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Chapter 1
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The riverbanks outside Buenos Aires unfold like a quiet borderland, a place where nature and city life meet in fragile balance. Here, at the edge of the urban sprawl, the weary come to breathe—to escape the noise, the pressure, the endless pulse of the streets. The river murmurs steadily, leaves whisper in the breeze, and the world feels, for a moment, merciful.

In summer, the banks glow with life, warmth drawing people toward the water. In winter, the landscape turns inward. Fewer footsteps, fewer voices. Those who come are not seeking leisure, but refuge.

From a distance, the sound of splashing cuts through the stillness. The rhythm grows sharper, closer. Hope tightens in the chests of those waiting, a quiet, desperate tension. Young eyes scan the river’s surface, searching for any sign of survival—a body clinging to a crude raft, gripping a worn tire, or swimming with nothing but determination. They wait for the miracle. Someone who made it.

Then it happens.

A figure breaks the surface, thrashing toward shore. The watchers move without hesitation. Hands reach out, gripping arms and shoulders, pulling him free from the river’s hold. He collapses face-first into the mud, shaking, his strength gone. His body—nothing but bone, sinew, and will—rises and falls as he drags air into his lungs.

At last, through cracked lips, a hoarse whisper escapes.

“Argentina? Did I make it? Who are you?”

“Don’t worry,” someone says softly, firmly. “We’re always here. Someone always arrives.”

His eyes open slowly. A small group forms a circle around him, their faces marked by compassion and cautious curiosity. Eduardo wraps a thick blanket around his shoulders, helping him sit. From a rough, steady hand, the stranger accepts a piece of fresh bread, its warmth and scent grounding him in something real.

“What’s your name?” someone asks.

He swallows. “Walter,” he says. “I came alone. They were looking for me. I had no choice—the river. A few friends helped. I found a raft and took the risk.”

His voice trembles, worn thin by fear and exhaustion. His blue eyes, dulled by fatigue yet fiercely alert, study their faces. He is young, though hunger and strain have carved sharp lines into his features, aging him beyond his years. His hair clings damply to his forehead. Beneath the blanket, the shape of strength remains—a body honed by desperation rather than choice.

The Radical Civic Union Committee is ready. Women move 

quietly, gathering food and supplies, their gestures practiced and efficient. Together, they help Walter to his feet. His first steps on Argentine soil are uncertain but real.

Behind them, Eduardo lifts his voice into the wind—not a shout, but a signal. A message to those still lost on the river, and a reaffirmation of the unspoken pact that holds them together.

Inside the Committee house, silence settles like a heavy coat. No 

explanations are needed. The urgency of Walter’s arrival speaks for itself. He doesn’t need freedom yet—only safety. A pause. A breath between storms.

Upstairs, a narrow beam of golden light cuts through the gloom, slipping past a half-drawn curtain. The room is modest—wood-paneled, low-ceilinged. Black-and-white portraits line the walls, forgotten faces watching from another time. At the center stands a scarred oak table, bearing the quiet memory of whispered plans and dangerous meetings.

A cot waits in the corner, folded blankets inviting rest. On a stool nearby lie spare clothes: trousers, a shirt, a sweater—offerings from unknown lives. Through the veil of sheer curtains, the distant click of cameras drifts in from the street below. Activists move through the house like shadows—alert, disciplined, unafraid.

Walter lies still, eyes closed. Whether he sleeps or only longs to is unclear. Javier slips in without sound, leaving food and water beside him. A pitcher. Bread. Cheese. Oranges catch the light like small suns.

Then panic surges through him, sharp and sudden. His muscles tighten. The river may be behind him, but fear remains. Did he truly escape? Had anyone seen him? Would they assume he was dead—claimed by the Paraná’s mud and currents?

His parents’ faces rise in his mind. Tired. Remote. Now far away in Switzerland. They left when the knocking at the door became too frequent. They fled with his sisters. He stayed,  no goodbyes. Only silence and terror. He wonders whether they have mourned him, or whether hope has kept them from it.

A shiver runs through him, not from cold, but from grief too deep to name. Then warmth returns—not only from the blankets, but from something steadier. Human.

“Walter? Are you awake?”

The voice is gentle. Raquel steps into the room, her gaze falling briefly on the espadrilles Javier left beneath the cot.

