. IATION -
@,ASSOC‘AA ON
* D1LSVIOHIS

Brasil;
orasiliia
Nastassia Porto

I SIXTEEN MINISTR

line up like soldicrs nuu[_‘.‘

tor war; each one pre

pared to [ulfill the different as-
pects that a government needs:
one for Iu-.lhll, another for edu
cation, and so on. The sun shines
down on the cily, scorching the
p’.uin of grass that lics in between
the p.lr.]Tlrr ministries. At the end
of the row stand the lwo p}nlu—'
that make up part of the con-
gress——one up-illr down, and one
ri;_]ll side up. In between, the rest
nl‘ flh,- congress .-Ln‘.«:.‘ |.|” \\itl) a
thin strip of space separating the
two lmi“in,}. and a bridge con-
necling them. The pn--i(lrnti.ll
]\.l].‘.\w- and many « thers lie In-_-.u md
that. This is the city of Brasilia,
which is not \||||".' a ]vl.mm-(l cily
but a ]‘ldlllh‘ll capital

This was the pl‘\u‘ where [ was
born and raised, and as I drove
pasl the glass cathedral, which re-
minds me of a two chicken hands

llg’:-itll‘-\li'\\‘ll, [ thought about

lcaving it again. When I was four,
my parents and I moved to the
West Coast of the United States,
and I sure didn't have a choice.
But this time I did. 1 could've
told them no, that 1 wanted to
slay in the city that was built for
simplicity and !‘muliun.\!ﬁl_\ but
still held a strange ]3\’.11:[). The
city tor which Juscelino Kubit

check had summoned many ar

chitects to propose a pl.)'l of what
the « ily would look like. Two had
won, Oscar Niemeyer and Lucio
Costa, and their designs had been
combined. This was the city that
my grandlather ]h'lpm] build.

My window rolled down, I in-
haled the smell of a ;]rj.'. scorch-
ing nh-l"v;w'i- that had :xlw.l_\‘.-
caused me to remember my Ii;»
balm. The city had been ;v].nn:\-a[
for --mn-l.nin,j ;,mm;. but it could
be considered a failure; nothing
to be proud of for its known mo-
notony. But something about it

'-\'i” never let me go. Il '.\i“ never
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have the natural beauty of other
Brazilian citics, the exquisite
disorganization. It will .||\\'.:§.'- be
]\l.un‘ not much worth visiting.
When | gol Lo New \\r!\'.}.:x-.
which is where we decided to move
upon abandoning my hometown
once again, il was a hot \ugust
day. | walked out of the crowded
.|ir1n:v‘l;n_.v]u:mi&l\\\'Jll‘.\'r.k.u. L'—
roaches littered
‘_lw ”.nvr; [Iu-j\
\wn-}nnn.-n;uu.—. |

I]l:' lllill >i\|\‘
\‘.“l”\'- < { [':l'.l.-ill.l

't

held  the :-:xm”,

harmless  look-

ing bugs. This strange American
town was home to these ercatures
I had never imagined. Qur host
came lo ;vLL’ us up, and drove us
uplown, From my first car ride
in the cily of New Orleans, 1 fell
in love with it. But all the while,
when 1 was discovering more
about my new cily with its majes-
tic oaks and colorful |\\~u|'l\-. | was
'llinl{]l‘.:f about my old one. The

l]i;‘:l\\.l}'\ in New Orleans curved

and [n--u;’lnl_ me to many diflfer-
ent places al once, complicated
and ]:.n”j. .-\;\I.linnl. | thought
about the two hug ||i;:-|:'.\.|;\ s that
crossed my home city, letting
anyone gel jusl AII\\'I:f any ui..-...«,
1 In' |11:”|1'.x.\)- mn |‘;m~||i.1 are .1|-n
the ones where many |u.~;.\]r are
killed trying to cross, nol wanting
to use the underground cross
walks, which are
[hu!."l} lit and a
. haven for mug
gers, nol to men
tion the stench

of urine.
Brasilia, my
cily, was an m:pupn[n.r city, but
New Orleans was the opposite.
For those who had the mecans,
from Brasilia lln_-. could travel
to nllu-r cities, more exciling cit-
icg, for the weekend or free \la_u'w.
'H'.\-'\' decided for Lrips like these
over trips to malls around town.
Sure, Park ?;lln)m\in,j is where
| first sat on Santa Claus’ lap,
and where | spent endless hours

with my big-headed cousins 1n
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