
ASSUMPTIONS
by Catherine

John Ugetty stepped off the jetway of flight 704 to Mexico, and blinked as he emerged into the noon sun’s burning rays. Clutching his briefcase, he quickly transitioned from the jet’s bearable business class seats to the slightly more spacious ones of the limo that picked him up. 



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


A Hispanic gentleman of average height, wearing a flamboyant pink and green collared shirt greeted him as he strode into the lobby of Hotel de la Costa, the bellboy and his luggage trailing behind. 


“¡Hola, Señor Ugetty!” greeted the paunchy man striding toward him. “My name is Andres Hozares, and I am the hotel manager. Please feel free to contact me, or any of my staff during your stay.  Such a friend of Negocio Internacional should be treated well, no?” he said slickly in an extremely thick Spanish accent.


The bellboy nodded as if he agreed with the manager, hardly even hearing what had just been said, as he was completely and utterly focused on pleasing his boss. Of course, being the astute and observant businessman John was, he knew the difference between attentive listening and the kind that was faked. But the latter was perfectly acceptable for the manager.

After unpacking and settling in to his sumptuous third floor room, John left for a business meeting in Fuego del Sol, a small town nearby. Arriving early, he decided to see what there was to see.


He leisurely strolled down the cobblestone paths, making a left here and a right there, until he found himself in a little vacant courtyard, save for a beautiful, brown-eyed Hispanic señorita. John was completely dazzled by her presence and swayed on his feet as his eyes softened. This feeling of awe was abruptly muscled out by his business-like urge to be punctual, since he soon acknowledged the fact that he was as utterly lost as he was bedazzled, and might be late for his could-be-life-changing business meeting. A chance meeting was pushed out of his mind as a chance of the heart was lost to a chance of regaining stature and wealth. However, this beautiful figure sauntered toward him, with a somewhat intriguing look in her eye as she noticed his fair skin. 


“¿Hola, como estas?” he managed in his tried Spanish. “¿Habla Inglés?” he tried again.


A curt nod, followed by suspicious eyes. Beautiful suspicious eyes, so big and brown…


But what was he thinking? He was late for his meeting and without this meeting’s success he could say “good-bye” to any hopes of becoming CEO of his company next year when George Kindereth retired.


“You are American?” she questioned with a gleam in her eyes that could not be identified.


“Yes, I am,” he replied, glad to be understood, yet a bit resentful for her quick response, for he did not think he was that obvious. “What’s your name?”


“Rosetta Espantora,” she purred with a delicate, captivating voice.


*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Mi Querida Mariela,


I hope this letter finds you well, or at least alive. I know of your suffering in Guatemala but still do not have enough money to bring you here to Fuego del Sol. It is not much better here. 


I have met an American businessman. He is dull, and not encanto, like Mauricio, but he is American. Oh, I so want to go to America, where I hear of success and fortune.. Marriage is planned, for he is in love with me, and then, Mariela, my dreams will come true. I could get enough money to bring you to America. 








Con amor,







Rosetta



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Six months later…


“Do you, John Nelson Ugetty, take Rosetta Flores Espantora to be your lawful wedded wife, for better or for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do you part?”


“I do.”


“And do you, Rosetta Flores Espantora, take John Nelson Ugetty to be your lawful wedded husband, for better or for worse for richer or for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do you part?”


Rosetta paused momentarily before answering, “I do.”


“Then I now pronounce you husband and wife.”



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

A year later…

“You look lovely as always, Rose. We’d better go.”

That night was the retirement party for George Kindereth, the retiring CEO of John’s company World Wide Relations (WWR), and everyone from the big, corner offices to the tiny, crowded cubicles were going to be there.


As the couple drove up to the entrance-- he in his best tux, and she in colorful Mexican flamenco dress -- he rambled on about the possibility of being named the new CEO. Rosetta rolled her eyes in disinterest as John buzzed with excitement. Her mind was elsewhere. For her, John was just a vehicle for obtaining American citizenship and for freeing her sister from a life of poverty and warfare in Guatemala. Sadly, she had just received news from a friend that her sister had taken ill. Rosetta had to send money she had saved in order for Mariela to receive treatment. Now she had to start from scratch, saving the small weekly allowance John gave her. He seemed more interested in work than personal matters.


Of all the parties Rosetta had been to, this one was by far the grandest. Everyone in such lovely outfits, flowing gowns draped over women’s petite frames, men in tuxedos talking cards and horses, dazzling ice sculptures of magnificent quality – and in the midst of this whirl, stood tall, god-like Mauricio Darientora, a representative of the Mexican branch of the company. He was one of the lucky ones who had made it out of Guatemala during the revolts seven years ago, as Rosetta had. Her sister had not been as lucky. She had been insistent on staying close to Papa during his last hours. Just as he was dying, the police blocked the streets, leaving her unable to get out.


