[bookmark: _GoBack]After reading Rulfo's "Tell Them Not to Kill Me When They Come" please respond at least five of the following questions and the total word limit of these four questions is 350. （the pictures of "Tell Them Not to Kill Me When They Come" are below this page, read all of them first）   
1 Who is the main character"
2 What is this story actually about? Sounds easy, right?
3 Why does the colonel speak to the main character but not look at him? Did you think about this?
4 What is the son's attitude toward his father, saving his father, carrying him back home?
5 How is this the story of two sons?
6 What do the sons have in common? Which one suffered the most?
7 What is the theme of this story if you had to break it down to one line?
8 Is the setting of the story important? How?
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\856660530264791973.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\908197502286347416.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\577376029737543713.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\361785965451559990.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\83429477646878859.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\840643101634119848.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\91987\AppData\Local\Temp\WeChat Files\458099151078011675.jpg]
image7.jpeg
|
\

’l

“T

Tie hir

n up and gi i

) and give hip

that the shots won’t hure.» S el
Now, final
lis son Justine
back and now

Y, he was calm. He v

g " 1S cur
> had come and his son Jus

e was back again
He slung him on top of the uinnl\' oy, |

the rigging so he wouldn’t fall on th f\v: .
he wouldn’t give a bad impre And i
they hurriedly

i eft, in order to reach Palo
range a wake for the dead man.
G5 1o okt
Your daughter-in-law and grandkids
. w i) 2 ;
him. “They’ll see your face and think it’s 1

tino had gone

ssion. And then he prodded the donkey

Virginiy Woolf  a5s
355

> drink until he i

ECLS 80 drunk

ed up at the foor of the post
ISt

and had come

> cinched him up tight ;
[k‘ Dll( a \‘nl(']\‘ over l\l\ l\l"

NSt
50

; and
e Venado still with time to ar-

will miss you,” he was telling
not you. They'll think coyotes

70

gnawed on you when they see you with t
more gunshots than they needed.”

Virginia Wo olf

A Haunted Hous
Adeline Virginia Stephen Woolf (1852

born in London, the daughter of Sir Leslie St phen
an influential critic and editor of the voluminou

tionary of National Biography. Virginia

sister Vanessa (later Vanessa Bell) were larg

educated in their father's extensive library wi
a distinction not lost on ¢t
sent to college. After their father's death ir
Virginia and Vanessa moved. to Bloomsbury,
mian London neighborhood, and became th
of the “Bloomsbury Group” of progressive ar
intellectuals. Always in frail hea
enced episodes of mental disturbance. In 191
nalist and novelist. In 191 7 as therapy, they
started. the Hogarth Press, which became one
the century. In addition to Woolf’s boo
Mansfield, Robinson Jeffers, Edwin Ar
Woolf's first n
it foreshadowed the psychological de
novdtive novels such as Mrs. Dalloway (19
Woolf became one of the centfal Modernis
stream-0f-CoNSCiousness narration, U
and feelings through & character’s min
Common Reader (192

1941)

hem—their brothers were

lth, Virginia experi-

ks, it i
lington Robinson,
ovel was The Voyage Out (1915); though rea
pth and poe

which portrays the random
d. Her critical essays dre
5, second series 1932); her long essay

1at face full of holes, so many

1921

was
Dic-
andd her
ely self-
hile—-in
1 1904,

a bohe-

e center

tists and Virginia Woolf

onard Woolf, ajowr

set up a hand-press in their home and
of the most celebrated small press x.()}
ssued works by T. S- Eliot, Katherine
. and Sigmund Freud.
listic in technique,
tic force of her Jate work. In in-
and To the Lighthouse (1927),
English and @ pioneer 0
flow of thoughts
collected in The
A Room of One’s

2 she married Le

25)

¢ writers in




image1.jpeg
Osely

wed o

know
ray! |

adls, “the

raised
v, “Baile

shitconts
Dalance

way eyt
u lm“"“
[ling ¢

(o Jhim N
a s

ost

W
Wi | i N
\ ¢ oy Wy
R S e dike L am now® 1y ! hor 8
S L wouldn \ YOlce Wyl
o thery head cleared for gy . thed
o el N Ay *aly
P kOYE ) ghe B o her own ax it h M She ol
ok A \\\ulxl\'\ )\ © VRS poin ¢ Saw
< (e (W wite one of my babies. You's 0 ey
ol aWhy V¢ 11 © et N
Lt out andd touehed him on the shog g o
a renchied ey
A Ghe Rk biten B and s + Thery
il $\ . SHIY
il ok cpun do \ R
I\ g W lhest 1 hen Jhe put his pun fown on the Rround gng
' ¥ W
h the S to elean thew ;
o : Aol
s ant eturned trom the woods ang

