
The Pearl, by John Steinbeck (1947) 
 
In the extract below, set in Mexico during the 1940s, a child named Coyotito has been stung by a 
scorpion. The child’s father, a Mexican pearl diver named Kino, takes his child to the white European 
doctor who works in a nearby town. 
 
The scurrying crowd came at last to the big gate in the wall of the doctor's house.  They could hear 
the splashing water and the singing of caged birds and the sweep of the long brooms on the 
flagstones. And they could smell the frying of good bacon from the doctor's house. 
 
Kino hesitated a moment. This doctor was not of his people. This doctor was of a race which for 
nearly four hundred years had beaten and starved and robbed and despised Kino's race, and 
frightened it too, so that Kino came humbly to the door. And as always when he came near to one of 
this race, Kino felt weak and afraid and angry at the same time. Rage and terror went together. He 
could kill the doctor more easily than he could talk to him, for all of the doctor's race spoke to all of 
Kino's race as though they were simple animals. And as Kino raised his right hand to the iron ring 
knocker in the gate, rage swelled in him, and the pounding music of the enemy beat in his ears, and 
his lips drew tight against his teeth—but with his left hand he reached to take off his hat. The iron 
ring pounded against the gate. Kino took off his hat and stood waiting. Coyotito moaned a little in 
Juana's arms, and she spoke softly to him. The procession crowded close the better to see and hear. 
 
After a moment the big gate opened a few inches. Kino could see the green coolness of the garden 
and little splashing fountain through the opening. The man who looked out at him was one of his 
own race. Kino spoke to him in the old language. ''The little one—my first born—has been poisoned 
by the scorpion,'' Kino said. ''He requires the skill of the healer.'' 
 
The gate closed a little, and the servant refused to speak in the old language. ''A little moment,'' he 
said. ''I go to inform myself,'' and he closed the gate and slid the bolt home. The glaring sun threw 
the bunched shadows of the people blackly on the white wall. 
 
In his chamber the doctor sat up in his high bed. He had on his dressing gown of red watered silk that 
had come from Paris, a little tight over the chest now if it was buttoned. On his lap was a silver tray 
with a silver chocolate pot and a tiny cup of eggshell china, so delicate that it looked silly when he 
lifted it with his big hand, lifted it with the tips of thumb and forefinger and spread the other three 
fingers wide to get them out of the way. His eyes rested in puffy little hammocks of flesh and his 
mouth drooped with discontent. He was growing very stout, and his voice was hoarse with the fat 
that pressed on his throat. Beside him on a table was a small Oriental gong and a bowl of cigarettes. 
The furnishings of the room were heavy and dark and gloomy. The pictures were religious, even the 
large tinted photograph of his dead wife, who, if Masses willed and paid for out of her own estate 
could do it, was in Heaven. The doctor had once for a short time been a part of the great world and 
his whole subsequent life was memory and longing for France. ''That,'' he said, ''was civilized 
living''—by which he meant that on a small income he had been able to keep a mistress and eat in 
restaurants. 
 
He poured his second cup of chocolate and crumbled a sweet biscuit in his fingers. The servant from 
the gate came to the open door and stood waiting to be noticed. 
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