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They were going to Mexico on vacation and their friends the 
Kaufmanns had been there the year before and were showing 
them the pictures of their trip so that they’d have a better idea 
what to expect. 

The room was dark, illuminated only by the image on the 
screen and the traces of light that had managed to escape out 
of the projector. 

The slide changed and it got darker.  The picture showed a 
vast black space with dim smudges of gray on top and the left 
and thin uneven white lines like tendrils of plants searching for 
nourishment reaching downward from above and ending, 
some sooner, others later, in the black void, but never more 
than about halfway down the picture.  But no, a few of the 
thicker ones did go all the way down, being cut off by the 
lower edge of the slide. 

That’s the cenote the driver took us to, El Pozo del Diablo—
The Devil’s Well—Walter Kaufmann said.  It’s in a cave and you 
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get to it through a hole on top, and it’s real deep, maybe fifty 
feet below the ground. 

More like a hundred, Ginny corrected her husband.  The driver 
said thirty meters. 

You’re right, Walter Kaufmann said.  He did say thirty meters, 
which is about a hundred feet.  It’s deeper than all the others 
in the area and much more dangerous.  The hole you get to it 
through is on a hillock, so it’s further down to the water.  The 
other ones, he said, are usually about fifty feet deep—fifteen 
meters.  If you fall down, you’re unlikely to survive.   

Still some people do go swimming there, he continued.  They 
climb down on the roots of the trees that reach all the way 
down to the water and along ropes that have been attached 
to the walls. 

And the steps hewn out in the rock, Ginny said. 

And the steps hewn out in the rock, he picked up her words. 
And they swim there.  There’re ledges down there on the 
bottom above the water and you can rest on them. 

But not many people do it because it’s in the country, far away 
from villages, he went on.  Mostly adults.  You have to drive to 
get there… in a car or a motorbike.  In the cenotes close to 
villages everyone goes swimming.  Adults and children.   
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You have to be real careful when you’re there, Ginny took over. 
There’re no protective barriers around the edge and the 
ground underfoot is slippery from the humidity, so it’s easy to 
slip.  And if you fall, you’re gone. 

The driver said, the year before somebody fell and drowned, 
Walter Kaufmann said.  A tourist. 

A visitor to the area, not a local, Ginny corrected him.  Came 
with friends, was jostled, slipped, and fell.  They pulled his body 
out, but it was too late.  There was talk he was pushed because 
of an altercation or something and an investigation was 
started, but then was dropped and the whole thing was 
forgotten.   

That’s Mexico, Walter Kaufmann commented.  Here you 
couldn’t get away with something like that.  Although I’m not 
sure if there was anything nefarious going on there.  The driver 
said it was rumors. 

Something akin to an explosion took place inside her, making 
her hear just disjointed words instead of sentences, “Jostled, 
slipped, fell, pulled out, body, too late, pushed, investigation, 
dropped, forgotten.”  This was the chance she’d been waiting 
for all these years!  More than twenty!  Since before they got 
married!  Since their first date!  When he drove her in his TR-
3 to a secluded spot on the beach on the Cape and took her 
in the lee of a dune, which offered her body to him in the 
hollow of its huge white hand. 
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She will make him take her there, will jostle, no, openly push 
him, so that he’ll finally know how she felt about him and will 
carry the knowledge with him to the water and preserve it 
forever in his memory, to stay with him for eternity in his death. 

But what about the driver?  What if he sees she’d pushed him 
and reports her to the police and testifies against her? 

That’s no problem.  She will give herself to him to keep him 
silent.  He’ll agree to that for sure.  He’ll have an American 
woman, a white woman, for nothing.  A woman who looks 
white.  All nonwhites want to have a white woman.  A status 
symbol.  Retribution for centuries of exploitation, humiliation, 
colonization.  She’ll even offer him money if he wants some. 

She pushed the thought of money out of her mind.  It 
interfered with the train of thoughts she had planned out.  She 
giving herself to him.  He taking her.  Right there on the 
slippery ledge.  Or no, it’d be too dangerous.  Outside, in the 
grass by the side of the road.  His strong animal smell, sweat 
and male hormones, the salty, urinous taste of his penis in her 
mouth.  He’ll definitely want her to do it.  She used to deny it 
to her husband because she didn’t like it but will do it for him. 
Not only to keep him silent, but to please him, to let her 
husband understand how she felt about him if he were able to 
see it.  To pay him back for all these years, all those times she 
had sex with him without wanting it, hating every second of 
it…. 
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But how will she find the driver?  She interrupted her thoughts. 
The Kaufmanns said they’d found him by accident and that 
nobody knew about this cenote. 

Her euphoria vanished in an instant.  She couldn’t celebrate 
yet.  She had some work to do.  Had to find out more about 
the driver.  Get his name. 

A click was heard and a new slide appeared on the screen but 
she didn’t see what it showed.   

What was the driver’s name? She asked in a voice she barely 
recognized as her own, unable to overcome the fear that had 
sprung up in her, hollowing out her inside.  We’d like to see it 
when we’re there. 

I think it was Nicolas, Walter Kaufmann said.  Nick.  That’s what 
he told us to call him. 

No, it wasn’t Nicolas, Ginny said.  It was something else… 
Spanish.  He told us to call him Nick, but it was….  Wait, she 
hesitated.… Nicanor.  Nicanor was his name, but he said we 
could call him Nick. 

That’s right, her husband said.  It was Nicanor. 

And his last name? She pushed on, her heart now up in her 
throat, although emboldened with the progress she was 
making.  Did you get it? 
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He never told us his last name, Ginny said.  Taxi drivers usually 
don’t.  But if you ask around among the drivers at that market 
you should be able to find him.  Pick him out of the other 
Nicanors. 

She relaxed.  True.  Ginny was right.  She could pick him out of 
the other Nicanor drivers.  She wouldn’t even have to ask 
about the cenote, but would recognize him.  They’d just 
showed a picture of him—his face distended in a grin, his black 
eyes and white teeth shining….  She thought she remembered 
how the rest of his face looked but there was a jumble of 
disjointed features in place instead.  She had to see it again, to 
memorize it. 

Could you show his picture again? She asked in her normal 
voice, now fully composed.  I would like to better see what he 
looks like so that I’ll be able to recognize him. 

The projector clicked twice and the man’s face appeared on 
the screen again—faintly Japanese-looking, like a crude, 
rough-hewn, unattractive Toshiro Mifune, with jet black hair 
bristling at the temples, high cheekbones, black narrow eyes, 
and teeth with tobacco-stains on them in the wide-open, 
grinning mouth. 

She felt his strong arms gripping her painfully, the 
overpowering smell of his sweaty man’s body in her nostrils, 
the revolting flavor of tobacco and stomach acid in his breath 
and saliva in her mouth.  Amazingly, she found it exciting and 
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felt herself getting wet between the legs.  She even thought 
she sensed the faint steering of the onset of an orgasm 
somewhere deep inside her.  But she stopped herself once 
again.  She mustn’t get carried away.  She wasn’t there yet and 
should return to the present. 

Full of smell and taste unlike her bland, insipid husband, she 
thought and with a mixture of hatred and disgust turned her 
head right and saw him sitting a few feet away, staring blithely 
ahead, unaware of the plans she’d made for him, slumped in 
the armchair like a giant white caterpillar, a huge noodle of 
toothpaste squeezed out of a Claes Oldenburg tube. 

Will he be surprised! 

She felt proud of herself—Red Maureen! 
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