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You   Deserve   I’m   Sorry   

“Forgiveness   is   a   virtue,”   according   to   my   mother,   “you   must   forgive   to   move   on.”   But   

forgiveness   is   hard,   why   should   you   allow   the   person   who   caused   you   pain   to   be   let   off   the   hook   

with   just   a   slap   of   the   wrist?   No.   Forgiveness   is   a   scam.   It   is   a   lie.   It   is   not   worth   it.     

  

The   cold   wind   whipped   around   my   scarf   and   sliced   my   dry   lips   into   crackled   lines.   It   was   

so   cold,   but   it   was   all   my   fault.   My   mother’s   car   beeped   and   I   opened   the   door   to   slide   myself   

into   the   nearly   frozen   leather   seat.   

“I   told   you   to   wake   up   earlier.   Now   you   are   going   to   be   late   to   school   and   I   am   going   to   

be   late   for   work!”   

“I’m   sorry.”   

“You're   sorry?   Oh   no,   an   ‘I'm   sorry’   doesn't   fix   everything   Dolores.   It   does   not   make   time   

rewind   and   have   us   out   the   door   20   minutes   earlier!”   she   exploded.   Then   she   pulled   out   of   the   

driveway   and   murmured   something   about   how   God   should   bless   her   with   more   patience,   which   

she   prayed   for   a   lot.   

“ Pero   mamá ,   why   didn't   you   come   wake   me?   I   forgot   to   set   my   alarm   and   I   usually   eat   

breakfast   by   the   time   you’re   up-”   

“So   it's   my   fault?   Everything   is   always   my   fault!   Your   sister   hated   the   way   I   did   her   hair   

this   morning,   your    papí    didn't   like   the   breakfast   I   made,   and   now   your   irresponsibleness   is   also   

because   of   me?    Nunca   es   suficiente,   Dios   mío.”   
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I   didn't   mean   to   blame   her,   I   wasn't   trying   to   at   all.   I   knew   it   was   my   fault   but   the   knots   in   

my   stomach   needed   her   to   say   everything   was   okay   to   untie   themselves.   

“ Mamá,    I'm   sorry   I   shouldn't   have   said   anything.”   

“Would   you   quit   it   with   the   ‘Im   sorry,’   it   does   nothing.   You're   in   5th   grade!   God   if   I   knew   

how   disrespectful   you’d   turn   out   to   be-   Don't   talk   to   me   ever   again,   you   heard   me?   Never   again.”   

I   knew   how   cruel   her   own   mother   had   been   to   her   but   how   could   I   have   made   it   worse?   I   

was   sorry.   So   very   sorry.   I   couldn't   help   it.   It   didn't   help   that   the   knot   in   my   stomach   exploded   

into   a   million   tiny   ones   climbing   up   my   throat.   The   tiny   knots   converted   into   tears   that   streamed   

down   my   face   in   every   direction   as   if   looking   for   the   “everything   is   okay   ''   I   was   searching   for.     

“Do   not   cry,   the   teachers   will   be   worried.   Calm   yourself   and   go   to   school,”   she   muttered.   

After   pulling   all   the   knots   back   into   one   and   forcing   myself   to   swallow   it   back   down.   I   grabbed   

my   backpack   with   trembling   hands   and   got   out   of   the   car   making   sure   to   close   the   door   ever   so   

gently.   It   was   so   cold   outside,   and   it   would   feel   cold   no   matter   where   I   went   for   a   while.   

  

“Happy   18th   Birthday   Dolores!   It's   so   beautiful   out   today,   you're   so   lucky   to   have   been   

born   in   the   summer.   I   hope   you   like   the   card   and   gift   I   got   you,   where's   your   mom?   I   got   her   

some   flowers   too.”   

“You're   so   sweet,   thank   you   Antonio.   Uh,   I   think   she's   with   my   dad   getting   the   cake   from   

the   fridge.   Can   you   get   the   cups   while   you're   inside   too?”   

“Yeah   ‘course,   I’ll   be   right   back.”   

