


The Project Gutenberg EBook of Luna Benamor, by Vicente Blasco
Ibáñez

This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with
almost no restrictions whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or
re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included
with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.org

Title: Luna Benamor

Author: Vicente Blasco Ibáñez

Translator: Isaac Goldberg

Release Date: June 19, 2007 [EBook #21870]

Language: English

*** START OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK LUNA BENAMOR ***

Produced by Chuck Greif

LUNA BENAMOR



BY



VICENTE BLASCO IBÁÑEZ

TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL SPANISH BY

ISAAC GOLDBERG

JOHN W. LUCE & COMPANY

BOSTON 1919



CONTENTS
LUNA BENAMOR
   I, II, III, IV
THE TOAD
COMPASSION
LUXURY
RABIES
THE WINDFALL
THE LAST LION



LUNA BENAMOR



L

I
UIS AGUIRRE HAD BEEN LIVING IN GIBRALTAR FOR ABOUT A MONTH. HE HAD

ARRIVED WITH THE INTENTION OF SAILING AT ONCE UPON A VESSEL BOUND FOR
OCEANICA, WHERE HE WAS TO ASSUME HIS POST AS A CONSUL TO AUSTRALIA. IT WAS THE
FIRST IMPORTANT VOYAGE OF HIS DIPLOMATIC CAREER. UP TO THAT TIME HE HAD SERVED IN
MADRID, IN THE OFFICES OF THE MINISTRY, OR IN VARIOUS CONSULATES OF SOUTHERN
FRANCE, ELEGANT SUMMERY PLACES WHERE FOR HALF THE YEAR LIFE WAS A CONTINUOUS
HOLIDAY. THE SON OF A FAMILY THAT HAD BEEN DEDICATED TO DIPLOMACY BY TRADITION,
HE ENJOYED THE PROTECTION OF INFLUENTIAL PERSONS. HIS PARENTS WERE DEAD, BUT HE
WAS HELPED BY HIS RELATIVES AND THE PRESTIGE OF A NAME THAT FOR A CENTURY HAD
FIGURED IN THE ARCHIVES OF THE NATION. CONSUL AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-FIVE, HE WAS
ABOUT TO SET SAIL WITH THE ILLUSIONS OF A STUDENT WHO GOES OUT INTO THE WORLD FOR
the first time, feeling that all previous trips have been insignificant.

GIBRALTAR, INCONGRUOUS AND EXOTIC, A MIXTURE OF RACES AND LANGUAGES, WAS TO
HIM THE FIRST SIGN OF THE FAR-OFF WORLD IN QUEST OF WHICH HE WAS JOURNEYING. HE
DOUBTED, IN HIS FIRST SURPRISE, IF THIS ROCKY LAND JUTTING INTO THE OPEN SEA AND
UNDER A FOREIGN FLAG, COULD BE A PART OF HIS NATIVE PENINSULA. WHEN HE GAZED OUT
FROM THE SIDES OF THE CLIFF ACROSS THE VAST BLUE BAY WITH ITS ROSE-COLORED
MOUNTAINS DOTTED BY THE BRIGHT SETTLEMENTS OF LA LÍNEA, SAN ROQUE AND
ALGECIRAS,—THE CHEERY WHITENESS OF ANDALUSIAN TOWNS,—HE FELT CONVINCED THAT
HE WAS STILL IN SPAIN. BUT GREAT DIFFERENCE DISTINGUISHED THE HUMAN GROUPS
CAMPED UPON THE EDGE OF THIS HORSESHOE OF EARTH THAT EMBRACED THE BAY. FROM
THE HEADLAND OF TARIFA TO THE GATES OF GIBRALTAR, A MONOTONOUS UNITY OF RACE; THE
HAPPY WARBLING OF THE ANDALUSIAN DIALECT; THE BROAD-BRIMMED HAT; THE mantilla
ABOUT THE WOMEN'S BOSOMS AND THE GLISTENING HAIR ADORNED WITH FLOWERS. ON
THE HUGE MOUNTAIN TOPPED BY THE BRITISH FLAG AND ENCLOSING THE ORIENTAL PART OF
THE BAY, A SEETHING CAULDRON OF RACES, A CONFUSION OF TONGUES, A CARNIVAL OF
COSTUME: HINDUS, MUSSULMEN, ENGLISH, HEBREWS, SPANISH SMUGGLERS, SOLDIERS IN



