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The colorful reality of what my land once was. Everyone looks like me, everyone talks like me. 

Bang, Crash! The window howls.

As I enter the house, I try to cover my ears, everywhere I look our military stands, armed with their big, heavy booming devices. “Marisol!” Papa calls, clearly distressed. I clutch my How Aspens Survive book and slowly creep down the stairs. The sorrowful flowers droop down as papa tucks my crisp curls behind my ears, tears threatening to burst from his ojos.

The depressing plane is filled with other children big and small, all eyes are filled with sadness.

It felt as if my eyes were burning by the time we reached America. This land was old and gray. No kids playing ball on the streets, no happy neighborhood chatter, all the people were gone and it seemed as if all hope was lost.

All I could see was gray, nothing of the colorful culture of my humble Northern Mexico. I wouldn’t cry, I would explore. I would find life in little to no life places, I would thrive like a tree in a patch of rain.

An elderly couple is waiting for me as I exit the plane.

As we ride through the busy gray-skied city, all I can do is stare down at my book as weird sounds fly out of their mouths, I only hear the booms and my crying parents as I see the new, small, dull tan, building that is supposed to be the new home.

No familia or things that bring me joy, the colors of the house and furniture are dark and hopeless.

School isn’t much better, fake, flavorless food, weird symbols on posters, and faces full of sympathy follow me to the nature section in the library.

As I walk out of school that day, I see a patch of green, a smile spreads across my dimples as I chase the leaf as if it is the only thing of hope, as if it is papa and mama. I find a patch of flowers to do today’s tarea and it feels like I am home. Like a friend in a lost forest finally being brought back to me so long after.

After school every day I run to that flower patch to bask in the joy of the vivid colors.

“¿Hola?” A familiar toon fills my ears as a look up from the family image. The colors fill my ears as I offer an apple and a seat next to me.

The rest is history. Through days of nature walks, and library sessions I start to see the music of America. Someone familiar and something new, Abuela’s extravagant recipe for adventure.
