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After our formative experience, and Jorge’s disappearance, Raquel and 

I decided to get married. Her mother was happy, so happy about us, she 
even cried and mentioned how at peace we would be from now on. 

“It‘s the beginning of the most important phase in your lives,” she said. 
And then she started to sob, although it was a happy sob. 
“Undoubtedly,” she added before firmly grabbing Raquel’s hand, “a 

joyful phase, my dear kids. Life is just starting for you.” 
We were having dinner, I remember, and as always Raquel’s father 

barely talked. He just ate and observed. From time to time his blue eyes 
would follow us, and her wife; but no words came out of his mouth. And 
just when Raquel’s mother was done, he congratulated us. 

“I’m happy for the community,” he said with his grave voice. He 
mumbled how proud he was that his daughter, his only children, had 
decided to enter the final stage of adulthood, and then some silent minutes 
later he left the table. “Now, if you excuse me,” he said, and nodded his 
head. Raquel’s mother remained quiet, as if her husband didn’t exist. Her 
eyes glowed with happiness. “I’m so happy for you, kids,” she said. “So, so 
happy.” 

We heard Raquel’s father steps on the spiral stairs. 
I put some boiled vegetables in my mouth, and then drank some more 

water with cilantro. 
As we finished eating, Raquel father’s steps, above us in his small 

wooden studio, moved around the floor until at a certain point no more 
noises. That meant that it was time for the typing. To this day, that sound 
–the muted sound of his typewriter and the nocturnal silence that 
enveloped our community–, is the only sound that lingers in my head 
when I try to sleep. To be honest, I can’t remember Raquel father’s 
features very much, or his voice. He was never a communicative person; 
during those silent dinners he ate and attentively listened to his wife talk 
who would ask us about our days at the community, the lessons during the 
mornings; and our afternoons at the farm. But I do remember those nights 
when he tirelessly typed and typed in that typewriter, one of the few 
devices allowed in the community by the way. 

I like to believe that I don’t remember Raquel’s father because he was 
quiet and wary. He was the leader of the community, even though there 
wasn’t an official leader. We were supposed to be a free-flowing and 
leaderless group. And I guess we were for a moment. But with time he 
became the leader; and therefore, whatever Raquel’s father said weighted 
more than what Raquel, or her mother, or let alone myself, said. 

That night, I remember, the typing continued until past midnight.  
As usual, after dinner we, the kids, did the dishes. I was happy. Raquel 

was happy. We had made it official; the formative experience had made us 
a stronger couple. It was time to start our own family. 

Raquel’s mom went to ditch the food’s remains to the compost, and 
then for a walk. She always did that as a way of relaxing. Just later we 
found out that there was something else behind her walks around the 



community. Meanwhile, in the house the typing continued and continued. 
We never talked about it. But those days Raquel’s father would lock 
himself in his square room with his books, his plans, and the formative 
journals. He hardly ever spoke to his wife, and even less to Raquel, let 
alone to myself because I was going through a change of temperaments. 
“From sanguine to choleric,” as Raquel’s father told me after he read my 
formative journals from the city. “One of the most troubling phases.” 

The night we decided to get married I started to comprehend that 
Raquel’s parents didn’t speak to each other at all. Something seemed 
broken between them. And they covered it with a silent dynamic. But 
what I didn’t quite comprehend that night is that it wasn’t just them. 
Maybe the whole community had broken while with Raquel we were out. 

Because I returned from my formative experience when I was eighteen; 
and so did Raquel. Then we announced our formal union; and days after 
that we got married, we promised love to ourselves and loyalty to the 
community - and it was just during my first days as Raquel’s husband when 
I finally realized that Raquel parent’s silence was the same silence that had 
started to veil the whole community. 

 
~ 

 
Our parents were longhair idealists, a group of immature young people 

looking to create their own world. They were hippies; Chilean hippies, I 
guess, which is not the same as American or European hippies. But you 
know, to Pinochet they were all in the same category. Our parents were 
social misfits that had decided to live in a community just before Salvador 
Allende became president. And then Pinochet and the military junta took 
over the country. First, they killed and disappeared everyone who had 
supported Allende’s government.  

Then, some day, they focused on people like us. 
To the junta we were not different from those Germans that fled 

Europe after Hitler fell, and hid and started secret cooperatives in South 
America. I’m sure you’ve read about it. Up to this day there are 
communities in Chile, Argentina, Brazil, and Paraguay. Some of them are 
harmless, like us at the beginning. 

It all started with a group of 30 young families who chose to heap up in 
the mountain because under Pinochet there was a military regime that 
killed and silenced everyone who opposed him. And at the beginning it 
worked. From 1973 to 1982 we managed to have an unnoticed existence. 
The founding fathers, as now they call the group that controlled the 
community during its last years, made sure we had everything - house, 
food, a philosophy of life. We didn’t need the world; the world didn’t 
need us. But then our community was discovered somewhere along the 
mid eighties, when it already had been ten years active, and there was a 
pact. I mean, I guess there was a pact or something alike since we weren’t 
killed. I imagine that Pinochet and the founding fathers talked, met, and 
shook hands. It’s either that or we would’ve been imprisoned at the 



Estadio Nacional; or sent at the Dawson Island where our bodies would 
have been disappeared along the Pacific; or, well, you name it–we 
would’ve been sent to any of the other concentration camps spread around 
Chile during the seventies and eighties. And that’d have been the end of 
our small utopia. 

But it wasn’t. 
 

~ 
 
Yes, the formative experience. I’ll get to it right now. 
 

~ 
 
At the age of seventeen all the children of the community had a gap 

year. The whole process required several preparative sessions, spending 
more time than usual with your family, and then instead of the afternoon 
work at the farm, the formative journals. Every month during our 
seventeenth year we received a dark brown saddleback leather notepad. 

I remember writing and writing in those yellowed pages. 
What did we write about?    
Anything. 
Every thought that sprouted in our minds; every event we deemed 

important for our human development; each moment during the day when 
we felt cloistered in a nutshell; or when we felt too submissive, indecisive, 
calm, choleric, sanguine. 

All that. 
I wrote so much in those notebooks. We had to write until our 

formative experience officially started. 
It was a surprise, it wasn’t clear when it would happen. Someone 

would knock at the door, early or late, and one of the founding fathers 
would walk us to the pine-wooden fence that marked the community’s 
frontiers. It usually was Raquel’s father, for he was the closest to a leader 
in our community. He’d say goodbye and made sure we walked away from 
the community. The community was located in a depression in the middle 
of the Andes. There were imposing slopes and hills snowcapped above our 
houses, also a misty and protective sky, and the city below, miles away, as 
if it didn’t exist at all. 

We had to descend through a soiled path. 
 


