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Two

I wondered sometimes how I ended up here. Living in the middle of a city that I despise, in the center of a country that I loathe. Speaking a language that wasn’t mine. Dealing with the wretched heat. And I had to wonder what in my right mind made me think this was all a good idea.

There were good things. There was the smell of roses that filled the air in the morning, the fact that it never seemed to snow, the friendliness of all the people. There were friendly little señoras that brought me fresh-baked galletas. There were no demands placed upon me to make something of myself.

But when I contrast all of  that with the heat of summer in Seville, or the endless mistakes of grammar or colloquial speech, it didn’t seem to add up. Those were the times when I wandered the streets, hands stuffed in my pockets, ignoring the signs of Rebajas! and the painters on the side of the street, and I wondered how I ended up here.

And then I would have to wonder why I was wondering in the first place. After all, it all came back to my sister. All things did, really.

Lydia was born speaking Spanish. Surrounded by a family of white, American urbanites, her first words belonged to the barrios of Mexico. My parents, not exactly the most linguistically gifted people in the world, worried about her when at five she still didn’t know a word of English to communicate with them. But I understood her. 


It wasn’t a problem when we were young. She understood everything that was said. She would respond, and I would translate for her. The doctors said that maybe Lyds just hadn’t learned to speak because she didn’t need to, because I was her crutch. But they had no explanation for how it was that she had learned a whole different language.


It became more complicated when we turned four, though, and were signed up to attend kindergarten. Mom tried to explain to the school about Lydia’s problem, and asked if she could be put in a bilingual program. But the school was about 80% Caucasian, with a healthy influx of Asians and Indians, and only one Hispanic student.


“What are we going to do, Brian?” Mom asked my dad one night. He shrugged. He wasn’t as worried about Lydia as Mom was. He figured that as long as she knew how to talk, she was fine. Besides, he’d done a better job at learning Spanish than Mom, so at least sometimes he understood what his daughter was saying.


“No te preocupes, Mama,” Lydia said earnestly, pulling at my mom’s shirt, and causing her to burst into tears.


“She says not to—” I began to translate, but stopped when Mom continued to cry even more. I stood there, a little confused. Lydia sighed, and pulled urgently at the cable knit sweater.


“Don’t worry, Mommy,” she said, in perfectly unaccented English. “I can go to school.”


In many cultures twins are considered magical. In others, they represent a curse, one soul spread between two bodies. In the case of my sister and me, it was both. For her, it was a blessing; a thousand magics clung to her. But it seemed that all of these positive traits had been given to her, and I had received next to nothing.


When I was no longer needed to translate my sister’s words, I soon found that I wasn’t needed for much of anything. As my sister excelled at school, receiving thousands of As and “Exceptionals” and “Exceeds Expectations” I received checkmarks and Bs. In middle school she was class president, and I wasn’t even elected representative. High school brought her three all-state awards, in basketball, volleyball, and softball. I made third string on a football team of 39 players. 


Lydia, basically, was better than me at everything. She was more athletic, attractive, smarter. She charmed everybody who met her. She could sing the birds out of trees, and Mother had to keep the doors closed at all times to keep them out of the house. All I got from the birds were angry caws, and a demand to know where my sister was. 
The only skill I seemed to have gotten was the ability to read my sister’s mind, which often proved to be as much of a curse as a gift. Sitting next to her on the bus I look horrible today. I hope nobody notices the bags under my eyes to the seat behind her in chemistry I wonder if Mr. Phillips would excuse me to change my tampon to having her cheer directly behind me during football games Kevin’s trying to look up my skirt again. Good thing I have my granny panties on! She never thought about me, at least not when I was around, which made me eternally glad. I wasn’t quite sure what I would do if I ever heard her thinking about my clumsiness, or the way I drooled when I fell asleep in class.


Lydia was a princess. The strange thing was, she couldn’t ever seem to find her prince. She danced from one boy to another, never spending more than a date or two on each one. When I finally got over my teenage angst (perhaps it would be better to say when I got contacts and finished my painful run with braces) and gained a bit of self-confidence, I asked out Mary. She wasn’t the prettiest girl in our grade, or the smartest, but she was definitely available. While Lydia flitted around like her beloved birds, I held on tight to my first romance. 


The thing was, Lydia couldn’t ever seem to make up her mind about what she wanted. Meanwhile, I just wanted whatever I could get.


The caps were flying in the air, a beautiful mess of gold tassles and green mortarboard, and everyone was yelling, the band was playing, and Mary was hugging me tighter than ever.


