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INTRODUCTION

Ll Periguillo Sarniento is Spanish America’s first novel and the foundational liter-
arv work of Mexico, a self-portrait of the colony of Nueva Fspaia (New Spain) in
its struggle to become an independent nation. The Periquilio is a book read as part
of their natienal education by Mexican schoolehildren, who, much like voung
readers of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer or The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
in the United States, can appreciate this stony of a son’s disobedience, trials, and
errors, for its slapstick humor. Adults who reread the novel as experienced readers
find in it much more than a comic tale; behind the humeor in the son’s wavward
growth into manhood, they read a thoughtful mquiny into Amencan identity,
from the time when their ancestors (and ours) were wresting the Americas from
European control.!

José Joaquin Ferndndez de Lizardi published the Periquillo in Mexico in 1816,
a time when his conntry was in the midst of war. Battles for independence from
Spain were raging all over the vast portion of the western hemisphere that Spain
had colonized; in Mexico, the rebellion had Begun in 1810 with Father Miguel
Hidalgo's rallying of his Indian parishioners in the small town of Dolores to the
ery of “Long live independence! Long live America! Death to bad government!”
The Mexican countryside was torn by fighting; in Mexican cities, factional
hatreds divided the population—and divided lovaltics cansed anguish in many
indwiduals—until the final, disillusioned negotiations secured Mexico’s inde-
pendence in 1821,

The publication of the Perigquillo in the midst of this political chaos and the
ensuing economic stringency is surprising. Why would Mexicans have wanted
to buy Lizardi’s novel when food and other essentials were more pressing needs?
Why would a novel, generally thought to be just entertainment, have appealed
to them when realife concerns seemed more deserving of attention? How
could they even have found the private time to read? Answers to these questions
help us to understand the role the novel played at the moment (and perhaps
plavs tadav) in Spanish America. Writing the novel required that Lizardi reex-
amine the colenizer’s language; reading the novel was an act of liberation.
Mexicans needed lo disassociate from traditional Titerary forms, to question colo-
nial paternalistic metaphors of governance, to see themselves in ways other than
those their colonizers dictated. Reading this homegrown novel, Mexicans could
now view the world around them henestly; if official literature had always
depicted them before as obedient subjects, now they were disorderly and disrep-
utable. In Lizardi’s novel they did not speak proper Castilian. Many readers,
shocked by the ugliness of Lizardi's representation of colonial Mexico, would
have set the novel aside from time to time in order to consider whether his repel-
lent worldview accurately reflected reality. They would have resumed reading

I For background and decumentation for most of my assertions in this essay, see mv Lizardi and
the Birth of the Novel in Spamish America (2001).
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only after reassuring themselves that they agreed with his judgment of Mexican
socicty and appreciated that Mexico could only be improved through such hon-
est confrontation of that realitv. Lizardi's fresh and daring use of language foreed
lis readers to break away from the kind of abedient reading they had learned
from the catechism, to leave behind the stupefving, unquestioning attitude
toward the printed word that admiration for Barogque poetry had induced in
them. The frequent pauses that punctuated their reading afforded them the
apportunity to think eritically about their world and their habitual vse of lan-
guage. Thus, the novel taught them a whele new way of seeing and thinking.

In the first decades of the 19th century, Mexicans of the upper social strata
spoke and wrote in Spanish (a few could also communicate in Latin) with a
refined and Europeanized Spanish lexicon. Through the centuries of colonial
rule, religious literature such as sermons, theological treatises, and devotional
works were the prevalent forms of literature in Mexico; the most commaon seeu-
lar literary form was poctry, including epics, adulatory pacans, and witty plavs on
language addressed 1o an inner circle of soplusticated readers. Although 161h-
century Spain had given birth to the novel, the Spanish rulers of the empire tried
to prohibit its exportation to the American colonies. Inquisition officials feared
that the novel’s imaginative leaps of fiction would affect colonists” weaker minds.
Despite these strictures, many novels managed to slip through customs.” But if
Spanish officials conld not keep novels from reaching the Americas, they could
al least quash the efforts of Spanish Americans to write novels for their own local
readerships. ‘The only home-produced narratives that Americans read during the
three centuries of colonial rule were the officially penmitted forms: histories,
diarics with story threads, and essavs with a progressive development. Still, anoth-
er factor inhibited the production of novels in both Spain and the Americas in
this time. In 1713, the French Bourbon line replaced the ruling Hapshburg
dynasty of Spain, and with the new royal court came the French neoclassical
preference for “true” stories over the novel, with its suspect inventions. Spanish
writers of the 18th century left behind their countnys healthy novelistic tradition
and disguised their fictions by labeling them dreams, reveries, biographices, con-
fessions, histories, letters, diaries, lives, and so on.?

Thus, the Periguillo was a breakthrough on at least two accounts, With it,
Lizardi broke a long-standing prohibition imposed by Inquisition authorities on
American authors; on top of this, his fiction flew in the face of 18th-century taste.
He was quite aware that he was doing something entirely new. He once wrote
that his novel had “an undeniable particalarity, and it is that of being the only
romance-tvpe work proper to the country that has been written in its ¢lass by an

2 See Inving Leonard's Books of the Brave (1949), Introduction by Rolena Adomo (Berkeley:
University of Califorma Press, 1992).

3 AMuch of this decumentation is only available in Spanish. Excellent survess, however, of litera-
ture of Spamn i the 17005 are the volume on the 15th century by Nigel Clendinning i the series, A
Literary History of Spain {London and New York: Benn and Bames and Noble, 1972); Richard Herr's
The Eighteenth Century Revolution in Spain (Princcton: Princeton University Press, 1958); and
Jefferson Rea Spell’s Roussean in the Spanisi: World Before 1833: A Study i Franco-Spanish Literary
Relations (New York: Octagon, 1938, 1969),
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American in 300 vears” Though he used the word “romance” to deseribe the
Periguillo on this occasion, Lizardi usually insisted that it be read as a true histo-
rv; he hesitated to refer to it as a novel because of the genre's forbidden, unreal
character. He was clear about the date of the novel’s writing— 1813, in the midst
of a bloody cwil war. And, insisting on the novel's veracity, he repeated that there
were many Periquillos in Mexico, whose fall from deceney to degradation repre-
sented a common pattern in that social class of eriollos {persons born in Mexico
to Spanish parents, who were often denied aceess to privilege and thus lived with
a Spanish name but little monev). On the other hand, he compared it time and
again to Miguel de Cenvantes™ Don Quijote (1605, 1615), and even remarked
that it was being called “el Quijote de Ja América.” In this way he set his novel
alongside that prestigious book, which by the carly 1800s was well on its way to
becoming Spain’s national classic.

Critics have proposed many maodels for this first Mexican novel. Lizardi him-
self cited the Quijote as s source of inspiration. Other praposed sources include
the Spanish picaresque novel:® the satiric tradition represented by Diego de Torres
Villarroel (1693-1770), the author of the book's epigraph: and Fray Gerundio
[1758), a fictionalized critique of poorly educated clergy by the Spanish Jesuit
Francisco de la Isla (1703-1781). English, French, and underground Spanish
novels were also reaching Mexico in the carly 1800s, despite the efforts of the
Inquisition, and were written about in publications that Lizardi is known to have
read. New editions of Spanish American histories by Bernal Diaz del Castillo® and
others were being published; excerpts of more recent histories were appearing in
the periadical press; and Lizandi was familiar with Mexico's earlier belle-lettristic
tradition, represented by Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz” and her contemporary Carlos
de Sigiienza v Géngora.® All of these and more may have provided Lizardi with
literary models, What matters imost, however, is his originality, In writing the first
Mexican novel, he drew together many written and oral varieties of language, cre-
ating a picture of contemporary Mexico that later erities called “realistic™; and he
broadened the category of literature by addressing his work to readers of both
sexes and of all sacial strata and levels of education. Mexican authors who were
to follow Lizardi took full advantage of the new readership that e forged.

* Miguel de Cenvantes (1547-1616) published his famous work in twe parts— 1605 and 1615,

5 The picaresque, thought to have begun with the publication in 1554 of the anommous Lazarillo
de Tonnes, concentrated attention on the dirty warld of the Jower classes in contrast to the pretty,
upper<lass world that was portraved in the romances. Spain's Golden Age (1550-1650) alsa pro-
duced two other mmportant prearesque novels to which Lizardi's work was compared: Mateo'
Alemidn’s Guzmdn de Alfarache {1539) and Francisco de Quevedo’s BN buscon {1626). For Lizardi’s
relation to the picaresque, see my introduetion to Hackett Publishing’s unabridged edition of David
Frve's translation of the Periquilio

& Diaz del Castillo, a soldier who aceompanied Herndn Cortés on the military mission to conquer
Mexico in 1519, wrote his Histaria verdadens de la conquiste de la Nueva Espaiia. [t was published
n Madnd in 1796,

7 Sor [uana Inés de La Cruz (1651-1695), a nun, savant, and poet,

5 Carlos de Sigitenza v Géngora {1645-1700), a scientist, collector of pre-Columbian decuments,
and writer
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The Periguillo was an immediate hit. The Mexico City printing house of
Alejandro Valdés printed it at a rate of two chapters a week, on Tuesdays and
Thursdays, beginning in February of 1816, Fach volume of the three volumes
published during Lizardi's lifetime cost subscribers four pesos; those persans liv-
ing outside Mexico City paid four and a half pesos. It is estimated that 500 copies
were printed in this fisst edition, but numbers do not tell the whole story. There
is evidence from newspapers and pamphlets of the period that those copies cireu-
lated among many reacders, and that learned persons (such as priests) read the
story alond to many others.

Because its paper fascicles came out in installinents, it was strikingly different
in appearance from the leather-bound books of the time. It was a new product,
midway between highbrow literature and the preliferating ephemera of newspa-
pers, pamphlets, handbills, fliers, and posters. Newspapers talked about Lizaxdi's
protagonist as if he were real. Readers were amused by the book’s humor; but the
tale of a cniollo vouth, set against the backdrop of a Mexico whose ugliness they
recognized as their own, also shocked some. One reader complained that no per-
son of high rank appeared in the novel to relieve its portrayal of low life — Lizardi
responded that Mexico had no kings, and that, logically, Periquillo would not
have associated with them in any case. Others were most offended by Lizardi's
deviations from literary norms and castigated him for validating as literary the lan-
guages whese sounds they associated with the flow of the gutter.

Lizardi did not start ont as a novelist. Born in 1776 ta criollo parents (his father
was a doctor though the family seems to have been borderline-poor), he was fair-
Iy well educated according o the standards of the day. Like the hero of the
Periquillo—whose education Lizardi mocks—he attended several private schools
in Mexico City. He ended a bvoyear college program when his father died. He
then disappeared from view for almost eight years, which leads his biographers to
think that in those vears he drifted and experienced the low life that he chronicles
in his novels, When Lizardi’s name does surface in the records of the period, it is
as a poel; in 1808 one of his poems appeared in Diano de México. That newspa-
per continued to publish his poetry until 1813 when a more skilled poet severely
eriticized him. At that point, Lizardi turned increasingly to the political journal-
ism that would occupy him until his death, of tubereulaosis, in 1827.%

In his own name and under his pen name, “El Pensador Mexicano,” he wrote
almost 300 pamphlets and wrote and published almost a dozen newspapers (sev-
eral of which had runs ever two and three vears). He also wiote plays, fables, and
two other forms of literature that seem strange to us today — almanacs and a literary
last will and testament. After the Periguillo was published, Lizardi wrote three
ather novels—La Quijotita v su priena (1818, 1819, Noches tristes v dia alegre
(1818, 1819}, and Den Catrin de la Fachenda {written probably in 1819 but not
published until 1831). It has been suggested that Lizardi adopted the novel form

7 The best account of Lizardi's life is by Spell
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only because he wanted to disguise his political beliefs from Spanish censors; after
all, the publication of political pamphlets was impossible during wartime condi-
tions. Lizardi was cager to test out his ideas ina longer work and he was also fran-
tic ta carn a living. Econemic need, however, does not completely explain the
arbistry and the ambibion of the novels.

Throughout his life Lizardi questioned — and challenged —the standards of his
dav. When he was a boy, his father turmed him in to the Inguisition for possession
of a deck of cards that had lewd meanings. His education conformed to no recog-
nized pattern for a decent young man; after he left college he apparently educat-
ed himself through his scattered reading, Later, on several occasions, he ran afoul
of the Inquisition and the Holv Office’s later incaration as ecclesiastical author-
ity In 18221523 he was excommunicated for writing a pamphlet that was under-
stood to defend Freemasonny.

Some accused him of deliberately flouting traditional values in order to shock
lis public; of dwelling on low Life and sensationally incorparating volgar lan-
guage into his narrative so as to sell lis work, Mast of his readers in this period
of palitical disorder and moral uncertainty, seem to have understoed that Lizardi
was trying to be helpful by dramatizing in his fiction what happened when per-
sons flaunted traditional values. Spanish colonialism had taught religions faith,
respect for autherity, and obedience. By defving authority, then, the Mexican
insurgents were eriminals. To justify their disobedience and assuage their guilt
Mexicans had to reconstruct the paternalistic myth that had kept them depend-
ent for many vears, rewrite that metaphor as an adolescent coming of age, and
findl a basis for unity in the new Mexican family. Revolution meant going against
tather hgures (the Spanish monarch, the Pope and priestly counsels); republi-
canisin meant accepting new French ideas that had led in France to the terror
of Robespierre; new forms of commerce meant siding with Protestant England
and aceepting a capitalistic ethic that seemed selfish. This trial-and-error search,
which the youth makes on the road to adulthood, seems to have been enacted in
Lizardi’s own life as he progressed from vonthiul abandon to a carcful regard for
the anthoritarianism of patemalistic structures ta a ceriticism of these structures
and arguments for independence.

