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	~ a novel of domestic violence inspired by true events
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	It’s a natural history epic. It’s a compelling detective story. It’s a scientific adventure at its best. It took Dr. Fred Urquhart almost 40 years to discover the monarch butterflies’ secret hideaway and prove the most incredible migration on Earth. Following the year-long annual migration cycle of the butterflies, the award-winning production team filmed hundreds of millions of monarchs in their remote over wintering sanctuaries in Mexico in 2011 and again in 2012 and also along their migratory routes from Canada, across the


	U.S. and into Mexico. The technology of IMAX® immerses you in the astounding migration experience as two generations of the butterflies migrate north and then a Super Generation miraculously finds its way from Canada to a few isolated mountaintops in Mexico – to a place it has never been!


	This is the butterfly that Clarissa has tattooed in the area of her groin and over her heart.


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	Woe to the generation whose judges


	deserve to be judged!


	Talmud


	 


	 




 


	 


	 


	To female victims…. in honor of the Monarch butterfly. Maytheyhave the courage to not be afraid.


	To Vito, the true one, in the nameof St. Teresa de Jesús.


	Tomyteachers. Tomydaughter Ivanna Rosalie. For her, always.


	 




• • •


	The mall had just opened. I had thought about not showing up, but that thought caused me more panic than the fear I felt when I heard his voice on the cell phone giving me orders where to park—in C-2; to leave the car there, take the escalator next to the supermarket, go down two levels, go through the door and walk to the white SUV with tinted windows. It was early enough that he would be the only one parked there.


	I walked firmly, trying to control the fear that I invariably felt, but which no longer paralyzed me. At first I was surprised getting that call, with him talking to me in a civil tone. Then I hesitated and again had my doubts about the reason for the encounter, but I did not doubt the con- sequences of what would happen to me if I decided not to show up.


	I got into the SUV on the passenger side, but no sooner had I closed the door than the sudden sight of a hooded man coming at me from behind made me wet my pants. He quickly covered my mouth and pinned me down with his fore- arm against my neck; then, another hooded guy, also there in the empty space in the back where the seat had been re- moved, was pointing a revolver at me. He was there behind the steering wheel with a sheet of paper and a recorder that looked even more threatening to me than the possibility of being shot.


	Amid the insults and the inevitable ultimatums, he demanded that I use the recorder to confess to wrongdoings that I did not commit . He also insisted that I sign the paper detailing acts of infidelity I had never perpetrated. I refused and vehemently rejected his demands despite my frailty and terrible vulnerability. My whole body trembled, exuding terror, but I refused. Over and over I refused, knowing I could not get out of this situation unscathed.


	While the hooded brute continued to obey his order to keep a gun trained on me, his mood changed in direct proportion to my refusal to obey. He gritted his teeth each time he uttered a new threat, and his ears became blood-red from the pressures assaulting his head in his rage and bafflement. With one hand he took a pill for his pressure and with the other he squeezed my neck, practically crushing my lips against the recorder. Again, I refused.


	Bitch. You’re gonna starve to death. You’re nothing but a piece of garbage. Look at yourself, asshole. What a worthless piece of trash. Ugly, wrinkled, despicable. A fuck up. totally useless. Who gave you permission to get your hair cut, you imbecile? You’re  gonna be eating shit for the rest of your life, poor thing. Who do you think you are? You’re not  gonna  fuck with me, bitch, I swear. I re- fused. Over and over,   I   refused to refuse myself as a woman.


	It wasn’t necessary for them to tie me up and try to make me submit. Over the last two years my will was the only thing that had developed strong muscles. I weighed barely 98 pounds. With a gesture, he ordered one of the masked men to drag me into the back of the vehicle, which he did, all the while pointing his gun at me. He too, climbed inside. The other hooded guy got out of the car to stand guard a few meters distant.


