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ftOgntttips in tne [Jnlted States. He has been crltlclz€d for hls stand against blllngual edu
cailon.lOtner books lnclude Maxic o's Chlldren (1992), Days of ob,iga tion: An Argumar
wilh My Mexlcan Father (1993), and Brown: The Last Dlscowry ol Alne ca (2OOg), whicl
I

is about th6 ohanging demographics

ln the Unitsd Stat€s.

I

From Hunger of ltlehiory

I

1

Visitlng the East Coast or the gray capitals ofEurope during
months ofwinter, I often meet people at deluxe.hotels.who
lexion, (in such hotels it appears nowadays a mark of

my

a complexion like mine.) Have I beenskiing? In the
a Caribbean vacation?. No. I saf no softly but in a firll
voice that lntends to explain: My complexion is dark, (My skin is brown. More
4Ve

,I just returnod from

exactly, tera.cottao in,sunlight, tawny in shade, I do not redden tn sunlight.
trnstead; my skln becomes progressively dark; the sun singes

t[e fiesh)
white sufrmer sun ofSactamento would darken
me so, my l"shirt would seem bleached against my slender dqrk arms. My ,.,1.
mother woUld see me come up the front sfeps: She'tl wait for the screen door..r
to slam at my back, "You look like a regrifo" she'{ say, ang{y, isorry tp be 'i
angry, frustrated almost to laughing, scorn; 'You kncw how important looks
sre in this coqntry. Withlos grtngos look6 are all th4t they jgdge on. But youl
Look at you! Youte so careless!" Then she'd start in all over again. "You won't
be
, saliqfie{ till you end up looking like los pobres who work ln the fields, los
When I wos

a boy the

braceros."

Richard Rodriguez
Wrlter and form€r teacher Flichard Flodrigu€z was born in San
Francisco ln 1944, the chlld of Mexlcan lmmlgrants who had
great expectalions lor their four chlldrsn. Rodriguoz attended
Calholic school, where the nuns qulckly notlced his abilltles

to spoak only Engllsh at home. Hls
narratlvo Hanger ol Memory, published ln

and,€ncouraged hlm

autobiographlcal
1982, recounts the separation he folt lrom his home languags

.

-

(Los braceros: Those men who work with their brazos, their arms;
Mexlcan nationals who were licensed to work for Americdn farmers in
the 1950s. They worke{ very hard for very little money my flthpr,would
tell me. And what money they earned they sent back to Mexico to support
their families, my mother would add. I*os rolres*the poor, th pitiful, the
powerloes ones. But paradoxically also powerful men. Tirey wer€ the men
wllh b!fl,y*$$cled arms I stared at in awe on Saturday motnlngs when tl,rey
showe{ up downtown like gypsies to shop at Woolworth's or,Penney:s, On
Mnnday ntghls they would gathgr hours garly on the steps of'the Memorial
.

and his publlc ldentlty.

Bodriguoz wrltes m€moir, ossays, and crltlclsm, and hls
work oftsn dlscusses the mix of racial, cultural, and othnlc

terra-6offa:

a

brownish-red clay often used to make flowerpots

