
All day the radio 
has been predicting 
a white 
thanksgiving.

mami now says 
we're not going 
back, not for a 
long time, not till 
the wounds in our 
hearts have healed.

"Most of all, we 
thank you for 
bringing the family 
together," our 
grandfather picks 
up, "to mourn and 
to celebrate those 
who gave their lives 
for all of us."

but i can 
only think of 
one thing i 
really want, 
which i can't 
get.

the aunts and 
uncles push back 
their chairs and 
begin to tell 
stories.



tio pepe had a 
letter for me from 
oscar.

i guess i 
finally 
understand 
what [chucha] 
and papi 
meant by 
wanting me 
to fly. … to 
be free 
inside, like an 
uncaged bird. 
then nothing, 
not even a 
dictatorship, 
can take away 
your liberty.

it's so 
breathlessly 
beautiful. this is 
something i don't 
want to forget. a 
brand-new world 
no one's had the 
chance to ruin yet.

i'm sure if 
chucha 
were here, 
she would 
say they 
are a sign. 
four 
butterflies 
from papi, 
reminding 
me to fly.


