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			To my children Noemi and Samuel. 

			You have my admiration.

			


		

		
			.

			


			You… how would you like 

			to be remembered? 

			


			INTRODUCTION

			From birth, we are constantly making decisions. First, our parents or third parties make them for us, starting with them when giving us our name, our everyday calling card. They are the ones who decide for us in which school we will study; whether spiritual life is essential or not, our values are fundamental and they determine if they develop our talents. In other words, our parents are forming our personality and our life.

			


			But little by little, we gain independence, and make our own choices, at first, without experience, regretting what we chose, but either way they give us knowledge. Some choices we make without thinking, and we regret them all our lives, and others which we put a lot of thinking into that we will forever value. A decision can vary in importance.

			


			We often choose without thinking, getting carried away by our feelings, by our mood, because we don’t reason carefully, on a whim, out of trust, out of spite, and all of these changes the direction of our lives.

			


			Young people face a number of challenges in becoming adults, such as values, studies, friends, work, and relationships. The decisions taken at this stage will affect the future.

			Day by day, minute by minute, we are faced with making decisions. When we wake up, we decide if we get up immediately or stay longer in bed, then we decide what clothes we will wear. We choose what to eat for breakfast, and we go to work where there will be much other decision-making. In the evening, we decide where to go to have fun, we decide which friends which entails what kind of influence they will have in the construction or destruction of our lives. Like these, there are many other everyday decisions.

			


			Often, we don’t take the time to ponder and think before acting. We don’t consider that poor decisions generate emotional imbalances and social disorder, which causes suffering.

			


			When we make decisions, we must assume the consequences of these actions and learn from our mistakes.

			


			It’s interesting to hear how couples who finally got married met, many of them meeting as a result of taking a decision they never thought would be so significant in their life. There are interesting stories like the one who went to a lunch that had no desire to go and there met her future husband, or that story in which a person was getting into a taxi through a door but decided to go in through the other side and when he turned, he met who would become his beloved partner.

			


			In short, with many decisions to make, so much to think about and meditate to choose our paths, I feel like I am at a bazaar. When one goes to a bazaar, we first take what we are looking for, sometimes we analyze it and decide if it is going to be useful or not, or sometimes we just get carried away by what we see, and we make a bad decision.

			I feel as if my life is constantly a bazaar full of decisions leading me to invisible strings that connect my path to the future.

			


			This book is based on a real-life story. Our main character found himself in strange bazaars. Like everyone, his parents were very influential in his having a life with many incredible experiences seldom heard of in our lives.

			


			The names used in this book are not real.

			


			


			


			CHAPTER ONE

			


			DECIDING WHICH BOOK TO READ

			Roberto still felt that emptiness in him which he had felt throughout 36 years of his life, that emptiness that in his failed attempt to fill it, resulted in the place where he is at this time; the Maria’s Island prison.

			He has tried everything in his short life, but he has never removed that despair that was dormant sometimes and other times not. As in those moments in that afternoon full of sunshine with a beautiful landscape, where wherever he turned his sight would find the blue sea in constant movement as if it were a reminder that he was alive, where fish swam in freedom, the freedom which he no longer possessed. These are places that many people enjoy with family; parents with their children playing with sand, feeling the caress of the sea sneaking up on their feet, feeling how they sink when the waves come back, watching the waves foaming up like bubbles, as if the sea was also happy to give us joy. He was feeling the same sun that all mankind receives regardless of who we are, what we do, what we think, and where we are.

			There, surrounded by his fellow convicts and policemen who continually watched them, aware that this was happening because of the choices he made in his life.

			Robert ignored the fact that this was the last evening that he would remain there. He had been living there for six years.

			After having seen the ocean sitting on a cliff from above a rock with his feet dangling, feeling and tasting the salty air in his body and his palate, he stood up without knowing where to go. He then walked towards the library. He wasn’t used to going there, but his feet took him to that place. On entering he saw that the tables were empty, only the librarian was there. In reality, they didn’t have many books since very few people used them.

			“Good afternoon, Roberto. Good to see you here. Want to read something special?” said the librarian, who was also a convict.

			“No thanks, I just came to see.”

			He went through the bookshelves and kept looking at them. He would take one, read it, flip through it, and leave it again. Some of them had dust, he blew it away to see the books and place them back again on the shelves.

			While he was looking at the bookshelves, he was struck by one which was related to Mexico and he decided to take it. He sensed a smell from the book which reminded him of his childhood.

			Browsing through this book, he saw Mexico’s vast breathtaking landscapes, savored the typical food from each state, enjoyed the traditional festivities of his country through the visuals, admired the exotic animals and flowers, and took in the fruits with their vibrant colors. What he valued the most was seeing people in the photos who seemed to glow with radiant happiness regardless of their social status. He saw the smile of a little girl as she hit a piñata with her eyes covered; she hit it with such power that her braids bounced in the air happily. And what to say about the smile of children in their age of innocence, and the elderly with those wrinkles that provoked endearment.

			He began to immerse himself deeply inside the book. He wanted to feel all that he could have lived, but hadn’t appreciated.

			As he was browsing through the book, he saw one page and read it with his heart so sensitive at that time:

			


			I LIVE FEELING PROUDLY MEXICAN

			


			When I wake up, I am full of energy, since, inside my being, I have indigenous blood of brave ancestors. I feel our blood is so intertwined, that they transmit their well-known force and wisdom.

			While I am running in the mornings, I admire the great works of our Mexican landscapes as if I were in an art gallery, enjoying the beautiful weather that many countries wish to experience.

			How delighted I am to listen to the birds’ great concert at dawn. I hear as if parents were scolding their children for not bearing good witness, I pay more attention to how they guide them with values that are more precious than all the yellow, white, green or black gold in our country. There is no lack for a mockingbird that proudly sings as it watches how all efforts have reaped and time that has been in making a good land for its children.

			When I shake while running, I feel my blood begins to experience one of our alluring folk dances that are so applauded, one day it is the Mexican hat dance, or maybe at the pace of the Bamba trying to understand “what is that small thing I need after a little grace” as the song says.

			On my way back, I enjoy seeing the giant Mexican flag waving, for some reason I see it as the most beautiful one of our planet. The amount of strength that I get from watching the eagle’s eyes full of adrenaline just like the ones that any mother has when someone threatens to hurt her children. 

			I come home to savor the good deal of fruits that we have, and what to say about our Mexican cuisine, full of contrasting and delicious flavors and colors. No wonder why we are among the top three places of the best international cuisine.

			I savor my Mexican music spiced up with mariachi, whose hats are magical because when we wear them, we pride ourselves, as when we see the face excitement in foreigners as they return to their countries and wear them.

			I dress with the beautiful clothes full of energy from the hands, eyes and the creativity of my fellow countrywoman spinners placed at every stitch that holds them together. No wonder we can see them featured on the international runways.

			I do my chores with enthusiasm and honesty, capitalizing the gifts God has given me to fulfill my good purpose here on earth and, if rocks appear on the road, I take out my hammer and chisel to work on them with the skills of my brother craftsmen and thus form footprints that I shall leave here in my Mexico with a touch of example and admiration for my future generations.

			How I enjoy my friends and loved ones, whose bodies release positive molecules which we entwine with the paths we have woven of brotherhood, courage, joy, support, thus decorating with seams the road of who we become.

			I pray with sincere faith for my Mexico to overcome the adversities that may happen and, why not, I also pray for the people that hinder the progress of our country so that they may reconsider and realize that the best satisfaction that they themselves may feel is to guide all their anger toward a good attitude after having suffered an existential crisis. This is the most valuable legacy that we could leave, as my father did.

			I go to bed at peace knowing that I have contributed my grain of sand, trying to do it at one of our fabulous beaches that I so much enjoy with my family to help my country grow.

			And I go to sleep with a smile on my lips feeling proudly Mexican.

			


			Roberto suddenly closed the book and wept bitterly thinking: How much damage have I caused. I haven’t valued my country. I’ve been one of the causes that made the eagle from my flag have that adrenaline in its eyes when I have attacked its son: Mexico. And worst of all… What for? I’m not happy, I’m still empty. I have had everything, but I have felt destitute. I have money that doesn’t fill me, that doesn’t satisfy neither the soul nor the self, which are the most precious aspects of our lives. 

			Why did I make these decisions? he asked himself with regret. 

			I only have one life and I didn’t make the most of it, he thought with remorse.

			He leaned his back against the wall and slowly slid to the floor. He felt like dust, morally wasted. 

			I have done a great deal of damage; I’ve been one of the causes for obstructing progress in Mexico. And yes, actually there were times when I pondered and knew I was doing something wrong, but I never reconsidered. I got carried away by passion, those instincts we fight with day by day. I would like to go back in time and do other things. I would not be in this place. I might find myself on a beach in other circumstances, maybe enjoying it with my children, with a wife who understood, loved and supported me. The women I met were physically attractive, they would give themselves up easily, in those times I looked for them for my need to have company, I didn’t ponder that it wasn’t real love, it was just passion, I didn’t realize that they only came by because they were opportunists. It was that regard what caused them to be capable of doing anything as long as they would get money in return, their true desire. Now that I find myself in jail and with nothing… Do they even remember me? No, they must be with other people that give them the same things I gave them. I’ve made my life so empty. How was I able to waste it? This is the only life I will have, and for what? Until I now realize that the most valuable legacy in life is to leave an impactful footprint in others that lasts forever and not like the ones that have been left by those who have passed away and people remember them for the damage that they left behind.

			And me, what can I do to fix my life? How will I remove all the damage I have caused? I know that my time is limited and that scares me and leads me to think, what will become of me? Where will life take me? How can I mend the wrongs I have done?

			Roberto was desperate. He felt himself sinking into a bottomless pit, when suddenly, the door opened and he saw officer Candelario approaching him and said: “You have to appear before the director of the prison right now.”

			


			DECIDING WHICH ROUTE TO TAKE

			6:20 am. Beep, beep, beep, an alarm rings. The arm of a woman appears between the sheets, she reaches out to turn it off.

