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		“Lizzy, please get out of that box. You need to start putting your toys in there,” Mum said, her voice firm but patient.
I snuggled deeper into the giant cardboard box, feeling quite cosy and a bit stubborn. “I’m not going anywhere,” I said. “And neither are my toys. They’re staying right where they are.”
Mum’s eyes narrowed. “Elizabeth María Montoya,” she said, stressing each part of my full name. “You WILL get out of that box, this instant!”
Realizing Mum meant it, I quickly scrambled out of the box. I started gathering the toys scattered all over my bedroom floor, tossing them into the box as fast as I could.
“Sorry, Mum,” I said softly, knowing it wasn’t a good idea to make her angry. After all, it wasn’t her fault that we had to move. Still, I couldn’t help feeling a little upset about leaving our home.
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		Mum gently took my hand, and we sat down on my bed.
“Lizzy,” Mum began, her voice softer now, “I understand that you’re not happy about moving. It’s a big change, and it’s okay to feel upset.”
I let out a heavy sigh. “Why do we have to leave Mexico? Everything I love is here — my school, my friends, our house, and those climbing trees in the garden. It just doesn’t seem fair.”
Mum wrapped an arm around me, rubbing my back gently. “I know, sweetheart. Change can be hard. But your father got an excellent job in the United States. We’ll have a bigger house there, with more space for you to play. I think you might end up liking it!”
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		Despite Mum’s reassurances, I had my doubts about liking the United States. My school friend Joel had filled my head with all sorts of strange ideas. He claimed that people there only ate food from cans, and that teachers would scold you just for forgetting to push in your chair. Joel insisted he knew all this because he visited his cousins in Texas every Christmas.
Just thinking about the move made me feel scared — and I’m usually not afraid of anything! Not spiders, not snakes, not even the creepy storage closet in Abuela’s basement. But now, I felt so nervous that it seemed like tiny monkeys were jumping up and down inside my stomach.
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“You’re a brave girl, Lizzy,” Mum whispered, starting to braid my dark brown hair. Her gentle touch was comforting. “Remember that time we found a mouse under the kitchen table? Your little sister Ana screamed and screamed, but you didn’t hesitate. You chased that mouse and caught it with your bare hands.”
I couldn’t help but smile at the memory. “Well, I’m not scared of mice. But what if people don’t like me in the United States? What if I can’t make any friends?”
“How could anyone not love my Lizzy?” called a familiar voice. I looked up to see Abuela walking into my bedroom, her arms open wide for a hug. She pinched my cheeks affectionately. I usually hate when people do that, but I let her get away with it because she’s my favourite grandmother.



	


		
			[image: ]
		

		
“Look, Lizzy,” Abuela said, her eyes twinkling. “I brought you some sugar gorditas. You can eat them on the way to Texas.” She handed me a paper bag filled with the round, sweet pastries. The delicious smell wafted up, making my mouth water.
“Mmmm,” I said, licking my lips in excitement. “They’re still warm! Thanks, Abuela.”
Just then, Ana, my three-year-old little sister, walked into the room, rubbing her eyes sleepily. I bet she had no clue that we were about to move to a big city in another country. Sometimes I envy how carefree little kids can be.
“All done with your nap, sleepyhead?” Mum asked her gently.
Ana nodded and then pointed toward my bag of gorditas, her eyes widening with interest. I scowled, clutching the bag closer. These were mine!
Abuela had given them to ME.
If Ana thought she was getting any of my gorditas,
she was more mistaken than the time she
thought my favourite necklace was made
of candy and chewed up some of
the beads! I still remembered how
upset I’d been about that.
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“Oh, don’t worry, Lizzy,” Abuela said, as if she could read my mind. “I have another bag of gorditas in the kitchen. Let me go and get it for Ana.” She winked at me as she left the bedroom, and I felt a wave of relief wash over me.
Abuela really is the best. I wish we didn’t have to leave her behind when we move to the United States. The thought made me feel a little sad again.
Mum must have noticed my change in mood because she tapped me gently on the shoulder. “Want me to help you finish packing the toys?” she asked with an encouraging smile.