This stery, then, is at the heart of the Periguillo. Pedro Sarmiento, born to hon-
orable parents who, however, are poor, receives a basic education. When his
father dies, Pedro is foreed into the world to seck his own fortune. Now called
Periquillo Sarniento (a name with which his classmates baptized him, distorting
lis real name and making fun of his dress and mangy appearance), he begins
another life.!” Because his colonial education has not prepared him 1o eam a liv-
ing and he has squandered the little money his father did leave the family, he
turns to deceit and erime. He abuses friends” generosity; he gambles; he fakes
competence as a doctor and a judge, injuring innocent people; he ends up in jail

1 =Periquillo” ridicules “Pedro™ and is a diminutive of perico {4 small partot, or parakeet).
Inquisition records where the bird is mentioned reveal that the perico was often associated with free
speech, blasphemy, and lasciviousness (in English, “A hitle bard told me"). “Sarmiento,” based on

sarna (mange or bodily filth), defiles his surmame "Sarmiento.”
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and is banished to Manila. Although he seems to have been rehabilitated there,
on his retumn to Mexico he continues his emring ways. He joins a band of high-
wavimen and, with them, almost commits murder. At that moment, he repents.
In a quick wrap-up of the novel, readers see him restored to respectability as a
paterfamilias who recounts his vouthful mistakes to his children (his readers) and
counsels that they learn from his missteps and misfortunes so as to aveid making
the same mistakes. The Periquillo teaches a new kind of education—one based
not on blind acceptance of European wisdom but instead on the lessons of
American experience.

The novel takes place mainly in Mexico City and nearby towns. The text’s
streets and place names are ones Mexican readers would have recognized. When,
it the last part of the novel, Periguillo goes to the Philippines, his travel there may
or may not have been imagined; one scholar believes that the author himself may
have traveled to that distant part of the Spanish empire.’’ However, the deserip-
tion of life on a Pacific island, where Periquillo is shipwrecked on his way home,
is clearly fictitious. The portraval of Utopian life there was meant to be an ironic
satire of conditions in Mexico; the island'’s civil order according to a system of law
mocked the disorder rampant then in Mexico.

The book’s language reproduces the unique turns-of-phrase that Mexicans
used at that moment. The collage includes substandard forms that the poetry and
theater of the period had never used and may have seemed like a foreign langunage
to respectable readers: Indian speech, gambling slang, eriminal lingo vsed 1o
dupe innocent people and conceal the identities of the perpetrators and their
actions. Lizarci also intraduced the discourses newly arrived in Mexico, which
amateurs were trving to learn and sometimes imitated badly: scientific and legal
terminology, the didacticisim of the new secular histories, French forms of cour-
tesy, ete, And, inan age that was leaving Latin behind as a learned language, he
mocked the pretensions of partially educated persons te a higher status in their
use of broken Latin (in the novel his targets are physicians, but Lizardi's readers
also would have understood members of the clergy who mouthed Latin without
knowing what they were saving).

The Periguille was wildly popular throughout the 19th century. After the initial
publication in 1816, editions appeared in 1823, 1830-1831, 1842 {two printings),
1865, 1854 (two printings), 1896, 1897, 1903, 1908, and 1909. That record attests
to the extensive circulation of the novel. Additionally, the fact that cheap
almanacs printed extracts of Lizardi's novels, that later novelists mentioned him,
that newspapers were titled with Lizardi's name, and that the printmaker, José
Guadalupe Posada, quoted him and illustrated some of his characters shows that
Lizardi lived on in the Mexican imagination. The populace (many of whom were
illiterate and only heard of him through oral sources} appreciated that Lizardi told

1 Fdgar C. Knowlton, r., “China and the Philippines in Ef Periguillo Sarmento, Hispanic Review
31 {1963): 336347,
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their truths and wrote in the same language they spoke; some sector of the elite
class (which proclaimed a popular ideology, in some cases in opposition to the
party in power) valued his satire.!?

Beginning in 1910, however, Mexico’s literati and intellectuals began to
diminish the importance of Lizardi’s work. They substituted the novels of the
Revolution of 1910, in which heroes such as Pancho Villa figured, for what they
called the erudeness of Lizardi’s earlier work. Nevertheless, beginning in 1940,
Agustin Yifnez began its rchabilitation when he argned that the Periguillo
expressed something of the Mexican character in the same way that the gaucho
poem, Martin Fierro, revealed the Argentine national character. Following the
lead of social psychologists like Samuel Ramos who had attempted to define a
national ethos, Ydiiez saw the novel’s main character as pelado, a word that means
“peeled” or “plucked.” Yénes thought that larger social forees acted upon the
Mexican, regardless of social class. The Mexican personality, then, was only reac-
tive: individuals did not control their own lives or inibiate plans of action. The
Periguillo svmbolized Mexico's history of victimization; when one class imposed
its will on another and when the whole country was controlled by other, more
powerful countries.!?

The Periquillo’s life in the English speaking world has been full of ups and
downs. The first translation appeared in 1942 when a vogue for all things
Mexican was sweeping through the United States.™ Katherine Anne Porter took
the translation of her then husband, Eugene Pressly, and edited it for publication
by Doubleday Doran as The liching Parrot. Correspondence with her publisher
and others reveals that economics foreed her to drastically cut the text.)s In 1952,
an abbreviated student edition in Spanish, edited by Erwin K. Mapes and Frances
M. Lopez-Marillas, was published by Appleton, Century, Crofts.

This translation, wonderfully done by David Fryve and entitled The Marigy
Parrol, promises a new life for the classic work, The Mexican story of adolescence
and rebellion from parental control will benefit several groups of readers: the
voung who will langh at the fanny episodes and identife with Periquillo’s confu-
sion as to how to start out on a new life; parents who will see in the story their
own mistakes; Literary eritics who will apprectate that the novel’s track in a neigh-
boring country reveals again the genre’s associations with history and politics;
and scholars of American history who will understand Lizardi’s attempt to novel-
ize the uncertaintics that confronted a generation of revolutionaries thronghout

12 For a fuller discussion, see my discussion of satire in the introduction to the complete Hackett
Publishing edition of The Mangy Parrot

B3 Agustin Yinier (1904-1980), who was minister of education, was 2 prolific essayist and novelist.
His thesis is developed in his collection of Lizardi's writings, called EI Penvador Mexicane (Mexico:
UNAM, 1962, 3rd ed.), Samuel Ramos (1897-1939) exerted considerable influence on Mexican
analusts with his Prafife of Man and Cultere in Mexico, translated by Peter G, Earle with an intro-
duction by Thomas B. Irving (Austin: University of Texas Press, 1973). Octavio Paz's study of the
Mexican character in The Labyrinth of Sohitude {1930) owes much to Ramos.

1% James Oles, Sauth of the Border: Mexico in the Amenican Imagination, 1914-1947 (Washington,
London: Smithsoman Inskitution, [993).

5 Her papers are held at the Universte of Manvland.
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the Americas. In the last part of the 18th century and the first decades of the
19th, both Anglo America and Spanish America faced similar problems of decol-
onization. Independence pleased many, but others, as the new nations advanced
into a postcolonial fature, were dismayved that it apparently required rejection of
colomalism’s good and vseful lessens. Lizardi shows that independence brought
confusion as it forced Mexico to acknowledge its crime against the father; it sep-
arated Mexico from its parent, Furope. [t plunged devout Mexicans, whose faith
was connected to beliel in a king's supremacy, into a spiritual dilemma where the
new humanisim did not seem to be of much comfort. Thus, behind what seems
to be enly a rogue’s story is a valuable dramatization for US. readers of complex-
ities relative to our own nation’s entry into modernity and experience with self-
government.
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CHAPTER 1

PI'ZRIQUIL[.O BEGINS BY WRITING WHY HE HAS LEFT THESE
NOTEBOOKS TO HIS CHILDREN] HE DESCRIBES HIS PARENTS, HIS
COUNTRY, HIS BIRTH, AND OTHER CHILDHOOD INCIDENTS

Flat on oy back for many months now, struggling against both illness and doe-
tors, and waiting with resignation for the day when, in accordance with the plans
of Divine Providence, vou will have to close my eves, dear children, T have
thought to write down the not nncommon events of my lite, so that you will
beware of and gnard against the many perils that may befall and even harm a man
in the course of his days.

It is my hope that, by reading this, you will learn to avoid many of the mistakes
vou will fine admitted here by myself and others, and, forewarned by my exam-
ple, that vou will escape the suffering | have endured through my own fault. Be
satisfied that it is better to learn from another’s disappointments than to feel them
falling on vour own head.

foo.dd

My children, after my death, vou will read these seribblings for the fisst time.
Dircct then vour prayers for me to the throne of all merey; let my mad acts be a
lesson to vou; never let yourselves be seduced by the falsity of men; learn the max-
ims Lam teaching vou, remembering that earned them myselfat the cost of hard
experience; never praise my work, for [ have undertaken most of it with the aim
of improving vou; and, when vou have absorhed these wamnings, begin to read.

My Country, Parents, Birth, and Early Education

I was born in the city of Mexico, the capital of North America, in New Spain.!
Never could my mounth sing sufficient praise in honor of my dear country; but
since it is ming, such praise would be ever suspect. Those who live there, and the
foreigners who have seen it, can give maore believable panegyrics, for they are not
constrained by partiality, whose magnilving lens can at times hide defects while
enlarging the advantages of a country, even to those bom there. Leaving, there-
fore, the deseription of Mexico to impartial observers, Twill say: Twas born in this
rich and prosperous city between 1771 and 1773, to parents who were neither
wealthy nor mired in poverty; wha were pure of blood, a purity that gleamed and
was better known for their virtuous behavior.2 Oh, il only children would always
follow their parents” good examples!

T *Menico” always refers here to Mexico City. What we now ¢all the country of Mexico was still the
Spanish colony of New Spain; it gained independence five vears after the novel was wiitten, <17,

2 [Pure of blood {de Timpia sargre): this phrase was applied in colonial Spanish kaw to “0ld
Chnstian” families—that is, to thase with no Jewish, Arabic, or Afncan ancestry. <17,

1 Copyrighted material

[

José Joaguin Ferndndez de Lizardi

After 1 was bom, following the baths and ether necessities of the hour, my
aunts and grandmothers and other old-fashioned ladies wanted to bind my hands
and wrap me up as tight as a bottle-rocket. They argned that if they were to leave
wy hands unbound, I wonld Dikely frighten myself; they said [ would grow up to
be free with my fists; and finally — this was their weightiest, most incontrovertible
argument —they said that this was how they had been raised, and was therefore
the best and the safest way to follow, and that no one should think of argning
against them, because old folks are wiser than the people of today, and since they
had bound their own children’s hands, their example had to be followed blindly.

They then drew from a basket a length of ribbon that they called an amulet
sash, adomed with deer'seye seeds, hand charms made of jet, crocodile teeth, and
other such trinkets, so as to dress me up with these relics of superstitions pagan-
ist on the same day that had been set aside for my godparents to profess, on my
behalf, my faith in the holy religion of Christ.

Lord help me, how my father had to fight against the old ladies” prejudices! He
wasted so much saliva convineing them that it was a pemicious and absurd flight
of fancy to bind and tie the hands of babies! And he had to work so hard to per-
suade these sweet foolish women that jet, bone, stone, and other suchlike and
unlike amulets have no power whatsoever against wind-sickness, anger, evil eve,
and similar claptrap!

His Honaor told me this story many times, along with how he eventually trie
umphed over them all, so that, Tike it or not, they refrained from imprisoning me,
and merely decked me out with a rosary, a holy cross, a reliquary, and the four
Gospels; and then, he tried to baptize me.

My parents had already found me god parents whao were far from poor, and were
naively convineed that this couple would take care of e in case | were orphaned.

My poor old folks had less knowledge of the world than | have acquired mysell,
for in my long experience, the majority of godparents know nothing of the obliga-
tions they are taking on toward their godehildren, so that they think themselves
grand to give them half a real when they see them; and if the childrens parents
dic, they think of them as seldom as if they had never met. True enongh, there are
godparents who fulfill their ehhigations to the letter, and even surpass their gadehil-
dren’s parents in giving them shelter and education. Praised be such godparents!

As it happened, my own godparents, rich as they were, did me as much good
as if I had never seen then; as good a reason as any for me never to think of them
again. Indeed, thev were so miserly, indelent, and stupid that, given how little 1
ever owed them from infancy onward, vou might have thought my parents had
picked them from the most wretched poorhouse i town. 1 abhor such godpar-
ents; even more, [ ablior those parents who “do business with the sacrament of
baptism™ by not searching out virtuous and henorable godparents, going rather
after the rich or well connected, whether in the erude hope that they will get
some trifle from them, ar becanse they are foolishly convineed that perhaps, due
to some unforeseen contingency in the public order or disorder, they will be use-
ful to their children after their deaths, Pardon me, dear offspring, for these digres-
sions, which spill naturally from my pen and will do so more often than you might
like in the course of this work.
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They did baptize me in the end, giving me the name of Pedro, followed (as is
the custom) by my father’s sumname, which was Sarmiento.

My mother was beantitul, and my father loved her to distraction; becanse of
this, together with the argoments of my disereet aunts, it was unanimously decid-
ed that | be given a wel nurse, or chichigua as we say here.

Dear children! If you ever get married and have children of vour own, never
leave them to the mercenary care of that class of people. In the fisst place, they
are slovenly as a rule, and the moment their attention wanders, they are likely to
cause the children to get sick; since they don’t love them but only feed them out
of monetary interest, they take no care to avoid getting angry or eating a thousand
things that damage their health, and consequently that of the infants who are put
in their care; and they commit other harmful excesses, which I refrain from
recounting in respect of vour modesty. Second, it is a scandal against nature fora
rational mother to do what no ass, no cat, no dog, nor any female animal devoid
of reason would do.