			Marcia rises lazily from the bed; she heads like a sleepwalker to the bathroom. She turns the lights on and the first thing she sees is her image in the mirror. She approaches the mirror. She noticed that life was getting old in the body, each time the wrinkles around her eyes wanted to stand out more, in two more days she was turning half a century old, but she was not mortified by this. For her, wrinkles were a sign of pride as they meant experience, wisdom, maturity, respect that we have achieved throughout our lives.

			She felt tenderness when seeing the wrinkles in people; they seemed to be forming angelical features. Only God knows how many trials they have been through.

			Marcia was preparing herself, in fifteen days she was going to run a marathon that she deeply desired; this was a way to celebrate her 50 years of life.

			She took her sports clothes and put them on; this was how she began enjoying her day. She grabbed her water bottle, her fruit, and her towel. She got into her car, and turned the lights on because it was still dark.

			On her way she listened to the morning news.

			Yesterday a group of hitmen was captured; they had with them 100 AK-47 rifles, 30 kg of cocaine…

			Marcia could not realize how this kind of people could not understand all the damage they caused to society and themselves; she thought that they, for all they did, could not enjoy life; they believed that having great luxuries would satisfy them, but there comes a time when they don’t know what to do with so much money. They have mansions, cars, yachts, jewelry, women, even tigers as pets and, in spite of this, they don’t feel satisfied because they cannot live a normal life and they live with fear.

			Making money in that way doesn’t provide inner peace, peace that is happiness and joy´s greatest source; instead, it brings more frustration, more suspicion, more anxiety, sometimes more jealousy and even mistrust.

			When she arrived at Tangamanga Park, she enjoyed that place of 411 hectares of forest surrounded by lakes and tall and immense trees. She considered it as the lungs of the city of San Luis Potosi.

			Marcia parked and met her fellow racers.

			“Good morning,” said Marcia adjusting her jacket.

			“Good morning,” the coach arrived. “Today we will have a light training, in 15 days we will run the San Luis Potosi marathon for which we have trained extensively. It will be light jogging; you can choose the route you want. If you want to go to the three fountains or where the plane is.”

			They all started jogging as a group.

			Marcia enjoyed those moments very much. She liked sports; she liked to feel the air caress her face and see such beautiful sunrises. She was impressed by the changing colors of the sky as the sun rose, seeing how the edges of the clouds suddenly became bright red, then went from orange to purple to pink, paling and turning white as if they were cotton candy floating in that characteristic deep blue. In October, she admired the most beautiful moons of the year. She enjoyed seeing how the colors of the leaves of the trees changed from black against the light to a green range as the first rays of the sun appeared, seeing how some flowers began to open their petals as if stretching after a relaxing sleep.

			True art is only found in nature, she thought.

			As she ran, she passed the Douglas DC 3 blue plane so well known in the park. She remembered when her father brought her as a child for vacations to San Luis Potosi; he would bring her to this aircraft and to watch the movies that they showed there. What a nice feeling the first time she went in, she thought it would actually lift up when they closed the door and began to roll the movies.

			One Sunday, her father took her to see a film. When she stepped down the stairs of the plane, she took his hand and while they went away, she saw him turning his face back without letting go of her hand.

			“Dad did this plane ever fly?” she asked.

			“Of course, my dear, it used to be a great plane,” answered her father tenderly. 

			She looked at it and wondered… To what places did it fly? Who owned the plane? Whatever it is, to her it was a symbol of the park and she had truly enjoyed it.

			She kept running as she passed the Douglas DC-3 with a smile on her face for such fond memories of her childhood that this place brought.

			She could feel how her respiration became agitated, how the sweat streamed down her face. When she ended her tour, she started walking to stabilize her breath. When all the runners arrived and began to stretch, she approached the coach.

			“Athletes, stretch very well; remember that it is very important after every workout to avoid further injury. We have finished our training. I remind you to start hydrating well, two or three days before, eat foods high in carbs and rest so that your body is ready for the marathon. Remember that the race is in two Sundays, and starts at 7 am. The goal will be the plane.” That was the last thing the coach told us, we finished stretching and we went to our jobs.

			Marcia never expected that the next time she would be at that place, she would see that plane with new eyes and every question she had as a child would be answered. She would know its true story.

			


			DECIDING WHICH RADIO CHANNEL TO LISTEN

			“Balto! Balto! It’s time to leave. It’s already 8 pm.”

			In the back of the yard rushes like a ghost, a brown and white spotted springel dog ran very happily. His long funny ears moving as if they too were happy, he knew he was to be taken out and enjoyed it very much.

			It was a night where few stars were seen as they were outshined by a big moon; the climate was very pleasant, inviting her to go outside with him.

			She opened the car´s door and her pet sat in his place.

			She started the car, lowered the windows and Balto poked his face through the window and glowed with happiness. He was very jumpy with all the excitement with his tongue out.

			Marcia always had the habit of turning the radio on while she drove.

			“Let’s see if we find good music on the radio,” Marcia told Balto.

			I’m unhappy because you are not here.

			“Oh no, what is this?” she exclaimed and changed the channel.

			There is another shootout and the hitmen fled…

			“And the parents of these people? Where were they when they needed them?” she always asked herself. They were not born evil.

			Being a parent is not an easy task, since their children are born, they have a great responsibility in their hands, they should be in constant communication with them, and be alert of who they get together with and what they do. Many young people who are in jail wished that their parents had guided them, even though they might have never understood the relevance of it at that time.

			As a teacher, Marcia knew how a child changed when he received the attention from the parents, you could see from their expressions, their way of talking, of seeing things, of connecting with each other, even in their intellectual capacity.

			Of course, there are children that are born with genetic hereditary disorders, but these children can also be guided with a little more effort and professional help.

			Many parents don’t want to struggle and want teachers to take responsibility for their personal education, as well as for the spiritual one.

			In every generation she saw that there was less space for morality. She knew that human values needed to be promoted, day and night, within families. In a similar way, we should also listen to our inner voice to try to preserve or increase the good part of human nature and the idea of sharing our love with one another.

			Each family has the power to provide for good basic values, we just need to use reason and heart.

			And also, why not instill sports in children? It is a good way to foster discipline. Now children are more undisciplined, as they no longer respect the elderly anymore.

			She changed the channel again.

			We offer great discounts in the section of…

			“At this channel there are only ads,” she said. She pushed another button and heard:

			Yes, I am to give testimony of my life…

			This sentence caught Marcia´s attention. She arrived at her destination, she parked, she settled in her car seat outside of her children´s school while she listened. Balto, on the other hand, was waiting to see the students go out and to recognize his great friends.

			It was a quiet night. Marcia forgot that her children had told her that they were going to get out of school later that day. But, instead of getting angry, she was happy as she enjoyed listening to this testimonial and never thought it would inspire her to write this very own book.

			


			DECIDE WHAT SUBJECT TO STUDY

			I lived my childhood in a northern state of Mexico. My family was well known due to my father´s success in work and because of my mother´s charity. They enrolled me in one of the most well recognized schools of the city. It was a school with the best technology in the country. I was 15 years old. In those days, computers were starting to be sold. We could choose, among other courses, computer science, which I took.

			I enjoyed this course so much that I quickly learned it. I felt I had the skills for this. I never imagined how this decision would benefit me years later.

			I got along well with my friends, many of us had something in common: that feeling of loneliness that was mirrored in the absence of parents.

			My parents were very good to me, but there was no communication since they were often busy with all their obligations. It seemed as if they only had a few minutes to talk with me.

			We lived in a very luxurious house with marble floors of different colors that formed elegant designs. In the main areas there were Moroccan rugs and decorations from all around the world. When entering the house one could smell that peculiar cedar aroma of the woodwork in every corner. It had a very big dining room which many times was used for those great parties that my parents organized. There was a swimming pool lined with mosaics of various blues which created mermaid drawings. This was my favorite spot because I enjoyed swimming and more so when I invited my friends and we spent many hours without noticing the time flying by. From this place I had the view to our huge garden where frequent barbecues were organized.

			As I was an only child, they made my room enormous. I had a TV, all types of games that were trending at the time, musical instruments, rackets, balls for different sports, big closets where I kept so many clothes that I sometimes forgot about and when I would put them on, they didn’t fit anymore.

			It seemed as if I had everything, but this didn’t give me happiness, I felt unsatisfied.

			In the afternoons I enjoyed working on the computer that they gifted me for Christmas.

			Always on this day when I would go downstairs to see the gifts that were under the tree. There I would find two piles; one where I would find my parent’s gift for me, usually everything I had asked for, and the other was a mountain of sophisticated and unique gift from a mysterious person.

			Each year, this second group of gifts was a mystery since I didn´t know who sent them, it was a secret that my parents kept. Whenever I questioned them, they lowered their faces with such deep sadness that I decided never to ask again.

			Each year I would ask myself: Who could that person be? Why do they send gifts to me? What do I mean to him or her? Where did they get these electronic toys that I didn’t know? Had I met them before? Why do they send gifts if I don’t know them? All these questions vanished as I enjoyed the gifts.

			One Christmas, in that stack of mysterious gifts I found a computer. In those days, it was very difficult to get one of those special designs. It was a machine with a rarely seen technology.

			I insisted with my parents, to the point where I demanded they tell me about this generous person and what was the reason for these special gifts. But as always, I didn’t get an answer, I got mad at them, yelled and even insulted them out of despair. I went to my room and felt more lonesome than ever. When I realized that my parents were hiding something from me, I didn’t feel the same trust that I had felt for them.

			The distance between us grew larger. I wanted to spend more time with them, play, talk, study together, but they seldom could. But, now after what I have been through, I know why they hid the truth about those gifts, really, I would prefer not to have known.

			


			DECIDING WHICH FRIEND TO CALL

			When I arrived at my room crying because my parents didn’t want to answer the questions I asked every year, I threw myself into bed thinking that the door would open soon and my parents would go in to comfort me or tell me that secret. But it was not like that, they had other plans. I heard when Raymundo, the driver, started the car and both got in. They were in such a hurry that they didn’t even say goodbye. I had taken away some of their time with those questions…

			I laid down face up. I looked at the phosphorescent stars and planets in the ceiling of my room. I felt like being with somebody, but all my friends were with their families or siblings and I had no one.

