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antiago Cervantez pulled into the driveway of  his home on 
Linora Court Drive, shifted his 1994 Ford Explorer into park, 

and turned the ignition off. The engine came to rest with a shudder. 
He sat there for a moment, as he’d found himself  doing every day 
for the past month, listening to the old bones of  the car engine 
crackling. With the keys still in the ignition, he turned the radio on 
and found his favorite station. A song was playing. Something that 
reminded him of  a time when he was a much younger man.

  A fond memory of  his early twenties came to him, when he’d 
barely had anything in his pockets. Just the shirt on his back and 
the motorcycle underneath him. He had come to learn only much 
later in life, as most men do, when the years faded him like an old 
Polaroid, when the hair at the crown of  his head began to thin, his 
mouth began to turn down at the edges, and the crease lines that 
crossed his face grew deeper, that he’d been rich in a way that no 
billionaires or business magnates could be.

Yes, his youthful looks were gone. But another thing that had 
disappeared was the dog that had lived inside him. The dog that lives 
inside all young men. The one that, no matter how much it ate, was 
always hungry for more. That hunger. It was perhaps the thing he 
missed the most about his youth. 

Santiago snapped out of  his nostalgia. The memory dissipated 
and he felt the cold chill of  reality seeping back into his body. 
Through the windshield, he could see the lights on inside his home. 
Miranda would be inside, waiting for him. He shuddered.

Moments later, Santiago walked into his home and shut the 
door. The lights were on and the TV was droning on, as it always 
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was. But Miranda wasn’t in her usual spot on the sofa, despite her 
cup of  cola being stuck between the seats, beads of  condensation 
sweating onto the cloth cushions.

Santiago tossed the keys onto the coffee table and walked 
through the living room into the dining room, where he found his 
wife.

She was kneeling on the ground, carefully placing a piece 
of  cheese on the trip of  a spring-loaded mousetrap. Once the 
mechanism was set, she pulled away cautiously and slowly got to 
her feet. 

Of  course she was wearing the dress that Santiago despised so 
much. The one with the shape and fi t of  two beach towels stapled 
together. The fl oral pattern did not do much to make up for the ill 
quality. She always wore it around the house, but when she started 
to wear it outside, Santiago realized she had completely given up on 
trying to appease her husband. She had different clothes, like the 
yoga pants he’d purchased for her a year back, but she clung to that 
dress like a child does a favorite blanket. In fact, Santiago couldn’t 
even recall the last time he’d witnessed her wash it. 

Santiago inspected the room. Including the one just set in the 
corner, there were three traps laid along the baseboards. “We have a 
rat in the house?” he asked.

“Why else would I have set traps?”
“Are you sure?”
“Of  course, I’m sure,” she snipped. “It stole my toenail.” 
“How did it do that?”
His wife let out a huff, as if  merely satisfying her husband’s 

curiosity was a task not worth the effort. “The other night I was 
sitting on the couch clipping my toenails. I went to the kitchen, 
because the tea was boiling. And when I came back, I saw a rat in 
the middle of  the room, eating my toenail clipping. I was so shocked 
that I dropped the tea. By the time I turned my attention back to the 
rat, it was gone. I’ve laid out traps around the kitchen and along the 
edges of  the living room, so don’t touch them.”
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“Did you use cheese or peanut butter?”
“Both.”
“Perhaps you should use your toenail clippings instead.”
“What?”
“If  the rat prefers to eat them.”
Miranda cocked her head to the side, partly amazed but mostly 

disgusted at her husband’s stupidity. “Are you a rat expert now?”
Santiago muttered a halfhearted response. His wife sighed to 

herself, then left the room. He listened to the footsteps going up the 
stairs, waiting until the door slammed shut, then proceeded to move 
about the house with a sliver of  freedom.

He walked to the kitchen and opened the fridge. He took out 
a  and popped open the top as thoughts of  the rat faded 
from his mind. After all, his wife’s preoccupations were none of  his 
business, and if  they kept her focused on something other than him, 
all the better. 

Santiago walked back into the living room and lowered himself  
into the recliner’s well-worn seat. He tilted his head back and took 
a sip of  beer. It wasn’t much cooler than the air in the room. But it 
stilled his heart for a moment and that was enough.

He turned the television off  and sat there for a while looking 
at the blank screen. His eyes stared ahead unfocused. On a shelf  
just above the television, he saw an old photo of  his wedding. His 
wife, nearly twenty at the time, was glowing in her wedding dress. 
The man beside her looked like he had claimed some treasure. How 
things change, he thought. 

