


Los Ricos Tambien Lloran

In the U.S. I grew up watching Soap Operas so when I visited Mexico, Baja California, on fishing vacations I would sometimes be treated to Mexico’s Soap Operas called Novellas.  My favorite was titled Los Ricos Tambien Lloran, The Rich Also Cry. The title tells you the story, the plot, the players but perhaps not the central cultural slant. 

In thousands of tiny villages all over Mexico you will see television antennae stuck on the roofs of simple shacks; even the poorest Mexicans enjoy the vast array of entertainment options for one little payment to the provider --- cartoons, sports, Novellas, news, movies and, of course wrestling and game shows. 

As a fiction writer retired to a small fishing village my perspective has given life to many short pieces about Mexican culture but I rarely speak to the issue of rich versus poor. This Novella does just that and for the very first time I’m drawn further down the cultural rabbit hole to see what Los Ricos was really about. 

I retired early and took the trade-off of living a simple life on Social Security. When I bought this little Mexican house it was almost alone on a bluff above the beach --- 20 years later I’m surrounded by splendid homes owned by rich gringo snowbirds. Just like in the Novellas our lives are very different indeed but from time to time they have dangerous or ruinous excesses and misadventures that can’t come my way because I can’t afford them. 

The central themes in many of the TV stories revolve around Who is the father? Whose child is it? Is it love or dalliance? Can the rich couple survive the cheating? Many poor Mexican families cry together because they have no work, no food, no hope, empty bellies, unpaid bills and they must surely love theater that shows the depths of sadness and despair of those who suffer from having too much time, food, booze, drugs, extravagance; plenty of cash and quick credit to fill any conceivable temporary void in their complete fulfillment. 

For Latins, I don’t believe this kind of theater is healthy instruction because, from what I’ve observed, if and when the occasional poor family climbs out of poverty they seem to fit nicely into the characters’ roles in short order to make their very own Novellas. 







Carmen and the Yankee

I don’t remember what time it was. Must have been the middle of the night. I called Grayson, mumbled something about malaria, got him up and I guess he came right over and took me to the clinic. I was already out of it so I don’t remember much. When I finally did come around I saw this angelic little face; a nurse, a Mexican child, somebody was speaking to me in almost perfect English explaining that I didn’t have malaria, I had dengue fever. She wore a lovely floral robe over pajamas and she looked totally disconnected with a stethoscope around her slender young neck.

I heard her say “I am sure when we get the study, the lab report, it will show you have dengue. You have all the symptoms. It is not hemorrhagic so you will be fine in a week or two. Take lots of liquids, take the Tylenol, get lots of bed rest. Emilia will give you some medicine and you can pay her 100 pesos. Come back next Tuesday for the lab results and I will check you again. You need to pay the bill for blood and fluid work when you come in. Emilia will handle that for you. If you begin to feel worse instead of better, come back any time, don’t wait.”

Thank God for Grayson because I couldn’t get out of bed for a week; there seemed to be no one place where I didn’t ache and my fever came more than went while I tried to get up, get water, take the pills. I think the phone rang a few times. Somebody came to the gate a couple of times and I heard a car horn honk once just at sunset. The worst thing was the throbbing, never-ending headache. Grayson’s wife, Gail, made some wonderful soup which smelled hardy, spicy but seemed to have little taste – I couldn’t look at milk or coffee but I drank as much iced tea as Grayson could make for me. 

I started feeling almost human again on Monday so I went to the store for bread, lunchmeat and more tea bags. Got some bones for Sam and Shasta since I had totally neglected the dogs for almost a week now. Felt even better Tuesday after a shower and shave and drove to the clinic to see if the blood report was there. I’ve been to the little clinic in the village several times; to get medicine for my mom and I remember very vividly the pain of a visit almost 15 years ago when I was a teen. My dad had to drive me there after I got hit by a stingray and our regular doctor was in Santiago. I practically ruined my lip from biting it so I wouldn’t cry in front of my dad and the ladies there in the office. 

Little Angel face was there but this time wearing a doctor’s white smock, light blue slacks and tiny neat sandals. She went over the blood report with me and asked me my age, if I had any allergies, if I ever had problems with my liver, had I ever been hospitalized. 

I said “Now it’s my turn. What’s your name?”

“Carmen, Carmen Ortiz.”

“That’s a nice name. My name is Dave, David. Just two more. Do you like the food at Rosa’s Cenadaria and will you let me buy you lunch? I’m starved, its lunch time and I feel like I haven’t eaten a thing since the bug got me.”  

“I haven’t… I should not… the clinic is always shorthanded…”

“The waiting room is empty. I won’t keep you long. We’ll have a quick lunch and I’ll bring you right back. Please, you must. You saved my life.”

We both laughed and off we went to lunch. Rosa’s was empty but open for business and the tempting odor of chorizo and onions was drifting out from the kitchen like music at a mall. 

After we ordered I asked “Why did you choose this little town of Santa Isabela to begin your medical career? Were you raised around here? Is Baja Sur your home?”

She laughed and said “My family home is in Toluca. We are simply assigned to the places we will intern at – it might have been anywhere in Mexico but my name was matched somehow with Santa Isabela so I am to serve here for one year.”

I said “My house on the beach here was a vacation home – my family home was in Colorado but I sold it and moved here full time when my parents died. So I’ve lived here off and on almost all my life but I’m afraid there remain a lot of things about this place that I just never learned or thought to investigate. Can you make a living working at the clinic?”

Another bigger laugh “No, no, not on 2,400 pesos a month.”

“My God, that’s less than $200 dollars. How do you do it?”

“Well, my parents are still working and I have a credit card I can use for emergencies. I sleep in the clinic in the daybed. I have the place to myself at night most of the time. I don’t have a car. My brother started university in Toluca two years ago so my family is paying for both of us now and we are all pinching pesos right now to make it through these tough times. Do you work? What kind of work can you do around here? They don’t let gringos fish as a business do they?”