L.

Not only did my parents manage to make e i1l tempered by their neglect,
they also made me sickly by their care. My wet nurses began to weaken my health,
and to make me proud, pretentions, and impertinent with their carelessness and
untidiness; my parents finished off the job with their excessive and misdirected
care and tendemess. For as soon as they had gotten me off the breast—which cost
more than a hittle trouble—they set about raising me to be pampered, delicate,
and lacking all direction or moderation.

Itis essential that vou know, my children (in case 1 have not told you so before)
that my father was a man of gowl judgment and not the least bit vulgar, and as
such, he always apposed my mother’s silly notions. But sometimes (not to say
most of the time) he would relent when he saw that she was growing distressed or
upset, and this is why my rearing swung between good and bad, to the detriment
not only of my moral education, but of my physical constitution as well.

All Thad to do was show a desire for something, and myv mother would put her-
self out to get it into iy hands, justly or unjustly. Lets say Twanted her rosary, her
sewing thimble, a picce of candy that some other child in the house was holding,
or anything of the sort; 1 had to get it that very instant, or else: for atherwise 1
would deafen the whole neighborhood with my sereams. And since they taught
me that they would give e anything | wanted to keep me from erving, 1 would
ery for whatever caught my eve, just to get it right away.

It some maidservant bothered me, my mother wounld have her punished in
arder to satisfv me; and this did nothing but teach me to be proud and vengeful,

They fed me whatever and whenever I wanted to eat, no matter the hour, with-
out any rule or order in the quality or quantity of my food; and with this pretty
method, within a few months they managed to make me diarrhetic, pothellied,
and pastyv-faced.

Apart fram this, Islept until ungodly hours: and when they got ine out of bed,
they would dress me from head to fool, wrapping me up like a tamale, so that (]
am told) I never got out of bed without my shoes on, and never left my musty
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little cormer without my head bound up. And more: although my parents were
poor, they were not so poor that they could not afford ittle glass windows in their
house; and since they had windows, 1 was never allowed to go out onto the bal-
conv or the passageway, except by some rare accident, and that only late in the
day. They skimped termibly on my baths, and when they did bathe me once ina
Blue moon, it was in a tightly closed room, and with steaming hot water,

Such was my carly physical education. What could possibly result from wor-
rving about so many things at the same time, other than raising me to be weak
and sicklv? Since they almost never offered me clean air, my bady never grew
accustomed to receiving its healthy impressions, so I would succumb to it at the
shightest lapse, and at the age of two or three | was constantly coming down with
colds and catarrhs, stunting my growth. Oh, mothers have no idea how much
harm they do their children by following these methods. They should accustom
their children to cating as little as possible, and give them foods that are casy to
digest, in line with the tender resilicnce of their stomachs. They should familiar-
ize them with fresh air and the outdoors; make them rise at a regular hour; have
them go barefoot and without scarves or wraps on their heads; dress them with-
out binding them up, so that their fluids can flow unhindered; allow them to play
whenever they want, and in the fresh air whenever possible, so that their little
mnscles can grow stronger and more agile; and finally, bathe them often, and in
cold water if possible, ar Tukewarm at most. [t is ncredible how much children
would benefit from this plan of living. All the knowledgeable doctors recom-
mend it; and in Mexico, we can now see it being practiced by many wealthy and
broad-minded gentlemen; and in the streets, we now see crowds of children of
bath sexes dressed quite simply, with their heads exposed and no more wrappings
an their legs than their little skirts or Joose tronsers. May God grant that this
method become widespread, so that all young children might grow into robust
adults who are therefore useful to society!

My poor, dear mother had one other silly notion: to fill my imagination with
monsters and bogeymen, which she vsed to intimidate me whenever she was
angrv and I refused to keep quict, go to sleep, or saomething of the sort. This cor-
rupt practice gave me a cowardly and effervinate spirit, so that even at the age of
eight or ten, I conldn't hear any Little noise at night without being frightened, nor
see any shadow, nor attend a funeral, nor enter a dark room, because evervthing
filled me with terror. Even though [ no longer believed in the bogeyman, I was
still convineed that the dead appeared to the living all the time, that demons
jumped out to scrateh us and squeeze our necks with their tails whenever they
felt Tike it, that there were shades that attacked us, that souls in torment wan-
dered aronund begging us to pray for them; and [ believed in other absurdities of
the sort more than in the articles of the faith. All thanks to a gaggle of old women
who, cither as maidservants or as visitars, endeavored to entertain the little boy
with their tales of ghosts, visions, and intelerable apparitions! Oh, how these old
women damaged me! What a harmful concept | formed of the divine, and what
an advantageous and respectable attitude toward the demons and the dead! If
vou should marry, my children never let vour own children become familiar
with these superstitious old women {may | see them burnt with all their frands
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and fairy tales in my lifetime). And do not permit them to share the society and
conversation of stupid people, who, far from teaching them anything useful, will
imbue them with a thousand errors and idiacies, which stick more tightly to our
imaginations than ticks; for children pick up idcas of good and bad with great
tenacity at their age, while, once they are adults, not even sage books and teach-
ers suffice to erase the impressions made by the first errors that nurtured their
spirits.

This is the reason why we see men, every day, whom we respect for their
authority or character, and in whom we recognize a fair amonnt of talent and
education, who we nevertheless find capriciously faithful to some ndiculons
superstition; and worse, they cluteh it more tightly than covetous Croesus did his
treasure. They tend thus to die embracing their antiquated ignorance: this being
rather natural, as Horace said: “The jar long retains the smell of the first fragrance
that imbued it when it was new.”

My father was, as | have said, a very judicions and verv pradent man; he was
always disturbed by these foolish stories; he was absolutely opposed to them; but
he Toved my mother to distraction, and his excessive love was why, not to cause
her grief, he suffered and tolerated, despite himself, almost all her extravagant
ileas and, without any bad intentions, allowed my mother and my aunts to con-
spire to harm me. And, God help me, how coddled and spoiled they made me!
What, deny me anything [ wanted, even if it was illicit for my age or harmful to
my health? Impossible. Scold me for my childish rudeness? Not a chance,
Restrain the first impulses of my passions? Never, Just the opposite: my vengeful
acts, my gluttony, my stubbornness, and all my foolishness were passed off as
amusing actions praper to my age, as if carly childhood were not the best age for
imprinting us with ideas of virtue and honor.

Evervone forgave my wavwardness and sanctioned my erude errors with that
ancient and too often-repeated chorus: “Leave him be; he's just a boy; it is natu-
ral at his age; he doesnt know what he is doing; how can he start where we fin-
ished?™ and so on. With this indulgence, my mother perverted ine even more and
my father had to vield to her inappropriate tenderness. How wrang men are to let
their wives overrale them, especially regarding the reaning and education of their
children!

Finally, this was how I lived in my home for my first six years in this world.
That is, [ lived like & mere animal, not knowing what [ should know, while leamn-
ing too much of what I was better off not leaming.

The time then came for me to leave the house for a short while; [ mean, they
sent me to school, and there Lagain managed not o learn what 1 needed to know,
while learning, as always, what 1 should never have known, and all because of my
mothers unthinking disposition; but the events of this era 1 will leave to the fol-
lowing chapter.
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CHAPTER 2

IN wHICH l)F.RlQllll.l.O WRITES OF HIS ENTRANCE INTO SCHOOL, THE
PROGRESS HE MADE THERE, AND OTHER MATTERS THAT WILL BE LEARNED
BY THOSE WHO READ THESE WORDS, HEAR THEM READ, OR ASK ABOUT THEM

My father sulked & bit, iy mother pouted, and | ranted and raved, cried and
sereamed; but nothing could make my father revoke his deeree. They marched
me off to school, whether I'liked it or not.

The teacher was quite the upright man, but he lacked the sufficient prerequi-
sites for the job. In the first place, he was poor, and had undertaken this profes-
sion merely out of necessity, without regard to his abilities or inclination; Tittle
wonder he was so upset and even ashamed of his fate. 1. .JOnee heard him say
in conversation, “Only my blasted poverty could have made me a schoolmaster. 1
have no life with all these damnable bovs —theyre so mischicvous, and so stupid!
Na matter how hard 1 look, 1 can’t find one good worker among them. Oh, drat
this Blasted jeb! On top of that, being a schoolteacher is the ultimate trick the
Devil can play on us!” So argued my good teacher, and by his words vou will ree-
ognize the innocence of his heart, his lack of talent, and the low opinion he had
formed of an occupation that is so neble and landable in itself; for teaching and
giving dircction to vouth isa calling of the highest dignity, which is why kings and
govermments have showered wise instructors with hoenors and privileges. But as
iy poor teacher was unaware of all this, little wonder he should form such a Tow
opinion of such an honorable profession.

In the second place, as 1have said, he did not have the right disposition or tem-
per for teaching. His heart was too sensitive; he loathed cansing anvone pain; and
this soft temperament caused him te be too indulgent with his students. It was
tare for lom to scold them harshly, and even rarer for lim to punish them, His
decrees left the rod and the ruler with little work to do; so the boys were in their
glory, and Tamong them, for we could do whatever we pleased with impunity.

You see, my children, although this man was good in himself, he was awhal as
a teacher and head of honsehold; for just as vou should noet hover over vaung chil-
dren all day with whip in hand Tike a prison warden, neither should vou case up
on them completely. I is fine if punishment is only employed every once ina
while, if it is moderate, if it does not look like vengeance, if it is proportionate to
the erime, and if it is only resorted to after every sweet and kind means of secking
reform has been tried; but if such means do not work, it is pertectly fine to use
harsher methods, depending en the child’s age, evil intent, and condition. ['do not
mean that parents and teachers should be tyrants, but neither should they pamper
and indulge their children or pupils. As Plato said, “children’s passions should not
always be restained with severity, nor should they be habitually petted and
caressed.”! Wisdom consists in finding the medium between these extremes.

1 Pthl, O Laws, hook VIIL
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Then again, my teacher lacked any of the talent needed for his job. At most
he could read and write well enough to understand and be understood, but not
well enough to teach. .. j He adorned his writing with perieds, commas, ques-
tion marks and other punctuation signs, but without any order, methad, or
knowledge; so some of his things came out so ridiculous that he would have been
better off not writing a single comma. ... .J He had a lovely image of the Virgin
of the Immaculate Conception, and at its foot he placed a quatrain that should
have read thus:

For af our heavenly Father

Was Mary the favored daughter:
Only she could be conceived
Without ariginal sin.

But the wretched man muddled his placement of punctuation marks from one
end to the other, as was his custom, and made a devil of 2 mess, for which he
wonld have deserved to be gagged if he had understood what he was doing,
becanse he wrote:

For of our heavenly Father,

Was Mary the favored danghter?
Only shie? Could be, conceived
Without: original sin.

You can see, children, how likely someonc is to write a thousand taolish things
if he Tacks training in orthography, and how important it is for vou not to neglect
this point with vour own children.

Itis a pity how little effort is put into this branch of learning in our kingdom.
A thousand gross barbarisms are written publicly every day, in the candle shops,
chocolate stands, kiosks, the bills posted on street corners, and even in the posters
at the Colisco. It is common to see a letter capitalized in the middle of a noun
ar verb, ane letter switched for another, and so an, Such as: Famous Chocol.ates,
Royel Sigars, The Barber of Cewill, Proude Bakkery, and similar infelicities, which
displa_\' not unl}' the ignorance of the writers from a mile away, but the ncglcct of
the authorities in this area.

What a miscrable impression the forcign visitor must form of our state of
enlightenment, when he sees that such shabbiness is permitted to appear in writ-
ing, not just in some village, but in no less than Mexico, the capital of the
Northern Indies, in full view and with the forbearance of so many respectable
authorities and of such a large number of educated men from every field! What
conld he say? What idea conld he form, other than that the common people
(and this, anly if he is being equitable) are terribly vulgar and ignorant, and that
their enlightenment s being utterly neglected by those who should be educat-
ing them?

2 [Colisco: the main theater in Mexico City at the time. <Tr.]
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It is to be wished that writing these public barbarisms, which contribute more
than a little to damaging our reputation, should be outlawed.?

As vou might imagine, what could 1 have leamed under such a talented
teacher? Nothing, of course. | spent one vear in his company, and in that vear |
learmned to read “fluently,” as my simpleminded tutor liked to say, though | was
really reading at full gallop: becaunse, as he never paused for any such childishness
as teaching us to read with punctuation, we jumped right over the periods, paren-
theses. exclamation points, and othersuch details as lightly as cats; and for this my
teacher and his fellows congratulated ns.

lalso forgot, in just a few days the few scattered maxims of good breeding that
my father had taught me while [was in the midst of being spoiled by my mother;
but in exchange for the little that 1 forgot, leamed other little pleasantries, such
as how to be shameless, bad-mannered, argumentative, sly, loudmouthed, and
mischievous.

