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INTRODUCTION
Ilán Stavans
In a passage toward the end of Mariano Azuela’s The Underdogs that is famous for its allegorical impregnation, Demetrio Macías, the protagonist, reappears in Limón, his small rancho, after an absence of two years. During this period, the revolution he was swept up in has been his sole raison d’être. He has fought in the ranks of Pancho Villa—“the Mexican Napoleon”—and has been persuaded that centuries of societal inequality in Mexico are likely to be abolished once and for all, if not for everyone, at least for campesinos who, like Demetrio, were destined to become generals in the insurgent army. Demetrio has learned to loot and slaughter, which is what war teaches men to do, but he has also inadvertently become a marionette of politicos who use the masses for their own advantage. “How beautiful the Revolution is,” a soldier announces, “even in its very barbarity!”
It might indeed be beautiful, but Demetrio by then is tired of it, ready to move on. But when the time comes to surrender his weapons, he fails to do so, a decision that comes to the reader as a surprise of sorts; the domestic realm entices him, but apparently not enough. Instead, he decides to leave his family again and return to the battlefield. His wife, at his side near a canyon in that memorable scene, clearly baffled by this second departure, asks why. “Why do you keep on fighting, Demetrio?” He frowns deeply, then absentmindedly picks up a stone, which he throws to the bottom of the canyon, staring pensively into the abyss as he studies the arc of its flight.
La piedra . . . The stone is a symbol of Demetrio’s incapacity to emerge clearheaded from the strife that violently catapulted Mexico into modernity. But it is also something else: an emblem of the nation’s bottomward quest to institutionalize the turmoil that began in 1910 when the civilian Francisco I. Madero, under the banner “Sufragio efectivo y no reelección,” a statement that stood for a campaign that was in favor of accountable vote and against reelection, brought down the thirty-plus-year tyrannical regime of Porfirio Díaz. It was the beginning of a journey that, in less than two decades, included the assassinations of figures such as Emiliano Zapata, Venustiano Carranza, Alvaro Obregón, and Villa himself, who turned the revolution into a single-party autocracy. Mario Vargas Llosa, the Peruvian author of The War of the End of the World, once described it as “the perfect dictatorship,” whose existence spanned the years from 1929 to 2000 and at the dawn of the new millennium, encompassed over a hundred million people. The party’s name was Partido Revolucionario Institucional, a.k.a. PRI. In and of itself, the party’s name is an oxymoron: might change be legislated, enforced? Just like the Bolsheviks in faraway Russia, the PRI members figured out a lucrative way to make the oxymoron a form of life.
Azuela’s novel is a masterpiece of human compassion and narrative economy. Its overall value, I dare to suggest, rests on the effect of this pristine scene between Demetrio and his wife, which, in some metaphysical fashion, justifies the entire narrative endeavor. So much so that one might say The Underdogs was written so that this almost mythological exchange, this tête-à-tête between them—or better, between Demetrio’s brighter and darker sides— could find its rightful loci. It might seem incongruous to some, and unfair, too, to ascribe to a single scene almost eighty years of ideological stagnation. Yet unquestionably the book is infused with a  prophetic tone; therein, among other reasons, is why it has remained so popular over time. Encoded in the answer that Demetrio delivers to his wife is the fate of democracy and critical thought in Mexico. For he knows nothing about Adam Smith and Diderot, nor has he ever heard of Lenin. He is unacquainted with the larger intellectual debates of his age, is one of the countless anonymous individuals who make H-i-s-t-o-r-y without the faintest clue as to how to spell the word. Others more seasoned in arms and letters, personified in the book by Luis Cervantes (his patronymic, an oblique reference to the author of Don Quixote, cannot be sheer accident), will spell it out for Demetrio.
Mariano Azuela (1873–1952) knew everything about the spinning of stones. A liberal by faith and a doctor by profession, he was, like his protagonist, from a small village, Lagos de Moreno, in the state of Jalisco. He moved to Guadalajara, an urban center, to study medicine, and supported Madero in his quest to unseat Díaz. Azuela’s Maderismo paid off when he was named director of education of his home state, but when the elected president was assassinated, thus igniting the chaos that came to be known as “la revolución mexicana,” Azuela, too, joined the Villistas, as a doctor. The commitment allowed him to see the tragedy from the trenches in a way that, to me, at least, recalls the itinerary of Isaac Babel’s in Red Cavalry. His first literary sketches, published in a newspaper of the country’s capital, and influenced by his experience as an internist, date back to 1896. His influences were Edmond de Goncourt, Abbé Prevost, and, in particular, Alexandre Dumas’s La Dame aux camélias. In the next ten years he drafted a series of flawed narratives, one of them prophetically titled Los fracasados (1908), roughly translatable as “the damned.”
