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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurThe Squatter and the Don, like its author, has come out a survivor, notes Ana Castillo
in her Introduction. The fact that it has resurfaced after more than a century from its original publicationisa
testimony to its worthiness. Inviting comparison to Uncle Toms Cabin, Mara Amparo Ruiz de Burtons
illuminating political novel is also an engaging historical romance. Set in San Diego shortly after the United
States annexation of California and written from the point of view of a native Californio, the story centers on
two families: the Alamars of the landed Mexican gentry, and the Darrells, transplanted New Englandersand
their tumultuous struggles over property, socia status, and personal integrity. This Modern Library
Paperback Classic is set from the first edition of 1885.Ana Castillo is a poet, essayist, and novelist whose


/file.html?id=B000XUBF5G

works include the recent poetry collection | Ask the Impossible and the novel Peel My Love Like an Onion.
Shelivesin Chicago and teaches at DePaul University.From the Trade Paperback edition.ExtraitChapter 1
Squatter Darrell sthe PastTo be guided by good advice, isto profit by the wisdom of others; to be guided by
experience, isto profit by wisdom of our own, said Mrs. Darrell to her husband, in her own sweet, winning
way, asthey sat aone in the sitting room of their Alameda farm house, having their last talk that evening,
while she darned his stockings and sewed buttons on his shirts. The children (so-called, though the majority
were grown up) had al retired for the night. Mr. and Mrs. Darrell sat up later, having much to talk about, as
he would |leave next day for Southern California, intending to locatesomewhere in a desirable neighborhooda
homestead claim.1Therefore, continued Mrs. Darrell, seeing that her husband smoked his pipe in silence,
adding no observationsto her own, let us this time be guided by our own past history, Williamour
experience. In other words, let us be wise, my husband.By way of variety, you mean, said he smiling. That
is, asfar as| am concerned, because | own, frankly, that had | been guided by your adviceyour wisdomwe
would be much better off to-day. Y ou have aright to reproach me.l do not wish to do anything of the kind. |
think reproaches seldom do good.No use in crying over spilt milk, eh?That is not my idea, either. On the
contrary, if by milk it is meant all or any earthly good whatever, it is the spilt milk that we should lament.
There is no reason to cry for the milk that has not been wasted, the good that is not lost. So let us cry for the
spilt milk, by al means, if by doing so we learn how to avoid spilling any more. Let us cry for the spilt milk,
and remember how, and where, and when, and why, we spilt it. Much wisdom is learnt through tears, but
none by forgetting our lessons.But how can aman learn when he is born afool?0nly anidiot is, truly
speaking, a born fool; afool to such a degree that he cannot act wisely if he will. It isonly when perversity is
added to foolishness, that a beingnot an idiotis utterly afool. To persist in acting wrongfully, that is the real
folly. To reject good counsel, either of ones own good thoughts or the good thoughts of others. But to act
foolishly by deciding hastily, by lack of mature reflection, that | should only call afoolish mistake. So, then,
if we have been foolish, let us at |east utilize our foolishness by drawing from it lessons of wisdom for the
future. We cannot conscientiously plead that we are born fools when we see our errors.Mr. Darrell smilingly
bowed, and with a voice much softer than his usual stentorian tones, said:l understand, little wife, but | fear
that my streak of perversity isabroad one, and has solely been the bane of my life; it has afatality
accompanying it. | have often seen the right way to act, and yet | have gone with my eyes wide open to do
the wrong thing. And this, too, not meaning to do harm to any one, nor wishing to be malicious or mean. |
dont know what power impelled me. But if you will forgive my past wickedness, Il try to do better.Dont say
that. Dont speak of your wickedness, for real wickednessis perversity. Y ou have acted wrongly at times,
when you have misapplied your rights and the rights of others, but you have not intentionally done wrong.
Y ou are not perverse; dont say that.In afew daysit will be twenty-four years since we crossed the plains
with our three babies, in our caravan of four wagons, followed by our fine horses and choice Durham cows. |
firmly believed then, that with my fine stock and my good bank account, and broad government lands, free
to al Americans, | should have given you a nice home before | was five years older; that | would have saved
money and would be getting more to make usrich before | was old. But see, at the end of twenty-four years,
where and how do | find myself? | am still poor, all | have earned is the name of Squatter.2 That pretty name
(which | hate because you despise it) iswhat | have earned.Dont say that either, William. We will only
recommence one of numerous fruitless discussions. We are not poor, because we have enough to livein
comfort, and | do not despise the name of Squatter, for it is harmless enough, but | do certainly disapprove
of acts done by men because they are squatters, or to become squatters. They have caused much trouble to
people who never harmed them.They, too, the poor squatters, have suffered as much distress as they have
caused, the poor hard-worked toilers.That is very true, but | am afraid | shall never be able to see the
necessity of any one being a squatter in this blessed country of plentiful broad acres, which amost liberal
government gives away for the asking. Thats exactly it. We arent squatters. We are settlers. We take up land
that belongs to us, American citizens, by paying the government price for it.Whenever you take up
government land, yes, you are settlers, but not when you locate claims on land belonging to any one else. In
that case, you must accept the epithet of Squatter. Darrell set his teeth so tightly, that he bit alittle chip off
his pipe. Mrs. Darrell went on asif she had not observed her husbands flash of irritation.But | hope we will
never more deserve such name; | trust that before you locate any homestead claim in Southern California,
you will first inform yourself, very carefully, whether any one has a previous claim. And more specialy, |
beg of you, do not go on aMexican grant3 unless you buy the land from the owner. This| beg of you
specialy, and must insist upon it.And how am | to know who is the owner of arancho4 that has been



