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I: The msemes Ascent 4

After YW:“‘ ﬂ‘mp" o

i!ﬁt lRldorta \they',ﬂ\come across a Ytson going their way and

J ™
Matias, who wanted to mshm—’his shjer“, asked the driver if he‘ﬂ

mind taking them as far as thi#oot of the mountain. The peasant,

o\ R

beaming at the préépéct of a little conveesation, made room for the
man by his side and told Mila to make herself comfortable on the

straw mats behind thom‘ She looked gratefully at that unknown bene-
factor, for though strdng, she was exhausted. Her husband had said \\
the trip from Liaquenxs, where the mailman had left them, to

Ridorta would lake less than half an hour, but they@h\?een walking

at least an hour and a quarter when they saw the town's blackened
steeple rising above the green hill, Another fifteen minutes had
passed before they saw the wagon, and what nith the sun, the dust, and
the rough dirt road, the poor had falken into a very bad temper.

Once settled, with her back to the man and her bundle of clothes
beside her, she untied the kerchief around her head and, taking the
ends in her hands, beat it to fan her face. She was hot, anﬂlthe cool
breeze flowed over her temples and neck like a gentle~hujrglightly
unnerving caress. But when she stopped fanning herself, she felt
calmer and ready to look at the pretty sights Matias had so often
described. ;

She gazed from opm side to side, Behind them, the roadqn twisted

e—

L :
and turned, fulll of holes, tracks, and caked, muddy ridgaa ‘the wagon |
wheels wore down with such excruciating slowhess that they wouldi;l(

Mg - % gy
be leveltill the middle of summer. Then the road would become a sea ¥

of dust till the autumn rains returned. ¢ )\
. _\' M
On the left was a high embankment that M out zsu:b: at the
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top ¢ y 88 iK bout to cave in onto the road, but it

was held back by r , unéeven walls that bulged here and there and
were more dangerous than the embankment itself, Above them W b -
. maqut S .
see fields enclosed by rows of og;“;. whose stiff, fleshy leaves

b

slashed the air like bouquets of swords and, in some placedfzxwaying 1
tamarisks and rows of buckthorn, whose white blosaoms,g{;&;; b;
thorns, had just begun to flower.

On the other side, starting a couple of yards from the road,
the Ridorta plain began, hugging the base of the hill and d%vided
into small symmetrical patches that looked like a big.;hgiggg¥€£i'
Th;;e irrigated fields were the town?s riches, divided among its
ingzzkﬁrnta by ancient feudal contracts. The brilliant colors of

' bedwias \
Lﬂ.ﬁlegetablea dotted the moorched bro among ditches

whose water glistened in the sunlight like bright strips of mirror.
Mila was dazzled by such lhl;ll-luahness. A g¢hild of the

Menpre

lowland plains, barren for want of hands, water, and fertilizer, she

[
stared incredulously at what seemed a fantastic mirage: that other ¢
lit¥2e plain which, nestled between a hillside covered with houses

and several ﬁgf;h, stony mountains, nourished thés fertile and Jo}';ua o
existence. Not %?quare foot wasted, not one weed st'éu:."l‘.'i'ng the earth's |
goodness! Everything tilled, everything turned upside down by hoes
and pitchftorka, everything pampered like a lord, everything proudly

s s with abundant generosity! .

Down below, in Mila's country, people scattered through the

fields, with great stretches between theltpn.d EJnong I thick hedges

&y

of bugfinfested bushes, grean iitrda flashed in the sun and a few

emaciated cows, whose ribs out like bars and whose anklebones

were so sharp they nearly pierced the akﬂa, tugged at a few dry
- TwesdeT"Here
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weeds. Here m—w&én—'—t—suﬁo such useless beast e but the people

were as closedset as inngers on & hand: a crowd of women,
clustered like chessmen on a board, swarmed like industrious bees -/

e \Etlﬂ-t'\ !
across the fields, tnmkng—_ﬂffthe earth, raising mqﬁ.owenng /

50 .

the chain pump, heaping - around the hegetubles or resting in
the shade of a fig treer all with their skirts hiked up, kerchiefs
o-rKr their Jheads(,) and bare arms and legs, tan and healthy in

the sun. ‘ .
As she gazed upon them, Mila's farmgirl suul filled with an A/
‘ : \ /
urge, a st longing to leap from the wagon, run into the

fields and, like those women, plunge her hands into the warm earth,
the wet leaves, the water tht-an&w‘\%;\t'keen rushes,mhoae yellow
flowers gravely nodded beside the irrigation ditches.

Matias had been right: Ildortnﬁu a cheerful place, a
town perched upon a hill and ringed by ?fielda. And if the district

was so happy, the hermitage above it couldn't be as gloomy as ﬁéﬁe‘t;k

m—h&ﬂ)‘ad-&. Mila imagined it as a little nest, and as sonn as

she stuck her head out the window, she would gaze down upon this

mﬁi marvelous vista., Oh, if she could o clear her own little

garden a.nd plant it as she liked, nheémgebx}er regret its‘:;;ng her
N |

villegs ferevas) ¥

Fxcited by these thoughts, she turned umto share them with »

her husband, but at the sight of those two backs,the words died in

| _ 5
her throat, and the hopeful idea that had been about to venture
; forth scurried back into its lair like a frightened animal,

?‘ The two men spoke slowly, without noticing her, and she half-

caught the words: "cold . . . gloomy . . . calves . . . too high .. .,"
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but she never learned what they were taiing about because her thoughts
fled back to the fields. The spell, howwer, had been brokkn, and

the land, just as beautiful as it had been a moment ago, could not
rekindle t%;; first enthusiasm, She sadly turned and looked upward:
the sky, vast and empty, blazed with blinging light that hurt her
eyes., She peered through the crack between the two men: there was

»
’nl-r‘]!,

* ¥4 "1"| something mmfifion unifornly green in the distance, like a splendid K
II carpet . . . She looked again at the two backs: one, the peagi}nt'a,
;I; slender and bony like those cows in her distrietaaaiﬁclad in a
cheap ahirtsporn thin by many washingagyhat smelled of sweat and
charcoal dust. The other back, broad and soft as a pillow, strained

éﬂ\. k"m.r
h—bﬁ-ﬂ‘\ the black jacket that stretched from armpit to armpit, as

5PQH‘L\; At rn'.'./

if in constant danger of r%pplng asun&:}. ¥
"How fat he's gotten sinc? we married," thought Mila, rgmembering
how tight all his clothes had become, so that he seemed c;;aﬁéé into
them like a straw doll in its rags, The felt hat that had previously
suited him so well had gradually come to look like a priest's
calobte, and-;:;;;his ears, which had grown bigger on é;;&_aide of %
the calotte, were red and translucent like‘niﬁiiih tinted glass.
The crease on his starched collar, set against the black jacket and
folds of flesh, had the icy pallor of marble. _
The two men's shadows fell across Mila like a cool mantle, and
she felt snug and happy curled up in her straw nest. g
The wagon, meanwhile, advanced slowly, so slowly that one might
have thought it merely swayed from side to side with no other mission
than to flatten the caked dirt on the road. From the time she saw
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& tree ahead to the time they passed it one could have calmly said
part of rosary; and that parsimonious rocking filled her with ‘f
drowsiness, =

She was tired of 1;giing at their backs, the sky, and the )
uxziéts%eﬁ'colors of the fields, andwp?: neck ached from twisting
. her head so long. She rubbed it to sZQEEﬁ{:Jé th&%_painful stiffness ? &

and;) after seeking a comfortable posturey she remained motionless, ¥

14 n’"‘-’" h.r
her back against a sideboard £ as ahemmMred the mat , f, .
f [ ZPPR &\ J
in front of her: a lovely mat that Lg;;gqfakge-a thick silk net, 'ﬁ;

€

sprinkled with gold stars thﬁi‘aparkled in the sunlight. Overcome
by that sweet languor, she saw a red curtain, then a blue one, and
then a black one . . .

A slap on the back -uﬁiiiiy woke her with a start.

"Hey, what's up?" she mumbled slegbily.

"Come on, waiz;E:-to get off!" replied her husband, standing
on the cart, which had stopped.

She pulled herself together, swayed to her feet, and they

jumped down. :
"So long, pal, and God bless_;z:;: #

"So long, hermit, and thanks for the company. See you on
5t. Pontius' day."

“Come by and have a drink."

"I'd appreciate that . . . Bye now."

"Goodbye."

The peasant's face, bright red like the bottom of a stewpot
on the fire, burst into a broad smile. He pulled in the reins as if
they were made of rubber, calmly cried "Giddyup!" a few times . . .
and the wagon slowly moved foreward, leaving husband and wife be-
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hind, backed against the dry roadaidej wall with a dazed on Y

/
their faces.

"Did you hegr that?" asked the woman., "He called you hermit."
Lot ek 1ey

"Because I told him we were going tokthe hermitage."
"It gives me a headache . . ." she added, gazing vaguely into

the distance.
doen w‘ \mﬁ
“Wha?:?" (ol /zo ’
~EA0 |

"All this . . « you know what I mean . . . A young guy shouldn't \}l

T

do a job that's for someone old and sickly."

"Idiot! . « « One job's as godd as another."

And the man bem stamping his feet to shake down his /mhq
which had ridden up on his legs in the course of their journey. -

With a sigh, Mila also smoothed ; her akirt&

Mhia#nntawn;n Mfﬂ“@ his ankles, Matias pushed a
stick through his kerehiaf, into which he had bundled a few pieces
of clothing, and H-fﬁd- it onto his shoulder.

"Well, are you ready?"

She gripped the bundle under her arm.

"Let's go."

A little further ﬁ there was a break iﬁ the roadside wall
and asu.rt path began. It was a doep, uneven ﬂ“ﬁh, carpeted with
smooth, loose stones: one of many in the mouhtkain's huge,
rocky face adom which the sky's abundant tears flowed during winter
storms.

They set out single file: he whistling between his teeth and she
turning aro:l: every few yards.

They hadn't gone more than fifty steps when she stopped.

"It's so steep!®

"They call it Legbreak Creekm. It's real dangerous in the winter."

"More than now?"
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"This is nothing."
Seeing her worried 1ookgr. he cheerfully added:"Wim Wait'll you
see Black Gulch! You really have to watch it there!™
~ mAre all the paths like thig?"
"Theie are shorteuts, honey. The real path l:tar'l:s further up,
after Murons, but the shortcuts are handier. You aren't used to it
yet, but after a while you'll like going this way. See what I mean?
Going up is worse than ¢limbing stairs, but ; coming down is
: ¢ like swinging on a rope, your feet can't stop and before you
fk‘now'it'sz over.”
She sighed, and they started walking a%n. Her feet kept

b unthas

dislodging stones, and the brambles stuck to their clothes like hand-"
fuls of barbed hooks. d
, dmi:\o Er?df:lvlg stopped whistling, :S%t:w :%die‘:;m to weigh
on her like a boulder, Fifty steps further, she leanod-mmh gnin A
Matias, who led the way, turned around.
"What s again?" ¥

"I've got t0 « + « rest.”

"We can't wadte time. The sun'll set before we know it,”

"Is it a long way to go?"

"Sure. We just started!"

She m‘up straight: "Holy Mary! We've been on the road since
four this morning!"

He burst out laughing. "We just be_gnn climbing the mountain
@am . . . Don't worry, we'll get therea‘E time." And he turned to
pluck a sprig of butcher'slbroom from beside the path,

Mila then fixed her gaze upon him, a gaze full of worry and sus/
picion.
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"Let's see if they were right to warn me and whether he'll ntﬁ.
v - a*n," she thought, rising to her feet.
He encouraged her: "Come on now, honey. We'll be there in no
timel"
"If it weren't for this bundle! . . ."
But Matias ign_ored the hint, and they walked on in silence.

ull e
The u:&,éuf&%: rockier and steeper. They kept slipping on
Vb

the stones and had to the thickets to keep their footing. -‘;#
(&l';
Their hea breathing startled the lizards, who scu ed for

coverMM and broom twigs whipped thei

sweaty faces, Matias had pushed back his felt hat, which now reated
against his neck, and his starched collar had turned soft as a
piece of tripe.,

The ground beside the path leveled from time to timeg as they
approached .-&-i:ﬁe olive grove, but then the banks rose again,
hemming them in so they could @Eﬂ a strip of dazzling blue
above their heads. In one grove they saw two oxen restin g with their
plow beneath an olive tree, while a peasant sat nearby, drinking
from a black earthenware mug and grasping a L%Qﬁnj.on. The
animals switched their hmhmm tails and stamped to keep the flies a:;.y. A
The olive branches wove a filigreed silver arc against thgsky, and
the soil thrown up between the furrows made wide, iﬂ&,&:ownd
ahipmean stripes.

0 €N

Mila gazed enviously at the peasa.nt,\mblim val 1 dared«@;'d ¥
ask him for a drink of water. My throat's dry as a bone!"

"Me too . . . come on,"

They approached him, drank, and talked for a short while., Matias

again explained that they were on their way to the hermitage, and
M
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Mila again felt uneasy and ashame > WIng why-
Then they continued their ascen t, with those slippery stones

beneath their feet, walking between banks of'brambles and buckthorn

that tore at them like the claws of some iE;k¥%;»heast.

Matias coughed, and a little bird, perched haughtily nifp QI"

‘agelye fled with a bright snd pemetrating chirrup.

Despite the shadows across theit path, the midmummee heat
waa atifling. Mila's wet shirt clung to her back, and her heart
peat furiounly. s

The m# suddenly swerved and bent pmp upward, as if to
leap é;;;anmé'oba;acle. Mila cried out in surprise at the light
that bathed her body, though her feet and legs remained submerged
in the dark stream bed.

The n&%&bmchad of f h—th.l_ﬁ.spe—of an upside~down 3
"Y"g: two branches flowed downhill, splitting apart with a great
stretch of mountainside between them, while the third, & bit
obliquely, continued upward. Where the three branche:;::}, a small
plateau had been carved out, as sunlit at that t#ne—efTQag as the
plain below them,

"We can rest here awhile;g/Z::d Matias.

Mila didn®t wait NM twice and fell to earth,
crushed and eiiﬁﬂqéfﬁ, with the blood pounding in her temples mand the
soles of her feet,

She looked at h?:;high shoes: ruined! They'd never be the same
o » o« And she thought if he'd told her what the Journay would realy}y
be like, she would have worn espadrilles and keg?rthe shoes from

their wedding . « . her only good pair.
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To stifle her disappointment, she raised her head,
gully

On the right, the MIEF‘ descnnded as precipitously as a -
X well, lila crossed herself in thanks for having reached the top

safely. That was a path for goats and bandits, not people.
tt AN
On the far side of the ;-gul slopes and cliffs

olive trees with cracked tru.nkdl’
Jowrly

the near side was a rocky field dotgg with carob trees and flowering

thyme, whose fragrante the wind carried toward them like an angel's
pure breath.
The "Y's" hnxh-twiated and turned more, its end hidden
in one of the mountainside's mam”eolda. And between the two branches, -
a rounded spur swelled like a woman's breasw, made more realistic
by the presence of a nipple: a bulge or natural menhir that mrlf%d
off their plateau, outlined aginst the bright sky behind it.
i }-..";?fr'-"-'* fw* the nipple, there were remnants of some cyclopean steps and, y
above them, a rusted iron bolt had been driven into the rock.
"Know where we are?" Matias suddenly asked. | X
"How f%ld I know if I've never been here before?"
"Well, we're standing on Little Rocky. There's three of thenx
you know: Big Rocky, &-‘;}ﬁ#@-’d Rocky, and this one. That," and
he pointed to the nipple,"is what they call the Moor's Boun x#tone.
257 ey say there used to be ?:Hoorish king whose lookouchhe&-#he
) r%{ﬂ all day long. He couldn't sleep or move on pain of death."
"And where's the hermitage?"
"Down there, behind you, in back of that rock . , . Get up and

I'1l point it out.”

She rose lisftlessly fto her feet, and he turned away from the
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plain and pointed southeast.

"On that dark mountain?"

"No, that's Big Rocky. Look closer. You see i:ow Black Gulch
winds around that ridged mountain like a bandage? Well, the gulch
starts at St. Pontius' Pass, and underneath is the hermitage."

"Good hmmd God! We have to climb up there?"

"No, we take the first path we come to."

"Can you see those pretty fields down there from the hermitage?"

"Not from the hermitage itself . . . This is where you can see
them."

Matias crossed the clearing and climbed to the top of the
Bduﬁdarq‘tone. Mila wanted to do the same but her legs wouldn't
cooperate. Each step was four feet high.

"God, what steps!"

"The Moors built them . . . They say there used to be Moors
all around here. Come on, give me your hands . . . Up you get! Now
hold on here and look . . ." _

Mila almost fainted. An immense void yawned before horﬁ)aa if fﬁ'
waiting to be filled, and only below, far below and far in the dis-
tance, stretched the tilled plainglika a wondrous residue of that g
golden spring eveni% Ridorta, another larger plain and many other

rr ados

villn.ges?nastl “ like turtledovea} ?,midst delds, groves,.md pathe -/
ways . Her eyes lost the fartheat o;e: ig.%ﬁe hﬁiy distance, in the /
horizon's misty bluenesa. Mty bt 0 e, Az, ¢
The woman devoutly clagped her hands, -
"How lovely it is!"

"Didn't I say you'd likg it?"And he happily told her the names
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of all the towns and (Ej,]ﬁ; in sight.

Mila gazed in fascination, trying to take it all in and to
engrave that magic scene in the depths of her mﬂ:a- She would have fiomsm
forgotten to move if Matias hadn't laughtd and, 1eap1ng from stone to «
stone, asked:"Haven't you had your fill?"

The question brought her back to earth. But before regretfully
climbing down from the Boundarlgtone, she allowed herself another
lingering lokk.

The tail on the "Y" that léd up the mountain wasn't as roughh
as t& ﬂ§u11y, bu%b?a.th, without pebbles and carved into solid rock,
was full of sharp angles that cut herm feet more than the stones
had.

Their weariness, which had led them to prolong
their reaé? gwkﬁtﬂd'mmre to chat. They @limbed silently,
bowed
h .-.R‘ heads, especially Mila who, hearing Matias' huffs and
puffs ahead of her, thought how her \hushand'a paunch was beginning
to get in his way. '

"But he doesn't care! He'llid ;;.Jnd up looking like a whale!. . ."_;

And for the first time she sensed that Matias, who seemed fresh
as a daisy, would é‘% up suffering from asthma. e

This time Matias was the first to stop.

When she caught up, she shot him an angry glance and said:

"If you'd. told me the trip would take this long I'd have brought

a—bi—ihto eat » » + I'm worn out." Y
dve, | 8

"Don't give up now! Helys almost resched the path to the her-
mitage."

-

"I know what you mean by 'almost,'" she replied sadly.
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He didn't answer, and they started walking again.

But this time Matias had told the truth. A few minutes later
they reached the path, / '3?$-

"Let's rest a 11tt1e-m\rf you wanty to," he said.

"This is worse than Purgatory," was her only reply.

They sat down. Matias took out his tobacco pouch and rolled
a cigarette. The woman took the kerchief off her head, shook it
out and, since she was no 1ong?r hot, retied t*'around her neck.

They were halfway up %Wnocky, which the setting
sun stained red and oragge above them, while belowethe slope
dropped ateaply amidst shadowy bluish crags and boulders.

| There was no hint of a plain hmb beneﬁ“‘ gu:he sky's pale
gray mmm stretched from side to side, qnaggo-tipxadm?oward the ¥
horizon, while motheréz;:pearl clouds d;i%;:d slowly from left to =~
right, changing ahape and color. As Hila watched them ahsentnindedlssr-
qahe noticed a black spothlike a fly that slowly grew bigger.

"What's that?" she asked Matias.

"It must be a raven."

"Now it's hovering over that side of the mountain . . ."

"Just above the Girl . . . It t smell something the people
at St. Pontius threw in the Gulch. There's a farmhouse below the
Pirl."

"Why do they call it that?"

"Because from some e it looks like a girl's headjr:;fh
a ahn,? pigtail hanging down. Someday 1311 show you the view above
the Roar . . . At dawn it's blue as the sky and pretty as a picture,”

Matias fell silent, his gaze lost in the distance, and Mila,
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geeing him so gentle and calm, thought that anyone would take him
for a perfect saint, But suddenly, as if his mood had : sec-
re¢ly goaded her, she turned away and shuddered,

With a cigarette between his lips, Matias led her uK the
path., It was narrow and smooth, as if a colossal

hal poe

wheel had pﬁﬂd..over it for centurgés, It led southeast, and /

i n

after a few steps they sighted Big Rocky's immense volcanic massj

A ke anunchallenged sovereigng shrouded
' - A G

.. “ } in its pienditd me ntle of blue-purple shadows “ﬁ.?/ll .&,E:ﬂ«, N
- 1';;.'. - - e @ =
over caves and dells, lending them an % that took 4

FE

Mila's b h .
la's breath away Aj,‘tmt e’

From that big rock, still 'f, flowed a wave of cold aipg ¥

v

¢
& st e wintry breeze %n&-o}:ﬁgg;g; warmed by the Lp; sun,

ﬁiuimlila with such a strong urge to retreat that she stopped 7
*)

in her tracks. Then she heard a dull rumble coming fron ahe didn't

' [ rf“ £

know where, like the snore of some : ‘sleeping hﬂr .|
"What's that noise, Matias?" she asked uneasily.
"That's the hoﬂ. of Badblodd Creek. It comes from the Roar." |
Those words reminded Mila of everything her husband h‘:: l»:.‘tld
her about the mimutoun waters that restored people's -ppoﬂnug ¥
curing men and % of their woes and afflictions: scrofula,
herpes, running sores, chronic diarrhea, exzema . . .
And while she was thinking sbout ilimegses and miracles, the
path, climbing and twisting, led them around the mountain, penetra-

g L)

(¢ , )
ting deepr and deeper into W o-i-ﬂ}' shadows., ¥ Gk w VS

Uy (o ;

Suddenly Mila halted and turned around, astounded: Q_?é-gg- Hily o

i 1‘ i
42%:, how far they'd traveled that day!

Beneath them, she saw nothing but waves of mountain, huge
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k
s 8ilent mountains that sloped into the quiet %, which enveloped

them in shadow like a darkening cloud. Ma. powidow v o ghadew (|
Colao/ finead — ploph v bt 2 otrnd 2 ~
Mila searched that blue emp’cineés for a whiff of smoke, a hut,

&t
a human figure . . . but she ﬂ;%d nothing, not the slightest

indication that they shared that landscape with othfr human beings.
fel

ww Lo\
"Wh&—o&i—ﬂ:&l“ she mumbled, stunned and feeling her spirit -4

grow a8 dark or darker than those shady depths.
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II: Darkness

As soon as they banged on one of the gates with a rock, a
furious barking arose within the house, while other dogs barked
back all around them.
§tartled, Mila clutched her husband's arm, but he only laughed.
1]/\1.;‘\«'-‘ v (__1L_I—
"ﬂheylaa_gizhfairiea honey. They initate everything they Ik

hear."

Mila felt even more terrified by that bizarre explanationh
but before she could repl{?r}ottstapa approached, muffled by the
barking. A pale light shone above the wallzr;opped with broken
glass and nails. Something slid heavily across the door, and
after a moment of silence, a voice calmly asked: "Who goes there?"

"Open up, Gaietam., It's us."

"Who?"

"Me and my wife, Gaietd! . . .q;;?gn, open up."

There was a moment's silence.

"When'd you get here?" the voice within asked.

"Just now. My wife fell down.,"

Ay (St s
S$i11 clutching her husban@ Mila whispered: "Wgy'§ he waiting

so e

"He}s suspicious . . ." Matias whispered back,

"What're you-;aaying out there?" the é&iy voice asked.

"zl'm telling my wife youtre scared . . ." And%aking out
his tobacco pouch, Matias laughed and added: "Look up, Gaietd., I'll
throw our papers over . . ."™ and in—égzi;zhe threw his pouch over
the wall,
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Then they heard a bolt being lifted, the sound of iron striking
the earth, the creaking of a big key, and a golden crack apﬂared
between the gates.

"Good evening," said Matias as he pushed.

a\L

"May God grant us all one . . ." And the djwp\ opened all the
way.m” spied a wizened little man with a gleaming
sickle in his hand. Nearby, an eight year old boy held a sooty
lantern and the tobacco pouch.

Matias laughed when he saw the sickle.

"Ready for anything, huh Gaieta?"

The litile man 1au?ed back.

Mokt (owm ga. Loann

"I%—Quapa—me—espﬁa} y'know? . . « And besides, I have to be

on the lokkout up here, where you see more foxes than carriages. ¥

He put down the sickle; which flashed menacingly in his hand,

'jii

and then slammed the two gates shut with his knee, bolted them,
fastened the bolt to a chain that hung from the wall, turned the
big key in the lock, and;) having done all this, calmly turned to ¥
face his guests, smiled again, and rubbed his hands together.

"Now we can talk . . . I g£igured you'd get here around now
Fne

"What do you think? We're dead on our feet . . ." Matias

e« « « What's the good word?" ”_“‘M

declagred, and, taking his pouch from the boy's hand, he added:
"We had no idea &ﬂBaldire was, &:ere

"You see, hermit, I 3’(’ i%,&ll by myself in this bi%ome

y 80 I told the kid: *Come on up and keep me company,' and Iff tell

v,

him stories, y'know?"
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The man 'Hﬁaib\at the lad, who lohked.béck, ngiﬁg%tgjr;t;rn, g5
and then blushingly hung his head.

Mila, who hadn't said a word beyond "Good evening," peered
at everything around her. In the pale light from the lantern, she
could barely make out a courtyard surrounded by the high walls of
a2 house. In the middke, she saw a big glass bottle beside a wellT
whose iron bucket m ’oadly dented; g[n the background a porch

W t. 5t_-(
ran along the wall stone oﬁefg-
et Ledy 'l.‘-“”"* 1o T Ay avd,
o7fo. She had no chance to see more because the man, still smiling

and rubbing his hands together, turned to her and said: "Well,
hermitess. He says you took a fall. What ghappened, did you get
dizzy?"
o p i
"No. I tripped o'rm\ a pine root; it's nothing." And Mila touched *=
the gash on her forehead.

weld
"It's still bloody, see? But I don't think qkneed ﬁ;:d

e sdpsl

:prieat. It'11l seon be all right." " AL
He turned to the boy: "Pick up tw sickle and let's go up=-
stairs.” And smiling once more at the couple, he added: "I beg you
haven't eaten yet."
Matias to0ld him how long it had been and, as they climbed the
steps behind the boyTho carried the sickle and lantern, the little

manmar explained thatpjust in case he'd cooked supper -

"Hermitess, I don't know what you'll think of our coﬁking-

?"\ rﬁ“-
unless you're good and hungry! The kid and me are 1ouay!\ i >

alikm and he laughed cheerfully.
He'd won Mila's heart, this kind and helpful man., He was short
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and skinny, but ml his figure was fleshed out by a loose jacket and

B dark, heavy woolen pambmmthatmmamemdesmutm breeches. Half his face
was covered by a woolz'::ap, and the other half seenﬁl more beard-
less than him ‘ She tE{cm].ell hear ‘l:he taps on his shoes
as he walked%. !hl:?‘ he must be about forty years
old.

Even if hm she hadn't known he was a shepherd, she amﬂl;&v\'e guessed
from the strong smell of sheep he gave off. The ﬂEkaeneated
the entire house. She'd noticed it before they knocked at the gate,
it had grown stronger as they entered the courtya.rd, and now, inside
the house where the breez_g couldn't diaslpate it, it became even .}
stronger and m%r;e offensive.

[2%

They ’:va.lked along a terrace andairi:fiegt\i the kitchen, It was
a big room whose walls and ceiling, dtan.nknwby smoke and ?;hadm,
seemed to. retreat from her gaze so that hinmmghimb only the glint of
copper and tin showed what kind of room they were in. Burning coals
glowed in the fireplace, with something black beside them, perhaps
a pot. With its four legs resting stiffly in the shadows, the long
table resem’bl&a headless beast about to charge the new arrivalas,

Mila glimp w:\ tone gink, the doors of a cupboard,

f a flour-sifter . . . But everything else remained mysterious,

pregnant with surprises.

Still talking, the shepherd 1lit an oil lamp.

"Tonight you'll be strangers in your own home, and aince the
hermitess has nev?r been in these parts?:e '11l have to ﬁh—
:’ﬁ' won't we? While the kid sets the table, I'll show her the

house, Come on, hermitess . . ." But upon turning around and seeing
her glancqi}cg- from side to side, he stopped: " You're not afraid of



A

ghosts, are you? Fear's a nasty i;tle ff:;r}'va got to ﬁi;iﬁ on
when we see it, and especially womee' but wejll cure you here, God va
willing."

And he led her away. Mila looked around for Matias, but he'd
atayed.:IHSehind in the kitchen.

They entered another room whose only furnishings were a grand-
father clock, a couple of tables; and a few chairs, A heavy beam,
resting on the wozi:zgf}oor against the wall, lboked

like zgpgad seypent . At the sight of that drafty room, Mila
shivese :

ca(lad (ol
shuddored and m%m&&mﬁn thoae}\mo;:jntains shrouded
Qo
in hinhﬁnfvening =o £7E5 ¥

The shepherd told her that before, on the saint's day, people

Yo ey !

parioy
would dance in that sitting room, but now the floor was so weak -/

¥

P
o 3 o

that the rector had forbidden it. :1h¢£*

1 ]
has

« gV
f

One side of the room was windowless, the other had two doors

0 and there was a balcony at the far end. s

"Let's look at your room first, hermitess.,"

There was a bed with a o cover, a writing desk,
chairs and a waahbasf%?fg;;ﬁizai: was almost i extiﬂéuigﬁed by a
blast of cold air through the paneless window.,

"That damsed Rocky with its stinking breath."

The shepherd closedl the shutters and, raising his 1&2%%?:,
showed her a framed print.

"That's St., Poktius, hermitess , . .M A splendid saint, patron
ofm m good health,"

The saint was dressed as a bishop, with a miter on his head and
a crozier in his left hand. The other hand was held aloftsyith two
fingers extended in benediction, fi

T T T T

d-hl. }

Universitat Aut Jmagﬂ DIEA

L ke
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They went on to the second room, where there was a bed, unmade
this time, a wardrobe, a long table, and seven or eight wicker
chairs, In one corner a winding staircase led upward, and in front

teciedy
of them another led down. Someone had & two scenes from St.

RANTAN Lt s\uw ed
Pontius' life % opposite 5 19. engravings the holy

martyr between two vases of flowers.

"Well, hermitess, that'a cage, big enough for a couple of
1;,\,.‘2"3““{11“ wev e
birds and tdo . . . Last time there eight hermits,
A W T
between kids and grownups, and ench}\had his Aneat e o « Now

I'1ll show you the chapel. It'a a alght to see, let me tell you,"

But . . . a sort of sonar ﬁash suddenly zoomed over the man ¥
and woman, interrupting him and draining the color from her lips.
Gaietd laughed so loud the flame on his a}i‘:‘#rﬂickered.

"What aLjoke, hermitess! That sure gave you a fright! . . e

s €

and calming dow a little, he added soothingly: "But you shouldn't

'[m.
get upset . . . It's just an owl that rooatsr;.n the belfry -hezl@
ank

kwd t hello
w&d—;‘nﬁnﬁﬁtﬂ y ¥.4 Tomoiro;\l we'll take a closer lokk

at him; we'd never catch him nown-iﬂ hat‘en, don't be so jittery.
I knew it as soon as I laid eyes on ;youJ ﬁu'll have to change if m

%ﬁ%?%-to .t&f here. Otherwise you'll get sick. You {aee, people

scare themselves. Believe me, Heaven and earth care mﬂé litike
about our doings."

But Mila, smiling to herself, remembered tﬁe flashing sickle
in the shepher&:; hand and how cautiously he had opened the &Jo‘\rﬁt&
them,

The flborboards creaked: it was Matias; who approached, calling T
out: "Where are you? Where are you?"

Ho'& come to tell them the table was set and he was dying of
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hunger. Mila hurried after him, but Gaietd stopped her.
"Before sitting down, we have to visit the chapel., What'll
the saint think if you snub him like that?" And he started down the

la.wL
staircase with the laaﬁgFa.in his hand.‘
e ludhe & '

Platias 2 in diaapproval but she

aa,

R g
emifiag resignedly and followed the old man. ke ‘f

A powerful wave of stuffiness greeted them halfway down, and

5
as they reached the bottom, a nepuchral chill like a damp

hunc \ mtdim
enveloped them, Mila shivered and er h

(::, G et vy Shovgi”

At the end of the nave, straight and low-ceilinged aa a railroad
tunnel and lri-gm:%;ﬂm m dank, something gleamed dully like a
distant star: it was the main altar.

Gaietam had stuck his woolen cap under his arm, and after
crossing himself and showing Mila the fount, he slowly advanced,
knelt before the altar, and bowed his head. Then he rose again, lifted
the likzggn above his head, and moved it from side to side. Beneath
the vault, surrounded by aa,é& gilding, by angels whose rosy flesh

 was covered with marks snd scratiioes, by vases filled with twisted,
&u?\ ;6;92, Mila again spied St. Pontlugjy;ith his tiny body,
his bulging paunch, his long, ashy beard, his miter, his crozier in

UA QYo
one and the other raise , and, as
hand and the other rai %’ d d if

. SLNE
a mighty storm were blowing, his clothes all rumpled. A long, pointed

(e_'im l“f]

foot hung down, Matias' tobacco pouch when it was empty.

That wag the third time she'd seen the saint mivhhmm within a few
minutes, and he'd never seemed so ugly, with aéat tangled beard, that

}e
fat lady's belly, and that dangling foot th,f-seemed superimpoaed ¥
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upon his body. A etrangej dtsa;;:g;;;i;senaatlon came over Mila, f

somewhere between revulsion and anguish, and she could never remem-
ber whether she'd finished the Patern gster she'd absentmindkdly be-
gun to recite.

ghj\chapel -22—;;11 of terrors t;ilﬁgave her goosebump%54uuu&ng-'
contractions.

The shepherd would hmppmiyp have happily shown her the whole
chapel inch by inch, but in view of Matias' impatience he decided to

let it ride.

"Some other time, hermitess . . . you'll see it all little by
litthg1unﬂg:;;;ﬁ"hnd showing her as they passed the strings of
offerings hangiag;bn-the walls == painted boards, arms and legs made
of yellow wax, wooden croziers, long braids of discolored hair,auxjﬁ
stinking and worm=eaten L&%% junk }:;:‘in an abandoned attic -- he
led them out through a little door behind the altar.

Mila breathed deeply, like someone who'd just escaped from
prison. The door led to a sacristy fullh of old crates and broken
tools, and the sacristy led to another room, also full of trash, dust,
and cobwebs. As soon as they entered, they were assaulted by loud
barks and scratching noises outside the far ®oor.

Hila stepped backward, and Gaietd shouted: "Hey, Owl, take it
easy Gome on boy, calm down ngw."” And he unbolted the door.

The dog leapt at the ahepherd as if about to devour him.

"Don't step back, hermitess. There's nothing to be afraid of."

But the dog growled at the stmangers, whereupon Gaietd grabbed
its collar and buried its jowls in the woman's skirts,

"What's this? Scolding the lady of the house? Take a good
whiff, and if you do tﬁr& agni:Tﬂ i o
Mg Lpra®s

/4 I:"lk
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He raised his hand, and the dog stopped growling.

They were in the shed where he kept his sheep. Its hot stench
was so strong that the woman stopped breathing, and she saw a vague
whitansess Thefore her, like snow on a dark night.

"This is my school," said the shepherd. "A flock of kzgé?straight

out of limbo . . . tomorrow, I'll show you the saint's lambs: the

prettiest of all." -
At th other end of t ' ahéd, you could see the ar;iz;;:court-

$u starlight s
yard mu_by:aﬂ W a wooden fence '

kept the amimals enclosed. A
ne
They crossed the shed, while the dog iﬁ&ifﬁft behind them. Mila's
skirts weren'st long enough to need raising, mmfi and everﬂfime she felt

rd 27 er

something soft baneath her ahoea, an involuntary shudder made her -

close her eyes. |
The flock lay huddled togetherﬁh—@j:wr but some were still

standing and stared dazedly at the light. The ram let out a long,
tremulous bleat and took a few steps forward with an inquisitive
air.

"What's the matter, King Herod}" asked the shepherd, stopping
ah moment to scratch between its horns. The ram delightedly lowered

its head, and Mila admired those airy spirals.
bw‘:._ﬂ«i fQ&LL T
" fierce?" the woman asked.
"Sure they are « . . if you don't know how to handle them,"
The shepherd sent his dog out of the shed, closed the gate, and

climbed the stairs.
"It's cold!" exclaimed Mila, shivering and gazing up at the calm

sky.
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"What? Thetjeather'a been sweeter than a honeycomb, but after

that oven, even g sneeze would catch cold."
! ot (il e 5 Lon

"It wa_s)het inside iw're.“
Vev
"IGFeurt—T€L~cozy. I'd rather have my tabernacle with four

viisps of straw down there than the best bed upstairs with seven
mattresses."

The kitchen had been transformed. A green tin lantern, its
E%Ei%rﬁiggming lik;i;iamonds, caat-spariiing cﬂéér into every cor-
ner, The taeblecloth was in place beneath a aouf tureenwand four
yellow bowls £;Z;;ahone like burnished gold. The pastor put out his
ﬁi;p‘ and hung it beneath the mantlepiece.

"Well, let's dig in, hermits! I bet you'vle fasted enough for one
day . « +" but he stopped in amazement.

"The tureen's empty! . . . How San Eoat be, Baldiret?" y 3

The child, swallowing his laughter, smiled and rubbed his ear
against his shoulder, .

Phst & s ~

"You mean you forgot it? Damn your bad memory « « o We sure

can't pour it&fr the pot; we'd scald our mustaches."

And so saying, he went to the hearth, returned with the got,
’

‘E'fbl-w ‘-\ &
and poured the soup ilﬁ o its tureen’ f superb a.romaaroseq,

il a
along withﬁa'olaéx. -uaméé:ZEE steam, naking the tureen seem a Y

J@M&n\a
vase of flowering E:z;r Everyone inhaled delightedly.
s

"What nmu‘ugilm i!" cried Mila i in surprise.

"Shepperd's soup, hermitess," replied Gaietd, returning the pot
to its place. "A garlic clove, a sprig of thyme, a few drops
of 0il, and let it simmer. We men don't know how to fix fancy dishes
like you do."

i}: Despite these words, Mila, who found the soup exquisitely



UNB

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

seasoned, felt her spirits revive with every spponful, and when not

e
Q drop remained 1n her bowl, she gazed at the wizenedﬁ little

man with eyes full of tearful gratitude : what luck to find 7

(&
such a. dea aweet soul there! How w:tﬁ’% he have managed weq(thi«ng.
b s\ £ ttfi ?
the-firs ght,.n.u;moo
N Aokl
After the soup, Gaietd brought a pot of rice with codfish, Mila

lle Ay vl
let out a chuckle: every gra.in was a8 longau—herm

qu-w\u.

"Here's something thaf{*ﬂ make you 3{:{&3 leoamxd the nhepu;L -

herd. "I lost a whole night's sleep over this dish, I thought: 'lhaw:k
can I give them to ¢"hew osgl? T couldﬂYt think of anything

good, and while I was puzzling over it, the sun came out. Then I

[

.

leapt out of bed and, leaving the kid to go on snoring, I headed
down to the Girl, found Baldiret's mother, talked it overk with her,

and she set me straight."
He stopped to swallow a few forkfuls.

bo
"Anyway, it didn't turn out % bad. What A#:fou think,;_hamitesa,
1>y

you who know about these thingsi"

o\ Hunger can work miracles, and everyone thought the rice ﬁ:v
(el s

even though it was overcooked.
X Aspelie

The supper much of Mila's sadness., The hermitage ¥
L

n_p longer ssemed so filthy, nor did the mountains' aolii;ud appear
go vast. That unknown shepherd lent the p].a.cewa;,th ﬁh, 4
sweet and welcoming.

She went to bed with that impression, but the strange bed,
lumpy and uneven, the very wikkght of her exhaustion, the muffled,
constant sound of St. Pontius' Roar, which seeped into every nook and

cranny of the room, and the hmhiww belfry owl's piercing cries kept



i
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her awake for many hours, Finally, in the early morning she drifted
into a fitful sleep. She dreamt she was leaving the hermitage and

se
returning home, but the more mountains th—kvﬁo—‘i:%hdﬁthef:morﬁ
\ na
1oomed up before hegmw
on B Lt o

‘\alking and walking, she saw a point of light befere—hpr, "Thank God,"

she though-z;. "It's the shepherd's lamp . . ." And S M«M“{QM 5’(&&@

-}ilf:x‘é‘:)ﬁﬂ, but as she drew near, she realized that the lights, of

which there were now two, weren't the shepherd's lamp but St. Pon-
bt sl hads
tius' eyes: %ams St. Pontius Dhe-R seen in the chapel. He was

plowing around an olive tree, holding one hand on the plow,while the

other mmm raised two stiff fingers aloft, and he dragged that huge
Lelinds

deformed foot that looked like Matias' tobacco pouch imm -borde im @
ils tried % e M‘“ :
Mila tried to run,.from the-saint, bu 8 opped her and
Wil < chwbt’ l“h ' N
berries) :
mouth, she thought in terror that her skull must have :}111; open.

uq«tl [l w0 (it(las ¥
But no, they entered through the gnsh in her forehead,

¢ wn
J.&ﬁ'.l:ﬁ%, m&—‘;:ulﬂvl her such acute pain that she begged the

saint for the love of God to stop. The saint, laughing 80 hard his

sneeyriveg | _
fat lady's belly shook, called out: "Hermitess, her- -/

Qosp (sed
mitess, hermitess! . . ," that name she so &nhtoﬁ(d. Mila felt her
heart breaking and burst into sobs, but the shepkerd,

stroking her like a child, dried her eyes and gently murmured: "Don't

aud,. feeling them drop into her

worry . . o we'll fix it,"
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T oy 54
III: 1d \\

When Mila ventured onto the terrace outside the sitting room,

Ll}m ! was 2 {: Wy

her heart sank: the aunhhﬁne out! The iron railing oozed - %
rusty liquid,; which reddened her hands when she touched it. The =
flagstones in the courtyard were all wet, and drops of dew sparkled
on the broken glass atop those blackened old walls around the her-

mitage. Aa
. v{&k‘)\el\" e
The icy momini wind seemed full of tiny needles that Liﬂed
s

(e

geosebumps—on her R«R.
Mila tried to get her bearings: on her left was the door to the
kitchen., On her right, at the other end of the terrace and directly

above the staircase, was another door she hadn't seen the night

before F,lt was bolted.

"This house is full of boltg!"™ ghe thought.

n ‘!mwﬂ' S aw d found herself the!

She , opene and found herself on anoth-—'
yvoa

o

broad,
er terrace,.long-aid-kidey that loow due south. Matias had described
A e, flat .
this terrace to her, but she hadnAt imagined it li%-i\l_:#q—. It was

| } ’
00y The Dy ler ;-r(:l( v A

bounded on the outside by, a low wall filled with earth, from which “i"\

- masses of tangled leaves sprouted in green profusion. The housr.
WL pdien ey (ﬂ.
£ on and m in each corner a battered
tub encircled by iron bands held a rickety tree oova: with dead ~
Loy

twigs and just-opened buds. Matias had told her about that wonderfulj\
terrace with its spectacular view, but it was merely another disap-

pointment for Mila.
Guenl” .
The terrace seemed to ooﬂe s like the iron reiling around the
other I; and one might have thought the uneven walls caked with

hare g, £Co s

dark patches _ggg_fer-e.d' from some hideous d.;laease. The floor tiles .

bas V.ore o

reminded her of a neighbor in her parts whose teeth were so uneven
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tl’ et A = f“’x"-.- .}

that each tent its aemﬁte way. Those tiles were just the same: -~
cracked, sunken, gnaweﬁ like a cheese the rats had feasted on, dovered -+
with green patches of slimy moss that loosened the cement between
them.

And the view? Mila looked from side to side, Everything was

the same color: dull, ashy gray. Gray as that overcast, gloomy r
sky, gray as the mountain that rose to meet it, gm as the thick _

fog that Kid everything but thefupper
distances, horizons . . .

Only by leaning over the railing could ;ﬁ:_ see something dif-
ferent on the 03; slopes around the hermitage: nWhtp pines, just ¥
beginning to show new growth, clumps of kermes oak, 9@ an occasional
patch of tangled blackberry bushes ;; and a ﬁlﬁ oflmlifzed wall ¥

here, another fragment there, were the picture's sole additional
ornaments.

Mila recalled her uneasiness about the hermitagqj &l iha remembered
the past evening's vague impressions, her dream that ni t, and . . .

‘\. ey tO
ghe fled the terrace before -o'r\e tears eould he‘bln—hs?-fw At the

door, she was surprised by a strange sound, a sort of prolonged
Mgmh: seemed to come from below but also from the aﬁa.—i%
mountain . « « It had just sounded again. Baldiret was hanging over the
gide of the cistern, with his legs outésde it, awakening all its
indwelling echoes.
"Aaaah!" he cried as loudly as he could, and "aaaah!" replied
all the sounds around him. And the boy, hanging head-down, wiggled

his legs tdﬂ-h delight.

