ANYONE CAN DO IT
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erimmediate concern was money. It was a Friday when the men
didn’t come home from the fields and, true, sometimes the men
wouldn’t return until late, the headlights of the neighborhood
work truck turning the corner, the men drunk and laughing from the bed
of the pickup. And, true, other women might have thought first about
the green immigration vans prowling the fields and the orchards all
around the valley, ready to take away the men they might not see again
for days if good luck held, or even longer if they found no luck at all.
When the street fell silent at dusk, the screen doors of the dark
houses opened one by one and the shadows of the women came to sit
out on the concrete steps. Delfina was one of them, but her worry was
a different sort. She didn’t know these women yet and these women
didn’t know her: she and her husband and her little boy had been in the
neighborhood for only a month, renting a two-room house at the end
of the street, with a narrow screened-in back porch, a tight bathroom
with no insulation, and a mildewed kitchen. There was only a dirt yard
for the boy to play in and they had to drive into the town center to use
the payphone to call back to Texas, where Delfina was from. They
had been here just long enough for Delfina’s husband to be welcomed
along to the fieldwork, the pay split among all the neighborhood men,

the work truck chugging away from the street before the sun even rose.