“We brought some food,” she says quietly. “It’s not much, but it’ll help. The bathroom is down the hall. There’s hot water, towels. Aspirin, if you need it.”

Walter looks up at her, her silhouette framed by the hallway light. She reminds him of his sister. Of someone else, long lost. Her eyes are kind, unguarded.

“What’s your name?” he whispers.

“Raquel.”

She rests a hand on his shoulder. “You’ll be safe here. Just don’t open the window. Get some rest. We can talk tomorrow.”

Something inside him loosens.

“Thank you,” he murmurs.

Raquel lingers for only a moment, sensing the weight he carries—too much for words tonight.

“Sleep well, Walter,” she says.

Her footsteps fade down the hall. He stares at the ceiling, his breathing slowing, his eyes damp with something he cannot name.

But in the quiet of the room, hope stays close, breathing beside him.
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Nineteen seventy-three burns with the promise of change, a year forged in tension and expectation. Argentina, scarred by decades of dictatorship and fragile democracies, watches as revolutionary movements step boldly into the open, challenging the waning authority of military rule. General Lanusse’s grip loosens, yet the threat of his return lingers like smoke that refuses to clear.

For many, the longing for peace simmers quietly beneath the surface. In the streets, however—crowded with restless students and young militants—calls for confrontation rise with ferocity, echoing through Buenos Aires and provincial cities alike. A suffocating sense of helplessness spreads, heavy and inescapable.

Héctor Cámpora’s victory in March signals what seems like an irreversible turn: the long-awaited return of Juan Domingo Perón. By September, Perón sweeps the elections with an overwhelming sixty-two percent of the vote, reclaiming power after years of exile in Madrid. His wife, Isabel, ascends as vice president, though her presence cannot fill the void left by Eva Perón in the hearts of the faithful.

Violence escalates almost immediately. Radical organizations—the FAR and ERP—collide with right-wing factions and militant Peronist unions in a relentless cycle of kidnappings, street clashes, and assassinations. Just two days after Perón’s triumph, the Montoneros abandon their Peronist identity and assassinate union leader José Ignacio Rucci, reigniting a conflict that no longer pretends to restraint.

Nights tremble with an eerie soundtrack: sirens cutting through darkness, distant gunfire, chants shouted by fervent militants. From the shelter arranged by sympathizers of the Radical Party, Walter senses the careful distance his rescuers maintain from the front lines. Moderate in ideology yet pressed by younger generations demanding radical action, Raúl Alfonsín navigates a narrow path above a nation split down its center.

For those who shelter him, aiding Uruguayan escapees is a humanitarian act—nothing more. They are middle-class students, uneasy with escalating radicalization but unwilling to sacrifice their futures. They help where conscience demands and withdraw where fear intervenes.

Within this fragile refuge, Walter feels momentarily safe. Outside, chaos reigns; inside, uncertainty remains—but here, at least, he can breathe.

Exhaustion drags him under. He squeezes his eyes shut, willing his body to rest. In search of relief, Raquel’s face rises unbidden in his mind with startling clarity. He imagines her lips brushing his, light as butterfly wings. Fingers trace his brow, coaxing his eyelids closed. Warmth spreads through him. Desire flares briefly, eclipsing fear, until tension dissolves and sleep pulls him under like a dark, soothing tide.

Days blur together, marked only by fractured rest and the persistent ache of survival. Confined to four walls, Walter becomes an unwilling spectator to the outside world, piecing together fragments of news from visitors who arrive with food and disappear just as quickly.

A stain on the ceiling becomes his strange companion—a spider-

shaped shadow that seems to inch closer at dawn and dusk. Each ime he notices it, his body jerks instinctively, skin prickling. By day, it remains still. By night, his imagination spins webs around it, fear transforming the harmless into something menacing.

Eventually, frustration drives him to the cold bathroom. He studies his reflection: hollow eyes, a face he barely recognizes.

“Get a grip,” he mutters. “Use your head. Don’t let yourself sink now.”

“Walter? Are you alright?”

Raquel’s voice breaks through the spiral. She stands in the doorway, carrying fresh clothes. “Do you need anything? There’s chaos outside—far-right Peronists attacked Senator Solari Irigoyen. They have bigger targets than us, thankfully. You look better today.”

