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Born in Hormigueros, Puerto Rico, Judith Ortiz
Cofer just two years later moved with her family,
first to New Jersey and later to Georgia, experi-
ences that would inspire much of her later fiction
and poetry. “How can you inject passion and pur-
pose into your work if it has no roots?” she asks, avowing that her own roots include
: long line of women storytellers who “infected” her at a very early age with the
Jesire to tell stories both on and off the page. After earning an MA at Florida
Atlantic University (1977), Ortiz Cofer returned to Georgia, where she is an emeri-
s professor at the University of Georgia. Among her numerous publications are
he novels The Line of the Sun (1989), in which a young girl relates the history of
Ler neer-do-well uncle’s emigration from Puerto Rico, The Meaning of Consuelo
2003), and Call Me Maria (2006); the poetry collection A Love Story Beginning
in Spanish (2005); and The Latin Deli (1993) and The Year of Our Revolution
1998), two collections that seamlessly interweave fiction, nonfiction, and poetry,
thereby demonstrating, in Ortiz Cofer’s words, “the need to put things together in

2 holistic way.”
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Mi amor,’ do you know how much it would cost for all of us to fly
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here? It is mot possible for me to take the time off ... Mi vida," please
understand. ... And T knew that soon she would rise from the table. Not

abruptly. She would light a cigarette and look out the kitchen window. The

w was of a dismal alley that was littered with refuse thrown from win-
dows. The space was too narrow for anyone larger than a skinny child to
enter safely, so it was never cleaned. My mother would check the time on
the clock over her sink, the one with a prayer for patience and grace writ-
ten in Spanish. A birthday gift. She would see that it was time to wake
me. She'd sigh deeply and say the same thing the view from her kitchen
window always inspired her to say: Ay, si yo pudiera volar.”
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