. e { ; '
Mila watche d him anxiously, S&h%@lhe might fall inj,ﬁm-i;r%
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#ut at that point the shepherd's voice rang out from the sheep shed.
"Hey, you.nf fellow, you want a licking?" And the shepherd
emerged to jpf-b&; scold him: "Listen, little tweet;‘tweet, don't sing

o

while people are upstairsl”

"Not everyone, shepherd . . . Godd morning!" said Mila, descending

theé&% M (om}\)J

" %t you, hermitess? Good day to you! I figured
you still had your head min the pillow . . . But I'll bet you
b £
didn't sleep well if you'rexp and about PRr R

\ ¥ r
¥ ‘f‘msz f'r,[f‘:: Mila supposed he had made % bed and had no wish to offend him.

"I wanted to see the house."

mll, you won't have to wait long . . . and the hermit?"
?ﬂ "He was 80 tired he decided to sleep a little later."

"Fine, fine! . . . You're a different sort from him. He always
takes things easy, but you're the nervous type. Am I right?"

Mila smiled to hide her sadness that Matias' faults nh%
public knowledge.

"Bad business, those nerves," the shepherd continued. "They can
ruin your peace of mind and addle your brain . . . I think your
husband's got the right idea. Worries are like kites: the more string
you give them, the fa.rther%hey £0 « « « But here we are -j:u&ré‘,“

when I bet you want your brea.kfas’c. Let's go in."

"I'm not hungry."

"What? You're not on a fast, are you? You've got to star ™t the
day with something, and I think the fire's gone out upstairs, Give
me that bowl, kid. I'll get you some milk."

Mila tried to protest, but the shepherd ignored her.
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"The kid and I already milked the nanny goat, so today it'll
6 €Wt (4_‘_,,_4.._,.__._1_1,

have to be sheep's milk." And seizing Rae—-of—lhef(—hind legs, he

started in with a will.
gk
The milk squirted in thin, straight jets like ivory needles,
|\
first from orfteat and then mam—drem another, while the bowl quickly
filled with steamy white froth. When it was full, the shepherd rose,
blew off the foam, and offered the milkm to Mila, who Bhuddered.u%:
revulsion., The milk stank of sheep, and she could see others had
drunk from that same bowl, but the shepherd offered it so kindly

CQ.A"'U\ “"‘t-
that she mm«N.-o refuse. Mida took the bowl and emptied it,

holding her breath all the while and making a great effort not to

1)

sorew":p her fa.lcie. lkl - o vb.ae ol ulibon betas l_ "
ell done ’foon ttst—bony-faoo—w:l.ll—tﬁn—m#ﬂow, sif ce the
hermit's asleep, get cracking around the house."

"Don't you have to take the flock out today?"

The shepherd laughed. "It's too early! I'll g;it till the %el

bahe, it M.
dries. This isn't the plain, which s'ha.rte#c‘ e e

§rann
, We won't see {hl:r—ﬁ—thare till ten o'clock."
' "
"You mean it'll come out at ten? e HJ | %
"Tha'b's what I reckon. I don't Kmean we'll ge‘l:.r—l.-ﬂ but a few
ﬂpeek through . «" And looking up, he added:"Those clouds

o \.V\. I.‘-"l

are thin.,"
et
“Oh, if only it would shine J'R‘ a little!" exclaimed Mila,

clasping her hands. "Everything would seem different. I got so sad y
watching that from the terrace." b ol e I'{'J‘

& j g 7,

The shepherd laughed louder.

Ay Imjcheu’s
«"God Almighty! If theug-neq&-you, you sure can't be from

- e
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o b
fi

t\fb-umb\ l&ﬁ-&“--t ’
Mtw see, I like the fof; it sets me thinking . < . I

like to pasture my sheep up there in the sun and look down on the
elow . ... On some paths I hear & deep voices, but you

(o

can't see a soul, T guess the fairies must be admiring themselves
lole thai € (ummdiry
in some pooT «s o The fog's pretty, don't

lookes

you think, hermitess?" Dot yo thak thamk 1 P"“_'j wibese”?

-A® he talked, the shepherd climbed the steps to the kitchen,
where he made a fire while Mila threw out what was left of the
soup and hung the pot on its hook$. Them they went out a%n , unbolted
and unlocked the gate, and clambered after the boy and dog, who ran
gleefully ahead, whistling and barking. :

(e85 W‘*
The hermitage stood on a sl pe that an:dﬁ;q down &eo—the-
-§ T pony (CR A
811 the right, at some di!tnnce, you could see the pine groves A-

VA& reared y edX hae N\
Big Rocky, and on the left Middle Rockya

_Along the alope were patches of temoed lend, with a few olive

._ ,(w trees -." the bottom and m::%by, some almond treesy clothed in b,

o exuberant greenery, as ifrreaoicing in their rec@&: floweri ?‘l
About five feet from the hermitage stood the crumbling walls

of a shepp fold, with tw%}\wella and big puddles of rainwater close

by, and behind the fold, the slope was adorned by clumps of rockrose

and flowering rosemary, among which two fig trees like skeletal uﬁ'

“ P
coral growths sent forth a thom‘adand twisted, branches, knd |
fom He
P\ S_gyona everything, between thabnockies a smooth, penmsguat

neT (L EATR
ountain i:ou like a hump p:otnﬁ‘i:g from ft long, gmﬁbaekbona.

They descended the steps that led to the terraces, at whpsej

e
enirance two ancient cypresses leaned against each othery

C‘Jg,ﬂ“‘(’ couple of drunken gianta?;l‘xingling f-hI green tunics l‘”%—‘*
M L I

{7- | elawed by the nails of time. |
- .',;{‘I'I 'FE' Lo ;.t
}fh-- et Sty J‘z‘ Q©



Uung

0 }\\ Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona
- .'L, ool . oW J
d Sl '1‘!’\.4

{4 4
|

"Look, hermitess: isn't that %L great famland7.. . 1 spent
zmy spare time plowing it, so the hermit can plant whasever he
likes ‘0%. If you could have seen these almond trees a few weeks
ago, you'd have lovddd them, + « » They looked like m the

: A s o
French mountains in winter, all white . . . See hww—leaves,

! ) ! b S(’x atl Tre. ldes h\tj'v? 501’7'
: a 0D A
But Mila was staring at thﬁ hill in the distance.
"What's that strange thing, shepherd?"
"The elephant. People around here call it the Husk, but I like
the other name better@ getter likeneaa, y'lmow?" And mm hearing Mila
confess that she didn't know what an elephant was , the shepherd ex-

plained &%.
I'A ¢ §tomke
"The 'biggas‘t anims.la on earth I reoﬂkons each leg as thick as a } -

tree tmme trunk, &heavy, wrinkletl skin, but the strangest part is they
have two tails: one like other beasts and a big one hanging from
their heads.® ' '  Xa = i

Mila looked at the ahepherd. He was serioua he wasn't
making fun of her. Surprised, she wondered if ha was aa fond of tall
tales as Matias, and her admiration for him N ed,

"I saw some once on the road to Murons, with a c;owd of people
who put on shows in the villa.ge}aqimv At first I was gca.red, ;
‘f#é‘i‘o but afterwards I wished I had one around . . . Mighty beasts,

by God! . . . That's the only time ".tm:aw the’ and God imows, nany
years ago it was. I was still a bachelor."
Mila stopped, surprised.

"Are you married, shepherd?"
T "Widowed, hermitess."
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Theym picked their way ekmg x slippery igulliea,\
and he took her hand lest she fall., Then he calmly began to ol{-’;*ktm
"I?7d just arrived in theae parts and was working at §§. ggntius'
farmbouse, where I spied a servant girl pretty as a :nﬁéitiéglowe;zﬂ' y 4
I watched her week after week, till finally I got her alone and said:
‘@b Lluci, I need a wife e » « cOuldn't you use a huabﬁnd?' S0
without more fuss/ we started courtyng. Seems like she'd been thinking

B DYWL (Ve
a . ornwhlle...AndrwegotMrried...Shewaa
i“ . l\ﬁ & ﬁu

ruS &
no.'l.ﬁ-ﬂ to the L* ) d since I a.lwaya gave them an

honest day's work, they asked us_to stay on till we were ready to

settle down y 80 we stayed , . . They're good folks down
g 'i' ]
there at St. Pontium » hermitess! ., . . When the day came,
tlose "h "]‘

I was sorry to leave . . . That's why I'm still pals with them,—dm—}—
gjust like they were ml.

"And what about your wife, shepherd?" asked Mila, seeing that
the topic pleased the little man.

“She only lasted eight months, hermitess! Poor girl, she was
good as gold!" } | | . .

The shepherd paused awhile and then continued: “One day she'd
swept the couryard. The wagon was stqaﬂng loaded at the entrance,
about to leave, but just as she went through the gate, the horse
reared up and trapped her between the gate and the whekl,"

"Holy Virgin!® o g do yau mean aﬁfr‘?ﬁ

"They say she screamed and tried to doha." ™ #

The shepherd lowered his head and th;‘r_zﬂa_tiﬁed uncertainly: "Every-
one came running, but since I was a long ways away, they sent some-

one to fetch the doector and the kid went looking for me T;n the moun=
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tains. The doctor got there first . . . When I arrived, I heard
the moans . . . like an animal being slaughtered . . . It was

gypy hov ped

horrible . . . And above her they showed me a litile angel you could *‘l’"

bl
have\held in the palm of your hand . . . md:lv;.&h-f}od n\"

Gt VW

il

Mila gazed pityingly at the man, whose lips were pursed and
whose eyes were red.

To say something, she asked: "And you never remarried?"

The shppherd blinked and hes:.tated- "I nev_er had the heart,

_ Bee
hermitesa' I always hear those mmm moans and thl that little

angel be‘;r—e\ e « « God knows everythingj?md we're nothing but dust,
c#ﬂ) “’M‘ .
but . o’ell thﬂt!“ #.

And the sheph rd scratched his head, as if hoi still

wl.vd'n
struggling to oﬂzuﬁ.,
Mila looked at him differently now. That miablq.—oh;;—

fellow had also been stung by the viper of gfief, and after all those
years,/ the wound had yet to heal.
But even so, he didn't spend his days weeping a.nd 1amenting.
He bravely took life as it came and twbﬁ:'us
nothing like Matias, and if he said he'd seen an elephmtmen he'd
seen one® |
They left the hermitage behind, making their way over crags and
along narrow gullies,
Big Rocky seemed to hover above their heads, and the far-off
rumble Mila had heard ;;11 night grew rapidly louder, dumm drowning
out the boy's laughter and the dogs barks, which rang out sometimes
- ahead and sometimes behind them. -

"Where are we goiﬂg, -ahepherd?" asked the woman.
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"To the Roar, hermitess., I heard you two talking about it, and
I want you to see it. _fllr'}';e watertm does you a world of good, much ‘}4
better than :Rthe hermitage. I was lucky when that tragedy happened.
W—C}Mx’on 80 downhearted that the doctor ; in Murons began to
worry, bui/l':;;. Pontius pulled me out of it all by himself . . . A
blessed saint, St. Pontius, hermitess . . ."

Mila again recalked her dream and that grotesque saint, with

hrowing berries at her

one hand on the plow and#
g
i the other A\ She shuddered and junconsciously touched the

"It'll get better by itself, hermitess, It's already glosed ups

and soon you won't even know where it was.'/The path twisted and turned

captt
from the Roar bounced from one to another lik;fa beast
q_cau'u-b ‘i‘t\ e

straining C“\"- ‘

Mila was making her way down a steep slope when she heard the

around boulders, some of which had fallen in ewal%, and the noise

shepherd's dog Owl bounding toward her. She quickly threw her arms
Twl an and
around a’boulder A-l the dog sped past like a bullet, brushing
against her skirt. Baldiret waw it all from above and burst out
laughing.
W Mila turned around, raised her head, and looked up at thatdr | ¥
LAY
fa\ée with its big green eyes. The bo
‘\ (LMH'.";. BIFAILS & THO
while Mila felt a feverish glow in heerutnﬂ-r. Seeing her there, "o

the shepherd called up from below, and Mila quickly finished her

blushed and stopped laughing,

descent.
Suddenly it seemed that the mountain swallowed them or that they

e
i( enter{i:ng another chapel. Darkness, damp, and chill filled the
L

grotto, at whose end there was a holA: the n ttl{l-« of a stream that
issued mysteriously from the pountain's u&;&cﬂ-& depths, From that
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, nl{own
stream gushed a jet of molten silver, which fell, with g:ut—ﬁouda

(T8

of spray, into a large stone po% it had hollowed out and then poured %
W
bubbling into a twisting ; seeking the larger curpent that

_wd-ﬁt@dwﬂ—h—tw
"What clear water!" Mila exclaimed wt-tb—a:gln.

"None better, hermitess," mph replied the shepherd enthusiastically.
"We should have brought some ;]ugs,\to—drhﬂrfrmﬁut I'd betber warn
you: never drink water from the B:i.ain e« « o« Oick people and animals
bathe there, and even though the Roar cleji&a it every day, it can hurt
your eyes."

"What's the Basin, shepherd?"

"That big pool there . . . You see how it's hollowed out? That's
why I made a little ‘Q‘ﬁg‘%&\to drink from. When you want to fill your ¥

jug, put the mouth here . . "

D
As if to show what the shepherd meant, Baldiret put hia:i;uth

u&ﬁ\.
to the "little k;_l_.nﬂ." and took some big gulps. »__‘{-

"Won}t that make him sick after the milk?" asked Mila.
"I never heard of the Roar hurting anyone, hermitess. It only

cures people. You see, R St. Pontius knows what he's up to. Study
| € e~
the letters on those paintings in the chapel and you'll\ﬂul-ﬁsga%oﬁ

te,
ﬁus miracles. It'sM a story, I can tell youl"

The boy, whose faun-like face was still dripping, had stepped
back from the Roai. Mila stared at hh him dazedly, still feeling that

u\k Wentve d"}
glow in h%\mﬁ#@é. ¥

"Mimacles, miracles!" the shepherd said. "Go ahead!™ Bending
over and saying a silent prayer, she bravely drank the icy water,
which made her teeth ache and took her breath away.

O
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On their way back, Owl's barks were answered, as they had been

the night before, by the echoing moumtains.
Mila smiled and said:"Last night that sound gave me a start . . ."

"Don't you know what it is?"
;:Hutisa said something about fairies . . . but what are they?"

dies who cast spells! I can see the

hermit didn:j explain much to you. I'll tell?#}ou a story later about
rroge fu. of
why they mock everything they hear . . ."

Baldiret, who had been walking ahead of them, ocMﬂE¢ the shept
hexhidmm herd* ds, let th e&hlfé; | tooﬁ:th 1d hand
erd's wor g em e old man's hand.

Gaietd laughed.
"Look at the ki As soon as he hears the word 'story,' he'll

stich te ‘«oa (ac
. He'd sell his soul for a fairytale,

wouldn't you?"

The boy rubbed his ear against his shuillder, smiled, and clung
to the shepherd's hand.

"But the story abohit the 01d Man is too long, and we've got to
fix lunch. Let's leave it for another day."

Baldiret gloomily hung his head.

The shepherd burst out ing.

"Don't act B s0 glumy- I'11 tell you while the hermitess

§F o

cooks lunch, That'll do, won't it?"
The child's face brightened, and, releasing the shepherd‘'s hand,

he dashed after Owl,

"Hey, watch where you're going! Those # buckthorns'll give you -bd PN
a nose like a Jew!" the man shouted, seeing the boy e 3

o -F'f-’/v

’ chasing the dog, and he tenderly added: "He's like a ;:z;‘bat out of

Hell . . . One day he'll fall offr a cliff, God preserve us! . . .
Ah, it's great to be young!"
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"Isn't he from St. Pontius' farm%onsp?" Mila asked.
a
"Yes, hermitess, He's the son. I love him

because he's so sweet natured, just like ﬁﬁamb. When I get lonely

up here, I always send for him. Hc'd never leave me, and it's all
Wo

because of those fairy tales, e« « » In the winter, when @it
bldatng

I'm shut up in his house, he makes me for new ones %ﬁ

They reached the-l;:;:BIOpe behind the hermitage, and the shep=-
herd raised his head.

U
"What did I tell you, hermitess? Look how the sun's shiningt

(o
And in fact, betweeen the Elephant and Highpeak a pale shaft of
light, like a faded luminous flower, shot its feeble rays across the

iecy gray sky.
As they entered the hermitage, sheep and lambs began bleatingJ

(AL J“‘{ vl

mmid Baldiret sang like a sparrow, all the doorg were thrown open and
H- g ! dof s - M ‘g& ¥

wv " the house filled with life, but Hllanelx—dpp’faoeéq Hatiaiyxgp still /
sleeping like a baby, ﬁth alll his worries tucked fo‘sf"gx.the pillow. A/
While the Iishephard watched the soup, she went to wake her
husband,
"Aren't you ir:ahamed? It's lunchtime . . "
But then she heard the shepherd in the sitting room.
"Now that I think of it, hermitess . . jai;ould you like to see
the belfry before lunch?" '
"Just as you likesahepherd.“ By g W
The staircase was narrow, and ifs mnerplanks_ had been gnawed [

bt .
by termites. From time to time, a slender window admitted a crack of t

light. Peering through those slits, as through the eye-~hole in a
eriemeonbimon
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¥
Orllflj
stereopticon, Mila saw fragmented pictures solhly_f. composednof sky ¥

and mountain, mountain and sky.
They reached the belfry, which was shaped like a candle snuffer.

,,w Mila I;.ooked up with a twigge of fear at the mens'
(W

0 great black mouths, whose hard, circular 1ips enclosed those clappers

Wes But they didn't hang idly. As soon as the shep-
- x g ; : ;i'lr/ i

herd grasped the rope, they burst into wild cries that

through the surrounding countryside.
"What are you doing, shepherd?" asked Mila, covering her ears.

"I'm celebrating your arrival, hermitess! I had to do something

to welcome you; otherwise no one Awould k:noﬂw we ﬁave QI new guests
myne " o S o) C

« » «" and laughing gaily, he went on, but upon seeing that he was £ &
deafening her, he dropped the rospe.

A
"Your ears better get used to that song, because on the saint's

bb'ﬂ Q&M

day everyone in these hills will have to hear it."
The fragments seen through the slits had now

op f?‘n

wh
into b a compleve picture, devoid of anything but eternal sky and +

mountain, mountain and sky.

On one aideTthey waw Big Rocky, on the other Middle Rocky's
covakel, citly bl ok

massive cetaom back, and before them a vast slope gﬂ-l—-oﬂ-mounda. }(
puddles and uA&g beyond which other distant mountains rose, still ,F

Mt

half-shrouded * fog.
The woman stood there, gazing out with wide eyes and clenched
teeth, feeling a s e trembling within her.
The shepherd noticé/her mood and said: "When the sun

comes out you'll see somgcthing beautiful, hemitesa. Everrthing
aparkles like rock salt or)\glassm It %&ike the mountains
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‘f’ down there are lit from underneath, and Rogky,\ down '?Q them, ¥
Buel TS

green with envy. that ai-éo-,—bexond—#ho hill,—youﬁ@s—to urons,
Oﬁ\ w chwe T Yy &aﬁw

0w Cond
1 a big town, and mh further o%ABadT:lood Creek, always

Pl o o M }
The shppherd interrupted himself: “1_'_911 know why tyﬂ-l-re-red?" "R
Mila had no idea.
"Phat hermit should have his ears boxed for not telling you a

Wiy o {wo fhare. Wlls :
fL-zh’(@a.about :ha—nmnﬁtm e o« « That's why you Ean't gee how rot e

: N A
pretty it all is. You have to hear about past to look?"

?

forward to the next one. And besides, you should know there was a
t~ovm on the other side of Big Rocky where a Moorish king had a r
w,: h.':f;ws.le. He ruled these mountains and wouldn't let anyone pass through

ﬁ_' except girls hmth from fifteen to twenty yeass o0ld that his men
carried off to the castzle. If he liked them he kept them?gut if he

{kiﬁidp-' fo with their heads, which he tossed in"f,o Badblood Crere](,')'ﬁ
A%’%how it got its name and why the water'sAred. And ne:he]ém
C m‘tw‘ 8
a-ewif you stand on Punch Bridge at midnight, you'll hearﬂwailing ¥

Lo - o
K (nmk Amt'llg make your hair stand on end."

Mila shivered.

L
"And &}it %, shepherd?"
t‘luh-'- fw
"It's the heads of thR dead lasses he didn't want, W

against the bridge and lamenting . . ."

The woman paled at that l , but the shepherd's
cheerful face calmed her, mmmim seeming to say all was not dreadhxl?”
and tragic in those dark mountains., He went on, laughing: Mifimmmmn
‘]:Wh\y%lo you keep looking upcj:ike a blind man? You should look all
around . . . What do you think of that down there?"

She turned to look down.

[‘[.fn.drh By

\z A great yard stretched before her, surrounded by walls and cy+
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| f.f:‘(’

j presses even mightier than,on the terraces, but straight and bushy, ;f
their trunks white with age and thick as massive columns. Some stone
As admired
steps led to a pmh pine grove below.AM1la that severe and
majestic sight, amd she noticed a4 blue spot making its way #h!erﬁé-
the green trees. Her sherp eyes quickly identified it.

"That's a man, shepherd

" ghe cried in amazement, as if redis-

A 1| N
covering something she thougl .

The shepherd frowned.
- ﬁuﬂl}
"The Spirit," he said, and turning to her‘ssr::I;;;, he adde

"Watch out for him, hermitess. , . He's thec%;;stiest charncter in
these mountains." fouim pos

L
The pale sun had burned the last wisps of fog from Middle
WU A~
Rocky, bald crest was bathed in gbld.
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IV: Housecleaning
Mila spent ' wm,bu in a state of female intoxicatiorg?
&she was cleaning. With all the doors and windows th;ﬁ open, her
skirts hiked up and her hair diéshevelled, she didn't stop from sunrise
to sundown.

She had found everything like a pigsty. The walls, which hadn'?
been whitewashed for many years, were covered with fingerprints, names,
and obscene drawings left by v:.arl:ors on the saint's day. ; Svpidera,

S malts;;ers of all they surveyed, hra fi'?om the ceilingsand had filled
every corner with their webs. There was such a thick layer of grime on
the floors that one couldn't tell what they were made of, and the

woodwork cried out for a carpenter's plane.

Every room in the house had to be scrubbed, but the dirtiest

of all were the kitchen above and the chapel below.
hbdere & fha

h&—wj;m,’&e kitchen M_e&:her,moat, since she'd have +
to mep spend the most time there, but who could possibly é(;;r those "ﬂ'
smoke~-blackened walls and ceiling? What arms had the strength to

scrape that solid filth off the sink? Who couldi-x'iolish all

those brass and copger pots that hung, green and W

beneath their coat of dust?
Seeing her so discouraged, the shepherd tried to comfort her:
"You know, this hermitage is like Heaven, b ut Heaven wouldn' t be
&eaven;‘if the people there didn't keep it clean., The hermitess
before you was the biggest slut alive. In the ten years she was hereT
she never touched a broom . . . The Il;igs she kept always had plenty
of company, and the hens would peck at your plate while you were
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eating. I'm amazed I didn't get sick h::I during the summers . . .
it must be my constitution , . . I hmhdmbhe even told the rector at
confession how filthy everything w%s and ha__ gave her a talking oj

T‘:‘:ut he was waating his breath, People change ¥

pueiag
ATheo\only solution was to throw them out . ., . Houses

¥ doplt turn into homes all by themselves,umuma and that hermitess
"y gmb\.&t) (ll\\l
wasn't . wom to'takkle this one ut you shouldn't lose healﬁr
g0 At 1
thLA litike touch herv and there, and everkhing®ll S[M‘f‘*-—

w—"-“ - b
o8 l1ike new, . "

=)

-

Mila closed her eyes and plunged in like a swimmer diving into
the sea., Matias, hoping to postpone the monumental house-cleaning
that troubled his lazy soul, invited her to Murons and a couple of
dozen other places, but .l,ii;'flatly refused.
"As long as this house is a dung heap, don't talk to me about
sightseeing. Go yourself; see the reotolxn lngséet us some food."
So Matias was forced to act as quartermaster till everything was
in order. After all, he preferred that to ?’cﬁonatantl;\r fetching
water from the well and answeri the queations she pestered him with
henev: R lmomes {tto work systematically from the
eagsiest to the hardeat task and from top to bottom, but she didn't
enter the chapel till everything else was so spick and span that the
shepherd said it looked like angels had licked it clean.
When her broom and featheﬁusters stormed the chapel, it seemed
the very mountai:sv‘#. The saints t% on their altars, ter=-
rifeed rats scurried to and fro, hunks of molding fell to earth, wax
arms and legs were snapped in two ., . . And amidst the tumult and thick
clouds of dust, you could see Mila ardently wheeling, attacking here
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and there, sparing no hole or corner. She abandoned herself to
cwe Al wﬂ
that i onslaught, feeling a voluptuous thrill in her h¥

revolutionary furor.

And one afternoon , when she had climbed onto a legge above the
altar and was polishing a candleholder shaped like an angel, she
suddenly noticed that the light had dimmed and, upon turning around,
gpied a man st:i;E:; in the doorway.

She quickly md and a litike confusedly climbed down, trying to
keep him from seeing her legs. She was flushed and agitated@)her -#\
candid eyes shone beneath their dust-whitened lashes, and the red
kerchief around her head made her look like a miachiefi}us boy caught

nd-l:u in some prank.

The éﬂ. stood there staring, as !,("éurpriaed.

ﬁe was a barefoot middle-aged peasant, misshapen, dressed in a
weaser

€ 'Elue jacket and some torn yellow corduroy pants held up by

{ NMH a rope. The man was shirtless, and beﬁéa@h a beat-up old stocking

Qpi cap, a bony greenish ridge pﬂ:truded, holding two tiny deep-set eyes
4l ot

r“l || :
N | of indeterminate color stirred uneasily like insects in

(f)l j :h&nh:l"?h ly

|_the grass. _
oan pa o GUW
"Good afternoon,” Mida said. ({hujphﬂpﬂp b

But the man remained silent, glowering at her from baﬁgﬁth those
rows .
w oy -
Mila felt herself blushing and smiled y. Then
the man seemed to rouse himself and burst into laughter,
"Hoo hoo hoo . . . good afternoon.”

His voice was hoarse, and as he 1aﬁghed that strange laugh, he
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M . . me.o_B, ;
closed his eyes and bakk his wpper-gums

: o s
an® teeth, which were white as pearls, while % gums were roda;b'

brown like chocolate.

The man stuck his hand down his pants and scratched his belly, as

ttevel
if uncertain what to do next. Suddenly he W in a singsong

voice, that after coming mm down from Cockfoot, near Highpeak, he was

thirsty and had entered the chapel to ask for a drink of water.
"Okay," the woman cheerfully replied. "Come on up!" And after

mounting the steps to the bedroom, she led him through the house to

the kitchen.
Mila offered him a chair and a wineskin, but the man preferred

Mok A ]\
to remain standing. His sole wish was to drink,wlaﬁhe Génr-ﬁa»a-

Yéc. { tl«
: « + + His throat gurgled rhythmically like a bottle

being emptied, while his hugq,ﬁ;ointed At?.am'a a.pple bobbed up and i
down. Then he breathed heavily, and, 'g_eﬂ_?r_x_g'mt:mfe:rgg with sweat, he ‘}/
lifted his cap to wipe his brow.
Mila saw the strangest forehead she'd ever beheld, a forehead
thatpéc;r_ce_ly seem;d human: long and pear-shaped, as if the top and
sides had been _1;1_:'e-ased in a vice, and :&.:2‘ such prominent brows

that they resembled an arching cornice ’-;\bony greenish ridge that
ehacke ek L.__l',.l\,.lr

protruded beneath his cap.

-~

getten wp okt
The man explained that he'd risen before sunrise to seek out

rabbit holes for his ferret the next day, and that the week before
he'd caught six of them in one morning and he reckoned he'g soon s
catch as many again, He sold them to hotels and gentkemen$ in Murons,

and ferrets were hotter on a trail than

fjr’l_.v 4 }(Pprw.« -)
Jt-.‘f,}‘.-’» d n

rl. el s
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:? 2 we (eaveds okl o) _ Wanllowe S
tm to conﬂﬁﬂgo1 and as he talked his glancep

waulé—wan&as-uno;i;iyzaud evasively, while his hoarse voice somethmes
b:ﬁio muffled, as ﬂ%‘ Le 'd stepped behind a curtain.

Once the man had gone out through the courtyard, Mila crossed

and store_room

the sheep ahe@npn her way back to the chapel.

The sun poured through the open door, striking the flagstones
£;:Z;\and presbytery steps, jfxgt;ring in reflsctive patches on all .#Qi
the walds, : :
oy

As Mila climbed onto the altar to g%$*5-a wooden angelds hand Jf

and thigh, a thought tormented her: "Where have I seen that man be-
fore? § I?m sure I}ve seen him somewhere. I remember those strange
guns and white teeth . . ."

But since her lazy memory refused to aid her, after puzzling
aphile she stopped worrying and, eager to attack the saint and those
offerings left before him, she forgot all about her guest.

Mila lived in terror of ths_qq;z:ﬂlll—spulpted saint¥s wicked
glance. His lower ::;iida 4 ted-1like those of certain old people, 4

A _
revealing red circles around such uneven p;;;ﬁg that the whoke face"ﬁﬁ;f

el MR

seemed twisted into a grimace. That crooked visage, that bulging W7
wndass ot ",‘. g
paunch, and that huge, pouch-like foot recalled her dream of the et iR,
'.. ife Fd . 61285 .

saint's cruel bullying. ﬁé

ﬁg;d the offerings, those decrepit little arms and legs that
looked like they'd been chopped off dead children, those canes smudged
with the dirt of sweaty hands, those heads of hair,thafforeat of

painted boards nailed to the walls and columns, seeme%jto threaten -

widh all the ills they depicted., //‘
ﬁn‘w e, pr
UN/( N

' (L
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And so, as soon as her fingertips lighted upon one of those dusty

snatched
relice, a violent shudder went through her and jshe ;ﬁ@:ﬂ—u«arher
Awh Pn“;d ot€ p wttni ot ’{'L\uu\l'\
hand, postponimg that unpleasant task, always postponing it, as ¥
}{ s Caraase to W et
hoping someone would

And she went back to polishing altars, scrubbing flagstones,
and rearranging candles: that flock of candles in all sizes, some as
thick as arms or thigh$, and all wound round with chains of flowers
and gilded letters on brightly colored strips of paper . . .
But when the m peeled, faded ﬁilding _gp:ajﬁz}ﬂgg as best 'I(
it could and the saints, scrubbed aa{%“%hey were on their way to
church, smiled down beatifically from their perches, and all the
altarclokhs had been mended and the white, aromatic tapers arranged
around the pmempmtm presbytery, since the desired assistance had not
yet materialized, Mila was forced to decide what to do about all those

; rzearr e, v ottenm
offerings, which hung like stalagtites in a cdverng quietly —
-

8§k tecr

she had begged her husband, her eyes f‘u.ll.cL S
(o

Hatiaal rceu:rzﬂm]:uad the back (of his neck and mumbled that that very

a'.\} A Y i

day the rector had summoned him. X

But

Mila's frozen smile cut short his explanations.
"Go ahead, #_, g0 aeeThim. I bet he gets lonely without you."
And in a blaze of fury, she drew a bucket of water from the
well, picked up her soapp and scrubsbrushes, and stormed into the
chapel. All alone, and with such speed that her hands seemed to
multiply, she set to work, First she took down the votive boards
and dusted, scrubbed and fg:;ébd\ them till they looked brand new. #;

She was reassured and surprised to see an unknown world revive beneath



YR

' Uev 0 PP Snispeitat Axtimoms de Barnddo
."f [’,Y' {/ L Ir’l“/‘lH}'El L WEOHTEE 08 SArceimne

her brush: a world of brilliant eo%ats, objects and scenes she -
.- -
recognized, of mountains whose sharp, symmetrical ridges were outlined
a P, P o .-
ag}n2;% the sky, of women io&&i’éﬁdown stairs, their hair flowing #:
behind them, of red horses frolicking in emerald meadows, of houses L

devoured by flames, of shipwrecked vessels with crews on deck, their

arms raised L;i-heavenward ll.nifq "y"s in a gradgschool primer
. ¢ lashws fole iu{U\
v o o & b2 chaos of violen@_teafq, the psi;i;;ve-products of ﬁ(

vivid and expressive imagminations, childlike and

l)rrfi'll fve

v ATV po s eqvet ,
oL 54&nnoﬁgnt, that exhaled a kind of h&?(,u charm, the perfume of a savage
faith that gradually invaded Mil%; ghgothing her fears and rousing i:t?

a '\ L Qs ’ o »

curiosity, ffkshes of sympathy,kinstants of terror that passed and left

i

her calm, From then on, the boards became familiar objects,
and ¥ when they all shone like new and she laid them in the sun to
dry, they even made her laugh., She compared herself to the 0ld Story-
teller, a tall, gaunt man who every year visited her village fair and
set up his g%:;d in the m square in front of the blacksmith's ahOp,Jf"
from whose walls he hung folded pieces of paper on a long string.
Those papers, at which shé:?zhred in wonder as a child, also depicted
fires, falls, people drggged behind horses . . . calamities of all
kinds, and legends even more dreadful than the calamities. The same
a8 those votive offerings, the only difference being that the former
were called "disasters" and the latter "miracles," and while there
were no saints in the former, every votive picture included St.
Pontius, surrounded by a circle of clouds, with one hand raised and
the other on his crozier.

to the saint
That universal devotionﬁtﬁguwhet Mila couldn't understand, though

out o
she saw it all around her., Often, by raisiig'her ey;gb “f
i

i ID (r'.-n-!fﬂw{ﬂ‘( 'LUI:‘\'
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|/u!"*
.u;oézzg;;and through a great efforth of will, she could achieve an ?\

o+ L 4 -

attitude of respectful veneration, but some unconscious scepticism

always renewed her doubts, making her sense some incompatability, like

: f't’uw‘\
a secret feud, between her and the di#¥§¥;¥l7tglorioua patron. ¥
no
"Thla saints like the others," she thought. "It's

e
as had some grudge against me."
And to dispel that impression, which despite herself she found

P hibe [+ e
disturbing, she returned to her work with renewed “;%ﬁf?- }
After the painted boards, it was time to clean the ostrich -

"H f;

eggs, brogght from the other side of the world and suapended dhﬁwr ¥
thick silk cords; and those model ships as covered with pulleys and
riggi fullneized vessels %ﬁhe heads of hair, rough and crackly

like armg‘ull of wheat, which, though long dead Sask i
'l".he L\ee{ (ilase @ }[

of sick _room swea;;T \miasha.pen footwear that had shod
feefjﬁroaarzea from Jerusalem, with bead thj size of big

almondé?}and “ o ;:E?;uch a 3um$1e of mmgffglnneouajkgjpgjathat 'ﬁ

the chapel looked like a bazaar.
.'z‘j
Among all those objects that meant nothing to Mila, she found one

f? r\,

in that chapel closed for many years, had turned the dust to hard gum §

¢ h{‘l&d wp ke

and mnsgvkhe fabric rigid. Mila tried %o dust i% but found the folds
P full of
all stuck toggther. The dress was cnnnmnim,@@h holes, as if someone

had taken an ice pick to it, and the fear that it would tegrate *;
¢
ﬁ}ike & lump of sugar made her leave it alone. But

every time she saw it hanging stiffly from the wall, she imagined the
soft flesh, anxiously clenched fists, t:Zﬂbig staring eyes and éi;ﬁ
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-u:h“'\ llr’ . c\L
ow-mowtlh of some glrl ﬁ few months old. She'P[always even

‘. .‘ DD . ’ - r\

e

Finally, when she'd cloaﬁigéreverything, including the votiwve
$eon vl

offerings, and was cheerfully serubbimg the last basin among the

cypresses, she spied the spepherd's woolen cap. He was descanding

I & (L v
ﬁb Mlddle Rocky, followedphis flock and Baldiret. walked
eV
9131:;;, tht oﬂi'under his arm.
e

Without knowing why, Mila felt a sudden urge to seize his attention
and began singing "The Merchant's Daughter" loudly enough so he could
hear Bor. u.n_a(ﬂq.}eﬁ raised his head and looked down.

Mila then, also without knowing why, regretted what she had done.

The shepherd let the boy and mm his flock continue toward the
sheep shed, while he approached Mila.

"Good afternoon. I see you're still at it, hermitess. Don't you
think you're overdoing things a little? The poor saints aren't used

fuss
to so much ﬂanoilg I bet they don't like it,/ either . . . !au-;;t;;ﬁ-.

-”mr.k a lI-h" I.thl ['f u1 &.
W ard take things easier; if you tackle

everything straight off you'll have nothing left to work at!"

The shepherd laughed, standing beneath a cypress‘ir;ith hig legs
spread apart.

1 WA

W
Mila, who felt happier than a lark, carefully ahqed tha-a%EQhevd

L]
o rl - - - - [ =

He praised it all with simple words that seemed like courtly

v
gall&ntriea 1) Wi /{“:) .
: ( U{'f‘{ta.r;f &1 &H

"Well, hermitess, I must say St. Pontius never had it so good! ¥
Everything shines like gold in the noondn¥;aun. As soon as I laid eyes

\h—t— on ".mr\.mw
on you, I figured we were in luck . . . whsn-zﬁggtihp-tomorrow I'11

g
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1)
g0 to Murons and tell that rector he—ﬂhog%&—gome and looQant_mha$—-
-aoulve:;;;ne. I'm sure he'll give you a big hand."

"Oh no, shepherd!" cried Mila. "Don't let him come till the
cloths are all washed and ironed; otherwise it won't look right.®
"Well then, let's wait till they're ready, if you promise itﬁL

+ « « because I'm eager for him to see it, y'know?"

s TN
And he suddenly addedz "Did you clean all the miracles?"

"That's fﬁ? I‘ve donr\the ;Tpast three days, shepherd! . . ."
AAd with a mlachevizfg~gleam in hﬁ: Q{f:w?hf added: "As far as I can
see, St. Pontius i e

"That's heathen talkjrzﬁd thea;i;;; the Devil's words. You're
a bit of a heretic, aren't you?" asked the shepherd, half joking and
half seriously.

"Who, me?"
g (uf Et"l
“"I've seen you giving that poor saint dirty looks!i"®
Wl

stopped laughing and said: "But it's badly done, hermitess. You should

love St. Pontius., If you knew how he helps all those @eople in distress.
You just kneel before him, tell him a; your troubles, and the next

thing you know it seems like those eyes are staring straight at you

Fromnkilan
e« « o and all your disappear. Oh, that St, Pontius!i®
And the shepherd ahook his head, looking thoughtful and deeply
moved,

‘ﬁ,\uj( tl‘_l Vaworw
Mila felt iérp'he had left her and re*&rﬁ?-into another world.

But the old man soon returnkd,with his smile and that twinkle |-
in his eye.

"You know what I'm thinking now, hermitess? W:le have to go
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through the house inch by inchj, and you can show me what you've&%
« « « " And since she looked at him questioningly, he added:

"Let me find the kid and lock up my sheep. I}ll be back in a jiffy."
And he strode off toward the hermitage.

"What a good man! He acts like everyone's father or brother!"

thought Mila, seeing first ;;113 legs and ;-ﬁmﬁ( his cap
disappear behind the hill. And thnr he was out of sight, bhe bent to
pick up the half-Tcrubbed basin.

It w;a an old brass basin, around which long letters had been
yroL
j‘k mR'bod, but they were in Latin and she couldn't read them. A blow

to the rim had left a dent as big as a hazelnut, and Mila had needed
her nails and the juice of a lemon to get the tarnish out of it,

but now she could see her faee reflected in the bottom, tiny but [ s
B e Iu,..
bright and detailed as a oo%r photo. fih \

Q\u! w
"How pretty I look there!" she thought, and mw ring:.ng
ne ds

the xbmin to her lips, she kissed Efr reflectli.::l within if. |
- &7 d -t"
She blushed ineda;h mt‘ cautiously »ovﬂxd here |n mawy ol «#

‘; (; % | &lﬁv—e«mﬂ! I wonder what's got into me today!"™ she thought
Lo |' confusedly, feeling her eyes fill with tea.rs. And when the shepherd

ave o shy amide

returned, she smled ~shyly like a child wt:d&broken something. ¥
The shepherd excitedly b dished a thick reed and asked her

for a bit of ca.ndle. e then -m_-g open one end of the reedApx—in- ¥
o6

serted the n:tuh—ol;‘%ﬁ-y and led her into the Thapel. .

"Could you shut the doors pleasg¢, hermitess?"
Milas went toward the chapel doors and pulled them partly shut,

awdlS
but she was hnl-#&& by the settlng sun, which poured through the crack

and hung like a bloodclot on the crest of the furthest mountain.

"How strange, the sun &ews ].-x-k-eF‘h-‘v ] dying It's
e - L] L] L L] .
4 é - -
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sad to have to Eﬁg o« o o" And like a flash, the idea of death shot
through her{%, unconscious spirit, making her blood run cold.
When she turned around, she couldn't keep from crying out in
amazement. All the mm torches and candles in the chapel were 1lit.
Amidst a sea of sparkling gold, the littliwfiimea flickered in the
darknsssz;;ke a wondrous carpet shaken by concealed hands, #-
The shepherd stood in tke a;;ddle of the chapel, holding his
reed and looking about him.

"Mother of God! Why did you do that?"

The shepherd slowly approaehed her,

"The..;;;,people in these parts are stupid and don't do things
CTTmP’# They bring the saint candles and then leave him in the dark

all year., They donj}t even light them onb:Pe morning of his day, and
K

as soon as the service is oversr;hay—laa7f-hanuin.the dark again . . .

and besides, not a soul realyy worships him like he deserves , . .
é}l they care about is eating, dancing, and making fools of themselves
e o« o« 1t's sad to see « « YOou know, a party
for everyone's not a party for anyone. I'd rather celebratéiL;;&a;;;;;~
;:I#;y myself . . ?iat way 4 no one can disturd ny:tﬁé%ﬁuta.“
He touched her arm and led her to the end of the chapel, to its
darkest nook/ beneath the choir loft, and made her sit down beside
d him on the stone floor.
"Take a good look, hermitess . . . It's not this bright outside
even at midday, but the tzgkgfaround here wouldn't get the FﬁiﬁE'If
you only knew how sorry I feel for them sombtimes! Poor things! They
live and die without J;##*réSany fun cu#-o;:Z;Es

He fell silent. Out of the coqifr of her eye, Mila saw him sitting
4=
e
immobile, as if dazzled, gazing at § sea of lights; and she, in ;that
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covni
oky—neek, felt his warm body#gainat her right arm, looked

face in the dandlelight, his head full of
:.z; and understood once again that he was
far, far away . . . wandering through distant end mysterious land-
scapes.
And then the indifference that had always surrounded her, like
a loﬁé,fﬂu wall began to crack while e~¢£%2557£?53§f1ng new

ates
sensations, secret mountaln.Lptytta, began to fil%er through the

crevicedn
v,

Late one afternoon, as Mila was brushing a head of hair -- long,
thick,-;:ET}alling straight as a waterfall -- she saw the shepherd
leading his flock and Baldiret down to the hermitage.

They reached her just as, after bidding them good afternmoon,
she was starting back to the chapel, where she would return the hair

Al Wi
to its place. But the shepherd BWM—%T caughtr l;‘r arm
and halted her.

C M\('

"Hermitess, do you know what you've got in your hands?"

"No . . . what is it?" e

(i wl
"Everyone around here knows . . . It's a lovely story, by God." i%
"Is it? Then please tell me," begged Mila, whose curiosity had

q;:j;;; been aroused.,

"It won't take 1ong, hermitess . . ." and turning to Baldiret,

lagy Sl vy Lresingy
he smiled &ﬂ&ﬁh and said¥ "Take these sheep in, kid, while I
t311 her Fda TEW aﬂ ise IJrumiro[

ol W v\-.% \
"Hey!" cried the boy, qbnhﬁl him nm:;ﬂ%.l ¥ h

"Did you hurt yourself?" asked the shepherd, wid:xing at Mila.
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lt C‘\
“He,"” the lad, kIaurprised at the question.

