Photo illustration b_vTERHY MIURA

Her parents rarely
talked about the war
that forced her family
to leave Nicaragua.
She had to track down

an old news photo

to understand why

I AM NOT EXACTLY SURE WHEN MY MOTHER FIRST
TOLD ME ABOUT THE PHOTO. But I know when I de-
cided to find it: May 2004, after a painful fight with my par-
ents during dinner at a downtown restaurant.

About a month before, I had taken my boyfriend, a straight-
forward Nebraskan, for his first visit to my family’s home
country of Nicaragua. I spent the first half of my childhood

there—initially in Jinotepe, the B Benicn e

highland town where my dad grew Ananst L7 wlosiomien from
top left: Red Cross officials
up, and then in Managua, the  approaching the National
Palace during the siege;
sprawling capital. My family leftin  Sandinista guerrillas making
S . Molotov cocktails; guerrillas
1979, packing just a few suitcases Jeaving by bus after the siege;
[y
before flecing Nicaragua's civil war. KA ST, "
Zero,” on a bus with hostages;
The country is both where I come ~ front-page headlines from
La Prensa; Red Cross workers

from and who [ am. I needed Rob,  evacuating hostages.

BySANDYM.FERNANDEZ
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who was becoming important in my life, to experience it
with me. So we rented a Toyota Tercel, weaving from gor-
geous, volcanic-sand beaches on the Pacific coast to in-
land cities still pockmarked with bullet holes from the
revolution.

After we returned home, I wrote a travel piece about
the trip for The Washington Post. I mentioned my parents
in the story, and so, to give the facts an extra vetting, |
asked them to read the piece. I knew something was wrong
when my parents and I got all the way to dessert, and they
still had not mentioned it.

Finally, my mother folded her hands on the table and
said, “Now, I think we should discuss your article.”

What followed wasn't pretty. My parents didn’t have an
issue with the personal information I'd included. Instead,
they homed in on a three-sentence recap of the civil war
and its aftermath: my description of how the Marxist San-
dinista rebels brought down the corrupt government of
President Anastasio Somoza, whose family had ruled
Nicaragua for more than four decades. A U.S. embargo,
economic deprivation and about a dozen years of fighting
with the counterrevolutionaries, or “contras,” followed.

I grew up in a strongly anti-Sandinista household, and
yet as an adult chose to live and work among people who,
if they were old enough, had sported “U.S. Out of Central
America” stickers on their backpacks. In the travel piece, I

thought I had successfully avoided pandering to or insult-
ing either side. Apparently, I was wrong.

Your father was in the government and some of our
best friends were in the government, my mother said
tensely, so when you say it was corrupt, you're saying we
were corrupt. And the thing you wrote about how, post-
revolution, the U.S. embargo was what caused food short-
ages — totally wrong, said my father. “It was cliche,” he
said. “I stopped reading.”

I felt completely blindsided. Suddenly, my parents —
people who, if staunchly conservative, were also clear-eyed

and logical — seemed to have morphed into Semocista
zealots. I knew both of them had worked for the Somoza
government — my mother for the Department of the

Interior, my father mostly for the Central Bank — and I
certainly hadn't missed the “Support the Nicaraguan Free-
dom Fighters” bumper sticker that decorated our car in the
early ’8os. But this — the emotion, the antipathy, over a
breezy travel article — this felt outsized, crazy. And it felt
personal, as though my parents were fending off an attack
that I hadn’t known I was making,.

At a loss, I tried negotiating. What if I just used the
word corrupt to describe the Somoza family, instead of the
government? Wasn't that okay? Wasn't Somoza corrupe?
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Lots of governments are corrupt, my father snapped
back. True, I said, but that’s not what I was asking.
“Okay, yes, it was corrupt, it was corrupt,” he spit out

sarcastically.

The discussion went on like that for a while, them ar-
guing with me, and me amazed and bewildered, not un-
derstanding why they were so angry. Then, suddenly, my
father was crying, his voice breaking. “We had friends who
were killed just for being in the government,” he said,

" pressing his hands together and bringing them up to his

face. Across the table from him, my mother’s eyes began
filling, too.

Suddenly, I couldn’t wait to get out of there. I felt
cringingly awful to have caused my parents pain — break-
ing the cardinal rule of immigrant daughterhood — but
somehow even worse was that there was nothing I could
do to make it better. They weren't hearing me.

