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“Borderline, Bloodline” 

by Maura Lammers 

 

 Mrs. Peterson always left a to-do list on the counter for Silvia to take care of between 

noon and three o'clock on Tuesday and Friday afternoons, and Silvia had finished on time 

every day for the last four months, except for today.  The list had many of the usual tasks: run 

dishwasher, wipe down kitchen from top to bottom, mop kitchen floor, vacuum living room, 

wipe down ground floor and upstairs bathrooms, take out trash in all bedrooms, bathrooms, 

and kitchen.  At the bottom of the list, in hurried, scrunched handwriting, Mrs. Peterson had 

added:  Pick up the basket of dirty clothes in my bedroom and wash and dry them.  Washer: 

cold water, gentle cycle.  Dryer: perm press, low heat. Fold the shirts please! 

 The dryer took longer than the machine in the basement of Silvia's apartment did; it 

was well past three o'clock and she still sat at the kitchen table, waiting for the buzzer to go 

off.  She didn't like to sit still for long.  Whenever she did, she started to think about Enrique, 

and then she would start to wonder how far from the border he was, and if he and Héctor had 

enough food and water left.  So many things could go wrong, and he was only thirteen.  Two 

weeks ago they spoke on the phone for the last time, and Enrique told her, “Mama, I will be 

fine.  I can take care of myself and if I can't, then Héctor will take care of me.”  Héctor, 

Silvia's nephew, was sixteen and had enough swagger for a small army of teenagers, but 

Silvia knew that wouldn't keep Enrique safe.  She and her sister, Benita, had pooled money 

together for months and arranged for a coyote to meet Héctor and Enrique once they got off 

the train in Hermosillo and take them through the desert.  On the phone, Silvia repeated the 

horror stories to Enrique, stories she knew he must have already heard at school, about 

everything that could go wrong.  He could die of thirst in the desert, fall from a train, get 
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bitten by a rattlesnake, get jumped by a rogue coyote, drown crossing a river.  A hundred 

things could kill him. 

 “I don't care how smart or tough you think you are,” she told Enrique.  “Don't trust 

anyone, not even the coyote.” 

 The buzzer on the dryer went off, and Silvia rose from the chair and walked down the 

hall to the laundry room.  Methodically, she pulled each item of clothing from the dryer and 

began to fold.  These were Mr. Peterson's business shirts, crisp button-downs in all colors –  

red, dark green, blue, plaid.  It felt strange to touch and handle a man's clothing.  Silvia hadn't 

done a man's laundry since her husband had asked for a divorce and left her to raise Enrique 

by herself.  Jobs were scarce and what little money she had saved ran out fast; the usual story 

in Ciuda Vieja.  No one in Silvia's family had ever left Guatemala, but her neighbors and 

friends seemed to leave in droves to find work in America.  Silvia's parents agreed to take 

Enrique, who had just been eight years old at the time.  She managed to get a work permit for 

one year, but the permit expired fast, and the money she made cleaning houses was barely 

enough to live off and still send some back home.  One year had somehow turned into five.  

She stayed, and watched Enrique grow up in the photographs her parents sent her every few 

months, and listened to his voice change slowly during their weekly long-distance phone 

calls.  It had been so long since she had seen her son, Silvia almost didn't feel like a mother 

anymore.  But tonight, he could come home. 

 The grind of the garage door caught Silvia's ear – Mrs. Peterson was back, and her 

husband's shirts were still not folded.  Her hands moved quickly, laying another shirt out flat, 

folding each arm gently, trying to make neat lines.  She knew she was supposed to be finished 

by now, but Mrs. Peterson would not be happy if her work was sloppy.  A door slammed, and 

Silvia heard footsteps and two voices in the kitchen, Mrs. Peterson's and a guest. 
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 “...  a backpack and a few water bottles on the southern corner just two days ago.  

Things are getting worse, Jodi.  We've called ICE about it dozens of times, but they don't do 

shit.” 

 “Well, they never do shit,” Silvia recognized Mrs. Peterson's dry, vaguely hoarse 

voice.  A quick flash of anger shot through her.  The Border Patrol did plenty.  More than 

enough to keep people like her, like Enrique, out.   

 “I know,” the other woman said. “But what else are we're supposed to do?” 

