

















this in my book because this is how people call him; he’s the head of a turtle sanctuary here that’s
guarded by these dogs, and on one of our beach walks, I watch the pit bull dig a four-foot hole in
forty seconds, flip a crab out on its back and snuffle over it until it dies from a puncture wound, or
fright. The crabs don’t just eat the eyeballs, they also eat turtle eggs. The dogs run after the vultures,
they run after the black ducks that nip in beach eddies and the tejéns that are larger and lon-
ger-clawed than them, they dig for eels and bite at snakes, but they don’t run after us. I would feel
guilty for our walks along Teopa except for the fact that we never see anyone except for the turtle
dogs and whatever it is they've killed. Except for one day. One day, we do see someone. An older

lady in a black string bikini bottom, holding a bichon frisé like a bikini top to cover her bare breasts.

THE INSECT SITUATION WORSENS: IF THE trivet maker wanted them, we could add mos-

quitos and sand mites and red house spiders and black widows and spinyback orbweavers to his treasure

chest. The road to our house is dotted with the velvet fuzzles of run-over tarantulas; every morning, the

cushions of Delphine’s outdoor furniture are covered in bat excrement, there is bee urine on the walls,

and the tej6ns have left so much of their berry poop on the garden pavers that it feels like a personal
offense, like the animals are seeing just how much shit they can produce before we give up and leave.

During our nighttime bedroom check-ins, I ask my husband how much he thinks the world is

going to change, and he says to me that people are so stupid the world probably isn’t going to change

at all. Whenever this is over, or if not over, whenever this all morphs into a period where we are

antibodies instead of victims, I will not say

that we were “stuck” in Mexico, because

that isn’t the truth. We received the notifi-

cations and the messages from friends

saying that all American citizens were

required home immediately, that if we

elected not to return, there was no guaran-

tee we could. But to get home, we have four

airports to pass through. Each in major

cities. Our home is one of those destination

places for long weekends out of New York

City, an idyllic place that’s now engulfed in

small acts of class warfare; the locals van-

dalizing cars with New York plates because

the out-of-towners are arriving with restau-

rant kitchen freezers to buy up all the meat

there is for purchase, the rosé jugs, the soap.

My inbox swells with messages from

Manhattanites who want to rent our house,



saying they’ll pay anything, then there are the messages from friends saying, please don’t. This is
what the notifications beg us to rush home to, a pandemic and an endemic and a value system where
a stockpile of three-ply toilet paper is deemed more important than your neighbor’s life. We were
not stuck in Mexico; we stayed. We're stuck zow—the commercial flights are stalled—but the
trivet man sends me an email saying not to worry, if it comes to this, he knows of a luxury bus that
will take us to Tijuana, and then it’s just a quick walk across the border. I don’t respond to this.
What could I respond? Nos guedamos. We aren’t budging until we can move again, by which I guess

we mean, the way we moved before.

A PHARMACIST FRIEND SENDS ME A WhatsApp about our shared state of Connecticut:
the peak will be mid-April, she writes. A week later she redacts this: the peak will be mid-May.
She tells me she doesn’t have enough drugs to mix up for the patients—the lack of beds and venti-
lators is a foregone conclusion, but she doesn’t have what she needs to keep the pain away for people,
to keep blood pressures up.
On the same platform, a friend sends us T

a photo of our orange cat: he is happy, her
children love him, we don’t have to worry,
Chester can stay with them as long as nec-
essary. This friend is a postal worker and
she sorts through everyone’s have-to-have-it
purchases behind a wall of Plexiglas with
eye protection and a mask. We try using the

same mail system to send her more cat food,

but this is something else that people have
stockpiled: years worth of salmon Friskies.
What a time to be an American, I keep thinking, an American out of America. The birth control
situation was resolved by the way: I saw a doctor without an appointment in the village over, had a
prescription in five minutes. The visit cost me $1.30, the medicine, $1.10, in a country where I am
on a tourist Visa, uninsured. If you want to come back to America, it’s now or never, the notifications

say. Danger, it is danger when your temporary shelter holds you like a home.

THIS SOJOURN STARTS IN MARCH OF 2020 when I am forty-one, I don’t know when it will
end. Lara’s opens in this same place in Mexico when she is fifteen and she is fifteen when it ends,
facing down two options: one leading to a decision she ended up taking in real life, the other, away
trom that. She has a complicated man-friend in the story, a mentor, love, it isn’t clear, and that man
is based on a painter slash ranch-owner who is sheltering here now, a dyed-in-the-wool type who
finally gave in to the hysteria and outfitted his home with squeeze bottles of homemade hand

sanitizer that you can buy in town. In my life pre-COVID, this man was going to help me set up



meetings here with potential investors because there was a producer who wanted to turn my book
into a film. In my life during COVID, these bright opportunities move through me like sex dreams
I've slept through in my past. Opportunities are the true fiction: they could exist. They don’t.

WEEK THREE. WEEK FOUR. THE ALCOHOL jar is tippling: sixteen small scorpions and
four large ones, plus the mutant millipede that terrorized our feet. The massacred baby scorpions
are days behind in wastebaskets, their orange forms too mangled for the trivet man. The tejéns have
tully moved in with us: in the morning, my daughter is too scared to leave her room because they
don’t move off of the papayas, even when you yell and clap.

We still go to Teopa and pet the crabbing dogs, even though my husband says not to pet them,
not to get attached. The cute one licks my daughter’s face and I wonder whether I am doing enough
to protect her, us. Back at home, our friends are upset about strangers who are losing people, and
then the circle tightens: the lost ones aren’t just numbers any more. I imagine text messages and
voicemails in an off-site server. We disconnected our American cell phone numbers when we left
for Mexico.

I track time by animals. Easter comes; the weather cools. It cools so much I steal my husband’s
t-shirts to curl inside at night. We come home from a walk one day and there is a tarantula on the door.
My daughter names it Fluffy. We get up close and tell it it is welcome here. It gives off good vibes.

One day at Teopa, the dogs aren’t quick to come. I decide it’s finally happened: the Turtle man
has wisened up and left here with his dogs. Although I'm sad, I can’t be sad in front of my daughter
on the beach that makes us happy. I will find the right story later, the story that will soothe.

We are getting ready to leave the beach when the dogs come out of the hut at the sanctuary’s
far end: not in a rush like usual. We gave up the no-petting thing a week ago, so the cute dog gives
us his belly. For the sick dog, it’s usually just a head pat—I don’t know much about tumors; I don’t
know where it hurts. But that day, I pet his belly, and my hand comes away green. At first I think
he’s had a run-in with some creature of the sea, something small-eyed and phosphorescent, and
then I think that he got into somebody’s land, that it’s a mark of trespassing. Then I see the stitches.

The green is from a surgery, some kind of neon dye. The tumor is removed.