Over the next few days, the argument hovered in my
mind. I repeated it to Rob; I called friends and told
them about it; I found myself remembering it at the
gym and at work. One exchange, in particular, kept
coming back to me.

“We lived through the war,” my mother had said a
couple of times.

“Mom,” I said, “I was there, too. I lived through it, too.”

“But you were little. We lived through it . . .”

I hadn’t really heard the end of my mom’s point. To
me, the war and my family’s emigration might as well be
a scar across my flesh. They had cost me everything I'd
counted on as a kid: my friends, my first language, my
country, my sense of the world as safe, benevolent and
secure. All that was replaced with a life in which I was
an outsider, struggling to learn how to act, what to say,
how to be. That experience — the sudden poverty, the
stress, the constant ache of loss and, most of all, the feel-
ing of being alone, bobbing in a huge sea — defines me
to this day, often in ways I wish weren’t so. And yet, to
my mother, it seemed the war was not something that
had happened to me.

At the restaurant, my father had said that maybe the ar-
ticle was a good thing in that it would finally start us talk-
ing about the war. It was something we had never really
done. Between my parents and me, the war had never been
a topic. It had been a looming emotion, an ominous cloud
that we kept from storming by

ignoring it. My parents had lost  The author’s mother,

everything coming to the United  holding cup, and others
States, and, over the years, I had after their release from
internalized their aversion to the National Palace on

dwelling on that loss. It was too  August 23, 1978.
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painful; they were too busy; they wanted to move on. Even
after the Sandinistas were voted out in the elections of
1990, and many of my parents’ friends started filing paper-
work to regain property lost during the war, my family ini-
tially resisted. We weren’t going back, my father said, so
there was no point.

And, to tell the truth, I had never done much to
learn about the war on my own. The few times I'd
picked up an article or a book, I'd been turned off by the
picture it painted of people like those in my family —
middle-class or wealthy, who had opposed the revolu-
tion and left the country. The heartless aristocrats I read
about, who defended their privilege tooth and nail be-
fore swanning off to Miami with stolen millions, didn’t
jibe at all with the reality I'd experienced — the pow-
dered milk we drank because we couldn’t afford any-
thing else, our struggle to rebuild.

I wanted to reengage with my parents, but I didn’t want
to find myself helpless again, feeling guilty, ignorant and
somehow aggrieved. What I wanted was something that
would bring emotion and fact together, something that
would give me a touchstone for understanding my family’s
tortured history.

I'd begin, I decided, by finding the news photograph of
my mother taken on August 23, 1978, during one of the
most audacious moments of the Nicaraguan civil war. The

day before, about a dozen Sandinistas rebels had defied
popular wisdom about the invincibility of Somoza’s army
by taking over the huge downtown Managua building
known as the Palacio Nacional, or National Palace, which
housed the country’s legislature and several ministries. In
doing so, theyd taken roughly 1,500 people hostage. My
mother, a 31-year-old secretary, had been one of them.

A CHILEAN FRIEND ONCE TOLD ME, apropos of
immigrant life, that most of what you learn about your
family, you learn from other people. This is true—if you
have other people around, and if you're inclined to
ask questions.

In my case, I relied on my childhood memories, which
are rich, plentiful, detailed. I remember the neighborhood
kids I played with, my toys, the lush, overripe smell of the
air. My memories of the war, though, are few and flicker-
ing. Unrest that had been smoldering for years caught fire
in 1978, when Pedro Joaquin Chamorro, the editor and
owner of the national newspaper La Prensa and a frequent
Somoza critic, was assassinated. Riots erupted. A national
strike was called to try to oust Somoza. Yet from this tense
period, I recall only a few moments: the schoolwide
memorial service for a teacher accidentally killed in a fire-
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fight; drills teaching my third-grade class how to evacuate
if our school was attacked; soldiers carrying automatic
weapons. All are oddly bleached of emotion — I remem-
ber them, but I don’t feel them.

I don't think I knew my mother had been a hostage at
the National Palace, or even that such an event had taken
place, undil I was already in my thirties. I remember her
dropping the story on me as an answer to a question about
something innocuous, like when shed started meditating
or getting into yoga.