He blinks, pulled back by her calm presence. The spider vanishes from his thoughts.

Stepping out wrapped in a towel, he offers a genuine smile. “I’m recovering. It feels good to speak again. I’ve heard noise—maybe unrelated to me, but still... intense. What happened to the people who used to stay here?”

“They’re safe,” Raquel says. “We rotate locations. Some left the country, others moved inland. Everyone’s fine. Maybe we’ve just grown accustomed to the chaos.”

She settles into an armchair, her gaze carefully avoiding his bare torso. She wants to speak freely, but modesty restrains her. He is commanding in presence; she is twenty-three, raised within the firm boundaries of tradition.

“You’re our first guest in weeks,” she adds softly. “During Allende’s civic funeral, the federal police broke in here looking for ERP members. They know we harbor none, but intimidation is part of the ritual.”

“What do you do?” Walter asks.

“I studied communications,” she replies after a brief hesitation. “I work at Radio Belgrano and volunteer with the party’s youth wing. Politics fascinates me—even if politicians often disappoint.” She hands him the clothes. “Here.”

Once dressed, he returns, his expression subdued. “I studied political science. My father wanted an engineer, someone to inherit the business. Instead, at twenty-five, I’ve collected manifestos, safe houses, and narrow escapes. Switzerland would have been wiser. We weren’t built for slaughter. When our rescues failed and our networks collapsed, escape became my only option.”

“And your family?” she asks gently.

“My father sold the company and took my mother and sisters back to Switzerland,” he says. “They cut ties completely.” His voice softens. “Loneliness makes everything quieter.”

He continues, almost to himself. “Foreigners adapt, but displacement leaves scars. My father never stopped being Swiss. I never stopped being something else. Ideology tore us apart.”

Silence settles between them until he asks, “And you?”

Raquel answers slowly, speaking of Sephardic roots, of Morocco and Buenos Aires, of carrying history without surrendering to it.

Walter reaches out, brushing her cheek with tentative tenderness. He leans in, and their lips meet—softly at first, then with urgent warmth. Raquel freezes, suspended between instinct and restraint, before pulling back, breath unsteady, startled by the unfamiliar freedom rushing through her.

The kiss lingers between them—dangerous, exhilarating, undeniable.

In that moment, they cross invisible lines—of exile, tradition, longing, and grief—each awakening truths that cannot be undone, only confronted.
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Chapter 3
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At twenty-three, Raquel has learned discipline before desire.

She has mastered language, timing, restraint. Politics, journalism, rallies, party meetings—those are familiar battlegrounds. Her body, however, remains foreign territory. Or at least it was, until now.

The memory of Walter’s kiss refuses to loosen its grip. It follows her as she moves through the apartment, as she steps out into the street, as she listens to the city breathing in tension. Her heart betrays her, racing without permission. She swallows repeatedly, as if trying to force the sensation back down where it belongs.

She cannot let him see what he has awakened.

Her mother’s voice rises uninvited, sharp and absolute, echoing from years ago: What are you doing alone with that man?
The warning clamps around her chest, old and familiar, heavy with inherited fear.
Outside, Buenos Aires simmers. Sirens cut through the night. Political slogans bleed into arguments, arguments into violence. The country no longer distinguishes between public struggle and private consequence.

Raquel returns only when necessary. Each visit is calculated, brief, justified by logistics rather than longing. She brings food, information, clean clothes. She keeps her voice steady, her posture controlled, her eyes disciplined.

And yet, something has shifted.

Walter notices it in the pauses between sentences, in the way she lingers an instant longer before leaving, in the silences that stretch—not awkward, but weighted. He does not mention the kiss. Neither does she. That omission becomes its own fragile agreement.

They talk about the outside world. About raids and arrests, about rumors circulating through party networks, about names spoken in whispers. Politics offers them cover, a safe language behind which something far more dangerous takes shape.

But even politics cannot fully contain what passes between them.

When their eyes meet, neither looks away immediately. When footsteps echo in the stairwell, Walter instinctively listens for her breathing as much as for danger. Raquel becomes acutely aware of proximity—how close is too close, how far is safe.

She knows the risks with painful clarity.

This is not simply a personal temptation. It is a breach. Attachments unravel discipline. Desire makes people careless. She has seen it happen before—networks exposed, trust compromised, lives destroyed by moments of weakness.

