Urban Encounter, México City

     It is mid-morning as I say goodbye to Mom and Brother Randy. Dad and I take the forty-five minute drive to the Tijuana airport as I listen to his unending commentary. All is a blur in his speech as memories and lessons pass that I try to remember. I roll down the window a little, to catch the ocean air as the tops of Navy ships rise along the freeway. I listen and his words take hold.

     I’ve been to the TJ airport several times and I recall the memories of dropping off Dad or joining him on business trips to México. I receive a quick hug, carry the two large bags, check in and soon enter the electric hum. The aircraft lifts from the third-world foothills and turns to follow the Sea of Cortez down along México’s mainland coast. In this zone of transition I turn my thoughts to the new life that awaits. I prepare to wipe away expectations and fears by reflecting and writing in my journal.

     It is now in motion, high above México. I think of the adventures before me, the blank dream waiting to appear. I realize that vacations or adventures don’t just come to you, you have to reach out and grab them. If any dream has a goal, then mine is to share my smile and reach out to make new friends and lasting memories. I only wait now for friends to guide me and fill my cup.

     México City is sunken and hidden below the layer of smog. Above, the blue sky stretches towards volcano cones, one breathing white gases. A quick turn and drop to land. Through customs, the luggage carousel and out for a taxi. I make a bad deal with the taxi but get in anyway, this was one of my first taxi rides alone in a foreign country. It moved through the swerves and honks, the traffic lights and lanes lined with pedestrians in a groove of motion. Each memory of this place recalled as one as I now move alone about this great city.

     The hotel is clean, comfortable and cheap. I find my room and begin making calls to local friends from the lobby after I buy a phone card. Leonardo, an old friend of my Dad, may be available for dinner and I also talk to Gabriela’s friend but my friend Gaby has gone to get me at the airport, bummer. I am free then to go out for a walk. Two blocks from the stone entrance of my hotel runs the major avenue, Paseo de la Reforma, the longest street in the world. I follow the busy sidewalks through the business centers and towards the central park, El Alemeda, stopping now and then to make phone calls and allow time to see and absorb the view. This is a massive city of nearly thirty million, old and poor.

     Soon I reach the central plaza, El Zocalo, a large plaza walled in by the towering and tilted Cathedral, National Palace and assortment of terrace-laden hotels. Beneath the city lie the ruins of one of the world’s largest empires, the Aztecs and Tenochtitlan. I always remember this plaza. My last trip I entered from Coyoacán on the Metro. There as you exit the underground subway and ascend the massive stairway you are absorbed by the panorama of emotion and history. On the left corner of the Cathedral, near a line of shoeshine stands I call back to the hotel and there’s a message, it’s Gaby and she’ll be over soon. I then begin the long and enjoyable walk back to the hotel.

     Young with dark long curly hair the color of wine. We share a long gaze, remembering the day we met back in September at the university and our long night of dancing. I thought I would never see her again. The evening unfolds into a series of conversations and smiles, enjoying an urban walk and savory foods. Days and nights blend into faces, friends, markets and the Metro as her beautiful dark eyes are my guide.

     Down below the city the Metro speeds through the urban mass in the silence of the electric hum. The rubber tires are so quiet and the speed amazes you. At every stop a new person steps on to tell a story of woe, sing a song or sell a piece of advice. I purchase a prayer card with an image of the Virgin. At the Cathedral in Coyoacán we bless the card below an alter of the same name.

    We drink in a nearby café, talking and sharing our stream. We share stories and bring each other to life. Questions flow in a sublime interpersonal exchange. It is a true affinity, in the fold of life, hidden and new, baptizing the soul to accept joy. There is no need to apologize, feel fear, or hide the inner personality. Just move through this sliver of time, this fold of life.

     In the morning we take the Metro to the Zocalo, exit, rise up the enormous stairs and enter the plaza. The old metal elevator, shiny and molded from a time long past lifts us to the terraced restaurant of The Majestic Hotel, past the buffet table and out to a table in the sun. From the colonial ramparts the view extends down four floors to the plaza, where streets arrive from the four-corners. Off, in the distance, the mighty volcanoes at times come into view.

     The sparkling eyes of my friend and guide grab my attention within this foreign scene. Her strength and her presence work to create a beauty that ignites the imagination and renews the smile. All moves in an instant as we share experiences, questions and a kiss through constant movement in the city.

     Stepping back I recall the pleasured joy of those days, touring markets or resting in a hammock drinking lemonade. I felt so far from reality at that time. The calm cool stream of love flowed through me, to tranquilize my soul and allow life to begin again. On our last night together the club Mamarumba hummed with Cuban Jazz among friends and smiles. Through a celebration of life we passed as joy from within was revealed. This profound trip was just a starting point, as I was to begin a month in Brazil that would change my life. We made plans to spend another week together on my return and said goodbye. The last few steps of the jetway moved me into the compressed air of flight in the hop and transition of the dream.