“Hello, Mauricio!” greeted John, graciously. “Do you know my wife, Rosetta?” he said proudly, glancing at Rosetta’s beautiful face.


Rosetta looked up at the grand figure of Mauricio. A surge of warmth passed through her, just as it had when Mauricio had first held her close in the damp corner of the abandoned shed, just three miles north of the Guatemalan border.  And now, Rosetta looked up at Mauricio, pleading with her eyes for him not to speak of it. As if saying, “No, Mauricio. He doesn’t have to know, please, not now.” Mauricio seemed to recognize her plea for secrecy.


“Yes, I believe we met briefly at the company benefit.”


Rosetta shot him a thankful glance. 


“Hello, John!” bellowed a cheerful George Kindreth, interrupting the awkward silence. “I want to discuss something with you outside, if the Mrs. wouldn’t mind,” he added with a warm smile.


“Not at all, George. Adelante, go ahead,” Rosetta purred with hidden relief.

When John and George were outside and out of sight, Mauricio pulled Rosetta over to a corner and shook her gently. “Why must you be so scared to talk with John of your old life, Rosetta?” he whispered with concern. “If you don’t feel comfortable with him, why did you marry him?”


“Oh, Mauricio, you are not one to talk!” Rosetta cried. “ I know everything about your choice to marry Janice.” 


“Now, darling Rosetta, you know very well that…” Mauricio scoffed.


“Yes, Mauricio I’ve heard it before,” Rosetta interrupted. “The circumstances do not change between you and me. We both wanted a better life and this was the only way out. We both made a choice. I don’t regret what I’ve done, for one day I know it will all work out.” 


Spotting John starting to emerge through the parted, purple silk curtains, Rosetta pushed Mauricio away from her and quickly scurried off to the nearest exit, the ladies room. 


“Where is Rose, Mauricio?” John questioned as he strolled up to him.


“Who?” Mauricio exclaimed, with a start.


“I said, where is Rose, you know, Rosetta?” John repeated, with a quirky smile.


“Oh, she went to the ladies room,” Mauricio stated, trying to conceal his discomfort, and immediate dislike for the nickname. This American was trying to take away her heritage, her identity, her beautiful name. It was a beautiful name…Rosetta… much more beautiful than Janice… Mauricio thought.


“Thanks,” John muttered in a bemused tone, as he hurried off toward the white door to which Rosetta had headed just moments ago.


He could never take care of her like I can… he isn’t capable of that kind of affection, Mauricio thought to himself, as an image of Rosetta’s flushed, smiling face appeared in his mind.



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Under a big willow tree in the dark cover of the night, two figures talked with great emotion and anxiety to one another.


“Stop shaking, Darling. Please Rosetta, you’re making me nervous,” Mauricio whispered harshly.


“I’m so sorry, Mauricio, I just—I just—What if he finds out I’m here?” Rosetta cried nervously, as she glanced out into the darkness of the haze. 


“Oh, Rosetta, I hate to see you in this state.” 


“I remember the happy times of our childhood. You with your pink bandana tying up your beautiful, long brown hair, peering up from your siesta mat on the patch of grass behind your house,” he reminisced, “telling me how you longed for something of your own, not knowing yet how insignificant that was compared to the greater concerns that came years later for the freedom of our people.”


“Yes, what fun we had until Papa became ill.” A shadow crossed Rosetta’s face as she was reminded of that time.


“And now, Darling,” she continued, “John is of no help to me. He has no empathy for my situation. He’s consumed by work, and is obsessed with the possibility of succeeding George Kindreth as CEO of the company. He thinks every day is a chance to impress the Board. To him I am just a beautiful woman. I guess you need that to bolster your ego when your own looks leave something to be desired,” Rosetta declared with vigor.


“You are beautiful, Rosetta,” Mauricio whispered softly, as he stared into the deep, spellbinding brown eyes that had held him captive for so many years.


Rosetta sat down at the base of the nearby willow tree. Mauricio’s gaze followed her. Rosetta stared into the black void that surrounded them. It seemed to display pictures of her past, of all the times Mauricio had been there to comfort her, or help her, or gently tease her. She realized how much she missed this warmth that could not be found in John. Rosetta plucked two leaves off the willow branch that brushed her hand. As she let them fall to the ground together, a thought entered her mind. She realized it had always been there, but she had only now let it surface.


“Mauricio darling,” she began.


“Hmm?” Mauricio replied in a dazed fashion.


“What if you and I…” She stopped. Her words seemed jarring in the silence she had interrupted. She tried again. “What if you and I could be together?” She chose her words very carefully. 


“We are together, Rosetta,” Mauricio whispered in her ear.


“Yes, for now. But I will eventually have to return to John, as you must to Janice. What I am speaking of is a deeper together. Together always,” Rosetta replied with a surge of emotion that seemed to break her voice.


“Rosetta, I…” Mauricio paused, as he noticed Rosetta’s pleading eyes pour over with tears. He pulled her to him and whispered, “Yes, Rosetta, I wish it too.”



