DIGITALCOMMONS

— @WAYNESTATE— Wayne State University

Wayne State University Dissertations

1-1-2011

La patria Perdida 0 imaginada: translating teodoro
torres in "el mexico de atuera”

Ethriam Cash Brammer
Wayne State University,

Follow this and additional works at: http://digitalcommons.wayne.edu/oa_dissertations

b Part of the Comparative Literature Commons, Latin American Literature Commons, and the

Other International and Area Studies Commons

Recommended Citation

Brammer, Ethriam Cash, "La patria perdida o imaginada: translating teodoro torres in "el mexico de afuera™ (2011). Wayne State
University Dissertations. Paper 367.

This Open Access Dissertation is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Commons@WayneState. It has been accepted for inclusion in

Wayne State University Dissertations by an authorized administrator of Digital Commons@WayneState.


http://digitalcommons.wayne.edu/?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.wayne.edu/?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.wayne.edu/oa_dissertations?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.wayne.edu/oa_dissertations?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/454?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/547?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/365?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://digitalcommons.wayne.edu/oa_dissertations/367?utm_source=digitalcommons.wayne.edu%2Foa_dissertations%2F367&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages

LA PATRIA PERDIDA O IMAGINADA: TRANSLATING TEODORO TORRES
IN “EL MEXICO DE AFUERA”

by
ETHRIAM CASH BRAMMER
DISSERTATION
Submitted to the Graduate School
of Wayne State University,
Detroit, Michigan
in partial fulfilment of the requirements
for the degree of
DOCTOR OF PHILOSOPHY
2011

MAJOR: ENGLISH

Advisor Date




© COPYRIGHT BY
ETHRIAM CASH BRAMMER
2011

All Rights Reserved



DEDICATION
This dissertation is dedicated to my beloved son, Julidn Amadojnspirational
daughter, Xiomara Sofia; and my brilliant and beautiful wife, Sandach of whom have
sacrificed so much over the course of the last couple of yeatgpport me as | completed this
work.

jJuntos, si lo hicimos!



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

First, | would like to thank my father, Dan; my mother, Mara; brothers, Jason,
Nathan and Danny; and, my sister, Stephanie, for a life timaightar y llanto, locura y carifio,
love and support. | would not be the person | am today without each and every one of you.

| would like to thank Quincy Troupe, who first planted the seed of fovéterature and
writing in the heart of a young man pre-destined to become aneengin would also like to
thank Fanny Howe, Lisa Lowe and Rae Armantrout who all begaaltivate my burgeoning
interest in poetry and writing while | was still an undergradaatihe University of California,
San Diego. Likewise, | would like to say mil gracias a Ros&arechez y George Mariscal who
both introduced me to Chicano and Latino literatura while at UCSD.

Ademas, quisiera darles las gracias a Alejandro Murgia y Fedipe Herrera for
deepening my passion for Latino letras and helping me to fintitengry voice—con cilantro. |
would also like to thank Brighde Mullins, Myung Mi Kim and Francesyd&afor each helping
me to sharpen my poetic vision while completing my Masters reative Writing at San
Francisco State University. And | would like to thank Carolyndngor first introducing me to
the rich tradition of literary translation and encouraging me to pursueex aatle field.

| don'’t think I'll ever be able to thank enough Nicolas Kallenos, \Whe been like a
literary padrino and an academic guardian angel to me throughoenting career. Since first
sitting in his classroom at the University of Houston, wherest 8Bmbarked upon my doctoral
degree, he has helped me through difficult and trying times angrbaided me with invaluable
guidance and mentorship. jMil gracias, profe, de puro corazénbultift have done this

without you.



| would like to thank my colleagues, here, at Wayne State UniyersCenter for
Chicano-Boricua Studies, particularly Jorge Chinea, José Cuktlole Trujillo-Pagan, Raquel
Castafieda-Lopez and Tamara Serrano Chandler, for all of their agement and support, and
for providing me the space and time necessary to complete this Wwawduld especially like to
thank Jorgelina Corbatta, who not only supported me as a colleaitre tve Center, but also
served as a member on my dissertation committee, providing imporsaghts and helping me
to develop my academic writing skills.

| would also like to thank Chris Leland, one of my first professbi&ayne State—and
certainly one of my favorites—for helping me to remain grounded infighé of Creative
Writing as | began to make the transition to more traditiotatdiy studies and research.
Indeed, it was he who most enthusiastically supported this @ssarproject, even when facing
some initial resistance from the department. Thank you for bedjemi me, Chris, and thank
you for believing in this project!

| don’t know even how to thank Renata Wasserman, my dissertation radersall she
has done for me while at Wayne State. An inspiring teachededidated mentor, everything |
have ever collaborated with her on seems to have gotten publishedwmmhtfrom “Keeping it
Real:’ The Translation dEl sol de Texas which appeared in volume VII of tHeecovering the
U.S. Hispanic Literary Heritaganthology to “Going to the Moon with Some Wonderful Ghosts:
Literary Translation and a Poet's Formation,” which was publishethe Denver Quarterly
shortly after Renata introduced me to Clayton Eshleman in Ann Arbige any great coach,
you have always been able to strike the perfect balance betweaknghaie accountable and
demanding my best work, while still helping me to grow and develdpeimist supportive and

nurturing way possible. Muito obrigado e muitos beijos e abracos!



Finally, 1 want to first apologize to my family, especiatty two children Julidn and
Xiomara. I'm sorry because | know you’re only this young once. I'm dorrizaving to go into
the office almost every weekend for the last two or three y@atamissing all of that time we
could have been together. I'm sorry for any games or retiads/ have missed—though | tried
to make sure there weren’'t many. And I'm sorry for having emewiss a few family vacations
and holidays—staying back home and working while you guys made 39 gn@at memories
with Mama. | hope one day in the future you'll understand and youdiiferme. And |
promise, now that I'm finished, I'll be around a whole lot more! jfgagro un montdn a los
dos!

To my beautiful, brilliant and sassy wife: WE DID IT! I'mot sure which was more
challenging: me staying home with the two babies and having taacdlyschange stinky
diapers and clean up pukies so that you could finish your dissertatiomy gtaying home with
them as they became much more mobile and active and harder topkegyhh while | finished
mine. But we did it! And that's all that matters. We'rgraat team! And | am so grateful to
you for all of the love, support armhtience you've shown me—not just as we finished our
degrees—nbut throughout our incredible lives together. jTe quiero, mi ahmsuldn’t have

done it without you!



TABLE OF CONTENTS

(D =To [To%= 11 o] o O UP PP PUPPUPPPPRR i
ACKNOWIBUGMENTS. ...ttt e e e e e e e e e e et e et e e ttbabe e e e e e e e eeaaeeaeeeeessnnnnes ii
La patria perdidao Imaginada: Translating Teodoro Torres in “el México de Afuera” ...... 1
ADOUL The AULNOT ... e e e e e e e e e eeeeeeaanenes 4
ADOUL TNE TOXE .. e e e e e e e e e e e e e e ebbb s 10
Imagining Mexican Nationalism in “el México de afuera”................cccceeecvvrvvrnnnee. 15
Prose-trots & Palimpsests: The Translatioh®fatria perdida..............cooovvviiiiiiiiiinnnnnn. 22
Faithfulness—with Beauty in the BalanCe.............ccoo oo, 23
Getting Your Hands Dirty with the Translation ProCess .........ccccceevveiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeiininnns 27
Border Tongues & Rendering Torres’s Multilingual Textuality ................eeieennn. 33
Ethics in Translation: Rendering the Distasteful or Disturbing..........ccccoovvviiiiie. 40
“The Vodka is Good:” Or, Why Computers Can't Translate, Yet... ....cc..ccoceevvvnnnnnn. 47
(@4 gF=T o] (=7 ol 1RO UUPPPPPTTTPPPPPPRTRRN 51
(@4 gF=T o] (=7 il | U PPUPPPUPPPRR 67
(@4 pF=T o] L= il || PP 77
(@4 gF=T o] (=7 gl VU UTPPPPPTUPRPPUR 94
(@4 g F=T o] (=] SV TSRS 101
(@4 gF=T o] (=7 gV RSO PPTUPRPPUR 116
(@4 gF=T o] (=7 gV | SRR RUSP 127
(@4 gF=T o] (= gV 1 1 TSRS 144
(O gF=T o] (=] ol 1 U UTPPPPPTTPRPRUR 149
(O gF=T o] (=] g QTSRS 162



(@4 gF=T o] (=] g U UTPPPPPTTPPPPTP 169

S =] 1= Lo = PP 189
Y 0151 1 = (o PP 192
Autobiographical StatemMENT.........ccooii i e e e e e erraaaaa 195



LA PATRIA PERDIDA O IMAGINADA: TRANSLATING TEODORO TORRES
IN “EL MEXICO DE AFUERA”

La patria perdida(1935) by acclaimed Mexican journalist Teodoro Torres (1888-1944)
depicts many of the Mexican immigrant experiences Torndsessed while in exile in the
United States from 1914 to 1925, during the time of the Mexican Revolaihd its aftermath.
Though Torres began to pen this, his third novel, while still in exildan Antonio, Texas, he
did not pick it up again until 1931, long after he had returned to Mexigyoa@d reestablished
himself as a writer for some of that nation’s most importamtogeals, such agxcelsior
Revista de Revistaand México al Dia(McCann 10-11). Drawing from his own transmigrant
experience, with the publication b& patria perdida,Torres is able to produce one of the few
novels aboubne of the largest single waves of Mexican immigration to thi#éed States in
history, when more than 1 million people—or an estimated 10% of thee eriuntry’s
population—crossed the border into the United States (Cardozo 38). Sublsequigmtthe
publication ofGolondrinajust six days before his death in 1944 (McCann 15), Torres i®aéso
of the few authors to document one of the largest single returngwest forcible—of Mexican
immigrants during the repatriation which took place in the wakdhe Great Depression
(Cardozo 1447.

However, despite the tremendous critical acclaim which Torre®ek received in
Mexico, because they were written in Spanish, the existence ofokieds, with only a few
exceptions, has remained largely unknown in the United States; therefore, its place in the

canon of American and Mexican-American literature still nesdargely undetermined. The

! According to Cardozo, dhe height of the repatriation project in 1935mamny as 500,000 braceros weeturned
to Mexico (144).

2 At least two reviews ofa patria perdidawere published in the United States after itsasde one in the July,
1936, edition oRevista Hispanica Modern@nglekirk 315-316) and another in the Autumn,4,92dition ofBooks
Abroad(Jones235).



recent “recovery” or rediscovery of his work is one of the resflthe Recovery of the U.S.
Hispanic Literary Heritage Project, administered by Apwblico Press at the University of
Houston.

Though regarded mostly for his work as a journalist, Teodoro Toragle @ significant
contribution to the body of Mexican Revolutionary literature. Hit fiovel,Pancho Villa: Una
vida de romance y tragedid925), garnered Torres comparisons to other important writers of
the Mexican Revolution, such as Mariano Azuela, Martin Luis GuzménRafael Mufi6z
(McCann 18); and, with them, Torres is sometimes categorized asf time “action writers” of
the Revolution. However, with the publication ®@blondring Torres also occupies a place in
the second major classification of the literature of the MexiRevolution, which reflects on
contemporary social conditions, beside the works of other writenls as Gregorio Lopez y
Fuentes, Mauricio Magdaleno, Xavier Icaza and Rubén Romero (McCann 19-20).

NeverthelessLa patria perdida when read alongside other novels, like Daniel
Venegas'sLas aventuras de don Chipote, o, Cuando los pericos m#h®28) and Conrado
Espinoza’skl sol de Texa$1926), seems to establish yet a third classification foratiieg of
the Mexican Revolution: not the romance literature of the action howelan addendum to a
group of Modern Mexican novels which utilize realist techniquesxamée contemporary
social conditions in Mexico, but as part of a newly recovered bodyirational Mexican-
American literary patrimony which examines the social comatitiof Mexican immigrants living
in exile in the United States during the time of the Mexican Revolution.

Indeed, it is within this context th@brres’s novel seems to be most important as an early

example of Mexican-American transmigrant literatiréjecause it offers a significant

% In Hispanic Immigrant Literature Kanellos explains that the concept of a transamgrdiffers from other
understandings of immigrant populations which semigrants as “giv[ing] up their land of origin imder to settle



counterpoint to the conclusions reached by both Venegas and Espinoza at the end oheach of t
novels, positing that Mexican immigrants would never be able to\eckie American Dream.

Or, as Venegas describesitthe end of his satirical work: “[Don Chipote] llegé a la dosién

gue los mexicanos se haran ricos en Estados Unidos: CUANDORERICOS MAMEN”
(159)*

Through Torres’s protagonist, Luis Alfaro, the reader is ableatohca glimpse othe
world of the Mexican elite who also fled the destruction during the Mexican RevralulindLa
patria perdidaoffers therare depiction of an educated and landed gentleman who, economically,
is very much able to achieve the American Dream, but, alonghistiwife Ana Maria, still
dreams of returning to Mexico, despite their material success in their neeobogy.

Torres constructs a novel thaearly shows the diversity of class and experience within
an immigrant group often seen as monolithically poor and uneducateddditro, Torres is
also able to demonstrate that upper class standing still did notMekeans entirely immune
to the effects of ethnic or racial discrimination, nor the stegygigainst acculturation and
assimilation, experienced by Mexican immigrants living inlimted States. Notwithstanding,
perhaps the greatest contribution made by Torres’s novel is hoferitnis our understanding of
“the dream of return to the homeland” (KanellBgspanic Immigrant Literatur&2-55), or what
Pluecker describes as the “ideology of return” (114), while alparekng our understanding of
the philosophy of “el México de afuera,” an ideology promoted by Ign&ciLozano through

his newspapeta Prensa(Kanellos and Martell 37-39), where Torres was employed as a

permanently in the host country.” Rather, transarits “challenge the earlier concept of assimitatio the host
culture...in favor of a model that goes beyond theitfinof political and geographical borders, langsagend
national allegiances” (17). In the case of Torhescrossed back and forth over the U.S.-Mexica&oat least two
or three times before settling permanently oncénaigaMexico City (McCann 10).

* “IDon Chipote] came to the conclusion that Mexisawill make it big in the United States...WHEN PARROTS
BREAST-FEED.” (Venegasihe Adventures of Don Chipdté0).



journalist while living in exile in San Antonio (Somoza 663; Ocampo den€x and Prado
Velazquez 379; McCann 7-8; Torréeriodisma).

Though written by Teodoro Torres, a member of the Mexican intedeand social elite,
and not a working class author like Venegas or Espinazatria perdidain many important
ways, reveals a shared Mexican nationalism among the elitevarking classes of Mexican
immigrants in response to the racial and ethnic discrimination hwii@y collectively
experienced in the United States, despite the clash betwedagkescin their country of origin,
as well as a certain degree of ethnic and national unity inrégstance to assimilation through
the construction of similarly oppositional identities for Mexicansd) in the United States after

the Mexican Revolution.

About the Author

Though reported in numerous publications as having been born in 1891 (Somoza 663;
Gonzalez Pefa 266; Ocampo de Gémez and Prado Velazquea&%8}ling toNotes on the
Works of Teodoro Torrgd947), a master’s thesis written by Betty McCann based on esd¢ens
research utilizing personal interviews with Teodoro Torres anthim#y members, Torres was
born three years earlier, in Villa de Guadalupe, San Luis Potosi, Mexico, omnyJani@38 (4).

As a child in the small desert pueblo, Torres spent most ofresreading. And his
family nurtured his love for books by ordering classics fromogerto augment his large
personal library (McCann 6), a background not unlike thahisfprotagonist inLa patria
perdida Luis Alfaro, who gains the respect of his fellow European immigsattlers thanks to
his brief education abroad in Europe. Torres attended the local pratianol and eventually

enrolled in the Seminario Conciliar de San Luis Potosi (Peral 801).



On January 8, 1914, Torres married Soledad Torres, who bore theaaityename as
his own (McCann 6). McCann argues that some knowledge of tteedadeodoro Torres’s
personal life is critical for a full understanding of his workaasovelist, because so much of his
writing is based on autobiographical details. When describing ¥@ Guadalupe at the time of
Torres’s childhood, in the introduction to her own work, McCann stalteis, ot superfluous to
include the description of this small Mexican town in biographicakena for it played a very
important part both in the life and in the work of Teodoro Torres. hés used it as the setting
for his last and most important nove[@olondrind (4). McCann also asserts that numerous
scenes, characters and conflicts are drawn directly fromsfewa/n lived experience, including
his own exile to the United States, which took place after the eaktbof the Mexican
Revolution and only shortly after his marriage to Soledad Torres—ith@gal dramatic conflict
and plot point of his novdla patria perdida(McCann 6-7). When discussing the Gonzalez
family’s departure from Mexico iolondring McCann maintains, “The passage|[,] according to
the Torres family[,] is completely autobiographical” (7).

During his lifetime, Teodoro Torres seems to have been best reeddor his work as a
journalist (McCann 13), writing for many of the most important qubcals in Mexico at the
time. He has even been referred to as the “Father of Mexiceinalism” (Kanellos, “Cronistas
and Satire” 6-7; Kanellog{lispanic Periodicals39), perhaps because he established the first
formal school of journalism in Mexico (Somoza 663) and penned whatvelhyrave been the
first known journalism textbook in his country as well. Howeverra#ading that text, entitled
Periodismo(1937), one might come to the conclusion that “Father of Mexican Jounhadisa
title that Torres would have rejected for himself. In the intradocto this first Mexican

textbook on journalism, he feels compelled to humbly assert, “No eargusuponga el [mas]



capacitado le he puesto mano a este libro® (in this text, Torres also includes a thorough
history of the Mexican journalistic tradition which he outlines inagter VII, “Historia del
periodismo en México®leading one to believe that he would lend the distinction of “Father
Mexican Journalism” to one of his predecessors, like Don Juan ¢g@asitorena y Ursua, Don
Juan Francisco Sahagun de Arevalo or Don Juan Antonio Alzate, whes Tabeims all began
producing the first regularly published gazettes in Mexico in #rfy eighteenth century (85-
86). Nevertheless, when looking at the prominent position in which shas-humbly places
himself among the pantheon of Mexican satirists, in his seebtumorismo y satirg1943),
presented as his 351-page public address upon accepting his inductien Spanish Royal
Academy, one might more precisely refer to Torres as therfatieontemporary” or “modern”
Mexican journalism.

In addition to being a journalist and a teacher of journalism, Tevessa novelist, a
satirist, a historian and a news radio personality (McCanf ¥d one of the most important
turning points in his personal and professional life was when héoneesl to leave Mexico with
his wife Soledad in 1914 (McCann 6); he relocated to San Antonios,Tekare he worked as a
journalist for the Spanish-language newspamePrensauntil returning permanently to Mexico
City in 1925 (McCann 10).

While in Mexico, Torres worked for a number of the country’s most itapor
newspapers, both before and after his exile in the United S@teshe title page dPeriodismo
Torres provides a brief history, according to which he servestisr-in-chief forLa Prensa

editorialist atExcelsior editorial director of the evening edition Bxcelsior editorial director of

®“It is not because | imagine myself the most cépatat | have put my hand to writing this book.”

®“A History of Journalism in Mexico.”

" A little documented fact is that Torres servecaaggular commentator on a Mexican radio prograimfi941
until his death in 1944 (McCann 15).



Revistas de Revistad editorial director oMéxico al Dia(i). In addition, among his most
important professional achievements, Torres was also inducted asieall correspondent to
the Spanish Royal Academy in 1941 (Somoza 663; Ocampo de Gomez and/Eldipez
379; House 288) and, in the following year, was elected chair of thecMeXcademy of
Letters, “the official and ultimate consecration of a writer in Mexidd&¢Cann 15}

Though Torres goes into painstaking detaiHuimorismo y satirao trace the history of
the development of satire in the Western literary tradition, fitonace and Cicero through
Quevedo and Moliére, up to the work of contemporary Mexican ssitilist José Elizondo, as
well as his own work, he provides few comments on his own writinggss. It is only when
readingPeriodismothat one learns more about Torres’s own models and influences, such a
Balzac, as well as his own perspectives on writing and whtities makes for quality writing,
when he states: “Este arte de informar con originalidad y ewidat, de describir con exactitud
y de difundir ideas con profundidad, solo se afina y se pule tomando contacto con lajida” (ii

Among his many books are the aforementioned four novels, which, in tis tesalition
of Balzac, he seems to have crafted with the same clamttyeaactitude of description as his
works of non-fiction. Ironically, botPancho VillaandComo perros y gato&l924), which are
set in Mexico, were published in the United States through IgnaciamZano’s book press,
Editora Lozana, while Torres was still living in exile in Sam@nio (McCann 175); however, it

wasLa patria perdida—a novel set primarily in the United States—that would be hisffits

8 Torres was inducted into the Spanish Royal Acaddmmng the rise of Francisco Franco in Spain. dise of
Torres’s avowed support of the Catholic Church,aheed forces and even former dictators, such @&iBdiaz,

it is plausible that his induction into the Spanistademy was to reward his possibly fascist palteympathies.
Unfortunately, however, this line of inquiry goesybnd the scope of this dissertation.

°® “This art of providing information with originajit and clarity, crafting descriptions with exactieydand
disseminating ideas with depth can only be polishedi perfected by having contact with real life.”



length work of fiction published in Mexico, underscoring the transnattioature of Torres’s
body of work.

Though still known principally as a journalist at the time—redylariting as many as
forty articles per month fota Prensaand, simultaneously, as a foreign correspondent for
periodicals in Mexico—with the publication of the Revolutionary romdpeecho Villg Torres
began to establish himself as a novelist (McCann 11-12).

However, it wasn't until the publication &fa patria perdidaafter his return to Mexico
that Torres began to receive critical acclaim for his work in fiction. Sayed.o

Hace veinte afios que vengo proclamando ideas en los periédicos, desde es
tribuna pomposa y oscura que se llama “la seccion editorial” y[fodpclamar
en el desierto. Mis otros libros, que tuvieron éxitos editorial@gibles en estos
raquiticos medios literarios mexicanos, pasaron inadvertidos paridida.c La
patria perdidd me trajo esa oleada caliente de la aprobacion “de los sabies y
los buenos (McCann 12)
Carlos Gonzalez Pefia, in his foundational study of Mexican literdtistoria de la literatura
mexicana(1966), seems to concur with this assessment, when he writes, ‘dddsrd Torres,
antes que nada, era novelista; un curioso de almas y paisaies,then notes that Torres'’s
reputation as a novelist was “consecrated” in Mexico only afterpublication ofLa patria
perdida(266).
Indeed, the completion of the novel may never have taken placéaflitt been for

Torres’s continued clashes with Mexico’s changing ruling classes.

19 «For twenty years, | had been proclaiming my idemthe newspapers, from that pompous and shadalpjtp
called the ‘editorial pages’ and it was all likg/icig in the desert. My other books, which had &edous editorial
success among the lesser Mexican media, went putinotice by the literary criticsL# patria perdidd brought
me that warm surge of approval from the ‘good arskiamen.”

1 “But Teodoro Torres, more than anything, was aefisy a surveyor of landscapes and souls.”



[lln 1931 politics again caught up with Teodoro Torres. His constant tippot the
revolutionary regime (this, during the time of the Calles Decferced his resignation
from the post of editor [oRevistas de Revisflagand] from the newspaper world
entirely...The enforced vacation from newspaper work gave TeodoresTar last some
free time to devote to the novel he had started some yearsreddi patria perdida
(McCann 10-11).

Though the novel was read in the United States, the reviews stdhysofimmigration
north of the border weren’t nearly as kind as the healthy dosesaisé @nd adulation he began
to receive in his own country. “Though received in Mexico with sapieds as the novel of the
year,” writes Willis K. Jones, in his 1937 book review, publisheBanks Abroad“it would be
much improved by considerable and judicious cutting” (235). Neverthekesgrowing
recognition of Torres’s importance as a Mexican novelist withenlinited States can be seen in
another review published in the same journal shortly after the pudicat Golondrina The
reviewer, Roy Temple House, describes Torres’s work as “ambitimud “beautiful” and
compares his writing to that of Ignacio Altamirano and Jorgec$saehile mourning the loss of
the author, a personal friend, and praising him for “lov[ing] hedgasion as he did his family,
and [being] one of the high-minded journalists who do much to lifetheal average of that
much-criticized fraternity” (288).

Suffering from the effects of diabetes for many years, Teodorees died of uremic
poisoning in Mexico City on September 26, 1944, just six days aftgruiblecation of what is

considered to be his greatest no@dlondrina(McCann 15-16).



10

About the Text

Though originally published in Mexico, the first half lcd patria perdidatakes place in
the United States, primarily in and around Kansas City, Missbumiaking it the first known
fictional work about the Mexican-American immigrant experience in thowelst.

As previously noted, the beginning of the novel and the dramatic camfich drives it
are based, in part, on events of the life of the adthoforres’s protagonist, Luis Alfaro,
educated in Europe and trained at the Colegio Militar in Meity, takes his new bride, Ana
Maria, to the United States after serving for four years inRbderal Army and not only
watching his country being torn apart, but also witnessing theudast of his childhood home
and the death of his parents as a result of the Mexican Revoltbaoeg,La patria perdidal2-
14) 1

After a brief stay in San Antonio, Texas, where Luis and Anad/find it difficult to
integrate into the established Mexican-American and Mexicé& exmmunities, they decide to
relocate to Arley, just north of Kansas City, Missouri, in ordexetoup a farm, modeled after the
hereditary haciendas left behind by both husband and wife in MexicoeéTloa patria perdida
15-16). And it is, indeed, the fact that Luis and Ana Maria aretalietain such a significant
portion of the wealth they had in Mexico, and reinvest those resour¢he purchase of land

and livestock, that placelsa patria perdidain such stark contrast to other early works of

2 There is some confusion about the location offittéonal setting, Arley, because of contradictionhin the
novel itself. On pages 15-16, Torres explains thag Alfaro had purchased land “en el Estado desiirri, casi en
los limites de Kansas,” or rather, “in the Statdidsouri, almost on the border with Kansas.” Hwoere much later
in the novel, in Chapter XI, Torres enumerates hgous honorific societies present at the “fiespadrias”
celebration and includes the Benemérita Asociabldguel Hidalgo, from “Arley, Kansas” (117). Thealeown of
Arley is, of course, on the Missouri side of thesktiuri-Kansas border, as described in the firgbtehaf the novel.
'3 The autobiographical connections between Torresthis novel can best be seen through the charattepe
Sarmiento, a friend of Alfaro, who is a journalistSan Antonio covering the Mexican Consulate a$ phhis
regular beat.

1% As Alfaro started his commission in 1911, this Wbliave placed their departure to the United Stateand 1914
or 1915, approximately the same that Torres leth \wis wife for the United States (Torrésy patria perdidal3-
14; McCann 6).
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Mexican-American immigrant fiction, including novels like DankgnegasThe Adventures of
Don Chipote: Or, When Parrots Breast-Feadd Conrado Espinozaldnder the Texas Sun
which likewise document the experiences of Mexicans who fled morthe United States in
order to escape the chaos created by the Mexican Revolution, bstpgomarily on blue collar
immigrant experiences.

Unlike Don ChipoteandUnder the Texas Suessentially working class cautionary tales
warning Mexican compatriots against trying to find the Ameriba@am north of the border,
Teodoro Torres’s novel depicts the life of a landed Mexican rareeérmember of a social
elite, who is successful economically in his transition to his m@st community in the
American heartland. Exposed to a much lower degree of raataindisation than his working
class counterparts Don Chipote, Quico Garcia and Serapio Quijandilfarns, who, it seems,
looks more Western European than most of his Mexican compatriotsjdrgsitalian, French
and other European friends and neighbors, who respect him as an egregidarly visit him at
home.

In some ways, the Alfaros act as the social glue that hiodilssmall frontier community
together, uniting the various families, who represent diverse national and ethups gs well as
social classes. In Chapter Ill, when all the neighbors convisit and check on Ana Maria’s
health, the narrator notes that Alfaro’s French neighbor, M.iMansho served as a kind of
administrative assistant or chamberlain in the French peeh& and had contact with the
world’s most powerful people at the time before moving to the Uriiiades, only treats his
fellow European immigrant settlers as equals out of respecuferthen everyone is together at

the Alfaros’ home, stating, “El francés se inclinaba ante acapticho de Monsieur Alfaro,
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como debié de haberse inclinado en otros tiempos ante los mas inaigegicdeseos de sus
amos” (Torresla patria perdida42)

Indeed, this equalizing and unifying effect that the Alfaros reweng their circle of
landed elite on the new American frontier can also be seen whemandiidna Maria’s adopted
son, Luisito, returns from his boarding school in the northeast.

Desde la mafiana habian llegado los Pantusa con sus hijos, Markowslsposa y el

francés Martin. Este se preparaba como para una fiesta digiamtttando de

establecer categorias, pero Ana Maria se opuso: queria que desdeoaldlltis hijos de
los paisanos humildes hasta los que major representaban all§tactacias” tuvieran el
privilegio de estrechar la mano del principe que estaba parifeqTorres,La patria
perdida93)
However, though the Alfaros are able to unite the community on a numbgfeoént occasions
throughout the novel, Torres makes sure to show that they alwagtama certain esteemed
position in the eyes of the others, their European neighbors included.

To the extent that the Alfaros are esteemed and respected dhsanneighbors, they
allow Torres to combat some of the existing and pervasiveosgpes plaguing the Mexican
immigrant community. Not only are they successfully able to aducuisito about the glorious
history of Mexico—inculcating in him a certain degree of priddis Mexican parents, despite
the stereotypical images of Mexicans he is confronted withevaway at school—but, they are

also successful in convincing at least one of their neighbors theiniterl States is not the only

15 “The Frenchman acquiesced to Monsieur Alfaro’sricep as he would have acquiesced in previous timéss
masters’ most insignificant whims.”

18 «The Pantusas with their children, Markowsky, Wige, and Martin, the Frenchman, had all been tisimee the
morning. Martin was preparing for something likeoemal gathering, trying to establish social hietaes, but Ana
Maria objected: she wanted everyone, from the lefate children from the humblest of families lms$e that best
represented the local ‘aristocracy,’ to have thelpge to shake the hand of the prince who wasiatmarrive.”
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“promised land” for European immigrants in search of opportunity, butMleatco has just as
much to offer industrious souls looking to make their fortune in the Americas.

In Chapter IX}” when all their neighbors come to greet Luisito on the day hensetu
from school, the group of immigrant farmers begins to discuss vaapics, from their children
to their individual fortunes. During this conversation, Markowsky, asRammigrant, admits
that he and his wife have been considering relocating to Mexicoe§lba patria perdida99-
102). Markowsky has a number of questions for Alfaro, and althougkeis t_uis some time to
do so, in the end, Markowksy is convinced that Mexico has just as tausffier him as the
United States, concluding, “Pues créame usted que un buen dia eslzenles que tengo aqui
y me voy a México” (Torresl.a patria perdidal02)® Indeed, this seems to be one of the
principal themes which Torres develops through his novel: Mexigasisas good—if not
better—than the United States.

This perspective is developed in the first part of Torres’s nosahplifying a familiar
trope in the literature of Latino/a immigrant ficition: “el §ieedel retorno” or “the dream of the
return to the homeland.” As Kanellos explains in his most recerk,Wlispanic Immigrant
Literature

Most Hispanic immigrant literature likewise promotes a retarthe homeland and, in so

doing, is antihegemonic and rejecting of the American Dream anleomelting pot.

The ethos of Hispanic immigrant literature is based on the peeofigeturn after what

authors and community expect to be a temporary sojourn in the land wbsetes

supposedly ubiquitous and dollars are plentiful and the economic and patisizadility

of the homeland is unknown. Authors or their narrators (or both) disseaders from

7 Chapter X in the original text as a result of pagraphical error.
18 «well, mark my word, sir, that one fine day, | isell everything | own here and | will move to Méa.”
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investing in the American myth of creating a new life, a rs@¥ in the United States,

where one is supposedly free to develop one’s potential, climb the fder, and

become independently wealthy. With equal conviction they discredit the ideaeadfigm
pot in which all races and creeds are treated equally andelqaat opportunity to attain

the benefits the United States has to offer. (52)

La patria perdidas so notable as an example of early Latino/a immigrant literaheme, t
because it is clearly a novel which embraces the theme sti&glo del retorno,” despite the fact
that its protagonist comes to the United States with considesegalkth; he is able to establish
himself onthe highest rungs of the social ladder; and, he could easityinteethe mixed ethnic
pot of his primarily Western European frontier community. But lstiliSfixated on his return to
Mexico. Unlike Don Chipote, the title character in Venegas's Inadvas Alfaro does not have
to sell most of his possessions just to pay for his passage tniieel States; like Don Chipote,
Alfaro is also forced to liquidate his assets, but they are derable enough to pay for his
passage, the passage of his wife and her maid, and stilldgavenough to buy a significant
amount of land and establish a profitable ranch in Missouri.il&@ly unlike the Garcias, i&l
sol de Texaswho experience racial discriminatidhroughout their stay in the United States,
Luis and Ana Maria’s white skin and the lightness of their featpeemit them to largely “pass”
in American society and escape any explicit racial or etthisirimination, despite the fact that
Ana Maria speaks little or no English. Of course, Ana Maria neetlrers to learn English
because she has no intention of staying in the United Statageaslt, the entire first half the
novel is built around Luis and Ana Maria’s obsessive determination to return to thefebmela

From the opening of the novel to the close of the first half, Lpsatedly vows to return

to Mexico. He is even forced to promise Ana Maria, sick Kaasas City hospital, that, if she
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should die before they return, he will return her body to the mhber birth. “Quiero que me
prometas,” says Ana Maria, “que si me muero, no me dejar&dtatiezra que no ha sido mala
con nosotros, pero que no es la mia. Llévame a donde segurad@eniecwiando yo te deje. A
Morelia, a Patzcuaro, a México, a donde yo sienta, después de muertestagiecerca de
mi...”* (Torres,La patria perdidal9).

Indeed, it is the death of Ana Maria—her heart seeming to sictuthe overwhelming
emotions she feels at witnessing the very successful “figstagas” event she was able to
organize from her deathbed for the surrounding community, as wedrason’s return to school,
where he will undoubtedly be confronted with more anti-Mexican stgyest—that brings
together two of the most important themes in Mexican immidrarature, givinga sense of

tragic pathos to this novel: “el sueiio del retorno” and the constnudf an imagined

community known as “el México de afuera.”

Imagining Mexican Nationalism in “el México de afuera”

Both devoted newspaper men throughout their lives, Teodoro Torres drabhikynacio
E. Lozano are among the clearest examples, within the post-Rewalyti Mexican exile
community, of men who understood the power of the press as a meamstiuct the kinds of
“imagined communities” described in Benedict Anderson’s groundbreakiogk. In
Periodismg Torres writes explicitly about the ability of print to charlge course of history, as
well as its capacity for uniting a people, even making useroksaf the same examples—like
Benjamin Franklin—as Anderson does nearly five decades laterhdpté€r 11l of his journalism

text book, Torres crafts a history of the press similar to whatfinds in Anderson, beginning

194 want you to promise me that if | die, you wilbt leave me in this country which has not beentbags, but is
not mine. Take me to where you will surely go ohteave you. To Morelia, to Patzcuaro, to Méxiadere | can
feel you close to me, even after | have gone...”
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with the ancient Greeks and Romans, moving chronologically through tretodment of
Gutenberg’s printing press, as well as the subsequent developmgmintfas-commodity”
(Anderson 37) in places like Holland and England; he then discusseasl¢hof the printing
press in both the French and American revolutions (TdP&$pdismo29-31).

But it is in Chapter VI, entitled “Periédicos y periodistasraxjeros,® that Torres
discusses the relationship between the newspaper and nationalemaste Torres begins with
an outline of the career of French journalist Teofrasto Renaudot, Wwhaamedits with being the
“father of the modern periodical” (64). Discussing the developmenteof~tench periodical
Gazette Torres talks about the transformative power of the news f@tian and demonstrates
how the French nobility and upper classes used print media forotleipolitical ends, as he
traces the expansion of the French press which would grow to intR@leewspapers in Paris
alone and nearly 7,000 periodicals world-wide at the time of the ptiblcof his book in 1937
(65-69). Torres argues that Renaudot and these subsequent developnpedtddhenify a
global French community, make French the accepted internationgldifranca” and establish
French journalistic practices as the model for the resteoorld (69). Torres then moves on to
journalism in the United States, explaining that William Randolparstenad such an extensive
network of periodicals that he was able to “impose certain ways of thinking” upamiltioas of
Americans who read his newspapers each day: “[Hearst] [pjasaeadena’ que liga a toda la
Unién Americana, la apresa y le impone ciertos modos de pensaf® (72).

Later in his textbook on journalism, Torres discusses the develomihpriht media in

Mexico and the “zigzag inacababfé’of the press whose “movimiento es el de un péndulo que

2 «Foreign Newspapers and Journalists.”

