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I saw it all happen.

I saw my life flash before me. And I saw it changed forever—all in the span of a few moments. Before Encanto, there was a battle. A skirmish with that woman, Alma, her three children, and her husband—Pedro. I saw them huddled together, desperate to escape the evil that surrounded them. I saw the man—Pedro—fall. He didn’t get up. I saw it all.

Why was I there? I’ve wondered this many times. How did I end up with my father’s group, chasing these helpless people down? I long for the answer, but I don’t expect to get it. Still, I remember it all. Every detail. The wind whipping against my face. The tears clouding my vision. The family’s screams of pain and fear.

I saw the magic then. Bright, powerful. It swept Papi away. Swept his friends away. In an instant. One minute they were there—next to me. Then there was a flash. Then nothing. The sound of the wind ringing in my ears.

I was alone. My father was gone. His friends were, too. Where were they? How could I find them?

I wandered for what felt like a long time. I followed the broken family from a distance, aware even then that I should not be seen. Should not be connected to this dark, deadly event. If I was going to be alone—for quite a while—I needed to lurk in the shadows. To be invisible. From everyone.

But especially from the Madrigal family. I had to hide in the Encanto. Hide in plain sight. And plot my own journey to freedom—and family.
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Excerpt from Julieta Madrigal’s Diary

I feel a great weight on me, but I’m not sure why.

I should be happy. I should be content. But something seems to be eating at me.

Pepa has found her partner in Félix. I am happy for her—and happy we get to welcome him into the family. The love everyone feels for them is so strong, it almost overshadows what happened.

But my heart goes out to Bruno, as it always does. Our sweet brother is so well-intentioned that we often forget he has feelings, too. And those feelings can be hurt. I felt and saw it in real time on Pepa’s wedding day.

He was only trying to help. But he inadvertently hurt those he loved.

He didn’t mean to ruin the wedding. Didn’t mean to suggest the weather would be bad. He was just being honest. He did what he’s always done—told the truth. But it all went sideways. When things like this go wrong, especially with family, they linger. Poor Bruno.

Yes, these are the kinds of things that can fester. Things that in the moment seem resolved but end up getting infected. I know Bruno is tormented by what’s going on, but what he did was merely use his gift in the way he’s used to.

But time somehow smooths even the bumpiest events, and over the last few days, I’ve felt it. An ease that I’d thought long gone. I hope everything stays calm. I hope this lull isn’t just a respite, but the beginning of a long stretch of peace and happiness for all of us. Ay Dios. I know we deserve it.

After everything Mami went through—to get us here, to build this town that protects us—she also deserves some peace.

And it seems like we’re there.

But then why do I feel like we’re not on a plateau, but about to fall over a steep cliff?

I need to go. Agustín scraped his leg badly and I promised him a warm soup. More soon.
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Bruno Madrigal let out a long, meandering yawn. He squinted slightly as a glimmer of sunlight snuck into his bedroom through the shutters—the part that wasn’t covered by the stacks of musty books and drawing paper, a winding pile reaching high up toward the ceiling like a spiral staircase. Bruno’s room was packed—loaded with books, knickknacks, trinkets, and little things he picked up on any given day. It was his safe place, where he found peace, surrounded by the world as he wished to see it. But now the sun was creeping in.

Bruno wasn’t sure what time it was, but he felt rested and relaxed—feelings that would soon fade once he got outside and started to wander Casita, the home he shared with his mami and hermanitas. The anxiety started to creep in—slowly at first, then spreading over his entire body.

Bruno caught a glimpse of himself in a tall mirror he’d propped up against the far wall of his room, most of it obscured by books and papers. He was tall, lanky even—with wide, somber eyes and a sharp nose. He tilted his head as his eyes scanned the reflection.

Who am I? Who is Bruno?

He was generally happy, Bruno thought. Or he was supposed to be. But the happiness he felt now—or thought he felt—was different from the pure, unfiltered kind he remembered from when he was a child. Not burdened by worries or anxiety. Not weighed down by his gift and the expectations that came with it. More innocent times.

