Soon I picked up enough English to understand holocaust was in the air. Sister Zoe
explained to a wide-eyed classroom what was happening in Cuba. Russian missiles were
being assembled, trained supposedly on New York City. President Kennedy, looking
worried too, was on the television at home, explaining we might have to go to war
against the Communists. At school, we had air-raid drills: An ominous bell would go off
and we’d file into the hall, fall to the floor, cover our heads with our coats, and imagine

our hair falling out, the bones in our arms going soft. At home, Mami and my sisters and
I said a rosary for world peace. I heard new vocabulary: i
*Sister Zoe explained how it would happen. She drew a picture of a
mushroom on the blackboard and dotted a flurry of chalk marks for the dusty fallout that
would kill us all.