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The big, mahogany, grandfather clock that stood proudly in Mauricio Darientora’s living room, struck five. Mauricio looked up anxiously as he paced, his black leather Italian shoes leaving impressions on the thick Persian rug that draped over the perfectly polished herringbone floor. Janice, his fair-skinned wealthy American wife, walked into the room.


“ Good-bye, sweetheart. I’m off to my parents’ house. I’ll be back tomorrow around eight,” she announced, as she fumbled through the 15th century French Louis XIV chest of drawers for the car keys to her silver Mercedes. Only then did she notice Mauricio’s odd expression. “Is something the matter, Dear?” she questioned in a worried voice.


“Oh, it’s nothing. Just some extra office work,” he said deceitfully.


“Oh, try not to fret too much while I’m gone.” Janice muttered, as she hastily kissed him on the cheek before hurrying out the door.


Mauricio peeked out from behind the floral curtains that adorned the window frame in the kitchen, waiting until he could no longer hear the wheels of Janice’s car skidding across the street. Only then did he run upstairs, grab his hat and coat, and dash out the door. 



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


It was almost five forty-five when he reached the McKinley’s abandoned shed that had been appointed as the designated meeting place. He quickly looked in all directions, making sure he wasn’t being followed, then surreptitiously slid through the door.


“Mauricio!” Rosetta exclaimed, her tangled hair falling over her face in a way that made her broad smile almost invisible. “I’m so glad you’re finally here!” She flung her beige coat on the ground as she ran into Mauricio’s arms. 


“I know you’re scared, Rosetta, but please, know that it is the only way,” Mauricio pleaded.


“Mauricio, I would do anything, anything, to be with you. I love you. You know that. You love me. What more is there to know?” Rosetta sighed softly.


“Rosetta, you know that the details of what we are about to do are very precarious, and even one mistake could ruin us both,” Mauricio stated stubbornly. 


“If we can make it look like a death, why would anyone suspect anything?” she questioned.


“I know it sounds simple, Darling, but you can’t just disappear. It would make news everywhere. You’d be hunted down in a matter of days,” Mauricio whispered. “What we must do to be together requires more courage than we needed when we escaped from Guatemala.”


As Rosetta listened, she sank onto the worn, wooden bench in the corner of the shed where they were standing. She pushed the hair from her face and looked up at Mauricio with a look that told him she did not know where to turn. She buried her face in his coat, as Mauricio put his arm around her. 


“I know it’s hard for you to process, Darling, but you must remember…” Mauricio began.


“Its not that. It’s John,” Rosetta interjected. “He’s always keeping tabs on me so I never have the opportunity to do anything without him knowing. This almost makes it impossible for my dreams of getting Mariela out of Guatemala, since John would never knowingly do anything to help anyone in my family, and it’s impossible to do so behind his back. Even if I was with you, you couldn’t help me, with Janice keeping tabs on you too. Maybe it’s best if Janice was…”


“If Janice was what?” Mauricio replied defensively.


“Oh, Mauricio, you know that Janice would just interfere with us and…” Rosetta whispered.


“Darling, you know I can’t just give up my life,” Mauricio interrupted. Clearing his throat, he continued uncomfortably. “Besides, Janice has been good to me…”


“Don’t talk like that to me, Mauricio!” Rosetta cried, tears welling up in her eyes. “I know you never loved her! You married her for the same reason I married John! Should both our lives be wasted trying to love people we know we can’t?” Her voice tapered off into silence. 


The long pause that followed only prolonged their discomfort. Rosetta buried her head in her coat, wishing she could take back what she’d said and have acted more rationally. Mauricio stood there, with his thoughts entangled, deciding whether he should approach her or leave, his conflicting thoughts shattering the glass wall that stood between them.


“Darling, I’m so sorry…” Rosetta wept. “It’s just that I love you, and I hate living with John, away from you… and…” Rosetta started to cry hysterically, her hair and face drenched with tears, like a cascading waterfall.


“Hush, Darling, it’s okay,” Mauricio reconsidered. “We will be together. Our plan will work,” Mauricio whispered tenderly, reconsidering, as he stroked Rosetta’s long, black hair.



“Promesa, Mauricio, I need to hear you say it,” Rosetta whispered, her voice shaking.


“I promise, Rosetta, mi niña bonita. All will be well,” Mauricio murmured as he bent down to kiss her forehead.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Mi Querida Mariela,


It has been a long time, I know. I have heard that your health is improving, and the doctors say you are going to be okay. I know you worry for me, but please, know that I am doing everything I can do to bring you out of the depths of your poverty. It is with this hope that I have formed a plan with Mauricio Darientora. Do you remember Mauricio? 

 
Oh, Mariela, I love him so much, and unlike my relationship with John he loves me back! This is why we have formed our plan to live together. But it won’t be easy. As you know, we both married Americans for the same reason, citizenship, but Mauricio, I think, also married for stature. 

