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In memory of M,G,




I have wal ked many years in this city.

7T --T.S, Eliog




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 didn't
know what to do: whether to keep me or give me to the nuns. It was
my laugh that won thém over, and since they were old and child-
less they took me in. One lady who lived nearby said maybe my father
was a murderer and adopting an unknown child was a big responsibility.
The gentleman of the house let the ladies talk. He picked me up,
dirty as I was and with the sheet of paper still pinneﬁ to myLé%%%t1
and took me over to look at the flowers: "Look at the carnations,"
they say he said, "look at the roses, look, look." Because it was
spring and everything was in bloom.
But the biggest thing was how % dirtless cactus flowered 3
”u,\cct' ; (iflweer cur amd "U.u- it Tﬂw
e night. There was a crumbling wall 3 HTE %arden with
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peeling plaster, and before the plaster fell off it smei%§§=because

é:gjwood lice burrowed under it, and at the foot of that wall covered

with 10 se bushes, the best of them with white roses, there was a
giant cactus. One snowy winter 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 that wall with the rosebushes and wood
lice., The root lived on bricks and .0ld 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




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 ségggg?ii@m the kitchen
to get to. The moon and the dining room light shone on the flower,
and the gentleman, who was having supper, suddenly said: "What's
that I see out there?" He pointed outside with his fork and the lady
went over to the window and said it was a flower and she didn't know
how they'd missed seeing the bud. The first time, while I was
sleeping, They picked up a candle, went down to the garden, propped
a ladder against the wall and I guess they just about drowned in

its beauty. When they were about o g0 to bed the gentleman, whose
name was Jaume, said God must have rewarded them by making that
cactus, which lived on wall and mortar, burst into floWer. And the
nicest part is that the flower only came out one night a year on

the day they'd found me. Every year the neighbors came to 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 showing me to the neighbors who
camne to see me, Some said there was nothing unusuval about foundlings,
Though they'd never seen one thems SiliVe s b6 taey d always heard
that people left them on church steps instead ofADarden 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

ard examined me all over because there was a stain on the ground




where they'd found me. One neighbor, " ')Rius, said Eémﬁﬁsébbé”w-n
blood and maybe my mother had been bl;eging when she left me, but the
lady of the house, whose name was Magdalena, said no because if ﬁ?éﬁd
been bleeding there'd be a trail of blood up or down the street and
there was only that one spot. They said the strangest ﬁhing was the
way I laughed when they picked me up and a laughing baby couldn't
have bad parents, so I must be a case of love or poverty, a youthful
sin, and one lady who died soon afterward?ﬁgrabbed one of my feet
and kissed it and said: "Poor little thing."

Then they started trying to guess how old I was. One neighbor's
husband said they couldn't keep me, that they'd have to report
it to the police. They shut him up by saying they'd get around to
that later, that first they had to figure out my age. Some 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

1o L6
the plece of paper stuckzﬁnlnm’ with a safety pin. It had been

\ Mc\ua\
S&g;f&k? torn and the name ”Cec(lla C" was E&ﬁfﬁa&& on ifpin—pereiis

They sald it was the handwriting of someone who didn't have much

practice, but the gentleman, who never missed anything, pointed
out that the "Cecilia" was clearer than the "C.* Which meant that
whoever had written my name couldn't finish it because she was

crglng and her hand shook when she trled to write. And out of
(,"'r WLA

respect T reglstered ny name Jjust ﬁf they'd found it: Cecilia

Ce
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Sometimesj%ggzn;ius would drop in after supper. If I was in

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

feol slecp 4

come.in L wouldn't: ¢ « The other ladies scared me a little.

it Lo -
In the evenings, E%d—féiaon heﬂgtep that led down to the garden
'r(‘ ”nJCW‘V) i Lo Lm‘t o b{,l,.i-w& t\aﬂ— h_l‘ttlm Qmﬂ i.’E U imacols ,&'&

2@# listen to them talking. Their voices came Tthrough the window
FAS
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or sounded muffled behind the thick @f@ﬁi They often talked about
my parents. Ong day ther said my mother was probably one of those
music hall iﬁﬁﬁt?i, the kind who dagce and have all thg men they
want and then find they've got a kid without knowing whose it is.
Another day they said it must have been a marquise who'd gone to
have me aﬁq;ﬁéggnborder saying she was going to a spa and then
given me to some poor woman to bring up. The marquise had died and
the penniless nurse had gotten rid of me as best she could. One

dey Senyora lMagdalena told them that in April of the year they'g
found me, a woman dressed in black 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
wéman was holding a baby who must have been me, and that she was
probably looking for a doorstep to leave me on and had chosen
theirs because even though it wasn't the doorstep to a mansion you
could see they were well-off and had more heart than the owners

of a big house™--Tyou could tell because there were so many flowers
and so well tended, 2 Rius always said the same thing: that they

v/
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shouldn't have registered me with the name on the baper, because




if my parents were still alive they'd show up and want
me back. Lveryone disagreed and sa2id no one ever tried to get

abandoned chkildren back becguse even after you've raised them

‘WA

they're more trouble than TR - ind even when they're grown they

can never repay all the worry they cause. One day K }1lﬁius came by
with two old sheets she said I could use. And froﬁ'éh;n on they made
me sleep on hand-me-down sheets,

AL 7 grew e&%ér sitting on that step and listening to
the ladies. I didn't like any of them, and I watched the seeds on
the maple tree falling and whirling around like propellers aﬁd looked
at the sun on the roses. All of a sudden I heard Senyor Jaume say:
"I'm going up to the tower." 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 €ecf{iia. They said he must
have been a wicked man and I had %;ZEears %ﬁ-a murderer, with the
lobes flat against my cheeks. My mother must mmve given me any old
name and Cec{lia had come out because it was a sad name. I thought
of the seeds whirling around and around till they lay flat on the
ground like me. And my ears started bothering me. I touched them.
They said ny father must be one of those men who try to assassinate
The gqueen aggzrt' ombs where they know her train will pass and who
rob banks, men who only 5%%%% about burning everything down. L hews
all imagined him walking for hours and hours down a road with dust

up to his ankles, handcuffed between two civil guards. Because he

was so dangerous. They said maybe he was young, and when they got

e
tired of saying he was bad they said maybe he was-aai%%gy old‘mﬁ?

: ’ A "tmi
with a mistress and Le&i? of money.




Some afternoons a little old lady with cheeks like wrinkled
silk and eyes like blue china would come. She always acted scared
and only visited us once in a while because she lived far away.
According to her, my father must have been a poor student and my mother
a poor girl who became a servant when she was fourteen. Sometimes
they'd make her show them a scar she kept hidden under high tulle
collars reinforced with whalebone. She'd been a pretty girl and her

lover had made her eat barefoot and when it was time for dessert

he made her put her feet on © the table and cevered them with

- L e '
kisses. He ended up B ner %A the throat, but she'd managed

to drag herself over to the window and scream for help, leaving a
trail of blood behind her., One day ;”L: Rius asked if her lover's
earlobes had lain flat against his cheeks and she sald yes. I was
sitting with them and I looked at Senyora lMagdalena's elbows, which
made me sick because they were always reddish, and while I was
looking at them %ﬁgkﬂﬂius slapped my hand and told me not to touch
ny ears anymore, I still remember the day the color purple came
into my life, one summer afternoon with all the blinds drawn so

the light only entered = the gi%%;i A tall lady wal ked in
wearing a purple dress aﬁd a veil with a velvet spot under one eye
and 2 bouguet of violets on her breast and violet shoes, and stroking

i $ AA.:.,LRO_.,
the violets she said my father must have been an—e*%%ﬁgﬁgfnaxy man

because I lookﬁd like a nymph or a sain% and it was frightening to
think ;Eiiﬁgiﬁrouble 1'd have with men when I grew up.

Senyor.Jaume and Senyora Magdalena wanted me to call them Fod-—
father and godmother but I never did, They had two lady cousins

who were identical twins, and even though they were a little over




thirty they were both femmes fatales and had pretty elbows. One

was named lMaria-Cinta and the other Raquel. Maria-Cinta had a very
s
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rich lever and a ﬁ7§, a2 black one with dark red upholstery, and

whenever the efgtwas parked outside the neighbors spied on the

LMLILM Te ! 4% o
céaaiijﬁr as he paced ﬁ?.anu égﬁm waiting for her, She always went
-~ < e o

to the Liceu opera house. Raquel's lover had less money. I had a
AAcLA G g &

hard time telling them apart but finally I l@e£;j§r€;£;$e—ée'it
because one dressed more flashily than the other. And from their
Jewels. Maria-Cinta wore two diamonds. Raquel wore a pearl neck-
laée with a big pearl dangling from the middle., Maria-Cinta some -
times took my face between her hands and said I reminded her of
someone she knew, but she never sa;d who « « « One day she took one
of my hands and looked at the to;iégg salid she hadn't noticed before
but she'd never seen a child with such pretty hands; that I must

be a pianist's daughter. And I burst into tears,
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I walked very slowly buﬁ the gravel still crunched and the
gate creaked when I opened it. The ladies were talking in the
kitchen. I thought that creak would warn them and the next thing
I knew they'd mmm grab me and lock me in my room so I couldn't
run away again and I'd die locked up, pounding on the door and
kicking it. And once I was dead and buried, I'd never be able to
look for my father. 1 wenéulooking for him because the night be-
fore while I was drifting off to sleep, I saw a shower of stars

in all the colors of the rainbow falling from the ceiling, and

among them I saw his face, looking very blurred.

The sun beat down on the garden and the leaves were drooping.

’mlu.u C g slu:f’ ot !
As I passed the - t%t?lady came out to sprinkle the street

and asked where I was going. I broke into a run without answering
her and didn't know if my heart was pounding becfidse she'd seen

me or because it was the first time I'd gone out alone. I walked
down the sunny side of the street and my shadow followed me,
reachlng halfway up the wall, After walking a long time, since :%g
a&ée;iqﬁfmyzhnaﬂ were gﬁanjfgg like a big clock, I stopped in

front of a garden full of flowering hydrangeas. At the entrance

to the house, beside three marble steps streaked with black f%;[ﬁ
éZ%E%'there was a pole with a bar across it and on that bar a white
blrd with a pink crest, his beak turned inward toward his neck

and one claw tied to a brass chain, He didn't move, and I felt like
he was staring at me. I was rooted to the spot. All 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, I




thought right away he must be her father. They'd stopped to watch
WA

the bird, who slowly turned around so his back W@a%éﬁfﬁee Us.

St‘v“t&{ wn.e :
The gentleman was ﬁ?ft¥e:;IEE;e between me and the girl. He was

tall and thin, had a strong mimosa smell, and there were dark

: | : : At e 1o s .
blue stones on his cufflinks that gllttered scmet&ﬂ?ﬂ. I took his
hand without looking at him and had to shut my eyeé because I
felt like everything was spinning around. When I opened them again,
I saw the girl with the curls standing next to mé)ggé glaring.
Without saying a wfjod, she gave me a rap where my hand was holding
her father's and then tugged at his to get him te—;zgé away. They
went down the street, and I couldn't Ende;stand why instead of

a0

leaving with the girl that gentleman diéq{t let her go on looking

at the bird and come with me. I followed them for a while. Every
new c'«a;«b\

’n/du/}. ;
onee—&a—aﬁfh:ia-the girl took a leap and her curls fluttered and

when she jumped her father pulled her arm up to make her go e;;E:

higher. I got tired of following them, and they grew smaller and
smaller. The girl with the curls had a pleated skirt‘:g7and skinny
legs.

§ ot '

I had a—iiffie ¥rouble finding my way home. As soon as I got
there, I ran to look at my hair. In the living room, above a little
table beneath the window, there wés a heart-shaped mirror. The
frame was made of pink glass flowers with green glass leaves. 1
picked up one corner of the gurtain and draped it over the back of
an armchair so more light would come in. My hair was chestnut
colored and glossy. I jumpsd to make it flutter but then I couldn't
see my face in the mirror. I could feel it falling against my

neck, straight and sad. Sad like me. Because 1 felt sad about ;

lotqgf things. 1 fixed the curtain, sat down in the armchair amnd




stayed there a long time looking at my hands,
When it started getting dark, I went up to the tower. I1'd
never been there before and ﬁtremember that first time because 1

CCc= y Wl & {@z-m{ ‘Ed\r Funnin
was still scared tggg;géééhéfd? g ' i

lTady had told sy—pffé§$s~$—é—rﬁn-
away. Senyor 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 I
wouldn't fall., It was darkﬂst the top of the stairs and he said
Lt

how years bhefore he'd*ugﬁﬁfd to put in a lightbulb. He took

an iron bol : lifted a latch, and stepped down to open the door,
which sw;%nékopen on the inside, and we stepped out onto the
roof,

To get to the tower, we had %o q}imb some wooden steps with
no railing that started in 1A . the storeroom. The tower
had windows on all four sides, There was&flagpole outsidé the one
looking é%%n on Camellia Street. There were pictures on the few
patches of wall between all those windows: a flying lady with a blue
silk sash, a bearded man with snakes around him, a big open hand
covered with wrinkles, and a man with no skin, seen from the front
and bgg%%d. Senyor Jaume showaéd them to me one by one and said I
wouldn't go to school because he'd teach me everything a little girl
should know, and more., He sat down in a yellow easy chair he'd
dragged overgjgo it was in front of that cut-off hand and with a
bamboo pole he'd pulled up from some soft dirt in the back garden,
hé showed me a mountain on the hand and asked if I knew what it

was called., He asked me three times, and the last time he told me

and then repeated it three times beeause that way he said the

"
names I learned would be engraved.ée-my memory. He said every eve-

ning, whide the women chatted downstairs, he gazed at the sky.




And he turned his chair till he'd gone all around so he could

look out each window awhile. The west one last of all,
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Like the blue scarf Senyor Jaume put on at the first sign

of cold weather and didn't ta?ﬁ$off till spring, I had a scarf
T
around my neck that nearly smethgred me. The doctor pushed my

tongue down with a spoon handle and looked at my tonsils. The medg-
cine gg%%g going down and made mefg%ﬂ;;, and before I dozed off
Senyora Magdalena gave me lime-flower tea to make me sweat. Every-
thing was hot and everything tasted awful and thefir voices came
muffled through rows and rows of wet curtains. Their faces were
blurry like my father's when I saw it that time among those stars.
Sometimes I gsaw just their eyes and sometimes just their mouths.

At night my fever got worse and that scarf was zg;ﬂggégnm but when

tie & : y /
I m@veé-myﬁ?aﬁﬁs to pull it off I couldn't grab mm onto anything:

like I was fighting a cloud of smoke, When 1 did get up, é& felt
like they'd given me a new pair of legs. They couldn't walk or

| atler el
.

run or 3 3 Ghey were like sorings, stretching and
npnuhmih o\ le

up while L swayc?\on top of them,

A1l because I'd run away and gone to the opera. Senyora Mag-
dalena'd pulled an armchair up %o the window and put a pillow be-
hind my head with a lacy, ribbony pillowcgse. I sat there for hours
and hours, watching the cactus turn ashy gray, stabbed from inside
by yellow thorns. Senyora Magdalena set my lunch down on a little
table and without looking at me, or sometimes looking like she
v&anted to “’W : cﬁﬂi saidwfgwas lucky to have fallen into
sgeh good hands because in other houses they'd have made me pay
for running away with black and blue marks all over my body. Butb

she didn't tell the neighbors about the opera. She said 1 was sick

becauge her husband made me study too much and learn things too




hard for someone my age, but it'd be worse in a school with nuns
because the girls would catch on right away that no one knew where
I came from. And they'd treat me like dogs with puppies who won't
nurse a kitten even if you slip it under their bellies. And then
mhdm they'd bully me +till I gmiak left the school,

And I was sick because I1'd worried so much about running
away. Scared to death of doing something naughty but dying to go
ahead and do it; my terror, when it was time to go home, that I
wouldn't be able to find the house. Ever since that afternoon I'd
gone out looking for my father, and I never knew if they'd noticed,
they kept the front gate locked, They said there were thieves in
the neighborhood, that they had to live behind barred doors. I stared
at those iron bars that kept me in, and one day I thought I'd jump
the wall and get away down the street. Sometimes I'd pull thorns
off the bougainvilleas and mmmmmhm rosebushes along one side of
the bars so I wouldn't get too scratched when I climbed up to jump
over. The bars ended in some thin spikes, but I only elimbed half-
way up, to a frieze made of circles. When I'd caught my breath,
I grasped a branch from an olive tree in the next yard and, with a
great effort, pulled myself along it till I could sit on our
neighbors' wall, which was pretty thick, Slowlg, holding on tighég/ﬁ
to the edge, I let myself down that wall. By the time my feet
touched the ground, my knees were skinned and my arms were trembling,
I was nervous. When I wag a; ené;ég away, 1 asked an old lady
who was sitting on the sldewalk knitting how I could get to the

Liceuzﬁpen?ﬁouse, and she said you just keep going toward the sea,

I got to a.%ig promenade lined with trees. I stopped, thinking




I was lost. Right away I caught the smell coming from the branches.
Cool. And when I thoughﬁ about it shat 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 I had the worst fever, mmmmyp I imagined the
blue shirt fronts and gray feathers on the guards at the entrance,
the beaks on those gold birds that were lights, the red velvet

and that old hunched- over man surrounded by P lords wearing
hose, singing and singingm away. And the golden %irds, the feathers,
the blue shirt fronts and red velvet all mixed with the fever,
dissolving like things 1%%866 Just before Mkfall asleep till among
wisps of fog a diamond cross that looked like it was made of fire
and water came closer and closer.

