
Children on the street in Rosario with Alejan-
dro’s white skin and floppy hair. A pre-adolescent 
volunteer at the hospital with Sabina’s languid gait; 
a girl on television, competing in Odol Pregunta, 
with her posture. Sometimes Beatriz spends hours 
watching boys play soccer to see if any of them 
have her son’s wooden legs or if their little faces 
redden with as much intensity as his did. 

Children all over Argentina, it seems, who might 
be Beatriz’s grandchild. There are hundreds, maybe 
thousands.  

In 1990, she is at the Monumento de la Bandera 
when she sees a group of schoolchildren playing and 
a teacher trying to wrangle them into line to return 
to school. Out of habit, she scans them quickly with 
her eyes, but none of them remind her of her son 
or daughter-in-law. Then from behind her she hears 
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Alejandro’s voice as it was when he was a child—
throaty, high, full of urgency and mischief.  

“Espera!” the voice calls. Wait up!
Beatriz spins around. A girl with dirty blonde 

hair is yanking her sagging knee socks and jogging 
to catch up to the group. She has an overconfident 
smile like the one Alejandro wore on his face until 
the day he was killed, probably, and the resemblance 
is so arresting that Beatriz actually reaches out and 
grabs the girl’s arm. 

“What is your name?” she demands. The name 
won’t do her much good, Beatriz knows—she just 
wants to hear the girl’s voice again. The girl looks 
startled, but otherwise unafraid. She eyes Beatriz 
with an air of conspiracy, as though she likes this old 
woman’s boldness, and this—the fact that the girl 
seems begging for danger—is further reason to be-
lieve she could be Alejandro and Sabina’s daughter. 

She sticks her tongue out at Beatriz. A teacher 
appears. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” the teacher 
says as she pulls the girl free of Beatriz’s grip.

Beatriz opens her mouth to respond, but the 
teacher interrupts. 

“Go with your sister,” she hisses to the girl. The 
girl slinks off and falls into line with another nearly 
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identical to her; taller though, with the awkward 
hips and lumpy sweater of a body already playing 
a game of give and take with puberty. Impossible 
that she is Beatriz’s granddaughter then, as Sabina’s 
pregnancy when she was abducted was her first. And 
only. Beatriz mumbles an apology to the teacher and 
walks away. 

 

*  *  *

There were other incidents before the girl at 
Monumento de la Bandera. 

1984: Beatriz reads an article in Clarín in which 
General Ramón Camps tells the newspaper that he 
orchestrated thousands of murders and kidnappings. 
About the appropriation of newborns he says: 
Subversive parents raise subversive children. Beatriz’s 
hands shake as she reads it, rage filling her. A system 
that she has never respected has killed her son for 
using his brain. For joining a group. For learning. 
All things Beatriz had encouraged him to do; things 
her own father had encouraged her to do. And now 
here was Camps talking—no, bragging about it on 
TV and in the newspaper. Alejandro and Sabina 
never killed anyone. They weren’t criminals. All 
they’d done was join a group. After reading the 
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article, Beatriz gets into bed and doesn’t get out for 
over a week except to use the bathroom. The only 
other time she was still for so long was when she’d 
had her wisdom teeth removed as a teenager and her 
father said, Think of it like four separate gunshot 
wounds inside your mouth. That’s what you’re 
recovering from. Then he smiled. Time to take a 
break from talking, he’d teased. This is the same, 
Beatriz thinks now, thirty-five years later—it’s like 
bleeding inside my own head. But this will never 
end. 

1985: Beatriz submits a blood sample to the 
Grandparents’ Index. The Madres y Abuelas de la 
Plaza de Mayo have support from abroad. They have 
powerful lawyers. Geneticists have taken an interest 
in their cause. They have found some adopted 
children of the disappeared and returned them to 
their biological grandparents. Beatriz is hopeful, and 
the hope pulses through her veins like a drug. 

1986: Beatriz’s husband Giancarlo increases his 
campaign to try to convince her that their grand-
child was never born. The man who never gets angry 
loses his temper with Beatriz one night after dinner. 
“You were a nurse!” he booms. “Don’t you know? 
They tortured her before they killed her. Pregnancy 
can’t withstand that!” 
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Beatriz knows he’s trying to spare her more pain. 
She knows he could certainly be right. But she can 
feel the slightest whisper of intuition telling her the 
opposite.  

1988: Alejandro and Sabina are officially declared 
dead. Tell me something I don’t know, Beatriz 
thinks.

*  *  * 

One more low after the incident in the art 
museum:

1992: Giancarlo leaves Argentina for Italy, 
something he’s been threatening to do for nearly 
thirty years. He tells her he’s going one night as they 
lie in bed. “I can’t stay here anymore,” he says. “I’ll 
die.”

“We’re dying anyway,” Beatriz says, though they’re 
not very old and have no real health problems. A 
cruel trick of nature, she thinks after their annual 
doctors’ visits. Maybe we’ll live forever. Maybe we’ll 
outlive the grandchild and its grandchild and the 
next generation of holocausts. 

“Don’t you want to at least stay in our country?” 
Beatriz thinks that if their neighbors overheard them, 
they would think the two of them were discussing the 