“Yeah, thanks, Mum,” I replied, grateful for the distraction.
As we started sorting through my toys,
I wondered which ones I should take and
which ones I should give up.
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		I crouched down next to my bed, stretching my arm as far as I could to reach something I spotted underneath. My fingers brushed against something soft. “I’ve got it!” I exclaimed triumphantly, pulling it out.
But as soon as I saw what it was, I let out a disgusted yell. “Eeeew!”
It wasn’t a toy at all — it was an old, nasty pink sock covered in dust bunnies. To make matters worse, there was even a piece of stale cereal stuck to the big toe. Without thinking, I flung it behind me, not caring where it landed.
Plop! The flying sock smacked Ana square in the nose. “Hey!” she shrieked, her face scrunching up in surprise and annoyance.
“Lizzy …” Mum began, shaking her head disapprovingly.
“Sorry, sorry!” I said quickly, scrambling to pick up the dusty sock from the floor. I tossed it into a nearby garbage can, feeling a bit embarrassed. “I didn’t mean to hit Ana. It was just so gross!”
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The next day arrived all too quickly. Our moving truck was almost fully packed, and soon we’d be leaving for Houston, Texas. As I watched the movers carry out the last of our boxes, reality started to sink in.
I realized I’d have to become a new version of myself — a United-States-Lizzy who speaks English instead of Spanish and eats sandwiches instead of tortillas. The thought made me nervous. Do sandwiches from the United States come in cans too? I wondered, remembering Joel’s strange stories.
Dad’s voice interrupted my pondering. “Ready to go, Lizzy?” he asked, walking into my now-empty room. He handed me a book with a smile. “Here’s something for the trip. I thought you might like it.”
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		Dad knows how much I love to read, so I was excited to see what he’d chosen. The book’s cover had a neat drawing of a girl riding a horse, her long hair blowing in the wind. I studied the title carefully.
“Sarah Rides Again,” I read slowly, trying to pronounce each English word correctly. It was harder than I expected.
“That’s right, Liz,” Dad said encouragingly. “It’ll help you practice your English. You’ll be speaking like a pro in no time!”
“Thanks, Dad. You’re the best,” I said. But secretly, I wished I could just read something in Spanish. It would be so much easier. As I tucked the book into my backpack, I couldn’t help but wonder how many other things I’d have to change once we settled in Houston. Would I still be the same Lizzy?
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		As our van pulled out of the driveway, I pressed my face against the window, taking one last look at our house. Its flat roof and white walls had been my home for as long as I could remember. I will miss the tall yellow grass in the garden and the two scraggly climbing trees that had been my favourite playground.
“Goodbye, old house,” I whispered softly, my breath fogging up the glass.
The trip to Houston seemed to take forever. Ana started getting fussy right when we were about to cross over the border into the United States.
“Shhh,” I whispered to Ana, leaning close to her car seat. “Be quiet. You don’t want the policemen to get you, do you?” Ana’s eyes went wide with fear, and she immediately stopped whining. Like I said before, little kids will believe just about anything you tell them. I felt a little bad for scaring her, but at least it worked.
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As we approached the border, a police officer walked up to our van. I felt a flutter of nervousness in my stomach, but I tried to act brave. After all, I wasn’t a baby like Ana — I couldn’t just start crying.
The officer looked at some papers Dad handed him and then peered into the van. When he saw Ana and me in the back seat, his serious expression softened into a friendly smile. He waved at us.
I smiled and waved back, trying to appear confident. Ana, on the other hand, just stared at him with the same suspicious look she gives Mum when she tries to make her eat green beans. I had to stifle a giggle at her expression.
After checking everything, the officer nodded to Dad, and we continued our long drive to Houston. I took out my new book, excited to start reading. But just as I was really getting into the story, Ana started to whimper again. She sounded like a cold, wet puppy left out in the rain.
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		“Be quiet, Ana,” I said, trying to keep my voice low, so Mum wouldn’t hear. “I’m trying to read!” But instead of quieting down, Ana started to whine even louder.
Feeling frustrated, I remembered something Dad sometimes says. “Want some cheese with that whine?” I shouted, thinking I was being clever.
