
every time i get a chance, i watch tv. I tell 
Mami that i want to learn more about this 
country. but really, i just want to keep 
my mind off everything i could be 
worrying about right now.

No news is good 
news.

the day we were surprised in our 
hiding place, i had no idea that it 
would be good-bye to our country.

how could i live in this world full of 
strangers and gray light instead of a 
country of cousins and family and 
family friends and year-round 
sunshine?

The Garcias 
have invited 
us to move 
out to 
their house 
in queens, 
but mami 
won't hear 
of it. Any 
day now, 
we will be 
returning 
home.



where do i begin telling strangers 
about a place whose smell is on my 
skin and whose memory is always in 
my head? to them, it's just a 
geography lesson; to me, it's home.

but as each day goes by, and the leaves 
all fall off like the trees have some 
disease, and october turns into 
november, i wonder if i'm going to be 
here for a lot longer than just the 
first snowfall of this year.

part of me 
wants to avoid 
going in and 
facing even 
more sad 
news. but the 
terror of 
deportation is 
bigger than a 
disappointment 
I'm becoming 
used to.

Do you have the 
money to buy 
all this, young 
lady?

Mr. 
washburn is 
here.

Your father 
and uncle 
are dead.