His staunch enemy was intolerance, religious and ideological. He witnessed the federal army fight the Villistas in Zacatecas. He served as a doctor in the battalion of Julián Medina, a significant model for Demetrio Macías. Eventually, Azuela rose to lieutenant colonel and medical staff director of the Estado Mayor. Nevertheless, it was intolerance that forced him into exile in El Paso, Texas, when the counterrevolutionary forces of Victoriano Huerta seized  power. Exile might be a tuner for the soul. He, for one, used it as a springboard to reflect on the disaster of an uprising that had used human beings as peons. It was in El Paso that, around 1915, Azuela serialized his novel in a newspaper,  El Paso del Norte. The circulation was approximately one thousand, and the author was paid three dollars a week during the period of serialization. In book form, the volume, 143 pages in length, was released a year later with the subtitle Cuadernos y escenas de la revolución mexicana (Notebooks and Scenes of the Mexican Revolution). Shortly after, Azuela moved to Mexico’s capital, where he continued to write until the conclusion of his days, releasing on average a book every year, including novels, collections of stories, and volumes of essays. He practiced medicine among the poor in the northern neighborhoods of the expanding metropolis. He is buried in the most renowned of cemeteries, where dignitaries are honored in immortality: the Rotonda de los Hombres Ilustres.
That immortality Azuela owes solely to The Underdogs, though. Perhaps this is because no other work of his is so discerning, so perspicacious, yet so autobiographical. He seems to fully understand the inner and outer route of his characters; still, he allows them to engage in spontaneity, to seek their own path in the turmoil that surrounds them. Every syllable of their dialogue rings true. The battle sequences are startling, and so is the theater of sexes in which Macías’s soldiers perform. What qualifies a work as a literary classic is its ability to survive rereadings, and  The Underdogs does. Intriguingly, its publication went unnoticed for almost a decade. It wasn’t reissued with significant emendations until 1925, and it wasn’t until then that it became a critical and popular success. The delay is explainable: Mexico needed to process its internal turmoil, to seek a peaceful, stabilized form of government; also, artists and intellectuals required the type of wisdom that only time might offer. Not long after the novel was canonized, the PRI began its enduring rule. In any case, the volume is required reading in Mexican schools today and is celebrated as the apex of the tradition known as “novela de la revolución mexicana.” Other quintessential authors in this tradition are Martín Luis Guzmán, responsible for The Eagle  and the Serpent, as well as José Vasconcelos, Gregorio López y Fuentes, and Agustín Yáñez. Juan Rulfo and Carlos Fuentes also belong to it, for this tradition, over time, has replicated itself in myriad forms and inseminated almost every aspect of Mexican letters. Azuela is the undisputed leader of it: in commentaries of the twenties in El Universal, it was established that “what Diego Rivera is to painting, Azuela is to fiction.” Intellectuals such as Rafael López Velarde and Julio Jiménez Rueda model him as a distilled, incisive author, un futuro gran novelista in whose pen lies our understanding of a rebellion that changes the country forever.1
The actual Spanish title is more poetic than the choice by E. Munguía, Jr., used in his English-language translation when it was published by Brentano’s in 1929, just four years after the publication of Azuela’s original “official” version. (The translation included engravings by José Clemente Orozco.) Its title, a reference to those who are victims of injustice, might lead some to believe the volume is about an American Dream of sorts. Nothing is further from the truth. There is no equivalent to the American Dream south of the border, where society is far more rigid, precluding, or at least obstructing, attempts at mobility across classes. Los de abajo means “the people beneath,” “those from below”—or, in a politicized twist, the lumpen proletariat, and even perhaps, à la Victor Hugo,  les misérables. In truth, proletariat is an erroneous reference, for Azuela’s plot takes place in the countryside, among destitute campesinos, which was the constituency, as it were, at the forefront of the revolution. And it is also significant, in my eyes, that The Underdogswas first published in the United States. It isn’t possible to describe Azuela as part of the Chicano tradition, for he never became  an émigré. Instead, he is an exile, defined by the Oxford English Dictionaryas “a banished person,” e.g., “one compelled to reside away from his native land.” Azuela profited from a renewed perspective on his experiences in the battlefield: his was a fatalistic viewpoint with an aesthetic force that allows the reader to see destruction from within, not only from without. In fact, his is a style that recalls the Cossack stories of Isaac Babel in Red Cavalry, authentic gems where the parsimony of language and the restraint of emotions give place to a sense of desolation. (Babel’s “Story of My Dovecote,” by the way, includes a scene where a stone on the ground becomes equally emblematic.) The empathy I find between them is not accidental. One might argue that Mexico and Russia shared much in the early days of the twentieth century, which could explain why these were the first two countries submerged in social upheavals. These upheavals left an imprint on their respective literatures. For instance, the fatalism of Azuela and the bleak state in which the lower class finds itself trapped recall similar patterns in Maxim Gorky, and the attention paid by the Mexican to “the small details of life” and even his misleading tenderness bring to mind Anton Chekhov.