"When I heard you shout . . ." And seeing him blush, Gaieta
added ﬁ
vunﬁr. "Don't worry. I can see you want to hear the story,

right?78 Rmbman Amimas God fhelp us, T wouldn't want you to get
upset over nothing . . . Anyway, a rest won't hurt before the sun
goes down ., . . and the sheep won't mind, will they? They% already
hati&iwnap on Highpeak." W 8
And seating himself on a low wall that encircled the yard, while
his flock scattered, munching the grass between steps and paving stones
@, he began to speak to the child and woman, whose eyes never 1€ft him,
"Hermitess, that's not just angr\?;ead of hair . . . You should
know that many years ago, there was a noble lady with

auch pretty locks that everyone in Murons called her Goldy. When she

fmle
X if Fpﬂ hem up/ they glittered brighter than# ﬁ-llrrs. . the time

\'- /u;\(
fﬂ t

I: Antes

she was sixteen, she had more suitors than there were mTB in her K

am F{ o

to worry about saving cloth . . . but now they're narrower
than a choirboy's surplice . . . Anyway, getting back to the young
lady, at sixteen she had more suitors than there are stars in the aky)
and they came in all shapes and sizes: high class and down-to-earth,

m“’"‘ i r
rich and humble, handsome and plain, so old they could hardly walk
> and so young that if you squeezed their chops, mother's milk d X

-

w
would squirt out. There wasn't a bachelor or widower within a hundred

R Moderet—tore M«rr-}l :;

miles of Murons who wu.n%to ‘dﬁ en,hi But she spurned #
R O . .

them all, one after the other, no matter what they offered or how often

they bribed her maid. Till finally a rumor started that she was so

proud of her beauty that she wouldn't give it to anyone less than a

geniline prince. And as that rumor spread, all those jilted suitors
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started talking about how stuck up she was, They made fun of the lady,
but it wasn't what they thought, you see, because she didn't turn them

down out of pride but because she and her cousin were in
love and ahe'd‘I;Lomised to be his wife. Unfortunately, that cousin
was poorer than a churchmouse and her parents wanted her to marry some—

{fﬁ_r'r.:; lﬁ.n- J'rg,.,f /(qusﬂ l(},‘s‘,r_ : }{J\-
one with a crest above his door, a carriage, and a cushioned dais.,

You see, old people aren't as flighty as young ones and know two and
two makeszour. S0 the cousin sailed for Americaj};here he hoped to make
his fortune, and from then on she patiently waited, sure he'd come back
ono:iE;\and make her happy  « "

"And di?&e?" asked Mila, her eyes as big as saucers,

"You bet he did, hermitess! She was a good laﬂe, that Goldy! But *
you can't collect doubloons like snails on a rainy evening. The cousin
took no less than tw%ﬁﬁf years to fill his pockets. So when he finally
came back and spied h?f lady, who was almost forty, she wasn't nearly

as fresh and kpretty as when he first laid eyes on her,

"He was disappointed, but since his cousin still had those
beautiful ge};Z;:xreaaes ?that made up for a lot. By now people were

talking about their wedding day, but the Bevil, who's always on the
lookout, afflicted him with such a terrible chill that they had to call
docbdrs and healdrs to examine him, And after examining him, they
safgﬂﬁg'd caught“::cﬁgs-dreadful that he was at death's door

A .
and only a miracle ﬁpﬁld save him., Imagine how pale the lady turned

when she heard the news! And since she didn't want to die an old maid
after-yléi;;’_’_ A ~her marriag;;rgﬁe knelt before St. Pontius, 4t
whom she'd always worshipped, and prayed for a miracle, But the cousin

e
went from pad to worse and the miracle didn't : Then the lady m
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clasped her hands and, gazing toward Heaven, told the sailty that if
he saved her bekoved she'd give him her most prized possession. And
when the saint saw what a fix she was in, he took pity on her and
gave her to understand that she shouldn't worry, that he'd straighten
eveyything out .ﬁ’

"And in fact, thanks to his intercession, everything did work

Whm she sa)  Atv pr oy Kad hes
out. The very next day her gousin began to mend. Seeing that—mrrea‘fw weed

(NYs o) hud Liten cumswennt
hmnﬁw_', the lady took up her hoop and embroidered a fine ribbon.

She finished just before the sick man left his bed. The next morm_ng,

herepneh aher
without breathing a word to anyone, she some eheen@-lm-d- _;L

fk"""’ weak d(t ML"{Q\-\

and started up the mountain. She felt ﬂnﬂ:ﬂh as she

N

and when she made the first cut she almost fainted) ut she'd made
a promise and had to keep if she didn't want to roast in Hellp You

bB A,

can't haggle with a saint ﬂo after thinking it over, she picked up
the shears again and snif . . . snip . « . snip . . . she cut off

every last hair. Then she tled that embroidered ribbon around her

o the dae
tresses and h them. ¢ When she down the nomtmn?ghe

Wk’ Wi Wi (ems s stmmmmte § O ﬂ“{k‘

d.:l.dn-l-t—l-ook—inr.e the same woman, and shaved heed that-
W

W : A2
hmade her lookm like a galley slave, th-e—eoxnn stepped back and began

went white

to cross himself as if he'd seen a ghost. He paled and nsarly got
(,ll S
sick again, He tried to steel himself for a while, but one day he "

o A
# away fipn-uui; and went back to America. When he got there,

he sent a letter telling her he'd arrived safe and sound, thank God,
but business wasn't 7. o e and he'd have to stay fm—torever,

and that after thinking over the marriage, he'd decided that after

so many years, they'd better let it drop. When the lady heard that, she
swooned like she'd been struck by lightening, and a month later



INB
she entered St. Clara's convent as a novice . . . And like I said,
ever since heszgair'a been hanging in your chapel, where no mo?? or
anything else has ever touched it. When I got here, it still gii:;e:qd-.
like A and the old hermitess used to wash and brush it once a
year so it would stay beautiful. But the last one, Iike I told yo&irﬁq
a thousand times, had no business being here and never cleaned it,
which is how it got so faded, you see?"

That pathetic story touched Mila's heart and inspired her to
imitate the previous hermitess, for fim after all, that relic of the
ﬂ.lovelom lady, which at first had disgusted her, was ebéréuing Jf
as anything else in the chapel. Instead of hanging it back up, there-~
fore, n:Iﬁthe next morning she took it to the courtyardzggere whe

would be undisturbed by:hnaéz;ztaéjr;nd slowly untied the ribbon, whose

faded silk, bri?tla as a piece of old paper, crackled and split at

the slightest c;;¥act. She stayed out in the sun till midday, soaping
and rinsing that immense head of hair, which gently swayed in the basin
of water like(a school of undulating eels. Her heart swelled to see the
compact mass é;:; a little each time she rubbed it, spreading beneath
her hands' wise caresses, losing its dull appearance?and recovering

its former luster and suppleness. Once it was clean, she worked a

few drops of o0il into it, hung it up to dry, and went in to lunch.

Upon her return to the sunlit yard, she was astonished at the
Spe
spectacle that greeted her: the drked tresses g;&%i?ﬂpﬁiiike a
[cww"\g\

l . « « the shepherdds words had been true! Then she

viap £
understood why the lady's nickname had been "Goldy" and uadjnﬁﬁﬂ
the magnitude of her.lgii:;?sacrifice. For certainly, those fair

locks had been unequalled in their time. Mila gazed upon them, over-

_selaed- by wausd ot —joipemerr
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whelmed by waves of joy, her nostrils trembling and her mouth slightly
open, and then plunged her hands into the splendid skein, rubbing it
voluptuously against her skin, burying her face in it, winding it
around her arms like a warm snake . . . Suddenly,raising her head

with female pride and drying her eyes, she muttered

tensely: "I wouldn't have given up something like that for all the

men on earth."
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V: Counting Days

Mila, who had nearly completed her monumental cleaning ;—
va\‘- Tovy: S o
no longer felt like such a stranger in the hermitage. m

‘;*_;\:‘iﬂ't umfﬂﬂuﬂt—fkm—a&%w]

P'chtlmEEd inch by 'jfﬁch’ a’ speck of duat

£F =0 ante v l

- (! He

Tr a neglected cranny. T-hk Jumble of useless objects th :
VW) IS w0 )

piled behind the altar hnd/.\.ha.a.n. stored in the chapel basementsand the
shepherd had scoured the nearby fields for straw, which he dried in
the sun and Mila ggmre%&about the sheep shed. Even the drainpipe
beneath the sink had been unclogged with buckets of water, and the

Y Wit

steps in the belltower had been nailed firmly in place. Matias'
shiftlessness obliged Mila to travel often to Murons, for her husband

never brought home anything useful, but gradually she stocked theqa‘_'

(

)nn-‘ﬂy -= now with an eight-pound sack of flour, now with another of
potatoes, now with some dried cod -- while she adorned the hood over
the fireplace with a thick band of green paper and the shelf for the

pots with B#‘ew white plates and a half-dozen -uﬁi' cupa. In the yard

{,-Or‘lh-
outside the sheep ahed, some new ﬁi‘?blta ironically tm:ﬂ?gstheir

4 cul'-'W
noses, and in the of that same shed, two hens sat

roosting. She had planted a vegetable garden on one of the terraces,
and finally, in a brigade of broken potsg and basins, red carnations
opened their fiery eyes, burst forth in double miracles, and shame-

lessly offered their cheeks to the sun's kisses.

n " 5 B
erntlf’”‘ dont "

oo GUSHES Mila owed those jeleled her house's gayest note, to

the shepherd's thoughtfulness. One day she had told him she preferred

flowers to vegetables, and the next morning he made her follow him to
ad V) o vane (g uan
5t. Pontius' farmhouse, where he asked the 3

Mariele, (o Madeta

a few cutti « But : who was generous by natureg and whose
'\ ngs ,th-uoxﬂ. 4 y

garden was in full bloom, told Mila to choose whatever she liked, while

o4 S N
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she herself went in search of a flowerpot and told her son Arnau
to carefully dig up the plantsi
Mila could still see the lad, tall and stralght as a youngI
Tir, wzfzrhia legs spread apart and n@%hout a qg:ft in the world,
W;d&f( .
weu}dﬁeléhis fork so skillfully that not one root was broken. The
shepherd had told MiRl) that Arnau, who had come up for military
service two years earlier, was now courting a girl in Ridorta] and
that they'd marry as soon as she reached twentyy Mila imagined
3 i -y
healthy buds 'sh:: would sprout from such & sturdy human «plmt.
Besides the flowers, they had sold her two fertilized eggs and
had lent her the hens to hatch them. Mila felt so grateful that often,
on her way to and from Murons, she couldn't help peeking in at the
farmhouse, where she said hello to everyone as mfi though shd had known

them all her life. She always found the grandmother, who urged her to

anele
rest awhile by her side before the f:.re, and M&:—W-hw,
by

who asked her to ﬁa some little azrw&-in town: a pennya?rorth of
saffron, a box of cheap matches, some nrleeches ﬂa—;;d &4 a

iele oy
was a tall, k’ﬂ woman., People said she had
once been pretty, but the sun, the frost,w"tsl?e toil of peasant life,
not to mention mursing eight children, had quickly put an end to her
youth, and her face was now blotchy, while the skin around her eyes

and lips was scored with tiny wrinkles that looked as though they had

'ih.(.f‘.l.a\ at [,w'tt{“
been ou-K with a knife. %\her bright e{ea?L\her alr and her

0o wAn
clear, viprant voice were so full of

that loved her.

@

Shoftly after they met, Mila screwed up her cougage and asked:
"Listen, Marieta, you don't really need so many children to help around

the house, but I don't have any and could make such good use of one!
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How mould you feel about lending me Baldiret forever? He's such
a comfort up there!"
ﬂaﬁ@t‘*
ﬁfmiled. Mila had asked for the nestling, the

husband's and gramdmother's favorite, and now that it was time to
pack him off to school where he'd learn his ABC's . . . But x
seeing how crestfallen Mila was, she ﬁt-;}“%b:a little and said she
could keep him #@r & while . . . till she had settled in at the hermi-
tage.

When Mila reached home that morning, she looked everywhere for
Matias and, finding him asleep under the cypresses on a terrace, she
roughly pulled his ears.

"Hey la.zjhones, haven't you heard? I've got some good news . . .
We're going to have a kid . . ."

Matias turned over and stared at her, while his surprised wife
blushed deeply and then, placing her hand on his shoulder, seriously
related her conversation with Marieta.

"Ah! God ;’ knows what I was thinking! . . ." And Matias
gtretched a leg he'd pulled up and closed his eyes again,

Faie%unded by his indifference, the woman gp-t—ua;’ walked
iy fwerP 4 -
mm away without a word, but all day long she itHout ¥

knowing why, and the next morning she was still in a bad mood. Her
fury returned at the sight of Matias leaving the sitting room_}xa
bag over his shoulder and a wooden box with a litile glass door around
his ne"¢k. Inside the box, which was lined with red, velvety paper,

upon a h pedeata].-_% decorated with hackberries and Hﬁiﬁ;
seashells, stodd a six-inch statue of St. Pontius, bent and yellow

Pl
as a consumptive, surrounded by dangling scapulariés, shinyp little
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vases of painted roses, and rosaries.

"Where are you going with that?" she exclaimed nervously,

already knowinf the answer.
Matias 1 g lacentl
as complacently.
a ]augh’@ P y
"Well, they aa‘{ he's a real money-maker , . . Yesterday the
L
Spirit told me tﬁ last hermit could have made mis living just
from this.”

What &E&m% O W P PP
She burst out: " 1 Aren't you

ashamed, a big healthy guy like you, to go around begging?"

A-Mtb.tuh\
She spat ou } the words & in a fit of{\fury and—-&'n;@u

Matias was taken off guard, as he always was when she attacked
him,

"Me? Well, ui .+ « I have to beg . . . for the saint . . .*

. theo \y.
WFor the saint!Rer—the—saintt” and ahe laughed %n-wuitn—
pﬁm—mm "You know why wou want to beg? To keep from getting

bored, because even you get sick of lying around all day! . . . God

Almighty! Wasn't it enough for you to make me sell my uncle's house,
bl meadng vas

take me away,}zq and bury me alive in this hole watch

you going around wi k like a worthless bum!"

N - - an
Matias felt very downcast. For twenty-four hours -- ever since the
e tncttedl Liwm

Spirit had q\- he'd been dreaming about going
{ Nl § il 3

out to beg and huw much fun and money he'd derive from'rhie new pro=-

fession, Bm;'t lf:;m* his own wife cursed him for entertaining &uch a iI’
Al 8§ aual- I
thought! Bvemype; he didn't dare to contradict hemyor—protest—openty.

He knew that Mila, like all those who are meek and long-suffering,

could silently nurse her grudges for years, but the day her patience

anies
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ended,/ the explosion was 5»; violent. He feared such explosions,
for he was mm weak and cowardly, with all the weakness and dowardice
of those who are idle. He felt unsure of himself before her, without

the wit to dissuade her when she fixed on an idea and without the
&n,t.m'nu-hut 5

strefigth and dnm%o change her mind when she was in a temper.

S0 he tried to ride out the storm, but as soon as its fury was spent,

mu‘f (.Lb\ bobbr‘s} back “ ‘d f..,. Suwrf oce
his slow, passive determination like a buoy.(‘w ﬂ« ;h,,a.q
wwy Wis cuplovs L )

That day he behaved as -uaua)\ and, ﬂovering his retreaat with a
v
muttered "Go to the Devil," he got out of her way and mdﬂed—-gloomily +

oy
J(.%‘%‘ the door. :
X G enile : :
Matias told Wabout their quarrel, and seeing that

mhm two days later Mila answered her husband without looking at him,
the old man éggég;d-to think of some way to reconcile them.,
A passing shower had forced him to take refuge in the hermitage
before lunch., After settling his sheep in the shed and laying out
his things, he entered the kitchen with his usual cheerful expression.
"Y'know, hermitess, since it's cool out, we could have a snail
picnic. I collected some monsters as big as chestnuts in Wolf Pass,
which is where they grow best in these parts. What do you say?"
Mila was delighted, but she'd just finish#d making lunch.
"Don't worry about a little thing like that. Keep it for supper
and you'll have less work to do. With a bowl of soup and these mnails,
we'll have enough to keep going all day."
Matias also waxed enthusiastic, and the shepkerd rubbed his
hand;mrg satisfaction,
"Wellirkhen, it's a deal; let's go! . . . If the hermitess
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doesn't mind lending me her mortar to make some i a.Iolt because

g

snails without a.!oll and pepper aren't worth a hugod—nan—'—s—ﬂph.{'
l"\ L“"\ I

Hermit, get some tﬁf from the pile outside the shed and take W

’ﬂl.mt ‘{"\.“‘-’) SU‘“‘-t
to that flat lookout 1 el
" s
Everything stopped for thﬁ\rpicnic. As soon as the f0li was
Rl ]

"}’ ready, the ahppherd"gmﬂ-ed—i.t &nq\a red tma—ﬁo'bn—plate and, o
A At Lo
followed by Mila who—eﬁ-ﬂ.-x-the bread and windskindand the byy,with
carm&i' L-LHD'&E!“

:- basket he set out for the south slope. ‘l'he woman

MCG\LLC\ l&‘tfl\ c.,y._{aih L\tl’ tztu'l'e ’\"
e owe_falnly 1 o
3[& % "Those snails ﬁ-nk?f ;mpherd/i\

"They'll make even sweeter music when we roast them, hermitess."

Matias awaited them on the slope,where he had settled himself
besidde the nﬂiki'e of kindling, with his legs pulled up, his arms
crossed above his kmees, and his chin on his arms,
"God damn it, man! You %could have laid out the kindling!
The afdli'll melt before we're ready to eat. C'mon, make a bed where
they can rest easy before they die . . . Hoon;k‘hfhe kid and your
~ wife will choose gt ;\E’GE};;M while I make the forks. . .
\x\ I brought some heaiiher‘*i;)ecially Y e
| He emptied tlg}béskot onto the ground. Husband and wife burst
into admiring ex?lamations. They couldn't believe the sime of those
snailazmt&na}%, with EEB swirls on their heavy ahellé\ ?\a!.ﬁ thick

w
as hﬁ? a finger. Baldiret@ filled his hands “ith the handsomest ones.
The shepherd looked pleased.

"Pretty good catch, huh? The ones on the plain don't look this
good, and for taste there's no comparison, If people down there knew

about the snails on Rocky, the govermment would have to send troops

: ‘Lt\f\ﬂ!
to gt v
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. - -
They laid them out on the bed of *fﬁﬁg in a spiral pattern,
’ -
one after the other, Mila and the boy made the selection, while she
and Matias set them on the ground, and sometimes, when husband and
wife treed to put two snails in the same place, their hands touched
and they started laughing, he out of good will, for he wasn't one to
Leav
ho*?-a grudge, and she without

"Get out ofthera‘"

"Jgi}, mine's bigger&"

K
When she thought the outer circle waalgig enough, Mila consulted
the shepherd.

Mtav&.un

ito.

"What do you say, Gai th? IB is enough?"

W eaf
%r The ahepherd, who nn-#hc—gr;hnd sharpening the branches he

had just s%&pped, answered without rai:;ng his head.,
"Don't bo—-a-tmq-(wi-m q%nl':*:'xﬂn hermitess . . « I can shovel
it down with the best of them. I don't like going away half-full, and
the kid takes after me. Besides, there's no reason to go easy. We could

never eat all the snails around here, and with that shower we just
had I reckon I'll find lots more."
LE0 \

o\ \

BAldire¢ shouted.

s « ”
So the circle grew, row by row, till it contained all the snails

except the &;naﬂfd- dead ones.

th.
"Now leave it to me! and s

who had finished

sharpening the sticks, spread handfuls
&%ﬂﬂﬁ

el *cm—vﬂji;'

Then he

on top of the snails

packed bh-e,( e m_m.aa:}ma and 1it them.
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The fire leapt up instantly.
"Come on, kid! Let's see if you can jumpz;;;z;fit!"
"Yeah?" replied Baldiret, his eyes aglow with excitement.
"If you can jumpikglean over it without heti&ng burnt, I'll l
give you the snail in the mhdhdh middle, the grandaddy of al—l—’ol}é—a %\
But if you touch the fire or burn your feet, you won't get

a story tonight."

The boy took a few steps backward, spat, pulled up his socks,
which were always falling down around his ankles, and, after taking
&% a deep breath, broke into a run.

Mila and the shepherd clapped loudly.
"Did I make it?" asked Baldiret, stumbling unsteadily after his

leap-
&b . A\ enn
Yessir! You weepe at least an inch above the #fﬁf!'
» &

exlaimed the laughing shepherd. "You won the graqgaddy. Aftﬁﬁ#you eat
it 11 h the shell &}h ram'* pcks >4 "
it, we ang the she 4 8 hﬂﬂ?
i 02 € 7( ¥ Fonial d
hpegan to die down, crackling here and there, and

The
beneath the crackle you could hear the sizzle of raasting snails.
"Listen to thém hissing, poor things ," Mila mumbled.
"Don't be sad, hermitess. Everything has to die when its time
comes . « « and don't think they were having much fun before . .

They hadn't eaten in over a month. Come on now, let's get the tools

dr
ready; they're starting to smell good . . ."(tL by
They gathered Gavaread, wine, afbdli, an%h' four pointed sticksryi
< i i

"Let's see how they look now." The shepherd approached the fire,

& |
lifted some burningﬁ, and m.nkwi_the snails beneath them. ﬁk
¢ &

"Those souls in torment are still begging for more4£;I::1hissing
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and sputtering like sinners in Eargatory. Take a good look at pour

gside, hermit."
b,
Since the snails on Matias® side were almost done, thﬁy shifted

the fire toward the shepherd, While &

uwcﬂ = &h?\ :penet;:zting smell of charred shells and cooking snails spread

¥

wemfbw)
through the fieldss

Wher%the flames had died down and only an occasional tongue

flickered among the ashes, mﬁt remained was a black circle dotted -f\
w7l Vg

with glowing lumps.
"Kid, get up close; it's our turn now. Let's see who blows harder.”
Ar}d on their hands and knees, stretchingz their necks and
i their eyes, the shepherd and his lad mfil hugfed and puffed
to clear away the ashes and glowing bits of twigs.
"Oh no! They're all burned!"™ cried Mila as soon as they saw the
shells, some of which were whitened and others blackened by the fire,
and all of which resembled toy cinnamon buns in a dollhouse
Ve

"Don't be so sure, hermitess. May I never win if there

aren't a hundred good ones here!"

They blew and picked out bif® of straw and twigs till the
spiral was clean but continuous like a single pifg¢®, for the snaids %g
were soldered together with dark, sticky paste.

"Dingaling! It's the refectory bell, ladies and gentlemen! Come

and get it while it's hot!"
U Wi
And the shppherd, vfeaﬁn:\his cap back and clapping his hands,

sat down beside the circle and crossed his legs.
"Lbt me have a stick!" cried Mila.
"Where should we put the afls]1i?" asked Matias, hdlding the plate
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in his hand.
"Where we all can reach it . . . Here, near the snails . . . Hey,
let the kid get that big one in the middle . . . He won it with his
leap."
The boy picked up the shell, whose mouth oozed yellowish-gremn
liquid.
"Look! Look!" he exclaimed, holding it out to the shepherd,
"I bet that one curee? a lot before giving up the ghost . . .
That's why its mouth is sglég;thsriﬂ. + But don't break it. Remem-
ber: I want to hang it on the ram."
They wereTﬁ*% seated, and fo;rhranda, one on each side, broke
up the spiral. th\heather sticks noa&ly poked around in the shells, "f
skillfully digging out thése green snails that ended in muddy white'¥,
twists and that were then dunked in afoli and\qew;;ﬁ:t'
The outer rings of the ppiral quickly disappeared, while Owl,
the shppherd's dog, prowled around the four eaters, pickiing up empty

erunchi ny

9
shells, licking them, and noisily grinding them between gﬁg_teeth. * ;*\
"Praise be to God! Fasting sure is healthy . . . can you taste
how sweet they are? Kid, if you save those shells, on St. Pontius' Bay

I'11 make a bunch of tiny lanterms you can put out on the terrace.

Mila couldn't help exclaiming$ wi#h—#r&enély—;;:;;nianm+ "Shep-

herd, there's nothing yodlzigltaé;:n
’

The old man chortled.

"If you want some more, I'll meet you in Wolf Pass this afternoon.
Then you'll see what we can do toggther . . ."

A piercing warble, like a canary's song, came from directly below

them, and the curious picnickers turned to look down.
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A man approached, whistling and waving his arms as he walked.
Matias shouted: "Spirit! . . . Hey/ Spirit! . . ."
The man raised his head, peered at them, and then shut his eyes
and showed his teeth, Mila immediately recognized the peasant who'd
asked her for a drink,
Without hast¢, the Spirit walked on till he reached them.
"Hoo hoo hoo . . « I knew you were roasting snails as soon as
I saw the fire . . . and my nose started twitching like a greyhound's
mu;;Z;:. « « Hoo, hoo! . « . What a sqill!"
"Want to try one? They're tasty as can be!" said Matias, moving
over to make room for him,
The man hesitated, but encouraged by Matias' second invi&&tion
and Mila's laughter, he aatéﬂggfgsgaoif on his heels.
Since there was no stick for him, he pulled out his horn-handled
knife, whose short, wide blade was as sharp as a dagger. Though he
held the weapon in-h;;tggnﬂ, he almost always cracked the shells
between his teeth like green almonds and, after spitting out the

pieces, swallowed the snails. This technique turned Mila's stomach,

though the man did occasionally uaﬁjfis knife to dunk
$
the snails in a!oli;brhereupon tho—Tfnananoticed that jhis hands were
: th
long, thin, and covered with thick, uneven hairﬂaa ﬁ%?%hey'ﬁ
hedy (et w afire,
Ppeen scorchedh

As soon as the man appeared, Gaieta fell silent and quietly went
on eating, but every time he raised the wineskin his eyes flashed at
their guest.

Suddenly Mila cried: "We forgot the soup!"

The shepherd turned to her.
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"You're right, by God! « « » Well, that just goes to show we
didn't need it in the first place . . . and we sure &2:1#—;;%%iit
after a feed like this ;;;;j e « I'm full, anyhow."
At that point Mila caught an answering flash beneath the n;:
Spirit's hua‘ig epebrows yut it died away immediately. The s{'i‘-;%&e

eyes were shut and he was laughing that bizarre laugh of his.
"Hoo hoo hoo! . . . Can I have one for %%’
They stared at him in amazement.
Then he pulled a rope around his chest till a tangled net appeared

a &)
holding _r'_objectf/ft was a feeret he'd been keeping

behind his back.
-t sk
Baldiret's eyes grew big as saucers, and he could harﬂly/roep' ﬂ#
still,
qwimg\
The iorrﬁt restlessly pawed the net and sniffed, poking its white
snout through the holes.
Bhe Spirit crushed a snail, spat out the shell, and offered the
meat to his W
-~ L4
"It eats snails too?" asked Matias.
"Everything except eggs,Vcause I'd have to pay for them." The
man shut his eyes and laughed, as was his custom,
"Where have I seen him before?" Mila wondered.
"It's fun Bunting with a ferret," said Matias.
"That's what they say . . . Hoo hoo hoo . . . Come along this

afternoon and you'll see.” oo |‘

Matias began to
L

- - -

"Are you going far?"
"Only to Three Comb Gorge . ., "
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"Sure, Why not? There's nothing@at the hermitagez./"
L 4 '

Mila's brow suddenly furrowed.
"Yeren't you going to work on the terraces today?"
"I'11l do it tomorrow . . . we've got plenty of time."
Baldiret clung to the shepherd's shohlder, rul)ting against it a
little.
"What is it, kid?"
The boy slowly whispered, without taking his eyes off the
ferret: "Can I go too?"
The shepherd looked at him seriously.
"That's not for you, pal. When you're older , . ."
"Aw! Let him go, man . . . He can carry the rabbits, can't your
Baldiret?" Matias cheerfully interjected.
The boy looked again at the shepherd, who would have liked to
say no, but those big green eyes begged j:o tenderly that he hadn't
the heaf"('to refuse.
"Okay, just this once," he reluctantly agreed, thinking: "I'll

W G

make sure you do%t ask again,"

When the last snail had disappeared and the three hunters were
on their way down the sbope, the shepherd, holding Owl's collar to
keep the dog from following them, turned to Mila, who was still seated
by the circle of ashes, and said, shaking his hlead: "We sure messed
that up, hermitess! That bird of ill omen is cireling round 'Ot%\{m
m&i%f—r: I'm telling youdgain: watch out, watch out! It's no laughing
matter, I can promise you."

"But who is he?" | gt ctoodn

"Who is he? God knows! Who can tell where that ame from? _)é‘
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« +« « They say he used to beg with an o0ld man when he was little,
and when the old man died he worked in some of the farmhouses, but
: Sae . .
they all threw him out for being so wﬂﬁ. Now he poaches ﬁa‘nblts
instead of working. He'll hunt them all year long till there's none
left in these hills. He can't stand me because I won't let him get
away with it, When I see he's got his eye on a burrow, I plant a

scarecrow in front of it so the rabbits'll get scared and move . .

Lu-w “ oY’
But I have to look ﬂharp,Vca.uﬂe if he caught me he'd n.a-z(br-tgs,gl\ze_

k.

M—Pﬂﬁe]-eqn&. Look; he used to have a shotgun. I told you I like to
1o

walk in the fog. Well, one day when I was up on Goblin Crest, which J&:

is 80 clean and quiet you can hear aﬁ—‘iﬂ‘-mgne away, & bullet
whizzed by my ear. I couldn't see a soul, because N}Ee there was
nothing but white clouds, but may God strike me dead if it wasn't
that &ﬁi‘ﬁ\n‘h He finally made so much trouble that the Civil Guard
took his gun awmy, but I still wouldn't trust him as far as I could
throw him, He knows everything that's going on, how to imitate all
kinds of animals, and he always 1311 nks he's one or another of them.
How else could it be, when t}l:ég m-‘?{ it over? Did you see those monkey
paws? He's more beast than man,"

thorglat
% suddenly struck Mila.
] (NS

“
"Wait a minute. Now Itknow where I've seen 1 Ul‘t's not that

(L
I ever laid eyes on h—Mﬁw, but he's got the same teeth and gums
as a bitch my uncle had when I was s;eﬂl: Exactly the same
Ry @i " and looking at the shepherd in amazement, she

whispered: "You're right. He's more beast than man!"
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VI: Tales

In the MJ;:J evenings, ﬂohrstlll cool w—ﬁ:;?:;ne—

ivx ‘[ W\.f:uﬂif&l (%]
o.f-‘—yea-r, everyone gathered in Mila's kltchen. Oﬂw& time they threw
owdn the heswbh ({re, o e oyins
a new kermes log mmmbmmmifimam , a_fuﬂﬂ-bouquet burst forth, bending ¥

its bright tongues as if before an equinoctial tempest, casting fiarce§

sbad tim
elections upon the shadowy walls, and surrounding the
-‘e—r

ghepherd and his lad with T luras, like ;, demons in a mya’\}ery

play.
The boy sat by the wood pile, periodically fee&ing that diminu-
tive inferno, while Gaietd, his hat pushed back, atripg(ed hackberry

€ TV o
gwitches that would later serve as collars for h rams, walking
. Pc: r
sticks for proud farmboys , and whistling whips for the .
o ¢ - s
wagoners in b}ﬂrons. Matias usually stretched out on the bench beside

the table, gazing upward with his hands folded behind his head, while
Mila bustled around, preparing the meal and listening, or 2-’ when she
could -~ sitting awhile by the fire.

As the shepherd whittled, h~e told stories to Baldiret, and his
soft voice, suffused with the »i1 of his distant birthplace, filled ‘;ﬁ
the cozy room with its simple,?:iidic majesty. The first story Mila
heard was the one about the fairy i echoes.,

S50 let it serve as an example. |

b S sl
The shepherd began: " y when the animals

coulrg ta.lk, an old, old m%ﬁheae mountains for centuriss.

Such was the will of God, who let him live longer than other men £,y
€ e
because he'd never sinned or touched a woman in all his days.

of breeches and a jacket, he wore only his hair, which was so long

=
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( wf.r”‘\

and thick that it hid his back like a cape, and his white beard, which;‘?
Lo‘éﬁéall the way down to his knees,"

Baldiret cried out in wonder, and the shepherd cheerfully re-
plied: "Now if we went arow( d like that, we'd make a pretty picture,
wouldn't we? But to get back to the old man, he was a hermit who
%?Ld nothing but pray day and night, and he ate only roots, with an
occaaional-iI) hackberry as a special treat."

e o
"Hackberries?" asked i whoae‘j)aurpriae was now even

greateﬁsince he@often ate ;t;’h’grgl

"That's what I said! Maybe they were even from that tree in the

vine, where we cut sticks every time we pass by."
e t’itma,zc"\releﬁ at the thought, while the shepherd continued:

n&&ma;n was so0 holy that &aeople kept iway from himg-;o God wouldn't 35(’*

N
notice what a big difference there was. One by one, his neighbors
2:; moved down to the plain till finally there was no one left
except that old man and the fairies. I already told you how Badblood
Creek, Three Comb Gorge and the _i\ caves near Flatrock had more
J‘ fairies than a dog has fleas. But you can't see fairies, so
people would walk right through a crowd of them, thinking they were
all alone. Imagine how the little people laughed fit to bust! And
don't forget: fairies love to fobl around with kids, and that's how all
this trouble Istarted. Because once everyone had left m—;g-
t%' y they didn't know what to do for fun. They got grouchﬁj)r dnd
grouchier and lonelier and lonelier till finally they realized it
was all thatfﬁid.root-eating@an'a fault. Determined to get even, they
ﬁ“i&&a ﬁeeting in that ravine near the Girl. Everyone mmmim a&%ﬁ

piece, bxt there were so many pieces that they just rcould.n't seem
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to reach an agreement. ﬁiﬁ‘ i&lnea are kind of gabby»

C¢.w\ ‘(’al (% GLU-L '\rtﬁ.-\ﬂ\i -
b Y 5 .

And they mever would have done
anything if all of a sudden the ]rlxgé% one, who was very naughty,
hadn't g'al:i!;i‘é-up and said: 'Now wait a minute, ladies! I've been
thinking how to make a iliglﬁ}man lose his soul, and if you'll leave
it to me I'll take care of everything. They all ggreed, and
“Y next morning at gaybreak, when the old man was say&

prayers, he saw a big Rhadow in front of him. He d you'll
never guess what he saw! A little golden bird with three feathera
on; t;-eat,as red and shiny as thf-ee drops of blood."

The boy's green eyes shone 1§ﬁ}1 1anterns$and his hands for-
got to feed the fire. The shepherd began to strip another stick.
"The old man was charmed by the little bird and-wI stared aad,c\

{M he forgot his Paternoster. When the bird flew away toward
Highpeak, the man scratched his head and wondered: 'How (:’A%o\something

so tiny cast such a big shadow when the sun isn't even out? And anotheT

thing: what kind of bird was that? I've never seen the like in all

Wan Lo Wen
my years on earth! q it a hoopoe? ak ?;t a starling? ? it a swift?
Wen

ﬁit a gfpeenfinch‘?k‘/But no matter how long he thought, he couldn't
ve chUes

naoe-l—l-&nything like it."

The shepherd stopped to cut off 8.;' shoot, which landed in
the fire and made it flare up, momentarily revealing his two listen-
ers' attentive faces. Even Matias, who was half-aspeep on the bench,
stirred, &&wﬂ his back against the wood, and opened a curious
eye to see why the shepherd had stopped, for the human voicels-magic -

pm (ut_l/lw:tt va
so0 Wthat when it stops, we

long for its return.

But the shephel's stories were never interrupted for long; they
flowed generously, like water from a bubbling spring.
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"The old man, who was :E;innocent as a babe in arms, would never
o
have dreamed anyone was t@y&n& to fool him. But I bet
LAY , E
iigureé-eut—lheﬁ'those fairies were up to no good. And sure enough, as
.
sonn as he knelt the next morning, he saw that same shadow and -&7\1
3§ same little bird, except that this time it didn't just hop around

nA (G

and chirp but warbled as prettily as the sweetest nightingale. Like

op
I said, this old man was as innodﬁé[ihg kid, and kids are like monkies:
they want to touch whatever they see. So as soon as he could, hm-the-

e
oid-’en-reached out to touch the little bird, but when h it saw what

ted, lickety split! It f1 fftc—llhgﬁ“w Highpeak Ao g
he wanted, lickety split! ew o ighpeak. anltqar{
hwow

what the o0ld man did theﬂ?lHe forgot to pray, dig for roots, or even
kgn-wg?n a é%ﬁ?d-hackberry. At night, instead of sleeping, he could only
think of one thing: that bird, that litile golden bird. So while the
stars played hide-and-seek, the o0ld man was kneeling in the same spot
with a slipknot he'd made, and when the sun came out and that bird
returned, he &;’:E‘out his rope and ., . ."

The shepheré stopped to put down the stick he'd finished and saw
Baldiret's huge staring eyes.

"Did he catech it?" hn—aatiousL;t;;adv

af own O
"Yep. Right ,E the neck, and once he had it, the old man laughed

and said:

Well well, little friend,

I caught you in the end.
"But he almost turned to stone when the little bird

replied:

Please, dear old man,

Spare me if you can.
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mii "A Moorish king bewitched me and 32:

s
e% to the fairies, but the spell can be broken by melean who's

never touched a woman,'
"The 0ld man's heart leapt jup when he heard these words, for
he thoughtﬁOur Lord wanted him to perform a miracle never seen be-
fore. So he answered:

Little golden bird,

You can trust my word.

b& promise to free you, since I"m an old man and have never touched a
woman. Now tell me quickly what I must do.!

"'Pull two feathers from my crest,' the bird replied, 'and stick
them in your eyes.' The old man did as he was told, and nojr;ooner
had he stuck the feathers in his eyes than he turned blind as a bat.
'0h dear, what have I done?' he cried. 'I'll never see again!' But

the bird laughed and laughed, and when it had finished laughing, it
plucked the last feather from its crest and pierced the man's heart.
The light returned to his eyes, and you'll never guess what he saw
before him."
Baldiret was so enthralled that he forgot to speak,
"Well, he saw a girl as retty as the Holy Vlrg1n but as naked

as he was. All she wore was a xbawof roses %rwmd her
ec%ﬂnﬁ\dom to her feet . . ." 7\

The shepherd interrupted himself to ask: "Well, who do you
think that girl was?" |
"The fairy!"

"Right! And the &&roaes?"

Baldiret looked up and down, rubbed his cheek against his ahoulderj’



UNB

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

ok

but . « « he Icould.n't Ifigure out what those roges ;ni-%t'
be.

"The slipknot!"™

"Darn!" And the boy bit his tongue in annoyance at not thinking
of something so simple.

"So what happened‘?";mla eagerly asked,

"Listen and I'21 tell you, Those fairies know what they're up
to, and the poor o0ld holy man had never seen anything so lovely! When
he caught sight of that girl standing there ;;_’staring at him, he

; blushed from head to toe, pulled his hair around him, and
covered his face with his hands, but he'd forgotten the main thing:
to pull thﬂ;magic feather out of his heart. So no matter how he

hid his face, it was like his hands were made of glass and he kept
seeing that fairy before him till finally she said:

0ld man who before me stands,
iﬁ #Now take away your hands.

I& 'T mean you no harm, for I, Dawnflower, the smallest

fairy in the gorge, have taken pity on you. If yoﬁllcome with me, I'1ll

make y u the richest man alive. Behind the Roar, we'll find the entrance

to ;\; Ea;:c\e i i of stardust and seashells., Its

towers are coral, its doors are silver, and its columns are bones from
Crunchnoggin, the giant my father slew because he wanted to

marry me. There you'll sleep ?a canopied ﬁold bed in a mirrored

chamber hung with jeweled damask, eat fish from unde#ground milky

rivers, and drink mead blended daily by the Xing of flens three

hundred wives ., . .

"The fairy stopped there, thinkirﬂt%ﬁr;rrmw
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T ey O veom o
he haqg to follow her. But the old man, who'd recovered
his enae:)fé’%:%d b—gl—w%’éo—qtrength, suddenly gurned away
and cried: 'Get’tl;ee ’hence, wicked witeh, for I prize Heaven above
W witked past |
wches!' The fairy shot him a WO and
vanished into thin air."
Baldiret's long face revealed his disappointment. How could a
man with no more clothing than his hair refuse a palace made of
glittering stardust,;with coral towers and silver doors?
"So did the fairy come back?"
"The old man hardly knew what hit him. He tried walking from the
Roar to the Plunge and from Cockfoot to Roepass, say jing his prayers
and doing penance as he went. But he couldn't get the fairy out of his
mind, with that hair like Q&M*and those roses lﬁ; around her
neck, By midnight he couldn't stand it any more and :knelt in
the same place, but although he waited and waited, he saw neither girl
nor bird., Then he thought: 'If only she'd come back, I'd cover her

Ne $ oAkl
with my hair, for no young lady should run about like that.' Ao—-romTL

LAI)\'-AL ‘tLu-u. T 'ﬁ'_h' £ o -
wﬂ-h:&—ﬁh&—tmmﬂﬁe appeared, but instead of giving her his
hair, he just glm:ﬂ—e%rlowered his eyes, and started tr:etmbling.

w . t
&Mhe fairy said: 'Though you drove me away yesterday, iée#sléﬂ?

N A
Wk‘é‘a&’&iﬁacﬁ. Since you spﬁﬂn my riches,
:é all

make you the mightiest man alive. I'll give you a firestone

: Tares (,[a)\)
suit, a lightning sword, and a horse swifter than the wind. With—sueh-

&.lrmk g&
, and mount’/you can conquer the world))for will anyone
stop you, for if they smite your suit a ray of fire will burst

c:tf-
forth, if they try to flee your horse will pu%ec them, and if they

refuse to surrender your flaming sword will turn them to ashes,'
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t 1d th sadn d omugrj# d
"Her words filled the old man with sadness an T, an

seeing this, she asked what he was thinking. The old man took a great
leap and said in a terrified yoice: 'Get thee hence, wicked witch, for
I zprizu Heaven above worsitl:'uq)\y might!' Feeling even more annoyed?ﬁ
than the first day, she kicked the ground and ﬁ vanished into thin
air,"

The shepherd stopped to atregch his arms and scratch his head,
but the boy's impatience wouldﬂ‘ﬁ.et him rest long.

"Eh.. a1

"Hold your horses, kid. I'm out of breath. You know, storytelling's

ot W Plaailnd o e,
§ta not . Well, after sprrning Dawnflower's

Hsieeond offer, the 0ld man felt sadder than a new widow a.nq spent the
whdle day weeping and thinking to himself: 'It must be a lot nicer to
have a mountain palace, sleep in a canopied bed, eat fish from milky
Oviek
rivers, and drink mead from ﬁhtﬁ thanl; to sleep in caves or ;7
in the damp, cut your feet on brambles, and livi on nothing but bitter
roots and water, But I'm just a poor sinner and God has offered me
nothing better, for He surely knows how litlle I deserve.' This idea
calmed him for a while, but then rhe thought: 'Even so, it did
souxci ood what that fairy said: to ride through the world rulin &I
w;that take my fancy. You can cross these mountains in

four days, but the world must be a lot bigger. Maybe it takes ten or

twelve days to cross it, or even as many as all my toes and

{ou0 thntis”
¥ finge:'% + When I was litile, a crow gtold me there
N~

” o« g

were as many kinds of men as birds, and each kind spoke a different
tongue and had different-colored feathers. That would sure be a sight

to see, but I bet that crow was lying. He'd been all over, and I've
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e lls,
nev_er left these mmnmhnmmf@aﬂ's When I was young, I should have

traveled and seen a bit of the world . . . It}s not much fun spending

S cluwt
your life like a lizard in %ﬁmle e« o+ o' And while heﬂ

[\ these ;m»é that had never crossed his mind before, night fell,

and before sunrise he knelt in the same place to await the fairy.

|
He was 33;7\she'd come back and, though héyéardened his heart against
herkhe also felt impatient, for all men love company.”

"And did she ?" asked Mila.

"Even earlier than the other days. Before daybreak she appeared
at his side, sitting there with eyes brighter than Owl's and saying in
a voice even sweeter than when she'd been a bird: fAlas, mmmh dear old
man, you must have il;;;;;lbewitched me, for despite your cruelty I

a;wln.‘u&nw 2‘
cannot forsake you. Come what may, I have decided to reward yTE' and
7:you spurn power and riches, I'll make you the wisest man alive.
You'll know everything that happens on earth and in Heaven. You'll see
k th : ﬁbtﬂeﬁuﬁ*mm d how 1 a f1 You'1l
* the sap rise in and how leaves an owers grow, You see
RW o~
Y~ ants burrowing Bgigga the seas and ships §E the ocean, You'll see

pathways between stars t?d caverns in Hell, full of vile beasts and
WAt
souls in torment?”?

o> n o

e dnd olawing, and you'll sée the plottings
of m:ﬁ'a minds and children in their mothers' wombs. From Kast to /est,}
eua#y?e&ag will be open to your gaze. . . You'll hear and understand
everything too: what birds and beasts say, the songs fishes sing, mer-
maids beneath the sea, : the howling wind, the rumbling thunder,

the moaning mountains, and every sound made by anything near or far

« + « You'll know all the world's secrets and how to seek good and

shun evil.'As the fairy spoke, the o0ld man stared and his heart filled
with longing.

"'Whatever shall I do?' he thought to himself. *Should I ;:z:_
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O relom =
heed her words s-hou»ld}'% follow her? If I I'11 die
d

of sorrow, but if I Soﬁ-lf\l'll burn in Hell, for I know fairies'
t\umt«.uk A \
powers are nothing but wickedness. Alas, I've already m.nied by looking

Y
and listeninm-meﬂﬁg;ema/h&eanwhile, the fairy watched h

him and finally said: 'Well, I've offered you everything I possess.
Now tell me once and for all: will you come away or not?' The o0ld man
wept and cried aloud: 'Get thee hence, wicked witch, for I can stand
:,no more!' And burying his head between his knees, he prayed God to
give him strength, but she approached the old man and whispered in

his ear: 'Oh beloved, please come, for feu—hwe—unmz_uu;:eaf'a—m

my sole wish is to make you the richest, mightiest, and wisest man

(& we-
o%—uxrth.' The o0ld man covered his ears and cried out with all his

might: 'No, no! Get away, evkl spirit, for I prize Heaven above all
this world's wonders!' As soon as he had spoken, everything darkenend

e
like Judgement Day, and he thought the fairy had fled again.”

ar
*And had she?" asked Mila, whose eyes wergﬁbig as saucers.

"chgir , hermitess! She hadn't finished her day's work, and I
told you she wasn't one to leave a job half iin?(h-ed& o
S 14 he put h d his neck and
ow the old man was, she put her arm aro 8 neck an
7E el eeem A sheld\

gaid slowly, like she was at Confessgion: 'Well, I ua—I.q\never Bway

one so saintly and pure of heart. Youdd v'v\a R(« love and I hoped to make
hew)

you my husband, but!\you have spurned me Wﬂ, and so I must

depart. Never again will you see, hear, or learn of my doings, but

A SLa_\
first I@I\leave you something to remember me by as long as the world

endures. And so saying, she drew nearer, gave him a long kiss, and
vihanished

ihwmi into thin air."