It   really   was   warm   out,   when   I   took   a   step   out   of   the   shade   I   could   feel   the   sun   wrap   its   

arms   around   me.   But   I   didn't   want   to   sweat,   it   would   ruin   my   makeup.   Antonio   stepped   out   of   the   
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house   with   the   cups   in   one   hand   and   the   cake   in   the   other.   My   parents   trailing   behind   him,   all   

laughing   at   whatever   it   was   they   were   talking   about.   He   set   the   cake   down   on   the   patio   table   and   

my   family   gathered   around   to   sing   “Feliz   Cumpleaños.”   As   the   song   finished   they   all   chanted,   

“ ¡Que   lo   muerda,   que   lo   muerda!”   

“No,   I   won't   bite   it.   Please,   I   don't   want   to   get   the   cake   all   over   my   face.”   

“ Mija ,”   my   mother   pressed,   “just   a   small   bite,   no   ones   going   to   push   you   okay?”   

The   knot   in   my   stomach   rose.   If   I   told   them   I   didn't   want   to   ruin   my   makeup   they'd   make   

fun   of   me   for   it.   So   as   I   bent   over   to   take   a   bite,   I   felt   the   push   of   someone's   small   yet   forceful   

hand.   My   face   smashed   against   the   cold   cake.   As   I   gasped   for   air   and   felt   the   greasiness   of   the   

frosting   absorb   into   my   face,   all   I   heard   was   yelling   and   laughing   in   the   background.   In   that   

instant   the   shrill   voice   of   my    tía    cried   out,   

“Valeria   Carmen   Lopez   Gregorio!   Why   would   you   do   that   to   your    prima !   You   better   say   

sorry   right   now!”   

The   little   one   ran   away   as   my   aunt   chased   her   around   the   yard.   My   family's   laughs   

continued   to   roar,   while   I   could   barely   see   anything.   Suddenly,   a   warm   hand   took   mine   and   led   

me   up   the   stairs   to   what   I   believed   to   be   the   kitchen.   I   heard   the   quick   rip   of   a   paper   towel,   

followed   by   the   squeaking   of   a   faucet,   and   a   gentle   sigh.   The   cold   wet   paper   swept   my   eyes,   

cheeks,   and   forehead   to   uncover   Antonio   standing   before   me.   

“I'm   sorry”     

“Huh?   Why?   You   have   no   reason   to   be.   Valeria   is   only   10,   she   doesn't   know   any   better.”   

“I   know,   but   still-”   

“Don't   be   ridiculous   Tonio.   An   ‘I'm   sorry’   isn't   going   to   fix   my   makeup,   it's   fine   really.”   
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“Dolores,   I'm   sorry   because   that   happened   to   you.   You   spent   a   lot   of   time   getting   ready   

today,   it's   not   fair   to   you.”   

“Really   I'm   fine!   I   appreciate   it,   but   there's   no   use   in   apologizing.”   

He   grabbed   my   hand   and   pulled   me   to   the   other   side   of   the   house   to   talk   outside   under   

the   tall   oak   tree.   I   felt   it   looming   over   us   as   though   it   was   ready   to   tip   over.   Then   he   pulled   me   

from   the   great   shadow   it   cast   to   give   me   a   hug   and   told   me,     

“I'm   sorry,   but   it's   going   to   be   okay.   We   can   fix   your   makeup   later   anyways.”   The   tears   

came   down   my   face,   but   they   didn't   originate   from   knots.   They   just   sprung   out   as   though   my   tear   

ducts   finally   decided   to   work   after   8   years.   

“Why   are   you   apologizing?”   

“Because   you   deserve   an   ‘Im   sorry’   Dolores,   that's   why.”   

  

Later   my   aunt   found   me   and   the   little   one   stood   in   her   shadow   trying   to   blend   in   with   it.   

“Valeria,   don't   you   have   something   to   say   to   Dolores?”   

The   shadow   could   no   longer   hide   her   as   she   stepped   away   from   it   and   into   the   glistening   

sun's   light.    Her   tiny   voice   managed   to   squeak   out,   “Sorry   Dolores,   I   shouldn't   have   pushed   you,”   

more   confidently   she   said,   “   But   you   looked   pretty   even   with   cake   all   over   your   face.”   

“Oh   Valeria,   it's   okay,   don't   worry   about   it.    Dame   un   abrazo .”  

As   her   little   arms   threw   themselves   around   mine,   she   sobbed   into   my   blue   t-shirt.   I   bent   

down   to   her   ear   and   said,   “No    llores ,   it's   all   okay.”   
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