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House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros

Pages 30-32

Marin’s boyfriend is in Puerto Rico. She shows us letters and makes us promise not to
tell anyone they’re getting married when she goes back to P.R. She says he didn't get a job yet,
but she’s saving the money she gets from selling Avon and taking care of her cousins.

Marin says that if she stays here next year, she’s going to get a real job downtown
because that's where the best jobs are, since you always get to look beautiful and get to wear
nice clothes and can meet someone in the subway who might marry you and take you to live in
a house far away.

But next year Louie’s parents are going to send her back to her mother with a letter
saying she’s too much trouble, and that is too bad because | like Marin. She is older and knows
lots of things. She is the one who told us how Davey the Baby's sister got pregnant and what
cream is best for taking off moustache hair and if you count the white flecks on your fingernails
you can know how many boys are thinking of you and lots of other things | can’t remember now.

We never see Marin until her aunt comes home from work, and even then she can only
stay out in front. She is there every night with the radio. Marin lights a cigarette and it doesn't
matter if it is cold out or if the radio doesn't work or if we've got nothing to say to each other.
What matters, Marin says, is for the boys to see us and for us to see them. And since Marin’s
skirts are shorter and since her eyes are pretty, and since Marin is already older than us in many
ways, the boys who pass by say stupid things like | am in love with those two green apples you
call eyes, give them to me why don’t you. And Marin just looks at them without even blinking
and is not afraid.

Marin under the streetlight, dancing by herself, is singing the same song somewhere. |
know. Is waiting for a car to stop, a star to fall, someone to change her life.

Pages 48-50

Then Lucy screams to take our socks off and ues, it's true. We have legs. Skinny and
spotted with satin scars where scabs were picked, but legs, all our own, good to look at, and
long.

It's Rachel who learns to walk the best all strutted in those magic high heels. She
teaches us to cross and uncross our legs, and to run like a double-dutch rope, and how to walk
down to the corner so that the shoes talk back to you with every step. Lucy, Rachel, me tee
tottering like so. Down to the corner where the men can't take their eyes off us. We must be
Christmas.

Mr. Benny at the corner grocery puts down his important cigar: Your mother know you
got shoes like that? Who gave you those?

Nobody.

Them are dangerous, he says. You girls too young to be wearing shoes like that. Take
them shoes off before | call the cops, but we just run.



On the avenue a boy on a homemade bicycle calls out: Ladies lead me to heaven.

But there is nobody around but us.

Do you like these shoes? Rachel says yes and Lucy says yes, and yes | say, these are
the best shoes. We will never go back to earring the other kind again. Do you like these shoes?

In front of the laundromat six girls with the same fat face pretend we are invisible. They
are the cousins, Lucy says, and always jealous. We just keep strutting.

Across the street in front of the tavern bum man on the stoop.

Do you like these shoes?

Bum man says, Yes, little girl. Your little lemon shoes are so beautiful. But come closer. |
can't see very well. Come closer. Please.

You are a pretty girl, bum man continues. What's your name, pretty girl?

And Rachel says, Rachel, just like that.

Now you know to talk to drunks is crazy and tell them your name is even worse, but who
can blame her. She is young and dizzy to hear so many sweet things in one day, even ifitis a
bum man’s whiskey words saying them.

Rachel you are prettier than a yellow taxi cab. You know that?

But we don't like it. We got to go, Lucy says.

If I give you a dollar will you kiss me? How about a dollar. | give you a dollar, and he
looks in his pocket for wrinkled money.

We have to go right now, Lucy says, taking Rachels hand because she looks like she is
thinking about that dollar.

Page 62
My mother and your mother were washing clothes. My mother punched your mother right in the
nose. What color was her blood?

Page 67

Then he asked if | knew what day it was, and when | said | didn't, he said it was his birthday and
would | please give him a birthday kiss. | thought | would because he was so old and just as |
was about to put my lips on his cheek, he grabbed my face with both hands and kisses me hard
on the mouth and doesn't let go.

Page 70
Most likely | will go to hell and most likely | deserve to be there. My mother says | was born on
an evil day and prays for me.

Page 81
Just another brazer who didn't speak English. Just another wetback. You know the kind. The
ones who always look ashamed. And what was she doing out at three a.m. anyway?

Page 92
Mama said those kinds of girls, those girls are the ones that go into alleys. Lois who can't tie her
shoes. Where does he take her? Everything is holding its breath inside me. Everything is



waiting to explode like Christmas. | want to be all new and shiny. | was to sit out bad at night, a
boy around my neck and the wind under my skirt.