This school was not anly poor, but poorly ran, so that only very commaon boys
attended it. n their company and with their examples, helped along by my teacher’s
neglect and my good disposition toward being bad, I turned out very well educated
in all the arts | have mentioned. One of them was the custom of giving nicknames
not only to my schoolmates, but to everyone [ knew in my neighborhood, even the
most respectable old people. A bad habit, nnworthy of anvone of good birth? But
this vice has been imtroduced inte almaost every school, college, bavacks, and other
public mstitution; and it is se commaon in the villages that no one there could
escape having a nickname behind their back. At my school, we forgot our own given
names because we only called ourselves by the insulting ones that we made up for
cach other. One boy was known as Squinty, anather was Hunchback; this one was
Sleepy, the ather was Wasted. There was one who happily answered to Crazy,
another to Donkey, a third to Turkey, and so on down the line,

With so mamy godparents around, [ could not escape my christening. When |1
went off to school, 1 wore a green waisteoat and vellow pants. These colors, and
the fact that my teacher sometimes affectionately called me not Pedro but
Pedrillo, fumished my friends with my nickname: Periguillo, or Little Parrot. But
I still needed some kind of adjective to distinguish me from another Parrot we
already had. This adjective or sumame was not long in coming: I came down with
a case of suma, or mange, and the boys had no sooner noticed it than they
remembered my true surname, Sanmiento, and tumed it into the resounding title
of Samiento, Mangy. So here you have me, known not just at scheol and as a
child, but full-grown and far and wide, as Periquille Samiente, the Mangy Parrat,

[Periquillo comments at length on the evils of nicknames, citing classical Latin

authors and the Bible.]

Returning to my progress at school, T must say there was none; and things
would have remained that way if an untorescen accident had not freed me from
iy teacher. As it happened, one dav a priest entered with a child he was entrust-

3 [In a footnote, Lizardi cites Spanish writer Antonio Ponz on the need for enlightenment in the
spelling of public signs. <Tr.]
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ing to my teacher’s care. After they had chatted, the priest was leaving when his
eves fell on the quatrain I mentioned carlier. He looked at it closely: took out his
spectacles and read it again; tried to clean off the question marks and commas,
thinking they must be flvspecks; and when he was satisfied that they were firmly
painted characters, asked, “Who wrote this?”

To whicl my teacher responded that hie had written it himselfin his own hand-
writing. The ecclesiastic grew indignant, asking him, “And just what, sir, did vou
mean by what vou have written here?”

“Father, 1, well,” my teacher stuttered in reply, "I meant to say this: that the
most haly Virgin Mary was conceived in original grace, for she was the favored
daughter of God the Father”

“Well, my friend,” the clerie responded, “mavbe that is what you meant to say,
but the way it reads here it is a scandalous blunder. However, since it Is just a con-
sequence of vour bad orthography, take the pen from the inkwell, and all the cot-
ton vou have, and erase this perversely written poem right now before 1 go. And
if vou do not know how to use punctuation marks, vou should never draw them;
better off trusting your letters and evervthing else you write to the discretion of
vour readers, without a drop of punctuation in them, than to write blasphemies
like this becanse you do not know what you are doing.”

My poor teacher, all embarrassed and filled with shame, crased the fatal verse
in front of the priest and all of us. After he had concluded his tacit retraction, the
ecclesiastic continued, “Lam taking my nephew with me, for he is blind becanse
of his age; and you are just as blind because of vour ignorance; and as vou have
heard, when the blind leads the blind, they both end up falling over the precipice.
You have a good heart and good manners, sit, but these qualitics are not sufficient
in themselves to make men good fathers, good tutors, or goed teachers of the
voung. The necessary requirements for these occupations are knowledge, judy-
ment, virtue, and aptitude. All you have is virtue, and that by itself will make vou
a good errand boy for nuns, or a good sexton, but not an educator of boys.
Therefore, vou will have ta seck some other position, for if 1 see this school open
again, I will Jet the teaching inspector know, so that he will confiscate vour
license, if indeed vou have one, Goodbye.”

Just imagine how this panegyric left my teacher feeling. As soon as the priest
left, he sat down and layv his head on his arms, fall of confusion and profoundly
quict.

That dav we had no writing exercises, no lessons, no prayers, no catechism, not
a bit of work. We shared in his grief and mourned his sadness as best we could,
for we set aside our exercises and books and did not dare raise our voices at all. Of
course, just to keep in shape, we plaved and talked in whispers until the stroke of
noon; and as that hour began to ring, my teacher came to. He praved with us, and
after giving us his blessing, said in a very tender voice, “My children, T will not
attempt to carry on in a position that not only keeps me poorly fed but takes away
my appetite, You have just seen my run-in with the priest. God forgive him for the
hard time he gave me; but T will not leave mysell open to a second round, so de
not come back this afternoon. Tell your parents that I am sick and have closed
down the school. So, my children, good Tuck to vou all, and pray for me.”
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We continued to grieve for a while, and our eves continued to show our sor-
row, for we indeed felt sorry for our teacher—sinee, fools though we might be, we
knew we could not find a softer teacher if we had one made to order of butter or
warzipan. But, in the end, we left.

When each bov got home, he must have done what 1 did, which was to tell the
whele story from start 1o finish, down to my teacher’s resolution to close down the
school.

Upon hearing this news, my father had to seek & new teacher for me. After five
davs, he tonnd one, bronght me to his school, and handed me aver to his terrible
rule.

How unstable is fortune in this life! Scarcely does she smile at us for one day,
when she frowns upon us for months on end. Lord help me, but did I ever leam
this truth when 1 changed schools! In an instant I went from a paradise to a hell,
from the care of an angel to that of a tormenting devil. My world turned upside
down.

This new teacher of mine was tall, gaunt, gray-haired, rather bilious, and
melancholy; a full-fledged, upright man, proud of his reading, famous for his pen-
manship, skillful at arithmetic, and quite a fair student. But all his good qualities
were tamished by his temperament, which was gloomy and harsh.

He was all too efficient and exacting. He had very few students, and he consid-
ered cach one of them the sole olject of us institute, A beautiful sentiment, had
he known how to carmy it out judiciously! But where good judgment is Jacking,
some sin to one extreme and others to the other. My first teacher was excessively
compassionate and obliging; iny second was excessively severe and exacting. The
first spailed vs; the second did not let us getaway with anything. The former pam-
pered us without reserve; the Jatter tortured us without pitv. (.. .}

It is @ gross error to think that fear can make us advance in childbood, if it is
excessive. Pliny rightly stated that “fear is a very unfaithful teacher” When some-
one undertakes something under threat of fear or terror, it is a miracle if he sue-
ceeds; the troubled spirit, as Cicero said, is unsuited to fulfilling its functions. So
it was with me. When Iwent ar was taken to school, 1 arrived already filled with
an imponderable fear; my trembling hand and stammering tongue could neither
write a well-formed line nor articulate a word inits place. | mixed up everything,
not for lack of will and work, but for an excess of fear. My errors were followed by
whippings, the whippings by more fear, and more fear made my hand and tongue
more clumsy, which only vielded me maore punishment.

1 lived in this horrific cirele of errors and punishment for two months, under
the domination of that infernal satrap. Throughout this time, my mother, urged
on by my complaints, implored my father to change schools for me. What grief
she suffered! How many tears she shed! But my father was unyielding, convineed
that it was all because of her pampering; and in this he did not want to acquiesce
to her, until by fortume a friar came visiting one dav whao already knew of my new
teacher’s fine stew, and volunteered to speak of his cruelties, My mother gave
such an eamest speech, and the friar testified so solidly in my favor, that my father
was won over and resolved to place me elsewhere, as will be seen in the follow-
ing chapter.
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CHAPTER 3

IN wHICH I’F.RIQllll.l,() DESCRIBES HIS THIRD SCHOOL, AND HOW HIS
PARENTS ARCUED OVER FINDING HIM A TRADE

{Periquillo expects vet another cruel schoolmaster, but fis third teacher is a wise
marn who runs “a Udy, spacious classroom, full of light and ventilation™ and
speaks gently (o the boy, letting him know that the lash is not meant to be used
on “the decent child with a sense of shame,” Periquillo cheerfully obeys him;
fris character is utterly ransiormed while he is under the good teacher’s influ-
ence. He remarks to his children (the supposed audience of his memoirs that
children are natueal mimics, and that they should theeefore be careful to sel
good examples whea they have children of their own. After (wo years he grad-
uates; his father tries to talk him into linding a trade.]

My father, who, as | have told vou, was a pradent man and alwass locked
beyond the surfaces of things, teok into consideration the fact that he was already
old and poor, and determined to find me a trade, for he said that, no matter what,
it was better for me to be a bad workman than a good vagabond. But scarcely had
he commumicated his intention to my mother when—Lord of my soul! What a
fuss and hullabaloo the sweet lady raised! She loved me dearly, true enough, but
her love was disorderly. She was good and sensible, but full of commen notions,
She told my father, “My son, a trade? God forbid! What would the people say if
they were to see the son of Don Manuel Sarmiento apprenticed to be a tailor, a
painter, a silversmith, or whatever?”

{They argue back and forth until Periquillo’s mother repeats the question.]

“Nothing. What should they say?" my father replied. “The most they could
say is: my cousin the tailor, my nephew the silversmith, or whatever; or perhaps
they will say: we don’t have any relatives who are tailors, and so on; and maybe
they will never speak to him again; but now, vou tell me: what will his relatives
give him, the day they see him jobless, tattered, and dving of hunger? Come on,
I told vou what they would say in one case, now you tell me what they would say
in the other”

“Could be,” my good mother said, “could be thev'd help him out, if only so
that he won't tarnish their golden reputations.”

“You can laugh at that, dear,” my father replied. "So long as they can keep his
hands off their gold, they won’t care much about what he does 1o their golden
reputations. Most rich relatives have a well-rehearsed routine for avoiding the
hint of shame their poor relations” rags might cause them: they roundly deny the
relationship. Stap fooling vourself; if Pedro has any good luck or gains any stand-
ing in the world, not only will his true relatives recognize him, he will discovera
thousand new ones, though thev're ne more closely related to him than the
Grand Turk, and he will have such a swarm of friends continually at his side that
he won't be able to move; but if he is poor, as will be likely, he will have nothing
but the peso he carns. This is a truth, and an ancient and well-established one in
this world; that is why our elders wisely said, “There is no better triend than Gaod,
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and no closer kinsman than a peso.” ... Twould like for my son Pedro to leam
a trade, since he is poor, so that he won't depend on family nor strangers after my
days are done. I warn vou, men often find more comtort among strangers than
kin; but be that as it may, it is best for cach to rely on his own work and his own
busimess and not be a burden to anvone else.”

“You've almost stunned me with all these things,” my mother said; “but what 1 see
is that an hidalgo withouta trade is better accepted, and treated as more distinguished
in any decent place, than any hidalgo who is a tailor, tinker, painter, or so on.”

“T'here’s your coarse and unfounded fear,” my father replied. “He doesn™ have
to have a trade; but he must have some honest business. An office emplovee, a
military efficer, or some such, will be treated better than a tailor or any manual
tradesman, and rightly so; it is right and just for people to make distinctions; but
the tailor, even the shoemaker, will be held in higher esteem anywhere than any
hidalgo who is a lazy, ragged, swindling rogue, which is what 1 do not want my
son ta become. Al this aside, whoever told vou that having a trade is debasing?
What's debasing is bad actions, bad behavior, and bad education, Is there any
baser job than herding pigs? Well, that did not stop a Sixtus V from becoming the
pontiff of the Catholic Chureh. ... "

But you will discover the ontcome of this argument in the fourth chapter.

CHAPTER 4

IN wiicn I’F.RIQUIL[.O TELLS US OF THE QUTCOME OF THE CONVER-
SATION BETWEEN HIS PARENTS, AND TS RESULT, WHICH WAS THAT
THEY SET HIM TO STUDY, AND OF THE PROGRESS HE MADE

My mother, despite all that had been said, was obstinately opposed te teaching
me a trade, insisting that my father send me on 1o higher education. His Worship
told her, “Don't be foolish; what if Pedro is disinclined toward his studies, or has
no aptitude for them—wouldn' it be outrageous to send him in a direction he
does not want to follow? The silliest thing some parents do is to make their son
become a lawver or a priest by brute foree, even when he has no vocation for such
a career, nor any talent for letters: a baneful process, whose pemicious effects are
daily bemoaned when we see all these paper-pushing lawyers, murderous doctors,
and ignorant, dissolute priests.”

{Periquillo’s father argues that each person should nurture his or her unique

aptitudes, denounces parents “who {oolishly and madly push their boys into

college, without taking the feast effort to investigate whether they have any apti-

tude for fetters,” and adds that he is poor and cannot provide for his family after

fie dies. He fears that college will make Periquillo too proud and Jazy o work

for a living in an hones! trade.|

“So just think what a state your Pedro will be in, if we send him to college and
I die, leaving him (as is likely) halfway through his studies; for he will be up in
the air, unable to go forward nor back. And when yvou sce that rather than hav-
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ing a stalf vou can count on to support vou in vour old age, vou will have by vour
sidde a lazy good-for-nothing whe won't de a thing to help vou (for stores don't
give credit for syllogisms or Latin phrases), then von will curse all vour son’s stud-
ies and degrees. Therefore, my dear, let’s de now what vou will wish you had
done after [am gone. Let's have Pedro lear a trade. What do you say?"

“What can | say?” my mother replied, “except that vou are doing evernvthing
in your power to mortify me and turn my poor baby into an unhappy wretch, try-
ing to make him common by making him a craftsman, and that is why yvou have
spent so much time talking and pontiticating. So, what, do vou alrcady know that
he is stupid? Do vou already know that vou are going to die when he is halfway
through his studies? And do vou already know, finally, that when you die, every
other resource is going to be cut of? God does not die; the boy has relatives and
godparents who can help him; there are plenty of devout rich men in Mexico
whao can protect him; and T who am his mother will beg for alms to sustain him
until he makes it. No, but von don’t love the poor boy; nor me cither, and that is
why vou are tiving 1o saddle me with this aflliction. What am [ te de? 1'm as
wretched as my son. .. .7

Here, my dear mother, bless her soul, began to erv, and with a couple of tears
she brought all my good fathers firmness and solid reasoning crashing down; for
as soon as he saw her erving, he hugged her, for he loved her tenderly, and told
her, “Don’t crv, my dearest, it isn't so bad as all that, What 1 have told vou is what
reason and experience have taught me; but if what vou want is for Pedro to study,
then let him study and good Tuck to him; Twon't stop it; perhaps God will et me
live to see him through it, and if not, His Majesty will open a path for you, since
He knows vour good intentions.”

