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Task 1
The Dream

I was leaving. The shore of Limerick was moaning as I stepped into the boat.
Waves were dashing miserably on the hull, and I heard people talking about that I didn’t going to make it. People were afraid they would be deported. The potato crops had failed three years in a row, and this was my only hope.
I had seen pictures of the tall, fiery buildings and the Statue of Liberty. This was our dream.
The stairs were old and rotten. It’s not much more to say about the rest of the boat.
The bed was three planks nailed together, and there were termites everywhere. This was going to be my bed the next weeks, and the boat was small.

We were thirty persons in the boat, old, young and occasionally a whole family.

Although we all looked different, we were sharing the same dream, a new home and a fresh start.

After five days, there began to develop a horrible smell. There were five days since people had their last bath. It began to aching. People couldn’t move as we were crammed together.
Children began to cough, and their parents begged them to stop. 
We couldn’t see any mercy on Ellis Island, and people’s faces became paler as every day passed.

We had now sailed for thirteen days, and I couldn’t feel my legs. 

There were vomits on the floor, and the storm was rattling us around like a little toy in a casket. People became more seasick every day passed, and the children were crying.

A man came down the stairs. He told us to go on deck, and so did we.
We could see America, the tall buildings from the pictures. The Statue of Liberty was talking to me as I walked up the stairs. “Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to be free.”

Behind the statue, we could see Dark Ellis Island. Our future decided there.

There was a slim line between heaven and hell. When we got there, we were waiting in a queue for the doctor to examining us. I was the last. I took off my clothes, and stretched out my tongue. 

The Doctor looked into my eyes, and said that I had a serious fever. He said he won’t let me enter America. I got send home.
I felt an arrow through my heart. The statue was not greeting me anymore.

I just had to laugh at the man who destroyed my life. Whole my life had I lived with closed eyes and waited for this time. I decided to run.

I ran, ran as fast as I could. A pistol shot from behind was hitting me in my back. I began to feel warm, felt down on my knees, and begging: “Please god! But God was nowhere to be found.”
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