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and we heard examples of what He said. We ate delicious food, took a little nap,
and woke up to go on with friendship and love, play and learning.

As our path revealed itself to us, however, we did not find it as totally
sweet and unclouded as we had presumed. Dust-laden winds and unexpected
accidents came about suddenly, so we had to be watchful, at the ready, and very
patient. It was not all a matter of playing and fooling around. Rivalries could bring
about pain and hatred or give rise to fighting. And while the lady would sometimes
smile, she would often scow!] and scold. Even more frequently she would resort to
physical punishment.

In addition, the time for changing one’s mind was over and gone and
there was no question of ever returning to the paradise of home. Nothing lay ahead
of us but exertion, struggle, and perseverance. Those who were able took advantage
of the opportunities for success and happiness that presented themselves amid the
worries.

The bell rang announcing the passing of the day and the end of work.
The throngs of children rushed toward the gate, which was opened again. I bade
farewell to friends and sweethearts and passed through the gate. I peered around
but found no trace of my father, who had promised to be there. I stepped aside to
wait. When I had waited for a long time without avail, I decided to return home on
my own. After I had taken a few steps, a middle-aged man passed by, and I
realized at once that I knew him. He came toward me, smiling, and shook me by

the hand, saying, “It’s a long time since we last met—how are you?”
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With a nod of my head, I agreed with him and in turn asked, “And you,
how are you?”

“As you can see, not all that good, the Aimighty be praised!”

Again he shook me by the hand and went off. I proceeded a few steps,
then came to a startled halt. Good Lord! Where was the street lined with gardens?
Where had it disappeared to? When did all these vehicles invade it? And when did
all these hordes of humanity come to rest upon its surface? How did these hills of
refuse come to cover its sides? And where were the fields that bordered it? High
buildings had taken over, the street surged with children, and disturbing noises
shook the air. At various points stood conjurers showing off their tricks and
making snakes appear from baskets. Then there was a band announcing the opening
of a circus, with clowns and weight lifters walking in front. A line of trucks
carrying central security troops crawled majestically by. The siren of a fire engine
shrieked, and it was not clear how the vehicle would cleave its way to reach the
blazing fire. A battle raged between a taxi driver and his passenger, while the
passenger’s wife called out for help and no one answered. Good God! 1 was in a
daze. My head spun. I almost went crazy. How could all this have happened in half
a day, between early morning and sunset? I would find the answer at home with my
father. But where was my home? I could see only tall buildings and hordes of
people. [ hastened on to the crossroads between the gardens and Abu Khoda. I had
to cross Abu Khoda to reach my house, but the stream of cars would not let up.
The fire engine’s siren was shrieking at full pitch as it moved at a snail’s pace, and
I said to myself, “Let he fire take its pleasure in what it consumes.” Extremely

irritated, I wondered when I would be able to cross. 1 stood there a long time, until
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the young lad employed at the ironing shop on the corner came up to me. He

stretched out his arm and said gallantly, “Grandpa, let me take you across.”

o & d
MFANNA
tarboosh a tasseled cap often worn by Muslim men and made from felt or cloth
cast sent
fortress strengthen building with walls

approached  came near; advanced to

pitiable exciting pity

intricate complicated; difficult to understand
contentment state of being willing or ready (to do something)
His Allah; Muslim God

rivalries competitions

perseverance constant effort to achieve something

without avail without result or advantage

hordes crowds; great number of

gallantly bravely

® Ibid., pp. 721-23.
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Yq 3 o ﬁ‘ 9 2 A w d‘.
yfrld1¥frazasenveuTeanasfiendadiauazaninyosrenun
aldsundadlel\§adiesnsa Sunarinigly iendoundasmaeialiia ld
L 9/ o/ = o [ o Y 1 = 1A 2 Ao oA
warwesielamellfvedn Fialnindugdudeu gunt uadamuangneey no