 “And John thinks the Minutemen can do a better job?” 

 “Well, I guess they can,” the other woman said. “They've caught plenty of illegals in 

other parts of the town.  Frankly, I just don't like the idea of anyone patrolling our land.  I'd 

rather do it myself.  But John doesn't think it's safe.” 

 Silvia folded the last shirt and carefully stacked each one on top of each other in the 

laundry basket.  As she picked up the basket, she purposefully bumped her elbow into the 

broom leaning up against the dryer, and it fell down to the floor with a clatter.  A long silence 

fell before she heard Mrs. Peterson tentatively call, “Silvia?” 

 “Yes, I'm here,” Silvia put the broom back in its proper place, balanced the laundry 

basket on her hip, and stepped into the hallway.  Mrs. Peterson was by the kitchen counter, a 

blush radiating across her cheeks.  A tall woman with frosted blonde hair stood close by with 

her arms crossed over her chest, staring at Silvia in surprise. 

 “Oh. I'm sorry.  I didn't think you were still here.” Mrs. Peterson said to Silvia in a 

small voice.  She glanced back at her friend, and wore a somewhat sheepish expression. 

“Candace, this is Silvia.  She – she tidies up around the house for me every once in awhile.” 

 Silvia held on to the laundry basket a little tighter, but kept her face calm.  “I'm sorry.  

I finished your list, and this was the last thing.  I'll put it in your room.” 
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 “That's all right,” Mrs. Peterson said at once. “Just drop it there.  I'll take care of it.” 

 For a moment she hesitated, and then Silvia placed the laundry basket on the floor.  

“Okay,” she said, and crossed the room to retrieve her purse, which she left on one of the 

chairs by the table.  As she picked up her purse and glanced back at Mrs. Peterson and her 

friend, she could see that neither one was looking at her. “I'm sorry,” she said again, “But 

could I get my check?  You didn't leave one last time.” 

 The blush on Mrs. Peterson's cheeks deepened.  “I didn't?”  Silvia shook her head.  

Her hands fumbling a little, Mrs. Peterson pulled her wallet out of her purse, thumbed out 

two twenty dollar bills, and held the money out to Silvia.  Silvia took the money with a quick 

thank you, and said she would be back on Tuesday. 

 “Have a nice day,” Mrs. Peterson intoned just before Silvia left the room. 

 The thick wooden front doors of the Petersons' house were twice as tall as Silvia and 

as she pulled the door open, she could see her own face reflected in the carved glass window 

above the doorknob.  Silvia stepped out into the hot Arizona sun, and pulled the door closed 

behind her.  Her walk home took thirty-five minutes on a good day.  The entire way, all Silvia 

could think about was the border patrol and the Minutemen roaming the desert, looking for 

her son. 

 

 Before night fell, Candace and Johnny Nelson strapped guns to their hips, swung up 

on their horses, and rode for an hour along the outskirts of their ranch to look for any aliens 

trying to set up camp.  It had become part of their evening routine, as ordinary and grating as 

doing the dishes after supper.  Johnny had resisted at first, telling Candace he couldn't risk 

putting her in the line of fire, even though he hadn't seen an illegal with his own eyes in 

nearly four months.  Mostly, they just found evidence of illegals everywhere.  Discarded 
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shoes and shirts, empty bottles of water, wires cut in fences, and footprints.  Lots of 

footprints.  In the twenty-five years they had been married, Candace never acted scared of 

anything, but Johnny knew this scared her. 

 They kept a sharp eye out as they roved the twenty fenced acres on the southern side 

of their property.  Beyond the fence lay six miles of golden Arizona dust.  Then, Mexico.  

When they bought the ranch in 1990, Johnny and Candace never would have guessed that in 

twenty-three years, their land would become an unofficial checkpoint for what seemed to be 

drug gang-bangers hauling marijuana and cocaine into the U.S.A.  The first time Johnny 

spotted two men scrambling across the land, he had been unarmed. He wasn't sure if he felt 

lucky that they didn't have guns on them, or if he wished they had, just for the sake of facing 

down whoever violated their ranch and trespassed on their homeland.  He made the mistake 

of telling Candace that once, which was why she insisted on coming out to check the 

perimeter with him each night.  She wasn't going to let him do something stupid. 

