
The Search 
Episode 1: The Walkabout / Self-Reliance 
 
Episode 1 of a 5-part series.  
 
(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 
 
MARIA LUISA TUCKER: I met my husband 15 years ago, on the internet when online dating 
wasn’t quite a thing yet. Our first date was at a Thai restaurant. We sipped beer and ate Pad 
See Ew while Ilya told me about immigrating from Moscow to Brooklyn and described his 
Russian family. It was a type of family I'd never seen up close. They were involved, worrisome 
and fused together by obligation. Ilya’s parents pestered him about his grades, his clothes, his 
every decision through high school, through college and they continued to. 
 
After every visit home, Ilya’s mom loaded him up with Tupperware containers of blintzes, salad 
olivier, fried fish, bags of cherries and loaves of bread. A year into our couple-hood, I still didn’t 
understand why she did this. Didn't she know he was capable of feeding himself? But Ilya said 
they felt obligated to care for him in this way. 
 
My whole family seemed to lack the obligation chromosome that was so powerful in Ilya’s family. 
It was why, when I was a sophomore in college and a stranger called to say that my mother had 
been rushed to a hospital, I was flummoxed about what I was supposed to do. Was I supposed 
to go there? Weren’t the doctors taking care of her? The stranger said yes, I should come, so I 
did. When I arrived, my mom seemed OK, just annoyed, as if the hospital, itself, had caused her 
appendix to burst. I called my brother, Evans, to let him know what was happening. He asked if 
he should come to the hospital. He lived about a 90 minute drive away.  
 
“I don’t know,” I said, and so he didn’t. 
 
Fast forward 8 years. This time it was my step-mother calling me with bad news. My father had 
gone missing. Again, I called my brother to tell him what was going on: that our dad was 
missing.  
 
“Should I come?” he asked. And, again, I said, “I don’t know.”  

 
Here’s what I do know. It was Feb. 7, 2006. My father and stepmother had had another a 
fight—a bad one. She left for work, and then apparently my dad walked out of the house and 
down one of the trails that led into the Tonto National Forest. It’s a 3 million acre forest in 
Northern Arizona. A week went by and he didn’t come home, so my stepmother— I'll call her 
Kim— she called the cops. Another week passed and Kim called me.  
 
Everyone had a different theory about what had happened to him. The neighbor thought my dad 
was camping alone somewhere deep in the woods—I guess he’d mentioned that he wanted to 
go on a “walkabout” whatever that meant to him — so I started hiking the trails, looking for him. 
 
 
(SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS IN WOODS) 



 
(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 
 
TUCKER:  I’m Maria Luisa Tucker and this is The Search.  
 
It’s a story about the search for my father when he went missing. In each episode, I investigate 
one of the leads I followed when I went looking for him. But that’s just one part of this story. The 
Search is also about—maybe even more so—about trying to figure out what it means to be a 
family. We all grow up with unspoken assumptions about what family is, how we’re supposed to 
be with one another, what we owe one another—or don’t. Here’s what I mean: the first theory of 
what had happened to my dad—the neighbor’s idea that he’d gone camping without telling 
anyone—sounded plausible to me because of the assumptions I’d grown up with.  

 
I assumed that we didn’t owe each other much, beyond a birthday phone call and maybe a visit 
on Christmas. I could imagine my dad deciding to go off on his own, and I could imagine that he 
wouldn’t necessarily feel like he owed anyone an explanation, even though he had a wife and 
children at home. 

 
I assumed that to be independent—financially, emotionally, physically independent—was to be 
successful. I assumed that if I couldn’t be independent in those ways, there was something 
wrong with me, and if you couldn’t be independent in those ways, there must be something 
wrong with you.  

 
I assumed all those things because, well, that’s what my parents taught me. 
 
(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 

ANA MARIA BASTIDAS: It was important to me for you to be self-reliant because in my 
own life I have found that I have had very few or almost no one that I was able to rely on.  

TUCKER: OK test, (off mic) alright, OK, say who you are and my name is are blah blah 
blah and that you are my mother. 

BASTIDAS: My name is Ana Maria Bastidas  and I am the mother of Maria Luisa Tucker.  

TUCKER: You're my mother. 

BASTIDAS: I am your mother. 

TUCKER: Yes. OK.  

BASTIDAS: The way that I grew up, in those days, the parents made all the decisions for 
the children. So literally I did not get a chance to make any decision on my own until I 
was 19 years old and was sent to university. 

TUCKER: And what did they send you with? 

