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Black clouds rolled in defiantly from the south, pushed by the wind. Lightning gave them sharper edges, a ghostly glow that made them look almost solid. The wind toyed with the wheat stalks like invisible hands running through blonde hair. Some sunflowers finally surrendered, their thick stems snapping, bowing humbly before the greater force. Birds took shelter inside the pigpens; the pigs themselves slept piled on top of one another, grunting and biting, blissfully ignorant. Maybe that’s why they could enjoy the night (and life itself) without fear or worry: they had no idea what fate even was.

The other animals faced the storm in their own ways. The horses simply turned their backs on it. The hens huddled in their coop, living up to their nervous reputation—though, to be honest, a hen’s face doesn’t exactly broadcast emotion. The rest of the poultry had already been locked away by Grandpa Roberto, who could smell these summer storms hours, sometimes days, in advance.

But the real story was happening inside the old estancia house.

In one of the bedrooms of the big, creaking farmhouse, Anita—granddaughter of the owners—was trying to sleep. She had ended up here after a family tragedy. Buried under the covers, only two wide, terrified eyes peeked out. Darkness was broken only by lightning that sneaked in through every crack and gap. In those flashes, ordinary things—the chair, the wardrobe, the rocking horse—turned monstrous. The bluish light was the exact shade she remembered from her aunt’s corpse a few months earlier. She never should have gone to that wake; she knew it. But at fourteen she’d thought she was tougher than feelings. Wrong time to learn she wasn’t.
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