Azuela’s rendezvous in English are of interest to me. The Underdogs has been rendered into more than a dozen languages, including Serbian, Japanese, and Yiddish. But he has done superbly in English. Four other novels by him have been translated into Shakespeare’s tongue: Marcela (1932),  The Flies and The Bosses (both 1956), and The Trials of a Respectable Family (1963). As for his masterpiece, there are, to my knowledge, a total of four English translations: the other three are by Frances Kellam Hendricks and Beatrice Berler (1963); Stanley Linn Robe (1979); and Frederick H. Fornoff (1992). But Munguía’s is unquestionably the most agile, although it takes unnecessary liberties. For instance, the translator attempts to recreate the jargon of the lower class by equating it to the language of an American black. This is clear midway in the plot line, at the moment when the character of Meco finds out that in his absence his wife has delivered another baby. In Spanish, Azuela writes: “Oye, Pancracio . . . En carta que me pone mi mujer me notifica que izque ya tenemos otro hijo. ¿Cómo es eso? ¡Yo no la veo dende tiempos del siñor Madero!” Of course, Mexicanisms such as “izque” and “dende tiempos del siñor”  are nightmarish to render with a degree of accuracy. Munguía reduces the resonance thus: “Hey, Pancracio . . . my wife writes me I’ve got another kid. How in hell is that? I ain’t seen her since Madero was President.” A few lines later, Meco sings what Azuela describes as “horrible falsete,” which in English becomes a song “in a voice horribly shrill”:
Yo le daba un centavo
Y ella me dijo que no . . .
Yo le daba medio
Y no lo quiso agarrar.
Tanto me estuvo rogando
Hasta que me sacó un rial.
¡Ay, qué mujeres ingratas,
no saben considerar!

Munguía takes the lyric out of context, yet registers the pathos of the original:
I gave her a penny
That wasn’t enough
I gave her a nickel
The wench wanted more
We bargained. I asked
If a dime was enough
But she wanted a quarter
By God! That was tough!
All wenches are fickle

This tergiversation and others similar in tone might have eclipsed, partially, Azuela’s talents. Every translation places a veil on the original, but have the author’s colors in this case become too mitigated, too contorted? In her revision of Munguía’s translation, Beth E. Jörgensen of the University of Rochester has gone back to Azuela’s original (specifically, to the edition of 1927, published in  Jalapa, Veracruz), in order to replace Munguía’s stylistic liberties with her own (see page 52).
A painstaking comparison of Azuela’s Los de abajo and Munguía’s The Underdogs evidences the obvious: the latter is as wordy as it is weighty. Jörgensen has caught small typical mistakes, such as the misidentification of the subject of verbs, the misattribution of dialogue, and some lexical inaccuracies. The majority of her changes have to do with style, though. She has reinstated the original division of paragraphs, returned to Azuela’s interjection of episodes narrated in the present tense, reduced rhetorical flourishes, and fought against Munguía’s dated English (“on the morrow,” instead of “the next morning”). She is consistent with names, too. Munguía, for instance, corrected  Carranzo to Carranza at a point in which Azuela wanted to highlight the ignorance of one of his characters; Jörgensen has granted us that ignorance again. And why did Munguía change Codorniz for  Quail but left Manteca alone? Jörgensen reverts this trend, then inserts endnotes to explain what the names evoke. Her use of endnotes might be deemed too academic by some; it indicates a difference in readership: Munguía targeted his work to a general audience, Jörgensen to the curious student.