2 “[Hearst] owns a ‘chain’ that binds the entire téwl States, grasps hold of it and imposes certayrswf thinking
upon it.”

% «Never-ending zigzag.”
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unas veces se adelanta hasta la libertad y otras regi@s$atrmnsigencia y a la persecucith”
(82). Not surprisingly, Torres argues that Porifiio Diaz—in és§mation—was one of the
greatest supporters of the free press in Mexico, while hieizes other historical figures, like
Spanish viceroys José de lturrigaray and Francisco Javier \&ededdaavedra, for suppressing
its freedoms as Mexico attempted to gain its independenceSpam (82). Torres describes
how Venegas was forced to suspend all publication of periodicMe&xico once leaflets began
to appear which sympathized with and openly supported the insurrecti®)X93And finally,
Torres demonstrates how the idea of Mexican nationalism wssfdrmed and disseminated
throughout the country through the publication Eif despertador americanofounded in
Guadalajara in 1811 by Mexico’s founding father, Miguel Hidalgo y Costilla (95-96)

After readingPeriodismg it seems quite clear that Torres understood print media’s
ability to “invent nations where they do not exist,” as Anderson suggedtss own work
Imagined Communities). Like Anderson, Torres seems to understand the bounded nature of
the nation and themited audience or readership which can be united through print (Anderson
7). Torres, likewise, seems to understandstineereignnature of the nation he is attempting to
address, while—contrary to Anderson’s assertions regarding the [Enigant and
revolutionary era in Europe—still attempting to preserve and maintdact a Catholic,
divinely-ordained and hierarchical dynastic realm (Anderson Ahd Torres also seems to
understand that nations are, above all else, communities, or asémasiplains, “regardless of
the actual inequality and exploitation that may prevail in eachdtien is always conceived as
a deep, horizontal comradeship,” (Anderson 7) which is precisely whyisoevers numerous

passages in Torres’s novel which describe Alfaro as a bemgwobster who is adored by all of

% “Movement is that of a pendulum which at times ahes toward freedom and others retreats to ingemse
and persecution.”
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his workers and depict Ana Maria as one with her servants, even tgothgir homes and
making sure that they have an equal opportunity to see her berprihce” (Torresl.a patria
perdida93).

Torres even seems to understand the “sacredness of languagerspanti2-13) and its
role in the construction of nationalism, especially for an exdenraunity establishing an
oppositional identity outside of Mexico’s political boundaries. In factPeriodismo Torres
dedicates an entire chapter to the “pureza de lenguaje,” or “pfildypguage,” in which he rails
against the penetration of “pochismdshto the Spanish language, much in the same way as he
does in his novdla patria perdida

[L]a cuestidén capital en esto de la corrupcion del idioma rép exstre aquellas pobres

gentes, merecedoras de todas las disculpas, sino entre nosotros quemas tenguna

para hablar pocho y texano, lejos de aquella influencia y obligados estaimos a

mantener la pureza de la lengua matérif@orres,Periodismol61)

Just as Anderson suggests in his work, Torres consciously uses laadgbrs access to print
media—utilizing both periodicals and the novel—as a way to unite an imagined exileioggnm
and establish an oppositional national identity, promoting “Nationakgha-big-N"
(Anderson 5) and an ideology known as “el México de afuera.”

“El México de afuera,” according to Kanellos and Martell,@svViexican colony existing
outside of Mexico, in which it was the duty of the individual to mamthe Spanish language,

keep the Catholic faith and insulate their children from what comnle@ders perceived as the

24pocho” is a term used to describe an assimilbtesican or Mexican-American. Therefore, “pochisinage the
hybrid terms which are attributed to “pochos” wiaale-switch between English and Spanish.

% “The principal question in this issue about thergption of our language does not rest upon thass gouls,
deserving of all forgiveness, but rather upon duesewho have no reason to speak ‘pocho’ and Tes@mlistant
from those influences and obliged as we are to taiaithe purity of our mother tongue.”
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low moral standards practiced by Anglo-Americans” (37). OrGasbriela Baeza Ventura
explains inLa imagen de la mujer en la cronica del “México de afuef2006):

[Es] una especie de comunidad imaginada...en la que se presenta giem3dvperior al

gue se dej6 atras. Este México no tiene la corrupcién y el dasprdpagados por la

Revolucién y es el que el inmigrante se lleva consigo cuando emigstados Unidos.

El inmigrante cree tener el poder de reestablecer en Estaddssleste México que

lleva dentrc®® (21)
Given these two definitions of “el México de afuera,” it becoresar how Torres’s novel
exemplifies both of these theoretical frameworks for undersigrich patria perdidaand its
contemporaries, likBon ChipoteandEl Sol de Texas

As previously mentioned, Torres uses the character of Luisitariordsrate the need for
Mexican exiles to protect their children from assimilation ansdili in them a sense of national
pride, to the point where Luis and Ana Maria are actually ablesutovert the normal
acculturative trajectory for immigrants by adopting an Angtoetican boy and construct for
him a—however challenged or incomplete—Mexican identity. In addit@lgwing Kanellos
and Martell's definition, Torres routinely threads his novel withges drawn from the Catholic
faith as well as depictions of his characters practicing thgh throughout the text. Finally, as
one will read in the following chapter on the translationLafpatria perdiga Torres crafts a
bilingual text in order to criticize the perceived assault onpilwéty of the Spanish language
represented by the mixing of English and Spanish, particutarigpng those whom Alfaro

encounters while in San Antonio in Part of Il of the novel.

% It is a type of imagined community...in which a Meaiis constructed as being superior to the onebkfind.
This Mexico does not have the corruption or th@misr propagated by the Revolution, and it is the which the
immigrant carries with him when he immigrates te thnited States. The immigrant believes that a thited
States he has the ability to reestablish the Mewicich he holds inside.”
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However, one of the clearest examples of the ideology of &lidd de afuera” that can
be found operating iha patria perdidaappears at the end of Part I, when Luis Alfaro is
encouraged to address the crowd gathered at his home to celblerdtestas patrias” and
delivers an impromptu speech, stating:

Estoy seguro de que [esta noche] ha sido tan intens[a], queMigd para reencender a

todas horas el culto de la patria. No olviden que tenemos la obligeei querer a

México sobre todas las cosas, de honrarlo, de vivir de tal modo que candoist

respeto para nosotros, lo conquistamos para él. Saquemos de esta aladrexilio el

provecho de ser mas mexicanos que ninguno por haber vivido fuera de México.

Aprovechemos las lecciones de dolor que nos ha dado el destierro,comtitncia de

gue no hay patria como la nuestra, y con la esperanza de que @raenue a la casa

paterna hallaremos en ella mas calor y mas carifio, no porguaoaliden todo eso sino

porque lo llevaremos dentro y se hara el milagro de encendieegm que vive latente, y

que alla abajo nadie percibe(126)

In Alfaro’s improvised diatribe, one can see an intense nationdlsing developed
which posits that for having lived outside of Mexico, one actually besan@e Mexican and
learns how better to appreciate Mexico as well as how tobatezr the nation itself as a result
of the kind of transformative epiphany occurring during the commurtitys spent in exile. Of
course, as Baeza Ventura suggested earlier—and as it is doti@etly Torres, through the

character of Luis Alfaro—what is most important in this consimacof the ideology of “el

27«1 am sure that [this evening] has been so intghaeit will serve to forever reignite your loverfour country.
Do not forget that we have an obligation to lovexidé above all else, to honor her, to live lifesach a way that
earning respect for ourselves is like earning ressfue her. Let us learn from this experience xiieethe lesson of
becoming more Mexican than anyone else for haviag to live beyond the borders of México. Let uketa
advantage of the lessons of pain and sufferingaki¢ has taught us, knowing that there is no rotiointry like
our own, and with the hope that upon returninguo maternal home, we will find more warmth and etifen there,
not because they give us everything there, butusecave carry it within ourselves, and it will cadke miracle of
igniting the fire that lives hidden within us artht no one can see over there.”
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México de afuera” is not the real Mexico which one has left belndthe imagined Mexico
which the exile “lleva dentro,” or carries within.

In the end, though Torres seems to develop many of the main theateypify the
ideology of “el México de afuera” iha patria perdida it is with an understanding that this
intensely nationalistic exile community which exists beyond lbeders of Mexico clings to
“una patria, mas simbolica que redl{90). And the tragedy of the end of the novel is felt most
deeply when Luis Alfaro finally comes to the realization that ¢benmunity which he held
within his heart, the nation which inspired his dreams, no longeiseaistl is a fading illusion

brought on by his intense nostalgia or simply a figment of his imagination...

PROSE-TROTS & PALIMPSESTS: THE TRANSLATION OF LA PATRIA PERDIDA

2 4A country, more symbolic than real.”
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In his introduction toTranslating Neruda: The Way to Macchu Piccfi980), John
Felstiner notes that there are very few examples of texishveover the blow-by-blow, behind-
the-scenes view of the making of a translation:

Usually, whatever goes toward the making of a verse translationlafetbehind,

becomes invisible, once the poem stands intact. The translator's akgrdaand,

research, and process of composition do not appear in the finished workpemyhan
the scaffolding does around a finished building—or the welding torcheslutich

breaks, the labor disputes, the accidents, the delays for bad weather. (1)

Similarly, George Steiner writes, After Babel(1998):

We know next to nothing of the genetic process which has gone intoatisator’s

practice, of the prescriptive or purely empirical principles, aii routines which have

controlled his choice of this equivalent rather than that, of onistgtyevel in preference

to another. (273)

Indeed, this relative dearth of knowledge and awareness of tloeidisand scholarship
in the field of translation theory has led many people—including schalaother fields—to
innocently ask, when discussing my dissertation, “Therethemry of translation?” This
guestion is often followed by quips like, “They're letting you dotranslation for your
dissertation?” or “Can’t you just go to Google, Microsoft or Bab and press the ‘translate’
button?”

It is for this reason that | wanted to use this portion of myedigBon to discuss the often
dirty and ugly process of translation, exposing the unsightly pabkst of my rendering of
Teodoro Torres’'d.a patria perdida and exploring the choices and challenges | faced when

attempting to bring the text over from the original Spanish (thecedanguage) to English (the
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target language), at all times attempting to approach, asllas possible, the ideal of a good
translation, which is both beautifahd faithful. For it is only through the production of more
scholarship in this area that translators will be able to helmgte a better understanding of and
appreciation for the rich history of this ancient practice aeld ©of inquiry, demonstrating that

the craft of translation is, in many ways, the perfect marriage of pracighaoria.

Faithfulness—with Beauty in the Balance

In Introduction to Spanish Translatio(1992), Jack Child traces the development of
translation theory in the Western world from ancient translato@reék texts, like Horace and
Cicero, and early Biblical translators, like St. Jerome, taesgaised in Spanish-to-English
translation by contemporary translators. From the earliess déyliterary translation, the
principal challenges of the practice of taking a text “frame side to another”—or rather from a
source language to a target language—have been well docurfientéccording to Child,
Cicero was one of the first practitioners to “theorize” tieédfiwhen writing, “a [word-for-word]
translation would sound uncouth, while if [one] departed too much from thearderding of
the original [,] [one] would not be a good translator” (23).

Nevertheless, early Biblical translators, like St. Jeromejedisas the translators of other
sacred texts, felt significant pressure not to deviate fiilo®r original source texts precisely
because of the sacred value placed on the texts they vamsdatmg. In the worst cases,
mistakes in translation were judged, and punished, for being blasphe@iolas13), leading to
a strong reluctance on behalf of early Biblical translatoosnfitaking any risks with their

translations, resulting in very stilted word-for-word translatiomsciv were often difficult to

% The etymology of the word “translate,” as Chilctes) comes from the Latin word “translatus” or fisktum,”
which literally means to move an object from onacplto another (8).
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decipher in the target language because they deviated so |we-+e grammar and syntax—
from their originals.

However, it is said that, because literate Roman citizens woien bilingual or even
multilingual—and able to read and understand both a translation’s deuwtcend the eventual
translation in the Latin target language—ancient Roman trarshatrne under greater pressure
from a more sophisticated readership, who could quickly catch errdaranslation, but also
encouraged translators to capture a sense of the original autlyte'svsice and genius. In
response to these audience expectations, Roman translators oiv@rkegkvere inspired to take
greater liberties with the “free” translations they producadd‘thus moved [them] further away
from the strict word-for-word limitations of early Biblical translatidi€hild 24).

Mildred Larson, author oMeaning-Based Translation: A Guide to Cross-Language
Equivalence(1984), acknowledges that a much wider span exists than the dldiscal”
(word-for-word) versus “free” translation binary would suggesthdr book, Larson develops a
translation spectrum which places totally word-for-word or yvhteral” translations at one
extreme. These are renderings so literal that the trenmskattually distorts the meaning for the
target audience, or as Larson states, “the literal choicexmialeitems makes the translation
sound foreign,” (15) as with some early attempts at Biblre@siation. An example of this kind
of flawed or foreign translation from Torrelsa patria perdidawould be attempting to render
the term “tienda de raya” (21) as “store of ray” or “stordired.” In contemporary times, this is
often the effect created by computer translation software,wgricduce mechanical word-for-
word, or byte-for-byte, translations with little or no understandingay nonsensical the data

output is for the target audience inputting the source text.
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Larson’s spectrum moves from “very literal” to “modified tag” then makes an
important shift to “near idiomatic” and “idiomatic” (17). An “idi@tc” translation at least
sounds natural to the target audience, even if it isn’t alwagsistically precise; or, as Larson
explains:

Idiomatic translations use the natural forms of the receptor language, both in the

grammatical constructions and in the choice of lexical iten#s. truly idiomatic

translation does not sound like a translation. It sounds like it was writtenatyg in
the receptor language. Therefore, a good translator wiliottyanslate idiomatically.

This is his goal. (16)

Returning to the example from Torres’s novel, one might “nearfligmatically” translate
“tienda de raya” as “line store” or “ray store.” The refece still doesn’'t make a lot of sense to
the target audience, but at least the noun and adjective are ighhender; and, if we could
imagine a store which sold lines or rays, this rendering micolally make sense given the
appropriate context.

Like Larson, Childs argues that a “translator should generatly far an idiomatic
translation which reads as though it is not a translation, whileeatame time conveying the full
meaning of the [source language] original” (25). Indeed, “idicchatanslation lies near the
other extreme of Larson’s spectrum, just before one reachésnithaly free” translation, which
is discouraged, because “free” translations take too much liwettya source text and thus no
longer represent the artistic vision, voice or meaning of thénatigource text. An example of
what Larson describes as a proper “idiomatic” translation ofettme ftienda de raya” would be

something like “country store,” which conveys accurately and undergtigrtie meaning of the
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term in Spanish but does not take undue liberties, even though the comrstisiquite different
from the original.

However, | would argue that an idiomatic translation, though better tiha “very
literal,” can still fall short, and therefore should not be defimedthe ideal translation.
Sometimes, the most accurate translation requires more teseadescover the most precise
meaning of a word or phrase—or what is often referred to ini¢he ds its “deep structure”
(Larson 26) or “deep meaning” (Child 16-17). For example, though “costurg” appears to
be an adequately idiomatic translation of the term “tienda de’rays still partially inaccurate
at the semantic or “deep structure” level. A better linguesgjuivalent, which retains the natural
idiomatic quality of the previous option, would be to render “tienda de raya” as “cgrsfae,”
the kind of store which was operated by large rail and mining caegam the 1920s and
allowed their workers to purchase goods on store credit which woulddrged against their
wages, often leading employees into a type of indentured wdeyias inflated company store
prices would often force workers to accumulate greater debtshbgcould ever repay given
their low wages. This is what Torres is really referritngwhen using the term in Spanish.
“Company store” reflects the “deep meaning” or “deep strettof the term being used by
Torres, and therefore, is the most accurate translation. An@xhmple speaks to the possible
dangers for a translator who is content with merely rendertrenalation which sounds natural,
or appears on the surface to be idiomatic, in the target langwati®ut exercising the
disciplined research necessary to achieve a translation whimthsidiomatic (or “beautiful”)
and accurate (or “faithful”).

This is why | find Jack Child’s “Beautiful-Faithful Matrix” are informative than

Larson’s spectrum. When introducing his assessment tool, Chilelsvaittout what the French
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call the “translator’s dilemma” of creating a translatiorpseasing and beautiful that it begins to
lose faithfulness to the meaning of the original source tekijgcan anonymous French
practitioner, “Translations are like lovers: the faithful ao¢ Imeautiful and the beautiful are not
faithful” (26). As a result, Childs develops a matrix comprisiogrfquadrants labeled
“beautiful-faithful,” “beautiful-unfaithful,” “ugly-faithful,” and “@gly-unfaithful,” positing that
the ideal literary translation is actually both beautiful amthful, but acknowledging that this
ideal is often very difficult to achieve (26-27). Using this moeft of assessment, most published
works of translation can be plotted somewhere on the border betweatifubéaithful and
beautiful-unfaithful, or near the intersection of beautiful-faithful and ugityxful.

| strive for the ideal of “beautiful-faithful,” in the full knowdge that such a translation
often involves a very arduous and, at times, tedious process whiclesegugreat deal of work,

dedication and—above all—time.

Getting Your Hands Dirty with the Translation Process
One example of the kind of scholarship both Steiner and Felsteesn 40 be
encouraging is the essay “Building a Translation, the Reconstrigtisiness: Poem 145 of Sor
Juana Inés de la Cruz,” by Margaret Sayers Peden. Irsbay,eSayers Peden uses one of her
translations of Sor Juana’s sonnets to outline her own prose-trotting ptdcess:
| like to think of the original work as an ice cube. During the m®a# translation the

cube is melted. While in its liquid state, every molecule chapige®; none remains in

% Though individual techniques may vary from tratmiao translator, prose-trots general consist refiting a

word-for-word, literal translation of a source taémtthe target language. Some translators cortstrots which

gloss each word, including a wide domain or “buhdiemeaning (Larson 55) from which the translatan later

select a single equivalent. Others use trots peeply colleagues or language specialists in daéanslate texts
when they are unfamiliar with the original souraaduage of a given text. Sayers Peden, when discuker own
use of the prose-trot, explains that the “trot ttaets” the source text in “an act of pure violenaeducing it to an
assemblage of words and lines that may convey nainmeaning, but no artistry” (15-16). It becomles work of

the translator to craft something beautiful frora thble of the trot.
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its original relationship to the others. Then begins the processminig the work in a
second language. Molecules escape, new molecules are pounefillithe spaces, but
the lines of molding and mending are virtually invisible. The wedists in the second

language as a new ice cube—different, but to all appearances the same. (13)
However graceful and elegant a metaphor provided by Sayers Pdaan| think of the earliest
pre-writing stages of the translation process, | can’t helpobthink about the greasy, dirty, hard
grunt work of prose-trotting, which—unlike constructing an ice scudptis anything but
elegant. Indeed, the prose-trot, for me, more closely reseithi@egork which Sayers Peden
ascribes to the translator when doing the heavy-liftinglafilger in the reconstruction business:
“One must do violence before one can make beauty; one must desfarg one can create”
(13).

When reflecting on the dirty work of the prose-trot, | am rofteminded of a potter
throwing a slab of wet, sloppy clay on the wheel to begin the arduogsssr of eventually
handcrafting a work of art which imitates the qualities of thgimal in form and aesthetics.
Like Sayers Peden (14-15), I, too, always begin the translation pregtsa full prose-trot
deconstruction of any given source text. To demonstrate this techhigoeld like to focus on
a sentence from Chapter #Xjn which Luis Alfaro has finally been able to convince his Polish
friend and neighbor, Markowsky, that there are just as many econgppicrtunities for
European immigrants in Mexico as there are in the greattihtgepot” of the United States
(Torres,La patria perdidal02):

Con su voz grave declaré:

31 Due to a typographical error, this chapter appaar€hapter X in the original, with the real Chaptemarked as
Chapter IX. However, these errors have been c@aan my subsequent translation.
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—Pues créame usted que un buen dia realizo los bienes que tengo aqui y me voy a
México.

When rendering a complete prose-trot of this sentence, | endedhug hit, sloppy ball
of clay, which looked something like this:

With his [grave / heavy / deep / weighty / ponderous / a g@ve tin a grave
tone] voice [he] (declared):

“Well, [believe you me / you must believe me, sir, / you will é&w believe me]
that [one fine day] [I] [will realize my dreams / willka advantage of all the benefits /
will convert all of the goods / will sell all of the thindshat | have here] and [| am going
to Mexico / | will go to Mexico / | will move to Mexico / am going to move to
Mexico].”

As one can see, almost every word or phrase is treated inodetpot, placing as many
plausible options for translation at the craftsman’s disposal ablgsSome minor issues have
been addressed, such as some obvious grammatical and syntactickeagigs, like the use of
dashes for character dialogue in Spanish, which have been repladesl dpyotation marks in
English. However, for the most part, the structure of the origmaice text remains intact. For
only after all the raw materials have been placed on the potbesl, can the real pulling and
trimming begin to take place.

In this case, one of the first issues to be addressed is the acbompokthis sentence in
the Spanish original, where it sits on three lines as a resulhe very common Spanish

construction for dialogue.
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[With his (grave / somber) voice / In a grave tone], he declavédll, mark my
word, sir, that one fine day, | will sell everything | own henel &4 will [move / go] to
Mexico.”

In addition, some of the options for translating certain words arasefihave been “trimmed,”
narrowing the range of appropriate choices, after gettingl éofethe author’s voice and tone as
well as the context for the sentence within the broader tetkteohovel. And it is through this
process of elimination that a translation really begins to takgesh@ymmetries begin to emerge
as additional hand carving takes place and the beautiful contours and snoanaece and
diction are revealed. Going round and round with the source and the treyeriaally ends up
with a final translation:

In a sombre tone, he declared, “Well, mark my word, sir, that aeedfay, | will
sell everything | own here and | will move to México.”

Readers might ask, “Why go through all the trouble? Why usit yse a computer
translation?” They might suggest that | “get with the simer find quicker and more efficient
strategies and practices. “Why use a potter’'s wheel whea dne modern molds or casts? Not
only are you behind for modern, industrial times,” they might argue, ilre now in the post-
industrial age. There are open source software packages onlir@arnhdo this for free—and
they’re a million times faster!”

For those who would privilege a speedy, byte-for-byte, machanslation (MT) above a
finely-aged, handcrafted version, | offer you the follow threemaer-generated translations for

comparison:
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With his deep voice said: - because believe me one day magedthe have here and go

to Mexico. (Google Translate)

With his deep voice declared:-because believe me you a goddkke goods which |

have here and I'm going to Mexico. (Microsoft Translator)

With his deep voice said: --because believe me you that a goochaldg the goods i

have here and i am going to Mexico. (Babylon Online Translator)

In each case, the output is more or less “babble” or completelynmsicale Only two of
the three MTs are able to properly render even the very singideste, “voy a México,” as “i
am going to Mexico” or “I'm going to Mexico.”

In all cases, the MT is not able to identify the basic construof the sentence as a
piece of dialogue, which, in English, requires quotation marks. Noarareof the different
software packages able to insert the implied subject for theigated Spanish verb “declaré,”
which is absolutely necessary in English.

The computer translations also entirely miss the mark in anfgances, such as with the
translation of the words “grave” and “bienes.” Arguably, “una voxeraould be translated, in
some circumstances, as “a deep voice,” as we see held¢hrealinstances. It's even an option
in my original prose-trot. However, given the overall contexthef novel, which repeatedly
describes Markowsky as a person who is “serio,” “hosco” and “gréve,adjective “grave,” in

this case, isn’'t describing so much the deep quality of Markowskye as he is speaking, but



32

rather his overall personality and demeanor, which is ofterridedan my English translation
as being “serious,” “grave” and “somber.”

Likewise, under certain circumstances, one might translatedta “bienes” as “goods”
or “benefits” or “virtues”—things that are all “good.” But this is a gd@te mistranslation given
the context of the discussion. What Markowsky is talking aboullisgsall of his possessions
in order to relocate to Mexico, where Alfaro has convinced him h@warase land and live a
more fulfilling life than the one he has found in the United Statémugh each MT has selected
either “goods” or “good,” better options for bringing the “dempaning” over into the English
target language would include “possessions,” “property” or “asseksdivever, for a more
idiomatic rendering, | chose to translate the whole clauserréttan just each individual word,
bringing the clause over as “I will sell everything | own,hieh is closer to what an English
speaker in the United States might say.

Like applying a final glaze to a work of pottery before ifiied in the kiln, this kind of
idiomatic rendering of entire phrases and clauses—along with othdregyusuch as the use of
the more socio-historically appropriate spelling “somffetis the final step in an often dirty
and time-consuming process of handcrafted translation. Likewisaud®ed primarily work in
the area of historical translation, it is also extremely itgmrto eliminate any contemporary
equivalences for words or phrases which might be perceived as anstbramid opting instead
for a translation which is more reflective of the time when the work wasalligiproduced.

One example in this sentence would be the rendering of “Puesectéded” as “Well,
mark my word, sir,” in English. In American English, “mark my wolds fallen increasingly

out of use and recalls the lexicon of a somewhat distant pasisoltings somewhat foreign to

%2 | looked to Willa Cather as one model for histatiequivalences representing a similar culturaiemiin the
English target language. And, @h, Pioneers!she uses this spelling (“sombre”) rather than dbetemporary
American English spelling, “somber.”
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the American ear, as if imported from England. This also h@pdorce the actual “deep
structure” of the dialogue, as it captures the positioning ofhbeacter Markwosky as still very
much a foreigner. In addition, rendering “usted” as “sir” seaimost an obvious choice to the
bilingual reader because of the exaggerated respect and defé&®ngeshown to Alfaro;
however, this simple element was completely missed by the WHish either selected “you” as
equivalent or didn’t translate the word at all. Not only does ‘®rinote the elevated formality
and esteem implied in the use of “usted,” but it also servesirttonee the vision of Torres
himself, who places Alfaro at the pinnacle of this frontier commgumihere he commands deep
respect and admiration from everyone he comes into contact witbdimglhis wealthy and
successful European neighbors.

In the end, the careful selection of precise terms from the wicey of possible
meanings in a well developed prose-trot enables a translator to teaddeep structure” of the
literary work as a whole for the readers in the target lagguin exactly the same way that the
original author carefully chooses his or her own words to constmatrative which attempts to
deliver—with each simile, metaphor and twist of phrase—the megdbkagauthor is trying to

convey to his or her original audience.

Border Tongues & Rendering Torres’s Multilingual Textuality
One thing that most literary translators learn fairly eanytheir training is that a
translator really doesn’t translate words at all; whataadiator does is translate an author’s
culture and world view, or as Child explains:
Each human being grows up in a culture in which s/he learns his or her languaget and tha

language is conditioned and imbedded in that culture. The naming oé,thiagights,
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and actions is accomplished with reference to the specific eulurwhich the child

grows up. The specific language of a person’s community, Withf s quirks, habits,

style and nuances, are what give us our first language, andHeriants or filter through
which we learn all subsequent languages.

This explains why translation should not be thought of so much as &etrans
between languages, as a transfer betwadtures. The two languages cannot be
separated from their parent cultures without risk of losing meaggextension, the
translator who works effectively with deep meaning below the sirfeatures of two
cultures must be bicultural as well as bilingual. (54)

As we can see with previous examples, the craft of translattwally has very little to
do with the mere identification of a linguistically equivalentrtan order to move one source
word into the desired target language. In the end, the real wakrahslator is found in the
rendering of a word or phrase’s “deep meaning” as well @gagng the author’s own voice,
diction and world view, in other words, communicating the author’'s cillifurascribed
perspectives and the words he or she chooses to represent themaladiemce in another
language.

Within La patria perdidaone can find a number of examples where some degree of the
kind of biculturalism—as well as the bilingualism—that Childsoremends could be extremely
useful when attempting to render a portion of the novel’s “deep structure” or “desmngné In
Chapter XlI, the final chapter of Part I, Torres describes thigegag of various people from
around the region to celebrate Mexican Independence Day. Itigh# &nd picturesque scene,
full of local color and traditions, as well as specific cultuedérences to things like “loteria,” a

kind of Mexican bingo. Torres describes the joyous shouts and incompbéhecseams of the
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players, attempting to capture the characters’ own distinct act&ottsigé mi compaferd’; []el
gué te esperda en la esquind’; ‘quien ha vistd el sol de noche™ (112).

A translator unfamiliar with the cultural reference might teenpted to render the
guotation in a rather literal fashion: “my friend got drunk;” “the omating for you at the
corner;” and “the one who has seen the sun at night.” These t@mskbuldn’t be inaccurate
literally, but they would fail to capture the “deep structure’haf scene. The loteria players are
excited, and their words are part playful banter and part commjeatarwhat is actually
transpiring as the game progresses. A cultural equivalent in consm@anerican culture
might be a spirited game of poker or dominos. And a more idiomatislation of these three
phrases, then, might be: “boo-yah, my friend;” “the guy’s waitom’ you at the corner;” and
“someone’s seein’ the sun at night.”

While these would certainly be more idiomatic renderings, cagtumare of the lively
spirit evoked in the original source text, they are still missimgething very important in order
to fully capture the “deep structure” of the scene: a congretending in the culture or explicit
references to the game of loteria itself. What the playerstadking about, in this very
passionate and spirited way, are three loteria cards whicke\aaled one after the other: the
first card is #25, “el borracho,” or “the drunkard;” the second ca#®js‘el diablito,” or “the
little devil;” and, the third card is #46, “el sol,” or “the sun.”rnrded with a knowledge of the
specific cultural reference evoked by the scene, a transtatorbetter arrive at the “deep
structure,” rendering each phrase thusly: “my frie-end is tre@ts to the wi-ind;” “the devil a-
waitin’ at your do-oor step;” “who’s gonna see the sun a-shinin’ at nightetizim

“Two sheets to the wind” is certainly a more idiomatic wayerpressing the state of

inebriation, and one which speaks to the cultural milieu of those glélyengame; likewise, the
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hyphenation and addition of extra vowels is an attempt to captundytien of their unique
form of speech which Torres creates by inserting additionan&cnarks where they wouldn’t
normally appear in the Spanish source language. In this caseeriftieand “wi-ind” also
approximate the rhyme which Torres creates in two of the pireses when matching words
like “butagd” with “companerd” and “espera” with “esquind.” Furthere, “the devil” helps to
make explicit the reference to the loteria card where Tamgs uses the pronoun “el” for an
audience which might more readily understand the specific culefexlence, while “waiting at
your doorstep” is a more idiomatic rendering in English than timgifor you at the corner.”
Finally, outside this very specific reference to a popular tghlee in Mexico, the phrase “he
who has seen the sun at night” seems nonsensical; however, witluontiest of the game of
loteria, which is made explicit by the previous two translatedggs, “who’s gonna see the sun
a-shinin’ at night-ti-ime” makes much more sense for the targdience, especially when one
realizes that the game is being played at night, in anticipafidhe celebration the following
day.

Indeed, Child is right to assert that bilingualism and bilcuigmaare both important
tools for a translator to be able to move a text from one langoageother. However, in the
case of Torres, | would argue that it is actually necegsdng multilingual and multicultural, or
rather be able to use—as Gloria Anzaldia suggesBoiderlands / La Frontera: The New
Mestiza—"a border tongue...neithezspafiol ni inglésbut both...a patois, a forked tongue, a
variation of two languages” (77) in order to properly translatenth#ilingual text created by
Torres. That being said, it is ironic when one realizesth®avery linguistic skills necessary to
craft an accurate translation of his work are the result oddhee kind of linguistic synthesis or

hybridization which Torres is actually criticizing throughout his novel.
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For example, Alfaro’s Italian neighbor Pantusa code-switcheseketnglish, Italian
and even Spanish: “Questo people, Siflor, questo people...” (34). Pantusa® ‘Gerg
“gibberish” is an object of ridicule throughout the novel and hisemstic embrace of the
American Dream stands in stark contrast to Alfaro’s staundbtaase to the assimilation of
American culture, making Pantusa—however affably portrayedarget of criticism by the
narrator for his own willingness to assimilate as well a®@raging his children to become part
of the American “melting pot” (37).

However, the sharpest criticism from Torres’s narratoesenved for those who speak
“Spanglish,” like some of Alfaro’s younger workers living alRvista, as well as his own son,
Luistio: “A ver[,] tell me the truth, ¢ustedes no sanexicans,no es asi?” (69) The linguistic
hybridity, or what | refer to as the bilingual or even mulglial textuality, seen in this novel is
such a conscious and deliberate aesthetic technique that Toeseagyfar as bolding the English
words in the original to bring additional reader attention to thei@llassimilation represented
by the code-switching which the author mourns, criticizing it ki@ of assault on the Spanish
language whose purity, he believes, must be preserved.

Echoing themes developed by other Mexican transmigrant authdtse a@ime, like
Venegas and Espinoza, Torres’s critique of the perceived cudissmhilation of Mexican exiles
in the United States is well developed in the second part of the, respdcially when Luis
Alfaro travels to San Antonio in order to request permission togoanhsis wife’s body to
Mexico for burial. While in San Antonio, Alfaro reunites with hid &riend Pepe Sarmiento, a
Spanish-language newspaper reporter, whose back-story is welgr 4o that of the novel’s
author. Sarmiento and Alfaro discuss at length the issues ofatuigbridity and assimilation

among the Mexican-American population in San Antonio and throughout thedUsiiates in
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general. Alfaro then takes his leave from his friend and boat@dsnafrom San Antonio to the
Laredo-Nuevo Laredo border, providing Alfaro a moment to reflect on hdatees going by
while also giving Torres’s narrator an opportunity to deliver guathing critique of Tejano
culture and its corrupted Spanglish dialect:
Es Texas, el centro perfecto del hibridismo. La lengua ha sufoidoptelas, el acento,
la manera de hablar tienen dejos y giros en que se han confundituesdtivo aspero
del inglés y la suplicante cadencia mexicana, formando una cocdmsaleta que ha
invadido toda la parte norte de nuestro pais, victima de la vecindad rifye(2@ia)
Understanding Torres’s embrace of the tenants of the “elddéle afuera” ideology, as well as
his narrator’s frequent critique of American assimilation, | hakesen to use the spelling
“México,” con acentpin this translation in order to reinforce the “deep structufethe text,
because that's the way Alfaro would pronounce it, as well as famproes’s other characters
who are striving to preserve what they understand to be Mexicamatudind linguistic purity.
Anything else would permit the corruptive American cultural iefice which Torres is railing
against throughout his novel to overwhelm the author’'s own linguistikingaof place. Only
cultural “vendidos” or assimilated foreigners, those targeted riticism by Torres, would
pronounce the word “Mexico.” Similarly, wherever possible, other propans, like the name
of Ana Maria and places like Patzcuaro, Michoacan,” have alamedt their accent marks,
preserving the Spanish spelling, and resisting being brought oveelentito English, thus

reinforcing one of the major themes and “deep structures” running through the novel

¥ “Texas is the perfect center for cultural hybnidis The Spanish language has been corrupted. ddeng the
manner of speaking has gained an new aftertastdaded turns in which the harsh commands of Endiigte
become confused with the deferential cadence ofiSpacreating an unintelligible charivari whichshavaded the
entire northern region of our country, now a victamour neighbors across the river.”
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As the reader will recall from the previous introduction, the wiaida iof “el México de
afuera” was to establish a Mexican exile community withinténetory of the United States that
would preserve traditional, pre-Revolutionary Mexican values and cultaauding the purity
of language. Therefore, Ana Maria’s death is to be readragedy: her body—constructed as
the perfect vessel of Mexican cultural preservation—slowly wstlaed dies, precisely because
it has been corrupted internally, infected by a communicable disessdting from her
relocation to the United States and subsequent contact withilagsd American immigrants
and their even more assimilated children. Her dying wish retton to the “México” of her
childhood, which will carry this tragic thread into the second patth@iovel; because, as Luis
Alfaro will soon discover, that “México” no longer exists, destyrom within as a result of
the constant clashes between revolutionary and federal forcesou@®k, one of Ana Maria’'s
last acts while suffering on her deathbed is to host a léeistas patriascelebration. And one
of her greatest achievements as a woman, from Torres’sepgvgpand that of his narrator, is to
convince her adopted blond-haired and blue-eyed son, Luisito, of the greatnglexican
culture and instill in him a sense of pride for its history amglage, an act of defiance in the
face of the kind of assimilation embraced by characters like Pantusa anddrenchi

Therefore, though it requires the kind of multilingual talent recemded by Child to
accurately translate the novel, one must be mindful that Toagsattually constructed this
multilingual textuality in order to critique the very culturalnfyesis and linguistic hybridity

which is necessary to render its proper translation.
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Ethics in Translation: Rendering the Distasteful or Disturbing

One significant advantage MTs have over human translators isdhgiuters do not
possess their own political, spiritual or ideological beliefs. aAesult, their own cultural values
cannot come into conflict with those of the authors whom they transiatedo they ever
struggle with internal ethical conflicts resulting from th&sels of moral dilemmas. This is an
important issue to explore when discussing the translatitva @iatria perdida because one of
my biggest struggles when working on this translation, in the exttinbthing to do the novel’s
length, the narrator’s voice or the author’s aesthetics, but had moiehto do with the ethical
conflicts which arose when having to render Torres’s etheieastypes and slurs, such as his
stereotypical depictions of the Italians and French, and his usentd tike “judios narigudos,”
(75) or “big-nosed Jews.”