Santiago recalled a time when he and his wife were young. 
When they took a trip to southern Spain to visit the Puente Nuevo 
in Ronda to enjoy the fi nal days of  summer. With the sun to their 
backs, a cool coastal breeze blowing through their hair, they set out 
that day from his uncle’s fi nca in Málaga, taking a single motorcycle 
for the day’s journey, a long climb up the winding mountain roads. 
They drove with the spirit of  summer in their veins, feeling fearless, 
careless, and free. They stopped underneath a tree and drank  



4

THE DOUBLE

and ate , and Santiago smoked and told stories to Miranda. 
Santiago tilted his head back and stared up at the ceiling as 

scenes of  a young Miranda played in his head. He was half-asleep 
when the phone rang.

Santiago pushed himself  up from the sofa and answered the 
phone. The woman on the other end introduced herself  as the 
captain of  some nearby police department. She apologized for the 
late call and explained that she was calling because they had found a 
woman with no identifi cation, a woman who claimed to be Santiago’s 
wife.

“That’s impossible,” he replied. “My wife is at home with me.”
The captain launched into a description of  the woman. Early 

twenties. Dark hair. About fi ve feet four inches tall. The description 
didn’t match anybody that Santiago knew. But he stayed on the 
phone to entertain the offi cer’s line of  questioning. “She would like 
to speak with you,” the captain said, and disappeared for a moment. 
A little while later, a distressed woman’s voice spoke on the other 
end.

“Santiago?” she said. 
Santiago nearly dropped the bottle in his hands, which had gone 

warm by now. It was uncanny. The woman’s voice sounded just like 
that of  his wife. They had a brief  conversation, but Santiago was so 
stunned that most of  it fl ashed by without him being aware of  what 
was actually said. Like catching a glimpse of  someone he recognized 
just before the person disappeared around a corner. After their 
conversation was over, he recalled only a few details. That she was 
tired of  being at the station and wanted to be picked up. 

When Santiago’s senses came back to him, he realized he was 
speaking to the captain again. “Well?” said the captain.

“What?”
“I said, will you come to the station and identify this woman?”
Before he left the house, Santiago briefl y thought to alert his 

wife of  his departure, but his better judgment prevailed. He knew 
better than to disturb Miranda when she was sleeping.
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***

About thirty minutes later, Santiago walked into the police 
station. He greeted the offi cer at the front desk, and took a seat in 
the waiting room, entirely ready to clear up the confusion. His nerves 
had settled on the drive over, and he was thinking more logically at 
this point. At the very least, he thought, he would have a good story 
to tell his friends.

A few moments later, the front-desk offi cer led him to the 
captain’s offi ce, a large room with a big mahogany desk in the middle, 
fl anked by two fl agpoles. Not unlike the police stations Santiago had 
frequented as a youth.

The captain was sitting behind her desk. She thanked Santiago 
for coming at such an inconvenient time and motioned for him to 
take a seat. The captain then nodded to the accompanying offi cer, 
who marched out the door.

Santiago took a seat and looked up at the clock on the wall. He 
watched as the seconds ticked by. The ceiling fan squeaked overhead, 
spinning the stale air around the room in circles. Santiago dabbed his 
head with a kerchief  and returned it to his pocket.

And then, a sudden rush of  footsteps approaching alerted him 
of  their arrival. He turned his attention to the open doorway and 
waited. The young offi cer entered fi rst. And trailing just steps behind 
him was the woman.

Santiago nearly fell off  his chair when he caught sight of  her. 
It wasn’t possible. It was his wife, surely. But she had to be at least 
twenty years younger from the looks of  her. Not much older than 
the day they’d fi rst met. Her face was bright with color and full at the 
cheeks. She had full lips, and there was a fl ash of  white teeth when 
she spoke. Her legs looked strong and slender, too. Even the way she 
was dressed, it was dated, like she’d simply stepped out of  Santiago’s 
memory. It was astonishing. Impossible. Yet here she was, standing 
in front of  him.
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“Santiago!” Miranda crossed the room, bounding on springy legs, 
jumping into her husband’s arms. When she held him out at arm’s 
length, her face fell fl at. “Santiago, my God. What’s happened to 
you?” 

Santiago suddenly felt embarrassed. He surmised that his wife 
was just as astonished as he, yet by the opposite effect. 

The young woman took his face into her hands, held him by the 
cheeks, and turned his head left to right, inspecting every wrinkle 
and scar formed on the old man.

When the captain had had enough of  this spectacle, she rose 
from her seat and spoke. “Señor, is this your wife?”

Santiago snapped out of  his daze, turning to address the captain. 
“I think I’d like to speak to you alone.”

