
Scattered Childhood Memories
The sweet aroma of churros and elote always transports me back to childhood. Every

Friday night after my dad's construction shift, we'd post up on the corner of 18th and

Valencia, where the same smiling street vendors had parked their carrito for decades.

More than just feeding my once-rumbling belly, that edible gateway connected me to

generations of stories and struggles.

Then there was the time I accidentally crashed my cousin's Quinceanera, assuming the

neon pink Hummer limo was just part of the spectacle outside our Venice abuelita's

house. I vividly recall mariachi dancers glaring as I bounded up, tugging at the frilly skirt I

had seen through her bedroom window just days before. Hoisting me up, she swept me

into a whirlwind of perfumes, hairspray, and overwhelming joy - grander than any fairy

tale.

But my most formative memory traces back to the ranch where we'd spend summers in

rural Jalisco. I still feel the warm cat's tongue scoring my tiny palms as our family

wrangled newborn calves into the dusty corral. The raw, primal energy drumming in those

nursery hills taught me humans are just part of nature's grand tapestry, coexisting with

howling canine packs and wild jackrabbits that darted bravely through twilight shadows.