In the end, the three versions at hand are dramatically different. Consider the following comparison of Part 1, Chapter 2:
Azuela: “Cerca de ellos estaba, en montón, la piel dorada de una res, sobre la tierra húmeda de sangre.” 
Munguía: “The rays of the sun, falling about them, cast a golden radiance over the bloody hide of a calf, lying on the ground nearby.”
Jörgensen: “Close by, the golden hide of a calf lay in a heap on the blood-soaked earth.”
Translations go in and out of fashion, whereas the author’s source remains, magically, fossilized in a state of grace. The attempt to “reclaim” an established translation, to appropriate it, to bring it back to life, isn’t scandalous. It is a trend in the history of literature.  (In English alone, the hunger to reprint Don Quixote de la Mancha  has resulted in the careless manipulation of translations by Shelton [1612], Motteux [1700], Jarvis [1742], and Smollett [1755].) Perhaps the future will condemn Jörgensen’s excess of simplicity, but to us today it is an honorable approach: it allows for a revaluation of Azuela’s talents. Those talents are best perceived in the symmetry he builds between freedom and determinism, a feature I find admirable every time I reopen The Underdogs. Harriet de Onís once questioned if, at heart, its author was a reactionary. After all, he rushed to join the revolution but withdrew from it just as fast. Reactionaries produce nihilistic literature; Azuela, on the other hand, was a moralist: his novel is about ethical choices. The clash between the individual and the community, between one’s private aspirations and those of the entire nation, is brilliantly explored. Demetrio devotes his energy to a righteous cause, and for it he is promised a better future. But he is a man left to fend for himself. And it is that test that he fails. The novel is about the benevolence of Mexicans, but also about their docility. Hence, Azuela allows us an invaluable glimpse into his nation’s psyche. At one point the urbane Cervantes tells Demetrio straightforwardly: “You rose up to protest against the evils of all the caciques who are ruining the whole nation. . . . We are the tools Destiny makes use of to reclaim the sacred rights of the people.”
Las herramientas del destino—the tools of destiny? Again, it is in that fateful scene, as the stone spins down into the abyss, that everything comes into focus. “Look at that stone,” Demetrio asserts, “how it keeps on going. . . .”
ILÁN STAVANS is the Lewis-Sebring Professor in Latin American and Latino Culture at Amherst College. His books include The Hispanic Condition, Art and Anger, The Riddle of Cantinflas, and On BorrowedWords: A Memoir of Language. He is the editor of The Oxford Book of Jewish Stories. His work has been translated into half a dozen languages.
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PART ONE
“How beautiful the Revolution is, even in its very barbarity!”
Solís said with deep feeling.


I
“That’s no animal, I tell you! . . . Listen to Palomo barking! It  must be a human being.”
The woman stared into the darkness of the sierra.
“What if they’re Federals?”1 said a man who sat squatting and eating, a coarse earthenware plate in his right hand, three folded tortillas in the other.
The woman made no answer; all her senses were directed outside the hut.
The beat of horses’ hoofs rang in the quarry nearby. Palomo barked again, louder and more angrily.
“Well, Demetrio, I think you had better hide, all the same.”
Stolidly, the man finished eating; he reached for a water jug and gulped down the water in it. Then he stood up.
“Your rifle is under the mat,” she whispered.
A tallow candle illumined the small room. In one corner stood a plow, a yoke, a goad, and other agricultural implements. An old adobe mold hung by ropes from the roof and served as a bed; on it a child slept, covered with rags.
Demetrio buckled his cartridge belt about his waist and picked up his rifle. Tall and well built, with a sanguine, beardless face, he  wore shirt and trousers of white cloth, a broad-brimmed straw hat, and leather sandals.
With slow, measured step, he left the room, vanishing into the impenetrable darkness of the night.
Palomo, excited to the point of fury, had jumped over the corral fence. Suddenly a shot rang out. The dog moaned, then barked no more.
Men on horseback rode up, shouting and swearing. Two of them dismounted, while the other hung back to watch the horses.
“Hey, there, woman, we want food! Eggs, milk, beans, anything you’ve got! We’re starving!”
“Damned sierra! It would take the Devil himself not to lose his way!”
“Sergeant, even the Devil would go astray if he were as drunk as you are.”
