I Am Happy.

I was a child and I was happy. I was happy at the beach, at the dinner table, playing soccer with other kids. I was still happy playing Cowboys and Indians with my brother, unfortunately he left, but we all knew he had left from the beginning. I was happy watching my sister brush her hair, my mother washing dishes, my father smoking his Romeo y Juliette and what a fine smell it was. I'd also like to add that I was happy. Then I was a prisoner.

My mom's family was in America. My dad's wasn't. I always thought it was funny that my mom wanted to move in with her separated family because it tore ours apart. My brother wasn't concerned; he was gone at the first chance given to him. He said it was to better his education. I said, “Oh.”

The freedom flights began to take Cubans to America. It was difficult to get on the list but we did it. I said goodbye. Twice. My sorrows and fears came twice. Everything hurt twice. They delayed our flight after I visited my friends. After all the tears and promises of remembering. After I walked the steps to my father and said goodbye, I came home. I came home with my mother and sister, numb, drained from all the goodbyes. After a few days the plane was scheduled. Everything meant nothing. The tears were anti-climatic and nothing felt genuine. I had already said goodbye, I was already gone. I had no idea that would be the last time I would hold my dad.

Mr. "Don't Cry" and the stewardess gave me the captain's wing pin and by captain's I mean pretty much the same as everyone else’s. I threw up. I threw up the tears I held back, the last minute goodbyes, my friends and family, the wing pin, my home. I threw it all up on the polyester blue floor and when I wiped my mouth I was still numb.

Baked, roasted, fat-free, condensed, fried, processed 15-year-old mind. My mother and I stood in the grocery store aisle for a long time. We had just witnessed the choices that seemed uneventful and meaningless to some but new and confusing to us. I stood there. My mother stood there. The shelves filled with different shapes, sizes, colors, contents, and fats screamed "Welcome to America, land of choice."

I tried to attend school but they didn't want me to. They didn't provide ESL, they just stuck me and a couple other Cuban kids in a regular English class, us sitting there as if we had read the great works of William Blake and Shakespeare. They would take role and yell "Laybut" as I waited to hear "Labat". I was absent a lot.

My first job was a paperboy, a Puerto Rican kid got me the job. I only knew how to say "25 cents" and "Sunday or no Sunday" so conversations after that, well, then there's some kid standing in your door smiling, not talking.

My brother and sister were my bookends. My sister, on the left of the books was frozen, stuck in Cuba, holding on to a culture over seas. My brother, on the right side was new, American, free. He was the all American boy and he seemed happy. What am I? I'm me adapting to me. I'm a political refugee, I'm not American. I've found no hope in America. I sat in America while my country strived, my friends grew up and my father passed on. There is no American Dream. I want the Cuban Dream. I want to be happy. Happy at the beach, at the dinner table, playing soccer with other kids. I open my eyes and I'm there on the beach, digging holes in the sand, my dad reading a book, occasionally glancing over, smiling to himself. I'm happy.