	Now you’re gonna see what’s good for you. He ripped my blouse open. You’re asking for it! The hooded guy continued to point his gun at me. Damn you, Clarissa! Damn you! He unzipped me and pulled my pants down in one rough stroke. Just look how easy it was for you to sign that paper, bitch! I glared at him as tears ran silently down my face; I had gotten used to crying without making a sound. Stop staring at me, idiot! He slapped me. You’re never gonna get rid of me; you still don’t get that? He pushed his thing inside me. Now it’s your turn, Joaquin, to show this idiot woman that I’m just a baby compared to you—as he ceded his place to the hooded guy.  And make it quick!.


	I closed my tear-drenched eyes again and gave myself over to some kind of infinite pressure as if finding myself at the bottom of the sea. My membranes adjusted to counteract the intensity of the shrill, penetrating whistling I heard as I fell, inch by inch, into my own dark, searing depths. When I opened my eyes again, I found myself back in court, facing a shrieking judge calling for an ambulance. To my left, with my distorted peripheral vision, I saw him on the floor, gasping for air. He was staring at me from between the sheriff’s legs, past the security guards who were trying to help him. His breathing stopped in a matter of seconds; he could no longer inhale. He was looking at me, trying to yell some- thing but could not. Now it was he who was going on a journey, this time never coming back, to the depths of his own misery. Some paradox. Of all the women I have been, I have no idea what I might have seemed to him at that moment, but, for sure, my face was the last thing he saw before he died.


	• • •


	My full name is Clarissa Amador López de Obregón. I was born in Caracas in the late sixties. One day, I don’t remember how or why I decided that I cared more about others than I did about myself. I was so very young, so innocent.


	I am the daughter of Rigoberto López de Obregón and Sara Lucinda Amador Suárez. I was the oldest of four children, and that has been a real test in my life; always having to lead by example; always being perfect; never making mistakes. Obey, do the right thing; follow through; lead by example over and over again. So little space for me, and I accepted these things from the very beginning! How stupid!


	My parents are practicing Catholics, believers; they’re fanatics. That’s it. Period. Yes, fanatics. What good does it do to kneel for hours, pray fervently with one’s mouth and not practice what’s preached? What good are Christian study groups, joining the congregation or going on the evangelizing missions? What good are lengthy cloistered retreats and vows of silence every year? Are they possibly just a way of asking me to shut up about my own misery? Such silence is useless. Those years of silence are what got me into a prison, a cell. But now I do hear that silence. I hear it. Yes I do hear it now.


	Some people say that one is master of our own destiny, that one chooses the parents and family we will have even before being born; and those who believe in reincarnation and karma say that we are nothing but pure spirit before we become mortal flesh. I cannot imagine why I would ever choose to be where I have ended up. Who would choose suffering, derision and pain as the reason for living life? It makes no sense. I prefer to believe that destiny is in the stars, that there are clear nights and dark nights—it all depends on the light you have inside yourself. I have learned to see in the dark- ness. I know how to do that. At least I have that advantage.


	I had a privileged childhood as did my siblings and cousins. I had the love of my family, a good academic education, foreign travel and vacation holidays on the two farms my parents owned. I had practically everything, it’s true. My father is the oldest of eight siblings. While still very young, he be- came a father figure to his seven brothers and sisters after his grandfather died of cancer. He was a pillar of strength to my grandmother as she raised my aunts and uncles, and that’s why we grew up as a close-knit family. My father was the authority, the point of reference and our home was the family gathering place. Even to this day he does evangelizing work on weekends and holidays when not tending to his business activities and family. Mom too.


	I grew up in an environment of strictness and compliance: get up at six o’clock, eat breakfast, go to school, return home, do my homework, shower, eat supper, go to bed. Very little time for play or recreation. Well, I could play, yes, but the responsibility of being “the oldest and leading by example” had more weight, not just with regard to my siblings but also my cousins. That obligation was on the daily menu, handed to me at breakfast time and at dinner. “Your father’s most cherished aspiration is to accompany you to the altar, you veiled and crowned, all dressed in white—a fit vestal virgin ready for home and children.” That was mom’s persistent prayer, day after day.