 An hour later, with no trace of any shady behavior, Candace and Johnny untacked 

their horses in their side-by-side stalls and refilled their buckets of grain and water.  Their 

ranch-hands had already gone home for the evening, and it was getting late, too late for 

Candace to cook a big meal without making Johnny surly and starved.  They needed a couple 

extra set of hands, but hadn't had much luck finding help in Ash County.  The Mulders a 

couple miles down the road had hired some illegals as farmhands and advised Johnny on 

more than one occasion to talk to some of the men who loitered around the local hardware 

store in packs, waiting for work, insisting that some of them were here legally.  “Can't do 

that,” Johnny had told the neighbor. “It's the principle of the thing.” 

 Back at their house, Candace set to work in the kitchen while Johnny sank into his 

armchair.  Lucy, their daughter, sat on the couch watching a game show on television and 



6 

barely glanced at them as she asked, “Find anything?”  Mac, their old border collie, lay 

beside her, and lifted his white-splashed head to look expectantly at Johnny. 

 “Nothing tonight, thank God.” Johnny growled, unsnapping the buttons of his shirt.  

His undershirt was soaked through in patches under his armpits and his gut hung over the 

waist of his pants.  He looked at Lucy and waited for her response.  She had only been home 

from college for summer vacation for two days and she was already causing trouble. 

 “Big surprise,” Lucy said, her eyes still on the TV. 

 Johnny leaned forward and picked up the thin, unfolded Ash County newspaper. 

“Why don't you read this sometime, huh?  Educate yourself about what's happening around 

here.  Right there, it says that ICE caught a group of thirteen illegals running across the 

freeway.  They keep finding new ways to get in.” 

 “Oh, God forbid,” Lucy shot back. “They're making Ash County such a terrible place, 

after all.” 

 “Give it a rest,” Candace said, her face appearing in the doorway. “I don't want to hear 

you two bicker about this anymore.” 

 Johnny leaned forward in his chair, unloaded his gun, and started to clean it, his eyes 

roving over the words in the newspaper story for the third time that day.  He could tell Lucy 

was annoyed by the way she crossed her arms and scowled at the television; they had gotten 

into arguments about him keeping his gun in the living room before.  But thankfully, she 

didn't say a word now. 

 Over dinner, they talked to Lucy about the summer, her application to medical school, 

if she thought her boyfriend of three years was going to pop the question eventually.  

Candace and Johnny talked about the Minutemen meeting last weekend, though Lucy grew 

tired of that soon enough, and told them, “You gotta get off this, you're boring me to tears.”  
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Johnny gave up and listened to his wife and daughter talk about updating their second floor 

bathroom instead, and offered a listless, “green,” when he was asked what color they should 

paint the walls.  Lucy tossed a table scrap down to Mac, who caught it deftly in his mouth 

before Johnny could smack his rump and tell him no.  The swing of his hand made both 

Candace and Lucy scowl, and Candace told him he could take care of the dishes himself 

tonight, she was done.  She took her plate to the sink and left it, then marched up the stairs.  

Johnny let her go, and he and Lucy sat in silence for awhile before she retreated back to her 

room too.  Johnny did the dishes himself.  Candace had been going to bed earlier and earlier 

lately, and kept waking up in the middle of the night unable to fall back asleep unless she put 

an elbow in his ribs and asked if he was still awake too.  He watched television alone for 

another hour or two, then joined his wife in bed with only one thin sheet covering them, 

because it had gotten so hot that day. 

 At three a.m. they awoke to their house alarm going off, the shrill beep drilling 

through their skulls.  Mac shot across the room and leaped at the closed door, barking like 

mad.  In the dark, Johnny stumbled out of bed and fumbled for the light switch.  Candace sat 

up in bed, her eyes wide open and her hair flattened from the pillow.  “Johnny,” she said but 

he didn't stop to listen to her.  He threw open the door and ran down the hall, Mac bounding 

ahead.  His feet slipped on the wood floor on the stairs and he grabbed the railing to keep 

from falling.  The alarm wailed over his head.  He hit every light he could on his way to the 

living room, where he snatched up the gun he left sitting on the coffee table.  The bullets fell 

out of his hands as he tried to reload it.  Mac raced past him again and through the kitchen, 

the cuff of fur around his neck standing on end.  When Johnny flicked on the kitchen light, he 

found glass scattered across the floor.  Somebody had knocked out the window in the back 

door.  Stepping around the glass in his bare feet, Johnny raised his weapon before throwing 
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open the door.  From the back porch, he looked out into the darkness, already sweating from 

adrenaline and the desert heat pouring over him.  He strained his eyes, trying to find a 

retreating back or a flash of clothing or a face peering out from the brush, but he found 

nothing.  When he glanced down at the porch, he noticed an abandoned duffel bag and a 

crowbar by the welcome mat and his muddy work boots. 

