When the Green Hills Turned Yellow


	Kai blinked, looking at the old house, the yellow paint chipping, and the bars over the windows were rusted, it had just rained. Pulling the decayed gate open, he walked across the lawn. Kai noticed that it was barren with only a few sprouts of grass struggling for life, toys of children dotted the ground. The city was gloriously silhouetted, even sun glistening off glass jungle. 


	“How is this going to end?” He said aloud. The steps were in no better condition, they were old. Creaking.  He walked up them wearily afraid they would buckle under his wait. His foot finally landed on the porch, a journey that seemed to him to have taken an eternity. For a moment he stopped, the memories of his childhood flashing before him. Was it wrong for him to be doing this, to find out who he was? A tear gently found its way down his cheek. He reached forward his finger inches from the doorbell, the sound of a heart pounding in his ear. 


	With out purpose or reason, the ground beneath opened up. Screaming, he fell in to the abyss, like the jaws of hell consuming him. Blink.


? ? ?


What can I say; I was heading towards an alternate future, one that I could not possibly predict. I could day dream all I wanted but I would never know. So many outcomes, so many things that could happen, the suspense was overwhelming.  Together with my girlfriend and two of my best friends, I drove up Oso parkway. Jack and Sam sat in back, Sara in front, quiet. I didn’t want them to be quiet, I wanted them to make me laugh, to be happy but they remained silent, except for questions that were meant to break the awkward silence.


	No one in that car could possibly know what I was going through. It’s a need that permeates right through my dark brown skin, all the way to my heart. It was there in the back of my mind always sneaking up on me whenever my defenses were down.


	We crossed the bridge leading into Mission Viejo. The sky above was perfect blue, with white puffy clouds rolling across the acres of heaven. Verdant hills of green, punctuated by masses of yellow mustard flower, it was beautiful, the seasons first. I was leaving my home, the golden flora blooming as my send-off. 


	“Where are we going again?” Asked Jack


	“To L.A.” I answered. When I said that I couldn’t help but think maybe I was going home.


? ? ?


We waited with him in the lobby of the investigation center. It was busy, people walking to and from. Kai sat with his hands on his knees, shaking wildly. Anyone could tell that he was nervous; Jack and Sam looked over on occasion to see, I sat quietly and put my hand in his. I always like to compare our skin. Mine is so fare and white, his dark and brown. We are so different on the outside, yet on the inside we connect like to halves of a heart. I laid my head on his shoulder; my light strawberry blonde hair fell across his chest. 


	“You will be fine.” I said. He looked down at me and started to brush his hand through my hair.


	“I know, but a part of me doesn’t want to know who they are.”


	“Why?”


	“I don’t want to know…” stutter, he shook his head.


? ? ?


	The first thing I can remember, my first memory was of me in the bath tub. I had a cloth over my head. I was little and now that I recall there was someone there washing my hair. The thing is…that I don’t think it was my mom, and that’s what scares me. Who am I, where have I been? I hate to think of that. My parents love me, but what was so wrong with me that my biological parents had to say good bye. Am I that…I can’t find the words to express the pain, I don’t even know if it is pain. Sorrow. Guilt.


	“Kai…Kai,” Jack shook me. “Hey man they are calling your name.” I came to, must have been day dreaming. I looked at Jack, and then over to the counter, a secretary was calling my name. Sara and Sam were out cold. I got up gently. 


	Walking over, people past in front of me, they had there own problems, there own lives. What would it be like to be in someone else’s shoes? That is the question, what if? What if the baby born at 4:53 a.m. in the USC-L.A. medical center maternity ward, went home with his real parents. What are the chances the he went home with a good family, a good childhood. What if…countless shameful things crossed into my brain? The motion of my legs seemed to slow. The people around me stopped, time it-self seized. I alone was alive in this world. I looked around, everything was motionless. 


	“Why are you here?” Turning around I saw the figure of a women, except her face was gone, blurred out like on TV. 


	“Who are you?”


	“Take a wild guess…it was, how long ago, eighteen years that I was holding you in my arms, but then had to let you go…”


	I stepped up to the counter, and was instructed to enter room 311.


? ? ?


	“Holy crap, did you see him, he was shaking so much…” Sam said. 


	“I know, this has been bothering him for so long.” Sara replied, her eyes were sympathetic, blue. Ever since that night that she spent with him, she never looked at him the same. He poured his heart our to her, and she to him. This was one of the things that he would finally be able to put to rest. 


	“Why didn’t he do this before?” Jack asked. 


	“Because he didn’t believe that he ever could…” Jacks brown eyes deepened, it was strange feeling, he couldn’t comprehend the emotion his friend was going through. Why wouldn’t he ask his parents were he came from? 


	“He has been in there for so long,” Sam said, “What could they be telling him?”


	She sat back in her chair along with Sara and Jack. They waited for a long time before Kai came back to the waiting room. Rushing to him, they noticed his face was different, like he had aged a few years. 


	“What, what is it?” Sara inquired, her voice trembling. Kai looked down at the paper in his hand. On it an address was scribbled.