And still, she does not stop coming.

One evening, as news of new clashes spreads through the city and the atmosphere thickens with anticipation of violence, Raquel realizes something that unsettles her more than fear ever has.

She is not afraid of Walter.

She is afraid of herself.

Of how easily certainty slips. Of how quickly conviction bends when faced with tenderness. Of how a single kiss has destabilized years of carefully inherited rules.

Between ideology and instinct, loyalty and longing, Raquel stands on uncertain ground. She knows that whatever is forming between them must remain unspoken, unnamed, hidden beneath layers of restraint.

Yet beneath that restraint, something continues to grow—quiet, deliberate, impossible to erase.

And for the first time, she wonders not whether she can resist it, but whether she truly wants to.
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Chapter 4
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Raquel avoids Walter for several days, her senses still buzzing from the illicit exchange of caresses and kisses. After multiple moments of  introspection and reflection, she ascends the stairs again, heart racing with anticipation and uncertainty. Walter receives few visitors for meaningful conversation; the young men are engrossed in partisan activities, studies, and work. Still, someone always manages to drop by, ensuring he is never completely alone.

When Raquel knocks gently on the door, Eduardo opens it, his face lighting up joyfully. It has been some time since they last  see each other.

"Hey, Raquelita, you've been missed around here! We hardly see you anymore. I guess the news cycles keep you busy."

Raquel offers a faint, ironic laugh. "I spend most days trapped between reading and writing. Occasionally, they send me out to cover an event, but the truth is, since Cámpora took office, there's a flood of talk but little real change. Worse, each day seems more restrictive, more censorship. We're sliding backward, if you haven't noticed." Her voice carries a dry edge that surprises both men.

"If journalism is your passion and your paycheck," Eduardo responds thoughtfully. "You'd better get used to writing fewer truths and more half-truths—perhaps even outright lies. We left Lanusse's dictatorship only to veer toward another. Let's revisit this conversation in two years and see if reality doesn't match exactly what I say." 

Turning to Walter, he smiles warmly, oblivious to the subtle tension in the room. "Walter, I leave you in brilliant company. Raquelita knows all the secrets simmering in Argentine streets. Get her to talk; her insights are golden." Eduardo doesn't know Walter longs to engage her differently altogether. "Goodbye for now; they will move you soon."

"I look forward to it. Good luck, Eduardo," Walter replies with a nod.

After Eduardo leaves, Walter's voice softens, tinged with hopeful longing. "Any chance of snagging a Uruguayan paper, Raquelita?"

"I'll have to scout the newsstands near Florida street," she smiles gently. "Honestly, I never noticed if they carried any, but I'll make it a mission. Consider it a promise."

"Thank you," Walter sighs, his smile faint yet earnest. "You wouldn't believe how desperately I crave a taste of home. The radio's news feels like reheated leftovers—never quite satisfying."

He gestures towards the table where bright oranges await. "Come, let's share some oranges—a vitamin C injection for the 

soul. Sit closer, keep me company."

They peel the oranges leisurely, their fingers occasionally brushing, juice dripping down their wrists. Laughter fills the air, 

sweet and spontaneous. Walter reaches over, gently dabbing the juice from the corner of Raquel's mouth, his eyes catching hers in a lingering gaze filled with unspoken desires.

Raquel feels uncertainty flood her senses, her pulse quickening. Walter's presence, so confidently natural, feels utterly foreign to her sheltered experience. She finds herself unable to speak, captured by 

his intense, hypnotic stare. Her shy, hopeful smile betrays her inexperience and curiosity. This instant, she senses, will haunt her— a potent mix of shame, excitement, and lingering electricity.

Walter caresses Raquel's cheek softly, slowly turning to face her fully. Leaning in, his movements filled with delicate anticipation, his lips seek hers eagerly. The world around them dissolves; time ceases. In that intimate embrace, their hearts beat as one, transcending mere physical connection.

His strong arms encircle her gently yet firmly, as though handling precious porcelain. His hands travel her back, eliciting goosebumps with every careful caress, each stroke whispering promises into her skin. His fingers find her face, tracing its curves with reverence, pausing softly upon her lips. Raquel responds 

instinctively, her hands resting upon his shoulders, exploring the strength beneath her touch. Desire fuels their curiosity, heightening their shared anticipation.