I'd just wanted to watch the musicians go in and see what they

looked like, but the crowd swept me along: ladies in tulle, with

WA
silk dresses, gentlemen with white flowers éﬁ their 1apels§ and

a shiny ribbon down each side of their pants. A boy who o gned
carriage doors looked at me awhile and then asked what I waswuﬁrfn
He was raggedy, with a spiﬁéurl on his forehead., I told him I
wanted to see the musicians, and he said I ibuldn't see theg,that
they'd gone in another door. And he laughed like he was very happy
and when the fever was devouring me 1'd see that lock of hair and
his two rows of white teeth. The crowd pushed us apart and carried
me toward the door. While that tea was scalding my tongue, 1 saw
shoes with diamonds and coats with long fug, as if the prettiest
arimals had come to hear the singing, and that tight dress covered
with strings oﬂl Wnk beadsephat—aang;eéfil reached out to touch
them but they sllpped through my fingers. And everything 1 saw




hurt. They saidVI was very sick and could hardly breathe because
the chill bk dupuaeep inside me. It m%% have been when I stopped
under the orange awning outside that big café. I just looked at the
people, because I didn't know which way to go. They'd thrown me

out by the geruff of Tq?ﬁeck like a cat, and they wouldn't have
seen me if I'd stayed sitting down but I went down the aisle to see

the musicians, who were playing below the stage. Aﬁd as they took

, Ny
me outside, one of those men with blue khirts an%ﬂfeathers onT%%i

bl
E%frstarted laughing because he thought I was so funny.

The terrace outside that café was full of lafldes who looked
like Maria-Cinta: dressed in black, with low necklines, their
legs crossed and# that Big of white frilly lace at the bottoms of
their skirts. Some wore little crosses or pretty jewels<d;[jmnm
between their breasts. It was Maria-Cinta who spotted me, and after-
ward she always said she'd thought she was seeing things. She shot

; d i in b and o doi
up like someone ha stuckﬁg pin and asked wha was doing
there, I couldn't answer because I was looking at that diamond

gross 1'd never seen before. And Maria-Cinta and her friend, who
c e

was tall and graying at the temples, took me home in thﬁf-eafr&age_i.
put '
.$£Q neighbors always gaped at , when I thought I'd end up in the

sea because a man had told me if I went too far I'd fall in. And

-

1 oY
that the sea wéﬁfs little girls. And Maria-Cinta's gentleman friend,

S&%k&
who smelled&~' tobacco smoke and dologne, took me on his lap,

Cf"
and while‘the Gaféﬁgge.rolled mana 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,
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The first evening I 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 éﬁ@p and '.
1'd learned lots of things. I knew the names of all the llttle‘bones
in my hands and feet, and before falling asleep Idaééga liked to say
them over to myself. I could add, subtractgfgnd multiply but I
couldn't divide. I knew the names of oceans and rivers. The names
of lots of flowers. But I never could remember what é;gﬂair was
made of. Or water. We watered the plantsm at dusk so the sun
wouldn't make the dirt bubble and kill them. It seemed like it
would hang there forever, bewitched at the tips of the top leaves on
the mock orange mim@mm bush, which only saw it as it set. 1 watered
around the borders, the little plants. He did the big ones and
the camellias, so delicate, because only he knew how to spr‘:inlc‘le?f1
them without disturbing the dirt. The camellias lived on one side
of the fence. On the other side ;;%the bougainvilleé? He had them
in little casks of earth fertilézéd by chestnut leaves, and the

casks were buried and wovered with a thin layer of dirt. Red

camellias and white camellias, pink ?ﬁﬂbhite speckled camellias,

CAL Cunn)

stemless, lying flat oy the branchesd like they were dead. We

watered the lilies last, in their flower#ed in the middle,
One day when I was sitting with my nose in a book 1 felt
someone watching me through the fence. All I could see was a shadow

flitting to and fro, but I kept on reading and pretended not to




notice. That night I thought I should have looked to see who it
was. A few days later the same thingifhappened again, but first
I heard a whistle. I looked up and saw a boy. The sun was in my
eyes, so 1 couldn't see him very well. He was in rags, with a sPit?/ﬂ
curl in the middle of his forehead, We stared at each other for

a while wikhout saying a word and finally, when I recognized him,

o k‘_."\‘
I went %QAto the bars and asked how he'd found out where I lived,

He said that night at the Liceu he'd followed me when they threw
me out because he'd seen how little I was and was worried hhmband
how when that gentleman and lady had taken me away in their car-
riage he'd blimbed on the back. He said he'd come lots of times
because he liked to look at little gardens around houses, and that
he lived in a sheck with his brother. All of a sudden they called
me from inside and he took off like a shot,

I &ill remember how that afternoon, when the sun was setting,
instead of watering Seny%: Jaume had me put on a clean dress and
we went to buy plants ﬁ%é? a %ﬁgégﬁera We stopped to look in
g%;—window: There were roses with one side of 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 flowe%g:;;twé;n pink and lavender. There
was a red one, all by itself and one of the reddest, with a few drops
on its petals, as if it had been crying. There was no one around
when we entered, and the gardener took his time coming out. His
hands were covered with dirt, big and with knobbly fingers, but
when he picked up a flower he acted like he was afmaid of bruising

it, as if he'd made it himself without knowing how but he was sure




if he grabbed it roughly it would fall apart, so he held it gently,
after wiping his hands on his pan{legs. He blew on it to separate
the petals, and when it was open, he held it between his finger-
tips so we could see the petals' color when they're born. Senyor
Jaume said he'd never been able to get tuberoses to grow in his
garden, how maybe the air wasn't right and that's why they weren't

S t‘cur" AALA

Rappy there. Then put the flower with that funny color in a vase

St
with.:q-cgﬁ» others and said "Follow me." We walked through the store
!

and across @bh a little courtyard, climbed a few steps and went out
into a field of flowers. There were seedbeds, little plants just
sprouting in neat rows along taut strings, and we walked to the
middle of the field, which was divided by a thick viburnum hedge,
and-before we got to the other side, a wave of fragrance hit us
from a big patch of tuberoses. Senyor Jaume took off his hat, his
hand fell against bis thigh like his hat and hand were both made
of lead, and he whispered "My God . . "

He bought a rosebush pruned so it was round like a ball with
lots of little open roses. He leaned it against his shoulder and
told me to kick aside any stones I saw so he wouldn't stumble, since
he couldn't see a thing. We planted the bush as soon as we got
home, at the fimmhmof bottom of the ‘§Gm° 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. And every branch
was like & bouquet, with lots of open ones and lots of closed
ones, To make sure he'd planted itmmm égﬁféght, Senyor Jaume got
down on his knees, checked that it was straight, and sent me to
fetch a bottle of ink. He had me hold it while with the edge of

a leaf he'd dipped in it he blacked out the name of the rosebush
mmmhinm




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: Cecilisa.
Lots of nights, when it was nice out, I'd wait for the sun

to come up in that garden. Because of my rosebush.




VI
She was a short nun, with yellow skin on her face and a nose
like a hazelnut. She spoke with her hands up her sleeves but I
saw them because she took them out to i%ﬁja runny eye with a very
white)a;g?neatly pressed handkerchief. The skin on her hands, with

their clean, carefully trimmed nails, was the same color as the &in
Swie_

on her face. She said yaﬁéﬁﬁq?t-away, they'd make the dress because

they took in‘zﬁlotﬁof girls and what they wanted was work so the
girls could keep busy. But she said they shouldn't expect it quickly
because they were loaded down with other jobs.

It seems I was so sick that they'd thought I was going to die,
and one night when they thought I had died because they couldn't
find my pulse and I was breathini softer than a mouse, they both

promised the Virgin Mary that if she saved me they'd give her a silk

. . ‘ Ewe.l./t -
dress embroidered with gold and precinu?rstnnes. As soon as I was

out of danger, they started saving money and when they thought they

had enough they began looking for a convent that would make the
dress, but none of them wanted to do gold embroidery because they
said they didn't know how, that they just did i%%ﬁQE%TES sheets and
pillowcases with cotton thread, and when they finaliy found some
nuns who could do gold embroidery, the price they quoted was so
high that they didn't get the order. But that short nun agreed
right off the bat and said she‘d_go and measure the Virgin, or
maybe it would be better if the priest lent them an old dress,
because that way they'd have a clearer idea of the neck and arm
measurements, how much silk they'd need and everythi?g else, A few
days after they got the old dress, they sent usqgl§¥£%gsﬂénd it

was reasonable,

They made a dress and capeéla}% with thick silk and gold




stitehing at the bottom of the skirt and around the cape. In the
middle of the skirt, in front, there were curlicues and flowers
with gold thread and in the middle, above the flowers, there was
a chalice, and above the chalice, like a crown, five flowers
Senyora Magdaleng thought were roses with a jewel in the middle
of each one, and all the jewels were different colors. When we
went to get the dress, two nuns opened the box an%uiiE:ed a plece

LM-- o

cf—ﬁéﬁthissue paper on top. Everything wea—se—%r&%&yq?ff t was
ﬁa&éﬁ%La;&g, and my hands started shaking and I whispered "A yellow
stone." And Senyor Jaume, beside me, said "A topaz." And me, "A
blue stone.” And him, "A turquoise"; a regd one, & rubyj; a clear
one, a diamond . . . And the nuns stood there chuckling.

All our neighbors came to see the dress. We% 1laid it out flat

on a table and Mrs., Rius grumbled because she would have liked all

(7\"\ Y
the Jjewels wﬁ?h.the flowers the same color and she said those nuns
M ﬂ«e‘
must be a little nutty. But everyone else said done
A,
a ma;yfgégd job and defended the dress from top to bottom. We went

(A
te—%ﬁke it to the church and they thought the priest would welcome

them but it was only 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 I climbed over the wall in my red @&ress be-
cause 1'd set fire to some newspapers and I went into the church
and looked up_inom_han%%?h the altar and it seemed like the Virgin
was wearing our dress. I climbed the steps. The church was empty
and calm, with a sea of flickering candles: some straight and some

leaning. I touched the dress and ran my fingers along thedsézg;—
)
aiigﬁa embroidered flowers and touched the stones. 1 went out




and ran through the streets and when 1 got home they had to open
the gate for me and I was so out of breath I could hardly get the

words out to tell them The Virgin was wearing that dress. We all

[ "
went to see her and Senyor Jaume whispered that the Vlrg;;*hﬂe

finer gowns but none so elegant, witl those jewels that seemed to
spafhle witly Liles
becausﬁM%OL could see those 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 opemdéd the door, and when she'd gone~e:Z; Senyora Magda-
lena told me she was a novice, that she still had her hair and
wasn't wearing a ring but when she mrried Our Lord they'd cut
her hair and put tmg’rlng on to separate her from everything. That
she'd dress in white for her wedding and be all alone among ;;Eﬁ

wl ErEudon e Yol v pnad ried
e$h€ﬂ€’ because . Christ meens you're all alone.

When the short nun mmd the novice had gone to fetch came in,
she shook my hand so wefd be friends and told Senyora Magdalena
she had a very cute little daughter. Senyora Magdalena gsaid I wasn't
her daughter, that they'd found me in front of thﬁjgate 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 I'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
everythln%_ how I played with fire, 1lit pieces gﬁbfaper in the stove
from g&em%ng coals and then carried thE:hnzgfﬁgfpﬁeeﬁs all over

the house; how 1 made paper cones out of station%?y and stuck nﬁz;?

one inside the other and burned them, and sometimes I'd set fire




to newspaper;§;§;2;;éne day when she had Pisitors she'd gone%?hte
the kitchen §o get the sugar bowl and 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 I'd 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 dress and forced me to hem the seams, and the first day I
&%7@ iégﬂfw;an upstairs and locked myself in the tower, where I

N avionind st&% le
paced xo_aaéjﬁfo like %:2;; crazy, from one toﬁf?other. Every

time I couldn't keep from setting fires she'd make me put on that
dress and while I was weariqé it they called me the flame, I was
dying of embarrassment and i‘M{ at her wrinkled elbows, becﬁéﬁe
old people's elbows made me sick and I wanted her to Burn my stomach.
The nun stroked my hair and stood there for a moment without sagying
anything, just looking. Then ﬁmm@mmmmg;gﬂmmmnm asked if the priest
had liked the dress, and Senyora Magdalena said he'd loved it, that
he'd come up to them with his arm out and his mouth wide open from
laughing so happily, saying God would repay them even though the
Virgin had already performed a miracle by saving Ce&ilia, and to
tell the nuns who'd embroidered it 321: they were the best workers

in the world, with a golden touch to do gold embroidery. And it was

S Ve
311.3faié because they hadn't even seenugﬁf priest. Then Senyora

Magdalena said when I was only three they'd dressed me up as a

nun and hadn't been able to get me to changgleothes all winter,

becamse if they tried to I'd cry and cry and say my bones were

freezing, The nun gaye me a picture she fished out of a deep pocket
leswa Cuast with '

and it wasAthe Sacred Heart holding vne hand up in blessing. She

asked why they d called me Cecilia and they said because it was




written on a piece of paper stuck to my bib with a safety pin. The

n L‘UIL&-?
naﬂlwlth rosy cheeks came back and when the other one saw her she

told me not to make any more paper cones oubt of statlong?y and asked
them to excuse her. #nd I couldn't gigure out why they called the
Mother of God "Bhe Virgin" when everybody else called her the Mother

of God,
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Once a week, every Friday, Maria-Cinta sent someone to pick
me up and I spent the rest of the day at her plice because they
gclvdds
said I should see a bit of the world. By eleven,I was ready and when
thggmmmmmgmmsmmppmﬂmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmgmhmmthq§pmmLLKA Lo ww
theﬁ?aefiage stopped in front of our gate,s&hsmfoaehm??, whose name

was Silvestre, blew the horn three times. The first day he asked if
iy t.yt ljk(.t:" it LW,J:\
I wanted to sit next to him or ide, I said iaa&ﬁF and as I was
getting in, the wind blew an acacia flower in with me. I lay down
on the seéflike it was my bed, because I didn't care about watching
VDN
streets and stuff and what I really Wé?FEd’ lying there with my
o . Ao
eyes shut, was thet everything Gﬁf}d be like that night at the
opera, seeing that hunched-over man pacing back and forth and hearing
a woman sitting in front of me with a bracelet shaped like a golden
snake{ telling the man beside her about all the mysteries in théit
theater: how the ceiling opened up and the lights kept you from
seeing it and éggé-big machines lifted the sloped floor and made
it flat for Q;E1carnival dances. And all the way I kept my hand
between the seatm and its back and imagined I was smelling tobacco
smoke.
wﬁm\)\Lﬂ)\ : :
By the time I got there my dress was ef?@@&eéa Maria-Cinta'd

had it made out of white etamine, with &he hem ﬁ;ajembroidered with

: ex”
bunches of cherries and another bunch en;%he front -- rightqﬁﬁ‘my

heart, she said,

Maria-Cinta was wearing a[gzigjiapaneseédressing gown with
flowering almond hmmmm branches embroidred all over the back. She
lived on the Passeig de Gracia, and from her terrace you could see