John Dryden’s sixth commandment for translators states: Thou“ghidke the author
appear as ‘charming’ as possible without violating his realacex” (T.S. Steiner 28). But, |
have to admit, as a Mexican-American of largely indigenous descent, it wediffieult for me,
personally, to render Torres as a “charming” writer when hatonganslate sections of the
novel, like the following harangue by Luis Alfaro’s childhood Gerrtesacher, which resonates
all too well with the old refrain “kill the Indian, save theamy’ which was used to inflict so
much damage on indigenous communities by European colonizers throughout the Americas:

El problema de ustedes los mexicanos civilizados estd en laci@dedel indio.

Mientras lleven ese lastre de milliones de parias aaradn[,] México sera un pais con la

cabeza asomada a la civilizacion y el resto del cuerpo perdidel érefal del
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oscurantismo. Solo una disciplina férrea puede hacer el milagiarlés organizaci6H.

(12)

When attempting to translate passages like this one, | couldp’bberecall the various
controversies surrounding the translation of Adolf Hitleviein Kampf(1925). In “lIrony’s
Echo,” a chapter from Theo Hermans'’s bodke Conference of the Tongue607), the author
addresses the question: “What happens when translators transtatéhégxstrongly disagree
with or disprove of, especially when ideological or moral valuesaartake?” (4). Like the
genocide which took place after European contact with the Amsertba holocaust under
Hitler’s rule is among the darkest periods in human history, an@éxtewhich support and give
voice to the ideologies driving these two genocidal episodes arediffieult to read, much less
translate without interference from any kind of personal bias.

Nevertheless, various codes of ethics for translators dotexiglip guide translators and
interpreters when facing these types of moral dilemmasisibook, Hermans cites the United
Kingdom’s National Register for Public Service Interprete@&ie of Conduct, which states
that interpreters (and translators) should “act in an impanidl @ofessional manner,” and
stipulates that they “shall interpret truthfully and faithfull§prat is said [or written], without
addition, omission or alteration” (4). Hermans later admits, “Juspension of personal views
and values is not always easy to achieve for translatorsevpiiaters, even when they are in
sympathy with what they translate [or interpret]” (4). Thenes one can only image how
difficult it is for a translator to act in an impartial manaed suspend one’s personal beliefs and

investments when translating something that they actually find dishtgewaoffensive.

34 “The problem with you civilized Mexicans lies inet redemption of the Indian. So long as you sttty this
ballast of millions of pariahs holding you back, dt® will be a country with its head looking up tard
civilization and the rest of its body lost in theagmire of obscurity. Only an iron-clad disciplicen bring about
the miracle of organizing you people.”
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Much of the controversy surrounding the first translationsMefin Kampf revolve
precisely around this issue of the translator’s ability or litghtio suspend his or her own
personal bias. On one extreme, Hermans cites an early Dutan egfitthe text, which was
officially authorized by the Nazi Party and translated by&teBarends in 1939. “Barends was
perfectly happy to act as Hitler's local helper,” writédsrmans, saying that the translator even
became a member of the infamous SS at the outbreak of World \{La2)ll His translation, no
doubt, was used as propaganda to convince Dutch readers to adopt thaf Wenextreme right
(Hermans 1), and it may have contributed to the eventual deportatidewsft from the Low
Countries and the subsequent genocide which took place after their tomtuyyaHitler's forces
in 1940.

Somewhere near the center of this spectrum for dealing wise teerts of ethical
conflicts in translation, one can place the first Englishdigtions of Hitler's work, including an
edition by E.T.S. Dugdale in 1933 and Alan Cranston in 1939. Both of thedes were
abridged versions and left out significant passages from the soxircé&tane scholars speculate
that complete translations in English which more accuratelidered Hitler's ideology and
world view may have helped to sooner reveal Hitler's true intentiortee English speaking
world, potentially inspiring a prompter response and resistandetdse of the Nazi Party in
Germany and thus saving thousands of innocent lives. Whether or n@bthtshave been the
case, unfortunately, we will never know.

At the other far extreme of the spectrum, one finds translatwingh are produced with
the express purpose of challenging or discrediting a text’'snatigiuthor. Hermans seems to
suggest that this is the case with a “fully annotated” and “cdmpled unabridged” English

translation ofMein Kampfwhich was published by Alvin Johnson in 1939, through the support
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of a committee which included Pearl Buck, Theodore Dreiser, Aliedtein, Thomas Mann
and Eugene O’Neill, among others (2). The translator's personal ibianade explicit
throughout the work through use of extensive annotations as well as an introductibrstates:

Hitler is no artist in literary expression, but a rough-andyesdditical pamphleteer often

indifferent to grammar and syntax alikdein Kampfis a propagandistic essay by a

violent partisan. As such it warps historical truth and sometigreses it completely.

We have, therefore, felt it our duty to accompany the text fadtual information which

constitutes an extensive critique of the original. (Hermans 2)

However well-intentioned, the conflict of interest resulting frotnaaslator taking on a project
with the unambiguous intention of discrediting the author seems fairlyowtvi Though
certainly difficult at times, translators should strive to @ maintain their professional
objectivity and detachment when performing their work.

Nevertheless, as previously stated, this wasn't always feasyie when translatinga
patria perdida At times, Torres seems to demonstrate a Social Darwindérstanding of
Positivism which would be consistent with his political allegiatec@orfirio Diaz: Torres often
emphasizes Luis and Ana Maria Alfaro’s fair skin as welha# blonde hair and light-colored
eyes, linking it with their superior social station; Torres lilsmastresses the darkness of the skin
and features of their workers, particularly characters likeCliervo” and Gabriela, who happily
embrace their lowly stations as part of the natural order, subsetwi the point that, at the end
of Part I, Gabriela is described as actually curling uphat feet of her white mistress,
“como...un perro fiel®® (129).

| must admit that it was very tempting to somehow alter,iséite or simply soften some

of the more offensive parts of the text. That being said, it wadthgeasonable to ask, then, if

% 4Like...a faithful dog.”
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| found sections of the novel so offensive, why did | choose to réhddranslation in the first
place?
The short answer is because | believe in the mission of the/&gcProject. According
to the description on thelratinotecawebsite:
Recovering the U.S. Literary Heritage Project will have &sid] immediate and
longterm impact on the teaching of language arts, literandéhistory at every level of
the curriculum. The emergence of this recovered literaturebwotden and enrich the
c[u]rriculum across the Humanities, from the study of the Spaarsfubge to the way
we view history. Accessibility to and study of this literatwiéd not only convey more
accurately the creative life of U.S. Hispanics, but will atdeed new light on the
intellectual vigor and traditional values that have charae@ridispanics from the
earliest moments of this country's making through contemporagstiRecovering the
U.S. Literary Heritage Project is a national program to &catentify, preserve and
make accessible the literary contributions of U.S. Hispanics é@omial times through
1960 in what today comprises the fifty states of the Union.
The long answer is very similar in spirit. As the readell wacall from the previous
introduction,La patria perdidais the first known fictional work about the Mexican-American
immigrant experience in the Midwest. It is also historjcalgnificant and worthy of recovery
because it is one of the few works of fiction which treat thgelscale repatriation of Mexican
and Mexican-Americans in the wake of the Great Depression. IicagdTorres’s novel
provides an important contrast to other early works of Mexicaetfgan immigrant fiction, like
Don ChipoteandEl sol de Texgghrough the depiction of the lives of the social elite, who were

successful economically in their transition to the United Statgscontinued to long for their
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homeland, or even attempted to recreate aspects of their countrnigiof now north of the
border, as evidenced by Lozano’s ideology of “el México de afuera.”

In the end, even the often offensive depictions of indigenous peoplgliodithe novel
help inform one’s understanding of elite Mexican thought at the tiBiace the struggle for
Mexican independence began in the early Nineteenth Century, the WMeaxioag class has
demonstrated an ambivalence regarding the country’s indigenous p#st. a one-armed
embrace, which draws one near, while simultaneously maintainingnaseagth’s distance,
Mexico after independence has adopted the iconography and legend pfeisigtorical
indigenous population in order to construct an oppositional national iderttigh vdistances
itself from the Spanish metropole, while, at the same timemimng the existing indigenous
population with intense economic and political oppression and using thescapegoat for all
of Mexico’s socio-economic woes as well as their difficgltrgth becoming a fully modernized
nation. Torres’s novel exemplifies this ambivalence and the &taoslof his work helps one to
better understand the historical development of this construction of Mexico’s hademizy.

Renata Wasserman, in her bdékotic Nation demonstrates how this phenomenon was
widespread throughout the Americas as the various nations of Lateridga and the United
States made use of their indigenous “nature” vis-a-vis Europasitization,” only to later
ignore the history and existence of their indigenous populations, imggimeir new nations as
having been blank slates before the arrival of European colonizers. Or serias explains:

Those who aimed to formulate a definition of national identityhin Americas had to

develop the notion of the self so to speak from the point of view of ther,oto

incorporate an exotic identity into the definition of the self...[T$hecessful assertion of

a national self depends on acceptance beyond national borders (jhst ssccessful
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definition of psychological selfhood depends at least in part on aocepby others), the
European other’s identification of the exotic with desire, withdbeplement, ensures
initial recognition; that form of recognition, however, must be rejected in timelQL5
An example of this simultaneous acceptance and rejection of Mexagotic indigenous
other can certainly be seenla patria perdida Though Torres quotes Alfaro’s German teacher
to express the perceived backwardness of Mexico’s indigenous populatartid, in the
second part of the novel, when Alfaro returns to the State of Micho&oémes retells the myth
of Eréndira, a Puripecha princess, who nobly resisted Spanish conquest to the very end.
Michoacan fué el ultimo baluarte de la libertad de las ramtigenas...[U]na india joven
y hermosa, walkyria de leyenda escandinava, soberbia como digsajontbre de
princesa de cuento—se llamaba Eréndira, que quiere decir ‘fa#efirie ..se refugio con
su anciano padre Timas...después de pelear fieramente en Tzintzuntazn.

Sélo Eréndira escap0, y segun los naturales de aquellos lugareta seléa ve
algunas veces, cuando peligra la patria, correr con la melemigegbor los montes,
convocando a sus hermanos a morir por la liberfiq281-282)

As one can see, Torres and other Mexican elite are morewihlamgy to embrace
Mexico’s mythical indigenous past when used as a call to armasadgpanish oppression.
However, at the very same Mexican intellectual and ruling etassntinue to employ racial

stereotypes, Positivism and Social Darwinism to create rasitolor hierarchies in order to

% “Michoacan was the last bulwark of freedom for iingigenous people...A young and beautiful young woma
like the Valkyrie of Scandinavian legend, as magaiit as a goddess, with the name of a princeadairytale—
she was known as Eréndira, which means “smiley"—.k t@fuge with her aged father Timas...after fighting
ferociously in Tzintzuntzan.

“Only Erédira was able to escape, and accordinbgeaatives from those parts, she can still betsgot
occasionally, when our country is in danger, rugrtimough the mountains with her long hair blowinghe wind,
calling upon on her brothers to die for their lifyer
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justify their own oppression of their country’s indigenous population, teetonalizing their
elite social status.

In the end, however imperfect and distasteful some of his edhdigender stereotypes
and elitist attitudes may be, Torres writes about little denied experiences of Mexican
immigrants and shows that these experiences and this commvasityyuch more heterogeneous
than often presumed, thus, actually undermining many of the preyatiereotypes which exist
in the United States about Mexican immigrants themselviggwise, it is also important to note
that, in the case of both the far right and far left, theractsally significant overlap in their
construction of anti-American oppositional identities for Mexicamigrants living in exile in
the United States. These two factions may have wanted tcakhl @ther in Mexico, but they
have a common enemy once they cross into foreign soil: the AamericAnd the translation of
works such as these help scholars and the non-Spanish reading publiabie ko access these

texts and come up with their own critical analyses for the first time.

“The Vodka is Good:” Or, Why Computers Can’t Translate, Yet...

One of the controversies currently raging in the field of tréioslas the role of MT
technology and whether or not it will ever reach the level of sopaigin necessary to supplant
human translators.

For years, MTs have been the target of ridicule resulting ftwmlimitations of such
software packages to produce anything but nonsensical word-for-worthtiams One famous
example of this mockery can be seen in the persistent belief M@tonce rendered the Biblical
passage, “The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak,” aB€"Vodka is good, but the meat is

rotten,” when translated into Russian, then translated back again (Hutchins n.p.).
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In a journal article, entitled “The Whisky Was Invisibl®r Persistent Myths of MT,”
longtime MT advocate John Hutchins does a thorough historical anafysisv this myth came
into being and how artificial intelligence and MT technology haven semmendous advances
since the times when these “howlers” originated. Hutchins clthatsthe likely source of the
“vodka is good” myth was a lecture given by E. H. Ullrich atltistitute of Electrical Engineers
in 1956 (n.p.). As evidence, Hutchins cites a section of the Ullrich lecture:

Mechanical translation will surely come, and | welcome thengtts at it now being

made...Perhaps the popular Press is the most attractive outie¢dbanical translations,

because it does not really matter whether these are rigitoag, and amusing versions

such as “the ghost wills but the meat is feeble” might makeharecal translation into a

daily feature as indispensible as the cross-word puzzle. (n.p.)

Hutchins claims that the critique of MTs actually comes froguig about the inadequacy of
human translators, stating, “It is surely ironic that a jokeolyrjalists about incompetent human
translators should be used, in all seriousness, to show how poor computeesicaomparison
with human translators” (n.p.).

Of course, there have been significant advances in all areampiter technology since
the 1950s. Therefore, | decided to conduct my own simple experimentthsirigbled New
Testament axiom. Taking the quote from Matthew's Gospel, | usee thfferent popular
online translation packages to render the text into Russian;essilg f received three different
outputs from the three different MTsHA{x Goap, HO TwioTh cnaba” (Google), “Ilyx roros, HO
wioTh cnaba” (Microsoft), and B nyxe rotos, HO i0Th siBAsieTcs cinadbiv” (Babylon). | then
fed each of these three Russian translations back into eachtbfébemachine translators, and

the renderings in English are as follows:
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1) Using the Russian translation provided by Google:
a. The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak. (Google)
b. The spirit of cheerful, but the flesh is weak. (Microsoft)
c. Prayed, but flesh is weak. (Babylon)
2) Using the Russian translation provided by Microsoft:
a. Spirit willing but flesh weak. (Google)
b. The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak. (Microsoft)
c. Spirit willing but flesh weak. (Babylon)
3) Using the Russian translation provided by Babylon:
a. In the spirit willing but the flesh is weak. (Google)
b. In the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak. (Microsoft)

c. Inthe spirit of ready, but flesh is weak. (Babylon)

| found it interesting that in the case of Google and Microsoftnvasied to translate the

text into Russian then back again, these two MTs were ableradiee the original text—with

the one exception of the original comma. This demonstrates significant imgnovienprevious

MT technology. However, considerable weaknesses remain, even widgrimg relatively

simple sentences. Babylon seems to have the least accanstations among the three. And it

is interesting to note that Babylon does provide clients an opportendgrifer with a human

translator through their website. This tacit acknowledgment ofp#isistent flaws in MT

technology seems to echo the sentiment of Jack Child when writing:

Most advocates of MT have toned down the once exaggerated claimsl®5@ie and
1960’s, so that what is expected now is human-assisted machinattearss| The human

element comes in primarily at the post-editing stage, vehganslator familiar with the



50

material examines the MT output for errors, ambiguities, or gustithat sound

unnatural. (190)

It seems only time will tell whether or not MT technology will develop to the ponare
machines can adequately render translations of straightfonestsl such as simple business
correspondence. What does seem clear, however, is that MTisewaybe able to translate the
“deep structure” of more complex aspects of human language, sanoktagshor, irony, double-
entendre and word play. And even if, in some distant future, advaneetficial intelligence,
computer learning and database technologies help MTs to reaphatkesu, there will always be
an important place for real human craftsmen and artisans; fre iend, the craft of translation
has very little to do with the mere identification of word-fosrdl equivalent terms to move one
source text into a desired target language, but is more aboutiog@n author’s sense of voice,
style and aesthetics.

This is particularly true in the case of literary texts,ause these beautiful source texts
are composed by human intelligences, and it is only through another humaremtelligat they
can be rendered, beautifully and faithfully, into any given targeguage. There may be a
market for cheap, quickly-produced, machine-made ceramics; howewvbe end, they are the
handcrafted, hand-painted and hand-glazed works of art, fired indredikilns, demonstrating
real brushstrokes, natural flaws and imperfections, which hawgrelagest individual beauty and

charm.

Chapter |
The circumstances under which Luis Alfaro found himself when t&ivwed that letter

could not have been more adverse.
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At any other time, he would have placed it in his pocket oplsitorn it up, somewhere
between self-satisfied and conflicted, not giving it moedre thought than that; however, it had
come now to disrupt his life, which had grown calm after a braugge against his romantic
and passionate instincts, ever desirous of new love affairasefgeasures, and in aberrant and
constant conflict with his principles as an honorable man who, in @pék of his foolishness,
was able to hold his domestic tranquility intact. Ironically, létéer arrived at a particularly
bitter time in his life, the least appropriate for receiving a missive sutthisas

Ana Maria, his wife, slept a restless and feverish sleéieiadjacent bedroom. He had
just left her a few minutes before, after suffering the aigong scrutiny of her interrogating
eyes and responding to the questions that she askad impatient voice, full of tears and
supplications, and bereft of its sonorous melody due to the violence of her persigtdnt c

“What did the doctor say? How sick am I? Am | going to AWl | never see my son
again?” the suffering woman implored, stretching out her feeble hands towards Luis

Dr. Morris, with the frankness typical of rural physicians, htdred that terrible word
practically in the presence of the ailing woman during the thsit he had just concluded with
her. Ana Maria could not penetrate the enigma of that foreign tphgtiérom the seriousness
on those shadowy faces, she could “translate” the meaning fromntflssiEof that sinister
conversation, in which Dr. Morris spoke with the iciness of one wlazaesistomed to finding
himself face-to-face with death, and who is also aware offdabe that his patient cannot
understand what he is saying; and, in which Luis asked questions garaklgervously as he
ushered the doctor out of the room, fearful that Ana Maria, percepti/erudite, would be able

to discover the truth from the tone of that imprudent dialogue. ¢taidd not hold back the
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guestion that leapt from his lips as he left the room with the dockr. Morris gave his
diagnosis without mincing words.

“Its T.B., and an aggressive form—" began Dr. Morris with tgmi§ laconism and
making use of one of those abbreviations of which the North Americansoafond as he
referred to her tuberculosis.

“Bad?” Luis could scarcely make out the word, overwhelmed by the horrifying news

“In imminent danger of dying? No. No one can predict how the disedsch almost
always defies any prognosis, will progress. | must say, hawtaat you need to be very careful
because of that awful fever.”

The malady introduced itself, insidiously and unexpectedly, as thét ref a relapse
from a spiteful influenza epidemic that had besieged the regiomadd easy prey of the poor
lady. Ana Maria’s body, struggling to fight off the misforturméshe past few years as well as
the change in climate and in her way of life, had suddenly sumxdino the ferocious microbe
that now, according to the doctor, who explained it in greater détad formed a large
infectious abscess in her right lung.

Luis summoned all of his strength to appear calm when returoihgs twife’'s bedroom
after escorting Dr. Morris to the covered porch where his mountpwascted from the snow
and where Luis bid the doctor farewell, begging him to send her medications as possilag.

“It's nothing, dear,” he assured her, trying to console hig witho remained under the
impression that she was suffering from a terminal illness,edong dreadfully fatal, which
could have been nothing other than that cold feeling inside, that incuraddeelisvhich in the

brief span of a single morning—just the previous afternoon she wagireg the gratifying
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sensation of being free of any illness—would physically knock her ibézlkthe bed from which
she had just risen.

Pale and beautiful, with a sweet and sudden resignation, Ana Maridg¢odkisband’s
hand, struggling to form a smile with her colorless lips, sayihgpthing?’ You're whiter than
| am. | feel better than you think | do... Tell me the truth...”

Luis pretended to be angered by her suspicion which he called extagigeHe tried to
maintain a look of composure in order to lend some sincerity to diglswnand Ana Maria
accepted, or appeared to accept, what her husband told her, and shsegrmmiollow the
doctor’s orders: getting nothing but rest, avoiding any chills amaireng in bed until the fever
subsides.

“Is it very cold outside?” asked Ana Maria later.

“Horrible,” responded Luis. “Look how I'm still trembling from jutat short spell that
| was out exposed to the wind and the snow.” He showed her how hishaaoldveith a slight
tremor.

It wasn’t the cold, however, which caused his irregular heart ead it wasn’t only his
pulse that had lost its steady rhythm, but rather his erfgsealgainst which Destiny had plotted
in order to inflict two equally disconcerting wounds. He tremiftech the grave news that the
doctor had given him and from what that letter might say whicthéid in his hands, still
stunned, as he stared through the misty window panes at the greaplaim, upon which the
snow fell incessantly, monotonously.

He had removed it, among others, from the small tin mailbox hariging a column
which served as a support beam for the large porch in frohtediduse, upon his return from

taking his leave from the doctor. He didn’t open the bundle as heywsdidliwith that typical
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secret and joyful anxiety before the mystery of those daalgelopes which promise news from
dear yet distant acquaintances. He had placed it on his Wwie'sas he comforted her and
tucked her in. Afterward, he instinctively carried it away, whproeing out of her room,
quietly, after Ana Maria, white as an Easter lily, had sut@adrio a stupor of fever, full of fear
and delirium.

Once in his own bedroom, he untied the bundle mechanically: businesspoodence,
newspapers, magazines. Suddenly, his attention was drawn to a bllopenwvescribed with a
woman'’s handwriting, elegant and refined, and quickly identifietliyaithful memory. It was
one of those letters that he never received any more; and, ds@t@xpected nature, he did not
find its arrival disturbing or unscrupulous, whereas before this typeroéspondence required
vigilance and skillful sleights of hand. And as if a voice strotigan his pain were calling to
him from the depths of his misery, he forgot everything elserder to focus his attention on
that letter. In one swift movement, he separated it from thesottrel examined it nervously,
attempting to guess at what it said before even opening it.

Could it be? What did she want? What was Magdalena Gonzéleziddagsas City?
How did she get his address? And what could she be writing to him about?

It all felt like a cruel joke. A sinister pact betweeneL#nd Death to torment him. It was
as if these two opposing forces that rule the world had madeaalshow up at the same time,
a most tranquil and fulfilling time, to crush his soul with the ragnof past foolhardiness, and
to torture his spirit with the frightening thought of the death ofwife and the presence,
imaginary as well, of another woman who was calling him freendays of his impetuous youth
and reminding him of a tumultuous and beautiful era in his life, now as distant and impradabl

anything else that gets pushed back indefinitely by time.
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The letter read: “I can just imagine your surprise and the faw will make when
reading this letter and finding out that | am just one short stey &om you. I'd rather not get
into the details of my trip, because it would take a long time flyatur memory still serves you
well, it'll be enough if you just remember—to justify my detaration—the promise that you
squeezed out of me, when listening to the lyrics of a song very mwdgue at the time, that |
would never forget you and that | would never leave you, and my pledgé wuatld never
abandon you, whether you wanted me to or not. As always, I'm respefctfolr serious and
formal life, and that's why, though I'm coming to you directlyarh maintaining a convenient
distance, which is appropriate for a woman who wants a life wiiebdy belongs to another,
but over which she still enjoys some rights.

“I'll wait for your reply, here, at 456 Grove St. And | imagine itime so fast and be so
encouraging with respect to my being here so close to you,what't go through the trouble of
tracking you down personally in this dreadful weather, and I'llespau any difficulties that
might result from any imprudence on my part, which is very natooavever, for a woman who
comes to reunite with the one who showed her so many signs of his affection.

“I'll be waiting here for you, for a week, if it takes that long,

Your MAGDALENA.”

It was a direct provocation. Possibly “blackmail:” a way ttoexmoney out of him.
When and under what circumstances had he gotten her to make such an ninpovde
Perhaps it was during one of those moments of effusion in whiohasy things are said, but
that no honorable woman would ever take seriously, and even lesftesanany years of

absolute oblivion, after a total estrangement, capable of era&sieg the most pure and
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passionate infatuations, and not just any old fling, or one of thosatade® which has left no
lasting impression on the heart.

He read that disquieting letter many times after itsahitinpleasant surprise. Under the
painful impression of his reading and the feelings of remorddillled him with fear and grief,
he had just left his wife, who called for him at every mometh thie insistence of a frightened
child who demands the company of her parents. He went back anddonthis room to that of
his wife. He left her alone when he saw that she was ocabsleep, and he returned to his own
bedroom, beckoned by that ghastly letter, as if it were a personne#ded attending to,
interrogating, scolding for its intrusion.

He strained his ear trying to detect any sign of If@uad him. Nothing. Not a sound
could be heard. Ana Maria was now quiet, giving in perhaps to her anxiety and fatigue.

The isolation of the house and that wide open prairie, completelyetbireisnow, now
pressed upon his thoughts with the weight of the entire world.

It felt like the most solitary time ever in that house, the whaim, so full of life during
working hours, with the hustle and bustle of workers, and the women who regunesting
advances and provisions. It felt like a black hole, a sanctuary fefiegf shrouded in a great
white sheet. Its resounding wooden walls, which echoed the sligbtesd, now choked off the
air like a coffin. The old servant woman they had brought from &t¢xdnd who was the only
support and companion for the couple, would be found balled-up in some cornekibthiea,
protecting herself from the cold. On the farm that Luis had puednagh what remained of his
fortune and had christened “Bellavista,” the workers’ dwellingsewshut up tight and their
occupants dared not go outside. The only living soul to cross suchtoesabemly moments

before, had been Dr. Morris who was returning now to the town of Anbich neighbored
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Bellavista, from where he had departed that morning, summoned bydnxsjus telephone
call.

It had been three days since it began snowing harder than imstheadnths of winter
and it looked to continue for some time to come. All activity baghe to a standstill now on
that little tract of land which in the spring and summer was beautiful, gnéenvheat fields and
black with wet soil ready for sowing. Presently, everythirag white, white as far as the eye
could see: the trees, the houses, the plain that lost itsék inarizon, becoming confused with
the grey of the clouds and the white line of snowfall.

Due to the scarce light that came in from outside and the gealinhe doors and
windows (only Luis’ room had its curtain drawn), it appeared aght had already fallen; but,
in fact, it was only a few hours paston.

He read Magdalena’s letter for the twentieth time. Hetto focus his thoughts and
reconstruct the fragmented history of his love affair with thatan, to put his recollections in
order.

He thought he had woken from a dream. A dream it all seéonleith now, those long
years outside of México and that incredible life abroad to whidtakdeadapted himself little by
little, after the vehement protestations of his spirit, his custdns character, from which this
represented a complete change. Magdalena’s voice, which he coukkbhdase to him now,
reappearingemarkably fresh and sprightly after so many years of contempamaisrivolous
silence—Could this be one of those practical jokes that she enjoyedch@—it suddenly came
back to him, the past that was cut short when he left his homaaddyith it, a world of loves
and recollections, within this brief span of time during which his pasamours returned from

the deep darkness of oblivion to speak to him of her love, as if they had just seen each other.
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That blue sheet of paper, with the overwhelming power of nostalgeatbtiole in the
present and turned back the diligent passage of time which had $top a&o his foolish
capriciousness, thanks to the indiscretion of that woman who refurapdy and carefree, to
probe the mystery of his sheltered life with her black and smiling eyes.

And it was through this breach that Luis saw all that he had left behinchildbood and
his adolescence as a rich young man living on the Umbroso Valléegndac in the state of
Michoacan, which had been the Alfaros’ estate for generations. Theaalicdre of his mother
who did not know how to say no to her son’s wishes, which was why shedhblim to
overcome the objections of his father, Don Antonio, who did not want him taeparsareer in
the military; his courtship with Ana Maria, a quick, simpledaenchanting romance in the
tranquil and idyllic environment of the haciendas in the Umbroso and Ramalheys, the latter
property belonging to Ana Maria’s parents and neighboring that of the Alfasogears of study
at the Colegio Militar, to which he had gone with a well-definedation, after having passed
through colleges and universities in the United States and Europehisgafor the most
appropriate course for the vehement impulses of his soul, the volubilitys chuthoritarian
nature, and his disorganized mentality, until coming up with the idparsue a career in his
own country’s armed forces, recommended by that German profgssdnad told him with his
dogmatic style: “The problem with you civilized Mexicans lieghe redemption of the Indian.
So long as you still carry this ballast of millions of pariahglimgl you back, Mexico will be a
country with its head looking up toward civilization and the restsobady lost in the quagmire
of obscurity. Only an iron-clad discipline can bring about the heiracorganizing you people:
the military discipline which is the foundation of all others,luding that of the intellectual.

You need the systems and methods that form strong character.LatouAmerican countries
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will never move forward until each village has a schoolteachérmédals on his chest who can
teach you what you need to learn most: how to give orders and how to follow them.”

Luis could now recall the most minute details of those events timinaed to cause
successive changes in his life, so different from the liieki ancestors. They had never
known any horizon other than the one that they could see through the lusks fordke
Umbroso Valley. And they all lay at rest in the hacienda’seyard or beneath the arches of
the chapel next to the “casa grande” after having lived happtlyat bit of paradise which had
been passed down from generation to generation. He, on the atdehbkd hardly enjoyed the
bounties of that rich estate during his infrequent moments of quietinder e was a child and
spent time at his parents’ side; and during his courtship with AardalMlwhom he had torn with
his love from her verdant corner of Michoacéan, where she livéd veir father, a widower and
an invalid, who refused to spend his last days in such a melanchdlydeplwithout Luis
repaying the sacrifice that such a young, beautiful and wealdman had made, at such an
early age, by isolating herself from the world in order to a@aom him. Later, Luis’ life would
falter as the result of a string of disturbances and maddisgdeasures and disappointments,
without any respite, save for the short time they spent enjayiely honeymoon in a little
pueblo outside of Mexico City.

He had just been granted his commission as a lieutenant in theot@pgineers when
the civil war erupted in 1911. He was deployed, leaving his aldee in Mexico City with no
more company than that of her father, Don Juan Segovia, who, lifaleitin Ramones, would
have died of melancholy. Luis suffered the bitterness of havingetdéhse his induction into
military service coincided with the unleashing of the kind dk laicdiscipline which mocked the

theories of his German professor for it was an uprising of are eration against the established
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order. He witnessed the atrocities, the injustices, the resarre old discords and he felt the
confusion of a true believer who watches the images of the godsetadrshipped and believed
to be indestructible fall one by one.

In the four years of rebellion, fiercely fought by the federatyato which he belonged,
he felt his life changing, recast in a new mold by the élsumf a destructive blaze. Don Antonio
and Dofia Angela, his parents, had died of sorrow and disillusionmentefatgl ruin, forced to
move, at their age, from here to there, fleeing from their g@vmants who had risen up in arms
against them. They destroyed the farm and profaned the haciencla tvelal previously been
their sanctuary.

Don Juan had likewise succumbed to the bitterness and pain. He hadfbekmlene
in the world with the exception of Ana Maria.

Ana Maria...

Her sonorous and beloved name brought Luis’ thoughts back to the place wheiliadghe ail
woman stirred. The memory of their courtship and marriagetigasnly positive thing that he
could find in the recollection of memories from that painful perrodis life. His life could be
divided into two parts: the first, turbulent, chaotic, full of love ie$favho were easily conquered
with his money and confidence; his life as a student that woulchtakéo Mexico City teeming
with temptations which he would drink in with his mouth wide open; tfathirough which so
many women like Magdalena Gonzalez had passed, first nsetra fiesta, loved briefly then
lost in the vortex of pleasure in that sensual and sinful city that had made aan&t status out
of the “love triangle;” his life as a passionate and sensual man who thoughsialling in love
with every woman he saw and pledged his love to each one with tleepsafound sincerity, to

return from the chance encounter with the same disillusionment @& Wios look deeply into
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everyone’s heart and discover that the love that they seek is mtahee found; his crazy life,
in the end, would have led him into God-knows-what kind of dark abys®#\hadvaria not
come to rescue him with her love and tenderness.

Ana Maria filled up the entire second part of his life. Thepirited and headstrong
young man came to life again during that period of love antbrtuse. His wife’s virtue and
grace opened new horizons for him, sweetened his sorrows, and showelehinttdr yet
soothing taste of sacrifice. In spite of the cataclysm whachrobbed him of his military career,
his dreams and almost entirely of their combined fortunes, for tlegliteey haciendas of their
parents had now become rebel lairs or were stripped bare bysghalta from the winning
faction for having belonged to “reactionaries,” he found himselfsggsed by an unusual
determination, impelled by that disaster to take the same wadl af those pursued by the
revolution. And one unforgettable morning, which displayed the radiantyctypical of dawn
in México, Ana Maria and Luis, full of confidence and faith, caerta return soon to their
fatherland and be able to overcome any new obstacles, abandoned theiinhGayoacéan,
where they had spent the first two years of their marriage.

How many people found themselves caught in the middle since themdod% hard
had it been to adapt to their new surroundings! Their firstwgaspin San Antonio, once known
as San Antonio de Bejar, the first destination for everyone flethiegViexican Revolution.
They quickly learned to dislike that fiery hot, but cold-hearted, city in Texlhsy fbund it to be
full of political intrigue, spies, gossip about the revolution, andutheasiness fomented by a
desperate desire to peacefully return to México, while the upheamtinued and kept those

who dreamed of that impossible return in an agonizing state of distress.
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One had to make serious plans while waiting for the smoke to @kearthere south of
the Rio Bravo. With what the two of them could cobble together fifweir beleaguered
possessions, sold at whatever price they could get from a griéedheg, Luis purchased some
land in the state of Missouri, near the Kansas border, a fesg findm the famous Kansas City
and just a short distance away from Arley, which was thest fioint of contact with the hectic
Yankee way of life.

All of his energies were wrapped uphis farm, Bellavista, which is what he called his
new property, founded by him, worked by him, created by the skrdmg own two hands and
his own wits which had transformed a few barren meadows—usetaga at some other time
by the Indian tribes which the white men had annihilated—into something more pveducti

Bellavista was the first thin thread which tied the displazmable, who never stopped
longing for their native land, to that foreign soil which had grdrthem a place to build a home:
that land which allowed itself to be cultivated and provided a bouwiy fner womb to
guarantee them a future, sustenance and tranquility. Thanks teifallle United States was
no longer the great country of stern looks and sad surroundings. Ewetleycdiscovered in
that farm some serenity from their topsy-turvy lives and samspite from their struggles, they
felt at peace with their host country. It was not—nor could it &eertheir new fatherland;
because, like mothers, there is no substitute for one’s pldugtaf But, there, in the solitude of
the hacienda, the country would acquire the charm of a virgin islatishut the din of the
factories or the civilizing turmoil of its prideful and indifferenities. The hacienda also
furnished them with a corner to live in peace and maintainadrally silence around those two

foreigners who, aided by their mutual affection, continued to pragrioopportunity to return,
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without the torturous anxieties from their first days abroad, bilt the stubborn conviction that
they would never give up on their dreams.

They had been happy there. They managed to fill their livds veitv things, different
perspectives and other cares. God had not wanted to give thenerchbdt they shared their
love among the family that they had formed with the people thakesdoon their lands,
Mexicans all, and witlittle Luis, whom they had received from an orphanage in Kandgs Ci
giving him a name and a home to live in. The little boy, a bldradeed chap, who bore the seal
of his Nordic origins in his blue eyes and fine, white skin, but kedesl life speaking another
language than that of his parents and learning other customs, nmawonschool in Atlantic
City, where his name was the object of much curiosity: LuiarAlfy Segovia, ostentatious, like
that of an “Old Conquistador,” as his classmate would say to tease him.

A gust of wind that entered whistling down the chimney and, fanthieglames out of
the hearth, rustled Magdalena’s letter left abandoned on the table in the middleoofthe r

The hallucination had disappeared; all that remained was the hauvediity of that
moment.

All of his projects, all of his dreams after so many yedraiting, all seemed to come
tumbling down in an instant. His restored life had been destroyedagate. His past had
returned with a vengeance and made mocking gestures of fiamshsly in the face of his
measureless suffering. As if in a deluge of grief, hedete more a power jolt of Fate. He
pondered the bitter and deep solitude which awaited him, perhaps wigvinraonths or within
a few years, but always too soon for his desire to live with dusl gvife—the sweet and chaste
one whose love did not withéut blossomed and rejuvenated itself with each passing day—to

come to a—however remote and unimaginable—end.
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However, his tortured thoughts’ longing to escape from that prispaiof proved as sad
and futile as the flight of an injured bird.