BASTIDAS: A bunch of money, a bunch of expensive clothes, and not knowing how to 
deal with either of those. I knew the money was supposed to go in the bank but I didn't 



know what I'm supposed to do with it. So I went to the bank and it was the banker who 
explained to me having a checkbook and writing checks. And because I had all this 
money of course I used all of it. And before the end of the semester I ran out of money 
And then they sent me with all these beautiful clothes that they had made. Of course, it 
was inappropriate for university experience. I did not have a set of blue jeans. It was all 
these beautiful lovely things made of linens and silks and, and I had no idea how to take 
care of that. So I destroyed a good portion of it by the way that I washed it and ironed.  

TUCKER: I should say here that my mom was born in Ecuador, to a high-society family that 
went back and forth between Ecuador and the U.S. They had maids and cooks and drivers in 
Ecuador. They even had their own tennis court. So, she’d been taught things like how to wash 
the white gloves she wore to church, and how to plan a menu for a dinner party, but not actually 
how do the laundry or cook the dinner. Her parents—well, and the maids and cooks and 
drivers—took care of every single need for her. Until they didn’t.  

BASTIDAS: They told me that you know once I was married that I could no longer rely 
on them for any financial help. And, of course, they lived in Ecuador. I lived in the States 
so they were far away…. And then I married your dad and he wasn't able to be a person 
that you could rely on because say you know we agree that he would go pick you up at 3 
o'clock. Well he would forget or he would go out somewhere and he would forget to do 
that and then the school would call me and say “Your children haven't been picked up.” 
So he— he just couldn't be relied on. For anything. 

TUCKER: That's why you felt like. It's better to teach us not to rely on anyone 
because—.  

BASTIDAS: Just rely on yourself—right. 

TUCKER: This was a lesson that was taught early and often. It came from both my parents, and 
from the stories they told about their families. Like, there was the time, right after my parents 
were married, that a flood washed away the trailer they were living in. The lost their home and 
all their stuff and, oh yeah, my mom was pregnant at that time. But no one in either family 
helped them, or at least that’s how the story was told to me. My mom’s family was far away in 
Ecuador, so maybe they get a pass, I don’t know. But my dad’s mom, who lived a couple hours 
drive away, mailed them some rain boots and that was that. They ended up borrowing money 
from one of their professors to get back on their feet. This story became part of the family lore in 
our house, a real life example of why my mom always said stuff like “You can only rely on 
yourself, Luisa!vWe have to be strong, independent women, Luisa!” 
 
At 13, my parents got divorced. This was not particularly surprising to anyone. Around that time, 
I was told I’d have to start paying for my own clothes. 
 

BASTIDAS: We had a very hard time financially. All of our lives. I did not have money to 
even get you, you know, a fancy suit for the soccer, all the soccer equipment that you 
need. I didn’t make enough money to pay for that. 



TUCKER: Yeah, but I didn't want to play soccer. (Laughs) 

BASTIDAS: But I wanted Evans in soccer. I put you in dancing, but that was hard for me 
financially. 

TUCKER: Well, so it's interesting to me because it, you know, your parents had a lot of 
money. Like, you grew up with maids. Did you feel like because you were an adult that 
you didn't owe them anything and they didn't owe you anything and there was no bond of 
obligation to help out if we were having a hard time? 

BASTIDAS: No, they told me that they didn't have an obligation to help us out. Once I 
got married, I was the responsibility of my husband. That's what they felt. I never asked 
them for any money. And so I was stressed and constantly sick.  I don't know if you 
remember this, but I was sick all of the time. 

TUCKER: Did anyone take care of you when you were sick? 

TUCKER: No. So my dad never like. 

BASTIDAS: No. 

TUCKER: Brought you medicine or. 

BASTIDAS: No. 

TUCKER: Cooked when you were sick? He did nothing? 

BASTIDAS: No I would make myself chicken soup. 

TUCKER: So your description of him is he did nothing. He jumped out the window when 
you had fights to leave. He would disappear. He would forget to pick us up from school. 

BASTIDAS: I didn't have any support. You're right. 

TUCKER: No I'm not. I'm just— 

BASTIDAS: I didn't feel that I had support from him. 

TUCKER: (sigh) 

TUCKER: My mom and I don’t remember things in quite the same way. In her narrative, she’s 
the hero who has been wronged but overcomes the obstacles. In my memory, things were less 
black-and-white. I remember my parents as the two main characters in the story of our family.  
 