			While I was thinking, I remembered that one day walking from school, Ramón, my mysterious classmate, came up to me, showed me a small package that he had in his sock, he told me it was something I would like to taste, that I would feel very good, it was going to relax me. He realized that I wanted to know more so he gave me his card, which I kept.

			Desperate, I opened the drawers, moving and taking everything out to find it. I opened the closets to look for it somewhere, without success. I had to find it; I looked through the books, in the backpack, in the pockets of my jackets. I wanted to know what it was. I needed it.

			After a long search, I found it. I held it in my hands and I had a bad feeling so I threw it away and phoned another friend with no success.

			I went back to bed. I was desperate. I heard Christmas songs at a distance and the neighbors´ voices that gathered with their families, the laughter of the children, the barking of the dog that was playing.

			I picked up one of the World History books that I so liked to distract me. But I couldn’t take it any longer, so I took the card. Without second thoughts, I took the phone and called that friend who was so strange to me. I dialed his number. I waited thinking I was not going to find him.

			“Hello?” I heard a sleepy voice.

			“Hello, Ramón.”

			“Who is this?” he said with distrust.

			“I´m Roberto, your classmate.”

			“Oh, yes, yes. I remember you.”

			“I thought that because of the date I was not going to find you,” I said.

			“No, I’m here. I’m pleased to hear you, good thing that you called. I´m home alone.”

			“I would like to talk to you,” I said with a somewhat desperate tone.

			“Sure, that’s what friends are for. Do you want me to go to your home?”

			“No, no, I better go to yours.” I wanted to go out; I didn’t want to stay there. I called the driver and told him where to head.

			When we arrived, I saw that it was a house with a very high fence; the garden was dry and neglected; the trees looked sad, brownish in color. There were many leaves on the ground.

			I pressed the bell. A black, big and fat Rottweiler dog rushed. With difficulty due to his weight, he rushed to the fence barking, he showed me his teeth showing his big fangs as if threatening me, leaning on the fence on his two feet, barking. In his thick neck, he had a black collar with metal spikes.

			“Whisky, Whisky! Calm down!” Ramón yelled to the dog.

			“I´m Roberto!” I yelled with fear, without getting near to the fence.

			“Come in, come in!” he grabbed the dog by the leash and opened the door.

			I stepped in with distrust and fear that it would let go, I went inside his house. Once inside Ramón let the dog free. Ramón turned to me and said, giving me a hug:

			“Roberto, you don’t know how glad I am to see you and to know that you thought of me. Like I said before, I want you to know that you can count on me for whatever you want. Trust me,” he said as he put his arm around my shoulders and walked towards his room.

			His house was empty, except for the dog. It was a dark house, the yellow curtains were closed, it had no decor, no pictures, no flowers. They only had the basics for living.

			He took me to his room. It was large. There was only one undone bed, on top, wrinkled clothes, tossed books, open backpacks, an empty soda can. On the walls, there were posters of rock bands. He was listening to music that hurt my ears, not only because of the volume, but because it was not a melody, they were noises and screams and I couldn´t distinguish what they were saying, my head hurt after a while. He turned the volume down.

			“Roberto, you don’t know how happy I am to see you,” he said with a strange expression.

			“I came to visit you because one day you told me…”

			“Yes,” Ramón interrupted me, answering with confidence, as if he knew why I was looking for him.

			Did he know what I was going to tell him? I asked myself as I sat in his bed, moving some books to make room.

			“Yes, Roberto, I remember that one day I told you that with me you were going to feel good because I have something that will make you happy,” he stretched his arm to get a key on the top of a door, his shirt rolled up and a tattoo of a skull showed on his lower back.

			I felt scared. He pulled some joints out of a closet that had two locks. I had already started smoking behind my parents back, and yes, they gave me a momentary pleasure but would not give me the happiness that Ramón had said.

			When he brought them closer, I saw them differently and the smell was a scent I had never smelt.

			“No, Ramón. I’ve already smoked several times, don’t offer me joints.”

			“No, this joint is different from those you have smoked before. Don´t be afraid. Just puff and you will feel as if you are floating. You will feel such a wellbeing that you will not want to quit,” he said with a desperate tone.

			I don’t know why I suddenly felt afraid. I wanted to run away, but where to? Thinking that the dog that looked like Satan was waiting for me outside. I could not do anything but stay. I felt imprisoned; Ramón increasingly pressed me to smoke. I was very scared and didn’t know what to tell him to get out of that situation that made me so uncomfortable, so I said:

			“Hey, if you say that they are so wonderful, how much do they cost? Because I don’t have any money and they must be very expensive.” I was wishing he would tell me to come back later.

			“No man, don´t worry. This one I give to you for free. If you want more, I will sell them to you, but don´t be afraid: what matters is that you try them so that you can see for yourself that I am not lying,” he said, getting closer to me.

			I took the joint, I put it on the tip of the lips of my mouth with fear. Ramón quickly lit a lighter as if in a hurry to do so. I took my first puff. 

			“Puff deeply and gently to make it more effective,” Ramón told me as if pleading. And I did. I began to feel that the room was transforming; as if I were and were not inside myself. I saw Ramón very far away, with a big smile on his face, as if he had caught a prey. He turned the volume of his music louder and put his hands in a position as if he was playing a real guitar. I could not think, just feel; as if I was somewhere else. I could not react to anything, I didn’t feel alone. I felt that someone was with me, but those people were not like us; they were people other than me. Although I knew they were strange, I was not afraid of them. Feeling that, I smoked once and again and again until the joint was finished.

			I felt a reality that doesn’t exist.

			After a while I went back to real life. Ramón was at my side; he still had the loud music on and, with great joy, he came up to me and said:

			“I didn’t lie to you, did I? Whenever you want to feel the same, call me. Just remember that the first joint was free, the following will have a cost. Come my friend,” he hugged me. “You know you can count on me.”

			


			When I arrived home, and went into my room I felt more lonesome than before. I felt the need to return to Ramón, but it was night and house help had the orders that I was not to go out after 10.

			From then on, I was a great “friend” of Ramón. Every time I went with him he wouldn’t act as kindly as in the first days that I went to his house. In fact, there were days when I looked for him desperately and would not find him, even though at first, he was very aware of my calls. Now I had to wait for him a long time, since he was looking for new “friends’’.

			How I wish that my parents had talked to me about drugs and the damage they cause. I squandered so much money with Ramón for just one of his joints. I started feeling like his prisoner.

			


			DECIDING TO PLAY WITH THE BOTTLE

			Days, weeks and months passed. Every day I felt the need to visit Ramón more urgently.

			My grades started going down. Life seemed different. My interests were different. I always thought of myself as a great businessman, but now I don’t care.

			My parents were not aware of what was happening to me as I didn’t see them much. What I was afraid of was that Raymundo, my driver, would notice that I was getting addicted to marijuana, but as I was becoming an expert on this, I knew how long to wait for him to pick me up so that he wouldn’t notice any difference in me. 

			Ramón kept the drugs in his socks. He would arrive at school, raise his pants, show us the package and grinned. I wonder if sometimes he pretended not to be in supply so that we would buy more knowing that perhaps it would take time to get it again.

			The price increased each time, many times I didn’t have enough, I stole from my parents, I knew where they hid the money, I took small amounts so that they would not notice: I even once stole a ring from my mother that I thought she would never notice as she never wore it, but on becoming aware that it was gone, she fired the employee that helped us even though she had been many years with us. She had to support a whole family along with her handicapped father. I didn’t have the courage to explain to my mother that I had stolen the ring.

			I didn’t hang out with my former classmates, now my “friends” were all dependent on marijuana as I was, and we often got together to get high.

			Once we got together because Ramón was going to give us a sample of another drug that was better than marijuana. 

			“We must change to another that is stronger, not to always feel the same thing,” he said.

			We met at his place. Whiskey already knew us well. On that occasion, we were six friends gathered in his room.

			“Ta daaaaaa! I’ll show you my new acquisition; I know that you will enjoy it,” Ramón said showing a small bag that he had in his raised hand.

			For a moment, I felt fear on seeing his smile. I could leave but if I did my “friends” would hate me, they would make fun of me, and so I decided to stay. Also, I was very curious.

			Ramón showed us the small plastic wrap that he began to unfold, we were all absorbed to see what it contained, and when he finished, we saw some plastic bags with a white powder.

			“What is this?” Fernando said. “Do you also smoke this?”

			“Ha, ha, ha, ha,” Ramón laughed. “How little do you know about these things! I am at the forefront of this for you to feel “good.” This amount is more than enough for everyone.

			“For all?” asked Juan. “On one hand that’s good, because that way we will use less and it will be cheaper, I don’t know where to get money anymore, I have sold much of my stuff; or rather I almost give them away for free in exchange for receiving something for them.”

			“Well, you do use a small amount,” Ramón said, “but it’s of such good quality that the price goes up.”

			“How? More expensive? I can’t pay more. One day I took the wallet of my uncle, who I like very much, to get money,” said Álvaro.

			“Well, when you try this, it will be worthwhile to get money from wherever you can, many artists, whether singers, painters, writers, actors, among others, use it to work.”

			“Ah, so it is not harmful, because with the marijuana I can’t study in the same way,” Fernando said, excited.

			“Do not ask if it is harmful: look at the joy and pleasure that you will receive.”

			We were all caught up in what he was saying. We had great curiosity mixed with fear.

			If I don’t like what I am going to try I will continue with marijuana, I thought, not knowing that this was a highly addictive substance, from the beginning.

			“Hey, but how are we going to smoke it?” Gerardo asked.

			“Smoke? No man, that is a thing of the past. This is inhaled.”

			“Is it inhaled? But how are we to inhale that powder?”

			“Don´t worry; I´ll explain step by step. Who wants to go first?”

			“We stared at each other, no one dared to be first.”

