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Día martes, enero del 2005, un día muy frío.  Había caído nieve un día antes y  
el viento soplaba. Se frizaban las manos y penetraba el frío hasta los huesos.   
Mi carro no tenía calefacción, pero yo tenía la responsabilidad de llevar a  
Armando (mi hijo) con Kara, una estudiante de preparatoria quien le ayudaba 

a hacer sus tareas dificiles a las que no les entendía.
Todo el camino y a su alrededor se veía blanco; pero de momento justo pasando un 
puente, se puso el semáforo en rojo.  Fue entonces cuando volteamos mi hijo y yo hacia 
la derecha, y vimos a un hombre cubriéndose con cartones.  Era terrible el frío que se 
sentía.  Yo en particular a este hombre lo vi con el pelo muy desarreglado, sin suéter y la 
cara y manos muy rojas.  Tuve que avanzar, y en el momento cuando presente estaban sus 
manos en mi mente, se me vino la imagen de Jesús.
Avanzaba hacia el siguiente semáforo, cuando volteamos a vernos con mi hijo, y él 
dijo, “Pobre, ¿verdad, má?”  “Sí,” contesté, agregando, “¡No sé por qué no lo recoge el 
gobierno, si él es americano!”  Llegamos al semáforo siguiente y volteé hacia atrás como 
esperando volver a verlo, pero entonces lo que vi fueron sus dos cobijas de mi hija Diana 
(la bebé de la casa ) de dos años de edad.  Recuerdo que dentro de mí dije, “¡Cobijas!” Y 
le hice el comentario a Armando.  Vi una expresión de alegría en su rostro y yo pensaba, 
“Son cobijas de Dianita.  ¿Cómo se las voy a dar?”  Esas cobijas significaban mucho para 
mí porque Diana las tenía desde que era bebé.  Y me preguntaba, “¿Qué hago? ¿Se las 
doy o continúo?  Pero ¡pobrecito!” pensaba otra vez.  “El tiene frío y yo por lo menos voy 
en el carro.”  Tenía poco tiempo para decidir y me sentí confundida.  El semáforo se puso 
en verde.  Tenía que continuar.  Pero para eso el camellón era largo y no había retorno 
en todo ese camellón.  Callados Armando y yo.  Yo veía los ojos de mi hijo llenarse de 
lágrimas y yo tenía un nudo en mi garganta, mientras pensaba, “¡Dios mío, protégelo!  
¡Perdóname, Señor!  No sé qué hacer.  Estoy mal.  ¡Perdóname, Señor!”
Pasamos debajo de un puente y volteé a ver a mi hijo.  El tenía una expresión de mucha 
tristeza, y mirándonos en ese momento él dijo, “¡Cuando regreses lo buscas, mamá!”  
Contesté en seguida, “¡Sí, hijo, lo voy a buscar!  No sé si lo encuentre, pero ¡lo voy a 
buscar!”  
Por fin salimos de ese largo camellón.  Continuaba el silencio siete u ocho cuadras, 
mientras yo pensaba, “¿Dónde lo podré encontrar?  ¿Qué rumbo habrá tomado?” Si él 
estaba a un lado de un puente, no sabía si él había caminado por fuera o si había brincado 
al otro lado, si iba para la gasolinera que estaba a un lado o había regresado.  Por fin 
llegamos a la casa de Kara.  Entonces, Armando bajó.
Empecé a avanzar rumbo a la casa en Ronkonkoma, otro pueblo de aquí de New York, 
pero para mi sorpresa, pasando el puente donde lo habíamos encontrado, a lo lejos 
alcancé a ver que alguien caminaba sobre la nieve, y entonces sentí que el cielo se abría.  
Sentí que Dios me sonreía y se me hacía nudos mi garganta nuevamente.  Sentía el pecho 
oprimido de la emoción cuando justo lo emparejé, y volteé a ver si era él.  ¡Sí es!  ¡Sí, sí 
es!  Me estacioné de lado derecho un poco más adelante para esperarlo, y entonces bajé 
el vidrio de la ventanilla y le grité al americano, “Hey, you need a ride?”  No sé si se dice 
así, pero yo le ofrecí llevarlo.  Sentí que él estaba esperando algo así, porque en cuanto 
me vio y escuchó mi grito, no lo pensó, inclusive se atravesó la carretera sin ver a los 
lados.  Cuando él llegó a la ventanilla saqué las dos cobijas y le dije, “This is for you.”
Le ofrecí llevarle a su casa.  El dijo, “¿Tú me vas a llevar a mí, a mi casa?”  En inglés él 
contestaba.  Entiendo poco inglés pero en ese momento, es como si hubiésemos hablado 
la misma lengua.  “Sí,” contesté, sonriéndole.  “Okay,” dijo y subió al carro.  Guardando 
un momento de silencio en seguida hizo el comentario de que en esta ciudad nadie da un 
ride.  Y él seguía hablando en el transcurso del camino, pero ya no pude entender más.  
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Recuerdo que hablaba despacito, bajito.  Le pregunté, “Where is your house?”  Para mi sorpresa él me dijo, “¡Aquí está 
bien!”  Era un estacionamiento.  Paré, él tomó sus cobijas y, bajando, dio las gracias.  No le volví a ver más la cara.  Me 
quedé parada, mirando los carros cubiertos de nieve, y nadie más se veía.  Me pregunté, “¿Dónde vivirá?  ¿Qué va a 
hacer?”  Y me fui rumbo a casa.
 

