INTERDISIPLENARY PROJECT:

“LIFE STORY OF AN IMMIGRANT”

BY: RYAN DELLOLIO

Part I: Life Story Of An Immigrant

Fictional Immigrant’s Name- Slavdok Ragnov

Fictional Immigrant’s Country of Origin- Russia

Part II: Departure

Departure Letter- (Next Page/Attached Envelope)

November 3, 1901

Dear Natasha,
Well dearest, our time has come.  My immediate and unyielding venture into the night was a sudden and abrupt action, but definitely not a foolish one.  Yes, I indeed left you, my wife, in our glorious home country, but my actions will pay off with a new, more marvelous home that will allow us to put in perspective our poor, communist controlled lives.  In three months I anticipate retrieving you, after I have found a steady job, and adequate housing. I have gone to start a new life, a meaningful life, and ultimately a happy life, in America, the home of all homes.

You do not make my, and eventually your disappearance any more known than it already is.  It is obvious that most of our debts will never be paid off.   All you need to do is support yourself.  Don’t send post, don’t receive post.  Most important of all, don’t open the door.  We’re probably not on the Czar’s “most loyal people” list.  I paid only one quarter of this year’s tax.  The government would hang you at any chance they get.  But please my love, don’t be alarmed.  America will solve all of our problems.  I would enjoy seeing your lovely, comforting face beside me on the ship, but we both know that would be too risky.  Yes it will be tough…but true freedom is so close that I can almost feel it.

I hope this sudden change hasn’t startled you Natasha.  I have been planning for this glorious day for weeks, – no, months in advance.  The money I left will support you, and only you, just until I travel back to Russia again, to bring you back to the gold paved roads of The United States of America.  I have arranged for the children be informed of our migration, and all we can hope for is that they will eventually follow in our footsteps. They are grown now, and are living their own lives.  Use this small amount of money wisely, for it is all we have.  I have taken the eight dollars for the entrance fee, and six dollars for the boat ride.  I am considered clean, and free of diseases, according to Dr. Luini, so I should have no trouble passing through the golden doors.  Spend your time wisely, stay healthy, and never lose hope.  My love is with you, and always will be, until the day I die.  It is today we start our journey.  The journey of freedom. 

Best Wishes,

Slovdok 

Three Objects- (Next Page)







                     November 10, 1901

Dear Diary,


My travel to America will indeed be a gracious and glorious one mentally, but physically it will rack my bones and shatter my spine.  I am not prepared for this journey which, through my eyes, is one of epic proportions.  It alarms me that against all efforts, I will never be prepared.  I have been notified that there is limited space, and I can only bring three items to start my new life.  I must chose wisely.  My selection will resemble me, my children, and their children.  They will say, “Hey that’s what papa brought on his journey,” or, “Wow, that’s all papa had!”  All I can do is hope.  Hope for health, hope for  fortune, hope for light at the end of the tunnel.


A lock of hair.  A “jewel,” a precision cut piece of history with distinct features.  It can be a human’s branded benchmark, or their most sincere gratitude.  Natasha- her hair, flowing smooth, long, and grey, with a beauty only to be found in the center of a heart, or in the twinkle of an eye.  Her lock of hair will be mine, forever, on my immigration journey.  I will look at it, cherish it, and admire it.  I will remind me of her, her pleasant perfume smell, her warm smile.  As I touch it, it’s silky smooth texture  caresses my fingers, and my soul.  I  will carry it and protect it, until my Natasha comes to start a new life with me.


They always say pictures say one thousand words, and in a way, they do.  I know my picture will.  I shall bring a picture of Russia, my Russia..  I will bring a photograph of my house, located on the barren plain near the chapel.  This symbol is very important to me not because of it’s physical importance, but of it’s moral and sentimental value to me.  I will keep it, cherish it, and never let it go.  It will remind me of what I had, will never go back to, and of what I gladly left.  It will be a  memory.  Just a memory.  And I hope to keep it that way.  I will touch it, and over time it will fade.  Hopefully it will.  It will let me know that I have survived.  That I have survived long and hard in America.


