Sandra Cisneros

A

huris like when you drink miik too fast.

But the worst part is right before the
bell rings for lunch. That stupid Phyllis
Lopez, who is even dumber than Sylvia
Saldivar, says she remembers the red
sweater is hers! I take it off right away
and give it to her, only Mrs. Price
pretends like everything's okay.

Today I'm eleven. There's a cake
Mama's making for tonight, and when
Papa comes home from work we’ll eat it.
There’ll be candles and presents and
everybody will sing Happy birthday,
happy birthday to you, Rachel, only it’s
too late.

I'm eleven today. I'm eleven, ten, nine,
eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two and
one, but I wish I was one hundred and
two. I wish I was anything but eleven,
because I want today to be far away
already, far away like a runaway balloon,
like a tiny dot in the sky, so tiny-tiny you
have to close your eyes to see it.
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