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La Perdida 

In the first issue, Carla, in Chicago in February of 2001, remembers her arrival in Mexico City 
in February of 1999, when she stayed with her ex-boyfriend Harry.  As her "visit" extended from 
weeks into months, Carla face the fact that she didn't want to return to the USA, while, at the same 
time, she and Harry became ever more impatient with each other.  Carla spent her time seeing 
the sights and meeting several new friends, including a few expatriates; Memo, a would-be 
revolutionary; and Oscar, a young friend of Memo's/  Romance began to build between Carla and 
Oscar while she and Harry were at each other's throats.  In mid-April, on the afternoon of a vicious 
fight between Harry and Carla, she became terribly sick.

All dialogue is in Spanish, unless marked by arrow brackets.



Fortunately, Harry was not so mad at me that he'd let me die of food poisoning in his own house.  He got 
me to a doctor, he got me on antibiotics...
...and then, two weeks later, when I was on my feet again, he kicked me out.

My new place was in the plumbing district.  You entered through a 24-hour taqueria, up a staircase...
...and out into a foyer open to the sky.



Sylvia had hooked me up with it.  A friend of hers was going back to the US to get her Master's.  The 
friend had sold me all her furniture and stuff for almost nothing, since she herself had gotten it the same way.

It still took pretty much all the cash I had left, though.

In fact, Sylvia had been basically responsible for the fact that I managed to stay in Mexico.  She put me 
up for a few weeks on her couch....
And she recommended me for a job teaching English at the school where I studied Spanish.  (They didn't 
ask for papers, and in return, didn't pay much.)

But we were also getting slightly sick of each other.

I did find my own roommate, though.  Liliana was a Spanish teacher at the school who was dying to get 
out of her parents' house.

Hi Carla!

Liliana! Welcome!

Rent wasn't too bad in that neighborhood, basically because it wasn't especially safe or insulated from raw 
Mexico City the way Harry's had been.  It was old and noisy and full of people all the time.  I thought it 
was absolutely incredible.

So here we are...

This is it!

Liana, however, was less than thrilled.

And her parents, who lived in tidy, well-kept Del Valle, were appalled.

Oh, Liana, treasure... Are you sure??
Does she even speak Spanish?

Hello Mrs.  Ramos,  My name is Carla.

Oh, uh... very nice to meet you, dear.

I'm Oscar.  Pleased to meet you.

Nice to meet you, young man.  Are you Carla's husband?

Papa!

Ha ha - no, he's my boyfriend.

He lives here?

Oh, no.  He's just visiting.

Old reactionary...



Still, she was desperate to move out of her parents' house, and this place was pretty much all she could 
afford anyway.

Oh, Carla!  I have that exact same Frida poster!

Really?  You like Frida too?

Oh Jeez, I love her!  This is gonna be great.  I know this is gonna be great!

Mama! Papa!  Look!  Carla has my same poster!

Oh sweetie, that's nice. ..And that pretty flower wall-hanging Tia Marta gave you will look lovely over...

...Oh, but let's just try to get the stains out of this ratty couch...

It doesn't bother me.  It's not bad, right, Carla?

We should have a party!  

Yeah!  A party of the house!

Well, I'll just dust this...

What?

You know, a party for the house - for celebrate the house - the apartment...

A housewarming party, no, dear?

A housewarming party.

So we had a housewarming party.  Liana invited her Spanish students and a few co-workers and 
relatives, and I invited Memo and Oscar and Sylvia and my other friends.

I have to jump in the shower.

OK.

We said nine o'clock, which in Mexican time, is about eleven.  At 9:02, there was a knock at the door.

Oh my god!  Liana!

Hola!  Kaneda!  Tomoko!

Hola Carla.

You know Kim, and Chun, and Sato....

Com in!

...Sue yum, George Hama, Woo Jin, Michelle, Setsuko, and Takashi.

There's some food.

We bring a brandy and cola!

Great!

Oh my god...



Memo showed up "early" - around ten - and by eleven, we had a modest crowd.  Everyone was drinking 
heavily, me included.

Is a nice apartment.  You just move?

Yes.  A week ago.  Where do you live?