***
 Cuando mi papá estaba preso, me gustaba oír a mi mamá decir, “¡Vamos a ir a ver a su papá!” porque a cada 
vez que íbamos me compraba una cevellana (un dulce de cajeta que lo cubre como una hostia arriba y otra abajo).  Y 
me encantaba ir también porque mi papá tenía un amigo al que le decían “Concho” que me contaba historias.  El era 
un señor grande y gordo y muy perico, porque me entretenía contándome historias como en la que me decía que él era 
un pescador y que un día se lo tragó una ballena y él se pasó por su garganta rápido, rápido.  La ballena tragó agua, que 
cuando se dio cuenta estaba en el estómago de ella.  El traía una navaja y por unos meses vivió adentro, comiendo su 
carne, hasta que poco a poco la ballena se fue muriendo.  Se orilló a la arena donde unos leñadores la empezaron a cortar, 
y ellos fueron quienes lo salvaron.  Historias como ésa me entretenían, pero luego me daba tristeza que mi papá no me 
contara nada.  Sólo le saludaba cuando llegábamos a verlo (a la cárcel) y me decía, “¡Ve a ver al Concho si quieres!”
 Había muchas camas, tantas que yo caminaba en medio de ellas.  Si volteaba a la izquierda había camas y si 
volteaba a la derecha, también.  Este lugar tendría unos treinta o cuarenta metros de largo y unos veinte de ancho.  Era 
muy alto, con poca luz.  Me recuerdo caminando con mis pasos cortos en ese lugar frío por en medio de las camas—
camas con cobijas de lana de diferentes colores, mientras mis ojos buscaban al Concho.  Sentía como un vacío en mí y 
temor del silencio que había.  Las paredes tenían estampas con imágenes de santos, fotos de familiares y hasta la bandera 
de México pegadas del lado de su cabecera.  Algunos de los hombres me miraban con frialdad y otros con ternura. 
Acostados con la cabeza sobre sus brazos miraban mi desconfianza, ya que mi papá nos enseñó a desconfiar, pues él 
decía, “¡No confíen en cualquier persona!  Porque hay personas que no les gusta que se les moleste.”  A veces tenía 
curiosidad porque algunos de ellos estaban haciendo algún trabajo manual, como hacer canastas y bolsas para ir por el 
mandado de plástico.  Eran de muchos colores, algunas combinadas.  Pero si veía que les desagradaba mi presencia, 
mejor me iba.
 Mientras encontraba al Concho el propósito era llegar a los escalones que estaban antes de llegar a la imagen de 
la Virgen de Guadalupe que había al fondo en frente—una imagen muy iluminada con focos de luz, transparentes.  A su 
alrededor, su luz permitía ver como esposas y madres hincadas con los ojos cerrados, imploraban; otras ponían flores en 
