Score! I just got a letter from my primo,
my cousin, Carlitos. I live in America,
but he lives in Mexico, where my family
is from. Maybe someday we'’ll meet!
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Dear Primo Charlie,

How are you? Do you wonder like me what life is like
far away? | live o a farm surrounded by mountains and
trees. My family grows many things, such as maiz.




We have a burro, pollos, and a gallo. Every morning
the gallo crows and crows.




Dear Primo Carlitos,

I live in a eity. From my window I can
see a bridge and cars zooming by. I ean
see skyscrapers, too.

Skyscrapers are buildings so tall they
tickle the clouds. At night all the 1lights
from the e¢ity look 1like the stars from
the sky.




Every morning | ride my bicicleta to school.




| ride it past the perrosand past a vopal.
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: i The ball _,
‘basketball. it goes swoosh! .
My friend )| Nothing but
dribbles gl  net. )
the ball and = |

-passes 1t to me.
I jump and shaot.







In America we have
lots of different
foods. My favorite
is pizza. I like
getting a slice on
my way home from
school.




After | finish my homework, my mom lets me go
outside and play. In Mexico we have many games,
like #romposand camicas.
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«++and in each other’s apartments,
too. I 1ike going over to my friend’s

home to play video games.




In the afternoon it often gets
hot. To cool off | jump in a small
rio that i wearby.




In the summer the city gets .
hot, too. I 1like getting splashed
by the fire hydrant when the
firefighters open it up and

close of f the block.









In the town from time to time they
have fiesfas that last two or three days.
At wight there are cohefes that light up
the sky and mariachis that play and play.










On-the streets here you can see break-dancers
who do flips and spin on their heads.




IN Mexico we have so many traditions, such
as the Dia de los Muertos, the Day of the Dead.




My faverite tradition is attending the December
parties called Posadas. At the end of each Posada
there is a pinata filled with fruit. When someone
breaks it, we all get to jump in.




In America we have traditions,
too, such as Thanksgiving, when
we eat turkey ...




.+ + and Halloween,
when we dress up and
go trick-or-treating.
But I have to stop
writing now. My mom
.. Just told me I have to
brush my teeth and go
to bed.









