






















































I thought I'd cry, too, but a smile came on him 

and he said the parole board was going to free 

him next week. My mother screamed and threw 

out her arms so fast that she cracked her fingers 

on the glass. "Wonderful, Daddy," I said, jumping 

up and down. "We'll get you home and show you 

how tall we've made Ms. Stubblebine's sunflowers 

grow. They're almost to the sun!" Daddy's 

eyebrows went up. "Yes," said my mother, looking 

glad that I'd let her secret out, "we've worked hard 

in your gardens." "What?" Daddy said. "Cousin 

Alfonso was supposed to take over my jobs." "I 

didn't need him," said my mother, "I have the 

best gardener ever--Emilita." "Well," said my 

father, "when I get home, you won't work any 

more." "We'll see," my mother said very quietly. 

I held my breath. 

Cre( que yo iba a llorar pero a t1 se le 

vino una sonrisa y dijo que la Junta de Libertad 

bajo Palabra lo iba a dejar libre la semana que 

viene. Mi mamI grit6 y ech6 para adelante los 
/ 

brazos tan velozmente que se pego en los dedos 

con el cristal. "Maravilloso, papa'," dije, brincando 

para arriba y para abajo. "Te llevaremos a casa y 

te ensefiaremos hemos hecho crecer los 

girasoles de la senora Stubblebine. i Casi llegan 

hasta el sol!" Las cejas de papc( se alzaron. "S(" 

dijo mi mamci, pareciendo feliz de que dej{ salir 

su secreto, "hemos trabajado duro en tusjardines." 

"(.Qu{?" dijo papa'. "Primo Alfonso deb(a hacerse 

cargo de mis trabejos ." "No lo necesit{," dijo mi 

mamI, "tengo la mejor jardinera que jama's ha 

existido--Emilita." "Pues," dijo mi papa', "cuando 

llegue a casa, no trabajarcis mis." "Ya veremos," 

dijo mi mama' muy tranquilamente. Yo contuve 

el aliento. 
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Then a funny thing happened. Daddy smiled at her . 

Then he looked at me and winked~ Right through 

the bright glass of the cage, I could feel his love 

come out at us. 
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Entonces sucedi6 alga chistoso. Papa' le sonrio'. 

i L uego me miro' y me guino' el oj o ~ All{ mis mo 

por el claro cristal de la jaula , pude sentir que su 

amor sal{a hacia nosotras. 
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