(L hiv R Pabby Le Stood ey
. own ot the wt wdmother who halt sac and )y I

! \
with het lops

udless sky
[he Mishit’s eyes were redsrimmed and

crossed under her like a childy o 1
W her |
¢ the el

L \
“Take het oft wnd thow her where you thown

Without h

sl ooKIng:

e sy pleking
talken wasntshe

ofense

othersy
a5lio was i

l\(|u' cat that was rubbing teselt ngainse b

1) Bobby Lee said, sliding down the

with Lyodel
S5he would
omebody thete ta s
iSome fun!™ Robby Lee sld

Shut upy Bobby Lee," The

| of been
oot her every minute of her lite

Misfie said: “It's no real pleasure b

Juan Rulfo
1ol Them Not to Kill Me!
Translated by Han Stavans

Bom in the voral Mexican state of Jalisco, Juan Rulfo
(1917-1986) experienced war fivsthand. From 1926
101929, western Mexico wunderwent a backlash to the
Mexican Revolution, known as the Cristero Rebellion
During the violence, Rulfo’s father was assassinated
lx]‘\l‘[, [’:::";]‘II‘;:)I::.\’K."(l;]‘.:ll:’!"‘f”,'w“” attack. Rulfo's uncles
e o, m.:m ;m\‘,;“ uul,“;ml the boy was sent to
it \"hp‘” j:‘. e mln ater to various board
attend the llnn'vr\u‘v i i Rulfo aspired to
[ .\.“1‘(rluululu;nm. but the col
e to strikes, so he moved to Mexico

Clty, atte i
Y attended literary lecture:

QAN 10 \rige s, traveled widely, and

S
Rudfo produced only two books during

L ) L BAMAY -y
| y (hert it voteeyr ML had of o N OP 0

ood woman," The Mishe said, it it had beey

\Ce

itel

Juan Rulio





image2.jpeg
tonding
Jior Rea
! & » Stories for Furt
350 Chaptor 8§

nl/llu'mm? mid-centyy L
Jated as The Burning Pl
I the violence of the N, !

1055), was masyiyly

oSt
1 as one f ’Ih; frans
n.A] ol 1953;
e
1 . ’
0 t)uru“l"
| Pedro
wvel,
‘I”””’[ i yealism
I opulated b 8 I Lit
he Nationa
¢ 1983, For more than two

yet he is yememb
El Llano et
short storie

his lifetime,
American authors
1967) is a collection of
His ambitiotss
uthors ¢/ %
1 town [X

Rulfo won

Paramo (

Jorge Luis Borges consideye |y )

o
me of the preates ol
countryside , Kol
1 merging ¢
fluential for emerg

h portrays ¢

erature Prize in 97 !
Paramo, whit

ey |
1 o s m
langudS™. " figerature »in Mexico Clity, |,
literature in "”‘\ wurias Price il ,[ Indigenous [SAEUBITHOE i
incipe de ASTIE L0 o al Indig
the Principe d¢ for the N&
v editor ht
served as a , sixty-eig
meer at age y y Al ther
Jung canc Justino! Go on, go and tell the n'!h.u Fox
o kill me, lo it out of pity
“ell chem NOCTE B0 Tell them to not ¢ ; |
‘L Just tell them that. sver there who doesn't want to hegy iny
s sake. ento «
pity’s & a sange

o can't. Theres I
" ¥ ve bee ol
chingabout \ml.! Find a way and tell him I've been frig)
isten. U
“Make him

¢ "L;‘i.\.\.ll\k‘vu ! : .
enough. Tell lvmln lnf ‘.:\‘rlnnu BN ith Being frishteheds [ ook .
It doesn’t have ¢

IK¢
tw 10 back ther
And [ don’t want to 20 bi
¥ y going to LX”\UII, 1
{hL‘\ e l(“l”\ gomg

Mened

D « more time. Just one more tme, to see w hat \t"{\ i do,”
.:'(""“m' m.‘r l\vc’ like going. If I do that, they'll know 'y youy son
And, ;‘I‘ Lfl: r‘::‘rhcm that ‘much, in the end they'll know w i‘n | un”‘m.J
r’hm Il end up shooting me as well. Better to leave things as they e
“Come on, Justino. Tell them to have a little pity on 5

them that.”