 The alarm shut off suddenly, and Johnny turned to see Candace standing in her 

nightgown, her thin, scabbed legs bare as her feet.  Lucy appeared behind her, wide-eyed and 

confused.  They stared at each other from across the room and the scattered glass, neither one 

saying anything.  Johnny knew from the look on Candace's face that he would need to call an 

emergency Minutemen meeting in the morning.  

 

 For three hours, Silvia and Benita sat in the parked car with the headlights turned off, 

watching the parking lot behind the gas station and waiting.  Benita kept mumbling prayers 

under her breath and nodding off, but Silvia felt as though she could stay awake for a hundred 

years.  This was the third night in a row they had stayed awake watching and waiting for 

Enrique and Héctor.  The coyote had said that they should arrive before the end of the 

weekend, and would meet them after midnight at the gas station across the street from the K-

Mart in town.  If they didn't show up by Sunday night, then something had gone wrong. 

 Silvia pushed back her seat a little more and kept a watch out for patrolling police 

cars.  Neither she or Benita had an American driver's license, and usually got around on the 

bus or on foot.  Her neighbor, Tony, had let her borrow the car on the condition that she 

would only use it to pick up her son, since he knew too well how exhausted Enrique would be 

if he crossed.  If he crossed, Silvia thought.  If. 

 “I'm so afraid,” Benita whispered to Silvia, though no one was around to hear them.  
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“What could have happened to them?” 

 “They could be okay,” Silvia said. “They could have slowed down because of bad 

weather.  It was so hot yesterday, and so dangerous.  Maybe they found a place to rest safely 

away from the heat.” 

 Benita wrung her hands and let out a long sigh.  Her face was drawn with lines, 

growing thicker between her eyebrows.  Silvia had taken little notice of how her own face 

had aged in the last five years, but looking upon her sister's withdrawn expression, she knew 

they were not aging well.  They had found work and made a little money, enough to keep 

their families in Ciudad Vieja from starving, but had found a fearful and unsteady way of life.  

Sometimes they had just enough to pay the rent and buy groceries for a week, but they lived 

in fear of getting sick, getting into an accident, getting caught in the wrong place at the wrong 

time.  Fear had followed them to America, and America had ruined them just as much as it 

had saved them.  

 “Do you ever wonder if it isn't worth it?” Benita asked her.  “If we made a mistake 

coming here?” 

 Silvia could not look at her sister's face, too ashamed to answer.  Benita had endured 

far more than Silvia had to cross the border.  She and another friend decided to cross together 

without a guide.  Halfway across the desert, a group of coyotes ambushed them.  They were 

raped and beaten but left alive – lucky, compared other women who traveled alone.  It was a 

miracle Benita made it to Arizona.  But sometimes late at night, she still had nightmares, and 

Silvia would wake to her screaming.  Whenever she considered crossing the border again and 

returning home to Guatemala, Silvia couldn't let herself think of it for long.  If she tried to go 

home and she was killed, Enrique would have nothing. 

 “What choice do they give us?” Benita finally said to her silence. “Stay and die with 
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our families, or leave and suffer alone?  It's not a real choice.” 

 “It's not,” Silvia whispered back. 

 Across the parking lot, in the light of a streetlamp, a figure appeared, and Benita and 

Silvia both sat up straighter. 

 “Benita,” Silvia said. “Is it –” 

 And then she recognized Héctor, his squarish face and the skinny arms like his father's 

sticking out out the sleeves of his filthy green t-shirt.  Benita was already out of the car, 

slamming the door shut, running across the parking lot.  Silvia got out too and followed her 

sister.  Héctor's face crumpled as his mother took him in her arms.  He had grown so much 

since Silvia had last seen him – he was so tall now, almost a man – but he looked like a little 

boy now as Benita held him and let him cry into her shoulder. 

