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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 exact-
ness. 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
copper 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.

Kino and Juana came slowly down to the beach and
to Kino’s canoe, which was the one thing of value he
owned in the world. It was very old. Kino’s grandfather
had brought it from Nayarit, and he had given it to
Kino’s father, and so it had come to Kino. It was at
once property and source of food, for a man with a
boat can guarantee a woman that she will eat some-
thing. It is the bulwark against starvation. And every
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year Kino refinished his canoe with the hard shell-li.ke
plaster by the secret method that had also come to him
from his father. Now he came to the canoce and
touched the bow tenderly as he always did. He laid his
diving rock and his basket and the two ropes in t}}e
sand by the canoe. And he folded his blanket and laid
it in the bow.

Juana laid Coyotito on the blanket, and she placed
her shawl over him so that the bot sun could not shine
on him. He was quiet now, but the swelling on his
shoulder had continued up his neck and under his ear
and his face was puffed and feverish. Juana went to
the water and waded in. She gathered some brown
seaweed and made a flat damp poultice of it, and this
she applied to the baby’s swollen shoulder, which was
as good a remedy as any and probably better than the
doctor could have done. But the remedy lacked his
authority because it was simple and didn’t cost any-
thing. The stomach cramps had not come to Coyotito.
Perhaps Juana had sucked out the poison in time, but
she had not sucked out her worry over her first-born.
She had not prayed directly for the recovery of the
baby—she had prayed that they might find a pearl
with which to hire the doctor to cure the baby, for the
minds of people are as unsubstantial as the mirage of
the Gulf. )

Now Kino and Juana slid the canoe down the beach
to the water, and when the bow floated, Juana climbed
in, while Kino pushed the stern in and waded beside it
until it floated lightly and trembled on the little break-
ing waves. Then in co-ordination Juana and Kino
drove their double-bladed paddles into the sea, and
the canoe creased the water and hissed with speed.