Oh, Cuauhtemoc, with Sato and another friend.

When did...

Hey Carla, who's that friend of yours, the Chinese one?

Chinese...?

Over there, in the red shirt.

She is Japanese.  Tomoko.  She's in Liana's class.  Do you meet Liana?

"Did you meet."  No. Maybe later.

Introduce me to Tomoko.

Just a sec, Hama.

So, you just moved in?

Yeah, well, it took me a few days.  Finally, my uncle drove me over with the last of my stuff two 
days ago.

How do you like it?

It's weird not sleeping in the same bed I've always slept in.  And the neighborhood....

Yeah, but Diana?  Who lived here before?  She never really had any trouble.

Oh!  You're the Sylvia Carla was telling me about!  Who found this place! Thanks so much, really.  
I think if I had to live with my parents one more day...

Oh, I know.

God, this place is great!  I can't believe this back porch!  Do you think she has the roof too?

There's probably just a shed.  What do you think that is?

I think it's the Telmex tower.  Those are cell phone dished.

Boy, these plants need some water.

You want another beer?

Here, put this on, it's time to dance.

Ha ha ha!

<You wanna dance?  C'mon, Steve.>

<I can't dance salsa.>

<I don't care,  You just stand there with your arm up.... and I'll go around you.>



.... the most delicate beauty.  But don't just believe me...

...don't you think so, uh...

Kaneda.

<Well, he was invited!>

<C'mon, Carla.  You can't expect Harry to actually want to come!>

<Why not?>

<Whatever.  If that's how you want to be, I'm not getting into it.  He's got a new job, you know. >

<You mean, he's got a job in the first place???>

<uh, yeah.  He's working at The News.>

<I am so not surprised.  Daddy just makes a quick call...>

Kaneda, do you think I should go rescue Tomoko?

I think she is OK.

No, I mean that guy Memo, I don't know.

I think she understand.  She wants Mexican boyfriend.

She's my student!  I feel responsible!

You have great legs!  Why don't you ever wear shorter skirts?

You think?  Maybe I will wear!

<Do you wanna go soon?>

<Yeah, I want to hit that party at Nick's too.>

<Where is that?>

<Over in Condesa.  But I'm driving.>

Carla, can you, um...?
Carla, I'm concerned about your friend, he's um...>

<Who, Memo?  Don't worry about him.  He's OK.>

<It's only that she is my student... >

<I think you should break it up, Carla.  Remember the scene he made at yochimilca?>

<I'm telling you, he's OK.  He's a friend of mine.>

Don't trust him.  He's an asshole.

<Did you just call him a fucker?>

<Carla, come on.  He's completely untrustworthy and self-involved and you know it.>



<I think you better take that back!  You're talking about my best friend in this country!>

<You know, I have had this growing suspicion, and now I know:  You are completely deluded! I mean, I'm 
not out to toot my own horn, but who found you this apartment, for example??>

<So, you want me to kiss your butt?>

<What is it with you?!  All he does is mock you, and then try to get into your pants!  Can't you see that?! 
I'm just telling it like it is!>

<What the fuck is that?! Fuck you!!>

<Man, I do not need this.  Hey Steve, are you guys leaving?  Can I get a ride?>

<I guess you do want me to kiss your butt!>

Why stop the music??  Make the music again!

<God, this place reeks!>

<Is there more of that?>

What?

The coffee?  More?

Oh yeah.  In the kitchen.

Some party, huh?

Ha ha, yeah, we've got some cleaning up to do.

You like old beer smell?

Was I an idiot?

You, uh, got a little loud.

What?

You yelled a bit.  And Sylvia left mad.

The thing about Memo that no one seemed to get is that he was exactly the opposite of what Sylvia 
accused him of. 

<Whatever.  Fuck her.>

...And Tomoko left with...

...Are those guys... Is Memo around much?  Because I'm not...

He was completely trustworthy.  Whenever I needed anyone to hang out with, whenever I needed to 
know how to deal with something new in Mexico, he was there.

It's just that he seems kind of aggressive...

Don't worry what Sylvia says.  She wasn't know anything.  I don't like her too.

He came over to my place all the time.  I saw more of him than Oscar, almost.