It was when I was a hostage at the National Palace, she
replied. T was sure I was going to die—that was what
changed me.

I remember being shocked, You never told me about this!

And her being distracted, vague. Really? [ thought
you knew.

No! No, I didn!

It was probably the first time in my life that [ had chas-
tised my mother for failing to share family history with
me, but it didn’t go any further. To me, the unwritten rules
in my house always seemed very clear: My parents could
bring up the war, but not the two kids. Any questions
could lead us somewhere none of us wanted to go.

Her anecdote gave a possible context to one of the
free-floating images in my brain, though: a short reel of
her, drawn and serious in a white-and-black striped ma-

ternity gown, being walked to my parents’ bedroom in
our old house in Managua. At the time of the hostage-
taking, she would have been six months pregnant with
my younger brother.

In the next few years, my mother would now and then
drop other details. Once she mentioned that the day she
was released from the National Palace, a news photogra-
pher had taken a picture of her. She didn’t know about it
until her boss showed her the newspaper afterward. It
was a close-up of her face, she said, and the caption was
something like, “Pregnant woman getting water from the
Red Cross.” It was an American or European newspaper,
foreign. Anyway, she said, she couldn’t really remember.

She didn’t like to.

MY FAMILY LEFT NICARAGUA THE FOLLOWING
SUMMER, IN 1979. I was the first to go. Chuck and
Puddy Hamlin, an American couple who had befriended
my family after moving into our Managua neighborhood,
visited my parents one day in May to say they were leav-
ing. Chuck’s company had decided to pull him out. Did
my parents want to send me out of the country with them,
at least until the fighting died down?

Until that moment, my parents said, they hadn’t real-




PHOTOGRAPHS COURTESY AUTHOR

ized how bad things were getting. I left believing I was
going to Key West, where the Hamlins were from, for a
short summer vacation. Included in my one suitcase: my
teddy bear and a T-shirt Puddy had had signed by all my
classmates at Managua’s American-Nicaraguan School.

A month later, my mother joined us in Key West,
bringing along my baby brother and my paternal grand-
mother. By the middle of July, my father was also in the
United States. Held gone on a work trip to Guatemala,
then flown to Miami to see my mother. My parents were

she typing — toiled furiously on the dissertation that
would enable him to land a job as an economist in the
United States. A few months later, he was offered a posi-
tion in Washington.

I was aware, even then, that, compared with many
other kids in my position, I was lucky. I'd learned English
in school, so I didn’t have to fight a language barrier. My
father had found a job, and we'd already managed to crawl
back into the middle class — unlike some people my par-
ents knew, who were working in pizza joints and such.

at a friend’s house packed with uncertain In Nicaragua, clockwise from Still, those early years in the United
Nicaraguans, on July 17, 1979, the day So-  bettom left, the author with her  States were some of the worst in my life.
moza fled the country. Two days later, the father; with a baby cousin; the Back home, I had been the queen bee in a
Sandinistas rolled into Managua. author’s parents. Bottom right,  ncighborhood of boys. I'd played with

That day, the 19th, was my ninth birth- the author with her parentsand  them, fought with them, terrorized the

day. With my parents hours away, I spent
that birthday sunnily skating around a roller
rink in Key West with the Hamlin kids,
Robin and Sherman, not knowing how much my life had

just changed.

AFTER SOMOZA’S FLIGHT, my father headed to Cor-
nell University, where several years before he had started,
but never finished, his PhD. We spent four months in
Ithaca, N.Y., while my father and mother — he writing,

friends Sherman and Robin
Hamlin in Key West.

new kids and generally felt right with my
place in the world. But coming to the
States revealed bewildering rules and un-
expected fault lines, any one of which could betray me at
any moment. On my first day at school in Ithaca, I no-
ticed an exotic animal on the playground and delightedly
screamed, “Squirrel!” only to have dozens of unimpressed
faces turn to stare at me. When we moved to Rockville, I
became the only Hispanic kid at Fallsmead Elementary
CONTINUED ON PAGE 26
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Nicaragua

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 19

School to help belt out “America” from
“West Side Story” for the spring pageant.
(“I like to be in America!/Okay by me in
America!”) Worse, I found it impossible to
relate to the ribbon-wearing girls in my
fourth-grade class, who made fun of my
clothes, my hair, the paper bag lunches I
packed myself every morning.