. u;tl’v Et L)'U!-L(- 5 Kf&s»-& :
a~garden—behind a man51onxﬁull of %alm trees with fan-shaped leaves

and big blue and white china pots and, farther away, some more




rickety palms on the Diagonal. While she was ironing my dress,
Maria-Cinta told me to take a bath. She had a white Ge;;ZEE-tub
with a yellow band around it. The bar of soap was too big for me
to hold ia=a;;g;ﬁﬂ and the bottle of cologne was at least a quart.
She called the chambermaid to scrub my back and told her I'd run
away from home to hearéz;»the singing and hwmwm how the opera I'd

gone t0 see was one she'd seen at least fifty times herself but

she couldn't kne?ﬁgfem crying every time the old man with the };;%§%

bells set off with his dead daughter in a sack,
The maid washed my back with a yellow sponge full of holes,
much softer than the ssparto glove Sepmora Magdalena scrubbed me

with wheﬁ—shefiglheé~me in the sink. If she was too busy, Senyor

Jaume would do it, He put on a dark blue apron with three white
stripes at the bottom s%% he wouldn't splash his pants, and I'd
slig my clothes off because Senyora Magdalena'd alrei%y unbuttoned
'@%Tﬁgack. Then he'd grab my grm and saé}ﬂ“f%GUWEkhm?m f“ 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, Then he'd rinse me with
a éﬁﬁfggg:cgut sometines he'd say he was tired and didn't feel like
washing me., One day when I1'd fallen in the mud and was horrified at

bib;¥o maé%?%%z%,_he said‘God had made man out of mud and when I was
dry it wouldh- h?ff by itself,

Maria-Cinte mde me stand in front of her, and while she dried
me with a g?é towel she'd make me show her both sides of my hands.
Clean and pretty. Then she'd sprinkle me with powder and make me run
around to shake off the extra. The maid would laugh and so would I,

because the wind from running tickled and Maria-Cinta would take

that diamond cross out of a red box and put it on me. But the chain




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 a&&—%h;z;;é-up to

the ceiling and I saw my whole body, but my eyes kept wandering to mhm
that diamond cross, which sparkled green and pink in the mirror,

like it was joy's own cross. In the afternoons Raquel would come and

we'd drink Chinese tea with jasmine,
Mt‘«uﬂ = (.\vnt’f-«. & K"ﬁ

On Midsummer nghﬁiﬁgitwe-eeus%nﬁ E ht cakes wg;h cherries

and pine nuts. Our neighbors put everything they wanted to burn om
out in the street and the kids helped and a few days earlier we'd
gone toiréll 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

was already grumbling. She said the house would

and gﬁi%%g&ﬁSenyor Jaume because he wouldn't ask them to move tgg
fire further down. I remember how that year I went out in thirg;rden
while Senyora Magdalena was cooking supper. The light was gray and
the street seemed to be asleep. I heard a whistle. The boy from the
Liceu came out from behﬁgé a woodpile and stood in front of me,
slapping his thigh w1§gla%§;535¥§£5must have realized I was start-
led because he burst out laughing like he thought he'd scared me.
When I asked him where he'd come from 1 don't think he answered

me. We sat down on the front step, not'saying a word, staring at
the wood, and finally he said he'd like to set it on fire. And

Ll don't know why but I started telling him how the first time I'd
gone out by myself I'd come to & street on a hill and outside a
house 1'd seen a white bird with a pink crest and a chain around
one leg, sitting quietly on a béé%gvbar. I could see he didn't

Fd -~ F

quite believe me, but little by little he got all excited about




seeing that bird. I couldn't find the house or the street. Then,
- ol (v}
as we were walking, he sald he knew lots of 5;%¥3~¢ogﬁibidabo,

we could go there, and he visited the cemetery all the time. One
night he'd stayed on purpose when they locked up, He'd hidden be-
hind some gézgg big wreaths so the watchman wouldn't throw him
out. He wanted to see the flame%. The sky darkened till it was
black with scurrying clouds, anéi;hen he was getting sick of wdﬁﬂ-
ing he saw them: blue and lavender, with an orgnge tongue from
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, He said his name was Eusebi., There was a breeze and you
could see the leaves' shadows flubkering on the ground. Someone
set off a rocket down by Montjulc. It seemed like it had taken off
from the sea and broke into piecéflike some devil had smashed a

star,
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(’ﬂgfz__etween the arm and se;ron the yellow easy chair in the towenz)

d'd hidden seven marbles and a hﬁiféiz) One marble was clear with
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thick white swirls that you couldn't tell where they Began or
ended., Another one, also clear, had swirls the color of lemon peel.
Eusebi'd swiped them from a kid who'd left them on the ground in

a little ﬁag while he was fighting with an older girl over one of
those tops with strings. He'd given me the pin. I kept the marbbes
for him, He'd asked what I'd like to have that would be all mine,
and IHM said a glittery hairpin. We went into a department store, and
in the mlddl hmmmmmmﬂmmmﬁmmmmmm of a bunch of ladies looking at
a girl g:%E;hgéng%ﬁe -%ﬁ;put on makeup, we went up to a counter.
When we were out in the street again, he said "Open your hand," and
he gave me a pin with three diamond stars. I never found out when
or where he'd stolen it. I had to wear it in secret because the day
Senyora Magdalena saw it she tried to take it.

Eusebi and I had been pals ever since that night with the fire-
works., We'd spent it together fm%fﬁt%h;the pines. I woke up before
him and it was like I'd slept outdoors all my life. I looked at
his face, which was close enough to touch. I moved the shadow of
one finger across ¥the—crack—of hi%;e;é a few times and the ;;é?k’
which glistened, didn't get bigger or smaller. I pulled a few locks
of his hair that stuck out and then smoothed them down with the
others. I was wearing an o0ld blue dress, and when I got up I stood
on tipboe with my hands $tretched above my head and thought how
I was blue like a flame. They, with the thumb and first fifder on

each hand, I touched the dimples on my cheeks because Eusebi had




caupls-
said I had a}%éa; in each one., The sun had just risen and there

were wisps of fog he graés. I stuck out one hand and,
leaning a little t&fonepside, 1 said "Things are the way they are,"
because Maria-Cinta always said that and T wanted to be like her,

I 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,
Because I knew more than you’é}tg%nkwuﬁe 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 wheeLabgzgl

we atééﬁégigféhe woods. I really didn't want to, but that's how

it happened., I felt ashamed of how we'd looked at each other,
standing there spellbound in the moonlight, and that's why I told
him I sometimes thought about what the sun and moon did when they
were little, How the sun was a rotten ball EEEE}&EEHfEE?QQi)
sﬂi;ttered the nightkrf;a—agw the moon was ea%eéﬁgﬁgé\by termites

—
with worms in all the holes, like corpses in nﬁig;n burial niches.

Gnawed like a hunk of cheese,/ and hmibmwmm frantic§lly hot, dying
without realizing it like our brains. Killed by Jg??? of worms
that wouldn't leave an inch of white. And when the worms were the
bosses, everything would fall and the earth would be covered with
a crust of squashed grownups and kids. Thick, And T couldn't get
the words out of my mouth because then we looked at each other
again like that and all 1 could say was when the sun and moon fell
the earth would still keep turning. As if everything shining in
Eusebi's eyes had softened me and there was nothing ;?w'
inside,

But in the daylight I wouldn't let him suck me into his eyes.

I got up and started running down the mountain. Hﬁkalled to me
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a&é:g?ié wait, we'd go to the cemetery. But I ran home., I found

the gate open and ashes scattered around the street. Senyora
Magdalena was dressed and waiting, so madza;he could hardly breathe.
She gave we such a hard slap that I had a nosebleed all morninge.
After that they locked me in a lot but I could always escape with

the neighbors' olive tree,




IX
I can hardly remember the war. All 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 I liked best was that kind of
sob they made when it was over. And that excitement was mixed with

ghecn2

ambafrTEsment*about my blood, about staining the sheets that first
night. With the bombings they started drinking lime-flower tea

again, and the teﬁbfmelled like trees and fever. In the kitchen,
while Senyorgttagéur;a eut the little bit of sugar they let her
have, trying to make it last, I looked at that tangle of leaves
and flowers, touching it so my finger would smell like night and

sickness.

They came and told us the church with the Virgin wearing our

S W
dress had been burnedp-&éwn, and one afternoon I went to see it. It

was the hottest part of summer. A boy from the militias was coming
down the street, with his shirt open and filthy as a pig. I was
twelve years old then, thougﬁ everyone said I looked fifteen, and
that boy must have been seventeen or maybgd a little younger. I looked
away and pretended not to notice but out of the corner of my eye

I could see him coming memamam closer. 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 heartjzﬂ
skipped a beat but I didn't act scared and as soon as I reached
the corner I started to run. The church walls were still standing,
the ceiling had caved in and everything was bathed in sunlight.

I kicked the stones around. Under some bricks I found a 1lily made
of painted wood and a burnt face that must have belonged to some

lady saint. The eyebrows and forehead were mmmil missing, but you




could see the eyes and the mouth was a little open. I kept her, and
when I got home I stuck herm in a shoebox and hid it under the
tower stairs with a piece of old curtain on top. That night I saw
her head for a long time, I felt sick to my stomach and couldn't
get to sleep till early morning.

BEW O &
Senyor Jaume spent every morning and afternoon running aroundﬁ

ok

vl
logk7%; for food. He said their money was almost gone, everything

was expensive, and the only good the war had done was to get those
cats ofit of his garden. The day they bombed the town hall, Senyora

Magdalena was almost sick. While they were shaking with fear, I

kept 11ft1ng the rlght side of my hair u&th—my_galm§ letting it
slip mhmméggx H'Lf and seeing the face on that boy who must
have gone to war and had eyes like a lost dog. The next day I went
ko $itkn a bench the Passeig de @®rdcia and watched the cars going
by with flags. S;ﬁefimes I'd think about Eusebiﬁwho'd digappeared
when the war started. Raquel had managed to get.away to London with
her jewels. Maria-Cinta lived alone in her apartment and always

(Jq lCcMnLQA
kept the shut. At the end of the first summer I went
to see her with Senyor Jaume. When we were already in the street,
Senyora Magdalena came running out and took a medallion & my neck
with a picture of SaintnCecilia they'd given me for my Eirst épmmun—
ion. Maria-Uinta went me out ontoc the terrace. She was wearing that
dressing gown with flowering almond trees and Ber hair all loose
like a black wave, The flowers were 5559 pink on the inside and white
at the edges. 1 looked at the palm trees while they whispered to
each other. All of a sudden 1 heard Senyor Jaume say "Aren't you

cold?" I thought that was a funny question because it was hot out




and I turned around to look at them and he was running his hand
along her arm, back and forth from her elbow to her wrist. To keep
from seeing more, I ran inside and went in the bathroom. 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, stlll g_&}lsh_ had begun to stick out a little
but to make a crack h;;ahﬁ\l had to squeeze them ggﬁvﬁen my arms,

I looked in my own eyes and i : like I wasn't alone. Almost

without noticing, I got closer to my face and the mirror clouded

WS
over and the ﬁeggT%ess hid my face from the middle down. I slowly

closed my eyes t$ill they were slits to see what I'd look like dead.
And then 1 don t know exactly what happened., I fell in love with

R Vi
myself. I had that blood, and I listendd to it fz;ﬁ?gggg-ﬁ§ body,

some times sleepily trickling down my silky thigh. I put my hands

on the back of my neck and tossed<é2£\my hai%j}n the air. My skin
was soft and my elbows were soft and I couldn't describe what I
Ufelt: that I wasn't like other people, I was different;r%ecause

a

kglone, surrounded by towels and the smell of soap, outside the

mirror was the loveable one and inside the one who loved her,
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Paulina was sleaﬁ9f~as awwa%%pm, with coarse, dry, straightes
hair. She wore it short and 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 frees 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 made, Paulina was seventeen skinny
years 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 made her mad,

When the war had been going on for a while, Senyora Magdalena
asked Paulipa if she'd like to come and clean on Sundays. She said
§§§§§%3¥-£§iéa;e—aﬁa néiiﬁell Mrs. Rius because she'd fire her if
she found out she was pulling the wool over her eyes. Apparently
Mrg. Rius wanted Paulina to read lives of saints to her on Sundays
and it was very dully to get out of it, some Sundays she'd say
she had to go see her cousingjgﬁough she didn't have any. The first
day she came to clean she went out all dressed up, smegling like a

carnation and her hands red with cold, and when we'd shut the door

behind her she said to feel her heart, which was pounding like Gaﬁfy.
€ -

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 a pile of sacks.

Paulina sat there for a long time without ta&l king and finally
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she sald that was it, Mrs. Rius would oﬁ%h—%he—ﬂ?gﬁ%—e£_carnation

Wi
%ecause she had ose like a bloodhound. Mrs. Rius didn't leave

tlll they were ready to set the table so we had time to chat about
lots of things. She told me she was in love with that boy who used
to come and see me sometiges before the war and if he'd been coming
to see her she'd have died of joy, that she only knew him from
seeing him walking amommd along our street with that spit curl over
one eye and, even though she hadn't gotten a good look at him, she
was sure he had pretty eyes."But for pretty eyes she whispered,
"there's nothing like the ones right here." Before, for two straight
months she'd been in love with Mrs. Rius's oldest son and since she
coul@dfd't sleep she'd spend the night polishing his shoes. The reason
she'd chosen the oldest, who owned a printing shop, was because he'd

never said a word to her and hardly even glanced her way when she

brought him his food, while the othergk her with pinches.
- - - &

She'd lost interest now, but even so, she'd marry that boy with the

whistle like a hotj she said mham shehdmmmwem hadn't seen him for a
while and did I know where he was, I said no and she said what a

ggﬁée. Theci?y she'd liked best was when he went by her house running

5 S 5 : :
a along the iron bars outside, She thought it was funny

14
tﬁaﬁ-someone s whistle could make her fall in 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 éﬁgﬁsﬁﬁlstle, 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 she'd mamm only marry someone with a flat
stomach,.

When it started getting dark it also gtarbed raining and we




sat there for a whilem 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 she'd be sleeping like a log. 1 told
her I was a foundling, and she said "Just like Moses.™ By the time
they came to tell us Mrs., Rius had left, we'd become great friends,
Every day we'd go out and sweep the street. First we'd sprinkle
it with sand to pick up the dirt, We always swept it at the same
time because I wanted to see Mrs. Rius's youngest son when he came
home from school. One day, with #%gt broom in her hand, Paulina
started laughing %o ézgﬁherself and when she'd gotten tired of
laughing, she said, winking at me, that she'd like to spen&,her
wedding night with music in the next room. And how she'd like a
garden where she could hang a hammock 1ik§ﬂﬁhe first house she'd
worked in. Her mistress was called Carolina and she'd planted lots
" of crown vetchegrianher—garden. And lots of narcissi because she'd
been born on Christmas day. She asked if I ever thought about what

kind of husband 1'd like, uhe said she was sure all the girls were

like her, g%?—crazy, but noblto fool around w1tﬁ§qthem, to sleep

with them. She took a chicken foot wrapped in brown paper out of
her pocket, pulled the muscles so ;;E the toes wiggled, and said

she liked that foot because it scared her,




XTI
I never would have thought that so many yeatts later 1'd still
remember the afternoon we §;E4went to see Senyora Rosalia. When
she was very young she'd married a widowed notary who had portraits
oflﬂis first wife, who was also named Rosaliac all over the house,

It was an October afternoon and v?ﬁi} Street smelled of burning
nclen(d opss e L e
leaves. It seems "the talk about his first wife,

ke Y ~

especially at table, and what mmm a wonderful cook she'd been. And
at first
Senyora Rosalia, whq«pad followed the conversation and felt sorry
Wt
her husband so tormented by his memories, one day realized that she
' NS
was nothing but a‘gﬁse'for him to lean ong She said as soon as he

oA
went off to work, she'd burst into tears and the “I;&ods" these
walls had heard would melt a heart of stone. But more than comgﬁﬁiuing

about how he made her cry, she complained about not being able to weep
G| (
alone with all those ! portraits of Rosalia spykng on her, And

how, in order not Bo see them, shefd learned to live without looking.

a2 bedcom T} it e

She spoke, listened or kept guiet

; o e we e\ ; =
f9“ﬁﬂﬁuﬁr%ﬁmﬂnrwﬁmriuﬁxmﬁmy ﬂ%&s—u&e&s&é@%ﬁtrvery day had aged her quickly

[taen
so the corners of her mouth sagged and there were waiRF%eé-between her

‘»\ il

mmmm;ézgﬁrows. All the time we were in her house she kept glancing

at the clock and said it was a bad habit she'd picked up from her
husband, who couldn't spen’& ten minubtes without checking the time.
She was wearing a gold medallion and in the middle, a little man's
head with big eyes so full of black that only a speck of white was
show%&gf Every time she looked at the clock she turned that medallion
;;aﬂ%%f—she didn't ;:l;—notice what she was doing. Ami while later

she'd turn it againko the face was showing. She wouldn't let that

@ﬁﬁhﬂ&?§ live in peace.