As soon as Miranda excused herself, the police captain resumed 
her position behind her large mahogany desk.

Santiago sat in the chair across from her. His knees were 
bouncing up and down uncontrollably. When he fi nally gathered his 
thoughts, he began to speak. “This isn’t possible,” he said. “My wife 
is at home. She’s sleeping in my bed. As she’s done for the last thirty 
years we’ve been married.”

“The woman outside is not your wife?”
“No. She’s also my wife. But she’s twenty years old.”
The captain let out a disinterested sigh. “Your private affairs are 

not police matters, Señor Cervantez.”
Santiago shook his head. “No, what I’m saying is, they’re the 

same person. The only difference is their age. It’s like she’s been 
duplicated.” As soon as the words left his mouth, the fear of  being 
labeled insane fi lled Santiago’s mind.

The police captain cocked her head and looked at him from 
the corners of  her eyes. “You’re saying the woman in that room is a 
younger version of  your wife?”

“Yes. What do I do?”
“Well, that might be a discussion to have with your original wife 

and your new wife, isn’t it?”
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Santiago nodded his head matter-of-factly, despite feeling like 
the police captain’s solution was somewhat simplistic. 

She gave a nod as if  to signal the end of  the conversation, and 
Santiago rose from his chair. He began walking to the door to join 
the young Miranda.

“Oh, Señor Cervantez,” the police captain called out. “I do have 
one piece of  advice. Perhaps you should consider dyeing your hair. 
Otherwise you might draw some odd looks when you’re together.”

Santiago walked through the halls of  the police station arm in 
arm with his new prize, feeling as if  he were getting away with some 
jewel heist. The hallway opened up to the waiting room, where he 
saw visitors sitting idly in their hard plastic chairs. Santiago spotted 
the front-desk offi cer, once again behind the wall of  protective glass. 
As he walked toward the exit with his new wife, he feared someone 
might call out for him to stop. That this dream that had fallen into 
his life would be over before it barely started. But as he pushed 
through the double doors, there was no protest. He simply walked 
out the front door. Santiago tempered a smile.

***

During the drive home, Santiago couldn’t will himself  to speak. 
He didn’t know what to say. What questions to ask. As he drove, he 
kept his hands fi rmly attached to the steering wheel. It was one thing 
he could control, when everything else seemed to be spinning out 
of  control, and it gave him some sense of  relief. He kept his head 
straight and eyes locked onto the road ahead of  him. He watched 
the beams from the headlights cutting into the dark road ahead, 
the broken white lines disappearing under his SUV. He hazarded a 
glance to his right. 

Miranda, too, was seated upright, head straight forward and 
watching the road. She kept her hands pinned to her lap. And as if  
curiosity got the better of  her, her eyes broke from their gaze on the 
road to venture a look in Santiago’s direction. She made the briefest 
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eye contact with him before pulling away. Apparently, Santiago 
wasn’t the only one who felt strange, and perhaps his body language 
made Miranda even more uncomfortable.

“Shall we listen to the radio?” he asked.
She nodded, and Santiago pawed the buttons clumsily until the 

radio came on. He fl ipped through a few stations before coming to 
a stop at his favorite oldies channel. It was the same song that he’d 
heard while sitting in his driveway. The one that reminded him of  
lazy summers by the beach and nights that stretched on forever. 

Santiago remembered what it had been like driving with Miranda 
all those years ago. The feeling that he’d gotten when it was just the 
two of  them driving with nowhere to go. How Miranda would put 
one arm out the window, outstretched like the wing of  an airplane or 
an albatross in fl ight, catching the wind underneath her palm, letting 
the air run through her fi ngers. That was the Miranda he fell in love 
with, not the woman back at home. 

And then he thought of  his wife, the one at home, the one 
waiting for him. He was so caught up in emotion, he had forgotten 
all about her. What would happen when they arrived home and she 
saw a younger version of  herself  looking right back at her? He tried 
to play out the events in his head, as if  fast-forwarding through a 
movie to get to the end. He didn’t know exactly how his wife would 
react. But one thing he was certain about. Young Miranda and Old 
Miranda could not exist together. Of  all the possibilities he imagined, 
in each one, by the end, this new wife of  his would be gone.

Their exit was just ahead. Just over the highway, Santiago could 
see the tops of  buildings from his neighborhood come into view. 
The familiar gas station sign lighting up the night. He knew what 
he was supposed to do. He was supposed to hit his turn signal and 
merge onto the exit ramp. But for the life of  him, he couldn’t compel 
himself  to do it. As he approached the exit, he continued straight on. 
He watched as the exit fl ashed by the passenger-side window. And 
then it was gone. 