“Lizzy,” Mum scolded, turning around to look at us from the front seat. “Be nice to your sister. She’s probably just tired from the long trip.”
I slumped back in my seat, feeling a bit guilty. I tried to ignore Ana’s whining and focus on my book, but it was hard to concentrate. Then, suddenly, an idea popped into my head.
I scooted closer to Ana’s car seat and began reading my book out loud to her. I knew she didn’t understand a word of English, but it didn’t matter. My plan was working — her whining stopped, and she soon fell asleep. And I could finally enjoy my book in peace.
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As we got closer and closer to Houston, the landscape outside my window began to change. Suddenly, I could see huge skyscrapers looming in the distance. It seemed like every building had hundreds of windows, gleaming in the sunlight. I’d never seen anything like it before.
“Dad,” I called out, a bit nervously, “we’re not going to live in one of those tall buildings, are we?” The thought of living so high up made my stomach do a little flip.
Dad chuckled. “No, Lizzy,” he replied. “We’ve got a nice big house in a quieter neighbourhood. And guess what? We’re almost there!”
Sure enough, Dad soon steered the van past the towering skyscrapers and into a neighbourhood that looked more like a place where people actually lived. The houses here had slanted roofs, not flat ones like back in Mexico. It was different, but not as scary as I’d imagined.
Finally, Dad pulled into the driveway of a big house with red bricks, a gray tile roof, and a little garden out front. “Here we are,” he announced. “Our new home!”



	


		
			[image: ]
		

		
As soon as Dad stopped the van, I couldn’t contain my curiosity any longer. I leaped out and raced around to the garden, eager to see what it was like. There was grass … and more grass. It was all neatly trimmed and green. But as I looked around, my heart sank a little. There were no climbing trees in sight. I let out a disappointed sigh.
Just then, I heard a voice call out, “Hello!” I looked around, confused. I couldn’t see anyone.
“Hello?” I called back, wondering if I was imagining things.
“Over here! Look up!” the voice said again.
I tilted my head back and was surprised to see a boy hanging upside down from a big tree in the neighbour’s garden. He looked about my own age, with messy hair that was standing straight up (or down, considering he was upside down).
“Who are you?” he asked, swinging slightly.
“I’m Lizzy,” I replied, still a bit startled. “I just moved here. Who are you?”
The boy grinned. “I’m Derek. Um, can you help me down? I’m kind of stuck.”
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I couldn’t help but laugh at Derek’s situation. “Ok, sure,” I said, already moving towards the tree. This was something I knew how to handle. I quickly climbed halfway up the trunk, carefully making my way to where Derek was hanging.
“Grab my hand,” I instructed, reaching out to him. With a bit of climbing and some teamwork, we managed to get Derek right-side up and safely back on the ground.
“Wow, you’re really good at tree climbing,” he said.
“Thanks,” I replied, feeling a bit proud. “You have a nice tree. The ones at my old house in Mexico were great for climbing too.”
Derek’s eyes lit up. “You’re from Mexico? That’s so cool! And you can climb this tree any time you want.”
I felt a warm, happy feeling spread through me. Maybe moving here wasn’t such a bad idea after all. I had been so worried about leaving everything behind, but I realized that new adventures were waiting for me in the United States, too.
