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Two Friends, One World

Antonio’s Story

I have a friend who lives in another world.

Her name is Francisca.

The world she lives in is full of light. So she tells me when we meet every Saturday afternoon.

Every Saturday afternoon, my Mama takes my hand and we leave the house. We walk a long way—past other houses where people are talking, past one street where there are cars honking.

At last, when we hear the sounds of children playing and mothers talking to other mothers, I know we are at the park.

Every Saturday afternoon, here, in this place of happy voices, I meet Francisca who always shouts in her high voice, 

“Hello Antonio! Let’s go! Let’s go!”

And so, Francisca runs to Mama and says hello and takes my hand. Her fingers are small but they are strong.

She takes my hand and we walk. As we walk, she talks and tells me everything she sees along the way:

“Now we are walking near the tree I told you about. Let’s call it our mango tree. It is tall—taller than you and me and your mama and my papa—even if we were all to stand on each other’s shoulders. Its leaves are shaped like knives. Here feel one—you know it is dry because it is brittle and crumbles easily.

“The tree’s body or the trunk is big and thick and rough—here touch it! And this is the tree that makes wonderful mangoes, all sweet and smooth and golden.”

And I smile because I know what a mango tastes like.

Francisca laughs and says, “The way a mango makes your tongue feel is the way light makes my eyes feel.”

Sometimes, when Francisca tells me such things, I feel so sad because I cannot see. My eyes feel nothing except my tears.

But Francisca sees and when she sees my hot tears sliding down my cheek, she holds me tight with her strong fingers and says, “Don’t cry. My eyes are big enough for the two of us.”

And she leads my fingers to her eyes and says:

“Look Antonio:

Red is the color of the sky when the day and the night meet.

Blue is the color of the sea where the cold fishes play.

Yellow is the color of the sun that makes your cheeks burn,

that dries your tears, the same color as the mango that makes your lips sticky and your tongue happy.

Green is the color of the leaves that whisper when the wind blows.

And the wind that makes us laugh, that moves our hair, that makes our clothes fly, not even I can see. 

See?”

And I laugh to hear her funny colors, and soon I forget that I am blind and that she lives in another world.

This is my friend Francisca who is more important to me than having my own eyes.

Francisca’s Story

I have friend who lives in another world.

His name is Antonio. The world he lives in is full of sounds and smells and tastes and feeling.

My world is also full of sounds and smells and tastes and feeling, but sometimes, I am too busy seeing to notice these other things.

Every Saturday afternoon, as the sun is about to go down, his Mama brings him to the park where I am already waiting. I can see him from far away because, Papa says, I have such big eyes.

I run to him and take his hand and his Mama lets us walk around. Antonio teaches me to be quiet—so quiet I can hear the wind talk to the leaves, so quiet I can feel the air turn cooler as the sun leaves the sky.

Antonio cannot see. He cannot see but he can smell the white flowers of the rosal bush growing beside the broken wall of an old church behind the park—before I can even come close enough to see the church. He knows when Papa has brought mangoes for us to eat, even when these are still in the basket.

One day, he showed me my first grasshopper. I was trying to tell him what a mountain looked like when he said suddenly, “Shh, Francisca, listen! There is something moving in the grass.”

“Where, where? I can’t see anything!” I complained.

“Ay naku, Francisca, quiet or you’ll scare it away. Look with your ears first and then with your eyes. Try to listen to yourself breathe and all the other sounds will follow.”

And sure enough, I hear something small moving the dried grass aside. I followed the sound, first with my ears and then with my eyes. Slowly, very slowly. And when I could only hear Antonio and me breathing, I saw the grasshopper—all green and pointed, with a red stripe down its back.

And I thanked Antonio for showing me how to find the place where the grasshoppers hide.

And he smiled the same smile after tasting a cool, ripe mango.

One day, I will tell him that, maybe, we do not live in two worlds.

After all, we meet every Saturday afternoon. What I can see, he can hear or taste or smell or touch. What he cannot see, I can bring to him with words.

One day, we will meet one Saturday afternoon and I will tell him that, maybe, there is only one world. But it is so big and beautiful and there are so many things going on inside it, that it takes two friends to enjoy its sweetness like a great, cool, sweet, smooth, golden-yellow mango.