You know diary, if there’s one thing I took for granted in Russia, it would be a mirror.  I didn’t think much of it until now.  I’d look in, fix myself, and leave.  No thought required.  As I am sitting here, I realize many things I didn’t notice before.  This made me, after a long thought process, bring my small, faded mirror.  I will use it not to look and fix my clothes or hair, but to awaken me and remind me of myself.  I the pioneer of my family.  As I look into it, it will show me my Russian back round, and my heritage which I will make sure follows me to the United States of America.  It will tell:

My Beloved self; my religion; my homeland; my love for Natasha; my sacrifice; my endurance ; my freedom.

Diary, wish me luck.  I will never go back, never, honestly.  In a way I am happy I can only bring a limited amount of possessions.  It will guide me along the path of starting a totally fresh new life.  I am going to America, the land of gold paved roads, and I will never regret a thing.  This land will be one of questions, and not of assumptions.  Those questions, those fears, those dreams, will only be restricted by my imagination.








Slavdok

Part III- The Journey (Narrative Poem)

Perspectives

-Slavdok Ragnov-

Walking to the port,

With passport locked in hand;

I am here to start a-

Journey to a new land.

As I walk on board,

It’s presence near and wide;

I see my life, I see my dreams,

Almost see the other side.

There is fear, strength, and hope,

Inside of me this day;

I’m full of mixed emotions,

I have not a word to say.

Silence has brought upon me, 

The departure near and far;

I’m so glad to move 

There’s no mercy in my czar.

I see blacks, whites and Russians,

Italians, the English, and Jews;

They’re striving for the same thing,

It’s freedom that they choose.

Waves are crashing everywhere,

All land has just been cleared;

I can see the ocean blue and-,

My cheek throws down a tear.

I hope never in my lifetime,

Will I see this once more;

People shoved in corners,

On rooftops, and near doors. 

Crisp, crackle, and swish,

Are the many sounds I hear;

Talk of love, sounds of joy,

The occasional crack of fear.

Natasha is here with me now,

Although her bodies not;

She keeps me striving everyday,

So I don’t cripple on the spot

The weather’s cold and dreary,

Lady Liberty’s nowhere in sight;

Food is almost gone now,

And sea-sickness has set upon me a fright.

As I search around me, 

For people I might know;

I try to feel some comfort,

But I know that won’t be so.

*

I know it, I know it.

We probably got lost, or-

WAIT!…WAIT! There she is!

America’s symbol, the Statue of Liberty!

We have definitely been rescued, 

Against our risky chance;

The US’s golden symbol,

Has freedom in her stance!

Part IV- The Arrival (Persuasive Essay)

In our case Natasha, my love, our striving for freedom was our major misconception all along.  We were always free, mentally, like birds in a sky of open blue.  Physically, we were lacking.  I,- rather we have filled this gap.  In America, freedom exists far and wide, and beautiful sites encompass my vision.  Our strength and pride have paid off with great, if not glorious outcomes so mighty, their everlasting effects grow more potent everyday.  There’s always a nice soul in town and opportunities beyond imagination.  America’s mine Natasha, now we can make it ours.  

America is able to take in the senses, mix them up, and throw them out so gracefully and lovingly, they would intimidate all who live, or want to live decent lives.  The smell, the environment, the people.  Yes… the many people.  Blacks, whites, Russians, Italians, Jewish, Polish, what have you.  I was planning on retrieving you from Russia Natasha, but that is solely up to you to decide.  I would not want to hurt you.  I know it is the right choice, and I hope you will stumble upon that same reality: The US is the place to be.  I haven’t found the gold paved roads, nor have I searched for them, but there sure is a lot in comparison.  I have a moderate house.  Not overly luxurious, but it fits my needs.   I live with two other families, extremely nice ones at that.  This house which they call a “tenement,” is at an excellent location for me and eventually…hopefully…you.  It’s only five blocks down from the button factory, so I can easily commute to work.  Yes, there are long days, long weeks, and trembling hours with no relief in sight, but that should not stop anyone from being attracted to this abundant place.  Yes, there are many hardship’s, but good things always follow with time.