You don't like Sylvia?

<I'm sick of her attitude.>  Too superior.

Liana, well, she steered clear, for a while, anyway.  Maybe she sensed something.

What's up?

Oh, uh, good morning...



The sky in the afternoon of the late dry season - that is, late May and maybe early June - is the 
definition of "portentous."  The heat is dense and tiring, the air is as polluted as it gets, yellowish and 
smelly, and the thunder heads pile on themselves and rumble and groan every afternoon.

And in the morning, they're gone, only to gather again as it nears evening.  Waiting for the rain imbues
the world with a feeling of yearning:  you eat the dust while the crackle of electricity in the air 
promises relief that seems never to arrive.

The first rainstorm of the rainy season was exhilarating:  short and sharp, and rivers of runoff filled the 
streets instantaneously.

<it's raining.>

IT'S RAINING.

And then it was over, and the landscape absorbed the moisture like a dry sponge, and it was if it had 
never happened.

But soon the rainy season started in earnest, and the air cooled, the plants were happy, and it was 
sweater weather again - at least in the afternoons.

<ooogh - wet.>  rumble rumble.  Hee hee hee.

Oh, Carla! Hi! I didn't hear you come in!

There has noisy outside.

"It's noisy."  Hi Carla

Ha ha, look!  Memo is here!  He just came by to see you and I was home from work, and so like we 
just got...  to talking because you know you weren't here, and I was home early...

Yeah, it's ok.

... But I was just going to go upstairs; you guys can hang out or whatever....

OK, well, that's my cue to get going too..

You can't stay?

No, I have to go.  I thought we could get lunch, but now it's too late.  I've got somewhere to be. 

No, you don't have to...

Bye Liana.

Bye.



...Miss Frida...

Hee hee hee!

Bye!

..So??

Hee hee hee!

...what just happened?

Oh, Nothing...

You know, Carla, he's really nice.  I don't know why I didn't realize it before.

You didn't talk to him very much.  You leave if he comes.

Oh, I didn't Not always.  I was just busy.

You like him?  But what with Tomoko?

Oh, that, He's not even seeing her, I don't think.  He said it was nothing.  Does he really go and sell t-shirts 
of Mao and stuff?

Sure, yeah.  And he gives literature of Communism.

Oh my God, Papa would die!! hee hee hee!  He's cool, don't you think?  I like long hair on guys.

Uh, Liana, you should make attention.

What?

<You know, be careful.>  He likes LOTS of girls.

It doesn't seem like he likes you.

<That's what you think.  God.>

So the big drama of the summer turned out to be Liana's crush on Memo.  It quickly started to bleed over 
into other parts of my life.

Ricardo, guey, you got the shit?

Oscar, you loser, you haven't paid for the last batch.

Oscar and I hung out in Coyoacan a lot on the weekends, especially Sundays.  He would sell some of 
Memo's t-shirts and stuff to the turistas, and I translated.

Cabron, here's your fucking money.

I was just going to give it to you!

Don't smoke it all, you dipshit.

C'mon, sweetie...

Hah!  Now we're all set up, Carlita mia!

How much do we must have to sell to pay the?

Only about half.

For certain customers, we provided a more useful product.

But so, Liana started tagging along in hopes that Memo would show up, which he did, often, a fat lot 
of good it did her.

Let's get lunch.

Maybe I'll catch up with you later.

I'm not hungry.  I guess I'll stay here.

C'mon and eat with me.



He ignored her and she watched him flirt with his new girl, Tyler, and just ate her heart out.

Yeah, maybe I should eat anyway.

And she was a total square, which made our jobs a lot harder, but I couldn't just send her away!  I felt 
responsible for her.  And so it went, for weeks. 

He'll probably meet up with us again later, right, Carla?

 ,Hey pretty lady - joo wan' a t-shirt? .  Viva Che!

<Nice t-shirt?>

You guys!  Someone will see!

Ya callate!

Amor, give me una lana for las chelas, OK?

Don't you have any?  I only have 40 pesos!

That's enough for a couple caguemas.  (40-oucers - actually 1-liters)

Don't we have to go find Memo?

