
i try praying, too, but as i kneel 
beside mami, all i can think about is 
how to escape if the sim come to our 
door.

"pupo is the head of the army. he was 
supposed to announce the liberation. 
it looks like he failed us."

papi and tio toni, hands tied behind 
their backs are being pushed toward 
one of the waiting cars.

traitors!!!

Where are 
you taking 

them?



instead, the sim and 
trujillo's son and 
brothers seem to be 
in charge, and they are 
going to make the 
whole country pay 
for the murder of el 
jefe.

Where they 
took el 

jefe.

We're in real 
trouble now.

seeing everything i 
own thrown 
around like trash 
makes me want to 
give up.

It's time. fly, fly 
free! she yanks up 
my laundry bag 
and, at the last 
minute, scoops up 
the diary and 
stuffs it inside. 
Pushing me before 
her, we race out 
the door, my legs 
gaining strength 
as i fly through 
the house to the 
waiting car, 
chucha urging me 
on.