"And she never came back?"
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"N§, hermitess, this time she stayed away. Otherwise the story

would never end." The shepherd looked at Mila's face and laughed.
- , - [T oe o cubel!; ~-J~_-_ﬁ_3__:'
"What?" she crie ou mean that's all?"
e
"Everything but the moral. But don't complain till youu?(_nk;;j
unm'flb\-t)ﬁkr

hsppeng;mwb s as e ’ the—fsi—!g; mounte
,\'A gsoon she'd left the old man ted

a passing ‘nreezeiM which swiftly_ bore her to Deadwo Gulch, There

Seuw e35EPing e Vam &aj _‘#
opmthe other fairies ¢ ] y and as somn
L Wk § o\fceb\ :

as she the, she u:i-eﬁas loud as she could:

0_h fa.i:_:'% sisters on this wondrous day,

"1 ud 4odlis s
Thro .th&t- knitting aw
Take up xour i diamond combs of g old,

Your moon-mirrors of flaming godd,
And your necklaces of serpent-eyes
Phat provoke the blindman's cries,
ﬁ i.ily-robea will now be worn

That you with salmonggcalea adorn,

v, Pt
And ; satin Bln.pggra don,

(e
For men will a.non'

"Imagine what a fuss they,made E {:he fair:.es
asked and asked how it had happened till finally m_llsw.aa.h
acla Suilbew shed  tudiadublupmiete d e

Lne toldu‘: m}ow—ahe—'-ﬂ—beeﬁ-e&—th—e—m%. The fa:Lriea who couldn't
.

Telrgaf
believe }% listened to how she'd tempted him, and hearing that she
av &
had vainly offered ms riches, might, and wisdom, which usually the

: tira but A ptdast
best baits to hﬂg a man and steal his soul, nnd—:,ﬁ#—that their sister

Ley te N
had mp% him all the same, they asked what tools, @ chains,

@ potions, or spells had done it. Finally she told them: she'd

fugle
damned his soul with M'}% kiss! For ever since the world a—
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began, no potion,aI\chain, trick, jailer, or spell could bewitch
ows  sletedy Gth '“5

a man like a woman's kiss., Some of the sillier fatrtﬁo——}a'aghtﬂ-

her wombhd words, but just then they heard a muffled voice, like <
vebh M e ;

a mm wave MF@&*»%A e forest. They listened

closely till they heard what it said: 'Dawnflower! , . . Dawnflower!

+ + «» Dawnflower! . . .' It was the old man, running to and fro,

first Wwest, then to King's Glass, then to Olivebreath,

searching for the fairy and begging her to return, offering his very

soul for just one more kiss. The fairies were delighted and fanned

out through the mountains, héghié\;, mocking, and repeating his words.

And that's how they got that bad habit they still have today."

"And what became of the old man, shepherd?"

"He died of a broken heart before the century was out, and since
he passed away in a state of sin, he couldn't go to Heaven., May God
pity him! And even now, hermitess, on stormy nights, when Highpeak's

onin g\,
bcl.h—ﬂﬂ to show someone's in trouble, you can see his wandering
soul, like a will=-o'~the-wisp in the gorges and gullies, and his voice,
dark and drawn out like the echo of a wave, keeps crying 'Dawnflower!

« « « Dawnflower! ., . . Dawnflower! . . .' till daybreak comes.
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VII: Spring

The beginning of May was wonderi‘ul.jtlf mountains, fragrant with
w ‘.lﬂ."’l
new flowers, bathed in sunlight, and full ofj\birdBoI, lost their
2, (v
savage, millenia:taapect and seemﬁ to regain their youth, with all-p:

& qf
youth's Lnno&e;ﬂ—?uy in budding courtship. E&ery morning Mila -—m-
e Lol

ovev

awoke to some new ?ight she hadﬂ-noﬁee?\the day before, and more-

alséo
over, she herself seemed to grow younge M—oﬂemﬁ%—';;m.
; N gy

Her eyes, which had been melanc oly@@{{d their old sparkle, while Jgk
. d ved fomed o '

her lips e, her breasts swelled like a

young mother's, and a light, graceful harmony npervaded her movemements.

a
These outward changes corresponded to an-oveﬁi-w of feelings so ’i’(

be tom!

volatile that at times she felt herself multisiying into dozenqt)f ¥
A

women. hpdmbhenohangey It seemed that a
5 (e I conplr l o
mysterious inner light constantly altered her a&o‘&tﬁm, like those

distant mountains that changed from hour to hour. The others also noted

o
ﬁw change in Mila.

One day Gaietd affectionately said: "Hermitess, I bet you don't
have a bad wor&h o say about St. Pontius 3‘.’ It's a miracle how much
better you loo[l’:)&you were skinny as a rail when I f&rat laid eyes on

you, N-Know you're the prettiest thing I ever M—Aeg-!'“ ”;(‘

-

Another day, Arnau from St. Pontius' farmhouse went huntin@d-,

P -

he passed the hemitage;‘?opped in to say hello.

g "Anyone home?" he called out from the front gate.
"\!ho‘}i.tt#?_ Come on up!" Mila shouted down from the kitchen,

and,gleaving the dishes half.washed, I went onto the bahcony
and leaned over the railing.

Arnau stopped halfway up the stairs and, after hesitating a



URB

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

moment, exclaimed m—ona:t "My God! I hardly recognized you .. .

You look like a new womanj. “. %

iAthedt (odREuy direcky s
While he was there, Mila bustled about ud—nw-].onﬁlstraight

at him, but she saw that his admiring gaze never left her.
tr 4
On still another afternoon so “ ~\that it p&l’gu like mid-

N EV\, ’thLS Lu..h ('L
August, she took her sewing basket and sat an

almond tree, where she began to mend one of Matias' shirts. In the

- e i ovar 46 2 AR, S e

stance the moun us
A o lr:ﬁ%fﬁ“v 3 N

f\. ] blue sky. Four steps from her on the left, a

tev
row of bushes bounded'th’ﬁlittle orchard, and above P—hz‘ the almond

eaow with _
tree spread its branches, boued—beneﬁhjﬁrr‘wm-t—of all those nuts

vedd e , Undew r
the shepherd had Eossﬂ“sb,&mﬁh that green canopy, so thick the
1 evie—
sun's rays could barely pagurte it, the teﬂnﬁmture was far :-3;

lower than in the Iaweltering fields. Wcoolnesa soon made
Mila, who had risen early and whom themv heat had affected, want
= -4 lw
to lie down, and without taking her sewing off her lap, she -mé back
bys o A
on;' the sloping ground behind her. In her h.uﬂa&, hot like the day,
she felt the buried life stirring, her eyes were dazzled by the dark

}‘;-‘-“' vyl

odly  greens and translucent Wndes L ide. Hleaves, and a longing to stretch
her muscles made her fling her arms wide so that they rested hmmmdmminam
, palms up, beside her on the i\ grass, while the sluggish blood
flowed slowly through her veins, She dozed off in this position, but
in the course of her nap the god of sleep mischeviously tugged at her
blouse, whose top two buttons she had undone, and stretched one of her
legs till its foot rested against the other. Her head was thrown back,
her mouth was half open, and her white né_tck emerged from the b&:}se's

bluish depths, which revealed the softly rounded contours of_!_iﬁt'ﬂ' %



UnB

Universitat Autimoma de Barcelona

b\!‘(’:;h t’l‘,w
\NN « « « She slept deeply, motionlessly, but suddenly, as -;I.)(- roubked

by a bad dream, she began to show si of agitation., Her body stirred,

tunt
her brow furrowed, her right arm j-unpﬂ- convulaively, her face, pale
vev
in repose, l].uihﬂd slightly . . . Mila opened her eyes, blinked, looked

around, and . . . abruptly sat up. Two sparks glinted among the bushes:
two Mﬂ;}gs pierced her like lmnsneedlea. ?ﬂ

“Hoo hoo hoo . . . The ferret gave me the slip . . . Hoo ?;'oo
hoo « « " And the Spirit, trampling blackberry bushes and laughing
that gutteral laugh of his, slowly backed away from her till he was
out of sight. ﬁ:ﬂe.ﬁe was gone, Mila kept staring into the brambles,
listening to her pounding hemrt, still seeing those glittering eyes
and sharp white @eeth, Then she suddenly bent forward, buried her head
between her thighs, and clutched her ¥mees. A heady mixture of shame,
joy, fears,and desire crept over her, rising from her feet to her head
like a hirlpool and nearly causing her to faint,.

When she recovered, she felt groggy, her spine was cold, and the
pattern of little h}ea on' A -thimble was imprinted on her left arm.

ar\ She picked up her sewing basket and slowly set off for home.

As usual, Matias had said he was going to visit the rector,

a.ne this reminded Mila that she hadn't ;rqbeen to Confession and % )
v—ul

A0U t to go. Yes, she should go, but what was there tg_ugggmeﬂgz

For days now, stifled rages, strange flashes of nlnm,ennnm, dig=
appointments with she scarcely knew what, secret, uncertain shudders
oLV
had passed thrﬁfgh her like shooting stars 5y but

were those sometimes vivid, sometimes vague impressions really sinsir

ha._a‘uﬁl;oﬂ-She thought not; they weren't ;ﬂ for a priest but for
- & - -

another sort of person . . . "The shepherd!"™ she suddenly thought,
LL‘.!‘“ s
following the logic of her Mﬂ « « « But she blushed as soon
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as the idea occurred to her: "No! No! Certainly not the shepherd!

Why not? Well . . . because!" The shepherd was so am.qu;—mv
u\nu}w{&lj
lnniim—wuﬂ:dw e« o« o« 1If she told him about her feelings, he wouldn't

understand , . . He might laugh, and then again he mi.ght look at her
differently. He thou t St. Pontius could cure aﬁﬁ}ﬁhﬁ\ﬁ%, he shared
none of her a-hr{:, e once had called her a heretic, he seemed

to live in his own m%qfl.m. No, not the shepherd! Matias would have

been better, if he were another sort of man, a man like those others

{22
who really looked at her: with Arnau's admiring s for example,
ab
9r the Spirit's goatish leer, or even with Owl's % and

faithful eyes . . . like a man or beast, but with some kind of response.
Matias had no distinetive look, she now realized for the first time.

He had no look because peace reigned within him, as in a peaceful

animal but an abnormal one, more bestial than the others I:Decauae he i +

wom 0w el
never wemb=s

This hlmomality, once recognized, pursued and gnawed at Mila

like the Mmﬁf some misdeed, something that made her life seem
gordid and miserable., And with secret shame, though
unconsci:tzsly, she began to bend all her efforts toward making things
once again as they should be. To her surprise and consternation, she
found herself acting like a playful kitten, adopting suggestive %,
feigned languors, seductive intonations, fluttering lashes, quiet

sighs . . . an entire arsenal of amorous _afr;smhitherto unused by her
and that she now wielded with the bittef ?fury of a voman scopomed .. .

upon seeing that not even those weapons could open the desired 'J#'

wo;* and that all remained quiet in the opposing camp, she felt de-

feated and longed to drag herself along the ground, to bite her own
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flesh, to crawl into a corner and starve to—gzzzh, to transform her
troubled self into something numb, stony, unaware . . . "If only I
could be like them," she thought, standing outside the hermitage and
watching the Ridorta women come down the‘mountain like a imm column of
ants, each ;:;qbent beneath a bundle of Eigkhree times her size,
without de;i;;g, yearnings, :::;gggﬁgfmor any other thought than the
wikkght they bore upon their backq?but that all the same was not so
heavy as the one inside Mila, In her mind, she reconstructed their
daily routine: to get up in the dark, gather ropes and gacka, meet
the other women and together climb the mountain in tﬁg{::;m magﬁ{ﬁgk,
repeating neighborhood gossip, dirty jokes, wonderful es like *«
the shepherd's, Once there, they would uproot kermes oak after kermes
oak, stuff their sacks, hoist those heavy crosses onto their backs and
head for Murons, where they delivered their bundles to the bakers and
received a couple of pennies e:I; before returning home, exhausted byt

la& "-U-(""Uﬁ&s
pliﬁjx§ to have lisei-thﬁﬁggh another day.

Mila then stopped short in the middle of her imaginings . . .
(Sueh weve
Despite everything, those women's_li£34m7§ not sufficiently calm, <
boring, or dead, Better to be a plant, free of all servitude, need,
;g%r and anxiety . . . or better still, a hard, stony mountain like the
Rockies.
Suddenly that animal, to which she had always been :i.ms.ii‘f't?sruent(af1
;qi even hostile, found a place in her heart. She grew fond of a baby
lamb mhom mh whose fleece was white as a cloud, She fed it breadcrumbs,
while the lamb followed her like a puppy, climbed onto her lap, and
took lettuce leaves from her mouth. A shiver of delight ran thorugh

a. LAy
Mila when& she felt that warm, silky muzzle on herp and smelled
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its breath against her skin. The lamb's gaze was as stupid as Matias®,
Whane v e
but so much more tender and innocent! \Hh-ef\the lamb looked at her, Mila

felt like erying.

Other pets, however, soon displaced the lamb.

One day the shepherd came back }o&%} very upset. "t?.

At St., Pontius' farmhouse, they had driven away a cat that s-taﬂi'a
their chickens and that at last had taken refuge in a nearby gorge,
where it hunted wild birds with conpummate skill, In that goz:ge, it

tawny \

bore four kittens as wild and calico as itself. One day the S;}git saw
Wi§ '

them, trapped the cat, tortured it awhile for mﬁn, and finally
e R v

kicked it to death. Then he went cheerfilly on his way, shubbing—his

ig%anr? baring his gums. When the four kittens grew hungry, they

approached their mother and auckeﬁ at the dead cat'?g nipples, The next

\
Baldiret saw i-‘t-c‘ﬂ. and vold the shepherd, who then repeated
A | beatad
the story to Mila: "And I swear I'll make that nmcﬁel pay for
what he's done. By tomorrow night all the burrows he's watching will

morning they wer Iaeging disconsolately.

be empty. To starve those poor litile nmmaimwenm kittens to ddath!.. .
He should have hit them with a rock and put them out of their misery."
Mila shuddered, and that afternoon she, Gaietd, and Baldiret
went to the gorge. As they approached, they heard the kittens panting
and saw the four of the? looking as bristly as hedgehogs, flee as fast
as ﬁ-their rickety little legs could carry them. Gentle calls and
enticements proved useless. The wild creatufes, hidden in the under-
brush, refused to be lured forth or to let anyone approach them. For
three or four days Mila had her work cut out for her. Every morning

and 2 evening :ahe visited the gorge, where she left gifts of
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tw l)\ it &ﬂ“'ﬂ"

2 food for the kittens. 0@ refused to eat and %ued—cf—ertmﬁhm, but
g Ko

the other three allowed her to collect tﬂe, more dead than alive, and

take them back to the hermitage. Through care and patience, she was

he sacved ¢ 0 .
able to save two, who were more revered and exalted than ancient

Egypt. Anyone who bothered them would have seen Mila in a temper
hitkerto unknown. But the kittens throve ead—;w, hunted for food,
played all day and no longer needed her ;. Then her heartr
Lan Con useless
felt as ﬁi‘éﬁ?e—aa before and again longed to }3;‘ 4@&

oot shwetinets ki 4

las,
One day, as she was trying some suspenders on Baldiret, QS.R'Q same
f; k.ow that had invaded her on their visit to the Roar again
gelze b
swept through her, She suddenly head w;

famiahe&_tkiases « « « The bay blinked and shrank beneath that amewreus-
s )
as surprised and disconc erted as a bird fallen from its
Bﬂlfxiwﬁ” . =N

negt, From that day on, W—WNH-%FWTillumiQed
_.Mila'ulﬂoneiineaa, and, %appier and more pampered than if hé o

/ had been her natural son, he could not say whom he loved most: her

or the shepherd.,

!l{ “P M{[Qrs Jat’k’ ”(a)(f.
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VIII: The Festival of Roses

. . : : a" . ) Mo lee

or the first time sincey her arrival, )h*&htook the path she had
used to ascend the mountainr. She had always gone down the Murons side,
but after hearing how good the eggs and lettuce in Ridorta were, she m
set out to order t’ﬁ?gﬂfor St. Pontius' festival.

It was early morning, but the sun,smm already far above the Husk,
streaked the distant hills with its rays.

Taking small steps, Mila hmm absentmindedly made her way down the

(Y Thiuivg  Alevg Lt
gully, as smooth as a wheeltrack, M—Mnﬁ as )}é
' s/ lrvwe an

vague LRpp s drifting clou&sh.

i 10y 10 AR Ane Bownlarr 85 ::J&;éf
W ay eé.ueﬂaroun e Boundary Stone, 8

a frying pan, with its jagged handleﬂ the second stretch of Legbreak
h
Creek -- attacﬂed at an angle., When she left theﬁly to start that

> W
second stretch, she remembered a; Matias W: "Your

feet can't stop and before you knowgit's over." Indeed, Mila felt like %.
bm‘(sfe?a-) )

she was sliding down a ’m and almost immediately ;ﬁ: found herself
t

where she had stopped X first day. An old man with a dirty sack &
his ‘t‘n’;tk%:aa resting iﬁ%sme spot. Mila greeted him and conti:&d
on toward the Boundary 8tone, eager to see the plain again from above.

Cautiously selecting footholds and rocks t%ﬂm;:}_aahe clambered
up the steps and gazed out upon the scene below, as majestic and
astonishing as %’h’;;f ‘ne:fc:z'(:%.\w{”ZS clm‘hﬁdﬁmﬁﬁmu‘i

The plain was full of rosy hlot_i_che_s Ain-mh—pﬂ#mon. that if one
squinted a little it looked entirely pink.

"Holy Virgin! It's e::i:so pretty!" thought Mila, awed once more.

Beneath that bright blue sky, the hill, flecked with spring green,

covered with white houses, and encirfled at its base by a band of roW

'3
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more
gauze, waaf\like a painter's luminous vision than something real and

palpable.
But what was all that pint\below her? Mila decided to ask the man,
who was still resting.

,{{

[(-rAV &
"Those are St. Pontius' roses, w—&eﬁ, waiting to be blessed.
Now the fields are full of tTE, but the day @B after tomorrow there

o swnnle

won't be, one left. They'll all go up the mountain."

Mila soon learned that he had spoken 1'.11:.!t trl:th-

v cele,
J;‘-&vakening at four, she behkld a ‘oH.n—aT(-m of early risers,
otV .
human rosebushesj, fragrant bouquets that opened in the morning ';w-

ai Later, as the day progressed, the bouquets multiplied and grew

el K
thicker, coming ﬁﬁ;: from all sides pathw and tmila,%grottoea
pv ey -&' A

and ﬂf\crests, d% brooks and Cockfoot's cliffs, By ten the entire
mountain looked like an immense garden. The bells in the
W
steeple rang frantically, joyously summoning the croil, and the crowd,
01 7a 3“9:“'- ; ,
“*( feeling that éee hrough its eyes and hearts, its expansive

gestures and resounding voices, kept on, holding those magic roses that
: eal deafh . throes
\4 garlanded everything with their agony: land, air, and minds,

From the buuquet's dense center, the fields around the mermitage,

& EVieay
rose a buzz*.m—ev—mtr-tw‘h, laughter, whispers, curses,
55! (;\ﬂ-q. "r! SUNOrDIS {maihnt!’ of }W jf‘ “-'d‘-“j

songs . .. the sonorous breath.

Everyone in the area, from Llisquents to the sea and from Roquesalbes

to the d:il.(st;ant plain, congregated mm on the barren slopes around S+t.
. i B~
Pontiug, which, unable to hold them all, overTlowed toward the Roar,
A atlune
: toward nearby pinegroves and streams where people s
N estless clumps and picturesque encampments. By midfmorning they wer e

[2 %
everywhere, mysterbaus some strategic plan: circles of

- Towe

[}h‘(!'_’\f\k U‘-U \ w ';-\J \-L[I"r\‘.)

. [ - ) F
LA™ h. W

ywore \a‘“ ¢ [k“*
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stones around fires, baskets and panniers emptied onto the ground,
and later, numerous white columns of mmoke, cutting through the still
ai;?ﬂpw like misty trees in a forest of mirages. The path from Murons
coi@d accomodate, though not very well, horses and even rented
buggies, provided they were pulled by stout hooves and used by pas=
sengers accustomed to.bumpa and jolts. Vendors came by that same routéjr—ﬁ
with t;:;; wares on their backs or packed on mules, bearing pastries
and sweets, glazed fruit, white wine and liquor, toasted almo%gﬁvand
pine nuts, perfume bottles and lit4te—ghamampn hmmimmm glassi&?*g,

flai L e -

tin soldiers and brass trumpets, games of chance,z

violinist sang whining melodies about'auj--i mesbbf passion, and ck

Cristdfol, the village idiot from Llisquents maced and gesticulated
P ey e /mﬁ

amidst circles of onlookers, for whom heﬁgggﬁti every known beaat? '&

o »

from nightingale to hog, from ass to lizard.

The vendors gathered in the yard by the hermitage and, lined jup
beneath the cypresses, laid out their wares, which they hawked to a2ﬂﬂ
gaping, good-humored crowd mainly composed of the old and verx?young in

L

E?gﬁr Sunday best: stiff jackets and breeches handed down by their
oL SR Heir heed
pefort?, long skirts ﬁhat kept prippingﬁizzfihe little gEEIB who wore&

ied tn wed il br-f_,."f' b’-vddnna;: r e Verlo - b*-a"‘t bovdasmnes J"M{ ool Thens :walq,) eV
bright kerchiefs on their heads, while the boys sported caps whose

scarlet was so brilliant that the yard seemed speckled with fiery minium,
Mila, who had never seen such a gathering, was dszzled and dismayed.
|
She had visited the BtiRple a half dozen times to beg them to stop

Wo é
ringing, bﬁf although her head was about to split, %gR? paid é%jattention.
{he TJ\‘_, Clown Njn\

A horde of children and teenagers, bored with stands, grimaces, andﬂ ¥
wh v i

é| > e 3P

conquered the belfry, where they reigned despotically. Dangling in

: p and down the stairs to the hermitage, had
&

swarms from the ropes, they rang ceaselessly, and those who found no
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from B0

rope to seize hung out-ghe high windows, waving their arms in

e k\ "€
feigned terror, laughing and aﬂﬁﬁg) out to the indifferent multitude.
The head of th1s e g\ted thrw was Baldiret, his clo‘thmg rumpled

9{:& and his hair W,}\ P o shrfilk

+

‘\g}\ﬁé)lips@ who flew hereja.n}_th_ega? He was so beside himself that
upon seeing him, Mila abandoned her plan to scold the lad and try to
restor@ order in the belfry.

She herself felt unnerved by all the no;se and &#&‘ knew where
to turn@ﬁhe went from balcony to courtyard, courtyard to kitchen,
kitchen to terrace, through boisterous mobs that ;—pursued her,
%ﬁ:ulhta or that., From time immemorial, the hermitage had
rented at a ;ﬁ-mode@t price, sold eggs, oil, lettuce, white
wine a.nd anisett\i_}a, and serv_ed cooked food to those too lazy to pre-
pare itI. Flanked by batteries of pots, casseroles, and saucepans,
two cooks from lNurons and their assistants, knives in hand, fiercely
attacked chickens, ducks, and geese, who squawked and fluttered in
terror before surrendering to their fate.

The Spirit had promised to supply the rabbits. The $ previous
evening he had brought in eleven, some with heads crushed rocks Af
or his boots and others with hindquarters gn#gwed by the ferret. But,
aware that a dozen would never suffice, he had promised to bring more
the next day. And that morning Mila waw him beneath the hearth,
oae-as;;uﬂw skinning rabbits like a magician who could pull them from
a hat. i

Sometimes men and women entered the kitchen.
"You couldn't sell us something to eat, could you?"

d ofley
The Spirit! offered the beast he was skinning, they bargained and

paid for it, he kept the pelt,and an instant later, another rabbit hung
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by its hind foot from a hook beneath the hearth,

Mila couldn't ;;nelp stopping a moment to contemplate that
implacable procesg, for she had never seen such agile hands, With one
swift incision, he cut around the hind legs, left them clad in their
soft fimw rainment, gripped the knife between his teeth, and gmmapimg
g& grasping that gray cassock lined with membrane thin and
glistenkng as a slice ofzonion, quickly pulled it down, leaving
muscles and sinews exposed., Occasionally theh})elt wowﬁ.istick in a
wound, whereupon he gave a tug, a Mlgg%fell to earth, A<
his knife scraped the spot clean and he went on with his work. When he
got to the neck, he seemed to do a trick in which he twisted the skin
around his left hand, while his right eased the bloody knife under the
fur, cut it loose from the eyes and teeth, and with one pull left the
rabbit, bereft of its pelt, dangling from a hook, bright red, without
tail or eara, its teeth like tiny staves and its front paws hanging
limply. M Seeing them naked with those gaunt bodies and long legs,

Mila suddenly thought ‘Hz. they looked like men, men such as had never
been seen vefore but who even in death felt everything that was

I’w Fpew, (L.

ﬂL“ oce jng and grinned with Khe mocking, death's-head leer of ongcwho
— ; Q\rf
torturedh v‘gen the Spirit plunged his knife into their

bellies to scrape out the guts, NMila was forced to shut her eyes and
leveads r
and icy shudder mnf-ﬁunw her heart, as though¥ that poecher were
a remlaa:nd cruel executioner whose greatest joy lay in mutilating
his innocent fellows. So » hearing that someone wanted her in the .
mlnr v

} BJ.’HFJ.ng room, she escaped, penting as though she had held her bcfeatl}\,
‘—N.._______‘_______._,
like someone fkeeing with troubled conscience from a-we Porbidden place
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where they did things no decent person would wish to see,
The room had taken on an entirely dififérent aspect. Beneath the
wildly ringing bells, whose sound poured from the belfry like a Huf=—

(tfw \\ i . ']

and crashed thrqugh the m.cmd-mde—open windows,
i gt funidg

the band from Murons hneR-—thow instruments, while six or seven priests

from neighboring villages came and went, shouting, laughing, joking
and interrupting, with their ‘a;zre;;casocks, th:e L:.:loz'n.s' brassy flash,
Everyone was getting ready for St. Pontius' H Mass .
As Mila entered,;phe heard the rector fron:i Murons telling Gaiet
to sound the first call, and after chasing that mob of children from ’\‘(
the stepple, he Salciup rang the bells. Mila, who had gone out E'em{'the
balcony, saw everyone around her instantly spring into action, like a
squadron of ants surprised by a downpour.

Fowls were hastily plucked, camp fires multiplied . . . and at the
last call to M&j}as, skirts were brushed y bright kerchiefs were
tied around heads, voices shouted, feet hurried, and everyone pressed
toward the chapel. By the time the rector appeared behind the altar,
flanked by priests in liturgical robes adorned with gold and embroi-
d@ry, the room was packed to bursting. Men, women, and children
squeezed together, poked, and cursed each other in whispers as they
tried to find a litike m;: f:- to breathe. And since the chapel
was too small for so m;n,y thousa;ds of worshippez;a, they filled the
yard, stood on steps, sat on walls and even overflowed onto the pine
slppes below, stretching their necks to glimpse the ceremony at the
altar%nd hdlding up iﬁ: bouquets of roses, which they tried to pre -

serve from the crush.

Wag
Halfway through the Epistle, a yeﬂw\;mh- face near the altar sudden=

-
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{uctten N\ | . |
1y its eyelids, which closed over dilated pupils, while the

head sank against a nearby shoulder . . . God only knows how they
opened a path to carry the woman outside. During the Gospel they had

to repeat the procedure with an old man and a child, and by the closing

2c
prayers no one in the chapel retained his normal aﬁ%%%ﬁgnet: all

their faces were either flushed or white as sheets,
The of
A ""'ﬂ" %—.

incense and burning tapers, the i

¢
g ﬂml‘_ mMas S
huddled be took everyone's
FRees or Rotes ?

L

flowers and the heat

breath away. rh%ie bright lights and bobbing red priests around the - ]{
Litte , e

celebrant-dafeé-the onlookers, while the racket from the choir, whose
AN

squea s

voice ;%;:hea%forth and then abruptly halted, the prolonged squeaks ﬁk
of the violins, and the cornet's sonorous, echoing tones intoxicated
even the most insensitive ears. By the time the service was half over,
the crowd had begun to wilt: breasts heaved like bellows, sweat gud
trickled down brows, hearts beat more heavily and muscles éi}ew slack,
but rquusing to give in, they all igiié;-atood their ground, awaiting
thdclimactic moment: the ihn&hl:bleasing that would
end the Mass,
At last the ceremony drew to an end, and ﬁ;@ke the crowd sang
Hail Marys and placed a ceremonial cape on the ni)rector'a shoul-
ders, half of them eddied and shoved to get out of the chapel, while

“-t;h f h'ﬂ”ﬂzm‘ /{_-hl zel ¥
: lined up behind the saint, who had

the other half, alu
been gently lifted onto four men's shoulders.\?he procession began.
The bellg' delirious cﬂéﬁbr could be heard a éile away. In the court-
yard, jg??rchurch choir swelled into a multitude, and the entire moun=-
tain burst into frantic acclamation:

"St. Pontius!"
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"3t. Pontiugit/;t. Pontius! . . . St. Pontius!" :
aa&éia; d i 1 ShKUb‘b(
The i strange and melancholy £&7T?e even older and m07(~
! v 1
\1\ &eﬁm amidst that explosion of eternal rebirth, had just become
visible outside the doorway's dark rectangle, lifted above the crowded
heads, motionless in his gilded cage with its four twisted columns,

hi? slender neck contorted beneath the weight of its miter, holding

9

&% crozier in one handc-while the.;zgother raised two twisted fin-
‘f..\

gers and offered the sg;?v;lhorde his eternal gift of health.

And when that dead and rigid gesture s%fang to life and the rec-
’t 055

ﬁ{ tor raised his aspergillum, ready to invest #hp roses with mysterious
i::ﬂhidden powers, the crowd, electrified by sovereign miracle's
impenetrable secret, fell silent, humbly knelt, and bowed their

heads to earth.

(el
Then Mila, who had returned to the balcony, 3 a

dmm black sea of bodies, above which swaying roses seemed to tremble

al{28
thi%ﬂ?-triumph, as though a divine breeze passed through their

midst, reviving and caressing them. Eue-py-thm?;;ﬂ:m Tat sweet-

abseded e
amellln§~kingdom ﬁfxcept the cr d'l nses, which,awakened by the

(21
i;xo:ic*%lng-apectacte, for a moment rose to mm ecswatic heightgpof—

. Y
bnaiticling 60X %

Mila was also struck by that
She found herself pressed against the balcony railing, yrr face
rembl hg / fremoy
wet with tears, and her heart sweetly shaken by an exquisite turbulence. ﬂ:

The earth vanished from before her G;I;ﬂ;nd Heavan's glory filled her
soul,
"St. Pontius! ., . . St. Pontius! . . . St. Pontius! . , ." the

.
Gow

c{‘ow 29-.
nnb-ag1tn %gllowed, and that shout, wildly repeated and passionately
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et B i
?é in#leﬁffd, made her feel for the first time sainthood's great, pure,
ezl
bt . L L]

and lofty grf?fe

After the first blessing, the procession made its way along the
right side of the yard. That human sea parted with difficulty before
the tabernacle and then quickly flowed together behind the band, whose
strident n:;f;; clashed with volleys fired by the district's hunters,
and beneath a pale noon sky, candles cast white reflections on the

 wewhippers’
_}&C.\ b‘.uu%.u robes, of P dovort”
When the procession reached the steps in the middke of the yard,
the rector again raised his right hand and blessed the roses, all of
{quT-;:;;,those wilting in bouquets and those opening upon luxuriant
bushes.,
Having witnessed that last yearly benediction, St. Pontius made
his way around the yardymmmi—and, bouncing triumphantly upon §E§§P ﬂg
NL. four m; shoulders, returned to his chapel, followed by the mﬁ&
throng.
s W Only one ceremony remained, and while each family sliced its
(Vp&() bread and browned its rice, whose aromas would have roused even a
dying man's appetite, the hermitage shook with the sound of a thousand

vibrant voices:

Sooner than other mortals

You left your mother's wohb

To mock cunning Satan

Who lurks beyond the tomb,

And those voices' enthusiasm was echoed even more warmly after

ey
uuﬁ»verse by the refrain:

Since God accorded you

Such blessings and wealth,
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Give us, oh glorious martyr,
Life and good health.

Then the roses, seeing their festival at an end and resigning
'Meﬁ—p#o—-l-

n
themselves to a wo!ﬁh:,y death, dmm drooped
: conpeti v - £ o thower
m&a;m and fell to earth, cﬂaﬁaa_the mountain
w:.‘ul\ of (2 tafs
/\Iimp petals,
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IX: Riot

A palvC
‘(gv long tablegystretched from one end of the sitting room to

the other -- rented, with cloths and other accoutrements, from a

mc“'-ﬂ-l\

otel in NMarongi\pnd, ; ﬁhe hedroom _bhere were

, 8lender and wobbly, while another round one stood below the
b‘:elfry stairs and still another pested on the well outside, not to
mention-one in the kitchen, where those from the house or attached to
it (the Spirit, the cooks, and their assistants) hoped to
eat, though in fact their intentions were ; thwarted by thg%m

By twelve thirty, all those tables ~-- except the round one, which
was reserved for the priests -- were surrounded by hungry and bois-
terous throngs.

As soon as the hymns in the chapel ended, those without pro-

hevwiCaae,
visions fell upon the h&u ike a conquering army. They surged through
niffing
all the rooms, poking, nﬁiﬂg, and demanding everything . They

S uwiay ned

shouted in the courtyard, pau-ped-Nnto the kitchen, where they pestered
the poor women trying to finish their work, used the W} as a la=-
trine, forced their way into the shee? shed, beat on the cypresses
with sticks, invaded the terrace, ripping up handfuls of flowers,
spat in the catch basins, climbed the almond trees, from which they
shook down the nuts, threw rocks at curious lambs sticking their
muzzles through the door to the shed, and like so many pknheads,
left noghing undiatuﬂ)d.

But as they grew hungrier and wearied of strolling, poking,
and defiling, they congregated on the upper floor, where they up-
roariously besieged the dining room,

Some fought over chairs, while others set upon a wobbly taﬁtﬁe,
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pulling at its cloth to make the glasses rattle. One, clutchin &a L
b t.ll\.t {5
pencil stub i i 8t , wrote ?Ecenﬁties on the wall in a babyish

hand; others clapped and swayeé;ﬂin.ﬂﬁéizgfimitation of a clumsy snake

dance ., . . Still others made a circle by the window, where, whenever
{L\ﬂ:{'b ﬂ"““l utTU‘\"T

a priest appeared, they would softly begin to chan@i

A friar and a nun

who slept together . . .

which they embellished with winks and nudges, provoking violent blushes
in two devout litile old ladies swept along by the tide. Another gang
of worthy youths in flashy necktieéaf;nd new caps offered loud wise-
cracks to the assemblage, whom they glared at as if inviting everyone
to apptaud their brilliante. As Mila and kﬁ%fassistants passed, they
gstuck out their legs to trip them, pinched their bottoms, and tickked
their armpits. The wome;sr;;$£ui—bu¢—ggg£:£%Q?y shot through their
midst like bolts of lightning, bringing saldds, arranging places,
pouring wine and giving unheeded warnings. Matias also had gi;Lwork
OpGut out for him, He went from one circle to another, mﬁéthose
with the most skirts and showing off St. Pontius' little chapel lined
ﬁm\with velvety paper, the one that had so enraged his wife. After
: fﬂf"ﬁ?§3¥ t;:;é and the saint's glorious miracles, he sold
hymns printed on yellow paper in lettervas big as grains of millet,
pictures on transparent sheets that fluttered with every bre;%;; brass
medals with pictures of the Rockies in relief, and blessed rosaries
and scapulars . . « If no one wished to buy, he would smilingly request
a penny for the saint's festival, unembarrassed when people asked
wee e~ amﬁt eV

which saiht he referred to: ,one sculpted—Ffrom-weed or of flesh
A g ;4

and blood, nor was he perturbed by the lewd comments about his pretty
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wife, He paid no attention, and when Mila scowled at him in passing,
she saw her husband cheerfully going about his businass, pocketing

pennies as avidly as any gypsy at a fair, while a crowd of children

e
-

clustered aroumh staring or, in the boldest cases, a ‘:jﬁ for the

wnﬂn.ﬂ.kmb\ ‘e
little chapel. Upon being told no, they sqa&Ned in their mothers'

arms, xa.e-k-m;:nq screaming vengefully that they wanted to go home

2 -y oy
awere aleepy&;ﬂhad a stomachache, o;\. « « EVery Amaginable whine (&
’. - ]
50 M‘\k wSUs
d-meal increased the m'lﬂ-‘-s noisy impatience. Some
threatened to leave, others clucked in disapproval, till finally the

the first dish of steaming food ﬂé:;;:; appeared in a doorway, held

high by a pair of ruddy arms. A great cry went up, cha.:.rs were hastily
pulled forward, amidst shoves, | curses ,Aya.nked dlﬂ-rﬂb and the
mmommdm throng £e3d over each other.llke figs 15_1 a basket. In a flash,
:l'd( the tables were surrounded by two‘um as tightly packed as two
soldered iron rings. But the dish crossed the room, leaving a tantali-
zing n’fﬁi‘ﬁ;ta wake, and entered the door to the belfry; it was
for the priests.
As it dawned on the crowd that the clergy wbuld be served first,
a murmur of pmmmmh protest arose, a kind of electric current activating
the dormant anticlericalism B in their souls, a sevret rage, a wave of
bitter impotence that quickly led to dirty looks and angry threats.
And when the dishes were finally placed on those long tables and
there was abundant food for one and all, that wrath, as though pepperigg

| and heating bleod to a boil, quickly filled their rbrains

sf '
with spiteful red smoke.
The rings were broken and resoldered by those who came and went,

the former having waited for a place and the latter having eaten has-
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tily, but the number seated rema:l.ned the same and the meal went on
% and on. The -, u\ ’ the gurgle of those who drankm in jets
from wineskins, the tinkle of glasses and silverware/ mingled with the
sounds of conversation and laughter, filled the rooms, whose air
grew thick with the stench g%“l;cre;.t foul breath, wine, indigestion,
and pestilent clouds of tobaseo smoke, Even before gﬁ%&\, the meal
had taken on a disordered, Saturnalian air. The men's eyes sparkled,
their greasy lips parted as they smiled from ear to ear, their eager
hands reached out to fondle whatéfyer flesh was within reach, and
their ribald comments fell on ears like stones upon a rooftop.

The single women, or those with friends but without 7men at

their sides, beat a hasty retreat, followed by families tagging behind
%ﬁ%ﬁ?ﬂ and brothers, and the priests, whose flushed faces
cautiously appeared in the doorway and who, alzrmed by the commotion,
quietly slipped down the stairs to the chapel.

Then the shepherd, who had been observing the scene for a while,
stopped Mila at the door and said: "Keep out of there, hermitess; the
place is worse than a ﬁ'kennel « « » Remember what I told you the
other day? They're so drunk they car?t walk/ and they're spoiling for

a fight « . + In a little while we'll have to shoo them out with a broom."

Without objecting, Mila returned to the kitchen, where other unin—
vited guests were still gorging away, while +h vulgarb%%w;;ntmueq%\
under Gaietd's troubled and scornful gaze, which fell upon those so-
called higher animals who bellowed and seethed, drunk on high spirits,
illidigested food, proximity and a little wine: everything that might

l_u.otd e A«
min inebriate a so-called hsaef—sng-&mh.

Outisde in the sunshme, all was serene. Laughtewchoed

N Mt.tcrrl.uw
mﬁ%ﬁ red :t\‘llces beamed beneath a clear blue sky, &imbs,with
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eagseful lassitude, aJOpted classical poses, unpleasant smells dis-
gsipated in the open air, while pleasant ones hung suspended like

aromatic caresses, Wineglasses in uplifted hands glittered like opals
or garnets, knives gleamed as they cut into ripe fruit, and satisfied
bellies, engendering & wit bom, inspired a flow of clever
and pgr-fairytales. LA )

In each clearing, a family made the most of its holiday, free of
superfluous members: the idke, the unmarried, all the components of
that vipers' nest above, caged in the hermitageswhere they roared their
satisfacion with the afternoon's pleasures.

The kings of those clearings were the children, who frolicked and
squealed, eating till they nearly burst, ing“‘their greasy fingers
over their mothers' faces, squirming and bobblﬂrg.s Ne:arby, horses and 8
donkeys, still hitched to their carts, looked up K‘;’;L;“%T from their
feedbags ,with wisps of alfalfa or straw hmgh%\from-*hheir lips, and
watched the excitement from big dark eyes full of inexpressible
thoughts., Then, with philosophic Mt_they retumeﬁ to their meal,
h chewing and switching their Ptails, while kReir masters let loose an
entire winter's pentiup SW beneath the brilliant May sun.,

Profiting from the crowd's sense of well-fed contenément, vendors
picked their way mong them: a one-eyed gﬁe&g{;j%:\ with a box of watch
chains, sets of cheap buttons, suspenders, pencils, and wallets, an
old lady selling hazel nuts, her face red and wrinkled as a withered
apple and her body bent under a heavy wicker basket full of rattling
wares, the map selling patkets of star anise and sweets, half-melted

in their fly-specked wrappers, the oragge vendor, holding a golden orb
[

LHta-upthTed and crying: "Sweet and juicy, girls!" , mmhe a
oA
shopkeeper from Murons with bottles of £ lemonade and o-thser-ﬂo-ﬁ

0
Mgﬁ « + » AL ifd-%:m insinuating, free with honeyed words and
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1
tempting offers that?;zsed an irreaiatﬁble and contagious wish to

b W
&m&-ﬁ&hﬁr&, yielding to insistent young voices,

purchasud gooey treats and laughed to see them popped into children's
a&{j\lAUM—t;\

mouths. The vainer ymmg—peenie reluctantly searched their pocketsr

before bringing forth The coins to buy those blue buttons that would go

ot b.e_\luh(\\n']
%_ so well with Wmauve shirt. An enamored faancé, »aﬁg the premature

bu;y...

gleam in his beloved's eyes, filled her lap with oranges and in return

asked to suck a little where had bi ‘t:’t;enLL
Ly SUo v
é Meanwhile, in aearbyAﬁg. and y, beneath the remgmus adﬁ_}

J
of umprella pines, and i n the ahadowsof wagons as ﬂmmohle as gun carriages

on a battlefleldm{%e meh ﬁmmf their feasty and-in-shirtsleevesy
e R
/\?tretched out near their wivea wh san ullz,bles to the mfanta

in their laps, or v?ithm sight of aome marriageable o;r%—v:fo looked back
submissively from time to time, as a serf might gaze upon her lord and
master,

Behind a wall, strong arms encifecled a soft, yielding L‘bmly, while
further off a couple gazed at ®ach otherﬁnﬁn“ﬂﬁ further,
hidden behind a rise, a head lay against a shoulder and lips k.:.oKeﬂ with
fierce desire.

In that glutbed stillness, the race's reproductive instincts,
gfe?%%%\and almost uncontrollable, eluded m—mhaperom' sleepy
u&f( and followed their course . . . till the band struck up the first
sardana.,

Seated on the walls at each side of the chapelcii‘t:' v\::‘;s leaning
agalnst them, the musicians, with rigid bodies and gumﬁ.g faces,

looked like a row of gargoyles. They solemnly performed a comic panto=-

mime, raising and lowering eyebrows, rolling eyes, puffing out cheeks,
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while those metald extensions of their lips rained cascades of notes
Lf‘ews\, #M Mb\ LI AN

upon thaaqﬁl, magically rousing thﬁ and calling them forth to
dance.,
And, like ripples from a drop in a still pond, the tkrong quickly
formed circles and more circles, perfectly concfxtric, that shifted
v s apued slagm g

right and left, weav:.n%ifhyt cally, mathematically #hei-r-sme&/ f

# \till the nearby pine groves were empty except for an occasional
— e ARL
couple&who remained hand in hand, their eyeir upon dech other. The house

A Q
also emptied ﬁat the first breath of music, and only women

oo ie :
to struggle with the dirty dishes or kneel before the chapel's

altars, fervently reciti‘ﬁi rayers learnt by heart to the saint of
u\ O
their devotion, while a fxv eccentrics who disliked all the commotion

CT lyel I 3
and who hol-ﬁng their beata in hands clasped behind thei? backs,

wandered about scrutinizing the votiwge offeringsd —sounding
& - - \ - -
out their.-plt:b'\h;nh monotonous inscriptions. %
The sun, making its way ﬁ westward across clear blue

sky, showered the multitude with golden msrﬂi?ﬁfglittered on the
ﬁivil ﬁuards' r shiny black hats and the band's silver instruments.

Suddenly, no one knew how or why, a cry rang out, followed by a
slap and a few terrified screams, whereupon in that same corner of the
yard, sticks were hastily raised and the crowd grew thicker.

"What's going on?"

"What is it?" a few frightened voices asked.

"Someone threw a punch," others replied, while the brawl queekly

AN L

WA

in the middle of the packed tphﬂng-, a knife flashed and shots were

firedr
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An infemmal cry arose, a sort of unanimous bellow, dominated by
women's screams and sobs, while the musicians, pale as b y their
eyes frozen in their sockets, hadn't the wit to lay down the instru-
ments they had abruptly silenced.

