
I haven’t seen my son in three months.  I know that young men in our neighborhood, the ones who run with gangs, are disappearing just like “guerrillas” did twenty years ago.  I expect my son is dead by now.  I just want to see him, to know, so that I don’t keep hoping, when I should know there’s no reason to hope.  My Miguelito was no angel, and I know he may have been doing some things he wasn’t supposed to.  I guess in my heart I knew it was only a matter of time before he disappeared.  Miguel is the fifth boy from our little neighborhood to just disappear this year.  I’ve lost track of the girls.

As I wander the streets Miguel used to walk, I kick a crumpled nespaper.  The horrible photo of a dead boy, a boy that looks like Mighuel, catches my eye.  Under the photo, it says, “Almost none of the kidnapped turn up alive.  Some never turn up at all.  When they do, they are often not found in one piece.”

Since the civil war, things haven’t gotten better.  Hundreds of thousands were killed then, but thousands have been killed just this year.  My Miguel may be one of them.