RED COATS, SAILORS FROM EVERY NATION, LIVING WITHIN THE NARROW LIMITS OF THE
FORTIFICATIONS, SUBJECTED TO MILITARY DISCIPLINE, BEHOLDING THE GATES OF THE
COSMOPOLITAN SHEEPFOLD OPEN WITH THE SIGNAL AT SUNRISE AND CLOSE AT THE
BOOMING OF THE SUNSET GUN. AND AS THE FRAME OF THIS PICTURE, VIBRANT WITH ITS
MINGLING OF COLOR AND MOVEMENT, A RANGE OF PEAKS, THE HIGHLANDS OF AFRICA, THE
MOROCCAN MOUNTAINS, STRETCHED ACROSS THE DISTANT HORIZON, ON THE OPPOSITE
SHORE OF THE STRAIT; HERE IS THE MOST CROWDED OF THE GREAT MARINE BOULEVARDS,
OVER WHOSE BLUE HIGHWAY TRAVEL INCESSANTLY THE HEAVILY LADEN SHIPS OF ALL
NATIONALITIES AND OF ALL FLAGS; BLACK TRANSATLANTIC STEAMERS THAT PLOW THE MAIN IN
search of the seaports of the poetical Orient, or cut through the Suez Canal and
are lost in the isle-dotted immensities of the Pacific.

TO AGUIRRE, GIBRALTAR WAS A FRAGMENT OF THE DISTANT ORIENT COMING FORWARD TO
MEET HIM; AN ASIATIC PORT WRENCHED FROM ITS CONTINENT AND DRAGGED THROUGH THE
WAVES TO RUN AGROUND ON THE COAST OF EUROPE, AS A SAMPLE OF LIFE IN REMOTE
countries.

HE WAS STOPPING AT A HOTEL ON ROYAL STREET, A THOROUGHFARE THAT WINDS ABOUT
the mountain,—that vertebral column of the city to which lead, like thin threads,
THE SMALLER STREETS IN ASCENDING OR DESCENDING SLOPE. EVERY MORNING HE WAS
STARTLED FROM HIS SLEEP BY THE NOISE OF THE SUNRISE GUN,—A DRY, HARSH DISCHARGE
FROM A MODERN PIECE, WITHOUT THE REVERBERATING ECHO OF THE OLD CANNON. THE
WALLS TREMBLED, THE FLOORS SHOOK, WINDOW PANES AND CURTAINS PALPITATED, AND A
FEW MOMENTS LATER A NOISE WAS HEARD IN THE STREET, GROWING GRADUALLY LOUDER; IT
was the sound of a hurrying flock, the dragging of thousands of feet, the buzz of
CONVERSATIONS CARRIED ON IN A LOW VOICE ALONG THE CLOSED AND SILENT BUILDINGS. IT
WAS THE SPANISH DAY LABORERS ARRIVING FROM LA LÍNEA READY FOR WEEK AT THE
ARSENAL; THE FARMHANDS FROM SAN ROQUE AND ALGECIRAS WHO SUPPLIED THE PEOPLE
of Gibraltar with vegetables and fruits.

IT WAS STILL DARK. ON THE COAST OF SPAIN PERHAPS THE SKY WAS BLUE AND THE
HORIZON WAS BEGINNING TO BE COLORED BY THE RAIN OF GOLD FROM THE GLORIOUS BIRTH
OF THE SUN. IN GIBRALTAR THE SEA FOGS CONDENSED AROUND THE HEIGHTS OF THE CLIFF,
FORMING A SORT OF BLACKISH UMBRELLA THAT COVERED THE CITY, HOLDING IT IN A DAMP



PENUMBRA, WETTING THE STREETS AND THE ROOFS WITH IMPALPABLE RAIN. THE
INHABITANTS DESPAIRED BENEATH THIS PERSISTENT MIST, WRAPPED ABOUT THE MOUNTAIN
TOPS LIKE A MOURNING HAT. IT SEEMED LIKE THE SPIRIT OF OLD ENGLAND THAT HAD FLOWN
ACROSS THE SEAS TO WATCH OVER ITS CONQUEST; A STRIP OF LONDON FOG THAT HAD
insolently taken up its place before the warm coasts of Africa, the very home of
the sun.

