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Charioteer 

I got in the car and left her behind. There was a girl in La Nube, a bar in the town square of 

Vallecillo. The town was a nobody, a nowhere, a dusty pit stop on the long 85. I was driving 

across Nuevo Leon, but I can’t remember why. I was in a dream, a nightmare, already driving 

with no memory of where I was going, or how far I’d come. 

The sun was setting over the distant canyon rocks. Her final crimson hues shaded the Joshua 

and Olive trees flanking the road in a fiery vista. A fire that would soon extinguish. The last 

blazing threads of daylight fell behind the mountains, leaving a mute lilac under the clouds. 

Once again, I was alone. Just me. My amnesia. The final dark sky blues were following my 

car overhead, and a lunar white glint flickered in the rear view. I was driving in with the 

night. 

The road ahead was getting darker and darker, the tarmac in the rear-view was invisible as if 

the road was disappearing beneath the tires as I drove. Soon enough there was nothing to see 

ahead but my pitiful headlights. In the darkness I thought about turning them off, letting go of 

the wheel and pressing the right foot down. That maybe I’d vanish, leave an empty seat in a 

speeding car and miss the wreckage. Or perhaps it would slow down without its master, come 

to a gradual stop, a ghost car found alone on a highway with no driver.  

My grip was easing off the wheel and my leg began to tense, her engine growled louder. The 

growing speed pressed my head to the seat. I stared on at the ever-speeding rush of bugs and 

thin leaves that whipped over the car as this doomed chariot sped me towards damnation. The 

force began squeezing my veins, and my jaw was clenched hard, even the raging engine’s 

roar lost touch with my senses. The few luminescent symbols on the dash, and the pale glow 

beyond the black hood of the car began to fuzz.  
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I was ready to shut my eyes for all time, tired of watching blurred lights with no purpose. 

When, from beyond the haze, I saw a glimmer, then a second, then another, persisting in the 

far-off night. I was mesmerised by the slow trickle of this new constellation shimmering on 

the horizon. Horizon? The sky hadn’t fallen, and the stars don’t ever swell. A town.  

The car lurched as I tamed her, ripped off the gas. My knuckles were white fighting each tug 

and wrench. The red needle flicking wild. But we found the straight and true, the needle 

easing down, the white fading from my hand. Breath returned to my lungs as calm returned to 

the car. I wouldn’t risk taking anyone else with me.  

The lights began to define into bulbs, lanterns and fires from inside houses and outside 

porches. Houses of white, pink, and blue, aged bricks outlined with green cement and purple 

votive lanterns. A mural of mares running wild over rich fields. I thought of bolting through, 

whipping up a gale of dust to powder the tops of drinks. Just another fast soul trying to outrun 

the world or another hot-headed chump racing to reach hell first. But that wasn’t me. The 

great dark was looming past the far bend, and I was running out of buildings. If I thought any 

longer, I’d have passed the town and I wouldn’t be seen again. I hit the brakes hard and 

veered around the final bend.  

The car shook up a storm as we thundered up the scratchy street. Palms, benches, bar, corner. 

Right again. A sharp kick on the breaks halted us quick. I jolted forward and rocked with the 

car. I’d whipped up a small pith of sand and two old men in wicker chairs were staring. How 

did they do it? Persevere, decade after decade? I had been alive for an hour, and I was 

missing something, desperate to escape. I held on tight to the wheel, staring dead on, long 

enough for the dust to settle, and the men to lose interest. 

“Estas Bien?” said a voice. The words had no impression on me, like a stroke of wind on a 

desert plain, I hardly noticed it. 
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“Hola? Estas Bien?” the voice repeated, catching my attention. I looked out of my left 

window to see a girl holding her long, dark hair to her collar, leaning over and looking at me 

worried. She was beautiful. 

“Are you alright?” she asked once more. She was sincere, patient, the only person I had ever 

known. Behind her, in sky-blue neon lights, were the words ‘La Nube - Restaurante Y Hotel’. 

The light from the sign left the slightest blue impression on her cheek. I gave her a small 

yielding nod, knowing I’d stay the night. 

