


The No-Guitar Blues
by Gary Soto

The moment Fausto saw the group Los Lobos on “American Bandstand,” he knew
exactly what he wanted to do with his life—play guitar. His eyes grew large with excitement as
Los Lobos ground out a song while teenagers bounced off each other on the crowded dance
floor.

He had watched “American Bandstand” for years and had heard Ray Camacho and the
Teardrops at Romain Playground, but it had never occurred to him that he too might become a
musician. That afternoon Fausto knew his mission in life: to play guitar in his own band; to
sweat out his songs and prance around the stage; to make money and dress weird.

Fausto turned off the television set and walked outside, wondering how he could get
enough money to buy a guitar. He couldn’t ask his parents because they would just say,
“Money doesn’t grow on trees,” or “What do you think we are, bankers?” And besides, they
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walked up and sniffed his leg. Fausto pushed him away and threw an orange peel skyward.
The dog caught it and ate it



“It was very nice of you to bring Roger home,” the man said. “Where do you live?”
“By that vacant lot on Olive,” he said. “You know, by Brownie’s Flower Place.”
The wife looked at her husband, then Fausto. Her eyes twinkled triangles of light as

she said, “Well, young man, you’re probably hungry. How about a turnover?”
“What do I have to turn over?” Fausto asked, thinking she was talking about yard work

or something like turning trays of dried raisins.
“No, no, dear, it’s a pastry.” She took him by the elbow and guided him to a kitchen that

sparkled with copper pans and bright yellow wallpaper. She guided him to the kitchen table
and gave him a tall glass of milk and something that looked like an empanada. Steamy waves
of heat escaped where he tore it in two.

He ate with both eyes on the man and woman who stood arm-in-arm smiling at him.
They were strange, he thought. But nice.

“That was good,” he said after he finished the turnover. “Did you make it, ma’am?”
“Yes, I did. Would you like another?”
“No, thank you. I have to go home now.”
As Fausto walked to the door, the man opened his wallet and took out a bill. “This is for

you,” he said. “Roger is special to us, almost like a son.”
Fausto looked at the bill and knew he was in trouble. Not with these nice folks or with

his parents but with himself. How could he have been so deceitful? The dog wasn’t lost. It was
just having a fun Saturday walking around.

“I can’t take that.”
“You have to. You deserve it, believe me,” the man said.
“No, I don’t.”
“Now don’t be silly,” said the lady. She took the bill from her husband and stuffed it into

Fausto’s shirt pocket. “You’re a lovely child. Your parents are lucky to have you. Be good. And
come see us again, please.”

Fausto went out, and the lady closed the door. Fausto clutched the bill through his shirt
pocket. He felt like ringing the doorbell and begging them to please take the money back, but
he knew they would refuse. He hurried away, and at the end of the block, pulled the bill from
his shirt pocket: it was a crisp twenty-dollar bill.

“Oh, man, I shouldn’t have lied,” he said under his breath as he started up the street
like a zombie. He wanted to run to church for Saturday confession, but it was past four-thirty,
when confession stopped.

He returned to the bush where he had hidden the rake and his sister’s bike and rode
home slowly, not daring to touch the money in his pocket. At home, in the privacy of his room,
he examined the twenty-dollar bill. He had never had so much money. It was probably enough
to buy a secondhand guitar. But he felt bad, like the time he stole a dollar from the secret fold
inside his older brother’s wallet.

Fausto went outside and sat on the fence. “Yeah,” he said. “I can probably get a guitar
for twenty. Maybe at a yard sale—things are cheaper.”

His mother called him to dinner.
The next day he dressed for church without anyone telling him. He was going to go to

the eight o’clock mass.
“I’m going to church, Mom,” he said. His mother was in the kitchen cooking papas and

chorizo con huevos. A pile of tortillas lay warm under a dishtowel.
“Oh, I’m so proud of you, Son.” She beamed, turning over the crackling papas.
His older brother, Lawrence, who was at the table reading the funnies, mimicked, “Oh,
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understand?”
“No, I don’t understand. I work all year, and if I want to go on a vacation, then I go.

And my family goes too.” He took a swallow of ice water, and glared.
“You have it so easy,” he continued. “In