las cubetas con agua que estaban a los pies de la virgen o presos que también hincados estaban.
 Cuando llegaba allí me sentaba en los escalones viendo qué hacía la gente frente a la imagen.  Mis padres nunca 
me inculcaron una religión.  Sólo sabía que era católica, pero nunca fui a una misa con ellos.  Mi padre era ateo; mi 
mamá, creyente de algunas costumbres católicas.  Hubo ocasiones en que me sorprendía ver cómo mi papá podía vivir 
con tanta gente.  A veces trataba de contar los cuadros que el piso tenía, pero cuando perdía la cuenta me daba flojera 
volverlos a contar y ya no lo hacía, hasta la próxima vez que me dieran ganas de hacerlo, pero eran tantos que siempre 
terminaba aburrida.  
 Veía los pocos rayos de sol que entraban por la puerta que daba hacia el patio.  Era como si sólo yo viviera en 
un mundo de dudas porque no había explicación para mí.  Mi papá tenía su cocina como de dos metros por tres.  Tenía 
una mesita donde comíamos con él, una estufa vieja con una cacerola y una olla azul, el techo de lámina de cartón muy 
bajito donde parado un adulto tocaba el techo.  Tenía una puerta de madera que se enganchaba el seguro por dentro y 
por fuera.  El patio era amplio con una fuente en medio, llena de agua estancada y sucia, donde dijo un día mi papá que 
castigaban a los presos bañándose por la madrugada en esa agua helada.  Había una tienda donde vendían lo necesario y 
no faltaban los dulces.  Allí mi mami me compraba mi cevellana. 
 Cuando me compraba mi cevellana me la comía en los escalones.  Me encantaba irla pellizcando de poquito 
en poquito mientras miraba todo lo que pasaba a mi alrededor.  En el patio muchos caminaban de un lado a otro, unos 
con su familia, otros solos, sentados tejiendo sus canastas.  Cuando era hora de irnos, cerraban la puerta chiquita donde 
estaban parados los policías guardias del lugar.  Y a veces estaba un poco abierto el portón grande, pero detrás de él, 
guardias.  Por allí salíamos algunas veces.  No sé cuántos seguros tenía ese portón pero era muy grande, de color azul.
 Mi mamá caminaba conmigo hasta la parada de los autobuses sin decir nada.  Casi siempre que íbamos a ver a 
mi papá, así regresaba ella—callada, ausente.  Pero en la casa se vivía de otra manera.  Mi mamá nos dejaba dormir de 
día, nos abrazaba y nos hacía “piojito,” sobándonos el cuero cabelludo, hasta dormirnos.  Ella nos daba permiso de ir a 
la casa de mis tíos.  Ellos eran muy buenos con nosotros.  Tenían cuatro hijos y nos veían a nosotros también como si 
fuéramos sus hijos.  
 

