Big and Orange


Whenever I drove up to my great big house, I felt engulfed in warmth. The house was so welcoming, from the deep orange stucco covering the outside, to the rich red walls on the inside. On the outside of the house, next to all the orange was a giant African Tulip tree, with extravagant orange flowers. The tree stood tall, surrounded by neatly mowed grass. Next to the grass was the concrete driveway that looked as dull as a brick wall. But next to the driveway was the earth-toned slate walkway, placed square after square, leading up to the big shiny wood doors. When the doors were opened I could see my reflection in the sparkling marble floors. And when I looked up I thought that the ceiling would never stop. I thought it went all the way up to space. The farther in I went the more at home I felt.

When I lived in this big orange house, I loved to have friends over. We always slept by the big picture window, where we could look out and see the tall Eucalyptus trees and all the stars in the sky beyond. Looking out into the deep blackness that is space, we always used to wonder what could happen out there.


This house built my childhood—12 years of it. I will never forget it, and it will never forget me. This house grew my imagination, and grew many friendships. It saw 12 great birthday celebrations and many fun times. When I look at this house and the tree I think of me. The African Tulip tree grew with me. It wasn’t even ten feet tall when my parents brought me home from the hospital after I was born. When we moved from this house when I was 12 the tree towered at more than 30 feet.  We have both grown.

I chose to share about this beautiful house because it has been the most amazing and memorable place I have ever lived. With all of the friends I had there and all the fun, it was has definitely a wondrous adventure. 