(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC, SOUNDS OF ARGUING) 



 
They both did crazy stuff. Yes, my dad did climb out of the bedroom window when my mom 
blocked the doorway and yell at him. Then my mom would go into the garage and wildly 
hammer nails crookedly into random pieces of wood. She said she was “venting,” and this drove 
me crazy. They were very preoccupied with their own hostilities. My brother and I were just 
observers to the show. We were not important characters—or at least that’s how it felt to me at 
the time. Of course, there were moments of warmth and love in there, too—a surprise birthday 
party my mom threw for me, trips to the beach with my cousins, baking peanut butter cookies 
with my mom or bread with my dad. 
 
But still, the primary lessons I learned from my parents were: number one: don’t rely on 
anyone—and that includes your own parents, a husband, or the world at large. And number two: 
you better make your own money.  
 
When I was 13, I started babysitting 8 hours a day, all summer long. At 15, I got a job at the mall 
and got a hardship license, which meant I was allowed to drive earlier than the usual driving age 
because I could prove I had a job, but no one to take me to that job.  
 
My dad was just as devoted to the idea of self-reliance as my mom was. He was a Texan from a 
ranching family, and he carried around a little bit of the cowboy ethos, like: all a man needed 
was his horse and place to rest his head at night. Except in his case, the horse was a car. He 
was a mechanic and seemed to have a different beat-up old car every year. 
 
Anyway, he liked the idea of me driving myself around town and got me a ramshackle car—but 
this car, oh man, it literally smelled like gasoline and it had a hole in the passenger side 
floorboard that we had to cover up with a little piece of plywood. Still, I was glad to have a car. It 
meant independence. But then, he refused to teach me how to drive stickshift.  

TUCKER: So my dad just like gave me this car and sat in a chair on the porch and told 
me to drive around the block by myself until I figured it out. Wouldn’t get in the car with 
me. I was 15. So why- 

BASTIDAS: He did something similar with me in that we went up a hill. And then he got 
out of the car and left and said “OK drive home.” 

 TUCKER: To teach you how to drive the stick shift?  

BASTIDAS:Yeah. And I was very scared because that's not, you know, I mean, I'm not 
really good with that kind of thing. I do remember that I got back but I was upset. 

TUCKER: Why do you think he did that? 

BASTIDAS: In the time of our parents, that's how people did things. If you wanted to 
teach your child to swim you just dropped him in the river and hope they would make it. I 



mean that's how they did things back then. I don't know. That's. I guess, he didn't feel. I 
don't know. I guess that he felt that that would be the best way to make you independent 
and let you learn something on your own. I don't know. 

TUCKER: The other thing my dad taught me was how to survive in the wild, though probably 
that idea of surviving in the wild was probably done with a bit of a smirk. We went on this epic 
camping trip together, just the two of us, and he said things like: You must know how to put your 
tent up in the dark, in the rain, with your eyes closed!  
 
(SOUNDS OF BIRDS, CAMPING NOISES) 
 
He taught me how to build a fire and whittle a stick and how to cook a decent dinner over the 
fire. I won’t say he taught me how to pee in the woods, but he sent me into the woods alone to 
pee, which was a disaster. I’ve since figured it out, but it took a while. 

 
So, yeah, they raised me to be self-reliant, and to be proud of it. I moved away from home the 
week after I turned 17, and ended up living alone in an Airstream trailer, attending a community 
college neither of my parents had ever set foot in or helped me apply to. 
 
Despite the loneliness that came with it, I was proud of my independence. Arrogant about it, 
even. Which is maybe why, after Thanksgiving when I was 20, I announced I wouldn’t be 
staying with the big group of relatives gathered at my aunt’s house for the weekend; I was going 
camping alone. In the near-freezing temperatures. I left at dusk and hiked into the dark. A 
couple miles down an unfamiliar trail, I was too exhausted to build a fire, so I ate a cold can of 
beans and shivered through the night, vaguely worried that the men camping nearby would 
decide to rape me. 
 
Why did I do this? And why did I repeat this adventure again a year later, but this time at the 
Grand Canyon for a week, hiking down steep trails without so much as a water bottle? But I 
know why. It was to prove to myself that I didn’t need to rely on anyone. To prove that I was as 
independent as my parents raised me to be.  
 
It just didn’t occur to me to question this American ideal—and it IS a uniquely American 
ideal—until years later, after I married Ilya and we had our own children. 
 
(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 
 
Of course, I want my kids to grow up to be capable adults, I just don’t want them to feel as alone 
as I had for so many years. The problem is, I don’t know how to be the kind of family that allows 
for both connection and independence. 
 
