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he Pipil Indian civilization which

inhabited this Massachusetts-sized

tropical paradise when the Spanish
first arrived in 1524 called their land
Cuscatlan, or **Land of Precious Things.""
You can sense this same pride today on the
faces of young natives lofting M-16 rifles in
downtown San Salvador, and of security
men as they efficiently collect those
disrespectful of the current administration.
With assistance from American asesores, or
“*advisors,”’ the colorful streets of this
capital city, population 500,000, are being
maintained for democracy and tourism.

Getting Around

To explore San Salvador on foot is to tru-
ly appreciate the smells, the coolness of the
colonial arcades, and overhear the whispers
and muffled curses of the people. Ap-
propriately, for a city named after **The
Savior,”" the streets are laid out in the form
of a cross, with Avenidas Espana and
Cuscatlan intersecting Calles Arce and
Delgado at the city’s center in front of the
Metropolitan Cathedral. Numbered streets
and avenues form an orderly grid on all
sides of this central intersection. San
Salvador's police will courteously give
directions should you become lost, and in
some cases give a lift; in fact, part of the
fun of being apprehended is wondering
near what tourist site your body will be
deposited.

In recent years strollers of all na-
tionalities and religious persuasions have
been subjected to ambush by overzealous
plainclothes police. Should you survive one
of these nasty encounters, lodge a strong
complaint with 1.S.T.U., the Instituto
Salvadoreno de Turismo (Calle Ruben
Dario No. 619, telephone 22-8000). In most
cases, however, these brief fusillades are no
more than a casual political assassination,
posing little danger to tourists. Afterwards,
relieved citizens congregate around the vic-
tim, discussing his identity, gesticulating
and uttering prayers in their florid Latin
style, providing the wvisitor a colorful
firsthand insight into everyday Salvadoran
life. For while these events can be momen-
tarily startling, they are like the sudden
tropical storms of rainy season (May to Oc-
tober)—rains fall in a sudden intense
downpour that brings a bracing coolness to
a sultry afternoon, and then the storm
disappears suddenly, leaving a cloudless sky
as the Salvadorans return to their activities,
relieved and refreshed. Nonetheless, an in-
creasing number of tourists are opting for
bodyguards who meet you on arrival at the
gleaming new Cuscatlan International Air-
port and accompany you throughout your
stay. Be sure your escort’s license has been
validated by the current regime.

As in most Latin American cities, bus
service is frequent and inexpensive (15 cen-
tavos, or about cents), with routes
known only to the drivers and natives. But
there is no better way to experience the live-
ly camaraderie of the people: on your bus
from the Metropolitan Cathedral, on whose
front steps women kneel and lay humble
bouquets in memory of family members
who met sudden deaths there, to the Mer-
cado Nacional de Artessanias, known for
its excellent selection of folk art, you might
encounter a cute little boy singing folk
songs. An offering of a few centavos is ap-
propriate following his performance. Of
course that spirited child may be one of los
muchachos, or “‘the boys,” the youthful
guerrillas one sees playing a merry game of
hide-and-seek with security forces
throughout the city. When a bus is stopped
by guerrillas, passengers smile knowingly as
they alight to watch the vehicle set afire
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(don"t forget your tote bag!). The increase
in these minor inconveniences has prompt-
ed local wags to dub city buses bombas de
incendios, or ‘*fire engines."’

Traffic in San Salvador is surprisingly
orderly, as citizens have a healthy respect
for the police, but don't act alarmed if a car
full of scowling swarthy men in plain
clothes pulls up beside you with a machine-
gun poking out the window. Simply smile
and inquire directions to the U.S. Embassy
(25 Avenida Norte No. 1230).

Direct service between the capital and the
new airport 40 miles away is moderately
priced (about $10 for a shared van) and ad-
vised. As four American church
women learned, using your own vehicle and
traveling alone can prove hazardous—on
the new superhighway that winds down
from the capital to the airport one can easi-
ly become lost, or meet unexpected detours.