Ah, si.

C'mon, Carla!

Coming!

Oh my god!  Kameda!

Hi! What are you doing here?

Hola Carla.



This is my girlfriend Kiyoko.  She is visiting from Japan.  I am showing her Frida house.

Hola.

Oh my god, isn't it great?  I should go again.  I love the idea that she probably walked right here!  In this 
Plaza!

We had not go yet.  We had lunch first.

You know, we see your friend Memo.

Oh yeah?  Where?  We are looking at him.

No, last night.  With Tomoko, for dinner.

Yes, Tomoko.

Tomoko?  No Tyler?

What is Tyler?

Never mind, it's not important.

Carla!

I have to go - I'll call you, OK?  Bye Kiyoko!

Liana, oh my god!  That was Kameda!

Really?  What's he up to?

...um ...not much...

Finally, like mid-June, Tyler left for her painting course in San Miguel, and Memo had nothing better 
to do with himself.

This scene is bullshit.  Selling t-shirts.  When I go to American...

You want so much to go, why don't you just fo already?

I thought maybe I could get this thing to happen between Memo and Liana, and get her off my back.
She was driving me crazy!

I'm going in style.  I'm going on tour as a DJ!

Yeah, right.

Memo says he can get some turntables from his cousin.

The USA sucks.

You can make money there.  Not like here, with these assholes.

It's disgusting there.

That's what Memo says.  He says they're evil.

They ARE.  You should have seen my ex!

I convinced myself that I had misunderstood that conversation with Kaneda, which was not much of a 
stretch.  We had always had a lot of communication difficulties.

Mi vida, you have any money?

Only 200 pesos, and it has to last until Wednesday.

I need to get a new record.

C'mon, my beauty.  I need to practice spinning.

I can't.  We have to buy food.

You're always holding out on me, gringa mia.

Don't call me that!  You're so mean!

Memo says even though you have good intentions, you can't help being a gringa.



It was hardly easy, but for Memo's 35th birthday in late June, I made Liana swallow her prudishness 
and buy him some coke for the party, and she and Memo finally hooked up.

Check out Memo over there making on the morena!

Ha ha!  He must be desperate!

Well, you see a pretty girl around for him to hook up with?

Ha ha ha!

Things were fine for a month or so, I guess, until Memo started specifically un-inviting her to stuff.

...But can't you invite me?

I don't know if that would be a good idea...

It was ugly.

Is he going with another girl?

No, Liana, c'mon...

If he said he was going out alone, he is going out alone, woman!

I would have to play 20 questions whenever I got home.  Oscar was over almost all the time, and he 
was no help.

But he showed up alone?  You sure?

Ha ha ha ha ha!

Then, sometime in August, Oscar and I went to Cantina el Gallo....

...so this guy had this amazing set of turntables and he said I could use them to practice.  I figure, if he 
hears me, he might invite me to spin...

Don't you need some more records before...?

Yeah, I know!  But I'm building up... I've got to get some money...

Did I ever tell you my brother's a DJ?

...And ran into Memo and Tomoko there. 

What??? You've been holding out on me again?

<Oh fuck.>

You fucking gringa...

Oscar, shut up!  Look, it's Memo with Tomoko!

So??

Carla, mi amor, how great to see you!

Memo, what are you doing with Tomoko?

What do you mena?

What about Liana?

What are you implying?  You think you can hold me to your bourgeois standards?

<Oh shit.  This really really sucks.  Poor Liana...>

I'm a free man!  I act as an agent of my own will in the world!

I can't believe you never told me your brother is a DJ!



I felt completely responsible.  I couldn't decide at first whether it was my duty to tell her or to keep it 
from her, but in the end, I figured things would only get worse from here.  So I told her.  She had a big 
fight with Memo and broke up with him, not that he seemed to care.

He still came over all the time, just like it was nothing, and drove the poor girl to drink.  I felt almost as bad 
as she did about it, with the guilt.  It still makes me cringe to think of it.

I'm going up on the roof.  Let me know when they're gone, OK?

She couldn't hack it.  The last week of August, she abruptly announced she was moving home.

Liana, I am so sorry.

It's not your fault.  You didn't make me do it.

