The Colors of My Rainbow
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By Christina Martinez
“License and registration please”, such emblematic words to remind me of such an atypical day seventeen years ago … Here we were again, third time this semester, another usual morning where one of those men my parents told me were ‘good guys’ would stop my mother to give her some blue papers .  

“Officer, I apologize. I didn’t see the light turn red.”  For some reason my mother would be mad and crumble the papers.  Why did the ‘good guys’ always make her so angry? 

It was Friday, so I got to wear my awesome purple PE shirt.  We arrived at school twenty minutes past eight, tardy enough to need a late-pass to get into class. Once at the door Mrs. Hernandez, my kindergarten teacher, greeted us while my mother explained our mishap. “That’s okay; I’ll just need the green copy of the excuse.” My mother handed her the copy, to which the teacher once again clarified, “I need the green copy. You handed me the yellow one.” I kissed my mom goodbye, as the teacher once more said, “Oh, and for next Friday, please bring Diana wearing the correct red PE shirt.” My mother responded with a smile. 

I enjoyed being at school, but the playground was by far the best part. I loved being outside with the pretty pink sky. “When will we go outside?” I asked Mrs. Hernandez.

“It seems like a sunny, beautiful day, but since you are not wearing your correct PE uniform you will not be allowed outside today.-”  

I didn’t understand. My shirt looked the same as everybody else’s. Instead of being allowed to play in the playground, I was given a coloring assignment and forced to stay inside. Mrs. Hernandez decided to give me a drawing sheet that she had left over from a previous assignment. She gave me the picture with the traffic lights. That was easy. I would paint it fast and still be able to play in the blue doll house that I liked so much. I started coloring immediately, but it took me a while to find the exact colors I needed since all the crayons seemed to be the same color. When I finally finished, I wrote my name and handed it in. 

“Can I go play in the blue doll house?” I asked Mrs. Hernandez.

“Yes Diana, you can certainly go play in the PINK doll house.” As I was about to run towards the toy corner, she called, “Diana, come here again. Do you remember when you colored this sheet the first time? Are those the colors we said were correct?”  

Why was she asking me this? And so many other questions, she kept confusing me. 

“Are these the colors you see on traffic lights while you are in the car?” 

“Yes. My dad had taught me to be aware of the traffic lights. The one at the top meant ROJO PARA. The middle one was AMARILLO SUAVE. And my favorite, the one at the bottom, VERDE VAMOS.” 

The teacher kept scolding me. She said, “You need to see a doctor for your eyes.”

 I couldn’t understand. Why was she so mad? I started crying. I didn’t want to see a doctor. My eyes worked just fine.

When the school day ended, Mommy came to pick me up, but Mrs. Hernandez decided she needed to talk to her. She explained that a child my age should know their colors. She was concerned about how I could very good in hard subjects but still not know the correct colors of the traffic lights.  Mrs. Hernandez stated that I had painted blue, grey and purple. She again suggested I be taken to an eye doctor. To all this, my mom replied that those were the exact colors she saw on traffic lights. 

Mrs. Hernandez looked confused. My mother gave her a weird smile and explained how she was partially colorblind. She explained all this stuff I didn’t understand about how it meant that she lacked the short-wavelength cones, and it made her unable to distinguish colors. She had been warned that she could pass it on to her children, so she had already made sure my vision was working fine.


I was only four years old, listening to something I couldn’t understand, but would rationally explain so many things in my life to come. At four years of age this could only make me feel worried that Mrs. Hernandez would never be able to see how beautiful the sky looks in pink.  
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