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They abandoned me on Camellia Street, in front of a garden
gate, and the night watchman found me early the next morning. The
people in the house wanted me, but he says at first they ~idn't
know what to do: whet.her-' to keep me or give me to the nuns. It was
my laugh that won thernover, and since t.hey were oLd and child-
less they took me in.'One lady who lived nearby said maybe my fatber
was a murderer and adopting an unknown child was a big responsibility.
Tbe gentleman of the house let the ladies talk. He picked me up,
dirty as 1 was and w i tri the sheet of paper still pirule'd to my~

and took me over to look at the flowers: "Look at the carnat ions, 11

they say he saLd , "Lo ck at the roses, look, Lo ok;" Because it was
spring and everything was in bloom.

But the biggest tbí.ng was how J!r:-dirtless cactus flowered -+>
't~J:" 'M~ ou.#' ~<\ ~~ l~

~ ní.ght , There was a crumbling waH :W> bhe 1J~~~enl' with

peeling plaster, and before t he plaster fell off it' , " because
~ wood lice burrowed under it, and at t he foot of that wall covered
with rose bushes, the b~st of them with white roses, there was a
giant cactus. One anowy w i.rrter the ground froze and the bottom half
of the cactus died, but the top half lived because it had gradually
taken root in a crack in thatwall with the rosebushes and wood
lice. The root lived on bricks andold mortar and fed the cactus,
which kept growing till it was higher than the wall and could peek
into the next-door garden. And the evening after they found me, a
flower bloomed at the top of it with rust-colored outer petals and
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They saw it because there was a moon and they'd left the dining room
window open. There were three windows, and they all looked out on
a sunken garden you had to climb down a few -4- frorothe kitchen
to get tOe The moon and the dining room light shone on the flower,
and the gentleman, who was ha:ving supper, suddenly said: "What's
that.I see out there?" He pointed outside with his fork and the lady
went over to the w.i ndow and .said it 'dasa flower and she didn't know
how they'd missed seeing the bud. The first time, while 1 was
sleeping. They picked 'up a candle, wentdown to the garden, propped
a ladder against the wall and 1 guess they just about drowned in
its beauty. When they were about to go to bed the gentleman, whose
name was Jaume, said God must have rewardéd them by making that
cactus, which lived on wall and mortar, burst into flower. And the
nicest part is that the flo.ver only carneout one night ayear on
the day they'd found me. Every year the neighbors carneto watch, and
they had to hurry because it didn't last long.

Before sitting down to supper and noticing the flower, they'd
spent the day talking about me and ~howing me to the neighbora Who
carneto see me. Sorne said there was nothing unusualabout foundlings,
though they'd never seen one themselves, but they'd always heard
that people 1eft them on church stepsinstead of~rden gates.
Others said there was a regular time to leave them so the nuns who
took them in wouldn't, see their mothers. They all got scared when
the watchman said he'd spotted me because a black dog was sniffing
around. They stripped off my clothes and searched me for bite marks
aro examined me all over because there was a stain on the ground
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blood and m8J"bemy mother had been bleedingwhen she left me, but the
d,'l&'"lady of t.nehouse, whose name was r-lagdalena,said no because if ~

been bleeding there'd be a trail of blood up or down the street and
there was only thatone· spot. The;y said the strange st thing was the
way 1 laughed when they picked me up and a laughing baby couldn't
havebad parents, so 1 must be a case of love or poverty, a youthful
sin, and one lady who died soon afterward~grab~ed one of my feet
and kissed it and said: "Poor little thing."

Then they started trying to guess how old 1 was. One neighbor's
husband said they couldn't keep me, that they'd have to report
it tothe police. They shut him up by saying they'd get around to
that later, that first they had to figure out my age. Sorne said
maybe four months, others only two, and one man said he thought it
was five. Finally they settled on maybe three. Then they took off

1P tñG .the Piece of paper stuckr my ~ with a safety pi.n, It had been
~~J torn and tihe name "Cec(l¡a C" was ~f ..on i~ ]'o .. eil.

They said it was the handwriting of someone who didn't have much
practice, but the gentleman, who never missed anything, pointed
out that the IICec1.1ia"was clearer than the IIC.II\'lhichmeant that
whoever had written my name couldn't finish it because she was
cryi.ngand her hand shook when she tried to \'lrite. And out of

fo< ~'\ ~~~ lt~respect (\.ttleyregistered my name just ~ they'd found it: Cecilia
C.
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St:"f~ '.
sometimesa~iUS wouí d drop in after suppe r , Ir 1 was in

bed she'd tiptoe into my room and make the sign of the cross over
my whole body to protect me. 1 almost always heard her but 1 pre-
tended to be asleep. and when ~e occasiona11y forgot and didn't

. 1 ' ~f¡ l s. . '\ T . Lad i ..come .an v/oulan!. • he other ad i.es scared me a Ld.tt Le,
Sl . ~\ k\V)'t q- .

In the evenings, ~Q yct on the stepi that led down to the garden
~I~Lit ~ ~: lL (r1.t ~ "a, !J."\.~ ~ ~3:hl~ {C'\rl' tf ...t ~ .-,~~"l&" ~

~ listen to th8~·talking. Their voices carre through the window
1'- ""t3& sL¡t~or .sounded muffled behind the thick ~oea. They often talked about~".rt:,..,.'"

mother was probably one of thosemy parents. One day th~- said my
music hall ~, the kind.who

. p. f!! -

want and then find they've got a
dance and have al1 the men they
kid without knowing whose it lS.

Another da~they said it must have been a marquise who'd gone to
dW4c..VlfV\

~ the border saying she was going to aspa and thenhave me

given me to sornepoor woman to bring up. The marquise had died and
the penniless nurse had gotten rid of me as best she cou1d. One
day Senyora Hagdalena told thel'i1that in April of the year theY'd
found me, a woman dressed in b1ack with a shiny hairpin had stopped
and looked in their garden a few times during the afternoon. She
hadn't paid any attention but now it seemed strange. She said the
woman was hblding a baby who must have been me, and that she was
probably 100king for a doorstep to leave me on and had chosen
theirs because even though it wasn't the doorstep to a llBnsion yau
cou1d see they were well-off and had more heart than the owners
of a big housen __~you could tell because there were so many f10wers
and so well tended. ~ius always said the same thi.ng: tnat they~n.

shouldn't have registered me with the name on the paper, because



tired of say i.ng he was bad they said
. {"(1V\,5 .

and ~ of money.

maybe he \'las5.

when the y got
etM. L€:~

d~ Old~
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if my parents were still alive they'd show up~ and want

me back. Everyone disagreed and said no one ever tried to get

abandoned children back because even after you've raised thill
. f"""""they' re Dore trouble than ~o And even whe n they I re grown they

can never repay all the worry they cause, One da;~i¡ius carne by

with two old .sheets she said 1 could use. And from then on they made

me sleep on hand-me-down sheets.

1 ~a~~,grew ~ sitting on that step and listening to

the ladies. 1 didn't like any of them, and 1 watched the seeds on

th~ maple tree falling andwhirling around like propellers and looked

at the sun on theroses. All of a sudden 1 heard Senyor Jaume say:

11 1I m going up to the t.owe.r , 11 As soon as he was gone, they started

talking about my father. Senyor Jaume always said he must have been

a musician and that's why he'd named me 6ec!lia. They said he must
..c:r- t~ .have be en a wicked man and 1 had ~ ears 'et' a murderer, wi th the

lobes flat against my cheeks. I'lymother must re ve given me any old

name and Cec{lia had come out beca use .it was asad name , 1 thought

of the seeds wn í.r'Lí.ngaround and around till they lay flat on the

ground like me. And my ears started bothering me. 1 touched them.

They said my fa~er must be one of those men wh o try to as saan i na t o. t~~· .
the queen andK· ombs where they know her train will pass and who

t~rob banks, men who only Tabout burning everything down. They

all imagined him walking for hours and hours down a road with dust

up tohis ankles, handcuffed between two civil guards. Because he

was so dangerous. They said maybe he was young, and

with a mistress
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and onlyvisited us once in a while because she lived far away.
A.ccording to her, rnyfather must bave b$en a poor student and rnyrnother
a poor girl who became a servant wben she \'Tasfourteen. Sometimes

Sorne afternoons a little old lady with cbeeks like wrinkled
silk and eyes like blue china would come. She always acted scared

they'd make ber show therna scar she kept hidden under bigh tulle
collars reinforced with whalebone. She'd been a pretty girl and her
lover had rnadeher eat barefoot and when it was time for dessert
be made her put her fe.1~ on ..' the table and covar-edthem with

ltu-I~ . .
kisses. He ended up ~ her 4the throat, but she'd managed
to drag herself over to the window and screarn for help, leaving a
trail of blood behind her. One day ~RiUS asked if her lover's,. \..-

earlobes had lain flat against his cbeeks and she said yes. 1 was
sitting with them and 1 looked at Senyora Magdalena' s eLbows , wh.í.ch
made me sick because they were aLways reddish, and while 1 was
looking at them q~ius slapped my hand and told me not to touch....
my ears anymore. 1 still remernber the day the color purple carne
into my life, one sumrner afternoon witb all the blinds drawn so

. ~ G~~~
the light only entered ~~~~Jf~tbe ~. A. tall lady wlliked in
wearing a purple dress and a veil with a velvet spot under one eye
and a bouquet of violets on her breast and violet shoes, and stroking
the violets she said rny father must have been aJO e,,~~~ man
because 1 loo~ed like a nymph or a saint and it was frightening to

k.,-w IfoI\.4.L\.
tbink Ii,i th@~rouble l'd have w i.th men when 1 grew up.

Senyor Jaume and Senyora Magdalena wanted IIB to c.all them god-
father and godmother but 1 never did. Tbey bad two lady cousins
who were identical twins, and even thougb tbey were a little over
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thirty they were both fe~nes fatales and had pretty elbows. One
was namea Maria-Cinta and the other Raquel. Maria-Cinta had a very

4'Á ~ ~4iccw" ce ¿ el(; t 'rich lover and a~, a black one with dark red upholstery, and~ ....,..!~
whenever the4r'~ \was.parked outside the neighbors spied on the
(Q{/¡ ,\. tMf4<\.. ¿ J)...,. "Co ~ .
ch;;;.u:f:f~n;r' é;lS he paced ~ and -' waiting for her • .8he always went

'- t!!2 ¡J\ .. e . 1'-
to the Liceu opera house •.Raquel' s lover had less money. 1 had a

~4~(.~ ~hard time telling them apart but finally 1 lQar*J? ~S~O~fr~~~ it
because one dressed more flashily than the other. And from their
jewels. Maria-Cinta wore two diamonds. Raquel Vlore a pearl neck-
lace with a big pearl dangling from the middle. Maria-Cinta sore-
times took my face between her hands and said 1 reminded her of
someone she knew, but she never said who ••• One day she took one

cf .rof my hands and looked at the top and said she hadn't noticed before
1\

but she'd never seen a child with such pretty hands; that 1 must
be a pianist's daughter. And 1 burst into tears.
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1 walked very slowly but the gravel still crunched and the

gate creaked when 1 openad it. The ladies were talking in the
kitchen. 1 thought that creak would warn them and the next thing
1 knew they'd mmm grab me and lock me in my room so 1 couldn't
run away again and lid die locked up, pounding on the door and
kicking it. Ánd once 1 was dead and buried, lid never be able to

, 6\.lt
look for my. father. 1 went looking for him because the night be-

- f\fore while 1 was drifting off to sleep, 1 saw a shower of stars
in all the colors of the rainbow falling fraro the ceiling, and
among them 1 saw his face, looking very blurred.

The sun beat down on the garden and the leaves were drooping.
~(.(.O ~slof'~ ..

As 1 passed the ~T¡i~aftí, ~ lady carne out to sprinkle the street
tJII- 0-.,..

ane asked where 1 was going. 1 broke into a run without answering
her and didn't know if my heart was pounding bec~se she'd seen
me or because it was the first time I'd gone out alona. 1 Ralked
down tha sunny side of the street and my shadow followed me,
reaching halfway up the wa~l. After walking a long time, sinee ~
s4i!~ "" =head were 1!e~"'íls like a big clock, I stopped in

íront oí a garden full oí flowering hydrangeas. At the entrance
to the house, beside three marble steps streaked with black ~
~ there was a pale with a bar across it and on that bar a white

d}
bird with a pink crest, his beak turned inward toward his neck
and one claw tied to a brass chain. He didn't move, and 1 felt like
he was staring at me. 1 was rooted to the spot. Á~l of a sudden
he jumped, gave a squawk, and ruffled the feathers on his head.
The spell was broken by a girl who asked me what the bird's name
was; she was blond, with curls, holding a gentleman's hand. 1
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thought right away he must be her íatber. Tbey.'d~0..g;ed to watch
the bird, who slowly turnad around so bis back ~ul,~aee USe

stt.M.~r"-~ ~The gentleman was ~ ~e ~13 'between me and the girl. He was
tall and thin, had a atrong mimosa smell, and tbere were dark

. '. . f~ tl~.~ tl vJ--'I-blue atones on h1S cuífl1nks that g11ttered som$t'1(s. Itook his
band without looking at him and had to shut my eyes because 1
íelt like everything was spinning around. When 1 opened them again,
1 saw the girl with the curls standing next to me)~ glaring.
Without saying a w~, she gave me a rap where my hand was holding
her father'a and then tugged at his to get him ~ ~ away. They
went down the street, and 1 couldntt understand why instead of

~t{cliA·t-
leaving with the girl that gentleman ~a~ let her go on looking
at the bird and come with me. 1 followed them for awhile. Every
now~~~osee in ~Je the girl took a leap and her curIa fluttered and

when she jumped her father pulled her arm up to make her go ;:¡¡¡;
higher. 1 got tired of following them, and they grew smaller and
smaller. The girl with the curIa had a pleated skirt ~ and skinny
legs.

~~1 had ~ ürouble finding my way home. As soon as 1 got
there, 1 ran to look at my hair. In the living room, above a little
table beneath the window, tuere was a heart-shaped mirror. The
trame was made of pink glass flowers with green glasa leaves. 1
pieked up one corner of the ~urtain and draped it over the back oí
an armchair so more light would come in. My hair was chestnut
colored and glossy. 1 jumped to make it flutter but then 1 couldn't
see my face in the mirror. 1 could feel it falling against my
neck, straigbt and sed. Sad like me. Bocauae 1 felt sad about ~
lot~of tbings. 1 fixed the curtain, sat down in the armcbair and
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stayed there a long timelooking at my hands.
When it started getting dark, 1 went up to the tower. I'd

never been there before and ~ remember that first time because 1
.Kt~~~.~~~J..~~ ~ ~"" • IN\.~ -ttÑ{'~",,\V'\was still scared the ~ lady had told my PffQat8 l'd rUfi

~way. ienyor Jaume took me. We started up the stairs to the roof,
and before we got there he told me to hold onto his pants so 1
wouldn't falle It was dark at the top of the stairs and he said

~-T ~how years before he r d ; W1/é d to put in a lightbulb. He took ~
an iron bO~ lifted a latch, and stepped down to apen the door,o ,..
which sw~ung open on the inside, and we stepped out onto the
roof.

To get to the tower, we had to climb some wooden eteps with
no railing that started in t~Q mid~O~ the storeroom. The tower

A..had windows on all four sides. Tbere was~flagpole outside the one
c~ ''''looking ~ on Camellia 8treet. There were pictures on the few

patches of will between all those windows: a flying lady with a blue
silk 6a6h, a bearded man with snakes around him, a big open hand
covered with wrinkles, and aman with no skin, seen from the front
and *.Senyar Jaume showed them to me one by ene and said I

wouldn"t go to schoo l bec auae he'd teach me everything a little girl
should know, and more. He 6at down in a yellow easy chair hefd
dragged overrso it was in front of that cut-off hand and witb a
bamboo pole held pulled up from sorne soft dirt in the back gardent

he showed me a mountain on the hand and asked if I knew What it
was called. He asked me three times, ~nd the last time he told me
and then repeated it three times beeause that way he said the
names 1 learned would \ v..be engraved ~ my memory. He

chatted downstairs, he gazed
said every eve-

ning, Whi~e the women at the sky.
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And be turned his chair till be'd gone all around so be eould
look out each window awbi1e. Tbe west one last of all.
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IV
Like the bIue scarf Senyor Jaume put on at the first sign

oí cold weather and didn't take off tiIl spring, I had a scarf
f,~fu,.~ .

around my neck that nearly ~ me. The doctor pushed my
tongue down with a spoon handle and looked at my tonsils. The medi-

. G~~ . ' 1fllt\ .c~ne ~ go~ng down and mada me ~J' and before I dozed off
Senyora Magdalena gave me Iime-flower tea to make me sweat. Every-
thing was hot and everything tastad awful and theffirvoices came
muffled through rows and rows of wet curtains. Their faces were
blurry like my father's when 1 saw it that time among those st~rs.
Sometimes 1 saw just their eyes and sometimes just their mouths.

SM-OikM ~"\
A t night my fever got worse and bha t scarf was e=f¡ iPi ~ me but when

{vi(~I m.ove.e.m,N±d!fds to pull it off I couldnjt gz-ab mm onto anything:
like I was fighting a cload of sIDoke. When I did get up, ~ felt
like they'd given me a new pair of lega. They couldn't waIk or 1 .

~
ktit ~v ..............~ ......\run or .; they were like springs, stretching and i. J

JqlIIlllÜllmih W k~ .
up while 1 sw~e"on top of them.

All because lid run ~way and gone to the opera. Senyora Mag-.
dalena'd pulled an armchair up to the window and put a pillow be-
hind my head with a lacy, ribbony pillowcªse. I sat there for hours
and hours, watching the cactus turn asbJT gray, stabbed from inside
by yellow thorns. SenyoraMagdalena set my lunch down on a little
table and without looking at me~ or sometimes looking like she

\J'"Q..~~f~~1l&'~\:~) .wanted to ~QFft me ~~ said I was lucky to have fallen into
s~chgood hands because in other houses theytd have made me pay
for running away with black and blue marks all over my body. But
she didn't tell the neighbors about the opera. She said 1 was sick
because her husband made me study too much and learn things too
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hard for sorneone my age, but it'd be worse in a schoo1 with nuna
because the gir1s would catch on right away that no one knew where
I came from. And they'd treat ~ 1ike doga with puppies who won't
nurse a kitten even if you sIlip it under their be11ies. And then
mEmm they'd bully m ti11 I qmmM 1eft the sehoo1.

Ánd I was sick beeause I'd worried so much about running
away. Scared to death of doing something naughty but dying t'o go
ahe ad and do it; my terror, when it was tirre to go home , that I
wouldn't be able to find the housa. Ever sinee that afternoon Itd
gone out lookinf:bfor my father, and I never knew if theytd noticed,

.they kept the front gata locked. They said there were thieves in
the neighborhood, that they had to 1ive behind barred doors. I stared
at those iron bars that kept me in, and one day I thought lId jump
the wa11 and get away down the street. Sometimes 11d pu11 thorns
off the bougainvi11eas and mmmmmmm rosebushes along one side of
the bars S0 I wouldn't get too scratched when I climbed up to jump
over. The bars ended in some thin spikes, but I on1y b1imbed half-
way up, to a frieze made of circ1es. When lid caught my breath,
I grasped a branch from an olive tree in the next yerd and, with a
great affort, pul1ed myself along it ti11 I eould sit on our
neighbors' wall, which was pretty thick. Slow1y, holding on tight~
to the edge, I 1et myseIf down that wall. B~ the time my feet
touched the ground, my kneea were skinned and my arms were trembling.

'. ~-t . '.
I was nervous. When I wa~~a~ ~ away, I asked an old lady

. , f'.- . .
who was sitting onthe sidewalk knitting how I conld get to the~ ~ . .

Liceu~peB~ouse, and she said you just keep going toward the sea.
I got to a ~ig promanade 1ined with traes. I stopped, thinking
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1was lost. Right away 1 caught the smell coming fro~ the branches.
Cool. And when I thought about it that cool smell mixed with the
hot one from my medicine when I was sick. It was dark out and
there were lights and noises all around. I kept walking for a long
time. The days when 1had the worst fever, mmmm~ I imagined the
blue shirt fronts and gray feathers on the guards at the entrance,

::: ::::80:: :::::e::::e:
i

::: ::::O::::dl:;h~ :::u:e::::ing
hose, singing and singingq¡ awa::¡.And the golden birds, the feathers,
the blue shirt fronts and red velvet all mixed ~with the fever,
dissolving like things ~~see just before ~fall asleep till among
wisps of fog a diamond cross that looked like it was made of fire
and water carne closer and closer.

1t d just wanted to \lTatchthe musicians go in and see what they
looked like, out the crowd swept me along: ladies in tulle, with

~~ ~silk dresses, gentlemen with white flowers 1\ their lapels/ and
a. shiny ribbon down each side of their pants. A boy who o~~e1~
carriage doors looked at me awhile and then asked what I was ~.
n~ was raggedy, with a spitLurl on his forehead. 1 told him 1

í ~.
wanted to see the musicians, and he said I ~ouldn't see the~,that
they"d gone in another door. And he laughed like he was very happy

and when the fever was devouring me Ifd see that lock of hair and
his two rows of white teeth. The crowd pushed liS apart and carried
me toward the door. 'Nhile that tea waa scalding my tongue, 1 saw
shoes with diamonds and coats with long fug, as if the prettiest
a~imals had come to hear the singing, and that tight dress covered

• U""'\ .
with s~rings OfJ~k beadst>that jangloQ~ 1 reached out to touch
them but they slipped through my fingers. And everything I saw
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•

hurte They said I was very sick and could hardly breathe because
h~ ~the chill mm deep inside me. It m~ have @een when 1 stopped

under the orange awning outside that big café. I just looked at the
people, baeause 1 didn't know which way to go. They'd thrown me

~out by the aeruff ~f ~neck like a cat, and they wouldn't have
seen me if lid stayed sitting down but 1 went down the aisle to see
the musicians, who were playing below the stage.~d as t~e,y too~r
me outside, one of those .men with blue khirts and feathers on~J~~-\A - - - , - '-' 9- ~
~ started laughing becausa he thought 1 was so funny.

The terrace outside that café was full of l*S who Looked
like Maria-Cinta: dressed in black, with low necklines, their

m-tlegs crossed an~ that ~ of white frilly.lace at the bottoms of
their skirts. Sorne wore little cr-oases or pretty jewels d'"'mmm
between their breasts. It was Maria-Cinta who spotted me, and after-
ward she always said she'd tAought she was seeing things. She shot

Ltw"",~up like someone had stuck a pin i.n~ and asked what 1 was doing
J'--

there. I oouldntt answer because I was looking at that diamond
eross Itd nevar seen before. And Maria-Cinta and her triend, who

~ c:4J'"was tall and graying at the temples, took me home in ~re~al?FiQge
óu-T~ nai~hbors always gaped at , whan I thought lid end up in the
sea: because aman had told me it I went too far lid tall in. And, ~-tlt -..b.that the sea ~ little girls. And Maria-Cinta's gentleman triend,
who smelled~ tobacco smoke and dologne, took me on his lap,

f\. G~and while the oaFr~g~ rolled amm along and the lights from the
streetlamps flickered in and out, I stuck my hand between his jack-
et and his vest, way up under his arm, and left it there. And the
hand and I both felt good.



in my hands and feet, and before falling aslei'p 1 ~ liked to
them over to myself. 1 could add, subtraet~and multiply but 1
couldntt divide. 1 knew the names of oceans and rivers. The names
of lots of flowers. But 1 never could remember what ~air was

say
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The first evening 1 went back up to the tower I saw a huge

star above the mountains. Senyor Jaume came up close, looked where
I was looking, and said that was the brightest star, mine. And he
told me to wave to it ••• In those days, when it was hot out
we read in the garden and when it got cooler we watered the plants
My legs were almost as strong as before and I couLd ~ andr
lid learned lots of things. 1 knew the names of all the little bones

made of. Or water. We watered the plantsm at dusk so the sun
wouldn't make the dirt bubble and kilI them. It seemed like it
would hang there forever, bewitched at the tips of the top leaves on
the mock orange mmemm bush, which only saw it as it set. I watered
around the borders, the little plants. He did the big ones end
the camellias, so delicate, because only he knew how to sprinkle~
them without disturbing the dirt. The camellias lived on one side

we.v-<-· ~of the fence. On the other side ~ the bougainvilleá. He had them
in little casks of earth fertilized by chestnut leaves, and tbe
casks were buried and ~overed with a thin layer of dirt. Red
camellias and white ca~~ias, pink ~n~hite speckled camellias,
stemless, lying flat~the branches~ike they were dead. We
watered the lilies last, in their flOWerred in the middle.

Qne day when 1 was sitting with my nose in a book I felt
someone watching me through the fence. All 1 could see was a shadow
flitting to and fro, but 1 kept on reading and pretended not to
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notíce. That níght 1 thought 1 should have looked to see who ít
was. A few days later the same thingrha:p:pened agaín, but first
1 heard a whistle. 1 looked up and saw a boy. The sun was in my

eyes, so 1 couldntt see him very wall. He was in rags, with a spit~
curl in the middle of his forehead. We atared at each other for
a while wihhout saying a word and finally, when 1 recognized him,

6\tVl'1 went ~ to the bars and asked how heta found out where 1 lived.
He said that night at the Lieeu held followad me when they threw
me out because he'd seen how little 1 waa and was worried mbamand
how when that gentleman and lady had taken me away in their car-
riage held elimbed on the baek. He said held come l0tS of times
because he liked to look at little gardens amund housas, and that
he lived in a shack with his brother. All of a sudden they called
me froID inside and he took off like a shot.

I$ill remember how that afternoon, when the sun was setting,
instead of waterin~enY~ Jaume had me put on a elean drass and

OL-\ . I~~(!.~wa went to buy plants ~ a ~ We stopped to look in
~ window: there were roses with one sida oí their petals dark
orange and the other yellow like broom. Roses dark on the inside
and light on the outside. 'Dwarfs, nothing but buds waiting to

<;~~
open, and rose moss with flowers between pink and lavender. There

1\.
was a red one, all by itself and one of the reddest, with a few drops
on ita petals, as if it had been cryíng. There was no one around
when we enterad, and t.he gardener took his time coming out. Hís
hands were covered wíth dirt, big and with knobbly fingers, but
when he pieked up a flower he acted like hw was afaaid of bruising
it, as if hetd made it himself without knowing how but he was sure
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if,"-hegrabbed it roughly it would fall apart, SO he held it gently,
after wiping his hands on his pantlegs. He blew on it to separate
the, petals, and when it was open, he held it between his finger-
ti~s so we could see the petals' color when they're borne Senyor
Jaume said held never be en able to get tuberoses to grow in his
garden, how maybe the air wasn't right and thatls why they weren~t

- ~4.~
happy there. Then ~put the flower with that funny color in a vase

SéI"'''''''-Iwi th ~ others and said "Follow me. n We walked through the store
and across' mm a little courtyard, climbed a few steps and went out
into a field of ílowers. There were seedbeds, little plants just
spro1;ltingin neat rows along taut strings, and we walked to the
middle of the field, which was divided by a thick viburnum hedge,
andcbefore we got to the other sida, a wave oí fragrance hit us
froIJla big patch of tuberoses. Senyor Jauma took off his hat, his
hand fell against bis thigh like his hat and hand were both made
of lead, and he whispered HMy God • • •

He bought a rosebush pruned so it was round like a ball with
lots' of little open roses. He leaned it against his ahouj der- and
told me to kick aside any stones 1 saw so he wouldnlt stumble, sinca
he couldn't see a thing. We planted the bush as soon as we got
home; at the imm~ bottom of the ~ leading to the kitchen.
The roses were pink, in clumps, but the pink was whitish in the
oldest ones. They were born pink but died white. Ánd ever,y branch
was like a bouquet, with lots oí open ones and lots of closed'.. k-r"
ones. To make sure held planted itmmm ~t, Senyor Jaume got
down on his knees, checked that it was straight, and sent me to
fetch a bottle oí ink. He had me hold it while with the edge of
a leaf held dipped in it he blacked out the name of the rosebush
Dl1ll1intub.m
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written on a a little piece of yellow wood tied to the trunk with a
wire and started writing on the side of the wood where there'd
been nothing written. He made me read it and it said: Cecilia.

Lots of nights, when it was nlceout, Itd wait for the sun
to come up in that garden. Beeause of my rosebush.
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VI
She was a short nun, with yellow skin on her faca and a nose

like a hazelnut. Sha spoke with her hands up her sleeves but 1
saw them because ahe took them out to ~a runny eye with a very
white)~ neatly pressed handkerchief. The skin on her hands, with
their clean, carefully trimmed nails, was the same color as the &in

S~{~ ,on har face. She said ~e~ F~t away, they d make the drass because
they took in ~lotSOf girls and what they wanted was work so the
girls could keep b~sy. But she said they shouldn't expect it quickly
because they were loaded down with other jobs.

It seems 1 was so sick that they'd thought 1 was going to die,
and one night when they thought 1 had died because they couldn't
find my pulse and 1 was breathin~ softer than a mouse, they both
promised the Virgin Mary that if she saved me theyJd give her a silk

~ t.1lvLt.", , .
dress embroidered with gold and p,reC"\01'J\:ston-es... As soon as 1 was
out of danger, they silarted saving money and when they thought they
had enough they began looking for a convent that would make the
dresa, but none of them wanted to do gold embroidery because they
said they didn't know ~ow, that they just did ~~ sheets and
pillowcases.with cotton thread, and when they finally found sorne
nuns who could do gold embroidery, the price they quoted was so

, -
high that they didn't get the arder. But that short nun agreed
right off the bat and said shetd go and measure the Virgin, or
maybe it would be better if the priest lent tham an old dress,
because that w~ they'd have a clearer idea of the neck and arm
measurements, how much silk they'd need and everything else. A few

- aM u{{~~t<....days after they got tihe old dress, they sent liS oQ" :@~e., and it
was reasonable.

They made a dress and cape~ with thick silk and gold
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stitching at the bottom of the skirt and around the cape. In the
roidd1e of the skirt, in front, there were cur1icues and f10wers
with gold thread and in the midd1e, above the flowers, there was
a Cha1ice, and above the cha1ice, 1ike a crown, five f10wers
Senyora Magdalená thought were roses with a jewe1 in the middle
of each one, and al1 the jew~ls were different colors. When we
went to get the dresa, two nuns opened the box and~~~ed a piece

q-, - - - S~lV\AAL. ~o bv{,:\ lct'
of~tissue paper on tope Everything was se brill~~t was
.:t.:a?~(.~~Bin§", and my hands started shakd.ng and 1 whispered IIA yellow
sto ne ,11 And Senyor Jauroe, beside me, said TI A topaz. ti And me, tiA
bLue stone. TI And him, "A turquoise"; a refd one, a ruby; a c1ear
one, a diamond ••• And the nuns stood there chuckling.

A11 our neighbors came to see the dress. Wett laid it out f1at
on atable and Mrs. Rius grumb1ed because she would have 1iked a11

~ -tokthe jewe1s ~ tbe f10wers the same color and she said those nuns- ,~f\. 1le. ,~
must be a 1ittle nutty. But everyone e1se said tee nu~~sa done

..ft~ - =rea ~~ g~d job and defended the dress froro top to bottom. We ~
1~ .~ ~t to the church and they thought the priest would we1come

them but it was on1y the sacristan, who thanked them for the Vir-
gin and the priest. Every Sunday we went to Mass to see if they*d
put the dress on the Virgin. And she was always wearing a different
one. But one afternoon 1 climbed over the wall in my red ¡fresa be-
ceuse l'd set fire to sorne newapaper-s and 1 went into the church~r
and looked up ~~Qm ~~~1tth the altar and it seemed 1ike the Virgin
was wearing our dress. 1 climbed the steps. The church was empty
and calm, with a sea oí flickering candles: sorne straight and sorne
leaning. 1 touched the dresa and ran my fi~gers along the-s~
~f~ embroidered flowers and touched the stones. 1 went out



u ..B 22
universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

end ran through the streets and when I got home they had to open
the gate for meand I was SO out of breath I could hardly get the
words out to tell them the Virgin was wearing that dress. We all

- ~t_~~~went to see her and Senyor Jaume whispered that the Virgin,~
wit~ those jewels that seemed tofiner gowns but none SO elegant,

5tf-~ vAL..l .... t..1:<..f ... because ~ou cou'l.dsee t hose nuns were the jolly kind.
We went to make the final payment. They had to pay for the

dress in three installments because the money they'd saved wasn't
enough, and a young mmm nun with rosy cheeks and a lily-white
forehead openad the door, and when shetd gone~ Senyora Magda-
lena told me she was a novice, that she still had har hair and
wasn't wearing a ring but when she married Our Lord they'd cut