To run away would be too sloppy, and they would find us easily. That is how we came to the conclusion that we must be together in discretion. We are to fake my death, so that they will not think to look for us.  I shall not give you the details; it is too risky and the thought is not exactly a pleasant one. Please, Sister, Usted es la única familia que me queda, you are all I have. So please, do not be angry. I know you will disapprove, but I have come to see that the love in our hearts is the only thing that can overpower greed.

After the first step of our plan, I will leave to Guatemala to bring you into the United States after ‘the heat’ dies down. Don’t worry, Mauricio has connections and will take care of all the paper work.

 
Of course, now comes the discretion part. Mauricio and I cannot live together as husband and wife because of Janice. She is Mauricio’s rich American wife, and I hate her. She does not realize how lucky she is, even if Mauricio will never love her back. It is only with this comfort that I agreed to the terms that she would have to live with us, but make it look like it was me who was living with them. 


Excuse me if I am confusing you, Mariela, for what I mean to say, in the simplest terms, is that I will live with them according to my new identity, Clara, their new housekeeper. I know that you will say I deserve better, but in this way Mauricio and I are together, and I am gaining pay. You will soon come to live with us, the final step of the plan. I will keep you informed.


To the success of our scheme, and the hope of our futures.









Con amour,









Rosetta



*
*
*
*
*
*
*


John drowsily rolled over and sat up when he was awakened by a couple of speeding patrol cars tearing down his quiet suburban street, the sirens shrieking as if to frighten any burglar who dared to rob. Only, there was no burglar. He glanced through the navy curtains that adorned his window, wishing he hadn’t, for what he saw was not pleasant. The police came to an abrupt halt in front of his patch of lawn just to the side of his brown front door. John glanced at the radio on his mahogany bedside table. It read 3:56 AM, but no, he must have read it wrong. Surely the police had no reason to disturb him at such an ungodly hour, right? He tried to brush off the thought of the police coming at a time when the horizon was still pitch black. But a deep, grim fear started to travel through his body, leaving him short of breath. John pulled a Ritz-Carlton bathrobe hastily around his silk pajamas as he flew down the stairs to hear a booming voice asking for entrance to his house.


“Mr. Ugetty? Hello? Open up, it’s the police.” Lowering his voice, the captain muttered to the sergeant something about “the good old days” and being “able to break down any old door” and “without permission.” As the captain’s foot lifted to take aim at the center of the wooden door, John flung it open; there was no need to lose his dignity and his door at the same time.


John and the two policemen simultaneously sized up one another. The captain was somewhere around 5’11” and from his half-combed hair looked as if he had just woken up himself. The sergeant was taller, somewhere around 6’2” and he looked as if he were a college student, too young to assume the responsibility of a night shift. 


The police let themselves in, flashing badges as they went.


 “Please, come in,” commented John, sarcastically.

 
The young sergeant followed the egotistical, slick captain who had just turned to lock his shiny new patrol car with a click of his remote. 


“Sir, we received an anonymous tip from a unidentified caller tracked to a pay phone not far from here. The caller reported two shots fired from this direction. We have just come from your neighbor’s house down the road, and now we’d like you to answer a few questions,” the captain stated bluntly. 


John shifted, uncomfortably, in his seat.


“Your name, please?” 


“John Nelson Ugetty.”


“Does anyone occupy this residence with you?”


“Yes, my wife.” 


“And her name?”


“Rosetta Flores Espantora.”


“That sounds like a Spanish name. Where is she from?”


“Guatemala.”


The captain jotted something down in his notepad. 


“If you don’t mind, Mr. Ugetty, I’d like to ask your wife some questions too.”


“What? It’s 4 o’clock in the morning! Surely I could answer them for her?”


“I’m sorry, Mr. Ugetty, but it’s protocol.”


“Fine,” John reluctantly agreed.


John mounted the stairs, glancing over his shoulder to see the officers staring back at him. John averted their steely glares and continued his ascent. When he reached the first floor, he gently opened the plain white door just to the right of his own room. He slowly tiptoed in, trying to silence the pitter-patter of his slippers so he wouldn’t startle Rosetta. The light from the hall shone through, casting a light on Rosetta’s pink and orange duvet cover, and her yellow pillows. But the bed was still made, with not a wrinkle on it, nor a person in it. John blinked, trying to clear his vision. He switched on the overhead light. Rosetta was gone. 


*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


“Have you and your wife always slept in different rooms?” the captain questioned sharply.


“Yes,” John stammered, nervously wringing his hands.


“That’s a bit unusual, what’s the reason for that?” the captain continued. 


“How is that relevant?” John flustered, color rising in his cheeks.


“Please, just answer the question, Mr. Ugetty. Why did you and your wife sleep in different rooms?”


“She always wanted her own room.”


The officers looked questionably at him.


“How long have you been married?” the captain continued questioning.


“About two years.”


