ANA GALLARDO

The Zempoala Lagoon

 

María del Carmen, my mother, died in 1965, in Rosario, Argentina.

I think she would have liked it better here, in Mexico, where her mother was from and where I am temporarily, or in Santander, Spain, where she was born.

But I know that she didn't want to die were she did.

When she passed, Gaby, my sister and I were 5 and 7 yeas old.

We didn't have a penny to our name

So a friend of the family lent my dad a little plot in the city cemetery. Twenty five years later, this generous man needed his plot to rest in peace. So my dad took my mom from there and cremated her. But he didn't know what to do with her. At first he kept her in the living room, in an urn, in the flowerpot of a houseplant in Melo street, in Buenos Aires.

At the time, my sister and I lived in Mexico and I was pregnant with my daughter, Rocío.

So we couldn't help my dad, but I don’t think we would have known what to do, anyway.

But by september 1990 my sister went to Buenos Aires and took my mom's ashes. We decided to bring her here to Mexico, with the idea of burying her in some beautiful village cemetery, like those that on The Day of the Dead get a different color, light and flavor, and become encouraging, and it seems that here, death really is another thing.

Gaby, my sister, brought my mom's ashes in a blue plastic bag. When she got to airport customs in Mexico city, things got messed up because she didn't bring a certificate of any kind, and a blue chinese supermarket plastic bag with strange ashes was suspicious.

The man at customs didn't understand much of what was going on and took pity on her. The conspirative help of the time that allowed various things through customs, allowed my sister to pass with my mom in her blue chinese supermarket plastic bag. 

She was scared, cried a lot.

Once at home we decided to search for a cemetery.

For several Sundays with Julio’s, my sister's husband, car we scoured the towns with their heavenly cemeteries.

None accepted us because there were actual no documents:

-" No, blondie, how do we know that this isn’t a crime", the cemetery guards told us.

And so, scouring and looking for a holy little plot we found the Zempoala Lagoons.

There we finally scattered my mother's remains.

In the Lake of the seven lakes.

A day, I can't remember which, we sat on the shore of that marvelous place and we emptied the blue plastic bag.

We saw with emotion as the ashes, little by little, were scattered and sank in those fresh and transparent waters, down to the shallow bottom and mixed with earth and the diversity of algi and moss.

And there we left her with a mix of tranquility, fear, weeping and, again, helplessness.

 

Twenty years passed and this Sunday, I came back for the first time since that day, to the lagoons with my grown daughter.

The climate is perfect, the landscape gorgeous.

I walk

The sound is unique, in the distance are heard the murmuring of families having lunch and children playing on that serene day of rest.

The breeze sways the branches of the pines.

The sunlight filters through the crowns and spoils me.

The water, crystal clear, with new moss, new plant species, fallen trees that decay in the water, forming again a new layer of nature.

The birds flutter around, go up and fall, trailing on the water to drink and eat what floats on its surface.

It moves, fresh and clear.

Rocío walks.

She sits and gazes at the landscape.

Again, the pine tree caresses me when the breeze sways it.

And I feel my mother smothering me in this pine and this breeze

Rests in peace.

Life is perfect

I return full of emotion and peace.

My mother embraced me on a perfect Sunday in the Zempoala Lagoon.
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