Rosa brought the fajitas and now our whole table held the delightful aroma of fresh hand-made tortillas, poblanos, beef, chicken, spices and salsas.

“No, I don’t have to work. I have income from a settlement with the airline company for the crash that killed my folks. Then I put the Colorado house money in the fund and I’m beginning to make some good money from the sale of my paintings. I’m an artist working mostly in oil and acrylic. I live alone here and I sometimes travel to Denver and Los Angeles where I have friends from college, family friends, artist associates, art dealers.

It’s a big house so I can have guests. In fact, an artist friend from Santa Fe was supposed to spend most of this summer with me but he was in a very serious skiing accident and couldn’t come down. I would love to show you the place, show you some of my work, things I haven’t sold yet.”

It was more than a little awkward on the ride back to the clinic; probably not good for her reputation to be seen in the company of a gringo. Before we got to the clinic area I did work up the courage to ask her if I knocked on the door of the clinic Sunday, when it is closed, if she would come see my house. To my delight she said yes.

When I got back to the house I jumped on my computer and looked in on her world when she lived in Toluca. Wow, what a city. Over a million and a half people, an hour or so drive west of Mexico City, a beautiful arrangement of old world Mexico melding with a burgeoning industrial hub, a magnet for the international business community and the people who make them run; charm and enterprise. This girl is a very modern Mexican and right now she’s stuck in this little fishing village deprived of everything she had in Toluca and Mexico.

Santa Isabela has about 2,000 people who are struggling to deal with a very sluggish economy, failing tourism, able only to get by, not prosper by catching the few fish left behind by the big longliners, factory ships, shrimpers and seiners. A few small taco shops and restaurants, small stores make up the whole commercial heart of the place – no movies, bars, nightclubs, hotels, resorts, nothing. Toluca is home to more than a dozen museums, boasts opera houses, cathedrals and palaces, parks and gardens, bullrings and sports stadiums, art and music and a vibrant social calendar to tempt anyone’s appetite.

I had three full days to prepare for her visit so I called Anna, my cleaning lady, to make sure she could come on Saturday. I laid in some nice things for lunch and hung some of my old work that was covered and stacked in the bodega. Friday I washed Sam and Shasta and combed them out. I spent most of Saturday at Grayson’s helping him paint and redo his boat trailer and staying out of Gail’s way while she cleaned. Tom Grayson teased me to death about my new girl and how I was in a real sweat over her visit, over meeting someone like her in a town like this. 


Tom and Gail are my closest neighbors on the beach and my best friends in the village so they have been witness to my success or failure with the ladies. They didn’t care much for Sandy Barnett, the last visitor. She came down with an artist friend from Carlsbad, John Ormond and after a few weeks they fought, he left, she stayed. I knew she wouldn’t be here long; an O.C. girl just couldn’t find enough around here to hold her interest. She only stuck around because the weather was great, the food, the lodging was free – then she got on a plane to go find John again. 

Before that we all loved, for a while at least, Robin Wetherby. Pert, cute, well read and very well educated, she came down for sabbatical with two other women who I consign art to in Santa Fe. She fell in love with the village, the house, the beach and the dogs and for the shortest time, me. She was beginning to learn oils, had some talent but lacked a passion for the discipline. Robin stayed behind when her friends took the plane home. We got a room at the Sol Mar in San Lucas for two nights, then I had to get back to the house. She stayed in San Lucas and after a few days showed up in a rental car to get all her stuff. Robin called me twice from San Lucas crying that her heart was broken but she could not find happiness on the beach in Mexico and she had to go chase her dream without me. 

So I have to paint myself into another pretty picture of me with a new princess, another just me with the dogs after she leaves to find a better life somewhere far, far away. I’m used to making the same mistakes over and over and I’m once again ready to measure the pleasure by the pain when it’s over. I’ll console myself by believing that if they don’t belong here, right here, right now, with me and the place, then I would not be happy either and it is better they just thank me for the visit and be on their way. There’s a song about that – something about ‘use me till you use me up’. 

Tom has also kidded me a bit about staying here, adapting to the life, but I’m an active, athletic guy with a lot of energy and there’s lots to keep me here. We have good winds for weeks for kiteboarding and windsurfing, there’s no surf breaks around here but great snorkeling and in the summer it’s often calm enough to paddle board along the shore. I swim a lot, run the beaches, flyfish on my quad when the roosters are chasing bait, I fish with Tom and a couple of other guys, sometimes rent a charter when I have friends down and the dorado are here in numbers. 

I can drive to Los Cabos and play Spring Breaker, I can sell my paintings in the galleries in Todos Santos, hike and picnic in the canyons of the Laguna mountains nearby. The place is not just for old people who only want to sit and stare at the sea – there are some of my guests who would die for a chance to stay here permanently and they cry when I put em’ back on their planes to the states. I think it’s just a matter of what rings your bell; there are many who pay a fortune to live in 400 sq. ft. pads in New York City and others who won’t live within miles of another dwelling, people who need to be way out in the pucker brush to feel at ease, complete. Well, let’s see what this charming little city girl prefers. 

She was ready to go when I knocked on the big glass windows. She seemed to love the house, the pool, the layout but the dogs were all over her and we were both preoccupied with saying hello to them for a few minutes. When they settled down I showed her around the place. Carmen was very polite and stopped to appreciate each painting which she thought was my work, my style. 

“David, I see Chagall. Do your gallery people see that too or is it just me?”

“Good eye, Carmen. Yes, I’ll admit I’m influenced by his work. You can’t make a living or satisfy yourself with just seascapes so although I use my photos for some work, form and perspective drive me to keep the works fresh, challenging, begging the viewer to see the woman in the rain but feel the depth of her sadness from a combination of all the things on the canvas. Have you studied art at university?”