~
her hair and put ~ring on to separate her from everything. That
shetd dress in white for her wedding and be all alone among ~

~~~ ~,JL.~~{t\,-&,, because ~ Christ meona youtre all al one ,
When the short nun mmm the novice had gone to fetch came in,

she shook my hand so weLd be friends and told Senyora Magdalena
she had a very cute little daughter. Senyora Magdalena said I wasn't

~\'f"her daughter, that they'd found me in front of ~gate and taken
me in, but they loved me like I was theirs and that's why they'd
promised to have the dress made when I was dying on account of
something silly l'd done. She said I was a good girl but I did some
strange things and the nun asked what they were and she told her
everythin~: how I played with fire, lit pieces of paper in the stove

ko\'- - ~
from ~ coal.s and then carried ~11\lJM ¡"g ~ all over
the house; how I made paper eones out of station~ry and stuck ~
one inside the other and burned them, and sometimes lid set tire
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~~~ ~to newapapers.~~one day when she had ~isitors shetd gone~~
. " #i . p.

the kitchen to get the sugar bowland found me in a corner, still
as a corpse, with a little burning paper cone stuck in each ear.
How when she'd scolded me my lips had turned purple and lid said I
wanted to burn my ears so I wouldn't have any. How to break my bad
habit, since they knew I didn't like the color red, she'd made me
a red dresa and forced me to hem the seams, and the first day Iut ~ f1v'.. _.r~ it;.I ran upstairs and locked myself in the tower, where I
. 1'- A...tt~~. n~ tlL.
paced -t-oane ~ li~e ~ ~ cz-asy, from one war- to "'r0ther. Every
time I couldn't keep from setting tires she'd make me put on that
dress and while I was weari~~t they called me the flame. I was
dying oí embarrassment and ~ at her wriakled elbows, bec~e
old peeple's elbows made me sick and I wanted her to Burn my stomach.
The nun stroked my hair and atood there for a moment without s~ing

she
anything, just looking. Then Mm~mmm~mmmm asked if the priest
had liked the dresa, and Senyora Magaalena said he'd lovad it, that
he'd come up to them with his arro out and his mouth wide open froID
laughing 80 happily, saying God would repay them even though the
Virgin had already performed a miracle by saving Ceailia, and to
tell the n~ns who'd embroidered it ~ they were the best workers
in the world, with a golden touch to do go¡d embroidery. And it was

~ S - th~~·all • li~ because they hadnfteven seen ~ priest. Then.Senyora
Magdalena said when I was only three they'd dressed me up as a
nun and hadn't been able to getme to chang;:tlothes all winter,
becaase if they. tried to Ird. cry and cry and say.my bones were
freezing. The nun gave me a picture she fished out of a deep pocketlu~ L~Jst uiltl .. -
and it was~the Sacred Heart holding une hand up in blessing. She
asked why they'd called me Cecilia and they said because it was
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written on a piece of paper stuck to my bib with a safetypin. The
e-

~O\f\,~~ with rosy cheeks came back ~nd when the
told me not to make any more paper
them to excuse her. knd 1 couldn't

other one saw her she
1-eones out of stationÁfY and asked

~igure out why they called the
Mother oí God "¡he Virginf1 when everybody else called her the Mother
of God.
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VII
Once a week, every Friday, ~aria-Cinta sent Bomeone to pick

"
me up and 1 spent the rest of the day at her place beeause they

ó">c,lud.'said 1 should see-a bit of the world. By eleven~I w~s ready and when
~mm~mmmtmp~mmmmmm~mmmmm~mmmmmgmmm~mmm~~mL~~1te~
the~oaF~iage stopped in íront of our gate, ~~coaehm~, whose name
was Silvestre, blew the horn three times. The first day he asked if

~v\.l.J~L~ l\t~M~1 wanted to sit next to him or ~. 1 said iRO~ and as 1 was
getting in, the wind blew an acacia flower in with me. 1 lay down
on the seátlike it was my bed, because 1 didn't care about watching

tJ.jtw.~~streets and stuff and what 1 rea11y ~re&, lying there with my
-fvi' te J\.

eyes shut, was ~ everything ~ be 1ike that night at the
op9ra, seeing that hunched-over man pacing back and forth and hearing
a woman sitting in front of me with a braeelet shaped like a golde n
snak~te1ling the man beside her about ~l the mysteries in thBt
theater: how the ceiling opened up and the 1ights kept you from
seeing it and ~ big machines lifted the sloped fIoor and made
it flat for ~ carnival dances. And al1 the way 1 kept my hand
between the seata and its back and imagined 1 was sme1ling tobacco
smoke ,

w-A~~lR.~Ey the time 1 got there my dress was eF~led. Maria-Cinta'd
had it made out of white etamine, with ahe hem ~embroidered with

. ~. QUe.:'bunchas of cherries and another bunch e~~Q€ front -- right ~ my

heart, she said.
Maria-Cinta

f10wering a1mond
was wearing a ~ dressing gown with
mEmam branches embroidred all over the back. She

lived on the Passeig de ~r~?i~, land froID her terrace you cou1d see
UJttl.'~ tJf.<4C "t "-If'&s..-.acg:e;rd:enbehind a mansion full oí t>al·mtrees with fan-shaped leaves

(\..

and big blue and white china pots and, íarther away, sorne more
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rickety palms on the Diagonal. While she was ironing rey dress,
Maria-Cinta told me to take a bath. She had a white GQr~ tub
with a yellQw band around ita The bar of soap was too big ~or me
to hold ~ tt:A:'ua and the bottle of cologne was at least a quart.
She called the chambermaid to scrub my baek and told her l'd run
away from ~ome to hear~the singing and mmmm how the opera I'd
gone to see was one she'd seen at least fifty times herself but
she couldn't ~ crying every time the oId man with the ~
bells set off with his dead daughter in a sack.

The maid wasbed rey back witb a yellow sponge full of holest

much softer tban tbe esparto glove Se~ora Magdalena scrubbed me
with ~on Sae~kO& me in the sink. If she was too busy, Senyor
Jaume would do ita He put on a dark blue apron with three white

s~
stripes at the bottom ~ he wouldn't splash his pants, and l'd
slip my clothes off because Senyora Magdalena'd al~~ unbuttoned

~~ J ft7iW~M ~~ back. Then he'd grab my arm and say "~!n He"d soap
the glove and scrub my back hard, but he made me do the front be-
cause he was afraid of taking my skin off. '1'benhe'd rinse me with

$t:u.t-~~a 'J;.~R~ But some bí.mas he'd say he was tired and didn't feel like
washing me. One day when lId fallen in the mud and was horrified at

tJ.¿,,,\.,\ ' ~',.le ,
ASO ~u~~r~, he said God had made man out of mud and when I was
I'" ..fla.~e 10t .

dry it wouldl\.71\?ff by itself.
Maria-Cinta nade me stand in front of her, and while she dried

lr6tlme with a ~ t~wel she'd make me show her both sides oí my hands.
Clean and pretty. '1'henshe'd sprinkle me with powder and make me run
around to shake off the extra. The maid would laugh and so would l,
because the wind from running tickled and Maria-Cinta would take
that diamond eross out oí a red bOE and put it on me. But tbe chain
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was too long so she'd knot it a few times and turn on all the
lights. She had me look in a mirror that went aa.¡ th:2w; up to
the ceiling and 1 saw my whole body, but my eyes kept wandering to i1inm

that dimmond cross, which sparkled green and pink in the mirror,
like it was joyfs own cross. In the afternoons Raquel would come and
we'd drink Chinese tea with jasminet.. i7 \ tl'5O~~

. ~ ~/\~v.,h_-C.\~,~b ~t(.~ _, ~

On Midsummer Night~-t.,.,o GEH,¡sin1t br-oüght cakesl\...wth cherries
pine nuts. Our neighbors put everything they wanted to burn mmand

out in the street and the kids helped and a few days earlier we'd
gone to:-all the homes in our neighborhood, asking for wood. They
built the bonfire right in front of our gate, because it was in
the middle of the block, and by the afternoon Senyora Magdalena

- (\j" (!l,[ ~IM.~ 't
was already grumbling. She said the house would ~u~ wi~ ~moke

~~.and .. Senyor Jaume because he wouldn' t ask them t o mOfv!~
fire further down. 1 remember how that year I went out in the garden

J\while Senyora Magdalena was cooking supper. The light was gray and
the street seemed to be asleep. 1 heard a whistle. The boy from the
Liceu cerne out froID behin~a wood ile and stood in front of me,

ro<.\<:" '- .
s~app~ngh~s ~high with a • e must have realized 1 was start-
led because he burst out laughing like he thought heJd scared me.
When 1 asked him where he'd come from 1 don't think he answered
me. We sat down on tbe front step, not saying a w0rd, staring at
the wood, and finally he said he'd like to set it on fire. And
1 donrt know wby but 1 started telling him b10w the first time I'd
gone out by myself lid come to e. street on a hill and outside a
house I'd seen a white bird with a pink crest and a chain around
one leg, sitting quietly on a ~bar. I could see he didn't

ti ~ .,

quite believe me, but little by little he got all excited about
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seeing that bird. 1 couldn't find the house or the street. The~t
~ Clotto~s we were walking, he said he knew lats of "r"'""f\~~ ;to,fTibidabot

we eould go there, amd.he visited the cemetery all the time. One
night he'd stayed on purpose when they locked up. Reld hidden be-
hind some ~ big wreaths so the watchman wouldn't throw him
out. He wanted t~ see the flame~~fhe
black with seurrying clouds, anJ when. 1'-
ing he saw them: blue and lavender, with

sky darkened till it was
he was getting sick of w~-

an orgnge tongue froro
time to time. Whenever he went there he;d steal flowers off the
wreaths and then throw them away because they stank of wax and
death.

When we reached the end of the avenue, we stopped to rest
awhile. ~e said his name was Eusebi. There was a breeze and you
could see the leaves' shadows fluDPering on the ground. Someone
set off a rocket down by Montjuic. It seemed like it had taken off

. d5 ~ -from the sea and broke into p1ece~1~ke sorne devil had smashed a
star.



~ 'etween the arm and se;\on the yellow easy chair in the
~d(hidden seven marbles and a hairPiñ) One marble was clear

thick white swirls that you couldn't tell where they Began or
~, -

towe~
with
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VIII

---------
q ended. Another one, also olear, had swirls the color oí lemon peal.

Eusebild swiped them íroro a kid who'd le~t them on the ground in
a little bag while he was fighting with an older girl over one oí
those tops with strings. Held given me the pin. I kept the marbles
íor him. He'd asked what lid like to have that would be all mine,
and I~ said a glittery hairpin. We went into a department store, and

in the~t~~~;(~:mmDmmmmmm of a bunch of ladies looking at
a girl ~xp18.~ng~!~'~put on makeup, we went up to a counter.
\ihen we were out in the street again, he said llapen your hand," and
he gave me a pin with three diamond stars. I never found out when
or where held stolen it. I had to wear it in secret because the day
Senyora Magdalena saw it she tried to take it.

Eusebi and 1 had been pals ever since that night with the fire-
lE Q¡,;¡;'f'works. We'd spent it together~~e~~~~the pines. I woke up before

him and it was like Itd slept outdoors all my lire. 1 looked at
his face, whieh was close enough to touch. 1 moved the shadow oí

sl~e~ C; \l-tone finger across ~e (1 A!'k o:f his t-eye a fe\t¡Jtime s and the .er~k,
which glistened, didn't get bigger or smaller. 1 pulled a few locks
of his hair that stuck out and then smoothed them down with the
others. 1 was wearing en old blue dress, and when 1 got up I stood
on tippoe with my hands stretched above my head and thought how
1 was blue like a flamee The~, with the thumb and ~irst í~er on
eaeh hand, 1 touched the dimples on my cheeks because Eusebi had
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~~~said 1 had 8 ~~ in e8ch one. The sun had just risen and there
. ~ ~- ,were wisps of fog ~the grass. I stuck out one hand and,

~ 1\....
leaning a little to one side, I asid llThings are the way they are,"
because Maria-Cinta always said that and 1 wantea to be like her.
1 knelt in front of Eusebi and, to wake him up, I stuck my finger
in his ear and thought how maybe it was near the hammer and anvil.

- . lJ,tuA.- t\,. ~:~
Because I knew more than you'd ~nk~ blinked a few times, half-
dazed, and we looked at each other again like we'd done the night
before when, sick of crowds and watching the ferris whea11~

~..f,",-.f
we'd ~OHe i1\the woods. 1 really didn't want to, but that's how
it happened. 1 felt ashamed of how we'd looked at each other,
standing thore spellbound in the moonlight, and that's why 1 told
him 1 sometimos thought about what the sun and moon did when they
were little. How the sun was a rotten ball that en it se

o- el ~A.""C:~sp~ttered the night. And how the moon was e~e~ by termites
\.¡ith worms in all the holes, like corpses in ... burial niches.
Gnawed like a hunk of cheese~and mmmmmmm frantically hot, dying

l~Kil1e d .by ~ of worms
And when the worms were the

without realizing it like our brains.
that wouldn't leave an inch of white.
bosses', everything would fall and the earth would be covered with
a crust of squashed grownups and kids. Thick. And 1 couldn't get
the words out of my mouth because then we looked at each other
again like t~at and all 1 could say was when the sun and moon fell
the earth would still keep turning. As if everything shining in

~,.(-\r~Eusebi 's eyes had softened me and there was nothing T,left
Lns í.de ,

But in the daylight 1 wouldn't let him suck me into his eyes.
I got up and stf&rted running down -the mountain. Hi+a1led to me
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~_~~L'f~J:¡ .~ wa~t, we'd go to the cemetery. But 1 ran home. 1 found
the gate open and ashes scattered around the street. Senyora
Magdalena was dressed and waiting, so madrshe could hardly breathe.
She gave we such a hard slap that 1 had a nosebleed all morning.
After that they locked me in a lot but 1 could always escape with
the naighbors' oliva tree.
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IX
I can hardly remember the war. Al1 I know is I liked seeing

the grownups so scared and walking down the middle of the street
when the sirens went off, but what 1 liked best was that kind of
sob they made when it was over. Ana that excitement was mixed with

sk~....,..JL ,
~mbaFrre5men~about my blood, about staining the sheets that first
night. With the bombings they started drinking lime-flower tea
again, and the te~ smelled like trees and fever. In the kitchen,

. ("\.t.. a.~lt-~
while senyora~~asured aut the little bit of sugar they let her
have, trying to make it last, 1 looked at that tangle of leaves
and flowers, touching it so my finger would smell like night and
sickness.

They carne and told us the church with the Virgin wearing our
dresshad been burned~, and one afternoon 1 went to see it. It
was the hottest part of suromer. A boy from the militias was coming
down the street, with his shi~t o~en and filthy as a pig. 1 was
twelve years old then, thouah everyone said 1 looked fifteen, and
that boy must have been seventeen ar maybl a little younger. 1 looked
away and pretended not to notice but out of the corner of my eye
I could see him coming :mmmmJUl closen. When he was next to me he
lifted one whole side of my hair with his outstretched hand and
still walking, let the hair slip through his fingers. My heart~
skipped a beat but 1 didn't act acared and as soon as 1 reached
the corner I started to run. Tbe church walls were still standing,
the ceiling had caved in and everything was bathed in sunlight.
I kicked the stones around. Under sorne bricks 1 found a lily made
of painted wood and a burnt face that must have belonged to sorne
lady saint. The eyebrows and forehead were mmmm missing, but you
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cou1d see the eyes and the mouth was a 1itt1e open. 1 kept her, and
when 1 got home 1 stuck herm in a shoebox and hid it under the
tower stairs with a pieee of old curtain on tope That night 1 saw
her head for a long time, 1 fe1t sick to my stomach and cou1dn't
get to sleep ti11 ear1y morning.

~Wt.Ll ~c.,.:H Senyor Jaume spent every morning and afternoon running around"
~~~ tor food. He ssid their money wss almost gone, everything
was expensive, and the on131'good the war had done was to get those
cats o~t of his garden. The day they bombed the town hall, Senyora
Magdalena was a1most sick. Whi1e they were shaking with fear, 1
kept 1ifting the right side of my hair).~t:a.my pal ~ 1etting it
slip ~~ ~~~fand seeing the tace on that boy who must
have gone to war and had eyes 1ike a lost doga The next day 1 went
~o Sitrn a bencb#~the Passeig de ~racia and watched the cars going
by with flags. Sometimes I'd think about Euseb~who·d disappeared
when the war started. Raquel had managed to get away to London with
her jewe1s. Maria-Cinta 1ived alone in her apartment and a1ways

.~l~t~
kept the 'Q&lleoSV'/c'0PS shuu, At the end of the first summer I went
to see her with Senyor Jaume. When we were a1ready in the street,
Sen;yors Magdalena carne running out and took a medallion ~ my neck
with a picture of SaintnCecilia they'd given me for my first &'mmun-
ion. Maria-Cinta went me out onto the terrace. She was wearing that
dressing gown with f10wering a1mond trees and ber hair a11 loose
1ike a black wave. The f10wers were ~g~~, pink on the inside and white

, .
at the edges. 1 100ked at the palm trees whi1e they whispered to
each other. Al1 of a sudden 1 heard Senyor Jaume say "Arenl't you
co1d?" 1 thought that was a funny question bacause it wa.s hot out
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and I turned around to look at them and he was running his hand
along her arm, back and forth frem her elbow to her wrist. To keep
from seeing more, I ran inside and went in the bathroQm. I looked
in the mirror but the room was dark, so I turned on the light. And
then, for the first time, I realized I was completely different.
My legs were rounded where before they'd been straight; under my

dress, my breasts, still g~+lish, had begun to stick out a little
tIDt~ 1.W--- ¡,J\~but to make a crack:mmmmmmm I had to squeeze them Ge~en my arms.

1\:. ktt ..
I looked in my own eyes and ~ like I wasnlt alone. Almost

cloeer to my face and the mirror cloudedwithout noticing, I got
-!>tover and .th~ ;t:Qg~ess hid my

closed my eyes till they were
IAnd then 1 don t know exactly

fa~e from the middle down. I slowly
slits to see what lId look like dead.
what happened. I fell in love with

. j;;~*~"""\1.myself. I had that blood, and I listenEid to it ". . ~ body,
sometimes sleepily trickling down my silky thigh. I put my hands
on the back of my neck and toss·ed ~ my hairtin the aire My skin
was soft and my elbows were soft and I couldn't describe what I

felt: that I wasn't like other people, I was different¡-because
Q,ll
~alone, surrounded by towels and the smell of soap, outside the
mirror was the loveable one and ioside the one who loved her.
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~~Pa ulina was· as
hair. She wore it short and

x
V'"-~ ~ . c:::r-,a wi..l}e1i'T,with coarse, dry, straigh~

all day long she walked around with a
head that looked like it belonged to a crazy woman. Paulina was
Mrs. Rius's maid. Mrs. Rius's house was prettier than ours, with
four palm ~rees shaped like umbrellas in her garden. The wrought
iron on her gate was fancier and the pots on top of the two pillars
on either side had asparagus plants with agaves in the middle. Mrs.
Rius's husband had left her three sons who when they grew up
treated her like their fiancée, bringing her flowers and choosing
material for the dresses she had mada. Paulina was seventeen skinny

~I yaars old and had a quick temper; for any old reason she'd give
,\-

you the silent treatment for hours and you never could find out
what had mada her mad.

\rlhenthe war hed been going en for e while, Senyora Magdalena
;

asked Paulina if she'alike to come and clean on Sundays. She said
fDI~ ~ -royes~but se syre aftd not~tell Mrs. Rius because she'd fire her if
she found out she was pu.lling the wool over her eyes. Apparently
Mrs. Rius wanted Paulina to read lives of saints to her on &undays
end it was very dull¡ to get out of it, sorne Sundays she'd say

{.l>VA-
she had to go see her cousins though she didn't have any. The first

f\. .
day ahe came to clean she went out all dressed up, smeilling like a
carnation and har hands red with cold, and when we'd shut ~
behind her she said to feel her heart, which was pounding like ~y.~ IJ. _
Halfway through the afternoon, Mrs. Rius rang the bell. Since we'd
spotted her through the blinds, we had time to go in the back gar-
den and into the tool shed, where we sat down on apile of sacks.
Paulina sat there for a long time without taLking and finally
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she said that was i t, IIrs. Rius would oeth t;d;\ ~ e:'" earnat ionr

r~:~se she had fose like a bLoodhound, IIrs. Rius didn' t leave

till they were ready to set the table so we had time to cbat about
lots of things. She told me she was in love with that boy who used
to come and see me someti~es before tbe war and if befd been coming

-\ to see her shetd have died of joy, that she only knew him from
seeing bim walking mmmmmm along our street with that spit curl over
one eye and, even though she badn't gotten a good look at him, she
was sure he had pretty eyes.,rBut for pretty eyes~ she wh í.sper-ed,

'1 "tbere's nothing like tbe ones right bere.tI Before, for two straight
montbs sbe'd been in love with Mrs. Rius's oldest son and sinee sbe
couliñ't sleep sbe'd spend the nigbt polishing his shoes. The reason
she'd chosen the oldest, who owned a printing sbop, was because hetd
never said a word to her and hardly even glanced her way when she

~tM.",rt~~:r(0+'1 A\_ ~"'brought him his food, while the others ~lod her ~th pinches.
/'- ~J"'..... ' ~

She'd lost interest now, but even so, shetd marry that boy witb the
v/whistle like ~ hot; she said mmam sheIDdmmammm hadn't seen him for a

while and did 1 know where he was. 1 said no and she said what a
~-\: .

~. The day sbe'd liked best was when he went by her house running
4 .....1\~~ ~t)4~- ~
a ~ along the iron bars outside. She thought it was funny

koV> ,. t k .~someone s wh~s le could ma e her fall ~n love when she was a
terrific whistler herself and knew how to stick two fingers in her
mouth so her whistle would carry all the way to the rooftops. But
she didn't like ~~~istle, which was like the whistle when a

fire starts. That boy, on the other hand, whistled like a bird and
had a flat stomach. And shetd mmmm only marr,y someone with a flat
stomach.

When it started getting dark it also stareed raining and we
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sat there for a while~ without talking, just listening to the rain
on the roof. Soon drops started coming in and she said if that
pitter-patter kept up for long sheld be sleeping like a lag. I told
her I was a foundling, and she said I1Just like Moses.- By the time
they came to tell us Mrs. Rius had left, we'd bacome great friends.

Every day we'd go out and swe~p the street. First we'd sprinkle
it with sand to pick up the dirt. We a1ways sw~pt it at the same
time because I wantod to see Mrs. Rius's youngast son when he came

~~
home from school. One day, with ~ broom in har hand, Paulina
started laughing to ~ herself and when sheld gotten tired of
laughing, she said, winking at me, that she'd like to speniher
wedding night with music in the next room. And how shetd like a

llt'garden where she could hang a hammock like~the first house shetd
worked in. Her mistress was called Caromina and shold planted lots

~f crown vetche~~ hop gQPG@~.And lots of narcissi bocause shold
beon born on Christmas day. She asked if I ovor thought about ~bat
kind of husband lId liko. Sho said sho was sure all the girls were

G .. 'lJv~t
like her, ~-crazy, but noJ~to fool around wit~them; to sleep
with thom. She took a chicken foot wrapped in brown paper out of
her pocket, pulled the muscles so ~ tho toes wiggled, and said
she liked that foot because it acared her.
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XI
1 never would have thought that so many yeais later Itd sti11

remember the afternoon we ~went to see Senyora Rosalia. When
"--she was verY'young shetd married a widowed notary who had portraits

+-;
of his first wife, who was also named Rosa1ia, all over the house.

\It was an October afternoon and .V1.!.,iStreet ámeLl.ed or burning
leaves. It B~';;'4,'\e~~~ ..~ tSlk~bout his first wife,

especia11y at tab1e, and what mmm a wonderful cook shetd been. And
at first

Senyora Rosalia, who~had fo110wed the eonversation and felt sorry
WV{>her husband so tormented by his memories, one day realized that she

r-: rot.l~
was nothing but a ~ Ifor him to lean oni She sai~as soon as he
went off to work, sheJd burst into tears and the no 10ds" the.se

f\.wa11s had heard wou1d melt a heart of stone. But more than com~ining
about how he made her cry, she comp1ained about not being able to weep

4.¡¿¡P 9 ~W14ll.,.. c::J
alone with a11 those ~~~~ portraits of Rosalia spymng on her. AndIt-

ShO~~. Every time she looked
""a~1Jt:&'She didn't ~ not í.ce

shetd turn it againF0 the face
MCVA~ b"-~
'f'A;rtratt 1ive in peace.

at theclock she turned that medallion
""Thatshe was doing. .A:ml:iI. while later

Iwas showing. She wouldn t let that
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The motary had left her with a daughter. Two years earlier
, ~~she'd married her to a g~ who worked in a bank andW. spent the

~ ~ ... ~whole war hidi.ng i.R OBe 1é n~relativ~~ attic. They had an eight
month old baby boy and when we anrived th~ daughter had just gone
upstairs because the baby had woken up. Senyora Rosalia showed DS

s~~onto the porch, where we sat down, and the garden looked very .
through all those colored panes. It looked like a false garden

" , ~~~through the white ones. Senyora Rosalia told us she'd ~gOldfiSh
in the fountain but the cat had eaten them so she couldn't show them
to USe A cat as nasty as a hyena who'd suddenly grab a fish an~~~~~*~~ , /\. . ~he'kitchen. Then she said her daughter had deserved better

~, to marry some rich man, but she'd had to take what whe could
get because she wasn't getting any younger and none of her boyfriends
seemed like the marrying type. I~s true the bank employee was
rt!l'~.1.. "1 b~~~ and~~., because to work in a bank )eu have to be uprigh~

careful with money, which is how you can have something to live on
pe(./\/l'l~)

1 when they take you out not the bank directors, the yea~s. We got
r-

7

up and went upstairs.
The daughter was waiting at the head of the stairs. She had

very dark, close-set eyebrows and very thin lips. She wasn't wearing
stockings and flopped around in her slippers and when she turned

" l~ll~away ~ saw her heels, which were tne ~ ef wax.
The bedroom stank and the kid was bawling in a fluffy cradle

with pleats and ~ a mosquito net over it. She stuck a pacifier
in his mouth and the boy spat it out, and every time 'she stuck it in
he spat it out. The daughter sat down, wiped her arms with a hand-
kerchief, har mother handed her the child and the daughter took out
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a bf\east whiter than death and covered with veins. She squeezed it
and a jet oí what looked like pus squirted out. 1 turned away be-
cause the middle oí her breast wa:s all purple. The smell oí milk
mixed with the smell of wet sheets and Senyora Rosalia, after
watching the baby suck for a while, started changing the sheet s

Son the cradle an ~ying she'd hang the old ones to dry on the bal-
cony because they werenlt dirty yet. She saw me looking at some
dirty socks and kicked them under the bed. The kid was gasping
and the daughter said she had to reste She yanked her breast out
of his mouth, tucked it away, pulled out the full one and the kid
grabbed it and started gagging again. He gagged silently, with his
eyes bugging out of his head and all hfublood in his face.

The husband arrived unespectedly and Senyora Rosalia took him
outside because she said he Id distract the baby. As aoon as he
was gone, she took a bottle of cologne and rubbed it all over her
daughter"s head and shoulders. FE.erson-in-law was bl.ond, with hair

tszJ., .f~that started way behi~ hi~ forehead. A forehead that never ended.
~'\~~When they let him ~ in~ he said held had a vision while he was

toting up some figures. A kind of smoke. Senyora Rosalia immediately
e. s:t e lA.CiM-ye ~ ~said shetd ~the lenses ~,his glasses. H~ said no, what held

A ~W\.,th~_\seen bounced up and down like it was~A" on a wire from the
ceiling and all of a sudden it had touched the floor and disappeared.
The daughter pulled the baby off her breast and the bank employee
asked if we'd mind him taking off his jacket. Senyora Rosalia said
"Now \fe"11 leave you two alone, 11 and as we were going toward the
stairs' she said when a husband cames home froID work he likea to
tell stuff to his wife. They looked at each other like we weren't
there. Like dead people's eyes. All pupilSA~ motionless.

;)
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The str~et lights. were on by the time we
.o.Llr~ ~1"ortOhe"ij;gK- '-El never \4Qn~ge married;-

. t\.

1eft. As we were wa1king
horne

,-<
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XII
One day I told Paulina that a long time ago I'd seen a horse

with a big skinless patch on its backside, swarming with flies.
And I remembered it because that horse had such sad eyes. She said
she'd never noticed horses' eyes but she paid
people's ~and how women's eyes would look

a lot of attention to
tluil
~ ir they didn't
eyes and go out formake them IIp. She said one day we'd paint our

\V\M(.~a walk with lots oí --'r.Ye~eQIL~ so people would enjoy looking at
USe

We did it one day when Senyora Magdalena had gone to the den-
tist because the root of one of her teeth was growing and jutting

b\..I-t'out the rooí of her mouth. We took a cork and a box of matches tor-
the tool shed. Paulina cut a strip oí cork, sharpened it like a
penc í.L, and I lita match and ~n~Jh~ endef'r~h8:t "v~le:f!t o-fft- ~....----,~e~~ Th~n we dipped the pencil in the black, made our eyes up
el' 4!'" <ti

and thickened our eyebrows. My eyes were stinging by the time we got
outside. We walked down the street and my heart was pounding just to
think of the look on the first person's face who saw me with those
eyes like a
one, and he
loaded down