The dotary had left her with a daughter. Two years earlier

she'd married her to a guy who worked in a bank andfﬁ%i spent the

whole war hiding iajg;ew?éiéis=relativdaj>attic. They had an eight
month old baby boy and when we amrived the daughter had just gone
upstairs because the baby had woken up. Senyora Rosalia showed ms
onto the porch, where we sat down, and the garden looked veryﬁé%%%d
through all those colored panes. It looked like a false garden

cﬂ.u.--ﬂ-—-

through the white ones. Senyora Rosalia told us she'd goldflsh
in the fountain but the cat had eaten them so she couldn' é show them
to us. A cat as nasty as a hyena who d suddenly grab a fish aﬁfﬁ%ﬂb
thgﬁﬁi%chen. Then she said her daughter had deserved better
éééti to marry some rich man, but she'd had to take what mhe could
get because she wasn't getting any younger and none of her boyfriends
seemed like the marrying type. It's true the bank employee was
spedl lpyoaglct and
gmﬂ y because to work in a bank geu have to be uprighgﬂa
careful with money, which is how you can have something to live on
when they take you out -~ not the bank directors, thtw;é; S. We got
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
away 1 saw her heels, which b lihe: wax.
The bedroom stank and the kid was bawling in a fluffy cradle
with pleats and-ﬁ%%ﬁ 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, her mother handed her the child and the daughter took out




a bfeast whiter than death and covered with veins. She squeezed it
and a jet of what looked like pus squirted out. I turned away be-
cause the middle of her breast was all purple, The smell of milk
mixed with the smell of wet sheets and Senyora Rosalia, after
watching the baby suck for a while, started changing the sheets
on the cradle an&fzying she'd hang the old ones to dry on the bal-
cony because they weren't 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 rest. 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 hisblood in his face,

The husband arrived unempectedly and Senyora Rosalia took him
outside because she said he'd distract the baby. As soon as he
was gone, she took a bottle of cologne and rubbed it all over her
daughter's head and shoulders. Her son-in-law was blond, with hair
that started way[%é;1;§;£is forehead, A forehead that never ended.
When they let him baek ig‘Mgé said he'd had a vision while he was
toting up some figures., A klnd of smoke, Senyora Rosalia immediately
said she'd ohéggé-the 1enses Ln(hls glasses. He said no, what he'd
seen bounced up and down like it was h;;é&ﬁé 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 Jjacket. Senyora Rosalia said
"Now we'll leave you two alone," and as we were going toward the
stairs she said when a husband comes home from work he liked to

tell stuff to his wife. They looked at each other like we weren'st

there. Like dead people's eyes. All pupils§ id motionless,




The street lights were on by the time we left. As we were walking

e eTde - 1o
home T thowus 14 never waﬂt#%?kget married,

$




XII
One day 1 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 a lot of attention to
people's a;z;;and how women S eyes would look b$§;é if they didn't
make them up. She said one day we'd paint our eyes and go out for

BALA CANT

a walk with lots ofaq?e—%ﬁﬁeu§=ﬂﬂsso people would enjoy looking at

us,
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

out the roof of her mouth. We took a cork and a box of matche@iﬁo

¥

the tool shed. Paulina cut a strip of cork, sharpened it like a

. B
pencil, and I 1lit a match and burned g%? end@pfgggat—;;;;%efﬁuﬁf

Pl - == - - e

theféggkh Then we dipped the pencil iﬁ'tﬁe black, made our eyes up
;id zai;kened 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 lady's. It was a man with one wooden leg and one real
one, and he Eg%ﬁéé by without looking at us. Then came two ladies
loaded down with baskets and an 0ld lady with a younger one beside
her, who also didn't notice us. 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 Street, we saw a kid meking
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




that was the same day I saw Eusebi again. After so many years. 1 was
eating an apple Paulina'd given me and all of a sudden I heard a whis-
tle outside the gate. The garden was a swirl of branches and leaves,
and from far away came 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. Iﬁlwas two years since the war and Eusebi,
outside the gate, tall andjt;%g, with his shirt unbuttoned and his
hair badly cut, with that curl on his forehead, had become a man., I
turned and walked over to the gate, hardly knowing what I was doing,
and without saying a word I pressed my face against the bars,., He
touched my dimples. A few @ays later we started going out together,

I was restless and didn't feel like going to bed Ehegjgg:w&s'time

or getting up once I was in it, I rem mber a path.ﬁith hara:packed

dirt and an agave with flowers like Cantegbury bells and the sen set-

b
ting behind it. One night he took me %o t?% shack, his brother had

e

died in the war, and I never went home again. And it was like the
house 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
Aagﬁety pin and the scrap of paper were in one of 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,
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XITT
The shack had two solid walls; the others were made ’ sheets
of tin with old boards and pieces of sack stuffed in the crécks.
Eusebi told me he'd been very sick when he'd come tfr:;ml:bbfmm the war
and that's why it looked so run-down and he'd had a.hard time getting

rid of the people who'd been ;iving there. The shack had no windows.

LS

The bed was against one of tﬁg“%alls i ecaws e that way

it was easier to fit in the tagie and chairs and a chest of drawers
with drawers that were hard to open because the wood was swollen from
the damp. And the wall beside the bed, which was a cot, had some

tin sheets that didn't 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
comfortable against the wall made of cinderblocks. Till we got sick

of always moving furniture around and just left itrk&’

1 wasagggz I'd lie down on the bed, take the rags out of the crack, and

it was. When

look at the shack next door, which had a window and solid walks.

wu
Often there was agéﬁébshaving in that window; he hung the mirror

C’N L L’"‘k < G - . s
gﬁ%aiégpgng Eépen ing on how he opened and closed the window the

mirror would flash in my face, One day I did the same to him with

a piece of mirror Iid found in the garbage. hmmehimmammiobh When Eusebi
saw it he said that mirror would bring us bad luck, When spring

came, the @%% in the next shack put a pot of flowering pansies on
his windowsill. Soon, when we met outside or at the fountain, we
started saying hello. I enjoyed looking at him so much, especially
when he was beside those pansies, that one time when I was carrying

a glass pitche# of water I stumbled and the pitcher fell and

cracked. He was blond, with a sunken chest and wery white skin.




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 I'd see
+ 5 2 ‘/\.(&&5 LN
him making an angel like the ones in cemekeries. And
with curly letters and capital letters in gold. But he made his living

as a plasterer anl was always covered with white dust. Maybe he wasn't

Suve- 3 . i
sad, but he acted like h?ig%ﬁa Like everyone in those shacks except

AN (-1»\\ §pelee thH\'t&M) AN Q‘g ¢
me and Eusebi, he d&égldlspeak—Ga%g%ea; and that Both -me a little,

Bometimes in the eveningzz the old man with the hens would drop

by. He made the rounds of all the shacks, collecting greens-ééz;f
bege;;Z;es and potato peels. He and Eusebi were great buddies, they'd
spend all night playing cards and some times go off together and I
never knew where they were. While they played gards 1'd look through
the crack and see my plasterer's window 1lit up. If there was no light
in the window I couldn't sleep, wondering where that blond plasterer
ﬁgahé?gg;ée. And just like I'd spent days and days waiting for
Eusebi to whistle ousside the gate, in that shack I was always
waiting @iom to see the plasterer, even if 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 leaks in the house where I'd grown up cofild be 3

o o -

Senyorm Jaume would mix some cement in a tray and run around on the
roof, plugging cragks here and there. But the leaks in that shack
couldn't be fixed because the roof was made of all kinds of weird
things: boards and bric§£2,¥iled on top of each other, all held to-
gether with reeds and plaster. One afternoon I went to watch the
cars going by and ftsgggg‘ red 2 . iLf they'd rapped my

memory with a hammer, about a silk rose I'd seen %F.Maria—Cinta's

dressmaker's house, the one who'd made me that dress with embroidered




cherries, and I didn't stop till I reached a department store to

see if 1 could find one like it. While I was looking for the
artificial flower counter 1 zggipped over an umbrella lying on the
floor., Without thinking I picked it up and walked out with it. When-

the
ever it raired I'd tie it to the ceiling above4?Q hed and the water

would run off it. The handle was gold;L énd the silk was purple,




XIV

Senyora Matilde was from Cartagena and lived a few shacks down
from us. T knew her because one morning she'd wanhed me that a hen
wWas eating the passionflower that 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, bwo boys and two girls, were
scabtered around the world and she was always 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 otherﬁtm
with her arms outstretched, and then she'd rub her face real guick
with her hands and her fingers half 1Qe£é§lE?%;%her. The day she
ﬁgggté-to read my palm I let her because I wanted to know if I'd

make love with that plasterer, but he didn't come up. She told me

[ %4
she couldn't see much because the 1ines.ﬁ§ my palm hid the truth.

Till she saw a star on my Lﬁwxs“) ) and 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 a sad man beside a dead woman who was alive. And all
this would really happen.

Our shack made you laugh, with umbreilas all over. Some were
stolen; neighbors had given us the rest. But I never took the purple
umbrella outside. I phanted bluebells beside the door and to make
sure no hens ate them I made a fence around them. At sunset I'd g0
out and look at them, and when they flowered I'd sometimes pick
one and crush it between my fingers so it would dye them purple, even

though it was blue. Often the plasterer would stop and ask me how




the bluebells were d01ng. And since when he looked at me all of a

sudden I felt %&éﬁy éressed I went to steal a blouse.

The department store smelled like varnish, like the Hrolleys,
and the light made everyone's face look sickly. You could hear music
and the ladies walked back gnd ffb%h and rummaged through every-
thing and then sifted through it again, looking and looking. Blouses
were piled on one counter: pink and blue. 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 Bgold balls, showed
one to with o huge lm:ﬂ';
mqhg very well dressed lady whe&e—chesﬂ~?yuck—way~9a%, I started
fingering them and took one and half unfolded it and then folded it
up agalﬁa as though I hadn't liked it. I made sure no one was wabtching
me, The saleq:girls were busy selling stuff, but at the next counter
there was a pm very 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
recordm that made me sleepy. But first, a very loud voice said
everyone should go buy toothbrushes, which were on spé%?Ei. I hardly
even looked at the grtificial flowers. The roses werenﬁt m&éézzg
silk and the égigi%tand buds in the middle of the red ones Qere
too yellowish and coarse. When I went back to the blouses I saw
another girl combing her hair next to the one polishing her nails,

The well-dressed lady still hadn't found anything she liked

and on the mezzanine, leaning over the railing 7?%%?aking faces at
[ /]
the two girls, who looked at eachther and ﬁgﬂéﬁﬁf~from time to

time, there was a soldier with a mustache, I still don't know how it

happened, but suddenly I found myself out on the street with a




blouse inside my Jjacket, rolled up in a ball. I'd grabbed my chance
: g

g4 lin
while the girls were 1$£E¥§ﬂé with that soldier, but I always
W"%’“ Ep Ce-vmt’?r

{%iﬁg;ght bg%mﬁﬁth&¥ﬁ seen me. I knoeked—off the blouse £K§lked
- - o € - * w = ‘\

bent over to pick it up, and hid it.

daest
It was tight around my~ﬁ¥e§%%5. I put it on three days running
and took it off again »dghbtlewsy without daring to leave the shack.

The fourth day, I made up my mind. I wore it kind of open, with the

(Eggggltop buttons un%gée. In the mmmm buttonhole on the collar I
lw
é%% a rose I'd g;g?téﬁfrom & branch hanging over a wall, 1 went out
‘ Shovoed
just as the plasterer aﬁ%eé%%ﬁ. When he saw me he stopped and leaned

his hand against the wall as high as he could reach so I was standing
nnipernihaimarmnehitenenbhndnetmaninfbofdgnatsonerhiben ienhooked
under that arm white with dust and fluff, also white. We looked

at each other. After a while he said "Hello, Cecfilia," pulkdd ah

?etal off the rose, stuck it between his teeth, which were white

he
agﬁg newborn puppy's, and slowly ate it. When nothing was left and he

&,
was about to pluck another,mmem the old man with the hens @&ssed

and said "Buenos dias v que aproveche." The plasterer took his arm

—JNI mean his hand --"off the wall, and maybe without meaning to
mmm it brushed against my shoulder. I rushed back in bh® 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 nigHfall a wind blew up that seemed to come from the ground
the way it swept everything up in the air, 1 went out, feeling worried
because Eusebi still hadn't come home, and the first thing I saw
was three or four umbrellas l)\hwkealong with a crowd of kids

behind them. There were lots of people outside; some women were

yelling that we'd be flooded and the dogs were barking. The tin




sheets on our foof were flying all over. Then it got dark as night.
The rain, which had started with drops big as niqke;s every so
often, started pouring down so hard that you could hardly walk
through it., Some shacks were filling up with water. I was lucky
becaue the plasterer and two women helped me weigh down the sheets
that were left and catch the ones that had blown away. People ran
by with straw baskets on their heads, and one woman stopped and

VT
spent am long time telling me how her mattress looked like a

Fipnally 1 was all alone with the plasterer, soaked from head to

foot, and when that &&rrible lightening bolt flashed I saw we were

Tcw{ O S)CM: “w
ﬁbg%ﬁgg at each other, that we'd been leekip% at each other for

a long time in the dark. Then came the thunder, and it sounded like

the &Q‘T%\ was(’&lﬁ: Then he leaned close to me and told me hmﬁx;;t—

he loved me,




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 Jjust
when it seemdd like the storm had cooled things off, a heat wave :
struck. The sun beat down ﬂe%gz%FL5;3 and the muddy streeégqﬁﬁaéﬁéi-
riverss of dust. The light was biinding, white and shimmery. One
evening I don't khow what happened. Everyone was feeling good, but
with a kind of méﬁﬁ{ukegggjgé%;igess. There was a crowd of glrld
kidding around by the fountain, with bare legs and loose hair. 12P7
was waiting my turn with the plasterer, whose name was Andrés, and

a girl named Tere, who was a big joker, stuck her thumb against the

bl i, ; g ; ik
faucet and sprayed a man who was §£§§ﬂﬁ§.w1th his Jacket over Hhis

arm. The man lost his temper and was about to ﬁ%ﬁ herm, but while
he was yelling another girl got him even wettef and he went away
meking a long mpeech to himself while everyone laughed so hard they
must have heard us up in ﬂeaven. Andrés, who hadn't said anything
for a while, suddenly whispered in my ear that the summer was nice

con trigo y amapolas and I was so busy listening that I didn't

notice Eusebi till he was right in front of me with that crackedTL

had ol (b rtice
pitcher. Then Tere sprayed us and when Andrés,lwho

Qt ey - :
ne%x?%ngg took my arm to pull me out of the spray, Eusebi, who was

h0pping'méd, brought the pitcher down on his head. Some girls
screamed; Andrés's shirt was stained with blood, and Eusebi led me
away with an empty pitcher and a heart full of gloom.

Neither of us slept that night; we kept tossing and turning,
and when we were tired of lying on one side we'd roll over on the
other, but since we always turned at once either face to face or
with—eur backzﬂto e&e;fg%%%f, it was every man for himself and

when the sun ceme up neither of us had slept a wink. Eusebi went




out without a word; that evening, after qﬁﬁing all day to figure

S
out whether I mmm shoukd do it, I went tobs?ﬁ Andrés. He was

sleeping. I went up to the window with the pansies; some 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 fad@d umbrellas, I 1lit a fire. Andrés's
forehead was hot and the bandage on his shoulder was é%gﬁééa with
blood. Senyora Matilde came 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 it.

When I left a half-hour later, Eusebi was waiting outside
our door. Someone must have told him what I'd beey up to, and even
though he'd seen me come out, he asked where 7r '.# i
I told him I'd been taking care of Andrés, And.I don't kno; @;5%
came over me, what kind of sadness, but I pulled up the bluebells
so I wouldn't see any more flowers and then made supper and after
supper I put on that blouse I1'd stolen and stuck my finger in the
buttonhole where the rose had beerf - I don't know why--and lay
down #n the bed with my face toward Andrés's shack. Early the next
morning, when the sky was still dark, I tiptoed out and went to
the fountain, turned on the faumcet, drank wome water and é&k:bqﬁ:u\
ggﬁl;%%?t my fgggwﬁ;;:-handle from the pitche# was still 1y1ng‘
on the ground§ 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 I'd 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 it. And those




times around sunset, with people coming home to their shacks and
the smell of Prying food and green wood, everything, Andrés and
me and the shack, was like a piece of candy. Two flies trapped
alive in a piece of candy. One mmm evening before I left, I bent

over Andrés and he looked at m like a dog looks at his master

and T kisseéiﬁhim on the cheek. I ran out and pbucked a bluebell

that had survived by some miracle, mm@d I sniffed it and buried

my nose in it, where the blue starts to fade, so I could smell
: so
some thing T.