But then his gift came. His visions solidified—at first as vague ideas. But as Bruno got older, wiser, his peeks into the future became more concrete and defined. He couldn’t avoid them. And that childish happiness hardened into an adult need to survive. As the happiness had faded, he had to think about being happy—had to talk himself into it.

Bruno had never thought of these things as part of a greater whole when the visions first appeared when he was a child. Everyone’s story—everyone’s life—was different. A unique path in a zigzag series of paths. Bruno just happened to have a special gift that let him see a few steps down the line. And like clockwork, whenever Bruno talked to someone—whenever a resident of Encanto came to him in the hopes of learning what was next—it was always good. A positive bit of health news. A gift. A new addition to the family. Even little things—a nice dinner that evening, a rainbow on the walk home from work, a beautiful song playing. It was all nice. Bruno was seen, in Encanto, as a beacon of hope—like the candle itself. Like his beloved mother, Alma. Bruno was a sign that things were going to be more than all right. They were going to be great.

Then things changed. Bruno’s gift changed. Everything felt rougher now, more intense.

But that was growing up, wasn’t it? As far as anyone in the town was concerned, Bruno Madrigal was a happy guy. He was in a loving home. He wanted for very little. He had a family. His bare feet touched the floor of his room now, and he took in a long breath and remembered.

It came in a quick flood of visions and words: Pepa’s wedding.

Bruno, along with his hermanas, Julieta and Pepa, was a triplet. They lived in the small closed-off town of Encanto, in a magical house they all lovingly referred to as Casita. On their shared fifth birthday, each of the Madrigal children was granted a magical gift. Pepa, excitable and crackling with energy, gained the power to generate and control the weather with her moods. Julieta, with her thoughtful eyes and warm smile, could heal others’ ills with food. Bruno, by his estimation, got the short straw: he had visions. Dreamlike peeks into the future. At first, he didn’t understand. For a short time, his mami, Alma, couldn’t figure out what Bruno’s gift even was. Bruno remembered the pained expression on his mami’s somber face, her heavy eyes straining to figure out what was going on. Bruno recalled her stout, tiny frame moving from room to room, a kinetic energy propelling her during those uncertain times. Would it be that bad if he didn’t have a gift? Bruno had asked. Alma didn’t reply, which was enough of a response in and of itself.

But over the subsequent months, it became very clear to Bruno that he’d gained something unique. It was an additive to an already joyous childhood, spent exploring every corner of Encanto and playing with his siblings and friends. Bruno’s gift was a novelty to him as a child, hardening and defining in his mind only as he got older. Even then, it seemed to spring to the front of his mind only randomly. That changed around his eleventh birthday, like everything else. Bruno was feeling different. Older. More mature. And like his very being, his gift seemed to mature, too—to become more focused.

It had hit him as he walked through the small garden near Casita’s main entrance, crouching down to look at a lovely sunflower that had cropped up over the previous few days. In Bruno’s eyes, though, there was no flower—just a wilted stump. He remembered backing away in fear, unsure of what he was seeing. Then he had run. When he had wandered by the spot a few days later, his vision had come true. The flower was gone—wilted and dead.

Had he caused the flower to die? Bruno, not even a teenager, didn’t fully understand. Could this gift—which had only been floating in the background of his mind for most of his life—actually do much more? Had his vision just come true coincidentally? But the moment opened the door, and soon, whenever Bruno had a flash—whether it was something minor, like a tear in Julieta’s dress or an apple cart in the plaza tipping over, or something major, like Señor Bustamante falling ill—the vision would come true. Bruno, even at such a young age, couldn’t deny what was happening. He could see the future. Good and bad. And he would never be that joyous, innocent boy again.

Pepa’s wedding would fall under the bad category.

It was supposed to be a magical time. Pepa and Félix had spent months planning the event, with the help of Julieta and Alma. The entire town was abuzz about the festivities, and everyone who could turn out did. As far as anyone knew, it was set to be a beautiful sunny day—the perfect kind of weather for a wedding, especially one as magical as this. Alma’s first child to be married.

