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Writing 39B

Formal to Narrative Assignment

Redoing the fourth paragraph


As I walked down the street of the city I felt the tone of it.  The tropical heat reminiscent of Havana, the heat of the culture flowing over me as I walked down the street.  The sun was just dipping into the molten ocean and already the city was starting to pulse with a vibe of energy that brought me back to the days prior to the revolution in Havana.  At night Miami became Havana that was before Castro had crushed the life out of it.  I could see the women on the way to the parties and clubs, a distinct Havana emphasis on the hips and décolletage, more black, and more veils, looking slightly scandalous in the traditional flavor of Americana.  Nowhere to be seen was the running shoe ethic of most cities, these women wore platform of style on their feet as they slinked saucily down the street to their destinations. They where a display of lushness, like a group of perfectly groomed mangoes, hair slick and black, glowing in the tropical moon. I continued walking. 