Their bodies press together, radiating warmth and longing. The intensity between them becomes a passionate dance, an unspoken language of need and vulnerability. No fears or barriers 

remain—only the ardent connection binding them, enveloping them in exquisite, pure emotion.

Their lips find each other effortlessly, igniting familiar yet breathtaking sensations. Walter rises, lifting Raquel gracefully into his arms, 

carrying her tenderly to the bed. Gently laying her upon the sheets, his fingers begin unbuttoning her blouse slowly, deliberately. Raquel trembles slightly, her breath catching with each subtle touch. As her 

blouse slips away, their mouths meet again in fervent kisses filled with deep yearning.

Walter's touch becomes bolder, his hands exploring her revealed skin, intensifying her pleasure. Her own hands trace his chest and abdomen, feeling his heart race beneath her fingertips. Their embrace grows more desperate, more consuming, as they surrender fully to mutual longing.

Outside, Buenos Aires drifts languidly into spring. Acacias cloak the buildings in lush greenery, colonial lanterns flicker warmly at twilight. Inside, a woman yields willingly to a man’s tender, 

passionate exploration. Raquel discovers herself anew, 

awakening fully to desire's potent allure. Every cell trembles, each caress from Walter fueling her liberation, her senses utterly alive.

Walter wraps his arms protectively around her, lavishing attention upon her neck, earlobes, spine, his lips and tongue igniting a trail of pleasure. Raquel's sighs and moans fill the room softly, bouncing against walls bathed in dusk's gentle glow. Walter’s hands explore further, eliciting passionate gasps as Raquel arches beneath him.

Their passion reaches feverish heights, each caress, each kiss pushing them closer toward climactic release. Their union feels primal yet transcendent, their bodies becoming conduits of overwhelming emotion. When they finally reach the apex of their shared desires, the world vanishes, leaving only the profound bond forged in ecstatic 

surrender.

Day and night blur into insignificance. Raquel has discovered the philosopher's stone, the key to a communication she was never 

taught yet instinctively understands. Her fingers explore freely, electrifying every sensation. She clings to Walter, reluctant to part from the profound pleasure he's introduced into her world. Their connection, potent and unforgettable, reshapes her existence forever.
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Raquel’s days begin at dawn. The radio station has become her second home. She moves through its narrow corridors with practiced efficiency—preparing news bulletins, drafting agency reports, serving coffee, listening to fragments of conversations that shape the day’s narrative. Yet her true ambition lies elsewhere, carefully hidden beneath routine. She wants the newsroom, not the kitchen. A voice of her own, not echoes of others.

At midday, she allows herself a brief pause at El Paulista on Santa Fe Avenue. Old friends gather there, exchanging gossip, flirtations, and political rumors. “The gang” thrives on shared secrets, but Raquel guards hers fiercely. What is unfolding inside her—this awakening, this quiet rebellion—belongs only to her.

Weeks pass. Her absences are noticed. Questions surface, wrapped in jokes and raised eyebrows. She smiles, ◾deflects, ◾conceals. The weight of secrecy grows heavier, like a storm gathering beneath clear skies.

Spring transforms Buenos Aires into a fleeting paradise. Jacarandas bloom, and the air feels deceptively light before summer’s suffocating heat arrives. Raquel walks quickly toward the UCR building, anticipation tightening in her chest. Upstairs, the small committee room receives her like a refuge. Here, time bends. Here, the world narrows.

Their encounters are brief and intense—shared silences, whispered confessions, laughter subdued by caution. The room becomes a universe contained by four walls. Raquel brings warmth, presence, a sense of normalcy Walter has almost forgotten. With her, exile feels less absolute.

But something begins to shift.

For Walter, stillness becomes unbearable. The books on the shelves no longer distract him. The quiet outside the window sharpens his awareness instead of soothing it. Memories intrude: Avenida de Mayo bathed in sunlight, his mother’s hand in his, the careless laughter of school days before ideology and fear rewrote everything.

Crossing the river had been an act of survival, but also a form of erasure. Buenos Aires feels familiar and foreign at once—cultured, elegant, distant. Raquel has filled the emotional void left by exile, yet beneath that comfort, his instincts remain alert. Danger has its own language, and he understands it too well.