Supposed to be.

Bruno understood his gift, knew what it could do. But he didn’t always connect with others. The filters that many people had in place—the ones that gave them pause and helped them pick up on the social cues others were giving off—didn’t always click into place for Bruno, and the wedding was one of those times.

He felt the warm breeze hit his face as he walked toward the church. Pepa’s eyes were glowing with joy, but also anxious. Had Bruno been able to not just see that but truly see it, he would’ve probably kept his mouth shut. But Bruno had never been able to process these things. That, coupled with his gift, made for some awkward moments, to say the least.

“Looks like rain,” he’d said. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. The sun was beating down on them. Everyone was joyous and laughing. It felt like it would be a beautiful day forever. There was no evidence of rain, the kind of clue or tip that would alert a regular person to bad weather. But Bruno saw things differently. And through his gift, it did look like rain. But it wasn’t in the present. And it wasn’t anything other people could see.

Bruno’s gift propelled his mind’s eye forward—creating visions of what was to come. Sometimes seconds in the future, often further down the line. But he knew one thing at that moment—in a short amount of time, it would rain.

Pepa wasn’t keen on that. Bruno could still hear her shrill tone in response: “How could you say that?” the last two words dragging on like the final note in a long concierto.

It had rained, Bruno thought as he vividly remembered the event while slipping into a clean shirt and baggy khaki shorts. He’d been right. Why didn’t Pepa understand then, or before, that this was Bruno’s gift? Seeing the future.

“¿Bruuuuuuno? ¿Dónde estás, mijo? ¡Bruuuuno!”

His mami’s words echoed through Casita, up from the house’s spacious kitchen and through his closed door. Bruno Madrigal had to face the world. He had to be part of the community and society his family had created.

It was his duty.

Even if it was the last thing he wanted to do.
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Bruno felt heavy. Not heavy in the literal sense, mind you. Just weighed down.

Was it sadness? He wasn’t sure. He couldn’t really process the gray clouds that seemed to hover over him lately, the deep ache that he often ignored. Which he was currently doing.

He sped through Casita. Bruno knew the house better than anyone else—because he’d explored it in detail. Unlike his twins, Bruno loved spending most of his time at home. Loved wandering the winding corners and back doors. Marveled at the curious hutches and crawl spaces that seemed to filter through the house like a giant, complicated web. It was Bruno’s safe space. A way to hide and think and escape the bustle and noise of the tiny town of Encanto. Even Bruno had to come out occasionally, though.

But he didn’t have to be seen.

And sometimes, he didn’t want to be seen. Not by his hermanas, not by the neighbors, and certainly not by Mami. He could tell when their concern gauge was red, when the women in his life were conspiring to corner him and ask what was going on. This was one of those times, and Bruno couldn’t deal with it.

He could still hear Mami’s call as he tiptoed down the steps and sped out the front door of Casita—could almost feel Julieta’s concerned look envelop him. He knew Mami meant well. She always did. But this wasn’t the time. He didn’t need anyone. Didn’t want to relive the wedding—Pepa’s angry look, the gasp of surprise from Félix, the rumble of storm clouds as if on cue. He just wished it hadn’t happened—wished he’d been able to usher that vision of rain away and replace it with something nicer, sunnier. And so what if it would have been proven wrong? At least people wouldn’t have blamed him, right?

It was moments like these—moments that seemed to occur with increasing regularity for Bruno—when he longed for his father, Pedro. Wondered what his life would’ve been like had his father lived.

Bruno let out a long sigh as he made a quick left down a side street. He felt an ache in his heart as he realized his only real knowledge of his father came from the images he saw on the walls of Casita, or the stories Mami shared when she was feeling nostalgic. Even then, with a pasted-together idea of who Pedro was, Bruno could see his vision of his father fading. Pedro’s facial features were growing blurrier. Bruno was losing what little tether he had to his papi.

But there was something else now, too, Bruno realized. He spun around, taking a few quick steps backward as he looked—toward Casita—at the path he’d just walked. Had it been simply a feeling? A strange sense that something—no, someone—was behind him?