Miranda turned her head in confusion, watching the exit sign 
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behind them. “Where are we going?”
“Let’s take a ride, Miranda. Just me and you. Like old times.”
She rested back into her seat. And then nodded. 
The old man once again tempered a smile.
For a moment, Santiago simply drove. The pair seemed perfectly 

content to just keep going without any direction, as they had all 
those years before. Exits passed by as Santiago put more distance 
between them and their home. But it suddenly dawned on him as to 
where to go.

***

A little while later, they arrived at the historic center in Málaga. 
They turned down the Calle Santa Maria and stopped at a shop to 
buy . From there, they walked to the Plaza de la 
Constitución, where a group of  four teenagers was busking, and ate 
and listened to the music for a brief  moment. Then they departed, 
turning down a side street, and stopped into one of  the terrace bars 
on Plaza de la Merced, where they were seated at an outdoor table. 
They drank mojitos and watched the people passing by on the street. 

Santiago swirled the ice around his glass and tilted his head 
back to take a deep drink. He had just fi nished telling Miranda the 
impossibility of  their predicament and his head was still spinning. 

Miranda was inspecting the contents of  her drink as if  looking 
for an answer. Both hands cradling the glass, she looked up and said, 

“Tell me about this older version of  me. How did I turn out?”
Santiago looked down. “You changed.”

“Changed? How?”
“You used to be so … ” He looked out at the string of  lights 

suspended above him and sighed. “And now you’re just … different.”
“Different? How so?”
Santiago poured himself  another glass and drank half  of  it on 

the fi rst gulp. He wiped some of  the liquid that dribbled down his 
lips. “I have this dream where I’m walking through the forest. And I 
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reach a clearing and there’s an old log cabin. And it feels familiar, like 
I’ve known this log cabin my entire life. And I go inside. Everything’s 
familiar, and I realize this place is my home. But there’s no heat. 
There’s no fi replace at all. And then I feel cold deep down into my 
bones. And I realize this place isn’t my home anymore.”

A silence followed. Then, Miranda nodded. Not an empty 
gesture but an acknowledgment of  true understanding. “Do you 
ever wish you could go back in your life and start things over?”

“I had so many things that I wanted to do,” Santiago said. “And I 
never did any of  them. Somehow, life always got in the way. And the 
years, they go by so fast. I want to start something new, but I can’t 
seem to do it. And now, the best part of  my day is when I pull into 
my driveway and park, listening to the radio, hoping to catch an old 
song that takes me back.”

There was another long silence. Santiago sat there for a moment 
stewing in his own disappointment. And the disappointment that 
Miranda must have felt. He watched her looking down at the table. 
Then, she looked up at him and spoke.

“I think I know what’s happened.”
“You do?”
“Perhaps you willed me into existence.”
“I did?”
“It’s possible your desire to do things over again has created a 

new version of  your wife.”
Santiago nodded. It was just a thought, but being spoken out 

loud, shared between the two, gave it some credibility.
“Don’t be so blue, Santiago. I think this is a great chance for 

us.” Miranda held her glass up to him. “Let’s make a toast. To new 
beginnings.”

They toasted. No sooner had Santiago brought the glass down 
from his mouth than the woman waiting at home popped into his 
head like an unwanted visitor. He hadn’t checked in with his wife 
in several hours. He had completely forgotten about her. Santiago 
fi shed inside his pocket to retrieve his cell phone, fl ipped it open, 
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and saw several missed calls. He sighed. It was time to go home.

***

As Santiago pulled into their driveway, he saw his house. The 
lights were on. He sighed heavily. Just thinking about the expletives 
that would surely be hurled at him left him with a tightness in his 
chest. The tension that had left his shoulders began to work its way 
back into his muscles.

As Santiago pulled farther into the driveway of  their home, the 
thought crept back into his head. He knew that if  Young Miranda 
and Old Miranda were ever to meet face-to-face, it would be the end. 
Santiago could feel his pulse pounding in the side of  his neck as he 
shifted the car into park and turned off  the ignition. 

“Wait here. I need to do a little cleaning before you enter,” he 
said, and exited the vehicle before Miranda could utter any words 
of  protest.

Santiago walked up his driveway until he was at his front 
door. He paused just a moment before going inside, listening for 
something, anything. His hands were shaking when he turned the 
doorknob to step inside his home. 

His wife was already at her feet and waiting to confront him. 
Her whole body was poised to fi ght, like a cat arching its back to 
appear bigger. Her fi sts were clenched into small clubs.