One old man called at the girl; she lifted her gaze over the car hood. He asked something 

unimportant, she said I was fine. My hands released from the wheel and began to fumble the 

lower dash until they pinched the small warm plate jutting out from the ignition. I paused. 

Listened to the engine. I had been unkind to her, yet humble and reliant, her quiet rumble 

assured me I was forgiven. With a careful, penitent turn, I twisted the key. The purring engine 

hushed.  

The door squeaked open, and I stepped out. The girl straightened her posture as I rose to my 

feet. Square shoulders, a straight back and her hands clasped at waist height, around an apron. 

“May I help you? Would you like a drink?” she asked, smiling, following her script of 

hospitality. 

“Water, then whiskey” I said, “and a room for the night, por favor.” She smiled again, 

nodded, and went back inside, on her way lifting a silver tray of money from a vacant table. 

This little town’s square was an oasis, short palm trees tied up with strings of bulbs, all linked 

to a hut in the centre. On the far side I saw three arches framing three bells. The front to a 

church yard. I had little faith to speak of. But then again, how would I know? 
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I was perched on a rickety stool at the bar. My arms crossed staring down at the small swill in 

the pit of my glass. Ahead of me was an array of poisons, a shattered rainbow of brightly 

coloured bottles. There was a fan with ribbons blowing from its front. A radio on the bar 

corner broadcasting a woman’s acoustic melody. There was an old couple and a few 

strangers, all sitting at separate tables, solitary. 

The girl sprang in from outside and began weaving between the empty chairs. She collected 

glasses and tips, smiles, and thanks. I wanted her to look at me again. A look with the same 

concern and affection she had at the car. A glance over would do. Instead, I got the glimpse 

of a weary eye reflecting off the bottom of my glass. 

The bar had no clocks. I hadn’t seen an ounce of time since I arrived. The town lived under 

the mercy of the stars, under the whims of instinct. I liked that. I was staring down at the bar 

wood, trying to decipher a pattern between the polished dark surface and the lighter chips and 

scars when the radio switched off. Silence. 

The bartender was gone, the patrons gone. Only the girl was left, looking over at me, her 

fingers pinching the radio dial. That look, that light in her eyes, she recognised something in 

me. I couldn’t find the words to break the quiet. Did we need to? With graceful steps she 

walked closer and laid a key on the bar top for my room. I caught her hand over the key as 

she turned to leave. She stopped. 

“Would you like a drink?” I asked. She smiled and looked down at my chalk tab written on 

the bar top. 

“I’m not sure you can afford another,” she said lowering herself onto the stool beside me. I 

took my hand from hers and reached over the bar. A half full bottle of tequila clinked off a 

dirty glass as I raised it up. 

“I like your car,” she said. 
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“Thank you,” I replied, and turned around to look behind me through the doors. White 

curtains swayed in the arches veiling the doorways to the night beyond. I could see the metal 

contours of the car reflecting light so slight through the curtains.  

I felt her breath on my arm, so I stayed seated. 

“I need her like no one else,” I said, turning back. I poured out a shot and raised it to drink. 

She caught my wrist as the glass began to tilt. 

She leaned over and whispered, “show me.” 

I took her by the hand and led her outside. The soft brush of the curtains touched us both as 

we passed through. We stepped out into the moonlight. The car was sitting there quiet and 

loyal. My hand left the girl’s as I stepped closer to the car and began to trace all the moonlit 

seams. 

“You care a lot about it,” she said watching me. 

“Her,” I said, “I care a lot about her.” I ran my palm with the lightest touch over the hood and 

saw the moon reflecting off her windscreen. 

“Why her?” the girl asked, platting the dark streams of her hair. Why her? She was my 

everything. She always kept me on the straight and true. Instinct told me we had been 

together far longer than one night. We started together, we nearly ended together. Or did she 

mean, why her? 

I turned and sat against the hood; I nodded for the girl to join. She did. We gazed at the 

luminous mosaic of stars. The girl shuffled back, tucking in her knees, and leaning on a hand 

placed behind me. She was close. 

“I knew a story, of a famous charioteer. A gladiator who drove a team of horses across a 

grand arena,” I started to talk, more than I had all night. 
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“The charioteer was famed for their racing,” I continued, “undefeated, showered in petals and 

prizes after every race. They were the legend of an empire. And one day, when asked by a 

greater man how it was, he could win time and time again, he said, ‘it’s a woman’s world, it’s 

only right to place faith in mares’”.  