“We made it out, man!” Matt said, clapping a hang on my shoulder. I smiled at my best friend, smiled at Mary, and looked to smile at Lyds. Then my parents were over, and I was smiling at them, and then Grams and Grandpa and Aunt Martha and it was just confusion..


At home a mountain of gifts awaited us. I’ll admit, I was a little intimidated. Not Lydia, though, she just ran towards them. A dictionary, socks, an inspirational book, more socks, a sweater from Mary--she loved giving me sweaters, sweaters and ties, none of which I ever wore--and a thousand baubles from Lydia’s admirers. 


We made it through five hours of “family time” without even once being asked “The Question” and with Lyds only counting down the minutes, and not the seconds. We were just putting on our jackets to head out to the all-night party when Aunt Martha finally came over to ask “The Question.”


“So what will you guys be doing now that you’ve graduated?” she asked me.


We paused for a moment.


None of your business


I prayed that she wouldn’t say what she was thinking.


But I think I’m going


It was going to come out, no matter how furiously I thought at her.


“I think I’ll go backpacking through Europe.” She said. I sighed. 


Lydia and I had both been accepted into Grand Valley. To be fair, she had also been accepted into the University of Michigan, Columbia, Georgetown, Yale, Stanford, Oxford, Dublin, UCLA, Penn State, and Brown, but had elected to stay close to home, and go to a school that there was actually a prayer that I might get into (I had made it, after four cracks at the ACT). That’s what the official story had been, to Mom and Dad. But Lydia repeatedly told me that she wasn’t ready to just go straight to school.


“I feel like I haven’t lived at all, Dan,” she would tell me. “How am I supposed to go to college without ever living?”


“Same way everyone else does,” I suggested, helpfully I thought.


“You don’t always have to do what everyone else does.”


“You don’t always have to be different.”


Then she looked at me with this funny look in her eyes, and shook her head, laughing a little, as though I didn’t know anything.


Aunt Martha seemed as surprised as Mom and Dad. “You’re going to Europe?” she asked disbelievingly.


“Spain, to be precise,” Lydia continued. “I think that I’ll start in Barcelona, and work my way down.”


“You’re going alone?” Aunt Martha asked. Lyds and I both stared at her after that remark. It wasn’t possible for her to go alone. “But. . .” Aunt Martha continued to stutter. “They don’t even speak English in Spain.”


There was no way to respond to that., so we just pretended that we hadn’t heard her, and went out the door, ignoring our parent’s slack jaws. 


And so I came to be here, 23 years old, and still living in the middle of Seville. I hated who I was in the city. The person who woke up at 8 on the dot, made breakfast, showered, dressed, and then looked outside to see everybody else an hour ahead of me. The only guy strolling the streets in the middle of the day, when everybody else was inside relaxing. The guy who spent the majority of his time in a forgotten monument to a God he wasn’t even sure he believed in.


The cathedral was the first place that I went to in the morning, and the last one that I left. I discovered it on our first week in the city, in between interviewing at El Corte Inglés and trying to find McDonald’s. I remembered Mom and Dad taking us to D.C., and introducing us to the Cathedral and the Basilica. It was familiar, so I abandoned the dream of a Big Mac and went in.

La Catedral  stood in the exact center of the city, a combination of Gothic grandeur and Muslim artistry, with a tower of Arabic words and glyphs and a chapel adorned with the gold of the conquistadors. In the daylight it was a thing of beauty and majesty, an outcry of pride from the Catholic Church, a breathing monument that still had the strength to capture new faithful. But at night, shadows lengthened across the faces of the saints, and the angel’s gentle faces were cloaked in darkness, until the only thing seen was the red glint of bat’s eyes, and the only thing heard was the steady blowing of the wind through empty stone archways and dusty corners.

That was where I belonged. In this frightened duality. I understood the church. It was lonely. So was I. I had my own magic in the church, something completely separate from what Lydia and I shared.

Fr. Martirio soon became my good friend. I could understand every word that he said, and he similarly understood me. So we spoke in a confused language, Spanglish if I’d ever heard it, and knew that nobody would ever eavesdrop on us.

He introduced me to St. Peter, and to the row of Marys, and a few of the cherubim, and even St. James. They were all nice enough, I thought, but a bit dry. I supposed that happened when a person was cast in stone for a few hundred years. But most importantly of all, he introduced me to La Giralda.