So, I did what I always do when I’m ruminating over something. I went to the library. And that is 
where I discovered the work of Meredith Small, an anthropologist who has spent much of her 
life studying ethnopediatrics. I had to look it up what ethnopediatrics means, and apparently it’s 
the study of child-rearing practices around the world. Anyway, Professor Small writes about how 
culture shapes the way we raise our children. Her books changed the way I think about my 
family—the one I am from and the one I married into.  



 
My family isn’t uniquely stand-offish. And Ilya’s family isn’t uniquely all up in each others 
business. I mean, well, maybe both families are a little on the extreme, but my parents’ focus on 
independence, and Ilya’s parents’ deep sense of obligation toward family members’ material 
needs, well, all of that comes from the particular time and place, the society and economy that 
they have grown up with. It seems obvious, but still reading about this just kind of blew my mind.  

 
I want to read you a little bit from Professor Small’s book Our Babies, Ourselves: How Biology 
and Culture Shape the Way We Parent. Here we go: 

 
“In every culture, parents unconsciously transmit the rules, the structure, and the goals of that 
society to their children. Each one of us... is a product of our culture, and parents are the 
channelers through which we receive the cultural and social message… 
 
I’ll skip ahead a little here:  
 
“There is no evil mastermind at work here, no Big Brother pushing parents to indoctrinate their 
kids a certain way. The ‘cultural ethos’ and the values that societies adopt are passed on 
because they work—at some level, people unconsciously agree to a particular set of values and 
pass them along because they serve the society economically and serve individuals both 
personally and spiritually. More important, this cultural ethos becomes almost invisible; it is 
difficult to define or tease out because it is so ingrained,generation after generation, that it 
appears “natural” or “right,” and part of one’s identity. Culture is seen not as some overlying mist 
that cloyingly wraps around people and families, but as a lacy film that ingratiates itself into 
every crevice of behavior, silently but powerfully influencing what people do and how adults 
treat their children.” 

 
It’s good, right?  

I was so excited by this new understanding of our families that I decided to call up Professor 
Small. And she was happy to talk to me. 

MEREDITH SMALL: My name is Meredith Small and I am a professor emeritus of 
Cornell University and a visiting scholar at the University of Pennsylvania and I'm an 
anthropologist. I'm happiest when I'm in a foreign country and I have no idea what 
anyone is saying. I just love that. 

TUCKER: (Laughs) So I wondered if you could talk a little bit about how and why 
self-reliance and independence are valued in U.S. families so much and more than other 
cultures.  

SMALL: Well, it comes back to our our history and how this country was formed and by 
this I mean when white people came to North America, Central America. When they 
came they were fleeing from religious persecution and they were just by the very act of 
getting on those boats and leaving their their countries and going to a new land of which 
they knew nothing, they're pretty brave people. And they had with them, especially the 
Puritans that landed in New England and Virginia, they brought with them this moral 



belief about the individual and the person and everybody says that's where it comes 
from and that seems to make some sense to me. But it's also true that by taking on the 
capitalist economic ideology that also pushes for a kind of independence self-reliance 
that you've got to make a living by yourself. You know, you start a company, you work 
the farm and you reap and you reap the benefits of that. But I think we can also add into 
that the reality that the Americas were huge pieces of land. And so one could move 
away from individuals they didn't like or move away from their family. They could go after 
opportunities out West. And so it all fits together as a piece: the finances, the moral 
history, the religious history, and the geography of the country. 

TUCKER: Do you feel like that idea of being self-reliant and independent has changed 
generationally from my dad’s generation—he was born in the 50s—to today?  

SMALL: I don’t think so… I don’t think it’s changed. I think we still have a belief system 
that you go to high school and when you graduate you either go to college or you get a 
job.  And even in European countries, it doesn't always work out that way. I certainly 
have Italian friends who tell me that the norm in Italy now because the cost of housing is 
so high and the chance of employment is so low, that it is very common for adult children 
people in their 30s let's say to still be living with their parents. But as one of them said to 
me, the difference is the difference from America is that when we do that the whole 
family figures out a way to allow that younger person to become an adult within the 
family. So even that is a different system. We really kind of you know get out of the 
house get your own apartment. That is the symbol. If somebody is living at home and 
they're 25 years old, everyone thinks it's horrible.  
 
