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The sun rose gently over the hills of San Sebastián, stretching golden fingers across the farmland as if waking it from sleep. Dew clung to the olive leaves, sparkling like tiny stars that had fallen from the night sky and forgotten how to return. Chickens clucked softly near the coop, and the earth breathed out the warm, familiar scent of soil and grass.

Rosita Sanchez stood barefoot at the edge of the field, her toes curled into the cool dirt.

She tilted her face toward the sky and sang.

Her voice drifted low at first, a quiet hum that moved with the breeze. Then it grew soft notes rising and falling like birds learning to fly. The melody had no words yet. Rosita rarely used words when she sang to the fields. Words were heavy. Music was free.

She lifted the hem of her skirt and twirled slowly, letting the song spill from her chest and float across the rows of crops. The olive trees seemed to listen. Even the wind slowed, as if it didn’t want to interrupt.

Rosita always felt like this in the mornings light, full, as though something bright lived inside her and wanted to escape.

“Rosita!”

The voice cut through the air, sharp and sudden.

Her song faltered.

Rosita turned toward the sound and saw her father, Miguel Sanchez, standing by the wooden fence. His straw hat shaded his face, but she could tell from the tight line of his mouth that he’d been listening longer than she realized.

He sighed, rubbing his hand across his beard. “You’re supposed to be feeding the goats.”

Rosita smiled sheepishly and hurried over, lifting the metal bucket beside her. “I was,” she said. “I just... started singing.”

Miguel nodded, though his eyes drifted back to the field she’d been dancing in. “I heard.”

Rosita’s heart fluttered. “Was it bad?”

“No,” he said quickly. Too quickly. “It was... fine.”

That word again. Fine.

Miguel gestured toward the barn. “The animals don’t feed themselves. Come.”

Rosita followed him, her bucket bumping against her leg with each step. As they walked, she hummed quietly under her breath, barely louder than the crunch of gravel beneath her feet.

Miguel stopped walking.

Rosita stopped too.

He turned to face her, his expression tired but gentle. “Rosita.”

“Yes, Papa?”

“Not now,” he said softly. “Work first.”

Her humming faded.

They finished the morning chores in near silence. Rosita fed the goats and chickens, refilled water troughs, and swept the barn floor while Miguel checked fences and counted crates. The work was familiar; she had been doing it for as long as she could remember. The farm was their life. Every fence post, every row of crops carried their sweat and time.

Still, as Rosita worked, music filled her head.

The clink of buckets made rhythms. The bleating goats added harmony. Even the creak of the barn door sounded like a note waiting to be placed.

She wanted to sing again but she didn’t.

Not when her father was watching.

When the sun climbed higher and the heat settled in, Miguel finally wiped his brow and nodded toward the house. “Breakfast.”

Inside, the small kitchen smelled of bread and olive oil. Miguel poured milk into chipped cups while Rosita sat at the table, swinging her feet.

“You’ve got dirt on your cheek,” Miguel said, passing her a slice of bread.

Rosita wiped her face, smearing it instead.

Miguel smiled despite himself. “You’re just like your mother,” he murmured.

The smile slipped from Rosita’s face.

“My mother sang too,” she said quietly.

Miguel froze.

The kitchen grew very still.

He turned away, pretending to adjust the stove. “Eat your breakfast.”

Rosita hesitated. She had learned which questions made the air heavy. Still, the words pushed themselves out.

“Do you think she still sings?”

Miguel didn’t answer right away.

“She chose her path,” he finally said. “And we chose ours.”

Rosita picked at her bread. “I didn’t choose.”

Miguel faced her now, his eyes soft but serious. “The land feeds us. It keeps us together. That’s what matters.”

“But music—”

“No.” His voice was firm, though not angry. “Music is a hobby, Rosita. Not a life.”

Her chest tightened. “It feels like more.”

Miguel sighed and knelt beside her chair. “Dreams can take people away,” he said gently. “I don’t want to lose you too.”

Rosita looked down at her hands. She didn’t know how to explain that when she sang, she felt closer to herself not farther away.

After breakfast, Miguel headed back outside. Rosita lingered at the table, staring at the sunlight pouring through the window. Dust motes floated in the air like tiny dancers.

She hummed again, just a little.

Later that afternoon, Rosita met her friends near the old stone well at the edge of town.

Amelia was already there, leaning against the well with her arms crossed and a grin that hinted she was planning something. Her dark curls bounced when she waved.

“You’re late,” Amelia said.

“My father had extra chores,” Rosita replied.

Nico sat nearby with a small guitar resting on his knee, plucking strings absently. Javier skipped stones across the shallow stream, counting each bounce.

“You look sad,” Javier said, glancing at Rosita.

Rosita shrugged. “Papa doesn’t like it when I sing.”

Amelia rolled her eyes. “Parents never do. That’s why dreams need friends.”

Nico smiled shyly. “Did you write anything new?”

Rosita nodded. “In my head.”

“That counts,” Nico said.

They sat together beneath the shade of a fig tree. Nico played a gentle tune, and Rosita couldn’t help herself; she sang along, her voice weaving around the notes like thread.

For a moment, the world felt right again.

Amelia clapped softly when the song ended. “You’re going to be amazing one day,” she said. “Everyone will hear you.”

Rosita looked toward the distant hills, where her farm waited. “What if I’m not allowed to sing?”

Javier frowned. “Allowed by who?”

Rosita didn’t answer.

That evening, as the sky turned pink and orange, Rosita climbed the small hill behind her house. She liked it there. From the top, she could see the fields stretch endlessly, framed by mountains and sky.

She sat cross-legged and pulled a worn notebook from her bag.

Inside were blank pages and a few lyrics written in neat, careful handwriting that wasn’t hers.

Her mother’s.

Rosita traced the words with her finger, whispering them aloud before letting the melody find them.

She sang softly, so softly the night might not notice.

But Miguel noticed.

He stood at the bottom of the hill, watching his daughter sing to the sunset. The sound reached him like an echo from another life, a life he thought he had buried.

When Rosita finished, Miguel called her name.

She flinched.

Slowly, she turned.

Miguel climbed the hill and stood beside her, his hands shoved deep into his pockets.

“That song,” he said, “where did you learn it?”

Rosita swallowed. “It was Mama’s.”

Miguel closed his eyes.

“I don’t want you chasing shadows,” he said. “Music won’t protect you. The land will.”

Rosita stood, her voice trembling but brave. “But when I sing, I feel like I’m glowing inside.”

Miguel looked at her and saw the same fire that once lived in the woman he loved.

“That glow can burn you,” he said quietly. “Please, Rosita. Sing when you’re done working. Sing for yourself. But don’t let it take over your life.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
LdtfeSlz«r

J* Chasmg Dreams

it

+

A’hu
THEODORE CHUCHU SIESCOTT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





