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Foreword  

 

Love among children. On a visit to the 

field where his parents were born Elian 

makes an unexpected encounter with 

other children, in which the girl was 

Rocío. 

Elián's presence provoked jealousy in 

other infants because Rocío fixed his 

gaze on the city boy. The conflict started 

right away. Boys devised a plan: "Give a 

juice Elian" A sour orange juice is 

throwing someone's body; the impact 

fruits and juice open runs throughout the 

body. 
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CHAPTER I 

The history of the town 

 

In a village belonging to the Province 

San José de Ocoa, my parents were born. 

In this beautiful place, locals harvested 

many vegetables, prominent among 

them, vegetables, Auyamas. This tuber, 

also called "fruit child, no need, at that 

time, replanted, because growing up in 

any terrain. The Auyamas were 

everywhere, this gave rise to the place 

you call yourself: (The Auyamas)... the 

villaje keeps  its name. 

  

   There have been many opportunities I 

have had in my parents keep them 

company when they move to the place 

where they were born, most recently it 

has been the most emotional for that 

reason I will tell the experiences of that 

trip. 
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CHAPTER II 

The arrival 

 

We arrived at the house of my 

grandfather, after parking the car, my 

father, without not even greet their 

Monarcas, low luggage, including some 

brought gifts for Dad, so we told the 

father of my father; I got off the car and 

ran to hug him, my sister did the same.   

   With great joy, my grandfather told us 

once -¡cada are big and beautiful!  

One day these are I'll bring for five 

years. My father said jokingly. 

My mother also said: 

Those two kids are driving me crazy, tell 

me if we leave now. 

No, I do not want to stay! - Said my 

sister with sad face. 

Oh no my girl, that's playing, I keep my 

baby! Said my mother. 

   After settling, the conversation 

between adults is around some ailments 

afflicting the grandfather. On the subject, 

my father is the first to review: 

-I what I believe is that you should go 

with us, there are specialists and this 

problem is not to treat him with simple 

tea leaves. 
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That's very true, there you stay with us and until it is 

completely healed, will not return. – my mother says.  

 

While they are talking, I was separated a 

bit and went to a clump of orange, the 

tree was quite short and tried to take a 

fruit, my grandfather who was looking at 

me, shouted: 

-¡Esas are sour !, behind the house is that 

they are sweet. 

Dad, but Elian has been here many times 

and oranges lying, he knows more than 

you mismo.- my father said. 

 

   After listening to my father and 

grandfather, I went to the back of the 

house where they were the 

aforementioned clumps of sweet 

oranges, I had no problem catching 

them, because like sour, these also were 

in knee-deep branches. 

 

   After that and spend two hours, they 

arrived a few children, apparently were 

neighbors of the house. In infants, all my 

age, there was a girl called Dew. Upon 

entering the courtyard of the residence 

dad, Rocío noticed me, that I realized 

then, I will not deny that I also looked, 

but I did it because I caused surprise to 

see her blond hair like wheat; It was lush 

hair, his eyes were too bright and 
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beautiful, the way they made them look 

even more beautiful. 

She approached me and asked: 

-What is your name? Elián I replied. 

Is it the first time you come? He kept 

asking. 

No, I always come with my parents. 

-Do you have a girlfriend? - I wonder. 

   I must say that the question made me 

wonder, did not know that answer, but as 

I could, I replied: 

Of course I not, for now just think of the 

studies. 

'How strange,  city always much love. 

I too fall in love, but my family and my 

studies. 

 

   While talking with Rocio Raul 

approached us, a friend of hers and 

addressing me ... said chamaquito Hey, 

you look like a fagot !, do not realize 

she's in love with you. 

Now the boy fixes his gaze on dew and 

continues: 

Let's look the other boys to make a 

corito, do you think? 

Dew looks at him and says: 

'I'm with you, but if Elián goes. 

-Do not tell me! and who is he to you put 

it as a condition. 
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 Other children also arrived and after 

spending two minutes to realize what 

happens, one of those who came, says: 

Let's get out of here, he fell in love with 

this stupid fagot. 

   I stared at the boy who said that and I 

said: 

I'm not a fag and did not come here 

looking for trouble, but if you seek them 

with me, they are not disown. 

-¡ohhhhhh, now also handsome !, do not 

you're realizing how many are we? Raul 

says. 

He's not alone, if there are problems, 

then we are two. Dew said. 

-¡Otra again, now turned girl, we were 

changed to city bird! Jonathan said, one 

of the children who arrived last. 

-I what I believe is that you must go, I do 

not want Dad to realize. I told them. 

   The boys decide to leave, they took my 

advice and left. 

   For my part I went to the house to get 

me receive my mother and gives me a 

glass of lemon juice after take 

refreshments spent two hours. I stopped 

playing with my little sister and I go 

where my father and say: 

Daddy, I want you to give me 

permission to go play with some little 

friends I met. 