Page 106

One day she is through and lets him know enough is enough. Out the door he goes.
Clothes, records, shoes, Out the window and the door locked. But that night he comes back and
sends a big rock through the window. Then he is sorry and she opens the doors again, Same
Story.

Next week she comes over back and blue and asks what she can do? Minerva. | don'’t
know which way she’ll go. There is nothing | can do.

Page 109
| am an ugly daughter. | am the one nobody comes for.

Nenny says she won't wait her whole life for a husband to come and get her, that
Minerva’s sister left her mother’s house by having a baby, but she doesn’'t want to go that way
either. She wants things all on her own, to pick and choose. Nenny has pretty eyes and it's easy
to talk that way if you are pretty.

Pages 113 & 114

He never hits me hard. She said her mama rubs lard on all the places where it hurts. THen at
school she’d say she fell. That's where all the blue places come from. THat's why her skin is
always scarred.

But who believes her. A girl that big, a girl comes in with her pretty face all beaten and
black can't be falling off the stairs. He never hits me hard.

But Sally doesn't tell about that time he hit her with his hands just like a dog, she said,
like if | was an animal. He thinks I'm going to run away like his sisters who made the family
ashamed. Just because I'm a daughter, and then she doesn't say.

Sally was going to get permission to stay with us a little and one Thursday she came
finally with a sack full of clothes and a paper bag of sweetbread her mama sent. And would’ve
stayed too except when the dark came her father, whose eyes were little from crying, knocked
on the door and said please come back, this is the last time. And she said Daddy and went
home.

Then we didn’t need to worry. Until one day Sally’s father catches her talking to a boy
and the next day she doesn’t come to school. And the next. Until the way Sally tells it, he just
went crazy, he just forgot he was her father between the bucks and the belt.

You're not my daughter, you're not my daughter. And then he broke into his hands.

Page 118
This is where | wanted to die and where | tried one day but not even the monkey garden
would have me.



Page 120

| read somewhere that in India there are priests who can will their heart to stop beating. |
wanted to will my blood to stop, my heart quit its pumping. | wanted to be dead, to turn into rain,
my eyes melt into the ground like two black snails. | wished and | wished. | closed my eyes and
willed it.

Pages 122 & 123

Sally, you lied. It wasn’t what you said at all. What he did. Where he touched me. | didn’t
want it. Sally. The way they said it, the way it's supposed to be, all the storybooks and movies,
why did you lie to me?

| was waiting by the red clowns. | was standing by the tilt-a-whirl where you said. And
anyways | don't like carnivals. | went to be with you because you laugh on a tilt-a-whirl, you
throw your head back and laugh. | hold your change, wave, count how many times you go by.
Those boys that look at you because you're pretty. | like to be with you, Sally. You're my friend.
But that big boy, where did he take you? | waited such a long time. | waited by the red clowns,
just like you said, but you never came, you never came for me.

Sally Sally a hundred times. Why didn’t you hear me when | called? Why didn'’t you tell
them to leave me alone? The one who grabbed me by the arm, he wouldn'’t let me go. He said |
love you, Spanish girl. | love you, and pressed his sour mouth to mine.

Sally, make him stop. | couldn’t make them go away. | couldn’t do anything but cry. |
don’t remember. Please don’'t make me tell it all.

Why did you leave me all alone? | waited my whole life. You're a liar. They all lied. All the

books and magazines, everything told was wrong. Only his dirty fingernails against my

skin, only his sour smell again. The moon watched. The tilt-a-whirl. The red clowns
laughing their thick tongue laugh.

Then the colors began to whirl. Sky tipped. Their high black gym shoes ran. Sally,
you lied, you lied. He wouldn't let go of me. He said | love you, | love you Spanish girl.

Pages 124 & 125

Sally got married like we knew she would, young and not ready but married just the
same. She met a marshmallow salesman at a school bazaar, and she married him in another
state where it's legal to get married before eighth grade. She has her husband and her house
now, her pillowcases and her plates. She says she is in love, but | think she did it to escape.

Sally says she likes being married because now she gets to buy her own things when
her husband gives her money. She is happy, except sometimes her husband gets angry and
once he broke the door where his foot went through, though most days he is okay. Except he
won't let her talk on the telephone. And he doesn'’t let her look out the window. And he doesn't
like her friends, so nobody gets to visit her unless he is working.

She sits at home because she is afraid to go outside without his permission. SHe looks
at all the things they own: the towels and the toaster, the alarm clock and the drapes. She likes
looking at the walls, at how neatly their corners meet, the linoleum roses on the floor, the ceiling
smooth as wedding cake.