“Yes, my parents love art and they urged me to take the class. Now I’m glad I did. My folks took me to museums in Toluca. They both work for Coca Cola, dad is in human service and my mother is in transportation.  My brother Raul is at university in Toluca and they made him take art too. He’s having a real struggle in school because he got a try-out with the Diablos but was turned away. He’s slight and wiry and quick, won lots of trophies in secondaria and preparatory. If you knew how wild Toluca is about its futbol team you could understand his disappointment.”

She stopped at a well-lighted oil of a woman cooking. “I like this. Who is this woman?”

“It’s from a photo I took in Tabasco. She has a Maya look.”

“Her eyes say she knows something we don’t know.”

“Interesting you think that. That’s how I felt, why I used the photo. Her look seems to tell me she knows what’s next.” 

“Is it for sale? Is that how you sign your work, D.D.Coburn?”

“Yes, it is for sale. My name is David Dale Coburn so in art circles I try to inspire the brand Dee Dee. It’s working cause many of my artsy friends now call me that.”




The water in the pool was a couple of degrees warmer than the sea but still too cold for swimming this late March but the day was sunny with a slight breeze so we took the dogs for a walk along the beach. We both worked up a little sweat throwing the Frisbee to each other and the dogs. Even Shasta, over 10 years old, was rushing to beat Sam to the red flyer. The dogs chased the gulls and pelicans and got a good morning run. Carmen seemed to become more relaxed and animated as the morning wore on so I assumed this little outing was good for her spirit, offsetting the dreary hours alone at night in the clinic and the sometimes hectic moments of emergency there. 

“Carmen, while I get lunch started, would you like to call your folks? It’s Sunday, the call is free from my system so you can talk all you want.”

I dialed the number she gave me on the computer, handed her the phone and retreated to the kitchen to give her some privacy, get lunch going. Lunch was quick and easy – I had prepared most of it the night before. The plan for lunch was a shrimp salad with home-made blue cheese dressing, chips and fresh salsa, bolillos, ice tea or wine so I just dawdled around to give her time for the call, made the table, chilled some glasses. Just as I was looking for something more to do Carmen walked in.

“My, you set a fine table David. I talked to my mother, Julia, my father is playing cards with his friends. I can’t even find the words to tell them about this place. We are all big city Mexicans and life in Baja California is very hard for us to visualize. I’m still having trouble dealing with a culture I know nothing about. My mother thinks I’m living with the Indios over here – that I must watch out for trouble, protect myself from the Juntaros, the primitive people who might try to kill me or steal my soul.”

I said “I know the village people don’t like chilangos so they’re probably a little wary of you at the clinic. But maybe all the internistas are from Mexico and by now the villagers are expecting professionals who speak school Spanish, have a Distrito Federal twang they recognize.”

“They know we’re not doctors yet. They don’t trust us – they watch every move I make. Sometimes I can almost feel them recoil when I take their pulse, their BP. DIF, the schools and other social committees keep hammering away about poor diet and alcohol that work to hasten the onset of diabetes but all these little stores in town make much of their money selling beer and Cokes and  dulces. I fight with my folks for hours about Coca Cola killing Mexicans for money; they point out that Coke has given me a better life. I am torn.” 

After lunch I showed Carmen some of my camera equipment, some of the shots I’ve used to make paintings. Then we took some chairs in the shade of the seaside palapa and talked about Carmen’s future.

“My father is well connected in Toluca so there’s a chance I could make a good living in some medical specialty; many wealthy Mexicans and others often choose specialists outside the regular social system. That would mean that I must go back to school for a long time, four more years for some kinds of certification, seven or eight for others. It’s a terribly awesome decision because once you choose, that’s the life, the career and there’s no going back. I’ll have to work while I study and my folks will have to help me as they do now – maybe a lot more because things are so expensive in Toluca now.”

“That’s a lot to chew on. Have you already made the big decision? Are you committed to that life path?”

“Not completely. The choice is about having a family of my own or giving up the family for the career. How about you, what big decisions do you face?”

“The crash, losing my family was a decision made for me by the fates; it took my parents away and left behind money and this house. Now all I have to decide is whether to have a life partner, then finding the right one. My friends and neighbors say I have not been trying very hard – when I travel it’s to expand my business while I visit, when I can, old friends in the states and elsewhere. Not many tourists, travelers wander into this little village.”

Carmen said “We have much in common – my decisions were made for me too but not by fate, made by my parents. They wouldn’t permit me to stay in Toluca and marry the one I loved, Roman, because he is dark-skinned, comes from a family of farmers. For me they chose school and career rather than a life with Roman, making a family somewhere near or in Toluca.”

“What about money and power? If Roman’s family came into money do you think that would change anything for you?”

“Not a chance. It is a true caste thing that lingers much too long since the middle ages. I apologize for my Juliet complaints. It has been a picture perfect day for me and I hope I haven’t ruined it for you with my novella drama.”

“No, no, I’m honored that you would share your thoughts with me about your family, your hopes, your dreams. I hope that all happened because you feel safe and comfortable here. I’ll take you back to the clinic now with hopes that you’ll come back and help me teach some manners to these crazy dogs.”


Just for fun I let the dogs ride in the back of the jeep as I took Carmen back to the clinic. They made fun of me, licking my neck and romping about in the back there as though they knew I would be up that same late night wandering around the house in my shorts, walking down to the water in the moonlight searching for my feelings.

The next couple of days I stayed busy painting and chasing the few early roosterfish – flingin’ the fly like a whip at every watery flash, every silver ghost moving in the shallows, the shallows of my mind. 

Then Carmen left a message on the phone. I called her back and she had good news. 

“A woman here, Juanita Gomez, has a 14 year old daughter who was so ill she couldn’t come to the clinic so I went to their home and stayed the night until the child was out of danger. Juanita owns the restaurant Costa Azul on the beach road and she has invited me to come for a meal and bring a guest. She knows I’m from Toluca so she will make a Toluca specialty for us, arrachera molcajete. Have you tried it?”

“No, no I haven’t. When will this be?”