She'd been living with me just over three months.

But watch yourself, Carla.  He is not a good man.

It was only much later that I realized that I should have asked Memo to stay away from the house.

I don't know why I didn't think of it at the time.  Maybe if I had, she would have stayed, and things would 
have turned out differently.  But nothing's more useless than chewing over old regrets.

I still saw Liana all the time at work, but we never said much more than "hi," awkwardly.  And then one 
day she quit, and I didn't see her anymore.

I couldn't make rent for September by myself, and for a minute, I thought I might have to leave.

Wah ha haahhh!  An' I'm gonna get kicked out...wahh hah an' an' I'm gonna have to go home!!

Wah hahh.. an' I hate it there!  Waahh!

Poor Carlita.  Don't worry, you'll think of something.

The thing was, Oscar was effectively living with me anyway, so I just asked him to move in for real, and 
pay rent.

It seemed like a perfect solution to me.  He had to work in his dad's car-stereo shop a few days a week 
to make the money, but he got it together...

It's 1200 I can only get 1000.

...mostly....

C'mon Oscar, how do you manage to sell drugs and still have no money?

Why is the rent so high on this place.

I don't know, why are you asking me?  It just is.



We should move to Santo Domingo.  How come you can buy all this furniture and stuff and you can't pay 
the rent?

Why do I have to pay it all?  I have to work for every peso just like you.

What am I supposed to do?  I didn't grow up surrounded by luxury!

You're not being fair.  You know I don't have any extra money except for food and stuff.

See!  You have it, don't you!  You're holding out on me!

Do you want to starve?!

I bought lunch yesterday!

It wasn't worth it.  I covered the rest for September, and we just ate tortillas and beans until payday.

Memo lost no time in finding a new girl, another blonde foreigner.  I could never figure out where he 
found them all.  Delphine turned out to be really sweet, and my guilt over Liana was still hanging on me 
heavily.

I had no reason to assume he wasn't still also seeing Tomoko or someone else, and I just couldn't let it 
happen again.  I told her about Memo's screwing around on Liana.  And although she didn't dump him outright, 
the next time he was a real asshole to her, which, of course, was soon, she told him what she knew and 
walked out.

Soon after the, the night of Dia de la Independencia, September 16...
We were supposed to go to some kind of rave in el Ajusco.

But it rained, no, it stormed, and the power went out (which wasn't unusual).  So we weren't sure what was 
going to happen.

Here, our me another tequilita.

Aren't we going to bring this bottle?

We sat around in the dark waiting for Ricardo to show up (his uncle was an organizer or something, so he 
could get us in), and figure out whether to go.

It's going to be cancelled, I know it.

Well, we'll have more fun here, anyway.

Women. So cautious.
You're not the one who's looking for a girlfriend all of a sudden.

You're mad at me.

Why should I be mad at you?



I just wanted her to have the choice, to know..

You just wanted to gossip, like a goddamn woman.

I did NOT want to gossip!

Then what do you call it?

OSCAR!

I hate gossips.

hmph.

I just told her what happened with Liana.  If she was OK with that, then fine.

Pass me the tequila.

It's definitely cancelled.  Shit!  I was gonna sell like 20 bags!  I need that money to get my turntables!

Isn't this party more like Ricardo's territory?

I was gonna work it out with him.

It woulda been SO COOL!  There are like 15 DJs, and they're all from Germany!

There are only two guys from Germany.  The rest are from Tijuana.

It doesn't matter.  It's definitely cancelled.

It doesn't necessarily rain in the mountains when it rains here.

Yeah, see?

I went to a rave with my little brother Rod once.  Hey, you know he just wrote and said he's coming for 
a visit in a few weeks.  Isn't that cool?

Your brother the DJ?

Well, he only does that a little.

I guess he does something with selling skateboards.  Something with computers, I don't know.

Computers on skateboards?

He like sells them on computers or something.  I don't know anything about it.

I'm going to get email.

Rod says I should get email.  He says I don't have to have my own computer or anything, but I don't 
understand how.

That's the future.  That's where things are going.

The rain's stopping!  YES!! I've got to go get my records together!

Your records?