XVI

The moment I left our shack and pieked up two pails of water
I'dh left in the sun to wash myself, I saw the old man with hhe
hens. 1'd started to hate him because he was a pest and stuck
to me like a leech. He said he'd 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 he'd seen a lot of bare
patches., He hadn't 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 I saw

the fly on his pants, which sagged below his belly and secemed

(_',"14"\4“"--

held up by ﬂJmlracle. To get rid of him I said it looked fine. He

e &
was a guy whosﬁaﬁﬁe&-and'ﬁékked slowly, swaying a little like he

was still on deck, because he'd worked for &E:gfyears in the mer-
chant marine. He told me he'd known a barber in Manila who'd really
done a good Jjob, and since I didn't answer him he started in with
that story, which even the kidsk knew by heart, about two white
whales leaping in andbut 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 %o
the bathhouse with my two pails. The bathhouse was a patch of
ground with a wooden fence aroﬁhd'it, shorter than a %érson, and

% wend 8

if whoever was wakhing didn'%bend down a little, see kLaY“
ge.w\.ﬂ-a V"\‘L&Q G Lﬂ,\ft"tu.\

your head from outside. chuytain_maéeﬁ?§ sacks covere e en-
/ AT A g

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

I pulled my dress over my head and draped it over the planks,




half outside and half inside but within reach because smetimes when
a girl was washing some Jerk would take her clothesg It was a
cloudy sunsetm and a breeze rustled the grass, which was already
turning yellow. I ladled some water over myself and started soaping
with an esparto glove and as I was doing my belly I heard Andrés's
voice neéfﬁ& asking if he could help me. I bent over in a hurry,

because from far away yeyi ould only see the head on the person

inside but from close up ymd see q—;’hole body. And then

¢ - =

I suddenly felt like laughing, a mean laugh from deep inside, thin-
TM1 !kth

king how nadi%EUSebl would get if he saw Andrés cured next
to me and me in my birthday suit. I squeezed up against the boards
and told him if he didn't peek I'd let him rinse me and to come
to the entrance, where 1'd hand him the pails and ladle. Through
the crack between the sacks he gave me a little pink flower, and T
stuck it in my hair,

He started pomring fater 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 acecident, brushed my skin. But then
I stopped laughing and my chest, which(already\was}a little bight,
got, much mgggggb because I heard Eusetd_%gggﬁi?%g at Andrés like
a tha#%f he didn't beat it he'd slit his belly open like a
pi%'s: Andrés didn't answer and I crouched over, freezing because
everything had suddenly turned dold, I heard them arguing and when

i il ,
it sounded like they were far away, I put my dress ;vaithout dry-

|6
ing myself and ran back to our shack. Eusebi was waiting outside,

He kicked my ass so hard T didn't stop till I reached the bed, and

then he cgme E;jénd tore my dress off. I didn't know if he wanted

WALLY
to make love or li me, but after standing there thinking with

the dress in his hand he suddenly opened the trunk, threw the




dress inside, aﬁd locked it, Then he dragged the trunk outside

and left, yelling that now I'd stay put. I didn't know what he

wanted; I thought maybe he was planning to t%g; up the few

clothes I had and I felt like crying, because theylwe always
ggg?zme cryeﬁggaég%?%l ét%% like laughing, e

. ﬁt"A while 1ater‘SenyB£é Eatilde knocked, all upset; she

pounded so hard the whole place shook. She said Andrés and Eusebi
were kllllng each other at the fountain and I should go and try

to break t?sm-up. I told her I couldn't leave because I was nsked
and Eusebi had taken all my clothes, She said I whould wrap a
sheet aroundm myself and get §§%¥Q as fast as I could; and even so
I might not be in time, And I would have died right there, so con-
fused T didn't know which way to turn, if Eusebi hadn't stormed

in saying he'd beaten up Endrés, giving him a sock that had left
him flat as a pancake and if I wanted to see him I'd find him lying

beside the fguntain.
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Two months after those fights the cops came and took Eusebi
away. Along with the old man with the hend., They came early one
morning ang gave him just time to dress, and even so they made him
do ib right in front of them. Before they left I went up to him
with my mouth dry . I offered him my eheek and
I said goodbye to him in a voice g
when they were barely fifty steps away I felt like 1 shbuldn't
stay in that shack, that I shouldn't let 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 wag walking between
tWOQ§EﬁTEéhind the o0ld man with the hens, who was 4- #__two others.
When I'd practically caught up with them I tripped and fell to my

knees in the dust. I got up, scared I'd lost them, and for a mo-

ment I douldn't see them but then théy reappeared from behind a
{15
pile of o0ld cars. I s topped in front of a caf%ioutside 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. Dr%ps of blood oozed from my knee because gravel
had gotten under Tgeskin.

Senyora Matilde knew things I'd never heard about. She told
me the 0ld man was a thief who'd been thrown out of the merchant
marine and climbed over people's walls and broke into their houses.
I'd always thought the little bit of money Eusebi mede came from
watching cars outside theaters or carrying suitcases in train
stations. But Senyora Matilde opened my eyes, saying they stole

water meters from outside houses and mankole covers and all the

bronze they cotild off statues. And tools from construction




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
Tere's mother had seen them pushing it aléng 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 I should do something to get him out. I didn't know which
jail they'd taken him to but several people I knew around the shanty

town said I dfjould write to[allZEé,the' I wrote and no one an-
e
swered. Then they told me to gdg¢e the civil governmr. I spent a

s tuln
lot of nights ﬁye%eﬁﬁﬁgg 5% wasén front of him and trying to think

what I should day. He'd be 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 leaﬁﬁfr
(st

(i¥
chair, with his hands folded over his belly, as if he was a}m?et

Fle lwh ok sndsx  gF

ready f. R? his coffin, And me lying in.ﬁ%r

bed, imagining myself standing before tﬁ% governor and I 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 clotheézﬂso the governor could see people in our

S
shantytbwn were human beings too. Tere lent me a égﬂ?sahwith a

jacket that was too tight and a pair of pink shoes that were too
big. Another girl who liked me a lot gave me some cotton gloves,
the right one with a rusty i;%gfgcross the palm,., Andrés told me to
stay put and not go see the governor. Tere's boyfriend said I
should wear a white rose in my hair and a fat lady who was listen-
ing and who nobody'd ever see before said it should be a red one.
But everyone said 1 haé& to have a flower in my hair because deep
do##iéﬁé governor was & man like any other and a girl like me

i




would leave him with his mouth hanging open. Someone said I should
go just as I was and try to make him feel worry for me instead o
getting all dolled up. Finally they found a straw hat somewhere,

It was a 1little worn and I hid it a few days labter and said I
gouldn't remember where I'd put it. Because God knows what I looked
like with it on,

Lots of times I'd make up my mind and get dressed, saying I
was going to see the governor, and then just wander around the
streets. I liked looking at the liqueur ads in bar windows; some
were very pretty, with well-drawn letters, two or three colors,
and pictures. When I saw the bottles inside, lined up in front of
the mirror, I thought how Eusebi was locked up and I had to get him
out. One day I stopped at the gate to the park and stood there

fe.(k tL %){

looking at the trees and grass, unable to go in even though thf\

ek ¢ 9cﬂtﬁ\ : .
t\ g;@elrca%?E& me, Another day I went down a very narrow street with

lots of washing hung out to dry and dripping water. You could hardly

see the sky. But I thought how Eusebi could see @ven le ss through

is
g%@ bars. On the corner was a building with bulging walls. I would

have given anything to see it cave in. It was Red Street and it
stayed fixed in my memory. I liked all the streets: Fishermen's
Street, Salt Street, Sea Street. I walked around dressed up while
sailors and stevedores whistled at me. Sometipes I1'd stop in front

of the building where the governor had his office and look at it

like it was theater set and think how the governor in his black
leather chair had no idea there was someone at the entrance who
wanted to ask him to free a prisoner. Bubt right afterward I felt

sure 1'd never go in. Because 1 was afraid of two things: first, that

one of my shoes would fall off, and second, that when the governor




asked me the prisoner's name and I said Eusebi, g servant in hose

_4-'7
would come 2% and push me back out into the street,
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gﬁsiﬂg stayed at Andrés's place till finally I was living

with him. Almost without wanting to, and when I didn't 11k£ugs
{,‘LLUJ waove, f\L (_L\ [ AL WA A f\_

mucg\ We u&eé By shack‘te—s%ﬁre—s%aff and lived in his, whlch had

¥

cinderblock walls and a roof that didn't leak. Lots of t&mesLon
Sundays, we'd go down to the sea and look at the salt water and
beds of mussels and the colors from the setting sun. Sometimes

b 0 S

the water would iKe! it was nervous and the sun, before set-

NN
ting, would streak it w%égﬂyellow, the color of mussels inside, pale
when they're raw and oranger when tﬁ\? ne cookeq:§%£th black ribbons

el o
that half hide those little nob§ 11ke noses. One afternign I asked
kevatie
Andréq to take me to‘the cemetery. He stared at me ialﬁbqrﬁf and

teli him that when Eusebi and 1 were kids we went

< = !" =

there all the tlme and how Eusebi had seen dead people burning like
flames on candles and how once he'd wanted me to spend the night
there with him and'ﬂé}efused to do it., As usual, we walked around
the harbor and saw lots of sailors as if the sea had too many and
was 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. Une was blond and had gold
braid on his cap. When he passed me he looked, and to get a better
look he stopped long enough to think something nasty. Luckily
Andrés had bent overt¥§ didn't notice him., When he stood up he
told me to keep quiet, that he'd found something pretty. When we
got home he showed me a glass heart on a little chain with a

broken clasp., I still remembe® it so well because a few days after

finding that glass heart, Andrés began to cough a lot. It's true
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I d started living with him when I

‘mmmmmmﬁmmmmmmmhmmmmmmmmgmmmmmﬁmmmﬁMmmmmmmmmmmm . ;
more, I mean when seeing him didn't make my heart but now I
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started liking him a whole lot, from right up close, and it was like
{quf‘ﬁ

he was dying and he told me how ﬁr?? the day 1I'd asked him to rinse

.,..f"

me off he@ hadn't had five mlnzfes Reace, as if some wicked god

?
had sentenced him to thlnktkhi§~aha%§ me., He Talked about the

nights he'd spent staring at our shack because I was inside it and

l;u': w
sometimes he'd have thoughts of love and see me coming out of the

A
shack, but it wasn't really me, it was just an illusion, and when
I was by his side and he embraced me he'd wake up from his dream
and flnd it was just the night that he'd embraced. He always said
flf\b"“' 'L\ L ‘\ ‘{\L u.;gl
th&ags—&&keiﬁﬁ&t hich gave me goosebumps.

Soon he began to cough up blood. And five months after the

| : CoEnsuwne 5\
glass heart and the first cough he died, e&%eﬁ‘away by fever and

with eyes as big as saucers. The women made a @igﬁgb around me so
I 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 I could malte a
living sewing shirtwaist blouses. To do one gquickly you had to put
it in the machine without pinning it. They gave me the pieces.

First I had to make the collars and sew them on the neckbands; then

The cuffs and the seams along the sides. Then I sewed up the sleeves,

©
put the cuffs on the sleebes, sewdd the sleeves %R 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 o0il it and gave me an oil can.

She showed me how to thread the needle, The pay was average, but




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 came out crooked but
Tere said she'd sneak it by her boss mixed in with the others. The
machine had its good and bad days. On the bad ones, the thread

got tangled 1n the seams and made loops. When I cut them everything
came undone as+@£‘ it had never been sewed. "Paciencia," Tere'd say,

ya_aprenderfs a dominar la mfquina.” Once one of the holes on the

belt ripped: the hole a wire had gone through thaﬁkfastneed the
two ends. Iupumped the treadle aa@ the wheel éié;~§ turn and the
'I"igo up and down. After thinking a long time, I cutﬁ%he
end Qiﬁ_thel%e}% with the torn hole and made a new holﬁ'with am nail
1 had to hammer because the belt was so hard. When I'd made the hole
I ran the wire through it and flattened it against the belt, but
I'd been gtupid becpuse when I hooked up the belt I only ran it
around the big wheel and 1 should have run it around the little one
on top too --that is, around both of them. I had to dig:;%;he wire eout—
with a knife because I1'd got it so tight against the belt, and then
I did run the belt around both whegls and hooked the wire in agein.
it 011ed the whole belt because since I'd cut off that piece wlth the
holQ it was a little short and taut. When everything was 35 s Tthe
needle broke, Tere lent me one of hers, but it was too shogt and
didn't catch the thread coming from the shuttle. After hunting all

over, I found one that worked all right, and in the store where I

bought it they told mesg%-was lucky they had it and it was the last

/ D
one because that machine belonged in a museum. When I put the neéddle
in, the wheel wouldn't turn. Tere had a repairman come who was a
friend of hers. He came at eightiéne Sunday morning and when I saw
D NSl W

him I thought an angel had come ﬁﬁf He was blond, like that officer
)

the day with the glass heart, and he had curls that hung down in




a kind of mh;;way that reminded me of Eusebi, and I felt like
il g lasmed

crying. He ) at the machinéﬁief_&—mementg then he squatted
/

down by the wheel and said 1'd have to change the wire because I
needed that piece of belt 1'd had to cut off ﬁgégéfé gf the torn
hole, When he'd 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 off the wheel and lifted the top. I'd
never looked inside the machine and 1 watched the shuttle g , shiny
and sharp, darting back gad forth like a mad hornet. Without closing
it, he kmmlt next to the wheel and his head brushed against my

skirt. He spent a couple of hours trying to figure the machine out;

P

(Lien af
every now and agaﬁf he'd gﬁ; it with a hammer, he oiled it, his

head brushed agalnst my skirt again and he said "Excuse me." 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 I'd fallen

in love, and the seams all came out crooked and I couldn't stop

thinking about that repairman and those curls on his forehead. I got

dTet up To
gg:i%%ﬁég;four blouses a day but I was starving te—;;ggg-and I
couldn't walk because %@ stomach and leg muscles ached so much. I slept

>

curled up 2 with my fists clenched and when I opened my eyes, even

if it was§till dark, the first thing I saw was that mechine like

oA oCt D
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 Rambles,
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With my purse over my arm and old clotheéir;;, I watched the
ones who were better dressed %?q more determined than me., 1 wasn't
good at gﬁﬁé%%ﬁg men. The worsgzggs that 1'd fall in love at first
sight with gujs I'd never see again., And if I didn't fall in love,
that was even more awful because deep inside there'd be a kind of
ache for that man I didn't like and whoim‘was all alone. I1'd rather

not describe how &%ﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁ’l felt opening my purse and slépping the
money in. Senyora Matllde said I shouldn't do it, that I'd lose my

looks right away, that 1 Shoul%ipave gone on sewing because if
VAL -\
I'd kept on I would have‘ﬁé&&%\?p making enough to live on and buy

myself a new machine,

A few months later I got pregnant and Senyora Matilde gave me

il fpwn :

an abortion wi h.af\rgley bea;z;jto let some air in, They had to
take me to the hospital. WhentI got out 1 wanted to know what it
had been because in the e surrounded by sick people,
that's all I ever thought about. Boy or girl. 1t seems ﬁ;Z; 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 pail. She'd'dumped it out of the pail and
packed down the earth and then pu%i?ﬁzig stone %?:§Z§;with a little
one on tegigé-it so she'd know where it was buried and no dog could
dig it up. I walked out that way and didn't see any big stone with
a little é%%?é on top of it, but I picked up any old stone and
dropped it in my purse.

