
    The Curse of Chance 

 

Chances. People always say “oh you’ll get a second chance” or “you’re lucky you have 

another chance”. But sometimes you don’t get a second chance. Sometimes you don’t want a 

second chance. Chance never existed in my family. Things just happened.  

My younger brother, who was eight at the time, was hitting me on the head with a stick, 

then proceeding to pretend to shoot me with a gun.  

“Espera Sebastian!” I pushed him away angrily, knocking the stick out of his hand. I was 

trying to concentrate, making words in the mud in front of our small home in Escuintla, 

Guatemala. Someday, I hoped to have all the paper in the world, and many pencils that wouldn’t 

break into pieces when I tried to write.  

“But I want to play with you…” he whined, his big hazel eyes widening with mock 

sadness.  

“Can we play later-” I began to ask, but one look at his face mollified my feelings of 

annoyance. “I’m gonna get you!” I poked him in the chest, and he started to run.  

Our yard wasn’t big, small actually, it was just a lot of dirt, but we went outside every 

day. Sebastian began to run outside of our broken, off white, gate, and into the street, his dark 

chocolate colored curls bouncing on his head. His hair. That was something I have to admit, I 

was envious of. My hair was darker, and straighter. Like mama’s. My brother got my papa’s 

hair.  

“Sebastian,” I warned him. He turned around in the street, and stuck his tongue out at me.  



“Que vas a hacer?” He laughed, “Whatcha gonna do?” Then, an old pick up truck comes 

out of nowhere, speeding down our narrow street.  

“Cuidado!” I shouted, running into the street in front of him. The truck reached a halting 

stop, and three men got out. I shrunk back, recognizing them. They were part of my father’s 

gang. Señores de la Drogas, the Drug Lords. I stood up a little straighter, remembering what 

mama told me. 

“Don’t let them see you’re scared..” The nights Papa came home, I could hear my parents 

arguing in raised whispears. I knew my mama disproved of my papa being in a gang, but there 

wasn’t anything we could do to change it.  

I was four years old when Papa first tried to leave Los Senores. He came home telling us 

to pack our things. Mama (who was almost due with Sebastian) didn’t hesitate but began to pack 

silently.  

“Que paso?”  I repeated over and over again, my small mind struggling to comprehend 

the situation. 

“Nada mija” Papa repeated, “Estamos empezando de nuevo, we are starting new”.  I 

didn’t understand what this meant, but I trailed behind my parents as we slipped out of our 

house. I remember being so excited about all the stars in the sky-a whole canvas of possibilities. 

I quickly found out that these stars were too far for our family to reach.  

I began to ask what they were doing here, but the words had yet to come out, when my 

mama came running out of the house. Her typically neat appearance was frazzled, her hair astray, 

and her apron half on. We had all been on edge seeing as papa hadn’t returned home in two days. 

It was typical of him to be gone one night, but two… 



We thought leaving at night would work, that Los Senores would never know. But we 

were wrong.  They came up beside us silently. 

“A donde vas?” they asked, there voices rough. “Where are you going without us?” I 

could hear the sharp intake of Mama’s breath.  

“No puedo continuar…” Papa responded. “I can’t continue my father’s legacy, this life 

isn’t meant for me.” 

“How do you expect to survive then?” They laughed, “You don’t expect to find work in 

the United States…” 

“We will find our way.” He said firmly, his voice so confidant, so sure. 

“Maria,” she said tersely under her breath. “Take Sebastian inside.” I opened my mouth 

to say I am old enough, but she shook her head, and pointed to the house. I grabbed Sebastian by 

the arm, and pull him inside, pushing the door so hard that it almost falls off its hinges as it 

closes. I then ran over to our window, trying to make out through the thick coat of dirt what was 

going on. Another man steps out of the car. Papa. But something wasn’t right. My Papa visibly 

wore an expression of fear, an expression I’d never seen papa wear.  

“Samuel,” my mama took a step towards him. Then I saw it. One of the men reached 

towards their pocket, placing their hand on a black object. It processed in my mind, and a panic 

enveloped me. I ran over to the door, slamming it open.  