 “Héctor,” Silvia said, putting a hand on his back. “Héctor, where is Enrique?” 

 Héctor began to sob so violently, Silvia thought his head might snap off his neck. 

“Gone,” he managed to say. “I lost him.” 

 Silvia's hands flew to her mouth, and Benita held Héctor tighter. “What happened to 

him?  Oh God, Héctor, what did you do?” 

 Héctor's knees buckled and Silvia had to grasp his arm to keep him on his feet. “I'm 

sorry,” he said, and as they helped him walk, he couldn't stop saying it. “I'm sorry.  I'm so 

sorry.” 

 As they walked back to the car, they passed a puddle of oil that, to Silvia, looked like 

spilled blood in the dark. 

  

 After their scare the night before, and since she didn't know how else to appease her 

daughter, Candace treated Lucy to a pedicure the next day.  It worked for a little while; the 



11 

two of them flipped through celebrity gossip magazines and managed not to say much to each 

other.  Afterwards, Candace bought them ice cream cones from shop next door.  She kept hers 

in her left hand as she steered the car with her right hand and her knee, while Lucy sat in 

what Candace hoped was a contented silence.  They both knew that Johnny was going out 

with the Minutemen tonight to keep a watch on the land.  Lucy fiddled with the radio as she 

took a bite from her ice cream cone, letting static fill their car between songs.  She settled the 

dial for a long moment on a news station, where a reporter described a town hall meeting for 

Ash County where people voiced their opinion about “the immigration issue” and proposed 

new city ordinances to “protect its citizens.”  Lucy shut off the radio and leaned back in her 

seat. 

 “I don't blame you,” Candace said in an attempt to lighten the mood. “I'm sick of 

hearing about it too.” 

 Lifting her knee up higher on the steering wheel, Candace used her free hand to turn 

the radio back on and tune it to a country music station.  As soon as her hand left the dial, 

Lucy leaned over and abruptly turned the radio off again. 

 “I wish you would do more to stop him,” Lucy said shortly. 

 “Not this again,” Candace said. “We were having such a nice day.” 

 “Mom.” 

 Candace bought herself time by taking a big bite from her ice cream cone and 

focusing on the traffic ahead of her.  “I wanted to stop him before, but not anymore.  Not after 

last night.  This is for the best.” 

 “I don't see what you're so afraid of,” Lucy said. 

 “What I'm afraid of?” Candace repeated. “Lucy, someone tried to break into our home 

last night.  I have every reason to be afraid.  In fact, I'm terrified.  I don't even want to think 
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about what could have happened if we hadn't had the alarm go off.” 

 “But it did go off,” Lucy insisted pointedly. “And we're fine.” 

 “Listen,” Candace said sharply. “You are my child.  I am your mother.  It is my job to 

keep you safe.  You will never understand this, not until you have your own children.  I'm not 

terrified for my well-being, I'm terrified for yours. And so I will do everything in my power 

to keep people from hurting you.  Understand?” 

 Lucy stared straight ahead at the road and didn't move a muscle for the next ten 

minutes.  As soon as Candace parked the car in the driveway, Lucy got out, marched up to the 

garage, and dumped her melted ice cream cone in the trash can. 

 

 Héctor slept like a dead man for two days straight.  Silvia set him up on a bare 

mattress in the corner of the living room and did her best not to disturb him.  He'd woken up 

only once earlier that afternoon when she stopped by between shifts to make sure he was 

okay, and accidentally slammed the front door.  Héctor sat up like a gunshot had gone off, 

eyes bulging, and let out a long breath when he saw who it was.  “Go back to sleep,” Silvia 

said. “I'm sorry.” 

 Now Héctor was awake and had showered and eaten a full meal for the first time in 

over two weeks.  He sat at the table leaning on both of his elbows, his eyes still full of sleep 

and tears. 