			“Don´t be afraid, nothing will happen. What we will do is sit in a circle, put a bottle in the middle, I will spin it and where the tip stops, will be who gets high.”

			We agreed. We sat on the floor. We looked at each other with fear. Ramón spun the bottle. We saw how it was coming to a stop. When it did, the tip was pointing at me.

			Everybody laughed pointing at me with their fingers. I felt a great fear.

			Ramón came with a piece of glass, put some of that white powder on it and scattered it with a knife so that it would be more pulverized. He passed it to me.

			“Look, cover one nostril and inhale,” Ramón said, smiling.

			I felt everyone’s eyes on me; I did what Ramón said, representing courage but was so afraid that it made my human senses become more acute.

			When I inhaled, I started feeling as if floating without any support, I moved freely, lightly, a feeling of weightlessness as in the pool, but here I could breathe. I could hear the voices of others at a distance who said: What do you feel? What do you feel? 

			My senses began to change functions. I watched through the window as the sap from the leaves was circulating like the blood in our veins, I heard the butterflies and flowers sing. I smelt the colors, heard the aromas, I had no notion of time.

			When I started to return to real life, I felt I was descending softly from the heights as a feather. I started until I began to feel as if an earthquake had happened without my realizing it, it was already dark, and none of my friends were there, not even Ramón. I felt pain in the nostril where I had inhaled, I was very thirsty because my throat was very dry, but what I felt most was a great anxiety, anxiety that I had never felt before.

			Shortly Ramón arrived. I aggressively asked him why he had left me alone.

			“You were not alone; I was receiving the goods. How was your experience, amazing, was it not?”

			I didn’t answer, I only asked for his phone so that Raymundo could pick me up.

			When I got home, I felt a weird person, a stranger in my own home, I had no appetite, felt no need to sleep, I could not remember exactly what had happened, I felt pain in my legs, when I took off my pants, I was impressed by what I saw.

			


			The next day I woke up angry, I felt great anger with many people, a feeling I never had before, I wanted to fight, to argue, to offend. I could not control myself; I only noticed that the house employees looked at me with fear.

			When I saw my friends that were with me when I did my first inhalation, I turned to them accusing them of leaving me.

			“You are cowards!” I yelled with anger.

			“No, Roberto, we didn’t leave, Ramón told us to leave.”

			“He told you to leave?”

			“Yes, you started to scream asking us to remove the spiders that you had in your legs; you took a knife and, at that point, Ramón asked us to leave the room.”

			When they said this, I knew why I had so many injuries in my legs.

			That day Ramón didn’t go to school, I think he was trying to avoid any confrontation.

			From the day I had that experience, my life changed, it seemed different, I suffered from depression and suicidal thoughts, I had a new feeling within me. My mind said that I should not continue getting high, but my body asked me to continue, at one point it asked for it at whatever cost.

			Nothing about this feeling can be compared to the beauty of real life, to love and be loved. When I started on this, instead of making things better, I worsened them.

			I was drastically destroying my only life; this I compare to when I see that we are violently destroying our only planet. I was poisoning myself as we are doing with our world.

			What a big mistake I made that day. I began to dig my own hole where I fell into emptiness; I felt I was flying ignoring that I was flying toward death. I never thought that deciding to play that game and to experience that curiosity would ruin my life.

			


			DECIDING TO LISTEN TO 
THE CONVERSATION

			One evening on my way to the pool with my bathing suit and towel over my shoulder, I heard my father on the phone, as he always did in the short time, he was home.

			On walking through the studio, I noticed that my father talked in an unusual way, he was more upset than I had ever heard him. I thought it was very strange so I decided to get closer and listen. I went to the door which was slightly open.

			My father was agitated. I peeped furtively and saw my mother sitting in a chair beside him, looking desperate.

			“No, Nemesio, I can’t say that to Roberto. It is not wise that you call me… Yes, I know about your situation… Forgive me, but I cannot do what you are asking… We accepted the commitment as long as you respected what we agreed.”

			My mother looked very nervous and desperate and was telling my father: “Tell him to respect us. Fifteen years have gone by and why does he want to break up what we agreed? Why now, that so many years have passed?”

			My father, in desperation, shouted: “Do not call me again! I try to understand you, but you must also understand us. You better not leave Tancuayalab. don’t ever come. Moreover, Roberto ignores he has a grandfather.”

			When I heard this, I was stunned.

			My father hung up the phone. He was furious; I had never seen him like this. He hugged my mother, who was sobbing.

			“Don’t worry, Nemesio is not coming. Calm down, calm down.” But my father’s face didn’t have a peaceful look.

			I continued my way through the marble floor of the hallway with the walls lined with wood paneling that led me to the pool. Appalled by what I had heard, I threw the towel on the floor and immediately dived into the pool feeling the water on my body. How I enjoyed being in contact with water, I loved immersing myself, closing my eyes and feeling the pressure of liquid all over my body as if I were being embraced, the feeling of weightlessness when floating, when I moved my head, I felt as if the hair was caressing my head, when I was swinging, I felt as if I was being massaged, but I could not always remain in the bottom, when I needed air, I would leave my shelter to quickly grasp air and dip again.

			In that moment, all that I had heard in that conversation came to my mind. 

			Who is Nemesio? My grandfather? I asked myself. But I don’t have grandparents. They had never spoken about him, Tancuayalab? Where is that place? Why didn’t they ever tell me about it?

			When I came up out of the water for air, I saw my parents. They were at the pool, in the back of the arcade surrounding it. They were watching me. My father had his arm around my mother, my mother was leaning her head on my father’s chest with their hands together. They both had a sad expression. They asked me to step out.

			I stepped out of my shelter by the stairs slowly feeling the air on my body. I took the towel and covered myself and approached them. My eyes were red; not knowing if it was the chlorine in the water or tears.

			My parents hugged me, not caring if they got wet with my body; my mother was crying.

			They told me they loved me. They acknowledged that the time had passed by, that I had grown and that they were sorry for not having been with me.

			We hugged. It was a hug I had never felt before and as we did, they told me: We won´t leave you alone again for such a long time.

			Around us were the steam and moisture coming out of the pool as if they were nestling us.

			Hopefully not too late, I thought.

			It was a very happy time for all three, but we ignored what was going to happen to us.

			


			DECIDING WHO TO HELP

			My parents liked to really help the Church; they helped others as if doing so was a guarantee of going to heaven when they died.

			Once, during a meeting, they heard that there was a missionary from Michoacán who had great projects; he was very knowledgeable, had great enthusiasm and desire for the Church to grow, especially in these times when many people were gradually withdrawing from the Church.

			This person needed a lot of support to fulfill his expectations, he had a very convincing speech, plus he had an angel-like face.

			Among his projects was the founding of great schools and universities so that both the children and parents of religious families could feel comfortable there and receive a quality education not known in our country.

			Each family was given options on how they wanted to support the Church, and my parents when they met the missionary that had good projects, were convinced and decided to support him.

			He was thin, tall, white, brown hair, close-shaved beard, he walked like a saint, dressed well, plus he was good at dealing with people, and making himself be loved. His personality impressed; he sold himself and his figure. He said to those he saw weak due to the grandeur: “We are going to educate bankers, engineers, company managers. We are going to have influence over universities. We are going to have prestige”. He wanted to create a Legion.

			Many wealthy families were so excited with him that they didn’t hesitate to give him even their estates rather than leave them to their children.

			This person was very persistent. I often saw him here in the big dinners that my parents organized where they talked about the projects they had in mind. Not only did he have dinner with us, he also stayed over at our home for several days. For them he was a very special person, they decided to give their time and lives not caring that they were taking away from me what was mine.

			My parents had everything ready for a trip to Mexico City for this work. They would be there for five days.

			“Son, when we have finished with this commitment, as we told you, we will try to travel less. The missionary wants to, among other things, create a great university in Mexico City. He is going to show us his project and maybe someday you can study there. As you know, he has great goals based on education. Not only that, we see that he attracts many young people to become missionaries, and we love to see how he is always with them.”

			This trip coincided with a study trip that I was going to make to the city of Guadalajara.

			We had a very emotional farewell. I didn’t want them to leave, but I had the illusion that, when they returned, our relationship would be very different.

			When they left and I went back to my room alone, I remembered the conversation I had heard the day before when I was going for a swim. I tried to remember the names; they were strange names that I had never heard before.

			What was the man’s name? I wondered. Magnesio… Magnesio… Monesio… apparently not. Nemesio. And the town they mentioned? Tancuala… Tancula… Tancuayalab!

			I stood up immediately and went for my computer. I started The World Atlas program and started to track down this town.

			It is found in Mexico, in the state of San Luis Potosí. It is the Huasteca Potosina region. I had never heard about this region, I pondered.

			I began to see the distance there was from where I was.

			Suddenly, an idea came to mind. I tried to dismiss it, but it persisted.

			


			DECIDING WHICH BUS TO TAKE

			Next day my parents left early for Mexico City. As soon as I heard they had left, I hastily packed my bag just with the basic things I needed for these days that my parents knew I was going to be away for a study trip I was going to make to Guadalajara. I took some money from the drawer that I had saved from my weekly allowance. Although my parents had a lot of money, I didn’t have the freedom to spend it. I noticed that I was almost unable to save since I met Ramón.

			When I had everything ready, I ate breakfast and started to plot on the idea that I had decided to take. I approached the kitchen.

			“Raymundo, let’s go… It is time for you to take me.”

			“But young Roberto, your mother told me to take you in three hours,” he covered his mouth with his hand. He was still having breakfast.

			“No, I need you to take me now; they called me from school and said there was a change in plans. I´ll wait until you finish breakfast, but please hurry.”

			“All right, as you wish,” he wiped his mouth with a napkin.

			I got in the gray colored Malibu car, Raymundo put my bag in the trunk and after they opened the garage, we went out to the street.

			“Raymundo, as I said, there was a change of plans, last night I was told that we will not leave from school: we will leave from the bus station.”

			“How sir? The buses always leave from school,” he looked in the rearview mirror.