The tower stood as a poignant reminder of the past. Built by the Moors who once lived throughout the country, it had been claimed by the Catholic Church. It was one of the highest buildings in Seville, and it became my habit to climb it at least once a day. It was over 300 stairs, but worth it to reach the top. Because on top of La Giralda I could forget about my ever present loneliness.


There was no reason for it, which was the worst. Living with Lydia, there was always a party to go to, I always knew when the games were, and who had tickets to shows. I knew that my sister would always welcome me, the same way that I always encouraged her to join me on my walks. The separation wasn’t between Lyds and me, but between her life and mine. She went out with her friends, and I didn’t want to intervene. I could look, but I couldn’t touch. And with some of those women. . .


I was still a virgin. Twenty-three and a virgin. Shit.


I didn’t see my sister often anymore. She was a creature of the night, whereas I lived for daylight. It hurt, sometimes, to return to the apartment at nine or ten, and see her just putting her hair up into a mass of haphazard curls, or pulling on a brilliant colored dress. It was worse in the mornings, when I was just waking up, and she was quietly snoring in the room next door. I missed spending time with her, but never caught the same sense from her end. It was to be expected. She was the master, I was the dog, and sometimes that meant sitting around at home waiting for her to come home and feed me. It could have been worse, I suppose.


But on top of La Giralda, none of that existed. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t one of them, because I was above them. I could see the Plaza de toros, and the swimming pools on top of the apartments. I could see the spontaneous games of futbol taking place in the street, and could laugh at the ridiculously dressed tourists walking around, pointing and gaping. 


Sometimes I would stay in la Catedral during the day, and help Fr. Martirio with the masses. I would help him to light the candles throughout the small sanctuary we used for daily mass, or would retrieve the unconsecrated hosts from the basement. Sometimes I would don a white robe, and serve the mass. Lydia and I had been raised Catholic, suppose that some vestige of that still remained. But it’s hard to remain faithful as a young man, and harder yet in an agnostic country.


Fr. Martirio loved the church. He could run his hands along the cold stone in the early morning and breathe in the pain of martyrs, bleeding into these same rocks. When I came in early, I would sometimes find him staring at the golden altar, and would find him there hours later, still. I could see through his eyes the image of an angry, vengeful God who demanded retribution for sin, and who would rain lightning down upon those who did not believe in Him.


I could never believe in his morbid perception of the church. There were things that didn’t fit; the way La Giralda shone in the early morning, or perhaps the way that St. James’s gentle expression seemed to turn almost malevolent with the arrival of the bats. The elderly priest used to tell me that pain and pleasure were inherently mixed, but he didn’t like to see that same duality in the cathedral.



Tuesdays were Reconciliation. The padre came into the church early, before the daily mass, and would quickly light the candles before retiring to the confesionals. There he would lock himself into one of the dark closets, breathe the musty air, and wait for one of the senoras to enter.


Most of them were senoras, the elderly, greying women who came more for gossip than absolution. They would quickly catalogue their pecados, a straight listing of every sin committed since their last visitation, and from there would move on to the misdeeds of their husbands, their children, and their neighbors. To these women nothing was sacred, yet they came weekly to speak with a priest.


I was there for the confessions, often, though of course I couldn’t enter the box with them. But I would sweep, and help with the janitorial duties that the actual workers felt were beneath them. That is how I met Nivea Buendia.


Nivea believed. She truly believed in God, in the holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, and the life of a world to come. She was from another world of Catholicism, from the magical realm of Argentina where God and natural disasters were one, where there were no coincidences, just divine revelations.


“Hola,” she greeted me uncertainly. All noises stopped when her lips parted. The sounds of tourists feet plodding along the marble steps, the sleepy cawing of the crows as they dozed, the raspy breathing of Fr. Martirio within the confessional box. It was suddenly, utterly, silent.


“Hola,” I replied. She didn’t giggle at my abominable accent. I fell in love.


“Dónde está el cura?” Where is the priest?


I pointed dumbly to the confessional. She smiled at me, weakly, and went inside. My knees buckled.


Unfortunately all of the dust that I had been sweeping ended up directly beneath my butt. A cloud formed, and I sneezed. I heard the scrape of a chair within the confessional. Everything was so loud, now that Nivea was gone. 


I’m not a good Catholic. I’m not even a particularly good person. So I did what any not-good person would do. I eavesdropped.


“Padre forgive me, for I have sinned. It has been a week since my last confession.”


I couldn’t hear Fr. Martirio’s response. Not that it mattered. I had attended catechism until third grade: long enough to learn the rote phrases of the sacrament.


