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Bone Wind 

 

 The wind was part of Faustina’s family. It rose suddenly on the day she was born. As 

Faustina’s mother slipped away, the wind sighed. At night it slipped under her cradle, rocking 

her to sleep. Besides tía, the wind had adopted Faustina. 

 The wind was such a part of Faustina’s young life that she named all its moods. Vendaval 

was the crashing fury of a hurricane tide colliding with the breakers. Aguijón—the keening wail 

blow—like a mother searching for a lost child. In the winter, she still left her window open to 

feel the sharp nip of Halcón and imagined she was an ice queen, regal and remote. Summer 

brought the balmy breath of Coraza, who was both comforting and stifling.  

 Faustina collected wind chimes in a tree to hear the symphony created by her friends. Her 

favorite was the one given to her by tía. It was made of wood bleached white in the sun. Tía 

called it Esqueleto del viento, wind’s skeleton. Faustina thought of it as a bone wind, for it was 

only on the gustiest night that they could be heard over the peal of the metal chimes. Tía said it 

would always protect her. Faustina wished with all her heart that she could be like the bone 

wind, riding the drafts and currents, creating her own special music.  

The closest Faustina came to seeing her life’s dream made real was at the airshow. Tía 

disapproved of the spectacle and even more so of Faustina’s interest in it. Tía warned Faustina 

that no good ever came from trying to cheat or defy death. “It comes with a price,” she would 

say without explanation. And though Faustina respected tía’s counsel in everything else, this was 

one argument tía would never win. 

 Faustina marveled at the courage of the pilots as they sliced through the air, creating 

cyclones. She stood in awe as several planes flew together releasing puffs of colored smoke, like 
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ribbons weaving around a maypole. The barrel rolls and loopy-loops made her heart race and she 

clapped wildly with each spin, prima ballerinas pushing their limits. 

 The last stunt robbed her of the memory to breathe. A wingwalker stood on the wings of 

a plane armed with nothing but sturdy boots and nerve. First he walked out onto the wing of the 

plane mid-flight. Then he walked back and forth as the plane swayed in the breeze. Faustina 

inhaled sharply when she saw him double over before doing a handstand. The final trick 

wrenched screams from the crowd as he ran across the wing and jumped into the air. Faustina 

wasn’t the only one so transfixed by his maneuvers that she failed to see the second plane 

underneath. He landed with jarring accuracy and everyone jumped to their feet for a standing 

ovation. Faustina alone saw the one foot he held higher than the other to hide a limp.  

 After the performance, the pilots stood by their planes parked on the grassy strip by the 

hangar. The crowd swarmed them asking for autographs, taking turns sitting inside the cockpits, 

and asking for private rides. But Faustina scanned the group looking for the wingwalker in vain. 

He rarely made an appearance after the shows, but each time she searched anyway. Shoulders 

hunched and face turned down, she nearly failed to see the limping figure loping hastily into the 

hangar. Faustina ran as fast has her legs would allow, hoping to have a moment alone to speak to 

the wingwalker. She made it in time to see the aerialist remove the leather cap and goggles and a 

cascade of dark wavy hair poured down. Faustina stopped in surprise. The wingwalker was a 

woman! That someone so courageous and talented was also a girl, like her, made the small 

victory of seeing her hero that much sweeter. She couldn’t help the happy squeal that escaped 

her.  

 The wingwalker spun around with awkward grace. She saw the girl with the ridiculous 

grin and smiled back. She could feel the excited energy bursting from the child as though it were 
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a third person in the room. It almost dimmed the throbbing pain in her ankle. She looked around 

the hangar for anyone else, and only when she was satisfied they were alone did she approach. 

 “I—I just wanted to tell you how thrilled I am to meet you. You were a—amazing,” 

stammered Faustina. The wingwalker smiled indulgently and patted the girl on the shoulder. The 

girl’s timing couldn’t have been better. 

 “Thank you, child. You aren’t here alone, are you?” asked the wingwalker with 

convincing concern.  