"Break it up!" cried the pair of civil guards, pushing through
crowd. When they re%-l}‘e% t ’te ii%e, they repeated their command.

No one paid any attention. A heap of men clutched each other and +
brayed, spitting out curses and insults, while others tried t::tgiﬂz
them ;t and women screamkd in each other's arms,

$€\r € Cinn
"Hey, you scum!" the cried. " reak it up or Ij11l . . &"

l—hll\w his el
muméw-pme&oh he a.:.med his rifle butt at
one of the ringleaderg' heads. But then something strange occured.
The brawl stopped and everyone turned to face the two guards.
There was a moment of hesitation, ;Rste when a bull is about to charge,
and then a clear and vibrant voice shouted: "Go to Hell!"™
The entire crowd sprang into actinm.
"Go to Hell!"™
"Go to Hell!™
"Go to Hell!"™ cried twenty-five voices in simultaneous protest.
The :Qeﬁ;e,\&? pulled himself up and glared angrily around him,
"Break it up I saidd, or there's going to be brouble!"
Another instigator‘; stepped away from the mass, while
the others stood up, encouragekby the mob's support, and glowered

c,rc'k-

Q et
One insult led to another, the mgxu—& lost patience and shoul-

back.

dered his weapon while his partner imitated him, and the entire yard

etwpleds,
tmed—b%-n%ﬁbhe furious crowd took the rebels' side and curses
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rained down upon the pair, isolated amid/ the tumult. Wine and liquer
performed their civilizing mission, heating tempers and loosening
tongues. At the sight of that gathering storm, mules and donkeys were
quickly hitched, while families, vendors, and other peacefuli folk,
hoisting bundles and stuffing leftovers into g%&a, hurried dﬁwm the

mountainside as fast as their legs cuhld carry them. The paths and
Wmem

traisgs welre filled with clamor and terrified GMW %

"They stood up to the guards ., . .’
"I heard one guy was shot . ., ."
"And ten wounded . . ."

woy  hopp in M‘L&\“

"But who started it all?"

No one was certain, but they slowly pieced the story together.
§
Marbles, Lefty, rcatﬁar and Strawberry, the prides of their

respective pa.rlshea (Llisquents, RiBorta, Murons, and Roquesalbes),
all of whom 1d rivalries, had bet on who

PR N T

could dance the best sardana. Each one, declwg himself champion

of his village, politely danced the first Hou% with his gang of fol=-
lowers, Once it was over, disputes arose over who had won. Then the
aecondrdance began, but as no one knew which way fto move, some went
left and some right, whol-'pon?on-the calmer souls stopped to complain
and the more exalted ones declared their champions victorious. The
calmerm ones' serenity, however, went up in smoke with the first blow,
%md from then on the brawl c¢lockwork.,
. b g

The results: with help from all the authorities and policemen$ at

the gathering, the pair subdued the most iﬁm:ld rioters and; %

placed them under arrest. Those who had also gotten out of hand but
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had no wish to face the consequences disappeared into what remained
of the crowd: some hundred men who, still aroused, milled about un-
certainly and at last followed the guards and prisoners down the

b\

By evening, the only visitor left was that poor hazelnut seller,

who sat meaa.ning in the kitchen, her head wrapped in a bandhge, while

tears a&&%&-ﬂom her withered-apple face. Somehow she had been %
caught in the middle of T‘ﬂ—g‘é— and, tossed from one group to
another, had been shoved through the gate and down the ﬁ steps out-
aide‘-g: L

Matias had found her afterward, dazed, with a % in one ear and ﬁ,
a dislocated arm. The old woman, between groans and sobs, was still
thanking blessed St. Pontius for preserving her, at her eighty
meam, from broken bones,

Baldiretg stood nearby, ?:mpatiently waiting for Mila and Gaietd
to fin@ah cleansing the woman's cuts and bruises with wine, and upon
seeing the shephen&wash his hands at the Birk, the lad rubbed his head
against his shoulder an}u ; cl\\the pld man's sleeve,

"What's up, kid?"

"How about those lights?"

h [M-t.ef
"God Almighty! This is a fine time for 1i !" exclaimed

w
Mila, remel‘eering everything that had occured. But Gaietd wiped his

hands and smiled affectionately at the boy.
"Wait a second! That's not such a bad idea! A little light's just
UL

what we need after I\a gloomy afternoon. Why should those bums have all
the fun?" And clapping his hands, he cried: "Okay, let's get the oil!"

And while shadows atreaﬁﬂd the earth, as from u.: prassing flock of %
L
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ravens, Gaietd and his friend filled those snail shells they had

nailed to doors, balconies, and windows the day before. An hour

(e w
later, diminutive M%ﬂ glowed in the moyfains' high solitude,

[Eneed
where the scent of violence still seemed to heave-s

y BnCT

(out%i—nﬁe}- the hermitage with tiny points of light #mak:.ng it lookr

'fﬂ'

like a fairy palace in one of Gaieta's stories.
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%z Relics
-7 $
iéing the next morning, Gaietda found the front gate’un-

bolted and went out to see who had risen so early. As he looked l
A_; 3-\
down the slope, he spied Mila seated on a boulder, her arms )

limply, staring Jin‘co the distance.

- R 5.
"What got you up so early, hermitess?l You're mLee-—&)?n a
];e Ry e

Mila slowly turned to f\ace the shepherd. Her gaze was as blank and
& o wn

desolate as the day he'd & herggt e belfry, and her pale, ex-

- head L\e i i ]
bhvkﬁ;i:ﬂbc pressionless face resembled a marblehhueﬂ with painted lips. Gaietd }F

was surprised. She tried to e¢limb down, but her steps were unsteady,
as though her legs had been hobbled by an invisible rope. The shepherd

veacaed, iﬁt" l“lE s,

"You afen't sick, are you?" he asked uneasily.
Ai ; {tH and unexpectedly as a falcon n.soﬁ%'{u‘g its prey, she
clasped his wrinkled hand in her soft fingers, pulling him toward
her.

"Look!" she mumbled hoarsely, like one who has just awakened.
And she pointed to several places in the hollow below them. Though
Gaietd then understood the cause of her mood, he lacked the courage
to reply. She again stared ;zgwinto the distance and nervously bit
her lip. When the shepherd tried to jﬁ%é:hi:z;”his hand a:x;, she
clasped it ea more tightly.

"Oh! And don't think that's all!"™ Still holding his hand, she
rushed qun the rocky slope, while the shepkerd struggled to kee%xs
aﬁﬁﬁibiiﬁﬁ her, and led him to the fig trees, the orchard, the Roar,
the pine groves . . . Bach time they Btopped?phe 2%? her lip harder

ole
and her eyes grew coldexj?ill at last ths—e-hspheni-, placing his other
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o
band upon hers, halted that overheated maehlng ;lé;JLféggi:&i

;:l;° "Now stop that, honey! Don'tc7/Low me any more! I knew about

it before you did!v

t -2

folks aren't as nice as they should be, but it's no use banging your

“Did you: ever see anything so sad?" she replied,

The man shrugged his shbulders.
"What can you do, hermitess? . . . For years ;2;~I've thought

head against the wall, That won't solve anything . . . God'll help

&O‘M RIS vl {hM s ¥'know?"

"They broke all my pots!"™ .

"Well, good thing it wasn't ybur ribs instead e@—yo:;j;;;s-. i
Ask that old hazel nut lady . . ."

He tried to smile bmavely, but her expression stopped jhim.

‘mind they didn't even pay for itl®

"Listen: don't think I'm saying I told you so, but remember what
ua_tgiégﬁﬁihnninthe day before yesterday? I warned you not to trust
anyone with as much as a clove of garlic . You're too nice and don't
look pkople over closé enough. Someone who's emptyhanded: goodbye and
gocd luek! ., + . I didn't let anyone out without paying . . ."

"They all said they'd pay when they brought the stuff back . . .
and here's the thanks I get."

"Hermitess, son ptimes you act like a babe in arms, Stuff you don't
get paid for in advance is stuff you can kiss goddbye. Once they've
eaten their fill/ they'll cram what's left into their sacksgand if they
dgg{ghgﬁge sacks they'll smash your casseroles toS;;;e, use your
iggr\for target practice, throw your silverware in the bushes, and without
wlﬁt;:t:waating a cent they've cleaned up their mess!"

"I thought people got scared by that brawl and tried to-gé%S?E;&b
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y by
in-a;::;;y, but that afterward they/d come back one by one, and

evetlacn
I'd find all my stuff scattered around, but when I saw i broken
e « o" Mila replied, humiliated.
The shepherd smiled pityingly. SL

"T could see that's whut you were thinking andhgidn't want to
argue, but I was afraid it would turn out like this ., . . Well, you'll
just have to get over it, And you might as well forget about what they
owe you « . » Make like wveryone paid and then some thief stole your
srongbox."

Mila felt a lump in her throat.

"There's something you don't know: Matias spent everything we
had on that festival . . ."

Gaietd looked up in alarm.

"How's that?"

"That house was empty, remember? We bought it all ourselves . . .
He said we'd make a fortune . . . and the rector, and the people at

St. Bontiuéiﬂall salid the same. We spent two weeks stocking up on food

otS
and aﬁu#f—#eﬁe7ek—ﬂi&h e o« o till we were broke. . . YOUu saw us , . "
. e
"Sure I did, hermitess, and I I was worrieqﬁ

He fell silent for a moment and then shyly asked: "So now what're
you going to do?"

Mila stared $traight at him, her green eyes filled with the
mysterious calm of a deep gg;ée.

"Now? Now that we've lost my-; uncle's house and all our
savings, if they don't pay us we'll be poorer and nakeder than Adam
and Eve."

And feeling a savage tug at her heart, she added dully: "Those
were some relics old St. Pontius left ug!®
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— }-(W
The bitterness behind her words made her hardenggg face L09§

. lady's :
Gaieta er and thought: "This poeaamﬁ%uﬁs going to

worry herself to death . . . If she doesn't snap out of it, there'll

\cﬂ&@% ‘l:;} I’
e as flinto %
Wi wus

the mountain like an abandoned
i

older.

be trouble ahead . . ."

lowae A
He ﬂook%&.at her eyes,

They surveyed e

battlefield: broken pots and smashed glassware, one piece in a hundred
still Ihil;:i;; whole, an occasional cup, fork, or plate that she
gathered wk, gritting her teeth, for such remains onlyeu;ij(e her

+ In one spot, hidden by weeds, they saw a handkerchielf with a
knotted corner, and inside that knot, which Gaietd carefully untied,

a couple of pennies,

"Look here, hermitess . . . Some girl must have been fixing to

bury her savings . . ."

The kind shepherd tried to make Mila laugh, but he;ir;row remained
furrowed.

They al3o fo@jﬁd an espadrille, a new jug, a dirty napkin tossed

behind aome blackberry bushes, a pocket knife, all surrounded by
refusezzﬁo;gif;zber, orange peels, squashed roses, welldgnawed spare
ribs, bits of chicken covered wiﬁh black ants, dead campfires . . .
all the festivalls repulsive dwegs.

&p!n their return home, they met Matias, who had just risen and
was still stretching and yawning, his eyes narrow, his face swollen,
and in no mood to talk. As seon as he spied them at the kitchen door,

onto the bench like a sullen child, rubbing his eyes and

. <,
grumbling: "Well, where've you been? What happege to my breakfast?"
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Mila was stunned for a moment by that surlyml:;I;Lin greeting.
Then she suddenly felt the blood rush to her head like a pistol shot.
fer 1ips trembled, hemyes flashed like a cat's, her forehead broke
-;ut in red blotches . . . She approached her husband with the swift
movement of an attacking beast.

"You want yomr breakfast o o o DUA? « « . YOur break . . .
fast? Go outside . . . You'll find your breakfast . 1 . there!"

She could say nor more. Her words came fortﬂii&g; beads on a
rosary, one by one, with deep breaths between them.

It was the first time Gaietd had seen her in such a temper.

Matias, who had miraculously awakened with a jolt, now looked
at her as though about to flee, his eyes wide and astonished.

H0pin5 to give Mila a chance to recover, the shepherd hastilj
explained everything to Matias, who was then even more astounded.
Resting his albows on the table and with a glazed lookf in his eyes,
he spent five puzzled minutes rubbing a crack in the wood. Then he
began a series of useless questions, idle suppositions, empty threats

Mila ﬁ‘%b;at him with the scornful pity she always felt for his
spinelessness, and u hconsciously, above his lowered-gqig, her e§§€~
sought mhm refuge in the shepherd's. He stared back at her, and . . .

those eyes full of strength, foresightT:;;renity enveloped her in a
broad, warm, devoted,:ninfinite gaze . . .

Mila felt a sudden explosion in her chest, and the ground gave
way beneath her. Darkness fell, as though a lightning bolt . . .

At that moment, Baldiret shouted from outside: "My brother's

here! My brother's here!"
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And indeed, Arnau soon entered the kitchen with a whip slung
around his neck, his pants cuffed at the ankles, and a straw hat
shading his tanned face. A breath of youthful vigor seemed to enter
with him,

wealeQ  thaty g

The shepherd and Mat1aa1ﬂe&eomad—h7e ffectlonately, while Mila
stood silently against the wall as though she had never ehﬁ;tn himg@
befores

Arnau had brought the wagon to collect everything from the hotel
CM)( bac\S
and itﬁto Murons.

They all sat down to breakfast, during which they spoke of no-
thing but the past day's quarrelé?r%}oken diahes,-and—e;:;;a le ST
till Arnau said: "We had our share too! They stole ::Ijmy mom's
rabbits . . "

"What? Your mother's rabbits?"

"And they hit the farm below us too . . . looks like}here's a
mighty ;ﬁ% greyhound sniffing around these hille,-&ﬁy—dog!“

Everyone read a particular name into Arnau's words: one that had
occuﬁibd to all of them simultaneously. Mila began to fret, and as
soon as the meal was over and the men were loading the wagon with
tables and silverware, she went out to the yard by the sheep shed.

She had been so anxious about her ;EZts and silverware that she had
thrown a ini;:;i-sklrtful of food into a corner without looking around.
Most of it was atill‘rﬁ%re. Only two pregnant rabbits, round as balls,
twitched thﬁhzﬁ}ong, ashy ears among the *f'ZKSf She looked everywhere;
v '#F the other?Awere nowhere to be seen. She smiled bitterly., Her morning
% had disappeared, reduced to a cold depression through which she

viewed each new setback,
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When the wagon was loaded, ::I_;aieti left and Matias went to
wash up before going to Mueéﬁéj;:nd settligé-their accounts. Mila then
called Arnau and showed him the empty yard.

"Well, what did you expect? They must have been the easiest!"™
He laughed. "I bet they escaped!"™

And since Mila didn't understand, he searched the yard till he
found a hole that had been scratched behind a rock.

L i
"fogk! . . . Didn't I tell you?" And s@éu:,é); the handle of his

whip tﬁ;:ﬁ;h the opening, he insisted: "There, that's how they got
away! . . . just like at our place. So ndﬂﬂgne can say they were
stolen . . . the bastard!"
ﬁﬁhat's where he got all those ral bits ﬁ:z;;" exclaimed Mila,
"I couldn't believe he'd trapped them all . . . but why did he make
those holes if everyone knows it's him?"
"He doesn}t care what people think, e long as they can't
iy vl .
e
Arnau's mouth twisted *t-a contemptuous sneer. Mila noticed his
Y 1lips, hjck and red é:;%;some exotic fruitg, The o ‘enamel of his
teeth and the brown line of his growing mustache set them off, gggking
them his most JEEE&%;;E; feature.
Leaping from one thougﬁrto another, Mila suddenly asked: "Well,
when's your wedding, Arnau?"
"I'm not getting married," he mumbled. |
"What do you mean, you're not getting married?" she asked,
laughing.
"I said I"m not getting married," Arnau replied, toying with the
whip and staring at the grownd.
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"T know it's nbt right awgy, but . . "

"Not right away or ever,” he wuickly replied.

Mila was amazed.

"Come on! You're kidding! . . . I saw you with her yesterday!"
"Well, you won't see us together again . . "

"Mother off God! Why not?"

4
Arnau hesitated, blushed, and slowly mumbled:"Cause I broke up

with her . a8
Mila stared at him in disbelief.
"What do you mean?"

But seeing his crestfallen look, she gently added: "What haps

pened, Arnau?"
e eV
Arnau, embarraseed, unwound the whip from his (siders, rewound

it, andfinally blurted out, with a shrug of his shoulders: "Tsk!

You know how it is! . . ."

liila curiously looked him up and down.
owev

Standing before her straight and tall, he breathed and
ood health. Tho ot exactly handsome, he hqiﬁ the seductive charm
V‘j‘)‘t, §§ of hE inding nothing else to say and remembering how pleased

___’-""""
g family had been with the match, Mila wondered: "Why would she

leave this poor guy?" And her mute question was followéia by another

spoken though indirect one.
"Well, I can hardly believe my ears . . . I thought it was all

set and we'd be cutting the cake soon . . ."

"Somethmes people change their minds . . . they think one thing

and then another . . ."

Ammau took the whip from around his neck and began @he

groynd with its handle.



unB

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

"Everyone said she was crazy about you!"

"She was."

"And S0 were you . « o"

The lad hung his head even lower and ﬁgigékihe ground with
renewed energy.

"Maybe . . o before," he finally replied.

Mila was even more perplexedﬂth

"So now you're not interested? God Almighty! . . . What did she
do?"

Arnau quickly raised his head and snapped back: "She didn't do
anything! w;e-mm-n;;mm—heﬂ Itq;g—{ﬁast R,

His words only piqued Mila's curiosity further, and she replied:
"Come on, pal! That doesn®t make sense! She didn't do anything, it's

;%_ your fault, and you still broke up with her?"
AU amile |

(Ve \'“‘f" 0 Mila } .

“tue Blokot e

Arnau glanced at her, raised his whip, and crakked it fiercely,

sending the two pregnant rabbit$scurrying across the y?rd. A
a0 lawowean
Since he refused to respond, Mila continued to play duvk\and ﬂ<

hotlfﬁfﬁeclared: "Sometimes I wonder what you men have in mindf! , . ."
Arnau raised his head and seemed to reach a swift decision.

"You want to know why? I left her pecduse you can't love two
: PRSI Py %QB\ g o, .
girls at once/ and il 7%;

Mila stopped ‘:itn her tracks,
"Ah! « + + S0 you mean , "
"You know that song:'l don't love the one they gave me. The one
I love . . ,?'"He interrupted himself, and bravely looﬁfng her in
[ TR

the eyé, added in another tone: "If only she knew howﬁ? love her!"
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Mila received another shock, this time of mi jigled fear and
sadresy

sorrow, though not surprise. And at the same time she realized that,
T wh A Avna
withoutR having Epﬂ%—m it into so many words, she already knew /\

ﬂa.e—;l».had been in love with her for—e:.em::zﬁm, that she had guessed

-

the unspoken purpose of his frequent visits to the hermitage, the
hidden meaning of those admiring glances. Caution and shame had veiled
them in the past, but now, unnerved by that morning's fierce and rest-
less tides, Mila had absentmindedly rent the veil, through ;:Im;hlch
the glances ;:;rshnt straight at her, demanding a categorical reply

to the declaration she had solicided.

Arnau, standing tall, bathed in sunlight and strong as a young
fir, was only two steps away. Mila felt afraid of those penetrating
eyes that burned with desire, of those provocative lips, red and vo=-
luptuous, of that torso bursting with masculine power, of the heady
waves of passion that swept over her lonely, forgot?en life,

She instinetively stppped backjrlest somethingiéé;;;%ﬁ%-occur.

Arnau, whose fervent gaze never left her, saw the woman hesitate,
blush, and then turn white as a sheet. Trembling, he stepped forward
as she recoiled.

They stood there, taking each other's measure like two enemy
soldiersr overcome by E common humanity andﬁfo‘ﬁm embrace.
But it only lasted a second; something Suddon afgme between them.

Distant eyes, unframed by any face, enveloped the pale woman
in a broad, warm, devoted, infinite gaze. And those eyes, as though
embodying a force stronger than life itself, made the turbulent wave

quickly recede into the distance. Mila rewovered her composure,

She wiped her brow with one hand and extended the other to Arnau.
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La\br .
bcw‘ : n,ﬂﬂ—%)
"Arnau, don't WJH that girl still loves you and

you want some good advice, marry her . . . You might not be so lucky

next time."
Arnau heard the reproach, the irrevocable command in those friendlg
words. He took the blow unflinchingly and then hung his head,
£5® unprotesting. But the shock of @in suffused his face so clearly
that Mila could scarcely bear to look at him,
"Arnau," she said gently: "fhey say a proverb's as good as a
song, and you know that one about 'a bird in the hand . . .'¥n
‘:J W made a despairing gestmre and, )sbsll:\gl-%o\the whip around
his neck, left without looking back.
Mila watched him recede and felt, with inexplicable grief, that

@, -r'ldo-

* she had just killed something in that innocentbandnheraelf .
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XI: Cabin Fever 0
dﬂ;{hﬂ'? /3
Oran Tns
All summer II a stream of visitors made their up to the
Hacwin Whal wind ke . M)‘f
hermitage, aa-v-hﬂlMila from an othemiseﬁwﬂlanguid season.
A

Sometimes they were hunting parties from Barcelona, wearing
new hats, weighbd down by luxurious gear, their bodies crisscrossed

, : lead§ n
by rifle slings, .Soir}o»e?({@ packs of sleek purebred dogs whose rolls

of fat shook as they ran. Men and beasts charged about,

pASVE-
pekt of, 8 eamd £illing

?r‘ﬂ.y by miracle 444 those model sportsmen

L

the air with stray shot
occagionally catch somethlng, m they descended &hthe houge like a
hat vt cames o oW
ravenous t-empﬂ-t There were never enough eggs-ﬁotk-e the omelettes
AN M
they nor could Mila kill and cook chickens fast enough to
satisfy them., And while each ate enough for four, she watched them h
having the time of their lives, admiring their handsome outfits and
bellicose airs, bragging about their exploits with an eloquence that

eve in
would have done Cyrano de I%l erac I credlt She enjoyed Sapre

b\ {
mischlevious o&mp—;—}?fk and in her mnd she
| mas-sligtor sofe : Wv?
compared them tQ the local huntera, who returned with one l-eagppa.nt legA
X\Wd mother&k above 'tbeR' knee?" cartridge belts tied with
rope and worn-out espadrilles, but with blood-atained pouches and
wrzles enrs
the nomm’\of their weapons ragged as lace fll) M lethalﬂf(
”J - f Qs oa b ok s
fire. L M N -
Other parties were more peaceful and moderate: devout families
who, with their parish priest?, came to celebrate 7—1:!&55 at the hermi-

tage in fulfillment of some desperate and hasty vow. Those groups,

once the service ended, also:laughed and made merry, but with a
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different sort of merriment, calmer and more i. pleasant than the
hunters'.
Mournful groups also appeared, though infrequently, on Middle

tous i
Rocky's wooded slopes. Mila recalled one that started up the tyigl truKm‘I

Whn
the end of August. w&dely-wwe led by a dapper old gentleman with a neatly
trimmed mustache, followed by a half-dozen people clustered around a

M6 aeh e

horse, on which a hi rode side-saddle like a woman: a

teenage yellow as wax, stiff—necked;&n&-ﬁ;h-hia mouth twisted

by an old abzzeaa. w%e hand was held, when the path permitted

y by a still young and beautiful lady whose eyes, however, were already
l;nd weary as an old woman's,

Once Mila had welcomed them outside the chapel, the dull-eyed
lady explained the reason for their pilgramage. It wmas a case of
scrofula, and the poor lad, tired of doctors' remedies and despairing
of human cures, still retained a vague faith in saints and their miracles,
He wanted to bathe in the Roar's waters: those waters so many claimed
would purge him of evil humors and cleanse his diseased blodd.

And while he rested, shivering with cold in the hottest part of
summer, Mila, alone with the servants, learned that the rich lady was a
widow with no other relatives than this deformed son, who had been
rotten with disease almost from the day of his birth. Togetherg—“\:hey
wandered from Wr, seeking not a cure, of which they
had long since abandoned hope, but some improvement, a slight extension
of that painful semblance of life, prolonging the tragic immensity of
his torment and sacrifice.

And when she helped them bathe the sick boy, when she é’.‘h‘%& the
true misery of that poor shriveled body covered with lumps and sores,

dispdaying its nakedness to one and all with the shameless asexual
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in_gifference of the v_ery ill, the woman suspected for the first time
that motherhood, that unquenchable and dreamed-of source of joy and

OWLA  gLwa A
comfort, could sometimes be a 1 punishment for the*w#a"h&r'mn,\

Wm‘ %. ey (Lues o
% Except for those cheerful or gloomy visitors, who always brought
distraction and a little money, Mila was alone, spending her mornings
around the house and her afternoons either in the garden or
%Bewing in some shady spot. Baldiret and Gaietd pastured
their flock in the mountains, and Matias wthe plainw
the rounds of all the villages.
St. Pontius' festival had left thgm uo‘gterly destitute. In addition
J to their losses, Nila learned of Egﬁg; 5 iy S
Matias: debts for things borrowed from the hotel in Murons, debts in
stores and taverns for food and drink he had obtained on credit, debts
to the rector for hymns and pictures_printed in Girona. A.—e;;e-swarm
* of o&%‘ debts th‘i‘?&%&;ﬁa and that, as Mila learned of
them, provoked endless fear and anxiety. She drea.ma of nothing but
those debts and how they might pay them, and thus she swallowed her
shame about Matias' begging and even agreed to In‘tk'ﬁ the proceeds.
"With a litlle luck, we'll get back on our feet again, and then
Pl i J:ﬁ it all back, every last cent . . ." she told herself each day
to ease her conscience, but her face fell m%::gme Matias returned
from his wanderings, showed her his pouch, and suggested how they might
spend the money. She wanted to clap her hand over his mouth, make him
feel the infamy of his deeds, and at all costs keegp the shepherd from
learning of their disgrace and #ﬂ;-’lﬂln condemning them. But Matias
understood nothing, and Gaietd listened and judged. His judgement was
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h.mw’

silent, a judgement she m—the would never reveal in word or
deed, but no less severe and implacable for gthat. And she, who,
L4

without realizing it, would have like&to wear a halo in that man's
e

eyes, saw furiously and despairingly that his judgement d.oh—l—ef(a:
% h ld\:(v\\h 3 % 1 4h (muhts " ; '&:t;
er &mﬂ- er on a lower leve an ughnﬁfn, or
’ sheand Mati i \

mem-risked their lives to rob men, whereas thﬂ stole from the very
saints at no risk to themselves.

But that desired stroke of luck, which never materialized, seemed
to grow more distant with each passing day, while her burden of shame
and worry only grew heavier, As -; autumn approached, the visitors
stopped coming, and with them went the better part of thdiq earnings.

In September, when the sun still warmed the meadows at midday but cold
winds had begun to chill the shadows, only a few solitary strollers
from nearby villages, an occasional hunter who asked for a shot of

L

J
N\ a candle in one hand and a picnic basket in the other, climbed

: D) el s lcted
e @Tﬁ"'mountain to Mﬂhemitage.

The hunters paid for their drinks, and the others, after making

her show them everything and wearying her with silly quedsrt o&e, thr
(4 v\
a few cents in the poor box, gave her a few more, m?\o*”—@
flmmw o~ ook :

their splendid generosity.

%p whisky, or, once in a while, a well-to-do gentleman with his wife, who=

| oo
Finally, even these stopped coming, and with a shiver 6f fr!-gw

Mila watched E’ winter sweep down upon the barren mountain, threatening
me poor hermitage?;ith its empty larder, its breadless oven, and its
tU~swited .
ms.nnabew-u inhabitants.
Then the woman's placid disposition began to crack, and her black,
bitter moods rained down upon Matias, normally the world's calmest and

most Devil-may-care fellow, poisoning his good humor and making him
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waqqins ¢ flding
uneasy. She was always after him, , , literally

shoving him out the door in search of a litile cash, while he, both

-

and cowed by that constant pressure, kept yielding till at last

;e obeyed her almost blindly. He leapt up at the crack of dawn, and
with the little chapel on his back, began his long journey down to

the plain. The ﬁresnlts of this unwondéed a.ct:l.vn.’?y(z:'on be;e ap-
parent: his lazy }i!'t:'bt”melted away, the folds on his neck disappeared,
his Bhoulder blades again were visible, the dimples that had made his

- hands ; an abbess' vaniahed, and the rope that om hia 7&’

pants no 1onger eft a red mark %ﬂua Even his mogmen‘oa

any
, and his face became alert like other

fraae
men§ , .

Mila would have thanked God for\ those improvements, had they been
accompanied by others more M %eneficial, but while Matias'

obedient zeal waxed, his earnings waned.

: "May Grc'd punlp:hi%‘:zr sins,”" the woman repeated bitterly after each
m'(h“ = but the memory of their debts and the pressing need
to pay them made her close her eyes to everything and goad him all the
more.

Till one evening the shepherd, sseing Matias return after dark,
gently rebuked him: "Hermit, this joke's gone far enough! These hills
are full of bandits who can smell your money a mile away . . . I know
you don't have much, but you shouldn't let them see you out this late."

Matias said he wasn't afraid and that if he hoped to make some-

thing, he had to venture further each day.

't-
Mila als¢ thought Gaietd had no reason to ho-a(rkaﬂl-ed, but all

{
the same she begﬂm to nag Matias less.

Shortly thereafter, he stayed out all night, and the next day
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explained that he had wandered too far afield and had slept at the
Sﬁr:.t's house,
o Sus lCIM\

The shepherd m at hlm, nd when Matias went to put his chapel
down in the sitting room, the old man mumbled mg;if: "Maybe I should
have kept my mouth shut the other day . . . Sometimes the cure can be
worse than the disease."

"Why?" asked Mila in surprise.

"What can I say? With that Sirit around . . "

Mila smiled at his fears. She was used to ib:t-feud between i?( -]L
two men, but she couldn't understand why someone so wise and serene
would pay u—wh attention to a savage beast like the Spirit.

e -
Matias came back, and she thought to herself: "Well, let him poach
o-\pﬂ-
rabbits, but as for hurting m&hﬂw « » « he's too scared of the police."
oy

And neither nor all the otﬂ\ he failed to
return did she dare to s¢old him§ for sleeping at the mSpirit‘s
house, lest he use her words as an excuse to stop begging. But after a
few more weeks, his two and three-day trips became ao frequent that the

worlv &"
woman began %o Lnd decided to speak .E seemed taken abavk by
oSN Fleywinnds
her first warnings,/ bwfi-bken, in the confused, broken words he usually
employed, he vaguely promised to improve: "Sure," 'qubkay," "1*31
see to it," "Fine," and that was all; he continued to behave just as
hj:'d-before. Mila then went from warnings to lectures and from lec-
tures to orders, but the effect was always the same: he seemed to yield,
(%
but in fact!\resisted ;‘passively like a reed in the wind, righting
himself as soon as the tempest had passed., He set out earlier and
earlier, and when she made him promise %o return before dusk, he

readily agreed, but at dusk he was still absent, and often the following

day as well, It was useless to try to detain him with some chore around



UNB

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

the house. He slipped away like anem eel, and when she looked for him he

was gone, His lethargy seemed to have vanished with his fat, and she found
jig. him %aa a ;_::‘}P;Land cunning as a fox., She had to admit that the

change ni was greater than she had supposed, that something'.or other

had been stronger than herself, that some new element had entered his

\
life, toppling those walls of a&:ﬁﬂ indifference and estranging hin—-zf(om'
r oven

h&a—wﬁ-ﬂo-,-lh.nm..ha—ehumé-anﬁ-l-o-ami more than before.

The woman raged against this new defeat, and at night in their =m
empty bed, she lay on her stomach biting the damp, cool pillowcasei.
And to make her rout more complete, she noticed that the more he

aq e
stayed away, the poorer he returnedr and the more eager to leave a&r—.

Finally she asked the shepherg'ﬁ oKinion, and he replied:
'i'b an (-MA tO ’ﬂn\
"I try not tbh think the worst of people, an o o DUS

anyhow, I don't think you_r husband's zvbegging like he says . . . the
other day I was up near Roepass when all of a sudden I spotted two
specks in the distance, beyond Olivebreath, naar Billygoat Falls., They

h:w-

( P |
were tooA&k‘co make out, but I'd have sworn they were youf—oin-nnn and

the Spirit . . . Olivebreath's not on the way to town, and itys
sking the birds for charity . . . ?0 they couldn't have been

£ o
‘neggin@ y.&‘l reckon the other one took him along %o trap rabbits,

and your husband's the kind . . . that doesn't like to m:l:;”-i;eubl-e v .o
But don't say anything till I know for sure . . . I}1ll keep an eye out,
¥ 'know?"

Mila kept 1uiet, but her spirits sagged b kneath the weight of this
new trial, and her loneliness deepmned, freezing her soul like a: polar

TCRENY af G

;g_liciﬁr. October ended and the sunsets came earlier and earlier,
trimming the brief days with shadowy scissors. Matias only spent two
nights a week at the hermitage. Arnau hadn't visited her sirce that au—:—
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R (% - e disep peawed alber
mea‘t-l-ﬂ'r-i.n the yard, nor—kd the Sptrit mnl%ng St. Pontius®

festival. The mountains seem pd empty except for those women from
Ridorta, always bent beneath their bundles of firewood, nor did

Gaietd return for a midday nap as he once had but pastured his flock?’,
from ten to four ‘QU:K'Q day. Then, instead of settling himself in the
kitchen, ke took Baldiret's hand and led him to Murons, where the

boy could receive an houzzﬁg,instruction till the winter came, at

which time he would return home and spend all day in the classroom.

Gaietd hoped thus to prepare Mila for the shock of losing him, but

it did her little good. Alone in the houseg waiting endless-
no pmmﬂt at e
ly in that dark, deserted kitchen, without specific tasks to *

b e B o
occupy her idle hoursT: she felt a deep and painful sadness steal

over herp. That morning she had given Gaietd and Baldiret their lunch/

* her own was Isimering bﬂ-‘the hee‘k:h, and free of all necessity
or desire to act, she e ’;ga.inst the kitchen window that looked out
on Middle Rocky or on the railing around the terrace that faced east.
Then she saw the flock set out, preceded by Baldiret's cries, guided

by Owl's barks, and followed by the shepherd with a sheepskin pouch

O (=%
slung across his dark wool jacket, his pulled down, diee~ cape J‘%
fram p p, clogs ?
over his shoulders, holding out his crook, stam;?.ng his heavy ahges }XQ
(:'now(nj not SR I gl ;

solemnly and slowly, but without ;\Ehe slightest trace of laziness
o :
ﬁ exhaustion.
Blacs
The grazing sheep spread across the mountain, covering its dw,
wet earth like a shifting patch of snow. Baldiret ran here and there,
turning after each leap to smile back at Mila and call out his good-
byes, while the man also usually turned a few times and waved to her
with his staff . . . till that patch of snow disappeared in the dis-

tance, insubstantial as a cloud of dust, and Mila remained at her look-
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3 ;‘tm&\ L “ ’tL'

out/ with glistening eyesAtill -4:1;:1 two tears fell upon her crossed

S voulcts tacple,
arms. Others followed, flowing in silver down her cheeks, *
" Lo

and finally she burst into sobs, at first timid and tremulouska new

-born babe's, then more urgent and precipitous, and in the end unbridled

hwmb howls md%e& of pain, boredomea.nd longing that went on

and onz:s though emptying a stream in which she was drowning. When
they stopped, dying away slowly a.midrmoans and sniffles, she was left
exhauste with swollen lids and a great lead weight
behind herﬁ#‘ﬁen, weary and listless, she wmeéieé a‘ throug}xbu-

L el'”r
house and fields, ;starlng dully at the sad, whitewasired walls

('] { fuct ks were wed
» the clear blue sky, the n# outlined mountains; wkieh—begun—be J}k

tufvuv\; A
tl-umb own, Pacing like a soul in torment, she seemed to await some-

wativtalize
thing uncertain, something disturbing that should have come yet neverm

$% Then even her desire to walk vanished, leaving her dozing for
hours upon her bed, or sitting at the tabl:r

Her declipe was swift- she atopped ea.ting and m-v—a»-oﬂif
‘Jtlnn ¢
y While her gade

9{\ «a.fﬂﬂ blank and weary as that rich widowed mother's. She lost her taste

her back to the light.

for everything, including neatness, and went about with crooked dkirts
and runs in her stockings. She let holes appear :{ i'l‘;he elllr:vs: ffklﬂatiaso
jacket, while those in his pants pockets also grew h-g%‘.

Gaietam was alarmed by the woman's state. -
"Hermitess!"™ he cried one mi day when he found her v and
she had to admit that she didn't know why. "You'wve been sick for a while

and we'd better find some medicim), but not the kind yo&:;at from a
doctor . ., . You're hot happyg up here, and the only cure is to have
some fun, though it's true there's not much b0 do in these parts.

First of all, you can't stay here like a bat in a cave, No one can live

without company, y'know? Tomorrow we'll lock the hermitage and you'll
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cometﬁn with us. Not a sull ever visits you except your hus-
band, and if he finds you gone he can wait o W§o back where he came

e “gowwm:ﬂ“ 2
peavid

And sweetening his solemn words with a smile, hem‘”w us}with- ’7‘2’
out consulting Mila,«m#d“:;ﬁ: t : :12::1; day: "You'll see
it% not so bad . . . and if you don't feel like waitlngetn—ﬁ;;-owb
ask the kid." % i Tad 1k h?

Mila meekly acquiesced, as though her will had been taken from
her, and tagged along behind the flock like an obedient child. Gaieta
entertained her with his stories, they stopped to eat beneath the Husk,
she watched Baldiret shoot his slingshot and later helped him study
his ABC's from a primer the shepkerd carried in his bag . . .

As they descended Middle Rocky's cetaceous back, while the sheep
played tag around them on their way to the hermitage, she realized
with amazement that for the first time in many days she hadn't counted
the hoursm. A cool and pleasant breeze,announcing the evening, seemed

to dissipate her torpor and rouse her sleeping energies.
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XII: Time Past

Autumn had come, bringing with it cold weather.kOne gmj’d;y
: i flavt . :
e v another, and the distant mountains were so ve&-]:ﬁ in fog_ mist
that not a ray of sunlight or aharp outline dlsturbed their chaste
poetry® erythlng sfﬂnldmuimd-h y a,s a. dream, inviting
E}z}ja to » their rough edges.

Through those misty landscapes, like animated figures in an enor-
mous paintin™g, m Mila wandered with her frier;ds), who kept watech over
her virginal and perplexed convalenceﬂce.

Slowly but surely, she e to recover, and her reawakening
brought many a joyful surprise. As though some divine hand had plucked the
ating-::from her troubles, they no longer pierced her as before but h
buzzed harmlessly about her head, nor was the hermitage a jail but a
haven, a nest where, like a bird, she ret;?netween flights.

*‘k a g -
Those harsh and mountains, full of majestic vistas seen from

o
umrha;n} uncharted trails chosen by whim anﬂ—l‘n-(%, became

beev
a setting for restful hours of ergoyment. She now viewed Matias, m

LAY
onetime compa.m.on, from the sererl. N of her benevolent indifference*
N
She scolded him no more and 1i’lonmﬁvl-'nei1;h:-:tr hia—mor hersel:fg as though
- -

the violent tie E&h which she once hoped to bind him had now broken
noiselessly and painlessly, leaving their lives fo‘gver sundered, and
with that unspoken divorce, all the tensions between their monmh

natures n.ho-mvr!nﬁy vam.ahd.-ﬂop;;y. She felt free to act as she

liked, and with this secret liberty, harmony reigned in her

Wi
mfu and & deeds. Though i dull harmony, devoid of
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strength and vibrancy, for this very reason it pleased the woman, from

whom it demanded little effort.

Hﬁhnmn;ﬂlirmke a soldier who has lost blood on a

bﬂ.ttlefl e drombimts

and must regain it drop

by 4 Milllgo"ﬁ% d fust ays srvy
y drop, a slowly , and just as a dying man may try to

seize life by the throat, so the opposite often occurs when life

Sit\cﬂ
returns to the ma.-kﬂadv Desire, uncertain and afraid to seek an outlet,

hegtXal@n ) . yenaw el
y and afberperd as it awaits mn#e-nﬂamt, looks

vee
backward and instead of acting, remembers the past. As Mila p;;%!d,

she remembered.
They usually pastured the flock on some rugged slopes near Goblin
Crest where a few rays of light would penetrate the clouds. The sheep

Fun
scattered across the hills, always facing tha-i—brj.-gw-mas, chewing

réoin
the weeds that dotted the stony ground like gwremmtufts o}f\hair. Oowl

(s0  Kaw® tha gkt
<“awn, his eyes half-shut, switching his tail against his

wi L
ha.unghes,‘\Baldiret blew the seeds off elder branches he had brought
from the plain or rounded a stone ball he had been working on for
months, hammering it repeatedly with an old broken horseshoe, and
finally, Mila and Gaietd had long, leiwurely conversations.
Forcing her to gaze over avex steep precipice, teaching her how
4 .
to wwist her body and secure her footing in dangerous spots, making
her look down when they were halfway up a cliff wh&e—he:l:a%a at
her terror, he helped conquer her fears, held her when she was dizzy,
and guided the woman through her apprenticeship as a mountaineer,
winning out at last over her , fawvndlike mmmmm nature. And 2%(‘
loved th& excite =l N
she felt on thef\peaks and
the way the yawning depths seemed to suck her soul %her.

v

Sitting at the dop of Neatwatcl:x\, thousands of feet above the

now she
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plain, her cape thrown back and her legs dangling above the void, watching

clouds ad like herds of wild horses while Black Gulch's
Oua2
;\F huge, yawned" below her, Mila felt perfectly at home, and
m‘kio'i“-

j{r\ perhaps because of those murroundings, tender memories seturned
from her youth.

Her gaze lost in the distant reaches of memory, she talked on and
omhile the shepeherd, seated beside her whittling something for
Baldiret or his sheep, listened attentively without interrupting:

"If you could have seman my Iaunt + + « she was such a kind

She ho I.“hh"“‘ vard  hest hlir AL - - -
soul! Her was tiny,hbrown as a walnut, and her hair fell <

straight as a curtain from the part z to each ear . . . She called

the two sides her two armies. When I combed her hair I‘YG sometimes

R
make“’a-oat}urll on each temple, and then she'd pat my

Mtq\ F - &a.a.f
e, pretending to spank me., She loved me a lot, poor womw e
4%

No one would have guessed we were only related by marriage. When my
mother died -- may she rest in peace -- she offered to take me ing®
ﬁ-g;;my. My uncle had such bad kidney trouble that he could hardly
work and didn't want the bother, but she told him: ' How can you turn
away your own flesh and blood? What would you do if she was from my /

A iy
her odmother%ut I love her like ;[-F
B bk /o iSS

e o o' My uncle always teased her about

1{( side of the family? I'm

¥

-—_———

the way she chose my name. He said she'd gone through I don't know how
h c,hoSl

many calen eg looking for a nice one%;and finally chosen Camilla \F\

becausehtae girl in the castle was calle@he-h 'And look,' he used

to say to her: 'theall both have it easy,; one's got that castle

and the other'll get my boat . . .' Because my uncle was a boatman,

you know? Before they built the bridge, he used to ferry people across

the river in a little white boat on a rope stretched £rom one bank



UNB

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

to the other., Further up there was a ford where the wagons would

upe iy
cross, but the people always,\ I{lis boat. It was nice to watch
on Sundays gnd market days,when the boat was full of peasants in new
caps Mﬁ:‘ like red carnations, On St. Peter's DayTwhen all

- * . v

the fishermen celebrated, we'd decorate his boat witg real carnations,

roses, and a other owers we could find. One year/ when I was
l't’wu N:{ uﬁ'w
older andﬁlooke after him

—eeeee e

ms-&uous the boys from our

fixed
around the boat and tied a big bouquet ;[(

vib}3age strung flowers sied
on top of his pole with blue and white 1&#‘ bands. They did it the
night before?:nd when we got there %{“ St. Peter's Day, they were 3.
hiding in the bushes, waiting to hear what we'd say! It looked like a
procession with all those flowers . . ."
Mila stopped 7;‘01' a moment, savoring the memory, and then sighed:
"Rivers are such pretty things!"
"Everything's pretty if you look at it right, hermitess."
"Some things more than others . . . in my whole life I never saw
a,nythihg as as that river when the sun was setting. Khen no one
was around%l!d tﬁe tie iole, push the._t oﬂlgaytﬁz saE aEd atoaf
#;( there. The boat ﬂ% like a cradle, so slowly '
w"'%]'T@ap,, and as I pushed it backﬁd watch the sun like a bumning
flower behind %ig poplarsg full of im chirping birds, and I'd

listen to the lumberjacks joking as they worked. Everything seemed far,

far away . . . and I loved to watch the wagons Ir splashing

there

across the ford!. . .7; could have sta,yed,\forever! e « « What can

-ﬁ; say? « « « I felt good , the way you feel in a big,

empty church, and I'd start saying Paternosters for everyone in my
family, dead or living . . . but the bridge ruined that river and us

too. In two or three years they'd chopped down all the best trees,
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people stopped using the ford, and they'd built a factory on the hill
so that at dusk/ instead of all that peace and quiet, you know what
we heard? The guys who got off work at the factory made straight for

cnes

the tavern, throwing rocks at the birds and singing dirty songs. And

that poor little boat was sad to see, tied to the dock all by itself

like a sick; . My uncle refused to sekl it and we sometimes took
i;; out for fun -f.me, him, and my aunt == but you couldn's see anything
with that bridge in the way and my uncle wept wﬂenever he saw the

people crossing, as if . . . Believe ﬁe: it killed him. He alweady had
kidney trouble, and when he saw his boat lying there useleséfrhe got

el Qe
worse in a hurry. While he could still get around, he'd go out in the

morning and make for the river. Since we'd stopped weeding the banks,

the boat was overgrown with bushes that covered it like an awning.

