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off his wire-frame glasses, stood, and shook my hand. “It’s a pleasure to
said. Judith shook his hand quickly, but she seemed more interested in
d rich. I sat at the table with him while Judith browsed. The table
facts, most of which depicted Mayan designs: jaguars, birds, and a
e serpent as a symbol of Tlaloc, the rain god. They were beautiful!
e that she was impressed. I half expected her to blurt out, “How
ied hard to ignore her and focus my attention on Ramos. I was
pan, with his wild gray beard and tiny wire glasses.
yn near Xalapa, where his father was a farmer and
dcher and artist, but spent most of her time working on their
eir grandfather also lived on the family farm, where he spent
iture for folks in the small town. He made whirly gigs and other toys
6ys in town.
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