“Any time. I just have to call her to let her know.”

I was caught off guard, very surprised. I eat at Costa Azul quite often. Juanita and Carlos cater to the gringos out on their back road runs in their quads and mules. So the menu is simple, for people on the move, not for complex two hour four course affairs. The drinks are usually more money than the meals so I begged Carmen to allow me to at least buy the drinks. We both ordered margaritas without Damiana.

Carmen was in a chatty mood and told me much about the fine food and splendid restaurants in Toluca, how she was often invited when Coca Cola management convened in the city, gifted certain high ranking employees with a night on the town. As she wove a colorful and richly appointed tapestry of dozens of world class eateries in and around Toluca one would begin to see the city as a modern playground for the very wealthy. 

While we waited I had some things to tell Carmen “I told you I was flying out Friday for San Francisco for a gallery showing. My neighbors, Tom and Gail were going to watch the house, take care of the dogs but yesterday Tom’s mother in Seattle died after a long illness and Tom and Gail are leaving in the morning for the funeral. 


I know this is a lot to ask but if you don’t have to physically be in the clinic 24/7, if you can be on call with your cell, could you stay at the house after work while I’m gone, feed the dogs? You could use the quad to go back and forth and you’d have the dogs to keep you company at night, and vice versa. I’ll be gone six days. The showing is very important since I’ve shipped more than two dozen of my paintings up there and the show could bring me some cash and a step up the recognition ladder that is all important in the world of art.”

“Hmmm. Let’s see, sleep on a cot in the clinic or stay at your beachside palace? Okay, I’ll do it. Would you mind if I took some pictures of your place, sent them to my folks? It would ease their pain since they think I’m living in a filthy barrio on the edge of civilization.”

“No, click away. Mi casa es su casa. That’s a load off my mind. Could you come over tomorrow night so I can show you the locks and a couple of other things?” 

“You’ll pick me up?”

“Yes. Six. Is six Okay?”  

After I showed Carmen how everything works she took a couple of pictures of me in the living room in front of a couple of my new works. 

“These will make it Novella time tomorrow in Toluca. Papa will be raging about me living with a white man when I’m supposed to be finishing my medical service contract over here. Mama will be calling him an old fool, a racist and a hypocrite who works in a white man’s world and flatters them to raise his chances of advancement.”

“I can help give the story more depth. I’m taking the Nikon with me and I’ll send you some shots of me being the artist as salesman at the studio. I’ll snap some shots that will give them the flavor of the art business in San Francisco.”  

“Papa will love it. Coca Cola had a manager’s meeting in San Francisco which he attended some years ago. He loved it there and raved about the trip for months.”

“How old world are they. How do you think they would react if you flew into Toluca one day with a gringo by your side?” 

“I think they would be conflicted. All they think about is watching me become part of the medical inner circle of specialists who stay and thrive in Toluca now.” 

I called my house Sunday morning and was delighted to find Carmen was there, had skipped out of the clinic to be there with the dogs. She said everything was fine at the house, the wind had been really blowing there and she asked how my showing was proceeding. 

“Well, you know, art is so damned subjective. I’m not comfortable at these things; probably should have just shipped the work. I don’t like having to smile for strangers. I’m a private guy and I like to smile because something made me smile. Also I think artists are not the people who should be involved in the process of selling the work. I tend to value my stuff by the time and work and worry it cost me, not just some stranger’s idea of how appealing it is, or not, in this room, in this light. I have to keep reminding myself that many pieces of art are born to be shown in some particular place just begging to change the space for as long as it is there with its compliments of color, temperature and texture.”

When I hung up I felt like I wanted to cry. I didn’t. I laughed, laughed at the thought that I was being pandered to, pampered and flattered in the very center of one of the west coast’s most vibrant cities of culture while feeling more lonely than I thought was possible. The longer the feeling lasted the more I saw it as a warning not to expect the world to act the way I think it should, just for me. That night I accepted a dinner date with Beverly somebody whose skin makes satin look and feel all bumpy. She didn’t believe one word of my clumsy excuse to bow out before postprandial cognac or anything else warm and wet.    

On the phone Carmen told me she and the dogs chased three people on quads away from the Grayson house just at dusk. She had been staying close to the house with the dogs because the shrimp boats’ unwanted by-catch, poisonous puffer fish, were all over the shore. At times she imagined that I was there with her and she could feel my presence in every room, nook and niche in and around the big beach house. She said my persona was so strong in the place that it overtook her and she felt safe and calm and secure for the first time since she left Toluca for this thorny primitive outpost.

I did not enjoy those same feelings in The City. Dorothy Hampton, the owner of The Galleria on Geary, two weeks before the showing, had talked me into going off the high board; raising my prices from $500 to $1,000 each to four and five times that amount. I recognized that it was not some new fangled sales gimmick but a special move as old as art itself. I knew before she laid it out that it is a gamble where the odds favor the house --- if potential buyers have seen the work at a lower price they view the crazy jump in price as a signal the artist has gained name status in the market. It also sets the new Bluebook value starting price first time viewers and reviewers might accept. The world of art knows only too well that if the work does not begin to sell soon, there is no going back and the change can send the artist running from the city as though it were on fire again. 

The dogs recognized the sound of my car and were racing about the house whining and barking their greetings as I opened the door. I knew Carmen would be busy at the clinic and noticed the quad was gone so I knew she would be coming to the house when she closed the clinic for the day so I had time to unpack, lay out her gifts, feed the dogs, shower and change, get part of the dinner prepared. 

Over a splendid dinner made better by the still fresh San Francisco sourdough and award winning Napa wines Carmen showed me the photos she had sent her folks in Toluca. She said they were suitably impressed and wondered if they would ever have a chance to visit. 

“Well, that’s encouraging – I don’t think they would have shown such an interest if they didn’t approve of you spending time with a yankee. Tomorrow you can put them on the phone with me and I’ll invite them if you think that’s a good idea.”