“Padre, I beg you, do not judge me,” she said. I leaned in closer, suddenly needing to hear this woman’s words, when my cell phone began to ring. I swore. An elderly couple staring reverently at a tapestry of St. Peter walking on water turned to glare at me. 


I looked at my phone. Lydia.


“What is it?” I hissed.


“Come home,” she begged me, sounding almost breathless on the phone. “Please.”

“I’m busy,” I told her shortly, straining my ears to hear the sounds from within the confessional.

“Dan, please,” she said again. “I need you.”

For once I wished that I could read her thoughts on the phone, but the air waves did not give me the proximity I needed.

“This better be important.”

“Thank you.” Her voice was quiet, and a moment later I heard the soft click of the phone being hung up. I placed my broom against the wall, and was just able to hear Fr. Martirio asking Nivea to pray a rosary with him. Missed the good part.,” she told me. “I thought you might want to come.”

I went home as quickly as I could, sure that Lydia was in the middle of an emergency. I reached the panadería quickly enough, ran in saying a quick hello to the baker, before running up the stairs to our small apartment.

The foyer was almost completely empty, clean. I absentmindedly picked up Lydia’s trenchcoat, the one piece of clothing marring the perfectly clear floor, and wandered through the kitchen to my sister’s bedroom. She stood directly in the center of it, clad only in her underwear, holding up two nearly identical dresses, one in red, and one in green.

“Oh, Dan, thank goodness!” she gushed, dropping the dresses to the floor and running across the room to fling her arms around me. “I just found out about the most amazing party, and I didn’t want you to miss out on it.”

I stared at her. “You told me to come home, just to tell me about a party? I told you that I was busy.”

Lydia stared at me, her green eyes perfectly mirroring my own. “Were you serious?” she asked. “Why did you even answer your phone, then?”

I couldn’t be mad at her. I knew that she didn’t mean anything by it. I knew that she would never have deliberately pulled me away from something pressing. It just hadn’t occurred to her that maybe I had something better to do than help her pick the correct shade for a dress.

“Where’s this party?” I asked her, leaning down, and handing her the green dress. I put the red one back in the closet.

“Barcelona. Can you imagine? A high-class party in Barcelona?”


“How are you going to get there?”


“Train, of course.”


“Don’t you have to work tomorrow morning?”


“Trains are fast, Dan.”


Maybe I won’t come back.


“You have to come back, Lyds.” I said wearily. 


“I didn’t say anything about not coming back.” She said lowly. Silence for a while. Then, “you promised me you’d stop that.”


“I’m sorry. I’ll try.”


“Trying’s not good enough.”


“Well, what do you want me to do?” I was sick of this conversation. Sick of her thinking that I took some perverse pleasure out of listening to her thoughts. I didn’t want to know half of what I found out, and the other half I could have done without as well.


I want you to see me.


“Nothing. Are you coming or not?”


“Not.”


“Fine.”


She sat down uncertainly on the bed, the dress a green pool on her lap. I looked out the window, only to see the sun setting. I wondered how she was going to make it to Barcelona and back in the few hours that the night granted.


I hated the idea of staying in the apartment while Lydia was out, so I left. She asked me to help her zip up her dress, and I did so, before immediately heading onto the street. I didn’t have anywhere to go, so I just sat there, along the bank of the river, and imagined where I could be.


I imagined my sister, blond hair flying back and forth, bright green eyes drinking in the life of Barcelona. All smiles, brilliant colors, charm. The men would flock to her, as always, and she would turn them all away, as always. 


I looked at my distorted reflection in the sluggish waters. We looked the same, really. Except that Lydia always looked alive, and I always just looked like I existed. I sighed, and pushed the hair out of my face.


I knew that I shouldn’t worry about her. I’d learned long ago that Lydia could take care of herself. She could read other people the way I could only read her. In all honesty, she was probably more capable of escaping a rapist than I was.


It hurt, sometimes, that she didn’t need me to protect her. She didn’t need me for anything. So why was I still there?


Nivea returned for Reconciliation the next week, and the week after. I always knew when she entered the church, from the way the entire place became silent. St. James ceased his constant complainings, and the bats and crows lasped into silence. We conversed a little more each time. I found out that she never mocked my accent, because she was embarrassed by her own. She stayed to help me sweep after our third meeting, saying that she wanted to help the Church, and more than just monetarily. The fourth time she asked if she could see my Giralda. The fifth week she grew tired of my naivete, and asked if she could spend the night with me.