He'd hid t th j d lﬂw‘( e 1 id th h d hi bbi
e iae ou erey/ an eoplLe sal e ear m sobbin

but what's for sure ;Q that he always came back with red eyes and got
mad if my aunt asked him what was the matter. After a while he couldn't
get farther than the kitchen, but on St. Peter's Day he had them &ake
him to the river in a wagonsr;nd asked us to decorate the boat in
memory of the other years. But we couldn't! It would have been too

sad to see that broken-down, mossy boat covered with roses. That day

he wasn't the only one who cried . . . When he passed awayir;& aunt
tried to sell itjrhut 3t was too latngy:;ZZn. It had been lying there

an[h_lwl (wn-down
80 long and was so shabby that it had sprung a dozen leaks. The wood

was rotten , . . The da.yL they went to look at it, I met Matiaa@ﬁe

w e‘b-.. &
was with the manager, whﬁ‘wanted to buy it, and the whoke time his
boss was bargaining mmm he never took his eyes off me. It didn't take

him long to propose . . . He seemed like a good guy, and my aunt
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didn't have long to live . . . I'd have been 2ll alone , , 'AF said

yes . . . God, if only I'd known what I was getting myself into!"
Mila's reminiscences always stopped short when she reached
Mgtias, and seeing her fall silent and gaze blankly into Black Gulch's

omber \ watthed 1vev
‘é%i !i.r!'hdepthﬂ, the shegff!g, who_monitored her emotional ups and downs,

saw that it was time to spring into action. Laying aside the piece of
wood he was carving, he stretched and stood up: "Oof! My whole leg
was asleep! It's too cold to stay here, Why don't we take a little turn?"
and he smiled cheerfully at the woman.
Mila raised her head to contemplate that dark-clad figure outlined
ﬂ-ﬁhv-;'e-o-t‘ sy i
against Nestwatcﬁe his feet on the ground and his head
far above her, as though he had suddenly grown taller and now read hed
the sky. She laughed and also rose. The sheep weiﬁgscattered far and
wide, while Baldiret and Owl played busily wiEECQ’eglotha:.
Gaietd quickly surveyed his flock and then made his way slowly
down one of the slopes, followed by the woman, who watched him point
to place$Snear and distant.
"You see that last olive tree down there? A funny thing happened
there a while back! There was a mighty lord in Llisquents who did
nothing but enjoy himself. His favoritem pastimes were ruining young
girls, eating and drinking, and going hunting + « « One day he spied a
girl named Marialena, who was wm sewing in front of her house, His men
carried her off, he spent the night with her, and the next morning he

S turned
 u>threw her out of his castle. When she saw what he'd done, the girl turned

,&6\
fwipu\%baroun%ﬁsaﬁ shouted: 'Lord of Llisquents! You swooped down on me like a
..J

bet i
| of prey, and may you e efore eave 8
(o ' f d I §!7L sépeseh 1lik bef 11 thi
- - J
o worlat e Then she disappearedsand no one knew what had become of her . . .
Years later, another lord who had a castle in the Rockies invited the one

from Llisquents to go hunting. He arrived with all his servants, but in

-
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the course of the hunt, he lost sight of the other§and finally came
sprenN
to that olive tree, where he J,E the prettiest little deer you ever

did see, standing right on top of what boulder over there. The lord,
hewWT =

r—'
who/‘ been all over the world, i i : Weltd- This must

. . - -

be my lucky day! That looks like a roe deer that m-n::I:re wandered

down from the Pyrenees. I'll give it to my host as a presént!' And
since the deer didn't move, he loaded his crossbow and shot it, but
the animal suddenly took a leap and started é;;ﬁ:ig_up the mountain. \%f
The hunter thought: 'You won't15‘.gar with that arrow in your side
« « +' and he followed it, but the deer ran like the wind and the next
thing he knew he'd lost sight of his prey. He thought: 'It'1ll fall
when it reaches the top. I'll rest awhile and then follow its trail.'
But just then another roe deer appeared on the peak above him., ¥
;::'What'a thaﬁgz doe or buck? It'll make an even better present!’
He reloaded his crossbow and shot another arrow. It was a sunny day,
and he saw it pierce the deer's neck, but instead of falling it took
a leap just like the first one and fled up the mountain till it was
out of sight.[/The lord was amazed and ran after it as fast as his
legs could carry him, He was.gt%¥§ng by the time he reached the top,
but f’phough he looked everywhere, he couldn't find a trace of any
deer, dead or alive, 'What the Devil's going on?' he exclaimed., "I

can't see any trees or rocks where they could hide. Where could they

-~
have gone? Unless they leapt off the mountain above Billy goat Falls!!

00
But Billygoat Falls was & half hour away, and not even a roe deer could
1 wmpat Lo

oA
have run that far so . The lord was beginning to get
and he wasn't the kind to think t;:I: before he acted. All he cared

about was giving his host those deer. And without worrying about how
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tired he got or how long it took, he groped his way from rock to rock
down to Billygoat Falds, thinking: 'They must by lying there bleeding
to death in the gulch, because they couldn't have gone far with those
arrows in them.' By the time he reached the falls, he was more dead

-_ i
than alive. He looked all over/ but he couldn't the deer,

He was” astonished. If ’oha‘c waan‘t%miraole he GI- didn't know what!\
was! He retraced his stepaA_as 1f\\hm life depended on it, but he still
couldn't see a thing. He was about to give up and turn back, cursing
Heaven and earth, when he looked up and saw another deer right at the
top of Lookout Mountain, stretching its neck to sniff the breeze on
3{:&1:1&9 The lord shouted for joy and tokk careful aim. Then he noticed
that it was unwounded and much smaller than thé others. 'It's their
fawn! But what thehaell, as long as I can bring it down!' These ﬂf"fi
- had gotten him under his skin so much that even if he lost the grown-
ups, he'd be satisfied with the kid. But since it was so small and far
away, he was afraid he'd miss and, rousing his forces, he clambered
up the other side., Then he loaded his crossbow and shot it right in
the belly. 'I killed that one for sure!' cried the Lord of Llisquents,
seeing it stumble, but then it righted itself and dsar;i‘led away up ﬂ\
Lookout Mountain. 'This is witcheraft!' thought the hunter, -&'g
trembling from head %0 itoe, ‘but if I tell my hostwkfu?%ﬁrmbﬁ
he'll think I'§m crazy or a liar. I've e4 got to bring back those
deer or never show my‘\afgg-in in his castle.' He looked at his clothes,
which were in shreds from all the thistles, and at his , which were j?k
.80 torn they left a trail ofblﬁt\’og{;nit every step, but he 8till had a
spark of courage left, like the last embers in thx dying fire. He

started wa.lking. Night began to fall, everything turned ashy gray, and

fuzt ok
' ‘:kuf hnh
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finally he couldn't even see where he was goingll. He startéd stepping
gfwﬂaw . d;"
on burrs instead of stonﬁ. He kept faiiipg™as he climbed§, and once he#.
i : . r
came to a m—#and had to retrace his steps. It was pitch black
by the time he reached the top of Lookout Mountain. 'I must be crazy!
TR g - i
I'11 never spot those dder, éw! " And without mmothmm the strength to
L i o feant ;
say another word, he fekl fD;f‘ter a while,
he was awkkened by a distant echo. 'My friends must be searching for
me' the lord thought, and that idea gave him hope. He listened as
3 ' - |'_ » . LS '
hard as he could, .t"ﬁs ‘ft seemed like the echo was churchbells instead
of hunting horns. Then he looked all around and saw a faint glow in

the west, all the way down at the z,foot of the mountain. As he looked,
A

* he felt his eyes swell and swell till they weee as big and sharp as

¢

an owl's, and he saw a convent down below with a procession

, Weye bollin
of Tnuns outséide it. The bells tolledj for someone who was dying, and
""_-_‘_-_-"--—

the nuns walked two by :ﬁﬂ, holding candles and singing hymn%—g;;:
l‘l;;. A chill pierced the lord's heart and he tried to shut his eyes,
but ’he couldn't because they covered his whole face and were big as

saucers, Then he got real scared and tried to cover his face, but he

found that instead of arms he had two big wings covered with feathers
that made a sound like the wind when he flapped them up and down . . .
hiimh He tried to shout 'Help, Holy Virgin!' and all that came out was
[a long%icreech that echoed through the hills. He spread his wings and

: through the night $ill he reached a big gully above the comvent.
rﬁ‘ “tw\.u’;t‘ L
Nearby stood a huge fird tree

two thousand years old.% %
llhad \TX '
* ting on one of its branchesy he saw a steeple below him, with its

bells all tolling and a row of windows from the nuns' cells. One window

&Lare._
was open, and through it he saw a white bed an-wh-xKr a nun lay, holding
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[ettLs- 5]/ ' ahite (r—\
a statue of Christ in her hands/ while a friar in a longﬂfloak stood p

g Haolreds Qe

rd>=The nun was dying, the friar was hgaringﬂher last

Confession, and the other nuns were sigiging hymns for her soulta sal-
vation. As the lord looked more closely, he saw she was that girl he'd
spent the night with yedrs ago. Then he realized that God had‘punished

him for his sins;’;nd started Bhouting from his fir tree: 'Forgive me,
Marialena! Forgive me, I beseech you!' But he'hézizgf could hardly

bear the sound of his own screeehea whlchr:gie :;"every manaﬂand beast *:
inmt%uns. The z;uns stopped singing, stared at the treesand,
dropping their candles, ran into the convent as fast as théy'cmqu:
The friar fell to his knees and crossed himself, and the dying nun

turned in terror to look out the window, where she saw a huge bird dark

CanON
as a EhadOWﬂLthCE as big as the bmggert eagle mmmm you ever saw i
ﬁ’ snertte § uxcl(e
y with gigantic round eyes that shrank an.»‘ ’ bright as

blazing forgea. The lord saw she was looklng at him and again tried

L

Aalas _
to repent, saying: 'Ohgpleaae'hfxy pity'on my sinful soul, Marialena!"
And he spread his wings like someone Begging for mercy. Then the sick
nun sat up and clasped her hands: 'Oh Almighty Savior, that must be the

furned

Lord of Llisquents, who heartleasly threw me out of his castle! Now I #q

I),J‘_
can die happy, for he stole me from my neat, and now I see him screeching

like a bird of prey in the night . . .' And having uttered these words,

she quickly passed away. (The next morning?that lord opéned his eyes and

_ : : shve da
found himself lying on Lookout Mountain, with his clothes all in ta#"?s

and his feet caked with blood. Nearby he saw a shepherd looking down

at him, while the mountains rang with the sound of a hundred churchbells.

Al
He stood up and started questioning the shepherd, who §!&£E:E;;'told °¥:

: . &te
him how the night before a wondrous miracle had $'A nun



L'njt'e:ym\u:éngﬁmlgwlmn
L.‘I ;\ Q\\'-
we WS a saint died and went to Heaven, and}d:hose bells

are ringing in her honor . . . She was so saintly that the Devil,
who'd never managed to tempt her, tried to trap her on her deaghbed
by appearing as a big owl, perching ;E;a fir tree, and screeching
as loud as he could to distract her from her last Confession. But it
didn't work, and when he saw she'd go straight to her Maker, he gqﬁ

W
[
sprn’d through the mountains. That big old fir tree cracked like a twig,

so mad there was thunder, ) lightning, and a smell of aul?eur CI
and the friar and those nuns are still shaking from the sight of
Lucifer, may God preserve us from his wiles, Amen!'|\Then the lord

asked the shepherd how he knew so much about it, and he replied that
he'd heard it from inother shepherd down below, who'd heard if from

a woman who worked-;ﬁ the convent and had gotten the story straight
from the sisters. She was going around telling people in all the

nearby towns, The lord waited to hear no more and, repenting of his
sins, he returned to his castke, where he gave each servant a hundred-
weight of gold. Then he donated all his wealth and lands to the

convent at Cabrides, andjdrfffed in the clothes he'd worn'ig?that ﬂi
hunt, followed the trails Egggg three roe deer had led him down till ’K
he reached the gully, which people had started to call Owl Gully
because of what had happened that night. Lightning had é.o%‘%ﬁ?d-the
fir, just like the shepherd said, and instead of roots there was a
gkaping hole in the ground. The lord made it his home, and even now
people still call it Hunter's Cave in his memory . . . And the old
folks say that sinner became such a wiip and holy penitent that when

tle Pop= : :
8 had some difficult question to settle, he'd send a mes-
N o

senger to him and abide by his « o+ o Well, that's the end of
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the roe deer story, and there's a moral h&i—behind the door, as

Baldiret % o oo™

By the time Gaietd had finished, Mila no longer recalled her
marriage, nor did troubling memories disturb her peaceful recovery,

and since the morrow brought another -I;,ale, and still another the

afkev
day!\-n for the shepherd's majestic flow of words seemed inexhaus-
Crom

tible as the sea == Mila finally lost sight of her own l; stunted %
life as a aimple human being and entered the mountains' ; fantastic
M'
ox:.”%tnm. Spellbound by her friend's prodigious imagination, she
watched the Rockies '; narrow confines grow till they encompassed
tabul o monsilers
entire worlds, full of viaons dreams, and « From every
field, rock, and branch a :legend gproufted, and her sense of won-
QU ReRAEAN

oS
der blossomed into a new ’Uhigher « At the same time, ¥'

Ay
she felt an extraordinary devotion to that wizened little man, whose ﬁ’k

ingenuity and kindness had lifted her to such heights.
T One day when he had finished talking, she gazed at him adoringly
and, putting all her admiration into a few words, asked: "Shepherd,
where did you learn so many things?"

Gaiet§h smiled. "I never try to learn anything, hermitess,"

"Then who taught you all those stories?"

The shepherd pushed back his cap, exposing that pale brow crammed

with glowing thoughts.

e B
"The little ones," he slowly replied, "I heard from W’%

g&peg}%‘at 5t. Pontius, and the rest . . . fr'oml Our Lord."
oL v
And seeing the woman continue to stare, he Qﬁ.‘-‘ﬁlﬁ ll.;:nﬂ“sr

answer: "When I find a new spot in the mountains, I sit down all

Uy
kmyself and take a good look at it, and while I'm looking, I can feel
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my heart begin to warm, and that warmth spreads till it reaches my
head . . . And H:R‘f‘ some voice wgJNM telling me, I think of everything
that must have happened there .. « And that's why I say it must be Our
Lord, because who else mmhd could speak inside you when you're all by
yourself?"

The creator's eyes shone with a firm conviction entirely m.
of vanity, while Mila felt that before this blessed soul, she was
nothing but dust.
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XIII: Highpeak

‘&'ﬂ\ﬂ-hw,"ﬁ
It was time for Gaieta pe-t0 settle in at St. Pontli.us;{
oK Rl B g eeptol £ b

where he and his sheep # the Girl's

blue granite head. Knowing that without him, Mila would be prey to

b,
all the worries that had Abeaet her, he postponed his departure time

and again, but now he could wait no longer. Tﬁ‘%raina hﬁa;ﬂ&.

often prevented him from pasturing his ¥lock, obliging him to spend

Tt e
idle 'hours in the kitchen, mhmmmomem occupied in some 4 task or
n
Ti gﬁkﬂg)with goatherds from Murons and Ridorta who had taken
] ¢ v,

refuge there. In addition, the people at St. Pontius'had begun to

school mih but really because they &S Sl FrETTL Lo Shoo - Would
fo tl-\l.uf.  » by , | WHRE sy
M—h—tﬁ&;—ﬁm, and even the Sprrit, finding himself alone with ,° "
-'é&n-’
Marieta on one of the Skeleton's slippery trails, told her not to o

expect Gaietd that winter, since with Matias out of the way, the old

wolh to Qe . : gettms
man had plenty X t the herml’tage. Marieta, deriving

S\ ovn

all the leverage Bhi could from this mw, repeated
0y

it‘f&tﬂ‘d the s%herc'io, though he merely chuckled at the time, nonetheless

resolved to abandon Mila's house , That night he told her., The twc

of them and Baldiret were eating supper by the hearth, and Matias either

han’{s&t come in yet or =- more likely == would not return that night.
Sk Gaietd had just piled a few more kermes logs on the fire and,
after bending over to see that they were firmly positioned, he turned
to Mila: "Hermitess, you'll need a good supply of kindling when we're

gone . . . tomorrow me and the kid'll fight it out with those women

from & Ridorta."
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The woman spun around in her seat: "Are you going to leave so

soon?" hep s

-

. olf 4 | ) 3 ., =oes
The shepherd wedged the logs in tightly, Blapping*thvm”with‘iﬁt:
>

: PM MLoday's.Saturday, -isn'{ it? Well .. arownd the
8 o, , 4 X\

—— e

mlddle of next week.".

.
e - —— ——--—--.— -—

— M sit— e ———

He wanted to.say: "Nonday or, muasdgy," but hxa _courage f;ileé,
=== rel 1 |

1\ him. Mila blushed, & nrum'bled "Oh really?", and felt her eyes

fill with tears whlle the mun thvﬂght“he saw her wipe them 1n the

fllckerl darkness and ed away lest he flnd out for sureé..
o W &ﬁ;‘kn‘ nyl;.hdbw_. povels” ho spevidiad & ofm‘d

Baldlreﬁﬂfarefg};y the panels from an illuatrated broadside

the rector had given. hlm and paid:-no-attention to the grownups'

e —— ——— ———

conversation. -

=
—— = i e . te e~

The woman stammered: "But how can I live here ali by'

myself? e =W - X AJRITESS e SRR
.

Rhe shepherd atirred the fxré Which nustleﬁ like crumpled

——— o ——

papers, Since he,didn't reply, the woman wonderad if ha had heard her.

After a short pause, she continued in the lame tone: "You promiéed'
to-ahqw_me.ﬂighpeak "o .“»Ji

i 3 3 a5 B | (a4
,
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-

This time Gaietd responded: 1"ImI God will.ing*, we'll do 181 j’ Isd

f

You wouldn t want to mlas these mounxalns' crownlng glory' From the

dross you can see'haif the klngdom e in a®
r ' T wigh

o - gibrsunpasV 8l "'.__-_,.,___. {dmoa [
"But if you re g01ng to 1eave .r;'ﬁ1f o e X e
X “We ve got a few days 1“?% ._. aﬁﬁ“{lel only take one ; A
when would you 1ike o go?" et 83 gy (08! " ovoll-, 350)

0490 | "Well L.-.«Hith all the work I;pnmt to~go g_, ol

"Tomorrow'a no good Gbause we'll _be

B

o — . -

in church How-

about Monday?" o i .’ ¢

il iy S ¢

d . It rained all day Sunday, and Mila began to worry, buthmm toward
evening the sky cleared and Gaietd forecast good weather. They would

iAo e THE iSO rTrt]
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(78
rise in the dark, when the moon still shone like a white slash ufc-r- %.

¢
the u# firmament.

Mila had spent a ;K‘Jnr(.b[ night, and her slightly delirious
- state, in which she scarcely knew whether she was dreaming or thinking,

tense end fearful.
had left her feeling W. As she sliced half a round

- —

loaf of black bread upon her hamhh table, the shepherd w rned L to
113N ¢ ke, y
berve 2 dress warmly, because the early momingbwould \n—c.aldCM—dsg-Nr. “}L
'ltm&
Baldiret was hunched over near the fire, his hands in his pockets,
[ ow W laas m.,i [T !»l 0 track s Yo 9
&X\ yawning from ear to ear. That day, he was lord and master of the
hermitage. Slnce Matias had not returned and the boy had often climbed

fuke (v W pasine

Highpeak, MAtold him %o gather the flock and lead it forth if l&k
and-Getedh were not back in time,

The stars had nef.lrly wé;wobby the time they set out, making
their way across the fields that led to the first pine groves.

Behind them they heard Owl barking for his m_pster, while Baldiret' s
s sque Ky voice, callirﬁ "goddbye, goodbye" from the terrace, was

woeles w
‘““Hwﬂ by&the fairies' smaaﬁd echos. :

Gaietd had not been mistaken: the bitter cold seemed even
(X's

frbeye in the breaking dawn. It still had not snowed, but frost
whitened the ground and maRe it look as though they were treading on
splinters of broken glass. Five minutes after they lost sight of
the hermitage, Mila's hands began to ache and, imitating Baldiret,

she hunched over and buried her head between her shoulders. They
b:%aroached the 1’&9@3.1-‘,"h whose noisy waters, swirling in their ;—
}”Kl and g sat }rom rock to rock, carried the mountains's icy
breath far and wide.

e
As they “T nearer, that noise, multiplied a hundred times by the
dark hills, so frightened Mile that she clutched the shepherd's arm.
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He walked along wn silence, puzzling over God knows what, Feeling
the woman beside him, he turned, but his smile was lost in the tenuous

half-light.
"Aht . « + It's great Yo be up and about so early, don't you

e
think?" ﬁe gently asked, and wiﬁr)out awaiting her reply, he iookd—

fixedly ahead of him.
Mila then recalled what she had so often felt before: ﬁhat while

she was near this man, whose presence she felt so strongly, he was

far way, oblivious,tm lost in his own m% thoughts.
This revelationr always took Mila by surprise, making her pull

y n s J ’

it was on this qecasion, After climbing a pinq@ slope, they turnmed onto&k
Pa, od :
a ﬂq—m&;miw! that mmom wound around High Rocky's craggy base.

Thk woman let him walk before her in the shadows, while she followed

close behind.
! A 1 ma'(—Mai'(tg te
The first glimmers of daylight seemed to d:m mperceptibly

1 ¢
“ ! , and their very I/Ja,llor, m%r.'de t/han the dark, filled the grove
58

blurred Juiwr! Wi
with ominous shapes, whose WT and proportions made *
everything as fantastic as Gaietd's stories, Mila.-nho-;d

. , 1o *
turned her head from aide’to side, flo ¢ an irrational

vt h vty ) {(.u. Wy
fear that had tormented her as a girl. ghe almest felt t-h.t—bor—fﬂrb
U,‘Lm‘\\\ L4 ﬁ\,‘\r M& ’m*t

’AH every cranny or patch of brambles

concealed a skeletal hand that would tug at her skirts, And the pines,

omino dinayren
those %ﬂilouettes huddled together in clumbs i
honqiﬁna, seemed like evil ‘a}paritions that mnh;ﬂ.‘y waﬁched

: )
her pass and thel!‘in + She ' )X(
S o
flee into the woods, escape « . o but whe walked on till

s
-
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suddenly a e aught j:i\her apron, ataf\ling her so that
she couldn't help screaming and running to the shepherd, who nearly
lost his balance, then halted in suppriseir;;d asked anxiously: "What's
the matter, hermitess?"

"I don't know . , . nothing . . « I must be seeing things . . ."
Ai? ashamed of her fear, she Plushed from head to toe,

Gaietd quickly regained his composure,

"Still scared of the dark, huh? . . . I didn't know what to
think, with that ?;;_. « +» 50 you haven't recovered yet? You're a
sad case, I declare . . ."

And as though regretting his previous neglect, he stayed by her

sidg. The path was so narrow that their bodies sometimes brushed, and,
w1 Uin
* ¢ *» o

pulled her shawl even more tightly around her shoulders. They walked

4 at that warm contact in the chilly air, she

silently, white clouds of steam issued from their mouths and noses,
and the cr\%h of their footsteps was the only sound audible 9&
The trees began to thin out and the gwidy became still narrower,
like the mh cleft between two breast) as it made its way through the
Rockies, which rose like cyclopean walls on either side, as thoggh

yearning to join and crush those human specks who dared to disturb

. Ly
their %.
F‘ll..u.n‘}& fi ru\‘\.
Hilu,—who—!et’tt pped and suffocated in yygﬁ_crevice,’furned her E}

gaze toward the bushes spotted with white lichens, and then higher

o Azep

$ill she saw the sky's dark canopy. Near that patch of)\blue, she %,
won Tone !

suddenly sensed, like a sonar phosphorescence, a restless chirruping

that seemed led overhead, hovering above St. Pontius' Pass

without the force to sink earthward.

e

"They call that the birdhouse," said Gaietd, looking up.



L'njvmgtuﬂa Eﬂlmn
"Don't go near the top of it now or at sundown. The birds'll peck
your eyes out. There are thousands of them, y'know? . . . They swoop
down on the wheatfields b:::; and eat everything in sight . . ."
A little beyond the Birdhouse, the wall on their right parted

as though cut ::I; by scissors, and two toothlike rock formations
: :2::‘ WisCone
stood out from the others, resembling huge mﬁw claws,
"What's that?" asked Mila as s;% as she spied them.
"The Combs. Those two are the big ones, and there's a small one
on the other side., You can see all three of them lined up from the top
of Lookout Mountain, and since there's a gorge below, they call it
Three Comb Gorge. In the old days, people say they were made of
tarnished silver, and the fairies dipped them in a pond where they'd
bathe kids they didn't like so their hair would turn white as snow
before their time."

% L ’-\L

Gaietd, who was in no mood to talk, didn't expand upon thisp

explanation, and they walked on in Bilence$ a new u;:‘np

t

sight plqued Mila's curloalty.

'H:Ei thenc)’the &-)F had gradually descended, and right beneath
the Combs, Mila and Gaietd reached its lowest point, The walls on
either side spread outward like a "V," formed by overlapping
rocks that memme resembled a monster's scaly skin. Water poured down

them, as though it had just rained, and their shiny gragness reflected
the pale sky's bluish light. The breaking dawn above their heads made
the path seem even darker.

"It's so ecary!" whispered Mila, gazing around and crossing

her arms over her chest.

"We're in Lightningbolt Pass. If anyone's out to get you, keep

away from this place,"gauae if they roll a rock down from the Combs
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it'1ll flatten you like a pancake, iaifapped bringing the flock this
way a while back ., . . You have %o Ls’( out « + "

The shepherd's brow furrowed as he ut't'ered these solemn words.
Mila, whose eyes had % grown acc;;;om?d to the darkn”ess, {f

looked closely at the man's strangely features, which had ,\i,l—
assumed a hitherto unknown expression, She suddenly b:;:uﬁt: "What

if he's talking about himself and will suddenly turn against me?"

The idea made her feel faint, and she stopped in her tracks. Thinking
it was the narrowness of the gully, Gaietd calmly walked ahead, His
red cape, thrown over his shoulders, covered his neck and back, and
the bulging pouch beneath the wool made him look Rhike a hunchback.

The woman's eyes, still large with fear, remained fixed on that back.
Noj; the shepherd wasn't out a’to get her, She trusted him implicitzly,
but . + . and her suspicions ﬂwt.%.kmganother, mt’re‘;"nr e g
till once again she began to wonder, for . .. even the best men some-

M"\
tixes stumble and fall, swept away by passions that their

mnlzoma?t E'veryone 's a thief when he had the chance, the saying
goes, and they were alone in that 52; abyss. Only God knew they
were there and oould witness their deeds, but the wicked care little
about hiding from God. They only worry about other people . . .

Mila shuddered and saw again, in Lightningbolt Pass' darkness,
the broad, warm, devoted, fimitm infinite gaze that had blotted out
Armau's red lips, breaking the current of attraction between him and

his beloved. That took had seemed a mawmmmh revelation, a promise
L

¢« s » B0 :t)* wouldAbe 80 strange if . . .? Her blood ran dold, and
[/

rrpll‘l 4
she admitted that something might occur.
-

- -

1t mas another moment of instinctive terror, but abruptly, as
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yast
though a door had been flung open to reveal a grand ballroom, her

(5
eyes were dazzled by jrglinding light and tumult filled her f??gu

She looked into the deFtQ?of her soul and felt, wikhout the shadow

of a doubt, that if u#l;%" were to happen, she wuillld surrender with-
out a fight. No: if that kindly man, high in the mountains or in
the gorge's tempting darkness, were to approach and take her in his
armég’iike a newborn baby lamb, she would not cry out, tli:ii,flee,

or utter a word of resistance . . . No, no; she would meekly, joyously
let herself be taken and cling to that sheltering bosom mhm as she had
so often longed to do. She would happily give that friend the light

of her eyes, the fervor of her lips, her body's‘;::%i;,riches e -3
Lost in that wondrous fantasy, she tasted his loving embrace and fel%t

hersgdf transported to $hose mysterious worlds he visited by himself.
The : shepherd __§urned around: "God Almighty, are you ready

Mila had fallen behind and finally stopped altogether., The man's
ot M
words stariled her like qgfgggipeeﬁvg’pistol shot. She tried to smile
and stared at Gaieth with the astonished gaze of one who contemplates
. Neved s e e ove s
something .
A dozen steps further on/ he awaited her, calm as always and with a
smile upon his lips.
The woman felt bitterly rediculous in her own eyes. How could
he want to hurt her? He would never be swept away by
passion or try to bend her to his will! What nonsense! . . . The
(L
evidence of her delusion slapped her in the face like sqt? shameful
(T wrin
She knew she was beautiful, i , desired and mmm desirable,

First those hu mmpmandmhen vicious beasts at
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the festival, then the hunting parties from Barcelona, and her

el

own oeas7tees longings had clearly proven it. So why did neither of

those two men -- Matias and Gaieth;ﬁ to whom she would have ﬂc&y?—
ae  lontie NPUBSES | pamm— cageely Svows

given her i anot & i prendle v pges

Matias considered her just another habit, devoid of charm or interest.
No spark from the sacred fire had kindled that cold spirit, drawing
the magic flame from its indifferent depths. And the shepherd? The
shepherd neither felt nor wished to feel such a flame. Before, after
the festival, he had treated her like Marieta, Baldiret, or even his
sheep, acting as a sort of hgggggﬁ§;§;.providence, sheltering everyone
equally without distinctions.

Suddeni¥ tgﬁ% providence touched the woman's arm, making her -ik
start with surprise.

"What're you so scared of? Anyone would think you were made of
quicksilver! Try to be less jittery! . . ." and the old man threatened
her affectionately with hiS'mnfz leathery hand.

L
"I was daydreaming," the—Wfﬁen confessed.
"I reckon you were! And when you're daydreaming you don't see
or hear a thing. When I"m in some out-of-the-way place, I'd rather
uif m{“fyes than my tongue. You can't be sure who's watching, y'know?

Lo
dk:lél‘\c?ti:t'fr:*rtm‘o -ﬁl_gk we’re @umge‘-”—:%e out in the open."

Mila then noticed two things she had missed before: first, the sun
had risen, and second, they were about to emerge from St. Pontius'
Pass., Twenty steps ahead,nfinhihem the wall on the right abruptly endede)

W. Beyond it, she saw
a patch of sky bright as g mirror, and atop the cliff, just before

it vanished,na rugged cragaiose, proud and airy as the tower on a
\
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medieval castle.
"Phat looks like the Moor's Boundary Stone," said Mila, pointing
to it.

"There's quite a difference, hermitess!" the shepherd replied. >

"The h; Boundary Stone's a grain of sand compared to that Jew *?L

—

on Windwhistle Heights ., . . It must be ten times higher than the
steeple at your hermitage, and if a man stood up there he'd look
tir;gr than a mosquito., I g‘}%ﬂ:it years a.go;’and almost lost my
footing. It's as smooth as a pole and twice as hard to climb!"
Beyond tfaﬁ: pass, the landscape rolled away into the distance,
w &.?nt‘w‘* P

g _of Venetian crystal.

2 = -

"How pretty the light is!" thought Mila, feeling her heart, . .« ha
swell

eaqaa,d. like the space ,before her and shaking off these demonm
Waz‘mess. She raised her headmw—m
and breathed in the cool splendor she beheld all around her. The mor-
ning air, which cut like a razor at those altitudes, attacked her
head on, clinging to her face like a metal mask,

The shepherd stopped and leaned on his crook.

"See what a %day it is? Not a speck of fog om earth or a
wisp of cloud in Heaven. Lord love us, we Icoudn't have picked a
finer morning! When we get to the top, we'll be able to see all
creation . . ." And fascinated, he slowly gazed from :side to

, e, withz-the majestic serenity of a king born to thé purple.

"BYou'll never guess what I feel when I'm up this highh," said

Mila, closing her eyes and throwing back her head.

"Mother of God! I'm sure I wouldn:%: know," replied the shepherd.
"Thyey say women are always full of strange /\ i . }K
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"Yes, it is pretty strange . . . I can't see straight and the
sky seems to spin like a water wheel, and when it's way down at the
bottoﬁ?.ike a reflection in a pond, I feel like diving in ‘i‘birowning
in the sky."

Gaietd looked at her curiously.
"I feel that way too, y'know? Except I want to fly like God's
birds instead of sinking like a stone.,"

Mmtqﬁ.i 2
And they went on zigzagging up b,

o .
seeking easy tw the frosty scrub, kermes oak and rosemary,
Icine
%k which looked as «they ad been dusted with qu@épgd‘sugar. Occasionally,
. 15 The u’é‘tj rrhl-'){'

I.IU" S by
) J hod, ot Guao

Gaietd turned around to encourage his companion.

"Enjoying yourself, hermitess? Don't give up now; we're almost

t&—#h7t§op!"
"Listen, I'm no tireder than when we first started out, and the
weather today's just perfect for walking!"
And in fact the woman, spirited as a soldier marching beneath
his nation's banner:t‘climbed vigorousﬁi, feeling a warmth in her
M o\ €t
;( breast that made the mlb-b}t&ng_w*-“ﬁ more agreeable.

Galls like empty thimbles fell from kermes oaks as she mppm passed,
and rosemary branches brushkd against her skirts, showering them with
tiny crystala.

Mila then recalled her first ascent with Matias: so sad, so weary,
8o full of misgivings., How different from this one, which was so
pleasant and refreshing, despite the winter cold, her poverty, and
her blighted marriage! In a few months, everything had crumbled around

her, yet only recently had she begun to feel strong and #-

self-assured, clasping something that, willy-nilly, kept her afloat.
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"It's so important to have a friend!" she thought, gazingm
more calmly/ at that bend figure before her. The shepherd Kalted again.
"Look: there's King's Glass!"™ and he pointed down like a guide
who knows the landscape by heart.
"God! It looks like a paper cone!" exclaimed jMile in amazement
mm . ., . Hey} Isn't that the Girl? And the farmhouse, and Punch Bridge
R
"It sure is, and there's Pear Rock, and Gallowseat, and Olive-
breath . . « All the places you pass on your way to Murons."
"They're so far from each other, but from here they look so close!"
And so they did. At the bottom of the cleft where the three Rockies
met, piled like the rerr.l:tirgg of a wine pressing in a funnel, was a
miniature Nativity scene full of ”tt':.)';rails, peaks, and mode$t man-made
embelliahmeq‘f:: that seemed to mwait their admiring comments.
L brow

"Beethat tan ball that looks like it's rolling toward Olivebreath?

That's Pear Rock. If you put your ear to the ground there wkan it's just
ltcrw
been raining, you'll hear a roar underneath like a raging bon-‘t b e

"And what is it, shepherd?"
as

"Who MO:B, hermitess! Folks say these hills are, full of caves
and tunnels, Jé]f_g-h giant anthill, and that noise is the sea, which
echoes a-qthrough the mountains." '

Once Mila had drunk her fill, they iimade their way up the

slope on their right, sometimes advancing and somethmes seeming to

w , but always climbing, climbing, and as they climbed ever higher,

L]

1 :
the Rockxa opened ﬁ' before them, revealing all those places in the

) e A 05 &,
she;&;erd's tales. Perhaps they were not as fair and Ma& in his

gtories, but the day was so sunny, the hour so enlivening,
pif’r"fwr.'lul" :
the ascent so enjoyable, that Mila found everything delightful.
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Once, as they were making their way eastward, a sort of green

(he fipme

‘ d below th ith i d :
velvet cape suddenly appeare ?\ ow thém, wi ltsAMcmple 5}&
against the mountain's bas yish half-circle like a throwniback

AL L
hood, and?w;\ a short, reddish #f&uf

"Does that look familiar?" asked Ga;:;“:, pointing to the cape.
The woman scrutinized it for a while. A g
"Hey, that's the hermitage!"™ she ahou‘bedmw childish gleié. "It rii
looks so u& lit¥le! There's the terrace and the roof on the kit-
chen . ., . and the belfry, long and white-;ﬂ a goose's neck . . o and
the yard and the pine groves . . . Which are those thick onesp: the
first or the second?"
"The first ones, honey! Can't you see the Dragon's Head, sticking
its nose through the trees by the Roar?"
"0f course, of course! I can even hear the water . . ." She furned
to the shepherd and asked: "Why didn't you bring me here before?
It's the CANLS &A&;ountains R
"Well, you see all those &:R}kermea oaks? The goatherds from
Murons u‘-—l‘%.:ﬁa them so there'll be more buds in the spring, but
that means the animals can't eat the leaves in the winter. That's why
I always go up the other side. It's more peaceful over there, and I
don't get into so many fights. . . "

Mila f}.:x?(d at him@’é:ﬁ;rj

"What do you think the kid's doing now?"
"Milking the sheep so he can have breakfast," Gaietd replied,
and then added: ". . . or toasting some bread on the fire . . . &
vea
L a wisp of smoke rising from the chimney ., . ."
N eunvelope &
And both of them, he and she, -m-!x n a wave af tenderness,

imagined that child whom for the first time they had abandoned, per-
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haps impelled by an unspoken wish to be alone together,
In fact, during those long, erratic wanderings that had marked

Mila's recovery, so full of sec_ret pleasures and 'mtm—yearnings,

Baldiret had more than once been a source of im‘n‘,-mth h:.s L\

s
ill=timed & eruptions, feafening shouts, and m&N‘}
w (/\ wA \'o»M

pranks. W "'dlmlnlshed her love for him had less
urgent, as W womanly feeling$ ha mp‘;ﬁj her maternal institcts.
Unconsciously, she had often longed for one of those idylls far from
everything and everyone that lovers dream of, and doubly so since

instinet, :.f not calculatlon, seemed to suggest that only thus could

L Geidta’ _ _
she MWreserVe, forcing something important and
(oMme wr ¢ .‘_t"qﬁm
irrevocable to occur. But events rarely conform to our , 88

edm
* she now had to voncedeh. She and her beloved had been alone, in sweet
isolation, yet despite all her hopes and fears, nothing had happened.
Except for tiﬁabrlef moment in Lightningbolt Pass, when she had

glhf!n In

‘% surrendered to dark imaginings of which she now felt ashamed, their
oV

L% WA TAn C2m
hike had beenAthejsame as all the others, Aperhapa calmer, more M

*a DrJr(
%reer of unuttered passions. Yes, that was all that had really occ;ur&d?‘
ul

“ even so, her heart felt &hghter than ever before,

The shepherd seemed to answer her thoughts. Tired of watching

her stare dowp at that —z vird's-eye v:.ew of her home, he clapped
li to break her trance, exclalmlngz "How about &#ﬁ;@

W
'hﬂk' hermitess? You looked so dreamy I hated to disturb you, but the

his hands

sun sets early this time of year and if we stay too long, we'll never
get back in time."
"Yes, you're right. Let's go . « . and whenever I stop give me

a good pinch, This mountain's put a spell on me!"
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ck when you were moping around?. . .

"Didn't I say it would,, ba

tlae Uxbur on T 7y

You have to

"Can I help it if M I'm not as slow as you?g“ she qu;:a;;-re-

torted, amused by her own ; *

The mhmpmm shepherd laug&ingi& replied:"That's the way I like to
see you, not with your head tucked under your wing like before! Thank
God you've mm finally come to your senses!"
"That's your doing," she answered, serious o%ﬁﬁfmore. ﬁk
"Come on, don't make me laughm! . . . It was,glorious St. Pontius!"
"Forget about St, Pontius; he couldn't care less, You did it with
your stories, which show the good side of everything . . . If it
wasn't for you, I"d have died in these hil&s and been buried beside

that old hermitess under a !;;E;tone in the a:;:%yard."

Gaietd didn't reply because a few yard; away he saw a young man
‘I;ith lowered heady who was climbing the rocky slope, holding a switch
in his right hand?iﬂﬁle the left swung back and forth like a pendulum.

Behind him a herd of goats with mischevous faces and twitching beards
kicked up their heels and straggled among the rocks,

As they passed, the shepherd said: "Hiya, kid."

“m :!‘ornin.g, Gaietd."

"You're out early today."

i | caﬁi%é&t help it! They kick up such a fuss inside!"
"Well, that's how they are . . . Take it easy."

"So long, Gaietd."

And he receded into the distance, humming to himself.
"I'd love to be a shepherd!"™ Mila exclaimed.

"Like him?" the man scornfully replied. "Those loafers thinéi"
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it's a way to live without working. If:% igg}g Just set ahold of
them . . . I hate to see tr?c‘:;:ﬁviylngj around in the shade in -}v
summer and the sun in winter, napping in some field as if they were
sick, without a care in the world or a thought in their empty heads.
They either starve :ﬁfl;éigig?b death or let them eat till they bu’st,
and not only that/ but they throw stones i’ at them too . . . They're
good for nothing, 3:;r;mﬂérstand? e« « o 1t's a shame to let young
people carry on like thatmh,aﬁause the way they are now is how they'll
be all their lives!"
And the shepherd's usually benign visage grew solemn and severe.
Then they spied King's Glass again in the west, though from a far
greater height and looking slightly altered, but still like a deep
cleft with a Nativity scene at the bottom, and the Three Combs, jutting
up into the clear blue sky, and then Lightningbolt Pass, like a huge
gash beneath Windwhistle Heights, and far away, a jumble
of mudd¥ colors that were the fields on the plain.
Mile stopped a moment to ask: "Tell me, shepherd: is there another
way to reach the top?"
"Sure there is! These mountains are full of trails and you can
take any one you like , ., ."
"Without going through Lightningbolt Pass?"
."Only if you don't mind climbing straight ﬁp, but that's not for
JEQEEE;; or you can try the pass at Corbera Springs . . . over there
in the east, on the other side of the Rockies . . "
"Really? Then let's go down that way."

3 hoav
"Well, okay, if you want to, but it's a pretty straight drop and 7%?

you won't get many views."
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i "T don't mind, I'm sure I'1l like it anyhow."
The shepherd laughed: "I can see what you're up to! You want to

know these mountains inside out."

"That's it, shepherd."”

"All right; then let's do it « . . You're strong enough, and you

might even enjoy sliding down the Skeleton."

(st
Mila wanted to avoid Lightningbolt Pass, the only aﬁa?e on that
wenl yeans Woubdn t
day. She didn't mind gripping the rock with her fingermails,

if by so doing she could avoid those troubling thoughts that had

R afnecud
3 their ascent.

And they wegt on climbing, turning left and right. The woman's

- v
XF eyes, dzﬁzjgua—oﬁrhorizons, beheld Middle Rocky's broad ridge and looked

beyond it, lighting briefly on the distant plain. The Husk, like a
meteorite fallen from ;Heaven, grew smaller and smdller till it
seemed a tiny mound, as did Little Rocky with its smooth plateau
around the Boundary Stone. The golden sun beat down brilliantly upon
the columned cliff before them, which the shepherd called the Organ
because of its thick pipes. Finally, when at last they cg%d look out

on all sides, Gaietd stopped, peered at something, and motioned her
to be still,

he,
Mila obeyed, watching with surprise as the—ehytkerd searched

for a round stone and, after choosing one, assumed a slinger's graceful
pose and brought his right axﬂlomézzzg through the air. The stone
whizzed away, and where it landed something brown leapt thao?é?eot

and then fell to earth, All this happened in a flashsand when Mila

actlé lA L [ . ‘JJ—-
realized what L&Wﬂaa holding & furry animal

by the neck,
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"God's with us today! Look at this fat hare I caught napping!
tew 179N Y
He}s about to molt and'll be e."

2 ’ , _ Coveed
Held by its ars, its head split and veer“—w:.th blood, the
B

animal, still shaken by spasms, %its hind legs wildly. The
wind M‘iﬁs furm in.places, exposing lines of skin beneath the
pelt, which was an inch long and fine as thistledown. Gaiet& thumped
the beast a few ‘t:imeg on the ground to eneure that it was dead and told
tke woman, who was{igt;%‘ing)' , about the customs and
character of hares. Le ll.fl-d-“
"Strange beasts! #s Q‘lick as 'Lay'(oolr&nd even jumpier than you
are. They're scared of their own shadows, and if anything startles
them they're off like a shot. But sometimesﬂﬂiyuget tired of running
away all the time, and then one of ) T : A"Leap right into your -%
path. When a hare's worn out, it'll find a spot with a good view, curl
up by a rock or bush that'll keep off the wind, and sit there so still
you'd think it was dead. They can't see or hear a thing . . . Lots
of times I've gotten close enough to touch them and they haven't
budged an inch. M#H&ﬁganimala, but since if I
don't do it someone else will, I forget about that and aim a rock
at their heads . « " And he laughed, but seeing the woman's
troubled expression, he added: "Come on now: djon't be a crybaby!
After all, it's no worse than your mother-in-law's funeral, and when
you lin.k‘ ou:itxeil:- into one of those thighs, you'll agree it was
There's guite a difference bewween a slice of toast
and roast hare for breakfast . . . and I reckon this one'll be
sweeter than a sigteen-year-old girl."