“You must think you’re really funny, don’t you? Taking all the 
cheese off  my traps? You must think it’s some funny joke, don’t 
you? Why—”

Suddenly, her tirade, and everything else, faded away into the 
background. Like Santiago was submerged in a bath of  water. Even 
Miranda’s image was distorted. And then, as if  emerging from that 
pool of  water, his wife came to the foreground. Her image became 
clearer, the words crisper.

From that deep abyss, a singular idea seized his consciousness. 
“Are you listening?” she said. 
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Santiago interrupted her. “Please,” he said. “We need to talk.”
Santiago motioned to the balcony. He needed to smoke, he 

told her, so he could gather his thoughts. For a moment, his wife 
stood there caught between anger and curiosity. Finally, curiosity got 
the better of  her and she followed him through the kitchen to the 
balcony.

As soon as the pair stepped outside, Santiago lit up a cigarette 
and leaned against the railing. Old Miranda slid the glass door 
behind her and stepped outside. It was a cool night and the moon 
was illuminating the white houses with a bluish tint. Santiago looked 
out at the houses with their brown tiled roofs that lined the edge of  
El Tajo Gorge. He looked over the railing and peered down below. 
Vegetation grew on the sides of  the rock surface. Beyond that, a 
sheer drop into the abyss. Santiago took only a few drags of  his 
cigarette before he fl icked it over the railing and watched it fall out 
of  sight. He steeled his nerves.

“What did you want to tell me?”
Before she could speak a word, Santiago ambushed his wife, 

grabbing ahold of  her body and tossing her over the railing. The 
last thing he saw was a fl ash of  that god-awful blue dress going over 
the railing. The old man covered his ears to silence the inevitable 
scream. He waited a good ten seconds before he uncovered them, 
slowly at fi rst, then altogether at once. It was quiet. Only a subtle 
wind rustling the vegetation below could be heard. Santiago looked 
at the neighboring houses. No lights fl ickered on. No windows 
opened. Nobody lounging on the balconies. Everything was calm. It 
was as if  it hadn’t happened at all. Surely, he couldn’t be accused of  
harming his wife. After all, she was sitting inside his vehicle. Not at 
the bottom of  the gorge.

Santiago exhaled and closed his eyes. Now it would just be the 
two of  them. A new start. He thought about getting a fresh haircut 
and maybe even dyeing his hair a darker color. Perhaps then their 
age discrepancy wouldn’t look too egregious. And if  the people did 
stare, then who cared? Santiago took one last look up toward the sky. 
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It was a clear night and the sky was the darkest blue he had ever seen, 
and the moon was as full as a tall glass of  milk.

He walked back inside his house and closed the glass door. Inside, 
the house was quiet. Peaceful. He made his way into the living room 
and again was met with silence. Santiago imagined the life he could 
have with the young Miranda. But a new life required a new house 
as well. Some serious redecorating was in order. The sofa, with its 
cushions that felt like an old kitchen sponge, would be thrown out 
the next day. He would fi nally get the refrigerator fi xed, or altogether 
replaced. And the walls needed a new paint job, too. He would get to 
work the next morning.

Santiago took in a deep breath. He felt like a new man. He was 
excited. But more than that, a different feeling possessed him. One 
that he hadn’t felt in years. It was the dog. It had come back to him. 
And he felt the dog’s hunger, too.

Santiago burst out the front door and into the yard, approaching 
the vehicle with an excitement that couldn’t be contained. But he 
took one look at the vehicle and halted immediately in his steps.

She was missing. Through the front windshield, Santiago saw 
the passenger seat where Miranda had been sitting was empty. He 
ran to the car and pressed his hands against the glass, peered in 
through the driver’s side window. She was gone. 

He ran down the driveway and stood in the middle of  the street, 
gazing down the length of  the road. Nothing but a row of  streetlights 
illuminating the way. Santiago felt his heart beating inside his chest. 
He called out, “Miranda!” But was met only with silence. He called 
out her name again, this time more desperate for an answer, a plea 
for help. Yet the only response was from the trees as their leaves 
rustled in the summer breeze. The neighbors’ houses were dark. No 
cars were out on the roads. 

Santiago walked back to his SUV and ripped open the passenger’s 
side door and peered inside. He could feel the warmth from where 
she had been sitting. Santiago stood there, hands holding the door, 
without any idea what to do next. He still kept scanning the area, 
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despite knowing in his gut that she was gone. His eyes landed on 
something small running from the driveway to his house.

It was a large rat. It reached the building and began running 
along the length of  the wall. It paused a moment, stopping to look 
around and sniff  the air, before it turned the corner and disappeared 
forever.
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