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The Rotting Car
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Sierra got up early for her special day. This was the day her father was finally allowing her to drive the family SUV on a long trip. Of course, her father let her drive the family SUV all across Mexico City, but being able to drive it across the Mexican superhighway is another thing.

She would be able to drive the family SUV much faster than she usually do. She can even feel the rush in her veins at the thought of racing the family SUV past 100 miles per hour!

Her parents greeted her as she walked to the kitchen. Her parents were having a breakfast of coffee, rice and menudo. She took her place in the table, but ate menudo with toast.

After breakfast, she and her mother showered while her father did last minute checks to the family SUV. She and her mother then took their luggages and proceeded to the garage where her father and the family SUV were.

They found him sweating profusely while checking why the SUV wasn’t starting. 

“What’s wrong papa?”

“The car won’t start again. I don’t understand. The mechanic said everything was fixed already. Now, it won’t start again.”

“Maybe it’s the electronics again. It always keeps stuffing up.”

“Better call the mechanic dear,” said Sierra’s mom to her husband.

“I’ve already called the mechanic. They said they’ll be here shortly.”

They all waited patiently for the mechanic who came riding a tow truck. After a few minutes of tinkering with their SUV, the mechanic broke down the bad news:

“The electronics in your SUV is malfunctioning again, sir. I’m afraid I would have to tow it back to the shop.”

“Again?”, exclaimed Sierra’s father in frustration, “Do you know how many times our SUV’s electronics have malfunctioned and how many times you’ve supposedly fixed it?”

“Sir, it’s not our fault that your SUV is defective. Perhaps, you might like to try other mechanics?”

“Ok, I get it. Our SUV is really crap ‘cuz it’s old and we bought it secondhand. Alright, tow it back to your shop and fix it again. But find a good buyer for it if you can. I want to replace our darn SUV as soon as possible.” 

“I’ll do my best, sir. I know where we can offload your SUV for a good price.”

The mechanic then towed their SUV and left.

“Well, I guess it’s back to our old Beetle again,” said Sierra’s father.

“Not the Beetle,” said Sierra, “it has no air con. I don’t like to drive for hours without an air con.”

“But we’ve got no choice honey,” said Sierra’s mom, “at least our Beetle doesn’t break down unlike our SUV.”

“I know how much you hate driving our Beetle, so I’ll be the one driving it,” said Sierra’s father.

“Wait up. I’ll get my stuff out of there first,” said Sierra.

“Honey, you should be treating the car we gave you well, it might be old, but it has sentimental value to us,” said Sierra’s mother.

After packing their luggages and bags in their old Beetle. They drove towards Puebla which is a two hours drive from Mexico City.

Their Beetle was not equipped with an air con but her father was smart enough to install small electric fans in the front and back seats of the Beetle. But they started their journey when the sun had fully risen. Sierra and her parents sweated heavily and were uncomfortable because of the heat.

“Open the windows,” said her father, “this was how we traveled before, with the windows open.”

They opened all the windows of their Beetle and refreshing wind entered their Beetle. Everyone never felt so good when the strong wind around them entered the Beetle.

“We have been so used to using air con that we forgot how enjoyable driving is with our windows open,” said her father, “don’t you like the freshness of the air, Sierra?”

“It’s wonderful father, but I’d choose the air con any day of the week.”

“You’ll choose our clunky SUV for this Beetle?”

“Yes, the SUV has air con, plus the driving wheel and the clutch are not stiff unlike this Beetle.”

“But has the Beetle caused us any problems at all? It just has minor problems that can be fixed easily because it has a simple engine, unlike our SUV which is full of electronics which can’t be fixed.”

“I know how dependable our Beetle is, but I still don’t like it. It’s old, it’s hard to drive, it has no air con and it’s ugly. I don’t like our SUV either. It’s a clunker because it’s second hand and old.”

“But it’s all we can afford honey,” said her mother, “you know how expensive cars are in Mexico.”

“Don’t worry mother, once I get promoted, I’m buying a new car so we can all smell the scent of a brand new car.”

“I think you should rather save your money for a downpayment on a house. A car depreciates in value the moment you buy it, but real estate increases in value always.” 