In the swift, brutal arithmetic of im-
migrant kids everywhere, I quickly fig-
ured out the basic tenets of my new exis-
tence: (1) Terrible things could happen
anytime, and (2) I was on my own.
Weirdness — in dress, in lunch food, in
anything — wouldn’t help me. The only
way to stay safe was to keep my head
down and blend in with the crowd. When
the son of one of my parents’ friends
landed in my class, I watched him move
silent and alone around the room — not
at all the jocular little kid I'd known from
home — and avoided him studiously. It
would be years — college, really — until I
felt any other way.

WHATEVER THE WAR IN NICARAGUA
MAY MEAN TO ME, for most people in
the United States these days, it is a distant
memory, if it is one at all.

In an archive at The Post, photos
from the conflict are bundled into four
thick, crinkled manila folders, still
marked up with wax pencil where the
editors cropped them in the ’7os and
early ’80s. Opening up the folders gave
me a strange twinge of recognition.
There were the military uniforms, the
distinctly Nicaraguan faces, the devasta-
tion, death and ruin. Among the images
of the palace takeover: a group of Red
Cross workers waving a white flag, a
handicapped woman being led out, a
wounded guerrilla on a stretcher, still
holding his weapon. The most famous
was the picture taken after Somoza capit-
ulated, freeing 59 political prisoners and
providing the rebels with $500,000 and
safe passage out of the country. The
photo showed “Comandante Zero” —
Eden Pastora, who led the raid — tri-
umphantly waving his gun above his
head before boarding a plane.

I was amazed, too, when I read more
recent articles about those days. The dates
and facts cited were often wrong. One
story concerned Dora Maria Tellez, who,
as “Comandante Two,” served under Pas-
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tora in the raid. In 2004, she was invited
to teach a class on Third World politics
and ethics at Harvard Divinity School.
When the U.S. State Department denied
her a visa for having participated in “ter-
rorist” activities, controversy erupted.

“We never made attacks against civil-
ians, not in the history of Sandinismo,”
the Chicago Tribune quoted her as say-
ing. She called being at the palace “a great
honor,” adding that, “No one was hurt,
not one hostage.”

Of course, that’s not true. Most of the
hostages at the palace were civilians, and
the day my mother was
released, La Prensa re-
ported five people dead.
Fourteen others were re-
ported wounded.

It’s as if the war has
started melting away, its
facts becoming blurred. In
a way, this feels like the
days when my family first
came to the United States.
The revolution was on the
news then, but not every-
one was paying attention.

I remember going to a pizza restaurant
on Rockville Pike with my family soon
after we arrived in the area, in 1980. The
hostess, a husky, cheerful blonde, told us
it would be a few minutes until we could
be seated. “Where y’all from?” she asked.

“Nicaragua,” answered my dad jaun-
tily.

“Wow,” she said slowly. “I dont even
know where that is.”

I got used to giving a description —
it’s in Central America, a few countries
below Mexico. But as the 8os went on,
and President Ronald Reagan made
Central America his last stand against
Communism, I started dreading being
asked where I was from. Suddenly, the
follow-up questions — When did you
leave? Why did you leave? Which side
were you on? — always seemed to come
with the implication that my family had
done something wrong. At the same
time, I overheard snatches of dinner
table conversation about people in
Nicaragua being jailed or killed. My

paternal grandmother was detained at
the airport on a visit back, her passport
taken away; my maternal grandfather
was taken into custody for salvaging
a few belongings from our abandoned
house. Even for our friends who
had joined the Sandinistas, things were
tough: The country was suffering
terrible shortages of food and basic
necessities.

For my parents, I realize now, the
American perception of what was going
on in Nicaragua must have been even
worse than it was for me. My father is an

extremely law-abiding, cautious person:
If he has 12 items going through a 10-
items-or-less grocery line, he’ll make me
go through the line separately and claim
two. He crosses only at crosswalks. Until
the revolution, he had led a successful
middle-class life — got a good job at the
Central Bank, went to graduate school on
a scholarship, worked his way up. He was
shocked when he first came to Washing-
ton and discovered that because he'd
worked for the Somoza government,
many institutions — even those he'd
worked with while in Nicaragua —
wouldn’t hire him.