lady's. It was aman with one wooden leg ani one real
~~~bY without looking at uso Then came two ladies
with baskets and an old lady with a younger one beside

her, who also didn't notice USe But a boy, who must have been a stu-
dent because he had books under his arm, stopped in front of us and
said our faces needed washing. Paulina Shoved him so hard that his
books fell on the ground. We ran up Verdi Street, yelling and hol-
ding hands. As we turned into Camellia 8treet, we saw a kid making
mud pies; I picked up a handful and stuck it on Mrs. Rius's wall.

I remember all this so well and I'm describing it because
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that was the same day 1 saw Eusebi again. After so many years. 1 was
eating an apple Paulina'd given me and all of a sudden 1 heard a whis-
tle outside the gate. The garden was a swirl of branches and leaves,
and from far away carne a wave of memories: the ferris wheel, the fire-
works, pine needles, a marble with colored and clear streaks rolling
down a stony, dusty path. It was two jears since the war and Eusebi,,.h.t.......,
outside the gate, tall and ~, with his shirt unbuttoned and his
hair badly cut, with that curl on his forehead, had become aman. 1
turned and walked over to the gate, hardly knowing what 1 was doing,
and without saying a word 1 pressed my face against the bars. He
touched my dimples. A few eays later we started going out together.
1 was restless and didn't feel like going to bed wAen~ was time"f!1 .::2~~

or getting up once 1 was in it. 1 reRember a path with hard-packed
) dirt and an agave with flowers like Canterbury bells and the san set-

~ l.'
I Vl.V\~ting behind it. One night he took me to ~ shack~ his brother had

died in the war, and 1 never went home again. And it was like the
Ihouse and the people who d taken me in, with those cups of lime-flower

tea and the tower and the yellow easy chair and that business about
~
~ü.fety pin and the scrap oí paper were in one oí those stories they

tell children to scare them on winter nights or to make them happy,
depending on what they're like. Paulina saw us leave.



comfortable against the wall made of cinderblocks. Till we got sick
I'~of always moving furniture around and just left itl~ it was. When

alone t>
1wa~ ~ I'd lie down on the bed, take the rags out of the crack,
look at the shack next door, which had a window and solid walss.

~r~ ~~~l:tS a ~_Shaving in that window; he hung the mirror
oQt8id$~nd depe~~n how he opened and closed the window the
mirror would flash in my face. One dáy 1 did the sarne to him with

Ia piece of mirror 1 d found in the garbage. Emmmmmmmmmmmt When Eusebi

and
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XIII
The shack had two solid walls; the others were mede ~sheets

of tin with old boards and pieces of sack stuffed in the cracks.
~~Eusebi told me he t d been very sick when he' d come ~ from the war

and tbat's why it looked so run-down and held had a. ha:rd time getting
rid of the people who'd been living there. The shack had no windows.

{t\'\. ~The bed was against one of the walls made o~ecause that w~
t-:

it was easier to fit in the table and chaira and a chest of drawers
with drawérs that were hard to open because the wood was swollen from
the damp. And the wall beside the bed, which was a cot, bad sorne
tin sheets tbat didntt fit together so we plugged the crack with
old rags. We slept by that crack when it was hot out, but as soon
as it got cooler we rearranged the furniture because we were more

saw it he said that mirror would bring us bed luck. When spring
carne, the ~ in the next shack put a pot of flowering pansies on
his windowsill. Soon, when we met outside or at the fountain, ve

started saying helIo. I enjoyed looking at him so much, especially
when he was besida those pansies, that one time when 1 was carrying
a glass pitche!1 of water 1 stumbled and the pitcher fell ard
cracked. He wes blond, with a sunken chest and wery white skin.
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They told me he was a marble cutter and for a long time whenever
I looked at him through the crack at the head of the bed lid see

bL~~him making an angel like the ones in cemet.eries. And st-on@ :e¡\bs
with curly letters and capital letters in gold. But he mede his living
as a plasterer aro was abTays covered with white dust. Maybe he wasn't

Su.~..e. ~
sad, but heAacted ~. ~ike everyone in those shacks except

c-~ j ~~ tCVl-\-{\"U::_ ..",) ~
me and Eusebi, he and that ~vu~/\ume a little.

$ometimes in the eveningr, the old man with the hens would drop
by. He made the rounds of all the shacks, collecting greens ~
~ and potato peels. He and Eusebi were great buddies, theytd
spend all night playing cares and sometimes go off together and 1
never knew where they were. While they played gards l'd look through
the crack and see my plasterer's window lit up. If there was no light
in the window I couldn't sleep, wondering where that blond plasterer
~l~~had Bree te. And just like I~d spent days and days waiting for

Eusebi to whistle outside the gate, in that shack I was always
w9l.itingmmm to see the plasterer, even ir it was just a glimpse when
he threw the dishwater out the window.

On rainy days, if it rained hard, water would come in every-
where. The le~ in the house where I'd grown up cofild be ~~
Senyorm Jaume would mix some cement in a tray and run around on the
roof, plugging crakks here and the~e. But the leaks in that shack
couldn't be fixed because the roof was made of a:D..lkinds of weird
things: boards and bri~Piled on top of each other, all held to-
gether with reeds and plaster. One afternoon 1 went to watch tre

_s'<.&.<t.e ..·J.1 h.lA.~ ¡ .

cer-s going by and 1 ~meml:rered~ad4 a;t; Oft~ es i:b they' d rapped my
memor¡ with a hammer. about a silk rose I'd seen itMaria-Cinta'S
dressmaker's house, the one who"d made me that dress with embroidered
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cherries, and 1 didn't stop till 1 reached a department store to
sea if 1 cou1d find one like it. While 1 was looking for the
artificial flower counter 1 Jt;ipped over an umbrella lying on the
floor. Without thinking 1 picked it up and walked out with it. When-

tne
ever it raire dI' d tie it to the cei ling above ~ bed and the water
would run off it. The handle was gOld~and the silk was purple.
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XIV
Senyora Matilde was frem Cartagena and lived a few shacks down

from USe I knew har because one morning she'd wanned me that a hen
~~s eating the p:l--ssionflowerthat had sprung up all by itself out-
side our door. She'd had seven children: three, the oldest, had
died in the war, and the other four, uwo boys and two girls, were
scaútered around the world and she was a1ways waiting for their
letters, which she'd take around to all the shacks. She could read
palms and imitate a fly. She'd rub her hands together like they were
her front legs and run one hand along one arm and then the otheril;'

with her hands
tMk~
wa~e~ to
make love with

with her arms outstretched, and then she'd rub her face real quick
. c.l~~and her fingers half l()oked¡fthef. The day she

read my palm 1 let her because I wanted to know if I'd

sbe couldn't see much because the
rrn she saw a star en my .kOvv\. ~

that plasterer, but he didn't come up. She told me
;:¡V\.-

lines ~ my palm hid the truth •
."'Tand laughed and read my cards,

which she knew how to do too. She said I'd live in a house with
roses, not in the windows but above the windows, roses that wouldn't
be roses but statues of roses, like statues of people. And how one
night I'd see asad man beside a dead woman who was alive. And all
this would really happen.

Our shack made yOl:l laugh, with umbrel1as all over. Sorne were
stolen; neighbars had given us the reste But 1 never took the purple
umbrel1a outside. 1 pllanted bluebellsbeside the door and to make
sure no hens ate them I made a fenee around them. At sunset Itd go
out and look at them, and when they' flewered I'd aometimes pick
one and erush it between my fingera so it would dye them purple, even
though it was blue. Often the plasterer would stop and ask me how
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the bluebells were doing. And since when he looked at me all of a
kJJ1,.~lsudden 1 felt ~ dressed, 1 went to steal a blouse.

The department store smelled like varnish, like the yrolleys,
and the light madeeveryone's face look sickly. You could hear music
and the ladies walked back and ffb1h and rummaged through every-
thing and then sifted through it again, looking and looking. Blouses
were piled on one counter: pink and bIue. And white. They were
stacked so all you saw was the neck and two front buttons, and the
necks were pretty because there was a collar. While the girl who
sold them, dressed in black with earrings like ~old balls, showed
one to W'\1h ~~Ll&-t)m.ml\avery well d.ressed lady whoee eheov t\"uck·way oU"'6,1 started
fingering them and took one and half unfolded it and then folded it
up again~as though 1 hadn't liked it. 1 made sure no one was watching
me. The saleOirls were busy aeLLd.ng stuff, but at bhe next counter
there was a JImvery young one who was painting her nails red. While
1 was waiting for her to finish polishing them and turn away, 1 went
over to the slip counter. The music stopped and they put on another
rocords that made me sleopy. But first, a very loud voice said

S((.~everyone should go buytoothbrushes, which were on ~e~&l. 1 hardly
even looked at the ~tifiCial flowers. The roses weren't maa~
silk and the ~~ji-and buds in the middle of the red 0nes were
too yellowish and coarse. When 1 went back to the blouses 1 saw
another girl combing her hair next to the one polishing her nails.

The well-dressed lady still hadn't found anytbing she liked
and on the mezzanine, leaning over the railing and making faces at

1-1 1tLl~lt~trhe two girls, who looked at eac~rther and ~ fro~ time to.
time, there was a soldier with a mustache. 1 still don't know how it
happened, but suddenly 1 found myself out on the street with a



blouse inside my jacket, rolled up in a ball. lid grabbed my chance
f:~Ll}~jwhi~e the girls were l~ with that sOldier, but I

-k1.IJ\."-<-~ ~ Q ,
-tbolJgbt R&- mus)t havo seen me. I knoeked off the blouse

'- ,. ... c _..,.... ,~.".b:.'\I;

bent over to pick it up, and hid it.
It was tight around ~b\~~. 1 put it on three days running

and took it off again ~~~aw without daring to leave the shack.
The fourth day, I made up my mind. I wore it kind of open, with the

~buttons undone. In the m~ buttonhole on the collar 1
;t~ ~htzr~~ a rose lid' f{~~ranCh hanging over a wall. I wenfu out
just as the plasterer ~~ea1fu.When he saw me he stopped and leaned
his hand against the wall as high as he could reach so 1 was standingmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmtmmmmmmmmm~m~~mmmmmmmmmmm~ Wmmmmmmmm
under that arm white with dust and fluff, also white. We looked

always
~Q...1k c~ -t~(
1\l\fiked,

~
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at each other. After a while he said IIHello, Cecilia, tI pul!Eld aÍll
@etal off the rose, stuck it between his teeth, which were white
, tl~
<p..f\anewborn puppy' 8'-, and slowly ate
was about to

it. When nothing was left and he
\.Jtllk~ ~pluck another,mmm~ the old man with the hens ~35eaA¡and said "Buenos días y que aproveche.TI The plasterer took his arm

__rI mean his han~--~off the wall, and maybe without meaning to
mam it brushed against my shoulder. 1 rushed back in bhF shack, but
it was like all of me had stayed outside with that eaten rose petal
and those bluebells.

That afternoon, a huge storm cloud spread over the shacks
and at nigHíall a wind blew up that seemed to come from the ground
the way it swept everything up in the aire 1 went out, feeling worried
becauseEusebi still hadn't come home, and the first thing I saw

t~l5\h\.<¡was three or four umbrellas ~J,~\along with a crowd of kids
behind them. There were lots oí people outside; some WJmen were
yelling that weld be flooded and the dogs were barking. The tin
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sheets on our foof were flying all over. Then it got dark as night.
~ The rain, which had started with drops big as nickels every so

often, started pouring down so hard that you could hardly walk
through it. Some shacks were filling up with water. 1 was lucky
beca~ the plasterer and two women helped me weigb down the sheets
that were left and catch the ones tbat had blown away. People ran
by with straw baskets on their heads, and one woman stopped and
spent am long time telling me how her mattress looked like a ~.
Fina11y 1 was a11 alone with the plasterer, soaked froID head to
foot, and when that emrrible lightening bolt flashed 1 saw we were.¿~~ . stoM~1. at each other, that we "d been l-eokipa at each other for
a lo~time in the dark. Then came the thunder, and it sounded like

e . <;~l~t\{~~ A) c::¡-..
the was 'ialli1igt"T1íenhe leaned close to me and told me aoW;Afrtl:eT

f\.he loved me.
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xv
It took us two weeks to fix what the wind and rain had wrecked.

The first few days all the paths were like muddy swamps, but just
when it seemdd like the storm had cooled things off, a heat wave
struck. The sun beat down 1ie~"lY and the muddy street~~~d

river$ oí dust. Tho light was blinding, white and shimmery. One
evening 1 don't khow what happened. Everyone was feeling good, but

__j~~ 11\ €J{(( t.c2~~with a kind of ~m lmieaoy h:~:i:ness. There was a crowd of gir}s.
kidding around by tho fountain, with bare legs and loose hair~ I~
was waiting my turn with the plasterer, whos.e name was Andr~s, and
a girl named Tere, who was a
faucet and sprayed aman who
arme The man lost his tomper

big joker, stuck her
~·th .was ~~~ W1 h1S

~Ltand was ~bout to ~

thumb agai nst the
jacket over liDis
herm, but while

he was yelling another girl got him even wetter and he went away
making a long BPeech to himse1í while everyone laughed so hard they
must have heard us up in Heayen. Andr~s, who hadn't said anything
for a wbile, suddenly wbispered in my ear tbat the summer was nice
con trigo y amapolas and 1 was so BUsy listening that 1 didn't
n~~ebi till be wasright in front of me witb that cracked~l~

~~ ~ ~tt(a.~ .~t ....~\pi~y}1er. Then Tere sprayed us and wben Andrés, ~bO ~ \
r¿ lt1A~<

~ took my arm to pull me out of tbe spray, Eusebi, who w~s
hopping mad, brought tbe pitcher down on his head. Sorne girls
screamed; Andr~s's shirt was stained with blood, and Eusebi led me
~way witb an empty pitcher and a heart full of gloom.

Neitber of us slept that night; we kept tossing and turning,
and wbon we were tired of lying on one side we'd roll over on the
other, but since we always turned at once either faco te face or- ~ ~tsw~ baek' te eseh o~, it was every man for bimself and
when tbe sun carne up neither of us had slept a wink. Eusebi went
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out without a word; that evening, after ~ing all day to figure
do it, I ~5rtout whether 1 UlIl shoumd went to ~ Andrés. He was

sleeping. I went up to the window with the pansies; sorne of them
were still open, yellow and blue, but a lot had dried up and
gone to seed. I looked over at my shack, which seemed very run-
down with its rusty tin and fa~ed umbrellas. 1lit a

forehead was hot and the bandage on his shoulder was
fire. Andrés's
~<Ytllu."
é4;¡a~ee. wi trh

blood. Senyora Matilde carne to take care of him and was very
surprised to see me. She had bandages and cotton. The cut was
deep and inflamed, with a ring of pus around ita

When I left a half-hour later, Eusebi was waiting outside
our door. Someone must have told him what l'd been up to, and even

. ~,A.. b~c%though he t d see'~ me come out, be asked where ~ T.... a: ce!, ~ !X~.,.
I told him I'd been taking care of Andrés. And I don't know what
carne over me, what kind of sadness, but I pulled up the bluebells
so I wouldn t·tsee any more nowers and then made supper and after
supper I put on that blouse I'd stolen and stuck my finger in the
buttonhole where the rose had beeIl-..l'Idon' t know why--and lay
down mn the bed with my face toward Andrés's shack. Early the next
morning, when the sky was still dark, I tiptoed out and wenlt to~

{P ~ lu,,,,,, o....the fountain, turned on the fancet, drank wome water and ~ibeft
tlit~~ ~ . '.~t~l~* my face~ The handle from the p~tche~ was st~ll ly~ng

on the groun~ I took it home and hung it ~ the head of the
bed.

The next day I went back to take care of Andrés. I went there
every day for a whole week. After taking care of him Ird sit down
at the foot of the bed and look at him. I'd hold his hand and
since it was cooler, I could tell thefever was going down and we'd
sit like that, him giving me his hand and me holding ita And those
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times around sunset, with people coming home to their shacks and
the smell oí rrying food and green wood, everything, Andr~s and
me and the Shack, was 1ike a piece of candy. Two f1ies trapped
a1ive in a pie ce of candy. One mmm evening before 1 1eft, 1 bent
over Andr~s and he looked at me like a dog looks at his master
and 1 kissed1rhim on the cheek. 1 ren out and pDucked a bIuebe11
that had survived by sorne mirac1e, mmm 1 sniffed it and buried
my nose in it, where the bIue starts to fade, so 1 could sme1Isone thing 4r.
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XVI
The moment I left our shack and pieked Up two pails of water

I'dfu left in the sun to wash myself, I saw the old man with Dhe
hens. Itd started to hate him because he was a pest and stuck
to me like a leech. He said held just had his hair cut and asked
if they'd done a good job, because he was sure that when they'd
held that little mirror behind his head hetd seen a lot of bare
patches. He hadntt dared to complain because he and the barber
were good friends and the barber always said he knew his trade
inside out. I put down the pails and when I raised my head 1 saw
the fly on his pants, which sagged below his belly and seemed
held up bi~iracle. To get rid of him I said it looked fine. He

~llu l;)-.,..A. .was a guy who ~ and lla:tkedslowly, swaying a little like he
was still on eeck, because held worked for ~ years in the mer-
chant marine. He told me he'd known a barber in Manila who1d really
done a good job, and since I didn't answer him he started in with
that story, which even the kidsm knew by heart, about two white
whale~¡ leaPing in an~out of the water like they were playing for
two days and two nights.

1 left him with the words still in his mouth and went off to
the bathhouse with my two pails. The bathhouse was e patch of
ground with a wooden fence aro~nd'it, shorter than a ~rson, and
if whoever was washing didn'~end down a little, ~~ee1l~lu

~e-vWI- ~'-~ e, l~'\.\"'- ~Jyour head from outside. A=curte.in mse-e)~ sacks ,'lovere~-' -~ -
1'" .. -<\.. - +- ~

trance and vines with thin leaves were climbing the planks. In the
summer, it was great for pouring water over yourself so youtd be
clean and could cool off a little.

1 pulled my dress over my head and draped it over the planks,
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half outside and half inside but within reach because smetimes when
a girl was wa:shing some jerk w.nuld take her clothesi It was a-cloudy sunsetm. and a breeze rustled the grase, which was already
turning yellow. 1 ladled some water over myself and started soapjmg
with an esparto glove and as 1 was doing my belly I heard Andrés's---voice near1y asking if he could help me. 1 bent over in a hurry,
beeause froIDfar away ~ld only see tbe bead on tbe person
inside but from close ;; ~O~d sea ~ole body. And tben

t - - e " "1 suddenly felt like laughing, a mean laugh from
king how mad~Eusebi would get if he saw Andrés

deep .í.neíd e, thin-
$tQA.1.~\~1cured ~ next

against the boardsto me and me in my birthday suit. I squeezed up
and told him if he didn't peek lid let him rinse me and to come
to the entrance, where I'd hand him the pails and ladle. Through
the crack between the sacks he gave me a little pink flower, and I
stuck it in my hair.

He started ponring water over me and the air and water smelled
like sun and he poured water on my shoulders; and the edge of the
ladle, just once and maybe by accident, brushed my skin. But then
I stopped laughing and my chest, Which~a little tight,
. ",o (fe, . s~~~ . , .got much m.or" 8-G because ~ heard Euseb~ at Andres Lí.ke

~tba~if be di.dn"t beat it be'd slit bis elly open like a
pig"s. Andrés didn 't answer and rcrouched over, freezing bec ause
everything
it sounded

had suddenly turned dold. 1 heard them arguing and when
, (jV"- ~like they were far away, 1 put~y dress eh without dry-

and ran back to our shack. Eusebi was waiting outside.ing myself
g~ kicked my a;ss so hard 1 didn't stop till 1 reached the bed, and
then he cªme ~and tore rey dress off. I didn't know if he wanted

M.u.,r&v.r
to make love or ~ me, but after standing there thinking with
the dress in his hana he suddenly opened the trunk, threw the
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dress inside, ~nd locked it. Then he dragged tihe trunk outside
and left, yelling that now Ifd stay put. I didn't know what he. .~ñfwanted; I thought maybe he was p1anning to ~ up the few
clothes I had and I felt like crying, because they~ always

<~ me cry '-~I ,~ like laughing. ' , •

A while later Senyora Matilde knocked, all upset; she
pounded so hard the whole place shook. She said Andrés and Eusebi
were killing each other at the fountain and I should go and try

'ltto break ~ up , 1 told her I eouldn' t leave because I was nak ed
and Eusebi had takoo 21.11my cLotihee, Sh(. said

~
thrsheet aroundm myself and get as fast as

I might not be in time. And I would have died

I Plhould wrap El;

I could; and even so
right there, so con-

fused I didn't know which way tomrn, if Eusebi hadn't stormed
in saying he'd beaten up ~ndr~s, giving him a sock that had left
him flat as a pancake and if I wanted to see htm Itd find him lying
beside the fountain.
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XVII
Two months aíter those fights the cops came and took Eusebi

away. Along with the old man with the hena. They came early one
morning ang gave him just time to dress, and even so they made him
do in right in front of them. Before they left 1 went up to him
wi th my mouth dry • I offered him my eb.&ek and (he kissed it. Then

,,& (~l&. k~ '\ v~,-~I said goodbye to him :i,.n a voice 1;.ñat dida. t se=tt\3tt 1±",",",jt:... ..w. And
when they were barely fifty steps away 1 felt like I shouldn't
stay in that shack , that I shouldn tt le't him leave in that dead
early morning light, so little between those big cops. I started
running because they were almost out of sight. He was walking between

~ ~'

two~ behind the old man with the hens, who was ~e~en two others.
~ ~ .....

When Itd practically caught up with them I tripped and fell to my
knees in the dust. 1 got up, scared I'd lost them, and for a mo-
ment I douldntt see them but then they reappeared froID behind a

'U-\\pile of old cars. 1s topped in f ront of a caf~l outside the shanty-
town, because they all got in a van and disappeared down the street
like they'd never existed. I sat down on the edge of a barrel with
a plant in it. Drops oí blood oozed from my knee because gravel

the
had gotten under ~ skin.

Senyora Matilde knew things I'd never heard about. She told
me the old man was a tbief who'd been thrown out of the merchant
marine and climbed over peopl.e's walls and broke into their houae s,
Itd always tbought the little bit of money Eusebi made came from
watching cars outsiae theaters ar carrying suitcases in train
stations. But Senyora Matilde opened my eyes, saying they stole
water meters froID outside houses and mangole covers and all the
bronze they cotild ~Off statues. And tools frOID construction

tI'
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sites if the watchmen didn't look sharp or fell asleep. They had
a wheelbarrow they rented from the owner of the cªfé. One day
Terets mother had seen them pushing it almng and it was piled so
high with tools that they had trouble moving it.

Because of all that stealing, they put him in jail. Everyone
told me 1 should do something to get him out. 1 didn't know which
jail they'd taken him to but several people 1 knew around the shanty
town said 1 Sijould wri te to (ali?~ the4 1 wr ot'eand no one an-
swered. Then t~ey ~o~d me to gOS~ the civil goverrmr. 1 spent a

~ ilot of nights p=~~~~rr.~1 wastn front of him and trying to think
what 1 should aay. ffie'dbe sitting behind a big desk with a light

with a green shade and next to the light a photo of his wife and
kids, all looking at him while he sat back in a big black leatqer

CL~chair with his hapds folded over his belly, as if he was a±m~t{o l~ ICA.~A.. ,t ~ ~ ~q....,.ready f~r WheB t~y'd pum bi~ his coffin. And me lying mn ~
bed, imagining myself standing before ~tgovernor and 1 was sure

my mouth would clamp shut when it came time to tell him Eusebi was
in jail and ask him to let him out.

They found clothesf so the governor could see people in
$u,;tshantytown were human beings too. Tere lent me a ~with a

jacket that was too tight and a pa.ir of pink shoes that were

our

too
big. Another girl who liked me a lot gave me some cotton gloves,
the right one .with a rusty f:fff";,.cross the palmo Andrés told me to

stay put and not go see the governor. Tere's boyfriend said 1
should wear a white rose in my hair and a fat lady who was listen-
ing and who nobody rd ever see.before said it should be a red one ,
But everyone said 1 ha~ to have a flower in my hair because deep
. l\.\s'\ ~down}\.thegovernor was aman like any other and a girl like me
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would leave him with his mouth hanging open. Sorneone said 1 should
gojust as 1 was and tr,y to make hirn feel worry for me instead ~
getting al1 do11ed up. Fina1ly they found a straw hat sornewhere.
It was a 1itt1e worn and 1 hid it a few days 1ater and said 1
gou1dnlt remember where Itd put it. Because God knows what 1 looked
like with it on.

Lots of times Itd rnake up my mind and get dressed, saying 1
was going to see the governor, and then just wander around the
streets. 1 liked 100king at the 1iqueur ads in bar windows; sorne
were very pretty, with well-drawn letters, two or three colors,
and pictures. When 1 saw tb.e bott1es inside, lined up in front of
the mirror, 1 tb.ought how Eusebi was locked up and I had to get him

100king at theq~r¡ ~oot~\ gPe~ ee~& me. Another
lots of washing hung out

out. One day 1 stopped at i;he gate to the park and stood there
,Jl 'tLct.'trees and grass, unable to go in.even though ~

day I went down a very narrow street with
to dry end dripping w@ter. You could hard1y

see the sky. But 1 thought how Eusebi could see sven le ss through
1Ai:5~ bars. On the corner was a building with bu1ging wa1ls. I would
have given anything to see it cave in. It was Red 8treet and it
stayed fixed in my memory. 1 liked all the streets: Fishermenls
8treet, 8alt 8treet, Sea Street. I walked around dressed up while
sailors and stevedores whist1ed at me. Sometiwes Itd stop in front
of the building where the governor had his office and look at it

vi 1ike it was theater set and think how the governor in his b1ack
leather chair had no idea there was someone at the entrance who
wanted to ask him to free a prisoner. Buu right afterward I felt
sure lid never go ~n. Because 1 was afraid of two things: first, that
one of my shoes would fall off, and second, that when the governor
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asked me the prisoner's name and 1 said Eusebi, ª servant in hose
would come ~ and push me back out into the street.
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XVIII
~~Jl~.stayed at Andrés's place till finally I was living

,t . A • t' I ' , ,t~W'-Wl h hlm. ~lmost Wl hout ~antlng to, and when dldn t llke so
~ \,'A ~ s'\o---<. ~ 11M h:r. "'""- 1\.muc~ We Yee4~my shack te~toTe st~ and lived in his, which had

cinderblock walls and a roof that didn't leak. Lots of t~m~
Sundays, we'd go down to the sea and look at the salt water and
beds of mus seIs and the colors from the setting sun. Sometimes
the water wo~~~as nervousand the sun, before set-
ting, would streak it ~yellOW, the color of mussels inside, pale
when they're raw and oranger when t~eylre cooke~~th black ribbons

tLl.4.t l<PJi..: ~that hal! hide those little nobs like noses. One afternoon I aSked
A- ~ ~-f{e

,\\lN"\ .Andr~s to take me to the cemetery. He stared at me ~ and~,a; :¡¡rwt:»~ J\
1 dadft't~a~e ~ tell him that when Eusebi and I were kids we went
,~cP ~ ... ~

there all the time and how Eusebi had seen dead people burning like
flames on candles and how once held wanted me to spend the night\&.there with him and refused to do it. As usual, we walked around
the harbor and saw lots of sailors as if the sea had too many and
w~s washing them ashore. Some had come down a gangplank with swaying
ropes on each side and they strolled around, looking happy and
holding hands, with those wide pants flapping around their shoes.
Two officers had also come ashore. One was blond and had gold
braid on his cap. When he passed me he looked, and to get a better

told me to keep

long enough to think something nasty. Luckily
CUA-~ ,over ~ didnlt notice him. When he stood up he

quiet, that he'd found something pretty. When we

look he stopped
Andr~s had bent

got horne he showed me a glass heart on a little chain with a
broken cl~sp. 1 still remembei it so well because a few days after
finding that glass heart, Andrés began to cough a lote It's true
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e e - -started liking him a whole lot, from right up close, and it was like
~(V\.v...,he was dying and he told me how ~ the day ~td asked him to rinse

me off he hadn' t hao. five ~i:~~J!..':'fe, as if some wicked god

had sentenced him to think~&nly ab01\ me. He talked about the
nights he'd spent staring at our shack because 1 was inside it and

~()W
~ometimes he'd have thoughts of love and see me coming out of the
shack, but it wasn't rea11y me, it was just an illusion, and when
1 was by his side and he embrt:!cedme hetd wake up from his dream
and find it was just the night that he'd embraced. He always said
t~r;g~'l~ke~~:rhich gave me goosebumps.

Soon he began to cough up blood. And five months after the
CerVls\(,,,,,,,e~glass heart and the first cough he dá.ed, e.@.%e1\a,,~ayby fever and

with eyes as big as saucers. The women made a ~ around me so
1 wouldn't see them take him away. But Senyora Matilde told me the
horses were black. The neighbors gave me the money for his burial.

Tere, who did piecework for a factory, told me 1 could maRe a
living sewing shirtwaist blouses. To do one quickly you had to put
it in the machine without pinning it. They gave me the pieces.
First 1 had to make the collars and sew them on the neckbands; then
the cuffs and tbe seams along the sidas. I]hen 1 sewed up the sleeves,
put the cuffs on the slee~es, sew~ the sleeve~ ~ the Body and
finally did the buttons and made the buttonholes by hand. Senyora
Matilde lent me a sewing machine she'd bought cheap from the old
man with the hens. The brand was White, U.S.A., and it worked with
a treadle. Tere showed me where to oil it and gave me an oi1 can.
She showed me how to thread the needle. The pay was average, but
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you had to do six a day to eat and I only got up to three. I did
the first one as best I could and everything carne out crooked but
Tere said she'd sneak it by her boss mixed in with tre others. The
machine had its good and bad days. On the bad ones, the thread
got tangled in the seams and made loops. When I cut them everything

d ~f*' h d b d 11P ." Icarne un one ~t a never een sewe. acienc~a, Tere d say,
~ ya aprenderás a dominar la m~guina.u Once one of the holes on the

belt rxí.ppedr the hole a wire had gone through that; fastneed bhe
b-t,t' ¡,:¡ L'I1.{.lAk·t'

two ends. 1 pumped the treadle ~ the wheel aiªn~ turn and the
needle ~'~o up and down. After thinking a long time, 1 cu~the
end ají the ~e±t with the torn hole and made a new hol with am nail
I had to hammer becanse the belt was so hard. When I'd made the hole
I ran the wire through it and flattened it against the belt, but
l'd been stupid because when I hooked up the belt I only ran it
around the big wheel and I should have run it around the little one

t.f4.ton top too --that is, around both of them. 1 had to digAthe wire ~
with a knife because lId got it so tight against the belt, and then
1 did run the beIt around both wheels and hooked the wire in again.
1 oiled the whole belt because since l'd cut off that piece with the

e, . 'JithOÍ~ it was a little short and taut. When everything was ~, the
needIe broke. Tere lent me one of hers, but it was too short and
didn't catch the thread coming from the shuttle. After hunting all
over, 1 found one that worked all right, and in the store where I
bought it they told me ~ was Lucky they had it and it was the last
one because that machine belonged in a museum. When 1 put the neadIe
in, the wheel wouldn't turne Tere had a repairman come who was a
friend of here, He carne at eight j..one Sunday morning and when I s aw

to ~~l\'~him 1 thought an angel had come . • He was blond, like that officer
the day with the glass heart, and he had curls that hung down in
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a kind of way that reminded me oí Eusebi, and I felt like
ooi.~-tl~~w\crying. He at the machine)~F a momeB~ then he squatted

down by the wheel and said Ird have to change the wire because I
Ó"lÑ lA.LC-~t'needed that piece of belt Itd had to cut off li~ea~ oí the torn

hole. When hefd put a longer wire in he told me to try the machine.
I sat down and worked it slowly, but the thread bunched up and made
loops. Then he took the belt oíf the wheel and lifted the tOPe lid
never looked inside the machine and 1 watched the shuttle gp, shiny

...~
and sharp, darting back a~d forth like amad hornet. Without closing
it, he k:e.altnext to the wheel and his head brushed against my
skirt. He spent a couple of hours trying to figure the machine out;
every now and ~ he'd tr it ",ith a hammer, he oiled it, his

head brushed against my skirt again and he said "Bxcuse me. tr When
he was done, the machine worked again. I asked how much 1 owed him
and he said it was a favor. I never saw him again, but Itd fallen
in love, and the seams al1 came out crooked and I couldn't stop
thinking about that repairman and those curls on his forehead. I got
~ ~ f~Ourblouses a day but 1 was starving j;Q ~ and I

I l\ 1M-
couldn't walk because stomach and leg muscles ached so much. I slept
curled up ~with my fists clenched and when I opened my eyes, even
if it was5till dark, the first thing 1 saw was that machine like

~~~some ,', animal. And one night, without thinking, I dragged it
outside the shack, picked up my purse, and, skinny as a rail, went
out looking for men on the Ramblas'.
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XIX
With my purse over my arm and old clothes on, I watched the

ones who were better dressed and more determined than me. I wasnlt
~~1,g 'lU~~good at . mena The worst~was that lid fall in love at first

sight with guys lid never see again. And if I didn't fall in love,
that was even more awful because deep inside thereld be a kind of
sche for that man ILdidn't like and Who¡;was all alone. Itd rather

c)..d e.....-..e..~not describe how afiemre~I felt opening my purse and slmpping the
money in. Senyora Matilde said I shouldnrt do it, that lid lose my

looks right away, that I should have gone on sewing because if
e.\I\.~a..

lid kept on I would have~~~up making enough to live on and buy
myself a new machine.

A, few months later I got pregnant and Senyora Matilde gave me
an abortionWi\~~;d1~ 8P~to 1et soms air in. They had to
take me to the hospital. When I got out I wanted to know what it

,~~Iv\",\~ 2had be en because in the afi;'6:Cf\~ surrounded by sick people,
that's all I ever thought about. Boy or girl. It seems ~ you
couldn't tell because it hadn't grown enough to see. Senyora Matilde
said she'd dug a hole a little outside the shantytown and gone to
bury it at night in a paila Sheld dumped it out of the pail and
packed down the earth and then pu~ig stone ~ with a littlecIsr ~
one on ~~ it so she'd know where it was buried and no dog could
dig it up. I wffiked out that way and didn't see any big stone with

l)\Il(....a little ~ on top oí it, but I picked up any old stone and
dropped it in my purse.

They preached to me a lot, but even though I knew it was stu-
pid I went back to the Rambles. The first day was dreadful. ffimwmmt

mmmmti When I got there, I jmt stiood around for a long time, staring
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at the clock on the opera~ house. Since no one spoke to me, 1
got the urge to go to the park entrance and smell the trees and
grass, and when 1 was there 1 decide~ to go see if that bulging
wall on the, corner of Red Street was still stanfung. And right
at the entrance Um Red Street, a guy who looked a little like
Eusebi snatched my purse and ran off with it. 1 chased him but he

,
was faster and got filW8JY. Mise:rable, 1 wandered back to the park

~and started crying, ana a-while later a sailor tried to comfort
me and asked why 1 was so sad. He told me he was on shore leave
and he was from Majorca. Be took me back to his hotel; the room
was small and looked out on a narrow street. He kept me locked up
for three days. Sometimes hetd calm down and look out the window,
whistling under his breath, but when he got worked up he'd say
"You're mine, pmIDmm. mine ,u and he saí.dhe'ld take me to live sur-
rounded by water, which was when 1 started getting scared, 15ecause
it terrified me to live snrrounded by water, surrounded by the sea.
He said he had a house wo white you couldn't look straight at it.

~he third night, frightere d out oí my wit s , 1 managed to sneak....
'-'"

out While he waa ~eping. Without a cent, because sirce we were
going to get married • • •

The next morning my tengue was thick and 1 felt ver,r upset.
1 d.Ldn't know what 1 wantl'!-~&iIwen+ out that night, a rainy night,

4and that was the night 1 spent with tbat distinguisbBd gentleman,
in a huge bed with lots of goldfish with frin~ tails in a tank at
the'head of the bed. 1 couldn't stop looking at all the pretty
things and felt a little embarrassed with my muddy shoe~ and no
stockings. But that gentleman seemed very kind and pretended not
1;0 notice. While 1 was undressing 1 looked at his cufflinks. Cuff-
links with blue stones, almost black, that flashed when be moved
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them 1ike they were lit up inside. 1 was about to ask him to let
. , ,me see them up clase, but 1 d~dn t dare. Afterward, when we d been

resting for a while, he asked why I was holding his hand. 1 opened
Jh"~k-

my eyes, and since 1 didn't know ~ to answer 1 said, laughing,
that it was so he'd never leave me and I could keep him forever.
When he got up he stuck his finger in the dimple on my cheek,
turned it like he was trying to make it deeper, and went to wash.
Toward midday I started feeling as upset as the day before and began
to look around the shack. I didn't know what 1 was hunting for.
There was something I needed to breat~and 1 didn't know what or
where it was. It took me hours to remember, and when I finally did,
it was like I'd known it a11 Bmm~ along without realizing 1
knew, as if part of my brain was asleep. I was looking for the hair-
pin ,.¡iththe lilftars,as though Itd worn it the day before, but Imm
haacvrt -€or time and had no idea it was.seen it =,t the oongest where
I went out to buy another and couldn't find any in the trimming
shops or department stores. Ha1fway up the Rambles I stopped in my

tracks, scared stiff, because I saw a sailor who looked like the
one who wanted to take me to Majorca. I w~ked up the Rambles and
the Passeig de Gracia, thinking all the time the sailor was behind
me, till I felt very tired and sat down on a bench. 1 must have
been a little feverish because my forehead was hot and my lips were
dr,y. A white car went by slowly with a girl inside it; it seemed
like it was gliding above the ground. I alased my eyas and a strange
joy carne over me. I thought someday rid have a car too and sit in the
back with a pearl necklace and pearl 9-arrings and a ring with a
white pear~ and a black one and the chauffeur would open the door
for me and say "mí.ss" with his cap in his hand , And l'd be wearing
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a pltnk dress.
~~dozed off. After a while 1 felt something ~cu~ing

woke up with a start because at first I didn't
~t 1m must have

C\.tt\M...V\my leg and mmmmmm
r;...
::~~;at it was. There was a little girl standing in froDt of me,
.' staring and sucking her thumb • 1 leaned over and touched

the tip of her nose, but she ran off toward a lady dressed in black
with white hair who was' talking with two well-dressed gentlemen.
1 got up, and it was only then that I realized mmmm I was almost
outsidem the building where Maria-Cinta had lived. Maria-Cinta •
I hadn't thought of her in a long time and at that moment it was
like she was standing in front of me. Tall and pretty, dressed in
white, with two black foxes around her neck, like the last day I'd
seen har. 1 couldn't resist going up to her apartment and seeing
if she still lived there. 1 meant to ask the doorman but my legs

"'e.l"earried me past him. On t.he Landí.ng , outside ~ door, stood a girl
kS\A.\IA'1 J'--
~ ct big bouquet~ he:r aI'm. Whe n she bard me she turned ar-ound,
looked at me awhile, and suddenly cried "Cecilia!" in a voice that
made me jump. It was Paulina. Just then the door opened and Paulina
immediately handed the flowers, which were irises, to a chamber-
maid and told her to tell Senyora Carolina shef'd come back another
day, that she was in a hurr,y and couldn't stay. We went down the
stairs together. We stoppéd at the front door, there were tears in

a.r,...b-,
her eyes, she said she'd always thought a lot about me. That she'd
reCogniZ¿¿ me right away. Á leaf fell from a plana tree. 1 said
IILook, a Le af ,¡I and 1 don' t know why but 1 started laughing hys'-
terically. And we hugged each other.
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Finally we got on a bus. We'd w~{ed all the way up the Carrer
~<~~~

Gran' ~8'1\'b~ñ conversation, she asking questions and me answering
them, and we were tired. We got off at the foot of Mount Carmel,
at the st!trt of a winding path. Paulina's house was halfway up
the hill. You went through a little green wocden gate and the
garden climbed the hill on both sides of sorne

~">Y~~of young ~~ along them. The garden
othe~ rows of cypresses planted very thickly,

stone steps with rows 1..,

~ 1-- lM-- 6n<,lSwas closed off by two
r-:

and beyond the cy-
presses, the hill was covered with purple irises.

. "'-told me how Maria-Cinta had died in ~ hospital
to see her, not even Senyora Magdalena emd Senyor

Gn the way she'd
where no one cane
Jaume. She'd had

an accident that had left her with a badbreak in one leg and some-
thing wrong inside her. lier lover, Maria-Cinta hadn't told anyone
for a long time, had been shot during the war on the Arrabassada.
Paulina'd visited her in the hospital and brought her chocolate~when

S~ ~~L skshe had ~. She~aid ~ prayed to die quickly because men
weren't interested in lame women, and no man would love her because
they didn't know what¡ ~,~'d bee n like as a little Jiirl or how her

[,,"'~ t..J1l:; t~JM:,'~ ~ -Ul.<'\ ",,,,,l&...'L'parents ]g.a~n'i;breatboll....i~~ b:ee-!\:tk\'JG1:l±d give mer a coLd ,
When they buried her the apartment carr.eup for rent, and Paulina,
who heard about it from Senyor Jaume, told Senyora Carolina. She'd
been her first mistress and had been looking for a place since the
war because it scared her to live ih a house. Paulina, who still
liked her a lot, went to see
jfo time. And that's how we
about Raquel.

her and brought her irises from time
mete She~ ~~;rh~= *~o"e.

We sat d0wn outside, in front of the house, in two wicker chairs
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...fll..L~ ...,,'\
~t=r~)each other. She told me that house

..

~tleman from Tarragona who
~' liked for her to dress up

belonged to her lover, a
~had a cannery and when he visited her
f'..

as a chambermaid. She told me about Mrs.
Rius's youngest son. They'd lived together for quite a while on
Floridablanca Street. Before she hadnlt liked him; it was the oldest

"one shetd liked. But one day, not long after lid run away fr~m home,
two cops had come for him. Not because he'd done anything wrong, but
because held been seeing some people who were in hiding. They only
kept him in jail a couple of months but even though it sounds ridi-
culous he came back a changed mane He'd stopped acting so wild and
looked so sad it would have broken your heart. When they started
living together there were lots of quarrels in the family because
he'd fallen in love with the maid. And they had to split up. She
said she didn't like the gentleman from Tarragona much because he
was too old and fati but ahe could rely on him. We got up and stood
looking over toward Tibidabo. It was a mild afternoon without the
slightest breeze, and the garden was calm and still. ~uddenly 1
noticed that she wasStaring at me as if she wanted to look deep in-
side me; I don't know what she expected me to say. To distract her,

that you cct.Ldn tt see from where we
'hr\$,e...rosebushes and white l~li't growing

that in the afternoon, when she was

1 asked her to show me the flowers on the other side of the house
Q..- J_~were. There were tus e\ireree

among the rocks. She told me
bored, she planted lili~~

irises. Because in the afternoons, when ahatd finished her housework,
all kinds of things went through her head. And bothered her. She
told me irises grew by themselves, like grass, and shetd cover tha~~

S~"-\..~whole stretch of hill with them, that she had to plant a lot because~
~ffl iT!i: Me s
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woroen in rags would come from the other side of tl~ hill and steal
" c-L Y\ Sbunches. She'd picked a white ~ for me; I held it, not knowing

what to do, and the petals shook because I was shook up myself. 1
told her lid made blouses, that I'd lived for a long time with
that guy she'd liked so much but they'd arrested him because he and
his pa'l were thieves and I hadn' t heard 'from him s'í.nce , Not even
whe r-e he was. How afterward I'd lived wit~ ca plasterer who'd d í.ed,

rtr\M..&vA-tt<..She said everyone knew men who were pa~~ate types always died
young, coughing up blood. I told her if.I hadn't stopped aewing I
don't know what ~uld have happened and that for the time being 1

was working the Rambles. That bothered her a lot and she said it
couldn't go on, that if 1wanted she'd talk to the gentleman from
Tarragona and see if he had sorne friend who'd like a girl he could

t~t """'- iris i~~u~. The ~ had three petals that ~rooped and then ~ up-
ward. And in the distance Tibidabo was turning blue.

Paulina's house was high and narro~, built up against a ~
hill; the first floor had a dining room and kitchen, upstairs there
was a living room and a little terrace, and the third floor had a
bathroom and bedroom that looked out on a street they were still
paving. Abbve themmmmmmm chairs in the garden in front of her house

around tbe terrace. There were three plants: a passionflower, a
grapevine, and a wisteria. The grapevine was old, the passionflower
had taken foot by itself like that one outside our shack, and the
wisteria caught your eye because itffitrunk was ~overed with leaves
and shoots and then there'd be abare patch like a dead root and then
suddenly another~withall those leaves that cast shadows. She
stared at me again "rith that look that made me uncomfortable and
said Iryou're a princess. 11 And how she and Mrs. Rius had a.Lways aaí.d
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so and everyone had said 1 was a princess. We ~ere for a
mmm whíle together without saying anything. When 1 mmm was ready to

M.~

go she saíd she'd pick a bouquet of irises. 1 said no, she'd just
1\.

be wasting them.
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The day f 1kc±. .t PI" d th ¡t.~~, .a ter ~ bu si.ness Vil h au ana an e 4l: It~H;', oenyora.

to my shack looking v ex» worr:i!é·dand S8;y ing she' d seenf1atilde carne

the old man with the hans in the distance. I was petrified and the

first tlling I thought was Eusebi must have died. The old man with

the hens came by early that evening looking very calm. Bis head

was shaved and he was.so skinny he could hardly stand. He carne into

t.he sh ac k O:~~:f, it bothered him to see it and stood there sLow Ly

shaking his head for a while. The first thing he told me was I'd

done the right .thing and Eusebi was a jerk and the best thing I

could do was get him out of my head if he was still in there. I

asked him what had happened. He said don't worry, it was nothing,

and all in all he'd been lucky. I could see he didn't feel like talkins

and I had to yan every word out of him. It seems Eusebi had tried
to escape timés but thcy'd always caught him and every

.time they caught him they just about beat him to a pulp. They'd

beaten him so much that he was half crazy and one day he suddenly

knifeda Guard in -Che back. Luckily it didn't do much harm, but,no

one could find out where he'd gotten the knife though they beat

him a lote The worst thing was that when they were beginnin~ to think

he was crazy someone found out he'd been on a committee during the

war. I was surprised, because Eusebi always said he'd been a soldier

and before that he'd been a kid. When he'd finiihed talking, the

old man sératched the back of his neck and
....r:l~ ,. \1~~ .n..~::""lJl'and said: 11/49 "'11b(f iJ\ 4@J?"@ for yO'~ Then he

could help h i.m out. I '1-ookout my change purse and gave h i.m every-

shook his head again

asked -J-'if 1

thing I hade He 1eft right away saying he had two or three more
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stops to rnake.That night l had a very weird little dream that kept
corningback afterwardJ. There was a big stretch of plain w í.tn a dead
tree on the left. At the foot of the tree was a baby in diapers

~Jl.1~':\ ¡-l;,who ke pt ; ~-. arms. On tbe r it;bt,small because it was so
far away, there was a dog that kept cominE closer and closer to
the baby but never go.tthere. l woke up w i t.h tears in my eyes and
on rnycheeks , 1 guess l rnustbave cried in my sleep.

l got up as usu¿l but two hours later l felt so sick l had to
. .,.,~-t'go back to bed, l had a fever and all l could think ~ was I''Iaria-

Cinta, thouSh l tried not to. That night Senyora Matilde carneby
and l told her everytbing the old man with the chickens had said.
She said l shouldn't COmpl~n because if they'd 1st Eusebi out he
migbt have beai{en me to death ..l was sick for three weeks. A lot

~\. l:k~vv-A~l ~~
of times lId 5@t,\Qil33Y ~wardiEfvening because l tnougrrt l wa.s sur-.. .

