


I walk around each room, making sure to take in every detail. I see my first room of my very 
own, where I’d write in my journal or play dress up. I remember when my parents let me pick 
out the first color in my room.  I decided on a vibrant green on one half and a deep pink on the 
other. 
My dad, being the kind man he is, tried to persuade me away from those colors in the gentlest 
way by saying, “That’s gonna be ugly.” 
I, being a sassy seven-year-old, told him, “I don’t care whatcha think, Thomas. Now get to 
paintin.’” Yes, I realize I sound like a hick, but somewhere along the way I lost my accent. Two 
days later, when he was nearly done, I decided he was right about the colors and chose to go with 
a nice yellow color, and the process started all over again.  I swear, with how many times we 
painted that room, it seemed significantly smaller when I left it. 
I go past the crack in the wall, where I had thrown my fake microphone because I was frustrated 
I couldn’t sing as well as Hannah Montana.Click, I flip the light switch off, saying farewell to the 
future possibilities that room could’ve brought. 
I descend the stairs that I walked down every Christmas morning since I was born. Click, goes 
the light on another memory. I stand in the kitchen where my dad used to cook us scrambled 
eggs in the morning before school and put our hair in these terrible slicked back ponytails. 
As I near the door, I turn around for one last look at the house that built me. I think about all of 
the lessons I’ve learned here, all the opinions I’ve formed, and memories I’ve made here. I 
realize how much this house has molded and shaped the person I am today. 
I open the door and the light floods in. I thank God not only for this home my family and I built 
together, but for this new chapter of my life. I shut off the last light, making the house go 
dark. Click. 
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