The Venerable Village
Mexico’s woes are finally revealing themselves in my little village. The problems are deep and dark and insidious – the pueblo is quiet, not peaceful quiet, dead quiet, sick, still, hurting quiet. 

The stillness is accentuated by the winter wind and waves, the nocturnal business of the shrimp trawlers. Cold wet air from the north buffers and softens, mixes somehow the shushing of the waves and the drone of the big diesels on the camaroneros. I suppose all my neighbors near the shore finally drop off to sleep to the strange lulling of this seasonal white noise. 

Cows and horses still move about the village in the darkness; great silent hulks set the dogs to barking until the small groups have moved to the next dirt street to prune almost anything alive and supple that hangs down or climbs a wall.
Not many car sounds after sunset – even the teens and young Mexicans with cars and quads are sitting tight, broke or saving gas money for work or travel. More T.V. sounds, a few radios, some kids still playing after dinner. The internado and all the schools are closed for the holidays – the beach is deserted, the cancha is dead and dark and cold. 
If the village itself could complain, make a sound to tell us where it hurts, I don’t believe we would hear a scream or a whimper; like the people it protects and nourishes, it would make a sigh.
A sound not of defeat or desperation but of stubborn resolution.