 Faustina cast her eyes to the floor before answering. 

 “My tía doesn’t like the airshow. She says that defying death has a price,” she responded. 

 “Your tía is wise,” replied the wingwalker wryly. Faustina misunderstood the 

wingwalker’s tone. 

 “Oh, you should sit down. I saw you limp after the last jump—but I don’t think anyone 

else noticed,” Faustina said in a rush.  

 “Well then, I’ll keep your secret if you keep mine,” said the wingwalker. Faustina lifted 

her head, timidly. The wingwalker’s smile had a mesmerizing quality and Faustina smiled in 

return, happy to share something with her hero. “What is your name?” 

 “Faustina Alfaro,” she said and wondered why the wingwalker’s eyes narrowed slightly 

when she heard the name.  

 “Your family has been here a long time, hasn’t it?” asked the wingwalker. 

 “Yes. Tía says we were the first to live here. Do you know my tía?” 

 “Perhaps,” she said, idly stroking an old scar. “Alfaro isn’t a common name after all,” she 

said and her voice trailed off. “Faustina, since you’re keeping two secrets for me, I want to do 
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something for you. Come back tonight after midnight and I’ll give you a special gift. But don’t 

tell anyone. It’ll be a surprise for your tía.” 

 Faustina readily agreed and ran home practically buzzing with her excitement. She stayed 

in her room, knowing tía would suspect something if she saw her face. The wind chimes danced 

frenetically outside her window and she thought they mirrored her own impatience.  

 Finally night fell and despite having made a short appearance at dinner, no one 

questioned her desire for an early night. She watched the clock with tapping fingers, willing the 

hands to move faster. Faustina crept out quietly at the appointed time, her steps drowned out by 

the frantic dings and knocks of her chimes. The bone wind chime was especially insistent and 

she heard it even as she rounded the corner. 

 The hangar looked different in the moonlight. Its normally cheery appearance was now 

muted and looming. The shiny airplanes were groaning outlines and Faustina couldn’t help the 

darting glances she gave them, expecting them to come alive.  

 Inside was no better. The hangar was cold and Aguijón howled in its hidden spaces. In the 

center of the hangar was a large tent, glowing from within. A sweet aroma drifted on the air from 

it and Faustina approached with caution. She entered quickly and swore she could hear the bone 

wind chime in the distance. 

 The tent was uncomfortably warm, but Faustina was too eager to give it much thought. 

She called out, but the tent was empty. Hesitantly, she search the space and found a note by a pot 

on a table with two wooden chairs.  

 

I’ll be back soon, have some cocoa while you wait.  
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Faustina was at a loss. She was already anxious, being out after dark without permission, 

but she didn’t want to be rude to the wingwalker. Faustina sat down and served herself some 

cocoa and tried to block out the sound of her wind chimes.  

 She sipped the cocoa daintily at first, but it was just the right temperature with just the 

right balance of sweet and spicy. By her second cup she wasn’t worried about when the 

wingwalker would arrive. Her eyes grew heavy and the glow in the tent dimmed. She heard a 

rustling, but her arms and legs were too heavy to respond. A faint laugh surrounded her. 

 “Faustina Alfaro, your tía didn’t warn you. Wind isn’t always friendly.” 

 Faustina felt pressure on her wrist, but couldn’t pull away. Faustina grew weaker. The 

wingwalker rolled her newly healed ankle. The pressure became painful and then suddenly 

stopped. Faustina now heard her wind chimes, the hollow knocking of the bone wind. Faustina’s 

eyes were barely open, but she thought she could see stark white sticks advance toward her. The 

dead weight of her body floated up and for an instant she opened her eyes and saw that she had 

gotten her wish—she was riding the wind. 

 When she awoke the next morning, all the grownups were talking about the accident at 

the hangar. The wingwalker had been crushed, all the bones in her body broken. Tía was oddly 

silent. Faustina rushed outside to her tree of wind chimes and saw the bone wind chime was 

gone.  