Could that country doctor, filthy and ignorant, and capable of confusingythpt@ms
and pronouncing a misdiagnosis, have been wrong? He could call alispatiKansas City.
He could take Ana Maria to the city, as soon as the pass had been cleared.

As a result of a natural train of thought, when thinking about Kadsty, he again
remembered his forgotten lover. He didn’t love her. His feelfogser weren’'t even deep
enough to have left a strong impression. He was also suspicithes fafthfulness of a beautiful
woman who loved flirtation and of this love that she hoped to resurmeutthe ashes after so
many years of inconstancy.

On the other hand, he knew Magdalena well and didn’t think she wasleapaausing
a scandal. The threats in her letter were very much in line with her wittgaaefree nature.

Luis had always thought that their amorous spell was completeigcdbbim. When they
went their own ways, long before he had ever left his counteytiate when the soldier was on
leave from service and took advantage to put more or less of a definitive end tel&ti@nship,
it had been without dramatic scenes or tears of desperation.

“Will you ever be back?” she asked, just to say something.

“Of course I'll be back,” Luis replied without knowing Life hather things in store for
him, because shortly thereafter, he left his fatherland to go into exile.

And he never heard anything else from her again, until now that she was oryheittva
the misfortune of being a happy visitor to a house where grieabagtly entered just a short

time before.
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He wanted her to go far, far away... He didn’t want to see héte.wouldn’t see her...
The only thing that mattered to him now was Ana Maria.

From the adjacent room, his ailing wife beckoned him with her vesmk exhausted
voice, “Luis... Luis...”

He came running at his wife’s call. She had the vague estpresf those suffering from
delirium. Her hands burned with a feverish heat. Within the wbs® of her face, her black
eyes burned with a strange fire, swollen with madness, and datkeess of her room, dimly lit
by an electric night light, stood out against the marble whisepnéshe beautiful countenance
with fine, virginal and sweet features, and her hands that ¢tutigose of her husband, as if
searching for a lifeline on the slope which pushed her towards death.

“I thought | was about to die a moment ago,” Ana Maria staaedy, “But it was only a
bad dream. | felt the sensation of leaving the earth and | sdmsdubitror of leaving you. |
don't feel any worse, but | would like to ask you a favor... Dd&talarmed, my dear, and
forgive me if | cause you any pain... | want you to promisgethat if | die, you will not leave
me in this country which has not been bad to us, but is not mine. nmMi@ke where you will
surely go once | leave you. To Morelia, to Patzcuaro, to Méxiberavl can feel you close to
me, even after | have gone...”

Luis had to struggle to fight back the tears. Feigning siiycant hopefulness, while
stretching his hands out to his ailing wife and kneeling next tdbéeto draw closer to her, he
said, “I promise you whatever you want, even though none of the ttmaggdu are asking me
really matter, because you are not dying. But you should beytiyicalm down, like the doctor

recommended... No more getting all worked up or getting so upsetaythe your nerves.
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You'll see how you'll laugh about your deadly foreboding when the sun comteand your
health returns.”

“You might be right,” replied Ana Maria, “But, why do | feel suckteange chill inside,
a chill that comes from deep down inside and fills me with grief?”

Luis reverted once again to the strategy that the weaffeeded him. “It's that the
temperature has fallen so drastically. Look at how I'm trembling fromdiae’c

And Luis had lost, before the enormity of the pain he was suffeaithdeeling of his
physical senses. He could have lain down on a pile of snow withoungféleé frigid cold; but,
he did, in effect, tremble from the cold, because he had just pdsseadh a cold spell for his

tormented heart...

Chapter lI
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The news that the “sefiora,” which is what the farm workdlsdcAna Maria, had taken
ill spread quickly through all the humble homes that surrounded theo&lfdoungalow.” They
saw the doctor, well known among them for being the one who attendleeirt ilinesses, leave.
They saw the young man from the pharmacy in Arley arrive hurriedgw hours later on the
very same horse as the doctor, carrying a package wrappeeeim paper. And now, at night,
alarmed by such activity, they were hanging on every movemerchwbok place inside the
house of the “patrones” in whose bedrooms the lights had been on simeerttieg along with
the comings and goings of shadows which bustled about ceaselessly.

The doctor prescribed strong stimulant injections, which Luis Hinasininistered to
her, as well as an internal medical treatment in order to dotmbddever and disinfect her lungs
as much as possible. Her illness had grown worse over night. hiflneey burned with an
intense fire and Ana Maria would not stop complaining about a strantighat made her
shiver. OIld Gabriela, her maid, now aware of the seriousness tddys condition, did not
want to rest. She came and went silently, wiping away hes tsashe entered her mistress’
room, but crying openly when she found herself alone.

For Gabriela, her whole world revolved around her “sefiora.” Shénélddher in her
arms when she was small, back on the hacienda in Ramones which she never woelt hage |
“her little girl” not gotten married and wanted to take her toHwne in Coyoacén to work as a
cook. All her notions of space and time were built around that hacwenel® she herself had
been born, with its dark and imposing “casa grande,” full of antiquate@meents which made
it seem like an enchanted castle; its gigantic granamgshvhoused the maize from the harvest;
its pond where the masters hunted ducks and where the livestock wouldicameo drink in

the evening; the hills populated with wild animals; the enormous pastwalled with white
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stones which corralled the bright and robust herds of cattle; the gianttheudender mares and
neighing ponies; its cornfields, green in the summer, golden iralhenid dry and barren in the
wintertime. Other than the dusty roads that they traveled meiRaD; the trip that they took by
train to Mexico City; the other long excursion, also by train, éoa¢ruz; the horrible voyage by
sea to Galveston; and the final leg she made anxious and absotbedght, without taking
notice of the grandeur or of tlwvilization, and trailing behind her masters like a wearelitt
lamb until finally making herself at home in Bellavista; ottlen all of this, she knew nothing,
nor was there anything else she wanted to know. For Gabrietsewven Ana Maria was, that
was her world.Ramones, Patzuaro, Mexico City, they should have stayed “over thsrsiie
would say with a vague gesture raising her quivering fingers bprtmyopic eyes and reaching
out into the distance. “Over there...” “Who knows where?” But abwaiyhin easy reach of an
impeccable memory which contained all of the recollections of her life.

Thoughshe instinctively understood the gravity of her mistress’ conditiontesheed to
accept the fact that she could die; this would have been likdtadthat her whole world was
crashing down and she would be left alone, among the ruins. Shebedadse she saw how
Ana Maria suffered, because she could hear her calling out tdittergringo” Luis, her little
boy, inconsolably, as though she was afraid she would never see himaaghbecause, despite
that infuriating cold and those white plains which offended the eyesmoment of delirium,
the ailing woman believed she was seeing the sunny fields akdwd roads, lined with trees,
of the towns in the land where she was born.

The farm workers arrived in the wee hours of the morning;Heir ttonvenience Luis
had built a large storage room, immediately adjacent to the housé, wéscused as an office; a

“‘company store;” and, where, at harvest time, they stored thatwdheing the winter, it served
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as a school and a gathering place, a social hall and an imgr@haeel for simple religious
celebrations, without the solemnity of the liturgy. At night, dutitady Week or on December
12, the workers, trailed by their wives and their children, weptrag the rosary in front of an
image of the crucifix or a portrait of the Virgin of Tepeyac.

Now they came drawn by the certainty that something seriousheggsening in the
“patrones’™ house. Because they never set foot inside, out of rempeéaue to the custom,
remaining out in the warehouse which functioned as a mediator betheenasters and their
servants, they gathered there silently and circumspect, spesgianggly about their concerns
upon seeing each other together.

All of them belonged to what in México was known as the lowksts of people: old
hacienda cowherds, peons, who did the most menial tasks, workergh&amy, farm workers
who always worked far away from the city and in whom the iddaaing their country was
ignited, inspired by the news of all those who had gone before @nentold fabulous stories
about that far off Timbuktu where they offered jobs that paid mordgethan they could make
in a week working on the hacienda, in a currency which was waeitle as much as the money
in México and whose real purchasing power was tremendous becawgsedbst a tenth of what
they cost in the company store which were always provided.

They had lost the typical character which corresponded to tlezetitfjobs that they did
back in their homeland. Apolonio Vallejo, whose falsetto voice stood in sbitdrais corpulent
body and grave demeanor, had been a “corporal” on a cattle faremtimlcMéxico; and, ever
since he was a child, he wore a leather coat, adorned witie frmade of the same material,
trousers painted onto his legs, leather chaps and heavy shoesmghechlways complemented

by a couple of giant spurs which cut tracks into the earth. Tihet strapping young man, with
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a drooping mustache and wobbly sea legs, who spoke very softly andloedy, always
looking down at the ground, as if choosing his words very carefully, hadébeaker and had
never worn any other clothes than his baggy undergarments and a coarse atit@figslaripa”
(his invaluable cowboy hat); his huarache sandals, which werewetsain good shape; and his
hemp cloth “cotense,” which, when tied around his waist, disguised his—tismaaendecent—
lack of clothing. They had Aniceto Meléndez thrown onto the pile, buyewre knew him as
“El Cuervo,” “The Crow,” a nickname that referred to the darkness of his skin.

There was no lack of “lettered” men either. Justo Compean, who dnaghtup the
gatherings with his stories and good counsel, had been a rural ssdwtand at times served
as an auxiliary justice of the peace, without giving up his workerfields to do so, alternating
those duties with those of his country station, responsible for takengotls of peons on the
ranches were they worked, and doing a headcount and completingaal c#nsus when the
occasion called for it. He had been accustomed to dressitilg &it nicer—only a very little
bit—than the peons whom he supervised, adjudicated or served, depending muthstances.
Rather than the rough “huicholes” worn by the campesinos, he wsirava hat which was the
same size and shape as the others but which was more finely otaredahe wore more
colorful and well tailored clothes, shoes, and when the occasion tailég a watch and tie.
Compean represented the intellectual class among the illitaestges. Others had been miners,
the kind with serapes from Saltillo, embroidered huaraches ardttadasers; people who
worked in different industries, wearing embarrassing and threalbaceme-down clothes and
felt sombreros, everything purchased from the second-hand storedjaarfteurs from the city,
already accustomed to the exigencies of refined civilization, ei&@undays and holidays, are

indistinguishable from the clerks and gentleman belonging to the middle class
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Now, contact with another way of life had eliminated theitled#nces: the school teacher
and the Indian from the fields of Xochimilco dressed in the saay @ach wrapped up in their
denim “over-alls,” their cowboy hats, their brightly colored shahd their work shoes. If the
change in country had not exercised any influence over them dpitieecause Mexicans do
not have any intimate contact with the other populations in the USitat®s—materially, the
American style of democracy, which allows its egalitanéeight to be felt over the economic
life of its hundred-million inhabitants, had erased the differemd@sh mark the very varied
ascending hierarchy in México, and it had integrated them Wwéhatmy of manual laborers,
with the great, dark masses with its precise and mathemadttaf leveling which standardizes
all possibilities and grants the same demands and desires tatiree population of that
septenariously great nation.

Some had come to the gathering with their wives and children. The women demdnstrate
a real and sincere concern. Despite their poorly manufactured esosibwhich appeared to
flatten them and impose upon them a kind of servitude to an elegandethéyccould not truly
integrate, and which actually tarnished their charm rather thvamggt to them; and in spite of
the fact that some women dressed in silk and wore jewelryhvamily those of a higher social
class had the right to wear in their country of origin, they condiroebe humble women,
campesinas who worked in the fields and endured the suffering, #lenéss, the hunger, the
long journeys and the abandonment of those who accompanied their “Johnnies&iron t
campaigns, those who, in spite of what they democracies had to saguedrb recognize the
hierarchy of “those on top” and the obligations of marriage and family.

And with respect to Ana Maria, not only did they recognize hpesority but also her

sweetness and the nobility of her virtuous heart. There was no prtfdethe “sefiora” could
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not solve nor was there any sadness that she could not console. sShecustomed to going
from house to house in order to stay in contact with those who worked Garrthedistributing
books and teaching the little children their ABCs.

Luis Alfaro could have had all of the workers that he wanted onahms, fout what he
lamented the most was being obliged to turn back those who canfters@asking for a place to
stay. Bellavista’s reputation and that of its benevolent owners gusgkkead far and wide.
From time to time, the “patron” would receive illegible lettéxem people begging him as a
favor to be permitted to move there where there were no foreghen nor irascible masters,
who, at the slightest sign of difficulty, would whip out theira#lin order to terrorize people and
sometimes even to Kill.

Recently, as a result of the crisis which took aim at theedrfitates, an endless caravan
of Mexicans who were returning to their country passed by Beitagisd stopped there hoping
to find work on that prosperous farm.

It was no surprise, then, that the entire “rancho” would come talsaewas happening,
guessing, with the dreadful uneasiness of one who fears tisé wloen sensing adversity, that it
was so and that it fell upon the good lady, whose kindness illumirfaggoor lives, in need of
motherly love, with rays of love and charity.

Vallejo smoked cigarette after cigarette, asserting seotsht, “I told you she shouldn’t
have gone out after she got sick, not until this awful spell of weather has passed.”

“Until it had passed...” Compean, the school teacher, repeatedalgnias he stared
exasperatedly into the grey sky as if he missed the burningsunland rejected the inactivity
which winter thrusts upon them. “It's not so easy to be holed up if@mide whole month or

however long it takes for this darned snow to go away.”
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“And what if it's not her who's sick? What if it's the mastéargued “El Cuervo” with
his faint voice.

This supposition lent a new shade of darkness to the seriousndss warkers’ faces.
They hadn’t considered such a possibility. The material loghedf security would be an
entirely different kind of misfortune: it would mean leaving BaBta or waiting for new
owners; and losing their “sefiora” as well; and no longer fe¢hagthis bountiful land which
provided their sustenance, was an extension of their own fatherland, wennetined down
south, a place where they professed the same faith, where theytspak@me languagand
where the coldness of foreign gold, which at times makes its hardnessatettiminished by the
friendly acceptance of those who paid it out to them and infusedthttihe warmth that is
provided by the brotherhood of the Mexican community and the equality of the soul.

“No, no, it's not the master,” assured Balbina, Compean’s wifee Wids one of the
people who was bustling about last night. | was watching cargtulbge if | could figure out
whose shadows were going back and forth in front of the dining room wirashalil, was able to
make out Don Luis’.”

The other ladies gathered together to sigh and state in a chgmetesft, “That’s the last
thing we need, for our succor to be taken away from us.”

“God would never allow it.”

“But | just saw her this Saturday, with her angelic litded, a little pale, but looking to
still be in good health...”

The sound of the door opening in the back of the house, right in front of Wieere
workers’ store room was located, put an end to all their discussiomaahel everyone there turn

their heads.
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It was Gabriela, who came to give them the news. With at giesl of effort, because
her tired legs were no longer capable of any gracefulnessjaked across the patio sinking up
to her ankles in the extraordinarily white mattress formechbyshow. She closed her eyes in
order for them to adjust and make out the door to the warehouse whied ssrher point of
reference and permitted her to follow the wooden walkway which ctethéte two places. She
left a bitter trail and bore the tired expression of one who has not slept all night.

The workers came up to the door and asked, “What's going on? Wiagisening?
Who's sick?”

“The misses,” exclaimed the maid with a cry.

But then, regaining her composure, and as if embarrassed byaguablic display of
grief, she added, “The master assures me that her illnesthisag to worry about, and he asked
me to tell you all to forgive him for not being able to come him$mtause he has to give our
lady her medicine right now; but he appreciates you all forimgnand, if he needs anything
from you, he’ll be sure to let you know.”

Another eruption of crying interrupted the old woman’s remarks. Th®rgstould not
reconcile the assurances that Luis gave them with the maid’s despair.

“If the lady’s not that sick, then why are you crying, Dofab@Gda?” asked
disconcertedly Balbina, a robust and deeply-rooted campesina who appeasbdre her
husband’s intellectual superiority.

“Well... my dear,” replied Gabriela between sobs. “It's jtsit when one gets old,
everything makes you cry and you can’t see anything else but saalhesound you. And it
makes me so sad to see my master so down in the mouth and the ragsg about her little

white boy and for her home back in México. And it also makesegleGod-knows-what to see
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all of us here like lost souls, on these white prairies, thatlikekdeath shrouds and to see my
poor girl all alone, without anyone but her husband by her side. Wehbauste ones who
appear so spoiled and ill-mannered to her by surrounding her begewple whenever she gets
sick!”

The women wiped away their tears with handkerchiefs. The men lcachédeaden,
with that instinctive Mexican reaction to sorrow, their old aaguaaice; and, as if putting on a
mask of resignation that came over their faces anytime Wesesuffering, so frequent in their
lives, provided them with the shield of stoicism and made them cold and invulnerable.

“She’ll get better. You'll see,” said Compean just to brealsileace and console the
old woman.

“Oh, yeah, sure,” chimed in “El Cuervo” deliberately, and then, likeezme who is
about to pronounce a judgment, he looked up, consulting the heavens, and exciisned,
March and before we know it the clouds will open, the sun will come batshow will
disappear and we will all go back to work. That'll lift théssus’ spirits and she’ll start to feel
better. What she’s got—I've seen it all before—it’s the kindhofg that makes song birds die
in their cages. She likes the outdoors, the open air, bathing iivéh@mnd running around from
here to there... She needs the sunshine,” concluded Meléndez sighinly And as if wanting
to scold the sun for its parsimoniousness.

The young man’s words of optimism worked like magic in the sinsplds of those
people who would bend to the most contrary emotions at the slightesndplevind. The
promise of sun was happy news. When it came out, it would effgcing an end to the
sadness resulting from the long months of being locked inside angthengrwould become

joyful again.
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They rose from their seats and said goodbye to Gabriela.

“Tell the master,” ordered Vallejo, “to see how we can be of service to him.”

“Yes, yes, please, tell him,” the others agreed.

Above the exit door, an image of the Most Holy Redeemer stretmlitekis arms in the
ultimate expression of suffering.

The women genuflected before the image and crossed themselves devotedly.

One of the women suggested, “We should say a Hail Mary for our lady’s good health.”

The large group kneeling around Vallejo’s wife, who was speakingmbted, with a
monotonous intonation, the Christian supplications.

An air of sadness blew once more over the gathering. The anxi&tih wbured out
from the ailing woman’s room, now extended to the improvised chapel dfeldeworkers,

whose prayerful attitude revealed the danger which loomed over the Alfaro’s home.

Chapter IlI
The first rays of sunlight pulled a shout out of Ana Maria, which soulikked salute to
life.

She sat up in her bed galvanized by that magical apparition.
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“Look... Look at it, finally,” she exclaimed with all the strendtar poor lungs could
muster, calling to Luis who was speaking to the doctor in the adjacent room.

Dr. Morris continued to visit his patient daily during that longekvef anxiety and
sadness when everything appeared to conspire to aggravate her malady.

“We must lift her fallen spirits,” was the constant preoccwpafor the doctor, who,
otherwise, began to doubt the diagnosis he had made on the first dagvétdrad yet to break,
and she remained in the same debilitated state. But her cough wasndistempeas before; and,
the more it dissipated, the more difficult it became to deteetpresence of the infectious
abscess which he thought he had discovered during his first examimdtiher. Without
abandoning the notion that this was a case of tuberculosis, he thopghdent to wait for a
more precise clinical examination, with better instruments thanones he had, in order to
confirm or disprove his judgment. He believed that it could have bewmmvaus breakdown
aggravated by the exhaustion which was carried over from her preNn@ss and sustained by
everything that came together at the same difficult timmtsume her body: the absence of her
son, the snow that confined the ailing woman to her house and appeareadttniping to bury
her alive, and the bitterness of living in exile, which was alwangsent, but was always
exacerbated under such circumstances and concentrateddimophef sadness which caused her
glass run over.

Confiding in the virtues of the sun, which arrives like the harbingepohg to places
where winter is a continuous snowfall, the doctor had placed all dfolpiss, like “El Cuervo,”
on the therapeutic qualities of that astral body which givesditae world. He concentrated on
continuing to fight her fever and improving his patient’s depleted@ny, until it was possible

to transport her to Kansas City.
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The first atmospheric signs demonstrating a change hadseeanon the previous day.
The clouds marched across the leaden sky like an army whickdeged orders to abandon its
position in order to take up the fight at another far off battlefidlde wind blew more violently
than before and the snowflakes were rarer and fell in smaller quantities.

Dr. Morris had left Arley in the wee hours of the morning. And, \Withknowledge of a
man from the fields, who learns many things from experience, he predictédetihadt assault of
winter would end very soon.

He arrived later, in very good spirits—something rare for him due to his almostfoipur
Saxon nature—and, for the first time, he had a few sincere words of encoenadenthe ailing
woman. He spoke to her using his limited repertoire of Spanishhwiaclearned from the
Mexican farm workers from among his clientele, assuringtradrdhe would soon be able to get
out of bed.

“Do you think I'm doing better?” asked Ana Maria full of hope.

“Oh, si...”

And the good doctor, the sun, showed up a short while later. The fitsthadrning rays
had come to shine, almost horizontally, on the ailing woman’s bed.

Through the semi-opaque window one could see the divine spectaetbarfjic Nature
drawing her new breath of life. The sun cast a rose-tinted huetnpammense whiteness of
the panorama. It had ceased to snow, and only a few straggling cloudsagrin frenzied flight
to the north, caused the curvature of the heavens to appear evernlibéutr,the contrast. The
trees, still bending under their wintery cargo, balanced thebslitiown by the wind, as if

attempting to liberate themselves from the snow. The smoke tloatdd out of the chimneys
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of the houses surrounding the Alfaro’s home also rose happily up soithep through the blue
sky, looking for it in order to lose itself within it.

A sparrow which had protected itself from the snow in the gabldsediouse, rehearsed
a quiet tune.

Ana Maria cried out to her husband once more. She also calteé tioctor with a
previously unknown, childish glee, “The sun is shining... come see.”

The two men rushed quickly to her side. The doctor wore a big and uncosnmieron
his typically solemn face. Luis also smiled for the firstej after those endless days of agony,
and he began to contemplate the appearance of that star as if imevbiadeen it before. Ana
Maria continued to sit up in bed in order to better feel the sunlight which came to visit her

Her husband turned to her full of hope, with the same joyous and surdeogedn his
face as those who witnessed the miraculous resurrections performed byuJdsshave had.

He did not dare ask any questions so as not to break the spell ofdimant so full of
hope. But Ana Maria entrusted herself with confirming the presupposif the doctor, who
had already spoken to Luis about the influence that a changenpernature and scenery could
have on the patient’s mental state.

“l feel much better. This lovely little sunbeam which surroumdsis really good for
me.”

Dr. Morris approached her in order to examine her after warmmdpands in the fire
burning in the chimney, for the cold was as intense as it had exey dred the warmth that Ana

Maria believed she felt was a mere illusion.
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He had recognized it only a few hours before, but he noticed a marked change ie her fac
pallid and exsanguinous back then, and now illuminated by a faint touchnehea andthe
doctor could not resist the temptation to examine this miracle from up close.

Her body felt, in effect, the relief that her mind had receivddwas a good sign.
Perhaps it was the beginning of an actual improvement, but the dattoot dare tell Luis that
this was the case when he solicited his opinion.

“We have to wait and see, amigo. We have to wait until thesnimeaher in Kansas
City. 1 still have my doubts; and, hopefully, the x-rays will dispel them for me.”

“But such a sudden and delightful change isn’t enough for you to complegety your
prognosis?”

“Oh, no, you don’t understand the kind of influence a piece of good newsgesyc
perspective, inclined to optimism, can have on a situation liketi@s One might say that all of
the symptoms of the malady have flown away like birds of thiet sigicken by the sunlight, but
her disease continues its devastating and silent work in theesawitiere it continues to work
nonstop.”

Hope, however, is a stubborn goddess, who does not leave so easily draoeewet her
in. Ana Maria and Luis now secretly and blindly believed in tkarciniracle which occurred
with the sudden change in Nature.

Meanwhile, the sun, free of any obstacles, for the clouds had detgplemoved
themselves from the horizon, rose magnificently toward its zefitle. doctor had stayed longer
than he ordinarily did in Bellavista, in order to enjoy the sublimetapke, and he made plans

with Luis to transport the ailing woman, as soon as it was possible for cars to dineeroads.
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Like every day, the workers began to leave their homes and rhekeway to the
“patron’s” house to learn about the sefiora’s health. But this tiveg,did not congregate sadly
and respectfully in the granary. They noticed that Luis and théordd@ad moved the
comfortable porch chairs, which were stored away during the seaswrierhent weather, from
the interior of the house; and now, like a certain sign that springgradg, they restored them
to the place where the men, during the hot summer afternoons wouldaoltdheir breath and
chat for a while. They had observed the jovial and tranquil dispositidrosé two men, who
were most interested in the ailing woman’s health, and gramechselves the liberty of
violating the rules for that loathsome season in honor of the event.

Luis confirmed for them what they had already come to beliéneseriora had notably
improved, and she was very happy now that it was no longer snowing.

“God bless you...” repeated like an echo everyone who heard the joywssarel then
they hastily went off to deliver the news to their homes.

Gabriela had also left her little hole and leapt with jegmite her rheumatic legs as soon
as she saw that Ana Maria was feeling better.

“l told you, my dear,” she shouted gleefully, using the famdddress with her mistress
as she was apt to do only during the most intimate and joyous ofawasl told you that Our
Lady of San Juan would grant you this miracle.”

Ana Maria stared at the sun and snow covered plain as if drunk in a daze.

Like all who haveound themselves on Death’s door and discovered a way to escape, she
could now taste the ineffable sweetness of life. For thetiimg, it appeared to her as though

her youth had slowly and wanly passed her by, as though she had wastedigression, in an
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anxiety-ridden abeyance, far from the places she loved, farHiesmative winds, and far from
everything she could call her heart and her soul.

Her love for Luis filled her heart and her life, without a douBut how much sweeter
would it have been to have loved one another within the happy confines & thihgrhad met,
over there, where the air is always warm and does not get too the summer nor too cold in
the winter, back in those places where she could have lived out so happily her finestsiome

So many years hidden away, buried, at the end of world! How sgedao get up and
go back to México, to pass by her home in the Umbroso Valley, evenhthibug longer
belonged to her, to go back to live her former life!

The countryside began to spring back to life. Among the whitesfetb®e snow, small
black spots could be seen moving in the distance. Through the gdpstleétwindow curtains,
Ana Maria could see a man on horseback. And now everything féledith joy, like a little
girl.

She called Luis again to give him the news. “Look, they're ajreathing to visit us,”
she said pointing to the man on horseback who continued to draw nearer.

Alfaro went to the window to get a better look.

“It's Pantusa, our neighbor,” he said. “He must be coming to inqoait your health.
He has sent a number of messages with his workers.”

Pantusa—Cesare Pantusa, an Italian who had become a naturafieedahi—was the
Alfaros’ neighbor and friend. Like them, he owned a small plot of [Eaxdhwhere he grew
wheat and maize, the only two crops cultivated in that region. Heamed generally cordial
relations with them. Due to their racial affinity, he fdtiser to the Mexican couple than to his

new national brethren.
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Whenever he could, he spoke ill of those people with their Southern loquassusna
gibberish that mixed three different languages: Spanish, Engidhhis own, butchering all
three.

“Questo people, Sifior, questo people...”

However, he was 100% “American” whenever he found himself among peopigHat
country and talked to them about the problems in their country. Deepligdrin the New
World, he never considered returning to his village near Venice, Wwhence Misfortune had
cast him out.

Like all European immigrants, he had fought fiercely to make hiarfer And now that
he had his own piece of land, money in the bank, and children who tied hims teew
homeland, with heart and soul, he embraced this marvelous country whiatuedntio allow
itself to be conquered by those who in Europe, with the same amoaffof could scarcely
earn a crumb of their daily bread. Luis Alfaro spent his leigume listening to him recount
stories about his adventures, his trials, his tribulations, which nea more than the mere
repetition of so many tales constantly revised and developed on thaghatibeaches, on the
ardent farmlands, in the city of feverish activity, in the unendingtaomt®on of the Yankee
republic. Through his conversations with the Italian, the waveugd@ean immigration rose up
as if conjured up by a spell, coming in search of the goldeneflaed realizing the miracle of
hard work while achieving every immigrant’s fortune, the fabuloudtiveehes of that North
America, the giant alchemist, who turns the sweat of one’s browhanleating of one’s chest
into solid gold. Listening to Pantusa speak, one could guessed at, more than truhaoddeist
colorful tale. He had arrived in New York aboard an enormous ttansatsuperliner with its

hulls overflowing with poor people joined together in their quest foatimeghty dollar, which
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they expected to be paving the streets or flowing abundantly frorotnaiful bosom of the
Statue of Liberty. He was dismayed by his dramatic stonbgh related the difficult steps
taken by that miserable multitude to pass through the sieve otruh&gration on Ellis Island,
where many of those who did not have the required documents for amhssi to remain and
then return to their wretched countries of origin after havingnisgverything they owned,
including what they had made by selling their modest home furnishings and humble abodes
Pantusa had entered the United States on better footing. Healmaraefleeing from his
paternal home where his elderly parents still lived thanks to fpeohéheir other children. He
worked menial jobs, which helped build his character, along with his ¢dotpan Little Italy,
which reminded him of the large cities in his country becauskeothrong of “macaronis”™—as
the Americans contemptuously referred to them—all living theret abagit anyone would have
thought that the commercial districts of Milan or Pisa had bemmsported across the blue
waters of the Adriatic or over the gentle waves of the Tyrrinertiee only difference was that
the buildings were much taller, life was more hectic—due to tmtagiousness of the North
American lifestyle—and the environment much more dreary. Hereyawe had gold fever:
Latin indolence, or the “dolce far niente,” had been abandoned; the namelitades, the songs
and the love affairs had all come to an end. Banks, saving monamsicé making a million,
of owning a shiny, new automobile, of making a fortune any way one daiitng with your
fists like Dempsey or singing operas like Caruso, were thessioss of those men, who, until
the time of riches arrived, lived in poverty, as they had back inhlbenelands, in buildings like
pigeon coops, where thousands of families were crammed in, mindingtreis full of articles

brought back from Italy, managing their own restaurants, which arays full of Italians,
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their barbershops, all of the services used by the community, whishtheafirst step in
beginning the uphill ascent towards riches.

Cesare went to all of the barbershops, restaurants, storag Seiirks of art,” and any
establishment that might be willing to hire him. That's howgenshis early years—coming to
the United States when he was fifteen years old—until he decided to leawatdang hole and
go west where work in agriculture offered the best prospectSalifornia, he worked alongside
one of his own compatriots who had decided to help him. He owned larggaxils and
extensive fields where he grew vegetables for people living in the citysofhgeles.

There, he learned to work and save his money. After four yeaitse aige of twenty-
two, and after having passed every one of the three-hundred and \sixtafis of each one of
them in the fields first, and then supervising the workers, heabbsto put together a few
thousand dollars, with which he could now embark on his own adventure. Theyntottati
one could easily purchase half the state for very little mamé#issouri, so he went to Kansas
City, to a location adjacent to Bellavista, where the cultivatiorwbéat had become very
intense.

Sow and reap: that was all the work that the lands in his newnaaity required. The
fields gave of themselves freely; the snowfall prepared tiek bg keeping it moist, until it was
time for planting. In just a few years, Pantusa, the pauper, hde his fortune and married a
girl, the daughter of two German parents from Arley.

They had three children, Yolanda, Catalina and Humberto, who reskmhigleclassic
North American stereotypes, from the graceful and shapely giH,avconfident stride and an
independent and headstrong character; to the athletic boy, traifedidolizing worship of the

United States, “the greatest nation on earth,” the type of guycati@s in his eyes and in his



86

demeanor the pride of belonging to a race of people who believealves$o be superior to all
the other people on earth. They were the product of the “meltingybhath is not able to melt
away everything belonging to the foreign immigrants, becausenémteamong the laws of
society are those of nature, which keep men bound with the chawstafgia and affection for
the land where they were born, and is only able to produce a “purafngpeafter a second
generation. They now belong to the group of those who attended schools wharethaeght a
history filled with legendary heroes, and where they develop thmdieb and souls with
gymnastics which build muscles, and with Yankee conventionalismshwnstill a sense of
pride in their new race, the pure product of the famous “melting pot”...

Sometimes, when Pantusa went to the Alfaro’s house with his whaldy fa_uis’s
watchful spirit could observe up close the phenomenon of the formation Nbttie American
nationality in that mass of differing aspirations, led, finally, the laws of nature, towards
“North Americanization.” Pantusa still retained the bad tastbis mouth of a Latin man
transplanted to the great power plant know as the United Statég, Btitopean who from time
to time complains about the inability to live a simple and monotonous life and about thesgustom
which could be excessively Puritan at times, and too liberal atsotfidarough Mrs. Pantusa was
revealed the Saxon who considered all Americans to be upstart®@abdcimbers, and the
German who could not forget the recent defeat suffered by her coeminy the last war. And
from the cadence of explosions of an English which flowed as smoottwasad as a fine chianti
from Pantusa’s lips, as well as the guttural shouts from the,"fivho railed against Mr. Wilson
and against the newspapers which mocked the Kaiser's soldiersirtgpietm as cruel and
cowardly and generally worthless, the United States emerggdpweerly drawn during those

colorful discussions which the couple had with Luis, and which AnaaMiatened to silent and
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smiling, removed to a certain degree from the significancel datl international gibberish, for
she guessed at more than she actually understaoldadther guests were saying.

“They should go to Italy to see art and palaces and monumentsuarmtuary riches,”
said Pantusa.

“Germany would still give them a lot to do. Revenge is on &g and we just might see
our former enemies defeated and our territories reclaimed... [fAdrily the Americans had not
entered the war...”

And upon saying this, Pantusa’s wife, spat ire upon all humanity, bummang brightly
than usual.

They all went silent, however, in sudden and mutual agreementptectdbe children’s
own feelings for their country, when they all arrived with Luis, to join the gathering. The
children spoke intensely and with genuine satisfaction about the lhesest exploits of Babe
Ruth, the famous baseball player, who earned thousands of dollars theowalfj about the
prowess of the boxers who charged millions per exhibition; and aboutrtiggess of the
American navy, which would occupy second place in the world rankuhgsn compared to the
other world powers, but which, in the exalted imaginations of thosérehj was indisputably
first rate, one of a kind, invincible.

Upon witnessing their enthusiasm and the sincere manifestatibaiopride, which was
capped off by the noble and gallant appearance of those strongjfudesand cultured children,
the Pantusas appeared bashful and rectified their previous judgmsiience. Upon lowering
their eyes, confusedly, they appeared to be saying, “In the end, thar&idght. It has to be,
actually, a great country to have given us the fortune we enjoy ankkdnblese children into its

robust stock.”
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They also went silent, or rather they abstained from grumblinggenwthey found
themselves at the Alfaros’ house among their other neighboosfaaisers, who owned land in
the same region: an unmarried and long in the tooth Frenchman, ki Nad a Polish couple,
the Markowskys, who only visited out of courtesy, recognizing itttellectual and social
superiority of Luis and his wife, whom they regarded with an excessive amaspett.

Pantusa did not trust the Frenchman or the Poles. M. Martin wascomraunicative
than the latter, but he kept their relationship at an almost diplordatiance, displaying a
ridiculous and exaggerated courtesy which irritated the Italiarhsnaife. Before the Alfaros
had taken up residence at Bellavista, the other neighbors rareitamead any contact between
themselves. The new settlers, affable and attractive, enhareceddial life among that small
group of landowners, who had such different tendencies and characteristics.

Pantusa now demonstrated his warm regard for the Alfarosolyng in person to
inquire about the sefora’s health as soon as the skies had clearedjesthre was even more
significant when one takes into account that no one knew with cgrthengravity of her iliness.
The ltalian became aware, because Dr. Morris, on his frequeité, vbassed by his house,
located on the road to Arley. And he made him aware of the conditidliand’s wife, without
telling him the whole truth.

Luis went outside to welcome the Italian, who was dismounting in front of his house.

“Oh, berry culd,” exclaimed the recent arrival, blowing big poffsir, as he greeted Dr.
Morris and Luis with his customary effusion.

“And de lil' signora? Mrs. Pantusa would ‘ave liked to-a comensr to see ‘er, but
neither of dem seems to be a feeling berry well. Can arsemér? Can anyone speak to ‘er?

| bring ‘er so many warm regards on-a de part of Victoria, who prahtgs&ve a long visit with
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‘er as soon as there is a way to take out-a de ‘Ford.” Shg Wwadked to sit and chat with Mrs.
Alfaro, after dose terrible weeks of being all a cooped up whamdvenailman stopped coming
for a few days, and dey didn’t even ‘ave de comfort of a ‘earing regulartydie childrens, who
were also constantly complaining about a deir schools in Indianah wiae ‘alf a covered in
de snow.”