\~5~ ¿~rounded by =r= Senyora Natilde brought me ~ of soup , but
they made me sick and lId throw them out at night. lt killed me to
think lId have to go back to the Rambles. One day l decided to go

~~~ .out because l couldn't stand it anyrnore ~~KuP in that shack.l
vJaS still sick andobleeding a lote lId hardly eaten a t~ing since
lId seen the old man witb the chickens: a few pieces of bread and
sometimes an apple from a basket Tere'd brought me. All that ~tuff
about Eusebi had gotten me down, though at the time l felt like
lId g6tten rid of sooething that was bothering me inside and sapping
my strength without my knowing it. l walkedup the Rambles to the
Pl.aca de Catalunya aridsat down on a bench wet with rain. l was
tbirsty and the white foamy water spouting from the fountain made
me even thirstier. l don't know why, but l thought about Maria-
Cinta and like in a trance l saw her coming towardJme with that
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diamond cross on her neck and she took my hand and brought me horne
with her and l saw Eusebi tailgating on the car to see where we were

D~¡~ ~~1e~going and.l saw him o.nth~th@F oide of the o. and they were
beatring him ••• I'1yhands and backbone were cold when l got up
and l started walking slowly because l had a cramp in one leg.
'I'hesky had turned black and people hurried by , L went into a door-
way and stayed there for a while till 1 got bored. l didn't know
where to go. The thun:derstorm caught up with me a little before
Aragon Street. l didn't pay any attention and went on walking with
my harids in my raincoat pockets wh i.I.ethe water got under my collar
and trickled down my back. I had to stop for a mornentbecause my
head was spinning. Cars went by splashing water on both sides and
1 cou1d feel the water squishing in my shoes every time l took a
step.

~
By the time l got to the it had stopped raining but

the sky was still gray. r sat down on a bench ln front oí.two
statues that were ha1f l~ing down and l stayed there for a while
with my mind a blank. \Vhen l got up rnyhair was plastered to rny
face and ldidn I t feel 1ike rnyse1f. I '.'lashungry, so hung.ry it
hurte l crossed the street and went into a big café on the corner.
There was a high bar and everything bebind it was enr-ome and class.

,

l chose a corner table, far from the w~ndow and near the bar. While
l was waiting for the waiter to finish serving coffee to an old
couple rnyteeth started chattering like they weren't mine. All of

G..,

sudden l saw his white jacket beside me and to get up the strengthr-;
to order a coffee and a ham sandwich l had to tell myself if l
didn't eat lId die. The waiter wiped the table with a little rag
be.ñcr-esetting down my order. l had to force myself to eat sLowLy
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because 1 felt like gulping ever:ything down without chewing it. I

couLd feel thern watiching me. 'I'here \<lasa man sitting facing me at
the end of the bar with atoothpick in his mouth. I felt even
hungrier when I finished the ham sandwich and I ordered another.

I knew when it was time to pay lid have to tellthem I was
broke. lId kriown it when I carne ln, but as time wen t on I got more
and more scared. Finally I had to tell them. The waiter told me to
cut tbe cran that I had to pay, thatls all he needed and after
telling me ~ times he said it to the people at the bar.
Another wa i,ter appeared out of nowhe re and then the bo ss carne. I

showed them my empty ~ purse and told them lId been robbed.
. é"", h,"f~tw\(....\t'1

Too other wa i.ter started laughing 1-3d-:.1ea nUf\ arid t.ne boss, very
polite but very determined, told me to be good enou~h to pay. The
other waiter said held already asked me twice and I had sODe nerve.

. or .~"-!l'\;l ~l &,
I to ld him not to insul t me, $If.- I ~t3 h 1: 1'fi1 ti '~ because I

d..l "l.It Lteu .. tlk,:;ce ...~. \

Q.pul dn'tt, and he told me I was old enough to take care of myself.
,. , I\"
Then the boss suddenly stuck his face right next to ~ine and spat-
tering me "ith spit shouted lady don't get ~"ith me or 1'11
bave you locked up. I got mad and told him I wasn't a bit scared
of the police, that lId enjoy cetting to know them and I wasnlt a
blt scared. The boss just shouted louder and louder about the~'
and the ham, 'I'heother wai ter \'-1':10 didn' t take it al1 that seri ous1y
started te Llí.ng the whole st ory to a gentleman who' d just come in and
was hanginc up his raincoat. How if instead of refusing to pay
lId asked them nicely. The first waiter, whold been talking to
himse1f and waving his arms s,;rn+=~ 1ike he wasn't all there, asked
where I lived and I said it wasnone of his business but l'd tell
him anyway to make him happy, that I lived in a shantytown. The
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boss gave me a nasty look and 1 started giving hironasty looks
back. l gue~s he couldn1t take it because he gave me a slap that
just about knocked me down. Then l blew up and screamed that he1d

,
hit me just because l was def~nseless, that l'd been left in the
streei¡.when

~(G..~

l wa s little like a bag ~garba$e for the wind to
el"" .' ~• • without parents or brothers and sisters or anyoneg,¡.OIT mJ\':fh ~.

• • • And l grabbed a glass on atable and threw it at his head •
Then the real excitement started because
ment overme. The gentleman who'd hung

two guys got in an ar'gu.,
~up ~ raincoat stepped

in front of the boss and told him not to overdo it, that you.1couldn't bLame people for bei.nghungry, and my waiter \vDO:, was still
talking to himself threw his .rag down in fury and a young man who

~ wa¿ drinking Calisay said don't make such a fuss, that he1d pay

:::hi:i::m::l:v::dah:q::;~d:~t~:: ::::~ds:::::ro; :::~t:::lhe
paid for me. As soon as he1d paid and turned around to sip his
drink l felt someone touch my arm and say let's go. l turned a~o~
to see who it was. The man who'd touched me had a cracked lip and
through the crack you could see

grown since he was fourteen. As

a gold tooth. He was the roanwith
l,~

and little handSj~ they badn't
we were walking out the young man

the toothpick. He had dark eyes

w~th the Calisay said that's how it always was, the one who paid
got left and the one wbo hadn't paid went off with the girl. And
the boss, who was standing by the door holding it open, told the
man with the tooth to watch out.
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XXII
We separated to 1et a woman go by holding a kid's hand and I

1agged behind a 1itt1e 1ike I was fo110wing him. A11 of a sudden he
ltW'",",\ 1:tI ~ f~ f ~Vl,turned around and I turned my he-qd-E:ETt:\70 8~him áné l. saw a cake in

a bakery window with a1mond f1akes on the sides and frosting on top.
He waited for me and we started wa1king again side by side 1ike when
we'd come out of the caf~. Everything was natural: the c10uds breaking
up so you could see patches of blue, the water f10wing down the @ut-
tera and ponring into the sewers. Lots of peo1e were waiting at the
tro11ey stop and a~little further away a woman with a bouquet was
watching a gir1 come out of a notions store. My heart froze because
1 remembered when I was 1itt1e Itd gone ~ew time~o that sh~and
maybe if I went in I'd find a hairpin like the one lid Lo st , Two
blocks past the tro11ey stop, the man with the toothpick said liBere
we are.tr and we went into a restaurant. The lobby was smal1, there
was just a counter and a staircase opposite the door but on the right,
through a glass partition you cou1d see a big room fu11 of tab1es
and chairs. We went upstairs, where there was a long, narrow dining

~'t~~room with a kitchen off by another counter with another glass
partition that had a litt1e door to pass food through; you con1d see

-ti~lV\.jthem ~ap~~g it. The tab1es had paper tab1ec1ot?s, with glasses
turned upside down and 1ittle glass vases with paper cornf1owers and
poppies. At the end of that dinigg room were two doors: one 1ed to

~(~~a and the other to a bedroom with a ~lassed in parch outside
it with a sink and a few wires covered with c10thespins. As we wa1ked
past 1 saw the cook peeling patatoes. He gaped at me~ith his knife
. -, d d t· ll~ Ia.none hano an a pota o a.nthe other, ~ he d never seen a woman
before. In the bedroom, the restaurant owner told me to get undressed
so they could dry my c10the$. And he 1ef~mª by myself( 1 crawled



u ..B 79
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

('
into bed, freezing, but fift 1 washed my feet, one after the other,
under the faucet mn the sink. After quite a while the door opened
aJS jf by na gic and a woman carne in wearing -an apronJ\p!:l.tha bi1;:,{tall
and thfln, with a wrinkled face longer than a horset's. She brought
me a glass of milk with ladyfingers. 1 ate them all ~nd drank the ~

~ '~t et\.\ AA~ s~<-l::-. ~ :1 tk\l"'lr'<- \ a)
milk slm,.rlyso they wo uLdn rt get ~ mUSh~,.<'rAs soon as the WMnan

had left with my wet clothes~ 1 looked~ around. Wben 1 got tired
of looking 1 settled down to sleep. 1 closed my eyes and opened
tihem like 1 was playing at ~1,~~~""'Y. Then 1 noticed an en-

graving on the wall in front of me \tJ'itha frame made of gilded
it\\t (1\;\.leaves. It showed a horse in profile with a t~.n~@¡%around its

tail. The man sitting on it was wearing a yellCllTcoat the color of
egg yolks, with a coffee-colored belt. 1 stayed there for a while,
with one eye open and the other shut, looking at the colar of the
sky above the horse, grayish blue, and the mountains in the back-
ground, vague as moas and a few vague trees and everything so vague
it dissolved, and 1 fell asleep.

When 1 woke up, the moonlight was coming ~hrough the bal-
cony. 1 stretched and curled up, feeling thirsty tor more milk and
hungry for green almonds. The faucet in the sink was dripping. You
could smell rancid oil and hear lots of voices talking. When the
voices stopped and the smell of oil was fading, the restaurant
owner carne in, 1 heard the switch, click, and the three lights on
the ceiling went on. As if he was alone, he put some notebooks on
the tabla beneath the engraving and sat down so it looked like he
was balancing his books. 1 didn't dare to Breathe and thought maybe
he'd forgotten After quite a while he got up and askBd if
1 was sleeping. 1 said no, 1 was awake, and then he pulled his
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shirt over his head and told me he'd been born free and didn't want
to get married because he was scared of having kids, that maybe
he'd enjoy them but he didn't want to find out. That if he had them
with me maybe hetd be banging his head against thewall. He didntt
explain further an~ it seemed like he didn't even know what he was
saying. 'I'hafif 1 wan+ed to stay he wouldn t t throw me out. Ile saw
1 was looking at the horse and told me held chosen that engravirg
himself. That his father's photo had been in that frame but held
taken it out one day when he was in abad mood; that hetd had to
pull off six strips of masking tape, dig out little naiss with a
scissors, and then pull out three tight layers of cardboard before
he could get at the photo. That when he finally held it in his hands
held had trouble deciding what to do, all held wanted was to put
it away but finally, in rage and sadness, he "d toro it up , He asked
me like it was hard for him~o get the words out if it was true

ll-~\. e..\what l'd said in that -="'o1\~ tine café, that 1 I d never knO\'IDmy
parents. 1 said yes. And that's when he told me he'd never known his
mother be cauae he I d kil1e d her .;t'being borne
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XXl~l~ hcÁt"rt~~~tt~~h ~ lt ~tt~¿t-J.t
L!ª l,i'JEca Eusebi and André ~ l never .go"'t{to like that rest-

auaanb owne~ ~Jr;.0se ...~a~e '!b, (}()J>lll~. Butl\l was hungry. The~ day l'd
~oA'-~I-~~8MW'"'"--t=l~ i !lA"''''', bl::lJ4 (1) • vece C4::' e7' ~ (,,$ H oe-.;J-7

been there for a month, ~wanted to caebrate by drinking a bottle
~ \ "- c:r-' -tk~ c:rof champagne before bedtime. And every month¡ on ~ same daYI we

had to drink a bottle of champagne. Cosme wore a ring he never
took off, even when he was washing or sleeping: a gold band with

~ wC'VV\- tk~.."a row of diamonds and rubies. The gold¡\..onthe insid~was thin. He
told me that ring was all he had from his mother. He didn't want
me to wear makeup, and because of that we quarreled and he wouldn't

~give me a cent. 1 liked to put on makeup so 1 could look :h:tc:m~
~other girls. lt seemed like the cook had fallen in love at first. '''' .
sight. He stared and stared at me. He was th~rty years old but no

'Itone would have g~essed bocause he was short and slim, mI muscle,~~t~\' 1\
with a mouth",from ear to ear and ears that looked a couple of
sizes too big for him. He said his blood was thin, that the heat
in the kitchen was bad for the red cells and when he looked at it
under am microscope he'd bought at the flea market, all he saw

a.....was white cells. Without doing anything to bring it on, l had ~
~I ("-'" ~,... q--. \e!~r~~.\ Cosme acted sad; ffi,jfinlJhl.~*Hl:mrfl" it seemed to him,

=h be:' d never asked me to marry hí.m, 1 looked paLez-~than that
? cook's thin blood. 1 never found out if it was a boy or girl. That

~was the first thing l aSked Cosme when he came to see me at the
clinic. After looking at me for a long time, he ~~iS hand in
front of my eyes a few times and told me not to think about it any
more. He made me promise.

Long before Midsummer Night Cosme said we'd go out and have
~[~ c..t\.~V'~e...~ (., C<M.~ ltf>wsome fun to get that ~orti~ bff my mind, ~ he'd dress me up

so l'd really shine. He took me to buy sorne black satin shoes with
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diamond horseshoes around tbe tops. He also ~ along when 1
bought my dress. Black satin. The dressmaker made it just like
he ordered: with a high neck and long sleeves down tú my wrists.

=l~tbThey even had pointed flaps on tbe ends thaf ~7\f 9:0 fer as my

knuckles. Á full-length ~kirt. He took the glass baart off my
chain and replaced it with a gobd and alabaster medallion showing

Ia lady s head froID olden days,with three little roses on one side
of her hair, all curIed and combed up, and above it, held up l
don't know how, tbere was a big ship with rows of sails.

As soon as we were in the street, people started staring at
USe l was dressed in black froID bead to toe and, to brighten it

,up a little, l'd stuck a red r~e in royhair without asking bis
~rmission. Cosmers suit was pale yellow, witb beige sboes, an
olive green silk handkerchief in his breast pocket and on his
~::;:~.Y~ -1:' -11...Q.u c.V -e,

~~ gold chain tbick as the ones~~n wells. lt bad belonged to
his mmmmmmmmmm~mmmmm great-great-grandfather. When we'd gotten

J~'e~fl 1a"~on~iOlleY, a young guy with .. ~ 1>0 1\_ lI.e'd like

to my rose. Cosme turned wbite Wit~~~\~. As we climbed the
stairs to tbe upper deck, the conductorf~ at me frOID under-
neath. Luckily, Cosme went ahead ~. Just as 1 sat down by the
aisle, since he'd taken m;.y favorite spot by tbe railin , he tore

6UR.Af ~ tL- ~~~the rose out of my hair and tbrew it mmmmmm • he bouses looked
pretty passing by and you could smell tbe magnolias. Cosme kept
adding up how much what 1 was wearing had

~
a terrifying

sume He said you could see none of my boyfriends had had the·dough
to dress reup right. And 1 was dumb enough
and l had fallen in love when we were kids

to tell him how Eusebi
Il~-r

andAAndrés, who l'd
really getting hotnever mentioned till them. Then he started

under the collar. Sitting on top of Tibidabo, with the ferris wheel
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turning, and later at atable sipping orxata with straws, he----
couldn't btmibJ!l stop asking if Itd spent the night with those guys
under the pine trees'. To get my mind off all the nasty things
he was saying, I watched the lights comí.ng on and .di.dn't anSEWer
him.

When we got into bed and
couldn't sleep. The dress had run a little

lt,,~l,a-rms,and, dying of heat, Itd climbed into the
66t~~.JEven there he kept a-C't¡eI':> me. "How did you make a living? ti he

':t~"""" J\
kept asking. tt~ those blouses? That's a lielu And when he star-
ted snoring I fel t like crying but ~ couldn t t, becau'~,eof his

Y4..l\M...~\.~yelling and that ~ nigh1r and ~ rose he'd thrown away. The
next day he tried to knock me out by throwing me down the stairs
and I went tu mbling dcwn and fell on my backsid e. For two years,
when the weather changed, the bottom bone on my spine would ache.
I couldn't stand to be in that room for two hours straight. I
couldn't bear that split lip and shiny gold tooth and those tiny
hands. Everything made me sick: the dripping faucet, the lights
on the ceiling, that woman who'd brought me milkm the first day

foand whose face got longer by the~ek. Ánd if 1 closed my eyes
~~¿t~ ~~k~~r~he faucet dripping and dripping an~~
the head on a baby ~o was killing his mother and ~m afterward
they'\sprinkle4 him{\with holy water and baptiz'eT him Cosme. When.- .
hetd come in, after going around laughing
the tables, he'd look at me furiously and
lIAndr~sl :fes, right away. Eusebi? Yessir,

and chattingm at all
'h'''üt~t~

~f my voice.
coming right Up.1I .And

) \",,11.\1<-let)some more
[\

all of a sudden his voice would get deeper and he'd shout nAnd
q-, le.~

~! 11 Finally 1 shouted bac k , even loude~ u'éef'{e



U B 84
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

~mthe dead rest in peace! nI' ", leave the dead
one had died behind bars and the other bleeding and

in peace because
I started g,o.,ing

\f::l-t'out every afternoon because I couldn't stand it anymore. mAnd I;tike
working the Rambles again. To walk around at three in the morning and
look at the clock on the opera house and touch that wall on Red
Street and the iron gate outside the park. Itd sit down on benches
and watch the cars go by. One day I told the horse-faced woman and
she said if I sat there too long on that cold stone my womb would
get chilled. Cosme never asked where I was going or where lid been,
no matter whether I carne back early or late. But I always carne back
before ten. Till one Monday, which was the cook's day off, he was
standing waiting for me by the bench near the lying-down statues.
As soon as I saw him, I thought IIHere we go." He told me, holding

6tlc-.~~two fingers together very delicately, not to be SG.a:r!f' that he
wanted to talk to me but not right there. And he took me to the
Punyalada. He ordered two coffees and when the mmmmm waiter had brought
them he said very mysteriously that he had to talk about sorne deli-
cate matters, since his childrenss bread Was involve4. He stretched
out his -left hand and 'shoeed me his wedding ringa He told me he had

Ia son and a daugh:ter who were the applea of his ese , The boy s·
health wasn't good. "1 finish cooking and head straight for the drug
atore. Lt And staring at me like he was try ing to look deep inside
me, he said I'd drive Cosme crazy and if he went crazy that'd be the
end of his restaurant and with no restaurant he wouldn'b be able

~~~e."e"
to feed himself. u~ you leave, ..he said slowly, cupping his hand
to one side of his moutih, "he "s right behind you , He follows you
around. They've seen him hiding behind a tree on the Rambla de Cata-
lunyaAdevouring you with his eyes, and you sitting on a bench like

) -fui t\-v- l~ &~a r-ose ,» He clasped his hand s and begged me mm:d¡¡" to stay
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at home and stop wandering around ~the streets, and if 1 was bored
lt\M,"'-~~ I

to do something to d;kot~a.t myseLf , "vlby don t you sew? Cosme treats

you like he' d found él pearl a.n a mussel and can' t get used to it and

is sKared you'll roll away. fle's getting frantic."
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XEIV

I managed to put Up with it for more than two years, and when
Ird alroost gotten used to it I started to get scared of getting used
to it. One afternoon, aamn with nothing but what r~'~~ b~

b,,"~&.. -fvt ., ~ '" )I ~ to Paulina's hous e, I hadn"t seen her since that day with the
hairpin. The garden was overgrown with weeds and the irises hadntt

úll)o~~ ~ s, U-.. ~~~~
bloss ¡ee-dyet ~ For a moment I thou~~t m~be :Baulina Qáafi' t l)sT-lc th:ére

llU1¡¡ 1~~nymoYe and there were other people~~spearr. But no. The whole garden
C(,UI-~

~ the cypresses breatte d Paulina. I wandered arnong the paant s and
sat down under a fig tree on a bench I hadn't seen the first time, bub
I got up pretty quick. Above, on the side with the white irises, there
w~ ~~a rosebush with buds. The spring air was ~. I plucked a petal
off a daisy, crushed it between my fingers, and sniffed that bitter
smell tba t remini ed me of russ and cLove r ,

I saw her coming up the steps between the rows of cypresse~,
loeded down with packages, and as she carne closer sometimes you could
see her through the trees and sometimes you couldn't. She hadn't
changed a bit. When she got to the door she put her package s down
because she was panting, she looked at me awhile, we started laughing
and she said to come in and she'd make me a cup of coffee. Inside

; it smelled like lavender and there was a vase of tesaels. She started
laughin again without taking her oyes off me and told me she was

. H.~ \rl~k __LLc- AA "- t..~\~,*~ ... eii1~'::~~laughlng ec ore nay sne' seen e~
~the top deck of a trolley with aman who didn't look like my
typ"@ ",~~',;;t;;:t;i.... e843.t.

I asked her how the gentleman froroTarragona was doing, and she
said he was fine. Afterward, while we were having coffee, I told her
what lid been up tOe She said she'd been lucky never to meet any
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jealous ~ but it must be hell. She couldn't believe he'd followed
tt.¡- .......me ar ound the streets like a thief. IIJealous guys, 11 she aaí.d, ll¡¡.tiJc1:-

tkw~\.tct201 4 tko..,' -e, (t.lvJ"":\,, sp ~h..t b""\. '1tu..
.~ ya El aliw B;l1~ ~ ~J" 1 't oLd her 1 didn I t want to go back
to the hestaurant, how if 1 went back lid be doomed forever, how one
day he'd thrown me down the stairs, how just tbinking about it made

c,lcl<.. , ~~~me ~ol like ~OT.y:;i..ngu~, bow 1 was '&i, cbeap cooking oil and
frying onions and garlic and myself and eveiytbing. She listened
wi tb ,~. 1borrifed
we'd~it~, 1
and tbe gentleman

lookm on ber face, am when lid finished she said
~ ,

could stay with ber and tomrrow would be Saturday
f'.-

from Tarragona was coming and everytbing would
straighten itself out. She spotted the glass heart and fell in love
wi tb it and 1 asked if sbe'd like tt but she aaí.dno. l told her it
was a keepsake froID a day Andrés and 1 had gone for a stroll and lId
seen a very bandsome navy officer and for ber 1 wouldn't mind parting
witb it but it sort of kept me company.

1 spent tbe nigbt at Paulina r s, The next day tbe gentleman f'r-om
CAWl.e..Tarragona sbº~ up. I don' t know how to describe him: he wae part

high-class and part peasant, with delicate hands from not working and
~Of respect for the rain and sunshine. While we were having lunch,
he said he and Paulina had discussed me and he'd introduce me to a
very nice guy, the son of a friend oí his who'd died years ago. The

~ \¿t~nice guy had a sickly wife, very dalicate, and~two ~ild~ and tre
\V\, -k ~tV"j 9-;wife lived Q;n a. far1(with the kidgtaB:e:her parents. He said though

his friend's son might not seem like it, he was a little on the wild
kkevv<.~side,not too ~ll ~eu~'t~, and he looked after his estates more

for fun than..:ijt,\,!ork.His name was Marc. 111' m sure," he saí.d, "tihat
youlll like him, 1 mean you'll like each other. And he'll be thrrlled
to meet a girl with such sad w.yes; yes, when you laugh they look even
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sadder. A11 you have to do is open your hand and cover the bottom
of your face. Your mouth 1aughs, but not your eyes.tI And he even
saiq 1 1aughed without knowing why, 1ike 1 w~~ 1aughing for their

7a..W- ~~"'<-1ge19:j~~Drink sorne/\.wine; it '11 re1ax ycu ,tt

~ Paulina, dressed 1ike a chambermaid, went to fix sorne
coffee, the gentleman from Tarragona tapped my knee and said "I
a1ready to1d ltm Paulina you can stay here as long as you need to."
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XXJT

Marc showed Up two weeks latera We'd just finished lunch and
were sitting in front of the house. First you could hear his horn
blowing while the gentleman from Tarragona was telling me how on the
street with the bus stop they'i killed seven or eight people at the
be$inning~ of the revol ution; a;:d it f\bl~~ Ifol\a ~good five minutes

st~'Jl..t- K~U \. ,.... ~\r <+--.
-11.~~¡j,¡·i&6oi!a~e~r~L1t;:; =¡¡;¡:±s::t.tr:q¡1'; ;a ~ , 1ike it was stuck • it !rcrd stopped .f or ~ 1e ,

/ ~ '" ... ., "" , ".. ~ .,.

1 saw a young man taking the s teps two at a time. 1 ghought 3?~t.

~he must be Marc, though Paulina and the gentleman froID Tarragona
hadn't said anything about expecting him. When he got/there he looked
at us, laughed, and bent over to tie a shoelace tha(had come untied

~lte was cLi.mbéng t!>~ C;;P •• Bis lftair fell forward' and swayed a

little. Then heJsa~ d.<?~n&d the gentlema f r-om T!=trr~~onaL.as~edhow l'\ \
tUclM't ~J:.e. -e: ~\'Akl= 1! ~<IM~' I Lkln ~ fl'" ..\ ~.+l..('-"\. \VLQ..

he was gect i.ng along. ífJ..oOk~d~~ . ., ..:-~,;..., _.-~ a bird
~v~ snake is o---~~ ~ to gobble up. All of a sud den the @aatle-

man from Tarragona tbrew up his hands and asked us to excuse him
for not introducing USe He added, laughing, that he'd noticed how
we couldn't take our eyes off each otber. 1 answelhed

M..&WL. re ~ ,•.J..R.~ 1-lU- () Iring at ~ because of his ha í.r, which wae l~ a boy
who'd d í ed , M-arc shot me a dirty Lo ok , "P'Lease don't

that 1 was look-
l'd known and
taTI.klike t.haft It

and changed the subject to the garden. How it seemed madeespecially
for strolls on moonlit nights, down the paths snd up the steps,
long shadows, green gate, a little clearing, rocks and irises and
more rocks and more irises. Paulina cut him short by saying the bad
part was that at night the snails came out and took over the rocks
and grass and everymmmm time you took a step you'd hear broken shells
crunching and crunching.

tJv,.,-t::
fruit MarcPaulina brought sowe and asked if we knew how to,...

eat sliced bananas, cutting them up with a knife and fork on a
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......" '<,platee The 'gentleman from Tarragona said he
young man because mm you had to eat bananas

e,

was/,-veryold-fashioned
like monkeys rin palm

trees. Marc wanted to know if there was a special breed of monkeysw. {l...st.-
that lived in palm tr,ees and we laughed and Laughed mM Inrj t"the ~un

$ktvt}kt~ w'~ -fL~k~ .beatingQOwDf\.on--:Qr;...and wisteria flowers that f.l:tFk'6er¡t Idown from .
time to time. Then we tried to see if we could cut slices the same
size, faster and faster till there was nothing left to cut. While
Paulina was making coffee, the gentleman from Tarragona went to get

~ Q.-, I~ liqueurs and Marc asked~'where 1 d gotten those eyas. And that
laugh. But he didnlt say any other nice things because before Pau-
lina dn~ the gentleman from Tarragona could come back he took my

hand and led me away. We got in his car, which was a black convertible
()..~

with a white hood, and just ~ we were sitting down he turned to me
and said, Imm don't know if it was serious or a joke, that sorne really
weird things happened in Barcelona. The wind blew my hair back and
made myblouse flutter and 1 don't know where we went but aíter driving
along dirt road after dirt road we were back in Barcelona. He did it
three or four times.The bridges crossed rivers of sand~ut by +--

w\~ ) q, \i-tt~'"'" ~ ~ tl~ ~A¿~trickles of water, :.an¡ shacks right down to ~he sand 1\gleami g ~the
~~ktGYou could see houses by themselves with gardens and flat roofs,
pine groves on both sides of the road and an occasional cypress or
railing ar-ounda balcony with pots of geraniums. Ne turned down a
stretch of dirt road so bad the car bounced from ~ole to hole
like a grasshopper. And smoke poured out of the chimneys. Finllily
he s topped and we went into a restauarnt. The wind had drained all
the blood from my face, 1 felt cold and t:looked like a beggar

" .,. f!!>

~all those well-dressed people; but when Marc looked at me 1
felt like the best-dressed woman there. We ordered tea and he looked
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~<,tVl.(.L~
half-dazed, SO 6.nr~tBPBd that 1 felt sorry for him, as if he couldn't
believe 1 was really sitting there next tO~im, and then 1 sudden1y

(ÓLM.~"'"felt this laughing fit ~\on and bit my lip and my face ~ot all
red and he asked what was tbe matter and 1 couldn't answer because

=r- d?t\. kc;w-L--
if 1 ~ opened my mouth -l 1,~'OUlf\l:a1 e burst out laughing. 1 dug my nails
into my palms to see if the pain would stop that urge to gigg~e that
«;, <li..;[/If ~~ $,y':.f nad come over me, and 1 remembered Cosme and

saw his shadow behind a tree trunk spying on me, and en toP~the-
q--, w~ (fI--. tl5f ~_ ~ 1yu....l~)

H'tlnk "'Ylls. a big spiderj\.sitting,A-~éw. And it was like 1 was dreaming
till 1 realized 1 w~s staring at Marc's hand flat on the ta1blecloth
with h~ fingera a little arched. 1 put my hand down, facing his so
they were almost touching, and whispered tlTrunk and spi<i'er,trunk and
spider.f! And suddenly 1 couldn't hold it in any longer and laughed
so bard everyone turned around to 100k at me.

~Wben we were back in ~car, Marcasked wbere 1 felt 1ike going.
1 said the Rambla de Catalunya; 1 went all the way down it with my
head tbrown back, watching the patterns the lime tree leaves made.
Then we drove all over again, criss-crossing the city, sometimes down
crow~ed streets and sometimes down almost-deserted roads, swerving
and blowing the born for fun, and when it was pitch black we stopped
at another restaarant beside a field where you could see strings of
1ight$along the Diagonal. The doorman was wearing a red frock doat.
Marc stopped the car and said instead of going right in it'd be nice
to sit awhile in that field. When we were there be stuck his finger
through one of my curls and said he'd been caught book, line, and
sinker. ike he was crazy e started fluffing up my hai and whis-
$~;J very calmly, "Welll make Cecilia over, welll dress her and
undresa her, we'll make her laugh and make ber cry.tl He gripped my
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neck b~tJ,t~@nl: hands and kissed me on the lips and 1 bit him l
)e ~ , I? 11:4..( d:'G\l: 1:,";:

~ A T so angry f\.and he slapped me. "So you wonI t do that aga i.n, ti And

then he stuck his finger in the dimple on my cheek. "Gorgeous.1t



XXVI
Marc aaugh t me ~to ~moke~ The first cigarette made me a little

e '~~ ,

sick and left abad taste in my mouth. But it was 9x~tiBg. With the
cigarette in my lips~ waited for Marc to light it but he didn't..... ),

He absent~indealy lit his own and handed me the lighter. I got
used to smoking, and I liked to watch the smoke rings and swirls,

,

and especially that burst of blue flame wben you light a match. Marc
rented half an apartment for me on Majocca Street. He said it was
all he could find at the moment. For a few months I missed the bouee
witb the irises, with so much sky and those hills turning blue at
sunset. Gradually I got over missing it. I spent bour after bour
lying on an 0ttoman on tbe glassed-in porch witb my back to tbe
street,
angais
longed

staring at a frieze on the dining room wall made of little
sH~~and pomegranates ~ in half. Mare told me the apnrtment be-

to !lome rich people wbo lived in the country and came to Bar-
celona from time to time; they kept half of it for themselves beeause
they didn I'tlike hotel s and rented the other half e-f the a~meE..:t.
The first night, once Marc was gone, I stood in the foyer for a while
looking at that door and feeling a little nervous.

Our apartment had a dining room and a bedroom that looked out
on the street; the kitchen, the batbroom, and anothe~ smaller bed-
room faced the airshaft. But as soon as 1 saw all that heavy black

K4"'~~furniture and a wardDobe with a mirror so higb it t-euc~ the ceiling,
1 decided to live and sleep on the porch as long as 1 Wias'in that
apartment, so 1 asked Marc to bave the ottoman reapols,tered in pe ar-L,.

J2rQyand, to get sorne cushions in all different colors so 1 wouldn't
:_ .l 5,,0: V<?~_~1::.~ ::c ~ The day I went to look at the apartment 1 went by

myself because Marc said he bad work to do. It was on the third
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floor, and since l've always been scared of elevators, l decided to
take the stairs. As seon as l started up, l saw aman peeking at
my legs through the crack between the curtains in the concierge's
lodge and r hugged the wall meHimtlHlBMB:ilti:m~rl5;¡i'lMimmHlmIlHlm\ as;much as
L~d so he wouldn't· see too mucha The only thing 1 liked about
that apartment was a hen. lt looked like it was roosting on the
sideboard, white with a crest like a red carnation falling over one

&\A-eye •.It was cut around the top, which you could lif~ off like a box.
1 ~ lots of pitchers and vases in a wardrobe-in the littl~ bed-....--l(,..~ -- • • " \fi.Jrt~
room and at first, when MaJtcwas comí.ng, I'd "fe~" "hH~Pi\"*li"g+ s~l ~~(9..:::::>the bed with cologne to . t i~ told him the truth, that l

~f~ ~ ~didn't ~ that apartment. He said he didn't fil~ either but ~i;