News travels fast in fragments. Kidnappings. Raids. The Revolutionary Armed Forces seizing Peronist union leaders. The Federal Police never far behind. Walter knows patterns. He knows escalation.

He also knows he cannot stay.

Dragging Raquel deeper into his reality would be an act of selfishness. Her world—still intact, still full of possibility—must remain separate from his. He tells himself this silently, decisively. Whatever comes next, he will face it alone.

That evening, the building feels different. Too quiet. Too exposed.

Walter is by himself when he begins to calculate. His mind turns methodical, almost calm. He notes distances, angles, exits. The Committee building becomes a mental map, a chessboard where every square carries consequence.

Then comes the sound—a floorboard creaking downstairs.

He moves to the window. Across the street, two Ford Falcon cars sit parked, dark and unmistakable. He does not need confirmation. Waiting is no longer an option.

He steps into the bathroom, closes the door, and breathes once—slowly. A whispered prayer escapes him, not for safety, but for clarity. The small window above the sink is barely noticeable, but it is enough.

With controlled urgency, he climbs, forcing his body through the narrow opening. The rooftop welcomes him with cold air and open space. The city stretches out in all directions, a maze of possibilities and risks.

Below, boots thunder through the building. Doors are forced open. Voices echo. The Committee is breached.

Walter moves across the rooftops without looking back. He blends into the geometry of the city, another shadow slipping away before dawn.

He does not know where he will end up.

Only that, for now, he has chosen life.
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The head of the table is the Calderón family’s throne. On Friday nights, it transforms into a pulpit—and a courtroom—where opinions are weighed, challenged, and defended with the same devotion reserved for prayer.

“Why do you think the United Nations rushed to declare a ceasefire?” one of the brothers says, leaning forward. “Israel was overwhelming them. Yes, they were caught by surprise, but they can regroup. Haven’t you seen the Egyptians already violating the ceasefire? Israel had to remind them what was at stake—fifteen planes destroyed. That’s what forced them to respect Resolution 340. And look at the result.”

“Look at the result?” another brother replies sharply. “Do you think Israel’s losses were insignificant? That was a coordinated attack that could have ended in catastrophe for the Jewish people. We should be thanking God every single day. He saved us again.”

Raquel watches the exchange from her place at the table. Her brothers and father orbit the same subject they’ve returned to every Friday night for more than a month: the Yom Kippur War. Israel has survived—wounded, shaken, but standing—and with each passing week the tension around the table shifts. At first, their prayers were desperate, pleading for strength and clarity. Now, gratitude dominates, offered in thanks for what they believe was divine intervention.

The blessings over the wine and the braided bread open the evening. The younger children recite what they remember, their voices proud, each prayer punctuated by an enthusiastic Amen. Raquel moves quietly between the kitchen and the dining room, carrying plates, refilling glasses. Only Alegría—her mother—and Raquel, the youngest daughter, are allowed to rise once the meal begins.

Friday night is meant to remain peaceful. During the week, everyone scatters into separate lives, but Shabbat endures: the table, the blessings, the fish, the soup, the ritual laughter of children—and, when the mood permits it, passionate debate.

Tonight, the debate grows louder.

Raquel frowns as the conversation shifts, looping from war to politics to history, each point reinforced with a mouthful of food and a sip of wine. She listens, silent, until she no longer can.

“Aren’t you tired of always aiming the cannons at the Arabs?” she says at last. “I’m exhausted just listening to it. Why don’t we aim them at our own government for a change?”

Her father’s voice cuts in immediately. “Lower your voice, Raquel. The neighbors don’t need to hear what we talk about here.”

“And what have you done so far?” she presses on, undeterred. “Keeping your heads down doesn’t compromise you—but talking about what’s happening to us does. So commit yourselves. Because if you don’t, your children will grow up without a country to live in.”

“Enough, Raquel,” Alegría says, her tone firm but controlled. “We’ve argued all week. Let Shabbat be peaceful. Don’t upset your father.”

She pauses, choosing her words carefully.

“We’ve lived through dictatorships and democracy. With Perón, without Perón, and now with Perón again. This, too, will pass. Argentina isn’t going to collapse. There are intelligent people who won’t allow the country to sink. What we must do is work, build, produce—and stop feeding ourselves nonsense.”

The room settles into a tense silence.