Mila quickly recovered, and they decided to cook the hare when
they reached the Organ. As the animal grew stiff and cold, they walked
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and talked together. At every few steps, Mila laughed without knowing
v
why, and her gaiety eshﬁ throughAhilla and valleys like the sound of

A LLB\ L2 {g:_,f. {J”' l'.-bj ra,' a;.r,) fa e
Coc ;
They soon u:nued-ﬁ the Organ, whose $triated rock had been Jf

w% by many rainfalls. F}cing east, the cliff offered mivhihm shelter

rashing water,

to the couple, who had been walking in the shade, touched by only a

few rays of the sunlight that now beat down upon them with magnamimous
abundance. As soon as Mila felt that caress upon her cold-reddened

hands, she recalled a similar impression on her first trip up the
mountain: her arrival at the Boundary Stone after the trek up Leg-

break Creek., But it had been spring then, and however a&%ﬁ the Qf’
warmth, it was far more %mwramidr the icy blasts of winter. j?t
As soon as Mila stopped, she happily shut her eyes, stretched her

neck, and with a joyful moan, offered first one sheek and then the

other to the sun, which kissed the smooth skin above her well-wrapped

body. waths
: . (el dldin
"Looks like you're having a good time!" said her companion, e-m%')
. eestony, dobiyhe,
er

"Ooh, that feels wonderful!" she replied. "When we were walking,
I thought nothing could be nicer, but I didn't realize how cold I
was getting. My feet are frozen ., . "

"Well, no wonder . . . the ground's wet, and with those flimsy
shoes you women wear! It's hard to-& believe they're really made
of leather! . . . T Y'know what you should do? . . . While I build
a fire, take off your shoes, leave them in the sun, and rudb your feet
till they start to warm up."

Mila quickly followed his advice., She removed her shoes, rubbed

her white feet with her socks till the skin turned pink, and sat
barefoot on the warm ground, soaking up the sun's rayss.while she
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hﬁ{'l.f.’_. "
enjoyed the tingling sensation in her veins. Resting on that 53\<

plateau, she watched Gaietd gather firewood and held the hare's legs
uh%e he knelt to skin it.
Never in her life had Mila felt so happy. Her lips, eyes, soul,
and the mountains around her all smiled in unison. Till, amids%
that ;mﬂa of joy, she suddenly longed to kiss someone . . . In-
(are
volun&arily, tremulously, she turned to the shepherd, whose hatRﬂ-s
head, bent over the hare, offered its brow to her lips, but . . .
before she could complete the action, aomething made her stop short.
Without knowing why, without having heard the slightest noise, she
and Gaietd ﬁoth looked up in alarm. They gasped. There, above the
Organ's pipes, another head peered down at theirs, hastily mehmmehhmg
waé, and vanished without a trace. It all happened in a flash,
as if they had imagined it, yet the pair remained Abgd and unblinking
for more than a minute, still ss;éng that dark head with its white
jackal- > as though its image had been stamped upon the sky.
Gaietd was the first to rouse himself., His face g&dxrith
the cruel resolve of one who fights to the deatl'%}:gripped his q
and gnashed his teeth to cool his first murderous rage. Then he looked
into the woman's eyes.
"Did you see that?" he slowly asked. "All morning long I%ve
been expecting him. I was sure he was following us. But . . ." axfd
his face suddenly flushed, "he'd better keep away or I swgt;,'r";m
to Gg&—.l-‘id: kill him!" 4
And with one deft *t, he ripped open the hare's belly.
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XIV: On the Cross

L

All their happiness had fled with that appaﬁéion.
e skinning the hare, Gaietd made a circle of stones, over

which he laid a grill of woven branches from a nearby tree, and on

that grill he placed the hare, spread open like a book and eané:I;E;—

Sl dn

o s

ground, lost in their own thoughts. They devoured it hungrily but

with garlic and a litile olive o0il. The animal cooked in

its own juices, while the picnickers sat staring at the

joylessly,and that breakfast, which the shepherd had proclig;med sweeter

than a sixteen-year-old girl and which would have indded been so
sha &

without the gmin—eu,tvtenee that had preceded it, was merely the satis-

faction of a physical need.

From time to time, Mila raised her head to see whather.%ﬁFS spy *&

(qa.itt;. :
had returnedsyill at last'uuhihe?%crd said: "Now for God's sake, stop

m! He won't bother us again today, and even if they searched
v 1 . bt
this whole mountainjr:hey wouldn't find hi@&nor hair of'ﬂmejigirét
o
« « o He sneaks around f i people as long as no one ppots him,
but as soon as 'cjﬂit's like the earth swallowed
him up . + « Look how he's stayed away ever since he stole those

rabbits ., . . But someone's got to put a stop to it, and if he doesn't

come to me, I reckon I'll have to go out looking for him , ., ."
Holding a piece of meat she was about to bite into, Mila exclaimed:

"Shepherd, for the love of God, leave that man alone! Don}t say any=-

thing to him , . "

"Go on, eat, and put it out of your mind. This is business . . "
g
"What makes him so nasty? He never me* before, but now
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I'm starting to feel scared."

"You've got nothing to worry about as long as I'm alive. He's .
always been as terrified of me as Satan is of crosses, and hhtﬁom
nevg;":é\argi::bo?;k me in the eye . . . He doesn't mind taking your
rabbits, since Matias is h{s pal, but he'll keep away from you \gause
he knows I'd ever_ ] '* .

Gaietd spoke in anger, but his words went straight to Mila's
heart. Feeling her throat tighten, she could only reply: "Oh shepherd
« » " while two big tears tgg?:\d down her cheeks.

The shepherd blinked in bewilderment, like a sleeper awakened by
the morning light: "What's the matter, hermitess? Don't fuss so much or
you'll make me mad!"™ And forcing.hinaoék-bo laugh, he added: "You pay

too much attention to what I say and don't take things like ﬂ mean
them . . . Sometimes a guy can forget he's talking to a woman . . .
e alvoat senatliiay 2ls &
But look, why don't we W‘r Put away those napkins
and let's get going, or they'll come looking for us with lanterns!"
And after throwing away the bones and stamping out the fire, he crammed
everything into his pouch and was ready to go.
"He loves me, he loves me!" the woman thought to herself. "He's
too shy to say so and a—:loesn't want me to know, but he loves me!"
With tears in her eyes, Mila imagined what her life would have
been like if she had only metc1;his man before the other one. But the
die was cast, and what might have been happiness was now nothing but
a si@ . Yes: ever since they had seen the

P g on

Spirit's head, this eryel) thought had tormented her. W}lat,\ha.d they been
#x doing wrong beneath God Ablue sky? Nothing, of couraeﬂ Yet all the

same, she was so unnerved by the Spirit's evil leer that she would
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ok e K
have given half her life to escape it. His eyes had sought to paye
s N

what h was @ stolen moment. They had nothing to hide, but htj‘ﬂ
-uuﬂé e
(nll* ’\ M’chey did, and Mila felt crushed by his suspicions, as

§iv
though i she had been caught in a real sa'?i@e Perhaps what most dis-
{ven B, ‘ eﬂw _
Nrbﬂ her was the fact that shetnhad half-committed on ,;m thought if
L

not in deed, for a sinner is ﬁowm who bears the seeds of sin

; ¢ i
within him, lﬂ even so, by what quirk of fate should something now
be wrong that in another time and place would have been pure andw%y‘?
And, her mind hopelegsly adrift in a sea of_confusion, the woman mmmmhn

Yhea Oveuk
strained to grasp the hidden laws behind that phenomenon. She could ;

ww ewa zuuthtam'l
not » nor dould she free herself from fear and d-i—o#ream
One thing, however, was clear: the joy of loving freely was denied

her, and pleasure seixed on the sly was filth and wickedness , . .

fo wither  por
It was almost better HMI\have ox desire such pleasure! Better to love
fruitlessly il fille X

as they loved, and distantly. Though their love was i
rd v ey 5y

it was -Re clean and honest ., . .
And now Mila, again buffeted by 3turbﬂent emotions, admired

)
i e had cursed in Lightningbolt

Pass: the reserve with whichétﬁ chastely veiled his inner feelings,
Because he loved her, he loved her! Ahmm She neither would nor could

doubt it! His eyes had not deceived her that morning after St. Pontius'

festivak’ho—h% He cherished her above all else ir}éi sought to

| o - e
shlaéjl.d her from harm! . . . And intoxicated by this n%, she red

peated it to herself, fixing it in her mind as a drowning sailor
might clutch a plank,

After walking awhile, they reached another ledge near the top
of Big Rocky, though they were still on the north side of the mountain.
They made their way around some cliffs, and upon gazing upward, beheld

b
the h&tﬁig‘npealz Castles above an abyss of waterfalls and t.pea;e_r'our
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escarpments: a ferocious cornice of stone worn smooth by the centuries,

twstinctie k“\
like a ruined barbican atop Big Rocky's ancient fortress. Mila ducked

< N

they passed beneath the Cas@.e, as though fearing to
s et .
gee those _eliffs weiek ; sands—of—bons_come crashing down from

their precarious

';l"
But the Castles remained

as they had been for centuries, firm and ﬁ'ﬁgnless, seeming to laugh

at her fear of those narrow pathq;#;fut across the E;‘ rock

)
beaiath their ornate towers. The one in danger Q&‘%ﬁg was Mila,

W
W.ilOA g a sharp corner ;aw the ground fall a.Wa,yj leaving
nothing but sky. L ot
le
She j back, while the shepherd smiled at her fear.

Mila felt that one more step would send her hurtling down that
steep slope, at whose edges weeds and rosemary bushes bristled darkly
l&he—;;;;;-ssah against the light. Where was the rest of the mountain?
Where had the world gone? They had been sucked into the brilliant
void, which seemed to ik;gaitn-her too, as she mm stood at its brink
with Gaietd beside her,
A sense of free-floating emptiness such as she had never known
h::I;: came over her.
"Shepherd! . . . Shepherd! . . ." she screamed, holding out her
arms and feeling her head spin. ‘
But before she could open her mouth, Gaietd had gripped her arm.
"Heyh, watch it! This is no place to fool around! From here to
the tog, the path'll be open on one side, and any nonsense
will send you tuﬁbling gstraight down that ecliff . . ."
Mila quickly adjusted to the chai?e, and following the shepherd's

advice, clé.mhad—ia.&nhﬁuﬁ kept her eyes on the ground. She felt

the void, sometimes behind her and sometimes at her side, while he
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A\LZ‘HM—S -ra_,d":V\M .
‘ eyes glimpsed vertiginous gn:g?f full of mirages, but ahﬁ forced

5 wn {Leburnt
herself not to look b&”and ;’picked her way among w
J
kermes oaks, whoa?#harred branches brushed her skirts and
clawed at her legs.
They didn't stop till the shepherd sighed and then exclaimed:
"God Almighty! Here we are!"
They were at the Cross. A great rocky plateau crowned the moun-
tain, flattening it like the top of bushel of grain. At first Mila,

who stood facing the center of that plateau, saw nothing more than

stony pround dovted with the usual kanmos—ﬁaky—roés;z;;;-aad

L Jeeed peads e\ .
stunted bushes, A gustof wind pushed her forwardhhdlshevelang her hair.

"Mother of God!" she anxiously exclaimed.

"There's nothing to break the wind here; that's why it sweeps
across so fast, But now that it's passed, take a deep breath . ., .
Everything smells like incense, pretty girls, and the sea . . .¥

Indeed, the mountaintop smelled sweet as a rose. From time to time,
invisible clouds enveloped them, drenching their senses in delightful
aromas, Where did they come from? From the mountains and valleys, from
the world below, which sent forth its purest &E%ﬁ: while
reabsorbing its more poisonous smells. But where was . that worlad?
Gaietd seized her shoulders and spun her around,
Mila clapped her hands over her eyes and felt the roots of her
hair tingle. Her memories of the Boundary Stone, Nestwatch, and all
the mountains' other peaks: how small and pathetic they seemed to
her now! This was vastness, this was M*U& immensity!

She scarcely nee&gto ask if that tiled patch of ochre and siena

was Murons, the ancient town crisscremssed by dark streets. The smoke

from its chimneys, mingling with the air, hung like a bluish cloud

ez
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v
%he rooftops. Those rectangles in every shade of green were its
{l
L8
fields and orchards, ilver strip beyond them was the river,a

Y
diminutive N:Lle that gave the town its fertility,/ and ih&e—wra—l—]:ol—

el were Ui 4 (N
-E-mm:;&f\ aked poplars, beyond whiec she saw 3-

L (% o, a.lbu
oa‘..z:etch of brown wheat fields. &Mﬁ she s ot:
hylls UL wers

% &vrgray and amber . spr:.nkled
Uu.u'tt.
with white hamlets like tiny grains of anisee Aght and ended
: f’,L\QLL v wa {\ omed L -
, in a high elif M})gfn the left?, ad Garker and
L ’ . ) 3 A..i
1%&5,& loftier which in the dlstance seemed to fill the entire south.
- wie of ' covotmihin bay ¢h€§-
That dark barricade's summit was with patches of pinkish
(ef Stine
white so brilliant that they seemed toft-i—ﬁ the woman'fe eyes, ;:
r

"That snow never melts," Gaietd replied to W

Ul (LA N

questiork "No matter what time of ye rﬂm*i-n, uly-'faf\
su.“‘“ Snoweqpp ec wount‘w”‘

« « « They're wofy} the climb all by them-
selfes."

But Mila was less enthusiasfi'c than the shepherd. She preferred

the miniature scenes she could recognize below her.

From that plateau atop Big Rocky, the highest peak in the area,
she quickly spotted Littleflocky, like a cap lying at its big brother's
feet. A band of fields encircled Ridorta, perched upon its pretty

hill, while a patchwork quilt of orchao{rds, roads, and valleys led to
[ one mon fee
Llisquents' terraced slopes, dlstlngulshed from afar by the glittering
wihes
bell in its steeple. SheLsaw ‘iortelles' cylindrical colun&x_) bgotches ,??
wau

of sandy lowland, and more in that limitless panorama . . .

- “"ﬁ o .
They walked till they could gaze upon the steep ravines below ?(v

them, and Midd_'lze Rocky's long, furrowed crest, like an intestine

whdvs o wh
% protruding.from a huge stone stomach, Beyond it a dusty plain led

to more pale blue mountains, and a few steps further, they were
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looking out toward the east.

Dazzled by a sudden flash as from a mirror, Mila shut her eyes.
What was that long strip of blinding light on the horizon? Gaieta
replied with a single mQQEZ word:

"The seal"

‘t-wu’\M“‘j
Mila as though someone had struck her.

Could that really be the fathomless sea she had heard of so

often?
She blinked and rubbed her eyes; then sheJ&?offﬁ.again, forcing
herself to endure that brilliant glitter.
The sea! The sea she had always longed to behold! The sea of
fish, shipwrecks, mermaids, conches and rainbow grottoes! . . ., She
remembered the votive offerings in the chapel, Gaietd's stories,
those sayl and tales she had listenéﬂ to as a child, everything

WA
about t « « o A sense of disappointment

oves a
her .{A&Lﬂa L bw:x_

Gaieth saw the disillusionment in her face and tried to oheeT\‘

M : '“uwn O ywn v J
ﬁgper u&ihj§;s~007‘en#amian..Mlla politely pretended @to be convinced,

though she could not grasp the connection betweeen all those words and

_0,(tb wl

ﬁk‘ a Eiengg? gtream that looked like a giant's sword in one of the old
man's-fairy tales, nor did it resemble the mighty sea of her dreans,
full of portengabua legends. Losing interest, she began to stroll
about once more, examining the ruins of the convent at Cabrides, the
Moorish kings' ancient castlfl'wg&g$k§eemed to crumble down its rocky
slope toward Murons, the Ln-aee;:zgaez jagged, pitted slopes on the
side near the plain, and the wreath of olive trees around Middle

Rocky's veiny base . . . Suddenly she remembered something and asked
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the shepherd: "But where 8 the Cross? I a;:E; haven't seen it."
He replied: "“The Créﬁﬂ? ETE:E: stood on that peak."
"And now?"
The man looked at her in surprise.
"Now it's nowhere. But you must have heard about the Cross!"
And seeing Mila shake her head, he briefly told the story.
"Five or six hundred years ago, there was a terrible plague in
Murons. Jesus Christ bore away half the souls living there., People

died like flies in the streets and squares, but no matter how many

they buried there were always more corpses. They did everything they
&nde. Al e~ i/\uvs"-_

could think of to urd-oﬁﬂ\the plague! . . . Pwﬂﬁu-, processions,

it was all a waste f time. But since nothing last forever, one day the
A ¢

plague di Then the survivors decided to thank God for
sparing them and gave what fhey ci@ld to make an iron cross so big
gfj:“you could see it 3 from every village in these parts.
Once it was ready, they swore to bring it up here themselves, and to

please God even more, to follow the paths along theae cliffs. And

that's just what they did. e;LqE"an
the plague and othe fromA;f='af‘ and poor, gre:ﬁ and humble,
they all got together and, taking turns, they carrked that cross :¥(
right to the top. They stopped when the sun went down and spent the
night eating, praying, and watching over it. It took them five days
to climb the mountain, on the sixth they planted their cross, and on
the seventh, which happened to be Sunday, they held a big celebration.

wieke

There was a guy in Murons who dldn t believe in God and was so

weld b e A ; {\HRHW

that eweryene—briel Bheer—elte of-hims He went to the and
t‘ g o .
§e ad e o prowd, said something was missing: Jesus Crhist,

-
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but he'd fix that in a jiffy. And before anyone could stop him he'&L

b
climbed the cross, while the peop}emll yelled and gﬂiﬂ}ﬁd below him,

and hung a mule's skeleton on it for everyone to see."

"Sweet Jesus, Mary, and Joseph," Mila sighedm Ln—d%g

"But his ;& punishment was swift, hermitess! Aaﬁ'—oon as

he'd defiled the cross, while the bones were stlll$w
M though the sky was as clear and calm as today, a

huge lightning bolt came down with such a mightyh clap of thunderzl;:‘
that everyone fell to the ground and covered their eyes. And when they
slowly raised their headsrsm-:;;e, they saw no trace of that heathen
or the cros i . All that remained was the mountain and
:mighty stench of n-]r*;:&ﬁ;l that's how the Highpeak Cross was put
up and knocked down. Nowadays, when pedple find some o0ld whitened
bone and cgnit tell where it \came from, they bury it deep underground,
% sa.yilf_:g: *%’heathen bone,';;.ke Hell your home,® But if they find
pieces of iron, they think they're from the Cross and hang them above
their beds to ward off evil thoughts. I don't have a bed, y'know, so
I keep a piece in my pouch . . ." Then Gaieta M—A&;-d-:-;;ﬂhls bag,
pulled out a rusty lump of metal, and showed it to the woman.
She asked skepticaelly: "You mean to say that's from the &ross?"
"Everyone around here says it must be . « + I found it on the
ground one day and I've kept it ever sin_ge . . . Who knows? . . .
At least it won't do me any harm . . ."
Aevive,
Mila wondered if Gaietids serenity might not MR-from that
amulet rather than his own nature. . ¢
§|< "What no one can doubt is the éq;t_s_g fr?om the &’ skeleton. Now

and then it makes a sound just like wheh he hung it up there, whenever

something bad's about to happen in these hills. I®ve haard it twice:
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once when my wife was about to die, and once when a piece of the

v L 7.’
Girl slid onto the gt:v% at 5t. Pontius,/ cowvering-the-atmbie and

uyieD

the cows alive.,

Mila smiled, and her wwinkling eyes betrayed her incredulity.
Sometimes Gaietd behaved like an overgrown child who believed all his
own tales.

They walked on till at last, tiring even of aplend;d views and
sweet aromas, the man asked if she would like to sit awhile before
starting downward.

"It's about nine o'clock now, We can rest a little, go through

the pass, and be home by ten."
Mila's eyes widened. "Only nine? How can that be? . . . We've

been walking so long . « '
k(ms&l{‘)

1
seated o
The shepherd calmly with an arm around one kneeT
a&-&ovh -whi?-\e—-

his other leg stretched out before him on the ground.

"Well ., ., . what time do you make it?"
y td .‘G. r

The woman vainly tried to aga.na—&-t—un“s‘amve.-' ;il_

"Don't worry, I'll figure it out for you. Céming straight up
here M—aﬁn&ta}sea a little less than two hours. All the rest
h.s“-i%n looking and stopping for breakfast."
Mila couldn't believe her ears. Altogether, they had been gone
some four hours, though she would have guessed at least six or seven.
She arsa'b down near the shepherd, still troubled, as he was,
by the I Spirit's appearance above the Orgaen.They gazed 2 absent-

requlay ey .
mindedly at Murons, ; surrounded by its pattermmd fielfgu-ﬂy—
s egan s u emds

greakfaet had the wisps of smoke

had ; vanished; only occasional long columns the color of whisky
W e
and water remained, like ijpalpable stibnite pillars i-r?? seme fabulous
—""““"—“/,

M pasye (M-“fr?" M»AO
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temple bereft of its portico, dome, and pediments. Beneath the BJ
which still cast long shadows, they saw tiled rooftops like scalloped

shells in the distance, while gigures no bigger than fly-specks made
w05’

theyr way W the squares.
‘,';i»er.'t‘
Mila's sharp eyes sought the places she knew best: fm France ﬂ.,

A
where she sometimes went shopping, the open market, the nﬁ% church, z
the rectory, the promenade, the fairground where livestock was
oo Lenkeved
soldf\. « « The church stood out because of its size and

b ecause it faced the sun. With its squat twin belltowers, its two

OowA M tl/u_
round windows,,.and its red door mﬁetlrgﬂw shadows, it bore a certain

hu g
resemblance to a colossal barnowl. As they looked, i nine slow
tMt

eals wafted upward from
P P llunoﬂ..
Mila suddenly wondered if Matias could be down there/ and ;-ﬂ

LN

quickly repeated her thought to Gaietd.
The shepherd shook his head. "I doubt it . . . he's probably

E asleep."

. & »

Mila was surprised: "Asleep at this time of day? . . . You must
be kidding."

The shepherd looked at her and seemed to hesitate,

"Well, you see . . " he finally mumbled. "I didn't want to

13y ;‘m&‘ Eulu. 1t Led\y
tell you because I i y but « « . maybe you should

know . . . since I won't be around." #a
48

"What is i%, shepherd?" exclaimed the woman, alarmed by that %
preamble,

"I told you I%d keep an eye on your husband, Nmeﬁur? Well, I
kept my word and . . "

"And?" she anxiously repeated.
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"And he's not begging for the saint."

"Is that all? I already figured he wasn't, He tags along after
the Spirit « . ." she replied with a forced smile.

"Sure he tage along after him . . « but not to hunt rabbits
e« o« » Listen: when I goz-to Mass on Sunday I can find out anything
I want %o know . . « just by asking the right questions, however
%?e%-p it's lﬁ:&;%;r « « Your husband, nowadays, is a gaihbler by trade.
All night he rolls the bones till the bun begins to shine, and then
he sleeps all day in theth bas%gr@'s den," ig

Mila was astonished.

"Matiaa@/: gambler?® ¥

she would ha e called him a liar, but

‘e”
If anyone else had said so .
Bemin Uik L0 qows 1P D

this was the shepherd/ and he ‘,sn}t"

carefully the old man weighed his words.

She stared at Gaietd, waiting to hear moreadeﬁp

"You remember how he used to be before? A brood hen, a loafer
you couldn't smoke out of his nest . « « If you hadn't been there,
the moths would have eaten him . . . I swear, every time I saw him
I used to start worrying . . . But one day he slung that chapel over
his shoulder, went out begging, and a week later he'd changed more
than if they'd baked him again from sératch."
"That's true!"™ Mila exclaimed.
"I was afraid that change wouldn't be for the better, and when
I saw him working for the Spiri ﬁ; reckitoned hilwas a goner. The
Spirit knows how to sing all kinds of songs for his supper, and not
only thatzgat he can smell money a mile away. Your husband was like an
empty house, and he moved right in. They drank up what they made
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selling rabbits and slept it off at his place . . . Matias was an
easy catch . . . The Spirit's a born crook, and lucky too . . . Matias

won a few rolls, and from then on they've been partners.”

Qo
Staring W’ Mila listened and also follored her own
Aty
thoughts: Matias' deeds, words, fears and confusions, buvka of his
w tAvied anbe

life that had seeme

’ . @

plac e’A

"A gambler! But he was mmn

strange, ek that only now fell into

sdaeeisid Who would have thought . . 2"
The shepherd also gazed down, as though bewitched by the town
below them. "Your being too sick to care didn't help either one of
you « « soY¥ou might have bullied him into holding off for a spell
« « « but I'm not even sure of that, because when you're as big a

sucker as he is . . . Anyhow, you gave him all the rope he needed

The woman claéjped her hands and stared at him despairingly.

"What could I do? I was more dead than alive!"

"Now, now, hermitess. I'm not 'bryin’ to putx blame J_;rou.
I just said what I thought . . ." And those calm eyes offered
her unconditional absolution.

They fell silent again., Matias, the Spirit, that hermitage . . .
laziness, quarrels, penny-pincting, loneliness . . . il
memories swarmed buzzing s heada?hat a moment ago had been
cobled by Highpeak's pleasant breezes . . . till the shepherd, whose
gaze was still fixed upon Murons, said uncertainly: "Those damn

e\ \ (£
towns are the cause of it! Dens of iniquity . . . I'd rather have one f}\R
A
rock in the mountains than a hundred houses down g; below . + &
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and without them you'd have less souls in Hell and less families in

trouble . . « Those narrow streets make me feel like a lost sheep

s -t
for a patch of sky. When I was still young, after my
~ W o
wife died/ they asked me to run a ;! butchershop., It was a good
iny  “-e bgar & ' )
o/ « though it was nothing 7\‘

-éenr', but I wouldn't

like now: thirty-five years ago there weren't so many houses of ill

K

inieh, .
repute , « "
Surprised, Mila asked: "Did you say thirty-five years ago? How
old are you, shepherd?"
’ (d\h{"" cal
The man turned to her and smiled: "Wﬂwd—ye&-
guess, hermitess?"
"Me? Well, I would have thought . . . around forty . . ."
Despite his mood, Gaietd roared with laughter.
e
"God Almighty! That's not% , is it? Ha, ha, ha! . . . but
olring .
you're kdddﬁf&frmght?" And seeing her puzzled expression, he &aughed
even harder. "May St. Lucy improve your eyesight, and meanwhile, if
we see someone selling glasses, I"1l buy you a pair with nice, thick
lenses ."
"What do you mean, shepherd?"
otibhs Gagsttin lis oot
"Either you missed by a mile or ;ku—eanigjbeawtdﬂnﬁhufy% R i
"Well then . o" .
"God willing, I'll be sixty-four next January."
_ endare >
That day, Mila had au#tjxfd.every kind of strong emotion, but ;
po::z;; none, neither her fear in Lightningbolt Pass and beneath the
Organ nor what she had learned about Matias' doings, had struck her
with such force. Nor could she feign indifference, The color drained

[ W=,
from her cheeks/ W—M‘, and she stubbornly

refused to believe the shepherd's words. Mistaking her protests for



UNB:

Universitat Autimoma de Barcelona

simple amazement, he counted the years on his fingertips, citing

:dates and recollections.

The woman heard nothing, while troublmg thoughts winged ﬁnﬂly
through her head, beating more M ‘Jhan the fiercest summer dust

storm.
% u 51& A Ean ?
at strength! What peace of mlnd' What a’ ! :
grb"-ﬂ?lﬁ!

She clutched and unclutched her hands, ferellng the blood pound in
- + o » And as long as %

they were on Highpeak, she remflhed trapped in this vieious circle.
Aftert “W the man returned to
Matias, about vglugm e ca.ut:l.on; and adv:l.se?'her.
"Don't lose hope . . . you never know . . . try pampering I
ix%’iiad of scolding « + %him not to leave you alone. Maybe he'll
% %t Covmards X2
Mila heard these exhortations without understanding them, and Jr"
the stiff wind that whipped her apron quickly scattered them far and j
wide., Finally, Gaietd noticed her distraction and, seeing her shudder
from head to toe, aakedzr
"Are you feeling sick, hermitess?"
"fe8 o « ¢« NO ¢ ¢ o« I'm & 1little chilly  » "
He immediately rose to his feet.
"My God, why didn't you say ao?T'm not a mind~reader, y'know?
« « o« Come on, let's get going."
The sea flashed in the distance like a k;r]é-of gleaming steel.
Mila g}anced at it and looked away, thinking bitterly:"You can't believe
W? e o it's 2all lies and fairytales."
They started down the east slope. There was not a flat inch in

that network of ridges and gullies. People called it the Skeleton
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because its protruding layers of rock resembled the bones on some

mans Lrowo _ L _
u].oosr{' ribcage. The peasants went there to pick medicinal herbs, with

which they made teas and poultices for themselves and their livestock.
On that slopg the Spirit had met Mariet;;.s she returned with some
o5 on
herbs and had sought to&i—]R her mind u.&h—po@;ouo—goan-p about
. . v |
Gaieth and Mila. Jhe shepherd remembered)<angehis deflgre for
N fanned ‘7'
revenge flared upﬁke a bonfire hl*—by a sudden gust of wind.
Mila followed close behind.ﬁl&.- the old man, whom her
eyes never left. Shocked by her recent discovery, she had quickly
regained her eyesight and no longer needed glasses of any shape or
kind. The ridged slope allowed her to scrutinize his head three or
andS
four feet below her, and glthough his beardless facer\short chestnut
hair? } ere deceptive at first glance, if one
- looked more closely his age was perfectly obvious. That same hair had
grown dull and faded with the years@“is skin cl to the bones,
= R el
and between them was as wrinkled as mp&ﬁnpzﬁ -= in the hollows
of his cheeks, for example, or the folds behind his ears. His nails
were hard as a raven's claws, and his joints were slightly stiff. No,
L,q_ q-_& £Eng
there was no doubt: he was not what T
She compared him to her husband, who was young !‘ but o0ld in

5.0emad .
, spirit, while the other was an 0ld man who looked mueh younger than b

Monslew fﬁ“ztu o [0ng pa g5 -(ucqtc-fl.llhbw wens e\
' his years. Both w , and WM
A gsi&tmae_. in% foveast
r\heer, ma::ng roying the very life within herk. « « She again

_glt the black despair of one unfairly zpumshed. Everything
was hopeless! . + . And she bit her lips till they bled, while her
head spun dizzily.

Why not miss her féu:tt’ing and end it all, hurtling down that rocky

slope? ah-e—mﬁered-,—thokgh even as the thought crossed her mind, she
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carefully took one step and then another . . .
In certain especially dangerous spots, the shepherd took her
hand, The contact so revolted her that she nearly jumped back. How
%herai.x longings in 4& Lightningbolt Pass
now seemed!
Shetrivea home '&%ﬁm with a splitting headache. All that
remained of their outing was torment and depression.

"An old man! . . . Aniﬁold man with one foot in the grave!™
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XV: The Fall

Mila's feet once again rested firmly on the ground. Fallen
from the nest ofﬁler illusions, she found herself face to face with

reality. The vague@ dreams, hopes and fears that hed bedeviled her

were gone, d the shock she had received on nghpeak left her
aveR B
}\dla}rlented. As time passed, WW
gﬂat, calm resignation. The day after Gaietd's and Baldiret's
departure, Mila cleaned the hermitage, which she had negledted since
the beginning of her illness, and after dusting, mending, and weeding
the garden, she set %’ to buy food in Murons. On her way
she stopped & at St. Pontius' Farmhouse, where she had not been
seen for many?:eeka. S~
Mritn. M‘-“""‘ 5%
It was nearly eleven, and b he spied Arnau -
(ML e ™

spoken

unhitching the wagon. slnce that day in

AT
the yard, and he looked less ro'bust.}\ e dldn't notice Mila,

( '.l.bm—b
* and when he n-nrv% her sﬁ’ew feet away, he quickly turned and

beﬂ_h over as though to search for something on the gpound. She stopped
for a moment, disconcerted. Then, understanding that hg;gé.aped’g; avoid
her, she sadly entered the house, where another unpleasant surprise
awaited her., Seated as usual by the fire, thefgrandmothetwas ai:iclng
something into a casserole that lay

Bright flames from a pile of logs filled the hearthxoutlin:;-ﬁhe’

et \;(4.

0 in red., A dark gray cat rubbed against her skirts,
sniffing and meowing.
"Good morning, granny! How've you been?" Mila asked cheerfully

as she entered.

The old woman, who was bent over, ghitn\ glanced toward the
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doorja;:;hout removing her hands from the casserole.

"Oh, it's you!" she mumbled and returned to her work as though

nothing had happened.

Mila stopped in her tracks. She had expected a warmer welcome
from the grandmother, who had always be;trl;u‘ M
ber?’o)f that family. But H;‘E'E the old 1a‘d\y was known to be tempera-
mental, Mila thought she was in a bad humor or pekhaps angry i at
her for noth visiting more often. She therefore approachg\g%%

laughed nervously, and tapped her on the shoulder.
"Well, how've you been keeping since last time I saw you?"
"Right now, thank God . . . I've never been worse! , , ." she
answered without raising her head.

s A
"I sure i:h‘—mre you . . " Mila added, not knowing what else to

mioml s

say.
An unpleasant croak, ﬂha.nh-m—aumoeai_tn—ba a sarcastic laugh,

'I::t;ﬁpreceded the 0ld woman's reply: "I bet! Well, let's not
talk about that . . ."
Mila saw that she was in the way and awkwardly excused herself.
Whem she was outside, her chin trempled as she held back the tears.
What was going on there? Why had they treated her so coldly? She could
understand Arnau's reaction: rightly or wrongly, he was probably still
hurt, but qelérandmother? She couldn't imagine what the old lady might
have against her.
. She's just in a bad mood!"™ she finally decided. But

ure of her explanation, she visited them two or three

times during the next week. She was quickly convinced that their feelings

&n smfl 0wy evevd
toward her had changed. Marieta fQ‘?welcomed her ﬂ—th—bvg-}una.ﬂmaa-
& - ’
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dlu{ma ’37
; y but even she could not hide a certain involuntary reserve.
The grandmother and Arnau, however, made no effort to hide their
f o (ha_lﬂ- 516(-"
feelings. He turned away and disappeared as soon as he caught sight
Dw\.M
of her, while the old L&ﬁﬂ clucked quietly in disapproval if
Marieta was prese_pt and otherwise simply turned Rer back on Mila.
Mila wracked her brain, trying to understand why she had fallen
from finm favor in that house. Had they learned that she was the cause
of Arnau's broken engagement? Had they heard about Matias' doings?
One day Gaietd took his flock up the mountain and stopped ;
at the hermitage to greet Mila, who couldn't help asking about
Marieta and the others.
"Listen, shepherd: what's gaié%@en.with Arnau? Is he getting
married or not?" w \
AN say b ts
"Is he getiing married? . . . M%Qf—eﬂufr_hﬂ_ﬂ & 8 &
ouw (GL

Before harveat time we'll have a new Y at St. Pontius,.,"

"Thank God! Everything's all right!" the woman thought, feeling
u—-th-w&a weight had been lifted from her shoulders, but then what?—

' 4 " -

on earth was bothering them? And she told Gaietéa how they had behaved
in her presence.

"Don't worryR about it, hermitess . . . Did you do something
wrong? . . . Well%hen, keep hq;‘your chin up « « « It's ﬂ‘g
gosspp, but sommner or later the truth will out, and then . . ."

"But why are they acting like that?"

He reldatantly replied: "They're good people at St. Pontius,
y'know? . . . but they think I care more about you than them, and
¢« o« " The 0ld man suddenly lost his habitual composure and bitterly
exclaimed: "That bastard's got an evil tongue . . . just wait'll I
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cut it R
;Mlla inquired no further. Crushed and astonished, she under-
ﬂ. Q\“- i! Oﬁt A
stood at last. She Wcﬁid never St Pontius'
Fortunately, Baldiret was a child and immune to such suspicions.
The first Sunday after he left her, she heard him run across the court-
yard and&sh up the stairs. She hurried out just as eagerly to welcome

him .

b g\hen they met, the boy threw his arms around her legs and silently
wne

w-bb,\& his head Wher skirts, With tears in her eyes, she led him

into the kitchen, where she sat down on the bench with Baldiret
between her legs and her arms around him, while the two of them
ciled semqbivdo.
chattered away like a couple of ﬂmﬁ.ngnasde-r
"Do you still go out with flock? . . . How do you like school?
'ch:: they tell you bedtime stories? . . . Don't you ever miss me?

lu.LlALs\
The boy ;»HR; at her woblen shawl.
"I can do my multiplication tables, y'know? Yesterday a kid
couldn't gkt six times six right, and the teacher whacked him on

.ha.ag‘-:f the head . . . Gra@a wanted me to go to Cate‘chlsm today
- s

T bu heck, this is the only time I could come and visit you . . .
liny %geta dry from so much #}hﬂ\;‘\ « « Our teacher said next
month I'll be able to write . . . but I have a hard time remembering
all those words in Castilian . . .
Seeing Baldiret scratch his head?;unously as he talked, she
combed his hair and looked for worms. Then she gave him candy an

toasted almonds she kept for visitors, and a piece of gold trim ’e a ‘%{
ﬁnrist Child he had been eyeing covetously for a while. Since he .
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: s LL W
d qﬂiﬂiﬂﬂp been away for 2—%&,— she showeddim

the flowers on the terrace and the cabbages in the garden, whitened
by frost, their dead leaves flattened against the ground . . . When it m
was time for the boy to go, she accompanied him most of the way home,

and he promised that next Sunday he would tell ki the

y 3 m
same fiR and come agin.
f R % : oo days
After those two visits, she spent by

herself . . . She had done her very best to ma.ke Matias see reason,
Tbut she quickly found that it was‘\m-nere—fru:ﬁ'fd.—ﬂwx talking to ,\

ﬁewall He was lost to her forever. Miraculously cured by that reve-
lation on Hi%ﬂ, which had dispelled her stubborn blindness, she

saw that her neglect had allowed him to slip beyond her grasp.

The nex element she had sensed in him had dSmpiewed its "touzrt The
brood hen, the loafer, as Gaietd had put it, had been transformed
into a compulsive gambler. Pale and gauntyg after sleepless nights,
his brow furrowed and his glance shifty, he had the air of a beast
‘&:§l$§;§ wolfing down its prey in some cave but ready to turn and
defend its spoils to the death if need be, She had thought him a born
idler, but in fact he was born to gamble, nor would he ever change his
ways,., His education was complete!
L?.tvt
this, Mila ceased to struggle. All her efferts

had been for nought, she was alone in the world, and she could expect
no help from anyone or anything . . « And accepting this state of
affairs, she acquired the tempered strength of one who, throwing down
his last coin and playing his last card, knows he has nothing‘;;:: left
to lose. She had been feeling this way for a couple of weeks when

early one afternoon the sky, which had been calm, suddenly ﬁ



ALEE

a4 Uluwrutn noma de Barcelons

ne f“

¢Llu&l3\ ov el appe <
mmﬂy\ Luminous white astles &ureﬁabove Highpeak and

spread across the mountains, blackening ylll within an hour i great

cJ.n-ps—x—thﬁzm burst forth. t wa.s the first big storm since Mila's
bwstl
arrival and, foe.l.a.-ng—u—ba,ktl;b-ao cat;\

she roamed from one window to another.

After a mighty rumble that rolled acrossm the heavens, as though

a bass drum were announcing the tempest's arrival, s.ha.;of rain
- -

v awnln,
beat against the like a shower of gravel. Mila, whose nose

was pressed againt the bedroom window, saw a gray curtain descend,
obliterating Big Rocky's dark gilouette. The curtain, shaken ab—tizwe-
T‘;ay sudden gusts f and ripped periodically by

fp; bolts of lightning, quickly became impethetrable., Mila ran

to the little window in her kitchen. The water poured down Middle

Rocky's slopes, forming streams as it wentﬁ }?alllng ; pon the

3% housergflling the sink's openﬁ‘n [ f’;';;; \:;hlch 1ﬁowed in foamy

eddies. The sound was deafening, and the pounding fain on the rooftop

wa 8 accompanied by howling winds that battered the hermitage,
rattling frames, ringing bells in terrified confusion, and whistling

down the belfry stairs as though about to invade the house., Calmed

and delighted by that tumult, Mila stopped up the kitchen door, beneath
which water gushed as from a row of open faucets. After mopping the
little bedroom, she placed basins in the big one to catch the drops
ﬂ-ﬁi from its leaky ceiling . . . As she worked, she remembered
that she had hung an apron on the balcony outside the sitting room.

God only knew where it was by now! She hurried to see if it M
-ﬁ%fﬂ& Fortunately, she had tled it to the railing. With one broken

way PI f;ng (,(a.znl
% string, it fmb flapped wlldly in the wind, but if she didn't hurry

—

the other would mm snap as well, and undoubtedly that would be the end

S
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of her apron. As soon as she unbolted the doors, a mighty gust that
oveV L ZATIVA

oW
nearly ls(éookﬁ her dem smashed them against the walls th-ree—om
t

times till all the panes were Ibroken. Panting as she tried“jsoﬁbreathe
in the wind, Mila stuck her head and one arm out to untieﬁheﬁ.pronr
but the knot was soaked, while the rain stung her face and she felt

a few cold trickle down her back. Just then, she heard

f:tp'?l.:w‘)

something tuﬂﬂ.aﬂlg

"Oh my God!"™ exclaimed the woman. "It's the beggar from Murons!"
The mute beggar in Murons wore a bell around his neck. He often

visited the hermitage and was very fond of Mila, who would give him

‘f)!a,&)
not only a slice of bread but a drink of wine as well. =
bk o L g h ?"
She hadn't seen him for a long time, and wpgs-hearing his bell '{?{

A ﬁ IQ’
she thought he must have been : caught-w the storm.

"Hodld on, mute! I'll be down in a second!" she shouted, forgetting
that the man could no more hear than speak, and reentering the hermit-
age, she grabbed one of Matias' mufflers, wrapped it around her neck,
and returned to the balcony, where she ggain struggled to untie the
apron, With a great effort, she managed to lean over the railing and
glance agrec;u:‘ld. The mute was nowhere to be seen.

"Oh " ghe mumbled. "I was sure that was him." And after

_4: loosening the apron, she stepped back to the q. or B‘éld suddenly
(o :

wl
heard the hollow tinkling again, @QT‘, more Mngvﬂehb&e, and
W

seeming to come from the sky. She broke out in"‘cold Keat, her grip
loosened, and the apron flew away. Then she feebly bolted the doors,
held onto the walls as she crossed the sitting room, found some

matches in the kitchen, and after enterkng the little bedroom, made her

way down the séeps to St. Pontius' chapel. It was flooded too, but she
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scarcely noticed. She 1lit two candles on the altar, fegkl to her
knees, and opened her arms before the blessed saint's portrait.
"Oh St. Pontius! mon't let him be
hurt! Don't let them catch him! Spare me from this shame!" And writhing
like an epileptic, she fell upon the-g::z; presbytery stairs.
On the shepherd's last visit, they had discussed Matias, and the
old man, &haking his head, had said things looked bad for her husband.
"People in town have been complaining . . . orders have come down,

and a trap's been set and baited. If they don't stop gambling -- and

PEAn
I'm sure they won't -~ you can bet your last they'll all winqt_
pAaLh
up in jail . « , and your husband'll be the first to go. He's thef\
? hfzhﬁeat since he usually wins, and he hangs around there day
Ry A e .

)QQ- and night."
ila, who had grown inflifferent to Matias' fate, had paid litile
attention to the old man's words, but now, hearing that strange

had  Fafun
clanking on Highpeak, it was a;%khough his prediction fell upon her %(

like the wrath of God. Because she was certain that it was the
skeleton and that the trouble would be hers as well,
Her tearful eyes again looked prayerfully toward St. Pontius, while
she begged: "Don't let him be hurt! . . . Don't let them catch him!"
Never had she felt such pure devotion, and in apology for asking
the saintuﬂt help one who had robbed him, she explained that Matias
was her husband, that he was foolish but not wlcked that their fates
were &Bi‘ial’and the shame would be gﬂﬂ- t0 share ¢« « o They would
be thrown out of the hermitage. What would they do without money,
shelter, or anywhere to go?
He would geep gahbling in a corner of some tavern, but what
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Y f%kit her? . « +» And again she pleaded' "Don't let them catch him!
Don't let them catch Matias! If you w:nt?E:qnuuah him, make him
sick or something that won't shame us!" e

%% She left the chapel holding one of those candles. It was barely

four o'clock, but night had already fallen. The thunder still rumbled
y the wind still howled and bellowed, &he sound of rushing water came
from all sides, and grengi:g lightning bolts occasionally vi?%Fd the
darkness. But when, after supper, the woman crawled into bed, the storm
seemed Yo slowly recede like a devastating army, leaving behind it a
mixture of real and imagined noises. Thus the familiar sounds of the
Roar, the nwl th%—pmad in the belfry, and the grandfather clock
mingled with the hoarse whispers of streams, distant barks and
plaintive bleats . . . & turbulent blend of echoes that troubled her
sleep.
She woke with a single idea: to find out what had happened and
set her mind at rest. And if she arrived in time, to talk with Matias,
tell him of the mountain's warning, and try to frighten him into
abandonéng his evil ways. Mila knew he slept at the Spirit's place,
and there she hoped to find him.
She decided to feed the animals first. Outflgde the door, she
tripped over a big branch from the cypress. The cisterns were full of
gaemis weee £ loatie
iﬂ\ qbpunwater mi in which twigs and snails floated. The steps do to the

s

terraces were covered with debris, the tilled earth had been sqﬁyt- ﬂkr

Purdh wder The WS
awa, and-ehﬁred-na-s;gnn_ai_culgazzt;nn, and the almond trees were

SCa i

surrounded by tlny buds. . « « The storm had ravaged everything
like a second St. Pontius' Festival.
"llore hard luck!" thought the woma;7#;nqowiahing to see no more,

took her basket and shawl and set off for Murons.
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The sky was calm and clear, but the earth still bore the ég;?%

of that furious onslaught, At every step Mila found new puddles,
gullies, heaps ¢f mud and rocks, uprooted kermes oaks, hitherto un-
known springs. And further down, toward the tilled fields, olive
groves stéwn with branches, as though someone had skaken them from
every single tree . . . Badblood Creek was swifter and more perilous
than ever and, overflowing its narrow bed benaath Punch Bridge, it left
a coat of black slime upon the banks on either side.

