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The Doll House


The tiny house on Nile. So tiny, the neighbors would call it the doll house. This is the house I spent my years in as a kid. Playing with dolls and cooking sets in my pink perky room. Practicing my ballet routine in my purple leotard, my feet thumpity thump thumping on the hard wood floor, while my Dad watched sports on the television so big if it was hollow, a pack of squirrels could live in it. When I would get scared at night I would run to my parents’ bedroom and all I had to do was run through the bathroom.  It wasn’t very easy to get lost in our small house. As my mom cooked she would tell us “no pases por la cocina” she was always telling us don’t run through the kitchen because she would trip over us. That’s when I slumped my shoulders and stomped my way to my bedroom. Out my window I see a smaller version of a pine tree in the front yard which my mom hated. Our huge front yard that called me to play so I run out in my Minnie Mouse overalls and do cartwheels in the grass, play soccer or even sometimes just lay there and watch the clouds as they pass by slowly in the form of potatoes and turtles. That’s when I was oblivious and happy as can be. The back yard was huge too, all grass. There were a lot of trees that gave fruits and spoke to you in whispers when the wind flew by like birds. Apple trees, prune trees, fig trees and 2 pine trees that my mom also hated. The yards were bigger than the house itself, which I was okay with. The house fit us. 

The tiny blue house towards the corner on Nile that everyone called the doll house matched us like a left shoe to a right shoe. I miss that small house.
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