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LAST100: Introduction to Latin American Studies 
Midterm Examination, October 24, 2019 
 
Select five of the following seven passages. In each case, identify the title, the author(s) 
(if the text has one), and the approximate date of writing and/or publication (within ten 
years). Comment briefly on how this passage relates to the text from which it is taken, 
examining the thematic significance of the passage for the text as a whole and, where it 
may be useful, noting issues of form or style. Discuss also the broader historical context 
and what the passage has to say about some of the themes we have been discussing in 
the course. 
 
1)  What a vision we were: the chest of an athlete, the hands of a dandy, and the 

forehead of a child. We were a whole fancy dress ball, in English trousers, a 
Parisian waistcoat, a North American overcoat, and a Spanish bullfighter’s hat. 
The Indian circled about us, mute, and went to the mountaintop to christen his 
children. The black, pursued from afar, alone and unknown, sang his heart’s 
music in the night, between waves and wild beasts. The campesinos, the men 
of the land, the creators, rose up in blind indignation against the disdainful 
city, their own creation. We wore epaulets and judge’s robes, in countries that 
came into the world wearing rope sandals and Indian headbands. The wise 
thing would have been to pair, with charitable hearts and the audacity of our 
founders, the Indian headband and the judicial robe, to undam the Indian, 
make a place for the able black, and tailor liberty to the bodies of those who 
rose up and triumphed in its name. 

 
2) It was worthwhile to have come from New York to Chapultepec Castle to see 

the hero’s face at that moment. Strength, patriotism, warriorship, prophethood 
seemed suddenly to shine in his brown eyes. 
 “The future of Mexico is assured,” he said in a clear voice. “The principles of 
democracy have not been planted very deep in our people, I fear. But the 
nation has grown and it loves liberty. Our difficulty has been that the people 
do not concern themselves enough about public matters for a democracy. […] 
“The Indians, who are more than half of our population, care little for politics. 
They are accustomed to look to those in authority for leadership instead of 
thinking for themselves. That is a tendency they inherited from the Spaniards, 
who taught them to refrain from meddling in public affairs and rely on the 
Government for guidance. 
“Yet I firmly believe that the principles of democracy have grown and will 
grow in Mexico.” 
 

3) The loveliness of this country, Your Majesties, is so marvelous; it surpasses all 
others in amenity and beauty as daylight exceeds night. I have said repeatedly 
to my men that, whatever efforts I make to tell Your Majesties about it, my 
tongue could not tell the whole truth, or my hand set it down. Truly, I was 
dumbfounded by the sight of so much beauty, and find myself unable to 
describe it adequately. 
 

 



 

Good luck! 
 

4) I served as a lieutenant for five years. I was there at the battle of Puren where 
my captain fell, leaving me in command of the company for some six months, 
and during that time I had a number of encounters with the enemy and took a 
few arrows. In one battle, I came up against one of the Indian captains, 
Francisco Quispiguaucha, a newly made Christian and a rich one too, whose 
devilish raids gave us plenty of trouble. I met him on the field, threw him from 
his horse, and he surrendered to me. I immediately strung him up from the 
nearest tree, and this made the governor furious, for as it turned out he had 
wanted the man taken alive. 

 
5) How do women look when they spend days and years crying at the least 

disappointments and deceptions of life, exaggerating to themselves the pain of 
their existence, forging a world of sadness, at each step finding ominous 
specters in everything, living solely on illusions, feigning lovely ideals that 
vanish like smoke, in contrast with men who laugh at everything, who make a 
joke of themselves, who only think of filling their pockets and satisfying their 
own desires, who if they encounter an obstacle to the pursuit of any goal they 
set, become angry and trample over everything, men who live impatient to 
climb mountains of glory in the progress of science in all its manifestations? 
In the materialistic century in which we live, it is necessary to make women a 
bit philosophical if we do not want them to become lost in their endeavors. 
Less sensibility and more reflection! With sentimentalism, women will not 
satisfy their needs in a century in which gold and the prosaic shine of 
possessions are king. 

 
6) You are the United States, 

future invader of our naive America 
with its Indian blood, an America 
that still prays to Christ and still speaks Spanish. 
You are strong, proud model of your race; 
you are cultured and able; you oppose Tolstoy.  
You are an Alexander-Nebuchadnezzar,  
breaking horses and murdering tigers. 
(You are a Professor of Energy, 
as current lunatics say.) 
You think that life is a fire,  
that progress is an eruption, 
that the future is wherever  
your bullet strikes. 
No. 
 

7)  In those days, the slaughter yard’s butchers-cum-executioners were the 
apostles who were sort of federation had to emerge from their heads and 
knives. In keeping with the jargon invented by the Restorer, the patron of their 
brotherhood, they labeled a “savage Unitarian” anyone who was not an 
executioner, a butcher, a barbarian, or a thief; any man who was decent and 
whose heart was in the right place; any patriot with an education who was a 
friend of enlightenment and freedom. The events described above may allow 
us to see, in all clarity, that the center of the Federation was the slaughter yard. 


