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(i Ulrimo Regugio,
Existe en la presencia de las
almas que me quidan desde

el reino de la muerte.

+

Para Carmen Carrasco

+
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l came ro Comala because | had been rold rhar my farher, 2 man
named Pedro Paramo, lived there. Ir was my morher who rold me.

And | had promised her rhar agrer she died | would go see him. |
squeezed her hands as a sign | would do ir. She was near death, and
| would have promised her anyrhing.
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Some call him one rhing, some anorher. Im sure he
will wanr to know you... ake him pay, son, ¢or all
rhose years he pur us our o¢ his mind.
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| never meant ro keep my promise...

Lirtle by litrle 1 began ro build a
world around a hope cenrered on
rhe man called Pedro Paramo...

The man who had been my morhers
husband.

@% "~ Thar is why | had come ro Comala.
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Do you know a place Do you know Pedro Paramo?
called Comala? Who is he...

Thar is the very way |
am going...

Thar town sits on the

coals o¢ the earth, ar

rhe very mourh of
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It was rhe hour of the day when in every lirtle village
children come our to play in rhe streers, silling rhe
agrernoon with their cries.

Thar was what | had seen just yesrarday ar rhis hour.

(Vow here | was in this hushed rown. | could
hear my coorsteprs on rhe cobbled paving
stones. Hollow goorsreps, echoing against walls
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| am Eduviges Dyada. Come in

Ir was as i¢ she had been waiting for me.
So you are her son

Whos son?

Doloriras boy

She rold me you would be coming... roday in gacr.
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l ¢elr | was in a garaway world
and ler myselg be pulled along by rhe current

My body, which ¢elr weaker and weaker,
surrendered complerely: ir had slipped irs ries and anyone who
wanred could have hung me our like a raq.

Im rired

ls that you, Doria Eduviges?




(\ly name is nor Eduviges.
| am Damiana.
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My morher rold me abour a2 woman
named Damiana who looked agrer
me when | was born. Was rhat you?

| have known you since you girsr
opened your eyes...

This Town is Filled wirh Echos. Ir is like rhey were
rrapped behind rhe walls, or benearh rhe
cobblesrones. When you walk you ¢eel like
someone is behind you, stepping in your

goorsreprs. You hear rustlings. And people laughing.
Laughrer rhar sounds used up. And

voices worn away by the years...

Was ir my morher who rold
you | was coming?




| have nor heard a rhing grom her
in years...
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Are you alive, Damiana?

Suddenly | was alone in
rhose empry streets.




The slowly moving oxen. The crunching
2

of the stones benearh rhe wheels. The

meny seeming to doze. |

y, | thoughr of leaving. Up the hill |
could sense rhe rrack | hgd follmyed

| ( ;

| when | came, like ar’« open wound

| rhrough rhe blackness of
| rhle mounrains.




| don'r see you
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| began to sense rhar whispering drawing nearer, circling around me,
a constant buzzing like a swarm of bees, until ginally | could hear the
almost soundless words.

Pray ¢or us

| could hear rhar is whar they were saying ro me. 8r rhar moment,
my soul rurned ro ice.

| came to gind Pedro Paramo. who they say was my garher.

Hope broughr me here.



Based on rhe evenrs leading up ro
Juan Preciados dearh.



Rulfo has said that he carrried Pedro Pardmo inside him

for many years before he knew how to write it. Rather he
was writing hundreds of pages, then discarding them- he
once called the novel an exersice in elimination.

Rulfo only published two books; El Llano en Llamas and
Pedro Pardmo. It is often asked why he did not publish
another book, as if the point of a writer’s life is to go on
writing and publishing. In fact, the point of a writer’s life
is to produce a great book - that is, a book which will
last - and this is what Rulfo did.

- Susan Sontag
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+ My lovely wife Victoria, My Family, and Zach #
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For the habirant o (New York, Paris, or London, Dearh is a
word rhar is never pronounced as ir stings and burns when
done so. The Nexican, however, is ¢amiliar with Death, he
jokes abour ir, caresses ir, sleeps with ir, celebrares ir. Ir is one
of his gavorire roys and his most sreadgast love.

- Octrvavio Paz