Someone was watching him?

Bruno shook it off and turned back around, waving at Señor Pinnelas, who was lugging what seemed to be a hefty toolbox. Bruno looked—his stare lingering on the man. Bruno felt a familiar tingle, and suddenly his vision blurred slightly. He still saw Señor Pinnelas, but now the older man was crouching down, screaming in anguish. The box he had so carefully carried was now on his hand, crushing his fingers. Behind him was a dark shape—about Bruno’s height, but hard to make out. He could hear them laughing, though.

Bruno opened his mouth. He wanted to warn Señor Pinnelas, who had always been kind to him. But then his mind flashed back to Pepa’s wedding. To the stricken look on her face when he’d merely said the weather might go sour.

But surely his neighbor would want to know to be vigilant? To be cautious? Or would Bruno be doing more harm than good?

He was talking before his mind had been made up. This happened a lot.

“Look out for that heavy toolbox, amigo,” Bruno said, the dark shape still haunting his mind. Bruno let out a nervous laugh as a capper to his warning.

Pinnelas’s eyes widened and the older man backed up slowly. Bruno watched as he set the toolbox down carefully and continued to back away.

“¿Qué dices, Bruno?” he said, slightly above a whisper, eyes still wide with fear. “Have I not been kind to you, mijo? Are you cursing me now?”

A curse?

Bruno had never thought of his gift that way—certainly not as a curse on others. But was his own gift a curse on himself?

“N-no, Señor Pinnelas, claro que no…” Bruno stammered. “Um, let me help you with that toolbox, okay? There’s nothing to worry about. It’s just that—”

But before Bruno could finish his thought, Pinnelas was halfway down the block, muttering to himself.

Bruno wanted to chase after him, to convince the man that his powers were just a gift, not a curse. But to what end? For a long time, when he was younger, Bruno had prided himself on his ability. Felt like he was being helpful. Alerting friends, family, neighbors to the good news that awaited them. And the visions were received with joy and anticipation. Bruno could do no wrong. People would seek him out in the hopes of capturing a bit of his gift, of being touched by a slight jolt of good fortune. But what had changed? Bruno wondered. It seemed like lately, the news was rarely—if ever—good. Visions of people tripping and falling. Bad weather. Accidents. Arguments. Destruction. Doom. They were everywhere, replacing the joy and bright future Bruno had taken for granted.

Was it his fault?

Had his own darkening mood started to seep into his gift? Could he even trust himself to see what was happening?

“But that’s the thing,” he muttered to himself, turning toward the town square, hoping to get lost in the crowds and sounds of Encanto. “If my visions were wrong, I’d doubt myself.”

But he was never wrong.

As Bruno approached the center of town—surrounded by stores; booths selling flavorful foods, toys, and anything else you could imagine; musicians playing ballads of lands long forgotten; and the sounds of children playing—he caught sight of Julieta, his twin, looking calm and serene as she made her way through the hustle and bustle of Encanto. Everyone seemed to either step aside and watch her with reverence or try to catch her eye, eager to feel the touch or gain the attention of Julieta Madrigal, one of the three siblings. They loved her. They talked to her about food—what she was cooking—and then, naturally, about what ailed them. Julieta was always patient and kind. She told Mari Aspuru to come by later for some arroz y frijoles. She nodded patiently as Eduardo Escala recounted his latest woes before inviting him to Casita for some caldo de pollo. It was like clockwork. Bruno hung back and just watched in wonder at his sister’s powerful command of the crowd, like royalty, and how the people seemed to surge after her—in the way Bruno remembered them surging after him.

But those days were over, Bruno realized.

As much as they loved Julieta and her healing treats, as much as they respected Pepa—a respect that, in turn, made Pepa’s own gift better for Encanto—they feared Bruno.

And there was nothing he could do about it.

No matter how much Bruno tried, how desperately he curated his visions, how thoughtful he was about what he shared—he could not make people like him. The rumor mill had revved up. The gossip was piping hot. If someone got a vision from Bruno, it was bad news—and few things were hated more than bad news. One of those things? The person bearing it.

