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For the nanas, ten p.m. was early, so I poured them both another slug of wine. Whenever I got them going, I was rewarded. “You promised to tell me how you wound up in Tucson.”

With one glance, Nana Lula consulted Nana Mari. “It’s a long story. Not sure it’s interesting.”

“All your stories are interesting,” I countered. The spry old women were one surprise after another. In their seventies now, they didn’t take nonsense from anyone, including their nephew Joachín. As his girlfriend, I was an honorary family member. Since he was busy with a rehearsal, the evening was a prime chance for solidarity.

“Thanks, Dervla,” Lula said. “But you give us too much credit.”

“You always say that nobody promises you tomorrow. If something happens to you, then your stories—”

Mari laughed. “The truth is nothing exciting. We came here by accident.”

“I would call it a series of turns, actually,” Lula said. “Wrong turns. They eventually made a right, of course.”

“You came via California?”

“Right. First we visited Brother Henrito.”

“After you divorced?”

Joachín never offered me a clear story. Somehow Mari rid herself of a philandering husband. So did Lula. Those subjects were taboo, so we only knew fragments.
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