They preached to me a lot, but even though T knew it was stu-

pid I went back to the Rambles. The first day was dreadful. Hmgmmib

mioood When I got there, I jwt stood around for a long time, staring
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at the clock on the operalpmmm house. Since no one spoke to me, I

got the urge to go to the park entrance and smell the trees and
grass, and when 1 was there I decided to go see if that bulging
wall on the corner of Red Street was still standing. And right

at the entrance tw Red Street, a guy who looked a little like
Eusebi snatched my purse and ran off with it. I chased him but he
was faster and got wsway. Miseréble, I wandered back to the park
and started crying, and a while later a sailor tried to comfort

me and asked why I was so sad. He told me he was on shore leave
and he was from Majorca. He took me back to his hotel; the moom
was small and looked out on a narrow street. He kept me locked up
for three days. Sometimes he'd calm down and look out the window,
whistling under his breath, but when he got worked up he'd say
"You're mine, pomhme mine," and he said he'd take me to live sgur-
rounded by water, which was when I started getting scared, Because
it terrified me to live surrounded by water, surrounded by the sea,

He said he had a house wo white you couldn't look straight at it.

Eﬁthe third night, frightemed out of my wits, I managed to sneak

out—ﬁhile he was sleeping. Without a cent, because since we were
going to get married , . .

The next morning my tongue was thick and 1 felt very upset,
I didn't know what I wanted., I went out that night, a rainy night,
and that was the night 1 sggnt with that distinguished gentleman,
in a huge bed with lots of goldfish with fringy tails ina tank at
the head of the bed. I couldn't stop looking at all the pretty
things and felt a little embarrassed with my muddy shoes and no
stockings. But that gentleman seemed very kind and pretended not

to notice, While I was undressing I looked at his cufflinks. Cuff-

links with blue stones, almost black, that flashed when he moved




them like they were lit up inside. I was about to ask him to let

me see them up close, but I didn't dare. Afterward, when we d been
resting for a while, he asked why I'was holding his hand. I opened
my eyes, and since I didn't know3%;% to answer I 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 1 started feeling as upset as the day before and began
to look around the shack., I didn't know what I was hunting for.
There was something I needed to breathqand I didn't know what or
where it was. It took me hours %o remeﬁber, and when I finally did,
it was like I*d known it all-ﬂhméigg;-along without realizing I
knew, as if part of my brain was asleep. I was looking for the hair-

pin with the stars, as though I'd worn it the day before, but I hm

had"t seen it'fkrthe dongest time and had no idea where it was.

I went out to bﬁy another and couldn't find any in the trimming
shops or department stores. Halfway 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 wal 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., I must have

been a little feverish because my forehead was hot and my lips were
dry. A white car went by slowly with a girl inside it; it seemed
like it was gliding above the ground. I closed my eyes and a strange
joy came over me. I thought someday I'd have a car too and sit in the
back with a pearl necklace and pearl earrings and a ring with a
white peaq} and a black one and the chauffeur would open the door

for me and say "miss" with his cap in his hand. And I'd be wearing




a pink dress. .
Ly WJL';
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lmy leg and homked woke up with a start because at first I didn't

s Ix must have dozed off. After a while I felt something

knef_what it was. There was a little girl standing in front of me ,
qu&@tly staring and sucking her thumb . I 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.,

L got up, and it was only then that I realized timmm I was almost
outsid@m 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 1'd
seen her. I couldn't resist going up to her apartment and seeing

if she still lived there. I meant to ask the doorman but my legs

he
Earrled me past him. On the landing, outside-%ﬁ? door, stood a girl
Adw

wtﬁk Q big bouquetpin—ter—arm, When she bmrd me she turned around,

looked at me awhile, and suddenly cried "Cecilial!" 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 she'd come back another
day, that she was in a hurry and couldn't stay. We went down the
stairs together. We stopped at the front door, there were tears in
her eyes?hghe said she'd always thought a lot about me. That she'd
recognized me right away. A leaf fell from a plame tree. I said

"Look, a leaf," and I don't know why but I started laughing hys-
terically. And we hugged each other, 7
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F;%ally we got on a bus., We'd wdked all the way up the Carrer

&
Grani ; Pkn.conversation, she asking questions and me answering

them, and we were tired. We got off at the foot of Mount Carmel,
at the start of a winding path. Paulina's house was halfway up
the hill, You went through a little green wooden gate and the
garden climbed the hlll on both sides of some stone steps with rows
| along them, The garden was closegwo{%'f L‘:)D?%twgil&
othe®# rows of cypfesses planted very thickly, and beyond the cy-
presses, the hill was covered with purple irises. On the way she'd
told me how Maria-Cinta had died in a%%a hospital where no one cam
to see her, not even Senyora Magdalena and Senyor Jaume. She'd had
an accident that had left her with a bad break in one leg and some-
thing wrong inside her. Her 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 chocolateé/;hen
she hagﬁﬁggf'ohe&#ald ghﬁ?ﬂ prayed to die quickly because men
weren't interested in lame women, and no man would love her because
they didn't know wha@ﬂé e'd bben like as a little girl or how her
mmmmsh%hhh\wC\ _Méﬁgaéﬁfgthg mﬁkyéxehm?acdﬂ.
When they buried her the apartméht care up 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 her and brought her irises from time

Vi.G\.\.r Cannn,
$o time. And that's how webﬁ met. She% nwer—heapd:aagdhﬁag—ﬁm

about Raquel,

We sat down outside, in front of the house, in two wicker chairs
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thaﬁ:fﬂﬂﬁ? each other. She told me that house belonged to her lover, a

Eentleman from Tarragona who had & cannery andhyhen he visited her

liked for her to dress up 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 hadn't liked him; it was the oldest
one she'd liked., But one day, not long after I'd run away from home,
two cops had come for him. Not because he'd done anything wrong, but
because he'd 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 man, 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 rat; but she 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. Suddenly I
noticad that she was $taring 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,
I asked her to show me the flowers on the other side of the house

CL- A
that you co.1ldn't see from where we were. There were t

rosebushes and white ligg%%?growing among the rocks. She told me
that in the afternoon, when she was bored, she planted Li}¥;§t2ﬁé'
irises. Because in the afternoons, when she'd finished her housework,
all kinds of things went through her head. And bothered her. She
told me irises grew by themselves, like grass, and she'g cover that

SM‘R»L&A

whole stretch of hill with them, that she had to plant a lo% becaUSe[L
Sometimes




women in rags would come from the other side of the hill and steal
bunches. She'd picked a white ﬁ%¥% for me; I held it, not knowing
what to do, and the petals shooﬁ because 1 was shook up myself. I
t0old her I'd 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 znd
his pal were thieves and I hadn't heard from him éince. Not even
where he was. How afterward I'd lived with a plasterer who'd died.

1l ¢
‘"m{u—y¥ 1C

She said everyone knew men who were Eﬁﬁﬂ&??ﬂte types always died
young, coughing up blood. I told her if I;hadn't stopped dewing I
don't know what would have happened and that for the time being I
was working the Rambles. That bothered her a lot and she said it
couldn't go on, that if I wanted she'd talk to the gentleman from

Tarragona and see if he had some friend who'd like a girl he could

¢ ol iris g N
tfﬂ?f; The ﬁm@g had three petals that drooped and then twigked Up=-

ward, And in the distance Tibidabo was turning blue.

Paulina's house was high and narrow, built up against a ;;Qgﬁ
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 themmimmmm chairs in the garden in front of her house
there was & trellis that went from two columns to 46 the railing
around the terrace. There were three pdants: a passionflower, a
grapevine, and a wisteria, The grapevine was old, the passionflower
had taken Poot by itself like that one outside our shack, and the
wisteria caught your eye because its: trunk was wovered with leaves
and shoots and then there'd be a bare patch like a dead root and then
suddenly another.;;zfaith all those leaves that cast shadows. She

stared at me again with that look that made me uncomfortable and

said "You're a princess." And how she and Mrs, Rius had always said
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s0 and everyone had said I was a princess. We ed there for a
/

hom while together without saying anything. When I hwm was ready to
e
go she said she'd pick a bouquet of irises. I said no, she'd just

be wasting them,
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The day after t%@ business with Paulina and the L%&&eﬁw Senyora

Matilde came to my shack looking very worried and saying she'd seen
the old man with the hens in The distance. 1 was petrified and the
first thuing I thought was Eusebi must have died. The old man with
The hens came by early that evening looking very calm. His head

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

he, X :
tThe shack &gjéfait bothered him to see it and stood there slowly

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 talking
and I had to yank every word out of him. It secems Eusebi had tried

to escape e times but they'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
knifed a guard in the 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 lot. The worst thing was that when they were beginning 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 finished talking, the

old man scragghed the back of his neck and shook his head again

(tggu\;e. Pow’&_ Gwvi O - “
and said: "Relll—bdq—inthexr

s g -I-A,\ e i ==
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i for—vears’ Then he asked éﬁﬂif 1
could help him out. I Took out my chanse purse and gave him every-

thing I had. He left risht away saying he had two or three more




L V0 W7 2 L s o Y o £ 20

el

stops to make, That night I had a very weird little dream that kept
coming back afterwardgjjThere was a big stretch of plain with a dead
tree on the left., At the foot of the tree was a baby in diapers

wiggling i : :
who ke ot = e arms., On the right, small because it was so

o
far away, there was a dog that kept coming closer and closer to
the baby but never got there., I woke up with tears in my eyes and
on my cheeks. I guess I must have cried in my sleep.

1 got up as usual but two hours later I felt so sick I had to
go back to bed, I had a fever and all I could thinkméfihas Maria-
Cinta, thoush I tried not to. That night Senyora Matilde came by
and I told her everything the old man with the chickens had saida.
She said I shouldn't cOmplﬁgn because if they'd let Eusebi out he
might have beaten me to death. I was sick for three weeks, A lot

: (f_ee,\. ru.l_u_'t\l\mw'{hla%f-_? :
of times I'd getAdisEy—~toWar vening because I thought I was sur-

rounded by ig%%;ﬁ. Senyora Matilde brought me €Z§E§E;§?of soup, but
they made me sick and I'd throw them out at night. It killed me to
think 1'd have to go back to the Rambles. One day I decided to go
out because I couldn't stand it anymore gﬁ%ﬁ{up in that shack. I
was still sick and bleeding a lot. I'd hardly eaten a thing since
I'd seen the old man with the chickens: a few pieces of bread and
sometimes an apple from a basket Tere'd brought me. A1l that stuff
about Eusebi had gotten me down, though at the time I felt 1like

I1'd gotten rid of souethinzg that was bothering me inside and sapping
my strength without my knowing it. I walked up the Rambles to the
Plaga de Catalunya and sat down on a bench wet with rain. 1 was
thirsty and the white foamy water spouting from the fountain made
me even thirstier. I don't know why, but I thought about Maria-

Cinta and like in a trance I saw her coming towardd me with that




diamond cross on her neck and she took my hand and brought me home

with her and 1 saw Eusebi tailgating on the car to see where we were

o uls | o
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going and I saw him oa~%heﬁ?$he;r&i&e*of the @&i&ﬁ?g and they were

beating him . . « My hands and backbone were cold when I got up

and I started walking slowly because I had a cramp in one leg.

The sky had turned black and people hurried by. I went into a door-
way and stayed there for a while till I got bored. I didn't know
where to go.lThe.thunderstorm caught up with me a little before
Aragon Street. I didn't pay any attention and went on walking with
my hands in my raincoat pockets while the water got under my collar
and trickled down my back. I had to stop for a moment because my
head was spinning., Cars went by splashing water on both sides and

I could feel the water squishing in my shoes every time I took a

step.

K : o
By the time I got to the &%ﬁ%ﬁﬁs it had stopped raining but

the sky was still gray. I sat down on a bench in front of two

statues that were half Ig}ing down and L stayed there for a while
with my mind a blank. When I got up my hair was plastered to my
face and I didn't feel like myself. I was hungry, so hungry it
hurt. 1 crossed the street and went into a big café on the corner.,
There was a high bar and everything behind it was chrome and Qlass.
T chose a corner table, far from the window and near the bar. While
I was waiting for the waiter %o finish serving coffee to an old
couple my teeth started chattering like they weren't mine, All of

:%udden I saw his white jacket beside me and o get up the strength
to order a coffee and a ham sandwich I had to tell myself if 1

didn't eat I'd die. The waiter wiped the table with a little rag

before setting down my order. I had to force myself to eat slowly




because 1 felt like gulping everything down without chewing it,
could feel them watching me. There was a man sitting facing me at
the end of the bar with a toothpick in his mouth. I felt even
huﬁgrier when 1 finished the ham sandwich and I ordered another,

I knew when it was time to pay I1'd haﬁe to tell them I was
broke. 1I'd known it when I came 1n, but as time went on I got more
and more scared., Finally I had to tell them. The waiter told me to
cut the O, Gl i to pay, that's all he needed and after
telling wE = Gimes he said it to the people at the bar.
Another waiter appeared out of nowhere and then the boss came. T

=
showed them my empty ahﬁﬁée purse and tolu tbem I'd been robbed.

kg vauu\ \a
The other wailter started laughing L&Qe—a—ﬁ%ﬁ\ nd the boss, very

polite but very determined, told me to be goocd enough to paye. The

other waiter said he'd already ashoﬁ.fw twlce and I had some nerve,
4 ha
I teld hlm not to insult me, gﬁ 3y ! s because T

kil

* he told me I was o0ld enough to take care of myself.

Then the boss suddenly stuck his face right next to mine and spat-

v X
tering me with spit shouted lady don't get %é?f with me or I'll

have you locked up. I got mad and told him I wasn't a bit scared
of the police, that I'd enjoy gebtting to know them and I wasn't a

bit scared. The boss just shouted louder and louder about the &

and the ham. The other waiter who didn't take it all that seriously
started Telling the whole story to a gentleman who'd just come in and
was hanging up his raincoat. How if instead of refusing to pay

1'd asked them nicely; The first waiter, who'd been talking to
himself and waving his arms a@éggﬁ like he wasn't all there, asked
where I lived and I said it was none of his business but 1'd tell

him anyway to make him happy, that I lived in a shantytown. The




boss gave me a nasty look and I started giving him nasty looks
back. I guess he couldn't take it because he gave me a slap that
just about knocked me down., Then I blew up and screamed that he'd
hit me just because 1 was defenseless, that 1'd been left in the

egf r the wind to
e (R
S el o 2. i = LA

i . o Wlthout parents or brothers and sisters or anyone

streeitfhen I was little like a \bag)\e$=garbag

grabbed a glass on a table and threw it at his head,
Then the real excitement started because two guys got in an argu-
>
L’M.«-’L

ment over me. The gentleman who'd hung up %?@ raincoat stepped

in front of the boss and told him not to overdo it, that you

couldn't blame people for being hungry, and my waiter wﬁo\was still

talking to himself threw his rag down in fury and a young man who
was drinking Calisay said don't make such a fuss, that he'd pay
for it himself and he couldn't believe they'd bother a beautiful
dish like me over a squirt of &4 ¥ and three scraps of ham. And he
paid for me. As soon as he'd paigﬂand turned around to sip his
drink I felt someone touch my arm and say let's go. I turned

to seé who 1% was. The man who'd touched me had a cracked lip and
through the crfack you could see a gold tooth. He wes the man with
the Toothpick. He had dark eyes and little handsjaéégg.they hadn't
grown since he was fourteen. As we were walking out the young man
with the Calisay said that's how it always was, the one who paid
got left and the one who hadn't paid went off with the girl. And

Fhe boss, who was standing by the door holding it open, told the

man with the tooth to watch out.
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We separated to let a woman go by holding a kid's hand and I

lagged behind a little like I was following him. All of a sudden he
turned around and I turned m£f£€3a1§$§f¥ei§3%<§§§"ina 1 saw a cake in
a bakery window with almond flakes on the sides and frosting on top.
He waited for me and we started walking again side by side like when
we'd come out of the café. Everything was natural: the clouds breaking
up so you could see patches of blue, the water flowing down the gut-

ters and pomring into the sewers. Lots of peole were waiting at the

trolley stop and azflittle further away a woman with a bouquet was

watching a girl come out of a notions store., My heart froze because

L remembered when I was little I'd gone(&’fgg_%iﬁgnggﬁﬁggfmﬁgQB}and
maybe if I went in I'd find a hairpin like the one I'd lost. Two
blocks past the trolley stop, the man with the toothpick said "Here
we are.” and we went into a restaurant. The lobby was small, there
was just a counter and a staircase opposite the door but on the right,
through a glass partition you could see a big room full of tables

and chairs, We went upstalrs, where there was a long, narrow dining
room with a kit chen 23 h\% off by another counter with another glass
partition that had a llttle door to pass food through; you could see
them péggé%gng it. The tables had paper tablecloths, with glasses
turned upside down and little glass vases with paper cornflowers and
poppies. At the end of that dinigg room were two doors: one led %o

a Soﬂq:b&;nd the other to a bedroom with a glassed in parch outside
13 witﬁ a sink and a few wires covered with clothespins. As we walked
past I saw the cook peeling petatoes. He gaped at mey with his knife
in one hand and a potato in the other,-asﬁ%iuhe d never seen a woman

before. In the bedroom, the restaurant owner told me to get undressed

g0 they could dry my clothes. And he lefqﬁme_bywmyseif( I crawled
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into bed, freezing, but f%@t I washed my feet, one after the other,
under the faucet @n the sink. After quite a while the door opened

as if by mgic and a woman came in wearing an aprongwith—a—%éb{ tall
and thgin, with a wrinkled face longer than a horse's. She brought

me a glass of milk with ladyfingers. I ate them all and drank EPe_T
U T

milk slowly so they wouldn't get &o® musﬂy As éoon agcgﬂ;L@&m
had left with my wet clothesg I looked-@éi around. When + got tired
of looking I settled down to sleep.iI closed my eyes and opened
them like 1 was playing at dog i sy. Then I noticed an en-
graving on the wall in front of me with a frame made of gilded

“lLl} o™

leaves., It showed a horse in profile with a th;mT?elt around its

i

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

it dissolved, and I fell asleep.