My mother conseled herself with this preseription, and from that moment she
tried to get me to study; and 1 was fitted out with black clothes, a Latin grammar
book, and all the other odds and ends [ needed.

It seems that my father had spoken prophetically, for everything turned out just
as he had said. Indeed, he was knowledgeable about the ways of the world and
shrewd in his judgment; but most af the time, he lost these virtues, far he vielded
so willingly to my mother’s wloms.

foondd

At Jast the day arrived when they sent me to study; the school was that of Don
Manuel Enriquez,) a figure well known in Mexico, as much for his good manners
as for his pleasant disposition and established ability to teach Latin grammar, for
in his time, none of the many private tators in this city could challenge his pri-
macy; vet due to the common and tenacious prejudice that still reigns here, he
taught us much grammar and Tittle Latin. ...}

Despite this, in three vears | finished my elementary education satisfactorily;
they assured me that Twas a fine grammarian, and [ believed it better than if I had
seen it for myself. God bless vou, selflove! How easy it is for vou to fool us, even

L [Lizardi went to the scheal of Mannel Enriquez de Agredo m the 1790s. See [efferson Rea Spell,
Bridging the Gap: Articles on Mexican Literature (Mexica: Editonal de Libras, 1971), p. 173, <Tr.|
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when we have our eves wide open! The fact is, [ tock my public examination in
all the parts of grammar and came out on top; my teacher and friends were all
happy, and my beloved parents more puffed with pride than if T had passed the
Mexico bar examination.

This performance was followed by gifts, embraces, thank-vous to my teacher,
and the end of my primary studies; though | shouldnt end belore telling vou
some of the other things 1 learned in those three vears. Here, there were many
more than the few children at myv good school: an endless number of boys,
between boarders and day students, all of them sons of their own mothers, all so
different in character and education; and since ['was a first-class troublemaker, |1
had the cursed luck of being able to pick all my friends from among the worst
bovs, and they quickly and faithfully retumed my attention; as you can see, and
as everyone knows, birds of a feather flock together; the donkey does not lie down
with the wolf, nor does the dove nest with the crow; like loves like. Thus [ did not
associate with sensible, honorable, reasonable boys, but with naughty and mis-
chievous ones, in whose friendship and company | did mvselfin a litle mare each
day —as will happen to you and to vour children, if vou ignore my lessons and fail
to insure that they make onlv good friends, or no friends at all; for it never fails
that, as the divine axiom tells us, “with a saint, vou will become a saint, and the
corrupt will corrupt vou™ That is precisely what happened to me; to be sure, Twas
already corrupt, but in the company of these bad students, | became utterly lost,

(..

Without a doubt, I was the wickedest bov among the most boisterous students,
for I was the ne plus ultra of the clowns and jokesters, This quality alone proves
that inine was not the best of characters, for in the wise opinion of Pascal: “Joking
man, poor character.”? In the colleges, as vou know, phrases like pull a frick, play
a prank, do a practical joke, and so on, reallv wean mock, insult, provoke, mortify,
offend, bother, and injure some other poor bov by every possible means; and what
is most unjust and opposed to all the laws of virtue, good breeding, and hospital-
ity, is that the comedians who play these jokes show off their odious talents on the
poor new boys just entering college. 1t would be altogether appropriate if these
dimwitted buffeons were tied to a column in the college vard and given a hun-
dred Tashes for each of their “pranks™; but how regrettable it is that the professors,
tutors, administrators, and other persons of authority in their communities should
wash their hands of all responsibility for these erimes—which is what they are,
and serions ones too, though they are passed off as “boys” play”™ even when their
victims complain—ignaring the fact that their acquicscence legitimizes these
abuses and allows for the solid formation of cruel spirits in the abusers, such as 1
was, whao could wateh one of these hapless bovs erving after [ had utterly afMicted
him with insults and taunts; and his tears, which, springing from the wounded
feelings of an innocent child, should have moved me to pity and staved me,
served me instead as an appetizer and a motive for langhing and for redoubling
my taunts with greater determination.

= [ Diveur de bors mots, mauvaiy caractére, Blaise Pascal, Porsées, 46, <T7.
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Just consider, then, how lovely a character 1 had, for [ was held to be the best
prankster in college, and my companions saidd Teould play practical jokes with the
hest, which was as much as to say that [ was the most contemptible of the lot, and
that no one, good or bad, conld help feeling put ont if they heard my wicked
tongue speak against them. Do vou find anvithing favorable about this situation,
my children? Doesn't this alone tell vou how depraved my spirit and condition
were? For a man who takes pleasure in afflicting his neighbor can but have a
mean soul and perverse heart. Nor does it help to sav that lots of boys play pranks;
for all that shows is that, if they are bad as boys, they will be worse when they grow
up, if God and reason don’t moderate them, which is not what connmonly hap-
pens. | had a crowd of classmates, and by observation | have seen that scarcely a
one of these jeering geniuses has tumed out good; and the worst of it is how many
of them there are in our colleges.

From the way 1 began, vou will see that T was completely depraved. And so 1
went on to study philosophy.

CHAPTER 5

pl‘llilQUll.LO WRITES OF HIS MATRICULATION INTO THE SCHOOL OF ARTS;
WHAT HE LEARNED; HIS CGENERAL EXAMS, HIS DEGREE, AND OTHER CURIOUS
EVENTS THAT WILL BE LEARNED BY THOSE WHO WISH T0O KNOW

I finishedl grammar school, as 1 have said, and entered the grand old College of
San lldefonse to study philosophy under the direction of Doctor Don Manuel
Sinchez v Gamez, wha lives today, an example to his pupils.! It was not yet com-
mon, in that flustrious college, that seminary of the learned, that ornament of
knowledge for the metropolis—it was not vet commaon, | was saying, to teach
modern philosophy there in all its aspects; its lecture halls stll resonated with the
ergos of Aristotle. There vou could still hear debates over the Rational Being, the
Hidden Propertics, and the Prime Matter, which was defined in relation to
Naothingness, rnec est quid, and so on. Experimental physics had never been men-
tioned on that campus, and the great names of Descartes, Newton,
Musschenbroek, and others are scarcely known within the walls that had nurtured
Portillo? and other celebrated geniuses. In short, the Aristotelian system that dom-
inated the loftiest intellects of Furope for so many centuries had not vet been
entirelv abandoned, when my wise teacher first dared to show us the path of truth,
while trving not to stick out too much, for he selected the best in Aristotle’s logic

U [Lizardi enrolled in 1797 in the College of San Ndefonso, located two blocks north of the
Cathedral. After 1910, the building housed the Natonal Preparatony Scheal and was painted with
murals by José Clemente Orozeo; today it is a museum. <Tr.

2 [Antonio Lorenzo Lipez Portillo (17301780, Mexican writer, philasopher, and mathemati-
clan. =Ir.|
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and what he felt was most probable in the modern authors, through whom he
taught us the rudiments of physies; and in this way we became true eclectics, who
would not stick capriciously to any one opinion nor defer to any svstem simply
becanse we were well-disposed toward its anthor.

In spite of this pradent method, we stll leamed plenty of the sort of nonsense
that has been taught out of habit and that should have been gotten rid of, as is
shown both by reason and by the proofs of the illustrious Feijdo, in Discourses X,
X1, and XII of the seventh volume of his Teatro eritico.?

(Periquilio learns enough Aristotellan logic to call himself a Logician, though he
learns no common sense.)

1 had no better Tuck with physies. | spent little time trying to distinguish the
particular from the universal, or learning whether a given factor applied to the
praperties of all badies, or whether another factor was limited to certain specitic
tvpes. Nor did I find out what experimental or theoretical physics were; nor try
to distinguish between a repeatable experiment and a rare phenomenon of
unknown cause; nor did I stop to learn what mechanics means: what the laws of
movement and inertia are; what the terms force and power mean, and what they
are composed of; even less did 1 discover the meanings of centripetal force, cen-
trifugal force, tangent, attraction, gravity, weight, potential, resistance, and other
trifles of the same sort; and vou can imagine that if | was unaware of these things,
I was even more ignorant of the meanings of statie, hydrostatic, hydraulic, baro-
metric, optical, and 300 such tongue twisters; but on the other hand, 1 fervently
debated whether the essence of matter was knowable or not; whether a given ter-
nary dimension was the essence of matter or of water; whether or not Nature
abhors a vacuum; whether infinite division was possible; and other simmilar holla-
baloos that it made blasted Title difference whether we knew or not, for all the
good they could do ws. 1.}

In the same way and no better, [said that Tunderstood metaphysics and ethics,
and all but claimed to be a second Solomon after [ finished the course in Asts, or
rather it finished with me.

Meanwhile, two and a half vears went by, a length of time that might have
been better emploved with fewer scholastic rules, an exercise or two in useful
problems of logic, teaching the most basic principles of metaphysics, and as much
theoretical and experimental physics as possible.

My teacher, I think, would have done exactly that it he hadn't teared being sin-
gled out and perhaps becoming the target of a few carping critics by departing
entirely from the ancient routine.

It is true —and T will always concede this in honor of my teacher—as [ was say-
ing, it is true that we no longer debated the nature of the Rational Being, Hidden
Properties, Formalitics, Quiddities, Intentions, and the whale swarm of meaning-
less terms with which the Aristatelians endeavoared to explain evervthing that

? [Benito Jerdnimo Fendo v Montenegro (key Spanish Enlightenment thinker, 1676—1764), Teatro
critico universal, o discursoy varios en todo géners de matenay para desengadio de erares comunes (13
volumes, 1727-1760). <Tv.]
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escaped their understanding. [t is true (we say with Johan Burkhard Mencke) that
“these questions are not heard as often now in our schools as in past years; but have
they been entirely abolished? Are our universities entirely free of the dregs of bar-
baritv? Tam afraid that in some of them the old ways still hold sway; if not throngh-
out, then perhaps rooted in enough subjects to hold back the progress of true wis-
dom." This eritic’s declarations are certainly quile appropriate in our Mexico.

At last, the day arrived for me to receive the degree of Bachelor of Arts. 1 passed
iy exams with satisfaction, and came out grandly, just as T had in my grammar
school examination; for as the respondents were not trving to show off themselves,
but rather to show off their boys, they did not get wrapped up in their questioning,
but at ence pronounced themselves satisfied with the least vigorous answer, and
we were left feeling as siung as could be, thinking that they had no questions on
which they could press ns. How blind is self-love!

So the upshot of it all was that 1 came off perfectly well, or at least so [ per-
snaded myself, and they gave me the great, the resonant, the resounding degree
of Bachelor, and | was approved ad emnia.’ Dear God, what a laudable day that
was for me, and how happy the hour of the graduation ceremony! When 1 took
the college oath; when, standing at the front of the hall between two college offi-
cials shouldering maces, 1 heard myself called a Bachelor in the midst of that
general pomp, and by no less than a Doctor who wore a shiny tasseled cap of
pure silk on his head, 1'thought I would die, or at least go mad, with jov. By then
I had formed such a high opinion of the Bachelor’s degree that, Lassure vou all,
at that moment | wouldn’t have traded my title for that of a Brigadier or Field
Marshal. £, ]

We arrived at my house, which was lled with old ladies and vonng women —
relatives and servants of the guests—who, as soon as | entered, bowed and curt-
sied a thousand times for me. | reciprocated, more puffed up than a turkey-cock;
vou can tell how vain T was. My poor, foolish mother was exceedingly hospitable;
her elation gleamex in her eyes.

I shed my graduation gown and we entered the wide drawing room where we
were to be served lunch, the center toward which the bows and curtsics of all
these gallant gluttons were aimed. Believe me, my children, whenever vou see
great crowds drawn to a fiesta, whether a wedding, a baptism, or any other cere-
mony, what attracts most people is the chow. Yes, free grub, free grub is the bell
that calls the crowds to visit, and the flag that recmits 5o many friends of the
moment. If these were mere ungarished Festas, vou wounldn't Find them quite so
frequented. (. .. .}

We sat down at the table and began to eat gaily, and as [ was the reason for the
fiesta, everyone directed their conversation toward me. All they talked about was
the boy with the Bachelor’s degree; and knowing how happy my parents were, and

4 | Declamaciones contra la ehaslataneria de los eruditos (Madrid, 1787 1171 500, P 131, See Sp(‘".
p- 150, <Tr.]

5 For evervthing, this phrase was used to designate the titles of those approved to continne study-
ing any of the major ficlds, as opposed to those who are not generally approved but who can only

continue in the fields designated in their titles. <F.
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how conceited was about my title, they all poked us not where it hart, but where
it felt good. Thus all I heard was: “Have some more, Bachelor™; “Do drink up,
Bachelor™; “Please see here, Bachelor”; and Bachelor this and Bachkelor that, at
every tum.

Lunch ended; dinner then followed, and at night came the dance; and the
whole time was a continuous Bachelorization. God help me, how they
Bachelored me that day! Even the old wives and the housemaids gave me my
Bachelorizings from time to time. Finally, God Almighty willed the bash to come
to an end, and with it ended all the Bachelory. Fveryone went home. My father
was left sixty or seventy pesos the poerer, for that is what the celebration had cost
lim; T was left with one more cause for pretenticusness; and we went o sleep,
which was what we most needed.

The next day, we woke up at a fine hour; and 1, who shortly before had been
sovain of my title, and so satistied to hear how evervone feasted my cars by repeat-
ing it, had alrcady Tost all taste for it. How true it is that man’s heart is endless in
its desires, and that only solid virtue can fll it!