rejected, for instance?If the rancho is till in litigation, dont buy land in it, or if you do, buy title from the
original grantee, on fair conditions and clear understanding.l dont know whether that can be done in the
Alamar rancho, which | am going to see, and | know it has been rejected. But of one thing you can rest
assured, that | shall not forget our sad experience in Napa and Sonoma valleys,5 whereafter years of hard
toill had to abandon our home and lose the earnings of years and years of hard work. That isall | ask,
William. To remember our experience in Napa and Sonoma. To remember, also, that we are no longer
young. We cannot afford to throw away another twenty years of our life; and really and truly, if you again go
into a Mexican grant, William, | shall not follow you there willingly. Do not expect it of me; | shall only go
if you compel me.Compel you! he exclaimed, laughing. Compel you, when you know | have obeyed you all
my life.Oh! no, William, not all your life, for you were well grown before | ever saw you.l mean ever since |
went to Washington6 with my mind made up to jump off the train coming back, if you didnt agree to come
North to be my commandant.l dont think | have been avery strict disciplinarian, she said, smiling. | think
the subaltern has had pretty much his own way.Y es, when he thinks he might. But when the commandant
pulls the string, by looking sad or offended, then good-by to the spirit and independence of the subaltern.One
thing | must not forget to ask you; she said, going back to the point of their digression, and it is, not to
believe what those men have been telling you about the Alamar rancho having been finally rejected. Y ou
know John Gasbang could never speak the truth, and years have not made him more reliable. Asfor Miller,
Hughes and Mathews, they are dishonest enough, and though not so brazen as Gasbang, they will
misrepresent facts to induce you to go with them, for they want you with them.I know they do; | see through
al that: But | see, too, that San Diego is sure to have arailroad direct to the Eastern States.7 Lands will
increase in value immediately; so | think, myself, | had better take time by the forelock and get a good ot of
land in the Alamar grant, which is quite near town.But, are you sureit isfinally rejected? saw the book,
where the fact is recorded. Isnt that enough?Y es, if there has been no error.Always the same cautious Mary
Moreneau, who tortured me with her doubts and would not have me until Father White took compassion on
me, said he, smiling, looking at her fondly, for his thoughts reverted back to those days when Miss Mary
was afraid to marry him; but, after all, he won her and brought her all the way from Washington to his New
England home.William Darrell was already a well-to-do young farmer in those days, a bachelor twenty-eight
to thirty years of age, sole heir to a flourishing New England farm, and with a good account in a Boston
bank, when Miss Mary Moreneau came to New England from Washington to visit her aunt, Mrs. Newton.
As Mrs. Newtons husband was William Darrells uncle, nothing was more natural than for Mary to meet him
at his uncles house. Nobody expected that William would fall in love with her, as he seemed to be proof
against Cupids darts. The marriageable maidens of Williams neighborhood had in vain tried to attract the
obdurate young farmer, who seemed to enjoy no other society than that of his uncle Newton and his wife.But
Mary came and William surrendered at once. She, however, ga...Revue de presseMara Amparo Ruiz de
Burton is our George Sandthe first Latinato claim aname for herself in the literary world. Her novel isa
wrenching exploration of a people cheated out of history.ILAN STAVANS