 It wasn't the drug cartels or the coyotes who had gotten Enrique, Héctor told them.  It 

was the train.  They had to switch trains fast, jump down from one car and climb across two 

platforms to the next train.  Enrique had been too slow.  Héctor had thought he was there 

behind him, but once he reached the top and looked down, he saw Enrique scrambling to grab 

on to a passing car without falling beneath the wheels.  Héctor was too high up to jump down 
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without killing himself, so he stayed, holding on tight to the rail.  Finally, Enrique stopped 

running and skidded to a halt on the platform; for a few moments, Héctor watched his cousin 

grow smaller and smaller, and then he disappeared as the train surged on through Mexico to 

meet the hired coyote. 

 “It's my fault,” Héctor said.  He still couldn't control his tears. “He's lost, and it's all 

my fault.”  

 “It's not your fault,” Silvia said to him. “It's mine.  He was too young.  He wasn't 

ready.” 

 “Do you think he could make it?” Héctor asked, looking hopefully between them. 

“I've heard stories. Kids younger than Enrique have made the trip.” 

 “Alone?” Benita asked.  Héctor's face darkened and he looked back down at the table. 

 “I'll call mama and papa in the morning,” Silvia said to Benita. “They need to know 

what's happened.” 

 Benita reached out her hand and gripped Silvia's wrist for a moment, though Silvia 

wasn't sure if the gesture was more comforting to her or to Benita.  Silvia had not allowed 

herself to cry yet.  She wanted to be strong and tell Benita and Héctor that life would go on 

whether they wanted to or not.  Héctor would find work, start to learn English and help make 

money for their family.  Things would get a little bit better, but not much better.  They would 

find a little success, but fail to rise much higher.  The American dream wasn't a promise, after 

all. 

 Still exhausted, in a while Héctor fell back to his bed, and Silvia watched Benita  

crawl in beside Héctor on the mattress, wrapping her arms around him as though he was a 

small, sick child.  In her own bedroom, Silvia knelt in front of an idol of Mary.  From the 

devotional by her nightstand, she read a prayer, whispering it under her breath and looking up 
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at Mary's folded hands.  When she went to bed, it took Silvia hours to fall asleep, though she 

had never felt more tired. 

 In her dreams, she ran down hills and valleys, stepped on rattlesnakes, fought a coyote 

forcing Benita's legs open, hid from headlights lighting up the freeway.  Silvia could see 

Enrique running after her, barefoot, still only eight years old, covered in mud and cuts and 

sores, sobbing and reaching out.  In a sweat she woke up, her breath caught in her chest.  She 

tried to think of Enrique lying in his warm bed, then pictured him grown up.  How much had 

his face changed since the last photograph?  In the photo, he had frowned at the camera.  A 

bad day, her mother had written in pen on the back.  What did he look like when he smiled 

now?  What did he look like when he was happy? 

 

 The call came in well past two a.m. and woke Candace from a restless sleep.  Briefly, 

she fumbled at the nightstand to find her phone, and as she muttered a groggy hello, Johnny's 

voice came in from the other end of the line, “Candace?  We got some, Candace.  Just now, 

we caught four of them.  You gotta come see.” 

 “Come see where?” Candace said, and Johnny explained their location.  They were 

about ten miles past the border towards the south end of their ranch when they caught the 

illegals.  They were headed north to the town, and they might have made it another couple of 

miles if the Minutemen hadn't caught sight of them moving through the dark. 

 “Wake up Lucy while you're at it,” Johnny said. “She ought to see this for herself, 

these kinds of people.” 

 “I will,” Candace said, though she knew that she would never convince Lucy to get 

out of bed to see something like this.  She hung up the phone, turned on the lamp and 

changed into the same clothes she had worn the day before.  As she walked down to the hall 
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to her daughter's room, Candace pulled back her hair in a ponytail and braced herself for the 

fight she knew was about to occur. 

 “Lucy,” she said, knocking sharply on the door. “Lucy, I need you to wake up.”  When 

no answer came, Candace opened the door and flipped on the light.  Lucy's sheets were 

kicked back, and her pillow still had a dent from her head, but her bedroom was empty.  Like 

a punch in the gut, Candace knew where her daughter was.  Running out to the barn 

confirmed it – Lucy's horse was gone too.  Candace tacked up her horse as fast as she could 

and rode out into the night. 