I brushed the back of my hand across the hood and said, “It’s only right I put my faith in her.”  

“A woman’s world?” she said and smiled, gazing up. I looked up too.  

She threw a hand up and pointed to a collection of stars ahead. 

“You see there?” she asked, “That’s Iago.” 

“Iago?” 

“A coyote,” she said tracing the stars with an outstretched finger, “he’s kind of a legend too. 

Mi hermana told me he’s destined to chase the sun across the sky for a thousand years.” She 

pushed off her hand and turned around. She pointed behind us at a different constellation. 

“That’s Ezra, Iago’s lover,” she said, tracing the stars again, “she’s destined to chase the 

moon.” She turned back around and leaned on my arm. We said nothing as our hands traced 

around one another before clasping. 

“What happens when Iago and Ezra catch them?” I asked. 

“On the very last day, Iago eats the sun. But because it is so hot, he’ll burst, sending fire all 

across the sky,” she said.  

“And Ezra?” 

“She will watch her lover be so foolish, so she will wrap herself around the moon and hide it, 

comfort it. They will vanish from the night sky, her and the moon, forever. Or so the story 

says.” 
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I felt the press of her cheek on my arm, the stroke of her fingers between mine. I wanted to 

remember it all, I wished this night to last for a thousand years. 

“I don’t know how I got here,” I said looking at her. She shuffled from my arm and gazed 

back. 

“I don’t remember where I came from,” I said again, “and when I go, I don’t know if I’ll 

remember you.” She leaned back a little, a sad glimmer in her eyes. 

“I want to remember you, I’m not sure I’ll ever come back, but I don’t want to go. If I forget, 

I…,” I paused, “I could spend forever falling in love.” She smiled. 

“You could kiss me now,” I said quieter, “and if I forget, that moment would be yours, only 

yours. I’ll never know, but you could remember for me.” 

She leaned closer and we kissed. The stars glowed brighter than ever, the moon their 

brightest jewel. For all the majesty and mystery in the cosmos above, only one thing 

mattered. Her. 

But there’s darkness between the stars. As we kissed, memories burst out from the void. Of 

every time we had kissed before, each story told, every closing of our hands, of every drink 

we had shared, of beautiful nights we spent together. And every night I parked up in front of 

La Nube.  

I pulled away from her. I knew that she knew. I had arrived in Vallecillo many times, fell in 

love with her many times, and she had fallen with me. We kissed again as we had for an 

eternity of nights, laying on the hood of the steed that carried me from sunset to sunset. My 

Ezra, her Iago. 

When we finally fell apart the faintest hues of dawn were drawing over the stars. We had 

relived one eternal night, wishing one eternal wish. We hadn’t seen tomorrow in forever. We 
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talked about the sun bursting, the moon vanishing, the fates that draw in with the sunrise. But 

we both knew what that meant. Each wish, each night came with the price of forgetting. To 

reunite, we would have to lose each other every night, and I would have to drive away once 

again. 

“I hate forgetting you,” I said, “when you’re lost to me, I can’t face it. Anything.” 

“But you always find me mi amor, you always will,” she said caressing my cheek, wiping my 

worries away under her thumb. I believed her. 

The sun’s glow was rising in the east, the desert was returning to life. I pushed off the car, the 

warmth of her touch already fading. I wrapped my hand around the car door handle and 

looked at her. I felt the weight of every grain of sand separating us. My fist tightened around 

the metal. The chill of morning wind passed through us both. She was holding her long dark 

hair, the slightest impression of blue light on her cheek. She was beautiful. 

The door squeaked open, and I dropped into the driver’s seat. Still, breathing, I felt the 

warmth of daylight on my neck. I squeezed my grip on the wheel and pinched the key. But 

when she stepped into view I could see a shimmering in her eyes, crystals catching the 

morning sun as they slid down her cheek. I could let the stars fall for her. 

Over of the silence and wind, I heard the church bell’s humble toll from across the town 

square. I couldn’t leaving her behind, never again. 