In case Jose lets me spin.

What?... all five of them?

Little moron.



Carla, why will you sleep with that little idiot and not with me?  I can kick his ass, that little shit.

Hee hee!  He's right there, you know.  He can year you.  He's not that dumb.

You want some more tequila?

I'm OK for now.

You look nice.  I love your hair down like that. 

I couldn't understand why other girls fell so hard for him, and I couldn't understand why I didn't.

We don't have to go, you know.  We can just ditch Oscar...

That's not right.  I did fall for him.  Just not all the way.

...I don't think...

You are SO bourgeois!  Look at you!  You could have the best of both worlds.

Sexy boy toy upstairs, and intelligent man of the world here in front of you.  We're throwing ourselves 
at you, my beauty.

I guess I'm just not that greedy.

Maybe because Memo was already so all-powerful, I clung to Oscar.  Giving in to Memo in this way 
too felt like falling into a black hole.

More for the other girls, eh?  Don't worry, I've got enough to go around.  C'mon over here and sit by me.

I'm just not comfortable....

That's because you're perched on the side of the couch, tonta.

Ha ha ha!

You're not moving... Hey, the lights!

Let there be light!  Ha ha ha!

Ricardo!

Oops, bad timing?  Ha ha ha!  It's stopped raining, you know, gueyes.  Ya vamonos!  Sara's waiting 
in the car!

We drove out to el Ajusco crammed into Ricardo's car.  It took about an hour to get up there.

When we got to security, all we had to do was mention Ricardo's tio - everyone called him El Gordo - 
It was like a magic wand.

I was glad I brought my rebozo as well as a jacket.  It was cold up in the mountains.



The trees were huge and beautiful, but it was really dark, and there were lots of people wandering 
around back in the bushes.  I probably should have taken some ecstasy; it would have felt more 
friendly.

Oh look, there's Marisol

Let's go find Jose!

Where are your records?

Oh, they're in the car.  Maybe he'll let me use his.

It's El Gordo!  You've got to meet him!

It turns out El Gordo wasn't all that fat.  Must have been a childhood nickname.

I built this one a few years ago.  I still hadn't gotten the curing process exactly right.  Which is why you 
can see this crack here.

Ha ha, and this gets you the girls?

Shit yes.

Maybe I'll go into the drum business.

You've got enough business, my friend.  And enough girls!

No such thing as enough girls.

Oh, look, it's Oscarito.  How is your lovely cousin Sara?

She's fine, sir.  She's with Ricardo, over there...

So, my nephew's here.  Who's your beautiful friend?

This is my girlfriend, Carla.

She's an American.  Her Spanish isn't too good.

I'll speak slowly.  Nice to meet you, precious.  Lovely hair you have there.

Thank you...

Oscar, why don't you let me show Carlita around.

Oscar....

OK, sir, I'll be over by the DJ stand.

What pretty green eyes you have.  Have you met my friend Ray?

We call him el Gringo Loco, ha ha ha!

<Oh, you're an American?>

Don't speak to me in English. 

Ha ha ha!  See what I mean?!  He's crazy!

He lives here like a pauper when he could be living in America in style!  Loco!  But we are changing all 
that, aren't we, Ray?

Not ALL that.  I won't be living in the USA.

No, no, then you wouldn't be much good to me, would you?



Carla, my dear, would you like some cocaine?

Um...

Oh, she doesn't understand.  Cocaine?

Don't baby her.  You should send the little tourist home.

Ha ha ha!  Ray, you are too hard.  Go beat up some ugly Americans.  But leave the pretty ones for me!

Sure, I'll have some.

Oh, you do speak Spanish.  Good.

Here, come behind the trees where not everyone will see.

I don't have enough for the whole crowd, not for free!

Here you just turn this little thing, then...

...that's it.

ooh, um...

Would you like to go to dinner with me some time, sweetheart?

That;s very nice of you....

PINCHE CABRON!  HIJO DE PUTA!  I'M GOING TO KILL YOU!!

Uh oh, sounds like my nephew.  That boy....