Bruno let out a long sigh, spun on his heel, and walked away from the town square. He needed to be alone—for a while.
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Bruno thought back to the wedding. It should’ve been a day of celebration. Of joy and happiness. And it was, eventually. But not as far as Bruno was concerned.

Everyone loved Félix. He was kind, doted on Pepa, and was so eager and excited to join the family. Bruno had never seen Pepa like this—her happiness unbridled and pure, whatever sharp edges she used to have smoothed over by the pink cloud of love. He thought about this as he knotted his tie, staring at his reflection in the mirror in his room. It would be a special day, Bruno had told himself. It had to be.

Bruno, finally dressed but running late, stepped outside of the house. The sun seemed to dominate the sky—bright and orange, creating a warmth and light that felt appropriate. Beautiful weather on what was sure to be a beautiful day, Bruno thought.

He was happy for Pepa, Bruno thought as he made his way toward the ceremony. She’d spent weeks, months, planning it all—making sure every detail was perfect. She’d struggled with the idea of having it outside, unsure if the weather would hold. But everyone—even that strange man Francisco Padilla—had assured her that the skies would stay clear. Bruno hoped they were right.

As Bruno wove through the crowd, he saw Félix first. The entire village was there, standing outside in the blazing sun, soaking up the energy and love that was building for both Pepa and Félix.

He looked nervous, was Bruno’s first thought. The usually easygoing Félix seemed jittery and worried, pacing on the cobblestone steps that made up Encanto’s central square.

“Bruno, hey, it’s good to see you,” Félix said, approaching Bruno and pulling him in for a tight hug. “I was getting a little worried.”

“You know I wouldn’t miss this for the world, Félix,” Bruno said, forcing a smile. A smile would help calm him down, Bruno thought. “Beautiful day, too.”

“Not a cloud in the sky,” Félix said, his eyes distant.

Bruno waved a hand in front of Félix’s face, snapping his future brother-in-law out of his self-imposed daze.

“Where is mi hermanita, anyway?”

Félix blinked a few times and then motioned toward the center of the square. It didn’t take long for Bruno to pinpoint where Pepa was. The tiny gray cloud hovering over her head did the work there. Bruno thought he saw a quick burst of rain trickle down.

She looked beautiful, in a lovely white dress, her hair made up in a way Bruno had never seen before. She was radiant, he thought. But also anxious. Stressed. And Bruno knew what happened when Pepa was unhappy. Her gift was tied to the weather, but that gift, in turn, was tied to her mood. If she was mad, thunder and lightning were likely. If she was calm and serene, the skies would be clear and placid.

“Is she okay?” Bruno asked Félix.

“I hope so, Bruno,” Félix said with a shrug before returning to his pacing. “We’re just getting ready—it’s almost time.”

The crowd seemed to be at a maximum. Bruno felt like he was surrounded by everyone he’d ever met—a who’s who of Encanto, Casita, and his entire life. Mami. Julieta. His friend Roberto. His classmates Heidi and Annalise. Even in the distance, Francisco Padilla was looking on. This was the event of the season. Everyone was watching.

And, it seemed, Pepa knew this—could feel it.

Bruno’s throat tightened as he approached his sister, who was pacing in a tight circle—probably etching a ring with her feet—her eyes down, the gray cloud chasing her like a soggy shadow. Bruno wanted to help her, wanted to soothe his sister’s anxiety so she could enjoy the day—the same way everyone else here would. What could he do?

The vision arrived then—brief, but powerful. Of a storm, rain pelting down on Encanto. Bruno shook his head and tried to fight the vision off, but it lingered as he walked toward his sister. Why now, he wondered? The storm finally disappeared in Bruno’s vision, and he saw Pepa again, though the force of the vision now loomed over him like a long shadow.

But he had to help Pepa. He steeled himself as he placed a hand on Pepa’s thin shoulder, and she turned to face him, relief washing over her as she recognized who was greeting her. He forced another smile, trying to push the vision of the rainstorm out of his mind.