			“Don´t you remember? That one day they had trouble with the bus company? And that we had to leave the station?” I answered by seeing his eyes in the mirror.

			“Ah, yes, I remember. No problem. I´ll take you with the teacher and then I will come back.”

			“No Raymundo, I’m already 15 years old. You drop me and go.”

			“No, young man, this is a different place than the others, the places where I leave you is because I already know them.”

			“No, no, no, this time you leave me. don’t let my friends make fun of me,” I said in a commanding tone.

			“All right, you tell me where to leave you but I will wait until you tell me that your teachers have arrived.”

			When we got to the bus station, I didn’t let him enter the parking lot. He opened the trunk and handed me my suitcase without giving him the chance to question me. I said goodbye as I had always done.

			I left pretending I was in a hurry because they were waiting for me. When I reached the door, I pretended to be looking for my teacher, later I waved at Raymundo telling him that they were here. I told him to leave.

			When I entered, I felt fear. It was the first time I traveled alone. Although I’ve always been a very independent and daring person, I was afraid because I didn’t know where I was going; I was going to an unknown place with an unknown person.

			At a distance, I saw Raymundo leaving in the car that was getting increasingly lost in traffic as if the cars were devouring it.

			When I saw myself alone surrounded by people that I didn’t know, I got the idea of quitting what I had planned, but I was already there and there was no turning back.

			I got to a counter.

			“Mr., where do you want your ticket to?”

			“To Tancuayalab,” I said.

			“To where did you say?”

			“Tancuayalab,” I repeatedly made an effort to speak.

			“I never heard that name. In what state?”

			“In the State of San Luis Potosi”.

			“I’m going to ask the exact location to recommend which route to take,” she got up from her chair and went to an office.

			When the lady walked away from the counter, I saw all the people that gathered in that place, many were buying tickets, others were paying attention to the bus departures, looking at the ticket they had in their hands, others sleeping quietly in their seats. In the loudspeakers, you could hear the bus departures. There was a lot of movement.

			The lady came back and told me:

			“First you have to reach the state capital and then take another bus that will take you to the city of Valles; from there, you take another bus that will take you to Tamuín, I don´t know if there is another one that can take you to Tancuayalab”.

			Very well, I thought. I hope I don’t have problems getting there.

			“How many tickets do you want?”

			“One, please”.

			“Do you travel alone?”

			“Yes”, I said assertively and tried to make my voice more serious.

			“But, are you of legal age?”

			“Yes, I´m 19 years old.” As I have always been big and tall, I looked older than I was.

			“Very well sir, here is your ticket with your designated seat, the bus leaves in one hour from gate B. When you arrive in San Luis Potosi, buy your ticket immediately, they only depart from the second-class section. I understand that they have continuous departures”.

			“Thank you for your information,” I took the money from my wallet.

			“Have a good trip,” she gave me the ticket.

			


			I had an hour to think if I turned back. The day before I called in sick at school, so that they wouldn’t call home; I told them I had an upset stomach and was not going on the study trip that they had organized.

			I could turn back; call Raymundo to come pick me up, but curiosity, that inner voice that was inside me would not leave me in peace. I´d rather take the risk than be in doubt all of my life, and as it seemed Mr. Nemesio urgently needed to be in touch with me. That was the conclusion I got after having listened to that conversation.

			“Passengers leaving for San Luis Potosi, please board at gate B,” a female voice from the speaker was heard.

			I took my suitcase and headed for the bus.

			


			DECIDING WHICH BUS 
DRIVER TO HIRE

			After a long and hot journey, I arrived at the city of Valles. 

			It was already 8 pm. It was getting dark; I was in an unknown place, with strangers. A week ago, I would have never imagined that I was going to be here alone; I imagined I was going to be with my classmates in Guadalajara, visiting museums, malls, candy plants, Garibaldi Plaza, eating myrtle, listening to mariachis.

			The taxi I took was very different from those I knew; when I sat, the seats were sunken; the dashboard was covered with plush, it had a rosary hanging from the rearview mirror, on the board it had a lit image of the Virgin of Guadalupe; the ironwork was rusty, but what struck me was that hanging in the middle of the roof was a sphere made out of pieces of mirror that moved as we advanced.

			“What´s up boss? Where do you want me to take you?” the taxi driver started the car.

			“To this address, please,” I showed him the paper that the ticket seller had written in San Luis.

			“I don’t know how to read. Can you tell me?”

			“Yes, yes, of course. The hotel is called Huasteca”.

			“Wow, it is the best hotel we have here in the city”.

			We were heading for the hotel. I was melting due to the heat in the taxi. When I opened the window, hot air came in; besides there was a lot of loose dirt in the streets and it came in through the window.

			The driver looked at me and said: 

			“You are not used to this hot climate, aren’t you?” he said smiling. “We reached 130 ºF,” when his smile got bigger, all his dental pieces full of metal flashed.

			


			That night I didn’t rest despite the hours of the trip as I was nervous not knowing who I was going to run into. I longed for daylight.

			The next day I woke up with an unusual nervousness. As I bathed, I began to wonder: who will Mr. Nemesio be? Will I find him? I don’t even know his last name, the only information I had was his name and place where he lived. Why did my father say I was his grandson? Why did he want to see me? So many things came to my mind that I began to feel a weird sensation in my stomach. In a few moments, I will have the answer to all these questions, I told myself very confidently.

			I didn’t wish to have breakfast. I picked up my stuff and paid the hotel bill.

			Going out I again felt the humidity and heat. I took a taxi that took me to the bus station.

			“Ticket to Tamuin, please,” I said to the lady at the counter.

			“Yes, young man. The next bus leaves in 45 minutes”.

			“At what time does the bus leave from Tamuin to Tancuayalab?” I asked.

			“No, there are no buses to that place”.

			“No? Then how can I get there?”

			“Do you know anyone from Tamuin that can take you?”

			“No Miss; please tell me what I can do to get there”.

			“Look, I have some driver friends that go every day to that place. Do you want someone special?”

			“No, you decide for me”.

			“Very well, I will recommend a friend who is not a driver, but he can help you. I´m going to call him”.

			I waited a moment for her to return.

			“Yes, young man, he told me he will wait for you. His name is Cirilo Rivera. He has a light blue colored truck. He will be waiting for you at the bus station”.

			While I was waiting, I started walking inside the station. I was surprised to see men and children lying on the floor on some blankets. Instead of suitcases they had cardboard boxes tied with ropes. I saw a bare-chested lady nursing a baby. What struck me is that while feeding him, she was putting on the shoes of another son, and the son who was nursing sucked harder as to not let go.

			I saw children, their faces filled with chickenpox pimples, holding their mothers´ skirts who were talking to pregnant women.

			I paid attention to the men’s hands. They were rough, strong, with grooves, with blisters. Their thick veins were obvious. They had calluses; I later learned that they got them from using tools to work the land, working hands. Their faces had sun cracked skin and were full of grooves that formed the wrinkles due to their age and life they had had.

			I was told that they were farmer villages; they harvested cane, corn and orange. There are also some cattle towns.

			It was time to board the bus. When I boarded the bus, I was surprised that the bus had the windows open and it didn’t have air conditioning. It was dirty. There were ladies with baskets on their legs, crying children, the smell of smoke and sweat, and the unbearable heat. At this point I remembered my parents. They imagined that I was in Guadalajara with my teachers and classmates. It would never cross their minds that I was in a place like this.

			We started the trip. I was lucky to be next to a window, because, besides receiving the air I needed, I could appreciate the vegetation, the towns we passed and got to listen to the sounds of insects.

			The bus constantly stopped in all the small villages we passed, passengers would get in and out with bags, food baskets, even bicycles, the ladies used white blouses embroidered with flowers of different colors; over their hair, a headdress shaped crown made of threads with the same colors of their blouses, their black skirts and, on their feet, sandals. The men had their hats on, even inside the bus and I saw how a small yarn ball that hung in the back danced. We were all sweating.

			There was a moment when I became desperate because we were tight, people were standing and the driver continued to let people in. At my side, there was a Huasteca that who kept chewing gum, and was carrying a basket, when I watched her, she had a white embroidered shawl, I saw that it was stained with red color, afterwards I realized that she had fresh made enchiladas huastecas that she was taking to sell. A child got up on one side of the basket, the child would not stop crying because of so many curves that we passed. You could see that the persons were used to this type of road that was formed because we were passing the mountains of the Eastern Sierra Madre that had tight and exuberant vegetation, suddenly I could see water mirrors that were natural pools in which I would love to take a dip. I also found some corn and bean crops.

			Finally, we arrived in Tamuin.

			I left the bus looking for the light blue truck that would be waiting for me. I saw it parked, but I didn’t find Cirilo. I had to wait for some minutes under the sun. Suddenly a very quiet boy appeared, with two sodas in the hand; wearing a pair of jeans, a thick belt buckle, a rolled up plaid shirt and brown boots.

			He was tall, thin, straight black hair, his nose a little big, thick lips so when he smiled it seemed they reached the ears. He wore a mustache and had a mole on his neck.

			“Hi güerito: you must be Roberto. My friend Miriam called me from Valles to receive you.

			“Yes, I am,” I shook his hand to greet him.

			“What brings you to these lands? Are you really going to buy a ranch?”

			“No, why do you think that? I am looking for a man named Nemesio in Tancuayalab”.

			“Nemesio? What is his last name? So that I can leave you there,” he offered me a soda.

			This question made my blood drop down to my feet. I was ashamed to tell him that I didn’t know.

			“The only information I have is his name and where he lives”.

			“Well, how are you going to know which Nemesio are you looking for? There are several with that name”.

			Disappointed, I asked: “How many do you know?”

			“In this town there are not many. I know every person and there are four Nemesios.

			“Good thing there are not many,” I replied relieved and cooled off with the drink. “I ask you please to take me with the Nemesios you know, how much will you charge me?”

			“I don’t know why those living in cities mention the money immediately.

			I didn’t have words to answer.