“Have there been any problems lately? Any quarrels?”


“Look, Officer, you have no business coming into my house and questioning the conditions of my relationship with my wife.” John paused for a breath. “And if you don’t have any questions that would actually help in this matter, I would suggest you leave, immediately.”


“I understand this is a very emotional time for you, Mr. Ugetty,” the captain stated softly, “but, I can assure you that we are doing everything possible to find your wife.”


With that piercing remark the captain and sergeant left John to his thoughts. When the screech of their patrol car could no longer be heard, John could no longer contain his stalwart self. He buried his face in his trembling hands and wept.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Just a few miles down, sprawled across the deserted west side of Dark Pine Mountain, lay the Sunside Estate. 


Inside, Rosetta was glancing up at the high oak ceilings that seemed miles above her head, thinking about what she and Mauricio had managed to pull off, at least so far. Was it worth it? Would she be able to live this new life she and Mauricio had created? It had been almost two years now that Rosetta had attended to any menial chores and the toil of housework. Even if John had always neglected her, she had the chance to live the life of a Lady. Maybe she should go back…


Just then she heard the crunching sound of a car coming up the windy gravel road. Rosetta glanced nervously out the window. She did not recognize the silver car that was nearing the entrance of the house. Had she been discovered already? What part of the plan had gone wrong? Mauricio had promised her it was foolproof. Her mind was racing. What should she do? The doorbell rang. Rosetta stood frozen in place. The doorbell rang again. Should she answer it? There was a knock on the door. Rosetta didn’t move. 


“Clara? Are you there?” a voice called from outside.


Clara? Who were they looking for? Rosetta thought to herself. It took her a second or two to realize that this was the new name Mauricio had come up with to disguise her true identity. Rosetta slowly moved towards the door, hesitating a moment before she turned the knob and opened the door. 


Rosetta looked out and saw Mauricio’s twinkling eyes and winning smile staring back at her. Relief washed over Rosetta, knowing she was safe now that Mauricio was here.


Just then Rosetta heard the car door slam. Emerging from behind Mauricio’s broad shoulders came a stunningly beautiful, tall, platinum blonde women with striking green eyes, wearing a slinky pink and white patterned silk dress and spike heels unfit for a vacation in the country. 


Janice scrutinized the woman in the starched black maid’s uniform standing in the doorway.  She recognized an elegance in the pretty, dark-eyed woman in front of her that radiated through her plain appearance. A strange feeling of discomfort pierced through Janice. “C’mon Mauricio. Let’s unpack,” she said briskly.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


John, still shaken, slowly walked up the stairs to Rosetta’s room. His hands trembled as he reached to turn the doorknob. Once more, the light from the hallway illuminated the otherwise dark room. Walking in quickly, he sat down on the edge of the bed, still processing the news. In his stupor, he stared blankly at the walls. Slowly, different objects came into focus. He stood up, his eyes wandering around the silenced room and came to rest on Rosetta’s night table. His fingers aimlessly skimmed the surface of it, traveling down to the drawer below. He unconsciously pulled it open. In his present dazed state he fingered the contents inside. His hand fell upon a curved rim of metal. He inadvertently slid the object out of the drawer. It was a bracelet. A silver bracelet with a ruby heart inset.  John gently tugged the chain on the delicate nightstand lamp, illuminating the piece in his hand. He looked curiously at the bracelet, turning it over. There was an inscription inside. John brought it closer to the light:

To my darling Rosetta, I will love you forever. - Mauricio

The bracelet slipped from John’s hand and silently fell onto the salmon-pink carpet. He stumbled out of Rosetta’s room, down the stairs, and into the kitchen. He reached for the nearest object he could find and tore open all the cabinet drawers, flinging their contents to the floor. He walked towards the counter in a daze and picked up the butcher’s knife lying on it. He was taken aback by his frightening appearance as he glanced at his reflection in the polished blade. He quickly averted his eyes from the disturbing image as his eyes were drawn to the drawer directly below the sink. He unlocked the drawer and pulled out a 22-caliber revolver. It didn’t matter what happened now.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

 Inside Mauricio’s study, Rosetta stood at the doorway watching Mauricio at his desk. He glanced up quickly, recognized her presence and returned to his work. Rosetta timidly approached him. Finally acknowledging her presence, Mauricio looked up from the papers in front of him. 


“We only have half n’ hour before Janice arrives back from town, so I will be brief.”


Without saying another word, Mauricio turned the key in his rusty mahogany desk drawer lock, and pulled out an overstuffed folder labeled “Guatemala.” Reaching in, he pulled out a manila envelope.


“This is your passport and transportation money,” Mauricio said flatly, handing the envelope to Rosetta. “I have had all the paper work in place so no one should sense any irregularities. You will arrive at the airport at 7:15 tomorrow morning for your flight to San Pedro Sacatepéquez, Guatemala that departs at 8:40. You should arrive in San Pedro Sacatepéquez in the evening, and I have arranged a car for transportation to Sacpic. The car service has been paid for in advance. You will depart from San Pedro Sacatepéquez, five days later on a 9:42 flight and will arrive back here later that evening. Janice and I will be out that night, so you and Mariela can get settled and make yourselves at home.”