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OEBPS/pt/toggle.js
(function () {
  var ACTIVE = '-epub-media-overlay-active', NS = 'http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml';
  var T = 420, HIT = 64, TW = 52, TH = 40;
  function el(tag, cls) { var e = document.createElementNS(NS, tag); if (cls) e.setAttribute('class', cls); return e; }
  function css() {
    var st = el('style');
    st.textContent =
      '@keyframes pt-out{0%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '48%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-in{0%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1)}' +
      '52%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1.04)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-pop{0%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}65%{transform:scale(1.12);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-unpop{0%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}}' +
      '.pt-fold{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-closing{animation:pt-out ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-opening{animation:pt-in ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-collapsed,.pt-fold.pt-collapsed *{visibility:hidden!important;opacity:0!important;pointer-events:none!important}' +
      '.pt-shade{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%;pointer-events:none;' +
      'filter:drop-shadow(0 2px 3px rgba(0,0,0,.16))}' +
      '.pt-shade>.pt-panel{box-shadow:none}' +
      '.pt-panel.pt-dogear{-webkit-clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%);' +
      'clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%)}' +
      '.pt-flap{position:absolute;pointer-events:none;filter:drop-shadow(-1px -1px 1.5px rgba(0,0,0,.35))}' +
      '.pt-hit,.pt-tab{position:absolute;z-index:6;padding:0;margin:0;cursor:pointer;-webkit-tap-highlight-color:transparent;' +
      'touch-action:manipulation;background:none;border:0}' +
      '.pt-hit{width:' + HIT + 'px;height:' + HIT + 'px}' +
      '.pt-tab{width:' + TW + 'px;height:' + TH + 'px;box-sizing:border-box;border-radius:14px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);display:flex;align-items:center;justify-content:center;gap:4px;visibility:hidden;' +
      'box-shadow:0 2px 6px rgba(0,0,0,.3)}' +
      '.pt-tab::before{content:"";position:absolute;left:10px;bottom:-9px;width:12px;height:12px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border-right:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom-right-radius:3px;' +
      'transform:rotate(45deg) skew(8deg,8deg)}' +
      '.pt-tab i{display:block;width:6px;height:6px;border-radius:50%;background:var(--pt-edge);pointer-events:none}' +
      '@keyframes pt-dot{0%,60%,100%{transform:translateY(0)}30%{transform:translateY(-4px)}}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:pt-dot 1.2s ease-in-out infinite}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(2){animation-delay:.15s}.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(3){animation-delay:.3s}' +
      '.pt-tab::after{content:"";position:absolute;inset:-12px}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on{visibility:visible;animation:pt-pop 320ms cubic-bezier(.3,.7,.4,1) both}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-off{visibility:visible;animation:pt-unpop 140ms ease-in both}' +
      '@media (prefers-reduced-motion: reduce){.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:none}}' +
      '.pt-hit:focus-visible,.pt-tab:focus-visible{outline:3px solid #fcc128;outline-offset:2px}';
    (document.head || document.documentElement).appendChild(st);
  }
  function guard(e) {  // taps on our controls must not turn the page or reach the picture's word areas
    ['mousedown', 'mouseup', 'pointerdown', 'pointerup', 'touchstart', 'touchend'].forEach(function (t) {
      e.addEventListener(t, function (ev) { ev.stopPropagation(); }, false);
    });
  }
  function control(cls, label) {
    var b = el('button', cls);
    b.setAttribute('type', 'button');
    b.setAttribute('aria-label', label);
    guard(b);
    return b;
  }
  function after(e, cls, fn) {  // run fn when e's animation ends (or after T ms if animations are off)
    var done = false;
    function end() { if (done) return; done = true; e.classList.remove(cls); fn && fn(); }
    e.addEventListener('animationend', end, { once: true });
    setTimeout(end, T + 120);
  }
  function colours(panel) {  // the panel's colour, opaque, and a contrasting edge (a see-through panel: white)
    var m = (getComputedStyle(panel).backgroundColor.match(/[\d.]+/g) || [255, 255, 255]).map(Number);
    if (m[3] === 0) m = [255, 255, 255];
    var fill = 'rgb(' + m[0] + ',' + m[1] + ',' + m[2] + ')';
    var dark = 0.2126 * m[0] + 0.7152 * m[1] + 0.0722 * m[2] < 140;
    return { fill: fill, edge: dark ? '#f2f2f2' : '#5b6470' };
  }
  function wrap(box) {
    var fold = el('div', 'pt-fold');
    while (box.firstChild) fold.appendChild(box.firstChild);
    box.appendChild(fold);
    return fold;
  }
  function setup(box, panel) {
    // blocks sharing this panel (merged: stacked close together) fold with it, towards the same point
    var sid = panel.getAttribute('data-pt-sid'), more = [], at = [];
