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Excerpts from the Works of Eduardo Galeano
Ventanas, Tejidos, Abrazos
(Windows, Weavings, Embraces)

Eduardo Galeano

he following selection is taken from three books by Eduardo Galeano: The
Book of Embraces, Walking Words, and Upside Down: A Primer for the
Looking-Glass World. The pieces represent the author’s fragmentary, aphoristic style
and cover a range of themes commeon in all of Galeano’s work, The excerpts from The
Book of Embraces are accompanied by images created by Galeano that were
included with the original text. The excerpts _from Walking Words were originally
used as breaks between fantastic, mythological stories gleaned from indigenous
American peoples. The excerpts from Upside Down are taken from boxed inserts
that interrupt longer, more polemical essays on the world at the end of the tweniieth

century.
Patrick Madden, Editor

WINDOW ON THE WORD/1

Storytellers, storysingers, only spin their tales while the snow falls. That’s the
way it’s done. The Indians of North America are very carcful about this mat-
ter of stories. They say that while stories are being told, plants don't pay
attention to growing and birds forget to feed their young.?

CELEBRATION OF THE HUMAN VOICE/2

Their hands were tied or handcuffed, yet their fingers danced, flew, drew
words. The prisoners were hooded, but leaning back, they could see a bit,
Just a bit, down below. Although it was forbidden to speak, they spoke with
their hands. Pinio Ungerfeld taught me the finger alphabet, which he had
learned in prison without a teacher: ‘

“Sotne of us had bad handwriting,” he told me. “Qthers were masters of
calligraphy.”
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The Uruguayan dictatorship wanted everyone to stand alone, everyone to
be no one: in prisons and barracks, and throughout the country, comnmuni-
cation was a crime.

Some prisoners spent more than ten years buried in solitary cells the size
of coffins, hearing nothing but clanging bars or footsteps in the corridors.
Fernindez Huidobro and Mauricio Rosencof, thus condemned, survived
because they could talk to each other by tapping on the wall. In that way
they told of dreams and memories, fallings in and out of love; they discussed,
embraced, fought; they shared beliefs and beauties, doubts and guilts, and
those questions that have no answer,

When it is genuine, when it is born of the need to speak, no one can stop
the human voice. When denied a mouth, it speaks with the hands or the
eyes, or the pores, or anything at all. Because every single one of us has
something to say to the others, something that deserves to be celcbrated or
forgiven by others.!

A CHILD’Ss WORLD

You have to be very careful when you cross the street, Colombian teacher
Gustavo Wilches explained to a group of children. “Even though the light is
green, never cross without looking first one way, then the other”

Wilches told the children that once he was knocked down by a car in the
middle of the street. His face darkened as he recalled the disaster that nearly
cost him his life. The children asked: “What kind of car was 07" “ Did it have
air conditioning?’* A sunroof?”* Did it have fog lights?* How big was the motor?""?

THE FUNCTION OF THE READER/2

It was half a century since the death of César Vallejo, and there were cele-
brations, In Spain, Julio Vélez organized lectures, seminars, memorial publi-
cations and an exhibition offering itmages of the poet, his land, his time and
his people.

But then Julio Vélez met José Manuel Castafién, and all homage seemed
insignificant,

José Manuel Castaiién had been a captain in the Spanish War. Fighting
for Franco, he had lost a hand and won various medals.

One night, shortly after the war, the captain accidentally came upon a
banned book. He took a lock, he read one line, he read anocther, and he
could no longer tear himself away. Captain Castafién, hero of the victorious
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army, sat up all night, captivated, reading and rereading César Vallejo, poet of
the defeated. Next morning he resigned from the army and refused to take
a single peseta more from the Franco government.

Later, they put him in jail, and he went into exile.

WINDOW ON THE WORD/2

In Haiti, stories may not be told during the day. Anyone who tells a story
before dark is disgraced: the mountain throws a stone at his head, his mother
walks on all fours.

Nighttime draws out what is sacred, and those who know how to tell sto-
ries know that the name is the very thing that it names.?

CELEBRATION OF SILENCE/2

The singer Braulio Lopez, half of the duo Los Olimarefios, arrived in
Barcelona as an exile. Onc of his hands was broken.

Braulio had been a prisoner in the Villa Dovoto Jail for possessing three
books: a biography of José Artigas, some poems by Antonio Machado, and
Saint-Exupéry’s The Little Prince. When they were about to release him, a
jailer had come into his cell and asked: “You the guitar player?” And then he
stepped on Braulio’s left hand with his boot. ‘

[ suggested that I interview him. The story might interest the magazine
Triunfo. But Braulio scratched his head, thought for a moment, then said:
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*Ne.”

And he explained to me:

“My hand will heal, sooner or later. Then P'll be playing and singing again, See?
I dow’t want to doubt the applause.”

Famiy CHRONICLE

Nicolis Escobar’s aunt died in her sleep, peacefully, at home in Asuncién,
Paraguay. Nicolds was six and had already logged thousands of hours of tele-
vision when he learned that he had lost his beloved elderly relative. He
asked, “Who killed her?™

HAPPENINGS/2

In the old days, Don Veridico planted houses and people all around his
saloon “The Resort,” so that it would not stand alone. This happened, so
they say, in the town created by his own hand.

And they also say that there was treasure there, hidden in the house of a
feeble old man.

Once a month, the old man, who was nearing his end, would get out of
bed and go collect his pension.

Taking advantage of his absence, some thieves from Montevideo broke
into his house.

The thieves searched every nook and cranny for the treasure. All they
found was a wooden chest covered with blankets in one corner of the cel-
lar. The enormous padlock that secured it resisted the lockpickers’ attack
undefeated.

So they made off with the chest. When they opened it far from the
house, they found that it was filled with letters. They were the love letters