He was right.  Ricardo had gotten into a fight, and so el Gordo put a stop to it.  I took the opportunity 
to run away before he got back.  Even though the fight had stopped for the moment, the seeks had been 
sown, and it started up again a few times, until finally, a couple hours later, el Gordo suggested we just 
leave.

I was still flying, and the drive home was worse than the drive up.  No one could figure out why I was 
such a spaz.  I don't know why, but I felt like I didn't want to tell anyone about el Gordo.  I decided 
just to try to stay away from him.  

The next day, as I tried to make myself get up despite a raging hangover, the first thought in my head 
was Ray.  I kept running over our exchange and kicking myself.  Why did I speak to him in English?? I'm 
not one of those!

All I could think of to explain my actions was that I was looking for an ally, someone to confirm that 
el Gordo was a scary creep.  Man, did I look in the wrong place.



The thing is, and I knew this: One expat gringo in a crowd can be the exception to the rule, the cool 
American who proves everyone's lack of prejudices.  But two gringos, speaking English, and suddenly 
you stand apart where neither of us wanted to be.

And no one can spot an expat like another one, and no one was ever harder on me than another American, 
gone native.  For a long time, that's all that stuck with me from that night.

When it came time to pay October's rent, Oscar had spent most of what he had on records, beer, and coke. 
He came up with about 700 pesos, we had a fight, and I paid again.  But I was really broke this time.  It was 
getting scary, and I think it finally sank in a little for Oscar when a cut-off notice for the electricity arrived, 
which would mean no juice for his (as yet Phantom) turntables, among other things.  We scraped it 
together, just.

I was looking for more classes to teach, but hadn't been able to find anything for the hours I had free. 
Poor sweet dumb Oscar; instead of just working for his dad, he tried to take a shortcut and seel some pot 
to some of Ricardo's regulars.  He overcharged, so of course it got back to Ricardo.

I mean, I could have warned him.  But he figured, hey, we're such good friends... I could have told him 
that Ricardo doesn't have that kid of friend.

He went down to Coyoacan that Saturday in mid-October, but I had a bunch of stuff to do for my 
classes, so I stayed home.

Carla!  Ese pinche cabron!  Look what he did to me!

Ricardo found him there, and laid into him like - you'd think he was the fucking mafia or something 
instead of some minor drug dealer.  It was ridiculous.

I don't think Ricardo actually meant to hurt him, but he had such a short fuse; he probably just 
grabbed Oscar's shirt and ripped it by accident.

Poor baby.  Let me clean you up.

Understandably, though, he freaked Oscar's shit.

All I did was seel HIS pot to HIS customers, just so I could make a little cut!

I know.  He just doesn't think.

We're practically related, and he does this to me?!

Ow!

Do we have any beer?

No, neither of us has any money, remember?

You have a job, how come you don't have any money?

I spent it all on you!  I mean, what is it with you guys and money?!  Why do you think I would have any 
more than you do?



I don't think that.  I just think I don't have any.

Ha ha ha... OK, look...

We've got some nice, refreshing water!  We can check between the sofa cushions for change!

Don't you have some t-shirts we could sell?

Oh yeah!  I've got a few!

OK, then, Go put on a shirt and let's go over to the market and sell them.

Knock knock.

I'll answer the door!

Memo!  Just in time!  Oscar and I were about to have to go out and work so we can buy beer!  You'll buy 
us beer, right?

I brought some beer!

You're psychotic!

You mean I'm psychic. Ha ha ha!  Poor Oscarito; Ricardo clean your clock for you?

Chinga tu madre!  That guy's crazy!

Ha ha ha!

You know what he's like, guey.  You gotta watch out for him.

He's supposed to be my cuate.

He is your cuate, but you don't mess with him.

No shit.

C'mon you guys, let's go outside.

Do you ever go up on the roof?

Sometimes.  You can see the church better from up there.

Let's go up.

What's in that room?

Nothing.  Some junk.  I think it's supposed to be like the maid's room

Most people, I think they just use it as a big closet.  No one's ever up here except to hang clothes out. 
It's nice and solitary.

I like the view.

Hey, my brother's coming to town tomorrow.  What should we do?

You should take him to the Plaza de las Tres Culturas at Tlateloco.  Last year was the 30th anniversary 
of the massacre  (of hundreds of students in 1968.)