“Oh, Dave, I would love it. It’s only about a 3 hour flight direct from Toluca to Los Cabos. Could we pick them up?  They’ve never been down here before.” 

“Sure, sure, in the Tahoe; plenty of room. If they have some latitude on when, the month of May here is a wonderful time with warm water, good fishing, lots of days without wind. We could take them fishing, spend some time in the spa, take a tour of San Lucas, Todos Santos, lots of things to show them.”

Carmen almost screamed with delight and after she opened her splendid little gifts and said “Dave, thank you so much for all these thoughtful things I will cherish. Now what I need most in the whole world is what I can’t get at the clinic; a long hot shower. After we clean up the dishes why don’t you get in bed. Don’t fall asleep because I want to find a way to thank you for a wonderful evening and all the nice things. And Dave, no dogs. Close the door.” 

Before dawn Dave used the bathroom and let the dogs out. He left the door open and when they came back in they both jumped up on the bed. 

“You forgot to close the door.”
“No, they were whining all night..”

“Oh. I thought that was you.”

After breakfast we called Toluca and invited Carmen’s family for a visit. The next day Julia and Enrique sent an Email to Carmen saying they could carve out five days of vacation allowance the last week in April; Raul’s school and soccer schedules would not allow him to visit with them. 

For nearly two weeks Carmen and I got to know each other better in fun and hectic after-clinic-hours and Sundays shopping in San Jose, arranging the fishing charter, the lunches, the refrescos for the half day at sea trolling for dorado, sailfish and more. Carmen found most of the things her parents would buy for the table and the fridge in Toluca so at least their stomachs, their palates would be pleasantly protected from the harmful things they probably believed los Indios faced in this barren desert. 

On the day of their arrival Carmen asked me to stop at the clinic even before they reached the beach house; she couldn’t help but shine a spot light on the difference between the Spartan little Casa de Salud where she must spend her long days for the balance of one year and the beachside comfort and tranquility of the big house. 

Julia was shaking her head. “Enrique, you must have no power at all with your SEP friends. She might as well have been sent to Chiapas. This is no place to learn, to train.”

He replied “You know much of Mexico is on the No Travel alerts because of the drugs, the gangs, the murders. I actually pulled strings to keep Carmen in a safe place until she could come back to us. This part of Mexico has little crime. There’s nothing here, that’s the reason.”

I thought they looked ready to relax, leave their high pressure city and duties behind. Both pushing 60 they looked a little tired from the early departure but healthy and fit. They were both about 20 to 30 pounds overweight. Enrique wore a stylish cashmere sweater and slacks, Julia wore slacks and a more colorful sweater. 

Once at the big beach house the visitors rewarded us with oohs and ahs as we showed them around the house, the pool, and their rooms. Everything was clean and neat and ready for their visit. 

Enrique said “This must have cost a pretty peso…”

Julia and Carmen said, almost in one voice “Papa..”

“No ladies, I don’t mind. I don’t really know the value. My folks had the place built while I was in Colorado in school. I sold their other house but I’ve never had this one appraised. The Colorado house appraisal was for $2.4 million; it was big, too big for me, up a beautiful canyon near Colorado Springs. Our family trust got the proceeds after the sizable mortgage was repaid.”  

“How did your father make a living?”

“He was a road contractor. Started out as a kid driving a road grader. Many hard years later his knowledge of road surfacing equipment led him to invent the modern pavement reprocessors used today that pick up the old worn out pavement, leave behind a brand new modern hot asphalt base that’s straight, rugged and affordable. He made most of his money very late in the game when he sold the patent to the process to some people in Japan. Great for me and the charities because the money will pour in for the next 30 odd years of the payoff.” 

Carmen put an end to the questions “Papa, can we take a break from the audit, take a dip in the pool or maybe in the ocean if it’s warm enough.”

She made a pitcher of Margaritas and a plate of jicama and salsa for poolside drinks and snacks while they changed into their bathing suits. I put some soft music on the patio speakers and adjusted the sound so it would not overpower their chit chat or the sound of the surf. The pool temperature was almost perfect so we all walked in and splashed around, then sat in the water on the shallow bench for talk and bebidas. 

Enrique and Julia told me about how they came to work for Coca Cola, what their jobs’ were. They said they thought Coke gave huge charitable contributions to WWF, the World Wildlife Fund and that over all they were proud of Mexico’s role in Endangered Species conservation efforts. 

“Señor Enrique, you are sitting very close to proof of that. Each year the Olive Ridley turtles choose this wide bay to make their nests in the sand, lay their eggs and many nests appear at my house, on our near beaches. Last year Armando and his band of young turtle egg guardians protected and released almost 50,000 baby turtles into the sea. The females of that group will be back in about 15 years to do it all over again if we can just keep the beaches clear and clean for them, give them similar protection. 

Here the females stagger the laying time from June till November so it’s a lot of hard work to dig up the eggs, re-nest them in the nursery, mark them for hatching, see the hatchling safely into the water. I help the young men when I can with my phone, reporting new nests so they let me protect a few nest near the house, then I get to be the surrogate father instead of the turtle group people.”

Julia said “It would be wonderful to see them. I would love to be here in the summer to see all of that, be a part of it.”

“Later this summer, if you like, we can arrange all that. They try to release about 10 nests, about 1,200 babies, at a time and they alert the public so they can gather on beach, help the little critters reach the sea.”

“Mama, you and papa might burst into flames in June on this beach.  There is a huge difference in climates between sea level here and almost 9,000 feet in Toluca.” 

 “Well, you can always cool off with a swim.  I get a chance at more excitement with some other charity work. I’m pretty close with a small but powerful group of conservationists called Second Ark. Their mission is to stop or reverse species loss all over the globe. They are privately funded – not your mainstream kind of help. They pay huge bounties on known poachers, stop tribal disputes that are killing endangered animals. They operate under the radar and do a lot of controversial things. They, we, almost started World War three north of Vladivostok to bring the snow leopard numbers back up to viable levels. I gave them several donations over the last two years to smuggle prey animals into the Amur by helicopters. The Russians just don’t care enough to spend much money on the cats.  I often question my involvement when I learn from the news groups there are more live leopards now in the valley and more dead poachers.

