Extra Credit Name: LIT#

So far in the Pearl, we have read about two distinctly different settings. Accurately draw those settings
demonstrating that you have done a close and careful reading of the text to support your art.

Using the citations below from the text, 2
draw both settings on one page, splitting the page. .
Be sure you first read the text and underline the pg. 13
important details, circle and look up in a dictionary " The town lay on a broad estuary, its old yellow plas-
the words you do not know (write the meaning tered buildings hugging the beach. And on the beach
of the word in the margin), and put a question(?) the white and blue canoes that came from Nayarit were
mark next o anything you do not understand. drawn up, canoes preserved for generations by a hard
shell-like waterproof plaster whose making was a se-
cret of the fishing people. They were high and graceful
canoes with curving bow and stern and a braced sec-
tion midships where a mast could be stepped to carry
a small lateen sail.
The beach was yellow sand, but at the water’s edge
a rubble of shell and algae took its place. Fiddler crabs
bubbled and sputtered in their holes in the sand, and in
the shallows little lobsters popped in and out of their
i tiny homes in the rubble and sand. The sea bottom was
pg. 1 —— rich with crawling and swimming and growing things.
The brown algae waved in the gentle currents and the

Kino awakened in the near dark. The stars still shone
and the day had drawn only a pale wash of light in the
lower sky to the east. The roosters had been crowing
for some time, and the early pigs were already begin-
ning their ceaseless turning of twigs and bits of wood
to see whether anything to eat had been overlooked.
Outside the brush house in the tuna clump, a covey of
little birds chittered and flurried with their wings.

PE- 8 They came to the place where the brush houses

stopped and the city of stone and plaster began, the city
of harsh outer walls and inner cool gardens where a little
water played and the bougainvillaea crusted the walls
with purple and brick-red and white. They heard from
the secret gardens the singing of caged birds and heard
the splash of cooling water on hot flagstones. The pro-
cession crossed the blinding plaza and passed in front
of the church. It had grown now, and on the outskirts
the hurrying newcomers were being softly informed
how the baby had been stung by a scorpion, how the
father and mother were taking it to the doctor.

And the newcomers, particularly the beggars from
the front of the church who were great experts in finan-
cial analysis, looked quickly at Juana’s old blue skirt,
saw the tears in her shawl, appraised the green ribbon
on her braids, read the age of Kino’s blanket and the
thousand washings of his clothes, and set them down
as poverty people and went along to see what kind of
drama might develop. The four beggars in front of the
church knew everything in the town.

green eel grass swayed and little sea horses clung to its
stems. Spotted botete, the poison fish, lay on the bot-
tom in the eel-grass beds, and the bright-colored swim-

ming crabs scampered over them.

pg. 14

On the beach the hungry dogs and the hungry pigs
of the town searched endlessly for any dead fish or sea
bird that might have floated in on a rising tide.

Although the morning was young, the hazy mirage
was up. The uncertain air that magnified some things
and blotted out others hung over the whole Gulf so
that all sights were unreal and vision could not be
trusted; so that sea and land had the sharp clarities
and the vagueness of a dream. Thus it might be that the
people of the Gulf trust things of the spirit and things
of the imagination, but they do not trust their eyes to
show them distance or clear outline or any optical ex-
actness. Across the estuary from the town one section
of mangroves stood clear and telescopically defined,
while another mangrove clump was a hazy black-green
blob. Part of the far shore disappeared into a shimmer
that looked like water. There was no certainty in see-
ing, no proof that what you saw was there or was not
there. And the people of the Gulf expected all places
were that way, and it was not strange to them. A cop-
per haze hung over the water, and the hot morning sun
beat on it and made it vibrate blindingly.

The brush houses of the fishing people were back
from the beach on the right-hand side of the town, and
the canoes were drawn up in front of this area.