For me, the problem was social, not
professional. T felt my family had
suffered a tragedy, and I resented being
fingered as the bad guy on top of it all.
So when asked which side we'd been on,
I'd stress that my family had been on
both sides — my college-age cousin
Mario, for example, had died fighting for
the Sandinistas in Jinotepe. His body
was never found.

And I'd lie. I realized this recently
when I dropped an e-mail to my high
school boyfriend, Alex, asking him what
he remembered me saying about
Nicaragua while we were dating.

“I remember you talking a good bit
about your family’s experience,” he wrote
back. “You would get mightily upset at
anyone who suggested that the U.S. not
assist the contras. You would also get
upset if anyone suggested that the San-
dinistas were a just and proper regime. I
remember you telling me the story of
when you escaped from Managua. The
Sandinistas were looking
specifically for you since
you were a U.S. citizen.”

I don’t recognize the
right-wing teenager that Alex
described. Clearly, I was re-
peating the views I'd heard at
home. Now, as my parents
have noted, my grown-up
politics are far more progres-

Former guerrilla commander
Eden Pastora during a 1998 visit
to the National Palace, where he
led a siege 20 years before.

sive. My first magazine job, to my parents’
quiet chagrin, was at feminist Ms. (At least
I'm not my cousin, who works for a De-
mocratic congressman.) I can’t imagine,
now, denying the legitimacy of the Sandin-
ista government. I cant imagine arguing for
the contras as a moral right.

But I see something deeper in the
story Alex recalled of soldiers searching
for me in Managua, which was com-
pletely fake. I think I wanted to give the
first boy I ever loved a reason for all the
pain he sensed at my house, to explain
why I owned this pain. Lacking any solid
facts, I invented some.

THE FEW CLUES I HAD about my
mother’s picture meant I would have to
cast a very wide net. It would have been
snapped either August 23 or 24 and
printed in a foreign newspaper — some-
thing major enough to end up in Man-
agua. But I'd looked through reams of pa-
pers — the New York Times, Chicago
Tribune, Independent, Guardian — and
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found nothing.

One Saturday in late October, |
headed to the periodicals room at the
Library of Congress to search again. In an
issue of La Prensa, I had read an article
about how the hostage-taking had been a
front-page story in Spain, so
I wanted to check out a
microfilm of El Pais.

And there, in the August
25, 1978, issue, was my
mother. The picture wasn't
what I'd imagined. In my
mind, it had been front
page, huge and tightly fo-
cused on her. In reality, it
was a playing-card-size
square on page two. She is
in profile, wearing the
black-and-white striped ma-
ternity dress I remember
and standing in line behind
another mother-to-be. The
caption reads, “Pregnant
women after being freed.”
Both are drinking glasses of
water. On the blurry,
scratched microfilm, it
looked like Mom was hold-
ing her cup up to her
mouth with both hands,
like a child, and something
about the loose gather of
hair at the nape of her neck
and her feet-together, stom-
ach-forward stance made
her look vulnerable to me.
Amid the whir of the ma-

chines in the dark back corner of the pe-
riodicals room, I said, “Oh, my God,”
and realized that I had actually stopped
expecting to find this photograph.

A FEW DAYS LATER, [ took the photo-
copy of the page to my parents’ house in
Potomac. I wondered if showing it to my
mother would make her more amenable
to talking. But once again, my parents’
response surprised me

“That’s not the right picture,” my
mother said. “It was” — she made a tight
frame around her face with her fingers —
“a close-up, just of my face, like this, and
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I was drinking water.”

She was describing exactly what I had
imagined. Had she put that thought in
my head? I did a few more searches after-
ward but was never able to find the pic-

ture she described. And in the end, I had

what I'd been looking for — finding the
photo in El Pais already felt like a miracle.

A COUPLE OF WEEKS LATER, I sat
down to interview my parents yet again.
It was my brother’s birthday, but he and
my mother had miscommunicated, and
we wouldn't be seeing him that day. Mom
was prickly, disturbed.

“What is it I need to say?” she
snapped at me, sitting down on the white
couch in their living room.

“I want to talk about what happened
at the National Palace,” I said. And for
the first time, we did.