If you don’t mind we need to talk about tomorrow.  Carmen and I have planned a nice day of fishing for the four of us on a 36 foot cruiser. We could catch some dorado, sailfish, maybe tuna or a marlin. The weather looks good and we have made arrangements for everything we’ll need for about six hours on the water.  Have you been deep sea fishing before?” 

“I don’t think Julia has been but I went once on a company trip to Cancun.  I loved it and I didn’t get seasick. I didn’t catch one but one of the other men caught a big marlin. I caught only some small tuna but I had a wonderful time.”

Julia said “I’ve only been boating twice. I got sick once and the other time, it was flat, I was fine. Does the boat have a bathroom?  Do we need any special permits. I think you need permits…”

“I hope you don’t mind but I already bought the fishing licenses for the day from our local FONMAR guy.  The boat does have a restroom, a galley, some bunks if you need to lie down a while.  Carmen and I have all the provisions ready for a safe, fun trip. I can’t promise success but this boat, this captain, the equipment gives us all a fighting chance to catch some fish.

It’s all just the luck of the draw. For example, Carmen and I have planned a nice fish dinner for all of us tonight. We’ll be serving the catch of the day but until Javier gets back from fishing, delivers the catch for our dinner, we don’t know what’s on the menu. We have some chicken as a backup in case he shows up empty handed but he’s never done that before. So we hope you like mystery fish.” 


As the sun went down the guests had a chance to refresh and rest a while – Carmen and I got busy in the kitchen getting dinner laid out. When everything but the fish was ready to go, the salad made, we went back out by the pool and had some wine. The dogs alerted everyone that Javier’s big blue beater truck was coming and they were pleased to see him haul a nice size Mahi Mahi out of the cooler. It had been cleaned but not yet filleted; I would handle that then take the carcass down the beach a ways, cast it out from the shore to feed the crabs and small inshore fish. 

 “Dinner will be Mahi Mahi mojo de ajo with lemon.  About as fresh as you can get it because they were out almost all day and caught this on the way back in at the lighthouse, threw it on ice for us. I don’t think you can beat that even in the finest restaurants in Toluca.”  

After dinner the ladies took care of the dishes and Enrique and I got to enjoy some Gran Marnier and Cohiba cigars just relaxing and listening to the surf. I got a fishing reel from the bodega and made sure he knew how to use it, could help Julia on the boat. Then we said goodnight and I reminded him we would all be getting up at five to be ready for the boat about six. 

We were there waiting at the small boat harbor in the big RV when we saw the boat lights approaching the dock. With flashlights and lanterns we all worked together to load the people and gear and just as we could make out a thin weak line of light that would become the horizon we shoved off for a run to get bait, then start the day trying to find fish feeding in the bay. 

Trino and his son, Trinito, acting today as deck hand, were two of the best charter fishermen in southern Baja.  Since Cabo and La Paz got most of the Mexican clients, Trino’s boats are usually full of gringos and there is a natural struggle with the language and customs --- that fishing day I was the only one with limited Spanish but I would be watching to see if I could discern any bias between the crew and the Chilangos, the “Chili Eaters” from Mexico.  

The only small boat we saw south of the lighthouse as the sky turned all the pinks then greys had to be the bait boat. I bought two scoops of sardines and six live bait fish for trolling.  I was awake, alert, helpful but I felt a strange detachment – might have been I was reliving trips in the early bright with my folks, my friends and house guests.  Never gave it much thought but just being out to sea overtakes me, fills me with gripping wonder about the majesty of the wet world and how powerless we are when we leave the safety of terra firma. 






Trino asked the bait guy, Murro, about sierra. Murro pointed, told him where we might find a small school. We quickly motored there, Trinito baited up some small bait rods and began to throw sardines as chum. Got two nice sierra right away and we let the ladies bring them in just for practice. Julia and Enrique caught two more and we were ready to hunt for some dorado. Not far from the lighthouse we got our first and Enrique did a good job of bringing the twenty pound fish to the boat. I got photos of everybody holding the golden flasher and we began to make circles in the area along with three other small pangas and super pangas. 

We released three more small dorado in that area, kept two just under twenty pounds and finally quit the lighthouse area to find some good eating bottom fish. There the girls were in their heyday, pulling in one nice whitefish after another. Carmen brought up a twelve pound cabrilla and we moved again. We trolled out about six miles and suddenly got a double hit on dorado. My rod went off first so I fought a nice bull that probably would weigh forty pounds while Carmen caught another half that size. 

I had videod most of the action which I planned to transfer to flash cards for the guests. It was slightly overcast which is probably better than full bright sun for the best chance at good exposure. The crew were happy with all the snacks we prepared and enjoyed the soda pop and cordial behavior of their mostly novice charges. Radio reports put the tuna east of Los Frailes which was too far for a run today so we went out another four miles dragging live caballito turning west now for our return run. 

As they often do, things heated up on the way home; Carmen brought in a nice barrilete and just as it went to the gaff the other reel clicker went off and Enrique finally got his chance at a nice sailfish. While Trinito helped the man bring the fish in, just talked and gestured to show him what to do as the big fish jumped and flipped and dived, I got some nice video of the action. Trinito had set the circle hook just right so it came to the corner of the fish’s mouth so we got a clean release in the water and the fish was not harmed in any way. 

On the little dock we told Trino to take what fish he wanted for his table, filet the rest for us and I would pick it up later at his house. Enrique gave Trino and his son $200 dollars and everybody thanked them for a wonderful day on the water. I had already settled up with Trino on the charter plus the tips so everybody wore a smile as we motored back to the house. 