 It wasn't hard to find Johnny and the rest of the Minutemen.  At first Candace 

followed the shouts she heard at a distance, and as she grew closer, she saw the gleam of 

flashlights.  Johnny and six other Minutemen had formed a circle and held up their flashlights 

to illuminate the center, where four illegals covered in dust and mud and knelt with their 

heads bent down to keep the light out of their eyes.  As Candace dismounted and led her 

horse closer, she suddenly noticed how young they were.  The biggest boy there was heavy 

and surly, but he couldn't have been much older than fouteen. Somebody from the 

Minutemen had handcuffed each of them until ICE showed up and took them away. 

 “We did it, Candace,” Johnny said, putting an arm around her. “We found them, and 

we took back our land.  This is just the beginning.  Things are going to change, honey.  ICE 

has got to start taking this business seriously now.” 

 “Is this legal, what you're doing?” Candace nodded at the boys sitting in the dirt. 

 “We're within our rights,” the man closest to Johnny said. He was dressed all in black, 

but the back of his shirt read MINUTEMEN in red letters.  “We've just detained them until 

ICE carts them off.” 

 Candace barely nodded, trying to control the panic tightening her chest.  She looked 
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over her shoulder out across the wide stretch of desert, the dust drenched with dark blue 

night.  Lucy was out there somewhere. 

 “Something wrong?” Johnny asked her, giving her arm a gentle squeeze. 

 “No,” Candace said and pulled away.  She shortened her grip on her horse's reins and 

made her face impassive. “I'm real tired, Johnny.  If this is all I've got to see, then I'm going 

back to bed.” 

 Candace wasn't sure if she had ever seen her husband look more disappointed.  He 

took off his cowboy hat to scratch at the back of his head, and then jammed it back on again.  

“Suit yourself,” he muttered, and turned away from her. 

 Back on the horse, Candace started off in the direction of her house until she knew she 

was out of Johnny's line of sight.  Then, she decided to make a wide loop around the area 

where they'd caught the illegals, keeping her eyes peeled for some sign of her daughter.  She 

fought off visions of Lucy captured by a gang as some sort of ransom, or getting attacked by 

an illegal out for revenge.  This was never supposed to happen, Candace kept telling herself.  

Lucy was never supposed to get involved. 

 Off to her right, a flicker of gold caught her eye – a light turning on in the dark.  

Candace turned her horse in the direction and hurried over.  As she approached, the light 

turned off again abruptly, and she could hear a scuttle of feet.  Candace came to a halt by a  

boulder surrounded by thick sagebrush.  Lucy's horse stood with its lead tied to the bushes, 

and it startled a bit, snorting. 

 “Lucy!” Candace shouted. “Lucy, are you all right?” 

 Feeling more certain that something was wrong, Candace swung out of her stirrups.  

Right after her boots hit the ground, she saw a shape shoot out from behind the boulder – a 

boy with dark hair running away as fast as he could. 
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 “Hey!” Candace screamed, and suddenly the reins were out of her hands, and Lucy  

yelled, “Get!” as she slapped her mother's horse across its flanks, sending it charging in the 

opposite direction.  Candace turned on her daughter and for a moment they stood like old 

cowboys in a standoff, their fists clenched and mouths sneering.  She had never before struck 

a child, much less her own child, but her hands opened and closed into fists over and over 

again, and Lucy seemed to sense what her mother wanted to do.  Defiantly, she stood with her 

chin jutted out, waiting without fear in her eyes.  But Candace did not raise her hand, and did 

not so much as lift a finger.  The control, her control, was lost.   

  

 As dawn broke, with the few crumpled dollar bills that the lady had given him 

clenched in his hand, Enrique walked through the doors of a grocery store and trudged down 

the fluorescent-lit aisles.  He bought two sodas and a candy bar, and after he paid, he sat 

down on the gleaming floor by the public restroom and gulped down as much soda as he 

could before his stomach started to hurt.  Some of the grocers in their pinstripe uniform shirts 

glanced his way and glared, but Enrique didn't care.  He tore open the candy bar wrapper and 

devoured half of it in two bites.  Then he covered up the chocolate with the rest of the 

wrapper to save it for later.  With a little searching, Enrique found the pay phone and fished 

his last few quarters out of his pocket.  One by one, he dropped each silver coin in its slot, 

relishing in every metallic chink.  He picked up the phone and began to dial the only number 

he knew by heart.  