“But mama, I’ve always wanted a new car. I’ll just marry a man who owns his own home.”

“Is it what you liked about Antonio? Because he’s already paying for his own apartment?”

Sierra turned red when her mother mentioned the name of her boyfriend.

“I like Antonio, but he’s so thrifty. He’s never taken me out to any fancy restaurants and places. All our dates involve hanging in the park and eating fast foods. I want someone more fancy than him.”

“Then what you need is a sugar daddy and not a boyfriend, hija,” laughed her mother and father. Sierra can’t help but laugh as well.

They drove non stop, only stopping to top up on petrol, have snacks and relieve themselves in a petrol station.

At long last, they reached Puebla and their grandparents town. Their grandparents town were full of old but well kept houses. It’s like being in a town scene in an old Mexican movie. Not all the roads in the town were paved. Dust swirled as they passed the dusty roads, causing them to cough a little and cover their nose and mouth.

Their Beetle traversed the roads which were being used by both cars and farmers who were carrying their produce or guiding their stock.

Sierra smiled as she once again saw real life cows being herded by shepherds along the road. She even saw calfs following their mother cows who were in turn following the shepherds.

All across the horizon, all that she can see where old scenic houses and green fields full of corn, coffee and avocados. The scenes were right out of a picture book. Something about the scenery made her smile. It was as if she was in a special place. A very special place.

Her daydreaming was cut short when their Beetle entered a huge hacienda. As they entered, they can see farmers going about their business tending to their flock or mending their fields.

“It must be a good yield this year,” said her father, “I’ve never seen the hacienda this busy, the flocks so many and the fields so green.”

“Grandpa and Grandma must be doing very well,” said Sierra, “how come you left for the city, mama?” 

“Your grandpa and grandma wanted me to become a doctor, however, I fell in love with your father while studying in Mexico City, and the rest is history.”

Finally, their Beetle stopped at a regular sized old brick house which was painted white. The white color further adds to the scenic look of the old house.

The front porch of the house was littered with beautiful plants and flowers. It was clear that they were painstakingly looked after.

But the beautiful plants and flowers were no match to the slim old woman who was waving at them. Her long well groomed gray hair highlighted her wrinkled but beautiful face. 

Sierra can’t help herself, “Nana! Nana!”

“Oh my beautiful granddaughter, you’ve come. You’ve gotten more beautiful than ever.”

Her grandmother was so happy seeing her that she didn’t wait for Sierra to get out of the car completely. She kissed her immediately. Once Sierra was out of the car, she embraced her grandmother and kissed her as well.

“You must be tired from your journey,” said her grandmother, “I’ll get you some refreshments.”

She waved to a young girl nearby who came near her grandmother to ask for instructions. Her grandmother talked to the young girl and faced Sierra and her parents again.

Meanwhile, two men unloaded the family’s luggage from the Beetle and brought it inside the house.

Sierra and her family know the drill already. Her grandparents owned the hacienda and most of the people living in the hacienda are either workers of their grandparents or relatives. 

It always embarrasses Sierra whenever their grandparents and their relatives give them the special treatment. By her assessment, her grandparents, relatives and the other workers in the hacienda are almost in equal footing to them financially. 

They are treated special because her family lives in Mexico City, the capital of Mexico, and because her father is a manager in a big company in Mexico City.

All of them sat in the porch together with their grandmother. After a short while, the young girl whom her grandmother instructed to go inside the house appeared carrying a tray of food and sodas. 

She smiled at Sierra before quickly leaving. 

“Who is she?”, asked Sierra, “She looks so young to be a farmhand.”

“Don’t you remember her?”, said her grandmother, “She’s Anita, your cousin.”

Sierra turned red, “Anita? Oh my, I didn’t recognize her. She’s grown already.”

“That’s because you only come back rarely to the hacienda.”

“I’m sorry mother,” said Sierra’s mother, “but you know how life is in Mexico City, it’s hectic unlike living here.”

“I understand, daughter. You don’t need to explain.”

Suddenly, Sierra’s mother changed the topic, “Where’s father. Why hasn’t he greeted us?”

“He’s busy doing something. He’ll
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