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the hand he had smashed against the doctor’s gate,
and the torn flesh of the knuckles was turned grayish
white by the sea water.

Instinctively Juana went to Coyotito where he lay on
his father’s blanket. She lifted the poultice of seaweed
and looked at the shoulder. “Kino,” she cried shrilly,

He looked past his pearl, and he saw that the
swelling was going out of the baby’s shoulder, the
poison was receding from its body. Then Kino’s fist
closed over the pearl and his emotion broke over him.
He put back his head and howled. His eyes rolled up
and he screamed and his body was rigid. The men in
the other cances looked up, startled, and then they

dug their paddles into the sea and raced toward Kino’s -

canoe.

A town is a thing like a co-
lonial animal. A town has a nervous system and a head
and shoulders and feet. A town is a thing separate
from all other towns, so that there are no two towns
alike. And % town has a whole emotion. How news
travels through a town is a mystery not easily to be
solved. News seems to move faster than small boys can
scramble and dart to tell it, faster than women can call
it over the fences.

Before Kino and Juana and the other fishers had
come to Kino’s brush house, the nerves of the town
were pulsing end vibrating with the news—Kino had
found the Pearl of the World. Before panting little
boys could strangle out the words, their mothers knew
it. The news swept on past the brush houses, and it
washed in a foaming wave into the town of stone and
plaster. It came to the priest walking in his garden,
and it put a thoughtful look in his eyes and a memory
of certain repairs necessary to the church. He
wondered what the pearl would be worth. And he
wondered whether he had baptized Kino’s baby, or