We should go to Frida's house.

You are such a little bourgeois.  You and your Frida...

How can you say that?  She was a total communist!

With her domestic staff and her elitist ideas.

She was NOT an elitist!  You don't know anything about her.  She died while working on a portrait of 
Stalin!

It doesn't matter anyway...



Who cares WHAT she thought, since now she's basically kitsch.  She's decoration for tourists' t-shirts, the 
safe, pretty folkloric Mexican.

She's still a symbol of the power of women artists.

...The power of women artists to be co-opted by the late-capitalist male power structure to see product and 
dilute Mexican identity!

Have you even looked at the poster in my dining room?
Come down and look at it!

This work is so raw, it's so strong - it's not decorative in the least!  It's full of blood and guts!

That just shows the extent to which the globalizers are able to steamroll over any individuality.

No, really, Memo, I was in college, studying basically nothing but how to be a good consumer, then in this 
art history class I studied Frida, and suddenly...
Mexico comes alive for me; I want to know about the Mexican part of myself!

...Because it gives you the illusion that you're different from you shallow friends?

I'm serious!

And so you, what? Decided to start working for better conditions in the maquiladoras?

No, I...

...You started lobbying Congress to end NAFTA?

Memo...

You started wearing ridiculous long skirts and braids that made you look "Mexican-y."  Did you even learn 
Spanish?

I tried!  And I started paying attention to the news...

...A bourgeois dilettante in the lovely aesthetics of a Mexico that isn't now and probably never was.

I'm going to take a shower.

I'm here now; am I a dilettante now?

Carla, be real.  Your choice to live here is completely decadent.
You cast about in your middle-class way, with your suburban safety net, for something to do with your 
life.  Does the Mexican worker have that choice?  No.

You lump me in the same category as Harry, who lives off a trust fund from his dad; he only works for fun. 
I work because I have to!  My mom can't support me!

So, what are you dong?  You teach over-priced English classes to under-educated Mexican morons who 
buy into the imperialistic American model of capitalism and just want a piece of it.

Why do you know English then?

One needs to understand the language of the oppressor in order to fight him.

It wouldn't have anything to do with buying into imperialist American aesthetics of female beauty, and 
wanting to get into some naturally-blonde pants?



You come in here bringing your cultural assumptions, and then you think you can pick and choose the 
nice bits of our messy culture!  Do you think you're humble, that you sit at the feet of Popocatepetl 
asking for guidance on the Mexican Way?  You make judgements and you take what you want!

What can I do to be politically "clean?"  How can I live a right life in your eyes?  I can't, can I?  Why 
should I try?

You don't even want to try.  Look at this house!  It's ridiculously large for you!

You have so many possessions, and does it seem strange to you?  All I ever hear you say is how great it 
is that you can afford such a big place here in Mexico.  Or, isn't this a pretty jar.

What's wrong with liking pretty jars?

Are you guys still at it?

How can Oscar pay an equal share of a place like this?  He never expected to live in an apartment this size!

Everyone else in the building is Mexican!

...Living in big families!  Oscar never expected to live outside his parents' home until he was married 
and established, and maybe not even then!

What about you?  You live alone!

I'm fifteen years older than he is, and I only live by myself because my parents are in Michoacan!  
And even if he had the money, do you think if he went to your landlord and tried to rent the place, they 
would let him?
Not in a million years!
For you, this is automatic.  This is what you expect!  You don't see the advantages your white skin and 
your American accent give you.  You don't know what it is to be a conquistadora.  But here you are.



I'm trying to be like a Mexican!  I'm working every day to see and understand the advantages I have, and 
to reject them...

Why do you reject them?  Are you stupid?  You can live like a queen!

But I don't want to live like a queen!  I want to live like you!

You want to live like me?? I live like a bum!  Ha ha ha ha!

Look, I'm breaking my jar!

No, don't do that.  Don't be an idiot.  You think that will help?

Crash.

Look, I hate Frida!  I hate her, see!

Don't be a child, deal with reality.

I'm not a conquistadora!  I'm not!

Carla, you are.  You can't help it.
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