Cross-cultural Stories - Chicken soup in Platón
by Shirley Davis


While we were living in Platón Sánchez, a small town in Veracruz, Gerald got really sick one day. It was terribly hot and humid, yet he had severe chills and a high fever that lasted for several days. We had no money and couldn't consider going to a doctor, so just prayed and did what we could. Finally one evening at about 8.30pm he weakly asked me if I could get him some chicken noodle soup, like his mother used to give him when he was sick as a boy. I immediately ran out to visit the local store before it closed at 9pm. It was the ground floor of a small house and was a typical general store, selling anything that one would want (as a Mexican that is!). I knew they sold cans of Campbell's soup, so hoped to find some there. 

Sure enough they had three varieties - corn soup, chile soup and pumpkin flower soup (until then I had no idea Campbell's made those varieties!) NO chicken noodle! I quickly ran through the dark empty streets to the only other two grocery stores in town, but neither had anything different. I got back to my dear husband and sadly told him that there was NO chicken noodle soup in Platón! I promised to get up early in the morning and make some homemade soup instead. That entailed going to the corner of the plaza before 9am, where women set up small tables with a machete and 3 or 4 chickens. I could then buy a portion of chicken, come home and cook it, and make some chicken soup for him! Fortunately he found out that he wasn't quite so desperately ill, and he WAS able to wait until the next day!
