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And the second thing he asks for, when he has awakened a bit more, is to have his rifle 

brought to him.  He wants to check that he can aim with his left eye. He utters a third 

and final sentence as 

he gets up: “I’ll have 

a hard time finding 

a wife and getting 

married.”  That’s it.

Later, while 

convalescing in the 

Zaragandara mosque, 

he proudly invites me 

to do a portrait of him.

The mosque is used as an annex to the hospital for 

recovering patients or those awaiting treatment.  It 

couldn’t be more basic: a door, a central wooden pillar, a 

few recesses in the walls, some calligraphies, and straw 

and carpets on the floor.  It serves as the village hall.