“Mom,” Raquel asks quietly, “are you ashamed of who I am?”

Alegría looks at her, startled. “Did we ever say that? You’re our shining star.”

Her voice softens.

“Your brothers were just as rebellious—only in different ways. One jumped from woman to woman, the other from job to job. Didn’t that worry us too?”

She sits back, folding her hands.

“Every child is loved as they are, even when adolescence turns them into little devils determined to test our patience. God challenges us so we can appreciate what comes afterward. Isn’t there a saying—every cloud has a silver lining? Probably said by someone with too much time to think. But parents stay. We stand by our children because they are the center of our lives. God only takes us when we’re no longer needed.”

“Then what about orphans?” Raquel asks. “Your God left them behind when they still needed their parents.”

“God works in mysterious ways,” Alegría replies without hesitation. “It’s not for us to judge Him. He has His reasons.”

“Don’t you think that’s too easy?” Raquel insists. “Fatalism has never helped anyone move forward. It’s easy to blame everything on God. Why work if He provides? Why struggle if He guides every step? God can’t be the answer to everything, Mom.”

“We work because God gave us abilities,” Alegría says calmly. “We succeed because He taught us right from wrong. God doesn’t act in our place—He created us with potential. Hashem gave you intelligence so you could pursue your dreams and fulfill your role in society. Others were given different gifts. Each of us has a purpose.”

She pauses.

“And yes, there are forces in this world that oppose God’s will.”

Raquel exhales, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Sometimes I wonder if I’m really your daughter. It’s hard to imagine how I turned out this way with a mother like you.”

“That,” Alegría says, rising from the table, “is your father’s influence. Thirty-five years of marriage, and we’re still arguing.”

She gestures gently toward the hallway.

“Now go. Get some sleep.”
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At the radio station, exhaustion hangs in the air. A few hoarse, subdued good mornings replace the usual weekday energy. The telex machine hammers relentlessly, paper spilling onto the floor in loose coils.

“Grab the telexes, Raquel. We’re behind,” someone calls out. “We need to finish the next bulletin. Check what’s happening at Alfonsín’s Committee and write it up.”

Raquel freezes. “What’s happening at the Committee?” she asks, her voice tightening.

“The federal police swept through downtown and trashed the Committee office.”

Her breath catches. “What else did they do? Did they find anything? Did they take anyone?”

The room pauses.

“Raquel, what’s wrong with you?” a colleague asks. “Go get the TELAM telexes. You will find whatever there is to know.”

But the TELAM reports offer little more than vague headlines, stripped of detail. When she tries calling the Committee, the line stays stubbornly busy. Panic rises. Without waiting for permission, Raquel grabs her purse and rushes toward the exit.

Behind her, voices call out—questions, confusion—but she doesn’t 

stop. Outside, she moves quickly through the streets, trying to quiet her thoughts. She fails. Images flash unbidden: boots, broken doors, hands forced behind backs. Her chest tightens as she turns the corner toward the Committee building.

Familiar faces cluster along the walls and beneath the trees, tense and watchful.

“Is everyone okay?” she asks, the words tumbling out. “What happened? Can we go inside?”

“No—don’t,” someone says gently. “They’re still going through the place. We think they just destroyed papers, overturned furniture. Maybe they took some files. We don’t know yet.”

The voice lowers.

“Walter isn’t here. We think he escaped, but we are not sure. Javier and Eduardo are asking around—seeing if anyone noticed anything.”

The words strike like a blade. Raquel struggles to breathe. Tears rise before she can stop them, spilling down her face as she stands among people she knows and suddenly feels utterly alone. No one here understands what this means to her—how deep the fear cuts.

Her thoughts spiral. Should she go to the federal police? Ask whom? She doesn’t even know Walter’s last name. Officially, he doesn’t exist. She can’t go to the authorities—and she has no proof he escaped.

Eduardo approaches, his expression grim.

“From what we’ve gathered,” he says quietly, “they didn’t take anyone. Neighbors saw officers carrying boxes and folders, but no arrests. Walter must have slipped away. We never gave him another address—our mistake. Let’s hope his experience keeps him alive. At least winter’s over. He can survive outside if he has to.”

He shakes his head. “Awful luck.”

