I was born in 1980, in a small village which is about 200 km from the capital city of my province. I was born into a lower-class family living among a rural society, from which I could get almost anything I wanted as a child: a warm neighborhood, many friends, and many things as well as places to play. However, coming from a lower-class family also gave me some negative experiences such as losing my toy when it was used by my father to repair his farming tool.

I used to go to the fields to help my parents to farm. Despite being taught by my parents that I should enjoy working, I never really did . It was the same for my parents  - they were taught the same thing by their parents. Therefore I understand why I was asked to do so. Although I was rarely at home (I have been staying far away from home since I was in junior high school), whenever I had a holiday and went home I used to (and still do) go to the fields to help my father.

I was admitted to an elementary school in 1987 without having gone to   kindergarten. Why I was not sent to a kindergarten might have been for financial reasons. However, my father had prepared me pretty well before sending me to school. Every evening he taught me how to read and write. He taught me so well,  that I could read and write very well when I went to school. I was sent to a private Islamic elementary school called Madrasah Ibtidaiyah Darussalam. In 1993, I moved to another town far from home to study in a private Islamic Junior High School. In 1996, I continued my study in a state Islamic Senior High School, but it was still in the same town as my Junior High School. After finishing my senior High School, I moved (again for financial reasons) to another town to continue my study in a state Institute of Islamic Studies.

I am the only one in my family who had a higher education and I think it was my fortune to be the last child, because as soon as my sister and brothers became independent, my parents could do many things for me - more than for my sister and brothers. As my sister and brothers needed less attention form my parents, so they gave more to me. My parents graduated from elementary school. One of my three brothers graduated from elementary school, two of them graduated from junior high school, but they took several courses afterwards, and my sister graduated from a diploma program, but she did it with her own money after she got a job.

As an Indonesian born to an economically lower-class family, living in a small village far away from the city, I had never planned to study in Europe, and never dreamt of studying in the Netherlands. I thought it was almost impossible for me since the Rupiah (Indonesian currency) is, just like me, a lower-class currency. I might have a dream to study abroad and I might want to, but of course I had to consider many things, and it led me to the  conclusion that it was almost impossible for me to study overseas. It was almost impossible, yet it was not completely impossible. There are always possibilities in such a matter, but I thought, at the time, the only possibility was to get a scholarship or a miracle.

Finally, through luck or a miracle, my dream came true. I just got the information about the program from my friends, sent in the application form, was interviewed, trained, and finally here I am in the Netherlands. Many of my friends were well-prepared and had received all the information well before “D-day” (unlike me -  I only had the information a few hours before the deadline) Despite being well-prepared, many of my friends failed. I did not do anything special and I did not do any serious preparation as many of my friends did, but finally it is me who is here in the Netherlands.  I think I am not wrong if I say that it was a miracle for me, a small miracle.