One of them wore chevrons on his shoulders, the other red stripes on his sleeves.
“Whose place is this, old woman? . . . What the . . . Isn’t anybody home?”
“What about that light and that child there? Look here, woman, we want to eat, and damn quick, too! Are you coming out, or are we going to make you?”
“You swine! You’ve gone and killed my dog! What harm did he ever do you? What did you have against him, poor little Palomo!”
The woman reentered the house, dragging the dog behind her, very white and fat, with lifeless eyes and limp body.
“Look at those cheeks, Sergeant! Don’t get riled, light of my life: I swear I’ll turn your home into a dovecote, see? But by God!
“Don’t look so haughty, dear,
Banish all fear
Look at me lovingly
Light of my eyes.”

The officer finished singing in his tipsy voice.
“Tell me what they call this ranch, woman?” the sergeant asked.  
“Limón,” the woman replied curtly, carrying wood to the fire and fanning the coals.
“So we’re in Limón, eh, the famous Demetrio Macías’s country, eh? . . . Do you hear that, Lieutenant? We’re in Limón.”
“Limón? What the hell do I care? If I’m bound for hell, Sergeant, I might as well go there now . . . now that I have such a good mount. Look at the cheeks on that darling, look at them! There’s a pair of ripe red apples for a fellow to bite into!”
“I’ll wager you know that bandit, lady. . . . I was in the pen with him at Escobedo.”
“Bring me a bottle of tequila, Sergeant; I’ve decided to spend the night with this little brunette. . . . What’s that? The colonel? . . . Why talk about the colonel now? He can go straight to hell. And if he doesn’t like it, it’s all right with me. Come on, Sergeant, tell the corporal outside to unsaddle the horses and feed them. I’ll stay here. Listen, my girl, you let the sergeant fry the eggs and warm up the tortillas; you come here to me. See this wallet full of nice new bills? They’re all for you, darling. Sure, I want you to have them. Imagine! I’m drunk, see, a little, and that’s why I’m kind of hoarse. . . . I left half my gullet down Guadalajara way, and I’ve been spitting the other half out all the way up here. Oh, well, who cares? But I want you to have that money. Hey, Sergeant, where’s my bottle? Darling, you’re awfully far away. Come closer and pour yourself a drink. You won’t, eh? Afraid of your . . . er . . . husband . . . or whatever he is? Well, if he’s skulking in some hole, you tell him to come out. What the hell do I care? I’m not scared of rats, see!”
Suddenly a white shadow loomed on the dark threshold.
“Demetrio Macías!” the sergeant cried as he stepped back in terror.
The lieutenant stood up, silent, cold, and motionless as a statue.
“Shoot them!” the woman cried, her throat dry.
“Oh, excuse us, friend . . . I didn’t know. . . . But I respect a truly brave man.”
Demetrio stood his ground, looking them up and down, an insolent and disdainful smile wrinkling his face.
“Yes, I not only respect them, but I like them. Here’s my hand on  it, friend to friend . . . That’s all right, Demetrio Macías, you don’t want to shake hands. . . . It’s because you don’t know me, it’s because you see me doing this dog’s job. . . . But what do you want, friend? I’m poor, I have a big family to support! . . . Sergeant, let’s go; I always respect the home of a brave man, a real man!”
When they had gone, the woman drew close to Demetrio.
“Holy Virgin of Jalpa,2 what a scare! I thought it was you they’d shot.”
“You go to my father’s house, quick!” Demetrio ordered.
She wanted to hold him in her arms; she entreated, she wept. But he pushed away from her gently and replied in a somber voice.
“I’ve an idea the whole lot of them are coming.”
“Why didn’t you kill them?”
“Their hour hasn’t struck yet.”
They went out together; she bore the child in her arms. At the door they separated, moving off in opposite directions.
The moon peopled the mountain with vague shadows. In every crag and in every scrub oak tree, Demetrio could see the poignant silhouette of a woman with a child in her arms.
When, after many hours of climbing, he gazed back, huge flames shot up from the depths of the canyon by the river. His house was on fire. . . .

II
Everything was still swathed in shadows as Demetrio Macías began his descent to the bottom of the ravine. His path was a narrow ledge, along a cliff, between giant rocks striped with huge, eroded cracks, and a drop-off hundreds of meters deep that looked as if it had been cut with a single stroke.
