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though she tells me she d planned to travel sometime in the 
future, prior to her accident, or whatever it was. Where?  I ask.  she tells 
me as we scan our passports at the kiosk. She seems to follow the screen instructions with no 
problem. Her mood is unchanged as we go through security, as we wait at our gate, walk 
through the flimsy corridor of ticket checks, stewardesses, smiles and greetings, and down the 
aisle to our seats. I glance back impulsively, but with warmth, trying to draw out something 
of her reaction to this particular airport world, but what I get is always an even-keeled glow. 
Her variety of contentedness, which is an impenetrable kind, giving nothing away. At my 
suggestion she takes the window seat. The wheels lift from the tarmac in a rush that throws 
all our bodies toward the sky. She sits back like everyone. 
 
Perhaps it is the flying that makes her begin to speak, as though picking up on a conversation 
from days ago. There is a lot to recall of my learning,  she says. I remember a lot.  
 
S s. 

dropped from the table. cts us all in the same way and we learn 
about it without help from anyone. I was very young. I learned liquids, that they pour and 
are contained. That ice melts in the sun. That bubbles burst. Songs are happy or sad. I 
learned that I could manipulate the world. First objects, like soft toys and cubes, then people. 
Some things are less neutral. When I cried my parents would pay attention. I might get what 
I wanted. I jump forward in time, to the age of enormous confidence. The age when we 
speak loudly and truthfully at the dinner table, among parents and their loud friends. We use 
our learning for confidence, not knowing that those older are not necessarily out of touch, 
but perhaps jaded. They learned jadedness. I came from experience. I learned that the world 
was good insofar as it was useful to me. What did a painting hanging in a museum mean if 
not an expression of my own feelings? The might even be historical paintings, Baroque or 
Renaissance. I could walk through a museum and see only reflections of me, and paintings 
that did not contain me were of no use. There is no beginning or end of this learning, we are 

 
 

 As always, she seems 
perfectly content, has spoken as though it is a joke, or of no importance. 
 
I remain silent, hoping she will say more. 
 
There is much time, ten hours, the whole of the night on this flight. Time for something 
while Err snoozes, which she does soon enough. Well, right after she tells me, from closed 
eyes,  And yet I 



happened like some kind of event.   
 
I know not to look for the event, not to trace the origin, but I  join her father in 
such a search. No matter how often I glance over, no matter how hard I stare at that face, 
nothing is added. I keep looking at it, and I kn   
 
Her head leans on my shoulder. The small screen planted in the seat in front of mine shows 
the little airplane crossing the line representing the Tropic of Cancer. It is a special place to 
be crossing, unnatural in one sense to be traversing it  like the earth-sun relationship 

The earth tilts back and forth. We fly on south. It is a half 
hour or so of gleeful dread for me while I watch the plane awkwardly traverse the line as 
though the line offers no limits. Imaginary, or unrelated to us, or posited but not proven. 
But still I get dread from that motion of crossing the lines. I feel responsible for Errora as we 
cross it. 
 

 her, when she 
stopped learning (if we can even say that), but not a precise moment, and maybe most 
importantly, we could see nothing of a precise cause. I believed, like her father, that in 
finding the cause we would find the solution. We start with the calendar, then try to conjure 
the picture that shows the critical moment for Errora, something in her brain disconnecting. 
Something of her surroundings shifting. A profound event. 
 
It is a curiosity when  father sends me a video of her from the time before the change 

But I 

with her that week. But now, the night, cruising over the tropics wherever we are, with her 
sleeping deeply, head planted against me, I open up my laptop and put in my ear buds. The 
image is immediately recognizable as a high- t a podium delivering 
a speech, looking more or less the same age as now, but wearing makeup. You know, the 
video is taken from the audience, with the zoom of the camera, no doubt raised above heads 

, so it is shaky, so it is shaky in the video. I can see 
a difference. The woman is Errora but not Errora. She looks the same but does not look the 
same. She sounds the same but completely different too.  
 
What she has to say is impressive, the way high school students can surprise you with their 
insights, that what they see sometimes transcends school learning. At the same time, her 
insights are not that impressive. Like they might embarrass her later in life. She talks about 
the future, the dreams of the future for herself and the world, changing the world for the 
better in a time that seems so set on imminent catastrophe, changing herself, never becoming 
comfortable, always pushing for more, whatever her cause would be. This is nothing at all 

 



 
There is a second video. A birthday party from what must be around the same time. A small 
party with her parents and a few friends. She has no siblings. When she blows out her 

lapping as she 
looks at her name written on 
watch it again. The thought keeps me awake for the next several hours, until she wakes, until 
we find our contact waiting for us at the Santiago airport. 
 




