
NO WINTER LAST 
FOREVER 

By: Migue Avalos



To Billie Eilish. 

Thank you for your existence.
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A Place for Me

You didn’t need to set an alarm clock in the morning to go to
school because the sunlight through the window and the
bird’s chirping woke you up at 7am. The sound of my
mother’s footsteps and the smell of freshly baked pancakes
indicated that I should get up or she would come to my room
to wake me up not very kindly. She always woke up at like 6
o’clock, rain or shine, I don’t know how she did it, but when
we woke up she was always immaculately ready with her
floral apron and pink slippers on.
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My Name

My name is biblical. Miguel comes from the Hebrew name
“Mikha’el,” an archangel of God. So, straight out of Christian
Scripture, I am named Miguel, meaning one who is like God.
Miguel is portrayed as a valiant warrior and the head of
heaven’s celestian army who defeats and casts the dragon
down into the pit of Hades in the book of Revelation.
Honestly, I have always felt very connected to my name, for I
have been a warrior in my own ways. Many Christians believe
the angel will protect you if you venerate him. My mother
grew up in a very small town in the suburbs of Paraguay. We
call people like my mother who live far from the capital,
peasants, campesino. So, I guess you could say that my
mother was a peasant. She decided to move to the capital at
the age of 18, totally alone and without knowing anyone, and
growing up, I remember my mother fondly telling me that
the angel, San Miguel, protected her so that’s the reason why
she named me after him.
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Hippies

They were there every Saturday at 8 am when the sun
showed its face. They always seemed to wait for him with a
huge smile on their faces in the University’s courtyard. Their
happiness seemed an overwhelming kind. They were the art
students, that group of people considered maladjusted or
lazy by many Paraguayan, who were poorly cultured in the
society. Therefore, I did, too. But how could someone
considered as trash and incapable of following rules look
happy all the time? I was so fed up with everything and tired
of my daily routines—waking up in the morning, going to
school, and then my job in the afternoon. I had a job as an
administrative assistant. I was an 18-year-old boy with
apparently a normal, decent life, but it was not enough. I
didn’t feel that I belonged with anyone or to anyplace. I
hated my family’s mindless chats, and I was bored being with
my friends. And every Saturday morning when passing
through the university, I saw them —“the hippies.” My dad
called them. One day after getting reprimanded at work and
annoyed with the world, as I was passing through the hippie
area, I decided to park my car and go to discover why they
were so happy. I just ventured, prompted by curiosity without
knowing that I would never return home, being the same
Migue.
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The Woman at the End of the 
Table

It was 8pm at night, and the streetlights came through the
windows, giving the place a dim ray of light that was mixed
with the darkness of the corridor where you could hardly
hear a sound. It was as if someone couldn’t breathe and tried
to hide in that cold corridor in the safety of the dark
shadows. I walked through it and realized that it came from
the dining room, and the sound was getting closer. Then it
became clear to me—someone sobbing. I walked to the door
and stuck my head in to see what was happening inside. The
lights were off, but there was a reflection in the nightstand at
the end of the room. I took precautions and silently stuck out
my head closer to see the figure of a woman sitting at the
end of the table crying, and that woman was my mother. In
that instant, I felt the welling-up of tears in my eyes even
without knowing what was happening. How could the
strongest person I know in my life cry? Isn’t crying for the
weak and a kid like me? What happened? Did we run out of
chocolate again? Did the teacher give us too much
homework? I was five years old, and I was too young to
understand that my parents were divorcing. And that I had
found my mother just after her talk with my father. I felt cold
rising through my feet and it was not the cold of the winter
night. I didn’t know what to do until my older sister took me
by the arm and took me to my room.
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My Own Quiet War

Meche was one of the most talented girls I met in acting
school. She was very pretty with long and curly black hair. I
used to tell her that she looked like Jennifer Lawrence. She
was also very disciplined and industrious. All the teachers
loved her and set her as an example as to how we should be
and what we should do. This didn’t get lost on her, and she
knew she was talented. One night after class my phone rang,
and it was her crying. She told me about a couple of
problems she had, and we stayed up talking until very late at
night. Since that night, I felt very connected to her because
she opened her heart to me and chose me to share her
sorrow with. I felt special, and from that day on I tried to
protect her. And I guess in my eagerness to protect her, I
wasn’t aware of her developing certain attitudes towards me
that became a bit possessive. I had to be there when and
where she wanted me and I had to be how she wanted me.
But even then it was never enough for her. Yet when I needed
something from her, she never had time or patience to hear
me out. However, I followed around her because I felt inferior
and that I depended in some way on her, and I needed her to
validate my work, my character, and essentially my entire life.
Our friendship became toxic, but neither of us knew. One day
I just got a role in a play. It was the first time I had gotten a
real job in acting and I wasn't even happy. Instead, I felt
scared because of my insecurities.
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Meche, who was my best friend, made me painfully aware of
what a funny face I made when I acted, and how cliché my
acting was. Worse, she just laughed every time I went up on
stage in front of the director to rehearse my part, and every
little whisper or laugh that came from the back of the room
only made me feel more and more insecure until the director
said "Okay, stop, we need to talk.” He gave me a rehearsal
where he and I could be alone to see if I was ready for the
role, or if something was wrong with me. Apparently I did
well because he gave me good feedback. At that point I had
discovered that if I continued to allow her or someone else to
control my emotions and who I was as a person, I would be
the one who would lose, and that I had to decide between
losing her or losing myself. I obviously chose myself and
started working hard on my insecurities. And I decided on
whom I was going to make friends with and slowly but surely
pushed her out of my life.
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Our Good Day

“I have an idea to make them stop bullying us,” Oscar said
while Lily and I listened to him intently. We had been talking
about how we could get the bullies at school to leave us
alone. Every morning when walking through the corridors of
the school, we had to get off the elevator and take the stairs
to avoid running into the group of bullies. But they always
found a way to find us and when they did, there was no way
to escape from them. They once tied Oscar's backpack to the
ceiling fan in the science class. When they turned on the fan,
the backpack flew and fell on the fish tank, leaving the fish
tank in pieces on the floor.

“We should give them bibles,” says Oscar.

“Ooh yes! My mom always says, "She needs to know God,"
whenever she sees the drunk lady from 3599 in my
neighborhood,” says Lily. I was so confused because my
family wasn’t into religion, and I didn’t know nothing about
it.

“So, if they read the Bible, will they be good?” I wondered
out loud.

“Yes!” said Lily and Oscar in unison.

We didn't have the bibles and we didn't have the money to
buy them, and telling our parents was not an option. It would
be very humiliating for them to find out their children had -



- bullies on their back. So, our best idea was to steal a pair of
jewelry from our parents and sell it to a jewelry store, and so
we did. We were completely ripped off by the jeweler, but we
were happy because the money was enough to buy a couple
of bibles for our bullies. We had already imagined the
paradise of Eden that the school would become after they
looked at those bibles. In our minds this would be more
effective than a bomb blowing up in their rooms. The next
day we discover that we have given them new ways to hit our
heads with even from a long distance.
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