TUCKER:  Yeah, this idea of dependence or needing to rely on others being viewed as a 
failure is the inverse of independence as success.  So, if we’re talking about people with 
disabilities or medical issues or people who struggle with mental health issues, and for 
my family all those things can be checked by my dad—or even just like men, whose idea 
of masculinity is tied up in being so independent. I guess I’m curious what you 
think—you know, if you think this value on independence can be harmful, especially for 
certain people. 
 
SMALL I think it's harmful for everybody, actually. I think that it's,  it's contrary to 
everything about human nature. If we look at the human evolutionary history we were a 
species that developed and evolved in small groups presumably among related 
individuals let's call them extended families, very extended. And they lived together, ate 
together, hunted together, gathered together and defended each other against other 
groups that were related. And we've moved so far away from that. But there are still 
many people around the world who operate in that kind of system. And we assume, we 
Americans assume that it's unhealthy. But I think it's the opposite. We have a high 
percentage of loneliness, depression, anxiety and we are disconnected. I think that 
Americans, in particular, don't really understand what the word community means. And 
we strive for it. We somehow think it's a good thing, but we really don't understand it. We 
really don't understand what it is to be connected to anyone outside, let's say, your 
spouse, your partner, and your kids. That, to us, is sort of it. There's not much else. And 
that's not everybody. You know I'm speaking in very general terms here.  
 



TUCKER: You know, for me, I grew up kind of wondering what the point of family was, if 
we’re all supposed to be so independent... 

 
SMALL: Yes. That's a very major point. You've put it well. When we're we're brought up 
to be independent, then what is family? You can't have it both ways. You can't have it: 
You're independent and family matters more than anything. And I think that is the twisted 
logic of American culture. And I don't know, I don’t know what family's about either 
because I don't get it. These are supposed to be the people that you rely on, that you 
call, well not in my universe. I do know people that do that, but they seem a little strange 
to me.  

TUCKER: Um, alright, well, do you have anything else you’d want to add about the idea 
of self-reliance? 

SMALL: Just that I think it's a crushing philosophy. I think it's the antithesis of how 
humans, how they really are, what human nature is. If you think, well, how do we punish 
people? Solitary confinement. That's what we do to them. 

(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 

TUCKER: Well, when do you think it's OK to ask for help? 

 BASTIDAS: When you need it. What do you mean? Be more specific. 

 TUCKER: Well. …. I feel like we were raised with this sort of extreme idea of 
self-reliance.  

BASTIDAS: Right.  

TUCKER: And, like, that has been hard for me, especially as a mother where I am not 
financially independent. I have to rely on my spouse. And that feels very uncomfortable 
and unsettling and upsetting to me. But I, But I don't think that it's— like intellectually I 
don't think that's a bad thing to rely on someone else. So I'm wondering what you think 
of that.  

 BASTIDAS: Well. You know, over time I've realized that you have to have both: to be 
self-reliant and yet to be part of a group and accept the responsibilities of being a part of 
a group that needs you, right? So you have to be able to do both. And I've done very 
well being self-reliant and not as well being part of a community. I've only learned to do 
that in the past, I would say, 10 years.  

TUCKER: Mm hmm. How did you realize that that was a thing that you needed to do? 

BASTIDAS: You know, when I became a Baha'i one the things that happened to me was 
that I was elected to be the person that ran things. So therefore I have this responsibility 
to take care of a group. And it wasn't about just making decisions alone. It was making 
decisions with us, all of us together. Including you know, being inclusive and including or 
talking about what people wanted. It wasn't just about me. That was my first taste of 



becoming part of a group. And and relying on other people for certain things. So that has 
definitely helped me. 

TUCKER: Was it difficult to try to do that? 

BASTIDAS: Yes! it was very difficult because I'm accustomed to, you know, being on my 
own and make my own decisions. 

TUCKER: So being part of a faith community made you realize that being in a group and 
relying on other people was OK. 

BASTIDAS: And was a good thing. 

 

TUCKER: It’s been interesting to watch my mom over the years go from an angry, eccentric, 
stubbornly independent to someone who is… well, she’s still eccentric, but not angry any more, 
and really open to other people more than she ever was. She’s found community in her faith, 
and in her swimming buddies at the YMCA. She’s even creating community. She came up with 
this idea to invite the other ladies in the neighborhood over to her house for a weekly activity 
that she’s calling chai tea and tai chi.  

BASTIDAS: It’s a way to have, I gues, a relationship with the other neighbors. 

TUCKER: I like that its tai chi with chai tea. 

BASTIDAS: With chai tea. 

TUCKER: Well, thank you for talking to me. 