My mother told me that she was at
her desk when shots and screaming
broke out around noon. A dozen or so
guerrillas had entered the building from
doors in the east and west wings, dis-
guised in army cadet uniforms. My
mother’s boss, José Antonio
Mora, the minister of the in-
terior, was holding a closed-
door meeting, so whoever
could scrambled into my
mother’s small office and
barred the door. They stayed
there until a hand jangled
the knob and a voice ordered
them to come out.

“They said if we didn’t,
they would throw a grenade
in,” she said. “So we came
out, like this, hands up,”
with a machine gun pointed
at us. “And to have your
hands up like that, that’s re-
ally a feeling.”

The hostages were lined
up in two rows in Mora’s
office — the first in front
of the windows, to serve as
a human shield in case of a
counterattack, and the
other farther back. In-
cluded among them, unde-
tected, was a nephew of So-
moza’s. My mom was in the
back, next to one of the
young guerrillas who was

The author in 1994 during her
first trip back to Managua.

guarding them.

“I was angry,” she said. “I kept asking
him: What did they want? What were
their demands? Because I knew that if
they were asking that Somoza step down,
we were dead, because Somoza wasn’t
going to go.”

Finally, a co-worker who was holding
my mother’s hand gave it a gentle
squeeze. Please be quiet. And she was.

The real targets of the takeover, the
members of Congress, were being held
in their assembly hall. The guerrillas
were threatening to start executing
them unless demands were met. Negoti-
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ations with Somoza had already begun.
My father, who was by then acting eco-
nomics minister, reported in to Somoza’s
bunker during the takeover. He said
Somoza’s plan was always negotiation —
never confrontation. But he was worried
that a false move could result in my
mother’s death.

My mother stood in Mora’s office for
hours, contemplating what would happen.
Managua is on an unstable geological fault
line — the same one that had caused the
country’s disastrous earthquake in 1972,
which razed the downtown and killed my
mother’s two younger sisters. By coinci-
dence, at 7 that night, a strong tremor
shook the building. To my mother, this
seemed a sign.

“I was sure I was going to die, but I
came to peace with it,” she said. “I
thought, if T died, well, the baby would
die with me. Your father, he would re-
marry. The biggest regret was leaving
you — you would have to grow up
without me.”

Finally, in the middle of the night, the
secretaries were moved from their spot to
the assembly hall. For my mother, this was
the worst moment.

“That day, a young lieutenant had
come to see the minister,” she said. “But
[he] was running behind,” she said. “I
kept his schedule, I knew that there was a
chance he wouldn’t have time to meet. I
could have told the lieutenant to leave, to
reschedule for another day. But I thought
I'd be able to fit him in. I told him to take
a seat and wait. So he was there when the
Sandinistas came.”

He was shot point-blank, my mother
was told later. His body lay there until
shortly before the secretaries were brought
past that very spot.

“There was so much blood,” my
mother said. “So much blood.”

And she began to cry, huge sobs rip-
ping out of her for a routine decision she'd
made almost 30 years earlier.

MY MOTHER'S MEMORY was that she
was held for two nights, but the record
shows it was only one. The next day, the
Sandinistas released approximately 300
people, according to news reports, mostly
children and those with health issues, in-
cluding pregnant women. Someone gave
my mother a ride to Somoza’s bunker, she

said, where she found my father. Stoic un-
til then, she finally broke down.

Neither she nor my father remembered
where [ was all that time. For that, I had
to ask Puddy Hamlin. The Hamlins had
come to our house to collect me “for a
sleepover,” she said, as soon as they
heard what had happened at the palace.
They took me home the next day, when
they learned my mother had been re-
leased. Apparently, I never knew what
was happening.

After hearing my mother’s story, I
checked it against the record. What she
described was all in La Prensa: the earth-
quake, the move from the office to the
hallway and, most important, the young
soldier. The newspaper even recorded the
secretaries’ keening grief when they saw
the blood.

I still had some questions I wanted my
parents to answer. At the end of Novem-
ber, I called them to set up another inter-
view. They were going out of town, and
on the night I'd planned for us to get
together, they had committed to dinner
with some longtime friends from
Nicaragua. Did I want to come along? my
mother asked. I agreed.

We went to a French restaurant in
Georgetown. When my parents’ friends
arrived, they exclaimed over me and asked
about my recent engagement to Rob.

