He was always looking for something. He didn’t know what—maybe if he did he could stop looking. But he didn’t, and he couldn’t, and always just this search, search, search. 


He tried to find it in the dark, smoky interior of Capitolio, among the heaving, sweating bodies, the thrusting dance, the heat, the music and the alcohol. He tried to find it in the scantily dressed women, in the hungry eyes of the men and the annoyed expressions of the waiters. He tried to find it in the lyrics of the pulsing music, barely hearable above the exclamations of the people and the pounding of feet against floor.


He tried to find it in the open, incensed basilica, next to sinners and penitents. He tried to find it in the aged mutterings of an ancient priest, and in the whispered prayerse and clasped hands. He tried to find it in the soaring music of the organ and the ancient words of the Bible.


He tried to find it on the streets, in the eyes of the people passing by, in kisses on cheeks, and brief, chaste embraces. He tried to find it in the food, the street shops, the fountains, in the blue skies and the angry wind, in the trees and the flowers, in the mirror.


He almost found it once, late at night. He stepped onto the patio and looked over the city, at the brightly twinkling lights of hundreds of homes and families. The terrestrial light was mirrored by the heavens, a star for a house, light from light. The churches were lit up, a testament to courage against darkness, the power of a single cnalde.


Somewhere out there, he thought, was someone else, someone like him, lost and searching. He had never felt so alone in his entire life, but somehow, with the lights both above and below, it was all right to be alone.


She hadn’t meant for it to happen, not the first time, and most definitely no the second. Now that she had them she loved them, but i she were to tell the truth, she wished it had never happened, and that she was still alone, unburdened by school hours, playdates, and a child’s fears. She wanted to go out at night, to enjoy her youth like her eldest brother, to experience as much as she could before settling down.


But then she looked at two pairs of eager eyes and realized, with a sinking heart, that she was settled. And when she thought about just leaving, heading to Guadalajara and never returning she would look into her mother’s eyes and see that disappointment, or turn around and see the reluctant pride in her father’s smile.


So instead of following Luis to a bar, she took her daughters’ hands in her own, and led them up the stairs. Instead of a margarita she drank water, and instead of dancing until four, she read fairy tales and watched cartoons. 


At night she would walk out to her patio and sit, trying to find the horizon, the point where the fake lights of the heavens met the true light of the city. She wondered if anyone else was as lost as she was.


He felt bad for her sometimes, little Valeria, trapped inside with her two little brats, wasted beauty. But then it was her own fault, her own weakness that had entrapped her. Not his fault.


Dante, however, said that it was their fault, too. He said they were older, they knew better, they should have protected her. He said they should have stopped things when they saw where they were heading. And now Dante punished himself, staying in with her, playing with the brats, keeping her company. Penance for sin, he said.


But that was Dante, and Dante was weak, too, like their mother. Not him. He wasn’t lost, he wasn’t weak, and he certainly wasn’t going to waste his youth paying for someone else’s pecado. Better to make his own. So he went out at night, from one bar to another, to the frenzied air of Capitolio. He watched his friends, talking to the Americans, dancing with them, caressing and kissing them. It felt wrong to him, somehow, so he stood aside and watched.


Maybe one day he would join in the dance, he thought. Maybe one day he would find a tall, blonde girl, and join her atop a table. But mostly he didn’t think so.


He would like to go North again, to the States. He had been there once, many years ago, to stare at the massive skyscrapers and taste the flat food. It had been so cold, so colorless. But he would like to go again. He would stay with a family, he decided, like the boy who lived on the third floor. He would visit the museums, try everything, and go out every night.


But that was just a dream, he reminded himself. Dreams didn’t come true, not once a person was older than the brats. There were better things to do than dream, just as there were better things to do than take advantage of silly college girls who didn’t know how to say no. So laughing, he tooks his cerveza, began to drink, and put aside nonexistant doubts for another night.


She didn’t understand her children, and that scared her. It was just that they weren’t doing anything, and didn’t seem to want to. Luis didn’t want to grow up, Dante had grown up too fat, and it sometimes seemed like Valeria couldn’t grow at all.


Hadn’t she raised them well? Hadn’t she made sure they always had enough to eat, that they got enough sleep? And hadn’t el Viejo made certain that they were educated, throwing a book or a movie at them any time they mentioned boredom? Hadn’t she kept them clothed and healthy? Had it not been enough? Why hadn’t it?


She didn’t know if it was too late now. Maybe it was. Maybe she had paid too much attention to the Americans who came and went every summer. But she was no more capable of denying them than her own children. Maybe it was time to give up.


But if she stopped, who would make sure Luis ate enough to keep up with his drinking? Who would force Dante out of the house, if just to get a loaf of bread? Who would take care of the niñas in order to let Valeria out for a weekend?


So she cut the cebolla and made the enchiladas, just like any other day. She smiled at her daughter when she sat down to help make guacamole. She kissed Dante when he returned with the milk. She accepted Luis’ thanks when she placed the bistec in front of him.


And when Luis took John out for the night, while Valeria and Dante talked in the kitchen and el Viejo watched a movie she would walk out to the patio and stare at the stars and make a wish upon each one for her babies.