BASTIDAS: You’re welcome. 

For me, I accidentally became part of a community before I realized how useful and valuable it 
is. My apartment building has this email listserv, and that’s resulted in actually getting to know 
my neighbors. It started out with loaning one another a cup of milk or printer paper; then some 
of the other families with little kids started doing babysitting swaps. And a retired teacher who 
lives on the first floor started offering sing-alongs with the kids—these weird old folk songs; 
another neighbor who feeds our cat sometimes will come over for a beer. Between Ilya’s 
parents who live nearby, and my neighbors, who live even nearer by, I have a very real safety 
net. If I suddenly needed a ride to the hospital, or needed someone to watch my kid in an 
emergency, I would have at least a few people who would have my back. I had never felt that 
before. For my children, their whole lives, which granted haven’t been very long yet—they’re 6 
and 3—they have felt that sense of community around them, which is amazing to me. 

Still, my own instinct is to say stuff like, “You should be able to do that by yourself now, you 
shouldn’t need help with that.” And I have been taking them camping since my oldest could 
barely stand, teaching them the same survival skills my dad taught me. 



(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 

(SOUNDS OF BIRDS)  

TUCKER: OK, Nico I’m going to teach you how to start a fire. Is that something you want 
to learn how to do? 

NICO: Yes, that is something I want to know how to do 

TUCKER: Why do you want to know how to do that? 

NICO: Because then when I grow up I can make a fire my own. 

TUCKER: First, we need to stack up the logs in a pyramid kinda way. Here 

NICO: Are those for the marshmallows? 

TUCKER: Uh, no, not all of them. Here can you hand me another log?  

(SOUND OF A MATCH BEING STRUCK) 

TUCKER: Good. 

NICO: This is nico reporting for the new. A little baby is making a fire. 

ALE: A little baby sitting in the road, crashing the road, and ceding the froad. 

NICO: And then this mysterious frog comes running up.. 

(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 

(SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS IN THE WOODS) 

TUCKER: We’re back to 2006. I’m walking through the forest looking for my father. Except I’m 
not alone. Ilya came with me. 

I didn’t ask him to come. Frankly, I wasn’t even sure I wanted him to come. We’d been together 
more than a year, but we really weren’t that serious, certainly not serious enough to experience 
a crisis together. But a crisis was happening, and Ilya had been right next to me when I got the 
phone call from Kim. The phone call to let me know my dad had gone missing.  
 
I didn’t ask Ilya to search my dad’s abandoned car with me, or to come with me to the sheriff’s 
department. But he came. But he was there.  
 
On maybe the second or third day of searching, Ilya and I were posting missing person fliers 
around town when the detective on the case called me.  
 
He’d found the remnants of an illegal campfire near Dad’s house and wanted to know; Did I 
want check it out? 



 
Yes! Yes, I did.  
 
I thought back to that long camping trip with my dad, remembering how he could throw down a 
pillow, and crack open a cold Dr. Pepper, like anywhere, and call it a campsite. I imagined 
driving up to wherever it was the detective told us to go and finding my dad sitting there, reading 
a book and smoking a cigarette like nothing had happened.  
 
Ilya and I met the detective at the end of a tiny dirt road. He led us down a path. My heart 
started doing little hopeful backflips as we approached a blackened log. A big rock had been 
pulled up next to it, and a few scraps of trash were scattered nearby. 
 
I picked up a cigarette butt near the fire and the fluttering feelings in my chest stopped. The 
cigarette butt was a Doral. My dad smoked Saratoga 120s.  
 
I sat on the rock, where some man who was not my father had sat the night before.  

 
(SOUNDBITE OF MUSIC) 
 
A while later, another tip came in. A woman called to say she thought she saw my dad 
unloading boxes from a car in a nearby neighborhood, and she thought she saw a woman with 
him. Maybe, I thought, just maybe, he’d run off with another woman. 
 
I’ll follow that lead in the next in episode of the Search. Episode 2: Love or The Other Woman. 

 
This is Maria Luisa Tucker. I produced this episode with the support of BRIC . All music in this 
episode is by Blue Dot Sessions. Thanks to my mom for being willing to answer hard questions, 
on mic, and all the time, and thanks to Meredith Small for blowing my mind with her knowledge. 
Everyone should read her books. 

 
 

Maria Luisa Tucker is an independent producer. Find her at www.marialuisatucker.com or follow 
her on Twitter on @LuisaTucker 

 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.marialuisatucker.com/
https://twitter.com/luisatucker?lang=en