9
Ha5NINLAZATINIDBBINS

“I proceeded along my father, clutching his right hand,
running to keep up with the long strides he was taking. ...
but the day on which I was to be cast into school for the

first time.”
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“The bl rang announcing the passing of the day and the
end of work. The throngs of children rushed toward the
gate, which was opened again. | bade farewdl to friends
and sweethearts and passed through the gate. | peered
around but found no trace of my father, who had promised

to be there”

“| proceeded a few seps, then came to a dartled halt.
Good Lord! Where was the dreet lined with gardens?
Where had it disgppeared to? When did al these vehicles
invede it? And when did al these hordes of humanity
come to rest upon its surface? How did these hills of
refuse come to cover its Sdes? And where were the fields
that bordered it? High buildings had taken over, the Street
surged with children, and disturbing noises shook the
ar.., . Good God! | was in a daze. My head spun. | aimost
went crazy. How could dl this have happened in hdf a

day, between early morning and sunset?’

“I stood there a long time, until the young lad employed at
the ironing shop on the comer came up to me. He stretched
out his aam and said gdlantly, ‘Grandpa, let me take you

across.t’
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AlazNIen (Major character)
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“ “Why school?” [ challenged my father openly. ...
‘I’m not punishing you,’ he said, laughing.
‘School’s not a punishment. [t’s the factory that makes

b

useful men out of boys. ...”
“ *Go in by yourself,” said my father, ‘and join them. Put
a smile on your face and be a good example to others.’

I hesitated and clung to his hand, but he gently pushed me
from him. ‘Be a man,’” he said. “Today you truly begin

life. You will find me waiting for you when it’s time to

leave.”
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“ _ and from the first moments my heart made friends
with such boys as were to be my friends and fell in love

with such girls as 1 was to be in love with,...”
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“, . .| peered around but found no trace of my father, who
had promised to be there. | stepped aside to wait. When |
had waited for a long time without aval, | decided to

return home on my own.”
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“. .. We waked dong a dreet lined with gardens; on both
ddes were extensve fidds planted with crops, prickly

pears, henna trees, and a few date pams.”
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“Good Lord! ... When did dl these vehicles invade it?
And when did dl these hordes of humanity come to rest
upon its surface? . . . High buildings had teken over, the
Sreet syrged with children, and disturbing noises shook
the air. . . . Then there was a band announcing the opening

of acircus, , .. The sren of a fire engine shrieked, . . . A
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battle raged between a taxi driver and his passenger, while
the passenger’s wife called out for help and no one

-answered.”
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“I had never imagined school would have this rich variety.
We play all sorts of different games: swings, the vaulting
horse, ball games. In the music room we chanted our first
songs. We also had our first introduction to language. We
saw a globe of the Earth, .. . We started learning the

numbers. The story of the Creator of the universe was
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read to us, we were told of His present world and of His

Hereafter, and we heard examples of what He said. ...”
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“ *School’s not a punishment. It’s the factory that makes
useful men out of boys....””

“...’Here too there are mothers and fathers. Here there is
everything that is enjoyable and beneficial to knowledge

and religion...””

“As our path revealed itself to us, however, we did not find

it as totally sweet and unclouded as we had presumed. ...”

“Those who were able took advantage of the opportunities
for success and happiness that presented themselves amid
the worries.”
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3. denmile 1har (Octavio Paz)
AT oA
3.1 Fnlsgia

doneile 1he Redidndlngn el aa. 1914 deldegh
Usemaaniuludreitaenswaniaiies (the Spanish Civil War) des1luil f.e.
1944 1 loledfiansgomsnumsznt 1dTunugmiley (Guggenheim fellowship)
Tudldouunlihininogingide  dsemadfure  wazn18%infn Suns
1U5#99 (Andre  Breton) uasﬁ'ﬂﬁuuﬂtjuﬁwﬁmmussmﬂiinﬁuﬁmmmiﬁﬂ
aoluveayud (surealist) wazsenindl af. 1962-1968 wihmihiiiuiensas-
gauesdszmandind Inludu@e '

thafwimhidungaeumisdeldfuenyulunauszmg W
anigonsm i University of Texas 7189 Austin Uaz wimedoeinia
(Harvard University) UazUseinedangy o uMIMAnANLSAs (Cambridge
University) Tnidounnusad FedmudwamiumimndefnivesTanfide

uonIng isdansuieifeegludszinemiaz Jusandions
Yszneuadnnanvatelsuinn  ednlsfew  nfwannudmissuafeenin
sdeminawenaziuivilsdesmunarua InasnnnermeEy 5159810
a1 ahsfhaysdveddan viamstwduguldawiiae 9 wdesnate