And he talked and talked, without stopping, without letting anyone etsa g®rd in
edgewise, or even takingtice of Dr. Morris’ mocking smile or acknowledging Luis’seatipts
to answer his endless string of questions.

He never had better prospects than he did now, continued the Italiaas lianely April
and they could already count on good weather. He began thinking abouingdpsifields,
which would yield a good harvest of corn for him, before planting tvaeaund August or
September. They never had such a great opportunity. And now,heifialiulous prices they
were able to get on grains...

“We're going to be-a rich, Mr. Alfaro, we’re going to beteh,” he concluded finally,
laughing out loud. And then, obliged and embarrassed for having preventselfhiram
receiving the news that he came to hear with his all oterivagy on and on, he insisted, “And de
li signora? Mrs. Alfaro?”

He was comforted to know that she was improving even though sheilvesndined to
her bed. He was sorry that he couldn’t see her to personally délevenessages that he had
brought for her, but he was sure that they would all get together so@nféstive dinner to

celebrate her recovery and the changing of the seasons.
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Luis agreed to everything he said, with the secret hope of onecahght up in the
optimism of the moment, arranges things his own way and is detmrto dispel the terrors of
the day before.

The sceneryiad changed in that way looking at it all in the new and radiantdigthtat
day and in the presence of a friend who spoke so confidently about the future!

The arrival of the other neighbors helped to dispel the rest afidrises. Markowsky
and M. Martin appeared on the horse paths wearing heavy coatsyofe knew that they all
wanted to celebrate that beautiful morning, the harbinger of a Igealson to come, as if it was
a fiesta. They joined the group after tying their horses toptreh in front of the house.
Markowsky was a very serious man who was getting on in age. Pain and disillusionthiefit ha
him with deep tracks on his face, and his rubicund countenance, covéhnea gvayish beard,
rarely revealed his emotions. The only thing that showed hahlvaswerehis large, expressive
eyes, but they were frequently hidden behind his continuous blinkinghahi@ys ended with
him looking down at the ground.

The Frenchman, small, fair, with a triangular and expresase, inoved like Patusa but
was more elegant and debonair. It was said that he had beembedaan and held offices
which placed him in contact with people in high society, and thihis he adopted an attitude
of respectful elegance when seen at any gathering, however naodegit be. However, at the
same time, he manifested a pronounced disdain for those who, in hisepigdmlonged to a
social class inferior to those he had met during his time as a lackey.

Markowsy, a man of few words, of the brawny farm worker typeh valumsy
movements, felt the Frenchman’s stern gaze looking down on him when tdytoveat

together at the Alfaro’s house. When they saw each other out on the farm, . Adtet like a
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completely different person. He treated Markowsky as if thesevequals, like great men who
do not show contempt for their inferiors outside of a rigid social environment.

He spoke to Pantusa with less arrogance because the ItatmhjsrMoquaciousness, had
become friends with Luis, who showed a strong preference for hilma.Frenchman acquiesced
to Monsieur Alfaro’s caprice, as he would have acquiesced in pretirags to his masters’
most insignificant whims.

They brought out chairs for themselves in order to move the gajhterthe porch. As
soon as the Frenchman discovered that the lady of the house wasgsiefepi Gabriela had
brought them the news—he begged for everyone to lower their voioes tasdisturb her. Luis
assured them that there was no need to worry because his lvatesom was far from where
they were located.

But M. Martin would not stop lamenting. “What a disgrace! Beathad no idea...” said
the Frenchman throwing back his hands with exaggeration. “And yéuai,” he continued,
“how discouraged one feels to leave the house in this kind of weathesooAsas we found out,
we should have come to see our dear friends and done anything thagdnemht,
Markowsky?”

He concluded with a grandiose sign of reverence, placing his hand over his chest.

Markowsky could do nothing but agree, with leaden gravity. In thig Wwa shared a
certain similarity to Dr. Morris, who, almost lying down in lesge chair, with his feet up on
balustrade of the porch, now stared out at the landscape with an air of boredomdelirtgs bf
admiration would not allow him to give too much time to any one spectacle.

For the first time, at the end of the last snowfall, the regailixle of friends who

attended the Alfaros’ gatherings were all finally back togetAdrey were the ones who almost
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always sat at the table belonging to the owners of Beléawvisattended the little fiestas that they
hosted there. The only thing missing were the women: the robusta@GeMrs. Pantusa; Mrs.
Markowsky, the Pole, as sombre and sullen as her husband; and AnaWierse charming
youth and graceful carriagdways imposed her superiority.

After a bit of conversation, the Frenchman gave his customary lessggodrmanners,
saying that it was not polite to prolong their visit, decliningstsupffer to have lunch with them,
for it would not be long before “the dear sefiora” would be demanding her husband’s presence

The gathering broke up soon after. Pantusa and Markowsky promiségrtoweh their
wives as soon as Alfaro’s wife was in a condition to receivie #tention. Alfaro promised to
keep them abreast of everything and vaguely made them awtreirgprobable trip to Kansas
City, in search of better medical care.

It was almost noon.

The sun’s heat began to melt the snow, and here and there, in theromosient places,
the black stains of wet earth began to show. The houses’ red rodily dibberatedthemselves
from their white loads. The water poured down the drains, creatsayurd that, despite its
monotonousness, filled one’s heart with joy after the profound silence of the previous days.

Ana Maria was sleeping peacefully when Luis went insideew tser after bidding
farewell to his friends. Sitting against the headboard of her bedutjegka attended to the ailing
woman with a maternal love.

“Has she been sleeping long?”

“Since about ten o’clock.”

The maid had closed the curtains. The bedroom appeared to be shrouldekiness.

Standing out from the shadows was the aristocratic face of awaina no longer looked to
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Luis like an angel who wants to fly, but rather likeswgpernatural being who comes down to
earth and rests after its long sidereal journey.

Would they see a miracle?

Kansas City took the form of a cruel sphinx.

What would it say to him when he went inquiring about his loved difie’and trying to
dispel the danger threatened by his inopportune lover?

He went back out into the light, in an instinctive desire to free Haart from its

uncertainty just as the sky had cleared itself of the clouds.

Chapter IV
Breathing heavily and with a clatter of iron and glass, thia @rrived at Kansas City’'s
Union Station, a fabulous train depot where numerous rail lines whitlacross the entire

Yankee republic converge.
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Beneath the immense glass-covered archways, which allowed thayasf afternoon
sunlight to pass through and light up the spectacle of feverish nativdh population which
travels from one part of the country to another on a daily basisgtuarrivals moved with the
same deliberate severity that sets the North Americans apart.

The human anthill, spilling out of the elegant rail cars which gdisped for air as if to
catch its breath long enough to continue its journey, became confusethevswarm of people
who were waiting outside: taxi drivers, dressed in olive colored ungpopersistently offering
their services; hotel agents who proclaimed the superiority of éstéablishments; gruff and
circumspect police officers who insolently examined the passer@geif there must have been
some delinquent among them; and, one person or another who was lookirayidigyes for
someone who just arrived. The overwhelming majority of travelessegaby without paying
any attention to the people who greeted each other after extem$sthces, nor to the
solicitations of those who offered their services to them, nor tthisgywhich was not the
precise reason why they were forced to travel God-knows how thaogands of miles, and
with a fixed stare on their faces, headed straight toward sonvatmériefcase in hand, as if
they saw them from afar and as if consumed in thought.

Within this multitude that arrived, like the current of a rivdrieh flows to the sea, one
could see the indifference of that conglomeration of people who tivéhat Anglo-Saxon
country, where each individual appears to be all alone amonghthesands of people
surrounding him, and turns into a void everything around him which is not his primary objective.

In our Latin countriesmade up of people who love their countries, for whom such
journeys abroad represent pain and suffering, the train statierffled with the emotions of

people saying goodbye and the joy of those who have returned. Orgetbatarfeeling a little
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bit of the anxiety floating in the air which was left by taagho saw a loved one depart or those
who await loved ones with eyes full of longing. With very feweptions, we only travel out of
grave necessity, and wherever we go, we leave behind deep attahthennoment of our
departure or that of our return are moments of intense emotions.

One sees nothing of that here: traveling is a way of lifhenvtankee republic, made up
of intense traffic, feverish activity, rapid changes in lifel @n endless hustle and bustle. Those
who were now arriving would soon be leaving for one of any number obmpigeops which
provide lodging for the enormous transient population in each city, to cobdsictess, to sell
their wares, to continue on their eternal voyage through the ssta@elt city squares, just a
continuation of the parallels of the railroad tracks those productivevpgs their endless
forward movement.

As soon as the station became less crowded, an ambulance thaatlwosdered to be
prepared drove up to the last Pullman railcar in which the aniognan from Bellavista had
arrived. Ana Maria, like anyone who has enjoyed a long period of eakth and does not
want to accept the condition of being incurably sick, stubbornly foughtatotan her healthy
appearance. Her recovery had intensified after the change in theeweatfew days of sun and
warm air were enough to completely change her point of view arel hgv the strength she
needed to get out of bed. And when she was able to get out offieed ®w weeks, once the
doctor assured her that she would be well enough to make the tripefthine farm and went to
Kansas City, she, with her obstinate desire for a speedganglete recovery, and he, with his
heart full of uncertainty, searching for the last word fronersoe about that evil traitor who

would suddenly force them to alter all of their life’s plans.
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To demonstrate her strength, Ana Maria stepped down from tbarrand boarded the
ambulance without any assistance from anyone. Her strengthyémwave out on her and she
was forced to brace herself on her husband’s shoulders in order teetad®at. The nurses who
were there to receive her insisted that she lay down. This upset her. Ttheertiand positive
energy that accompanied her during her journey suddenly disapp€ktethen she had been
possessed by a childlike glee. Everything on the way excite@é it were the first time she
had ever traveled. A windmill moving its arms, a little fanouse in the fields hidden among
the groves of trees, a few farmhands working hunched over the grouafitfheke things made
her burst with exclamations of joy, which caused Luis to look at Viién a paternal
complacency, concealing his inner sadness which now soured his fleeting optimism

Presently, as the ambulance gently rolled along towards the hofgmtabnd anxiety
returned to take control of her as well. She had never been in aahdsbdre and the mere
word alone made her feel suspicious. The din of that enormous sitpcéssant movement,
which was like a mockery of her own inability to move, vexed dermwell. Through the
windows of the ambulance she could see, from her stretchepeabtacle of the restless stirring
of the city, which she had always found distasteful. Always rmtigtg herself from heavily
populated civic centers, she felt an aversion to them. And singleeatould do was think about
things from her homeland because of her recent desire to tetbliéxico, everything she saw
made it appear more beautiful to her, contrasted by the distamddoy her fear of never again
seeing it, the object of her nostalgia and of her unbearable ygamreturn. She also looked
upon that environment of hubristic North American superiority, which metsifieself in the
slightest details, with that secret animosity which was bemgendered in her own people, that

hostility towards other people and a hatred of neighboring countrieasakeCity appeared to
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her, like all the other big cities in North America, to be mafdeon, cold, noisy and as hard as
that metal, formed from iron casts, with the pounding of a Cyclopshteam A giant forge
which never ceased to operate so as to continue to raise up to the sky the Towet of Base
enormous edifices; in order to manufacture millions of vehiclesiwiparade through the
congested streets, in an uninterrupted line without a solution of contimuiyder to replenish
the fabulous consumption of the thousands of machines which can be se&rhexestraining
to assist individuals with the most menial tasks, even with @wgehe streets and with kitchen
chores, as if to give men and women the opportunity to dedicate maredibusiness, to their
jobs, to the wild pursuit of money and a livelihood.

That din made her feel dizzy. From the neighborhood theatres ech@ahateaucous
music of the electric player pianos. The trolley cars fillezistreets with deafening noises. The
automobiles stunned her with the shrillness of their horns. She clasegelsan disgust and did
not open them again until the quieting, distant sound indicated to her that they wdes from
the commercial center. Her perspective had now completelygedda The streets which led
them to the city’s limits where the hospital was located aggaeto be quiet, tranquil. It was
getting dark, and men and women, after leaving work, rested fraimdiily chores and enjoyed
the fresh breeze on the porches of their homes. The mere gredehose people gave her the
impression of another world and another way of living very diffenemrh fwhat she had known
in her homeland.

All the activity, like all the noise, was concentrated in thg'sicommercial center.
That's where the cinemas, theatres, social halls, restaurantantic couples looking for a
happy and well-lit place, amusement, anything and everything atsbcwith mirth and

merriment were located. Anyone hoping to indulge in all of thoisg$ had to go to find them
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far away from the rigid, impenetrable solitude of their homes. &d® stayed home at those
hours tacitly renounced any form of entertainment or enjoyed tihesssguietly, methodically,
close to the hearth where thick logs burned in the winter and fazeduz the summertime.
The phonograph, the radio, or the watering of the plants and the tendiagiehg occupied the
quiet hours of rest, if one can truly call “rest” that continual upladdahe house, that work in the
garden, that excessive attention to all of the domestic dutiekiam\weople embroil themselves
when returning from work until their beds finally beckon them.

Ana Maria’s ill will for anything that wasn’'t Mexican prented her from seeing in all of
its beauty, the quiet serenity, the order, the symmetry, the iclesslof that section of the city
which represented, in reality, the soul, the character, the physiognomy of thieanme=ople.

Just like those smooth and well-lit streets; just like those gigaal gardens, where the
manicured and intensely green grass looked like brilliant tapgsitst like those houses all
produced from the same mold, furnished in almost exactly the sayewtiaidentical interiors,
implacably arranged and sparkling with cleanliness and monotomyikgishis were the lives of
those who inhabited them: peaceful, upstanding, perfectly level, bouactarpenter’'s square
and an unchanging routine. She imagined those men and women doing #nastyne thing
every day, in the same methodical routine as always: wake ugeataan time, go straight to
work, eat when the factory whistles blow, leave work on the ssigraal, go to church on
Sunday morning to sing the same songs and pray the same phayers little bit of fun in the
afternoon or at night with a drive in the car and make money, alkvagsig money, amassing a
fortune by way of big businesses or through disciplined savings, addittig @r a lot to the

country’s tremendous wealth by managing their own haciendas, wtateeok prosperity fills
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them with this sense of tranquility and appearance of wellbeimgh could be seen in their
homes, in their personas, in their proud, hard stares...

The ailing woman smiled, bitterly, at this idea.

What kind of life was this? Wasn’t her people’s way of livingtdre the lifestyle of her
untamed race, which, like Christ, had faith in what tomorrow would pend was concerned
only with the tasks at hand? At any rate, how different oneraamty was from the other, and
how eloquently the outward appearances of their existence spoke abaliffehant way of life!
While here, at this hour, everyone went in search of the wamathranquility of their homes,
back in her own country, in México, the young ladies would be getéagyrto sneak out
through the window in order to talk to their boyfriends or to go to peez& de armas” and take
a stroll around the garden which emits an intoxicating mixtureashas. The moon would be
shining in all its splendor over those dark and sleepy pueblos througkdéehse groves of trees,
but which tremble with passion and life within the mystery of the shadows...

Here, wealth exacts a life full of sadness, calm and reglilbke one of those boarders
subjected to strict regulations; there, blissful and dizzying ppeernpensate for the privations
and the challenges for survival, the discomforts and the hardships, with an intexdsevjore.

Which was better? This one or that one?

She wanted to go back to México at any cost...

The hospital did not have the dreadful appearance of those éhhadhseen in México.
Rather than the darkness of the big buildings with shadowy hallvalytaeye rooms that gave
off an odor of death, she encountered a spacious edifice wher¢hewgnyas white, clean and
full of light. The nurses, blonde and beautiful young ladies dressghite, starched uniforms,

passed through the spacious garden in front of the building, waitimguhe The stretcher on
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which they transported her entered the elevator without the sightarement and exited from
it, on the sixth floor, sweetly, on its rubber wheels, without feelrgydonnection which was
perfectly established with the hallway.

They placed her in a white room where were everything wa® rmacharble, mosaics,
linens, and snowy white enamels. A smiling nurse with an upturnedamosplump German
face, believing she could speak Spanish, wanted to welcome heax feithunintelligible words
which Luis translated gratefully.

All of this encouraged the ailing woman and her husband. The influenbe obtdial
environment in that establishment, which appeared to be made tofgigedilooked as though
no one could possibly ever die there, had its effect on the troubled couple.

Through the room’s window the panorama of the city could be gedactly clearly,
though night had already fallen, thanks to the fantastic lightimghasprang forth everywhere.
The tall buildings, with many floors, were like enormous cubesdfiéth little pin-pricks of
light.

The automobiles crossed by like fireflies hastily along tidevavenues brightened by
the glow of countless crystal lamps. The main streets of dhemercial district blinked
rhythmically with the multicolored light of the electric signbich shed their light on the vast
human swarm in perpetual motion.

From a distance, for as far as the eye could see, millionsofights displayed the
presence of the tranquil abodes where the happy people lived, the owners of all of tiesse ric

Chapter V
With Ana Maria now in the hospital, Luis left to find a place tystHe began to walk

under the bright lights, where the large hotels, the hustle and bbstleoise, the beating heart
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of the city could be found. He felt a strange sense of cwjasitlesire that he had never felt
before to become lost in the multitude where he might possiblyHmdnly person who was of
any interest to him among the millions of bodies that swirled ardum: the enigmatic
Magdalena, the one who sent him the threats in that {gktieh had arrived at his house at the
same time as that bout of misery which still continued.

At times he felt a secret sense of remorse upon thinkingtthetsi anything other than
his desire to prevent a scandal which led him to his cheerful iatgnee. He knew deep down
in his heart that she had awakened God-knows how many restlessiyard feelings, the
impulsiveness of his crazed youth longing to catch glimpse of his—ofs so beautiful and
seductive!—through that window which Magdalena’s provocative indiscré@ohopened for
him. They were not enough to overcome his profound and disconsolatetumss, nor the
faithfulness and devotion—still quite firm—that he held for the love sflife. It wasn’t his
fault. Between his raucous past and the present, a number of losgoyeslent waiting had
passed, a catalepsy that he thought was forgetfulness, theotaatéfé that had run its sweet,
silent course. He could now see how this trivial incident was entougguse him to lust for—
with an alarming inquietude which not even he himself wanted to aomeihuse he considered
it a sin, an indignity in such a situation—a tiny bit, perhaps, ledtvine had left behind, without
needing to know exactly what it was—what did he know?—about that jodenaf lhis youth,
which had been suddenly cut short, like one of those songs that can be heard at night and come to
a end when we want to hear them the most.

Magdalena was little more than the incident which jarred lesiany and caused him to
passionately crave the joys of his lost youth. He didn’t lust keie He was curious, of course,

to hear from her lips the many things he was grateful to H&atr,. how could he speak to her in
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friendly and happy tones about old times if he had resolved to be drg@rdd in order to put
an abrupt end to any kind of that liberated woman’s wild pursuits?

It could not happen, nor should it happen, any other way. He didn’t evethdestrong
sentimental impulses which would cause him to waver in his resdhet.love, which he had
never felt for her, nor lust, nor even gratitude or a sense of obligation of amkitti rose up to
force it to happen. His meeting with her, in the end, wouldn’t be difficult at all.

Considering everything, it worried him a little bit and it prodii@e certain emotion
within him. It was such a rare thing for him to see old aicqaaces since he left México, living
tucked away as he was in that little corner where his only dontecwith the men who worked
in his fields! His friends and brothers-at-arms, the politiciahs had taken flight from their
country at the same time that he did, the people from his statide,ifrom his world, never
reared their heads around his Bellavista retreat. He had gonemsdyto San Antonio, the
metropolis of the exile community, as they called it, and he hadutohis stay short,
disillusioned. It was such a sad sight...

The disputes which caused their fatherland to burn with fury and passrsisted on
foreign land. The refugees looked at each other with suspiciory fodhmed cliques, on every
street corner, which represented each one of the warring facttmsie were “reactionaries,”
these here were Carrancistas, and the ones over there wa®d/il Once, a well-intentioned
group of people wanted to start a club or social center wherechexof all persuasions could
come together in order to ease the burden of their forced expé@ilem their country, and after
the enthusiasm of the first few days, and the first few Best@ame the inevitable separation, the
rupture and its failure. Everyone clung to his own side. And it appeses though the people

had been injected with some kind of disunity virus.
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Even those within the same group looked at each other with suspicousirgceach
other of the losses suffered or anticipating all the plotting ajia for future and problematical
control.

And because they were all so preoccupied with those conflicts, nooatterecall the
happy things which were suspended on the day that the civil watedrin México. They did
not gather together, like the Israelites living in exile in shdabylon, to remember their lost
fatherland.

The oblivion of Bellavista was more pleasant than the disquietipigaiens of those
exiles who were so bitter and brokenhearted from waiting.

That giddy little girl, whom he would see at any moment now mvaege significant to
him—What Fate!l—than his old friends, not for what she herself could &, stie could have
been, but rather for what she could bring to him with her trivaida, with her blathering and
frivolous anecdotes, with her memories and recollections, of evegythat he had left behind
and longed with all his soul to see once again.

Grove Street... Where could it be?

He took out his watch to see what time it was. Nine-thirtyvakn’t an appropriate time
to pay a visit. And besides, he wanted to prove to himself that be'tviia any hurry to see
Magdalena. It now appeared as if nothing was more importanttehiain that woman and that
he had made that trip with the sole objective of meeting ivér. He hadn’t realized that—
momentarily freed from his obligation of caring for his wife, amhdering aimlessly through a
city which presented him with the temptation to see an old flémoeigh without lust or bad

intention—for a brief moment, he had been transformed again intgpbataneous and weak
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young man from a bygone era. It's a mistake to think that anga@méree himself forever from
the habits and impulses of his careless youth!

The theatres were beginning to be vacated by the crowds tharaztl earlier. With
nothing else to entertain himself, for he was not really temptetidbone which offered him its
interior, whose great big electric marquees attracted tbetiatt of the masses with the promise
of continuously changing spectacles, Alfaro stopped to watch the wepaftthose who had
surely just seen a “good show” and exited en masse from thexiglittheatre. In every young
woman’s contours he thought he saw Magdalena and—the strangest thimdirsthimpulse
was to avoid the encounter. The illusion lasted only a short tinsigecfrom up close, none of
them had the grace, confidence, dark eyes and skin of his friend. ortile Ainerican women
had never appeared as cold to him as they did now, so incapabledyhtraic conversations
between Latin men and women, who even in the commotion of the steetsalevake of fiery
glances.

Whenever he found himself mixed up with the Yankee multitudes, hesféftoagh he
was enveloped by an infinite solitude. Mexican and Latin, henfelte like a foreigner than
anyone else in those cosmopolitan cities where no one takes notiogarfe else. José Juan
Tablada, a great, sensitive and romantic Mexican poet, had alsieexpd the same isolation
when in the populated desert of New York and he expressed it in this magnificent vers

So close to my eyes, so far from my life...
...women who stroll down Fifth Avenue

There weren't as many Mexicans in Kansas City, of coursethd towns along the
border, in the cities in Texas, especially San Antonio, one could béosiime friendly faces all
around—at least in terms of color and expression—and even though tltosmters at times

resulted in profound disillusionment—for it has been a long time sirec®exican soul has left
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those bodies of seductive, mestizo beauty, and now they cannot be fahlnderwomen who
possess them, nor the tastes nor sweet and loving temperamentsvofrtée from the land of
Anahuac—nevertheless, it is a sight for sore eyes, tired of looking ahipsrdsd frailties, to be
able to delight in something familiar.

Vexed from watching the parade of theatre-philes, Alfaro continoeslalk down the
streets of the commercial district. The shop windows, transtbinte a museum of the riches
of this country’s industriousness, provided a pleasant distraction. résuly, the former officer
of the Mexican army’s march was extremely slow. Anyone @sa hurry would have traveled
the same distance, many times over, in the same amount of time.

While turning a corner, Luis’ attention was attracted to a cowple, still seen from
behind, appeared to have that je ne sais pas which is unmistakatwe flegant women from
his own country. He quickened his pace in order to look at them maa\cloThe chatty duo
was in no hurry either and was likewise killing time by browdimg various boutiques. As a
result, it was easy for Luis to catch up to them. When he dvew with the two women, they
were both staring with feminine yearning at the opulent dresheshwere artfully displayed.
Before seeing her face, Alfaro recognized the voice thailkeheard so many times before. He
felt a strange coldness coursing through his veins; but, glathe time, it seemed like the most
natural thing in the world, this coincidence which, within just a few shof@ithis arrival in the
big city, presented him with the encounter that he was both dreadthgoping for at the same
time.

He pretended to not have seen his friend and drew nearer to hdnsvjaze fixed upon

the elegant garments in the storefront window.
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She, on the other hand, without trying to hide it, turned red with joyamdion as soon
as she saw Luis. She ran up to him with outstretched arms...

“You... You...” was all that she could say.

Unnerved and unable to find his traditional, refined manners, Alfaro rembise
sombrero in order to greet her confusedly. “Magdalena... Pardon relidn’t see you...
Miss,” he continued, directing his words to his friend’s companion.

Luis’ discretion cast a bit of a chill over the effusions of Magila, who began to make
introductions.

“Don Luis Alfaro,” she said to her friend pointing to the man to wisbm was referring.
“Miss Alicia Curiel.”

There was moment of awkward silence which Luis finally broke wieafizing that he
should say something.

“l just arrived in town and | had intended on looking for you tomorrd@ut, from this
moment forth, | am at your service,” he said without forsaking his air ofctgpmrmality.

“Much obliged,” replied Magdalena who had now recovered her composure@etied
her overjoyed salutation.

Magdalena was a magnificent dark-skinned woman over thirtg yayin the plenitude
of her life. Tall, shapely, with a lightly tanned face, smatiuth and dark eyes, she admirably
represented the image of the strong and jovial Mexican woman, capdiviag many youthful
years. Her companion had curly blonde hair and all the airs of ajyderican woman who
had lived in the United States for a long time or was born thedegly retains the appearance
of one belonging to her former nationality in addition to the few custatich her family still

practices at home.
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Miss Curiel realized that there was one person too many, andhbaivas that one
person; so, with the frankness which is typical of the region, gire®sed her desire to retire for
the evening.

Magdalena and Luis tried to object, the latter statingttietone who really should be
leaving was he. But Alicia, who knew little in the way of masr@rrefinement, stuck her hand
out to them with the unwavering determination to leave, assthnieg, in passing, that the
electric trolley which stopped at the corner would let her off at the doorstep udine.

“Should we expect you for dinner?” she asked Magdalena as she took her leave.

“Tell them not to wait for me, missy. Because now that youaele up your mind to
leave us all alone, we're going to take advantage of the opportargst tall caught up. And it
seems to me that we would be better off doing it at a restaurant than anylsbére e

As soon as Alicia had left, Magdalena and Luis looked at eachfotr@iong time, as if
examining one another, inch by inch, and attempting to find, one in the althtée things that
they must have been through in their lives during such an extended hiatus.

The young lady smiled bitterly, then finally said, “But, my Goodndsow you've
changed...”

“Older?” asked Luis, smiling as well.

“No, sadder,” replied Magdalena, then added, “Or rather, is itl thpset you with that
imprudent letter that | sent you, and now you’re cross with me?”

Luis shook his head no; and, not wanting to give any more explanatisash a visible
place, he proposed to Magdalena that they should go inside a aestalihere was no danger
that they would be seen by anyone they knew; but, he was takingomsaderation that, even

under those circumstances, he owed his wife his unwavering respedt,veas not in his best
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interests to remain, in such an ostensible manner, in that spot witiman who was not his
wife. Looking at Magdalena, he felt he needed to regain his sstughd he began to notice,
with a mixture of sadness and joy, that his heart no longer resptmdeel calls of a frivolous

life.

They began walking to the nearest restaurant. It did not niatteem where they went,
knowing that there wasn't much difference between the verytfimed the most humble of
North American restaurants. What mattered to them was firedongiet spot where they could
clarify a few things.

They went into the “Delmdnico” which provided them with no more coratben those
that one enjoys when in a hurry to grab a quick snack. The most mpatavailable were a
few seats, which looked like those in a Pullman car, which sedatateccupants into groups,
but it left them visible to anyone who passed in front of them.

Neither one of them felt like eating. They ordered a light disorder to secure the right
to occupy the seats. A vague uneasiness came over them, the kipddpie feel after not
seeing each other for a long time, after having seen each otgemueh, then suddenly cross
each other’s path and know that they are going to part once again, perhaps oncaland for

The brief moments of their encounter had been sufficient to leava thith that
disconsolate impression.

Magdalena persisted with her question and wanted to provide a few explanations.

“Forgive me for writing to you in that tone,” she began to sdynaively thought that
you were the same man you used to be, that you would have remembereahnincand that you
would have understood the joke contained within my little threat. edarthe United States to

see my sister Marta. She just got married, | didn’t know if kreew, to a doctor now practicing
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in San Antonio. That's where | ran into Pepe Sarmiento, a friend bf ddfoburs and our
companion during those unforgettable nights of “art and ecstasy” esthto painter used to call
them, when we used to all get together to “drink the nectanwthyfrom a golden cup,” like one
of the others disciples used to say. Sarmiento—please keepsthise—gave me your address
and | who—whether you believe it or not—have a burning memory of yone ¢a Kansas
City—so cold yet so hot. | wrote you all of those foolish thingsgimag that you would come
running, not because you believed that | really had some kind ofjyenusr, but because you
have never declined an invitation from me before... But, since @@&upnf days and weeks
went by without you coming around, | began to wonder... honestly, if you neervea formal
man, serious, perhaps even tied down with children. And if it wasnthe fact that they've
made my time so enjoyable in the house where I'm staying—betaus®ppier here than in
my sister’s house, where it seems that they’re worriedsttraeone might tell her husband what
kind of person | am, because he takes me for a Goody Two-shoes, andebkewas clinging to
the slim hope that you might eventually show up—I would have ledhg time ago, without
creating all the commotion | promised you.”

Facing the trivial nature of their tryst, Luis felt disgustedl a bitter disappointment as
well. He had no other choice than to admit that his vanity hach ghe issue more attention
than it was worth. Magdalena—he should have remembered—was pattlecaof loving
anyone. However, at the same time, he began to realize thetuhg lady was suffering from a
similar disillusionment. She had imagined that the handsome roffioald enthusiastically
embrace her insinuation. But, unlike her happy-go-lucky companion of oldyshe fierself in

front of a taciturn man, who forced himself in vain to smile andresstdly, with the same kind
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of energy as those who want to go to sleep and want to free themsae all costs from the
burden which holds them back.

Beneath the resplendent light of the restaurant lamps, Luis agddena stared at each
other without any reservations. She noticed that he had a layhgir and an air of fatigue on
his face. And he observed that Magdalena, still young and beac#iftied in her eyes a hidden
sadness, the weariness of those who have lived life in the fast lane.

“But | can see that | have made a terrible mistake,” thegtady continued. “The years
don’t go by in vain. And the years that have gone by sincstegped seeing each other have
taken their toll... You're no longer the Luis | once knew. You're nsmeous, like all those
gringos with whom you’ve spent so much time.”

Luis objected. He had not been Yankified. Because he thouglietimeeded to explain
the reason for his sadness, he told his friend about the misforhatdsethad encountered. He
told her about the suffering that had suddenly fallen upon his house, about the threat of death tha
his wife had upon her, about their overwhelming desire—which had suddepped them
both—to return to México, about the pain that the idea of not being@béturn together was
causing him, and about the regret he felt for having been awaytliefatherland for so long,
wasting his youth in such isolation, which, now he could see, had killed their sense of joy.

Now sure that he was not going to hurt any of his friend’s inérfeelings, he confessed
to her that he had wanted to see her because through her he would teerabisit his youth.
And asthe formality of the first few moments had been broken, he spoke taithefriendly
warmth. Free of any suspicions with respect to Magdalentgéstions, he drew closer to her,
without passion, but with sympathy, with that affection that wefteehose who were with us

during the ineffable hours of absolute and profound joy, at the beginning of our lives...
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“Tell me, dear traveler, who comes from yonder...” he felt inspgivespeak to her in the
verse of another poet who had just come to mind.

And Magdalena, having reconciled with him and feeling sympé&thyhis suffering,
began to tell him everything that he wanted to know, things that inntiealso came as a
disappointment and more bad news.

“Almost everyone from your generation scattered at the seneethat you did. Others
are dead. Some murdered. If you went back to México right now, you woeldm recognize
it. That's how much it's changed! Considering everything, and #hargh | have just as many
friends now as | did when you were there, to me, it seems stdstebefore. It's such a shame
to be there to witness the complete transformation of an eatiety to have been from another
generation and to get along with new people, not caring if thggwag or happy. | would've
preferred to have left with all of you guys, to live in exile...”

“That’s nonsense!”

“Why?”

“Because to abandon your fatherland like we did is like having yais mompletely
pulled out of the ground, to totally change the course of youreexist After listening to you...
and after seeing you, | think that we are going to pay dearlthékind of hubris that sent us
into exile. It's as if we have buried ourselves alive, and we dvidke to, at a given moment,
return to the world in order to go and live among people who no longer know or understand us.”

“C’'mon, my friend,” Magdalena said, trying to change the cosat®n in order to lift
her friend’s spirits. “We’re exaggerating things becauséefdisappointment of seeing each
other and not being how we thought we would be. There’s no need totftmbakeve that the

world has gone completely grey just because that’'s how it looks e a moment of sadness.
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When you go back, if you finally do go back, you'll still be able ital fmany reasons to be
happy. You'll have luxuriant days. You'll enjoy the sceneryt thdorned your happiest
moments. You'll have many friends...”

“Friends? Listen to what | am about to tell you. Many of tlendls that | had are living
just like me, in a strange land, for the same reason that | aaw them once and it seemed as if
our souls had left all of us and we carry it painfully in the ggato which we would like to
return. We are no longer there but it seems like we are abserasheell. That's why we don’t
get together nor do we try to live our old lives. We know that dangeis missing in all of us.
We are like those demigods, in one of Jules Lemaitre’s allegonho in a world of darkness
and living like shadows, recovered their memory one day and their huapaaity to think and
to live and to feel so weak and so sad that they ask to kd kill over again. And speaking of
our friends, who stayed back in México? Do you mind if | ask? Whaeaé you heard about
Carlos Alvarez?”

“I don’t know. No one has heard from him.”

“And what about Rafael del Castillo?”

“‘Don’t remind me... Poor thing. He died in a train wreck. Out ofessity, he
became—who could tell him not to, all heart and soul, romantic and nervthesPaymaster of
the Forces and he was ambushed by the brutal tragedy that gelisdaesvn there, in our
homeland...”

“And what can you tell me about Antonio del Moral?” Luis asked, tin twith a

certain hint of irony.
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“I know why you're asking. He left ‘our camp.” He’s now aoprinent figure in the
Revolutionary government. And those who have seen him say that he doésiotwvledge any
of his old friends anymore.”

“You see, those who didn't leave are either dead or they are nor longeof us,”
exclaimed the officer with infinite melancholy.

“So, you don't think you’ll be going back again?” asked the young wofoegetting, or
seeming to have forgotten, the enthusiasm with which her friendspakien to her about
returning.

Luis leapt from his chair as if he had been shocked by a bolt of electricity.

“Not going back?” he shouted, getting carried away, and aticattie attention of the
phlegmatic patrons who were eating at the circular tableaercénter of the restaurant sitting on
tall stools. “Not going back! What vexes me most is thisyirohFate that, together with the
anguished awakening of my soul and this torturous desire to return, bbenesent this obstacle
which keeps us here. If it was not for my wife’s illness, | would already be omany

“Well, if | were you, I'd stay here for good.”

“Is that so? Tell me why. Does this look better to you tlarico? Would you like to
live in eternal isolation, without the warmth that formed your seh$eendship, your customs,
your memories—what do | know—and feel like you're leading an empty, futile, aadingless
life, without any purpose at all?”

“Look at you, what a coincidence... It's as if you were talkabgut my life when you
paint that picture. That's how I've felt for a very long tim&nd | thought forgetting about all
of that, living in a place like one of these—where, precisely becaasare so different, it seems

as though one would end up being born in a whole new world and could stadle vew
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existence—one’s soul would be rejuvenated as well and the thingathdteen leaving us little
by little, the happiness—that thing which has now completely leftayui me both, and that,
because it is gone, we have been barely able to recognize each other—would return.”

After all that, the amorous young man of yesteryear and she wha wwauk been a
giddy young woman both understood that they were ascribing to thralepanorama of life,
like everyone since the time of creation, dark tints which cannateba except through the
opaque prism of disillusionment through which they now saw everything.c&he from that
world whose memory filled the heart of the former soldier wittebess and hope; Luis lived in
the treacherous tumult which had awoken in the heart of the younthkadiusions of one who
is ambitious, like the seafaring Spaniard who gave thanks to Godafong granted him
“something novel” when he spotted the Florida coast, another worldranider way of life that
could have cured her tedium. And facing the shdrsitlusion which was created by each one’s
own desire, they sat with fallen spirits, like two strangers wregs paths in the middle of the
road and realize, one from the other, that what they werehseg for, the enchanted castle that
they were running towards, was but a desolate ruin...

