed at the exit while I shook like a maraca with boiling blood and tears filling my eyes. 
The older I got, the worse the fights got between me and my mom, but those fights also led to first apologies and first tear-jerking deep conversations, and all of them started because of my firsts. My first fight against the people who bullied me at school, my first heartbreak, my first time raising three children while my mother worked. My first time being a full-time caretaker for my great-grandmother after we found out she had early stages of dementia. The first time I realized how mature I had to get growing up was what led to my first breakdown. The first’s never stopped, and they never will. I will continue being a lot of my mother’s firsts, a lot of my family’s firsts, and many of my firsts will impact my life, just like the meaning of my name, Genesis. The beginning of the story of life and as time progresses, all these beginnings will follow me into the next classroom or next career, and I will tackle them with strength.  