That night I discovered the sin that kept a seemingly pure woman returning for absolutiong each week. Nivea had committed few venial sins, and one mortal one. And she committed the mortal one two or three times a week. Which was all right with me, because I’d never been much in favor of the sixth commandment, anyway.


Her husband, she told me one night, was a wonderful man. He was smart, handsome, gentle. He never hit her, he let her lie around the house all day, and he was wonderful with the bebé. He wasn’t too old but. . .she shook her head, black hair whipping me in the face, and I laughed and brushed it away. He wasn’t too old but he just wasn’t right, she insisted, her brown eyes begging me to understand. I didn’t, but I told her I did anyway.


She snuggled in closer to me, and asked me when I was going home. I looked at her in surprise.


“I think this is my home now,” I told her.


“But. . .you’re americano,” she insisted. “You’re not from here.”


“Neither are you,” I said, and nuzzled her neck. She was silent the rest of the night.


But it was impossible to keep Nivea silent for long. After daily Mass that Wednesday, she cornered me in one of the countless dark corridors of the cathedral. I was bewitched by the scent of her raven hair, and allowed her to back me up against one of the statues.


“What keeps you here?” she demanded to know. “Por qué no regresas?” Why don’t you return? I swallowed hard. I still wasn’t sure myself. I placed my hand against her face, covering the mole below her left eye, and leaned forward to kiss her. 


“Not in the House of God,” St. James complained. I looked up in surprise at the statue, breaking the silence and timelessness of the woman. Nivea blushed.


“Jesú Cristo,” she gasped. 


“There’s another sin,” St. James seemed to take a sadistic pleasure in watching the woman’s slow fall from grace. Her face turned dusky rose.


“Forgive me Padre, for I have sinned.”


“Ah-ha! Worshipping false idols!” St. James practically crowed. I rolled my eyes, grabbed my lover by the arm, and towed her away. Fr. Martirio had warned me about James. He was somewhat bitter over being placed in a dusty corner. In life, Fr. Martirio confided, he had been at Jesus’ left hand. Now he was just a dusty statue, covered in the droppings of the crows that slept in the cathedral’s rafters.


Nivea followed me willingly, but I noticed that she spent an extra long time with Fr. Martirio the next Tuesday. She was a woman consumed by guilt, but unable to remain clean. I knew that she had never told the padre my name in connection with the crime, and was grateful. But I wasn’t stupid. I knew she kept it a secret out of a sense of loyalty, not out of love. She had been a sinner long before I had come along, and would be one long after I was gone. But for all that I knew I was a toy for her, she had made me a man, and I was grateful.


St. Peter constantly tried to keep me away from her. He told me that I was leading a good woman to hell. He later revised that opinion, and said it was more likely that she was leading me to hell. Either way. I avoided talking to St. Peter, mostly because I didn’t like what he would say to me, but also because he would always ask me to clean out the crows.


I hated the crows. They didn’t belong in the cathedral, but at the same time they were the cathedral. They shared that same, curious combination of good and evil, death and life.  They knew everything that went on in the city. They knew every person, and the sins that each person committed. Crows are overlooked, often, but they are clever creatures. Clever enough to avoid the frantic attacks of my broom as I chased them through the vaulted ceilings. They laughed at me, mocking me with their cries. For the most part I was able to ignored their foolish insults, the cries of “Corpse-eater!” and “Priest-lover” and “Nymphonecropheliac!” But then one dared to insult those beyond me.


“You don’t have half the voice of your slut!” one leered at me. I stopped mid-step, my broom poised just above its cocky head.


“What slut?”


“The pretty one, who sings, the one with gold and diamond rings,” the crow leered.


“I don’t know who you’re talking about.”


“Do you know where your sister is right now?” another crow interrupted.


“Do you know what she does at night?”


“Do you know who she is?”


They all joined together in a chorus. I screamed, threw the broom at them, and ran up La Giralda. The crows never went to the top of the tower, and I could never figure out why that was. The sun was setting, its golden beams brushing the top of the towers of the cathedral. I breathed in deeply, and looked below me, to where a solitary, darkly-clad person was entering the church. I glanced at my watch. 7:45. Fr. Martirio would be asleep by now, ready to wake again at 4, and the doors would be locked. The figure walked out of my sight, towards one of hte doors into the building. I waited for it to come out again. Minutes passed. Half an hour. The sun completed its job of setting, and the evening star appeared.