That painful realization left them speechless and uninterestedriming more. They felt
that the more they tried to share the details, the more it would add to their disapptintm

In a sudden reaction, they both went silent. Neither one of them dvemtccept the
cruel judgment against the dreams which burned inside themruf2isihded up shutting their
mouths, with a personal discretion which works like a defense agamsarshness of reality.
They guarded their emotions as if they were a treasure andvéreystanding in front of a crook

who ambushes them under the cover of night. Their conversation ivad $e provide them
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with the suggestion that they part and go their own ways, tohith tthat their proud and
carelesgouth was now gone forever.

“Would you like to accompany me to my house?” asked Magdaleabyfbreaking that
painful silence.

Luis tried—forcedly, out of courtesy and with a vague sense of cssiggga with an
infinite desire to relive the past just for one moment—to prolong #ig but he couldn’t say a
word. Not only due to the sense of nobility that inspired him toappropriately, but also
because he felt as though his disenchantment weighed like a degd evehis soul. That bitter
and inevitably sombre moment was underscored with a silence thahara eloquent than any
soliloquy.

And when they reached the house where his friend was staymgjstant neighborhood
shrouded in an impenetrable darkness at that time of night, therféorees said goodbye
without excessive emotion or reproaches, frightened by theines$, unable to see, in the dark,

the look on the other’s face, like two shadows who pass each other in the darkness...
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Chapter Vi

Even though it had been anticipated, the diagnosis that they mabe hodpital in
Kansas City regarding Ana Maria’s illness was no less datuagfor Luis Alfaro. It was, as the
doctor in Arley had foreseen, a perfectly pronounced pulmonary phthisisewapid progress,
in just a matter of weeks, confirmed its malignant nature.

The physician who attended to the ailing woman, with that brutal tyomdsch is so
typical of North American doctors, didn’'t want to get any of tleipes up. There were a few
treatments that in particular cases had produced surprisingsrdsutithe did not want to make
any guarantees in light of the gravity of the patient’s conditioe. wduld not dare, due to her
weakened condition, apply one of the most effective treatmentnsisted of insufflating the
affected lung in order to enlarge it until it became almostdddgiotionless, within the thoracic
cavity. This treatment is often able to cure very advanced;casether occasions, it is able to
achieve a notable improvement that, combined with a hygienic léestydood deal of sunshine,
fresh air and a tranquil spirit, can make the patient’s life longer and less painful

Ana Maria, unaware of her real situation, now displayed that tepadéribose who are
suffering from a terrible illness: believing they are gettietter and hoping for a cure with blind
faith. Her husband’s words of consolation, which gave her a versibta djfferent from the
dreadful and real one provided by the doctor, had filled her with joy.

And in reality, it appeared as if the influence of that resplendanitarium, full of
cleanliness and light, would have been enough to take away théestidear of death. That
morning, on the third day of their stay in Kansas City, during willngre was time for
retrospection, was a magnificent May morning. From the hospited’§loor, where the fatally

il woman’s room was located, one could see the city with the radiant a@é&atgpring day.
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Kansas City, like all North American cities, which look aghéy were all founded
yesterday, because of their constant renovation, and with its fgsldind houses regularly
spruced up with a fresh coat of paint each year, has the invitingantbrting qualities of
things that are new. Its vast neighborhoods— hidden among the grovepramting out
indolently across smooth hilltops, as if arranged by engineersterpbetter displaying the
views—qgive one the feeling of peace and well-being from the homes designed for happy live

Reclining in a hospital chair, Ana Maria now looked with pleasutieeagvocative view.
She wanted to live, and intense life was precisely what she saw outside.. fre§thenbrning air
carried the aromas of the distant forests, from the lavish woodhdndks enveloped the city in a
loving embrace. The window through which the air and sun passed, lookiedtlo@itsouth, and
the dreamy woman’s gaze stretched over that verdant expanse, wantoigctwer what
remained in the open horizon inundated with light, the “México” of heardse to which she
was now certain she would return.

At the sight of his wife’s persistent illusion, Luis felt, sudgerthe desire not to delay
their departure for one moment, so that she could see her countrgiimméda It was a crime to
continue to deceive her up to the point of allowing her to die on foragnwhen all that
remained of her life was consumed by concentrating on the hope of returning.

He made the proposition brusquely, as if linking it to the thoughtscthdtl be seen in
the blissful somnolence of the ailing woman, who on various occasionaglteady manifested
her preference for that place which occupied the same location as the lonigéndheart.

“What would you say if, as soon as you're better, which will g 8eon, we left from
right here and went back to México?” asked Luis.

She rejected the idea with visible repugnance.
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“No,” she replied, “I don’t want to go back as an invalid. In otdeenjoy all the things
that are waiting for me there, | want all my health, mgrggth, my full and complete life back
again.”

“That’s precisely what I'm suggesting to you. | said, ‘as soon as you'ter et

Luis didn’t want to give rise to the slightest suspicion. It apgeto him as though his
wife’s acute sensitivity might be able to deduce the true intention behind his offe

Ana Maria, upset at having had to consider the difficulty whictefb her to remain in
the United States against her will, sighed mournfully and showed sigsuddenly losing the
enthusiasm that she had enjoyed. This kind of volubility was typfdaér condition and Luis
was growing accustomed to it.

“No, | don’t want for us to take the trip yet,” she continued to spetikthe pouting face
of a disconsolate child. “I'll tell you when it should be, when | fé@ | have my strength back
again. It shouldn’t be long. Besides, how could we leave now thatd_issgetting out of
school and is coming to stay with us for vacation?”

“That’s true. | hadn’t thought of that,” admitted Luis.

“The poor boy doesn’t have anyone but us in this whole wide world...! I'm so anxious to

see him... It's been so long since he’s written to us. | thinkttiese long absences undermine
all my labors as a mother and they make him indifferent to tHeaiready shows: because he’s
only with us four months out of the year and the rest of the year he’s awdpat, @ind because
he wasn’'t with us at the time when a child’s heart and mind ewgako him, we’re not what all
parents should be for their children.”

“Don’t say that. The boy loves us.”
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“Yes, he loves us; but, in his own way, with his slightly cold ardymatic temperament.
Not as | had imagined: | had hoped that our own child, yours and mine, tiveeomever had,
would have loved us... like I love him, the one who | gave all the affetti@nl had saved up
for the other one...”

In fact, the Alfaros’ adoptive son was another victim of thoseltsband aimless souls
who hoped to improvise a home, without realizing that it is the only tthiag one should
establish definitively, forever holding fast and indentifying witht thlich should be the future
base and connection, the foundation our very existence. When adoptiid af@ different
blood and a different temperament, which could not be modified by theoement, because by
continuing to live in his own country, the people of his own race madeatoept and prefer
everything that was contrary and adverse to the home that had gmeshélter: language,
customs, tendencies, historic events and even a prejudice againstytsamne people who had
assumed the role of his parents. When adopting that boy, they had rrsdrélaat they had
deposited their affection in a living being from that country whiees thought they would stay
only a short while before returning, from a land they didn’t love, hick they could not
dedicate their entire lives.

And the land, that, perhaps for being the material from whichrevenade of, also has a
soul, and is sweet and fierce, loving and disdainful; the land, whitte isradle that rocks us
and the mother that shelters us when sleeping our last dhe¢partd suddenly rejected them,
withholding from them the love of a son who was theirs and could not beosermdno did not
love her.

When he was four years old, Luis, the younger, was removed from ai€Caittpblanage

(which required, in accordance with the policies of the establishraesubstantial donation in
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addition to the strict legal requirements for an adoption). He hawdbhair and was as
handsome as one of those angels that adorn the vault of a cathfeudilaria enjoyed a very
special kind of motherhood, teaching him how to speak Spanish whiclkilgnbdy learned very
quickly, with the facility that children of his age have for acaqugranguages, especially if they
have to live with people who cannot communicate except in the oregue. After just two
years—and without any other company than that of his newly accuaretits, whom he soon
learned to love, and that of Gabriela, the servant, who adored hergtfittigo” and held for him
that sort of devotion that all Indians have for a white man with él&s, and that of the farm
workers’ children— Luis had become a little Mexican in termdaisf way of speaking, his
gestures, his games and even his religious devotions. He newarifr@nglish, because a few
American children who lived nearby would regularly come to plét him, the children of
Pantusa, the Italian, among them.

When he found himself among the children of the farm workers, they apebdim
with guarded timidity but tempted by the irresistible spiritsoiciability which all children
possess. At the time, Luisillo accepted them grudgingly,dileewho has to make concessions,
but without descending to the sincere camaraderie of other occasiodls,h& only shared with
those of his class standing. Now contained within that six yelacletrub were the atavistic
antagonisms of two races which were instinctively suspicious of and repulsed hotmer a.!

As soon as the boy reached eight years of age, his parents cethsdrding him to a
school in the northern region of the country. Up until that moment, hysteathers had been
Luis and Ana Maria, who first taught him the alphabet; thenjgmlgovhen a child’s soul starts

to acquire ideas and hisind begins to reason, the little blond Anglo-Saxon boy retuméde
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exclusively among individuals of his own race, who spoke his own laegwdg practiced the
customs that had been imparted to him from the cradle.

And little by little, without him even feeling it, the love thatptured his heart for a brief
moment while living at Bellavista began to wane.

On one particular occasion, during one of the times when he spent hi®wvawathe
farm with his parents, Luisito asked them a question, while tlegg @ating, and in a Spanish in
which English supplied the forgotten words #otanguage that was slipping from his memory
with the same facility with which he had learned it, “A vtefl me the truth, ustedes, you're not
Mexicanos, are you?”

Ana Maria laughed out loud, but not Luis, who, in that question recogthieezhe that
the North Americans—misinformed with regard to all things aboutid®é¢ and who have not
seen any other example of our people than the ones in offensive raongies stories where the
Mexicans appear in the “attire” (in their own words) of the arciehabitants of the Aztec
empire—had asked him, many times.

He answered the boy’s question with one of his own, allowing the pasedady that
innocent offense, inherited or learned from hateful lips, to be seen on his face.

“Why would you ask such a question? Don’'t you remember allithestthat we told
you that we were Mexican, that México is our homeland and that aurtry is the most
beautiful in the world and that this is why we are so proud of our nationality?”

And for the hundredth time, he began to teach the most intgyestthself-interested of
the lessons which comprised the course on Mexican culture whichltli®sAattempted to

impart to the soul of their adoptive son.
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“México,” Luis said once again, with an enthusiasm which was nghéded, and which
was like responding to a need to remind himself, like when the ongydhenlesson is gratified
by giving it. “México is a beautiful country where the arwarm, the sky always blue, the
mountains magnificent and awe-inspiring, the fields covered withefl® and life is easy,
pleasant and tranquil. The cities aren’t as luxurious as thosenhire United States, but they
have a charm that you could search for in vain in those human anthihisnames like New
York or Chicago, and which the Mexicans build in order to form the istbe legend, the
gentleness of the climate and the joyous and passionate eharfttte people. They also have
palaces over there, beautiful women—just like your mother—theatres, promeedaittren, just
as handsome and well-dressed as you... There are also poor peoek asrw very poor
people, to be sure, who live in dark huts. And there are largendadieserted regions, that one
day will have to be converted again into grand, populated and prospertessc because the
land is rich and fertile... Why, then, would you ask if we werexMans? Why would you
think that a man like me and a woman like your mother could not be Mexicans?”

The little boy sat there mute, confused, his eyes open wide, loo&akgamnd forth from
Luis to Ana Maria, demonstrating the kind of distrust one has whemhetdaide his feelings,
and cannot believe what they were affirming.

He could not reconcile that description with the one that he had ishfEom the cruel
jokes told by a number of his classmates, who could not accept the¢édén a house with a
bunch of Mexicans and that they would call themselves his parentsen We vehemently
assured them that the proprietors of Bellavista, the ones who had aboptetlere a wealthy
couple, an elegant gentleman and a beautiful lady, who had traveltedyhout Europe and

were highly respected and well regarded in the region wherewbsy from, the pranksters,
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giving a turn to the vicious cycle, made an exception, “Well, theset people must not be
Mexicans...”

That was the origin of the question that the boy had dared tahaskyas the origin of
his confusion, now compounded by the preference that his father showth@tfetrange and
mysterious land, which he made appear superior to or more beautifulhthdsmited States,
which truly was “the greatest country in the world,” as theyr@sk him, repeating it ad
nauseam, in the school where he was being educated.

Luis was ten years old when he asked that question; he was noxg,tevetl because he
was an intelligent and precocious child, he reasoned like a boy beigyelars. He was now in
full possession of the complex problem of his life; and, even thougtomtgued to love his
guardians and he knew that he owed them his respect and gratitusegsheot able to
superimpose those feelings onto the pride he had for his own rape] stirall times by the
ultra-nationalistic education that he had received and which imes/s putting into his head
ideas contrary to those of his adoptive parents.

From then on his letters became less frequent and less efthaiv during his first years
away at school. It took him a great deal of effort to wint&panish and he knew that his words
betrayed how he truly felt.

Ana Maria and Luis—she less than he—were not able to understamdethsty of the
battle that the young boy endured. In this way, they had the blindhesesl parents who
mistake their children’s hearts for their own, and not by the fofciksappointment, nor through
an examination of the factual evidence, will they ever admitttiee who owe their lives to
them do not care about them with the same love that they receiheg.tiiought that they were

all idiosyncrasies of the personality of the boy, whom, becausedidenot know him since
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birth, they still didn’t understand. When they complained, as AnaaMied been complaining
right now, it was in the hope of finding some consolation, discovextegptable explanations
and granting pleas for forgiveness which would be immediately conceded.

The little boy did not know about his mother’s iliness; thereforegethes no reason to
blame him for his lack of concern. They did not want to tell hiythang so as not to worry
him. Moreover, perhaps he had written to Bellavista during théelastiays and the letter was
on its way, forwarded from the ranch.

They had remained silent for a long time, absorbed in their thoughts Maria was sad
once again, after a stretch of being in the good mood that the mormitgdught to her. Luis
felt physically overwhelmed by everything that had occurrgdthlk bitter realities that he had
experienced over the course of those days full of darkness. Hisations and those events
traveled along the same path: that of a fatalism which dnoweto an abyss of melancholy.
After meeting with Magdalena, he distrusted anything that had amea gim the strength to
endure all the pain, and the doctor’s prognosis crushed his rosiest illusions asoeith a

The doctor entered the room to ascertain from the nurse detdibechation regarding
the changes in temperature she had recorded and was holdinghemder He was young and
blond, with the inexpressive face of a serious and methodical mangreldeed them with a
simple “good morning” and began to read the information carefully. Ewargh Luis already
knew what he thought, he could not stop staring at him attentively.

Ana Maria, under the impression that she was not seriouslgidilnot seem very
concerned by those visits any more. Rather, she demonstratedssh@sthction of certain

patients who blame their doctor for their slow recovery and grow weary pfdssnce.
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The young professional’'s face revealed nothing. It had the satdeess as the
instruments which he used to cure his patients. Through Luis, he astesy ihad already
administered the injection to the patient and how she was feelimgy tdld him that she had not
experienced any setbacks nor any visible improvements, with vileicdppeared satisfied and
unceremoniously exited the room.

Day after day went by with the same monotony. Luis did noteléds wife’s side, in
part because he did not want to lose a single moment of the lifehthdad left, and because he
also felt an aversion to that city which did not know how to provide hittm any measure of
consolation.

Ana Maria complained a number of times about his assiduousness ahuntdtdgo out
and enjoy himself, to take a stroll around the city.

“You're giving me the impression that I'm dying,” she told him.

Luis lovingly assuredher that she was the only thing in the world that matterddnto
and that it made him happy to be with her.

Letters from the ranch arrived from Compeéan, the administratbop provided an
account of all the work that was being done. He declared that tesharomised even greater
production than all of their estimates.

After a number of weeks, Luis had a long discussion with the direttbe hospital and
with the head physician in order to ascertain their thoughtsaisarving the course the disease
had taken. The doctor’s opinion had not changed: to the contrary, consiteriregistance of
the disease to the powerful and modern treatments applied, he concludedvéisauseless for

Ana Maria to remain in the hospital any longer.
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They could continue to attend to her at the hacienda and the fredhttagr countryside
would prove to be better for her condition.

He arranged, then, for their return to Bellavista, which Ana Mgldaly accepted,
perceiving it as real evidence of her improvement. She conttousr@am of seeing her son and
of being where, in spite of everything, she had lived happily.

And as it happened whenever she was happy, she gained new stoertgtit journey

which, unbeknownst to her, would be her last.
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Chapter VII

The land surrounding Bellavista—once covered with snow, and still iedhand
sorrowful even in the spring, lashed by the last assaults okemiftad been completely
transformed and was now a glory of green and luxuriant verdure.aiff tleat was frozen only
two months before, now gives a warm embrace which takes oneashbagvay. Nature
demonstrates the vibrant splendor of the land which since the dawneolidéis done little more
than adorn itself with wild vegetation and for only brief periods was forcecetl tyie crops that
the work of human hands demands of her.

From Bellvista, perched on top of a small peak formed by the undulaiivgs of the
land, one can perfectly see the vast prairie, which becomeis lib&t horizon where it loses its
contours.

From there, one can see the clearing of the road, paved in asphlalihgostretches,
which leads to the town of Arley, where other sections are lynkreeled, those whose sole
purpose is to connect the most insignificant towns and small congrmegjafi fieldworkers, like
Bellavista; but, where everything pulsates with life foraasas the eye can see, being constantly
crossed by indefatigable automobiles, the ranchers’ beasts of Huwdema country where the
machine has replaced the use of animals, and is acceleratimgptiagés activities, increasing
their speed and the workers’ stamina.

On that great plain, they appeared more or less distant from orfeemnoit always
demonstrating an alert vigilance and testifying to the bustkstjessness of the cities, small
towns and roads. The open space available for future generationsnmasse; the small
villages had yet to alter the desert-like appearance ofnitless expanse in which were lost the

small, comfortable, wooden “cottages,” with grey roofs and greais wvhich appeared to have
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been placed there merely to claim a property and secure a domassession that in the future
might later be disputed by the impetuous flow of immigrants who moedi to knock on the
doors of North America in spite of the recent restrictions to entry.

Little black cars crawled along the roads carrying prodtets®iearby markets and
supplying the towns spread out strategically upon the endlessepraiihe vehicles helped
everyone: transporting even large animals, fruitful cattle, noigy, @ill manner of beast which,
in previous eras, moved along trails at a sluggish pace. Thdietulin important commercial
function, quickly transferring the produce from the fields to the etark Every Sunday, the
Fords deviated from their rural activities to drive the fanmddytown, to church, to religious
observances and practices. Those small engines flew witlhealinight of their gasoline-
powered horses, with their cargo dressed in their Sunday’s best, imgnttegihighways. The
area took on a special animation at that time. Blond Germathslowg flowing locks of hemp-
colored hair, dark-skinned lItalians, big-nosed Jews, North Amerioarevery extraction—
momentarily reunited by necessity in order to make that wgeklmey—represented all of the
peoples of the world in a dominical procession into town. Those who knéwotear shouted
greetings back and forth as they regarded those who they didn’t kilewugreme indifference.
Those who did not go out on Sunday, because they had to stay back tareakétbeir homes,
watched the caravan, sitting on their porches, reading fromttirtime from the Bible or from
voluminous weekly newspaper editions.

Here, as with all American highways, one could not travel nfoae &« mile without
seeing some sign of life: a hereditary estate, with aspmstto becoming a small country
mansion; a faraway farm house, a little off in the distancd, #gtown road, but still connected

to the “high road” (the “Camino Real”); a gas station, attending to the nedustodvelers; or, a
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small country store with food and drink; and, all along the long streteffeere all of this was
missing, there were billboards which popped up at every turn asiingao surprise their way
into the minds of each traveler who saw them with those brightlyrexlpictures and their
inventive and insinuating slogans which proclaimed the quality of the thdsisa products
manufactured in this country.

There were many Mexican homes along those highways. They loakednmodest that
those owned by the people from this country. They also appearednmie isolated. They
bore typical details which, from miles away, spoke to two thitigs:origin and the relative
poverty of their occupants.

Images of the Virgin of Guadalupe; Mexican flags bearing the ttoéors that warm the
hearts of those born south of the border; a guitar hung from the ahlds from Olinald; red
and grey pitchers from Guadalajara; all of this, arranged imtst visible of places, attested to
the fact that an immigrant from the neighboring country livedethéfhe unmistakable seal of
the Mexican people confirmed this as well: the men, with blackamalrdark skin; the women,
serene, with melancholic eyes, nostalgic for God-knows-whatsdorething that they were
unable to find despite always being wide open, as if searching thousand different things
which always assumed various forms and different desires, buh whreality were all one and
the same: the fatherland, that florid and beautiful place, or éyeand desolate land, but which
was their own; the farm which was grey and half-dead, but fullevhamies; the poverty enjoyed
among fleeting moments of happiness, now cherished more than ewes; lagfd perhaps even
deprivation and death, things they may have dgaged for whenever the acrimoniousness of

the owners of this country reminded them that they were begrudgingly edifioiteigners.
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That entire panorama could be seen perfectly from Bellavistas Alfaro’s farm was
located atop one of the more or less elevated locations ingtoereThe home of the settlers—
all of whom were Mexicans—were brightly decorated, distimainfthe rest, from the houses of
their fellow compatriots who worked without the motivation of findingribkelves in a pleasant
community and under the vigilant and paternal care of a Mexicanwh® had resolved to
support his own people while working for his own benefit.

Oh, how different Bellavista appeared in the month of July thashditduring the
wintertime! Now so sunny and full of life!

The “casa grande,” which is what the Mexican settleredate Alfaros’ house, was
located near the edge of the road, though still protecteddwimus stares and from the vexing
proximity of the passersby by a large garden, in which Anaia¥4anurturing hands had
copiously planted roses, carnations, vines which rose all the whg tooftop forming masses
of flowering foliage, providing shade, protecting, embracinghthiese. In the meadows, plants
of Mexican origin, calling attention to their exoticism, dazzllee eyes and gave color to the
landscape and perfumed the surroundings.

The house was comfortable and spacious, as if built for people wraz@rstomed to
living well. In front of the house, and forming a projecting pavilioaswhe living room where
the proprietors welcomed their friends and spent their leisure tifineough a large door one
would pass to the dining room, luxuriously furnished and supplied with tuggynecessary to
provide the “comforts” which are indispensable in places where batimets and winters are
equally harsh: fireplaces where the logs that provide their thidoorn happily during the winter
time, and fans that cool the air when it sets the atmosphere tdbaiing like a fiery oven, in

the spring and summertime. Immediately behind it is the ditclnesplendent with enamel,
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sparkling white with oil-based paint, as imposing as a laboraioryaccount of the electric
stoves, the refrigeration machines, and all the complex implenvemish simplified the
operation of cooking and forced Gabriela to forsake her laggingebsaher pregnant pitchers,
her smoky and dirty combustibles, for those which, in spite ofl,itshé sighedbecause she
could not continue to perform those delicacies nor keep those silerty, cihafes from the
machines that cooled liquids or brought them to a boil “as if theytiha devil in ‘em,” and
which altered the classical appearance of the kitchen: the bidkfrom soot from an open fire
where the living flames rose up, from morning to night, to cook the l@ahsther foods taken
from the earth...

A long hallway—in which invisible closets saved space and madendbse more
accommodating—divided the house into two sections. On the other side, offp®giteviously
mentioned rooms, there were three lavishly furnished bedrooms in aillesvwith all manner
of dainty conveniences. Two of the rooms were for the ownereeohouse, and the other,
carefully arranged and decorated with children’'s drawings ancespmnding down to its
slightest detail to the spoiled person to whom it was designateds little Luis’ room. In back
of the house, a spacious porch protected with fine wire screens aodatdenglass windows
served as a room to sleep in on very hot days and as a “pendant’stidehporch. Even on the
most grueling days, a fresh breeze blew; and, as a resudis ithw preferred place to gather or to
rest during the summertime.

In the back, the servants’ quarters, the garages that housed trerydelicks and the
family automobile could all be found, leaving a large space whicledexs a patio. There were

also the large storehouses that we have already seen, now eofiptied/ield from the harvest,
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and, as we already know, during this season alternatively sertied sshool house, the chapel,
the social hall, in addition to being the hacienda store.

The settlers’ homes were all lined up on either side oftttelg mansion, as if to protect
it. They were all composed of two small parts: the kitchen andra for their farm implements
and all other necessary hygienic functions. They extended aadiras the pens and stables.
And closing off that protective wall, the fence which enclosed @éhBre community of
Mexicans, there was a play ground, complete with modern gymnasjuipneent, trampolines
and slide through whose smooth channels the little ones would slidggngdahem to scream
with joy.

Cultivated fields and wild groves surrounded the happy estate. Téreypresently on
the verge of yielding the spring wheat harvest, which is whgtaak the one in the first months
of the year, and the fields were a choppy sea of amber waves of grain.

It cost Luis no small amount of work to make those lands, which gueasi-abandoned
when he took possession of them, productive. He had cleared for pldwatigeater part of the
lands which now made up the farm, and the costly irrigation work connedotiaganal which
passed by a mile and a half away were the result of his efforts.

The first few years, because of his inexperience and lack ofviaidng people, the
results had been quite mediocre, but it had been three yearswlaatadl “sewing and singing,”
that is, sowing and reaping. Each harvest represented many thookdaolisrs. Fortune began
to smile once more on the hacienda owner who had never attendethacibigda in México but
who now, obligated by the circumstances, had become a very praoteal and to whom
success had returned in wellbeing all the steadfastnessgeeli and enthusiasm that he had

placed in his successful agricultural enterprise.
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At present, there was an unusual amount of activity on the farmodthes tmasters’
imminent return. Everyone was occupied with chores that had beemdedes a result of the
lack of direction.

Luis Alfaro was at the center of the commotion. He wanted taoodf push back, his
suffering. He had ordered them to complete all of the prepasator the harvest well in
advance.

Under Vallejo’s direction, the workers oiled the machines; thepagpesl the trucks for
their deliveries; they cleaned out the storerooms which would retteavgolden grain, and they
readied the presses which would make bales out of the hay. And asatheyand went in a
cheerful buzz, they gleefully realized what awaited them wbgmrgigned once again in the
masters’ house.

Luis had let all his workers know that his wife would be returfifagling much better.”
He did not want to tell anyone the truth. He was hoping that thgestign of the good people
who so loved Ana Maria might serve to create an atmosphere ofigptiwhich was so
necessary to keep her spirits up.

Alfaro had shared another delightful bit of news: this year, theyld have the best
celebration ever to commemorate the anniversary of México’s indepee, a party which was
never missed at Bellavista and which was like a dream for the workers.

It was Ana Maria’s burning passion, an idea that had entered hewith the obsession
of a sick child’s whimsy. Now certain that she would return txibté the fiesta would be like
a grand farewell party from that parcel of friendly land whiell so graciously hosted them, as
well as from their fellow countrymen who helped them with thagrk and provided them with

their cherished companionship.
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They still had not resolved the serious problem of selling alt teods, of separating
themselves from all those good people who, after discovering thetersaplans, on second
thought, might not be as enthusiastic about the symbolic celebr&ibcourse, with his wife’s
deteriorating health, Luis did not consider that return, over theagal of which had fallen the
shadow of death; but, at times, when removed from the realibedituation, and when trusting
in a miracle, and praying for it, with a desperation closensanity, as if confounded by his
sorrow, he felt the same longing for a return to México, regardless of whdtat/eear and dark
future might hold, and shared Ana Maria’s desire, embracing thawdhd party which she
wanted so badly.

The doctors had recommended that he not oppose her wishes, and give aeerginee
wanted, and they had no choice but to face that extraordinaryi@ituedising that joyous
fanfare in the midst of the sadness which cut his soul into pieces.

Two sturdy, young men wearing big, black hats and red bandannas dreunuetks—
who removed from the garage a palisade which still had thestr@icfaded paper decorations
and other implements for different usages, but with the sameiatatiaey would construct an
altar which would form a kiosk for the musicians during the celabratspoke so
enthusiastically about the proposed independence day celebration. HAihgaentjigs—which
“the master” Don Luis wanted to see so that he could make a nateabfthey had and what
they were missing—coming out into the open after having been staadfar so long, were
the first happy notes of the season. The young men talked about the “sixteenth,” awlhiciber
required no more explanation to understand that this was the day of¢e¢ and sentimental
explosion of an essentially loving people, who adore their countringvtb make any manner

of sacrifice, disposed to being completely carried away whgangnspeaks its name. Those
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young men who had been born on foreign soil did not feel they had lostrititgirto love
México even though they understood that they had an obligation to theicowewry. Alfaro
had promised them a grand celebration and they looked forward to it with great aaticipat

A nonagenarian gentlemapmoached the young men, dragging his feet, clearing his
throat, and making a visor with his hand in order to protect his blooddhtking, little eyes
from the sun’s rays. It was Don Maximo, the head of a langeyfaof field workers. He had
left México when Don Benito Juarez was president and had not retsinued but he retained a
memory so vivid of the people and things from his era thahliggeto him speak was like going
back in time.

He reached the young men asking, with the authoritarian andiassers of an elderly
person, “Who are you guys?”

The good man could scarcely make out objects and people from a stanice;j and,
because his memory was failing him, he needed to identify thoseund in his company,
especially young people.

“It's us, Don Masimo, Pancho and me, Enrique, the son of Don \actoyithe guy who
lives in number 22.”

“So, what's going on?” he continued to interrogate them, indiscresdtyreally caring
much about knowing with whom he was speaking.

“Nothing. | was telling this guy what all the big fuss on thech was about, that we're
going to have the best Independence Day party ever.”

The old man, who had taken a seat on a bench near the garages)yjaeeking out the
sun, in spite of the fact it was burning hot at that time, pressedipisi into a smile which

appeared to be an ironic grin and revealed his toothless gums.
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“Best ever, eh?” he repeated with his shrill voice, and ek to laughing silently,
lowering his head and moving to the rhythm of his laughter, whistlorg fime to time to take a
breath.

“Sure, why would you doubt it, Don Masimo?” insisted Enrique, puttingt Weawas
carrying in his hand to one side in order to support his affirmati@an’t you think that good
ol’ Don Luis can do it?”

“Well, now,” retorted the old man. “If good ol’ Don Luis is involved, tha completely
different story and you can just forget what | said. Now treatsal man, not like all those other
silver tongued devils who come out to these parts from timini trying to make us believe
that they're really big shots back in their own country just becthesgre wearing a hat and
trousers when they get here...”

“You got that right,” agreed Enrique, “He can do it. Now that thesus is feeling
better, we're gonna get our reward. Everybody’s walking around kgih feet off the ground.
We’'re going to need money to buy flags, books of speechesatiecsrfor our houses, flowers
for the altars for our heroes. You see? I'm telling you,” he éddimking at his friend
mischievously, “This celebration will be better than the ones they have down indViéxi

Don Méaximo got to his feet as quickly as his stiff legs woutdhien. He struck the
ground with his cane and shouted with a real sense of rage, “Buistguhere, you nitwit, do
you realize what you're saying? You, who couldn’t even find México on a map!”

The young men knew that this was the old man’s weak spot andonightihad moved
the conversation to talking to him about something that was bettethagre@ver there. In part
just to be mean and in part to listen to that old man talk about hisl&edwhich he recalled

with the melancholy of one who had been expelled from paradise, ¢éatatk man who could
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no longer do anything to resist the fate which had tied him dowridieegn land and knew that,
there, he would have to die. The young people in the area neved mrss@portunity to pester
him so that he would repeat the same story they had heard a thonsasdatbout his military
campaigns, his adventures, his travels around half of México, irothmes of the army of the
Liberal Party, under the command of General Escobedo.

He had been in the Battle of Santa Gertrudis and the siege oét@oe They had
inducted him into military service at a very young age, on onth@foccasions when the
Republican army passed by “his spot,” a ranch in Tamaulipas,heesaity of Victoria. He had
been under the command of many leaders, but he only remembered Esashédd,the other
service he had done under officers of a lesser caliber wax@ iofportance. He had met Benito
Juérez and Maximilian I, and even though he was a true Juhestapke of the Emperor with a
great deal of respect. He saw him stand before the Bangd, at the Cerro de las Campanas,
serene and resolute, as if he were going to inspect his troops in formadtierbase of the hill in
order to witness the execution.

“He was a brave one that lil' ‘white guy,” he was accustdnto saying in honor of the
hapless Hapsburg who had paid with his life for the mistaken libhéfhe had been called to
bring happiness to the country.

He talked about the military campaigns in which he participated aiwonder and
enthusiasm which was easily transmitted to his listeners. He peppereatips\sith interesting
anecdotes. Once, in a particular town on the border, as the Frenehretreating, fleeing
toward the middle of the country, pursued by the Liberal Army, hadcmpire on the verge of
total collapse, they had ordered him to climb up to the roof of a house with some otlezs soldi

order to defend the plaza, threatened once again by the imperial Wdred had just withdrawn
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from it; but, now, having encountered a respectable band of enemyJdriodswere attempting
to cut off their pass, they went back searching for a way out.“tildaers” (which is what Don
Maximo called the French) were approaching, performing rezagoe. And the sergeant in
command ordered: “Make ready!” an operation which, during his time, stedsof taking a
cartridge of gunpowder between one’s teeth and tearing open thecpapeto pour the powder
into the mouth of the rifle; “Prime and load!” with whatever one &ialdland to make the charge,
then load the ball, then fill the barrel once more with any kind gepar whatever was
available, prime the pan with powder, inspect the flintlock thatthadake the spark when the
trigger was pulled, and wait for the order to “Fire!” The rageetreated without advancing
further and they laid their rifles down to rest without having had schdirge their deadly
rounds. Just a few moments later the foreign troops were sposieching a hostile posture
once more. The sergeant again gave the order to “make readyD@n Maximo, without
realizing what he was doing, because he was so drunk, reloaded éhis Tiie enemy twice
repeated the back and forth movement of advancing and retreating; and, upon tré’sehjel
order the barrel of the “chinaco’s” rifle was stuffed all the way up to its rauzz|

The French finally went on the attack. So the sergeant gaverdkee to fire and the
Republican soldier’'s firearm was blown to pieces, taking parsadviner’'s face along with it.
The old man was still fond of showing off those “glorious” battlerscevhich he never felt
embarrassed about, because back in his early days, he drank as mei¢buaght. The soldiers
went into battle after drinking their ration of aguardiente and gunpowAt times they didn’t
even know who they were fighting against nor how their militatioacended up; but, if they
were ordered to scale a wall, they would go up using their hemds and tear their nails to

pieces and they wouldn’t even ask for—nor did they receive—a place to stay.
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“That's the way we were back then,” asserted that forrokdes of Escobedo, who
believed that no army in the world could go toe-to-toe with the &&es. “And if we can
‘lick'them French, who're the best soldiers in the world, who's gonaasmvith us? Just let ‘em
come to México, them gringos, who think they’re such big shots andltkeg’ what'll happen
to ‘em...”

In this way, Don Maximo was like the majority of his fellow caynten, whose
patriotism, so easily aroused with just a few war stories speech full of tricolored rhetoric,
enveloped his countrymen with legendary prestige, unblemished virtue, umgawveitor,
absolute greatness, with the faith of blindly patriotic people who dquestion personalities...
and submit to the first person who beckons to them with a clarion. aallorder to rise to the
top with their assistance.

This old man had lived during times when acts of pure heroism perfermed in
México; he was happy, like all old people, talking about his pastwdidd always begin by
recounting his adventures during the war and he would always endling eés entire life’s
story. A sad, colorless life, if one were to take away the colorful taleis efkploits as a solider;
a life of suffering endured with a quasi-stoic resignation, in tihatone who lives it, doesn’t
realize it, believing that is the way life is and it couldrimedifferent. The lives of an entire
people who come carrying the burden of centuries of violence, injupbeerty, inequality, all
cast upon them by their own people as much as by the foreigners.

He had been born in the arid lands of Tamaulipas, which are vely ke all northern
parts of the country, where only small stretches, in relats«lgll oases, are fertile and readily

provide sustenance in that immense, barren expanse.
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His ranch, during the times of his remote childhood was as desoldtead as it is now,
as it has always been, as the ranches in México have beah &ernity: a few houses with
“thatched” palm roofs, with walls of stone stacked without rhymeeason and without hint of
mortar or even the mud which the birds use to build their nes$ts.wind, the cold, the rain, all
the terrible elements that assault the wretched lives born saderconditions pass through the
cracks in the hut, but, in this way, invigorate the lives of those ligoin spite of these
conditions, those who solely as a result of this “trial by fireg5—+those robust campseinos
pridefully call such a harsh test for the strong men for who d&kmotv what it means to be
tired, hungry, thirsty, or even suffer the cruelty of the famwners and the riff-raff and poor
people of their time—they could arrive, just like him, like Don Maximo, at nipesys old, after
having endured for the greater part of his life working like beasts of burden.