“And you are sure that Janice has no problem with my ‘vacation’ times?” Rosetta whispered, hissing out the word “Janice.”


“I’m positive, Darling. You have been here long enough for her to suspect nothing. It is now the ideal time to leave. She will suspect nothing.”


“Okay,” Rosetta murmured doubtfully.


Mauricio looked up oddly at Rosetta. 


“Darling, is everything all right?” he questioned.


Rosetta’s dim eyes met his. 


“Of course,” she hushed softly, the edges of her lips curling up into a forced smile, but her lips quickly stiffened. Swiftly taking the package from Mauricio, she left the room. The door clicked softly as it swung to a close. 

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

John walked swiftly down the gravel road. The revolver felt heavy in his pocket.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


“Clara Espanorra,” a short, tan, gentleman in a navy blue suit and patent leather shoes called out. Surrounded by men and women holding up signs, and calling out their respective clients, he held his own white sign that read:

The Guatemala Transportation Service
Clara Espanorra

Rosetta approached the small man. She was tempted to check her papers before responding to make sure she had not forgotten anything, but didn’t have enough time. The man held up his sign to her nose and asked her if she was Clara Espanorra.


“I am Clara Espanorra,” she purred delicately.


The man told her to wait while he brought around the car. She took this opportunity to quickly open her purse and check her identity papers. Anyone who saw her now would suspect nothing. They had to suspect nothing.


The black FANASA Borgward pulled up to the broken curb. The driver got out and loaded Rosetta’s one, tattered, black leather suitcase into the trunk. It was a short drive to Sacpic, only about an hour. Rosetta looked at her reflection in the car window. Would Mariela even recognize her? 



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Rosetta looked up as the car bumped along the road pitted with holes. She surveyed the land around her. Dust swirled around the car, coating her hair and making her eyes water. She gently picked specks of dust from her long, tangled hair, and wiped them from her cheeks with her cotton handkerchief. She unconsciously glanced at her reflection again as her mind drifted. I can’t believe I left her here. No, I can’t believe it took so long to finally get her out. Soon we will go back to Mauricio and live together, if our plan works. But there is still Janice to contend with… I wonder if it will work….


Rosetta’s thoughts were cut off as the car suddenly jerked to a stop on the bumpy dirt road alongside a narrow stream and a dusty old hut with a broken window and what looked like a caved in roof.


Rosetta stepped out of the car, her wooden cork sandals immediately attracting the attention of the dust. Her white sleeveless dress hung motionless in the dry air, and her throat felt as parched as the land around her. She stumbled forward, carefully avoiding the familiar holes. The car door slammed behind her. She approached the crumbling hut; her sandals sank into the muddy bank that surrounded the little trickle called a stream. She hesitated as she reached the door. She stood there, transfixed, as memories flooded through her: 


“Papa, can I throw rocks with Mauricio? Can I, Papa, can I?” she pleaded. 
“Rosetta, mi nina bonita, anything you want I will give you.” Mariela sleeping in the sun, as Rosetta looked for giant anteaters and scorpions. 


Climbing over rocks, and swimming in the streams. Combing each other’s hair, and braiding it with ribbons. 


Sharing a dish of rice and beans, trying not to think of Mama who was gone. Rosetta feeling had to take Mama’s place when she died. 


Rosetta knocked gently on the door, afraid she would startle Mariela. Rosetta heard a faint shuffling sound from within. Slowly, the door opened to reveal a small, dark, woman peeking her head out timidly. She had long black hair that was streaked with dust, and dark eyes that were sad and worn. She had tight lips and a hard, haggard face. She wore a plain, shabby, dark dress, the original color of it in question.


Mariela looked at Rosetta, the tall, dark, beautiful woman in front of her wearing a stunning, perfectly white, summer dress. The woman stared back at her.  What was it in her eyes that was so familiar?


Mariela smiled. Her thin lips stretched across her face, the corners of her eyes smiled with them. 


“Mi hermana! It is me,” Mariela squealed emotionally. She reached forward and embraced her sister for the first time in eight years.


“Te extrañé tanto! I missed you so much!” Rosetta gulped. 


The two sisters hugged each other, as they soaked each others dresses with their tears.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Two dark-haired women walked through the airport in San Pedro Sacatepéquez, Guatemala. It was 8: 53 in the morning, and the temperature was already 82 degrees. The sun beat down, shining through the windows of the terminal. The two women approached security. They deposited their sandals into a gray, plastic container, and the taller woman set down her brown leather purse. After walking through the scanner, they collected their belongings. The time was now 9:06. They approached the customs desk. The line was long, about a ten-minute wait. Finally arriving in front of the customs agent, a sturdy young man of about 28 years, Rosetta opened her purse, while beckoning Mariela to stand closer to her. 