“Enrique, I have some extra coolers at the house so we’ll freeze some Mahi Mahi, sierra, cabrilla, whitefish  and triggerfish for you to take back. Keep the fishing licenses I gave you in case they ask you for them at Toluca customs.  Carmen, you can help me mark the baggies so they’ll know which fish they’re cooking.” 

They all had a nice siesta then relaxed by the pool. Julia said “I’m sore all over. I never knew fishing could be so strenuous. My arms were like rubber.”

“Day number two is when you get sore but we have plenty of Bengay and bebidas to ease the pain. There are lots of places I could show you tomorrow but maybe you need rest and quiet on the beach, around the pool, the house, after a day like today. You don’t have to decide now – wait till tomorrow morning then tell me your pleasure. Carmen, how about you? Any ideas?”

“I can’t take the whole day off. Emilia has been overloaded between the clinic and her kids so I have to be there most of the day. Maybe on Tuesday I can find somebody to help her and I can just be on call. Mom, Dad, don’t let my work spoil your trip – Dave would love to show you around.  We really don’t know what you might like. This place is so different than Mexico, Toluca, but I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to enjoy more of this private little five star hotel on your own beach.” 

So the next day became a day of rest and after a light meal and coffee Carmen went off to the clinic, Julia went looking for shells and turtle nests and Enrique and I got a chance to talk at the pool. 

“David, as I said, most of all I wanted Carmen to be safe during her internship, to come back to Toluca prepared to expand her studies in university there.  Julia and I have been preparing ourselves for the expense of the school and all it entails.  Marriage, children, we think, would be out of the question for her if she chooses a doctoral specialty until graduation.  This trip has been wonderful for Julia and I, to see her safe and happy and living in this strange but splendid way between that squalid little clinic and your grand and comfortable home.  No matter what the future holds we will always be indebted to you for the kindness and caring you have so unselfishly shown all of us.”

In the brief pause, the pregnant pause  hanging in the air between us, I looked slightly to my left and saw that Julia was perhaps just a couple of hundred meters down the beach, head down, looking for shells but walking back to sit by the pool, join our conversation. The silence became occasion for the clever band of little devils who rent a small cave in part of my brain to goad me into some innocent fun as soon as she had her feet in the pool. They are small creatures and I could hardly hear their mixed voices – I got just part of it. 





I could have some fun with hypotheticals;  Carmen was pregnant with a baby and the father was her erstwhile lover, Roman.  She was pregnant with my twins. She just got the fertility test back and learned she could not have children. The little demons could stop their hearts with questions like “How old will you be when you could bring your grandkids over here to catch sailfish if you force Carmen to bend to your timetable?” or “What are the odds your grandkids will only be able to see you, get to know you, from your hospital beds?”

The little devils are tiny so I am able to fight them off. “Did you find any turtle tracks?”

“Maybe, look at my phone picture. Could those be the tracks?  I don’t know a track from a hole or a scratch.” 

“I really can’t tell. It’s awfully early for the turtles. The sand must be warm enough to incubate the eggs for about 100 days and I don’t think it has warmed up much yet in late April. 

Walking on the beach will keep you from getting sore after all that fish exercise. Carmen said she was 24 years old but she didn’t tell me your ages.”

Enrique said “I’m 59 and Julia is 57. We have no secrets.”

“I wasn’t prying, just trying to figure out how long you’ll have to wait until Carmen gets her doctorate, her masters and finds herself making a living on her own in the specialty field of your dreams.”

“David, we can wait as long as it takes. We’ll both have to eat right and get more exercise to make sure we’re around to enjoy retirement like everyone else.”  Julia responded. 

“Well, we need some things for dinner. We could walk to the store but its uphill most of the way so what do you say we go by car and I’ll show you around the village, we’ll stop at the store for the salad stuff and ice cream. We can jog on the beach after our siestas to even out the day’s calories?”

 After the store and sightseeing Carmen joined us at the pool.  “Well, what did I miss?”

“Not much. Dave drove us all around, through the town, out to the lighthouse, to see the farms growing albahaca. I had no idea there was so much farming here.”  Said Julia. 




“Well, I haven’t had a car here so I only see the village through my clinic patients --- they are, for the most part, very poor, hard working families.  It breaks my heart to know I can only give them the most limited kinds of care.  They need every kind of test but don’t have money or opportunity to go get them. The regular government health network is stretched to capacity; it is really a do the best you can system.  No wonder they turn to curanderos and brujas who will take a few pesos for some twigs and leaves and incantations.”

Enrique adds “Well, that will all be just a memory when you’ve finished here, get back to university. Maybe one day you’ll be treating patients who are covered under Coca Cola’s plan like me and your mother. If we need tests, then we just get them, the plan pays and our doctors know what they need to treat us.” 

The little cave devils would not be contained or constrained. “Well, lots of irony at play around the pool today. Your health system managers sent Carmen into the hinterlands to learn family medicine at the rural level and to help the poor at the same time. She sees her patients losing one limb at a time to diabetes while warning them to stay away from the Cokes that got her here. She is ably abetted by an idle rich yankee who chooses to help conserve the numbers of slugs and beetles in the world --- he got the money to do that from an airline company that was made to pay him for the loss of his parents based on the suspected negligence of a dead pilot. 

There is an old saying:  “When the Gods wish to punish us, they answer our prayers.”

Julie spoke before the others “We all know Coca Cola company does so much good in the world and if they were gone, another company would fill the void doing the same things for good or bad. You’re doing good things with the money and as for Carmen, the time here will shape her, strengthen her for the rigors of discipline she’ll face back in Mexico in her schooling and in her practice.  For the poor villagers it is and will always be La Vida, La Systema and they are born to it and of it. Doing all you can for them with what you have is a noble cause.”

“Well said mama but I don’t know if I have it in me to do this for a whole year. It’s not enough for me to know what is causing the bleeding and finding a way to staunch it; there is just too much of it and it is causing me to question my commitment.