***
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 Hubo ocasiones en las que no tenía explicación clara a mis dudas.  Tendría yo ocho años.  Estaba sola en el 
cuarto, disfrutando de un rico baño en la tina de aluminio que mi mami había comprado.  Mi hermana calentó agua para 
bañarnos.  Era sábado y por la tarde teníamos que ir a la casa de mi tía Carmen.  Acostada, con el agua cubriendo mi 
cuerpo, miraba mis pies, sintiéndome relajada y con mucha paz.  El agua estaba exquisita, y no tenía yo apuración alguna 
por salir de allí.  
 De pronto era como si me estuviera faltando la respiración.  Volteaba yo a los lados y cada vez veía menos.  
Quise salir de allí, pero sólo me dio tiempo de pararme y me quedé paralizada, escuchando cómo los gallos cantaban, los 
perros aullaban y el burro rebuznaba.  De momento todo quedó obscuro.  Empecé a sentir pánico y le grité a mi hermana, 
“¡Chela!  ¿Dónde estás?  Manita, ¿dónde estás?”  Otra vez le grité, mientras nuestras voces se cruzaban.  “¡Ya voy, Yola! 
¡Es que no veo nada!”  Cuando ella llegó al cuarto donde estaba yo, empezó a clarear todo nuevamente.  Mi hermana 
tenía la cara transparente.  Se veía muy asustada, tanto como yo.  Me dio la mano para salir de la tina.  Me pasó la toalla 
para secarme, la ropa para vestirme y los zapatos.  Y mientras apresurada hacía todo eso, yo la miraba a los ojos, y ella 
a mí, diciendo, “¡Rápido!  ¡Salte!  ¡Vístete!  ¡que el mundo se va a acabar!”  No me explicaba qué significaba eso, pero 
lo que entendía era que me iba a morir.  Terminé de vestirme, cerró ella la puerta y, tomadas de la mano, empezamos a 
correr rumbo a la casa de mi tía.  
 El callejón se me hacía largo, pues para salir a la calle principal tenía unos sesenta metros de largo.  De pronto, 
a la mitad del camino empezamos a gritar como locas, abrazadas mi hermana y yo, porque el burro rebuznó a un lado 
de nosotras.  Sabíamos que el burro rebuznaba siempre y las veces que pasara alguien, pero en ese momento, con 
los nervios y la apuración con la que íbamos, no nos acordamos.  El burro siempre lo amarraban en un árbol del lado 
derecho del callejón que llegaba de la casa de mis papás a la calle que va rumbo al río.  Le gritamos a mis abuelitos, que 
vivían cerca de nosotros, para ver si estaban, pero ese día ellos habían salido.
 Seguimos corriendo.  Había una casa abandonada a la que llamábamos “la casa vieja.”  Nos daba mucho miedo 
pasar por allí porque algunas personas decían que pasaban cosas raras allí.  Incluso mi mamá nos dijo un día que le 
había salido un perro negro muy grande de allí y la había seguido hasta la casa.  Después de “la casa vieja” había milpas 
de maíz.  La calle con piedra suelta y hierba a los lados siempre me causaba miedo. Más adelante había un crucero 
con una cruz de piedra en la orilla de una de las milpas.  Allí era otro lugar que nos causaba miedo; al igual, la gente 
murmuraba que espantaba.  Y como no había luz en las calles, pues la gente quizá imaginaba.  La cruz apenas era la 
mitad del camino para llegar a la casa de mi tía, y de allí en adelante sólo milpas.  Era como si no avanzáramos.  Yo veía 
preocupada a mi hermanita.  No platicamos nada en el camino.  Sólo su mano húmeda era lo que sentía, y mi corazón 
latía muy fuerte, mi respiración se agitaba cada vez más, y mis pies los sentía cansados y como que se me doblaban al 
correr.
 Por fin llegamos a la calle donde estaba la casa de mi tía.  Ella estaba en el mostrador de su tienda, mirando 
hacia afuera. En cuanto nos vio, nos fue a alcanzar y nos tomó de la mano a las dos, preguntándonos, “¿Están 
asustadas?”  Movimos la cabeza diciendo “sí.”  Nos abrazó y nos dio un trozo de pan blanco a cada una—para el susto, 
según ella.  Mientras comíamos nuestro pan, ella se sentó también y nos explicó que eso se llamaba eclipse, que no era 
el fin del mundo como decía mi hermana.  Nos tomó nuevamente las manos mientras atentas la escuchábamos—ella con 
una sonrisa que le caracterizaba.  Nos devolvía la vida, porque yo sí me estaba muriendo, pero de miedo.  Para mí hasta 
ese momento era como estar en la obscuridad del eclipse, y en cuanto supe lo que pasaba era la claridad a mi gran duda. 