“Mariela,” she whispered in an urgent manner, as the agent exchanged a few words with the attractive young girl at the next desk. “Mauricio has worked everything out to the last detail,” Rosetta reassured her sister. “Please, keep quiet and let me do the talking.” Rosetta stopped abruptly. She smiled kindly at the customs agent, as he turned back to them. Chattering about the weather and the dust, Rosetta handed over the paperwork and the passports that Mauricio had prepared for her, only a week ago, to the bronzed man behind the desk. 


The man glanced at the papers. He swiped the passports through the machine, and scanned the paperwork with a hand-held device that shot out a line of flickering red light. He read the screen and then looked up queerly at Rosetta and Mariela. He scanned the passports and papers again, and again. Finally he lifted his head from the screen and said in an odd voice, “Excuse me, señora, there is an irregularity here. It seems that these passports are invalid. I’m sorry but we will have to detain you. You can not board the plane.”


“That’s impossible!” Rosetta shrieked, her face deathly pale.  Trying to calm herself, she breathed deeply before continuing. “But I arrived here just five days ago with no trouble at all!”


“I am sorry, señora, but the computer does not lie. The passports are invalid. They’ve expired.”


Rosetta looked helplessly around her. She smiled meekly at Mariela, trying to seem in control of the situation.


“If you will just follow me to the back offices, I am sure we can sort this out,” the customs agent was saying as two guards approached them. The stern, military guards escorted Rosetta and Mariela to the far side of the terminal. Banging open the steel door that led to the concrete stairs of the fire escape, the guards pushed the two sisters down the corridor that led to the windowless offices where detainees were held. They unlocked one of the steel doors, and led the two women in. Rosetta and Mariela hesitated in the doorway, but the prodding of the guards pushed them through. They sat the sisters down in two steel chairs as the customs agent walked in. He immediately dismissed the guards to the corner of the small room. The door swung shut, and automatically locked. They were trapped. Rosetta sat shaking on the cold metal chair. It’s hard back pressed into her spine, making every breath a challenge. 

“Señoras,” the customs agent began in an authoritative voice, as he starred at Rosetta’s impassive face. “Your passport expired three days ago.”


“But I don’t understand.”


“See for yourself,” the customs agent said, as he shoved the passport under her nose.

Rosetta looked at where the agent pointed and saw that her passport had, in fact, expired three days ago as the man had said. She couldn’t believe her eyes. How could I have missed this? I thought Mauricio said he took care of everything.  Rosetta breathed heavily, trying to determine what to do next.


“You will have to renew your passport at the U.S Embassy. One of our people will escort you there. You will need additional ID to confirm your American citizenship.”

Rosetta panicked; she knew she could not go to the Embassy, as her papers were forged. She was traveling under the alias of Clara Espannora. Such a person did not exist, but nor did Rosetta Flores Espantora; she was dead. 


“But I don’t have anything but my passport!” Rosetta stammered. 

 
The agent’s face remained expressionless.


“Can I contact my employer to send the necessary papers?” she asked.

 
“We will have to make the call for you. Give me the name.” 


“Mauricio Darientora. His number is (487) 921-4672.”


Rosetta’s head was spinning: This wasn’t supposed to happen…
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


The phone rang on Mauricio Darientora’s desk. He glanced down at the caller ID: Guatemala CUSTOMS. He jumped up, looked down the hall to make sure no one was around, and latched the door shut. He breathed in deeply before picking up the phone. 


“Hello? This is Mauricio Darientora speaking.”


“Hello, Mr. Darientora. This is Agent Pedro Melirro at Guatemala Customs at the San Pedro Sacatepéquez Airport.”


Maurico steadied himself against the desk. He quickly checked the door to make sure that no one was listening, and then sat down. 


“Do you know a Clara Espannora?”


“No, it doesn’t ring a bell.”


“Are you sure? She claims that you’re her employer.”


“I’m sorry, Sir, but I don’t know her.”
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


Rosetta walked the mile and a half to the Western Union office in town. It had been a week since she and Mariela were told that they would have to remain in Guatemala, as Mauricio Darientora claimed he had never heard of her. She could not come to terms with what was happening, as it is impossible to have clarity in distortions of reality.


Finally reaching the point where she no longer paid attention to the barren dust collecting around her ankles, she began to concentrate on the rusted street signs and dirty storefront windows. She turned the corner and entered a shack with a rusty sign out front, which, with so many of the letters missing, she could barely make out the words “Western Union.”  She walked up to the counter, approaching the sleepy desk clerk. Rosetta didn’t bother waiting for the clerk to acknowledge her. “I would like to send a telegram.” She immediately started giving him the information he would need. “The address is Dark Pine Mountain, Sunside Estate…”



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Two days later at the Sunside Estate, early morning…


Janice lay in bed thinking. She remembered the first time she had laid eyes on the housekeeper, Clara, and eventually everything that happened after that. She slowly rose from the starched white covers and realized that the covers on Mauricio’s side of the bed were untouched. Janice reached for the pistol buried in a handkerchief in the drawer of her night table, adjusting her plan. Mauricio had said that he had a lot of work last night, Janice thought questioningly. 