	She always insisted that I must never tell my friends at school if ever there were any squabbles at home, because “dirty laundry” must be washed at home, not outside the family. It was hard for me to understand this because, in truth, I never witnessed arguments or fights at home. But, years later I under- stood the meaning of this warning. It had to do with uncle Antonio. His marriage was not going well—something that we cousins never found out about until the divorce. Uncle Antonio was the first to put a black mark on the centuries-old his- tory of the López  Obregón family. Now I can’t help but think about how many things my own mother might have had to put up with in order to proudly strut 52 years of marriage.


	I received no sex education whatsoever at home—nothing—not even elementary notions. It just wasn’t an issue for the family. It was as though the subject didn’t even exist and, well, I was weighed down with so many duties and obligations that I had little room for curiosity. Hence the term “virgin at marriage” had no real importance or meaning for me. I thought it was about the integral perfection that had always been asked of me. It was too late when I finally understood its meaning, and when I was a 16-year-old adolescent, I began to pay the price for vanished chastity.


	I had grown up in a bubble: Study hard, go on vacations at the farm in the mountains or at the beach house, or go skiing. Come back, study hard, return from vacation with the family. Good God! What a metaphor just came to mind! Bubble? Does that mean that I grew up in an enclosure, that I went from one to another? God almighty! Now I see it! That’s it! How could I not see it before? But how could I have seen it? What could I have compared it to? That was all I knew until that day, when everything that I didn’t know hit me all at once.


	• • •


	Getting the prosecutor for the victim to hear my grievance turned out to be more painful than the bruises and scars on my body. I was finally able to get a settlement hearing be- fore a judge at which each party could present its allegations. I was determined to go all the way with this, and in this process Toto played a major role. At the time, he was only 15 years old and, although he was still not physically mature, he had done his best to protect me from the attacks that inevitably caused me to end up in the hospital. This time I nearly lost an eye and my peripheral vision was really messed up.


	I was taken to the emergency room and, after a preliminary examination, the female doctor on call made her diagnosis: traumatic brain injury with damage to the left eye; a broken nose; two broken teeth; a triple fracture of the lower jaw; a fracture of the lower left rib cage; three broken toes on the left foot smashed with a hammer. My condition was definitely aggravated by my being underweight and my slight build; I was just 5 feet 4 inches tall and weighed only 86 pounds. I also had what is known as “wasting syndrome.”


	It was Toto who found me locked in the closet. Marco had left half an hour earlier banging the door and screaming just like he does every time we fight. Dear Patty, my youngest, again turned the TV on full blast as she does every time the yelling begins. Juan Marco, my oldest, had left earlier to check out the new present his father had given him: it was the keys to a SUV that a company clerk left parked across the street.


	Toto started counting the minutes when he heard the door slam and heard the sound of the engine of Marco’s tint- ed-window white SUV. Upon hearing my first screams and the cold, dry sound of my body being battered, he ran to his usual hiding place behind the old wardrobe in Juan Marco’s bedroom next to ours. It was there that he had spent his first few months in our home. At first the kids, out of pure mischief and also to keep Toto out of Marco’s way—and whose presence he didn’t completely tolerate at home—improvised  a comfortable loft which they made on top of the furniture which they piled with cushions, so Toto felt even more comfortable than a Bedouin would ensconced in his tent.


	At this point he had his own room, but it was small and downstairs, out of Marco’s sight, who only tolerated him to please the other kids; so whenever Toto perceived signs of another domestic episode, he preferred to hide in his loft so he could be closer to my room. This time he tried to come between Marco and me, but suddenly he got pushed aside and found himself outside the room. “If you keep meddling I’m gonna kick your ass outa the house!” yelled Marco, to- tally out of control.


	Toto waited a tolerable amount of time trying to listen through the door for any kind of signal. He emerged from his loft, knocked on my door, then opened it. To his surprise it wasn’t locked this time. Then he checked out the room, stifling his horror at seeing my perfume bottles shattered and scattered on the floor; the bed in total disarray, sheets stained with blood as were some of my torn dresses, strewn and lying on the floor next to the closet. When he emerged from the room to look around the rest of the house, he heard my moans from inside the closet on the left-side wall of the vestier. He approached and listened intently.


	“Mamá Clarissa, you in there?” He tried to open the door but it was locked.
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