when two people get along nothing else matters and 1 should remember
~~ -

that ~r~ent wasn't forever. The concierge cametwice a week to
do the heavy housework and l stayed to keep an eye on her. She always
told the same story: how years ago wheld had an accident and hadn't
been able to walk for months. She always told it exactly the same,
about what the doctor had said and what Shd{thought on nights when
she couldn I t sleep, not from the accident, which was d~ ~~~. e,

~~~e~ ~
but from worrying about ~ being able to walk a~ain. 1 asked if
she knew the people who lived next door; she shrugg~d her shoulders
and chuckled. lId never lived in an apartment and that street wasn't as
pretty as the hills behind the house with the irises, but on rainy
days lid sit in the easy chair beside the ottoman, right1against the

t\.""t' t-panes, and watch the umbrellas go by. And 1 wished ~ whole street
could be a sea of shiny umbrellas in all colors, with no people or

ó\?€,,"~~cars, just umbrellas with thunder and li~ing ~OVi\tñ&m.
One night l thought a burgIar had ~ in. lt must have been

around midnight. l went out in the hall aja-tiptoed into the foyer.
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You oouLdn 't hear a thing. r got scared and pushed a chair against
SI,t...U\,~the door with its back below the lock so no one could ~ in. The

doorbell woke me late the next morning; it kept ringing like crazy.
l went to open it and saw Marc, who'd never come at t:tm time of
day. He told me he didn't like jokes and if l ever blocked the door
again it was all over between USe ~_~

.cr- t.\.tt~-d:r&...~ "'-""LCk U
Sorne days :;¡; li~ fJ.IarcaaQ. fel t like l was in love wi th him and \

~ ~{? ~ l3;/ &l ¿~\.EIlcM..l~~~1 o.~Ii:. ..thought maybe we could get married ~eC~8e his wife ::U~~~But
other days he made me jumpy and l stared at him when he wasn't look-
ing and wonderéd what was going on inside his head, whether it was
good or bad. As long as l was in the house with the irises he'd taken
me for rides ~ hSe;r, but that had bar-eIy lasted two months and
once l was in the apartment we stopped going out. Sometimes he would-
n't show~luP for a week and
~~ w·~ u€SoBe te ~ his f~milY(b ~e

tr;ying m.o make me jealous,

when he fin&lly did ~he'd'say he'd
told me proudly and happily, like he was
and l'd rather not have known where he'd

J--been.
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XXVII
My next door neighbor was named Constancia. Whwnever 1 went

I.r..f)~.out or carne 1\' her front door was open. 1 thought she was one of
those people who couldn I t stand living behind close&. doors. Tte first
time we said helIo was one morning wben 1 was about to go down the
stairs and sbe was coming out of the elevator dressed in black and

bat
wearing a mm~ \.¡ithartificial violets on it. She was a..., fat

~~-t,-L\~rt. From tbe back, with ber swollen legs and ankles, sbe looked
like an elephant. All she needed~s a t~l.

Dí' -f~1(1.o.~ e.b' ~~One day~ when 1 was in a~o g m~ 1 told Marc 1 was pregnant
~.l. &M.~ J\

and he said be wo"ldn' t::'W?\?;dlie. the chí.Ld, 1 didn I t get mad ,
because it was something to make you sad, not mad. But it eleared my

~~ $0 {.lfI-.."L,"\ ",,~-thead a little and 1 stopped ha:vi.ngS1J.ChFus:a-en him. That I s why

'the day. Senyora const~nc~·a invited~e to see the clock in he r apart-
\
lCl~\ '\ ~ ~,:?~1L..:_~ 4"UefltJ.....~

ment I~~tb 4~~.-rt was on the mantle aboye the fireplace
in her dining room, which was right against mine. It was gilded,
and aboye the round clockface there were two towers like ~~~

\: . L."'~ ~\.\,. íf ~on a castle. Oa<to:§;/Q:rAáachtower A!' a balcony i;l:iat'Ílv"en1\around4Jt-
Since it was a few minutes before the hour, we sat down on her porch
and she told me about her health. Just when 1 was starting to get
boree, a very delicate little bell chimed and then another louder
one right after it. We got up and went back in the dining room to

~~ ~

~
the clock. Tbe doors on the balconies had opened and two li~

~

; <1
... lL\1""\.~

black and gold . ~ had come out. One was a girl holding out ber
left band. Tbe other was a soldier raising his right hand witb a red

b L\.n V\J/)ename Led flower in it. The f.j~Jl?jt moved round and round as long as
the bells kept chiming and it seemed like tbe soldier wanted to
give tbe flower to the girl, who wanted to take it. But bhey al\'Tays
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S~ ~k~~t~\
passed ~@ t~~ without touching and when the bells stopped ~~5~
they entered their little doors, turned around SO they were facing

~outward, and the doors shut. Through sornebars like ~~ a jail
you could see them standing there till the bell rang again and the
doors opened. As 1 was on my way out, Senyora constancia~ me into
the kitchen and showed me a fish shetd bought; the smell was so strong
I thought lid puke and I wondered if what Itd told Marc as a joke
~L8l, ,~ betrue. When I was back in my apartment, I gotsick again
thinking about that fish and Senyora Conttancia's knees beeause
sheld showed them to me, hiking her skirts halfway up her thigh~,

~

all cover~ with lumps, and she'd told me her circulation was bad,
that the doctors stuck needles a fo~t long in her knees to empty
them. All the time she kept touching the broken strap on a slip that
was lying neatly folded on a ~table on her porch. When we were
at the door she showed me a wart on one side of her tongue that mada
her salivate while she was talking.

I had to run into the bathroom and when Marc carne I told him
there were three of us now. He didnlt reply. He carneback the next
day, took out his wallet, and gave me sornemoney to get rid of it.

l,:t<L ~ WV:::s e ~~Y-t e\..í~:>
I didnlt have to because I ~Qrtea witho~t-Q~ñ§~~·~a~n~~~~~h*i~~n~rl+f~tooearly
to know what lId hade Between Marc and me, or more . y between
me and Marc, something snapped; and I heard the sound. Like a very
skillful hand had toro a silk dress. Rip.



u -B 98
universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

XXVIII
1 felt pretty weak and the doctor said 1 should sunbathe and

eat lots of meat. 1 went down the stairs very slowly because my
belly felt heavy,
felt like ca~ my

but the one time 1 tried taking the elevator I
~q~~,\insides had $1~&~ ~~v and 1 was about to

scream. 1 wmked around for a while looking in store windows and then
sat down on a bench and began ehain smoking. One day when 1 was cold

L~ S(:r.MA-t~"'") '"té)and felt worn out, 1 went into a café to drink~ffie~hing. It was a'" ~~café I'd discovered a few days earlier but 1 hadn't gone ~yet, even
" ( ...though 1 liked it because to get in you had to climb a few stairs

and it ~ad a revolving door. 1 enjoyed being there so much that I
started going every day. lid choose a seat near the window and stay

.;tb~ for a long time looking out,at the.plane treéfm and the people
and cars going by. After two or three weeks, just as 1 was raising
my cup to my lips, the waiterm, who knew me from seeing me so o~en,
carneup and said there was a gentleman who was very eager to~~
with me. I turned a little and spotted him right aWa~bG~~8e i~
was an old roan,thin, with white hair and a little pointy beard. He
was sitting very straight at a table in the back, facing the light.

ki: .,'-co A:~ k*e-.....tL.a: ~ ~The watter asked what r want€Hl h:im t.osay, whether should come to
-e <? ti>~~ 1::>,...

me or would I gom to him. Since he was so old 1 said Itd go to him.
The waiter picked up my cup and took it to ~' ~_tafube,
and I, very politely because he seered so respectable, asked what
he wanted. First he asked ~ if Idd be kind enough to sit down. He

told me he'd been a general and owned two castles on both sides of
a river that was his too, not very wide of course, and in that stretch
of river, which was full of trout, no one could fish but him.

ffewent on talking in a cracked voice that every so often would
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get clear. Hemld me he was well off and then out of the blue he
asked if I liked botany. I said when I was little l'd studied an-
atomy but I couldn't remember a thing about it. He asked if I'd
like another coffee and I said no bey use Itwouldn't be able to

l\s t? ~ AA ? $ cA"' ~ ;-C {\.(l; '*"
sleep that night. . rea ~zed I should have though1ofr:
another reason because it was barely mid-morning, but he kept on mmm

e.UQA~~~~
talking as if he hadn' t ~! ! tt~. He said he fel t lonely, that his
two nephews had half abandoned him, that one was nuts and the other
was close to it, and they~~! from him. That he'd give anything
to have a little youth a-3:'eurfCn!mfthat it wou ld prolong his life
and be a good deed because, he said very naturally, "If I die, where
do dead people's souls gO?lI He turned to face me, put his hands
flat on thewble, and said his s051 attracted dead spirits. Be added
that as soon as he got up he~ read the funeral notice ,

~ &.&:, P<n?.:t.-~I ~~~~~~::...-::a.s quickly as he ccu'Ld, and ~ as many burialgV as ~
~" 1\

~e~Ple he didn't know, it made no difference. H~'d stand at the back,
p~~~ dressed in mourning, and as soon as the crowd entered the

'7Ó\.J q-, wrtl
cemtery the dead ~would join his. Then he asked if Itd like to

{\ 1'-
see his apartment, but right away , And since I had nothing else to
do and wasn't expecting Marc till that evening, I said that since
he insisted ••• And because 1 was bored, and because lId liked all
that stuff about dead souls.

He lived a couple of blocks away. It was a fancy building,with
one stairease to ~ the ~ apartments and another just for his,
which was on the s~cond fl00r. The banister on his staiC2se was made
of chiseled stone like embroidery and in the middle of the court-
yard there was a fountain with water shooting up in the aire Half-
way up the stairs he had to stop because he was gasping, and when
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he could open his mouth to speak he said he suffered from asthma.
l~He stnck his key in the ~ but before he could turn it the door

a.
opened and we saw a sepvant with a face like a~ peasant's and gray

e: ~ ~ ti/' l\....
and black strip~d veste The old man showed me into a very big mmmm
-e-it;i~ room full 01' furniture and nrlnmmmlUl shadows even though it had
three balconies. In front of the center balcony there was a cage on
a column and in one corner a grand piano. 1 went over to look in the
cage, and the old man told me it wa s empty, that he'd had sone canaries
but they's sung so much hefd gotten sick of hearing them and opened
the door. They'd all flown away, one after the other. Then he had
me sit down in an easy chair with a purple silk cushion on one ~
tJ; armt when he saw me looking at it he asked if 1 liked purple •

...,~
Before 1 could answer, he left and came back ~ different
clotheli.

10He asked me to stay ~ lunch. The servant set a round table
with an embroidered tablecloth, plates with gold edges, and goblets
with red bottoms, and in the middle oí the table he put a silver
vase full of white and yellow roses. Neanwhd Le 1 looked at the tap-
estry on the wall at the other end, full of soldiers and lances. In
the middle there was a horse rearing up, with a checkered pennant
fluttering on his head and the checks got smaller and smaller the

~ closer you got to the tip. On the ground in a clum~ ?f gray~there
was a stone that looked like an egg in a nest.

« The lunch began with a clear soup that tasted like julienne
.. ~~s~~and when we'd dr~~ it the servant brought a long, narrow platter

r¡ shaped like a rí.sh, and inside there was a fish covered with gela-
~ .,

tin. We ate it all. The old man said it had been caught in a river,
but you could see from a mile aw~~ that it hadn't been, and when
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the servant had ~shown him the platter before setting it down,
hetd whistled under his breath and said "What a fish!11 For dessert
trie had a11 kinds of cheeses and finally, when nothing was left, the

...-.
old man got up, went to the end of the room and stopped in front of a
high, narrow cabinet beside the tapestry, full of little drawers.
Re hunted around for a while and then carne back and gave me a rolled
wafer. 1 ete it very slowly because the crunching made me self-
conscious since 1 was the only one eating it. He asked if it was
good and 1 said yes. 'I'hen he went out ~, carne back \..¡ith
a big book, sat down, made me move my chair so it was right next to
his, opened the book where he wanted to, stuck his finger on a flower
and said I1See?That's mustard.11
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XXIX
Just as I opeBed the door I heard the ~Phone and when I

reached it, it stopped ringing. I lay down on the ottoman, thin~ing
that compared to the air in that general's apartment, the air
the street sme11ed fresh
~lIL-
~I was dozing, the phone rang again. I PiC~~~id
IIHello,1Iand the voice at the obne r end said nilCU-wrong

again, I thought happily about how I

and sweet as a rose, and a half hour later,

ber." As I was dozing off
~V~t'jo=--7\ buy a pink dress.

When Ma~c carne at ten, I was asleep. Without giving me time to

was

figure out where 1 was, I'd been sleeping so soundly, he asked where
G~ ~r~"""lid ~. 1 told him lid a'walk. He didn't reply,

a while he piped up again and said he didn't like being
(i'~I'd been since lId left the clinic, ~ be

but after
UflH"

fOOled~~
better .,..

like he
as tired as

~c:t~..{~\
ry.iaf!'~~ out so much. 1 just sat there, because it seemed

w~~\1 <tb.. \to make me mad , and whe n he asked if ¡.. hadn' t:; done anything
else 1 said no. And the truth was I felt so groggy I~ didn't even

{1~
remember ~ gentleman with the castles. He said why didn't 1 find

S~irlfriend waí~ gO,~ut with ~and keep me company~. 1said
~. \I\'i\te'~sometimes,2" T..¡ent to vi Ailtthe lady next door but I didn I t like her

because she had a wart on her tongue and showed me her thighs. ThenLv- WCV' .

he said ~ going away for three months and, since lid been
getting more and more annoyed, I answered that 1 wasn1t surprised
and maybe sometime he'd find a couple of hours to spend with me.
In a slightly cold voice, he said 1 couldn't need him that much with
all the time 1 wasted going to caf~s and other places. 1 hit him
in the chest, he sat there stiff as a board, and 1 shouted that I
wasn't going to hang around the house all day knitting and asking
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his permission to get a little fresh aire He didn't touch me, but
the dirty look he mmm shot me was enough. When he was gone I thought
Itd made a mistake and maybe~hould have told him lId had lunch with

~~\ i'-
tha, ~. I went out on the porch and sat there for a ~ong time,
wide awake ••• until the sun rose.

Before nine they called again and when 1 asked who it was the
. "d" O-~~) b b, d h 11 th t d Tvoa.ce sal. J..'ti w*1(wrong num er. 1- scayo ome a a ay. he

next morning when Í opened my door, 1 saw ~ nextm door ne~~~
on the landing, wearing her hat with those violen~ and she ~p~nnaerld--
something about going to buy plastic flowers for a pote As we were
going mm down the stairs 1 asked if anyone had ever called her and
then said right away it was a wrong number. She answered ~so fast
I couldnlt understand a word she said. To avoid the eneral, 1 sp~nt

Ivp'tc('~ -t\'~ ~.s< ..
even or eight days uithout goi~ 41!t0J\..thatcafé nd instead of walking

toward the Passeig de Gracia I went toward the Diagonal. I was very
bored. One morning I saw a wedding at the Pompeia Church and stopped
to wait for the bride and groom to come out. As they were having
their picture taken I caught a climpse of the bride through the
crowd, all dressed in pretty white lace from head to toe, with a cloud
of tulle that started from her shoulders and pointy silver shoes.
They took one shot of them gazing into each other's eyes, and they
looked so lovesick 1had to turn away to keep from ~~~~ ~. 1

went back the way I'd come, and sinee 1 didn't know where to go and
didn't feel like walking around, I wandered into the caf~ with the

~ ~C;IACl\ ~lt,~general. He was sitting at ~at 9~ table ~nd you could see ~
í.ti í f..... 1" a4'A.~~ .r-wal. l.ng or me secause as soon as came l.nhe mQtlon~ to me ~

~is~§~to come over~ He asked where lid been hiding since
~.Jt. t.c--~",,·r iM- SD l~\

:i.t ns.d b~en so ~g sinre-her-a. seen meAand -then he invited me to
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please have supper with him that evening, and how he'd gotten a
book with leaves pasted in it down from the top of a bookshelf and
he'd tell me about how mandrakes scream.

S~af~~That afternoon l went "1;0 som@ ~lJO;i'- V~ ~~~~ for a pink dress.
lId forgotten all about it. The ones l saw weren't quite what l had
in mind, sornebecause the pink was too bright and others because it
was too pale, but what annoyed me was that one 1 liked all right,
though l wasn't crazy about it, was ~ight and the salesgirl
tried to persuade me to take it, saying that was the style. Though 1

really didn't feel like it, l went to the general's house for supper.
The servant with the striped vest let me in. ~~e set the table,
and the julienne soup, the platter with the fish ~119POQ 7;J~ gela-
tin, and the cheeses appeared: all the same. Then, likeFhe ~day,
the old man spent a long time in front of the cabinet with the little
drawers hunting for a wa~er. When lId eaten it, we sat down by the
cage and he started telling me weird stories about plants. 1 alrrived

~;~~home and a moment later the phone rang. 1 picked it up,
~~ ~1>ttLW~{~resigned, and as usual a voice said lI~G~e. 11 And ~ar~3:Eln I'\;write'

~a sj~gle lifie.Q,
1 spaced out my visits to Senyora Constancia 1Zz:t~ but one

day, fingering the broken strap on that slip she always kept folded
on the coffee table, she said men were like babies, poor guys •••
And then l don't know what happened but 1 started to hate her. And
every day it got worse. She must have noticed, and especially that
1 was avoiding her, andm maybe that's why she started pesteríng me.
She was always underfoot. Once when 1 went to buy sorneaspirin at the
drug store, the clenk said every time 1 went there she'd drop by a

M'6\M.e.....~
mi~t€ later and ask what l'd bought. Till one day 1 ran into her
in the grocery store, she pulled me aside, and very mysteriously,
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~with her lips almost touching my Cheek,~whispered that they were
spying on me from the bui~ding across the street.
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xxx
The next day I found her on the landing, talking to a short,

-tC\. <JI--fat man with a round ~pink as a crayfish. 8he introduced USe

He was her younger brother. All three of us started laughing, me
because it seemed so ~hat a guy like that would be such a

o:> _ D

tall lady's brother and them without knowing why 1 was laughing and
just to be polite. Two weeks later she introdmced me to another bro-

~ 1 . k b t 11ther, older than her, whose was a so p1n, ut he was a er
than the first one. No matter how hard 1 tried, 1 couldn't avoid
her. 1 oiled the lock and, to fool her, l'd open the door a few times
like I was going out and then sneak back inside to see if I could
wear her out. But when 1 got back, no matter what time it was, she
was always mmmmmm@ waiting on the landing. She must have lived with

~l\..U1.~ ..acoher eye ~ai~t the peephole, looking and listening. One day she
wasn't on the landing and 1 thought maybe she'd died. That was the
day the shenanigans with the doormat started. As I was putting the
key in the lock, it seemed lime so~ething had changed. It was the
doormat, which was crooked, with one corner up against the door.
~--t't- """~IA~&.~I straightened it with my footJ"vJ.i.:&hoatttÜnlttng an;yiffi,;i..Rg~happy to

~ )\
be able to come home in peace. The next day the same thing happened:
the doormat, which must have been in its normal place when 1went
out because I hadn't even noticed it, was turned around again with~tthe short end facing the other side of the landing. 1 ~~'t know
how many days this stunt lasted. She'd come out when 1was away,

~l(.c.~kick the doormat so it was crooked, and ~back inside. It must
have been her way of telling me she knew I'd gone out. The worst
part wa:s 1 couldn' t sa;yanytl$:ingbecause 1 never caught her in tine
act. One morning 1 made it crooked myself and went out doubled over
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with laughter. At midday, when I came back, it was in its usual
place. I ~~t 0peo}t; again and trhe next day it was straight.

And meanwhile the ~ne would ring every day. Theytd stopped saying
"E,x~\~dnd';,uld ask if the r-e were any tickets left tor the

%h~~.afternoon show or whether Senyora Maspons or Senyor Martí was
I said no, no, no, very patiently, and lots of days Itd leave the
Phone off the hook for hours. The concierge carne and went, and her
husband peeked at my legs whenover- he coul.d, I didn tt hear a peep
out of Marc for days and the general invited me to supper a couple
of times a week. I didn't feel like seeing him but 1 went anyway
because I felt funny staying at home.

One day when hetd invited me I met ~enyora Constaocia's brothers
on the landing. They were carrying some big package s tied with
string and had left the elevator door open. I was about to walk by
~ but they sai~ello and one asked me to pIe ase step inside.
And 1 still dontt know how it happened but I found myself in the
elevator with those two brothers, and the younger one said they
might as well take oafr~~e=&f it and the older one put down his
package s and tried to undo the top button on my blouse. I stamped
on his toe so hard he screamed and when we stepped out of the ele-
vator I saw he was limping. They hadntt done anything, but my

blood was boiling. 1 entered the general's apartment like it was
~eaven and while 1 was waiting in that huge sitting room, lwent
up to the tapestr~ t~lOOk at that stone in the ne~t and 1 touched
it. That day he said ~never told him anything about my life, and
he asked what 1 didm, m if I had a family or some boyfriend. After

~supper~en he went to fetch the wafer, he stood~like he was frozen
f~F a~~ in front of the cabinet with the little drawers. It
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seemed like he wanted to mave but couldnlt. I didnlt ~mm know
he rernmnded me of thewhat to do and maybe because he was so still

W\"t~111-'1'> $ ~ [ lA .skifineQ man~n Senyor Jaumels tower, and then 1 saw him changed into
a tree of nerves with his brain on top like a splotch of milk and the
tail on his brain draining down through his spine. The servant led
him away, and 1 got out as fast as I could. When 1 got home, 1 had

~to run to the bathroom and ~ up the whole meale"k\rVV't.ó.. "",f' e- J ~ ~ Ce.., l~Marc~ t~e next morning, without l@tting me rt- .. first, and
instead of being happy to see him I told him to look for another
apartment, that the one I was in was getting on my nerves. He ran
his fingers through my hair, laughing, and said he was working on
it but it was hard because he wanted to find sameplace really nice.
I got tbe feeling he was just saying it to shut me up, and I was
about to tell him what Senyora Constancia did, but I ~ thought

~}~e capab'Le tf telling me 1 was nut s, He left very quickly saying
he had work to do and when he was on tbe landing he said held come
more often. 1 ~ dressed and went out. Since 1 felt like seeing new
people I went into a café on the Diagonal where lId never been before.
Above the banquetteg, in sorne lit-up glasS' cases, there were pressed

9'.e~
fernsmmmm that made patterns like fine brocade. I . . that café

4,tl~K (f'A--t
because it seemed like I could hide away hhere and lId ~less
\Q~Que becaus;, it was so small. And since Marc's return had_ & o- P"-IlA.been more a~ ann~J~ce than anything else, 1 started gping there a
lote 1 alw~ys saw the same faces and I liked thiriging how the other
sides of those ferns in the glass were covered with little fury
chocolate-colored spots. Soon 1 noticed sorne men wha were sitting
down when I carne in and were still there when I left. They sat in
the back and 1 got used to sitting there too. One of them wore a
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suit with ~~~ checks, silk socks withlittle holes in them, and
'o '1o\'("('O\.Ll~ ~r {-C¿la-"'::" tL<..~low tan shoes,~hinyta8 a FRi'1\~.Since they were always deep in

conversation, 1 looked at them the whole time and imagined I was a
little sick girl and theyld come to visit me and keep me company.
The man with the checked suit's shoes had a pattern of little holes
on the toes and around the heels. Sometimes he'd cross his legs and
swing one of them back and forth and the shoe would come and go,
flashing as it moved 8~. Sorne days Ifd feel an urge to hug him,
to stick my hands in all his pockets and unbutton his veste When I
got tired of looking at his shoe, lid look at his ear. It wasn't
like a murderer's; the lobe was round and stood out from his head.
The gentleman who sat facing me was fat and I didn' t like h.irnmuch
because he had .~~.~ cheerful ~PP~ien on his face. He
was very well dressed too. One day I realized hetd caught me staring
at the man witt_ the shoes. And I felt embar-r-aased ,
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XXXI
I'd never been able to wear abra because my breasts were

so small that when I raised my arm, even if the bra was very~-:~' it would ride up around my neck. But I had to do something
if I was going to wear that pink dress lid finally bought and which
was so tight you could see everything. I'd spent all night look-

~ing at rnyself in the mirror, sometimes thinking I looked ~t~and
s~*i~ ~

~bQP tiffiJ\ that I looked indecente I went ~ lots of shops and
ni .. l' Wttl IA.~ LLt..(.~a:*rtment stOf1S'S,searching for a ní.ce corset but ¡¡iíthout ¡éjndjng
~ till I discovered a little shop where everytbing seemed very
pretty and well made. The lady who ran it told me not to get a
separate bra and gird~e and said I'd feel more secure in a cor-
set. Because of the way I was built, I couldn't wear abra.

She showed me lots of corsets: pink, black, and white ones.
With elastic on the side~ so you could move around inside them.
Sorne with backs and others backle ss so you could we ar low-cut
gowns. Sorne had straight straps and others had crossed ones. With
rubber clasps to hold upyour stockings and plastic or metal
clasps hidden by little silk bows. She showed me one made of tur-
quoise satin covered with lace, with a lace rutfle on the bottom
that must have been a nuisance but couldnlt have been prettie~~.
ID fell in love with it. S inca' tihe fancy ones cost much more than
I could afford, she brought out sorne others made of patterned
elastic, with openwork like they'd been sewn and a design made
of mmmmmmmm leaves and branches, and~he middle there was a
strip ~

~ of satin with a zipper. I bought one of those. I complained
that it was a little tight, but she said it should be like that,
tha~ after Itd worn it ~ á\vhile it would give, that Itd get



u- 111
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

'" c,.Le
~'\used to it {~ \__.~~ and not even realize

she said it ga.ve me a great figure. Gn the
1 was wearing it. And
dressing room walls

there were some little engravings of old-~ashioned ladies in
corsets. Qne showed a lady with lots of hair and red and white
striped stockings, with bloomers down to below her knees and flared
at the bottom and a corset that pushed her breasts up so high
they looked like they were on a tray. A chambermaid with a coif
was Lac í.ngup the corset, with her knee
for more leverage. The lady was wearing

~ aRel l:"€PlBG like partridge eyes.
Since the lady who owned the shop had advised me to wear the

against the lady's back
~ ~~~ C)-high shoes with buttons~

r:

corset around the house so lid get used to it and it would stretch,
as soon as 1 got horne l hurried to put it on. l looked at myself
in the mirror, and 1 felt like a real vamp. l had a bunch of
little blue ribbony roses on my bosom, surrounded by pale green
moss. l left it on to sleep and got into bed thinking soon lid be
able to wear the pink dress. lid already bought some pink ~
shoes and a necklace with pink ~~~, big ones all the same size,
the kind that fit tight around your neck like a dog's collar, a
cheap doml's necklace that had cost next to nothing.

1 woke up feeling like 1 wa s wearing a suit of armor. My body
ached and l'd dreqmt 1 was suffocating tied up in a sack. The cor-
set had been squeezing me and l had to take it off like 1 was

{}JeA!>tearing off my skin beca.use the zipper ~ stuck. When 1 ranm my-te S~ {4 .....~~ ~d::~~hands along my sides so tbe~ we~~n't hurt ~ ~ felt so
~ that 1 looked in the mirror. You could see the pattern from
the elastic branches and leaves on my skin. lt didn't disappear
till the next day.
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tk~-tWhen 1 went out shopping ~~~n~t~h~e~~Q*±ee-@@-~~-t~-b~e~m~rning\~ got
l,..~:r ~ t11A-l'-v l"-",, ~ ....Ja surprise. Senyora Constancia, who ~ince shetd started foo1-

ing with my doormat WQ,S n9V9r on ~]a'Q,c1j,Rg, was waiting for me,
~ \V'-~~stiff as a broom. She asked ~ why 1 never visited her, she ~

me to come in, and she said, very o0zy and chummy, that she thought
about me al1 the time, that if 1 wanted she could introduce me
to one of her nephews or, if 1 preferred, a banker friend of hers,
a real gentleman, elder ly, be~'te ahe said na girJ/in your prof ession

should k":~.;~~~"':\er graces." Bhe si.ghed and explained

that her husband had left her for a fortune teller and shetd had
to do a11 kinds of jobs to make a living. 1 just atared at her and
thought 1IGod,you f re ~ ug1y! 11 because a.LL 1 cared about was that
pink dress and the pink necklace to attTact that handsome gantle-
man in the café "vith +he ferns who Id never even looked at me. And
1 bought a bottle of sexy cologne.



U B 113
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

&f.e..H.e~CarefuIIy bathed, combed, and {OS~, with a dab of perfume
Q.4..Ll:.. -r-' q.......- tU"-behind ~eari and my ~-nails Iike~iny mirrors, I sat down

on a chair in the dining room to straighten out my purse. The next
thing I knew my breasts were as high as that lady's in the en-
graving. I paced around the dining room a few times, worrying,and
finaIIy decided to take off the corset and go ~I was. The
streets Iooked pretty and it ,,¡asL'i.ketihe sky had just been washed ,
I didn't even remember that, whiIe I was
the corset, theO phone had rung twice and------------~------~~~~
front of the Pompeia Restauran there was a~----~--~~====~~
Two young guys were Ieaning aga~"ft, one in a Iight blue sweat-
er and the other in a dark bIue one/with a red kerchief around
his neck, As I passed, the one in the Iight bLue sweaber-, who was
facing me and must have seen me coming, said ltDidyou ever see a
dream vlallting?"I kept on Li.ke I hadn't noticed, and one of tihem
mEm~ whistIed. Some things ar~ hard to expIain: those two
guys, who another day might have cheered me up , threw a kind of
shadow over my happiness at wearing that new outfit. Who knows
why? In the cªf~, the waiter, who was young and new on the job,
touched my shoulder and said héld asked me three times what I
wanted and I hadn't answered. It must have been true; I don't
know. AII I know is I feIt devastated because lid hoped to make

XXXII

';:11\an entrance, what t~ey call a grand entrance, w~t?-the pink dress,
V\.r:JV'D-and it turned out that ~ of those gentIemen was there. When

trhe\vaiter put the cup down on the tabIe he Ieaned over a Iittle
Q.p--J' ) (0)--(./\ ~ ,( e.~

more +han he had to and whispered ih my ~'4n a r1(-e • • •II I

'1 " 'f
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drank ~ first sip of coí'fee without even looking at him.
They didn't stay away ~ long. 1 saw their silouettes before

they came in and didn't stop looking at them out of the corner of
my eye till they were sitting at their tablee The handso~guy, WhO~
as BBual~sat with his back half to me, smo~thed his hair and then
1 noticed his watch. Tbe face was black and the numberB avo~it
glittered whenever the light caught them. lnstead oí'a strap, it
had agold band as thick as two ~ingers. 1 was getting bored and
wondering what the hell 1 was doing there between the table and tbe
glass case with tbose men talking and laughing without even noticing
me, dressed in pink like a jerk and with my feet tucked under the

a..u.> 0..1 t @; r ICO.table so they wouldn' t see my shoes. 1 want.ed to get ~Bd ~

but 1 didn't Rare; 1 was sure they'd see my thighs outlined against
the light, and 1 kept wondering what to do till they left. In tbe
street, 1 felt naked. 1 thought how the phone had rung twice, how
lid find the doormat crooked, and 1 started í'eeling jumpy. All of
a sudéen 1 felt like 1 was being followed. 1 couLd feel it in my
skin. They must have started following me when 1 was still on the
Diagonal and maybe they'd waited for me, hiding behind a paIro
tree. 1 didn't dare turn around because 1 didn't want the people
following me to realize l~as onto them. When 1 reached my buil-
ding, 1 turned around and there was no one there. The concierge's
husband ogled my legs as usual, and aJS soon as 1 got home 1 took
off the pink dress and never put it on again with my own hands.
1 was sure 1 waa being watched, that 1 was surrounded by eyes 1
couldn't see. 1 opened the curtains and looked in all the corners.
It wou ld be hour-s before Marc came and 1 didn' t know what to do;
1 paced to and fro, 1 stood awhile staring out at the landing
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through the ~eePhole, and 1 lay down on the ottoman to see if
1 could sleep. The phone woke me. 1 picked it up and a manIs voice
said he had to see me. 1 said there was nothing he had to see me
about and he said yes, there was, it was very important, and 1
said 1 wasn't used to seeing people whose names 1 didn't know and
1 asked what his name was. He wouldn't say; he just repeated that
he had to talk to me, and he insisted so much that finally, so
he wouldn't think 1 was a namb~pamby afraid of ha~ing a drink,
since he'd asked me to come ~n and have a drink, 1 said l'd
wait for him in tine lobby. 1 dchIl'tknow why , but 1 asked if he
lived in the neighborhoód. He said yes, and as 1 hung up 1 could
hear him laughing.

1 saw him coming, with his chest out like he was trying to
~k l\.\.V\.st.\~

look taller, because he was short. He had a loo.f of bread under
r:
one arme There were two big bald patches on his forehead, and
everything about him breathed a kind of uneasiness, and a self-

1bf b-vt 1M- '1 V\. €. {'~ ..satisfaction that ~Fi~a~d mrt We went into the first café we
saw, and then 1 noticed his lips. Itd never seen anything like
them; they were weird-looking, and the upper one was puckered
and wavy like a chain of flowers. We talked about the weather,
whether 1 laed to read, what 1 did. 1 told him 1 was very busy
and he chortled a little~Ynaer hi~ brc~th-tAfter a half hour chat-
ting about nothing in particular, he said he had to get back to
work, he paid, and we left. In the lobby 1 held my hand .out so
held realize it was time to go, but he wouldn't take it; he said
he'd wmk me to the elevator. When we were at the door 1 said I
never used it, that 1 took the stairs, and 1 hold out my hand
again but he opened the door, push6d me a little, and when the
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eyevator started he gripped my arm and shoved me into a corner so
I could hardly move. He tried to kiss me and I turned away as much
as I could and he searched for my lips and when he was about to
find them I sucked them in and bit them. He followed me out of the
elevator andrS I was putting the key in the lock, he begged me
to let him in. I didn't want to get mad~because I still couldn't
figure out what was happening and, laughing, 1 told him to go eat
ki.. kt-ct~ boaf of bread, to ~ ~Bt, and he stood there beside me,
stubborn and surprised,and even then he asked me two more times to
let him in. 1 pushed him away, he grabbed my hand and sque.ezed it
to hurt me and with his eyes bugging out of his head he whispered
furiously that 1 f d be sorrY~3? wh:a:t 1:' d done@ 1 shut +he door, so
upset that I tripped and fell, spilling all the water on the floor,
because there was a bucket in the fOyer~ull of dirty water. Late
that night, even though lId goreright away to tell the concierge's
husband sherd left her bucket in my apartment and should come and
get it, that bucket was still in the foyer.
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XXXIII
I couldn't get to sleep, thinking about that bucket. I got

Up and went to see if they'd taken it away at the last minute
without telling me, but the bucket was still there; with the mop
lying on the floor. Just as I was reaching for the mop , I s aw
something little~nd gray sticking out under the door that led to
MIO h~in the other ~mmmmm half apartment. I bent down to

lñ-tlook: it was a littlo ~~rce50f cloth. It was so tiny that I
coúldn't grab ~~ef it, but I got scared because 1 tbought it

ll~was sticking out a ~ less than before~I'd bent down, as if they'd
pulled it back. 1 thought a little scrap of cloth shouldn't scare
me andIwith my na~ Ttried to pull it toward ~ 1 couldn't. 1
went to get a needle, stuck it in the ~loth, and while 1 was trying
to edge it woward me they gave a yank from the other side and it
disappeared. 1 ran down the hall and shut myself in the bedroom.
My heart was pounding. When I'd calmed down 1 went back out to the
foyer~~ oeeml:i.i:ifeT'he keyho l,ein the door to the other half_ Ll~ "-'~$kl~~V\j
apartment was bright?~v,~~ te~ a liglit-A-0nthe other sido. 1
tiptood over, bent down, and when my oye was against the ,keyhole it
went dark like there was another eyo on the other sido. 1 turned
off the light and kept still, hardly breatbing. After a long time,
since 1 couldn't hear a tbing, 1 opened the front door and left
the mop and bucket on the landing.

1 didn't get to sleep till just before daybreak. 1 woke up
CL t~_kD~ lCLte4'~ with a headache, and the first thing 1 did was go out on the
landing to see if they'd taken waay the bukket. 1 ran back in the
bedroom and slept till it was time to go to the café with the
ferns. To me it was like water in a deserte 1 wore normal clothes
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and all the men were there except him. But 1, because 1 needed
him, knew he'd come and that, even though he always sat half
facing away, hetd noticed me. 1 didn't take my eyes off the door,
and soon 1 saw his silouette. He walked in front of me, he was
wearing a very light gray suit, and as soon as he reached his
table he turned the collar on his jacket up and rubbed his hands
together like he was freezing, even though it was warm, and then
he looked at me with his eyes bright and laughing like a kid's
and sat down facing me. 1 pretended' to pick something up off the

IN\/\. '"\ .

floor so he wouldn't think 1 was paying~attention to him. And every-
thing stopped: the fear and anxiety. Even though 1 didn't look at
him. 1 looked at his shoes. And that day one of his friends who
was sitting at a tibIe ft;trther~~ with aman 1 didn't recognize,
taliing in whispers like they were discussing business, stuck omt
his foot when 1 left and if 1 hadn't stepped aside he would have
tripped me. 1got back to my apartmentlaughing and thinking how
he'd tried to trip me, and when 1 reached the dining :rmm 1 felt
lim something had changed. It was-hard to figure out what it was,
because everything looked the same. It was the hen. Itd always kept
it facing iHi~ the porch, and now it was turned around with its:-,
tail where its head should be and its head facing the other way.
It couldn't have been the concierge because it wa~nrt her day to
clean. 1 stood there for a while stªring at it, as if the white
china could tell me what ha1happe~, but 1 was still feeling too
good and lay down on the ottoman with my face buried in the cushions
and started thinking about the watch and ring on that man at the·
café with the ferns, a big ring with his initials and his wedding
ring underneath it. That wedding ring annoyed me and 1 wished 1
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hadn't seen it, as if wedd í.ng rj~ngs wer~ ahid,eous deform~ty on
men's:ring fingers.

That evening Harc came anO. stared at me the wholetime like
, t' t tih í ~~". t' I t 10.' h í Id' 0.' 1 t the wa s s ar~n€??a some ~ng\s range. 0_ am ~ n wan

-Che concierge to have a key to the apartment, that l'd clean it,
that T didn't wánt the concierge in my house, anO. I pounded,my
fists against hí.s che sf ,. andhe ~ m;y arms and said~:>e'd ask

her for the key, anO. he kept asking me what was the matter and
every time he asked l said n~thing was the matter, that l wanted
the concierge's key. He went to ask for it and gave it to me. r

;

hugged him happily, though I felt more like crying. He sa~te was
in a very bad mood, he'd been trying not to show it but that busi-
ness with the key had wade it even worse anO. he asked me to stop
going to·,·thatcaf~ every mor-n í.ng; l froze • ..r didn' t ,kn()w'what to
say or 0..0, l went out on the porch, came back in the dining room

o,
and saio. there was no harm in me going to ~caf~. He ~lared at
me and I -asked who 'd tolO. him l" ~Jent.to a caf~. 'Hesaiª, that had

. ~ . . .' . .

nothing to do with it. 1 told him furiously that nei-ghrbrhe nor
anybcdy e:Lse;was go i.ng to stop me from going to a eaf~~ He buttoned
up his jacket, saio. we'o. see about that, anO. left.

That rrí.ghti the knocking ,started. At first Téouldril-t !.,igure
out where it,_was c omí.ng f'r-om but tih en l realized it was the wall

, -
with the Tireplace. Benyora Constancia must have fel"!?like pl~ying.

" ~~~14~ 10 t"fiL ~./ .They were .~c--*;;eYele$¡\ Lí.ke someone was using 'a hammer 'wrappeo.
. II~4.","kc...tf .' f t'l o. .a.n ~" ".our~n a mmmmrow, hen s a ence , an when ~t aeemed

like they t d stoppeo. 't;heystarted m.¡;mriI.m up agaí.n, 1 couldn I t fall
asleep anO. got up tww or three times tc see if there was light

haIf
coming through the door to the other¡epartment. The next day I
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K'LXIV

For a few days, maybe a week, nothing new aappened. Sorne
nights, not all of them, 1 heard knocks above the fireplace and
every day when I got home l'd find the doormat different frorohw
lId left it. Three or four times, at night, I felt like someone
was in the hall or the kitchen. The first time I stayed in bed,

4\ft~ u-~ .
scared 0Ü~~:t:,,-\tir~~e others I eet'rtll~ T,ventto the dining
room door, ~is'tened ~ a~ile,w;i.t.laoutbrbtbi n~f and suddenly
pushed it open, shaking from head to toe. 1 never saw anyone and
only one time, the second, it seemed like a chair was out of
place. 1 didn't ~ my eyes all night, thinKing an~istening, and

t\;~sinee I cou1dn't give up going to ~ café with thefurns ever,y
morning, I spent almost al1 my afternoons sleeping. The weather
didn It heLp ; it was cloudy, the d ays v"ere gettine: shorter and the
wind slowly stripped the tree~~

One afternoon when I was sitting on the porch, not thinking
or looking at anything,
&-"(k\~~me out litt1e by little,I suddenly noticed
glassed-inm porch on the building across the street

because soreafternoons 1 felt like they'd
CfV\. a.,

that 1(cthe-
somecne was

waving to me. It was the man with the puckered lip. I felt like
lId seen sornenasty wild beast, but 1 turned away like I hadn't
spotted him, and a minute later he shot back inside. He was a
tailor. I knew a tailer lived acroas the street, because lId noticed
that on the porch across frOIDmine there was a dummy with gray
hair and a frock coat. But Itd never noticed tht people in the
apartment.

Marc whowed up earlier than usual with a friend Itd never
seen. I gave them some cognac and had a~siP myself, because a
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little cognac made me talkauive but too much went straight to my
head. Since all three of us smoked, the dining room quickly got
~~ cloudy. Marc's friend had light blond hair and a black silID
patch over one eye. His name was Eladi. And Marc, when he intro-
duced us, said he was an historian. The eye without the patch was
blue as a fLower ; To greet me he took one of my hands between his
and, staring into my eyes with that flower-eye of his, he kissed
m;y hand'[:':ifbh hi.s lips ~ touching it. Marc said he 'd be away

IIV'-ILagain for a couple of months and had asked Eladi to keep ~ com-
pany.

As soon as they were gone, 1 pulled down the blinds and turned
off the dining room light. Right away I spotted the tailor, w:p.o«Il~~~my porch. He must have had a grand old time seeingwas stan~§ at
me dressed any old way, especially in the morning or when I got up
at night because in the summer Itd sleep naked or in filmy, trans-
parent nightgowns. Suddenly he turned around. His wife was coming
from the back of the apartment and when she reached the porch, he
began brushing off the dummy. ~e went a little further inside and,
since his wife had her back to him and COUldrit¡ftsee what ~e was .L

ti: ~- fuat, LV:v e. !\l, l'\:,
doing, from time to time he glanced at my porc ,.as jjbe cO~dn\\~

~ Q~ v-e.&.l~~4. ..~bimse~'~is wife's skin was ~~~2gd. She was skinny and
walked with her head and shoulders jutting forward and her belly
so far in that in profile she looked 1ike a bow for shouting arrows.
When she 1eft, he went out on the porch again and just stood there
staring. Jl.1aybehe dofl..ldn't gra.sp that the blinds were down , 1 could-
n't sleep that night. I wasn't used to sleeping in theffirk and I felt
like I was suffocating. But I covered my head, feeling like the
tailor could see me through the blinds. As~oon as I got up I went



u -B 123
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

{l) ~~ tL~\l ~) ~C\.t
\añd to my amazement 1 saw Senyora Constancia giving an envelope
r: b\A.tc,\ &.s.-to the doorman , the building across the street who was s\ilTeeping

the entrance. 1 went to,the café wi th the f erns, almost passing
out from tiredness, but first 1 brought,the doormat inside so
that lady couldn't have any more fun with it.

From that day on, whenever 1 got home I'd run to the blinds
and always see the tailor staring, beeause he must have seen me
go in and know 1 was peeking at him; they must have be en trying
to scare me. me even looked my way while he was fitting suits and
one day 1 laughed to myself because 1 thought how he must be mess-
ing them up. That was the day 1 noticed a coffee-colored car half
a block long parked on the other side of the street. And that
day with the car 1 found the first photo.
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The photo was of Marc and a lady who must have been his
wife. They were in a garden, sitting on a bench; she had a cigarette

~~. d' f' 'B'~her 11.ps an he, lean1.ngover, was of er1.ng her a 11.ght. eh1.nd
them were some flowers that looked like hydrangeas, but the photo
w~s a little blurr~ and you couldn't tell for sure. On the right~
was a big round thing like a slice of watermelon. I~found the
picture on the f100r under the bathnmom sink, and I left it there.
But now and then l'd go and look at it. I'd pick it up, hold it
for a while, and put it back on the floor. To see the expression
on Marc's face when he was with his wife, an expression lid never
seen, full of respect and devotion. She wasn't pretty. Ehe was
wearing a suromer dress, open at the top~~ard a{!:)~.~old chain

~ ""1I\~,~lWl~~~~'around her neck with ~ medallion tucked ~. uor ha ir was neatly Q.

combed back and gathered; you could see it was fine and there was 1\...
10t1l of it. Aftter looking at the picture four or five times, I

~\t
spotted her wedding ring; it had a big diamon~

I lived in the dark so the tailor wouldn't see me and~~e-
times, when I had to be in the bedrooro for a while, I'd put a
chair in front of the baleony with apile of clothes over the back.
One morn ing through the bl inds 1 ~e t;e tail or' s wife, ve ry still ,
staring at my porch, which I~d never seen her do before. Down be-
low that coffee-colored car was parked, and after keeping my eye
on itFor a while, because 1 wanted to find out whose it was, 1
heard the clock with the towers chiming like it was right inside
my apartment. It gave me a start. I ran inside thinking they must
have drilled a hole froro Senyora Constancia's dining room and 1

~.
started poking the wall to see if the paper would give. I couldn't
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find a thing. I went in the kitchen to 100k for the wire I used
to unclog the sink and began poking under the moldings to see if
they'd mad~ it above the floor tiles. I walked to the caf~ without

~seeing ~ ~~~7~)like the streets and buildin@s didn't existe A1l
I saw was that photo with the hydrangeas, and all I heard was that
hammer knooking *- against the wall.

~L\jl~i(; cr ~
But then I had a fewf\.,~~. For the moment, that tai lor

disappeared off his porch and the phone stopped ringing. I still
spent a couple of nights listening for sounds in the foyer and
waiting for those knocks, but since I couldn't hear anything I
started to relax. The photo had disappeared. One afternoon I'd left
it under the bathroom sink when lId finished looking at it, and the
next day it was gone. Maybe Marc, who the day he'd introduced rre
to E1adi had said he'd be gone for a while but didn't actually get
around to leaving, had picked it up and taken it away. With the
doormat in the apartment, I didn't spend so much time when I was

LAout wonderíng how it wou1d ~ when I got back. And since after a1l
there was no way ~o figure out how from the porch Itd been ab1e to
hear the chimes on Senyora Constancia's clock, I started thinking
maybe Itd drearnt it. I on1y thought that for a few days, because all

'c...lRlthat peaee and quiet went up in smoke a$~~d~y as it had started •.
One morning I found another photo in the drawer on the night table
in the bedDOom, where I on1y slept when Marc was there. You could
see a deserted beach, and in the water two boys' heads were bobbing.
In the middle of the sand, wearing a funny-looking hat, was Marc's
wife. 1 fe1t a sudden urge to smoke a cigarette and for someone
else to 1ight it. Since I chain smoked a1l afternoon, that night

L~kt_~~~n:, and the next morningI had to raise t.heblinds to -lTeep Iiom
P , <ti!'
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when I got Up the first thing I saw was that tailor waving to me
frOID hi s porch. 1 yariked the blinds down so 1I;i..l~~ '¡¡lIat. they

broke, threw on sorne clothes, and beat it out of there like someone
was chasing me. On the landing, coming up the stairs, were two men
talking and laughing who went into Senyora Const~ncia's apartment.
She'd left the door wide open. The first thing I noticed on the street
was that coffee-colored car, and then I realized it had been days
since L' d seen it. All tihe'(¡.¡ayto the corner I couldn' t stop thinking
how that tailor must still be spying on me from his porch.

I I .. Tn<>~ • Idon t know how ~o all th~s lasted. was so m~~
drowsy at the café with the ferns that I didn't even feel like
looking at the handsome mane 1 bought a newspaper, pretended to
read it, and when no one was looking, I drew star~. lid draw three
at a time, with a point on the one in the rniddle stuck between two
points on the one on the left and another point between two on thefW) ~~
one on the other side. 1 couldnlt stop smoking and

~atar-s,When I was home I' d s<pond S!~nlo *jtIlJª look~ for
~was sure sorneone was leaving them to drive me nuts and l'd

for them in drawers, in ~~ar~bes, among my clothes, everywheret~·tI aidn~~ ~ find any more but I walked by the hen without looking
at it o:dglancing out

f\-

they'd stuck one
of the corner of my eye because I was ~ure

~ {o
inside ~ and I didn't dare lift th~ top, not to

f\. s~tU""1 c:rJ ot~keep from finding it but because 1 was scared of I don't} kiflA'w),M:.

Marc came every day but I never told him anything. One evening,
when I was clearing the table after supper, he suddenly asked what

~lId like him to give me ~Q ~ we broke up. 1 jl~t stood there for
a while, staring at him. He had the newspaper spread .out on the
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table and on the last page there was an ad for jewe1ry. He started
pOinting~ the jewels in the advertisement:, there were ladies'
watches, three or four dimmond rings, a hairpin with pearls and
sorne earrings. I told him ~ the only jewel I'd like would be a

~!oost¿ wOV"'-~diamond cross, but that itwas sornething a ~iP$,rx"OUld wear.
He folded the newspaper, t:QiFned=l;é~ me afi-d gripped my arms, and

. ~~A..~asked who the flrst one ~and where we'd done it. He asked me over
~ ~ ,,+\-{ ~ r-

and over, ~~~his teeth so hard I thought he "d break tihem, and
he was h~rting my arms so much that out of desperation I told him
the first thing that carne into my head, that it was on Red Street,
one night and any old way, wi, th aman that 1 couldn' t even see what
he looked like. He let go and said that was just about right for
a girl who'd lived in a shaek,and the only person who could have
told hí.mwas paUlinat.

1 peeked ~ the slats on the blinds. That coffee-colored
car was parked outiide. I thought I'd go crazy, and rnaybe thinking
lt~ meant 1 already was.
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]L'(XVI

1 went to the door and saw Eladi. As soon as we got to the
dining room, Marc, who was sitting on the por ch , pointed to ~

me and said lId been in love mmmmmmmm fora while. Chuckling, Eladi
asked, 11Á;p.a ¡yO]] ~n;P9 i;ij '-s ~i th you? ti Marc raised hí.sglass to his
lips, drank a few sí.ps , an:- after a while sah! Ji~'\'~"'.,*l~.. ~f I

was in love with him. And he said held managed to arrange I don't
know what and that held be gone for two months, for real this time •

. f.....-t' q.tb:~ e.eInstead of ending, all that craziness m~~~mmm kept ~Ot~
. ISometlmes they d knock on the f ront door. lid run to ppen it but

ther~~o one on the landing. One night around one o'clock, it
# ~ f

sounded like someone had stuck a key in the lockand was trying to
open it. Screwing up my courage, 1 went to look through the peep-
hole but 1 couldn't see anyone. I was so upset I went over to the

~1J~o_~~V\.door leading mmmmmmmm to the other ha1f apartment and ~on lt
till my IÍ1mmmmmmmmmknuckles were bleeding. Then 1 \\8ntin the ki tchen,
took a hammer- out of the tool cupboarxí, and started banging on the
dining room wal1. I thoug~Senyora Constancia would knock and com-

t11f'plain ~ ask what was the IlB tter, but
noticed, nothing moved and that scared
I looked through the

she didnlt come. No one
me more~han the noises.

l.

blinds at the tailor's apartment. He "las stan-
ding on his porch in shirtsleeves with all the lights on so bright
they hurt ~ eyes.

The day after Eladi carne,when 1 got back fram the café with
the ferns I found Marc sitting on the por-ch, la sked him why he
kept saying he had to leave but never did it and what he was doing
there all by himself. Instead of answereng me he muttered that 1
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100ked sick. When he was at the door, he said he didn't like making
c. .. IAA .IL.love to a board and things had better be different when he~ back.

lÑ~~Eladi 0~ijilO t1t "seo-me a few times. He td sit down, we' d chat
about this and that, I'id give him a liqueur and it seemed like he
ha~ trouble leaving. One day he said he had to take me out, I lived
too cooped-up, and we went to have a drink and look out over Bar-
celona at the bottom of the funicular. Then he took me home, came
up, stayed aWhile, and before leaving kissed my hand, but a real
kis8 this time. It was a relief. 1 had a friend. That kiss rent the
heavens and the next day I went to the café with the ferns and looked
at the handsome gentleman as calmly as 1 had at first. \lIhen1 got
home, it seemed like the~en on the sideboard was crooked and 1

picked it up to straighten ita There was a photo underneath. It was
the sea, very dark with atorm cloudds up above, and in the middle,
small and far away, a white 8ail. It must have meant death.

The next time I s aw Eladi, he asked me to ~ live with b.írn,

Vie were standing ail a lookout on top of Montjuic, leaning on a rail-
ing where you could see a bunch of shacks. My heart felt like some-
one had punched a tack into ita I just stood there for a while and
fínally ooid, in a veie~ YO~~\ardl;Y hear, "Whattabout Marc?"
He saíd he'd arrange ~ in the best possíble way. He bought
two suítcases, packed them, ~~ the pink dress in, along with the
necklace, and left the corset on the top shelf of the wardrobe.

-I spent my first week at Eladi's p&.ace sleeping. 1 told him not
to worry, that I had tocatch up on a lot of sleep, that some nights
Itd been so scared ~~~pent them standing behind the dining
room door. I was scared like a sick person, it was strange that Itd
been so scar-ed, someone had really had it in for me. When I s.::tarted
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explaining all the things that
t~~ k6v\)~and T me to ~ sornemore

lips and Itd empty it. il~dil

had happened, Eladi~
cognac. Hefd hold the

lN-"'-cut ~ off
glass to my

get into bed with me but nothing
ever happeried, and if I was still asleep when he got up, held tuck
me in. Lots of times lid open my eyes, just a crack, and see him
staring at me out of that blue eye beside his patch. 1 wondered
wha+ the other eye v/as like under the black si.Lk , whether it was
full or empty. Whether it couldnlt see much because there was a

tit ec\.\
film overlC~ or whether there was no eye ~:taea~ tiJe S! iillc bec ause
they'd ~ it out and there was nothing but a socket streaked 'IJIlith
red and pink veins. Ernestina, who'd been Eladi's we~urse, was now
his maid, his confidant, and everything else. She wasmll, dressed

wJ.Lu.&...in black with starched white collars. 1 ~ around naked and
didn't even notice it. If 1 @ot up to eat, lid wrap a blue and white
~triped bath towelm around myself. You could say I just went from
the bed to the table and the table to the bed, but one morning I
felt like getting dressed and asked Ernestina if she knew where my
suiteases were. Hhe said no. When Eladi carne back I asked him where
they were. He said they were locked and held sent all my clothes
~to mmmmmmmmm the laundry. A month after I got there I still
hadntt gone out and couldnlt ~ because I didnlt even have a par
of stockings. Eladi made me walk around a lot naked. Held sit down
on the bed, have me parade around and while I was walking hetd say
my hips belonged in a museum. When he got tired of watching me walk
back and forth hetd kiss my hand and say he didnlt dare to kiss me
because he was scared lid tarnish. At suppertime he had everything
brought to the table, sent Ernestina to bed, and made me eat naked,
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and when the first day 1 said 1 didn't want to do it he said at the
beach it was even worse. Sometimes 1 thought about Marc like some-

~thing dead or what he must have said when~~ ~ound out his bird
had flown the coop. But 1 thought it was all very weird. One night
when 1 was lying half asleep in bed, 1 ran my hand along my neck
and rememberedthat pink necklace. The next day, after Eladi ha~

""'" and ~_ Ernestina wa.,o~i,oPPing, 1 started hunting fO;;'~
suiteases. The last room 1 went into was a study with bookcases up
to the ceiling and a ~ g.1"\stePladde~to "limb t~t~ top. On

the wall at the end, behind the desk, there was a portrait. It looked
so mysterious that it took my breath away. It was a girl with dark
hair, cropped short and parted in the middle, with bangs over her
forehead. She was sitting with her arms crossed on atable, her head
on her arms, and, pouting a little, she was chewing on a pearl neck_
lace. What fascinated me was her eyes, staring out with the pupils
a little up and under those eyes she had two more just the same and
you couldn1t tell if she was looking vJith the top ones or the bottom
ones or all four at once. Eladi came in, took my arm, and led me
away. That night he made me drink three glasses of cognac.

The next mornin~ as soon as 1 was alone 1 got up and started
hunting for those suitcases again, but first 1 went in the SJudy to
look at that girl witihfour eyes and the first thing 1 saw was a

~J(\ ce:photo on his desk. 1 picked it up and it took me a wh í.Leto ~
le.LC1r'\~'-~ wh o it was. In trhephoto 1 was leaving that café vlÍth the ferns

in my pink dress. 1 forgot all about those suitcases. 1 spent the
day lying in the easy chair with my feet~n the hassock, and that
night even after all the cognac Eladi made me drink Iffiill couldn't
get to sleep. 1 went back to staymng up all night and feeling worn
out all day.
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XXXVII
'l'hedognac was topaz-colored. Eladi poured me big glasses of

it and thenhad me warm t hem ~ be'bween my hand s, One night we
~

emptied a bottle between us and by the end I couldn't see straight
and the lights seemed to be twinkling. AsI was falling as~eep, I
saw a flame flickering before my eyes, blue and lavender with a
coral crest that looked like that flame Eusebi said carne frem dead

"

people's bones. The ne~t rnorning I woke up feeling groggy and told
Eladi ~d seen a blue flame like a round passionflower. He told me
not wo worry, that for fun held burnt the little bit of cognac
left in the bottle on a saucer.

After that night, when I was alone 1 searched for the bottle
instead of ~ s~~tcases. l'd lock myself in the dining romm and

~~ b~ .,..-,burn cognac. That flame like a dream brought back all kinds of ~- ~ ~iM#-"""(J"Y"\- ~ . ~tbJ~g9 ~ ~y p~st. I hardly noticed that time was passing and~couldn't
even remember what color the streets were. VJhen I leqned back in
that easy chair on the porch, wrapped in a towel, I couldn't think
and dí.dn't know what I was seeing. I lived on visions. I started
having that dream a lot about the baby wiggling its arms, always
the same; Itd keep that dream going froID night to night and if 1
woke up and broke the thread, it would st~rt in again where it had
left off. I also dreamt about the ceme·tery, with Ensebi going around
stealing flowers off the wreaths. Eladi kept making me drink. He
wanted me to sleep, he said if I didn't sleep Itd die. Lots of nights
he had to carry me to bed because 1 couldntt walk and as soon as I
put my feet on the floor everything started swaying and once 1 screamed
because it seemed like the floor had caved in beneath me. One night
when he gave me cognac I slapped the glass out of his hand, I got
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up and somehow ended up on
sack throwing up. And then

~Il"the,:porch and collapsed like a mmmkr:
something started that I never could figure

out if it was a dream or part dream and part reality.
Eladi's bedroom was very big; it had two doors onto the hallmm~

and the head of the bed was between those doors. A few days after
~t")I'd started living witb. him, I asked why ~ beeroom had two doors

and he said it was because they'd turned two rooms into one. The
bedspread was black velvet wiñh a white fringe around the bottom.
The curtains across the balconies covered the whole wall and were
made of red
~k~
~e~ fo~ a

I felt like

velvet. The night I broke that glass, when Itd been lying
long time, I half woke up and even though I
someone was nearby. The door s were open and

was '\t¡Qoz'1I
&..\~

a li~le--

because it
to b~
Ela~:an-

light Came through the first one. I had to shut my eyes
was like I had a ball of fire inside me that was trying

'1"\'(o~l,.them, and then, with my eyes closed, 1 thought I'd seen
1\

ding by the door. And I don't know why but I thought it couldn't be
him, even though, half in the dark, I'd spotted his black eye patch,
but I'd have sworn that instead of covering his left eye it was
covering the right one, and I couldn't remember clearly no matter
how hard I tried. He did what he wanted with me. Then, instead of
staying, he ierrtout the other door, but what sounds so clear seemed
blurry when it happened and tee c1earer 1 tried to see it the b1urrier
it became. A 1ittle while later a big shadow entered through the same
door where he'd come in, pul.Led tihe sheet off me, and 1 felt something
cold between my 1egs. When the shadow had left, Eladi came back
through the door with more light and did what~he wanted again.
And the shadow and that coldness carne back, and it seemed like the
light ~ from the dining room got brighter, like they'd turned on
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~ more lamps, and the big shadow's head
5~-t\....:-i ~~t-of purp1e turban. 1 fe1t ~f\on my thigh

shiver. Then E1adi came back, his breath stinking of cognac. 1

was wrapped in a kind
and the cold made me

opened my eyes, it must have been the next day, ~nd they fe1t so
tL..4-theavy~ could hardly keep them open. Eladi was sitting at the foot

of the bed with a bott1e beside him, and he gave me a drink. 1

~)started ...,=-~\--O- and he slapped my back because whaf he' d given ne

was stronger than cognac. At suppertime 1 cou1dn't get out of bed.
tra;y ~

Ernestina left a little table beside the b~d with a ~~ on ~
~it. 1 didn1t eat much and neither did Eladi. Hardly knowing what
1 was doing, with no strength left in my hand, 1 pushed the tray
away and ro1led over. The shadow came back, with his head vITapped
in purple. 1 stared at the folds in the curtain in that ~~~~
half light and a1l of a sudden the folds smoothed out and 1 startedt~ s~...~o uJ ~ • \t
seeing the cemetery: <tPBt\ M$an [;0 ge;lübigger, like ~ was growing

1'-.#(t ~ ~... 1'--
out of the ground, till ~~hid the 'curtains from top to bottom and
side to sid,et!Eusebi and 1 we re kids, everything was misty, there

1Acd;{:' e M.fe s, ~ L~ ~ 'k=- '~were niches \+3:t:hl yellow and purple ]jmlmmrhmmmIÍlmmmmmmti.:m pansie~h:~
... 1\ J>--

lt>l;l;f W~¡,enr. From tirre to time you coul.d see folds in th~ cur-

tains ~ which twisted the things in front of them. Eusebi andto
1 climbed some black ladders on wheels and shook the~make them roll
forward; it was hard because they were so heavy, but 1 wanted to see
if there were any names beginning with e on the wall with the niches.
Before leaving, we stole some flowers and then threw them away be-
cause they smelled like death. And 1 fe1t the cold on my thighs, and
we were back in "tihecemetery, and beyond it there was a me.adow with

a horse munching the grass. 1 brushed the pansies aside and next
to them a flame shot out like a little tongue and everything was



Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona
Biblioteca d'Humanitats

covered with wreaths wilting on the ground and black ribbons with
gold letters half \illawhed-a\ilTayby the rain. An angelT who looked like

1.1.Eusebi was watching me, and another angel tried to give me a bou~t
of stone flowers. Some flamesm were running around frantically be-
cause they couldn't find the bones they'd come out of, time passed,
and more time, and Eladi carne and that mmmmmmmm~ reek of cognac, and
the cold came and the light from the dining room got dimmer, and the
cemetery melted away, and the curtain carneback, and 1 stretched out
my arm to touch my ,thigh sólaked ~th =t= they gave me cognac
and 1 didn't want it because the cognac wouldn't let me see what 1
wanted to see. The flames flickered back and forth and a voice said
they weren't dead people, they were froIDthe cognac, but sad and
lonely, they flickered all around the cernetery and kept going in one
door and out the other and fluttered around the foot of the bed. Theyfu~carne three times, because there were three of~, and even when all
three did the same thing it was different, like faces you see gGing
down the street that all have eyes and cheeks and mouths but no two
mouths are the sarne and eyes are all kinds of colors and sorne cheeks
are smooth anc1sorne are rough. tverything was differant and it seemed
like love was the difference between everyth{ng that's the same and

~o
one day when my brain didn't feel heavy and my tongue c1idn't get in

f\.
the way like a stone in my mouth 1 started crying and asked Eladi
what they did to me at night, \oI,hatdic1 they do? And he e.Laaped his
hands anc1 said no one did anything, that 1 had to sleep to live. That

A little (c.."-' trembling onhe swore it. rat made of)\meat was my arme Eladi
brought me the glass and, half lying back, 1 drank the gold that was
killing ns , "You have to sLeep" a voice kept repeating, and the baby
in the dream wiggled its arms and we couldn't get those bl~ck ladders
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in the cemetery to move or read the names on the niches and a VOlce
somewhere kept sayi:mg uYou have to sleep" day and night and the cold
between my legs and the shadow flitting in one door and out the
other around the foot of the bed and 1 slit a vein on my wrist with
a razor blade after making a cross on it and when 1 saw the quivering
drop of blood 1 fainted. They brought me back to life and 1 was
pregnant.
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XXXVIII
I knew it right away because 1f!.ybreasts felt sore. ,k)u;2~g---
'i-f\t {L..~ -tl~)

ta~o~s~e~~~~~/_~usthearing the doorbell or footsteps coming would
make me shake all over. One night, when all that was left on my
wrist was a jagged scar, Eladi woke me up, gave me a cup of cof-
fee, and told me to get dressed because we had to go out. On the floor
'I;olerethe t,,.¡osuitcases they!.d kept hidden. I couldn t t understand it.
I gazed at the suitcases and then at him without understanding, and
he leaned over till his face was up against mine and said we had to
leave, we had to out in the street, and he kept repeating it, star-
ing out of that bright blue eye beside the black silk till 1 told
him to stop, that lId gotten the mess~ge. He dressed me in that pink
dress like I was a doll. Then he put on my shoes and left me sitting
on the bed. All I wanted was to lie do\~ because my brain ached and
when he ca~back he found me stretched out. I saw him walking toward

his
me and since he kissed one of ~ingers and then stroked my cheek
with it 1 thought maybe ~tloved ~ and started whispering that I
didn't want to go, to ~me &1tRB, that 1 was fine where 1 was.

And I kept saying it till suddenly I felt them lift me up and found
myself standing at the foot of the

I had a~lot of trouble
arm and led me down the hall

bed.
tJ'->.walking ~high heels. Eladi held my

arrd as we were going I turned my bead
and glanced at the two bedroom (fi¡oors.Ernestina walked behind us

lA~ ~~with that st~rched white collar tfta:t:S9~atecl her head ~ her
black dress. She opened the ro ór and~~ me'4~the elevator.

Inside it smelled like hot irons, SNeaty brass thimbles and damp
~woolen clothes. In the street they helped me into ~ car. 1 had to

shut my eyes because the light from the streetlamkade my head
spin and with my eyes closed 1 could feel how the ~~~hiCh smelled
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good and a little feverish~~made my dress flutter against my
I~ J ~W~ enski~ ~en 1 opened them and saw ~I was 1 tried to run~ but

l>;I\;c...k or
Eladi ~d me té go in and said he always did what Marc asked him
to,and he started making me walk up the stairsi in front of him with
his hands on my waist. 1 kffickedhim withmy hee1 and then, without
opening his mouth, he went ahead o~ me, grabbed my arm, and pu11ed

,
me the rest of the way. Marc 1et us in, and the first thing 1
noticed was that the door mmmmmm between the two apartments was wide
open. So scared I could hardly get the words out, 1 whispered that
1 wanted to go, that they should leave me a1one, but they kept
pushing me toward the dining room. Everything was 1ike the day l'd
1eft: the hen on the sideboard, the chairs against the waR1, the
cabinet up to the ceiling. The tai10r was standing on the porch with
his hands in his pockets and that se1f-satisfied 100k~ 1
couldn' t stand. On the able{\!lere two photos and a 1itt1e f!!t- tied

"d- ~lt~?_:L\ ~ 1\wi th a gold ribbon. """:! ~a-u. warc 0.1:' '::; and t had to lean agains t

::elw:~:'i:U:~a:o::::~tt:ak~~~::e:h::fw::a:n:::e~e::::eM::Csoon
gripped my cheek with two fingers that fe1t like tongs, jerked my

head toward him, and gave me a slap that echoed through the whole
apartment. Eladi was standing by the dining room door~~lOoking at

~
us ~ little bored. My cheek started stinging and M~rc pul1ed me over
to the i!;;able,picked up a photo and shoved it in my face so cLoae
~ 1 cOlJ.ldn'tsee a thing. Then he put it back on the table and
made me look at it; in the first one the general and T were leaving

. Se..t.CM.<b\
the ~e were going into his house. 1 grabbed
up but Maic knocked them out of my hand and they

the café, and in
them to rip them
landed under the sideboard. And 1 started shouting at them to te11
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me what this was all ahout. And then the tailor, shold bee~edging
closer, put some other photos on the table and they were all lite
the one l'd seen in Eladi's study: me coming out of the café with
therferns in that pink dress. 1 covered my mouth anO. turned away
so 1 wouldn't see them. And Marc started hitting me anO. 1 hit back
and he told Eladi to grab my arms and Eladi didn't move so the
tailor grabbed them and 1 cou'l.dfeel sometihd.ngdi~~ing into the back
of my neck and 1 tried to break away and kicked them and shook my
head and the harder 1 shook it the more that thing dug into my
~. They tore the chain off my neck, no one said a word, and
Marc lif ted myi!rbtair wetween his hand s , 1 don r t know how 1 had t:re
strength to tear myself loose, run to the door and out onto the
landing or how 1 managed to take those stairs four at a time without
killing myself. Wben 1 was almost at the bottom, Marc caught up with
me and we stood there for a while face to face, panfttng. Then he
gripped my arm and when we were in the st~eet he made me get in his
car; Eladi and the tailor had caught up with USe 1 don't know where

<:~t'

we went, it seemed li:kef,we were just ~g around , Sudaenly Marc
said he had to rest because he couldn't see straight and he parked
~ by the docks and we spent a long time staring at riggings
and mast~. A siren blew, almost right on top of USe My belly hurt;
someone had jabbed his knee into it in the dining room. No one said
a word, like the car was full of corps~s. Then Ivlarcslowly pUlled

I.M.out and we were back ~ the streets. You could hear a siren again,
~ Hand another answering it . far away. MaTC parked the car and, be-

Yr)

fore getting out, the tailor ran his hand along my neck under my
hair. We walked down badly-paved streets, 1 was so sick 1 didn't
know where 1 was stepping and all 1 could think aboUt was trying
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to keep from fa11ing. Marc shoved mefrom time to time, and twice
he whispered for me to move. He 1eft me against a wa11 that be11ied
out and when 1 heard him leaving, 1 turned and saw his back a1most
blocking the entrance to the street. Then 1 touched my neck and
fe1t that 1itt1e diamond cross.
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XXXIX
I had to hold onto my belly, I felt worse every minute. Drops

of water fell on mi. from clothes hung out to dry. I f13.v{ a wide arched
door with a rusyY iron lock, and 1 don't know how long I leaned
against it. A man passed pushing a wheelbarrow full oí bllaided gar-
lic and onions and didn't even glance my way. The tips of my fingers

lJ-tL.. (Jl~
wer-e stained because l'd run them along my neck , W[lich still hur-b,

1\..,

and I starte~ walking~ Qne heel got stuck between two stones and
1 fell. Three soldiers were going by and one carne over and helped

-tlv..-tme up and he was the first man who'd gotten ~close to me without
making a pass. With no idea of where 1 was going, 1 wandered through
streets lid never seen before and wricn I realized 1 was losEl 1 must
have already walked a lo~ because more people were ~ and about.
When my belly hurt too much, l'd stop for a while and when it didn't
hurt so badly, I'd start walking again. From time to time lid stand
in the entrance to some billl!dinga.nd rest awh í.Le, leaning my fore-
head against the door. l'd come out and raise my head so I could
'trt i:L lt-\\:\'" ,. ~

~ct~. 1 needed lines of trees with little leaves, trees belonged
1-' *to everyone. The streets got busier and busier, everything was full

of 1ife and 1 was all alone and ~everish. Soon I started feeling sur~
rounded by mpmm photos. They made me feel like 1 was choking because
they were different froID the others: the people in them were alive,
they opened and shut their eyes and moved their lips like they were

()~talking. They were laughing. In one of the clearer you could see a
1\

woman in a summer dress with a cigarette in her lips and the smoke
coming from the end of the cigarette made me dizzy. After I donlt
know how much time 1 smelled that scent and threw my arms around a
lime tree. From that trunk 1 made it to a bench. 1 got up. 1 sat
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down again. I went from bench to trunk and trunk to bench like that
was allrI'd ever done. I felt like they were following me. They'd
drag me back to the apartment. From bed to easy chair and easy chair
to curtain, from red to black and black to red. Suddenly I felt such
a terrible stabbing pain that 1 doubled over like I'd been cut in
half. I stumbled but managed to grab ~ another trunk and the tree
smelled like lime-flower tea and lime-flower tea was to pour in
cups arrd my fingertips were dirty with caked blood and the bottom
of roy9-kirt was dirt;y and soaked froro when lId fallen and the lime
tree's aroma filtered down, of summer nights and sickness and the
flowers sprouted from ~ki~Of leaves that were their beds and that m
baby who was hurting me so much would come into the world with a face
green as parsley, with a puckered lip and would sew and aew without
a thimble and I told Gpd it was His child and He shouid nelp me out.
Like a great sense of peace, I felt a hand on my shoulder, my whole
shoulder could fit inside that hand and a voice mearby kept saying
something or other very slowly. A sour, bmtter wave came up and I
had to make a great effort to push it down because there were others
right behind it and royhead was splitting, I had chills and a fever
and a warm drop dan down my face and neck. I felt some arms grab me
and that's all I can remember.



U B 143
universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

XL
Sometimes I still think about that nun, with red cheeks like

a peasant and de1icate hands like a princess. While she was
swabbing the skin where she was going to inject me, Itd look at her
starched wimple. When she stuck the need1e in, since she winced,
Itd smile a little like I hadn't felt the pri:d.kand often I wonde red
why she 'd become a nun , I didn' t know where she'd COllB from or \ll~

a girl named Carmela took care of me, a little like Paulina but

~t \"ith her hair combed up, skinny as a raíl, who must have been
eighteen years old. I could have made an effort to figure

things out, but I didnlt and all I felt was sleepy. The last day
the nun came, when shetd left, Carmela walked in with a rosebud in
her hanñ , broken off at the stem; she aaí.d, "Lo oks isn't that sad?"

She told me there'd been~a big storm the night before and when it
w~ oveJ'h~& ot~ped sheld heard a nightingale that must have been lost and
was singingmm ~bY the summerhouse. She said they were going to
come and install a phone because no one had lived in that house
for ye ar-e, and they'd put my bed on the porch because it was nearer
the kitchen and got some sun in'fue afternoon~ That same day when
they1jinstalled the phone she tOl~e the boy who'd come to ínstall
it had said held lika to go ~.~~~'- '+h her and would wait for har

,L -:, ' -- - Ú¿~in the square, because she said the front garden and gate 1eek~
te~u-a-1t a little square \,litha fountain and acad.í.asall around it.

1 lis~tened with half an ear, like her voice was coming from far
away; she said she'd told the guy from the phone company that she
was too young to go ~~. And then ~~e told me she had a sister,

~~"t .,,~ .. ~() ~ ~ Mf<,~

the second ~, ~b'd had to the streets to ~ enough to
r- {\.~'it~tM.b-t'eat. And even t~ough maybe I ~@Uidll'K believe it, when she'd read
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her mother's Ietter telling her what had happened she'd burst into
tears •.~~ that was wh:y she didn' t like mene And why she didn t t

~~like anyone to touch her. Even when she was little she couldn't
*stand for her mother to comb hB~ hairL.f0UVl- ~ --a:

The hcuse was itJhite, as I e¡( later, old ítashioned, wi th a
garden around it. With seven plane trees in front, old and tall,
covered with leaves and spiny balls, the trunks spotted with green

cLJ,..~fi>..~L~and yellow and ~. The back garden ended at a stream.,There was
f\

a summerhouse, overgrown by a dying rosebush with tea roses, and
two stone benches. The house had one story, with iron bars on the
windows, and above each window, like half a garland, there were

~l~~five dark blue ~ roses.
Carmela couldn't believe Itd slept so many days at the clinic.

She said they'd fed me through my veins, that they'd had a lot of
yrouble cleaning my blood. Softly and with asad look in her eyes,

tt)\..\.~"'- ,,,,,,.:'t ..S c. C{ If v~«. <1 /L)she said I'd had a very ~OU4:! abO~i:r:e:t:, l tnat the doct,or ha d told
the nurse and the nurse had told her úhe first day S~~Visited me
like she was visiting a dead persone She also said Itd never be

