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My mother’s family is from Mexico,
my father from Peru.
Spanish was their first language,
but for me, the words never stuck—
more gesture than conversation.

My father’s mother remains–
a short woman with curly hair,
dark eyes that have seen another world.
She loves Vegas, puzzles,
baking with fruit from her garden.
But for years, that’s all I knew of her.
Our relationship lived
inside a small screen,
reduced to sentences
typed into Google Translate.

My cousins speak her language.
They travel with her, laugh without pause.
They understand her in a way
I never knew I didn’t.
I thought things were okay as they were..
But no, I realize it wasn’t..
I saw it at family gatherings—
the easy flow between them,
the silence that settled
when I had to ask “What did she say?”.

I didn’t want that space anymore.
So now, we meet in the kitchen,
her hands guiding mine over dough.
I kneel beside her in the garden,
pulling apples off of trees, 
limes that have fallen down.
I am not fluent, but I am trying.
This year, I hung ornaments
on her Christmas tree.






