
my biggest fear is 
something i've done 
or said will cause 
us to be killed.

But when she says that the american school 
is going to close its doors temporarily, it's 
like the last straw chucha says broke the 
donkey's back. even though i complain about 
school, i really don't want the last normal 
thing in my life to stop.

i want my children 
to be free, no 
matter what. 
promise me you'll 
spread your wings 
and fly.

the washburns are 
leaving.

"It's bad news," 
mr. washburn is 
saying. "they're not 
going to send any 
more ingredients 
for the picnic."



i know i'm being rude, but I can't come 
up with the words to answer her.

the special 
feelings i wince 
had for sam have 
definitely faded.

he's talking too fast, as if he's the 
one who rammed into a car, his hand 
trying desperately to push down the 
trunk that has flown open.

jolted from their sugar-cane 
sacking, barrels poking out, the 
ingredients of the picnic have 
spilled out across the floor of the 
trunk. the guns were on their way 
to the drop-off point, the mission 
disguised as a school ride for us 
kids.

the policeman must 
see them, too. but 
all he does is 
reach for the rope 
from the terrified 
driver and loop 
one end into the 
lid and then 
through the 
bumper and knot 
them tightly 
together.