Raquel wipes her face, forcing herself to speak. “Did many neighbors even open their doors, Eduardo? They must be terrified. I want to believe what they’re saying—that he wasn’t taken. The apartments across the street have a clear view. I hope they’re right. Because if the police have him...” Her voice falters. “They won’t let him go.”

Eduardo scans the street, then raises his voice just enough to be heard.

“Everyone, listen. Go home. Don’t come back until we sort this out. This isn’t over, and it’s safer if we disperse. Things are getting worse.” He turns to the women. “Girls, go straight home. We’ll call you later and meet somewhere safe.”

Reluctantly, Raquel turns away. Fear and uncertainty grip her as she disappears into the moving crowd, clinging to the fragile hope that Walter is still free.
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Raquel doesn’t wait for anyone. She heads straight back to the radio station, her emotions knotted in her throat. Her breath comes shallow, her steps feel oddly weightless, and her head seems to float just above her body. She has no idea what to do, whom to turn to, or where to begin.

She dials a number, her fingers trembling. For a moment she hesitates, suspended between speaking and hanging up. Then a familiar voice answers—the voice of her childhood friend. Time and life have carried them into different rhythms, but the bond remains intact. Even now, hearing each other’s voices lifts something deep and instinctive inside her.

Silvia is two years older. She spent years buried in medical school, her life reduced to textbooks, hospital corridors, and sleepless nights. Yet she has never drifted far from Raquel, the youngest of the Calderón family. The Cohens and the Calderóns have shared holidays and milestones since their grandparents settled on Tucumán Street.

“Silvia,” Raquel says, her voice barely steady. “I need to see you. I need to talk to you. Please.”

“What’s going on, Raquelita?” Silvia asks immediately. “I’m home today. Come over—now.”

“I just need to finish correcting something. Then I’ll grab a taxi.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Silvia replies firmly. “I’ll be here.”

She greets Raquel with a tight embrace the moment she opens the door. She recognizes this kind of call—this isn’t casual, isn’t social. It’s a plea. Still holding each other, they move through the apartment. Once inside the bedroom, stretched across the bed, Raquel finally allows herself to stop holding everything in.

For a long moment, she says nothing.

Then the words begin to surface, uneven and fragile. Fear first. Then confusion. Then the truth she has been circling for days without daring to touch.

“I think I’m pregnant,” she says at last.

The sentence hangs between them, suspended, irreversible.

Silvia doesn’t interrupt. She doesn’t gasp or rush to conclusions. She simply turns toward her, fully present.

“Have you taken a test?” she asks quietly.

“No,” Raquel whispers. “But I know my body. Something is different. Everything is different.” Her voice breaks. “I’ve been counting days, weeks. I keep telling myself I’m imagining it, that it’s stress, that it’s fear. But I know. I just... I know.”

Silvia exhales slowly, absorbing the weight of what has been said.

“Raquel...” she begins, carefully. “What are you going to do? Have you thought about anything yet?”

“I can’t tell my mother,” Raquel says immediately. “She would die if she found out. No, Silvita. I can’t tell my parents. I can’t tell anyone. And I can’t have an abortion. If I’m pregnant, I just... I cannot. It’s 

impossible.”

Her hands shake as she speaks.

“One day Walter will come back for me,” she adds, clinging to the thought. “I can’t tell him I destroyed the only thing we had left.”

“Walter is gone,” Silvia says gently, choosing each word. “And you can’t go through this alone. You have to do something—for your future, for your life. You’re twenty-three, Raquel. Your career is just beginning. How are you going to manage this?”

Raquel turns her face toward the wall, her voice barely audible. “I don’t know.”

A pause.

“Let’s start with certainty,” Silvia says at last. “We’ll go to a lab. We’ll take a test. Then we’ll see a doctor we can trust. One step at a time.”

“Yes,” Raquel whispers. “I want to take the test. That’s all I can handle right now.” She swallows hard. “I need time—to think. To figure out how not to have an abortion and still keep my parents from finding out.”

She reaches for Silvia’s hand, gripping it with quiet desperation.

“Please don’t leave me. Stay with me. And don’t tell anyone. I’m begging you. Promise me this stays between us.”

Silvia squeezes her hand in response.

“I promise.”

It is a heavy promise, sealed by the kind of trust only lifelong friendship can carry. A shared silence. A pact. And the beginning of a story neither of them could yet imagine.
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