“Mama, papa, cuidado, a gun!” I shouted.  

“Maria, stay..” My papa said to me, his voice wavering. He had his hand in front of him, 

defensively, locking eyes with the man.  



“We can work this out,” Papa lowers his hand, “no me iré, I won’t leave.” He kept 

repeating this in a calm, slow voice, as if trying to reason with a toddler. Then he moves, pinning 

the man to the ground, wrenching the gun from his hand.  

“Samuel, no!” Mama yelled fiercely. I looked at papa, who had the gun pointed at the 

man’s head. I felt a warm breath down my neck, and I shivered, turning around to feel cold metal 

pressed against my face.  

“You shoot, she dies.” a voice says roughly. I look up to see a tall man with a long, black 

beard. His small eyes narrowed into slits, and he smiled at me, his teeth black. 

Both my parents turn.  

“Let go of my daughter!” mama snarled, “No tienes derecho, you have no right!” She 

turned to papa. “Samuel, drop the gun.”  

Papa slowly lowered the gun, his brows furrowed, and his eyes reflecting the worry in 

mamas.  

Los Senores forced our hands behind our backs. Papa tried to struggle free, but 

eventually stopped. I whimpered silently as the men roughly grabbed me, forcing a sack over my 

eyes. I began to cry.  

“No puedo ver las estrellas, I can’t see the stars.” I cried.  

“Shhh.” I felt Mama’s hand on mine.  

Los Senores burned the few possessions we had, all while I sat shivering in a blanket of 

darkness. This incident disappeared, just like the stars, but not without a trace.  

“Drop it.” The man says, motioning with his other hand to the gun Papa has.  

Papa started to run towards me, his eyes brimming with tears.  



“Mari-” he starts to say, but he never finished. There is a loud bang, and a piercing 

ringing filled my ears. Papa fell to the ground, a dark red stain quickly spreading across his back, 

like paint spreading across a paper, staining his blue shirt.  

Another bullet hit him, and the dark red stain continued to engulf him. 

 I let out a hoarse scream foreign to my ears, running towards him and falling to my 

knees, tiny rocks biting my skin.  

“Voy a matarte!” mama screamed. 

Guatemala isn’t a place you live and expect to be safe. I learned this after I lost sight of 

the stars. But I still didn’t understand why we couldn’t just leave. The day after our neighbor 

was shot, I brought up the question to Papa.  

“Why don’t we leave?” I asked, my small mind confused. Papa shared a sad glance with 

Mama. “Why?” I repeated, “If we can have a better life in another place that is safe?” Papa 

shook his head.  

“This is the life we were given.” He says slowly, his soft brown eyes looking into mine. 

“Come here mija,” he motions to me. I walk over and hesitantly sit on his lap. “God gave us a 

life that is meant for our family, a life that we can’t leave.” He took a breath and glanced at 

Mama and she gave a discreet nod.  

“God knew that we would make the best out of our chance at life”. 

As I got older, I found out the reason our neighbor was shot. It was because he tried to 

leave. He tried to find a second chance, but God didn’t give him one.  

I felt my face hardening, and I slowly got up. I remembered Sebastian taunting me earlier 

“Whatcha gonna do Maria?” His voice runs through my head.  



I barely heard the screech of tires as the men drive away. I barely saw my mother fall to 

the ground next to me. All I heard was the bang of a gun. All I saw is the red that came from 

Papa.  

It seems his blood tainted my thoughts and I ran after the car screaming. But I couldn’t 

hear myself. I just heard the bang. On repeat, as if my mind hopes for a different outcome each 

time.  

Bang.  

It is then I realized those sounds aren’t fragments of my imagination. But they were real. 

 

If there is a God out there, I have a question: Why me?  

 

My father didn’t get a second chance at life.  

My mother didn’t get a second chance at life. 

My brother didn’t get a second chance at life.  

 

But I did. Why? 

 

I don’t want another chance to relive this life.  

 