~
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ATuesday in January 2005, a very cold day.  Snow had fallen the day before  
and the wind was blowing.  It made your hands freeze, and the cold penetrated  
through to your bones.  My car didn’t have heat, but I had the responsibility of  
taking Armando, my son, to Kara, a high school student who helped him with 

the hard homework problems that he didn’t understand.
  The road and everything around it was white; but just as we were crossing a bridge, 
the light turned red.  It was then that my son and I turned around, toward the right, and 
we saw a man covering himself with cardboard.  The cold was awful, and I noticed in 
particular that this man’s hair was very messy, he had no sweater, and his face and hands 
were very red.  I had to drive on, and in the moment when his hands were present in my 
mind, what came to me was the image of Jesus.
I drove on to the next traffic light, when my son and I turned toward each other, and he 
said, “Poor man, no, Mom?”  Yes, I answered, adding, “I don’t know why the government 
doesn’t help him, since he’s American!”  We arrived at the next light and I turned around 
as if expecting to see him, but what I saw were two blankets belonging to my two-year-
old daughter Diana, the baby of the family.  I remember that I said to myself, “Blankets!” 
and I said it aloud to Armando.  I saw an expression of happiness on his face, and I 
thought: “These are little Diana’s blankets.  How can I give them away?”  These blankets 
meant a lot to me because Diana had had them ever since she was a baby.  And I asked 
myself, “What do I do?  Do I give them to him or do I go on?”  But poor thing, pobrecito, 
I thought again.  He’s cold and I at least am inside the car.  I had little time to decide, 
and I was confused, the light turned green, and I had to go on.  But the road divider was 
long, and there wasn’t a place to turn around for the entire length of it.  Armando and 
I were silent.  I saw my son’s eyes fill with tears, and I had a lump in my throat, as I 
thought, “Dear God, protect him!  Forgive me, Lord!  I don’t know what to do!  I feel bad.  
Forgive me, Lord!”
We passed under a bridge and I turned around to look at my son.  He looked very sad, and 
at the moment we were looking at each other, he said, “When you go back, look for him, 
Mom!”  I immediately answered, “Yes, son, I’ll look for him.  I don’t know if I’ll find 
him, but I will look for him.”  
We finally got past the long road divider.  The silence continued for seven or eight blocks, 
as I thought, “Where will I find him?  What direction did he take?”  Since he was on one 
side of the bridge, I didn’t know if he had walked off of it, or if he had gone to the other 
side; if he was headed towards the gas station that was on one side or if he had gone back 
the other way.  We finally arrived at Kara’s house, and Armando got out of the car.  
I began to head back home to Ronkonkoma, another town here in New York, but to 
my surprise, crossing the bridge where we had seen him, I could see that someone was 
walking in the snow, and at that moment I felt the sky open up.  I felt that God was 
smiling down on me, and once again I felt a lump in my throat.  I felt my chest fill with 
emotion as I caught up with him, and I turned around to see if it was him.  Yes, it’s him, 
yes, yes it’s him!  I parked on the right side of the road, a little ahead of him so that I 
could wait for him, and then I lowered the window and yelled to the American: “Hey, you 
need a ride?”  I don’t know if you say it like that, but I offered him a ride.  I felt that he 
was waiting for something like that, because as soon as he saw me and heard my shout, 
he didn’t even think about it; in fact, he even crossed the road without looking both ways.  
When he got to my window I took out the two blankets and said, “This is for you.”
I offered to take him to his house.  In English he said,  “You’re going to take me to my 
house?”  I understand very little English, but in that moment it was as if we had spoken 

YG
~

Yolanda tells three 
moving stories that 
take us from a recent 
encounter with a 
homeless man in the 
United States back 
to her childhood in 
a Mexican village, 
where her reality 
was punctuated 
by visits to the jail 
where her father 
was imprisoned and 
periods of neglect 
and imposed solitude 
that provoked fear 
and insecurity.  
Trained as a nurse 
in Mexico, Yolanda 
came to this country 
five years ago and 
now lives here 
with her husband 
and three children.  
She participates in 
the Farmingville 
workshop.

~



9Latinas Write/Escriben

the same language.  “Yes,” I answered, smiling at him.  “OK,” he said, and got into the car.  
After a moment of silence, he said, “In this city nobody gives rides.”  And he continued talking throughout the ride, but 
I couldn’t understand anything else.  I remember that he spoke slowly and in a soft voice.  I asked him, “Where is your 
house?”  To my surprise he said,  “Here’s fine,” pointing to a parking lot.  I stopped, he took his blankets, and as he got 
out of the car he thanked me.  I never saw his face again.  I remained parked, looking at the cars covered in snow, with 
nobody else around.  I wondered, “Where does he live?  What is he going to do?”  And then I headed for home. 