When 1 woke up, the moonlight was coming ;ziéhrough the bal-

cony. 1 stretched and curled up, feeling thirsty for 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 came in, I heard the switch, click, and the three lights on
the celling went on. As if he was alone, he put some notebooks on
the table beneath the engraving and sat down so it looked like he
was balancing his books. I didn't dare to Breathe and thought maybe
he'd forgotten &;3;% me. After quite a while he got up and asked if

I was sleeping. I said no, I was awake, and then he pulled his




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 he'd be banging his head against the wall., He didn't
explain further and it seemed like he didn't even know what he was
saying., That if I wanted to stay he wouldn't throw me out. He saw

I was looking at the horse and told me he'd chosen that engraving
himself. That his father's photo had been in that frame but he'd
taken it out one day when he was in a bad mood; that he'd had to
pull off six strips of masking tape, dig out little naik® 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
he'd had trouble deciding what to do, all he'd wanted was to put

it away but finally, in rage and sadness, he'd torm it up. He asked
me like it was hard for him to get the words out if it was true

A Winnaa b g

what I'd said in that £iskt-in the café, that I'd never known my

parents. 1 said yes. And that's when he told me he'd never known his
QS

mother because he'd killed her hé being born,
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! Eusebi and André I never hat rest-

ausant owneq} r But I was hungry. The day I'd
: s
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been there for a month, .hevwanted to cébbrate by drlnklng a bottle
1.

of champagne before bedtime. And every monthjfgn #ﬁ@ same da§7—ﬁe

£\ o~

had to drink a bottle of champagne. Cosme wore a ring he never
took off, even when he was washing or sleeping. 8 gold band with

& row of diamonds and rubies. The voldjggmgﬁg insideywas—thin. He
told me that ring was all he had from his mother, He didn't want

me to wear mekeup, and because of that we gquarreled and he wouldn'st

give me a cent., I liked to put on makeup so I could look th&j%““%
'ggfother girls. It seemed like the cook had fallen in 1ov;,;; £i£st
sight. He stared and stared at gg. He was thrrty years old but no
one would have g%gssed because he was short and slim, & 1 muscle,
with a moﬁ%ﬁif;gm ear to ear and ears that looked a couple of

sizes too bié 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

was white cells. Without doing anythlng to bring it on, I had.egr
feetvt a‘
COSme acted sado ;;.ivlllllallln'.lllui‘-l!!!!ii"in :L'b Seemed to W hlm,

G

cook's thin blood., I never found out if it was a boy or girl. That
s

was the first thing I asked Cosme when he came to see me at the

though he'd never asked me %o marry him. I looked paler than that

clinic. After looking at me for a long time, he ‘Jﬁ~{$ghis 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 Midmsummer nght Cosme said we'd go out and have

s cafmbf‘o G = Wow
some fun to get that gioyxa?ﬁ ff my mind, %hﬁi he'd dress me up

so I'd really shine. He took me to buy some black satin shoes with




diamond horseshoes around the tops. He also 3:;3 along when I
bought my dress. Black satin. The dressmake; éadé it just like

he ordered: with a high neck and long sleeves down to my wrists.
They even had pointed flaps on the ends that @%ﬁﬁgﬁgfgégfés my
knuckles., & full-length akirt. He took the glass heart off my
chain and replaced it with a gobd and alabaster medallion showing
a lady's head from olden days,with three little roses on one side
of her hair, all curled and combed up, and above it, held up I
don't know how, there was a big ship with rows of sails,

As goon as we were in the street, people started staring at
us. I was dressed in black from head to toe and, %o brighten it
up a little, I'd stuck a red r@se in my hair without asking his
e roission, Cosme's suit was pale yellow, with beige shoes, an
olive g?een silk handkerchief in his breast pocket and on his
‘ﬁg%%;éogold chain thick as the onggw$ﬁu$élls. It had belonged to

his pnpampnendfabthen great- great—grandfather. When we 'd gotten

5
on the trolley, a young guy with éﬁzgeéﬁfﬁ hair t@i&—me he'd like

cwtéx 2
to my rose. Cosme turned white with £ﬁ%§. As we climbed the

stairs to the upper deck, the ccnductorf' at me from under-

neath. Luckily, Cosme went ahead e%éme. Just as I sat down by the

aisle, since he'd taken my favorite spot by the railin » he tore

the rose out of my hair and threw it gﬁ%&mmﬁ;?;%;%L%%zﬁzouses looked
pretty passing by and you could smell the magnolias. Cosme kept
adding up how much what I was wearing had égggiﬁgz a terrifying

sum. He said you could see none of my boyfriendé had had the dough

to dress reup right. And I was dumb enough to tell him how Eusebi

G ot
and I had fallen in love when we were kids anqAAndrés, who I'd

never mentioned till them. Then he started really getting hot
under the collar. Sitting on top of Tibidabo, with the ferris wheel




turning, and later at a table sipping orxata with straws, he
couldn't hmibmp stop asking if I'd spent the night with those guys
under the pine trees. To get my mind off all the nasty things
he was saying, 1 watched the lights coming on and didn't answer

him,

S _.ﬁ::'
When we got into bed and hmmm he turned (the 1ighﬁ)off‘ I

couldn't sleep. The dress had run a little and stalned~gﬁéer my

'ifarms, and, dying of heat, I'd climbed into the big 81nk to wash.

bstherin _)

Even there he kept &%%?p
,E' ¥ < fnami
kept asking. ”Q?f those blouses? That's a liel!"™ And when he star-

. "How did you make a living?" he

ted snoring I felt like crying but I couldn't, because of his
yelling and that é%ﬂﬁgé night’ and thﬁf rose he'd thrown away. The
next day he tried to;knock me out by throwing me down the s tairs
and 1 went tumbling down and fell on my backside., 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 milkam the first day

to

and whose face got longer by the wek. And if I closed my eyes

‘\Q\- ‘(*1“’\ ’l[”(n\ Ay Ck ‘K < ea
' ‘Kfﬁ hear@ the faucet dripping and dripping and, Saw
l

AN

the head on a baby wﬁo was killing his mother and fim afterward

theéﬂsprlnkleﬂ him with holy water and baptlzeiﬁhlm Cosme. When
he'd come in, after going around laughing and chattlngm at all

AL LG <,
the tables, he'd look at me furiously and m.a“ke‘»—f{cm-vf my voice,

]
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"Andrés] Yes, right away. Eusebi? Yessir, coming right up." And

all of a sudden his voice would get deeper and he'd shout “Aan\
L\(q'u&_ {.L
1et%§ome more &aﬁe'“ Finally I shouted back, even 1oude?)'q&ﬁmgr
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the dead rest in peace!" I tékéjt?m, leave the dead in peace because

one had died behind bars and the other bleeding and I started going
out every afternoon because I couldn't stand it anymore, fiAnd Ii%gke
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. I'é 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 I'd been,
no matter whether I came back early or late. But I always came 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 goon as I saw him, I thought "Here we go." He told me, holding
two fingers together very delicately, not to be gé;g%?] that he

S !
wanted to talk to mef but not right there. And he ook me to the
Punyalada. He ordered two coffees and when the mmbem waiter had brought
Them he said very mysteriously that he had to talk about some deli-
cate matters, since his childrenés\bread was involved. He stretched
out his left hand and showed me his wedding ring. He to0ld me he had
a son and a daughter who were the apples of his eye. The boy's
health wasn't good. "I finish cooking and head straight for the drug
store.” And staring at me like he was trying 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'bt be able
to feed himself, "ﬁig%ﬁgﬁu leave," he said slowly, cupping his hand
to one side of his méuth, "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

: ’ﬁﬁ" ti«:-— LUU@L O (‘YO’TJ\
a8 rose.t He clasped his hands and begged me mmb ari to stay
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at home and stop wandering around #m the streets, and if I was bored

s <

to do something to dd: + myself, "Why don't you sew? Cosme treats
J

you like he'd found & pearl in a mussel and can't get used to it and

is smared you'll roll away. He's getting frantic."®
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I managed to put up with it for more than two years, and when

1'd almost gotten used to it I started to get scared of gettlng used

to it. One afternoon, mmmm with nothing but what ifi%ﬁi onkm&—b&ﬁk{:
L e L& For

Qﬁﬂﬁt_to Paulina's house, I hadn't seen her since that day with the

hairpin. The garden was overgrown with weeds and the irises hadn't
U’\DGN‘"“";&\. }L\_c: ‘S\ Lx:r;t?‘x oue '-""\\

bleseﬁﬁad yet. For a moment I thought mﬁybe Bauling didm't—Hwe—there

l[LJl . AGAAL
-enymore and there were other people‘%$stead. But no. The whole garden

sy el

w&ﬁ?~the cypresses breathed Paulina. I wandered among the piants and
sat down under a fig tree on a bench I hadn't seen the first time, but
I got up pretty quick. Above, on the side with the white irises, there

W ‘b“lgb
naﬁva rosebush with buds. The spring air was e@\

I plucked a petal
off a daisy, crushed it between my fingers, and sniffed that bitter
smell that reminied me of ruegs and clover,

I saw her coming up the steps between the rows of cypresses,
loaded down with packeges, and as she came clogser 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 packages 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 teasels. She started
1aughlng again w1thout teking her eyes off me and_told = she was

%_ x_n’eb\ \R"—u_[‘\ L e :)GC-L\-> )
1augh1ng ec Eﬁnigﬁt*maﬁﬁ? oy

typ%?
1 asked her how the gentleman from Tarragona was doing, and she
said he was fine. Afterward, while we were having coffee, I told her

what I'd been up to. She said she'd been lucky never to meet any
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Jjealous é&%;‘but it must be hell., She couldn't believe he'd followed
me around the streets like a thief. "Jealous guys," she said, mﬁ%ﬁiﬂ
&¢k mitquz thw - e iljsx 1€old her I didn't want to go ba;k
to the hestaurant, how if I went back I'd be doomed forever, how one
day he'd thrown me down the stairs, how just fthinking about it made
me £ee%—;%ké5#%£awiag-up, how I was ‘@$' 'Mg%eap cooking oil and
frying onions and garlic and myself and e%eﬁything. She listened
with harrlfled lookm on her face, aml when I'd finished she said
we'd i%%—lt %%. I could stay with her and tomrrow would be Saturday
and the gentleman from Tarragona was coming and everything would
straighten itself out. She spotted the glass heart and fell in love
with it and I asked if she'd like &t but she said no. I told her it
was a keepsake from a day Andrés and I had gone for a stroll and I'd
seen a very handsome navy officer and for her I wouldn't mind parting
with it but it sort of kept me company,

I spent the night at Paulina's. The next day the gentleman from

tam €.

Tarragona shsfﬁﬁ—gp. I don't know how to describe him: he was part

high-class and part peasant, with delicate hands from not working and

a—&g%fof respect for the rain and sunshine. While we were having lunch,
t
he said he and Paulina had discussed me and he'd introduce me to a

very nice guy, the son of a friend of his who'd died years ago. The

b 3TN
nice guy had a sickly wife, very délicate, and two ché%&ﬁ?? and the

'Uv@ (B L[ 2ok | : j 3
wife liwved Qn_a—fafviw1th her parents. He said though

[

his friend's son might not seem like it, he was a little on the wild

e e O

sade ,not too well beeﬁghﬁ:a@, and he looked after his estates more
s {

for fun than.???work. His name was Marc. "I'm sure," he said, "that

you'll like him, I mean you'll like each other. And he'll be thrilled

to meet a girl with such sad gyes; yes, when you laugh they look even




sadder., 411 you have to do is open your hand and cover the bottom
of your face. Your mouth laughs, but not your eyes." And he even

said I laughed w1thout knowing why, like I was laughing for their

Ca -LL.».

e "Drink some\w1ne, it'll relax you."

i ,1. { L\k.\m
uh%? Paulina, dressed like a chambermaid, went to fix some

coffee, the gentleman from Tarragona tapped my knee and said "I

already told Am Paulina you can stay here as long as you need to,"
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Marc showed up two weeks later. 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'@ killed seven or eight people at the
beginning of the revolution; and it blew for a good five minutes

L P(E'\cj e

ATy
hwé$hsa#=3ﬂﬁﬁ?iﬁg, like it was StUCﬁ#“WHEHKlt haﬂ stopped ﬂey—é:tgiée,
I saw a young man taking the steps two at a time. I ghought figgt
a;Z;ﬁhe must be Marc, though Paulina and the gentleman from Tarragona
hadn't said anything about expecting him. When he got there he looked
at us, laughed, and bent over to tie a shoelace thaﬁ;had come untied
b&%&te was climbéng the=sbtsps, His Rair fell forward and swayed a
11tt1e.\Theq he, sat down, and the.ﬁentleééh froy Tarragona asked how [l

! ese—EF a bird

man from Tarragona threw up his hands and asked us to excuse him

for not introducing us. He added, laughing, that he'd noticed how

we couldn't take our eyes off each other, I answered that I was look-
ing at'lﬁwgbecause of his hair, o 'gxlngoy I'd known and
who'd died., Marc shot me a dirty look, "Please don't talk like that,"
and changed the subject to the garden. How it seemed made€specially
for strolls on moonlit nights, down the paths and 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 everyhmme time you took a step you'd hear broken shells

crunching and crunching.