Don't imagine that am just pretending now to be all holv and that Tam writ-
ing down these things to make vou think I have been a good person. No, Lam far
from a vile hypocrite. T have always been depraved, as 1 have told vou, and even
now, as [ lie prostrate in this bed Tam not what 1 ought to be; but this confession
should assure vou of my trath, for it does not come from any virtue that can be
found in me, but from the knowledge that 1 have of virtue, a knowledge that vice
itself canmot obscure, so that, should 1 rise again from this illness and return to my
erring ways of old (may God forbid), [will not retract what Lam writing to vou now;
rather, T will confess that Tact badlv though I know what is good, as Ovid put it.

Caoming back to myself, ' was saying, two or three days after my graduation, my
parents decided to send me to amuse mysell at a cow branding that was to take
place en a friend’s hacienda near this cit. And, indeed, went. ..,

CHAPTER 6

IN winc our BACHELOR REPORTS WHAT HAPPENED ON THE
HACIENDA, WHICH 1S CURIOUS AND ENTERTAINING TO HEAR

I reached the hacienda accompanied by my father’s friend, who was no less than
the owner of the estate. We dismounted and evervone there greeted me favorably,
On the oceasion of the amusement provided by the branding, the house was
filledl with brilliant people. both from Mexico and from the other towns all about.
We entered the house; | picked ont a good scat by the sitting room,) for 1
never liked leaving the company of skirts for long; and after they had spoken of

U Spell (p. 175) deseribes the 18thcentury siting room (estrido) asa “slightly elevated and railing-
enclased plalfoml in the drawing-room, an which the ladies, seated on cushions scattered about,
entertamned thar gentlemen fnends, who sat nearby on chairs or stools” <Tr
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various country matters that 1 did not understand, the great lady, who was the
wife of the hacienda owner, entered into conversation with me, saying, “So tell
me, voung sir, what did vou think of the countryside you have passed through?
It must have caused von to take notice, for they sav it is the first ime you have
left Mexico."

“So it is, ma'am,” Lold her, “and I traly love the countryside.”

“But not as much as the city, isn't it true?” she said.

Out of politeness, I replied, “Yes, ma’am, I like it here, although, to be sure, 1
da not dislike the citv. Itall seems Fine to me inits own fashion; and so, in the coun-
trvside Fam happy ina country way, and in the ¢ity Lam entertained in a city way.”

They celebrated my answer as if it were a pronouncement worthy of Cato, and
the lady continued the praise, saving, “Yes, indeed, the college boy is talented,
though it would be more seemly if he weren’t so mischievous, from what Januarioe
has told vs.”

Januvario was a young man of eighteen or nineteen vears— the lady’s nephew,
my own classimate, and a great friend. 1 turned out as | did because he was such
a joker and a tremendous rogue, and I never fell out of step with him, nor did |
neglect to learn from his every lesson. He had been my closest friend sinee my
first school, and he was my constant ahwizote? and my inseparable shadow every-
where [ went, for he attended the second and third schools where my parents sent
me; he left these schools with e, and with e he entered grammiar study in the
house of my teacher Enriquez; when Ileft there, he left; I entered San lldefonso,
he entered as well; 1 graduated, and he graduated on the same day.

He was graceful, tall, and elegant of body; but as it was a law in my above-
mentioned school that no ance could escape without a nickname, we wounld stick
ane on anvbody, even a Narcissus or an Adonis; and following this rule, we gave
Don Januarie the nickname Juarn Largo, Long John, in this way combining the
sound of his name with the most distinctive perfection of his body, But after all,
he was my teacher and my most constant friend; and in carrying out these sacred
duties, he did not neglect two things that concerned me deeply and that stood me
in good stead thronghout my life, and these were: to inspire me with his bad
habits; and to divulge my gifts and my sobriquet, Periquille Sarmento, the Mangy
Parrot, everywhere; so that, thanks to his loving and active diligence, 1 have kept
it through grammar school, through my study of philesophy, and into public life
whenever possible. Tell me, my children, if it would not be ungrateful for me, in
my life story, to negleet to name and profusely thank such a vseful friend, such
an effective teacher, the public erier of my glorions deeds; for all these titles were
faithfully fulfilled by the great and meritorious Juan Largo.

1 did not know, however, whether these ladies had been fully informed about
me, nor whether they knew my resonant byname. T was smugly horsing around in
the sitting room, as they sav, with the lady and a group of girls, not the least live-
Iv and talkative of whom was the danghter of the lady who had fattered me, and
she struek me as no bale of hay herself, for en top of the fact that there is no such

2 . . . N . . ’
= [Abuizote: curse, nemesis, The editor of the #th adition explaing this usage by reference to the
Mexican emperor Ahuizot] (1482-1502), feared for his executions of thousands of captives. =Tt
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thing as an ugly fifteen-year-old (and she was fifteen), she was altogether beauti-
ful and her fgure quite attractive: a powerful motive for me to try to behave as
atfably and circumspectly as [ eould, in order to please her; and 1 had noticed that
whenever [ made some tasteless collegiate joke, she was the first to langh, and she
readily applanded my wit,

So was coming off well and feeling at home, when 1 heard the sound of hots-
es arriving in the patio of the hacienda, and before there was time to ask who it
was, there appeared in the middle of the room, wearing a fine rain cloak, sun
scarf, ficld boots, and the full get-up of a respectable country squire. ... Who do
vou think it could be? Who else but Juan Largo, that devil, repaying me for my
dark sins, my dear friend and flatterer! He saw me the second he entered, and,
greeting everyone else all at once and in a rush, he ran up to me with his arms
held wide and gladdened my ears as follows: “Hey there, my dear Mangy Parrot!
Great to see vou round here! How's it going, brother? What're vou up to? Have
ascat. ... "

You cannot imagine how angry | was to see how the villain had, in one
instant, exposed my mangy parrotry in front of all those respectable gentlemen —
and what hurt me more, in front of so many mocking girls and women, for as
soon as they heard my honorable titles, they set to guffawing as impudently as
they could, without the least consideration for my little self. T don’t know if 1
turned vellow, green, blue, or red; what Ide remember is that, in my anger, the
room grew dark around me and my cheeks and ears burned hotter than if | had
rubbed them with chili. T looked at the aceursed Juan Largo and tossed him
some reply filled with scorn and solemnity, thinking I could correct the girls’
mocking and my friend’s insolence by acting haughty; but I achicved just the
apposite, for the mare serious | grew, the more fervently the girls laughed, se
much so that it seemed somebody must be tickling the Tittle piggies, and that ras-
cal Juan Largo added yet more tasteless jokes to the mix until they redoubled
their cackling. Seeing the fix Lwas in, all I could do was to give in to my embar-
rassing bad luck and conceal the pique T felt, laughing along with evervone;
though if I were to tell the trath, my Janghter was not very natural, but somewhat
more than forced.

In the end, after they were done parroting myv nickname and had dissected the
rotting carcass of its mangy ebvmology, since they had no more spleen for laugh-
ing, and that rogue had run out of repartee for insulting me, the scene came to a
close and, thanks be to Gad, the storm passed. .. .]

Dinnertime came, they set the table, and we all sat according te our class and
character. | was seated across [rom a voung curate from Tlalnepantla, who sat next
to the parish priest of Cuautitlan (a town seven leagues from Mexico), a fat and
grave old man?

(A curate (viewrio) and a parish priest (ewra) are both ordained priests, but the former has a lower
rank, heing a mere hired assistant of the tenired cusa of his parish. Tlalnepantla and Cuautitlin lie
north of Mexico City (and today form rather idustrial suburbs of the capilal), near the town of
Tepotzotlin, where Lizardi bved as a child. <Tr.)
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Everyone ate gaily, and | along with them; being a lad, after all, 1 was not
resentful, especially when they endeavored to please me with the abundance of
exquisite dishes and tasty sweets; for Don Martin {that was the hacienda owner's
name) was fairly liberal and rich.

During the meal, they spoke of many things that [ did not understand; but after
they had removed the tablecloths, a lady asked if we had seen the commit.

“The comet, you mean, maam,” said the curate,

“That’s it.” replied the matron.

“Yes, we've been seeing it for the past few nights from the terrace of the recto-
v, and have been greatly entertained by the sight.”

“Ay, what an ugly sort of entertainment!” said the matron,

“Why, ma’am?”

“Why? Becanse that comet is an omen of some great harm that wants to befall
1s.

{The curate invites fanuario to explain what comets are; Januario excuses him-
self from the table and leaves the job to Periquilfo, who simply repeats the
matron’s superstitions. The curate interrupts and gives the correct astronomical
explanation.|

“I'hat is what has been established as most probable by physicists in this mat-
ter; all the rest is nonsense, to which ne one pays attention anymore, If vou would
like to study these things more deeply, vou should read Father Almeida, Brisson,
and other anthors who have been translated into Spanish. /... . I recognize that
I have broken the rules of gnod breeding; but these gentlefolk in their wisdom will
forgive me, and vou will either thank me or not, for iy good intentions, which
amount to making vou realize that vou should not open your mouth to talk about
things vou don't understand

Just imagine how [ felt after such a liturgy. Tinstantly recognized that the father
was tight, hurt as 1 was by his sharp reproach, for though T was ignorant, 1 was
never stupid, nor was my head made of tepeguaje;™ I was casily tamed by reason,
for i reality the trath is sometimes so penetrating and well demonstrated that it
gets into our heads despite our selflove. What poor wretches are those whose
minds are so obtuse that they cannot grasp the most obvious truths! And even
more wretched, those who are so obstinate that they close their eves to keep from
sceing the Light! How little hope either tvpe has of ever being tamed by reason! |1
felt embarrassed, as | was saving, and [ think my shame was written all over e,
for [ dared not utter a single word, nor did any words come to me. The ladies, the
priests, and the other fellows at the table only stared at cach other and at e, mak-
ing me blush more and more.

But the curate himsclf, a very prudent man, got me out of the spot [ was in
quite cunningly, saving, “Ladies and gentlemen, we have talked long enengh; 1
am going now to say vespers, and the voung ladies will want to rest a bit before
our evening entertainment at the bull ring.”

H [Tepeguaye: the hard, dense wood of a tree native to tropical Mexico, =Tr.|
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He got right up from the table, and everyone else did the same. The ladies
retired to the inner rooms, and as for the men, some lay down on sofas, others
picked up books, others sat down to cards, and yet others picked up their shotguns
and went out to pass the time i the orchard.

{Periquillo broods about his folly, but realizes that his public shaming was his

own fault. He confesses his ignorance to the curate, who tells him that a will-

ingness to admit he was wrong is & hopelul sign.]

“But where did vou learn the heap of superstitions that you told us about
comets? Surely they did not teach vou that at college.”

“Naot in the least, as you can see,” Freplied. “The cormucopia of erudition that
I spouted forth can be attributed to the ald ladies and cooks at home.”

“Nor are vou the first,” the father said, “to suck up such absurdities with vour
fiest milk, The truth is that these are all lies and old wives' tales. As for you, what
vou should do is study hard, for vou are still voung and can improve yourself. T
give vou the list vou asked for, ofauthors in whose works vou can easily read about
these matters, and Twill also give vou a few lessons while we are here”

I thanked him, captivated by Tos fine character; [was about to ask him a boy-
ish favor, when we were called to the entertaimment in the horseshoeing corral,

CHAPTER 7

OUR AUTIHIOR CONTINUES THE STORY OF
WHAT HAPPENED TO HIM ON THE HACIENDA

(The carate tefls Periquillo which books he should read 1o study physics and
goes on (o descoibe the delights of studying the patural world, which leads 1o
an appreciation of the divine, Lventually they are called oulside o see the
cowboys perform; everyone is amazed (o see how well Periquillo and the
curate gel along.]

At Jast we arrived at the place where the circus had been set up for our enter-
tainment, a great corral where comfortable benehes had been arranged. The
curate and 1 sat together, and we passed the afternoon watching them brand the
vearling bulls and the harses and mules that they had. But I neticed that the spec-
tators showed less pleasure when they were marking the animals with hot irons
than when they were fighting the vearlings or breaking the colts, especially when-
ever a voung bull threw one of the boys or a voung mule shook off a rider; because
then their laughter was boundless, no matter how much compassion the aftliction
displaved on the face of the injured rider might inspire. Since 1 had never before
abserved such a scene, | couldn't help feeling moved when | saw a poor fellow
limp away from under a mule’s hooves or a steer’s horns. [Periquillo voices his dis-
taste to the curate, who says that the bullfights in Mexico City are worse, often lead-
ing to serious injuries and death.]
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“Father,” Isaid to him, “is that how rational beings act, exposing their lives to
be sacrificed by an enraged beast? And do so many people troop in to enjoy the
blood of the brutes spilled, and perhaps even that of their fellow men?”

“T'hat is precisely what happens,” the curate answered me, "and it will keep
happening in the realins of Spain until at last we forget this custom, as repugnant
to Nature as it is to the enlightenment of the century in which we live”

(Periquillo goes on to ask the curate 1o help him get even with Januario by pos-
ing a problem in physics to him that he would not be able to answer because
Januatio understands no more about physics than Peciquillo does. The curate
replies revenge is “a vile passion” and that pardoning affronts is noble; but
when Periquillo enthusiastically declares that he will never seek revenge
against anyone in the future, the curate cautions him against making rash and
acrogant resolutions.]

Our conversation continued a bit, until the evening ended and, with i, the
entertaimment, entailing our return to the salon of the hacienda.