“Oh, Bruno, gracias a Dios you’re here,” Pepa said, a wide grin replacing the scowl that had been on her face moments before. “I was just about to send Mami to—”

“Looks like rain,” Bruno blurted, unable to dance around the thoughts pounding in his skull like a giant hammer trying to find a wall’s weak spot. He couldn’t help himself. He didn’t have the kind of filters others had, he knew this. But he’d hoped, for once, he could just keep his mouth shut.

Pepa’s face looked stricken, like she’d stepped into something unexpected. The shock turned to surprise. Soon it was anger.

“How…how could you say that?” Pepa asked, taking a few hurried steps back from her brother. Bruno watched as the tiny cloud above Pepa grew—the gray shape turning darker and floating up. Bruno watched as the gray-and-black clouds merged with the bright sky, spreading and covering what was once a beautiful day. “You…saw the rain? You saw it would rain today? It’s a prophecy?”

Bruno raised his hands in defense, trying desperately to talk to his sister—but it was too late.

Pepa was storming away, the cloud no longer a singular, personal thing. It was the sky now. Thunder crackled. Rain followed immediately. Bruno heard Julieta call for Mami to get the umbrellas, then the scurrying of desperate feet as people sought cover from the downpour.

First a light rain, then the kind of rain that felt like it was alive—a ponderous, heavy rain—with winds screaming in the distance. Un huracán, Bruno thought.

“How could you do this to me?” Pepa screamed, not at her brother—she wasn’t even looking at him now—but at the sky. Her voice loud, angry, as if her throat was being ripped out with the words.

And all of Encanto was watching Bruno, waiting for him to respond.

“How could you do this to me?”

Not a cloud in the sky.
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The storm raged for a while. Bruno managed to get cover near Casita, hidden behind a fruit stand and a carriage. He was still soaked—the hurricane winds and rain pelting Encanto like nothing he’d ever seen. He tried to think over what had happened. To replay every step to himself to figure out what he’d done wrong. What he could have done differently.

He hadn’t called forth the vision on purpose—he couldn’t control them. Though once it started, he’d assumed it would be nice. The weather seemed impenetrable. But Pepa had already been stressed—las nubes were already forming above her. Had he nudged them along?

Pepa hadn’t wanted to hear about any clouds. She didn’t want his visions—good or bad. She’d wanted to be reassured. Supported. Loved. Not jabbed at.

He slapped a palm to his forehead. Why couldn’t he understand? Bruno thought. Why couldn’t he know, inside, what to do or say, and when? Why was it so hard for him—when it seemed so easy for everyone else?

He tried to look out—through the rain, through the people rushing to move the food, the tables, the chairs, everything, out of the way—to see what was happening. But he couldn’t see Pepa. Couldn’t find Félix, either. He wanted to run. They surely hated him now, Bruno thought, the wetness on his face more than rain. He was about to stand up when he heard voices.

“He told me my fish would die,” someone said. It was Señora Pezmuerto, her voice sharp—a gossiping tone. “And the next day? Dead.”

Bruno wanted to speak—to clarify—about how she’d pressured him, asked repeatedly to find out the fate of her already sick fish. But he didn’t. To what end? Bruno thought.

Then another voice—a man’s, deeper, crankier.

Osvaldo.

“He said I’d grow a gut, and next thing you know…” Osvaldo said. There was a pause. Bruno assumed the older man was showcasing the shape of his belly.

Bruno couldn’t handle any more. He moved out of his hiding spot—relished the surprised reaction from Pezmuerto and Osvaldo for a brief moment, then remembered why he was even hiding. He’d disrupted Pepa’s wedding—perhaps irrevocably. Bruno felt the rain pelting his face. Heard the rumble of thunder so loud it seemed like Encanto was shaking.

He wanted to run to Pepa, to apologize and explain everything to her.

But would she listen?

Another crack of thunder.

He shook his head and walked back to Casita, his entire body soaked by the storm of his own creation.
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