9
Wusundannihludwfave e wunenanidede 11

“I discovered that | was Mexican when | was in the United
States in my youth, during the war. We began by not
spesking English, and wound up having fights with other
children. And then when | went back to Mexico | had the

same fights, for the same reasons. | was fourteen, and |
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couldn’t understand it. This experience was rather painful,
to be a foreigner in your own place. And then I started to

- ask myself who I am and why I am Mexican.”
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When I woke up I was soaked with sweat. The floor of my room had

been freshly sprinkled and a warm vapor was rising from the red tiles. A moth flew
around and around the naked bulb, dazzled by the light. I got out of the hammock
and walked barefoot across the room, being careful not to step on a scorpion if one
had come out of its hiding place to enjoy the coolness of the floor. I stood at the
window for a few minutes, breathing in the air from the fields and listening to the
vast, feminine breathing of the night. Then I walked over to the washstand, poured
some water into the enannel basin, and moistened a towel. I rubbed my chest and
legs with the damp cloth, dried myself a little, and got dressed, first making sure at no
bugs had got into the seams of my clothes. I went leaping down the green-painted
staircase and blundered into the hotelkeeper at the door. He was blind in one eye, a

glum and reticent man, sitting there in a rush chair, smoking a cigarette, with his eyes

half-closed.
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Now he peered at me with his good eye. “Where are. you going
senor?” he asked in a hoarse voice.

“To take a walk, It’s too hot to stay in my room.”

“But everything’s closed up by now. And we don’t have any
streetlights here. You’d better stay in.” |

I shrugged my shoulders, mumbled, “I’ll be right back,” and went out
into the darkness. At first I couldn’t see anything at all. I groped my way along the
stone-paved street. I lit a cigarette. Suddenly the moon came out from behind a black
cloud, lighting up a weather-beaten white wall. I stopped in my tracks, blinded by
that whiteness. A faint breeze stirred the air and I could smell the fragrance of the
tamarind trees. The night was murmurous with the sounds of leaves and insects. The
crickets had bivouacked among the tall weeds. I raised my eyes: up there the stars
were also camping out. I thought that the whole universe was a grand system of
signals, a conversation among enormous beings. My own actions, the creak of a
cricket, the blinking of a star, were merely pauses and syllables, odd fragments of that
dialogue. [ was only one syllable, of only one word. But what was that world? Who
was uttering it? And to whom? I tossed my cigarette onto the sidewalk. It fell in a
glowing arc, giving off sparks like a miniature comet.

I walked on, slowly, for a long while. [ felt safe and free, because
those great lips were pronouncing me so clearly, so joyously. The night was a garden

of eyes.
Then when I was crossing a street I could tell that someone had come
out of a doorway. I turned around but couldn’t see anything. I began to walk faster.

A moment later I could hear the scuff of huaraches on the warm stones. I didn’t want
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to look back, even though I knew the shadow was catching up with me. I tried to run.
I couldn’t. Then I stopped short. And before I could defend myself I felt the point of
a knife against my back, and a soft voice said, “Don’t move, semor, or you’re dead.”

Without turning my head I asked, “What do you want?”

“Your eyes, senor.” His voice was strangely gentle, almost
embarrassed.

“My eyes? What are you going to do with my eyes? Look, I've got a
little money on me. Not much, but it’s something. I'll give you everything I’ve got if
you’ll let me go. Don’tkill me.”

“You shouldn’t be scared, senor. I'm not going to kill you. I just want
your eyes.”

“But what do you want them for?”

“It’s my sweetheart’s idea. She’d like to have a bouquet of blue eyes.
There aren’t many people around here that have them.”