Since the only point of being there was to pass the time, evervone entertained
themselves doing whatever they enjoved best, and thus they took up their cards
and their mandolins and began 1o have fun amongst themselves. | did not vet
know how to play cards (or more to the point, 1 had no funds to gamble), nor how
to strum the mandoling so T went to the far end of the sitting room to listen to the
singing of the girls, who calmly raked my patience over the coals; for two or three
af them would draw close to me, and one would say to anather, “Tell me a stony,
girl— just not the one about the Mangy Parrot.”

Another would ask me, “Sir, since you have studied, tell us: how can parrots
talk like people?”

Another wounld say, "Oh, girl, my arm’s so itchy! You think I've caught the
mange?”

And so the Jadies went on making fun of me all night, until it was suppertime,

The table was placed, we all sat down, and among us there was my very good
friend Juan Largo, who up until then had been playing ombre or some such card
game.

Many topics were discussed thronghont supper. 1 homed in on a topic or two,
but only after being provoked and always with the addition of: ‘It seems tome . ..
I don’t have the wits ... )" have heard it said . .. [ and so on; but 1 ne longer
spoke as arrogantly as | had at midday, so intimidated was 1 by the sermon that
the curate had preached to my face. How nseful a lesson can be when it comes
at the right hme!

The meal ended, and my good friend Juan Large, directing himself toward e,
began to pour out his clownish genius, just as | had expected he would.

“So, Periquillo,” he said te me, “vou're saying that comets are sort of like trum-
pets? You were brilliant in your midday act! Yes, I've heard all about your witti-
cisms; what T didn’t know was that | had so great a physicist as one of my class-
mates—not just a physicist, either, but an astronomer as well. No doubt but that
in time vou’ll become the best almanacker in the kingdem. What celestial object
would even try to hide from a man who knows so much about comets?”
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The women, who almost alwayvs act on the first thing they notice, and whe
heard enly a cheerful ribbing in his derision, began to laugh and to stare harder
at me than Lwounld have liked; but the father curate, who liked me and recognized
the shame 1 felt, managed to extract me from that trap, saving to Don Martin
(who, as | said, was the owner of the hacienda), “So, do vou know that the dav
after tomorrow you'll be having a solar eclipse?”

“Yes, sir,” said Don Martin, “and 'm all in a dither about it.”

“Why?" asked the curate.

“What do yon mean, why?" said the landowner. “Because eclimpses are the
Devil, is why. Two vears ago now, I'm remembering, my wheat was growing along
just fine, and then because of a dam eclimpse, it got all sucked dry and turned
out short as can be, and not just that, all the calves and baby animals that was borm
those days got sick and most of e died. So just vou see if T don't have good rea-
son to be afraid of them eclimpses.™

“Dan Martin, iy friend,” said the curate, “1 think the lion is not as fierce as
i's inade out 1o be; what Imean is, the poor eclipses aren’t as devious as vou nag-
ine them to be”

“How could that be, father?” szid Don Martin. “You know a lot of things, but
I've got lots of ‘sperience, and like evervbody knows, ‘sperience is the mother of
know-how. No doubt about it, cclimpses do a lot of damage to the fields, to the
cows, to people’s healf, and to pregnant women, teo, Five vears ago now, I'm
remembering, my wife was expecting, and you might not believe it but my son
Polinario was born harelipped.”?

“And what caused that misfortune?”

“What clse could it be, sir?” said Don Martin. “It was because the eclimpse
took a bite of him."

“Dan’t fool yoursell,” said the curate. “The eclipse isa very upright fellow, and
neither bites nor bothers anyone; otherwise, let's hear from Don Januario. What
does our Bachelor have to say?”

“There’s nothing for it.” he replied, full of satistaction that his apinion had
been songht. "No, there's nothing for it,” he said; “the eclipse cannot cat the flesh
of children still in their mothers” wombs; but it can hurt them through its malign
influence, and make them be born harelipped or hunchbacked, and through the
same malignancy, it is even more likely to kill voung animals and suck the wheat
dry, as my uncle has said, testifving to his experience; for as von see, Father, quod
ab experientia patet non indiget probatione. That is to say: what has been shown
by experience needs no other proof”

“I am not surprised,” said the father, “that veur uncle thinks in this manner,
because he has no reason to think otherwise; but Lam very shocked to hear a college
man produce the same sort of thing. Along these lines, tell me, what are eclipses?”

U [Eclimpses: Lizardi represents the landowner’s rustic speech with phonetic spellings throughout,
emphaszing his deviations from standard Spamsh. | have substituted equinalent Englsh muspronun-
ciations {as here, eclimpees for the Wpical Spamsh mispronunciabion eclives). ~1t.

2 [The behef that solar echpses cause runed fields, nuscarniages among people and cattle, harelips,
and other calamities remains common in rural Mexico, =Tr.]
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“I think,” said Januario, “that they are run-ins between the sun and the moon,
in which one or the other has to come out the loser, depending on the strength
of the victor; if the sun wins, it is an cclipse of the moon, and if the latter wins,
the sun s eclipsed. Up to this point, there can be no doubt; because if vou watch
the echipse ina bowl of water, vou can materially see how the sun and the moon
are fighting: and vou can observe what one or the other eats in the struggle; and
if these two bodies have the ability to do so much damage to each other, rock-solid
as they are, how could they help but damage the tender seedlings or delicate
infants af this world?”

“Ihat’s what I sav,” responded good old Don Martin. “Look here, Father, tell
me i Pmoright or wreng, No two ways aboul it, my nephew’s real edgicated; right
now, he up and explained eclimpses just the way my late brother, who was a man
of many letters, used to tell it; and up there in our homeland, the Huasteca, every-
bady said he was a fountain of know-how.> Ah, my brother! If he were alive, how
happy would he be to see how far his bov Januario’s come along!”

“Notvery happy, il vou'll pardon my saving so,” said the vicar; “for this gentle-
man doesn't understand a word ol anvthing he's said; rather, he's a philosophical
blasphemer.”

(The curate patiently explains how eclipses occur, Don Martin asks, “If that's afl

eclimpses are, then why are they so harmial that they make us lose our plants

or our animals, and even make our children fali sick and come oul with

defects? " The curate atteibutes these calamitios to natural causes and their con-

nection with eclipses to chance.}

Evervone applanded the curate, and gave my friend Juan Largo a goed case of
sunbum, so that lis ears were ringing when he got up. A short while later, we
went o bed.

CHAPTER §

IN wHICH PI‘.RIQUILI.O WRITES OF SOME ADVENTURES THAT HAP-
PENED TO HIM ON THE HACIENDA, AND HIS RETURN HOME

The following day, we arose quite contented; the priest called for his carriage, the
curate ordered his horse saddled, and they left for their respective homes, The
curate gave me a very fond farewell, and 1replied in the same tenor, for he was a
likeable and benevolent man, neither proud nor thick-headed.

Thev went away in the end, and I was left without their useful company. My
brother Juan Largo, stupid and shameless as ever (for it is the praperty of a fool
not to care a whit about anvthing in this Tife), at Tanchtime began to mock me
about the comet; but | parried lim, defending mysell with the nonsense he had

3 [The Huasteca is the semi-tropical coastal region northeast of Mexico City, <17
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said regarding the eclipse, and with that jab Left him blushing; and he must have
noted how silly it is to throw stones at the roof of your neighbor when vour own is
made of glass.

(Penquillo proves popular with everyone, especially the girls; Januario s
reseatlvl and plays pranks on hirm, such as taking hien horsending and causing
fiis horse to throw him day alter day. On one occasion, he entices Periquillo to
enter the bullring to face a young bullock. At a critical moment, Januaric
stands in the way and Periguillo is thrown; when Periquillo tries to get up and
run away, his pants fall down and the bullock tosses him high in the alr, kaock-
ing hirm unconscious. He spends the rest of the day recovering. ]

My good friend Januario, during the first hours of my injury when evervone
else feared it might be something serious, displayed his deep distress with all
the hypoerisy he could muster; but the next day, when he saw [ was out of dan-
ger, he took charge and began to rain down all his buffoenery upon me, turn-
ing me red over and over again in front of the girls by shamelully recalling my
recent adventure, emphasizing my nakedness, the position of my shirt, and the
indeceney of my fall. Since he was able to provoke the girls’ laughter with his
foolery, and I could not deny it, T felt terribly ashamed, and could only resort
to begging him not to make me blush in those terms; but my begging anly
served ta spur on his blasted verbosity, which added to my shame and to my
anger.

To calm me down, he said, “Don’t be a fool, brother, 'm only kidding, This
afternoon we're going on a ride to Cuamatla —just wait till vou see what a nice
hacienda it is. Which horse do you want them to saddle up for you, Little
Almond or my aunt’s Sinokes?”

Lanswered lim the Hrst time he mentioned the idea, “Friend, 'm thankful for
vour kindness; but don’t bother having them saddle up anvthing for me, because
I never plan to mount another horse nor mare again in my life, nor stand in front
of so much as a cow, much less a bull or even a bullock.”

"Come on, man,” he said, "don’t be such a coward; veu can't be a horseman
without taking a few spills, and a good bullfighter dies on the horns of the bull.”

“Well, then, why don't you go die, and good Tuck doing it," I replied to him,
“and you can take as many spills as vou'd like, because I'm not tired of living yet.
Why do 1 need to go home with one rib fewer, or with a broken leg? No, Juan
Largo, I wasn't born to break horses or herd cows.”

In two words: I never again mounted a horse in his company, and never so
much as watched another bullfight with him, and from that day forward, | began
to mistrust my friend a little bit. Happy is he who learns his lesson when he fist
falls into danger! Even better: “happy is he who learns his lesson when others
fall into danger,” as the ancient saying went: felix guem facient aliena pericula
cautum. You can call that: taming adversity itself to your advantage.

Three days after this conversation, the entertainments ended and ecach guest
went home. The wicked Januario had noticed that | looked fondly at his cousin,
and that she was not put off by this, and he endeavored to play another prank on
me worse than the ene with the bullock.
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One day when Don Martin was net at home, because he had gone to visit a
nearby hacienda, Januario told me, “I've noticed that vou like Ponciana, and that
she loves you. Come on, tell me the truth; vou know that I'm yoeur friend and that
vou've never kept a seeret from me. She's pretty; vou've got good taste, and I'm
only asking vou because | know that I can help veu gain what vou desire, The girl
is my cousin and Tean marry her; so I'd be happy if her love went to such a good
friend as vou are to me.”

Who would have thought that this was the net that this devil was spreading to
catch me, so he could have a langh at the expense of my honar? Well, that's what
happened, because I, simple as ever, believed him, and said, “It is obvious that
vour cousin is worthy; 1 cannot deny that 1 love her; but | also cannot know
whether she loves me or not, for I have no way to find out.”

“Why not?” saidl Januario. “What, haven’t vou ever told her how you feel?”

“I've never spoken to her about that,” T replied.

“And why nat?” he insisted.

“What do you miean, why not?” 1 said. “Becaunse 'm ashaed; she'll say that
I'm being forward, or she'll go tell her mother, or she'll send me packing. Besides,
vour aunt is very suspicious; she never gives us a chance to talk or even leaves her
alone for a second; so, how do expect e to have time to hold such a conversa-
tion with the girl?”

Januario laughed heartily, made fun of my fear and cantion, and said, “Yeu're
such a prude; I never teok vou to be so dull and useless; just Took at the enormous
difficulties you'd have to surmount! Not a bit of it, vou chicken. All women want
to think that someone is in love with them, and even if they don’t repay it they are
thankful to be told so. Now, havent vou heard it said that nobody can hear vou
unless vou speak up? So go ahead and speak, vou savage, and vou'll see how vou
get what vou want, [fvou're afraid of my old aunt, UIFteam up with yvou and arange
things so vou can speak with my cousin alone, for as long as vou want. What do
vou say? You want to do it? Speak; vou'll see that Im simply vour true friend.”

With this sort of advice, and seeing how opportunity was handing me what 1
most desired, it was not long before 1 accepted his obliging proposal, and 1
thanked him more than if he had done e a true favor.

The rogue went away for a short time, at the end of which he retumed quite
content and told me, “It's all done. I gave Poncianita an emetic and made her spill
lier guts to me; she sang like a canary, confessed how much she loves vou. 1 told
lier that vou're dving for her and that vou want to talk to her alone. That’s what she
wants, tao, but she's got the prablem of her mother, wha's on top of her all day like
a jail guard. It looks like a huge difficulty, but I've devised the best method for vou
two to get what vou want, never fear, and this is it: my uncle shouldn't be back
until tomorrow; vou know where the bedroom is where she sleeps with her moth-
er, and vou know that her bed is the one on the night as soon as vou go in; so this
very night, between eleven and twelve, vou can go talk to her as much as vou'd
like, knowing that at that hour the old lady will be in the deepest part of her sleep,
Poncianita is in on it; she just told me that vou should go in carefully, without mak-
ing any noise, and that if she isn't awake, you should touch her pillow, because she
sleeps very lightly. Just look at that, Mr. Periquillo: how quickly we've conquered
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all the difficulties that had you cowering: so you have no excuse to be so dull, take
the chance before it gets away, I've done everything for vou that I can.”

Again | thanked my great friend for his hard work, and 1 staved there weigh-
ing the pros and cons, thinking of what I would say to that girl (for in trath my
naughtiness went no further than wanting to talk), and wishing that the hours
would speed by so that | could make my visit at the witching hour.