What To Wear

Sturdy walking shoes are advised, as
blood remaining from recent festivities can
muss up light, smooth-soled casuals (drying
puddles get quite sticky and can pop the
thongs right off a fimsy sandal, leaving an
unwary stroller barefoot and embarrassed).
Avoid white footwear.

Salvadoran men wear a simple sport shirt
called a guavabera, an open-necked blouse
adorned with pleats and attractive subdued
embroidery. Worn outside the pants, the
guayabera is appropriate for dinner and
other social functions, and a large pistol
such as a .357 Magnum can easily be con-
cealed beneath the loose waist without un-
sightly bulges. Slacks should be durable,
washable cotton: at those moments when
there's a flurry of gunfire, when, like an in-
spired game of ‘‘London Bridge is Falling
Down,’” everyone in the street drops quick-
ly to the ground, you won’'t want Lo wOrry
about staining or ripping your (rousers.

“‘Protective fashions' are the current
rage among U.S. diplomats and Salvadoran
officials alike, but the city’s boutiques of-
fer only a limited range of sizes and styles.
You should purchase your bulletproof

1 designer jackets and vests before departure.

What To See

Start at the bullet-riddled Metropolitan
Cathedral, at the center of the city. Before
Archbishop Oscar Arnulfo Romero’s un-
timely death in 1980, church money was
siphoned from construction and beautifica-
tion of the Cathedral into seemingly endless
efforts to aid the poor. But now, church
funds are once again earmarked for replac-
ing its wunsightly opaque corrugated
fiberglass with more pleasing stained-glass
windows. More than 40 people died on the
Cathedral’s steps during the Archbishop's
funeral service on Palm Sunday, overcome
by military presence.

The European-styled National Theater
around the corner is a neoclassical gem,
and an elegant reminder of more peaceful
days, when the Catorce Familias, the 14 rul-
ing families, and their friends would pass
the evenings watching ballet, opera, plays,
and recitals. Reopened three years ago after
extensive renovation, its floors are marble,
the seats red velvet, the chandeliers crystal,
and the inlaid floors and woodwork trim in-
tricate.

Other churches in the immediate area in-
clude El Rosario, where lie the remains of
early 19th century freedom-fighter Father
Jose Matias Delgado, and La Merced
Church, where the bell rung by Father
Delgado calling for independence in 1811
still rings daily.

The famous statue of El Salvador del
Mundo—the Savior of the World—por-

| trays Christ atop a globe, arms outstretched
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| dresses, hammocks, and bedspreads

looking down upon San Salvador. To
the Savior’s rear lie the luxurious
neighborhoods of San Benito and Escalon,
where tree-lined streets wind past newly
constructed walls, high, thick, topped by
barbed wire, hiding sumptuous residences.
As one happy-go-lucky mason completing
an eight-foot concrete wall told us,
“‘Revolution and American intervention
mean more work for us. There’s never a
dull moment in San Salvador!™

A choice collection of archeological relics
can be found in San Benito at the Museo
Nacional David J. Guzman (Avenida la
Revolucion on the road to Hotel El
Presidente). Among the impressive pre-
Columbian artifacts at this small museum is
Xipe Totec, an almost life-sized figure clad
in a suit of skin which has been saved from
a sacrificial victim, an intrigquing symbol of
fertility.

Framing a stunning view of the city from
the south (and easily reached by taxi or bus)
are the massive twin crags known as Puerta
del Diablo, or **The Devil's Door.”” With
its winding trails and steps carved out of
rock leading up to the precipices, this park
is a romantic strolling spot for young
lovers, a favorite picnic site, and a
depository used by many groups for excess
corpses. Bird-watchers will be intrigued by
the zopilotes, or ‘‘buzzards’ circling
overhead.

Homesick Americans
can find McDonald’s
golden arches in front
of the National
Theater. Salvadorans
who evidently have
no appetite for thick
shakes or golden fries
have taken to bomb-
ing these symbols of
American good taste.