“Mine won’t do you any good. They aren’t blue, they’re light brown.”

“No, senor. Don’t try to fool me. I'know they’re blue.”

“But we’re both Christians, hombre! You can’t just gouge my eyes
out. I’ll give you everything I’ve got on me.”

“Don’t be so squeamish.” His voice was harsh now. “Turn around.”

I turned around. He was short and slight, with a palm sombrero half
covering his face. He had a long machete in his right hand. Tt glittered in the

moonlight.

“Hold a match to your face.”
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I lit a match and held it up in front of my face. The flame made me
close my eyes and he pried up my lids with his fingers. He couldn’t see well enough,
so he stood on tiptoes and stared at me. The match burned my fingers and I threw it
away. He was silent for a moment.

“Aren’t you sure now? They aren’t blue.”

“You’re very clever, senor,” he said. “Light another match.”

I hit another and held it close to my eyes. He tugged at my sleeve.
“Kneel down.”

I knelt. He grabbled my hair and bent my head back. Then he leaned
over me, gazing intently, and the machete came closer and closer till it touched my
eyelids. Ishut my eyes.

“Open them up,” he told me. “Wide.”

I opened my éyes again. The match-flame singed my lashes.

Suddenly he let go. “No. They’re not blue. Excuse me.” And he
disappeared.

I huddled against the wall with my hands over my face. Later I got up
and ran through the deserted streets for almost an hour. When I finally stumbled into
the plaza I saw the hotelkeeper still sitting at the door. I went in without speaking to

him. The next day I got out of that village:.7

’ Ibid, pp.1056-1058.
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hammock a hanging bed made of canvas or network of rope

bivouacked  stayed for the night in a night camp in the open air

scuff adrag of the feet on the ground

gouge out cut or dig out; force out

squeamish  eedly disgusted; feding sick

sombrero a broad-brimmed hat worn in Spain and Mexico

machete a broad, heavy knife used in Latin America as a tool and weapon
huddled curled up
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“ “You shouldn’t be scared, senor. I’m not going to kill

you. I just want your eyes.’

‘... There aren’t many people around here that have them,’
‘Mine won’t do you any good. They aren’t blue, they’re
light brown.””
fyazAson (Major character)
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“... “Where are you going, senor?” he asked in a hoarse
voice.
‘To take a walk. ..."

‘...You’d better stay in.”
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1 shrugged my shoulders, mumbled, ‘T’ll be right back,’
and went out into the darkness.”
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“ ‘But what do you want them for?’

‘It’s my sweetheart’s idea. She’d like to have a bouquet of
blue eyes. ...””

“ ‘But we’re both Christians, hombre! You can’t just
gouge my cyes out. I’ll give you everything I’ve got on
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“ ‘But everything’s closed up by now. And we don’t have
any streetlights here.””

“The night was murmurous with the sounds of leaves and
insects. The crickets had bivouacked among the tall

weeds. ... [ though that the whole universe was a grand
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system of signals, a conversation among enormous

beings. ...”
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“When I woke up I was soaked with sweat. The floor of
my room had been freshly sprinkled and a warm vapor was
rising from the red tiles. ... I got out of the hammock and

walked barefoot across the room, ...”
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“I went leaping down the green-painted staircase and

blundered into the hotel-keeper at the door. He was blind

in one eye, a glum and reticent man, sitting there in a rush

chair, smoking a cigarette, with his eyes half closed.”
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“I thought that the whole universe was a grand system of

‘signals, a conversation among enormous beings.”
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“ ‘I’s my swettheart’s idea. She’d like to have a bouquet

L1]

of blue eyes. ...

“Roses red and roses white
Plucked I for my love’s delight.
She would none all my posies——

Bade me gather her blue roses.

Half the world I wandered through,
Seecking where such flowers grew.
Half the world unto my quest
Answered me with laugh and jest ....”

(Rudyard Kippling)
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“ ‘Mine won’t do you any good. They aren’t blue, they’re

light brown.’”

“Suddenly he let go. ‘No. They’re not blue.

Excuse me.” And he disappeared.”
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