- 4
Paulina broughthgo@e fruit and Marc asked if we knew how to

eat sliced bananas, cutting them up with a knife and fork on a
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plate. Thé“gentleman from Tarragona said he was, very old-fashioned

young man because hm you had to eat bananas like monkeys Eg-1n palnm

trees. Marc wanted to know if there was a special breed of monkeys
. Alea

that lived in palm tﬁnés and we laughed and lathed mmﬂnm&$htéﬁﬁr1ﬁﬁk

b3 n}L’-\"‘J‘"‘ uh ARG

beating on—us-—ent wisteria flowers that ﬁlu%%erﬁﬁ\down from

i :
time to time. Then we tried to see if we could cut glices 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
ﬂML’liqueurs and Marc askedfagjwhere 1'a gotten those eygs. And that
laugh., But he didn't say any other nice things because before Pau-

lina énd 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 %%twe were sitting down he turned to me

and said, It don't know if it was serious or a Joke, that some really
weird things happened in Barcelona. The wind blew my hair back and

made my blouse flubtter and I don't know where we went but after driving
along dirt road after dirt road we were back in Barcelona. He did it
three or four times. The bridges crossed rivers of sandz—;ut by

t\, ‘tt -\."‘L NS WA TL\Q‘., 2
trlcfles of water, aﬂd shacks right down to %he sand s
ﬂu.vlll D A

You could see houses by themselves with gardens and flat roofs,

pine groves on both sides of the road and an occasional cypress or
railing around a balcony with pots of geraniums. We turned down a
stretch of dirt road so bad the car bounced from gzgﬁiole to hole
like a grasshopper. And smoke poured out of the chimneys. Findl ly
he s topped and we went into a restavarnt. The wind had drained all
the blood from my face, I felt cold and ?qiooked like a beggar ﬁz:

- - g

:&a#?lall those well-dressed people; but when Marc looked at me I

z o

felt like the best-dressed woman there. We ordered tea and he looked
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half-dazed, so engﬁ?taﬁad that 1 felt sorry for him, as if he couldn't

believe 1 was really sitting there next tﬂ$im, and then I suddenly

T
(. L

felt this laughing fit eem%?on and bit my lip and my face got all

red and he asked what was the matter and I couldn't answer because
& e

if IEzMOPened my mouth ;—w&ﬁﬁﬁjhwe burst out laughing. I dug my nails

intoc my palms to see if the pain would stop that urge to giggke that

= - P \(‘ g vE G g"\"\
ﬂydaéaéh*ﬁggﬁ—whyiﬁf had come over me, and I remembered Cosme and
saw his shadow behind a tree trunk spying on me, and en—%cpigg;ﬂmr

Q- O wes o~ {op B Alw TS
trunk—wes a big splderAFittln%m, . And it was like I was dreaming

!

till I realized I was staring at Marc's hand flat on the tablecloth
with his fingers a little arched. I put my hand down, facing his so
they were almost touching, and whispered "Trunk and spider, trunk and
spider.,” And suddenly I couldn't hold it in any longer and laughed
s0o hard everyone turned aroqnd to look at me, '

When we were back in #?E=car, Marc asked where I felt like going.
I said the Rambla de Catalunyaj; I went all the way down it with my
head thrown back, watching the patterns the lime tree leaves made,
Then we drove all over again, criss-crossing the city, sometimes down
crowded streets and sometimes down almost-deserted roads, swerving
and blowing the horn for fun, and when it was pitch black we stopped
at another restamrant beside a field where you could see strings of
lights 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 he stuck his finger

Through one of my curls and said he'd been caught hook, line, and

sinker.[izig—ﬁgﬂ;;;#cra;;iﬂ@_started fluffing up my hai;)and whis-

N A 3
geyeé very calmly, "We'll make Cecilia over, we'll dress her and

undress her, we'll make her laugh and make her cry." He gripped my




C‘;.i,_’j
neck betwe@nwh%amhﬁﬂéﬁ and kissed me on the lips and 1 bit—himI—

;‘( w ) LLJ\ c\ m{ e

\wﬁ? S0 angry and he slapped me. "So you won't do that again," And

then he stuck his finger in the dimple on my cheek. "Gorgeous.,"
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Marc faught medéitﬂko émoke; The first cigarette made me a little

sick and left a bad taste in my mouth. But it was eé%%%&ng. With the
cigarette in my lipsgl waited for Marc to light it bﬁt he didn't.

He absent%pindeély 1lit 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 when you light a match. Marc
rented half an apartment for me on Majorca Street. He said it was

all he could find at the moment. For a few months I missed the house

with the irises, with so much sky and those hills turning blue at

sunset, Gradually I got over missing it. I spent hour after hour
lying on an ottoman on the glassed-in porch with my back to the
street, staring at a frieze on the dining room wall made of 1little

gu (ER,
angeéds and pomegranates eﬁékin half, Marc told me the apertment be-

longed to $ome rich people"who lived in the country and came to Bar-

celona from time to time; they kept half of it for themselves beeause

they didn' t 11ke hotels and rented the other half eé—#he—ap@%%me

The flrst nlght 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 bathroom, and anothe# smeller bed-
room faced the airshaft. But as soon as I saw all that heavy black
furniture and a wardbobe with a mirror so high it Eggeﬁéé'the celling,
I decided to live and sleep on the porch as long as I was in that
apartment, so I asked Marc to have the ottoman rembpolstered in pearl
rray and to get some cushions in all different colors so 1 wouldn't
oowaY »

« The day I went to look at the apartment 1 went by

myself because Marc said he had work to do. It was on the third
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floor, and wince I've always been scared of elevators, I decided to
take the stairs. As seon as I started up, I saw a man peeking at

my legs through the crack between the curtains in the concierge's
lodge and I hugged the wall mewhamwembinb '
J;E;QEd so he wouldn't see too much. The only thing I liked about
that apartment was a hen. It looked like it was roosting on the
sideboard, white with a crest like a red carnation falling over one
eye. It was cut around the top, which you could 1ifs off ]iﬁgba box,

NG
L\Q-
il giﬁé? lots of pitchers and vases in a w&f&Tﬁbe“ln the little bed-

> g -’f‘[m_tlk L=
room and at first, when Ma#c was coming, I d

W\.C{h-' wél‘\ s \ (5
the bed w1zh cologne to &&s&%%ec 1t. old him the truth, that I

didn' t }akr that apartment, ‘He said he didn's }ikﬁiﬁt either but thés

when two people get along nothing else matters and I should remember
( l}-‘Lﬁ-*’—--;
that ap t wasn't forever. The concierge came twice a week to
é

do the heavy housework and 1 stayed to keep an eye on her. She always
teld the same story: how years ago she'd 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 shéykhought on nlghts‘when

she couldn't sleep, not from the accident, which was 5233 éhdﬂ
weo el

but from worrying about mey being able to walk apain. I asked hem if

she knew the people who lived next door; she shruggéd her shoulders

and chuckled. I'd 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 I'd sit in the easy chair beside the ottoman,ﬁrighg&ggainst the
panes, and watch the umbrellas go by. And 1 wishedtégg Jhole street

could be a sea of shiny umbrellas in all colors, with no people or
HLOEY

cars, just umbrellas with thunder and 11%Lten1ng ahevqiégem.
S y

One night I thought a burglar had ggqgen in. It must have been
around midnight. I went out in the hall aﬁ tiptoed into the foyer.




You couldn't Bear a thing. I got scared and pushed a chair against
The door with its back below the lock so no one couldsggé-in. The
doorbell woke me late the next morning; it kept ringing like Crazye.
I went to open it and saw Marc, who'd never come at tht time of

day. He told me he didn't like jokes and if I ever blocked the door

again it was all over between us.,

ﬂ.t VELCh &\, A o v\'& CQ
Some days $~%1;Eéawarc and felt like I was in love w1th him and

£ LoGu LLL’S ©n ﬁ\ \\ S
thought maybe we could get married bacﬁgeewhls wife weﬁ%ﬁjﬁre,\ﬁut )
wt?———@-—.a.__,.,
other days he made me jumpy and I stared at him when he wasn't look-—

ing and wondergéd what was going on inside his head, whether it was
good or bad. As long as I was in the house with the irises he'd taken
me for rides in—hiéiggr, but that had barely lasted two months and
once I was in the apartment we stopped going out. Sometimes he would-—
n't showle for a week and when he finally did eégg‘he d say he'd
b&“bL‘ his familyg Bﬁ told me proudly and happily, like he was
trying ﬁo make me Jealous, and I'd rather not have known where he'd

been, ¥
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My next door neighbor was named Constédncia. Whenever I went
Wowrs—

out or came im, her front door was open. I thought she was one of
those people who couldn't stand living behind close&.doors. The first
time we said hello was one morning when 1 was about to go down the

stairs and she was coming out of the elevator dressed in black and
hat
wearing a hmﬁ?mm with artificial violets on it. She was a d&=E=x fat

Tl
7 %a%y From the back, with her swollen legs and ankles, she looked

like an elephant. All she needed was a'Eiil.

Leoltng oflecty e

One dayﬁ when I was mﬁgﬁ I told Marc I was pregnant

ATV

and he said Ml@a;xﬂﬁwe the child. I didn't get mad,
, vkedge

because it was something to make you sad, not mad. But it cleared my

ng %o LU“L' L\_kﬂﬂ‘\-
head a little and 1 stopped hgﬁiab—suehﬂ?.crush—ﬁﬁ-hlm. That's why

;the day Senyora Constdncia 1nv1te§dme to see the clock in her apart-
.‘,-rgaiﬁ(_ D

"qcc ”

mentx f\ tE ée—ﬁf_ as on the mentle above the fireplace

in her dlnlng room, which was right against mine. It was gilded,

Pnd above the round clockface there were two towers like hhggﬁastibw
ke

on a castle. Oa—%aﬁwgf'éach tower.ﬁfﬁ a balcony tha%—weaﬁ\around [\
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
bore&, 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

2 the clock, The doors on the balconiegs had opened and two

-
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black and gold R had come out. One was a girl holding out her
left hand. The other was a soldier raising his right hand with a red
enameled flower in it. The ﬁgéﬁggéf;oved round and round as long as
the bells kept chiming and it seémed like the soldier wanted to

give the flower to the girl, who wanted to take it. But they always




passed aaehfeéher without touching and when the bells stopped -

they entered their little doors, turned around so they were facing

A

outward, and the doors shut. Through some bars 1ike.4n7?§$:a Jail
you could see them standing there till the bell rang againvand the
& ’{‘c‘ ‘:\N
doors opened. As I was on my way out, Senyora Constancia %ﬁﬁ me into
i

the kitchen and showed me a fish she'd bought; the smell was so strong

I Thought I'd puke and I wondered if what I'd told Marc as a joke
1N
Cov\. S5

m&g@t bé true. When I was back in my apartment, 1 got sick again

thinking about that fish and Senyora Constdncia's knees because
she'd showed them to me, hiking her skirts halfway up her thigqﬁg,
all coverdd with lumps, and she'd told me her circulation was bad,
that the doctors stuck needles a fott long in her knees to empty
them. All the time she kept tguching the broken strap on a slip that
was lying neatly folded on a M?tx —table on her porch. When we were

!

L4

at the door she showed me a wart on one side of her tongue that made
her salivate while she was talking,
I had to run into the bathroom and when Marc came I told him

there were three of us now. He didn't reply. He came back the next

to know what I'd had. Between Marc and me, or more Hee y between

me and Marc, something snapped; and I heard the sound. Like a very

skillful hand had torn a silk dress. Rip.
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I felt pretty weak and the doctor said 1 should sunbathe and
eat lots of meat. I went down the stairs very slowly because nmy
belly felt heavy, but the one time I tried taking the elevator I
o = geue Topsg- Tuvos
felt like «a¥bH my insides had 2 i and I was about to
scream, 1 wal ked around for a while 1ooking!in store windows and then
sat down on a bench and began chain smoking., One d€y when I was cold
and felt worn out, I went into a caf5“§5‘3§§hk, methings 1t was a
café I'd discovered a few days earlier but T hadn't gone.ﬁg,yot, even
though I liked it because to get in you had to climb a few stairs
and it Wad & revolving door. I enjoyed being there so much that I
started going every day. I'd choose a seat near the window and stay
;mgzg?for a long time looking out at the plane oecam snd e people

and cars going by. After two or three weeks, just as I was raising

my cup to my lips, the waiterm, who knew me from seeing me so often,

: Lpechy
came up and said there was a gentleman who was very eager to ga%?*

with me. I turned a little and spotted him right awaxnbeéﬁgse—i%

was an old man, thin, with white hair and a little pointy beard. He
was sitting very straight at a table in the back, facing the light.

0 LA A

L L @aa
The wakter asked what I_wagted—hlm_to Y , whethér-%k should come to

~ £ e

me or would I gom to him. Slnce he was so ola ar Sald Tid-eocho ‘hims
The waiter picked up my cup and took it %o th@—geﬁﬁ%e&&ﬁi% tabbe,

and I, very politely because he secemed so respectable, asked what

he wanted., First he asked ;g?if Id44 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 stfetch
of river, which was full of trout, no one could fish but him.

He went on talking in a cracked voice that every so often would
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get clear. He told me he was well off and then out of the blue he
asked if I liked botany. I said when I was little I'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 be%'use Itwouldn‘t be able to

7
(X9 G Gow an ck Cot™y v

sleep that night. realized I should have tbougﬁtof

n

another reason because it was barely mid-morning, but he kept on hmmhk
talking as if he haaffiﬁﬁﬁééé%g%gEf He said he felt lonely, that his
two nephews had half abandoned him, that one was nuts and the other
was close to it, and they got it from him. That he'd give anything
to have a little youth aVWMJ 2 that it would prolong his life
and be a good deed because,‘he said very naturally, "If I die, where
do dead people's souls go?" He turned to face me, put his hands

flat on the =mble, and said his soul attracted dead splrlts. He added

{Zﬁ@v&sﬁ B - =
as qulckly as he could, and a%%eﬁf 8s many burials as kb 5H

80p1e he didn't know, it made no difference. H&'d stand at the back,
=37

pnog&%ly dressed in mourning, and as soon as the crowd entered the
cembery the dead geiziwould aOlnshls. Then he asked if I'd like %o
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 I was bored, and because I'd liked all
that stuff about dead souls,

He lived a couple of blocks away. It was a fancy building,with

?: A
one staircase to ail the mmﬁem apartments and another just for his,

which was on the second floor. The banister on his staicgse was made
of chiseled stone like embroidery and in the middle of the court-
yard there was a fountain with water shobting up in the air. 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 sald he suffered from asthma.

lods
He stmck his key in the éeﬁ?-but before he could turn it the door

a
opened and we saw a servent with a face like ap peasant's and gray
A

and black striped ve;t; The old man showéd me into a very bié mrohm
eézgzgg room full of furniture and mhmdmmm 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. I went over to look in the
cage, and the old man told me it was empty, that he'd had some canaries
but they's sung so much he'd 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 é?f_
thgjarmz; when he saw me looking at it he asked if I liked purple.
Before I could answer, he left and came back we%%iﬁg different

clothses.

+o
He asked me to stay £gr lunch. The servant set a round table

with an embroidered tablecloth, plates with gold edges, and goblets
with red bottoms, and in the middle of the table he put a silver
vase full of white and yellow roses. Meanwhile I 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 clump of gfa%gﬁhere
was a stone that looked like an egg in a nest.
The lunch began with a clear soup that tasted like julienne

and when we'd égﬁéég%% the servant brought a long, narrow platter

| shaped like a fish, 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 awmgyp that it hadn't been, and when




the servant had %gzz;jghown him the platter before setting it down,
he'd whistled under his breath and said "What a fish!" For dessert

we had 2ll kinds of cheeses and finally, when nothing was left, the

B
/> 0old man got up, went to the end of the room and stopped in front of a

high, narrow cabinet beside the T apfstry, full of little drawers.

He hunted around for a while and then came back and gave me a rolled
wafer. I ate it very slowly because the crunching made me self-
conscious since I was the only one eating it. He asked if it was

good and I said yes. Then he went out = ,A' n, came back with

a big book, sat down, made me move my chair so it was right next to
his, opened the book where he wanted %o, stuck his finger on a flower

and said "See? That's mustard,”
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Just as I opemed the door I heard the %;Qthone and when I

reached it, it stopped ringing. I lay down on the ottoman, thinking
R
that compared to the air in that general's apartment, the air ﬁﬁg@

the street smelled fresh and sweet as a rose, and a half hour later,
RS . : .
i@ﬁval was dozing, the phone rang again., I picked it up, said
y G _
"Hello," and the voice at the other end said " ; = Wrong num-

ber." As I was dozing off again, I thought happily about how I was

plana vy
%e&ﬁ@ to buy a pink dress.

When Ma#c came at ten, I was asleep. Without giving me time to
figure out where I was, I'd been sleeping so soundly, he asked where

L—).ﬁwu\. < C eae t\:t, t oY’ x
IYd gﬁﬁg. I told him I'd‘bake?\a walk. He didn't reply, but afti?
A
w
a while he piped up again and said he didn't like being fooledL%nd
O
as tired as I'd been since I'd left the clinic, it'd be betterﬂ&

ho e §

3 out so much. I just sat there, becauii it seemed like he
san { ‘[\—'L': :
& w;ggﬁe\to make me mad, and when he asked if I—ﬁﬁ&nlt‘done anything

else I said no. And the truth was I felt so groggy I didn't even

(8h
remember tﬁf gentleman with the castles. He said why didn't I find
Soans— ; g > i;;; :
ﬁ,glrlfrlend wheK§ go out with mg and keep me company #ge. I said
‘ wsiledN
sorﬁe‘cimes!\L i it-the lady next door but I didn't like her
because she had a wart on her tongue and showed me her thighs. Then
L‘LL wWaoa
he said ! soing away for three months and, since 1'd been
he—éK?e g g ay L 3
getting more and more annoyed, I answered that I wasn't surprised
and maybe sometime he'd find a couple of hours to spend with me.
In a slightly cold voice, he said I couldn't need him that much with
all the time I wasted going to cafés and other places. I hit him
in the chest, he sat there stiff as a board, and I 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 air. He didn't touch me, but
the dirty look he gamwm shot me was enough. When he was gone 1 thought
I'd made a mistake and maybé%?hould have told him I'd had lunch with
tha}f%%%ﬁ I went out on the ;orch and sat there for a long time,
wide awake . . . until the sun rose,

Before nine they cal