Shopping

Four blocks east of the Cathedral is the
Mercado Cuartel (Calle Delgado between
8th and 10th Avenues), a block-square
shopper's paradise of goods crafted by city
dwellers and countryfolk. Artfully woven
fill
stalls alongside saddles, woodcarvings, pot-
tery, coffins, and furniture. Brightly col-

| ored sisal bags made of strong dyed fibers

have proven excellent for lugging bedrolls,
grenades, and other necessities for over-

| night or extended trips into the countryside.
| (Better-quality crafts with correspondingly

higher prices are available at the Mercado
Nacional de Artesanias, on the Interna-
tional Fairgrounds, near Hotel EI
Presidente.) The Flower Market a few

blocks away (Calle 3 and Avenue Espana)
has an astonishing array of artificial flowers
so lifelike only a touch will tell; prices are
surprisingly low, and sympathetic
flowersellers often offer memorial bouquets
at cost. On all purchases of handmade
items, especially those sold by the crafts-
man himself, bargaining the price down to
a pittance is an excellent way to practice
your Spanish.

A wider selection of handicrafts can be
found in the numerous villages—each with
its own handmade specialty—within a few
hours' drive of San Salvador. At Pan-
chimalco, a Pipil Indian town near the
capital, panuelas —soft cloths woven on
hand looms—are the favorite item for
tourists. Ilobasco, known for its pottery,

| also produces lifelike miniature ceramic

figurines of peasants performing

| agricultural tasks and sex acts. At San
| Sebastian, where weaving is the dominant

cottage industry, you can find a
cooperatively run Terminal Turistica;
guides will be happy to point out where
various weavers live and where military
helicopters land next to the cathedral in
their goodwill missions to eradicate local
support for guerrillas. Communally run
marketing of handicrafts may be on the
wane. As Major Roberto d'Aubuisson has
said, **Communitarianism is the same thing
as Communism, and it is our duty as Christ-
ians to wipe out every traitor.”” Because of
this policy, the dwindling supply of
Salvadoran crafts will soon be worth more
as collectibles.

Dining Out

The national snack is the pupusa,two
small tortillas filled with pork, beans, or
cheese, and cooked on clay griddles.
Salvadorans are fanatical about their
favorite pupuserias, some scarcely larger
than telephone booths, and found
everywhere; and like New Yorkers enthus-
ed about their favorite Chinatown diner, a
Salvadoran will stop at nothing to get you
to sample pupusas at his numero uno
pupuseria. Our favorite is Pupuseria
Margoth in Santa Tecla, just west of San
Salvador on the Panamerican Highway (2
Calle Poniente and 16 Ave. Sur). an eatery
which also features other na'ne dishes.
Among these national specialties 1s gallo en
chicha, traditionally consisting of a
defeated fighting cock who serves mankind
in a vegetable stew doused with the potent
local fermented drink (chicha). Another
local favorite is sopa de mondongo, or
“tripe soup.’”” Similar to menudo in the
American Southwest, it is highly reputed as
a hangover cure, and is jokingly called sopa
para levantar los muertos, or *‘soup to raise
the dead.”

Two restaurants just outside town, Bella
Vista and Monterrey (six kilometers and
seven kilometers) on the road to the Planes
de Renderos) are set high on a mountain
with a grand panoramic view of the city and
the volcanoes surrounding it. Dining on
seafood, steak, and fowl, patrons are of-
fered an excellent vantage point for
military-provided fireworks which nightly
light up the capital's less affluent colonias.

For seafood, try Siete Mares (Paseo
Escalon and 89 Avenue Sur) whose red
snapper and huge shrimp are com-
plemented by a fine wine selection. The
restaurant, where a full meal with wine and
tip may cost $15-320, is a favored meeting
place for the military elite, and diners are
politely asked to avail themselves of tables
away from the windows. Here, as in all the
better Salvadoran restaurants, it is not con-
sidered proper to place one's pistol on the
table while dining; and while one's guardia