***
 When my father was in jail, I liked to hear my mother say, “Let’s go and see your father!” because each time we 
went she’d buy me a cevellana (a treat made of goat’s milk that is covered with something like a wafer on top and one 
on bottom).  And I loved going because my father had a friend whom everyone called “Concho” who told me stories.  
He was a big, fat man—and very talkative—because he entertained me by telling me stories, like the one in which he 
told me that he was a fisherman and that one day a whale swallowed him up and that he went fast, fast down his throat.  
The whale swallowed some water, and before he knew it he was in its stomach.  He was carrying a knife and for a few 
months he lived inside the whale, eating its flesh, until little by little the whale began to die.  It washed up on the sand 
where some woodcutters began to chop it up, and those were the ones who saved him.  Stories like these would entertain 
me, but then I would begin to feel sad that my father didn’t tell me any stories.  I would just greet him when we would 
arrive to see him (at the jail), and he would say to me, “Go and see Concho if you want to!”
 There were many beds, so many that I had to walk in the middle of them.  If I turned to the left, there were beds, 
and if I turned to the right, the same thing.  This place was something like thirty or forty meters long and some twenty 
meters wide.  It was very high, with not much light.  I remember walking with my small steps in that cold place, among 
the beds, beds with wool blankets of different colors, while my eyes searched for Concho.  I felt like an emptiness inside 
me and fear of the silence that there was.  On the walls were pictures with images of saints, photos of family members, 
and even the Mexican flag taped up at the head of their beds.  Some of the men looked at me with coldness and others 
with tenderness.  Lying with their heads on their arms, they saw my distrust, since my father had taught us to trust no 
one.  He would say, “Don’t trust anybody!  Because there are people who don’t like anyone to bother them.”  Sometimes 
I felt curious because some of them were working with their hands, making baskets and plastic shopping bags.  They 
were many different colors, some of them mixed.  But if I saw that my presence bothered them, then I’d leave.
 While I was looking for Concho my goal was to reach the steps that were there before arriving at the image of 
the Virgin of Guadalupe that was up at the front—an image all lit up with transparent spotlights.  All around her the light 
let you see how wives and mothers, kneeling with their eyes closed, were praying; others were putting flowers and water 
in the vases that were at the feet of the virgin, or prisoners were also kneeling.
 When I arrived there I would sit down on the steps watching what people did in front of the image.  My parents 
never taught me any religion.  I just knew that I was Catholic, but I never went to Mass with them.  My father was an 
atheist; my mother, a believer in some Catholic customs.  There were times that it surprised me to see how my father 
could live with so many people.  Sometimes I would try to count the square tiles in the floor, but when I lost count I 
would be too lazy to start over again and I wouldn’t do it, until the next time I felt like it.  But there were so many that I 
always ended up bored.
 I could see the few rays of sun that entered through the door that opened onto the courtyard.  It was as if only I 
lived in a world of doubts, because for me there was no explanation.  My father had his kitchen, something like two by 
three meters.  It had a little table where we would eat with him, an old stove with a casserole and a blue pot, a very low 
cardboard roof where an adult standing up would touch the roof.  It had a wooden door that  locked from the inside and 
the outside.  The courtyard was large with a fountain in the middle, full of stagnant, dirty water, where my father said one 
day that they would punish the prisoners by making them bathe in that freezing cold water during the middle of the night.  
There was a store where they sold basic things and where there was no lack of sweets.  There my mother would buy my 
cevellana.
 When she would buy my cevellana for me I would eat it on the steps.  I loved to pinch off bits of it little by little 
while I watched everything happening around me.  In the courtyard many men would walk from one end to the other, 
some with their families, others alone, sitting and weaving their baskets.  When it was time for us to leave, they would 
close the small door where the place’s police guards were standing.  And sometimes the great big door was a bit open, 
but behind it were the guards.  Sometimes we went out that way.  I don’t know how many locks that big door had, but it 
was very large and blue.
 My mother would walk with me to the bus stop without saying anything.  Almost always when we went to see 
my father, she would come back like this—silent, absent.  But at home we lived differently.  My mother would let us 
sleep during the day, she would hug us and play “piojito” with us, massaging our scalps, until we fell asleep.  She would 
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give us permission to go to my aunt and uncle’s house.  They were very good to us.  They had four children, and they 
looked upon us as their children, too. 