    var marks = sid ? document.querySelectorAll('.pt-member[data-pt-lead="' + sid + '"]') : [];
    for (var j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) at.push(marks[j].parentNode.getBoundingClientRect());
    var lead = box.getBoundingClientRect();
    for (j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) more.push(wrap(marks[j].parentNode));
    var fold = wrap(box);
    var extra = [];  // a merged group's other panels: one shadow around the whole shape
    for (var e = panel.parentNode.firstChild; e; e = e.nextSibling)
      if (e.nodeType === 1 && e.classList.contains('pt-extra')) extra.push(e);
    if (!panel.classList.contains('drawn')) {  // the shadow moves onto a layer so the cut corner keeps it
      var shade = el('div', 'pt-shade');
      panel.parentNode.insertBefore(shade, extra[0] || panel);
      for (j = 0; j < extra.length; j++) shade.appendChild(extra[j]);
      shade.appendChild(panel);
    }
    var L = panel.offsetLeft, Tp = panel.offsetTop, W = panel.offsetWidth, H = panel.offsetHeight;
    var S = Math.round(Math.min(13, H / 4));  // small: inside the padding, never over the text
    function paint() {
      var c = colours(panel);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-fill', c.fill);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-edge', c.edge);
    }
    paint();
    document.addEventListener('pt-theme', paint);  // the reader picked another text background (switch menu)
    panel.style.setProperty('--pt-s', S + 'px');
    panel.classList.add('pt-dogear');
    fold.style.transformOrigin = (L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    for (j = 0; j < more.length; j++)
      more[j].style.transformOrigin = (lead.left - at[j].left + L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (lead.top - at[j].top + Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    var folds = [fold].concat(more);
    function each(fn) { for (var q = 0; q < folds.length; q++) fn(folds[q]); }
    var flap = el('span', 'pt-flap');  // the folded-over corner: paper underside, a little darker
    flap.setAttribute('aria-hidden', 'true');
    flap.style.width = flap.style.height = S + 'px';
    flap.style.left = (L + W - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.top = (Tp + H - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.background = 'linear-gradient(to bottom right, rgba(255,255,255,.95) 0%, var(--pt-fill) 30%, ' +
      'color-mix(in srgb, var(--pt-fill) 82%, #6b5a45) 49.5%, transparent 50%)';
    panel.parentNode.insertBefore(flap, panel.nextSibling);
    var hit = control('pt-hit', 'Hide text');
    var tab = control('pt-tab', 'Show text');
    for (var k = 0; k < 3; k++) tab.appendChild(el('i'));
    hit.style.left = (L + W - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    hit.style.top = (Tp + H - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.left = (L + W / 2 - TW / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.top = (Tp + H / 2 - TH / 2) + 'px';
    box.appendChild(hit);
    box.appendChild(tab);
    var busy = false;
    function collapse() {
      if (busy || fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      hit.style.visibility = 'hidden';
      each(function (f) { f.classList.add('pt-closing'); });
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.add('pt-on'); }, T * 0.7);
      each(function (f) { after(f, 'pt-closing', function () { f.classList.add('pt-collapsed'); }); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; }, T + 130);
    }
    function expand() {
      if (busy || !fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      tab.classList.remove('pt-on');
      tab.classList.add('pt-off');
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.remove('pt-off'); }, 160);
      each(function (f) { f.classList.remove('pt-collapsed'); f.classList.add('pt-opening'); after(f, 'pt-opening'); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; hit.style.visibility = ''; }, T + 130);
    }
    hit.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); collapse(); });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); expand(); });
    // read-aloud: a box collapsed before the reading reached it opens when its first word is read;
    // a box the reader closes while it is being read stays closed (they chose to look at the picture)
    var reading = false, keepClosed = false;
    hit.addEventListener('click', function () { if (reading) keepClosed = true; });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function () { keepClosed = false; });
    if (window.MutationObserver) {
      var mo = new MutationObserver(function () {
        var now = false;
        each(function (f) { if (f.getElementsByClassName(ACTIVE).length) now = true; });
        if (now && !reading && !keepClosed && fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) expand();
        if (!now && reading) keepClosed = false;
        reading = now;
      });
      each(function (f) { mo.observe(f, { subtree: true, attributes: true, attributeFilter: ['class'] }); });
    }
  }
  function run() {
    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();
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