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Young Writer in a New Country
By JOSE GARCIA VILLA

IN THE homeland . . . I was young. I wander to the rocks
on the beach and pass my hands through my hair. It
is so soothing. Like the touch of a woman whom you love
but have never-seen. I lift my face to the moon and wish I
- were naked that I should see how the silver of its rays would
melt against my form. It may be that at these times I am
mad, but my being is infinitely happy, infinitely tender. If
suddenly the moon should hide, I would lie on the sand and
wait and wait. I am in love. I would creep and crawl and
bruise my flesh to find my love .
What I am trying to say is that in the homeland I was
young. I love you, said she. I love you. I love you.
She is the young moon, the young swan, the young
doe. . . ; : '
( .. You are very young, said my father to me. What he
meant was: I will come in between. :
He was my father and he was strong. “Not physically,
I mean, for he was thin. But he was strong. Someday
when I am a father, too, I will never be like him. I will
. never say to my son, you are very young, ifI meant I will
» come in between.
’ Shie said she loved me. She Sald she’d wait. Do not be
long in America, she said.

And America . . ﬁ In New Mexico the winds blowing,
carrying sand. Here my first home in the new land . . . here
my first friend the other side of the ocean . .

Here Aurora and Georgia. Here Joe and Wiley—Jack,
Rey and Louise.

And all the time the sands of New Mex1co, windscat-
tered, Wlndloved

At night, in the new country, I Would‘say to myself:
America, America. I liein bed quietly, trying to think what
[ 220 ]
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it really rgle‘ans.. A Wmd blowsg rth ough the open @ ow |
and makes me shiver. America s cold, for the' momentithat
is my thought.i! In the homeland-—never any snow. In the
' homeland, greenness. O green,; 0 \Jva,rmth O bamb un-
- forgotten . . ‘ -

: In Amerlca it is cold. But eErriest my roommate, [does
~ not find it so. He has lived in America all his life. He plays -
the trombone. fHe likes to play the trombone. America has |
taught him to play the trombone. What a strange train of
thoughts. Ernest. America. TroEbone b

What I want to say is thaﬁ I could not make out any-‘
thing. I lay mi bed, Wantlng slelep come, but all the {tlme,
my lips kept| saying: Ameri lza, Amerlca—-fondlm | the
words, Wantmg to know what they xrleant But nothm%‘ got |

solved in my mind. : » »
C | N

_ But 'éboué Father—-—it was clear, it Wés\ 28ry dear.
When he said to me, You are very young, I knew what he
meant. I knew why he chose those words. They arejvery

good words and if I were my 1'jfa,thér and I wanted tp act
like he did, I wiould have used the saxhe words: You a Xy |
!

young . S
You see, lgn the homeland an, but my father
was a liar Whegx he said, You ar very young. 'T '
She did not lie but in the emd she became. a liar. at
I mean is thatiwhen she said, I Faove ‘you, she meant it, gvery
word of it, but Time changed hegr. -
" She could have ‘written: I} want to be free. Yop are |
free and I amifree . -

That Wou!d have heen very easy to understand.
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‘But Tlme that hurts also (nOW!S how to heal. David,
first friend 1n£ the white land. Dayld who was poor] Who ,
wore slovenly: clothes, whose eyes Were soft. Of njghts,
walking on the streets, rec1t1ng poet y . T

This is all very clear. I have asked Amerlca the &oun-
‘try America: ‘Why don’t you rﬂpiake more Davids? T sked
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the question because it was the only way
He was not a liar and he could never end
Do you get what I mean?

But I know: Davids die poor. Eve
Davids are not many. Civilization does

to express myse]f
a liar: David. .

n in my country
not want Davids:

You got no speed, David. You must be lefit behind. . .

Do you see America getting clearer
you see mysélf getting articulate, getting
little calm comes to my mind. Little b;
white birth . .

It was then that my stories were bos
land and the new land. Some of you may h
they were cool, afire with coolth.

. I, father of tales. Fathering tales I
the new land.
had healed me.

And now I am in New York.
Before that Chicago, Milwaukee, W2
- now New York.

In the daytime movement and in the
ment. And, Lord, I am tired .

What I am trying to say is that Ile
desert of my white birth .
I want it to enfold me completely, I Wlll
never leave it.

But in the homeland, there I was your

. a white cool birth in a newy

I became lover to the degert.

in my mind? Do
voeice? Little by~

7 little comes my
land.
ave read them ...

became rooted to

shington . . . but
nighttime move-

ft the rdeserta the

. and now I want to return to it.

surrender, I will

g ...

Do you get what I am driving you tle see? I am cry-

ing for the desert, for the peace of the dese
Will the native land forgive? Betwe

the peace of a strange faraway desert—Between your two

peaces . . . B ¥
O tell softly, softly. Forgive softly.

rt.
on your peace and

n. Of the home-

Three tales
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