During his rapid, agile descent, he mused:
“The Federals will surely find our track now and chase us down like dogs. It’s a good thing they don’t know the trails and paths up here. . . . But if they got someone from Moyahua to guide them . . . because all the men from Limón or Santa Rosa or the other nearby ranches are on our side, and they wouldn’t hand us over. That cacique1 who’s chased me and run me ragged over these hills is at Moyahua now; he’d give his eyeteeth to see me dangling from a telegraph pole with my tongue sticking out of my mouth. . . .”
And he reached the bottom of the ravine just as dawn was breaking. He lay on the rocks and fell asleep.
The river crept along, murmuring as the waters rose and fell in small cascades. Birds chirped from their hiding places among the pitahayas, 2 and the monotonous, eternal drone of the cicadas filled the rocky solitude with mystery.
Demetrio woke with a start, waded across the river, and headed up the opposite side of the gorge. He climbed the crags laboriously as an ant, gripping rocks and branches with his hands, clutching every stone in the trail with his bare feet.
When he reached the summit, the sun was bathing the high plateau in a lake of gold. Near the canyon, enormous rocks loomed like fantastic African skulls; the pitahaya trees rose like the gnarled fingers of a giant; trees stretched toward the pit of the abyss. Amid the stark rocks and dry branches, St. John’s roses bloomed like a white offering to the sun, as it unraveled its golden threads, one by one, from rock to rock.
Demetrio stopped at the summit, reached with his right arm, drew the horn that hung on his back, held it up to his thick lips, and, swelling his cheeks, blew three loud blasts. From beyond the next summit, three whistles answered his signal.
In the distance, from a conical heap of reeds and dry straw, man after man emerged, one after the other, their naked legs and chests polished as dark as old bronze.
They rushed up to greet Demetrio.
“They’ve burned my house down,” he replied to their inquisitive looks.
There were curses, threats, and insults.
Demetrio let their anger run its course; then he drew a bottle from under his shirt, took a long swig, wiped it with the back of his hand, and passed it around. The bottle went from mouth to mouth until not a drop was left. The men licked their lips greedily.
“God willing,” said Demetrio, “tomorrow or this very night we’ll meet the Federals face to face. What do you say, boys, shall we let them find their way around these trails?”
The half-naked crew jumped to their feet, uttering shrill cries of joy. Then they gave vent to more insults, oaths, and threats.
“Of course, we can’t tell how strong they are,” Demetrio remarked, as his glance traveled over their faces. “Julián Medina 3 at Hostotipaquillo, with a half dozen men and knives that they sharpened on a grindstone, faced up to the police and the Federals in the town, and threw them out. . . .”
“We’re every bit as good as Medina’s crowd!” said a broad-shouldered man with a black beard, bushy eyebrows, and a sweet look in his eyes.
“All I can say,” he added, “is that if I’m not the owner of a Mauser, cartridge belt, trousers, and shoes by tomorrow evening, my name’s not Anastasio Montañez. . . . Look here, Codorniz, 4 you don’t believe me, do you? I have a dozen bullets in me. . . . Demetrio will vouch for that. . . . I’m about as afraid of bullets as I am of caramel candy. What do you mean you don’t believe me?”
“Viva Anastasio Montañez!” shouted Manteca.
“No,” answered Montañez. “Viva Demetrio Macías, our chief, and long live God in His heaven and the Virgin Mary.”
“Viva Demetrio Macías!” they all shouted.
They built a fire with dry brush and wood and placed chunks of fresh meat upon the burning coals. As the blaze rose, they encircled the fire, sat on their heels, and inhaled the odor of the meat as it twisted and crackled on the embers.
Close by, the golden hide of a calf lay in a heap on the blood-soaked earth. Meat dangled from a rope fastened between two huisache trees, to dry in the sun and wind.
“Well,” Demetrio said, “you know we’ve only twenty rifles, besides my thirty-thirty. If there are just a few of them, we’ll shoot until there’s not a man left alive. If there are a lot of ’em, we can give ’em a good scare, anyhow.”
He undid a belt about his waist, loosened a knot in it, and offered the contents to his companions.
“Salt!” A murmur of approbation rose among them as each took a few grains between the tips of his fingers.
They ate voraciously; then, glutted, lay down on the ground, facing the sky, and sang monotonous, sad songs, uttering a strident shout after each stanza.




End of sample
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