When Mila caught sight of St. Pontius' Farmhouse, her chest
suddenly tightened and she recalled her quarrel with its inhabitants.
She felt as innocent as a newborn babe, yet they considered her a loose
woman.And now, mulling over what had oerurred, Mila sanse\ that the

#randmother, a decrepit mummy who sat all day before the fire, hated
fwmmmmm not her supposed wickedness bdl herTyouth and i, beauty, while
Arnau, whom she had inadvertendly subjugated, could not
forget that she had spurned him for anthher. . .

"What a petty, mean-spirited bunch!"

Mila bitterly decided to c¢ross the foot bridge without stopping,
but as she approached it, she heard someone calling her from the
garden. Surprised, she turned around. Marieta ran toward her, waving

a kerchief and shouting: "Wait for me! I'll come with you!"

Mila halted, feeling é% more astonished. When they were
together, Marieta tied the kerchief around her head and exclaimed,

without even ‘othering to say godd morning: "Who would have imagined!

We were sure he was at the hermitage!"

The woman seemed very excited. Mila, who understood nothing,

continued to stare at her.



UNB:

Universitat Autémoma de Barcelona

"But when the dog showed up, barking and I;::t;; scratching at
the door, we knew something was wrong. He was cov(ﬁ&i T;Bl: .muhd:rand
as soon as we opened it he ran toward the bridge, turnéxgrhie—hn?d and
barking. And since we just stood there, he ran back and forth like

he wanted us to follow him, 'If Owl's come to fetch us, something
must be wrong,' my husband said, so he and Arnau took the shotgun
and followed the dog « .  Then they went for the police, and now
they've all gone back to get him."
"To get who?" Hiiléit;;l-squeaked Mila, finally recovering her
voice.
Marieta looked at her in amazement: "Oh my God! The shepherd,
of course!" and seking Mila's eyes grew wider, she asked:;:;q“nidn't
you knﬂﬁ?"
Mila barely managed to shake her head,
"Yes, he fell! The shepherd! . . « He fell from the Plagstones!"”
The blood drained from Mila's lips, her 1egal£:;L;§%:beneath her,
and she leaned back against the hedge beside the path. The memory
of that ske ;on on Highpeak drifted across her mind like a thick
fog.
Marieta murmured: "I thought you knew! Everyone knows about it &'
o « oy" but at the sight of Mila's drooping head, she gave her a
sharp slap.
"I'm sorry," said Marieta. "I was ﬁkgiéﬁ you were going to
faint . « "

"I had no idea!" Mila replied with a shudder.
Then they set off for the Flagstones, and as they walked Marieta

ggaﬂ§;§§3 explained what had occurred.

"HE must have been making for Lookout Mountain . . . and when the
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storm broke he wanted to keep his sheep dry, so instead of going
around the long way, he decided to cut across . .. but the Flagstones
were wet and you know how steep they are . . . The ppor guy took a
fall, head first . . . and broke every bone in his body . . ."

Mila managed to ask: "And . . . is he in bad shape?"

"Bad shape? He's dead, honey, dead! The man's deader than a
doornail!"

Mila an-i;;:;; gripped Marietdds arm.

"Dead?"

"He was already stiff by the time my husband found him., That's
why they went for the police . . . May he rest in peace, poor
shepherd! The dog was acting so crazy they finally had to shoot
him, He wouldn't let anyone near the body. And they rounded up the
sheep, which were scattered all over . . ."

Mila then recalled those distant howls and bleats she had
heard in her sleep. And she told Marieta about the ?aigzzgé-bones.

"It was a warning, it was a warning!" the woman assured her.

Mila stared at the ground, thirking: "Just a few days ago
he was telling me about the skeleton, but who wﬁ?{éiigvfngogﬁﬁf 'ﬂé
he'd be the next to go! That was no fairytale. It all came true . . .
It all came true."

And she had worried about Matias! Well, she could stop

worrying now . . . but why had she thought only of him, as though no

one else existed? . . . How strange! . . . And the woman, who still

was not herself, began to feel gulty@lwmw

‘u.u.f L‘-U"&
She should have prayed for too. Perhaps she could have saved

him!
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Before reaching the path that led to the Flagstones, they heard
voices and saw a group of people walking toward them. It was the
delegation that had gone to fetech the corpse: the judge, the mayor,
two doctors and the rector, all from Murons, along with assorted
curious onlookers. Behind them, a policeman and Marieta's husband
bore a stretcher covered with Gaietd's dark gray cape.
Upon reaching a flat spot, the men . _d:zgfthe Btretcher¥;;3 %k
stopped to rest. The two women approached them, |
"Good morning," said Marieta.
"Good morning," everyone replied.
Mila, whose legs were still unsteady, was unable to utter a
word.
The body beneath the cape resembled a mountain rang:7j:ith an
occasional peak here and there. The soaked cape looked even darke{'
and was covered with mud.
People milled about, speaking in whispers as though they were
in church.
Mila heard a question: "What town was he from?"
Q:I don't know « . « from the mountains . . « The certificaﬁ.
should say « « "
Sl
'ﬁiﬁr raise_d her eyes and saw Arnau staring at her, his lips
curled in a savage smirk. It pained her to see him rejoice in the
shepherd's death, but almost immediately she felt something warm in
her hand and saw Baldiret > . - , his face red and his eyes
e .

mn swollen, He clutched her arm, gazed at her, and then gazed at the

stretcher.

"You . . « he's . ., . " and he let out an anguished wail,
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A stern glance from his father cut his explosion short.

& &earing that Gaietd was dead, the boy had run to the Flag-

wtones, where they had, found him sobbing inconsolably. Only his
ﬁku\-ut
father's threats had ea. him at last, and lest he be sent to his
2 b}iw%\{.o

room, he tried to control

Mila stroked his head and kissed him.

Marieta slowly asked her husband: "Aren't you going to let the
kid see him?"

"Go ahead, show him," ordered the judge, who had overheard their
conversation.,

Everyone approached the stretcher.

Marieta's husband lifted the cape, exposing the 0ld man's face.

Mila felt the tears run down her cheeks.

Like the cape, like his clothes, his face was caked with mud.
He was almost unrecognizable. His cheeks were green and sunken, his
brow was dull white, like lard, and his eyes, though open, were

LKIQ_&\ ' x tha
d, reminding Mila of Eggj hare they had skinned

beneath the Organ. There was a purplish bump above his left eye —-
from his fall, no doubt -~ and patches of blood still clung to his

hair.t(;ould that mc%;}onless figure Wreauy be

the shepherd? . « she wondered with the same incredulity she had
loobing it l.u

5 v,

felt upon beholding the sea. At a signal from the judge, the men

e

covered the corﬁi@e and picked up the stretcher, while the onlookers
all set off aéin for Murons.

"Where are they takin”g him?" Mila asked.

"To the hosﬂﬁﬂal," someone replied and then stared at her in

surprise,

Arnau, who walked ahead of her, turned and spat on the ground.
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Mila felt her; strength ebbing. When they reached Punch
Bridge, she said goddbye to Marieta.

"Where are you going?" \

"Home s « o I feel a;ﬁ% e +» o" and after crossing the

bridge, she turned onto the path.

Hearing that she was unwell, Baldiret stopped as if to follow

her, He looked at Mila, then at the stretcher, and finally ran to

overtake the crowd.
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XVI: Suspicions

With each passing day,Mila became more aware of the shepherd's

) SLha O
absence, Her initial reactionﬂad been wpmi;hm shock. 7&
o 2
The mma:—in—ubiﬁ&-bshe had found out, her walk with Marieta,

that disfigured corpse on the steetcher, motionless, speechless, and
{ovuwape

sightless == it had all been like a tragedy in which played

roles that left little room for individualized feelings. Her own
emotions had been touched, but not very deeply. Even on the morrow,

Gatela's ) Veentin
when she attended ln'-h‘mneml and joined the crowd Tb&#—emar@nod

his body to its resting place, she was distressed by her own sense

wtrelle
of diaconnectednesa. {Lsﬁtm < hop—-dryﬂeyorgazed

at everything around her: the women's contorted faces, Marieta's
nose, wbt;gn red from crying and the cold weather, Matias'
yellow, sleepy visage among the men who walked before her. He had
donned that bizarre felt hat and his best baack jacket, which, far
from being tight, now looked several sizes too big. Her atbémmtion
flitted from one thing to another, and she heard the woman on her
right say to a fridnd beside her: "I went to see him in the hospital
« » o His neck was ﬁ'bmken and his whole face was crushed!"
The other replied: "And his shirt and sash were torn, as if he'd
tried to grab onto something." Then the first one added: "Poor guy!
How can you grab onto a flat rock?" And the other responded: "The
doctor said the fall must have killed him instantly . . ."
The women kept talking, while Mila tried to locate the source

of her indifference ., . . Was she really unmoved by the shepherd's

aom:s-t.. C%/v
d.n?{h? Had she never loved that man lwho had treated her so kindly?
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"No, no," aj voice within her replied. "It's just that all this has
nothing to do with Gaietd . . ." And she imagined him z:aiting :

at the door to the hermitage, ready to ask as soon as he saw her:

"Well, how was the funeral?" A week later, Le\uhe still fel*\t th&iaame

2 G .
way and was even less convinced that + WA had—ﬁ-ed
She Expected him to appear at any moment, asking for something or other.

& el —mrebrwbteadyras edetla (hed{vet
One day she broke tka chain X —en Agate and .

e £ -

thought absentmindedly: "I®1l1 ask the shepherd to fix it."™ Not long
thereafter, as she cleaned the wardbobe, she found one of his kerchiefs
with i Matias' underclothes?ﬂand mumbled: "Next Sunday I®1l take
it down to himt. o " The fact _E_hat he was no longer in this world
r&E—had no%im all the same, she missed his reas-

suring smile, his sweet laughter, his luminous stories. She felt a

G ftlkttfﬂ
vague longing, like the onset of a—é—r&eae}t that would weigh more and

more heavily upon her grieving spirit. )
Her sadness was s y the fact that Baldiret no longer

vigited, as though he too had abruptly passed mway. Matias showdd up
when he wanted Bomething,.ﬁoona;h but being with Matias was the same

)
as being alone. Sitting at one end of the bench with hﬁn-ue%‘;:bn
pm-ta&&nd his chin a&@-in his hands, he kept his thoughts

to himself and seemed half-asleep. Mila, who was tired of her own
endless soliloquies, tried to rouse him from his torpor with questions
about the world, even if it was the world of that foul tavern where he
spent the winter or the sinister passion that u"eteﬁ%; consumed him.,
But lMatias didn#t feel like talking and offered monosyllabic answers

« o« « it was as though he had forgotten how to speak and cuilld not
even recall the lies and tall tales he had always ;favored W .
It was 1& torture for the woman! Restless and bored, she longed

30 see people, to hear their voices . . . and one day she resolved to
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visit St. Pontius. She had not been there since the shepherd's

P =
funeral, but the cause of their quarrel had vaniaheqs*
h(w a e &
was as dead for them as for her . . . S0 perhaps now
they would treat her a little better. Before setting out, she went
to fetch something from the terrace and noticed a black figure among the
pines near the Roar.
"Oh dear!"™ she 3 thought., "It's some woman ;‘by herself!"
But then she looked more closely: "No, it's a priest . . . My God,
it's the rector!"™
) o $ veql-u“a a
So much for her visit! She hurried back inside an ﬁ.pnﬁed-a white
le, where bﬂm’tlﬂ"m‘t‘li h lt!\ lat
cloth on the table sh plnleﬁa salami, chocolates, and a plate
L_hm‘_r_. QDDT_ ':,ﬂ‘wn*i,j Wh!%&pﬂb‘& ] H
of cookies. Then she ].e-t—ﬁm?&her skirte and waited. An hour passed, and
ﬂ another, but there was no sign of the rector. Mila kept going out
on the terrace. "Why's he taki g0 long? It's not that far from the
h b\ 0 wat ki~
Roar!"™ She even walked down,\ « In vain: the rector
- -w & g
had vanished without a trace. The woman felt snubbed. To walk to the
Roar and not stop at the hermitage! What a wabted afternoon!
The next morning she visited St. Pontius. The men were out working,
Baldiret was at school, and the grandmother was sick in bed. Mila was
delighted to find Marieta alone.
(P10 Gt\'ﬂ M& mvuu L 1\?1."
She was mending clothes in the sunlight SNn‘bhe kitchen windo
reitid Lo @
wibh ger feet on a stool, t** sﬂging basket peside her, and her glasses
“Vheld 4 efed
held in place by a band around her kerchiefed head. Marieta's
g}esight had deteriorated and she could mh not sew without her glasses.
At Mila's "Hi there!"™ she raised her eyes and looked out over the
rusty frames.,

"Don't move, Marieta!" the hermitess cried, and taking another

T RO 'Gum\\j
stool, she sat down and asked about

everyone, -—ﬂ
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Marieta &3 replied, and lMila learned that Arnau's betrothed

& &

¥ . no“,
had bought ap, (M(' e hope chest, ithat Baldiret was,an altar

N
[™
boy and,tsi ce t=he ate lunch at the rectory, EW’ from
\ g E ‘

, that the grandmother had stones and the doctor

o,
% said they might have to&iﬁavher, that they were worried because

No Gerond-eldast hed 1 cam e .
their second-born son ‘ , that Red, their French

mare, had given birth to a dead fo;l « « o But despite ‘m’ all this
fim information, Mila felt the same reserve « before?—'
and Aolisher-that Narieta was Bob-pleased by her-visit: Yet

she remained seated, as though she were awapiting something, and indeed,

that "something" "W 1"%““‘3 :

In the course of their conversation/ Marieta mentioned the ahppherd;’\

and Mila, forgetting everything that had eccurred, said how much she
had missed him in the weeks since his death., Marieta's face suddenly

hardened into an expression she had never seen before.

"Come on now! You've got nothing to complain about!"

"What do you mean?" Mila asked in surprise.
Cand

RO Wil i sl WG AL

1
)

kose to
Marieta looked up and exclaimed: "Well, he ‘l'ur\ a funny way of\

t.q,lv\.

géhow' 61" But she muickly ooitsglled herself and added: "I mean o

« « o may he rest in peace! Who knowd l;'whc;se fault it was?"
Taken aback by these mysterious words, Mila softly replied:
"I don't know what you're talking about, Marieta."
"Come on! Don't play dumb! . . ." And she laughed with the same
hardness Mila had seen in her face: "If that was his will, there's

nothing I can say . . . he must have knowa what he was doing « +



N8
acp s,
Everyone has his obligations . . . What bothers me is that QMR
thinkg we . . . Including the rector, who keeps saying how Gaieta
told him this and Gaietd told him that . . . Well, so what? He told
(vts 8 € A
us s-te&a—en too, but the fact is we haven't seen a pennfy".__'_'
Mila finally began to understand: Marieta was talking about money.
"God Almighty!" she exclaimed, "Do you think he left us something?"
"I know he didn't make a will, but as far as leaving or . . .
or . « « whatever you want to call it . . . the government wants its
share of that money!"
anytliive
"Listen: he didn't leave or give ueL—bh-i-kg! You say he had
money, but we didn't even know that!"
Mila spoke with such en;ﬂ- conviction that Marieta lowered
her eyes. But h~er voice insisted: "Well, I don't know . . . but they
didn't find my-ku—na- on him, and he certainly couldn't have taken it
with him!"
Mila indignantly retorted: "So.you figure we must have it!"
Marieta retreated a li?tle: "Now I didn't say that . « . but
people have to pay their - + « « and if he owed anything to any-
one « « " »
Then Mila suddenly grasped the woman's train of thought. The
shepherd had "paid his %" -— in other words, her &gg%%.
"My God," she m mo:med, and covering her face, she began to
sob,
Marieta hastily put her sewing down on the stool.
"Hey, what"s the matter? I mean, what did I say?" “Y:

Small- i gled bumih
Mila thought: "What a jealous, nasty crew! They were afraid he'd
Vittons
leave us something! . . . How can they be so stingy and mean?" x‘(

——
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And controlling her tears, she proudly replied: "Marieta, I didn't
know what you were like ., . . but mot even God can forgive what
'{w‘a said.” And rising to her feet, she wiped her eyes and continued:
"Just get this through your skull, and may I be struck dead if I'm
lying! I never slept with the shepherd! You hear me, Marieta? Never!

Gub
As far as his money's concerned, 'hR knows what he did with it, but our

W
n& consckences are &'as clear as the saints' rin Heaven!"
op Py el R
And she silently mlrked—tuud\the door, but-&-tﬂarieta
/

motioned her to stop.

"Don't go out looking like that! Calm down first . . . What'll
people think if they see you? . . . And besides, where there's smoke
there's fire . « "

Mila looked at her niaga.in.

This time the woman met her gaze: "You owed everyone money . o «
you told me so yourself .u. « Well, if he didn't leave you anything,

(\S
how come you paid your hﬁ%ﬁ 80 quickly?" Py

llila was more astonished than if a cannon haiéired outside the \Y(
house. -

"What? You think we . . .?" And recovering, she added: "I wish
we did!"™ with a bitter smile.

"Don't tellrme you're going to deny that too! The storekeepers
told me!™

Mila opened her mouth to reply, but Marieta cut her off: "Since
eople
they didn't find anything on the shppherd, auiéé%ep rockoned o o

€ v

you'd have itg and made a beeline for your husband, who paid}\
, .3
.;é m S0 now what do you expect ew-eryhody—to think? ¢« «
AN ¢ 2 ol 3 . b e din B

If it wasn't Gaieth, then who gave you all that money?"



IRB

Mila felt a wave of pain spread through her body. Why aidﬂ;:e
@w fates pursue sﬁe;“ Eg‘;%*"w; did ever:vthing turn out wrong?

She stared at Marieta, her lips t:%&s she tried to speak
« « « and suddenly she stuffed h.er tear-soaked handkerchief between
her seeth and bit down W;

"Good bye," she stammered and fled homeward, leaving Marieta
staring after her at the door.

She ran all the way back to the hermitage.

Why had Matias paid all their bilds at once? Why couldn't he
be a 1litile shrewder? And ﬁvumm% why had the shppherd died? Why
had he, who loved her so, left her sorrow instead of riches? He had
promised that sooner or later the truth wo:‘l'd‘érout, but that wasn't
what had happened! . . . She nervously g@her hands ana";&gf-\fa at ‘ZK
her hair.

Like a wounded beast who crawls off to die, she resolved never
again to descend the mountain. Everyone else would be just as spiteful
as Marieta!-l;(}ossip was like a weed: once it spread, you
u; couldn't uprdot it . . . The people in Murons wuhld all point

at her and stare! . . . She wasn't strong enough to bear it. If they

pad to insult her, let it not be to her face! Let Matias g& fetch
S

things] while she stayed M-u.&%, dead o the world.
wos Tl ated [T Y cgnw\

Sueh-—wae ﬂ'er 1ntentzonK-bnt wo days latengpetéiret—appeared. He

came not of his own volition but to say the rector wished to see her. ;1_'

T.bo—wﬁnn angiously asked Alf he knew what it was about, and I
upon hearing that he did not, hurriedly took her lunch off the fire

and followed him,

LﬂU\kQE\

The rector was seated in the armchair beside his desk. He a.ok-f
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Mile to come in and shut the door behind her,
"Sit down, hermitess . . « 1 sent for you because . . . because
I hoped we could speak together . . . I nearly . . . I nearly visited
you a few days ;ago, but frankly, I couldn't bring myself to
enter your house . . Some things are difficult . . . difficult to
say . . . but then yesterday Baldiret's mother spoke to me again . . ."
M:‘?la pa‘fed and stiffened at the mention of Marieta);:i_-l_

N -

e i Nt el
¢sat on the edge of hermseat like agc.mw?‘ﬁ(t about to be sentenced.

What had happened since their conversation? What had ah-e—a:d the
rectox‘;‘gfé&fle never found out, but she was put through a grueiing
interrogation full of leading questions and cruel revelations. Amidr
that net of tnn.pagad' innuendos, one thing stood out clearly: the
W 8o Ldedor, eacttad,

shepherd had&"money, lots of money" in a belt beneath his sash. He

had told the rector of his plan to leave half to the €hurch "in

memory of the Mother and Son" and half to Baldiret. The recbdr had
taken charge of the dead man's body, but no one had seen either the

belt or the money. Matias had recently paid all hismé.g%?, and if

anyone k:new. where the money was, he was obliged to speak out or lose

his soul, 2%:?0 remain silent would be "to rob the Church and an
innocent child," whereas "those who repent will be forgiven, for Our
Lord God is mereiful , . ." ,

Mila sweated through this long speech, which was further m—
lengthened by the rector's habitual repetitions, for despite his in-
sistence that he was merely asking -q:ﬁ.r Gaietd had stayed so long
at their house, it was obv@iousthat he shared Marieta's suspicions.

Mila denied everything, forgetting her respect for the rector and

fiercely defending herself against his insituations. A thousand times
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no! They knew nothing about the shepherd, had never seen his money,
and she didn't mind repeating it for all the world to hear!
But maybe not everyone else could say the same! . . . Maybe those who

talked the loudest had something to hide . . . In.any case, Gaietim
&“&’{Cff‘b\' rqf&u We flashed as sh ted
wasnlﬁh iving ere e » o Her eyes ashed a e repeated,
with maniacal tenacity, that she was a respectable woman, Almighty
God was her witness . . . Till at last the rector, who had listened
attentively and kept his eyes fixed upon Mila, holding up his hand
in an effort to calm hegkyfaid he "considered her a good woman and
never went just by whatﬁpeople said." But when, somewhat mollified
by this declaration, she confessed as another proof of their innocence
that Matias could have won the money gambling, the recbor dropped his
hand and looked at her Mﬁ?\’%ﬁ*‘

"So I'd heard, so I'd heard, and that's why . . . because uf:;;rh
‘& what ;can you expect? A gambler's capable of anything. It's
true they've stopped for a while beecause we gave them no choice . . .
they were leading others into sin . . . But they'll start again, mark
my words, it's too late to save them . . . and when they do, keep an
eye out . « « anyone can slip and fall . . . and if you notice . . «
gince I know you're a good woman . . . have no fear . . . because a

priest, & father confessor . . ."

Mila left the recbory feeling even more depressed.:r;han after
her conversation with Marieta.i;;qGoilebecause of Matias people thought
they were thieves, nor was there any way to refute such accusations!
The rector had even asked her to spy on her own husband. :

Unfortunately, Matias visited her that evening. He gﬁit home
more than before, and sheciz; understood why. He sat silently by the

e
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fire and, seeing the trouq%d lookm on his face, she thought: "That's
why he's been acting stranger and stranger! He's wasting away now that
he can't gamble anymore."

She felt like telling him everything, throwing the truth in his

face, but why bother? What good could £ p0531blymtt And
besides, as soon as her words sank in, he would start trying to think
up lies and excuses.

The woman had long ago learned to keep her thoughts to herself,
but this one tipped the scales.

She had gradually relinquished all her feelings for Matias: first
censideration, then affection, then patience and now resignation. What
remained was a bitter scorn that within a day turned to fury. His
a-iiiii. footsteps, his face, his voice, and evan his breathing were
80 §E¥EF31 that she could barely control herself. Durlng'the day, when

he was out or she was busy around the house, it wua—ﬁwﬁ so bad, but
at night in their bed her torment seemed unbearabl@e The slightest
contact made her start and instifictively pullef away, covering her
ears so as not to hear his snoring.

He no longer enjoyed the untroubled sleep of a peaceful brute

but turned from side to side, scratching, kicking and whimpering like
a beaten child, and at each movement she thoughﬁ: "He's going to

wake up!" Revolted, she pulled away till she nearly fell off the

bed and then lay still, scarcely daring to breathe lest she rouse
him . . . till at the first cracks of daylight around the shutters,
she leapt up, took her clothes, and dressed in the kitchen.

Her decline was as precipitous as it had been before, and her
green eyes swelled till they seemed to devour her face, as they had

in Gaietd's story about the Lord of Llisquents.
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XVII: That Night

Matias told Mila there was going to be a festival in MNurons,

and the first evening she went to wéi;i the ﬁé%;iq;ganerng. The old
f e = -

square buzzed like a beehlre, whlle well-dressed ladies bedecked
SQV ULV
the balconies, olympica ' the sardanas below them,
Deafened by the uproar&&ﬁlla took reguge in an arcade whose

square columns, tgred by and children, gave off

a %ﬁlike an open sewer.,
On the outside, two or three rows of backs blocked her view, while
on the inside a constant stream of merrymakers trod on her skirts
and shoved her. Trapped between that human wall before her and the
assaun Lle Leve v
river at her back, her nose, he gtench (}f urine, the woman felt
bored and uncomfortable. Was this supposed to be fun? If she couldn't
see anything, she might as well go where the air was fresher and
there was less commotion. And making her way through the crowd, she
decided to buy a few things and return home.
At the top of France Street she met the musicians, who were on
their way to have a drink during intermission. It was the B%E? band
that had performed at St. Pontiue' Festival, and the co e;:at Q?

bav & roquich wAs) - unuvhttk“*) n
and shoutedM: "Ee e gorgeous!" His head was shaped like

h:%“x. a jué;;and heeave—her g g St Iila couldn't help laughlng

W
'ff as she remembered how he had flirted with her at the festival till
1
\"”'(Lw-ﬂ someone J;dd v0ld him she was j ‘marrietv:;_ﬂ?het anexpected

cornetist's funny face, she completed her purchases and set out for

! encounter dispelled her bad humor, and still thinking about the
\ home.

If %} e Matias, who had been watching, caught up with her as she left
e

(bj\D
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the town.
"You leaving already?"
"Yeah, You want to come?"
Matias scratched his head.
"Now? « . o It's still early . . . When they stop dancing . « .«
or after supper . . . there's going to be a torchlight procession . . ."

Mila caught on immediately.

TAL.N
"So of course you want to stay . . ." she sarcastlcallyﬁgd—%‘—
"Yeah . « « for a while at least . . [ZL'A-)
%#g «
"Well then go ahead mdjt:r " she 18 time without

rancor. And she set off again for the hermitage.

"See you later!" Matias shouted after her, adding when he thought
she was out of earshot: "I'll be home late, so don't wait up for me

s+ « » I'11l knock on the gate."

uﬂnum‘ﬂhat luck! An evening all to herself! And she cheer3

fully made her way up the mou.ntaln, 8till thinking of that cornet:.s'b.

‘Z"‘ combd e & el vy, (Ao v
Only nice guy ace at made everyone happys

.
ou couldn't look at him ﬂh;—without laughing, and

if she knew him a hundred years she'd still smile whenever she saw
- sac\ & (&
him. Why had he thought she was single? She didn't act 1ike a g‘kﬁi,

nor did she feel pretty that day. But he didn't care; he was the
" Wf l{'w 3‘{ Mfu
funtloving type. What a stroke of luck, having a temperament like X

that « « «
And absorbed in such idle musings, she lim reached the
hermitage as the sun went down., She entered the dark sheep shed and
groped for eggs in the nests. There were itwo%, T’chree e
) €n Tewed ﬂ- (il Ged reeus

six, seven , . o With her hands full/ she climbed the stairs ,,\a.nd il
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Tpu‘b them in a basket@jm@eem She counted them. One

more and she'd have three dozen to sell. Not bad for ﬁM
Lavanal wam umﬂ'\ \ gt

She covered the basket and took off her fancy clothes. Then she
closed the balecony doors in the sitting room and went to light the fire
and an oil lamp. Supper was ready and only had bo be reheated. She
went down again to lock the gate outﬂade the courtyard. A cricket was
chirruping loudly, and without knowing wh;:, she felt annn_s& urge
to hﬂfts-:-n;ils for supper., fi "Tomorrow L gome," she thought

e sl (olte (X
hungrily ; the gate,,she turned toward the hermitage

(u&‘lbwl ;cwm W.t 4L-.¢-‘b\ A4
an&-mwmd—u—shl—qm&—bﬁ-}s e though n.ho—lwé-seen something
momimg move in the sheepfold. She looked more closely. =71 7 — L A
€
It was no‘bhlng' She was still afraid of the dark’ l:l.ke the

( e sune, e
BA3A sonca Vhe clibbed the steps,/ b she

N
uneasily turned around. God! This time she let out a blood-curdling

ghriek and dashed for the kitchen door. Whatever had been lurking

vq LT
in the shadows was now n":mlﬂng behind her. . « .She hadn't the presence
of mind to shut the door as she entered. A msj stood on the hhmenm

(2
threshold. Terrified, she hﬂ&%backAmW against the

table,

ok "Don't be afraid,” he stammereq?haai;r M-I‘% whltes eyes
&-&T@ in the lamplight.

If they'd punched a hole in Mila, not one drop of blood would
have trickled out. But seeing the man move ;toward her, she shouted:
"What do you want?"
He halted.

"Don't be afraid . . . Hoo, hoo, hoo! , . ." And sticking his
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hand in his pants, he %éaﬁﬂto search for something.
"T said what do you want!" she repeated, feeling even more
frightened.
He swallowed nervously and hesitated.
"HPo hoo hoo! « . « I wanted to ask if you®d . . "
His last hoarse syllable died in his throat.
’y\ NMila ?t:se;btﬂi‘]ti‘ke a leaf, Wut with a great effort she managed
to reply: "Get out . . . get out this very minute!" cheder Oh
But he didn't move; he seemed nailed to the spot. He only extended
his apelike paw, in whose palm a gold coin glittered.
"yhat d'you say? . . . Huh?" And he threw the coin at her feet,
where it rang noisily upon the floor.

e 3

The Woman backed away tlll she reached the wall. His eyes
like the day He-had 3t

"You want two? . . . Take 'em . . ." he muttered, and another

coin struck the floor and rolled under the table.
"No, no!" she screamed. "Get out of my house!"

But instead of leaving, he took another step forward. He breathed

K freeOdy
heavily through his nose and ﬁnm?7ht1€red as though a tarantula had

bitten him.

"You want more, huh? Go on: take 'em all'" and handfuls of
wom e $
coins rained down a£&ﬂ1¥u¢n feet, :
N pehifd
She stood rigid and 511ent, as though bethched by that shower

j$‘ of gold, But suddenly hﬂﬁ.gerror roused her and, feeling wings sprout

on her heels, she fled toward the bedromm as fast as she could.
She heard him roar with fury and then howl as he pursued her.

With the Spirit close behind and betrayed by hex-i;;‘;wn footsteps, she
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swiftly vanished down the stairs that led to the chapel, cut across
it and even reached the little door behind the altar, but as she
; Asomething tripped her, and she fell upon the flagstones ., . .

She saw stars, but before everything went black, she felt the

m&ﬁm beast's paws and ; hot m breath upon her fleslp
Aft ittingm f lo t on the floor, t Mels ose to
er sitti or a long ti ' ho—«vﬂ-m—-r
her feet. Everythang still seemed Stﬁhq@, and lights danced before her
eyes. She made her way through the sa‘tcristy, crossed the storeroom
behind it; and pushed open the door that led to the sheep shed. The
courtyard was outlined in pale moonlight, $eyond it the gate

{lo WUA  _poscr (Lu.ﬂw t*'l
yawned mmam menacingly. Outside, that cricket‘\stlll
v
H—%ema@ntl . Mlla climbed the steps. On the landing, the kitchen

door also Btood oaen' gm bectangle of light from the oil lamp

1:|.ke seal upon them whitewashed wall X

1 t ! l‘\anr ah
{ﬁwmr Pogﬁtuﬁhhla of thoae coins that had fallen at her feet,

She entered the kitchen: nothing glittered upon the floor. The

‘fod.. wne
murderer had gathered his treasure}\ The only élgn of his visit was a

wet fodtprint near the door . . . Noticing that her hands were
sticky, Mila looked down. They were covered with blood, as was her

weooe M-\*W\o

J\Bh&Wl She 1it a dmm candle stub she kept beside the sink and aute-ﬁd

the sitting room, There were one . . » twc:I: « « three wet footprints

on the tiles. She raised her candle and looked at the clock: nearly
uw\t{"\

ninea}ifteen. Itsfaodf'n‘!&:?':ick-tock was steady and persistent as

the cricket's chirrups.

She entered her bedroom and approached the mirror. Everything

» h“ e s, S {ale N
looked red, like clouds oe-}ﬁ(ed by a brilliant sunset. She
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skt

and ,looked again: her face, like her hands and shawl, was

s

covered with blood, and there was a gash that ran from her cheekbone

s

to her chin. Now she wnderstood why H-R:rb fall had been so painful.
P o

Her head must have struck tlTe iron bolt on that old altarpiece in

Y
the sacristy . . . She washed the cut with alcohol, which l;"rlrmlg

tears to luv eqyen,
Bo-fi-e'rvei:y—tw%'vhc—eﬁad. Afraid of fainting, she stopped and looked

in the mirror. Though the cut was not deep, she would bear the scar

nft
all her lifegShe put onz-aew-h;rﬁé-e-f and washed her hands. Something

seemed to draw her out of the hermitage. She snuffed out the candle

and crossed the sitting room. The night was mild and so bright that

she could see the sundial's round face on the kitchen wall, where it
.““t 1‘

3 like that flirtatious' '‘Cornetist in Murons. The front gate
~ 3 ‘wtngh ‘_h.ut.

LLs et

beckoned her and she went outside, The firmament
W dl« v Wu:m

iy A
W = i escence.

MR calmly sat down upon a rock on the hiliside, She, who had

been so anxbous, had suddenly lost her fear. What else could possibly
happen? « . « With her legs together and one elbow resting on a
knee, she held her kerchief against the wound on her face,

pie + h
43 the distancaa;hizi‘;"sgft a.;ih g?aryess patch

of sky, and further down, :vague forms swam in a grayish penumbra,

hsla ,
from which a deep rH'R'me full of inaudible harmonies rose like smoke

. : : shilbwems
from a censer. Mila happily wrapped herself in that awesome .

She knew that sound would cause her an almost physical pain, and
ol wm

she thanked tﬁej\cricket, who had now fallen silent. Maybe she had

squashed it as she passed through the gate . . . And she thought: who

knows if it's a sin to kill a cricket? Crickets are alive, and even
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a cricket's life is nﬁ&real. To kill it before its time is the m

worst Hx it can suffer, because like all 'living beir}e, a cricket
i . 1 1 3
has but one life . . . Only one; that's W o o o« And if we

idly destroy it? If it's crushed-like that cr:ﬁcet? Wgs—%
W mem-up—ﬂw Perhaps itm was
a.sin "co fcill 'atcxricket, a greater sin than many she had thought
dreadful . . »
Sin was something that had always im.:%l%&éd lila, and now,

as she reconsidered it, her thoughts seemed to rise into the celestial
vault. And she, at the center of a thought that embraced the
world, quickly grasped what she had failed to understand/and saw the
dark side of everything with such clarity that she crossed herself

in thanks for her restored vision. For example: how could she not have
nz‘eh“%g'\that the Spirit was after her? How could mam she have mmmhmic
misunders:tfod the way he looked at her the day they ;met, when

she wag;:g(;l}shing that candleholder in the chapel? She recalked the
way he had stared, as though dazzled by her presence; now she saw the
lust in those hemdy sunken eyes, And furthemﬁr_;, every time she had

ulered 7 evmbedlicd”
run across him, his actions had pronounced the same ugly prophesy. )K

— e

Gaietd had said: "You've got nothing to worry about as long as I'm

ho ('!:E et
alive . . ." But why hadn't she seen that the Spirit, aking

hadN, g wiscoms e _ g'uﬂt
hﬂthe shepherd's feelings, woul aget rid of him
M& it

an “E;\henme‘;r « « o Because both &mﬂgﬁs’teen entirely
mistaken. Gaie('t\;.é. had never loved her as a man loves a woman., It was
not his age, his amulét, or his virtue that M—o@oﬁ%}netween them, No:
it had been a memory, a shaddw, a respect for his belov pd wife, the

servant girl at St. Pontius.
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Now, in the new clarity that suffused all her thoughts, she
saw them walking together, one dead and the other living. Now she
felt the unbreakable bodd that held their souls together.

A long screech from the belfry owl interrupted her meditations,
e
seeming to rend the air as that bolt had torn her face. Perhaps the

mark (fon L gra
air would bear a seaPy=just-Ea-as-she-weuld on her mhmm cheek, She

felt that ewerydhing [TTETsTEY

—_

She sat up without taking her hand from her face, The flesh on

her kni\ hﬂﬁ—ﬁred nﬁ from her elbow.u?(he placed her other hand
Pam@y

gt( behenn,@ it and sat as still as a par&]}tlc.

€
The night enfoldedm*} in its innumerable veils fﬁe remain
.‘o‘(

Stomu
unaware, her attention focused on her hurt kmee and

The moon had risen, bathing everything in its aqueous blue-greenr
light: the ciaterns?ike colossal emeralds, those two cypresses, taller
than ever, embracing like two old giants about to bid each other fare-
well, Big Rocky, dark blue against the sky's uncertain glows‘ehw%'-k

#,, seemed to zi'.’:,lr;g the mountain like a mysterious aureole about itit{t:\:md
legends, the kitchen's cold white wall, and . . . pine groves, Birepxr,
cliffs, and distances all dissolving in that silent, shoreless sea.

A big night bird swooped noisily overhead, and almost simultaneously
a shobvting star inscribed its are upon the fi:t:mamen‘h, falling to earth

not far from the Girl. Mila thought: "The shepherd would have made
up a story about *{‘.gat bird and rthat star . . « What a wibs\e man he

1T wwm wls & e b
was! . . .Aas ) Dawn%lower had given him promised that
&
Iold Yl « o o 1088 “ﬂe always knew what was going to happen . .

And she remembered all the times he had warned her, with furrowed
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brow: "Watch out for him, hermitess . . . he's the nastiest character
in these mountains . . .” And later: "We sure messed that up, hermit-
ess! That bird of ill omen is circling round your home . . ." And
later still: "I have to look sharp, 'cause if he caught me he'd make
me pay for it . . " Mila had always laughed at his fears; only now
did she reallzazlhow justified they were, now that it was too late
for her o Gaietd . . . Because the Spirit had killed him; she was as
sure as if she'd seen it: those pieces of gold ringing at her feet
had been the murderer's confession . . . And she remembered snatches
of conversation at Gaietd's funeral: "His neck was broken and his
whole face was crushed . . « His shirt and sash were torn as if he'd
tried to grab onto something . . . covered with blood . . . his belt
was gone." His belt was gone! Now,Gaietd hadn't fallens she knew how
car;?ul he always was . « « He hadn't fallen; someone had pushed him

——

from behind . . « From behind: he himself had seen it coming. "He's
always been as iunl;;;;m terrified of me as Satan is of crosses, and

he's never even dared to look me in the eye « « « " The Spirit had
a;:;;;-crept up behind Gaietd once before and shot at him on Goblin
est, Like a beast who kills by stealth, he had pushed him dowJL:E&#
4% ’tiviaﬁow can you grab onto a flat rock?" That's why the shepherd's
face had been caked with mud . « . "The fall must have killed him
instantly," the doctor had said . . . and once he was dead, it was
easy to take his belt . . . Poor shepherd! How could people be ;@
blind? Everyone h:zqsald' "He took a fall," and they left it at that
+ o o Mim while the Spirit went free and was i-e# of the mountain . . .

till he met another shepherd and another hmrmitess.

Mo B¢ 1 for Lshods 7
The woman shuddeeed, feeling her ewtraile Lumm more furiously ¢¥\

- =~ & 3
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pn
)f than Aher face when she had rubbed it with alcohol. And suddenly,

to her horror, another memory returned: her silent prayer at the
Roar as she Brank its magic waters, and that dream of the saint
laughing so hard his fat lady's belly shook « .. 5t. Pontius had

always hated her! She closed her eyes and drew her legs more tightly

together. D
JQK Near the ciatemsj that cricket had begun to chirrup again,
L&M‘t(-lh l; ) g evein
buunﬁ reépeating his single nnﬁre;dz note, as sour and p&ebtkb)-bg
as a bugle. - okt
l'ﬂ\.t" bx / 5’*-«»6"5
She turned around, vainly trying tolpa;-e-ﬂx: the > shadows,
onnalae N A
She hadn't aquzukui it « « « thank God! Was it really alive? . . .

But her thoughts returned to the shepherd. Those who had been dead
for centuries stirvived in his tales. The world B‘wa-rﬁ%'with spectral
presences that wandered between Heaven and earth, bereft of the flesh
and blood that had once made them visible but even so, still secretly

mingling with the living . . .

And as she remembered; she imagined aﬁ’willz":;heuwisp _}f
flickerging across the hillside below hem?\saw that old man among
the mocking fairies, condemned to pine for a love that

couldh;ﬁ;(be. And then she heard, still further down, the muffled sound
of dead voices, the groans of severed heads knocking against Punch

bbb M‘h
Bridge, turnir)} over and over fhm in the ged stream . . . <

“alos ¥
All “u;b(}aie[;t&ia ﬂvtka were about oﬂmn;mi the strange
'y
persistence of what Aonce existed., But they were merely stories invented
to amuse and beguile . . . And Mila's skeptical mind refused to credit

what her senses could not percﬁ&re « « o %ill she ran up:ﬂagainst his
lag b oy

L‘n&}.—quu the skeleton on Highpeak.
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Was that just another tale? . . . No it wasn't! ., . . During

the storm, she had heard those bones rattling above her, and every

time she theughﬁ-aboﬁKjéb she heard them again . . . No, that was
ﬁL-ﬂ-u\

no story . « « Well then? . . . Perplexed, Mila gazed down at theé*

sL‘lN]P gea below her, as if hoping to dull the brightness of her newly

awakened thoughts, which had already begun to fade little by little.
Meanwhile che moon cast its silver;’raya over everythingalike |

the webg spiders subtly spin to adorn lonely silences that no man should

tc fannés | Fantuscs
tbouble with his é".{fn%ﬁm chimering o
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XVIII: The Descent

The imperpurbable hoursfslowly|flowed) over Mila, who sat motion=-
P2 TR -

L |
less zupon her rock on the hillside. '
Fowm :
Though she night had Qﬂ%ﬂ chilly, she never thought of entering

the hermitage. On the contrary, whenever ker gaze fell upon it, she
|ew
quickly shuddered an awey.

What was she doing there? She was waiting for Matias, who had

promised to return that night. "I'll be home late," he had said, and

.‘th h-ﬂd’.h, : . -
a&e—mﬂmﬁeﬂ why: he was gambling. There was a festival in Murons,

a’nd people always gahbled at festivals, so there was no danger of his

ddeops

l‘w{“‘%
nalh-g!\un il the game was over, but once it was/he would return, She ?(4
was certain of this fact, and therefore she decided to stay where she

was.

anr
She waited wh-ﬂﬁ the night inched indifferently toward morning

(aa®

o » o $il1l at she heard his footsteps echo

below her and caught sight of his shadowy figure, barely visible

{e Qo

wlly
Py 7, M‘& llin 4 :

He climbed hurriedly, with lowered head, something
$
-= perhaps some excuse to explain his long night in the village. S‘hf‘

. S M : s[u-
Wit i hhe looked up at the hermitaged w called

out to him in a casual voice. He stopped, surprised, and gazed all

N.W\%\a
qg( %Kmeeing her, he approached uneasily. His weary face was
[1 8,

¥

Py
as green as the Spirit's.
"What? Up so early?"
"I didn't go to bed."

And then, without tears, screams, or gestures, she told him every-
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by 24
%f thing that had occurred. Her recital was as coneise as an inscription
on a tombstone, and her‘igz;;;een eyes were as calm as a deep, mysterioqs
C[l’\ oA L
gorgec

WWhen she had finished, Matias' face revealed the greatest shock
he had ever suffered: a cruel, mute expression of feaf and consfer—
nation.

Seeing him remain silent, she pointed to the hermitage: "Well,
after all that, you can bet I'm not going back, but I didn't want
to leave without telling you first."

His corpselike face scowled as he took in these words.

"What?" he mumbled gi;;::in glumly. "You want to go away? Where
to?"

She angrily replied: "I don't care . « « Anywhere . . « As far
away as I can get!"

Like the Spirit a few hours earlier, Matias began tgrshake. For
a &éﬁﬁ%; it seemed that he would plead or argue, but, unable to summon
the will, he quietly submitted, lowering his head and muttering: "Well,

let's go then."
anyon lmt— -',ﬁ

But at that moment, the gorge suddenly BU calm and %

something furious, demoniacal glowed in the woman's eyes: "Not with
you . .. never again. . . Don't try to followme . . . or IJ1l kill
you."

She stared into his eyes, trying to impress her threat upon

his ;:;;,éoul. L
'hrms
Then she silently rose and, without ming nothing
L wen wig cun 4 i -

o
more than the clotheg op_haau?a?;, Ltiffly and solemnly made her way

down the slope.
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M%&\ ‘

Her destiny had crystallized in that mountain solitude.

February 1905



