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Our Street
e

‘your neighbours. Not me. My siret s in a village n the foothill of a mou
region. A multiplicity of things happens in that narrow space between our|
stone and inci i
10 sit on a window ledge with a mugof mint tea and watch the multiple goings
wehave.
braving the mosquitoes, muddy road, and muggy weather, The size of tis
 Ladmire this motle
with mois, Others wear cheap, mottled clothes. In other words, their c
multiform. Muck might moitle a farmer's clothes, but the imam’s mottois
men of faith are welcome. The ima s a moltilingual man, who mulls socal
the walls of
mosaics, Other imes, he juststands n the street munchinga morselof food ls
102 movement on the radio, and greeting passers by.

The imam even greets the mortician, who is widely known as a mount
Apparently, h tris to mulet people by using poor quality wood!in his coffins
claiming it i of high qualty. The mortcian s a morose man, | can't help feling
1 would be too, if 1 spent my days working in a mortuary with mournful e
coming to mourn their kin. Other kids say he wishes for a rise in mortality, sl
can get rich.

Atnight, b
Hes

‘mortified when one of his goats went o th toilet right outside the mosque. T

imam, who is well known for making sure that not a mote.of dirt emains on the :

of the poor farmer was obvious. The farmer mumbled through his mufflr (
Keeps dust and fles from his face), at the animal, which simply stared back. Ot
times, the usually motile animals seem to lose their motilty and become mulish-

refusing to move for no apparent reason.







听力课堂,开放式英语学习平台！www.TingClass.net

[image: image2.jpg]T"A"Gldss.com 4)’7:'7 1% ’%



 
学英语，练听力，上听力课堂。【免费英语听力下载】www.tingclass.net

- 1 -

