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     One time at one of those out-of-the-way railroad stops in Mexico, an American lady 
on the trip started demanding that a kid selling tacos tell her in his four words of English 
whether his product was safe for her to eat.  
     At her insistence, and mainly to spare the boy all the loud talk and sign language, I 
explained in Spanish what she was shouting. I never have forgotten his reply:    
     “No, no senor, my tacos will not hurt the senora. My mother is very careful to pick out 
every bone from the meat.” 
     Once the other train came, she commented on how dumb these people were in the 
sticks. Mexican law requires all children to go to school until they are 16 years old, but 
like I told that lady, I don’t think they study much internal medicine in the lower grades, 
or spend much class time on the finer points of gringo’s digestive system. 
     Tourists ask that same question everywhere they go. Such experts as native cabdrivers 
and bellboys and guides are constantly tested on the purity of the water and the 
cleanliness of the hamburger grills. 
     Sometimes I interrupt and tell them that, other than animals like anteaters and vampire 
bats, few creatures can digest, say, a hot tamale composed of 65 percent fat, 25 percent 
chili powder, five percent cornmeal, and maybe 4 or 5 percent meat, that’s been lying in 
nasty five-gallon bucket all day on a hot sidewalk. 
     On other occasions I assure them that lying back and not talking about being sick will 
often spare them the ordeal. The best storyteller ever born couldn’t make much headway 
with an ordinary stomach. They either have one so strong that they can eat everything 
that’s ever crawled up a chopstick in China, or so delicate that the honeybees pollinating 
the cut flowers in the dining room are apt to upset them. The Mexican boy and his mother 
had the advantage of controlling a big trade area even though the train didn’t stop there 
but once a week. I think it was 120 kilometers from their next door neighbor. I don’t 
know now far they’d have had to go for refrigeration.     
 
      
 