Meanwhile, that traitor Juan Largo, who hadn’t mentioned a word to his
cousin about mny flittations, went to see his aunt and told her to keep an eve out
tor her daughter, becanse T was an utter cad; that he had already noticed that 1
was sending her thousands of signals at the dinner table, and that she was respond-
ing; that sometimes he had looked for me inmy bed at night, and that 1 was miss-
ing; so she should move Poncianita to a different bedroom with a serving girl, and
that she herself should take her danghter’s bed that night, and should lie there
quictly to sec it he wasn't wrong. All this struck the lady as a good idea; she
believed it as if she had witnessed it, thanked Januvario for the zeal he showed for
the honor of his house, promised to take lis advice, and, without any further
investigations, she closed hersell in a room with the innocent gitl and gave her
the tanning of her life, according to what one of her serving gitls told me when
she came to work at my house bwo months later, for she had heard the gossip that
the rogue had spread, and had witnessed the unjust punishment of Poncianita.

There are two lessons vou should Tearn from this event, v dear children,
which vou should apply throughout vour Tives. The first is: do not be quick to
reveal your secrets to everyone who tries to sell himself as vour friend; for one
thing, he might not be a friend at all, but a traitor, like Januario, trving to take
advantage of vour simplicity to ruin you; for anather, even if he is a friend, the
time might come when vou fall out with each other, and then if he is as base as
so many are, he will take his revenge by revealing any defects vou made known
to hime in secrel Inany case, it is better not to express yvour secrets than to risk
doing so: “If vou want vour seeret to remain hidden,” sail Sencca, “do not tell
anvone, for if vou cannet remain quict yourself, how do vou expect others to
keep it in silence?”

The other lesson that this story offers is that vou should not get carried away
by the first idea that anvboedy offers vou. Believing the first thing we are told,
without investigating how likely it is, or how truthful the messenger is who gives
us the news, implies an unforgivable frivolity, which should be classified as fool-
ishness; and such foolishness can be and often has been the cause of irreparable
harm. Becanse of wicked Haman's gossiping, all the Jews almost perished at the
hands of the deceived Ahasuerus;! and because of the gossiping and calumnies
of that damnable Juan Largo, his voung cousin suffered an unjust punishment
and loss of repute.

Thronghout that day, the lady frowned and acted rudely toward me; but being
a bov, I never imagined that [ was the canse of her displeasure, attributing it to
some illness or some disagreement with the serving family. [was surprised that the
girl was not at dinmer, but all I did was miss her.

L (1 the book of Esther. =Tt
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Night came, we had supper, and I went to bed and fell asleep without recall-
ing the date we had made; but Jannario, the dog, lay awake waiting for my ruin,
and when the hour came and he saw me happily snoring away, he got up to waken
e, saving, “What do think von're doing, vou blasted lazvbones? Come on, it's
eleven at night, yvou're keeping Poncianita waiting,”

I was feeling more sleepy than naughty, so it was more by force than by free
will that I elimbed from bed in my underclothes; barefoot and trembling from
cold and fear, I went to my beloved's bedroom, unaware of the scheme that my
great and generous friend had contrived for me. 1 tiptoed in quictly, approached
the bed where [ thought the innecent girl was sleeping, and touched the pillow;
then, when I least expected it, her old mother walloped me full in the face, so
soundly that Isaw the sun at midnight. The shock of not knowing who had hit me
counseled me to hold my tongue; but the pain of the blow forced a shout from
me that was louder than the wallop itself. Then the fine old lady grabbed me by
the shirt and, sitting me down next ta her, said, “Shut vour mouth, von impudent
brat, Wha were vou looking for here? 1 know all aboul vour games, Is that how
vou honor your parents? Is that how yvou repay the favors we've shown vou? Is that
how a well-born and well-raised child behaves? How are you any different from
the plain, uneducated country bumpkins? Rogue! Rapscallion! Cad! How dare
vou hurl yourself anto the bed of a voung maiden, the danghter of a lady and a
gentleman who have treated vou so well? You should be thankful that, out of
tespect for your good parents, | don't order my servants to beal vou to a pulp: but
tomorrow my hushand returns, and Pl have him take vou back to Mexico the
same day, because 1 dont want rogues like you around my house.”

Full of fear and contusion, | kneeled down to her, and cried and pleaded that
she nat tell Don Martin, until at last she gave me her promise. 1 went back to bed
and noticed how hard the contemptible Januario was laughing under his covers;
but I pretended not to see.

The next day, Don Martin came back, and the Jady had the coach made ready
under the pretext of some urgent business or other in the capital; and without see-
ing the poor girl again, I was taken to my parents” house; but as she had promised,
the lady did not Tet her husband in on what had happened.

CHAPTER 9

PERIQUI[.I.U GOES HOME AND HAS A LONG CONVERSATION WITH HIS
FATHER ABOUT MATTERS BOTIH CURIOUS AND INTERESTING

We arrived at my house, where Twas very well received by my parents, especially
by mv mother, who ceuld not get her Bl of hugging me, as if 1 had just returned
from some dangerous expedition to faraway lands. Don Martin staved at our
house for two or three days while he wrapped up his business, and then he retired
to his hacienda, leaving me quite content because my misdeeds had been passed
over in silence.
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One day my goud father called me inalene and said, “Pedro, vou have become
a vouth without knowing when you left childhood, and any day now vou will enter
the fullness of manhood without knowing where your vouth has gone. What 1
mean is: today veu are a lad, tomarrow von will be a man; vou have a father whe
can give you direction, give vou advice, and support vou; but tomerrow, when |
die, vou will have to find your own direction and earm vour own way at the cost of
your sweat or your endeavors, or else perish if you cannot; for as you see, am a
poor man, and have no inheritance to leave vou other than the good education I've
given vou, although vou have not taken as much advantage of it as | had hoped.”

(Periquillo’s father describes the relative merits of letters, Jaw, and medicine,
dwelling on the poverty of poets and the fact that *in America . . . there are no
opportunities, rewards, or incentives for dedicating one’s bfe to the sclences.”
He gives Periquillo a week to decide on a career, and says that, if he does not
want to pursue a profession in letters, he can take up a manuwal rade. Periquillo,
however, must discover which career suits him and follow it.)

My father left, and [ stood there like a fool on the eve of the storm, for | still
did not perceive how sound his teachings were. Nevertheless, | realized that His
Grace meant for me to select a trade or profession that would put food on my
table for the rest of my life; but T made no use of this realization.

For seven of the eight days he had given me to make my decision, I thought
only of going to visit my friends and of loafing around, as was my habit, backed
by the acquiescence of my ingenuous mother; but on the eighth day, vy father
nudged my memory, saving: “Pedrillo, vou know what you have to tell me
tonight, regarding what 1 asked vou cight days ago.” I instantly remembered the
deadline, and went to find a friend with whom [ could discuss the matter.

| found one, mdeed; but what a friend? Just Iike all the other friends [ had then:
the sort of friend that disorderly boys, such as [ was, normally have. His name was
Martin Pelayo, and he was scarcely less annoving a pest than Juan Largo. He was
about nineteen or twenty years old; a bigger card sharp than Birian;! more
amorous than Cupid; a more fervent dancer than Bathylo; stupider than me; and
lazier than the biggest drene in the best beehive. Despite these nullities, he was
studving 1o be a father, se he claimed, though he had as much of a vocation for
the priesthood at the time as 1 did to become a hangman. Nonetheless, he had
already tonsured his hair and he wore clerical habits, becanse his parents had
forced him into the clergy, in the same way vou might foree a nail into a wall: by
hammering at it; and they had doene this so as not to lose the income from a cou-
ple of juicy chaplaincies that they had inherited.? How sick [am and will always
be of entailed estates and inherited chaplaincies!

| [Birjdn {or Vilhin) was the legendary inventor of the Spanssh card deck. <17,

2 [ A chaplainey (eapeliania) was an endowed position for a priest, who would sav 4 specified num-
ber of masses per vear in honer of the founders of the endowment. Much of the wealth of the
Mexican chureh was kocked into chaplaincies endowed by wealthy families and used to support 2
priest who wsually came from those same funilics. Together with mayorezges, or entailed estates,
endowed chaplaineies were one of the main methods used by swealthy families to circumvent Spain's
strict inhenitance laws and keep their estates intact. <1t |
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But be that as it may, this was the distinguished professor, the dignified elder,
the virtuous sage whom @selected to ask for advice, and you can all imagine how
well he might have fulfilled my father’s good intentions. And so it was.

As soon as informed him of my doubts and tald him a Little of what my father
had preached to me, he Jaughed out loud and said, "Why even ask? Study to be
a cleric, like I did—it's the best career, trust me. Look here: evervbody will look
up to a cleric; evervone will admire and respect him, even if he's a dolt, and will
cover up his defeets; nobody will dare stick a nickname on him or contradict
liim; there's always room for him at the best dance, at the best gaming table, and
heisn’tignared even in the ladies™ sitting roams; and on top of it all, he will never
be shorta peso, even if he gets it from a Mass that he savs poorly and on the run,
So den't be a fool, study for the priesthood. Look here: the other day I was at this
gaming house and 1 didn’t feel like losing the hand, even though the fellow
across the table had plaved an ace against my first card; so [ grabbed the whole
pot—that is, myv own money and the other fellow’s, too. The awner complained
and swore, rightly, that it was los; but |shouted, raged, cursed, ook the money
and left the house, and nobody dared make so much as a peep, because they all
figured me to be a deacon at the least; and vou know that if T had been a doctor
or a lawver and had done the same thing, either T would have left withont a
penny, or they would have mounted such a battle that Fmight not have even got-
ten my ribs out of there intact, Therefore, ance again 1 tell vou, study to be a cler-
ic and forget about anvthing else.”

1 replied, “1 like everything vou've said, and you've got me convineed; but my
father told me that I have to study cither theology, canon law, civil law, or medi-
cine; and to tell the trath, Tdon't think 1 have enough talent for any of them.”

“Dan’t be an idiet, " Pelayo replied. "You don’t need to study so much or work
50 hard to be a cleric. Do vou have a chaplainey?”

“No, Fdon't” Treplied.

“Well, don’t worry about it,” he continued; “get vourself ordained as a langnage
specialist® that is bad, because the poor curates are like servants to the parish
priests, and some will even force vou to make their beds for them; but that isn't
much compared to the advantages vou gain; and as for what vour father says about
having to study theelogy or canon law 1o become a cleric, don’t vou believe it Just
study a few definitions in Ferrer or Larraga, and that'll be more than enough; and
it vou dip into Cliquet or the Salamanca course, well!® Then you'll be the con-
summate moral theologian, a Sencea in the confessional, a Cicero in the pulpit;
vou'll be able to decide the toughest case of conscience that ever was, and vour
preaching will win vou more devotees than all the Massillons and Bourdaloues —
who were a couple of great orators, from what my professor tells me, because 1've
never cracked open their books.™

3 o
? [Language specalist: an assistant priest heensed to work in an Indian language. <t

ES

[The beoks mentioned are the common Spanish theology textbooks of the era. <.

5 [Jean-Baptiste Massillon (1663-1742) and Lonis Bourdalone (1632-1704) were the most famous

I'rench preachers of their time. <1t
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“But, man, the trath is,” [said, “Idon’t think I'd make a good priest, because 1
like women too much, so Ithink I'd be better off married.”

“Perico, vou're such a fool!” Pelayo answered. “Can't vou see, that's just the
Devil tempting vou ta keep von away from the holiest of professions? Do von
think that being a priest is the only way vou can sin along those lines? No, friend;
laymen and even married men commit the same kind of sins. And that's aside
from the fact that—who cares? ... But I don’t want to open vour eyes to such
things. Just get vourself ordained, man; do it and stop making se much noise
about it, and later vou'll thank me for myv good advice.”

I said goodbye to my friend and went home, resolving to become a cleric come
what may, because | so enjoved the flattering picture of the profession that Martin
had painted for me.

Night fell, and my good father, never negligent about my welfare, called me
into his study and said, “Today is the deadline T gave you, dear son, for seeking
advice and deciding on the carcer that best suits vou in the sciences or arts,
becanse T don't want vou to be wasting so much time. ‘Tell me, then, what have
vou thought, and what have vou decided?”

“I have decided, sir,” T replied, “to be a clerie.”

“I think that is very good,” my father said, “but vou don’t have a chaplainey,
and i that case vou will have to study some Indian language, such as Mexicano ®
Otomd, Tarascan, Mazahuva, and so on, so that vou can find an appointment as a
curate administering the sacraments to those poor people in their villages. You do
unclerstand that?”

“Yes, sir,” [replied, because it did not cost me anvthing to say ves, not because
I understond any of the obligations of a curate.

“Well, then, vou must also know now,” my father went on, “that vou will have
to go without grambling wherever vour prelate sends vou, even if it isto the poor-
est village in the Hot Country,” even if vou dislike it or find it damaging to vour
health, for the harder you work in your career as a curate, the more merits vou
will acquire toward being made a parish priest some day. These villages that I've
mentioned are very hot and vou will find little or no company there, except that
of coarse Indians, There vou will suffer from riding on harseback at all hours to
take confessions, being bumt by the sun, lashed by fierce thunderstorms, and
being kept up many late nights working. You will constantly battle the scorpions,
ticks, chiggers, mites, nits, midges, mosquitoes, and other poisonous insects of
the same sort that will quickly drink up vour blood. It will be a miracle if you
don’t have to suffer through the tertian fever that they call ‘the ¢hills, which is
normally fellowed by consumptive jaundice; and in the midst of these travails, if
you come up against a parish priest who is sullen, surly, and thick-headed, that
will give vou a tremendous opportunity for practicing patienee; and if vou fall in
with one who is lazy and pampered, he'll pile all the work on vour shoulders

6 [Mevicano: that is, Nahuat] or “Aztee,” the main Indian language of Mexico City, The four lan-
guages mentioned are the principal indigenous languages (in decreasing order) of central Mexico. =17

7 [Hot Country {Tierra Caliente)- the tropical Jowlands of Mexico, breeding grounds of many tropi-
cal discases in the colonial era. =Tt
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