			We got into his truck. It was an old model. It had so many rusted parts that holes formed. When he started the engine, everything moved; it made a lot of noise. There was a great hole where the shift was from which you could see the road and the dirt got in. The windows had no handles, the road was unpaved and when we fell in any hole, we jumped and moved around as if we were on a roller coaster. He turned the radio on and listened to band music; he raised the volume as if wanting everybody around us to listen to it and started our trip to Tancuayalab. As we moved on we left a trail of dirt on the road.

			On the way, I always heard Cirilo! Cirilo! And he would honk and raise his hand to wave. They were people of all ages: a child, a peasant, a worker, even a doctor with a white jacket.

			“I can see you have many friends,” I turned to see him.

			“Yes, güerito,” he answered changing shifts and still watching the road, he continued: “I consider it a privilege because for me this is a treasure, my friends are like my brothers and they are more valuable to me as I am an only child, so I feel like I have many brothers. I joke with my mother: I tell her that I didn’t know she had so many children”.

			Cirilo was a very nice person; he was ten years older than me. I never imagined we would become such good friends.

			We talked most of the way. I forgot why I was there for a moment. I never imagined what I was to find.

			


			DECIDING WHICH NEMESIO

			We reached Tancuayalab. After an hour of much bouncing, there were times I had to hold on tightly to whatever I could. We jumped so high that I bumped my head several times with the truck’s roof. This made Cirilo smile so he would go faster, not caring about his truck getting worse.

			It was a place where they had few paved streets, the houses were made of adobe, roofs were made of palm and other made of wooden sticks. Some had no floor, just dirt. Many of them were open, he could see that inside they had a modest decor; there were several persons outside, sitting in chairs which they used to enjoy the cool evenings. All were surrounded by plenty of vegetation. Most of the houses had hammocks; later I learned that they had two purposes; for the body to receive air from everywhere when they are used, and so they are not easily attacked by a poisonous animal.

			The village had its typical garden where the church is located; there were ladies sitting on the benches talking while the children played ball.

			As we moved forward, I closely watched the streets, thinking which would be the house we were looking for.

			Suddenly, he stopped.

			“Güerito here lives a Nemesio, which I hope is the one you are looking for,” he said as he put the truck in neutral and pushed the hand brake with his foot.

			My heart began to beat harder. I think my face looked as if in shock. I had trouble opening the door of the truck as it had, rather than a handle, a cord that you pull to open it.

			As we approached the house, I smelled homemade food, cooked over wood. Then my stomach started to rumble, I had forgotten that I had not eaten breakfast, as if my stomach was yelling just in case my mouth would not say that I was hungry so that everyone knew.

			Cirilo knocked on the door and a shy lady came out. She was an old lady who could not see well, she had a degeneration in her eye. You could hear the cackle of hens and the barking of dogs.

			“Yummm, we arrived just in time, doña Chole,” Cirilo said, massaging his stomach in a circular way.

			“Come in, come in,” she answered happily when she saw us.

			“Doña Chole, I am looking for Nemesio, “ he hugged her.

			“He is not here, he went to the field,” she answered shyly. “They left about an hour ago, they will be here soon”.

			“Well, if you don’t mind, we will wait for him, doña Chole. Hey, it smells good; did you make bocolitos?”

			Doña Chole served us what they call bocolitos, delicious tortilla wraps made of corn flour mixed with cheese and lard, accompanied by refried beans and a hot sauce. She gave us hot coffee to withstand the heat.

			Then we heard stomping noises as if shaking our feet.

			“They are here!” exclaimed Doña Chole.

			My heart again beat harder; I turned and saw an older person taking off his hat, when he did his hair was marked in a circle due to sweat. He was accompanied by a young man about my age.

			“Nice to see you Cirilo. A long time since you were here,” the older person told him to show him a hand like the working hands I had seen on the bus.

			“Well, I brought this güerito, who is looking for a Nemesio and I thought of your son”.

			When I heard these words, my blood dropped to my feet.

			


			When we got back to the truck, I told Cirilo, lifting my voice.

			“No Cirilo, the person I’m looking for is an older person”.

			“Hey güerito, you hadn’t said anything. How do you want me to guess? Let’s see, how old is the Nemesio you are looking for?”

			“I don’t know,” I said, disappointed.

			Cirilo suddenly halted, a cloud of dust formed, he turned to face me and said:

			“Oh well, how funny: you come to an unfamiliar place, to meet a person that you don’t know either, you don’t know how old he is and you only know he is named Nemesio. Let’s see. What other information can you give me?”

			“Mmmm, he has a grandson,” I said thinking that with that he could locate him.

			“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. We are very prolific here, we even have some surprises, the other Nemesios have grandchildren. Let’s decide which other Nemesio you want me to take you… Or do you have any other information you can give me?

			I felt like we were playing detectives, as when I was a child.

			“No, I don’t know more. Oh, I have other fact. Apparently, he has a grandson who lives in Monterrey”.

			“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha,” he laughed with that laugh so typical of him and said: “well as I told you…” he approached and said in a low voice. “Here you suddenly find someone who has children somewhere else, when they went to work in other cities”.

			“Well, I don’t have any other information. The only thing I know is that he wished to talk to me, as if in a hurry to do so,” I said, puzzled.

			“Ah, you have given me a good tip. There is a Nemesio living in a farm, he is very sick. They say he won’t live much more, that he won’t be around for the church parties. This is a very good man. He used to be very cheerful but since his son left, his character changed very much. He is sad and thoughtful. They say his son became a billionaire, but Nemesio doesn’t want a single penny from him. You tell me if you decide to go and I will take you”.

			“Well, what you say does sound interesting”.

			“Hey güerito, and between us… Why the rush to find him?”

			“I still don´t know,” I replied with a touch of disappointment.

			“Wait, what?” he answered with a wince. “It’s not possible what I’m hearing, definitely people in large cities are deranged with the smog. Nothing like living in the country, outdoors, feeling free”.

			He started the truck again and we went searching for the second Nemesio.

			We left the city, we were driving through a dirt road, we went through a lot of puddles, there were moments when I thought the truck was going to stall. With the truck´s effort and Cirilo´s skill we managed to get out. Houses were no longer visible, only vegetation. In the distance, we saw huts with thatched roofs. We could see many cattle pens. There were many types of vegetation, vines and plants that grew over the trees hanging and dancing to the rhythm of the wind. Suddenly Cirilo points out with a finger and said:

			
					
Look, it’s the house that you can see at a distance,” he placed again his hand on the shift.We saw an ebony colored house. It seemed as if nobody lived there. It looked abandoned.

I felt very hot, in spite of having the window open. My hair was disheveled. I had a large sweat stain that made my beige colored shirt darkened in each armpit. White spots, like plaster, had already formed in my jeans.

When we arrived loud sounds of insects could be heard as if saying that they are small but exist there.

“Are you sure that is here?” I asked Cirilo, intrigued.

·Well, listen güerito, of course, I have been living here 25 years and know every stone and every tree. I can tell you how many calves has had Lucy, my buddy´s cow, I know every movement in this town”, he exclaimed smiling.

“But this house looks very lonely, there is no movement”.

“I had already told you, güerito, this Nemesio has a great sadness that no one knows why, just that when his daughter in law died some years ago and his son left, he was not the same cheerful Nemesio as before. He has even said that when he dies, there should be no wake, that he be buried immediately, as he has no family”.

When I took a closer look, my shirt was damp, I didn’t know if it was the heat or the nervousness I felt. I felt my jeans glued to my body, the watch on my wrist didn’t move anymore, as with the sweat it could not slide easily. I felt how the drops of sweat were falling down my face; I had moments when I felt that I needed air due to the humidity in that place. It felt suffocating. I was amazed when I saw people, very calmly, leading a normal life.

We got off the truck. I already had experience in tugging the cord to open the door.

I don’t know why something told me that this was the Nemesio I was looking for. I never thought that at that moment, my life was going to take a major turn.




DECIDING TO LEAVE OR 
NOT TO LEAVE

We knocked on the door and waited. No one came out. We knocked again. We waited for a few minutes. We were not successful.

“See Cirilo? I told you nobody is here,” I said.

“Güerito, do not desperate. The same has happened several times when I come to see him”.

We knocked again. Nobody opened.

“Cirilo, I decided to leave and look for the other Nemesios. I don’t want night to fall,” I said, disappointed.



					
Wait, güerito. Last time I came to visit, Nemesio he was not walking well. He has been sick. Let’s see, knock again and I will put my ear to the door”.I knocked harder and we heard a mild voice.

“Come in, I can’t stand up”.

“See güerito, and you still doubt me,” he said looking at me and opening the door. 

We entered the house. Sadness was all around. In this town, you could see humble houses but the women took pains to make them beautiful to their possibilities, either with flower pots, hand woven or embroidered carpets, with ceramic ornaments, birds in cages, but this was different, as if it had previously been a nice house, but now the pots were full of wild plants, the furniture looked old, there was an old television, the carpets on the furniture looked worn, some with holes, outside there was a hammock with the fabric fraying. The garden was very sloppy, full of shrubs and a broken wooden bench.

We kept walking and at the end there was a room where we saw a very thin elderly man sitting in a brown chair, the backrest a small lovingly handmade blanket, he wore a white shirt with the name of an auto parts store, in his hand a thick stick that he used as a cane. His hands were rough, tanned, such as I had seen before. You could see the veins in his thin hands like rivers that at some point, carried a lot of water, but were already dry. They were tired hands. His shoulders were broad maybe because of the hard work he had done throughout his life. He appeared to have been a strong man, but now his back was bent. He had sandals with dry mud. You could see his feet with thick, brown nails; his face was sunburned perhaps due to the work of so many years. He had wrinkles which aroused my tenderness. He almost had no teeth. His lips sank into the mouth because of the lack of them. Two big grooves formed in the cheeks because he was so thin. What struck me was that he didn’t have gray hair. His hair was uncombed; he had a small raised hair lock on the back of his head that forms when we rested put our heads on the headrest of a chair.

“I thought it was Juan who brought me food. I thought it was strange that he knocked,” this man told us with a very soft and trembling voice.

“Well, what is wrong with you, Don Nemesio? You have to build strength. Each time I see you quieter”.