I was supposed to be with Nivea, but I was more concerned with the person who had infiltrated my church. I ran down the stairs, wondering where the crows were. It was all silence, the silence that existed only with Nivea. My heart began to beat faster. But as I reached the 86th stair, I began to hear the soft, quiet strains of a woman’s voice. I knew why the crows were silent.


My sister was standing in the middle of the cathedral, her arms outstretched, singing to a rapt crowd of crows, all hopping anxiously from one foot to another, uncomfortable standing on the ground, unwilling to fly away. Her eyes were closed, and her face was turned raptly up toward the ceiling.


“People talking without listening


the sound of silence”


I stood there, listening to the words of an old song Mom had sung to us. I looked 


It’s enough.

She finished her song, and walked out the door. I didn’t say a word. I let her walk silently away.


I realized, for the first time, that my magical, incredible, wonderful sister wasn’t perfect. That she was more than perfection, just as I was more than a leech that lived vicariously through her.. I looked up at the large crucifix hanging over the alter. I looked into the face of Jesus, sad, aching, gaunt.. In one of his glassy eyes I saw my reflection. In the other, the reflection of my sister. 


I tried to set us free a week later. Lydia invited me to Majorca, and I told her that I was going home. I didn’t belong in this world, I said. She looked confused.


“I thought you loved it here,” she said. I shook my head, and she laughed. “Well, you’ve always been better at reading me than I’ve been at reading you.”


Why can’t I read you? What do you hide from me, Dan?


“I don’t hide anything,” I said truthfully. “I wouldn’t know how to.”


“I’m not going to come home from Majorca,” she told me.


“I know.”


“I think I’ll try Argentina next.”


“I think that would be a good idea.” I did think that, too. Because maybe her magic would take hold there. Nivea had told me a thousand stories about her patria. About the festivals, the fiestas, and energy of its people. “I can’t come with you.”


She looked at me, her eyes hurt, aching, wondering. She waited for me to tell her why, but I couldn’t stand that. I was glad that she couldn’t read my life the way I could read yours.


“All right,” she said softly, and turned to walk out the door of our small apartment.


I love you.


“I love you, too, Lydia,” I said, and suddenly my voice was hoarse. This would be the first time we were apart for more than 12 hours, and it was just hitting me. I wanted to tell her everything, to tell her about Nivea, and why I’d been out at night, and not there for her when she woke up. I wanted to tell her that I’d been in the cathedral that night. But it’s hardest to tell the truth to yourself. 


“Well. . .” she said. “Good-bye.”


But she didn’t leave. And, I realized, that maybe she couldn’t leave. 


“I didn’t go to Barcelona,” she told me lowly. I couldn’t see her face, she was still looking out into the hallway. “Or Madrid, or Toledo or Portugal or France.”


“I think I knew that.”


“I couldn’t get out of the city. I’d reach the limits and had to turn back.”


I looked at her back. Magic comes with a price. I’d just never realized how much it cost my sister.


“Because I didn’t go with you?”


I don’t know.


“Why can’t you find a man, Lydia?”


I don’t know.


“What do you want?” More wearily this time, because I was tired of playing games, and I wanted the future that I knew I deserved. I didn’t know what it was, not exactly, but I knew it couldn’t be found chasing the magic that was my sister. But this time there was no response, from her lips nor her mind, and I knew she was as tired as I was.


“It’s time to go home, Lydia. It’s my turn this time.”


She turned to look at me, still silent. In her eyes I only saw myself reflected. I squinted my eyes, looked at her more closely. Realized that one of us was the reflection. And thought, for the first time, that maybe it wasn’t me.


“Where is home?”


I didn’t have an answer for her. Home was the cathedral, home was confusion, home what the vague line between black and white. But where was that, practically? I reached forward, grabbed my sister’s hand. With a surge that connection returned to us, the magic that we didn’t share with anyone else in the world.


Maybe, I thought, we weren’t in a cage. Maybe the ties that bound us together were also the ones that allowed us to fly. We walked out of the apartment side by side, the way we were meant to be, not touching, just a breath away from each other. The sky was bright and open. The birds were singing in the trees, welcoming my sister back into the morning light, which she hadn’t seen in the five years we’d spent in Spain. They ignored me, as usual, for which I was glad.


I wondered, sometimes, why I spent such a portion of my life living there, in a country I hated, and a language I didn’t wholly understand. I stayed because I needed my sister. And because, for some strange, inexplicable reason, she needed me. 
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