~~~~~ able to hav~ kids and it might be better that way because the o~\ ...:tL~r:~lSL"-t ('\.t. ~
V*-vry~or~ had something the matter with itsheart that maybe it

would have come out all deformed. And one day~e carne in looking
very happy, opened a package, and~ holding her arms up
showed me a nightgown. She'd bought me two, one pink and one blue,
with embroiderwd c~ffs andcollars, and I don't know why b~ 1
thought the embroidery must have been done by girls in an orphan-
age. And she left, wearing her ,~Thiteand lavender striped uniform
with its criss-crossed straps on the back and a badly tied bow at
the wa í.st , And one evening, when she brought my milk and toast on
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a tray, while 1 was sitting up in bed she told me there was a
gentleman who was very concerned about me and how one day~she'd
peeked tbrough the keyhole because 1 was asleep and he was sitting

~n 1'> AJO\. W!!!i' ~
beside the bed and she hadn't &V~R ~8BB ~t,\heaT~US breathing
for such a long time that she'd tbought maybe we were dead and
that's why she'd peeked. lI~11 1 could see was yotlr head,1I sbe said,
lIandtwice he blocked it py running bis finger along your eyebrow.

~t~.Jl"\Wben he leaves he . tfptoes through the g arden so the gravel
won't crunch and you can see he hate~ to go and be always tells me
to take good care of you. Fe gets in his car, gently closes the
door, and starts it up. A car so big it can hardly get around the
square, shiny as a star and coffee-colored.t1
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XLI
I fell in love with the wall facing my bed and the door in the

middle of that 1¡lal~ But more than the door itself, I started loving
the doorway becauwe that's where I'd see him come in. I rernernberit
was the first day I took a bath. The bathroom was old, the holes

Bnd the bathtub wobb'led , It wobbledmn the gas heater were scorched
""

a little when I got ~ ..e1\::" and
the batih I got back into bed , 1 still wasn' t ~yS lf: my mind was:t;t
fuzzy and it was like I did everything e;.:1;~~h~th had

~,. @ -

dDwwsiness carne over me. All 1 kno'W is

I was afraid I'd fa11 over. After

worn me out and a great
two voices woke me up: one 1 didn "t recognize, and the other was
Carrnela's little-girl voice. They carne closer and all of a sudden
1 saw a shadow in the doorway. I covered my eyes because it seerned
like 1 wa s seeing things again. Then I took my hand away and lay
there for a moment with my eyes wide open: the man from the café

~with the ferns was ~ tihedoor. And it all seemed very natural. He
asked how 1 was feeling arrdI said 1 felt all right. And 1 think
that's all we salde It was the first time he'd found me awake.
Carmela had told me he carne every day, very late, arrdhe only went
in to see me if 1 was asleep. So as not to startle me. When he'd
gone I got up to watch him leave and went over to the window. Ris
car was parked outside the gatee A coffee-colored car, Carmela
had said • • • I breathed a sigh of relief. The car outside the

w~e~the one that had ~gate was
v"'--";

\t{.0'f\rY so much when 1 was feeling aear-ed,
Carmela and I brought the bed out onto the porch. The next

coffee-colored but it wasn't mm

day 1 had trouble waking up and couldn't fi~ure out if 1 was in the
shack or at the restaurant or had slept in a hotel room. I opened
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my eyes and the first thing I saw ~as Carmela up in a tree like
a monkey tying two ropes around a branch. After a while she slid
down to the first fork, put one foot on a ladder she'd propped

s~~against the trunk, .. and fell to the ground like a sack. 1
hardly had time to feel terrified~ because she bounced up again
like a ball and went off carrying the ladder. ~he cane back with
a plank, ran the ropes through two holes at each end, knotted them,
stood there for a while looking and tugging at them, and when she
was satisfied she came running up to the porch windows and said
she Id made ns a swing.