Naive ness has definitely flowed through everyone here, but America is surely the land of hope and opportunities.  “Привет,” (Russian Hello) I said, to the Island Officer who in turn brought me to the “Big Man.”  “Big Man” gave me two ticket’s and $15.  One ticket reading: 3yr Board…175 Madison, The other: Give to elector official on November 7.  He will put in vote for Roosevelt.  I followed all instructions, not having a clue what it was for and in the blink of an eye I had a democratic say, money and a place to live.  America is the umbrella that diverts pain for rich or poor, dirty or clean, together or alone, black or white, nice or nasty.  I guess what I’m trying to say is for you, clean, healthy, beautiful you, rejection is not an option.  Join me Natasha, life is better here.  My enthusiasm is limited without you. 

Many things are here, my love, but none as eye catching as the environment.  Look up, you see tall slender buildings standing tall and proud to dominate over the rest, swaying side to side to enforce their authority.  At night, they join together with lady liberties torch to welcome in  the immigrant ships, filled with people who will eventually fill their halls and climb their stairs, just as I have.  And then you look down.  Ten thousand boats trot and gallop through the web of NYC rivers.  They move strong and proud.  They never give up as the waves come crashing in.  They are an example for others.

Natasha, these sudden changes in our lives will effect us, and many of our ancestors, but that should not put the burden of obligation on our shoulders.  I have seen scores of men waste away in the arms of fear, entrapment, and terror that Russia holds so bluntly to all in her reach.  Is that the way to be born, live, and eventually die? Will it offer choices, opportunities and possibilities?  It is a definite, and perspicuous NO!  Make the right choice Natasha… It’s now or never.  Your future…our future…is in your hands.

Part V: Demise

Slavdok Ragnov’s  Eulogy

Read By: Natasha Ragnov (Surviving Wife)


A wise man once said, “Imitation is our sincerest form of flattery.”  I never knew that man.  But I did know one other.  This other man’s imitation was no flattery, it was necessity.   The opportunities, possibilities, and everlasting ideas all became evident to this other man, named Slavdok, who I am proud to call my husband.  Lovingly and caringly, he forwarded that evidence to me.


My husband rarely did anything to benefit his own well being.  It was never, “I need more milk for my coffee,” it was, “Should I buy you more eggs for your omelet?”  You see, Slavdok didn’t go to America so he, or even we, could initially start a new life.  He traveled there first to be able to reserve and “test” the land for me, and that’s the uncontested truth.


Our marriage was a blessing.  We both had nothing, then we got everything, all like that.  Then came the kids.  Gee…the way Slavdok loved the kids.  His Box-O-Fun, Super Dooper Charlie Poopers.  But…they did get older.  We sent them off to boarding school.  Boy, did he miss Petrov, Lance, and Mimi.  Money was sent, postcards, gifts.  I guess he was in denial, visited them once, maybe twice.  None-the-less he kept his hopes up, after all, they were still his.  Living everyday like there’s no tomorrow.  At this point, America entered our lives.


Yes, America created stored , and nurtured our dreams, but America destroyed them too.  We lived our lives.  We Voted, Paid tax.  But then came the accident.  That solemn, but true day when America spared us, left us hanging.  Her big, steel beam came down and slaughtered Slavdok.  Left him to die.  His last words of, “Liberty lives,” rattled and echoed through his petrified spine that day.  I didn’t understand what he said, that is until now.  Heck, I didn’t want to…too much pain.  But I figure that Slavdok meant liberty, freedom exists with rich or poor, skinny or plump, intelligent or not, naughty or nice, but overall, dead or alive.


I leave you tonight with a final, but simple message.  I vow to all of you here that a tear shall not be shed for Slavdok. Shed it for the thousands, if not millions of men, women, and children, who perished trying to even touch upon what he accomplished.  They struggled to follow in his footsteps, for they yearned the American Dream.


Slavdok will always remain in our hearts.


Thank You