***
 There were times when I had no clear explanation for my doubts.  I must have been eight years old.  I was alone 
in the room, enjoying a nice bath in the aluminum bathtub that my mother had bought.  My sister heated up water so 
we could bathe.  It was Saturday, and in the afternoon we had to go to my Aunt Carmen’s house.  Lying down, with the 
water covering my body, I looked at my feet, feeling relaxed and very peaceful.  The water was exquisite, and I was in no 
hurry to get out of there.
 Suddenly, it was as if I couldn’t breathe.  I turned to both sides and could see less and less.  I tried to get out of 
the tub, but I only had time to stand up before I was paralyzed, listening to the roosters crowing, the dogs howling, and 
the donkey braying. Suddenly, everything went dark.  I started to feel panicked and yelled to my sister, “Chela!  Where 
are you?  Sissy, where are you?”  I yelled for her once more as our voices crossed.  “I’m coming, Yola!  It’s just that I 
can’t see anything!”  When she reached the room, everything began to get light again.  My sister was as pale as a ghost.  
She looked very scared, as scared as I was.  She gave me her hand so I could get out of the bathtub.  She gave me a towel 
to dry myself off, clothes to put on, and shoes.  And while she was rushing around doing all this, I looked her in the 
eyes, and she at me, saying, “Quickly!  Get out!  Get dressed!  The world is coming to an end!”  I didn’t know what this 
meant, but what I did understand was that I was going to die.  I finished getting dressed, she shut the door, and holding 
hands, we began to run towards my aunt’s house.
 The little side street seemed to me to go on forever, for the main street was around sixty meters away.  Suddenly, 
halfway there we began to scream like crazy, hugging each other, because the donkey brayed right next to us.  We knew 
that the donkey always brayed when someone walked by, but this time, what with our nerves and the rush we were in, we 
didn’t remember that.  They always kept the donkey tied up to a tree on the right side of the little street that led from my 
parents’ house to the street that went toward the river.  We called out to my grandparents, who lived near us, to see if they 
were at home, but that day they had gone out.
 We kept on running.  There was an abandoned house that we called “the old house.”  We’d get very frightened 
passing by there because some people said that strange things happened there.  Even my mother told us one day that 
a very big black dog had come out of there and followed her home.  After “the old house” there were cornfields.  The 
street, with its loose stones and high grass on both sides, always made me afraid.  Further on there was a crossroads with 
a stone cross at the edge of one of the fields.  That was another place that made us afraid; people said that it, too, was 
haunted.  And since there was no light in the streets, people maybe imagined things.  The cross was barely halfway to 
my aunt’s house, and from there on only cornfields.  It was as if we weren’t moving forward.  I saw that my sister was 
worried.  We didn’t speak at all on the road.  The only thing I felt was her damp hand, and my heart was beating very 
hard, my breathing was becoming faster and faster, and I felt that my feet were tired and that they were giving out as I 
ran.
 Finally, we arrived at the street where my aunt’s house was.  She was behind the counter in her store, looking 
outside.  As soon as she saw us, she came to meet us and she held both our hands, asking, “Are you afraid?”  We nodded 
our heads “yes.”  She hugged us and gave each of us a piece of bread—to take care of the fear, according to her.  While 
we ate our bread, she sat down, too, and explained to us that this was called an eclipse, that it wasn’t the end of the world 
like my sister had said.  She held our hands once again while we listened attentively to her—and she, with the smile 
that was so typical of her.  She gave us back our life, because I was, indeed, dying, but out of fear.  For me, up until 
that moment it was like being in the darkness of the eclipse, and as soon as I found out what was happening, it was the 
clearing up of my tremendous doubt.  

~