Seeing my parents with their old
friends that night was seeing my parents
released. They had a quickness, a light-
ness, I hadn’t seen since I had begun ask-
ing about the war. And I could feel how
much this other couple cared for me be-
cause | was my parents’ daughter. It came
to me then that these were four people
who had survived things I couldn’t even
imagine and had still been able to pick
themselves up and rebuild, to the point
where 25 years later they could find them-
selves poking fun at one another in a
Georgetown restaurant.

At the end of the night, my mother
asked if I wanted to go home with her
and Dad, so I could ask my questions. I
declined. I'd lost any further desire to
drag her or my father into the past. Cast
against what they’d endured, my petty
resentments about having them recog-
nize my side of the war, my suffering,
seemed self-centered, more suited to the
child I'd been than the adult I've be-
come. The biggest gift I could give them
was to let it go. ]

Sandy M. Fernandez is a Magazine editor.
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PATRICIA BARDAVID RN, PERMANENT MAKEUP  pecsva.com
Gentle Method! Natural eyebrows a specialty.  703-281-1877
LASER HAIR REMOVAL OF UPPER LIP IN 20 SECONDS FOR $90

Bed and Breakfast

BERLIN/OCEAN CITY *** MERRY SHERWOOD PLANTATION
C.1859. Elegant Italiante Vict. mansion on 18 ac., pvt. baths, gourmet
b'fast. Weddings & events. www.merrysherwood.com 800-660-0358.

Childcare

White House Nannies—The Best Nannies, The Best Families,
Simply the Best! Temp & Perm. 301-654-1242 or 703-838-2100

Da Services

Single? Meet SEXY Locals!
Ad#2828. Acmedating.com
703-538-1700 or 202-216-0011

Furniture

AMISH FURNITURE « TOM SEELY
Handmade Solid Cherry, Oak, Pine. Bedrooms, Tables & Chairs.
Warehouse Showrooms 703-256-2497

If you like Crate and Barrel, Ethan Allen,
Pottery Barn, & Master Craft Furniture,
You will love our local showroom at 30-70% off!
Warehouseshowrooms.com 703-256-2497
5641-K General Washington Dr., Alexandria, VA

Open SUN 12-4, MON-THURS 11-8, FRI 11-6, SAT 10-6

Getaways/Vacations

ALL-INCLUSIVE Jamaican waterfront villas each w/pool, full staff,

non-tourist area. OWNER: 202-232-4010 www.bluefieldsvillas.com

BERKELEY SPRINGS Spa Weekend Getaway only $385/couple !!
www.theinnandspa.com 1.800.822.6630

FT. LAUDERDALE - Embassy Suites Deerfield Beach Resort
Oceanfront, spacious two-room suites just south of Boca Raton.
Complimentary, cooked-to-order breakfast and manager's
reception daily with your favorite beverages.

www.embassyflorida.com 1-800-EMBASSY or 954-426-0478

Interior Decorating

LATEX FOAM MATTRESSES PILLOWS FOUNDATIONS CUSHIONS
Any Size or Shape, Custom Covers, 703-241-7400.
American Foam Center, 2801B Merrilee Dr., Fairfax, VA. 22031

Wedding Services

AJAZZ/SWING combo- An elegant touch for your holiday event.
For info call 301-593-4209 or www.nightanddaymusic.com

CAMPS. & SCHOOLS
Al
EcHo HiLL CAmMP

on the Chesapeake
CO-ED,Ages 7-16
90 miles from D.C. Since 1915
Mile of Beach ¢ Swim  Ski  Sail
Fish & Crab  Music ¢ Canoe * Tubing
Sports * Nature * Target Sports * Ropes Course
Arts & Crafts » Windsurfing » Wakeboarding

Peter Rice, Jr., Director
13655 Bloomingneck Road, Worton, MD 21678

(410) 348-5303 « (410) 348-5800
2, 4, 6 & 8 Week Sessions: 6/25-8/19
Sail « Ski/Fish & Crab Camp: 8/24-8/30
www.echohillcamp.com

Sail with whales
and dolphins.

: Kayak with seals
LA ak it
_ and porpoises.
WHALE | Photograph puffins
C AMP ] and eagles.
1-888-54WHALE

www.whalecamp.com

Marine Science

Maine coast camp programs for
students age 10-18. Coed.
Acadia Institute of
Oceanography

32nd Year
800-375-0058

acadiainstitute.com