He never attended any school nor did he learn his letters inassyaom. When he was
eight years old, they gave him the job as a “poke” on one of thefagoat on the Hacienda de
Santa Engracia, a grueling job which consisted of bringing up éneofehe thousands of heads
of rowdy beasts, which are very given to scattering themsab@st, but which he had to keep
together by way of a warning shot at the limits of his randerevhe puts his eye he puts his
“bullet”. They paid him three pesos a month and a ration of food, wihscparents received,
and from which he only got to see a plain corn tortilla fordasy ration, the clothes on his
body, the huaraches which somewhat protected his feet from the \uddehness of the
mountainside, the blanket which served him as both coat and pillow, astiprofeom the rain,
as a tent for camping or as a shade to defend himself fronurthdusing the long siestas, at the

time when the sun fell plumb down on the mountain and the livestocknadst in search of
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relief in the scarce shade provided by the meager shrubs growing nagisewhere the animals,
at great pains scavenged for the grass that keeps them alive.

He grew up on the mountain and, as far as he could remember, vdoemtieg the
vicissitudes of his life, there were no better years than thbosa Wwe lived in intimate contact
with nature, far away from civilization, with no more company thanparents and a shepherd
and shepherdess on the hacienda, and with no other aspiration than not grsatguad being
able to go down, two or three times a year, to the village, wherstores that sold food and
clothing, the music in the plaza, and the bells that called evergoneass, all seemed like
something from another planet to him.

He got married on the mountain to a young girl who was a sheplaadghter, and
when he got older, he left his rustic life behind and took up residerite hacienda. The war
took him from his shack and exposed him to new forms of sufferingoblied him of his
sincerity and the sweetness of his character, without makindeleintougher. From the master
of the hacienda he moved to the quartermaster. An eternal servibadevhich he had never
escaped and without which he felt uneasy and lost...

“There around 72, now an old man with grown children,” said Don Maximo, “thget
crazy idea to go to the United States. We were complstatying. We went ten years without
a good harvest and people were dying from pure hunger. There eveecpeople who were
living on just leaves and cactus, until the hole in their belliesyistd ‘em out. Seeing all this
and knowing that they paid good to work in the cotton fields, whicle Wweing harvested at that
time, |1 went on foot from my home all the way to the border, wighchildren, my wife and my
things. The trip took fourteen days and we nearly didn’'t make it, be¢hesvhole way no one

would even give us a jug of water. But after, everything wifesreint. We were soon living in
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a little town in Zapata County, outside of Laredo, and there wégriourselves up, that is, we
began to get our own, and we learned what it felt like to eatagand dress normally. Little
by little, we went further and further, sometimes suffennigtreatment, other times finding
good farmers, but always living well, because, though it may bedragksfto say it, we have
always been trustworthy and hard workers, and wherever we've dmyehdave appreciate us
for that reason.”

“Until we finally came to find ourselves with Don Luis. But, @iucse, | wasn’t working
any more by then. | was being taken care of by my childremgemtichildren, them boys, your
friends, who don’t know where México is either and think that this can even compare to that over
there.”

The old man continued to love his country with an irrational passion.hadebeen
expelled from his country due to starvation, and even he admitted ttatheichange, he was
able to gain greater security, wellbeing and a higher standalidiraj for his family. His
grandchildren could now understand the gringos’ “gibberish,” as he wouyldtrséng to
communicate that they now spoke English, using his very own expredsisrgranddaughters
dressed like sefioritas and they grabbed the attention of the proudtantsalmf their new
country, because they were lovely, possessing that striking b&fanbmen who have the blood
of two strong races, Spanish and Indian, coursing their veins. ‘dowa spite of everything,
he continued to believe that only “down there” did they have people who watly of
appreciation, models of valor and intelligence, attractive panoramea®dious music and
“something,” in the end, that he couldn’t explain, but that was agbahle Mexican himself,

away from which he will languish and live the sorrowful life of exile.
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He still had fond memories of all of his masters, as herned to all who had employed
him, and every era of his life was connected to some formrate#e. He also pined for those
he had left behind in México. He would always say, “Oh, master Daguin...he was a good
man. Master Don Juan had his little temper, but you could get agybu wanted out of him.
In Corpus Christi, where we worked for seven years, | was theoo@ythat the ‘mister’ liked.

And now we’re here with master Don Luis...”
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Chapter VI

The master Don Luis and his wife walked up, interrupting the dismudmtween the
veteran of the wars for independence and the young men who enjoyed listeningpedkm s

With her husband right behind her, the ailing woman had gone outside for the first time
after such a long time of absence and confinement—to view her homgatden, her most
cherished little nooks, as well as the familiar faces of thed gpeople who looked at her with
such love and respect.

The sight of all of these things, and being in the company of alasfe sincere and
kindhearted souls lifted her spirits once again. Gabriela, frorkititteen window, watched her
mistress’ vacillating gait with a bemused grin. She belieliegl,everyone else, that the worst
had passed and her road to a certain recovery would now begin.

Even Alfaro himself began to think, for brief moments, that thexcterhe sometimes
dreamt about would actually take place. It gave him the spititust in the rectitude of Ana
Maria, who, for her part, animated and almost giddy, could only think &lgowecovery, Little
Luis’s return, and everyone’s trip back to their homeland.

Her project and the preparations for the fiesta provided anotimemi®f distraction and
source of joy. No one in the world could dissuade her from her nol#epasé. Nothing
whatsoever—she argued with anyone who attempted to object tofahgr ideas—would
deprive her settlers of that celebration, of the festivakethon the calendar of her illusions, her
melancholic nostalgia, with the brilliant colors of fantasy. Beeeof her, because of the fiesta,
Ana Maria said, they felt more Mexican, that is, people withtlzerland—more symbolic than
real—to call their own, because, from up close, it appeared to bdéebhsaliut, from afar, it

smiled at them with the divine seduction of nostalgia.
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Bolstered by those illusions, she went back and forth, trying to aeyéme tiniest details
in order to welcome home her son and prepare the fiesta. Llowdol her everywhere, with
the persistence of a shadow, fearful that she wouldn’t havdrgreggth or that the treacherous
lump would strike her down at any moment.

His loving supervision annoyed the young sefiora. The disease lead Hdr with
suspicion and distrust. In midst of her optimism, she perceived sowgedsimniss in her
husband’s attitude. Why was he watching her so carefulthealime? Wasn't she on the verge
of a complete recovery of her health? Why was it that she seemed to find, ipttheafd_uis’s
expression, a secret sense of anguish, similar to the one he had when she wfa's dabdestep.

Alfaro indulged her every whim and went to great lengths, at qeesg, to maintain the
appearance of aaxaggerated tendernadige to her illness.

“Leave me alone. Just leave me alone. | can get around ally&sif now,” protested
the young woman, drawing enough strength not to let her languor ke#&prhexalking around
with a vigor which she did not truly possess. Pale and thin, shems shadow of what she
had once been. The women in the community, with the indiscretion ltgpitteeir sex, alarmed
her with their own fears. Precisely to liberate her frohofathat clamoring, Luis followed her
everywhere, with his over burdened heart, as if in a funeral procession.

To draw the contrast more clearly, everything was green ahdffiifie in contrast to his
heartache. The warm air from the first days of summer brosmglainations from the distant
fields in full bloom. With the kiss of the burning sun, the sap of frginvsoil rose to the
surface causing fecund nature to bloom everywhere. Just asiténtime, the plain, white with

snow, gave the impression of death, so now everything proclaimed a glorious rEsurrect
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Ana Maria felt the effects of the change in her spirit; éwawv, her fatigued body could
not answer the resounding call of life. Nevertheless, all of thoseities, through which she
instinctively clung onto the outside world, permitted her to consolt thg radiant mystery of
universal rejuvenation.

And that’s how she went from place to place, visiting everythingsth@ wasn't able to
see during her absence. She comingled with the groups of worketteeandives who, in their
affectionate gruffness, could not hide their curiosity, someséwddened by the spectacle of that
poor woman who in such a short a time could lose the richness of the glorious fullnedg@f her

Don Maximo perceived, with his own big, blind eyes, the presencedilihg woman,
whom he venerated because no one had ever spoken as kindly to hien“lale missus” of
Bellavista, as he called her.

“Good morning, little missus,” he said removing his hat and straitoifgetter see the
object of his devotion. “It's so beautiful around here now, isn’t it?”

“Here | am, Don M&ximo,” she replied with a sweet smilem“here feeling all better
now and ready to talk to you, sir, about all your battles and adventundgen shall we get
started?”

“Whenever you'd like, my lady. | was right in the middle opkning to these young
men the very story of my heyday and all the things about our beMeedto that these poor
‘agringados’ don’'t know nothing about. Ain’'t that right, my lady? sTboy don’t know
México. He don’t know all the good things about México.”

It was like touching an open wound, which is why Luis interrupted the csati@n in
order to take her away from there.

“One of these days, you can come and tell us all about it, Don Maximo.”
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They went on, under the burning, hot rays of the sun which, for Ana Marfar ®on
Maximo, provided the warmth that their bodies no longer knew how to produce.

The new guest entered the workers’ houses, affectionately adnmgntslei women who
failed to keep them clean, flattering the ones who had everyithiogler and dressed up their
children, andvho were a special object of her affection.

“Here comes Luis,” Jorgito said to a very dark-skinned young ntem laoked at her
with dark eyes filled with astonishment. “Prepare to have dyréak time. And tell your
mother to go tell them how to fix up your dress for the fiesta.”

The main objective for the widespread visits to the farm workensies was to prepare
them for the celebration. They needed to find “artists” ambegybung people, make plastic
pictures, organize the choirs and not allow a living soul to go withoutingortant
responsibility.

“Leave this task to me,” Luis implored, knowing how much that Hesmuleffort was
going to exhaust the poor woman.

But she, in turn, pleaded with such sweetness that he had no otteer ttiam allow her
to do what she wanted, as with a child who, lying sick in bed, asks for his favorite toy

He wouldn’t have to wait long, however, for her to throw in the tovddfore she could
finish her tour of the vast spaces on the farm, it was negessaarry her back to her bed,
stricken by extreme exhaustion and a loss of spirit that shecatirageously attempted to
conceal. And she wanted to see everything! Now, through heodmadwrindow, she stared
sadly at the places she was not able to go: the enclosures theancubators reproduced with

scientific regularity and flocks of chicks of all sizes voracipymecked at the ground; the pens
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which housed the herds of cattle... And the rosebushes which just novaskerg for a great
deal of attention...!
A lifetime of work and order held up forcefully by a body which wasgckly falling to

pieces...!
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Chapter IX

The arrival of the young student at his parents’ farm was a grand affair.

Oh! How much was going on there now, the whole farm took part in thiéatan in
which its owners lived, in that affectation which was the result of the sick wermasire to give
it a completely extraordinary character, to make it solemandiose. Luis did not know if this
was because the exiled woman’s spirit was suffering frofietarie’s worth of distress, agitated
by such conflicting desires, by so many hopes and fears, ardmeshe might really feel blessed
and might really have need of those explosions of joy building wprasult of her obsessive
thoughts of returning to her country.

It was necessary for Luis to put his foot down in order to convincéhheshe could not
go, as she wanted, to the train station in Arley in order to welcome the young man.

Luis left by himself. As if he were going on a journey fulldainger, and as if the young
man’s safety was completely depending on him, the pampered woménioftIake good care
of him for me...”

For her part, she dedicated herself to lending a cheerful gpthe reception which she,
her friends, their workers, everyone who knew him, was going to give her son.

The Pantusas with their children, Markowsky, his wife, and MartinFteachman, had
all been there since the morning. Martin was preparing foegong like a formal gathering,
trying to establish social hierarchies, but Ana Maria objectbd: wanted everyone, from the
least of the children from the humblest of families to those Iteat represented the local
“aristocracy,” to have the privilege to shake the hand of the prince who was abaiveto ar

Standing on the porch, propped up by her enthusiasm and surrounded by her friends—

from the very stout German woman, Pantusa, who always prefesrdu tseated, to the
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extremely svelte Mrs. Markowsky and some of the wives ofdhahands—it appeared, in fact,
as if they were anticipating the arrival of a person of noblealje, one of those extraordinary
men who have the clamorous trumpeting sounds of fame traveling before them.

All work had been suspended that day, and everyone who passed by onhthiayhig
paused curiously upon seeing the reason for all of the commotion. Tkieaklechildren,
dressed in the finest clothes in their closet, fought likeyciging to escape through the fence
around the house to go exploring along the roadside, and be among tthe fingness the
solemn procession, the arrival of the “little patron.” The jourreyAtley took only fifteen
minutes; and, if the train arrived on time, it wouldn’t be long before the car couléhea@ming
up the road.

The workers formed groups here and there. Pantusa, the Iltafiarmouldnever keep
quiet or stand still for long, intermingled with the workers, speaking to thédmns mixed tongue,
determined to perfect his “Ee-spang-yol.” The Frenchman snlgly attended to Sefiora
Alfaro, more through gestures than actual words, because he ddftarean absolute ignorance
of her language, which also happened to be the case with the PoliskramahGvomen as well.
When Luis, who served as interpreter for his wife and friends,missing from the parties, the
conversations were always only half-understood, with the help ofetlievords that one or
another knew of the other’s language, resorting to an expresglyataimes, agonizing form of
miming, but now sufficiently practiced so that everyone could bsfigatiwith the result of their
visits, and they would demonstrate their tremendous desire to conateuwith one another, to
“chat,” to talk about all of the things that had happened to themtloeeourse of time that they

hadn’t seen each other.
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Markowsky spoke only when Alfaro was present, for he was thevezsehermetic type;
and, feeling no need to speak, he kept him mouth shut.

Amparito, Compean’s wife, the one from Vallejo, (a young lady whkeaas a school
teacher when there was enough time, space and children), andidgh&pign the farm, sitting
on the porch steps, spoke to each other softly, out of respect and ddficenaaring to take
part in the conversation between the ladies.

From a distance, Pantusa’s children could be seen gatheringloviler$, perhaps as a
way to separate themselves from the Mexican children, with whom they did not mix.

When Luis’ car became visible along the grey strip of highvalythe aristocratic figure
of the blond, fair-skinned youngster could be seen, the multitude whitlgdtaered in the
house burst into shouts of joy. The boy, upon seeing that unusual didplitlyatecase. His
cheeks turned red. Luis lifted him out of the car in his armd$,leswas a new born, and placed
him standing on solid ground after giving him a kiss.

Ana Maria was extremely pale, now knowing how to give reihetoemotions and the
joy she felt. The boy ran to her, taking no notice of all of the hands which were ragtemtim.
But he stopped in his tracks when reaching her side, stupefiddsednand demonstrating the
insurmountable fear of someone who has just seen a ghost. Theyl abégeling woman to sit
down, because, before everyone’s eyes, she was losing thelstrémngh had kept her up on her
feet.

The boy let loose a flood of tears, screaming, “Oh, mother, mother...”

Those simple words, uttered in English, produced a strange stupog d@ngoMexican
community. It was the same barrier as always, which created distaneebéhe two groups of

people with the slightest detail.
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Some of the workers looked around among themselves as if to say, “He’s changed.”

The new arrival, sobbing convulsively in his mother’s lap, where heohagoid looking
at her, felt the weight of a dreadful sadnessie over him. They had told him that she had taken
ill, but he had never imagined that the beautiful woman, of whom hesevasoud, could ever
end up like this, and that she could have been turned into somethingistise shadow of that
energetic, elegant, aristocratic woman he had left behind wheretieaway. The thought of
that beautiful, that distinguished, that strong and caring youngawpmas a comfort and an
argument against the thoughtless and cruel enemies of hisicaffeand they were also the
guarantee of her protection, her delightful company in the futurgtinttively, he noted that he
was losing her comfort and support. His father’s love seemedkthesame warmth, the same
devotion and the same tenderness of Ana Maria’s, who—if he hadlifatgetten anything due
to his long absence, which cools even the greatest of loves—nowtddberam the cold
environment of his school, would quickly regain the stature of hiswettier who had eased his
underprivileged childhood with her kisses and affection.

Ana Maria, because of her Fate and because of the feeblentedepttieed her of her
extraordinary brilliance, did not understand the cause behind her disnansolateness nor
could she see the torment which passed through his soul nor the kimgretsion that this
spectacle had on the people from the settlement.

With the heroic might which all mothers possess, she drew #irémogn her frailty in
order to caress and console her son.

He watched her speak, with his eyes wide open, still unablestolclunderstand the
words which tumbled out of her beloved mouth.

Luis’ friends approached to greet him, speaking to him in English.
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The young scholar felt a tremendous comfort when hearing thaligaccent which
was like an echo of what he had just been hearing at school.

With the volubility typical of children, he jumped to his feet; andhwits eyes still full
of tears and his mouth glowing with smiles, he spoke warmly to his friends.

Little by little, the settlers took their leave, as ihs@g the coldness of the environment.
The children spoke among themselves, in English, forgetting all dbeuyteople surrounding
them. Ana Maria tried in vain to overcome her frailty in ordeattend to her son and she
concentrated on watching him, a weak smile breaking across ¢er Happy, in spite of
everything, and once again having no other thoughts than those regarding the recent arrival.

Luis Alfaro looked upon that scene with a heavy heart. It turnetbdag more difficult
for him than for anyone else. He again felt the weight of hesamune in all of its intensity: his
wife, at Death’s doorstep; his son, far from being the kind of compahainvould have been
one born from his love and his own people; his home, the one that he lovedknideaith
imminent ruin; and his distant fatherland, on the verge of being lost in a fog of rastalg

Those foreign friends who gathered around him with such good intensiomptattg to
understand him could not even begin to comprehend the scope of his tragedguldothey
lighten the load of his existence, which they imaged was justrgdesand easy as their very
own lives, devoid of all the sentimental complications and the inaalhiytavhich the Mexican
suffered, a son of a singular land and incapable of loving any homeland other than his own.

Pantusa, the verbose man, who did not know how to keep quiet for very long h&nook
from his deep contemplation, and removed from the perplexing situatiarioh they had
found themselves those who thought they were going to a fiesta but sufidemdythemselves

in the midst of that chilly scene.
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“Don’t you think that it would be good for ‘la signora’ to retirehter room? We could
accompany her inside the house.”

Ana Maria objected. For her, the only thing that made her faek beds the presence of
that strapping young man, with bright eyes and an angelic face,spdie with increasing
excitement to his friends, for it was as if upon seeing therfehrsof not finding friendly souls
who would help make his short stay at the farm enjoyable had suddenly disappeared.

“We're fine right here,” Ana Maria assured them. “Haverth®ing over some chairs so
we can all take our places here, which is the coolest spot.”

Little by little, the gathering grew more animated. Thedrkih spoke enthusiastically
about their schools, talking about their athletic prowess, embellistiieg scholastic
achievements and promising to be very happy when they returned.

The children monopolized the conversation. The Markowskys, mute, assakivaygh
visibly satisfied with the youthful clamor, listened delightedlythwtheir arms crossed. M.
Martin gravely fixated on the most insignificant things. Thentésas breathed an air of
satisfaction through every pore realizing how much their childree wdmired. Ana Maria,
now that the overwhelming emotions of the first few moments haxkpasegained her strength
in order to stroke the blonde hair of her little boy, who every nowamain would make an
effort to reciprocate with a smile.

Only Luis Alfaro gazed into the distance and passed his handgthtos thick head of
hair, trying to brighten his own ruminations.

As always happens with those who for the first time are paidit from Suffering—that
obstinate guest which, when he arrives, spreads out as if to nmagelfhat home indefinitely—

Luis could do nothing more than contemplate what the future held in dt@eould not come
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to terms with the darkness on the horizon. Now, with his son presedisdmvered a new
reason for his disconsolateness, another complication whose magnituaie faded to calculate
when examining it from a distance.

What would become of that boy? Did he have the right to hold on torfdrm®ose his
legal paternity upon him without having been able to provide him with arrstadding soul,
without having been able to conquer him through the patient labor oindralser to him over
time, and having permitted them to change him while he wagy,awaking him sullen and
distrustful, cold and full of precaution?

“But children are prone to changing so many times...” Luis thought hdpeftlf |
could only take him to México, he would forget all about those things &ricoak people and
their prejudices; he would learn the language and he would becomevevbbivays wanted him
to be: the son who carries on a name now close to becoming extinct; my best frieied for li

This idea buoyed the exile, who, with his volatile spirit, had be@rnastomed to going
from the darkest despair to the most extreme optimism. Arthatrtoment, as a result of the
hope that his thoughts had inspired in him, he forgot about his wife’s illness as well.

He attempted to liven up the assembly by asking his neighbtreusand questions
related to their work. They were all prospering with thgirncultural enterprises. The earth
produced harvests like clockwork and they increased their wealth vkithdaof monotonous
regularity. Only Pantusa, with his unrelenting activity, went logkor new opportunities in the
city. He had a number of projects. He now had the capitabs@geto tackle them and he was
destined to become a millionaire, a multimillionaire, who, once placethe path to success,

does not stop until his hand grows tired of accumulating so much momatr comes to put
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an end to the easy task of augmenting his amassed fortune thvaugkork, constancy and
faith in the prosperity of a country where the miraculous acts of modern Kingedidasold.

Quiet old Markowsky, who seemed to have wanted to say somethirgpriog time,
finally worked up the courage to do so.

“There is something that | would like to ask you, Sefor Alfaro.”

“Anything you like.”

“Well, as a matter of fact... for a very long time, Mrs. ktawsky and | have been
thinking that... well, we would like to ask you for some information, that is, we would likeeto s
if it would be possible for us to go to Mexico and establish ourselves there...”

The children appeared antsy during that meeting of serious .adala Maria held
Luisito in her arms; but he, though courteously and affectionatgiggt to reciprocate her
cooing, could not conceal his desire to enjoy the company of his friends.

“Do you want to go play with the other children?” his father asiedbefore responding
to the Pole’s question.

With a boisterous scream, now forgetting all of his tears andvesrtittle Luis walked
down the porch steps and became lost among his friends in the groveesohear the house,
leaving a wake of laughter and happy voices behind him.

Alfaro was preparing to answer Markowsky’s question whendiieed that Ana Maria
had lost all interest in the gathering as soon as her son had left.

The woman followed the rowdy path of the group of young people witleyes; and,
unable to conceal her thoughts, she suggested to her female neigfabdisey take a stroll

through the grove as well.



157

They happily agreed. Only the four men remained behind and Luiky freaponded to
the Pole, who waited attentively.

“Go to work in México?” exclaimed Luis with the effusion thatdieays placed on his
words when he spoke about his country. “That's a wonderful idea! | can’t think déaflate
in the world to quickly amass your fortune and, at the same, #m@y the incomparable
blessings of its singular climate, its hospitable natural enviratrie people who are so easy to
win over and its way of life, which, in the end, seems to have bewte rnm order to be
profoundly savored, like a glass of fine wine.”

The retired military man then gave the fiery praise wlugktomarily accompanied his
memories of his fatherland. It was the Promised Land. Even ipldlces that appeared to be
most barren, the “haciendas” where cultivation of the earth woulghnediuce any fruits, they
were provided for by the mountains where abundant flocks grazed,tiyy ants which grew
with God'’s blessing and for many years have supplied the fiaestnaterials to thousands of
industries in Europe. Where luxuriant nature was lacking, theblaredof flora and fauna, there
were the mines that likewise provided the world with the largeshntities of silver, gold and all
manner of precious metals. It required very little effort to peosto make a fortune. There was
nothing lacking for a full and prosperous life.

Markowsky, though visibly confused by the nature of the question thaasebout to
ask, could not help it, hoping to get an explanation for something which seemed to be completely
incongruous to him.

“Why is it, then, Sefior Alfaro, that there are so many poor péopgleur country? Why

is it that there is this type of Mexican who goes to the drftates and appears to have suffered
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all manner of misfortune and has never enjoyed the kind of blessing®thassure us that God
has abundantly bestowed upon your land?”

“My country, Mr. Markowsky, like all young nations, finds itseif an agonizing period
of growth, a bewildering adolescence, in which its children canit exeognize the opportunity
that their very own land offers them. For a century, we have Ibgrg in a constant state of
revolution and those who foment them snatch the fruits from the brarmitedp nothing to
cultivate, to nurture, the trunk of the tree which provides such ricagli And the trunk is
made up of those neglected groups of people for whom the abundance dersstnibtat the
foreigners and only a handful of natives—who are better informed, wlegad by receiving a
superior education—are able to see and enjoy, most of them aslteofdamily lineage, and
occasionally due to some fructiferoasd conscious effort. A long time must pass before our
people, those workers who you and everyone else who has never been to ddéuioe come
from an impoverished and wretched country, are swept away by that impetuouns’curre

He knew that Markowsky wanted to be convinced. He counted among tleré&gners
who did not consider the United States to be the Promised Land. Hiaraburtroverted nature
did not jibe with the fickleness of the Yankee spirit. He wasain®ose who searches for a
little corner to live in and the United States seemed to béithdoo wide open, for him. He
believed that, after some time, there would be such a huge massigfants in that country,
that it was sure to bother him. For him, “México” was someths;gxtic as its name, a spot
forgotten by the rest of the planet, a mystical place whensam@ could still live all alone,
isolated, without meddlesome people watching his every move or comprédtairgnships with
neighbors, like the one with the excessively formal M. Martinherdne with the notoriously

gregarious Pantusa. Luis’s character, his affability, his kirgjres courteousness, served as a
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magnificent indicator for him. It must have been a delight toiliva place where the upper
classes were like Luis Alfaro and his wife and where the lamlases knew humility and had
the gentleness of the workers who came, from time to time, lgdkina job, like one who is
soliciting some indescribable favor.

In a sombre tone, he declared, “Well, mark my word, sir, that onedéigel will sell
everything | own here and | will move to México.”

The ltalian and the Frenchman directed strange glances atwhich contained
compassion, derision and irony. They would not dare to openly exprestedfiags in front of
Luis because they would have offended him; however, without much effoetzame clear that
they considered the Pole’s decision to be absolutely absurd. Thegamtiaced that there was
no better place to live in the world than the United States andlthiihe stories published in the
newspapers about the atrocities that were being committed incdlexere no less than
completely true. Arriving at the border with Mexico and putting snde in danger, or
exposing oneself to having his watch stolen, was one and the samge He Luis were the
exception. His European education had redeemed him from the omgmnaf being born
Mexican. Mexico was little more than a large, peon-producowuntry, where the people sadly
wandered through inextricable jungles and lived in miserable shattkeio desire other than to
immigrate to the United States or start a revolution. On ther dtand, what a life they lived,
those who had the privilege to be able to call themselves Amearittzens! “American citizen”
was the title of the modern nobility or, at least, if one muktabout things democratically, the
greatest pride and the highest aspiration of those who wish to dedbrauthe vegetative state of
their depleted European countries or their convulsive nations in SpanishcAm And it was

interesting: while a good portion of the Mexican population foughtet ttheir country and beg
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for entry into the United States, a European, well established mitheulous Promised Land of
the machines and millionaires, wanted to exchange this manvéhdt sadness, full of danger
and uncertainty. Could anyone ever forgive such an appalling heresy?

Luis realized what was happening to his visitors’ good cheer; enrath though he felt
compelled, as always, to charge out in defense of his countrytheitlervent love which made
those battles so incredibly pleasing to him, because they providedvhh a topic that
awakened his pride for his people, he reckoned he would never be able taceahase men
who were already prisoners to the dogmatism of the Unite@sStatcountry of fixed beliefs,
prejudices and misunderstandings rooted in the fundamental absurdity thag rmampares to
the land of Uncle Sam and that everything else should be measaiadtdhe slide-rule of its
material well-being, including the happiness and spirituality otdfer nations. He also
understood that it was a superhuman feat to want to liberate frenweight of a smear
campaign that poor, slandered, coveted and exploited country, whose lifef fpblitical
upheavals and foreign assaults has admirably served to lend iteamafitnal reputation for
being maladjusted and irredeemable.

From the deepest part of the small grove where only childranghter could be heard,
suddenly there came a strange rumbling. Shouts of pain and childres'saeuld be heard.
One of the workers, who had followed the group at a distance td wWatcchildren play, came
running to deliver the horrifying news.

“Sefor, sefior, your wife has taken ill.”

In an instant the men went where the voices where coming from.

Ana Maria, held over the grass in Mrs. Pantusa’s arms, lookédslas were dead. A

yellowish pallor covered her fine countenance as she painfully ogeneslyes. Luisito clung
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onto her filled with a terrified anguish. The screams hedtti@way up to the farm house were
coming from him. The other children, pale and horrified, looked upon teaescGroups of
farm workers, who demonstrated signs of great desperation uponntgabout what was
happening, were coming from everywhere. The ailing womatlygstroked her son’s hair with
her pallid, feeble hand.

Alfaro was nearly as pale as Ana Maria. He approached teavparalyzing sense of
anxiety and took her frigid hand between his own. She recovered some of her faéuitieshe
had a smile for her husband which appeared to encourage him. She wastitheof a
momentary syncope resulting from the day’s emotion as wélleasnergy she had exerted to be
with her son. Everyone prepared to carry her to the house, butookishér in his arms and
gently lifted her up, without any effort; and, for the first tirhe, realized how little substance
was left in that body which appeared to evaporate like a perfurslewly wither away like a

flower under the midday sun...
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Chapter X

The resilience of that frail little body was admirable. tEvilhough she grew
progressively more exhausted, Ana Maria, without surrendering tofflietican, without ever
admitting that it could be fatal, recovered from each relapsee spirited and resolute,
guaranteeing that the danger, if there ever was any, had passed. This¢einteradpell brought
on by the surge of emotions from her son’s arrival, and which keph Hed for the next two
weeks, she got back on her feet as a result of her phenomenal datemmand a miracle of
hope and faith. Emaciated, almost sallow, she clearly demonstrated that she waamogvthe
end of her struggle. The doctor, who every time he came over moirex&er could scarcely
conceal the incertitude which all doctors feel when confronting hapeteses, that
manifestation of human impotence when facing the inevitablectagitly prescribed her
medicines and didn’t even trouble himself to attempt to console Wisgh rural stoicism and
forbearance, he pressed his lips together; he pulled down hisghdy;tihe left the ailing
woman’s room without saying a word; he bid Luis adieu with a sime#&ure, and he mounted
his rickety little cart.

For her own part, Ana Maria, extremely content with the presehber son, devised
future plans, as if she had a long life ahead of her. Prinmipahg them were the arrangements
for the Mexican Independence Day celebration, which would be obseryest ia few days, as
well as their own return to México. Even though she could scalealg her bedroom, from
there, she planned and gave orders, which were enthusiastically sebgritsdittle one, who
had quickly grown accustomed to seeing her sick, to his new likg $tyhis treatment by the
many farm workers, to everything, with that divine conformity andhanting adaptability

which constitutes one of the privileges of the happy age of childhood.
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Without disappearing completely, the anti-Mexican misgivingsciviie had learned at
school became attenuated. For the first time, he took an intergst history of his parents’
country. As if recounting a bedtime story, Ana Maria told him albigtiel Hidalgo’s valor,
about his resolution to challenge the might of the Spanish who had subjugatix Kbr three
centuries, about José Maria Morelos’s fearlessness, about NRm@és's nobility, about the
great battles in which the insurgents had emerged triumphdmtsewpicturesque sketches
dazzled the boy’s imagination when looking at the full color ithig&ins inMéxico a través de
los Sigloswhere he saw Indians covering the muzzles of the canons with thresamwbreros or
laying waste the elegant royal troops with their speare cbimpared Hidalgo to George
Washington, discovered their similarities, and México regainedce stagree of respect in his
mind. In him awoke an enthusiasm as innocent as that belonging toah#my very same
Mexicans who, in a foreign land, feel the birth of the idea of theefland upon hearing it
spoken about it with a love and devotion never witnessed nor felt whehvigyn their native
land.

So he assisted, with the fickleness of a seasonal Mexican, mrrdiegements for the
fiesta. He was charged with notifying those who had been goae &ind of commission as
part of the plans that Ana Maria was elaborating and callingriee who would perform the
physical labor in the arrangement of the hall. The day of tebre¢ion was approaching very
quickly. It was already early September and there were andguple of weeks left to get
everything in order. The old tools and grain that were housed inrjeedtorage room had now
been cleared. Its wooden walls were being adorned with thicslotred, paper streamers and a
multitude of red, white and green flags, which lifted the spoftsll the Mexicans. At one

extreme, they built an improvised stage where the most soleesnafl the fiesta would have
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their place and where the music, the Patriotic Committee dredt otembers of the leadership
would be placed. Grand portraits of their national heroes had been bfmmgh$an Antonio
and were being hastily framed in order to adorn the walls of that spacious hall.

Ana Maria was insistent that this celebration would be “likether,” and her husband,
melancholy, allowed her to do it, imagining and feeling in his hefdnearts the reason behind
that fit of patriotism that she had never shown before and thatnewasbeing displayed
enveloped in the uncontainable and obsessive desire to draw nearer,@ugnnfspirit, to the
land might never see again.

Her bedroom window looked out precisely onto the hall where the fvestdd take
place; and, in order to better direct the preparations, she moveblaiecloser to that spot, from
which she watched over most of the details. Her son, passing bafdtanicke a shuttle, from
her window to the hall and from the hall to her window, told her abouhimgythat she was not
able to see. She was prevented from personally directing tlmusdasks, as she would have
liked to. She swore that if they had allowed her to, she would Iese able to do it, but the
truth was that she could scarcely move from her seat anasiowly with a great deal of effort
that she was able to get out of bed each morning. Neverthelessheled no lack of
enthusiasm nor did she experience the hours of melancholy that shedtithdifg the first few
days of her illness. For her, the fiesta was like medicineghd explaining it or giving any
reasons why, she was certain that, once her whim had beeredatisfi the settlers were content
with the powerful memory that it would leave them, she could embark upaethen voyage

without any further obstacles or delays.

Nearly all the work on the farm which did not have anything to db wWie famous

preparations had come to a standstill. Settlers of both sexed| afjes and conditions
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demonstrated the same desire to lend a degree of solemnitygi@amioecelebration. The women
sewed outfits for their children; the men provided a hand to buildrtpeovised structures, and
all the men and women who had any artistic ability rehearsedlar to showcase it during the
brilliant fiesta. Some would play instruments or sing, while othersld recite poems, and a
considerable number of the settlers had memorized speeches dyvawobks that provided the
same material year after year.

And the one who put that machine of energy and enthusiasm into m@tga woman
on her deathbed. The settlers forgot about the circumstances, ibhepatse they did not
understand the devastating nature of their lady’s illness, and ibg@atise the current of their
enthusiasm—now bursting loose and running free—did not give pause for olmsexvati
“México,” with its seductive name, its beautiful and rugged teritsmbsessive memory, filled
their hearts with passion and was their hope and enticemei;izbefor all of their hard work,
for those who were close to returning; the reason behind the dmtésmtness for those who felt
their lives were tangled up in the realities that bound tleethi$ foreign land; and, the source of
the biting pain for those who knew that their beloved México wasngthiore for them than a
memory which was drowning in the impossible, the recollection oéat ¢pve that would never
be fulfilled. But it was something so powerful and imperative f@ryone that it imposed its
worship, devotion and love on them like an unyielding commandment.

The poor ailing woman felt all those emotions at the same tifhe. same suffering and
exaltations passed through her soul that all the people fronobetrg endured, all those who
yearned to go back, those who had said “adiés” to their beloved homeatamdthe depths of

their souls, because they knew that they would never see it agam,vthoswandered about,



166

following a cycle of sorrow, orbiting around their unreachable golaé saffered for all of them,
and, for all of them, she prayed.

On those cool autumn nights, after the rumblings of the people whkedvan the
arrangements for the festivities had died down, and a sweet vehagfows and silence
descended upon the countryside, the ailing woman had them movédiercloser to the
window through which passed the strong emanations of the earth bunstingruits and
flowers. There, the stars twinkled above inviting her to dream. And shet &dygut everything.
She refocused her attention on her hopes; and, as if by an act ofjeotieespell cast by the
powerful suggestion of her desire, she caught a glimpse of what she so loveddiddiveorld
filled with all the things now left behind, the unfulfilled desirall the things that had once
slipped through her hands and became rebellious and turned against her.