Just tell

Justino clenched his teeth and shook his heac saying
. 0%y
Fora long time he continued shaking his head.
“Tell the sargento to let you see the coronel. And tell
I'am. How I'm not worth very much. Wh;
Nothing. After all, he must
of his blessed soul.”
J Justino got up from the
walked toward the
“Okay, I'll go.
and children?”
"Pm\'idcncc, Justino.
minute and
itll take,”

him how old

1t will he gain | killing me?

have a soul. Tell him to do it for the salvation

pile of rocks on whi
corral gate. Then he turned
But if they shoot me

ch he was sitting and
around and said:
) t00, who!

| take care of my wife

Providence wil take

care of them. Just take a
and see wh

20 /€] Sre )

80 over there atyou can do for me. That's what
They hag broy I e
reak. And now: the morning Wi

tied to a post, waiting, He couldn'tsit
a while 50 he w,

ould calm down, but sleep
ger had fled, o5 well

. He didn't feel like doing

[
[t
fro

He

Jya
oW

i
It

alor
his ¢
that
st
orde
agait
agair
that
1o tay

ture g
A

4]

selves

I
I was g
the jy
out of
Wouyl

\ln
Came
‘alo (e

]Hn-lcl;\

15 “Il’cu\

s





image3.jpeg
Juan Rulfo

anything. Just staying alive. Now that he knew for sure he was going to be
killed, he had been overwhelmed by such an intense desire to live, as only
aman who had recently been resuscitated can be.

Who would have thought that that old business would come back
to haunt him, so rancid, so deeply buried, he had always thought. That
business of when he had to kill Don Lupe. No, not just like that, as those
from Alima wanted him to ac mit, but because he had his own reasons.
He remembered:

Don Lupe Terreros, owner of Puerta de Piedra, and his compadre to
boot. Whom he, Juvencio Nava, had to kill for one reason; for being the
owner of Puerta de Piedra and who, in spite of being his compadre, had
refused pasture to his animals.

At first, he did nulhin_u out of &|11|y. But then, when the t]l‘l)ll)jl][ came
along, when he saw how one after another of his animals died of hunger and

his compadre Don Lupe still refused to let them have the grass in his ficlds,
that’s when he broke the fence and drove his herd of skinny animals to the
pasture so they could eat their fill. And Don Lupe hadn't liked that, and he
ordered the fence mended so he, Juvencio Nava, had to break open a hole
again. In that way, by day the hole was mended and by night it was opened
again, while the stock stayed there, always near the fence, always waiting;
that stock of his that before had only smelled the grass without being able
to taste it.

And he and Don Lupe argued and argued without ever reaching an
agreement.

Until one time Don Lupe said to him:

“Look, Juvencio, if you put one more of your animals in my pas-
ture again, I'll kill it.”

And he answered:

“Look, Don Lupe, it's not my fault that the animals fend for them-
selves. They're innocent. You kill them and we'll see what happens.”

“And he killed one of my yearlings.

“This happened thirty-five years ago, around March, because in April
I was already in the mountains, fleeing the warrant. The ten cows I gave
the judge did me no good, nor did the bond I paid on my house to get
out of jail. And they still paid themselves out of what was left so they
wouldn’t keep after me, but they kept after me all the same. That's why
I came to live with my son on this other little piece of land I had named
Palo de Venado. And my son grew up and married my daughter-in-law
Ignacia and has already had eight children. In other words, that busihess
is already old and should have been forgotten by now. But it’s clear it
hasn’t heen.

“I figured that with about a hundred pesos everything would be fire
The late Don Lupe left only a wife and two little hoys, who were still ()n‘
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He walked with the men in silence
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last, almost knowing it would be his last.
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For along time he
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Then, as if trying to say something, he woulc

look at the men next to
him. He was going to tell them toset him free, 1o

et him go: 41 haven’t hust

" y but he said nothing, “pit
tell them a bit later,” he thought. He would only look at them, He could

almost imagine they were his friends; but he didn’t want to do that. They
weren't. He didn’t know who they were: He would watch them leaning o the
side and bending down from time to time to see where the road was leading.

He had seen them for the first time in the gray of the evening, in
that dusky hour when everything looks scorched. They had crossed the
furrows stepping on tender young corn. That’s why he had come down: to
tell them the corn was just beginning to grow there. But they didn’t stop

He had seen them in time. He had always been lucky to see every-
thing in time. He could have hidden, walking a few hours in the hills
until they left and he could go back down. After all, there was no way the
corn crop would come to anything anyway. It was already past the time for

anyone, muchachos,” he was about to say to them

rain, but no rain had'come and the corn was beginning to wither. Soon it
would all be dry.

So it wasn't even worth ‘having come down; having put himself
among those men as if in a hole, never to get out again.

And now he was right next to them, suppressing the desive to tell
them to let him go. He couldn’t see their faces; he could onlysee shapes
closing in and then moving away from him. So when he actually began to
talk, he didn’t know if they had heard him. He said:

“Pye never hurt anybody,” is what he said. But nothing changed. Not
one of the shapes appeared to pay attention. The faces/didn’t turn around
to look at him. They remained the same, as if they were asleep.

Then he thought he had nothing more to say, that he needed to seek
hope somewhere else: He again dropped his arms and went by the first
houses in the village in the middle of those four men obscured by the
black color of night.

“Mi coronel, here’s the man.”

They had stopped: hefore the opening of the doorway. With'his hat
in his hand out of respect, he waited for someone to come out. But only
the voice came out:
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