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because my cousin had died recently and my father
and two uncles were desd, all of them now with arma
like the arms of praying mantises, crooked and thin
as whispers. My best friend from high school was also
dead, his head having been caught like bulk laandry
in the glent rollers of a stee] foundry. It was his firse
good joby, and his last | pictured him with o hesd like
& hatchet, and if 1 met him, sy in beaven, or some
dresm that was close o heaven, | wouldn't know if 1
should say something Brst or let him speak the tnny
words of someone whose head had been futvened by
iron. “Tuanito," I decided I'd say, cheerfully patting a
bench to invite him to sit next to me, but looking the
other way. “You remember when you stuck your fin-
gt in a bottle and couldn't get it owi?

I had pone to school with Juan since we were
seven, and I knew his sister Belinda, now heavy with
a baby, her second and possibly her last because her
husband, funior, was in Vacaville prison. She hadn's
softened. She was a chols with wings of Blue over each
eye and a tear tattooed on her left cheek,

I thought about juan while sitting st & wabbly
metal table on the campus of City College. The
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and later, when they climbed the steps of the
hasement, the stadents of thet ghoulish busifess had

fon buried under the city. This onion made us ery.
Tears beapt from our eyelashes and stained our faces.
Rahies in sarollers pinched up their faces and wailed
for mo reasan. Perbusps as practice for the coming years.
[ thought about the giant oaion, that remarkable bulb
of sadness.

1 resurmed to my apartment, which was in a part
af Fresmo where fences sagged and the paint hlistered
an houses. The swamp coolers squeaked like squoirrels.
Diogs pulled at chains, the clover leaf of their padded
paws hardened by years of this kind of traction. Laun-
dry wept from the lines, the fadod flags of poor, ig-
norant, uncmployshle people. The old sat on porches,
fanning themselves, stirring up that onion smell so
that it moved up and down the block. Some guys, all
of them Mexican like me, worked on their cars, and
the young mothers stood oa their front lawns, talking
as they pushed their strollers back and forth a few
inches. 5till the babses cried, and their crying stimmed
up our frustration because we were like those strollers
going back and forth, back and forth, getting nowhere.
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For me, there wasn't much o do excepe eat and
sleep, wateh out for drive-bys, and pece myself
th:m;hﬂhlhﬂﬁumdm:uiﬁnﬂnﬂm.whm
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after my cousin, mi prime, Jesds got killed. He was at
a club with Angel, his best (riend and earaal, 4 Blood
brother. On that night be was exactly that, & blood
brother, a5 Angel cased Jesis down 1o the sticky back-
and-white tiled floor. My poor primo. He had died all
because he vold another guy that be hsd yellow shoes.
They were in the rest room, st the sink | imagined,
and my cownsin was happy he had a job and a mew
woman, 30 happy that he wanted o alk. Jesis made
the mistake of loaking down st this guy's shoes and
#aying something. This poy pushed & dirty blade right
imto my cousin's clesn hesrt. Or so 1 heard

I tried mot 1o think about lesds, or Jusn, or my
father and uncles, all of them on their racks of black,
black esrth. But on those days when 1 saw the mor
taary stadents huddbed topether, | couldn't help bat
mmtﬁﬂwm.lﬁmtdimwmw
the door to my apartment. Roses fowered near the
liwimg-rooen window, sweetening the encrance. [ had
no more than a couch and twoe chairs, college books
that [ intended to resell, s bed snd dresser, and family
picturcs angled so they almost looked at each othes. |
had a print of s ship riding the ocean, its sail full, going
somewhiene. It was fake art, the kind of thing you can
plck up at 4 swap meet or get as & gift when you bay a
gaudy red sofa from & Mexican fumniture store.

The spartment was stuffy, hot, | tumed on the
swamnp cooler, poured myself a glass of cold water
from the refrigerator, and sat down with a sigh on the
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All wihupm;may from me—Fat e

my mom, Jesis, school friends, and hormes
disappearcd in three lines of the obituar, colume
have cried under the heat of Fresno, but it
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