1 got up and wen t to look at myself in the tatihr-oommirror:
ú){)w..~ ~ 6Q¡; S>that ~ didn't seem ~ me. I opened a drawer in the dressing

... ,. , .
table and slarnmed it shut again like the diamond cross inside was
a scorpion. I looked at myself again. I covered the bottom of my
face and the sadness in my eyes was terrible. I went into the ftont
room where lid slept at first and stayed there for a while, not
moving, looking at the doorway; I felt a kind of craz~ urge to see
Thim right away, to see that shadow who'd saved my life. I got dressed
and went and leaned on the railing arou.nd the summerhouse, aboye
the stream. A little water trickled around the stones, and looking

.1 at that flowing water made me feel a lot better. And enelling ~_.

flowers all around. I thought of all the things that had happened.
1 remembered that white room with its bouquet of red carnations. And
the smell of medicines. 1 also remembered how they'd asked me over
and over where 1 lived and I'd told them I didn't live anywbere. And
that's all. When they'd taken me to tihehouse, Carmela and the nun
had put me to bed right away and lId spent a few more days not
noticing anything • • • Lookd.ng d.own at the stream, 1 suddenly felt
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like 1 wanted to know everything and ;¡-:eind uut how I'd ended
up in that house. I started feeling chilly and went back inside.

He eame when it was dark out and 1 took him to the summer-
house. lid had cigarettes in my pocket since that morning but 1
hadn't smoked any. I opened the pack, tearing off the cellophane
strip, held it out to him and he took one and stuck it bwtween his
lips. I took another. He lit mine, then his own, and as he did it
I looked at his fa~e spotted with light and shadow. Very softly,
because I was embarrassed to ask, I said I'd like to know what had
happened. In a calm voice he said afriend of his who recognized me
froro the café had seen me early one morning sitting on a bench on
the Rambla de Catalunya and as he walked by lId gotten up and grabbed
..;¡:;; a tree because 1 cculd barely ....~""'ó~;/'-C¡eewt He' d asked me

what was the matter and l'd fainted. A boy and a roan who were pas-
sing by had'helped him get me into a car. At first he'd planned to
take me to a first aid station but I looked so ba~ that he'd taken
me to a clinic run by one of his brothers. Later that morning he'd~

~told everyone ~ the caf~ about it. For days they'd been wondering
what had become of me. When he found out I had no home or family,
he'<fl.gone to the clinia to see if he could help. He didn't say so but

¡¡.) t\.A "e~ ((1VI.U"'V~~from his look 1 could tell he Qooare,~ l.GJ:j~1>'U i [1;; lile"" The day the doc-
tor had told him I was out of danger he'd taken me to that house ~'

~belonged to him but no one had lived there for years.
'I'hew i.ndbl.ew a lock of my hair loose and he tucked it behind

my ear.Then he slid his finger down my cheek and let it rest
~&F a~~ in the dimple. You could hear the leaves rustling and
the sound of little animals that come out at night. I felt like
crying. I got up and walked over to the railing above the stream.
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When 1 felt hirn beside me 1 turned to face him, threw my cigarette
lÍm the \.¡aterand whe n the red line had just sunk he put his hands

,
on my waist and pressed it. 1 don t know how long we stayed like
that, not saying a word. :B'inallyhe kissed my hair, said 1 still
needed lots of rest, and left. It was~ike l'd known him all my
life and had only known him. 1 ran into the empty room to watch
him drive a\,¡ay.When 1 wcke up the next morning, 1 found l' d slept
with all my clothes on.
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XLII
Nothing else happened ~ that evening in the summerhouse.

~~ l.L. ~C ......... .:) •And whon 3:tee: e both acted kf.nd of shy. It got eold t:: trhe end
of fall and it was colder in that house because a lot of windows

~1i~ f\.wouldn1t shut ~y. Carme1a unlocked the front gate in the
morning and 1eft it open till nightfall so she wouldn't have to go
out if ~came. As soon as it was dark ~ we'd go shut it
together because we were both scared of that garden. Beside the
gate there was a be1l with a broken chain that rang all by itself
when the wind blew. I liked it, and 1 also liked hearing the water
inm our stream after it rained. Carmela told me she'd asked mmmm for

~'{&.!.~
a couple of heaters beca use that house would be freezing in the ~
of winter. A few days later they carne to fix the boiler, and when
it was ~}~~ they sent two coal trucks. All we had to do was
openm our mouths to get whatever we ~. wanted. And when Esteve

~lr.-'~
-~~Old me his name was Esteve--sat down across from me
and asked what I'd done since wefd last seen each other, I looked

IM-~at the side of his chest wher-ehis heart was -a felt like touching
~\,

it. One morning he sat down at trhe foot of ~ bed , next to it but
'tt W'f.J.) ~\\A!I~~S J' ~ _like he was far away, because the same th:i:sg6Il'í ..r6l?ir¡; B.-@~ with

,l\.. j \'<'"~cthim. I never really had him, or maybe 1 did but didn1t .• I
'tf.A.LlL~ ' , .,sat up and g,td?et~e.do;att;::'iIwQ,;P~ and when my hand was next to b.í.s

," )

face, I ran one finger along the bottom of his cheek. I thought
held vanish when I touched him because everything seemed 00 un~eal.

lC"l~ ..q-,
I ~ my hand on the sheet and suddenly felt a ~tremendous

~~d to talk. He just stared at me. I told him how mandrakes scream
when you unroot them. I talked about air and water and flowers and
in the end I didn' t even know what 1 \-JaS saying. He touched the scar
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on my wrist, Looked into my eyes, and like he hadn It heard a word
iSk~ t" 14":\,1 I d said asked IIWhy?11 I didn I t know P..oJ:Jte ~"1(W'eili] hziJa.1 just

thought how l'd like-to always have him nea~.l.[¡{ t,k
~ But even when he was nearby I felt l~tt~~Was far away, ~
4/f everything he thought mm and fel t was ~ up inside him. He cana

eLo"'-"- ~and went, he gave Carmela money and maybe it would have ~T,,.ayf3\bee~
"flli'eo eJ'like that except that one aftern90n when I'd been raking leaves in

r; ~ ~ (;..L..-
the garden I took a shower to ~ myself up. 1 had both faucets
on full blast and tihed rain could barely handle al1 the water. I was
standing in the uub with a soapy esparto glove in one hand, scrubbing
my otner arm, which was getting covered wi th 1ittle bubbles in all
the colors of the rainbow. I didn't hear him corre in, or maybe he'd

WCltc-~\ 11\ 6\_been ~OOki~ ~me for a while, but when I spotted him I didn't
feel embarrassed at him seeing me naked. He stepped forward a little
ll~he di.dn 't dare to come too cLos e , and when he was next to me

I gave him the glove so he could scrub my bgck. He washed mw slowly,
without saying a word. It seemed like time had stopped.- Then he
carried me to bed wrapped in a towel and sat me down on his knee.
I smelled like soap and water and felt cold, and my wet hair tickled

~a.,(.. tu.~ "T-my back. 1 felt like untying his tie and when I ~d out~
~ the towel fe1l off. It was hard getting it untiede When Itd
undore it, I slowly unbuttoned his veste

1"

I irJokeup early the next morning and it wa s strange to hear-
him breathing beside me. 1 put my hand on his heart. Then I took
off his wristwatch, got up, and slipped behind the curtain. It was
a c10udy dawn and there was a breeze blowing. I looked at the time;-
the watch had stopped at midnight. 1 ,,,oundit slowly and turned the
hands back till they said six o'clock, the time we'd started loving
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each other. The minute hand seemed like death because it went
faster and always passed ;;t; the other. 1 held the watch up to my
ear and then~r a whil~against my chee~. The breeze under the
balcony d.oor-s,which were latched but not shut ~, made me think

~ ~c:t'of the little fan in one corner of the bar at ~ caf~ \r>Tiththe
ferns. 1 came out from behind the curtain, climbed into bed, and
put the wanch back on hi.swrist. It was hard to do it in the half
light. A little -¡.c:;¡; later 1 felt like press ing it against my

cheek again anO.~toOk it off him. The numbers glowed in the dark.
1 helo. it against my cheek anO.twisted his wedding ring around his
finger for a while. Finally he woke up. 1 told him 1'0. turned his
watch ~ back, He grabbed my neck and pulled me over to hí.m, Ard
for fun 1 put my hand on his che st;and asked "What' s underneath?"
Half asleep, he sa íd, tI.l:lpretty hand on ~ man 1 s' sun ,rr 1 put my hand
on his heart and asked flWhat's underneath?1I And he said !lAlittle
hand on a heart.11 "No ,tt 1 aad.d, "a flat hand on suffering. II 1
snuggled under the covers and put my hand on his knee and asked,
:rWhat's uroerneatrh?rr Then he grabbed me under my arms and pulled
me up and when my face was next to his he laughed and said "Band í.t , u

1 blew into his nostrils and said he was my angel. He squeezed me
and st~bked my hair and fluffed it up gnd searched for my eyes
which must have been the only thing glowing in the dark and sáarted
caressing my face;rlike he knew one day he wouldn't even be able to
remember what it looked like. The sun didn't correi because it
rained all day and that day was like a love feast. 1 remember it
like it was yesterday. And how it ended.
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XLIII
One day at the beginning of winter, beeause a Iittle girl

had stared at me and Laughed , I 'I.'18nterazy over ehildren. I Ld.ked

to wateh them pIaying and kept sorne eandy in my purse, but I never
dared to give them any. Itd get soppy over them. A boy riding a
hobbyhorse, a baby stuffing sand in an orange pail. A girl who~

~ r~op~n her purse every so often and pretend to take something out
and powder her nose, another who straightened her mother's skirt,
a littm one whom ke~gg~ng at her shoelaces. 1 likdd them all.
I kissed one little ~bOW and it felt like a petal on a silk

1lLrose. ~girl who'd looked at me was bIond and wore a topeoat~
blue as her eyes. The nursemaid earrying her over her shoulder was
walKing ahead of me while the girl looked baekward. I Iaughed and
she buried her head, all gold, in the nursemaid's shou1der. When she
raised it I made a faee at her and she hid again and when she peeked(¡\.l,t
~ I laughed and she stuek out her tongue and squinted up her
eyes, whieh were full oi misehief, and laughed and held her arms
out. Sinee 1 was wa.l.kángslowly but the ma i.dwas hlllrryingalong¡ in

-1eJ ~spite of the girl's weight, soon they were wrt ahead ~ and when
they were pretty far away the girl waved goodbye with her little
gloved hand.

When 1 wasn't Iooking at kids, Itd Iook at Iadies, and when-
ever I saw one who was well dressed, eIegant and refined with pearl
earrings, l'd think she was Esteve's wife. the day I saw that littIe
girl, I arrived home exhausted and freezing. 1 got into bed, and
sinee I was bored, 1 started imagining I had a daughter, plurop
and vdth dimples on her handa , 1 made up the whole story~~ ~ft
how 1 was married to Esteve, who aarmel~said was an arquitect and
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that was all l knew about him because when he'd tried to tell me
his life story lId clapped my' hand over his mouth and said l!tY
~'f w~{or~thor n~knOw. And that day with the little girl, sitting up in
bed , T wa Ltied for h i.moto come home from work. l was dressod in one

\1MA..1 i ~ >. t.:of the most beautiful n'i.grrtgowns you could ~eJ:' n.o'P7\..bO ii1~,- W.Lue
and filmy, with lots of lace and ribbons. The cand1e was white and
covered with ruffles, and the baby inside looked like it belonged
to two angels. Then l imaginad Esteve coming in and looking at the
baby, who only laughed and never cried, and then held come over to
the bed, sit down on it and it was like he was slipping away frem
me without moving, l don't know how to explain it, just smiling.
He clasped my hand so his fingers errtwí.ned

w tAA.1:' 1iVU'-'-'\ "'-palo sunlight ~ the gauze on the cradle
could see all the cracks in the wickerwork.

with mine. The rays of
~ aIlSP~ and you

l bought myself a wedding ring. lid put it on when l was alane.
l went to all the churches, praying that Esteve wouldn't get tired
of mee, L asked the f'Lames on the candles and the wcode n saints with
thin hand.s, As l "vas comí.ng out of chur-ch one day, l glimpsed

~-t~Marcls car flashing by with him at the whee1 and a cigarette ~
h;s ~. l .L~~lt f b"l t"ll"t h d te~eth~ •.__~_ m a wave o anger o~ up ~ ~ reac e my
and was so beside myself that for a while I didnlt know where l
was or what l was doing. l donlt know how, but I managed to get
home; l know l went through the gate, that the gravel. crunched be-
neatb. my feet, that I walked througb. al1 the roams and looked out
all the windows at the gardon like nothing was mine anymare and
everything was wrecked: the trees turned to firewood and the house'
in ruins. That evening l still was feeling jump~y. l

1" d ";o-t .b a.nLy , VR: l:~li even Looká.ng
\>Jontout and

walked toward the sea, where l was
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going, and all at once I found myself outside Esteve's building.
lid walked there without ~ realizing wher'e I was going. The
concierge, who s~w me S~aqding~ the door, asked if mm 1 was look-

CNv-"1 tM.Q.. VV'- p~ ' t L(.\..c.vr ,ing for s-empenes-',;he tlived }\hcTe. Since I didn' t know what to aay , I
asked what apartment Esteve lived in and she told me he and his
wife had gone out quite a while ago and she thought they'd goreto
the oper-a, I found myself surroundedby people, while I just stood oh

~ WI!......,A",\ "f~~---tL,l-there. There were two girls nearby, the nearest one smellen like
{'-

carnations and was telling her friend all she wanted was to get
into the opera before she died, dressed like a queen. A fat man~
pushed me aside so he could get by w í.tihhis wife on ~ arme It was
after they'd passed that I saw that white, slender skirt, very
smooth, on top of some silver sandals. It was worn by a young girl
with an hourglass waist ana Esteve beside her as they came out -r

.~ ~ {L",,-k v-n.".c,
holding hands. M@po than fi~·if@, ~he looked like his daughte~

~t~ jt4~ v"]--She turned toward me and I glimpsed her cheeK~~ a scar mmmm
from her temple to her ~eck. I bit my lip. Standing in the
middle of that crowd cOmin) out, without noticing that he was
blocking them, Esteve stared at me like something from another

~L~~~he next day when he came to see me, I started tihrowí.ngup
so violently tha11'l.tihougrrtI'd die. As soon as he entered the room,
as soon as I saw him, as soon as he called my narre even if he didnit
come near me. As soon as he carne through the door with that whipped-
dog look lid never seen on him before. God knows what I would have
given to stop it. Because it was like I was dying burned up by
love and vomiting.
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XLIV
A while after Esteve left meL~n around ~ixty years old

came to visit, WJtk~~;~~"Qd~aA..f.~·~~h4í* ~":"w~s
w~ari~nglaSSeS and couldn't stop straightening them during the~~~ rr:~we were together. It was hard for him to get a conversation
going, he said the garden was pretty, that he l~ve~ his own house
too but there were no old trees in his garden. Finally he took a
piece of paper out of the inside pocket in his jacket and gave it
to me to signe It was a rece~pt for two hundred thousand pessetes.

sLu.~--tSince I looked a little surprised, he took a big ~ of bilIs out
of a briefcase with a lock on it and held them out to meo I took
them, signed, and once Itd signed he asked me to please count them.
I .d .t . t k t th t' d f' 1 lI~~~_~dl l, loslng rac wo or ree lmes, an lna ly he I±n~~g
counting them himself. Then he stood up and I saw hiroto the door.
A week later I got a letter from a~notary. Carmela and I wondered
what he wanted. We went ~ogether. In the waiting room there was an
etching in soft colors showing an old man in a bed with a canopy,
and at the foot of the bed a gentleman was reading a document, sitting
by a little table and surrounded by people of all different ages.
Carmela and I agreed they must be the sick manis family. A girl

j?,lltLU ,,~€ l'who'd walked through a few times carrying rd'H!b@#jt~ showed us into
the office, and the notary, after asking us t~áake a seat, said hetd
summoned me so I could sign to accept the deed to a house. I wanted
to know what I was signing but I didn't even have to ask because
another girl came in immediatel;;rand left a piece of paper on the
desk and the notary read it to me: the house 1 had to agree to accept
was the house I was living in. And that day my good luck began. But
1 couldn't have felt sadder. I cried a lot; Carmela said l'd go
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blind, that the tears wou~d burn my retina. And I was seized by a
4.\f'crtL t-' ,~ O\.l.t L!7V\"'\ .... ~ ~tremendous ~si~~o ~O~for~steve ~- thc ~etB and talk to

him, even if it was only for five minutes, and tell him he'd done
, {" o/ bG-..too much for me. 1 didn't dare go' to his house. Sometimes at ~

,~I'd walk ~the street ~here he"~ived and stand there for a
~ 1k (tt!. tO~"'11~ ~while~lookingt\at ];¡J,sli~~ balc~nies. 1 thought maybe he'd open

one and not see me and I'd call out but he wouldn't hear me. Finally,
q- 6\U[

after thinking ~ it a lot, one morning I went to the café with

'"the ferns. There wasn't one familiar face. The owner served me. I
~ &..~"\ -~told him I ased to come to his café~~ oecause I liked those

glass cases with ferns in them. He said now he remembered me and told
me how before buying the café Mm he'd taken a trip on an ocean1iner
and in the lounge th~re were gl~ss cases with pressed ferns. He'd

(b\rL~ ~ So IM-.....l.\.,..
falle;¡;¡, Fe llit:tc:1\¿-njfV? ~1g1 th?!!ithat when he bought the café he
asked the decorator to include sorne glass cases with ferns. And
mmIBmmmmmroin.m~mmmmmmmmmmíhmmmmrftmrftmbefore I left he ~ said he'd have
to change them because they were so old and dry that lots of leaves

~" (,Leevl -had crumbled and the outlines weren't ~Bar~ any more.
1~~~ ~~ ~ the two hum red thousand pessetes between the seat and

back 1{an easy chair and gradually spent them without thinking they'd
ever run out. Carmela, who'd decided to stay w i.bhme, one day said
it was foolish to keep them like that, that I should put them in the
bank and sell the house. That way l'd have an income, and if it
wasn't enough to live on 1 could buy a tobacco shop. 1 told her I
didn't want to se~l the house, that instead of getting rid of it

~~f~"'~'~l-\:o~ have it painted. The painters found a little ivory hand on a she1f
in the bathroom ~~oard and we laughed because they said it was to
s~ratch our backs when we got old.

(\.

The house looked pretty, and Carmela and I especially liked the
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smell of paint which grddually faded away. 1 haEl irises and a lemon
tree planted beside the stream. 1 spent lots of night~strolling
~~ the garden, sitting in the summerhouse or twisting the ropes

-ti l(\
on the swing as ~ as 1 could to see them unwind and watch the
~e~J~l.fJ;ar~und. One afternoon, when I'd. just J;.t;ei\~~
~fi~, a5it was tak~ng the last towe~off the she1f, 1 saw that marble
hand i~ the corner. It had a shiny wooden hand1e, almost black. The
fingers were very nicely carved. 1 stroked my cheek with them, let
them stay ~ while in ~ dimple, ~~n them over my nose. 1 was standing
there naked betwee n the mirror and the blue afternoon. 1 opened my
arms and inspected my who le body: my breasts weren 1 t so budding, my
bel1y didn't curve in as much. 1 went over to the dr~ssing bable,
took the diamond cross out of its drawer, and hung it around my
neck. Then 1 pul1ed the chair over to the mirror and sat down on it,

W~l1""-t
with one leg on one side and the other on the other. "J..\.ooaf{1' t thinli::ing)
Q~~Jt anythin~ 1 ran the hand over the eyebrows on that Cecilia
in the mirror. 1 stuck out my tongue and curled it up to see the veins
that tied it underneath like purp1e snakes. 1 tapped the mirror with
the hand, then slid it down to my knee. What'·s underneath? 1 pu1led
it away, then put it back on the mirror and 1eft it in the middle
of my neck. A 1ittle while later 1 stuck it under one breast, lifted
it a 1itt1e and asked the mirror how much each of my bones was3th•
'I'he be1ly doesn 1 t count, the preasts' a~e riceless, 1et I s 1eave the

~

~ .. Xl l p... <f!;?
~ ts-\. \:: dI' ~. -. .f ,,____~W)hear. • ha to lve ~ 1. dled.. 11 e -1;'" got.a lot of days~

jna+t. 1 puIled royseIf up to roy full height~and told ~~cecília
in the mirrorm ~ shem had to do something if she didn't want to

• 1 , ~1Jo\f te",",
die in a poorhouse and be ~ in a pauper's grave.
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XLV

The next morning I flipped a coin. It carne up heads. With that
same coin in my hand, I called a florist and ordered sorneviolets.
I unwrapped them and, after pulling off all the leaves, I took sorne
aná stuck them in my hair on the side where I'd worn that pin
Eusebi'd given me. I put on a gray dress and took my green snakeskin
purse, which matched my shoes. And eecked out like that, I went to
call on Senyora CoTItancia. There was no one in the concierge's
lroge, but I hadn't climbed three steps before her husband's head
peeked through the curtains in their apartment. 1 stopped short with
one foot in the air, hiked ~my skirts halfway up my thighs, and,
leaning against the bannister, asked UMore?" The head disappeared.

Yt~c...z..,The doormat outside the apaatment where l'd lived was ~ andwas ~ J\.
straight, and Senyora Constancia's~even more so. A~ter taking a few
deep breaths and calming myself, I knocked. It was a long time be-
fore I heard steps. Finally the peephole opened and behind it 1 saw
a bit of Senyora Constancia's face. She opened the door very slowly.
Her eyes looked Krightened and, without giving her a chance to say¡-
"Come Ln ;" I said !lIt's me, Cecíliatl and slipped through tihe door-;~A~-tú,'l ....\
Nothing had changed. That hat with violets was on the stand. On top

"of the cOffee~able on her p~ch sat that blue slip, so carefully
folded, with one broken strap. I inquired very politaly about her
health, her knees, her bad circulation, and we sat down. Very calmly,
I asked ~ how Marc was doing. She couldn tt stop staring at me.
All of a sudden she wiped her neck, touched that danglin@ strap and
$lid she didn I'tknow a thing about hi.m, She t d gotten over her aur=-

let~prise and ~ a nervous little giggle. So she wouldn't realize l'd
noticed, I gazed at the ceiling. The frieze around her dining room,
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"""'-like mine,
~

1 straightened
was made of angels anO. pomegranates

(~te\'"l .Jl ;¡'r rt
that tfd forgotten.

~ ~
my skirt anO. said 1'0. come because she haO. something

1 wan ted: that cl.ock with the towers, which l'o. like to buy , She
lookeo. at me a little puzzleo. anO. said she'd never considereo. selling
it, that it haO.been a family heirloom but in any case Shelo. think
it over. 1 looked out at the tailor's porch; the dummy was still
there. Wit~out acting like it mattered much, 1 said she should think
it over carefully, that 1 wasn't in a hurry, anO. 1 took a wad of
bilIs out of my purse, held them for a while, and then put them back.
Her eyes f ol.Lowed everythi:gg 1 di.dwi th my hand s, 'I'heclick from the
purse echoed through the o.ining room. She put her hand on her cheek
and stared at me like she was trying to read my mind. Her hano. flut-
tered anO. she said Itd put up with a lote 1 tolO.her 1 didn't know
what she was talking about anO. stood up, took off my belt, pulleo.
down the zipper in back, pulled my arms out of their sleeves anO. let
my dress fall to the floor. Her mouth and eY¡8S got wider and you
could see she didn't understand. She straighteneo. that slip, took a
hano.kerchief out of her pocket, clo(sed her eyes, wiped her lips and

'veA. \"Z. r.... Jlt s ~ WlN'l &. c:.n' ...wh í.aper-ed, 11A treasure. 11 Without . . ,s _e tugged at her own
skirt. A few minutes later 1 l~aned over, picked up my dress, anO. put

M.1~~tó W4it on again. 1 turned . so she could zip me u~i~ bao*( When 110.

finished 1 took the bilIs out of my purse and left them under the
slip, sticking out a little. As we were leaving the dining room 1
turned anO. waved goodbye tome dummy, and she couldn't have haO. any
idea who 1 was waving to. In the foyer 1 twirled the hat with the
violets anO., still looking at them, said lId be very grateful if she'o.

\'t.L rC(,\5\.sL"introduce me to one of her nephews or some gentleman who was ~,
~ W- vfl"'> ) \that 1 didn't care what ~ looked like as long as ~. good
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and rich. She acted very thoughtful and finally started talking
like she was weighing every wor-d, She repeated that I'd had to puf
up with a lot and that the others hadd't been so patient. That one
of Marc~s last few lovers, a girl named Roser, tired of hearing noises
behind the door between the apartments, had called a locksmith who'd
burst into her dining room while she was having breakfast ,tiBe-canse
I don' t know if you realize, I1 she said, "tihaf your back porch
has a door that leads ti) mine .I~ Lowering her eyes and fidgtting with
her co.Ll.ar-, she said she hadn It do~e.~.\.17leany liar-m, What Marc had

~ k~ w-a--<. $t~~ti~~vr ~ 1P <rasked .u.r cou'ldn 't ~ bee n fi?i~ ~et :al.:)t ¡;h01 ¡W keep an. eye
on his mistress and make sure she was faithful. That's what he'd
asked the tailor, who'd been b.is friend since tb.ey were kids. That
maybe, all together, they'd gone a little too far. She said that if
she looked in her drawers she could still find photos the tailor'd
taken froID his porch or in the street. How there was a brick near
the bottom of the fireplace that you could take out and put back to
hear canversations. I t hougrrt she knew a fekl things, 1 knew a few

~t~~' and between the two of us we didn't know the half of it.
I told her I didn't care about all that and to think over what lId
aa.Ld, When she 'd closed the door behin1me"I kicked her doormat so
it was crooked.
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XLVI
Before leaving my house to meet the first nephew, 1 drank a

~glass of WDl.lntewí.ná, At first l'd planned to take ~ trolley, but
after thinking it over ~ ~ 1 decided it woüld be better to grab
a taxi. 1 knocked,
she'd been waiting

Senyora Contancia opened the door right away like
J ~(l-t~~kbehind it, andljher eye~Shining with !'leas?fe, she

have been more on time. She showed me into thetold me 1 couldn't
livirg room: the sofa was upholstered with velvet, there were sorne
easy chairs with doilies and the light carne from a ring of china
candles with little green cones above them. In one easy chair sat a
y cung man who jumped up the minute we cane in. Senyora Constancia
put it to him so straight that 1 didn't know what to do with my hands
or where to look. And the young man, who wasn' t as';young as l'd

~thought wJa~!j\ 1- first1'eame i~ couldn' t take his eyes off me and
agreed to everything. Ris name was Ignasi. He gave me a down payment
because Senyora Constancia said 1 needed sorne security in case he got
tired of me. And he set me up in an apartment. 1 dressed Ca:rmela mm
in dark gr~y glacé silk, an apron and a fine lace coif with a black
siik bow that hung down in back , 'I'heapartment, which was very big
and fE'Iil.;¡)O¡ light, had two tiger skins on thet"'floor and a zebra

.. , 4ft <f!#

skin on the wall. Since 1 had money left over, 1 bought furniture
lor my house. When 1 was free Itd go and stay the night, and if 1
could spend a few days there 1 felt happy. I had them paint the out-
side white to show off the bIue ~'roses, and 1 had the front gat!tJ..
painted green. The painter asked if 1 v,¡aJhtedhim to take ~ the bellf\.
e:nd 1 said to leave it there, that it didn't bother me. Ignasi's
face, chest and arms were covered with freckles and he was always
asl{ing me to stDoke his forehead because he said my hand felt cool.
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1 needed a drink b1,fore going to bed with him. Sometimes, itlTÍthout
knowing why, ~~~l~b~cto~~ ~~~ to my house,~~lt';~l~~~ll!t ~' CA

couple of hours in the tub ~ ~She& myself inside and out. This
s« T d' 1 .lasted three years~ hree years of preten lng was ln love. After
~

three years, Ignasi said he was going to get married but everything
could stay the sarnebetween him and me. 1 refused. 1 said married

, . wll)j~
men were okay, but 1 didn t want aman ~~ ~ get married while
he wa~B~i~fi~;~TG~lWl~~~~~me. Before leaving he said he'd miss me and if
1 change d my mind to ~ hime,kae,,~1 don' t know what kind of nasti-
ness that 1 didn't even know was in me made me wish him a lousy honey-
moon.

1 reached an agreement with Senyora Constancia's second nephew
wU"~in that same living room with the green cones on the~amp. He wasn't

there when 1 arrived. He didn't come for another three quarters of
< ~~~an hour or so, and Senyora Constancia was so nervous she kep~pecre~ó\. ~ (()vW\.

in and out. 1 tried to pass the time by looking at the clock with the
f'-

towers. Finally he showed up. He was a small, thin man so clean he
looked like they'd gone over hí.mwith a s·crubbrush. He also set me
up in an apartment, but what he gave me to get started--Senyora

:::::a::i~~ti:h~::: ::::e::::~a::~tn::em::: ::t::::l::n::~'h:~e::r
used the main staircase. He'd take the servant~ stairs, come in the
kitchen door, and all the maids had the time of their lives. He didn't

~~ ~~"e~.-rcome very often because he said he had to ..' his ¡ and that
, CUMhe was taking a big risk. The lEs he carnethe happier 1 ~ because

1 repmaced all the win-that wa~ 1 could spend~ore time at my house.
. S~~\

dows that wouldn't ~ tight, had all the leaks fixed, and Carmela
put new ropes on the swing. When spring carne,EstaniBlau said he had
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to go to Madrid on business and would take me with him. We hadn't
been on the train two hours when he left the compartment, disappeared
for a while and just when lId started thinking maybe he was sick he
came back 100king terrified and said he'd run into a friend and had
to join him in his compartment. He took his suitcases, and before we
reached Madrid he came back and gave me a slip of paper with the
hotel's address. 1 barely hae time to unpack before he cam~ in looki~g~_tahA- "k~V")~ -t
as guilty as if he was about to kilI somebody and told me to ~back
to Barcelonae,ss quiek as 1 eould~ 1 got so mad that he noticed and
two weeks later when he came back, he gave me a tiara. 1 never could
understand why when he handed me the box his mouth got like Cosme's,
with that gold tooth.
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XLVII

1 was standing on Muntaner Street looking in a shop window when
1 hear-d sorneone calling me. It was Paulina, w i,thm a little boy. 1
hadn't seen her since we'd lived in that house with the irises, and
she looked much worse. We were happy to see each other. She was slop_
pily dressed and it embarrassed me because everything 1 had on was
brand new. She told me they'd spent the afternoon in Monteroles
Park. We walked along for a while, not knowing what to say, and it
didn't take long for me to realize that something was wrong. 1 sugges-

~ted that we go ~ a café and have a snack. Once we were seated, 1
el} ...

asked if the boy was hers. She said even though we hadn't seen each
s~other for years, it waan 't enough time for her to have mmminl:a~

~ kto "teo-VV). t L
that ~. And she burst ~lt Grrt~~ The boy threw his arms around her
and started crying too. When theY'd~both calmed down, she said be
belonged to tihe gentleman f'nomTarragona and a: bis mother ha d died
of cancer of the palate. As soon as the gentleman from Tarragona had
been widowed, he'd asked her to marry bim. She'd thought it over care-
fully and finally said yes. They'd gotten married secretly and he'd
brought hi.s~~ to her house , telling his family that he wanted to
send bim to school in Barcelona. But his brothers had f01Jnd out and

Cl,W c"'j
were ruining his life and wanted to take the Ch~ld~because they
couldn't forgive him for marrying someone he'd been seeing while his
wife was alive and they told everycne how she 'd not only been a
servant but was a whore who'd go~ten him in ber clutches. The truth
was that be was very rich and they al1 were dy í.ngto get his money.
She said Blle' d kilI herself if trhey took the boy away. That they
loved each other more than if they'd been motber and child. The boy
let go of her hand, which he'd been clutching the whole time, and



touched a1l~ k' f th'my neck he was loo lng or some lng.
was searching for an~ ahe said he must have

I asked Paulina
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what he remembered how
once shetd told him she knew a gorgeous girl named Cecilia who wore
a glass heart on a chain around her neck. We talked for a long time.
She wanted to know about Marc and I said I'd rather not discuss him.
Since I felt sorry for her, I told her not to worry, that the gentle-
man ~rom Tarragona was too rich for his family to take the kid; and

ik ~besides, he was ~ father. She wiped her eyes and said¡ yes, I was
1\ ~'IA- ~,j\'\

right, but they were trying to drive him to ~ grave because he had
a weak heart and if he died, five minutes later they'd get their claws

the boy. When weinto the kid. She started crying again, and so did
we

were in the street ~ agreed
f~ long time ana 1 was feeling

~
Passeig de la Bonanova.

lId been walking for about ten minutes when I noticed ~ a
car ~ fOllowing me: it was driving behind me wery SlOWlY~~ the
curb. I didn't turn around. It was nice to mink a car would follow me
but it annoyed mi~~ince 1 was starting to get tired and didn't dare
to stop and wait for a cab because I wa~ afraid they'd think I'd

to meet again.
~, ... ~ 01_

a lib~~ jumpy
Since we'd been sitting
I walked up toward the

stopped to wait for them to ask me to get in. To make everything per-
fect, it had started raining. The headlights coming ~s~m~ made the
rain glitter and dazzled me. Two or three taxis went by with passen-
gers in them. Finally, since it was raining harder, I ducked into a
~w.Ct-1 _~.'i..

1rnj l,,~. The car went ~ and just when I thought tihey'd leave me
alone, it stopped. A uniformed chauffeur got out and invited me to
get in. I didn't answer him. He got back in the car and then a gentle-
man carne out ana asked me to please do him the favor of getting in.
It seemed thebest way to get home quickly and without being soaked.



U 8167r.
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

The gentleman was old, with grayhair, stunningly elegante ~ saw
each other a few more times and quickly reached an .~~ing.

1 was especially glad to get rid of Senyora Constancia, whose services
u~v'" " .were ~}expensive. His name was Mart~. He was involved in politics and

he bought me an apartment. The day 1 told Estanislau we were through,
it was like a bomb had gone off. He screamed at me to let him have
that tiara and the money he Id given me at the beginning; that 1 wa s
breaking my word. 1 didn't reply and just kept shaking my head. He said
at least 1 should give him half the money and the tiara. He said 1
could keep the tiara but give him back the money. He said 1 could keep
the money but give him back the tiara. 1 kept shaking my head. 1 must

look
have acted so stubborn that Wi~ a murderous ~ in his eyes he
shoved me so hard that 1 fell 1\ the floor. That day he went down the

'" .". ..main staircase.
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XLVIII
t~~~1arti al.ways said he wanted to see me happy. To please ~ I

put on perfume and makeup. My skin was still smooth, but my f ace

~
was Changing, a little around my temples and a little slacker
around the mouth. I spent hours looking at myself in one of those
magnifying mirrors and I knew my face by heart: the little pimple
that was taking "'J~;ta-lOng J to go away,Vbit or fuzz 4;la.;2wa;

gradually turning darker, and the pink spot under my ear that you could
only see when I lifted my hair. In the afternoons lid go out, some-

~t~)times , sometimes in a car. I had a chauffeur named Miguel;
and a real estate agent, because (finall~ Carmela I gJersuaded me that
the best thing to do with my money was to buy an apartment house. Qne

~day in an antigue shop ~ the Pla~a del Rei 1 saw a wodden angel tall
as ~erson. 1 liked it so much that 1 went back to look at it a few
tim~s and bought it for my Saint's Day. When 1 got it home, I put
it at the foot of the bed~gfit fiCJE-= :t;.e-..;b - facing t.heheadboard.
Marti said 1 should stick it against the wml because you could see
its unpainted back and it looked ugly. 1 didn't pay an attention to

,him. The angel looked at me like someone who d suffered a lote It was
wearing a gold robe with a red band around the bottom and another around
the neck; the folds in the wooden robe hid its feet and it had no
hands. I liked to tough the rough edges at its wrists, where the hands
had been cut off. It was the first thing 1 saw when 1 opened my eyes,
and soon I bought another smaller one. I took the handless one to my
house and told Martí lId exchanged it for the other. I kept buying

c:r-r tA.lA.v'>-\, ~~ angels and ~ fihem delivered to royhouae , I had tall and short
ones, with curls and straight hair, with goblets, paIro branches, and
grapes in their hands. I liked to go in my bedroom in the dark, with
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the starlight streaming through the window, and it scared me in a way
that sort of kept me company. As if they were whispering my name. But
they were silent, stiff, worm-eaten, earthbound.

