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1. But Tenorio was beaten. The entire village was witness to the excommunication. The priest’s refusal meant the church was taking its stand and that the evil ways of the Trementinas were known to all. Tenorio had not thought the priest would stand against him. For a long time there was silence, then Tenorio turned his horse and the procession came back down the street. He would have to bury his daughter in unholy ground, and without the saving grace of the mass her soul was doomed to perdition. But what hurt Tenorio most was that he would no longer be able to rally the townspeople around him; he would no longer be able to hold them through fear. If the priest, who had for so long been unwilling to condemn the Trementinas’ doings, had taken a stand then surely that would lend courage to the villagers (147)
2. The Kid stepped up with the first gift. “I bring, I bring—” He looked at his script but he couldn’t read.


“Incense,” I whispered.


“¿Qué?”


“Incense,” I repeated. Miss Violet had rearranged Horse’s robe and pushed 
him back to kneel by me. My eyes were watering from his blow.


“In-sense,” the Kid said and he threw the crayon box we were using for 
incense right into the manger and busted the doll’s head again. The round 
head just rolled out into the center of the stage near where Red stood and he 
looked down at it with a puzzled expression on his face.


Then the Kid stepped back and slipped on Abel’s pee. He tried to get up 
and run, but that only made it worse. He kept slipping and getting up, and 
slipping and getting up, and all the while the audience had gone wild with 
laughter and hysteria (164)

3. “It is not gossip that another of my daughters is sick!” Tenorio shouted, “and she too will die, like the first one! And it is because of the old witch Ultima from Las Pasturas—”


It isn’t true I wanted to shout, but my voice stifled in my throat. The wind 
snapped around us and flung our words away.


“It was your daughters who started the evil!” Narciso retorted, “and if you seek 
to do evil to la Grande I will cut your heart out!” (169)

4. I did not want to accept the knowledge of her words, but I did. I think I knew now that I had followed Narciso and that I stood with the wind whipping at my back because I had expected to hear my brother’s name called. For a while I had even dreaded that the Márez at the house of the sinful women might be my father, because I remembered the way he and Serrano had whispered jokes about the women here when the bull was humped over the cow.


“Androooooooooo…” The wind seemed to taunt me with the name. My 
brother.


I felt very feverish now. I felt weak and useless. I remembered the day 
my 
brothers left for the big city, how they shouted about coming here before they 
left. And Andrew always lingering here, not telling my mother who his girl was, 
all seemed to fit. And I remembered my dream. Andrew had said that he would 
not enter the house of the 
naked women until I had lost my innocence.


Had I already lost my innocence? How? I had seen Lupito murdered… I 
had seen Ultima’s cure… I had seen the men come to hang her… I had 
seen the 
awful fight just now… I had seen and reveled in the beauty of 
the golden carp!


Oh God! my soul groaned and I thought that it would burst and I would 
die huddled against the evil house. How had I sinned? (173)
5. I heard a low moan as Tenorio aimed his pistol at the head of Narciso. I screamed with fear and Tenorio spun around and saw me. He aimed the pistol at me and I heard the click of the firing pin. But there was no shot.


 “You bastard of the witch!” he snarled. He stuffed the pistol into his pocket, 
turned and fled towards the highway (177)

6. I knew what I had to pray. I had to pray an Act of Contrition for his departing soul, like I prayed for Lupito. But I had not held Lupito while his body went cold. I had not bloodied my hands with his life’s blood. I looked at the wound on the chest and saw the blood stop flowing; rage and protest filled me. I wanted to cry out into the storm that it was not fair that Narciso die for doing good, that it was not fair for a mere boy to be at the dying of a man (178)

7. No! I pleaded, hear me and I shall be your priest!


I can have no priest who has golden idols before him, God answered, and the 
flames roared and consumed everything.


In the cracking, frolicking flames I saw the face of Narciso. His face was 
bloody, and his eyes dark with death.


Forgive Narciso! I cried to God.


I will, the terrible Voice responded, if you also ask me to forgive Tenorio.


But Tenorio murdered Narciso! Tenorio did evil!


A loud peal of laughter boomed and rang out in the valley of flames. It 
rolled in 
clouds of dark smoke like the thunder of the summer thunderstorms.


I will forgive Tenorio, a soft voice called. I turned and saw the forgiving 
Virgin.


No! No! I cried, it is Narciso that you must forgive! Intercede for him so 
that he may gain the joys of heaven.


Antonio, she smiled, I forgive all.


You cannot! I persisted in my delirium, you must punish Tenorio for killing 
Narciso!


And again the laughter rang from the flames. You foolish boy, God roared, don’t 
you see you are caught in your own trap! You would have a God who forgives 
all, but when it comes to your personal whims you seek punishment for your 
vengeance. You would have my mother rule 
my heavens, you would send all 
sinners to her for forgiveness, but you would also have her taint her hands with 
the blood of vengeance—
8. Hie! Hie! They cried and danced, through your body went the spell that cured Lucas, and your name lent strength to the curse that took one of us from the service of our Master. We will have our vengeance on you, their voices crackled.


They cut my black hair with rusty scissors and mixed the hair with the 
blood of 
bats. This they poured, together with the insides of a toad, into a bowl. They 
knew the toad was the animal opposed to me in life, and that its touch or even its 
sight made me sick. They brewed this mixture over their evil fire, and when it 
was done they drank it.


I saw my body withering away. My mother came and touched my forehead then 
began her mourning wail. Ultima sat by me, powerless in the face of death. I 
saw the priest from town come, and he rubbed the holy oil at my feet and 
prayed. A long, dark night came upon me in 
which I sought the face of God, but 
I could not find Him. Even the Virgin and my Saint Anthony would not look at 
my face. I had died without having taken the Eucharist, and I was cursed. In 
front of the dark doors of Purgatory my bleached bones were laid to rest.

9. Next day León and Eugene left. This time they took Andrew with them. He quit his job at Allen’s Market and dropped his plans for finishing high school and went to Santa Fe with them. My father was not there when they left; the roads were opening up and all the highway crews were working. My mother cried when she kissed her sons goodbye, but she was resigned. I waved goodbye to them with some misgivings. I wondered if I would ever really know my brothers, or would they remain but phantoms of my dreams. And I wondered if the death of Narciso had anything to do with Andrew’s decision to go (194).