She saw herself again on her ranch in Valle Umbroso, just aBashéeft it, with the
same people, the same faces and the same maternal and dnatttiehanents. No one had died
nor had the time of destruction taken its toll on its people or thirfgjse returned, almost
triumphantly, after such an extended absence and everyone greeteithhgpen arms and all
their hearts were pounding. Gabriela, her maid—who, at the time d@bkeer in silence, with
the pitiful and abysmal eyes of a little beast that setseddnger and smells the tragedy—was
not there, in the corner, watching over her and sustaining her aithdmstant and sorrowful
gaze, but rather joined all the people under the arches of thedaasde” gathered to see her
get out of her carriage, big as an ocean liner—everything Weseso big, goodness gracious!—
and loud as a train of war, pulled by five horses panting after running full galliye allay from
the train station to the farm. Simon, the ever sullen and sombie btay, at that very moment,

displayed an imperceptible smile of happiness. Everyone called out to her: tMyygugirl...”
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And she ran into the house after kissing her parents, and she recbgnery nook,
every piece of furniture, the flowers in the garden, the watéra fountain, the alcove with the
Virgin Mary where everything was as it had always béea,chapel where a damp wind blew
and where the same canopy of angels and saints on the alteosweelher with a subtle gesture
that she understood. She then visited the stables and corrals, af ti@thful dogs following
behind her and joyfully leaping around her. Then she passed bythatsequarters where the
same warm and grateful smiles awaited her. And she asked edmrybody because she
remembered everyone and nothing escaped her, not even the nathescbildren, nor the
details of people’s engagement, nor anyone’s birthday.

Then, suddenly, without transition, transported by the magical powers diitite she
traveled to Patzcuaro, where she also had a house as full of neamtie hacienda. Everyone
she knew in the village came out to greet her, as if her retasna major event that everyone
had been waiting for, for a very long time, and that had finatlyed. And she faithfully toured
all of her most beloved places and she diligently went and sayoexeshe loved, everyone she
held dear, without missing anyone. And during that romantic pilgeredong the road of her
youth, along the white path of the happy dawn of her life, sheasavheard fresh and fragrant
recollections parade by, as if they had happened just yesterdlayhe kind of exactitude that
only an infirm imagination, heightened by illness, could produce. Shelmlmved that she
could feel the cold of the iron bars around her windows, on which sheaipeabtherself up in
order to peer down the dark alley where Luis came callimgght, step by step, to have one of
the sweetest conversations from their joy-filled happy courtship.

The moon peered through the tall, thick trees which hid the walls dfdbses, and

through the same gap it appeared to her as if it was watching~hem a distance, little lights
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shone faintly from the stores which, surrounding the main plazeedsenore than merely the
needs of commerce but alswr the gatherings of the notable figures from the pueblo. From a
pond close to the lake came the croak of the frogs; and, in theadistae whistle of a train that
was growing more distant could be heard...

Everything was just as it had been before...

Luis came to pull her away from those hallucinations, feariag tte air, which was
growing cooler as the night went on, would be bad for her. She retwekedy back to reality.
And at that moment, she abandoned her optimism and cried disconsolBbelyfall from her
castle of dreams to the harsh reality of the moment in which she lived was too abrupt.

Nighttime proved to be dreadful for her. But, with the light of eadhnning, the hope
was reborn that instilled her with the energy to continue tothidevhirlwind of enthusiasm that

let her heightened imagination run wild each day.
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Chapter XI

Bellavista was buzzing with enthusiasm. The tranquil farm hed transformed into a
center of happiness. The pilgrims arrived in grand caravanstiremeighboring regions, from
all nearby location from where the trip was possible givenmbans of those who knew about
the fiesta. The farm owner’s boundless generosity and thersettbspitality, characteristic of
people from this community, heightened due to the celebration, itdsml the
accommodations—in that relatively small space—for the avalanciMericans, who arrived
using every means imaginable.

These were the kind of people, all of them, who were accustomadvieing long
distances, going from one side of the country to the other, in ordetdbrate the feast days of
the saints of their devotions. Traveling by train, to Mexicy,Qd the Villa de Guadalupe, to
visit a dark-skinned virgin, was no small feat when considering the sadnfiolved. Many had
made the pilgrimage from their northern border towns down to Sandii#rs Lagos, in the
State of Jalisco, at the slow trot of a donkey train whichezhthe women, traveling for weeks
and weeks, under the sun and through the rain, camping out in the detaigall manner of
privations, but filled with joy and satisfaction because of that lwiias for them, in the end, a
fiesta, for it removed them from the monotony of their daily limed momentarily altered the
grey appearance of their perilous horizon.

It was an extraordinary, sumptuous celebration, all the samegrnbighey were now
being offered in a place where they knew that a commemoratiomwaiting them in which all
their different devotions would be joined together as one. To reméiMigzico,” in a grand
reunion of Mexicans, exclusively, on a parcel of land that—becabséonged to a Mexican—

felt like it was their own, and far from the apparatus of tHmed, foreign civilization that
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excluded them, with just its size and its deafening noise, they, weh® so sad and poor. To

remember “México” under those circumstances was to fedi,avjreat peace in their hearts, the
caress of a distant recollection, in which everything thatgeasl and pleasing down south was
included.

From there came the extraordinary excitement. Luis Alfar@dhdp thoroughly
please his fellow countrymen and he allowed them to work at wilhd that's how it was
possible for the night of celebration to don all of the colors of a geartdentic and picturesque
Mexican spectacle, with all the characteristics of thetivadiestas, in which the light from the
oil lamps stood out again the dense shadows, and the whistling fietwvaced the dark blue
sky, sprinkled with stars, with their fleeting trail of spark$iere was the aroma of fried foods;
the strumming of guitars, the urgent calls from improvised vendorsel#ixmrate screams of
those who proclaim to have “loteria,” which by comparison werarastiingenious and other
times incomprehensible, but always in the funniest voice that arcyahé ask for: “my frie-end
is two sheets to the wi-ind;” “the devil a-waitin’ at your do-step;” “whose gonna see the sun
a-shinin’ at night ti-ime” (just like that, over emphasizingitlacents with each syllable); the
shouts of joy and explosions full of threats; and the rumor-mill and the commbaanutitude
which was enjoying itself in its own way, motley in appeaearut feeling, with all intensity,
down in the depths of their souls, the joy of living and the pride of cofronga country full of
legends, heroism and generosity...

What Bellavista had lost in terms of its trapping as a farah, it gained in its outward
Mexican appearance. It was completely surrounded by the velheegsitors had used to
arrive. It looked like a cross between a small Bedouin villageadrdouac. Rambling wrecks,

old jalopies that sounded like a slithering rattlesnake, an occasiengy car belonging to one
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of the handful of wealthy Mexicans who lived in the area, horsdsnaules that wandered
around everywhere, swarms of curious children, army tents whishhiagi ordered to be erected
in order to provide lodgings for his guests, who came in droves, widveut being invited, all
of this, in a picturesque confusion, lent a new look to Bellavista.

Some of the settlers stood watch in order to prevent any intrugitmshe masters’
home. They made it clear that the masters didn't want to dterided. Inside, there was an
ailing woman who relished the goings-on, but whose delicate condition hael tiaken into
consideration.

On the “playground,” quite a distance away from the house, areabeiageprepared to
sell food and knick-knacks from México.

The recent arrivals moved about somewhat apprehensively whemtg#rat there was
someone sick in the house. After parking their vehicles, accontimgdbeir passengers and
taking a look around the farm, they quietly scattered themselvegtwoouthe verdant pasture.
They formed groups here and there. Many people did not know each othérdioutti take
long for friendships to form, due to that solicitousness of fellow cgomen who find
themselves in a foreign land and want to know where others argvifoyrthey came, how they
are faring, what they do for work, and how much they make.

“An’ where abouts’re you from?” asked one man—now up in his yeassskim made
dark by the sun and leathery by his toils and tribulations—of another wie was his polar
opposite: a strapping young man, full of health, judging from his chabblypinkish cheeks,
despite his deep, dark complexion.

“Who, me? Uh... from a long ways away, ya know. All the way friv@ State of

Guanajuato. From Cueramaro...”
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The former smiled slyly, “You call that far away? | @afmom Guerrero, Zumpango del
Rio, Guerrero.”

“From the hot country...”

“From right smack dab in the middle of the desert, where ti@esebrpions an’ coconuts
an’ wild animals an’ monkeys an’ parrots. All mountains an’ gvean’ tall trees that grow by
the grace of God until they come crashin’ down with old age.”

“You came from all the way over there?” replied the young rmaking his interlocutor
up and down, as if contemplating the madness of abandoning such abundance tim goder
this barrenness. “So why d’ya come?”

“Same as everybody else. Times got tough and they told ty$éna, you could sweep
up money with a broom. | found the brooms alright, but not the money. [traet-sweeper in
Arley. An’ you, what do you do?”

“l work in a restaurant in Kansas City.”

“Well, well, well! Things mus’ be goin’ pretty good for yokiein. Waist-deep in water
and up to your chin in pasture... An’ you must already know pretty godlaalyringo gibber-
jabber.”

“Well, yeah, | can speak English, but don’'t you go thinkin’ that it s@asasy for me.
People move from job to job in this country. And the only law thdtersais one’s own. The
food doesn’t even taste any good around here either. Too oily, topstiay herbs, too much
refrigerated meat. No reason to beat around the bush: our palates were mdue thimgs.”

“Our palates and everything else,” the old man concluded sententiasshe walked
away, without saying goodbye to his new friend, and in searchathe@ one who he could ask

the same questions that he had just hurled at the one he was leaving behind.
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There were a number of foreigners sitting on the neighborillg &mnused by the
excitement seen on the farm. They were sure to be haptheamght of the fiesta, and they
enjoyed with great anticipation—and that melancholic cheerfulbhgssal of the Mexican
people—the warm reception which was being prepared for them.

Meanwhile, on the farm, they were putting the finishing toucheb@écor for the hall
and on the numbers for the program. There would be a solemn processionorahes,
standards, portraits of the heroes of the Independence and the ddtioffieials who would
preside over the ceremony. Luis’ European friends, who were cudcee a Mexican fiesta,
had been invited, and they considered it their duty to attend that homage to their toemdry.

Vallejo’s wife, Balbina, tutored by Amparito, the school teacherthie literary and
historical details which the old rancher woman knew nothing about, woulstomtdespite her
200 pound frame, getting involved with everything. She had guests in her justu$ige all the
farmers, among whom a large number of the concurrence adrsisvere distributed; and, along
with those obligations, taking care of her children and organizing the celebratiGpesttenany
days hard at work, but because of everything else, she still hadn’t given up.

As the hours passed and he noticed the anguishing incongruity miothent, Luis felt
alarmed, disquieted. The least appropriate thing for his wife&ss, which required peace and
quiet, was that fiesta in which surely there would be no lack wbtiens of joy, at times
barbaric, from a group of people who do not know how to express themsebmgs ather way.
But she was the one who had pledged herself to such a foolledetbyation. And how could he
tell her no? But now that he could see the event closely, heoremthtit that he had been too
rash and irrational. At least, for his tormented spirit, there meaworse torture than that of a

celebration next to an open grave.
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Ana Maria continued to be in good spirits, though progressively we&ker was in that
state, common among people in her condition, in which one’s soul burnsfitkewdile one’s
body is being consumed. She had already agreed, after much gleadiwis’ part, that she
would not attend the fiesta. She was resigned to watching itHesrbedroom window, to hear
the sounds, to observe everyone else’s happiness. What mattered hersives not to show
weakness, not to succumb to the disease, nor to return definitvedr tbed, which she feared
with the instinctive distrust of one who suffers from an incurable disease.

Clinging onto the window, which had now completely become hesslifanhtage point,
she anxiously looked upon the activities of her workers and gué&dtey had all received
instructions not to overwhelm her with questions or conversations. Teetedrher respectfully
or walked by her, looking back at her, with their characteristic deference.

In order for her to witness the beginning of the celebration, &abter maid—who
never left her side, not even for a moment—and the “foreign” womesheasalled them—even
though she was the more foreign than anyone in the United Statdselpall to move her to the
back of the house, to the porch, where she could perfectly see thepgargarea which, forming
a small plaza, was located in front of the workers’ houses. HArbaeg of people who were to
arrive in solemn procession, would gather there, next to the hallevthe farmer we all know
would erect his “altar of patriotism.”

From there the efforts of Vallejo and Luis to organize thatsklégarade could be seen.
The most distinguished among the settlers wore black—despitg be@ccustomed to the
heat—not forsaking that funeral-like appearance, which for thpregented elegant attire. Luis
was somewhat contrary, despite his grand disposition to makecapt®n in his life as a

refined gentleman and do everything to host that ceremony which on moootasion would
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have been observed with the same solemnity. His European friends, wiea ssewvinced they
would be witnessing strange and unexpected things, had an air of avidtguaadshirst for
exoticisms, which made Luis smile inside. Surely, in not one aof toentries of origin were
they accustomed to donning such lugubrious dress on their national holidayamkees—and
that's what they were now, through naturalization and everythise—ealid not like the long
speeches or the weighty and solemn tributes. The parades thtwgireets during their
grandest celebrations had a comical aspect to it, picturesgaeizations participated, with their
lodges wearing the strangest costumes: their “Elks” clathedental garb, topped off with little
red hats; their “Lions” in Levite frock-coats; and the multitudes, distgigng themselves by the
negligence of their appearance, like the blissful abandon with wihéghobserved the solemn
occasion. All of it ingenuous in its spectacle, in its diversion,elaeeding in its annoyances
and insipid ability to do silly things; to discharge fireworks idesrto produce small panics; to
throw flour at those walking by, as in the masquerades in the Euraaenivals; to make loud
noises with multicolored cardboard horns which also serve to tickleethrels of the first person
unlucky enough to come across the prankster.

In contrast, our compatriots maintained a religious devotion. Noithitinge world could
have caused them to depart from the ritual pomp with which theghein columns of two,
raising the standards with the insignia of the organization to vith&h belonged: the “Benito
Juarez Society;” the “Orden de Amigos del Pueblo;” the “Medtx Miguel Hidalgo
Association,” from Arley; the” Kansas Honorific Society;” théoung Women of the Mexican
Blue Cross;” and many others, like those which brought togethedichfes throughout the
United States in mutual aid societies, were indispensabléh&r quality of life from the

moment they set foot on foreign soil. Without these mutual aid tesiehey would die of
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sadness watching their neighbors attending the meetings,jjetitig in the festivities, wearing
large tricolored ribbons with shiny medals across their chestshwvihius proudly exhibited the
emblem of their organizations. The idea of this association doesiplyt however, an absolute
necessity for protection from the mutual aid society, whichheggiwas worth very little, except
during the difficult time of death, which requires organizing walegescessions, sumptuous
coffins and impotent funeral supplications. Becoming a member okexickh mutual aid
society meant something; it was an escape from the anonynthg ¢érm and offered a chance
to enjoy one of the privileges offered by that bewildering emigration.

Counting men, women and children, the patriotic column comprised nearlyunared
people. The parade proceeded in the following order: first, the schitarien, dressed in white,
carrying flowers in their hands and tricolored sashes acrosshiasts; then, the members of the
Board of the Patriotic Committee, which had ceded the place of horarid Alfaro and his
friends; in the middle came the band which, as soon as they begancto, edopted a fiery and
military air; and then, in a ball of confusion, the remainder of thosatendance, men and
women who were falling all over each other to arrive first, witlpayting much attention to the
banners which showed the group to which they belonged.

It was no small task getting everyone into the.h&lin the platform, which had been
erected like a stage, the celebration’s dignitaries took theiegldahe President of the Patriotic
Committee, who was none other than Compeén, having a small table in front him, witaralbel
a few books, which had no real purpose but were indispensable astidecofveryone that
could went up to the “altar of patriotism” in spite of the protésis those who attempted to
maintain some sense of order. With some difficulty one could pasggh that narrow space

which, from a distance, was a tumultuous scene in which the blabtle eetemonial dress, the
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white of the school uniforms, the gold of the banners, the joyous andmextgd, white and
green of the Mexican flags and the dark, sweaty faces of thedhs next to the white faces of
the Americanized Europeans all stood in stark contrast to one another.

Below, in what could be referred to as the hall’'s “pit,” thers waiot in order to take
possession of the seats that crunched and collided into one anothee wEne not enough
chairs for everyone, and when all the confusion had subsided, one coutdrsgef the guests
spilling over into the aisles, leaning against the walls, standinthenips of their toes and
obstructing the entryway in tight human bunches. Every family haaght their children and
the children began to complain about the heat and the overcrowding.

After much clanging of his bell, Compean was able to get the crowd to quiet down.

The program began. It was comprised of thirty-six acts, in wheisical numbers
alternated with recitations, speeches and evocative Megmags that generated a much higher
level of enthusiasm than all the lectures.

Compean, the president of the committee and master of ceremiotriediiced each act
in a solemn voice; Amparito, the school teacher, brought the childremtbp stage. A special
commission, made up of the most presentable young men on the fasmesgponsible for
escorting the adult speakers to that place of tribulationsetfeae stage, where everyone was
sweating and stumbled over the words of the piece they had |dayrteshrt, always about the
same theme: the memory of a distant land; the bravery béites, “who gave us our country
and our freedom;” the recounting of military campaigns which took ondamiensions; and, the
pledges to die for liberty.

The band played fiery and bellicose music during the interludestjidreal compositions

that were like the soul of an older age, the very soul of martheoblder people, who had
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listened to them in their youth and felt they were now reliving #ire lives under those crude
but brilliant circumstances. Despite the vigilance of thetdissorganizers, they could not
prevent the circulation of strong spirits, hidden God-knows-where, and dugdor sale; and
in nearly everyone’s fiery eyes the flame of inebriation cdiddseen. The speeches—which
never stopped expressing nostalgia for a beloved and far-off coumtrgfiering like a bright
and seductive lure the return to an idyllic land, where everytwogid be lovely when they
made it back—contributed to warming up the environment, speeding ughytien of their
hearts and rocking their spirits in a sweet dream.

México! That word reverberated on everyone’s lips and captivthatgr every thought.
A deep passion, swelling like a wound, suddenly burst forth in everyomesgiousness, where
it had been lying dormant for a very long time: it grew likecaerwhelming swoon, like an
epiphany and a revelation all in one. Because for many of fmmsefarm workers who only
knew of misery and tyranny, of the exploitation by the “patrbaed the greed of the politicians
in own their country, the fatherland appeared to them, there, beyohdrders, like a mother
they had never really known, whom they had never seen, and who, in yhisama afar, could
be envisioned with the nebulous and sweet contours of a goddess fulnaé@r When they
returned, it would be completely different. They now knew how to look upon Heey now
knew how to love her. When they returned, after the grueling s&radglxile, more terrible and
painful than the misery they experienced in their native land, but fmotfell, they would return
armed with new weapons: they would not suffer from the crushinigteaffl of poverty which
forced them to live bent over the earth, unable to ever lift uphikads. They would take some
savings with them; they would be dressed differently; others wokddrtatice of them and, in

this way, they could dedicate themselves to the contemplation dkethdiful things they had
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passed by unwittingly; they would enjoy owning a piece of lancheif town, which, because
they had lived in another place which was more grim and inhospitable faromo other reason,
was as smooth and comfortable as something made to fit their blddies,gentle caress on a
forehead burning with fever.

Don Méaximo, the veteran of the wars lauded in those speeches,dheoDiae Emigrés,
at that very moment, suffered a recurrence of his customaftatexas, stirred by numerous
libations, and struck the ground with his cane. With the obstinacglofdawho wants a piece
of candy, he shouted, “C’'mon! Play me a jarabe!” without givitgpat about the interruption
he was causing during the ritornello.

As the party went on, the environment grew hotter and hotter. Tine eydm was like
one giant heart which was becoming overwhelmed by the weightudi $&remendous
enthusiasm. Everyone’s chests swelled as if they were teakplode. There was an unusual
hardness in their eyes. The lips of some were trembling andwieeeemany heads covered in

hair through which the emotion continued to pass like wind through the trees.

The wishes of the old man, Don Maximo, were quickly granted, whemaanthwoman
in the traditional costume of the ‘charro’ and ‘china poblana’ toolsthge in order to dance the
jarabe, the Mexican national dance, in whose songs and movementsuwgrine recollections
of an errant people. The handsome couple was made up by a datkagpihg young man and
a sweet, dark-eyed young girl with a curvaceous figure. Ewdoy of the rainbow danced in
the serape from Saltillo which the young man wore over his shouldehss blouse made of
drilling cloth, on the back of which could be see the crest of ddgxust as brilliant and
colorful; in the “castor,” the sequined skirt that drew circleskjyiaround the china poblana’s

fine legs; in the red, white and green ribbons that tied down hieledralack hair; in shoes of
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the very same colors, which encasent small and playful feet, like jubilant little birds; and, in
all the enthusiasm and desire that sprang forth, like flamas, that sensual, deliberate dance,
like all dances from tropical regions, where there is nothingerttan humble solicitations and
flirtations from a man and dismissals from an elugmeng woman who draws near then retreats
in order to make her pursuer’s burning love for her grow even stronger.

The charro and the china poblana, on that stage and in that fiery@ratiee reunion,
served as a symbol: they were México, the very “patria”fitsdlo one has truly seen those
dances nor has felt what they can inspire if they have m@agd them and seen them on foreign
soil. Each step in the dance—which contains exchanges and subtleti@spiem composed of
different rhythms and varying cadences—provokes a new jubilation, botheirpeople’s
ingenuous heart, a laughter which springs forth from a primss$,béin impassioned groan, a
sneer, an irony; running the whole gamut of emotions of a simplé which every once in a
while awakens with a wild passion for life. Panoramas caseba; regions present themselves
with their distinctive colors and smells; and it is like a bookogfin which each generation
writes its own chapter, with poets and rhapsodies from each erdy edmee, each one, with a
new understanding of life and love.

And that entire mixture of emotions, of strong and precise dweosatneeds to be
contrasted with the gloomy life of the exile to shine intllalinding light. When the notes of
the national anthem or the restless motifs of a regional dan¢eare during a Mexican fiesta,
memories come gushing out—from the very movements of thel&akilapes or from the china
poblana’s red skirts—like a flood, causing a great deal of damage...

Some of the guests, those who were inebriated, frantically clappiechéinds and belted

out cacophonous cheers, but the majority of the men, unmoved and with &amngrdl of
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emotions on their earth-colored faces, followed the evolutions of tieedaith watchful eyes,
red with ananguish which made them glisten and brought them to the vergarsf té tall,
almost giant-like individual with sharp features—who had been a Rexwduy with Villa and
had, among his greatest defeats, that of watching disappearsamgl forever the grand bivouac
parties, where the “Adelitas” chased away their sorrowswaatiness with the same dances—
appeared as though he wasout to throw himself at the young lady, in a hopeless raptufe as
longing to recuperate, in his own way, what he had lost, with thpesefi his hand. The
women—enveloped in the sensual caress of the music, which atpgoeesssed the infinite
sadness of a farewell, a renunciation—cried in silence, irsign@d acceptance of their ever
contrary Fate, which has eternally deprived them of that which they love most

Don Maximo was almost mesmerized. His little grey, nehlind eyes stared at that
scene as if he were seeing a ghost... the ghost of his verptdigbmost forgotten, past, the
specter of his life’s history seemingly unabletitwow off the weight of those sixty years of
living in a foreign land and that now, with the evocation of thailfarmand maternal music, like
a song from the cradle, became whole and necessary again, grngihis heart with the sharp
and piercing emotions that beset a man who defined his engir@ & moment knowing that he
lost it without ever having lived it, for not even in his youth hadkperienced the happiness of
those dazzling fiestas. In his mind, clouded by ignorance and tinteeand the confused and
mocking curse of Destiny say to him, “These are things from goumtry. It is your own nation
that offers itself to you in song and dance. The land that you saweduring those joyous and
colorful galas. You knew only hunger and poverty, dark horizons, and the hamnesigh
love and affection could not even grow. Now that you have lost everytyong energy, your

strength, your memory and your will, she comes to offer herself to you, émemdtion...”
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The old man began to cry...

And being, as he was, the chief of the tribe, a man of experiehoseMegend continued
to inspire the enthusiasm of those who had heard of his adventures mamgrpeople began to
imitate him, upon seeing him cry.

The soldier of Pancho Villa clapped in rhythm with the music andetrs fell upon his
rugged hands and were shattered by the brusque motion.

Satisfied with their theatrical triumph, the china poblana and tmEra danced
intoxicatingly. Then the orchestra had exhausted every rendition irétee; however, because
it appeared as if no one wanted to break the spell of that inddBertmae, the musicians started
all over again. The young lady, red with enthusiasm and fatigue, found even graetéulgess
for her movements in the heat of the climate of adoration whidglowswted her. The young
man—without any expression on his face, which would become sombfewnmoments—was

firmly resolved to die before giving into to exhaustion.

Few had reflected on the strange figures that had appeared scémat full of bright
Mexican colors. Little Luis had been drawing closer and claséist father, partly because he
felt protected in the midst of that escalation of excitementpantdy because there he found
himself closer to the dancing that had captivated him so. Ld@dAlwithout realizing it and
breaking with protocol, embraced the boy as if anything wasiggibte during that moment of
effusion. The schoolboy observed the scene with a confused look @téjsiit his confusion
was minor in comparison to that of the other “foreigners” at thhegag. They were
completely disconcerted because they could not comprehend such elatiey.béegan to feel
perturbed. It was all very peculiar for them: the music, the d&oaos, the very celebration

itself. Each one understood love for one’s country in his own waythforitalian, it was
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Mediterranean passion, verbose exaggerations of beauty, legend andihistder to bedazzle
the listener; for the Frenchman, it was a deeply rooted pridearu#pt of racial superiority that
placed France above all other countries in the world; for the Pel@sia sense of melancholy,
which encapsulated the misfortunes of his peaplbjected for centuries to the whims of the
powers which had conquered them; and, for everyone else, their homelanthere and now,
from a distance, a sad memory, the recollection of a mother whieheaves behind in order to
go in search of one’s fortune and for whom one feels the pain thavasmet rich enough to
maintain us within that estate which would be preferred if it cpubgtide the things offered by
the new country, doled out with the native form of affection—hard world tiiey remember
their homeland? Certainly. But only due to the obligation imposed by their lotreefomother
and the hidden vein of racial pride which responds, when confronting tlarehisjustice, with
the mysterious, impulsive and momentary power of instinct. Thiartapoke fondly of his
knowledge of Mussolini’'s prowess; applauding, as if they were hysoxen, the great singers of
his people, or singing the praises of the thousands of beauties iouh@ycof Italy. The
Frenchman thought of his origins, his nationality, as if it wasesificate of individual
superiority: to be French was to be a citizen of the world, just like a Ron@antient times. But
the French, the Italians, the Germans, all the European imumsgwho formed that strange
North American nationality placed their new country, sincerelynot, above all other
admirations. In the case of an assault, they would defend her abainstwn brothers. Did the
German-Americans not go to fight against the Central PowdheiGreat War? And the same
is true when celebrating some event related to their countryigih,owhich—when paying

homage to the great men or important events of their new country-withithe same tranquil
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gesture, drawn from Saxon frigidity, with which they celebr#itefaheir joys, both public and
private.

But this unhealthy love of the Mexicans who, when recalling themeland, get so
carried away by the memory of an overwhelming passion, the meaioaydistant or lost
goodness, they could not understand it. They could not comprehend it.

They would never be able to understand it, for the simple reasom thi@xican has
never stopped being one; because of all the immigrants who livednamican soil, only he
completely maintained his devotion, his love, his connection to his natide IOnly he has not
melted—nor will he ever melt—into the “melting pot” of which Un8am was so proud; only
he felt indifferent tathat grand, hostile country which has always rejected him, whithh#s
provided him the day’s wages he was looking for, perhaps, did soheitmatighty expression of
one who gives to charity; however, he would never grant him access to his wayrairifeould
he ever recognize him as a social entity nor accept him textkat to which he has embraced
the other foreigners. From this providential divorce—for México, whiekds its children more
than any other country, has found its salvation in the barrier whacikeé egotism has erected
against Mexican immigration—has grown that phenomenon of the magiorhday which the
greater the distance separating the children from their mother, the bhighterage becomes.

Now at the end of the program and as if those present at theeviiest still not satisfied
with the orgy of emotions which they had just enjoyed, someone, ingélyctvanting to hear
something new, original, from the patriotic “patrones” who had insghiede speeches, said,

“We want to hear something from Don Luis!”
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The invited speaker was inclined to refuse, but it seemed excdigtioneel to him, an
unspeakable egotism, a disruption during such a beautiful evening, to atldwdtien sorrows
to prevail, which spoiled the emotions and the memories for him and only him.

He spoke without rhyme or reason, like someone who allows himselfdarbed away
by the current which springs forth from his soul; and, without evdiziregit, his voice took on
the emotional timbre of a farewell; and, before his eyes, heagaiature of the backdrop of his
new life.

“Don’t ever erase from your memories,” he said to his sstidard his guests, “the
recollection of this evening. | am sure that it has been so ethas it will serve to forever
reignite your love for our country. Do not forget that we have amgatin to love México
above all else, to honor her, to live life in such a way that eamesyect for ourselves is like
earning respect for her. Let us learn from this experienegila the lesson of becoming more
Mexican than anyone else for having had to live beyond the bordevex€o. Let us take
advantage of the lessons of pain and suffering that exile hgist tas, knowing that there is no
other country like our own, and with the hope that upon returning tpadarnal home, we will
find more warmth and affection there, not because they give us l@ngriiere, but because we
carry it within ourselves, and it will cause the miraclegpiiting the fire that lives hidden within
us and that no one can see over there. México is going to appeaetabyngifferent to us when
we return. One cannot live so many years away from that which one loves moshdtavhich
is most holy, most dear, without feeling as though many bonds have bmem,bwithout
breaking and resisting many things that seem so natural. &uhwst also better appreciate
many other things of which we did not understand how valuable they weravarhad lost

them. We will praise the weather, the skies, the divine pansraima places ‘where we hid
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memories which are flesh of our flesh and blood of our blood;” and, alohgtram, we will
exalt, with the asperity of a rose bush which protects its flowdth its thorns, the new
appearances, the new customs, for which they will attempt toecsusf being a misfit for
living in our own home. México will have strange reservations forlusvill have changed to
such a degree that, at times, we will not even recognizehias been our Fate to live in a time
of transition, of vertiginous movements, of transformations so rathelit will inevitably
appear as though it is not the same to us, because we hold, velsyidemur hearts, the image
of what we have left behind. And when confronted with the strarajes lve cast around us,
someone will inevitably suspect that it is contempt or scorn that we érgfee

“But no. It will be nothing more than the fact that we will not be able to utaahelshose
we left behind; and, they, suddenly, will not be able to understandBus.this will only be
momentary and ours will prevail in the end. ‘Ours’ will be the loevork, of discipline, of
order, and a disdain for anything which runs contrary to thig siiton of responsibility, full of
sacrifice and obligation, dry and cold, void of all happiness, perhaps, buthuorane and
patriotic than that which controls our lives down south. We have paid/deathis lesson. We
have all lost something here. For some of you, that which istestesnd worth the most. For
others, the jovial, Mexican way of life. Only now do we understdrat tife is about
responsibility, because we have witnessed this battle of gleofvorld’s people of the earth in
which each individual is a soldier with the strict obligation targua position, a struggle which
leaves no room for any other happiness than that of feelibgvthanarch to the rhythm of the
fight for the betterment of humanity, which begins with an individuatdbeing, with that of
one’s family, with the decorum of those who depend on us, with the pride of knowing that we are

centers of action from which radiates the movement that transfeonksand ideas into vital and
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constructive forces; and that we have not been, nor will we ever tasitpa who wait for a
distant force, divine intervention, the government, the politicians, for everything.”

The guests were hanging on the speaker’s every word, andrtieisiasm, quelled for a
moment, was converted into a reverent attentiveness. Luistsviiaid been like a clarion call
which had stopped the dispersion; and, throughout the hall, which had been pyetwioued
upside down, not a single sound could be heard during his pause. Everyonedeangedl $0
that they wouldn’t miss a single syllable. Don Maximo made airfgeaid out of his hand,
placing it behind the ear that heard the best. And even though he obeixlactly make out or
understand precisely what the “master” said, due to his deafnésbeawine he drank, since it
must have been something very interesting and definitive and undeniadgediag to him, he
went to great lengths to “listen” to the improvised speech.

Luis recognized the change; and, without regretting the course haked somewhat
far afield from the spirit of the fiesta, wanted his Inges to return to the carefree jubilee of their
evening of nostalgia and joy.

“But, be that as it may,” he said, overcoming his pain, whichcst something else on
the distant horizon. “How sweet it will be to return after suathifécult fight! One word
captures and explains it all: to return from exile! To livéhvaiur people! To work for the good
of our homeland! This ‘viva’ that | now utter, in the memory of thaeofamous ‘grito,’ the
call for independence, will not be, when we set foot on our nativeaoigmpty threat or a
barbarous explosion of raging warriors, but rather a filial and tadfexte salutation which
synthesizes a conscious and purified love and expresses the sentifrahts those who, for

having seen it from a distance, now know their country better. Viva México!”
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With those magical words, the smoldering heaping blaze burnedgvatter ferocity
than ever before. Men and women, on their feet, with their fase®rted with emotion,
repeated those words with all of the strength in their lungs.b&hé played the national anthem
and a burning martial wind blew through the hall, inflamed with pledgelove for their
homeland, which filled their hearts with extreme happiness.

The applause and exclamations fell silent. The official calelor was now coming to an
end. The guests started to break up in order to go enjoy the ihfibesta prepared on the

outskirts of the farm.

From her bed, where she had been taken long before byaiérand her friends, who
had also withdrawn to the house where they were going to spend theAmgh¥laria listened to
the sounds of the fiesta, with Gabriela at her feet, likathf@l dog. It felt like the dream that
she had at her fingertips for so long was about to be broken, witbmgj fulfilled, the dream of
the fiesta which she longed for with the stubborn desire of one whag fsaya miraculous

cure...
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ABSTRACT

LA PATRIA PERDIDA O IMAGINADA: TRANSLATING TEODORO TORRES
IN “EL MEXICO DE AFUERA”

by
ETHRIAM CASH BRAMMER
December 2011
Advisor: Dr. Renata Wasserman
Major: English
Degree:Doctor of Philosophy

One resent result of the Recovery of the U.S. Hispanic Litétarigage Project has been
the “rediscovery” of the novéla patria perdida(1935), written by acclaimed Mexican journalist
Teodoro Torres while in exile in the United States. This novalksd of Mexican-American
Horacio Algiers tale, detailing the success story of Lufard, who is eventually able to create a
utopian Mexican-American hacienda, called Buenavista, outside of KartgadiSsouri.

Due to a number of important thematic inversiona, patria perdidastands in stark
contrast to other early works of Mexican-American immigraction, including novels like
Daniel Venegas'3he Adventures of Don Chipote: Or, When Parrots Breast-F&£@28) and
Conrado Espinoza’®nder the Texas Suf1926), which likewise document the experiences of
Mexicans who fled north to the United States in order to escapehties created by the
Mexican Revolution. However, unlikBon Chipoteand Under the Texas Surwhich are
essentially working class cautionary tales, warning Mexi@anpatriots against trying to find

the American Dream north of the border, Teodoro Torres’s novel dépéctse of Luis Alfaro,
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a landed Mexican rancher, who is very successful in his tramgai his new community in the
American Heartland.

Exposed to a much diminished degree of racial discrimination as ocednpa his
working class counterparts, Don Chipote, Quico Garcia and SeragenQulLuis Alfaro has
many Italian, French and other Western European friends and neighiarsstruggle with
similar concerns about the assimilation of their middle claddrehi growing up in the United
States.

After Luis’ wife Ana Maria becomes critically ill, harostalgia for her place of birth
inspires Luis to return to Mexico, only to discover that post-Revolutyoiexico is vastly
different from the Mexico which he and his wife had so adored. An#eauthie protagonists in
Don Chipoteand Under the Texas Sunvho return to Mexico only after concluding that the
racial discrimination they face will never allow them to aehieghe American Dream, Luis
eventually returns to the United States, reestablishing himséifea“patron” of the Buenavista
hacienda in order to create a kind of Mexican patriarchal utdpidgaacio E. Lozano’s concept
of “el México de Afuera.”

My doctoral dissertation will include a translation of Teodoro Tsr@ovellLa patria
perdida,accompanied by a scholarly introduction which will help the resitigaite the text in its
proper socio-historical context in addition to an introduction whichudses the theoretical
principles used to address many important obstacles faced wheningndetranslation of
Torres’s Spanish-language source text into the English tampgaiage which is both faithful and
beautiful.

Because Luis Alfaro is part of the landed bourgeoisie, his narexigetrience creates a

context to explore different class assumptions within the Maxgaerican immigrant
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community as well as documenting the heterogeneous composition cbrraunity itself.
Likewise, the fact that much of the narrative takes place isddis, rather than the American
Southwest, means that patria perdida first published in 1935, is one of the first works of
fiction to document Mexican-American immigrant experiences in the Midwest.

Finally, because the novel concludes with Alfaro’s successukition to the United
States or “el México de Afuera,” Teodoro Torreka patria perdidais an interesting work to
explore the construction of national identity formation, as well asnaiginal and border theory
within a critical framework, like that provided by Benedict Andersn his work,Imagined

Communities
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