Martí gave me a dia~2nd necklace like a river
~<¡~~~he brought it he 'T me sit on his lap. I felt so

blurted out that lid bought a black easy chair. It was for my house, mmm

of stars. The day
happy ~ I

which was something he didn't know about. 1 wiggled out of it by say-
"'-ovJing 1 was waiting for it to be delivered and thought now I'd have to
f\

buy another for the apartment. Martí said he couldn't understand how
instead of saying something about the necklace all I could talk about
was the easy chair. I laughed and hugged him. The necklace, which when
I put it onhad sent a chill ~. my spine, had war-med up so 1 cou'ld
hardly feel it. He straightened it and while he was doing that he
asked .:r'what lId most like to have , Without even t hinking 1 s aid 1 Id
like to go to the ~m Liceu wearing that necklace and see a lovely
opera about hunchbacked man with his dead daughter in a sack. He
laughed and asked what color dress lId have made. 1 said red. A few
days later he gave me a tic~~t to the opera. He said held be there
with his family, watching me from their box. t~\

The day ~ went to the opera, I spent the whole afternoon .
myself ~MiqUel waited for me outside the gate with his cap in
his hand, and when he saw me he couldn't help exclaiming that 1 looked
like a queen , We drove down the Ram1bba de Catalunya and , with my face

~~"'~Al,l,Wv3pressed against ~¡e, 1 spent tihewhole time watching lime tree
br-anches go by. Everyone star~d at me as 1 entere<t¿)i;ii¡rt¿Y;Qu>' I walked
slowly. V¡JhenI r-eache d the guards, I stopued a moment to caben my

~W'V'M-~ ~breath and pull,ed the bottom of my coat like I was afraid a gust of
L~Gk ~

wind would *¡{ it. A lady going in by herself, dressed in gray and
covered with pearls, looked at me surprised because she couldn't



understand why 1 was holding the bottom of my eoat. 1 sat down
tuJ~~where they told me to. 1 didn't dare to look ~~ 1 wanted to see

everything,but without looking 1 knew 1 was surrounded by red and
golde 1 pretended to read the program but 1 couldn't even focus on
the letters. 1 stared at a girl with a very high hairdo all covered

. -t.Lu- V'o"",-\ """-': ~~ ~ ~~ M.~,(with curls. 1 wanted to ~tra~ mys@ but 1 couldn't; 1 kept thin-
~~ .king how ~rtl:=hr saí.dhe'd be there \,,¡i th hí,sfamily. And when 1

looked around he was the first thing 1 saw. He was in the third box
from the stage, more elegant than ever, talking with a boy who must
have been his son. His wife was dressed in honey-colored silk. 1
glanced away because 1 thought she'd realized 1 was staring, but

~t(Ltf c.r,slowly, dying to get a ~ look .at~, 1 started watching her
again. She had a cluster of diamonds on one side of her hair and
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bunch of purp1e heron feathers stuck out of that nest of diamonds.
The daughter was dressed in pink with flowers around her neckline.
As the violins were tuning up 1 started to feel like crying.

The house 1ights dimmed. Someone carne in late and the people
coughing gradually quieted down. There was a moment of silence, and
sUddenly, like they were coming from another world, sornevery Sad
trumpets blew. When the curtains parted, the stage was brightly lit

. s~(~ ~
a~d full of jolly people. Men bustled around. They~didn't look effl-

~handsome: they had ugly, skinn¡ le~s and wore bplloony pantso~11I:~(Llr~ ~ p-\I\-UA ~
in tvlO ~hree color" t.ha t ~e¡ <c~:S/'tllad3>e1.ell:.;¡,~":t:llt+l~~i,tl~re:~'fl\:~\~;)
~f thei~~t. A younger one with a. ., chubby an~~Gk

was sitting there telling them about sornething in song while the
others almost died laughing. The women wore sleeveless blouses with
little vests, wide, wrinkly skirts and had their hair ~
in n~es. They wer-en 't very pretty and most of them weren' t young.
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~
LEut sorne of the dancing girls dressed as pages had very

.-,.
legs. At first I didn't notice thefld man with the litt1e bells; he
was standing quietly at the edge, so ugly it was scary. I .started

~ Ito feel bad: there was a weight on my ~est like they d piled sorne-
thing on top of it that wou1dn't 1et me breathe. I didn't know what
was the matter. I fe1t 1ike my forehead was covered with ~tlGt- sweat ,

and I started to worry that lid be sick. On stage, there was a white-
th10ne who'd heen ~~

tired of watching, and rea-
haired man, very upset, who was

~ ~""'\ ~ V\-~sitting downpt first. I closed
1ized lid been fiddling with my

scíbihding
my eyes,
ear like it was bothering me. I donlt

know why but I fe1t aahamed , I pu1led rnyhand aT.¡.Tayand fingered that
diaroond nec kl.ace , 'I'he roan with tihe l.;i.ttÍ':. "-~ ro ared wi th 1aughter.

lid have liked to see the part that used to make Haria-Cinta cry,-.• L~when the old man went by dragging that sack wlth hlS daughterp(Ro~de-
it, but 1 cou1dn't stand any more and 1eft when the 1ights carne on
qnd everyone clapped. Before 1eaving I took a last look at everything:
the bunches of 1ights that made the five gi1ded railing{glitter, the
round paintings on the ceiling, the big chafudelier in the midd1e,
the red curttin that Y~pt opening and closing. Marti and his wife
had gotten up and, 1eaning against the railing, they were chatting
with sorne gentlemen. There was nothing of mine inside there and out-
side '~ were streets and aire I went out wfuth my coat over my arrn

, * le

and cou1dn't see my car anywhere. Standing at the entrance, I felt
li~ ""\ ~\A.t-"

the stares froro the guar-da, 'f.t~~"'\~d-+:~f!tI.,a.e-"1":S:-'kk-Ti.,.n,....,.o'r'l"1~back like~the
tip of a cigarette. I wa1ked a '. up the street, a little down,

(\- J\.
and finally I crossed the Rambla. I saw my car outside a café, and

. ~f}~inside Miguel was sitting at atable with a ~~ of beer in front
of him. He leapt up and asked why lid left so soon. I told him I felt
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1ike having a beer too. He glanced around and said it would be better
to go to another café where we wouldnlt attract so much attention.
And he was right: with such bright lights and so many staring faces
I felt embarraseed about my red dress covered with strings of beads,
my stiff si1k coat and gold net handbag with diamonds and rubies on
the cLaap , I got in the car and told Hiquel to drive to the Rambla
de Catalunya and stop under the first lime tree.

I took off my tiara. When he l d parked, r"liquelasked if lId like
to go someplace and have a drink and I said no, to wait for me at the
Diagonal secause I wanted to walk up alone. And 1 started wffiking.
The night was dark and 1 lOoked like a drop of blood. 1 wmked sloWW,
swaying a little because 1 liked the sound the beads made. That ~ém

sick feeling Itd had at the opera had gone away. I felt right
at home under the lime trees. 1 thought how surp.rised Martí would
~ when he saw my seat empty. 1 felt like ~~~ around fest with

my arms out, like 1 Id done when 1 was a little girl and wanted to see
the earth spin. But sorne people were coming so I stayed where 1 was.
1 waited for them to pass. When they'd gone, I felt a little dizzy
and sat down on a bench , IIYour womb will get chilled" that woman at
the r~int:'Jt.!.~ years ago when I'd told her 1 sat on stone

benchehe ~ A few cars1 roared by and when they'd passed
mmmmmmmmIDm~mmmmmmmmmmmm I heard a voice right beside me saying
!lCecilia.TI
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XLIX J... l~
(})~oev&.r-1\.. Vv'[.\.O v Ci""L o....,

I covered the clasp on rnyhandba~ because ~ was scared~~~ey~'d~~
stea1 it. The voice asked, 1!Don't you recognize me?!J I turned a litt1e
and saw a man sttting beside me who at first I didn't think I'd ever
seen before. His cheeks were sunken and he looked like he'd just es-
caped frorn a graveyard, with dul1 eyes in black sockets like on a
,k~• There was a huge black spot on one side of his forehead. He

,
asked if I really didn' t remember him and ¡nTithoutwaiting for me to
answer, in a hoarse, rasping voice 1ike it hurt him to have to say
it, he said he was Cosme. You couldn't hear even a leaf flutter. Re'd
started off whispering like he was praying but his voice soon got
louder and he kept telling me how much hetd suffered. He said maybe
there were men \lI}'ho'dloved me, men who'd been able to tell me so, but
he was the one who'd ley.Tedme most of al1. Bis voice trembled 1ike it
was hard for him to get it out and I wished I was buried so the earth
would muffle that voice ••• How he knew what had become of me, that·
was the only thing he'd wanted to know: what I was doing, how I lived,

, -t....¡;l~4...1:f~J~)who I was living with. That if I d gotten in T j ~e wou1d have
Ul21thelped me out. He'd wor-ked har-d, gotten ri.ch, and had the H1\~ hotel

, ~ll
on the Costa Brava but he didn t know what to do with)lthe money that
kept pi1ing up. He sti11 1ived behind his reataurant~ with the glassed-
in porch an~ink and that engraving of the horse above the tableo Just

j\
1ike before. He kept the black satin dress Itd worn on r-1idsummer
Night wrapped in tissue papero 1 turned a11 the way around to face

l\ I~d±t.~V\~ ~him and saw his gold tooth ~ifitrr~. He'd also kept the medal1ion
with the 1ady's head from olden days. If I wanted to see it all for
rnyself • • • He kept edgingm c1oser, he slipped his arm around my

o-
waist and I shr~nk back a 1itt1e. He looked at me like a starving
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man looks at atable heaped with food. 1 pulled away. My skirt
stretched and one of the strings
when 1 ~ my hand on the stone
know what to say or do and felt

of beads must have snapped because
a few beads dug into my skin. 1 didn't

a weight in my stomach like lid swal-
lowed a stone. He sat there for a while without speaking; he'd pulled
his arm away, and just when 1 thought he'd finished he started tal-
king again.

He hung his head and it was like he was talking to himself. 1
don't know what he said, that he'd wanted to see me, that to keep
from botbering me he'd never sp oken to me before_t~~he child we'él

had--and 1 felt the flesh crawl on my bheek like l ~ covered ~
with ants--had been a girl. The doctor had told him not to cry over
i t, tha t we' d have athers. It se Q~~ >:Ixe he' d s tumbled out of the

clinic so dazed that he'd had to lean against the door awhile and even
though hefd done his bestnot to think about it held seen her all the
way back to the restaunant. He hadn't been able to sleep that night.
When 1 carneback, feeling better, ever~time he looked at me held
see that girl dead before her time who tied us together because she'd
come from both of liS, end when he realized it was goodbye forever
Cecilia he'd had a friend do a sketch in m~m sepia of mmm a little
girl; hetd told him how he wanted her, with curly hair, sitting down,
and hefd asked him to print my name in pretty letters under the
drawing. And he said that through some kind of mystery the girl in
the drawfing looked a little like me; as if 1, who'd been his woman,
had become his deughter in that sketch. And hetd put earrings on her:
two nice little rings. And a bracelet • • • That stone kept getting
heavier inside my stomach and the jn:m__ n.. beads dug into my hand and
1 wanted to get up but 1 couldn't. He said hefd put the drawing in
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a stand-up eminim- oval frame under the horse, and wheri he got Elick of
doing his accounts he'd sit there for a while, looking at it. He was
resting his elbows on his knees and his knees were apart; he stared
at the pavement like hetd dropped something and was looking for it
and talked very slowly, saying the girl in the drawing had her hano.s
in her lap and was wearing a pleated skirt anO. shoes with bow~ on
them.

He stopped talking, and maybe because he wasn't looking at me.,t~
1 brushed the beads off the bench and without realizing it 1~ up.
1 started 't1alking,the way you feel when you I re walking in a dream,
and when 1r d gone about fifty steps 1 don' t know \\Thybut 1 felt like
1was being followed. Without thinking 1 lifted my fkirts and star-
ted running. One of my shoes ~ off, 1 stopped to put it on again
and also had time to glance down the street. A gentleman and lady had
stopped anO.were facing me, and sorne guys were talking on a bench.
You couldn't see anyone else; lots of light was coming froID the corner
and tbe two rows of lime trees almost met in the distance. 1 got in
the car at the Diagonal and when 1 could talk again 1 told Miguel
to take me to the house instead of the apartment. 1 leaned bsck, then
sat up, opened the no-draft window to get sorne air and with my hands
over my rnouth 1 closed my eyes because the
flying by on bO~S~ made me dizzy.

'I'hecar went around the s quar-e and when 1I d gotten out Miguel

__ • buildings and trees

asked if 1 wasn't scared to walk through the garden by rnyself. 1
Itold him 1 didn't think 1 d ever be scared again. The car drove the

rest of the way around the sguare and left. 1 slowly walked over to
the sumrnerhouse, sat down on a bench and started smoking~e~t~

r , tP ¿t

with my eyes closed. When it was half finished, 1 tossed it into the



stream. You could smell the greenery. The sky w~s pitch black and
every star looked like a tuberose. 1 can't remember anything else;

bad taste out of my mouth~ I w~nt and made myself a strong cup of
coffee. 1 didn't start feeling a11 right till 1 was in the tub; 1
clamped my big toe over the faucet and sprayed everything. The water
made little ripples that lapped against my neck and shou1ders and
I vJigg1ed my toes so they' d ke ep coming • .And 1 didn I t want m get out.

1 werrt back to bed wrapped in a tioweL but before climbing in 1
picked up the dress, which l'd slung over a chair, and hung it up.
There were beads all over the sheet and 1 absentmindedly started
brushing them off;m sornewere hidden in the folds. 1 took a sheet
of paper off the night table, rolled it into a cone, and picked them
up. First the ones on the bed, then the ones on the floor, kneeling.
They looked like aniseed.

1 was standing by the ba!cony on
the glass and 1 must have stayed
was stariing to get light. 1 lay

an~ ~ell asleep. When 1 woke up
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the porch with my forehead against
there ;¡;; a long time because it

t~i e..lldown on "<r,LJ'\ bed llJit~my clothes on
1 felt a little sick and to get the
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L
CtA lS fU-~ (,v..aL -to ~Lv ~

• • • like the ~ the night v,r~tchman~ me when 1 was
little. 1 slipped into bed but I didn t stay there long. 1 got
dressed and ~can still remember how when I reached the garden 1 had
to go back because 1 needed the money in my purse to grab a taxi,
and everythigg I did till 1 found out where that old man lived, and
how long it took me to screw up my courage to knowk on his door.
Looking at the stunted geranium in his window, I asked if he remem-
bered how he'd found me. He looked at me and 1 looked back, he was
very old, like that old man with the bouquet of roses, and he was
sitting by the window in a corduroy suit, with the wales going in
and out, the top button on his shirt undone, woolen socks flopping
around his angles, bushy eyebrows, his eyes still bright, between
hazel and dark green like on the old man with the roses, peering at
me as be tried to remember. 1 clasped bis band and beld tbe tip of
one finger in the dimple on my eheek, "11m Cecmlia. Don't you remem-
ber?" lId bad a lot of hrouble finding out wbere he lived, lId bunted
all over Barcelona, the neighbors around tbe house where held lived
wheri I was little had n 't been able to help much , some didn' t know
a thing , etbers recalled tbat he'd lived in Sants witb bis son, but
tbey didn I t know where, and he hadn I t settled down till he'd moved
in witb bis daugbter, because bis daughter lived in tbe same neighbor-
ho od where he'd been a wat cnman; And tbe gardener, who I d been the
first person betd gone to see because he lived acroas the street, had

~ WWI e- ~~~l.Ldied ye ars ago and ¡:.vherehis) mmnn nursery bad been0t~", :; laQ

~. But his son was also a gardener and
worked for him. He"was sitting on his front
a ~~ and with a cigarette wet with spit

the old man with the roses
step, ~wrinkled ~
dangling from one corner



innocent look on his face, he said held switched houses, that
~ &- htfw~cy-' Ileft • on Mrs. Rius I·S step but he d thought with her boys sor:

up
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of his mouth, and just when I was thinking too much time had passed
and nobody remembered, he said he knew where the son lived and I
went straight to see him and found him eating lunch, and he told me
where ~sister lived and that ~~ther was still with her, and so,
from one to the other ••• I asked if he remembered finding me. He
shook his head like he really didn't remember, but his eyes t§listened
from wherever it is tears come from, and suddenly he told me to go
home, that they were dead and I should go away.

\)e~ ~\.u"'M~, k~te<;%.~The hcuse was :É4:t~\of~ painted pink. The ~ was made of
iron and at the head there was a picture of Jesus Christ with the
Sacred Heart surrounded by saffron-colored light that gradually
t~or'~~ sulfur-e010red around the edges. The old man loo~ed dead,
and after a long time he said, in a voice that seemed to come from

tJJ'~ ¡¡V\..far away, that I was whimpering and the dog ~ almost ~ me.
~e.kl\.tvJt., 1'- h"~

'I'he ~:r ...+;rte-t;.. held up one hand w.í th two fingers out in ~==-~'A1.J~vJ.J.,
and there was a rip like a big button hOl}t so Y 01.1could see tihe

heart mmmmmm crowned with flames. While I was looking at the Sacred
Heart, the old man asked why I'd come and it was like he was scolding

. V"~ct.~me, like it made hlm ~ to see me. 1 was going to ~plain how I'd
had a child a whi.Leback • • • that a strinc: of beads had broken, and
the beads ••• But 1 thought he wouldn I t unde r-at.andso 1 didn I t

u~t\A~f.. I~8werf€"i'TI{'And to say something, since I didn t know what to say, 1

talked about Senyor Jaume and Senyora Magdalena. Then, with a very
thQyld,

wha t wauld she do ..vith a ba be in arms, a newborn child • • • 1
Lc..~seen anyone, if held seen what whoever

f\
said at first held thought it was a

I

don t know why 1 asked if held
1eft me had lookedfike, and he



u -B 179
universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

guy ran

(, ~~and 1 was a ~~g~ of stolen goods till he heard me cry. The
bwlSk~ DI)~like the wind and when he was far away he ~e-€l: ike S) me-

burglar

one had kicked him in the stomach. He was throwing up. But he hadn't
thought about it till afterward because if 1 hadn't started whimpering
and if he hadn't spotted that dog sniffing around he would have

01.,. s; C!> w'le......chased him since it's getter to catch ~thief than recover ~ stolm
goods, but he heard me and saw the dog and ran to scare it awa:ybe-
fore it hurt me.

-tWb.~:~1 heard steps, and hí.sd1aughter carnein with 1\ and a teapot.
11flIt's lime-flower tea. Bhe told me her father was so used to staying

up all night that he co~ldn't sleep unless he had sornelime-flower
v4<)5e.~ ~tea in the evening. 1 said maybe he~o~~ seeing the stars. He

shook his head and wh í.sper-ed, IlThesmell of f'Lowers¿" A while later
he said he was cold and asked me to give him a white silk kerchief
that was folded at the foot of the bed. 1 picked it up and felt like
tying it around his neck but he ~~d it, rolled it up, put it on

k d t d· t . dh . E t' 11 d l·~ a~:,,~and tuc e he en s ln o hlS ~ ~rt. very hlng sme e l~_
and 1 couldn't have felt happier. VVhilehe was drinking the tea he
told me haN one day theYlthought I.' d gone out ;i.;g, tfte~ee4:i and gotten
lost because they hadn't seen me for a long time and had searched all
through the house till Senyor Jaume needed sornetools and found me
in the shed , sitting on apile of sacks wearing Senyora I1ggdalena I s
rosary like a necklace, and through the half-open door he saw me kiss
the blmm

ll~l.0-
up 1\a

to dress

cross every so often. And that had made them want to dress me
nun. It was a dumb idea because from then on 1 always wanted

kJ,~tlike a nun and when they took my €-eS w::me off l'd scream that
my bones and head were freezing.

There were sornebits of lime flower in the bottom of my cup. 1
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stirred the sugar with my sppon and he stared at me, half-hypnotized.
Sú.<i s, ta.~

He i;olEl~e if 1 remembered how lime-flower tea tasted when I was young
~ f\.

l'd realize ~ stuff was worthless. What lId drunk before was from/\, fur
the lime tree in the garden behind the house where held livedAso many
years, and the gardener'd always told him he'd never seen a tree like
that one, which must have been two hundred yeaps old and was tw)
stories higher than the roof. He'd spread a sheet on the ground so
the flowers wouldn ' t get dirt;;,rand when he carne for his monthly pay
and brought me aniseed he'd also bring a bag of flowers. He stopped
like he was trying to remember something and then saidrhe petticoat
lId worn under the nun's habit had been sewn by his wife, who made
lingerie, with the bodice covered with thin pleats. He asked if 1

liked lime fLowe r-s and I didn It know what to ~. He said it \flas
a very pr. etty flower: a few flowers on a ~ piece of silk and when
you brew it up it makes you drowsy. He glanced over toward the win-
dow
and

and said he still hadn't gotten
G~seeing people G-e~éj

many keys and doors •

used to not being out all night
home so sleepy they could hardly walk. And
•• And slowly, in a ~hi~er, I asked him

l(S~
if he could remember whaf he ~ Ld.ke, A little puz zLad , he asked
IfWho?1IAnd I said, IlThe guy who left me on the step outside the gate.tI

~e..G~~ ~-t.He was silent for a while, .. off i\ the distance, and just when
I thought he didnlt even remember what lid asked him he repeated

so

that he'd run like the wind; that when he'd seen me he immediately
figured 1 was an abandoned child and had picked me up, holding me
against his chest because he was afraid lId fall, and I \flaswhimper-

.J-inglike a kitten with my puny little voice, blinking my eyes and
l.J.-.~ "'- \ {'~\.(r"\,"1 ~

loold.:a.g'Ql)t .Jroaybe1 couldn' t see a thing. The first thing he Id
thought was that they'd like to have me. It made him feel good to
illmmmm-e.
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leave flowers on their graves. He conld still remember the first time
he'd visited the cemetery. He remembered it so cIearly that if he
closed his eyes he could see it ~Il like he was still there. He was

t1-C~ °IJ ~t~ ~~
walking U:~~~~d with the ot~ people; a lot~were carrying bou-
quets of ~ irises and others had ever~astings. Since he was
tired from cIimbing, he'd turned around and seen more people with
bouquets of irises that Iooked like purple butterflies, and between
the kind of Iight fram that rainy afternoon and the winding road, it
looked like a purple river climbing upward. He always took chrysan-
themums and white roses, never carnations. And that first day in the
cememery he couldn't find their niche. He was searching for their
names and whiIe he searched he remembered what they'd told him, that
your ~st doctorhto be sure youlr~ dead, pokes your heart through the

)

ribs because more than once they've buried people alive. He'd asked
aman who was standing on a ladder replacing sorne flowers if he knew
where their niche was, and that man had told him to askm a gentleman

('&at the ~~ee who had a book where it was all written down. The. -ti. q-.
gentleman at the ~~ had quickly found their lane and ~number •
He I d left the flowers and gone home , He'VthOUght of how when 1 was
youÜg 1 f d mfl:nan.mYlmbeen so much trouble, always trying to run away.
Afterward h~isitred both of them in the cememtery will he reaIized

I +~that dead people didn t stay ~e. He said that, sitting in that
chair, sornedays he imagined

ÉM.1t a wagon a nd between
of flowers wafted up to

himseIf deae. He was leaving the ceme-
his feet he saw the horses~tery, stretched out

ears and the smell him because since the wagon
was floating three feet above the ground and it was always spring,
all the smel1s from the gardens get into his nostrils. And many years
later, he said, you stop traveling on a wagon and wander through the
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st~etts like a ghost doing what you'd done when you were alive, and
if ~ead people's bodies were solid like ours we wouldn't even be able
to cross the street ••• He looked at me like all of a sudden held
noticed that 1 was listening, and in a changed voice he said held
comforted them as best he could, and that urge to run away had come
from a bird that when weld transferred it from the cage where we'd

(~IM.""J2..~trapped it to the caae where it was going to live had s~~ two days~

&RJa 11 i.~b I s !'ammi-ng i~S head b~e~~t' ~~sl~ t:;U~J{h;-~1~art so it
could ~ away. They'd found it lying belly ~P with its head on the
metal floor and its beak soaked with blood. 1 ~ the cage beside
my bed with a stone lId put in it, sa;ying the bird was inside that
stone. You could see 1 was very odd. With the bird l'd found out that
ever-ytrhi.nghas to die and since they'd told me how when someone dies
everybody wears black, 1 asked them to dress me in black and whether
when pwople were buried they buried their heads too, and 1 hel& onto
my head like 1 was a.fraid it would 1'8.11off. And tha.tnuttiness
lasted a long time, as lmng as the other business about not letting
them take off ~ nun's habit, and 1 kept saying 1 didn't want them
to ~ury my head , that 1 didn't mind about my arms arléllegs, but not
my head~ that they shou1d cut it off and stick it in a box and keep
it forever ••• Once lId 1eft, they almost never ta1ked about me, but
they kept everything 1ike it had been and Senyora IvIagdalenamade my
bed every morning and turned the covers back at night. They never
tried to find me. They said if 1 got into trouble lId let them know,
and if l'd run away fo~r theyld rather let me go and not try to

e Lr:~
keep me there by force. Gradua1ly they started talking about me like
- {~I.ct v.-W) {~\cLt ~J~ was still living there: ~ my appetiteAbad, ~ 1 like7black chee-
ries and almonds, that 1 was a fussy eater. One day' they had a quarrel
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over a hairpin, which must have been the one Eusebi had given me
and tihen +ney ' d taken and hi.dden it ,and it was like they tihough'tthat

Iwhoever had it could bring me back by aqueezi.ng it. \¡Jhenthey d stopped
talking about me, Senyor Jaume had his bed brought up to the ~rs~",-t
and ~1fed himself in, and she lived downstairs with the cats, because
the cats Senyor Jaume and 1 had managed to scare away íD¿:2~
~bY yellin~the roof and pouring buckets of water on them and
coming out with a rag fluttering on the end of a broornstick had slowly

~5fb:back. Occasionally Senyor J"aume would come out at night and
give him a chair, but less and less because ever since he'd shut him-
self in the tower hetd left it inside the gate so he had to come in
and get .....

J.. v. He said the tuberoses wo~dn't grow right because of the
cats. He died in the tower, and he and Mrs. Rius's oldest son brought
him down tied to a chair they had to hold up between them. Mrs. Rius's
son went in front and he walked bebind so his ahare of the weight

. 1,

wouldn ~ be so heavy. When Senyora Magdalena was all alone, every-
body wondered what she'd do, and she went and lived in the tower just
like he hade The bouse got so run-down that sometimes you thought it
would collapse. While he was still alive, Senyor Jaume had fixed the
leaks but finally he'd given up because as soon as he went out for
a walk she'd go up on the roof with a hammer and wreck everything he'd
done.

He brushed one of his eyes because a very long hair on one eye-

~
brow had - in
chair and saw sorne sci¡ssors sticking out among the spools and balls

it, and 1 looked at the sewing basket besic1e my

of yarn. The sunlight, which at first had only touched the foot of
tihebed , had cr(P§1tUp to tihepi.Ll.ow, He said once Senyora Ivlagdalena
was by herself, it seemed like there were even more cats and they
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1~Wf..l"-~ ~7..t.<-kT
made a lot of n¡ts-e, especially at night. No one dared to complain,
but to shut them up the ne:mt-door neighbors brought food from time

in\tA ..to time and left it by the flower bed with the if1~~. And arrl of
a sudden it seemed like there weren't so many cats around and the

~
people with the food said something st'tlnkand ~ rumor spread that
she kept cats inside the house. When she died and they went in, they

el/' ~~ lt 1lifound a hoLe in +he kitchen ceiling, a hole ~ big ~uou~ see the
st.'tiat all the floor tiles were loose because iyou e ou~ see all that

~raln had gotten under them. They couldn't understand how she'd
managed to walk across the roof every day to reach the tower without
.bringm.ggthe whole house down. On the bottom shelf of the kit chen

..1../"\J ~ - ;Jl...;;~
cupboard there were~s~~boñes and two dead cats. It seemed like

1\.
she'd kille d them. They found at leas\ a dozen more at the bottom of

~~\.\'\,
the well, which had gone dry. The ~ carnefrom there. Of ~ou~se
she was broke. The people holding the mortgage hadn't seen a pesseta.in years, but they were kind-hearted and had waited for her to die
before taking over the Uouse. The house didn't last long. Two months
later they send a steam shoveL, and the nexf thing you knew there
was notning 1eft. The 1emon tree went toalAnd leanin~ forwarct a
little, he asked "Don't you remember that Lemon tree?tI And it was
like he could still see it. One night, when 1 was six or seven, the
wind had cracked~a branch and early the next morning they'd sent me

CI.-\. ~~l 0(1to buy raffia ~ a shop ~made straw mats¡ so they could tie
the branch and bind the wound. He and Senyor Jaume ted steadied the
branch with a pitchfork and pushed it up near a thicker branch.
They'd stood there for a long time holding that pitchfork and
waiting for me to show up and when 1 finally carne back 1 didn't have
the raffia.mmmrraid the shop hadn't opened yet and I'd been waiting
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for them to come. But the grocer's wife had already told them how
,~ Sshe d seen me 90~SR the tro11ey trackjland sheld gone over and

asked what I was doing and l'd said 1 couldn't understand why the
tracks were apart there but came together at the ende Senyor J"aume
WaW ready to kil1 me. Lucki1y SODE neighbor's kid had passed by and

lhlA.~they'd sent him to buy the rafria and had managed to ~ the
branch and tie it to the other one. And the branch survived and bore
1emons a~i~or juicier than the ones on the branches that had
~~~aa BRy ~om8. He'd brought them both flowers every year till

they'd made him retire from his job because He'd never wanted to ask
his kids for handouts. It was then that he'd realized that after a
while dead peop1e lea~e the cemetery.

He brushed his eye again and said without looking at me that a11
those dead souls made a c10ud of love, because love ••• 1 asked
hí.m, IIt'ihatabcut 10ve?1I 1 felt like pu1ling up his socks; you could
see a patch of leg with a purple sore and tbe tissue must have been
too old to hea1. And 1 imagined him like hetd said he imagined him-
se1f: stretched out on a f1ying wagon drawn by black horses through
streets he knew by heart ••• 1 thought l'd like to be put in the

'~

same niche, with his bones pushed ~so mine ~d fit too, and
maybe at night ..."e'd be one f1ame and go crazy inAi;h~ cemene r-y lanes

~~ or' 'l!~~"X_ I\. .
and underl\~ canf' ~'" purple and yellcw!pansies, or else

we'd keep still, locked inside someone's memory. He brushed his eye
\.tlLrWC~ ~again and 1 looked at the sun1ight creeping up the ~eadbO~ and told

him I'd fi11 his window with geraniums because the one he had was
dying. He said no because then he wouldntt be able to see the peop1e
going by. Then 1 s aid 1 td buy him a sweater if he'd tell me his



u B 186
Universitat Autónoma de Barcelona

Biblioteca d'Humanitats

favorite color. He said no because his daughter made him sweaters
out of such thick yarn that no machine could knit it. 1 s aid 1'0.
buy hi.ma cockatoo. He looked at me a little wor-ri.edand said no, they
can give you a sore throat. 1 laughed anO.saio. nYes, 1'11 buy you a

&lM-~cockatoo and every time 1 come ""1\ lmp you company 'V¡e'11 IIl'3. ke him so
mad he t 11 start swearing and trhe n we'11 give him Lá.me=f'Lowe r- tiea;" He
felt so happy he started laughing, like he was laughing all by him-
self. When he'd stopped he put his hano. on my knee anO.then, chook-
ling, he asked !IWhathave you~one with your life?" 1 was about to tell
him 1 to. spent it searchin~ for lost things and burying dead loves,
but 1 o.idn't say anything and acted like 1 hadn't heard him, and after
a while he took his hand off my knee and asked if l'd been lucky. nSee?"
1 said, tr1'vegot a star on my hand." He sat very quiet for a moment,
like he was thinking something over, and then he blurted out that
he'd like me to give him a rosEfOush. Like tihe one Senyorm Jaume was
carrying ~~ his shoulder one afternoon when he'd seen us through

I .. 4P

the blinds leaving the nursery while he was getting dressed. A
rosebush round ~~a ball, the kind that ha~ clumps of roses and

, , , ci.M.~
each cLump always has buds and floweI'$~ is a.Lways in bloom. 1 asked
him if he meant the kind with pink roses. He said no, there were
wh i.te ones too. 1 s~aid,;~o, pink ones; dark pink wh en they're buds
anO.pale pink when .L open.tr 1 looked arouno. anO. it seemed like the

wu
ceiling was higher, the window bigger and he seemed taller too like

r:
hetd been growing while we talked and 1 hadn't noticed. Everything
was bigger and 1 was smaller. 1 put my feet on the rung under the
chair, with my elbows on my kBees and my face ~ in my hands.
1 aaád very sLowLy , 111'11 buy y'ou a rosebush, a thick wool sweater,

~ (~~ I.MJ lu~ ~ l!(.,&.-\ t ~tUL.~@
a cockatoo an~aniseed~1I He roared with laughter anO.brushed awayo I~
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two hairs that were hanging over his eye. I asked if he wanted me to
trim them. He gave me a kind of look like he wasn't looking and then

&started laughing. 1 laughed too and it was like~was getting younger
and younger. His eye shone and his cheeks were flushed fro@ so much
laughing, and 1 saw the patch of sunlight,which was off the pillow
and had started cr-eep.í.ngup the picture with the Sacred Heart, and;t -
we laughed so har~tears carneto our eyes arrdwhen held caught his

f\-
breath he said he knew why he was 19u9hing but 1 didn't and I'd never
guess. 1 said maybe the lime-flower tea had made us drunk and he said
yes, on white roses that are one color when they bud and another when
their petals fall off. He said one summer when I~as around six or
seven they'd brought sand for the garden and the whole gardan had
smelled like the sea. He cleared his throat and asked if there was
any tea left in the pot. I poured him what was left arrdbetween slurps

1')

he told me he'd remembered smething, and he repeated about how they'd
~ h~h ~brought sand for the garden and the whole garden smelled like the sea,

"-and the smell reached the street. It was stiflingly hot , He' d rung
.....for his chair and it seared like they'd never come out. Finally Senyor

1\. ~~'
Jaume and Senyora Magdalena let him in and said 11 Hurry , come see how

J\she I s sleeping. tI They 1eft the chair where it was and went in. The
doors and windows were open but there wasnlt the slightest hint of
a breeze, and the house smelled like fried fish and from the front
hallway he saw the table set in back and the lamp above it covered
with mosquito netting and everything was very clean, so clean llle was
afraid he Id get the floor dirty because they wer-e in such a hurry that
he hadn't wiped his feet on the doormat. They stopped in front of my

....... --:-ro _/"door and SenyoramMv Magdalena shushed them and they stood ther~
for a moment listening ..Then they all tiptoed in and Senyora Magdalena
turmd on a yellow night light beside the bed. I'd thrown the covers
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off and was lying I/\Tith my back to t.hern, hugging the pillow. ,senyora
Magdalena ~ ...~ hand *her mouth and whispered, nI feel sorry for

~ she mar-r-í.es l" And they laughed. 1 was wearing a wh:iíekerchief

around my neck because Ird had a sorefhroat and before putting me to
bed Senyora Magdalena had given me a thick slice of toast soakep with

~~ ~~~~hot vinegar. IIYour arm was o~_~.rf:.~O,lIhe said, "and the light ewt\

:ij:uin half, with one part whdt e and the other yellow." I musf have
t~ something strange in my sleep because I turned my face toward

ste..v< ~ .
the ceiling, still clutching the pillow, and he ~eo~ at my open
mouth because a sleeping person I sopen mouth had a'l.ways bothered h.im,

They burst iiut baugh í.ngand I woae up and glared at them like t.hey
~i.t~ ;\.' lLu. ~tc( 4:t" .were~urglano; I \sat straight up and pulled the sheet, which was

C\Jefcrumpled up at the foot of the bed, a.J?0f!:! me. Then 1 pulled my legs
up and started groaning because I had a cramp in one leg. I held onto
my thigh and shook my head from side to side and he told me if I
could lay my foot flat against the wall, that sometimes the coolness
would make the cramp go away. And it must have worked because 811

~~~~~1{oP ~b' .of a sudden I ~j\;;¡;¡¡~~~gged therlllow aga m and you c-cu.l.d
see I was hopping mad. k~~

C'Dc:l."t v'\~ ~ l~,\They went out, <1iiIllg~bh 1aag1\;et1, and they couldn I t stop. That
d~""

night, listening for the sound of clapping hands, sitting beneath the
branches from the olive tree next door with the back of his chair
ggainst the wall, he kept thinking how happy it made them to have me
there and wat ch me grow up , and bow quickly time flies.

Then he kept quiet for a while, thinking about something, and he
started laugbing again ••• He told me berd named me himself. That
when he was a kid held been madly in love with a girl who mived nearUj
.;¡;; named Cecilia. She was always sick and finally she di.ed, The day
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they tO~k her away to be buried, her rnother carne out of the house
g;P;,rfs~ck<>n, with her eyes all red f ro m weeping, and spreading her

U\~~arms she ~ "Cecilia, Ceci1ia!tI While he was shifting me from
orestep to the other he'd thought they ought to give me a name and
it would be nice if it was Cecilia Cecília. He'd wa1ked over to a

stree~amp and seen
A little nervously,
there wondering what

that 1 was a girl because my ears were pierced.
{AM.

he took a scrap of paper out of pocket and stood
f\.

to do; he put me down on the ground again, looked
to see if he had any string b1u.teven though he always carried some

1M v-.*in case he needed it that ~he didn't have any. Luckily 1 was wear-
ing a bit fastened with a safety pina He wrote Cecilia once and when
he was about to \,.¡riteit again a window flew open and he got scared ,
He dropped his pencil and couldn't find ita He undid the safety pin,
wetting his fingertips with the drivel on the bib, and fastened the
bit and the paper together. Since no one was around, he rocked me
awhile, whisperin~tCecíl~, ti and 1 Laughad , 'I'hen he rang tne bell
and gave me to +nem, ~vhile he was undressing, his wife woke up and
asked why he'd come horne so late. He told her he'd found a little girl.
And she asked 11lNhere ?11 And he s a.i.d, "Ha'Lf'way down Carnellia Street,
outside a gate with carnellias all a r-cund;" His vdfe acted like she
didn't believe him and he had to repeat very slowly how early that
morning by sorne camel1ias he'd found ~ girl like a little kitten whose
name was going to be Cecilia.

Geneva, October 1963-December 1965