“Ay, Cirilo, you are still the same. Since you were a kid you were always very happy and active. I remember I always used to kick you out of my house because you wanted to eat the cookies that my daughter in law cooked”.

“Of course, Don Nemesio. The blows you gave me were nothing compared to the joy I had eating those cookies that your daughter in law cooked. You don´t know how sad I was with her death”.

“Damn Cirilo, just for the cookies, right?”

“What do you think? She was a very nice person. God rest her soul,” he said, raising his eyes to heaven. “Let’s see, Nemesio, you must be asking yourself who this güerito is? He is not the new village doctor who comes to visit you.” He got near his ear and whispered: “He is looking for a Nemesio and the weird thing is that he doesn’t know for what. You know how the city people are.”

“What can I do for you, young man?” he coughed slightly.

“Is your name Nemesio?” I said approaching him thinking he didn’t hear well, as Cirilo had done the same.

When I was near him, his eyes caught my attention. They were brown colored and, with the sun on the side, a honey colored ray of light appeared, the same effect that I had.

“Yes, young man, my name is Nemesio, at your service. Please take a seat.”

I took a chair. It seemed very fragile. I was afraid it would break with my weight. Cirilo took another chair, with confidence as if at home. He sat on the opposite side opening his legs, leaned his arms over the back and his chin on his hands. He paid attention.

I tried not to get excited and later not to feel disappointed.

“Don Nemesio, five days ago,” I told him, “there was a phone call to my home that puzzled me.”

I saw Nemesio was slightly altered and moved from his chair with difficulty.

“I didn’t take this call, but I knew it was for me. I only heard three things that made me come to this place to look for you.”

On saying this, Cirilo paid more attention and Nemesio got nervous.

“And what words did you hear?” he coughed louder.

“These words were: your name, Nemesio, afterwards, the place, Tancuayalab, and finally, that you were seeking for a grandchild.”

“Nemesio started breathing heavily and very often, as if with difficulty, his sight became blurred because tears gathered in his eyes, he moved his head. He wanted to say something but his voice didn’t come out.

Cirilo immediately stood up to help him. 

“Nemesio, Nemesio, what is wrong? What is happening to you?” he shook him delicately, as if with this he would be able to say some words.

“I’m ok, Cirilo,” he replied, slapping him on the arm.

Cirilo moved the chair closer to this elder respected person in case there was need to help him immediately if his breathing failed again. He sat at his side.

Nemesio straightened with the help of his cane and of Cirilo, took a deep breath and said:

“Where do you come from?”

“I come from Monterrey.”

I saw Nemesio harden, and with difficulty, asked the following question:

“What ‘s your name?”

“Roberto Moreno Garza.”

Nemesio was again altered. Cirilo, who was expectant, acted immediately:

“I am going quickly for a doctor to help you.”

Nemesio took his hand and told him:

“I am fine, don´t worry. I am very well,” he repeated.

“Your parents, what is their name?”

“Roberto Moreno García y Adelaida Garza García.”

When Nemesio heard this he was altered, but he kept composure, he took a very deep breath and tried to say a few words, as he hoped someday, he would be able to tell them. That was the long-awaited moment and so important in his life. And said:

“I am your grandfather ,” very straight forward, he said. I felt as if he had rehearsed it many times.

Surprised, I said:

“Excuse me Mr. Nemesio, but you must be mistaken. I have no grandparents: my parents´ parents passed away.”

“My son, they are not your real parents.”

I was speechless; my world stopped. Only one expression was heard:

“Áijoezu!” Cirilo exclaimed.

Many things came to my head. I felt my head spinning; images from my childhood up to now came back and forth, of my life, of my parents’ love, of my alleged grandparents, of why I was there. I thought that this person was honorable. How was it possible that he could say such a lie? He was a liar.

I wanted to leave this place. I wanted to run.

Cirilo stared at me with his eyes and mouth open and Nemesio saw me with a fatherly look.

No one wanted to utter a word until Nemesio said:

“I understand. This must be very hard for you. I wish you had learned this in some other place and that somebody else had told you, but circumstances have made me be the right person to tell you.”

“I need you to explain well what you just said,” I said with a bossy voice.

“Yes my son. I have so many things to tell you. But before we begin, I just want to thank you for coming. You don’t know what it means to me to meet you. You don’t know how many times I have prayed for you. You don’t know how much love I have sent to where you were without knowing how you were. My greatest desire was to see you again before I die, now, I will be able to die in peace. I thank God,” he raised his face, his eyes and hands to heaven.

He wanted to hug me, but refrained.

Cirilo settled nicely in his chair, stretched his neck with an expression of paying attention.

And Nemesio started to say….




DECIDING TO GIVE ME UP 
FOR ADOPTION

“I only had one son. My wife, who was a great woman, died at the moment of delivery, when Rigoberto was born. He was my whole being; he was a piece of my wife that God had given me so that I could always feel her love and presence through him. Rigoberto was a very good boy, hardworking, he was a great companion for me, he was my pride, my joy.”

He settled and tuned his voice with his throat.

“He met Maria, your mother, when he was a boy; she was a great person since she was a child. They fell in love and your father would not wait and wanted to marry at age 18. As they both loved me very much, they decided to come live with me, which I thanked them, we three were very happy. Your mother knew how to manage the relationship between us.

“We got news that Maria was pregnant, you should have seen the joy that reigned at home, it seemed as if no more happiness was possible, everything was beautiful, we all enjoyed the pregnancy as her belly was growing larger every day, with pride she would come near to us so that we would feel the kicks you gave. Rigoberto felt fulfilled.

“Childbirth time arrived. Your father always feared this moment since he knew how his mother had died. Back then we didn’t have a clinic nearby, not even a doctor, we only had midwives. But when your mother was pregnant, we had one of them, she kept going to the doctor to check her every month, this gave your father some peace. Besides, your mother has always been very healthy and strong.”

Tears started to come out of Nemesio as if he had a pair of leaks in his eyes; these ran in the grooves that were formed amidst the wrinkles.

Cirilo handed him a handkerchief. He wiped his eyes and continued.

“Your mother was waiting for the moment she could hold you in her arms. Last time I saw her, she had a very big smile as she was delivering a baby that she wanted so much. She never imagined the outcome.”

“Oh wow!” Cirilo exclaimed, he already knew what was going to happen. His mother had told him.

“At childbirth, your mother had heavy bleeding that could not stop. Your father ran quickly to the clinic, the doctor came running and helped the midwife in your birth. When your father saw all the blood that your mother had spilled, he yelled: ‘Please help her!’ But the doctor was unable to do anything, unfortunately he didn’t have the instruments to stop the heavy bleeding, your dad was desperate. Nothing could be done, your mother died.

“Later your father investigated and found out that the government had given money to equip that clinic but the money never arrived, it went to the pockets of the ‘public servants’.”

Cirilo had a very sad expression. He also began to shed tears.

I didn’t know what to think; I have always loved another mother all my life.

“What happened afterwards? What about my father? Why didn’t he take care of me?” I asked, with a wish to get immediate answers.

Cirilo shook his head upwards and downwards, he raised his shoulders as saying that he also wanted to know.

“Your father changed a lot after that. He was not the same person. He didn’t want to work; he had no heart for working. I tried to cheer him up, but wasn’t able to until one day he decided to go to the capital.”

“Oh, no,” said Cirilo with sadness, and then covered his mouth with his hand.

“But what happened to me?”

“I insisted that he leave you here. I was going to be a good father to you, I was going to take care of you and teach you about life and the field, but he refused. He hated all this.”

“I’m leaving and I’ll make lots of money! My money, at whatever cost, Maria died because of our rulers. They are not only thieves, but murderers. This would never have happened if we would have been in a private hospital,” he shouted angrily.

“He took you in his arms and left, taking you with him,” Nemesio said sobbing. Cirilo was also wiping his tears.

“I later knew,” my grandfather continued, at that moment I really felt he was my grandfather because you could see he was an honest man and that he was telling the truth, “he went to the capital but it was very difficult to take care of you as he had wanted and he had to work as a waiter.

“A couple used to constantly go to that restaurant, they often talked to your father and he knew that they were from Monterrey and that they regularly went to the capital because they wanted to adopt a child, they always went with enthusiasm and afterwards they came back very sad.

“They are my parents, are they?” I asked.

“Yes. Your father told them about his situation and, as he had known them for a time and knew they were good people, they agreed, and your father decided to give you up for adoption. When papers were signed and everything was in order, they made a deal: he would always be informed about you, and he was always going to send you a Christmas gift, but the agreement also stated that they would never tell you the truth. Your father was sad but thought he had chosen a good family for you. Do you think he was wrong?”

“No,” I answered. “They have been very good parents; they just don’t have time for me.”

“Son, if you had stayed with me… All my time would be for you, although you would not get the material things they have given to you. We would be very close. Your father didn’t want you to live in this place. He didn’t want you to return.”

I turned to see Cirilo, looking contrite, he knew he didn’t have the life moneywise that I had, but he looked very happy, full, satisfied, content, human and noble.

“And my father is still alive?”

“Yes,” he answered sadly. “He lives.”

Once again, many things came back to my mind. It had been a day full of news and emotions, I didn’t even think about my parents. Time and reason just stopped.

“Where is he?” I finally asked.

Cirilo turned his head to listen to the answer.

“Your father, who met this nice couple to whom he gave you up for adoption, also met mean persons in that place that invited him to work with the promise that he was going to make a lot of money. Once with them, he began to travel constantly; he called from one place of the republic or from another, there was something I didn’t like. I would ask about his job and I could see he hesitated. He started sending money. At first I would receive it and thanked him for it, but as time went by I doubted its origin. I was not going to receive it anymore.”

“I think you did well Don Nemesio,” Cirilo exclaimed.

“How did you know where I was, grandfather?” I hesitated.

When he heard that word a big smile appeared in his wrinkled face.

“Your father told me the name of that couple, I never thought that one day I would be able to find you due to the situation in which I live. Time went by and I always remember you. Now that I am old and my health is not good, I decided to look for you, even if only to hear your voice.”