David has been very supportive of my work at the clinic. Not once has he made small of the place, the effort, of my work there. He has never once advised me to think about quitting. He loves this little village and its people and wants to see them get the help they need. I’m still working out how I feel about my career, your wishes and much more but I have no doubts about how I feel about this good man, what we have shared, his kindness and compassion.” 


Enrique reacts “Carmen, don’t tell us you’re going to quit your career plans now. You can’t leave all that time and money and study behind and not finish. We worked hard to help you, you did well in school, studied hard --- please don’t tell me you’d give all that up because you are unhappy with the clinic in this little place.” 

I got out of the pool grabbed a towel. “Maybe you need some privacy to talk family business. I’ll just….” 

“No, David, stay. It’s not just the clinic. You put an end to my plans to be with Roman, a very good young man.  It broke my heart to send him away and forget our plans to marry and raise a family.  Do you want to do that again?  Can’t you respect my decisions about how I will spend my adult life?  How could you be unhappy if David asked me to marry him?

How can I feel good about you mortgaging your retirement funds to make me into the specialist I might not want to be?  David has not pressed me on this subject. We care deeply for each other and if he asked me to be his wife I would be the happiest person in the world. Can’t you see that?  Can’t you feel it?”

“Allow me to change that to the second happiest person.  There is no really good time to ask you to marry me so right in the middle of this heated familyfest is as good a time as any. Will you be my wife?” 

“Yes, yes I will.”

Enrique started to get out of the pool. I couldn’t hold back the little devils. “Enrique, Julia, this may not be the bad news you were fearing.  You looked forward to the day you could proudly show off your daughter, the famous neurosurgeon, around Toluca’s luminaries; now you can show her off with her well known artist and philanthropist husband.  There’s even more to the trade-off because, if you’ll have me, I choose you and you and Raul to be my cherished family; the one I lost when the plane went down.  You’ll get the lavish wedding you hoped for Carmen without going broke in the process, the prospect of trips here to the house, our visits to Toluca and as much time as you can stand with the grandkids.” 

Enrique was not quick to respond but his words had power. “My dreams are not for sale señor.  What gives you the right to turn our world upside down, destroy what we have all worked so hard for?  My family is not for sale at any price. For good or bad you have turned our daughter against us, against our wishes. I’ll give you that it was not your intent but we feel deceived nonetheless – you have shared part of your life with us, treated us with courtesy but now, at the end, you have become the most disruptive influence I can conceive. 

What do you expect of us now; our total acceptance of these great changes?  What more do you have planned for us now that we are here?”

Before I could reply Julia added “And what about you Enrique?  Can’t you see how happy Carmencita is now?  Can’t you see how she glows with new love and hope and plans?  What about her dreams?  I’m sorry to say it but you have always been a prideful man and now you would stick to your stubborn view of the world while we all suffer for your pride.  I hope you will reconsider.  Carmen, David, this is not easy for such a stubborn man so I beg you to give him, us, time to examine our feelings, to listen closely to our heads and hearts.”  
 
“Of course, of course, I need to attend to some business accounts on the computer and I need to talk to my neighbors about some things. Carmen can help me if she wishes. Julia, I think you can find most anything you need in the kitchen.”

We walked over to talk to Tom and Gail next door and they didn’t mind our drop-in. I told them about our awkward engagement and our current dilemma. We had some drinks by the pool then walked back to the house where we took my laptop to my room so I could catch up on my Emails.

“Carmen, come here a minute. Here’s the word I’ve been waiting for from Dorothy in San Francisco about my art sale. This could be big. It could also be a ton of work but satisfying in more ways than I could imagine. She’s hinting at being my agent.”

 “Wow, there’s several Emails from her. She has so many ideas. What is she proposing?”

“Well, on her showing brochure she took advantage of my charitable profile and tied that to the four animal pieces in the show.  She sold them all to a zoo for a very nice price. She wants to use that beginning to have me do more of the same kinds of pieces to build a brand for that and separate it from my other body of work.  I think she wants to bundle me with celebrity conservation givers like Don Henley, who I work with on the Amur project, Sting, Billy Joel and Barbara Streisand.  What would you say to running my animal art promotion business if you leave the medical field?”

“Well, like my folks, I would need some time to think about that.”   

There was a knock on the bedroom door.  Carmen opened it to find her father there. “Can you come in the kitchen, both of you, please.”

Julia was at the island preparing something.  A small smile was trying hard to hide somewhere just beneath the surface. “This woman is a wonderful cook but she makes an awful bartender.  Could one of you make me a big pitcher of Margaritas --- not too sweet, plenty of Tequila.

As to you two, I have decided nothing.  My wishes are not important.  This woman has shown me the path to serenity in the face of disaster.  We will do as she wishes; she wants to go shopping tomorrow in Cabo San Lucas.  She wants to spend all the money I will not have to pay for Carmen’s schooling.  She tells me I am going to be very rich.  She wants to have dinner tomorrow night in a fancy restaurant there, perhaps stay in a big hotel suite with a view of the ocean. She wants to have people wait on her, she wants to be pampered. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]She is a very smart woman and Coca Cola is lucky to have her. She bends those truckers and their unions to her will – she is known as puña fierro, Iron Fist; you can’t know how happy I am that she is in another division.  I’ll be by the pool waiting for my meager reward for being so damned agreeable, a drinkable cocktail.”  

“I’ll make the drinks.  I may have to help you pamper the ladies because I just learned in an Email from my art gallery agent in San Francisco that she sold four of my endangered species oils to the San Jose Zoo for $19,000 yankee dollars, almost 300,000 pesos. As a regular practice the money goes to the charitable trust for animal conservation but I can choose to use it any way it is needed. I offered Carmen a job running my art and charity work promotion business – right now it is just me and I should be spending more time at the easel and less time on promotion.” 

Julie finally spoke  “That is all good news too.  Now, to top it all off, please, somebody tell me that Cabo San Lucas has a mall.”
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