Are There Signs in Life?

As a little girl my parents and I used to spend Christmas vacations in

a small town in the south of the United States.  We would take a road

trip that could last three or four days depending on the family’s

budget and mood.  We always crossed the border long after dusk. 

As soon as the fading reflections of the interrogation lights and the barking of the Doberman, whose drooling fangs sometimes gnawed on my dreams, as soon as that nightmare of passports and documents— the quasi-magical click of the stamp authorizing our entrance— was behind us, the landscape would turn dark and abysmal for one or two kilometers, as if the world had disappeared for a few moments before the first marquees with their pretty red and white lights dancing in space like frenzied

diamonds would appear, fulfilling the night and our expectations after the exhausting drive.

Back then, as a girl, contemplating the dance of those lights

through the rear window of our Caribe ’87, I would imagine 

the existence of a secret and shared communication code.

Via some device, I would think, exhaling my breath onto the glass made grimy by the drive, every one of the lights comprising that luminous perimeter of signs for 24-hour supermarkets, Spanish music radio stations and bank ads, were being synchronized in order to form a specific and particular pattern, a choreography that might be developing from right to left, or from left to right, from the top down or from the bottom up, according to the whims of an anonymous publicist whose purpose I couldn’t yet imagine ".