I could not stand it anymore. I stood up and hugged the man who had suffered so much with my absence. He was so thin that I could feel his bones.

He was taken aback and just closed his eyes. He shed some tears. It was as if I never wanted to forget that hug, that feeling, that moment.

Cirilo also stood up and hugged us both as if protecting us. He wanted his hug to heal our wounds.




DECIDING TO SEARCH FOR HIM

Leaving there, Cirilo and I got in the truck and we both had a blank stare. He started the engine and didn’t turn the music on as he used to. He turned over and asked:

“Where do you want me to take you Mr. Azuara? I like you and it is nice to know that you are my countryman.”

This remark was an ice breaker and I smiled. Cirilo got what he wanted.

“By the way, did you know that this place is called the rest area?”

“No,” I replied. ”Why?”

“Just take a look at where we are on a map. A very important part of the digestion of the dog that forms our state San Luis Potosi, which is the pet of our planet. Did you see all the curves we passed? Well, that is the gut.”

“Ha, ha, ha, ha ha,” I could not help laughing.

“It’s not true. It just occurred to me because I don’t want to see you hurting,“ he gave me a big brotherly hug. That brother I so much wished for when I was alone at home. I know that if I had lived here, he would be my great friend and it wasn’t too late for that. There is no time limit or age to start a friendship.

Cirilo started off without going to any obvious place.

I had planned to return to Monterrey and talk to my parents, when suddenly another idea came to my mind and I told Cirilo:

“Since my grandfather gave me the information of where my father is, even his contact details, would you come with me?”

“No güerito. It would be very expensive; the farther I have gone is to Tampico.”

“If it is because of the cost, don´t worry.”

“No güerito,” he scratched his head, “why do you spend so much?”

“And if I ask you for a favor?” 

After seeing my face, he had no choice but to answer: 

“All right güerito. I will go with you.”

On our way to Cirilo´s house, we didn’t speak with words, but our minds were so active that it was as though we heard each other, so many questions: what were we going to find? Was it a good idea to go to that place? To search for Rigoberto? Why was there a lot of mystery in this? My parents would have never imagined where I was and the plans I had.

Cirilo´s house was similar to the others, but it had a better construction. I later learned that he had built it after taking care of the cows and cornfields. His house looked lively, very clean, painted white and yellow. You could hear the song of a bird in a cage, he seemed hurt, there were hundreds of these in the many trees, it was late and it was time for the birds to go back, I could imagine how their day was through hearing their songs. It had many plants, embroidered pictures, and woven carpets. There was an air of calm and peace.

“Be careful güerito, this is the bird´s gathering time and it is dangerous to pass underneath them,“ he said while he was running covering his head.

Just as we stepped into the house, he took some peaches that were on the table. After rubbing one in a towel, he gave it to me, throwing it as though we were in a baseball game.

“Mom, I´m home!” Cirilo shouted as he rubbed another peach in his jeans.

A thin lady came out of the kitchen, with her hair tied, with a contagious smile, she was drying her hands in her apron; she had a mole in her neck just as Cirilo´s. There was no doubt that Cirilo was her son.

“Yes Cirilo, don´t forget the zacahuil. We have to get it out of the hole.”

When the lady saw me, she came over to greet me with Cirilo´s same characteristic smile.

“Oh, Mom, I had already forgotten.”

“Cirilo when will you settle, I told you many times before you left.”

“Oh Mom, if you just knew the day I had today, you wouldn’t believe it,” he whispered in her ear, “this güerito is Nemesio Azuara´s grandson, the one you told me that you didn’t know where he was.”

“Cirilo don´t tell lies and go for the zacahuil,” she reproached, giving him a slap on the butt.

I went with Cirilo to get the tamale, a typical dish of the region. It was buried in the ground. After digging, a bundle wrapped in banana leaves could be seen.

“Careful, güerito, because I think you don’t know anything about this and you may burn yourself. This is an earth oven used by our ancestors. First, at the bottom I lit a fire, I left the ashes, I piled hot stones on top, next I placed what was going to be baked, well wrapped to prevent burning and getting dirty because I put some more hot stones on top, soil.”

After taking it out, we placed it in the kitchen carefully, carrying it by each side. The lady, with a lot of experience, started to open it slowly, layer by layer of leaves, until she reached the dish made of corn dough seasoned with chili and meat filling. We smelled a delicious smell and you could see the steam coming out. She served it as an earthenware dish. I thought it was too much for me, but it was so smooth and good and without realizing it, I finished it. For me it was of great relief after that restless day.

After eating, Cirilo told his mother:

“Mom, I´ll be away for about three days.”

“What? Where are you going? You have never taken so long to visit Miriam in Valles.”

“I´m not going to Valles. Well, I am and on the way I will say hello to her,” he said with a big smile on his mouth. “But afterwards I´m going to the Pacific.”

“What? But how are you going to do it? In a trip like that you will consume a lot of gasoline, would your adventurous truck be able to reach all the way there?”

“My Rolls Royce can handle this, but don’t worry, we will leave it in Valles, Miriam will help us. The güerito invites me; we are going to see a business.”

“Cirilo, you know what I think about shady businesses.”

“Mother, don´t worry. You raised me well and you don’t know how grateful I am.”

“When are you leaving?”

“Tomorrow morning. Roberto will stay and sleep with us.”

His mother turned to face me and with a smile, told me:

“Welcome, this is your house.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I said with relief, otherwise I had nowhere to stay.

That night, at first, I was very restless. Many things came to my mind. I could not sleep. I wished to smoke one of the joints I had packed.

Suddenly I thought I was in a dream, but when hearing the crickets, insects, and seeing a bigger moon, I had never in my life seen so many stars like a tapestry, breathing fresh air, feeling the air coming through the window gave me great peace. I wanted to enjoy the night but I fell asleep.




Early in the morning the roosters crowing and the mooing of the cows woke me up, telling me to wake up as though they were my alarm clock. At that hour, I felt the heat stronger as the sun was out.

After breakfast, and before we left for Valles in Cirilo´s truck, I went to say goodbye to my grandfather. He looked better. I even saw that his health was different than yesterday.

I gave him a big kiss and a hug, feeling his bones again. I wanted to give him all the love that I had never given him.

He cried and smiled and cried again, hugged me tightly in his arms as if he would never let me go. Again.




On our way, I thought about all the wasted time without receiving that love that only a grandfather can give.

“I had never seen that smile on Nemesio,” Cirilo told me when we took the road to Valles.

“Do you see him often?” I asked.

“I go once a week, I feel sorry, he is a very good person, he has suffered much, here at the Huasteca we are very close and help each other. I hope it stays that way.”

“Forgive me Cirilo for asking, but, and your father?”

“He died when I was ten. He was bitten by a snake while we were working with the crops. I don’t know how, but I took the truck and took him to the health clinic. Can you believe it, they didn’t have snake antidotes? Here in this place where there are many snakes, it was something like what happened to Maria. It was because the people who receive money from the government for health, keeps it or keeps the medicines and sells them somewhere else. They don’t know the harm they are doing. As your father said, several public servants are thieves and also murderers. I don’t know how they can live in peace, spending money that is not theirs.”

I could not believe it; I was so oblivious to all this.

When we reached Ciudad Valles, we went straight to the bus station, it turned out that the lady who had recommended Cirilo was Miriam. She had made a good choice when she recommended Cirilo.

“Hello, little girl, how are you?” Cirilo told Miriam, leaning against the counter.

“Very well,” she flushed.

“Don´t be shy, I know I surprised you. I’m going on a trip with the güerito.”

Miriam´s face changed and said:

“Are you going to go work somewhere else?”

“No, you know I’m not moving from here.”

“I´m only leaving for a few days to accompany the güerito.” 

In a serious way she said:

“Oh, you are going to have fun.”

“No, how can you believe that, my cocoon? We are going to see a ‘business’, as the güerito says.

“What is ‘business’?” Miriam asked. “A beach?”

“No, my treasure, it is a business matter. Not mine, of the güerito, and I am only going with him because he asked me.”

“Oh, all right,” she exclaimed relieved, with a sad look.




DECIDING TO SLEEP IN AN HOTEL

After many hours of traveling and bus stations, we saw that we were near. As we advanced my heart beat harder. It crossed my mind: I will meet my father; how will I react? What’s he like? What does he do? I had so many doubts that my grandfather could not answer, or rather I felt that he wanted my father to answer these questions directly to me.

As it was getting dark, we decided to sleep in a hotel in the city near the place where we were going.

“Well, I don´t know about you güerito, but I have a whim for the tacos on the corner, my stomach ruffled. Let’s go for dinner?” Cirilo invited me.

“No Cirilo, the truth is that I´m not hungry. I have so many things in my head that I´m not hungry,” I lied.

“And is that the stomach´s fault? Are you sick? Come and relax.”

“No Cirilo, thanks.”

Actually, I wanted him to leave because I wanted a joint, I needed it. I already had an addiction.

“All right güerito, can I get you something?”

“No, thanks.”

As soon as he closed the door, I immediately took my drug as I knew I didn’t have much time. Cirilo was very talkative, I imagined that we would stay talking with the people selling the tacos, but I feared he would catch me smoking.

I went into the bathroom, desperately lit my joint. I wanted it since we were on the road, and I puffed gently as Ramón taught me.

Ramón came to my mind and I thought: how much damage has he done to so many people, I am one of them.

I was quietly sitting on the bathroom toilet when I heard the room door open.

“Güerito, güerito, I forgot… Ugh! What is that smell?” he started to open the windows, “what is happening to you, güerito? You surely are stomach-sick.”

He quickly opened the bathroom door. It was so fast that I didn’t have time to throw the joint out.

He stood watching, astonished. Without letting go of the door handle he said: 

“No güerito, no. Please tell me that you are not smoking what I am thinking. No güerito, you are very smart to fall for that stuff.”

I had to confess my truth.

“Yes Cirilo, I have been on drugs for a time and I have not been able to keep away from them. I feel like I’m trapped.”
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