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A Sixth Grader’ s 500-Word Reflection on The House on
Mango Street: The House She Always Wanted

This year I read The House on Mango Street. The book is thin, made of dozens of
tiny pieces, and each piece is only one or two pages long. The girl in it is named
Esperanza, and she lives on Mango Street. At first I did not like this book, because

almost nothing happened in it: nobody fought, nobody traveled, nothing exploded. But
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when I finished it, I kept thinking about one thing the whole time, the house

Esperanza always wanted.

The first scene is Mango Street itself. The day the family moved, everyone told
them they were moving to a real house. Esperanza had pictured it in her head many
times. But the house on Mango Street was not that house. It was small and cramped,
the whole family was squeezed inside it, the front steps were crooked, the walls were
too thin to hide anything, and the yard was barely a yard at all. Esperanza cried. 1
understood that crying better than I expected. It was not because the house was
small. It was because she had hoped for so long, and had been told for so long, that
when the hope was finally handed to her, it was the wrong one. I know that feeling.
Last year my family moved, and for a whole week I kept comparing the new place with

the picture in my head.

The second scene is the little house she wants. Esperanza says she wants a house
quiet as snow, airy as a bird. In one piece she says she wants a real tree out front,
with steps leading up to the door, and that when she has such a house she will invite
the bums in from the street to come inside and drink ginger ale. I read that piece
and laughed out loud, and then my chest felt tight for no reason I could name. A
house, in her mouth, is not bricks and tiles. It is a place of her own, a place she
can leave and come back to, a place where she can open the door for anybody she
chooses. That is why the little house matters so much in a book that seems to have no

plot.

The third scene is the girl growing up. As the pieces go on, Esperanza slowly
sees the fates of the women around her. Her great—grandmother, who was wild and free
when she was young, spent her whole life crying by a window. Sally married early,
hoping a marriage would carry her away, and it did not; she could not get out.
Esperanza watched all of this and said she would leave Mango Street. But she also
said something that surprised me: she would come back. She would come back for the
women she left behind, the ones who cannot leave. She chooses writing as her way out.

She carries a notebook and writes down the people on this street, one by one.

My teacher says a reading reflection must contain thoughts about growing up. Here
is mine. Esperanza grew up not by stopping wanting a house, but by understanding that
the house has to be built by her own hands, and that leaving is not the same as
running away. Then I compare myself with her. I always say I want a room of my own,
yet I have never once tidied my own desk. Esperanza wrote down what she wanted, one
sentence at a time, until the wanting became a plan. I only say it out loud, and the

wanting stops there.

One more thing I remember: the four skinny trees on her street, the only ones

that know her, grew up in the concrete and kept growing anyway. I underlined that
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piece, because it is also about growing up. Things can grow in hard places, and they

do not ask permission first.

This five—hundred-word reflection ends with a line from the book that I like:
they call me Mango, and that is my name. I think it means that wherever you go, and
however far you get, you cannot erase the street you came from. Esperanza does not

want to erase it. She wants to write it down, and then leave carrying it with her.
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