As she crouched under a pile of burlap sacks, the girl bit her lip to hold back the sob threatening to escape her chest. She listened with eyes squeezed shut as the man moved through the farm equipment on the main floor of the barn below her. She knew from the tone of his voice that if he found her this time, she would never be allowed outside again. 
To settle her anxious limbs, the girl tried to picture the bedroom she had shared with her sister. Details were tenuous after three years with the man, but she could still see the bright yellow walls and smell her mother’s carne adobada simmering on the stove. 

The ladder creaked as the man climbed into the loft. As he pushed and shuffled through the clutter, he came so close she could hear the tick-tick of his silver pocket watch. The girl clamped her hands over her mouth, waiting for him to reach down and grab her. 
But he didn’t. 

In that fleeting moment, she wondered if she had died of fright in that barn, under that pile of bags, waiting for the man – El Hombre Malo - to find her. And she thought maybe it would not be so bad, to die in that barn. She would never have to return to that dark place that had been her home with him.

But there were voices outside, and she realized the man had stopped moving because he was now being hunted himself. 
The voices were shouting. Were they shouting at the man? Did he now share her desire to hide? The girl tried to make sense of their words, but her English was limited to what the man taught her, which was only enough to follow his commands. 

“Get me a beer.”

“Clean up this shit.”

“Come sit with me.”

“Stop crying.”

She could still hear the man muttering under his breath, but he had moved away from her. El Hombre Malo yelled at the men outside. He used some of the words that he used when he was angry with her. The men outside yelled back, but no one came inside, and the man didn’t go out.

She thought about screaming. She thought about jumping out of her hiding place and running to the men outside. She thought about the song her father sang to her as he played his guitar. 


“Canta y no llores,


Porque cantando se alegran,


Cielito lindo, los corazones.”

She waited. Just as she waited for the right time to escape. 

Her chance finally came seven hours earlier, when the man sent 
her outside to tend 
the garden. On those days when he allowed her a few minutes in the sunshine she tried to remember what her Abuelita taught her in the bountiful garden that fed her family. But the ground at the man’s house on the plateau was parched. There was no hope for bounty. Low mountains simmered on the horizon, and birds flew high overhead. They were not the colorful songbirds she knew from home, but buzzards, looking for signs of death. 

As she prepared to go outside this day, 
she the girl saw the man’s wallet on the table next to the door. She held her breath and stashed it in the little bag that held her spade and oversized gardening gloves while he fumbled with the keys to the locks that kept her inside. She wished she was wearing her lace-up shoes instead of her flimsy sandals, but by the time she thought of them she was outside and headed for the gate. 
Suddenly, she was leaving. 

From beneath the pile of sacks the girl could smell cigarette smoke drifting through the cracks in the barn walls. The other men’s voices sounded impatient. One man yelled more than the others, and as the sun sank lower in the sky, he yelled louder. 
Exhaustion won out over her fear and, despite the shouting, the girl escaped into a recurring dream. In the dream she was strong and healthy, with clear water gurgling beneath her feet. She stood on her tip-toes, unfolded long blue-black wings, and rose into the sky. She flew above the dust devils and dry washes carved through cacti and sagebrush, and followed the mountain ranges and rivers back home to her sister and their yellow room.

When the air exploded with fire and bullets the noise was so deafening no one heard the girl scream as a round tore through her leg. She staggered to her feet, frantic. She stayed alive with El Hombre Malo because she knew her mother waited for her. She knew her father looked for her every day. She had to get out of the barn. 
The gunfire abruptly ended and the men outside stopped shouting. The girl heard laughter as they moved casually together around the barn. 
She struggled down the ladder, gritting her teeth in pain and clutching her little bag to her chest. She screamed again as her bloody leg knocked over a stack of buckets on the floor. 

Before she could find her balance, the shouting resumed and she was surrounded. Fearful, angry faces gave way to surprised faces, then, finally, worried faces. One man put his gun away, then another. Another shouted something to the men still outside, and she was lifted and carried. One of the men held her hand, and she recognized his words; “It’s okay.” 

“Está bien,” she replied quietly.
The girl reached into the bag she clutched to her chest and pulled out El Hombre Malo’s wallet. She handed it to the man holding her hand, hopeful that the money inside would be enough to pay for a bus ticket. She wanted to go home. 

“Quiero ir a casa.” 

She looked around at the faces surrounding her, hoping for a smile. 

The man looked through the wallet and squeezed her hand gently. “It’s okay,” he said again. “You’ll be okay.”
�Maybe move this to it’s own paragraph on the next line for emphasis and rhythm.


�Did he allow? Force her? Order her? Was this her chore? If you want to make him seem more sinister, you could use a stronger verb here, 


�tend


�Since this is a flashback, I think you might tighten this up and include part of this with the prior paragraph. 





Ex: �Her escape had begun early that morning when the man had allowed her to tend the vegetable garden. She’d tried to remember what her abuelita had taught her…. There was no hope for bounty. In the distance, birds circled overhead. They were not the colorful songbirds she knew from home, but buzzards, looking for death.  


�I assumed she escaped while tending the garden. Did she go back inside or did this happen before she went into the garden? If it happened before, maybe rearrange these paragraphs?


�This seems out of place and jarred me from the garden. I didn’t know if she had thought about this dream while gardening or while in the barn. Maybe move? Or begin with While tending the garden, the girl thought of her recurring dream… 


�There’s a whole lot happening here. I’d break it into two sentences. 
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