Barefoot, and still in her blue nightgown, Janice clutched her gun as she tiptoed down the hall to Mauricio’s office. Janice approached the closed oak door. That’s odd. Mauricio always works with the door open to let in fresh air, Janice observed. With her empty hand Janice turned the knob slowly, taking into account the squeak of the hinge as she let herself in. 


The desk drawers were wide open, and the desk was strewn with papers. How unlike Mauricio; he’s always so fastidious. But there, slumped over his desk, still wearing his clothes from the night before, was Mauricio. He must have been up all night, Janice concluded. She inched slowly towards him, but he didn’t stir. She walked closer as she flipped the catch of her gun. About to pull the trigger, the sight of blood trickling from Mauricio’s left ear, spilling onto his shirt collar, stunned her, stopping her dead in her tracks. She stepped closer; there was no sign of life.  Who could have done this? Why? Why would anyone else want Mauricio dead?  


At that moment, Janice became aware of a soft rustling sound coming from the downstairs hallway. She heard it again. And again. Janice hesitated. It’s only the wind, Janice convinced herself. But the noise persisted. She crept down the hall, stopping at the stairwell landing. She peeked over the banister, but saw nothing unusual. Grabbing a sweater draped over the railing, Janice advanced a couple of steps. The entryway became visible to Janice, as did the broad back of a male figure. She paused, her foot suspended in mid-air above the next step down. Trying to regain her balance, Janice continued to step down. She was unable to silence the familiar creak of the stair as her foot made contact with it. The well-dressed man jerked around, his eyes widened as he caught sight of her. Janice recognized the weak jaw and the thin mousy brown hair. It was John Ugetty. She wondered how long he had been there. Janice pulled her sweater tightly around her. 


“What are you doing here?” Janice demanded in a shaky voice.


“What are you doing with a gun?” John shot back, noticing the gun peeking out through the railing in Janice’s right hand. 


Janice was taken aback, oblivious to the fact that she was still holding her gun. Trying to regain her composure, she looked at him suspiciously and said accusingly, “You still haven’t answered my question.”


Thinking quickly, John replied instantly, “I did knock, but no one answered. I noticed the door was open, so I let myself in.”


“Why did you come here in the first place?” Janice questioned accusingly.


“I had a meeting with Mauricio.”


“I’m sorry but Mauricio is unavailable right now,” Janice responded coldly.


“That’s okay. I’ll come back later,” John replied. As he turned to leave he added, “Better put that gun away; you could hurt someone.”



*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*


From the living room, Janice could see the body being carried out in the black body bag; the body that was her husband.


“Mrs. Darientora, I know this is a difficult time for you, but we do need to take that note down to the station as evidence,” the police officer stated.


Janice, who had already answered the many questions fired at her, unfolded the yellow piece of paper she had found just under Mauricio’s bloodstained hand. She 

reread the words she couldn’t yet fathom as the officer looked on:

Dear Janice,


 By now you may have come to realize that I have been keeping something from you. Forgive me. I want you to know that I have loved you, but I was not able to forget my past. I was torn between two cultures and two lives. Living in a state of uncertainty, being pulled in two directions, was torturing me, and I could not get out of it. The torture consumed me; there was no way out but to take my own life. I am sorry to do this to you, and to tell you in this way, but I could not face you. I could not even face myself anymore.


It is my hope that you will move on and find somebody better than me, someone who can be more honest with his love than I was able to be. 


Goodbye, my darling,


Mauricio

Janice refolded the note, but this time she noticed the familiar logo of Western Union on the back of it.


“What’s that?” the officer asked, also recognizing the logo. “That looks like a telegram.”


Before Janice could reply, the officer gently slipped the telegram from her hand:

WESTERN UNION

SAN PEDRO SACATEPEQUEZ, GUATEMALA

HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME STOP YOU PROMISED ME EVERYTHING AND GAVE ME NOTHING STOP I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN THAT YOU WOULDN’T GO THROUGH WITH OUR PLAN STOP NOW I EVEN QUESTION WHETHER IN THE END YOU EVEN LOVED ME STOP YOU WERE ONLY THINKING OF YOURSELF STOP WAS ABANDONING ME THE ONLY WAY FOR YOU TO DEAL WITH YOUR WEAKNESS STOP YOU LED ME ON STOP I WOULD HAVE BEEN BETTER OFF WITH THAT SUPERFICIAL AMERICAN STOP I AM BACK TO WHERE I BEGAN STOP CAN YOU EVER JUSTIFY WHAT YOU HAVE DONE STOP


ROSETTA
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