THE MORNING ADVANCED, AND THE GLORIOUS, UNOBSTRUCTED LIGHT OF THE BAY, YELLOW
BLUE, AT LAST SUCCEEDED IN PENETRATING THE SETTLEMENT OF GIBRALTAR, DESCENDING
INTO THE VERY DEPTHS OF ITS NARROW STREETS, DISSOLVING THE FOG THAT HAD SETTLED
UPON THE TREES OF THE ALAMEDA AND THE FOLIAGE OF THE PINES THAT EXTENDED ALONG
THE COAST SO AS TO MASK THE FORTIFICATIONS AT THE TOP, DRAWING FORTH FROM THE
SHADOWS THE GRAY MASSES OF THE CRUISERS ANCHORED IN THE HARBOR AND THE BLACK
BULK OF THE CANNON THAT FORMED THE SHORE BATTERIES, FILTERING INTO THE LUGUBRIOUS
EMBRASURES PIERCED THROUGH THE CLIFF, CAVERNOUS MOUTHS REVEALING THE
MYSTERIOUS DEFENCES THAT HAD BEEN WROUGHT WITH MOLE-LIKE INDUSTRY IN THE HEART
of the rock.

WHEN AGUIRRE WENT DOWN TO THE ENTRANCE OF THE HOTEL, AFTER HAVING GIVEN UP
ALL ATTEMPT TO SLEEP DURING THE COMMOTION IN THE STREET, THE THOROUGHFARE WAS
ALREADY IN THE THROES OF ITS REGULAR COMMERCIAL HURLY-BURLY, A MULTITUDE OF
PEOPLE, THE INHABITANTS OF THE ENTIRE TOWN PLUS THE CREWS AND THE PASSENGERS OF
THE VESSELS ANCHORED IN THE HARBOR. AGUIRRE PLUNGED INTO THE BUSTLE OF THIS
COSMOPOLITAN POPULATION, WALKING FROM THE SECTION OF THE WATERFRONT TO THE
PALACE OF THE GOVERNOR. HE HAD BECOME AN ENGLISHMAN, AS HE SMILINGLY
ASSERTED. WITH THE INNATE ABILITY OF THE SPANIARD TO ADAPT HIMSELF TO THE CUSTOMS
OF ALL FOREIGN COUNTRIES HE IMITATED THE MANNER OF THE ENGLISH INHABITANTS OF
GIBRALTAR. HE HAD BOUGHT HIMSELF A PIPE, WORE A TRAVELING CAP, TURNED UP
TROUSERS AND A SWAGGER STICK. THE DAY ON WHICH HE ARRIVED, EVEN BEFORE NIGHT-
FALL, THEY ALREADY KNEW THROUGHOUT GIBRALTAR WHO HE WAS AND WHITHER HE WAS
BOUND. TWO DAYS LATER THE SHOPKEEPERS GREETED HIM FROM THE DOORS OF THEIR
SHOPS, AND THE IDLERS, GATHERED ON THE NARROW SQUARE BEFORE THE COMMERCIAL
EXCHANGE, GLANCED AT HIM WITH THOSE AFFABLE LOOKS THAT GREET A STRANGER IN A
small city where nobody keeps his secret.



HE WALKED ALONG IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET, AVOIDING THE LIGHT, CANVAS-TOPPED
CARRIAGES. THE TOBACCO STORES FLAUNTED MANY-COLORED SIGNS WITH DESIGNS THAT
SERVED AS THE TRADE-MARK OF THEIR PRODUCTS. IN THE SHOW WINDOWS THE PACKAGES
OF TOBACCO WERE HEAPED UP LIKE SO MANY BRICKS, AND MONSTROUS UNSMOKABLE
CIGARS, WRAPPED IN TINFOIL AS IF THEY WERE SAUSAGES, GLITTERINGLY DISPLAYED THEIR
ABSURD SIZE; THROUGH THE DOORS OF THE HEBREW SHOPS, FREE OF ANY DECORATION,
COULD BE SEEN THE SHELVES LADEN WITH ROLLS OF SILK AND VELVET, OR THE RICH SILK
LACES HANGING FROM THE CEILING. THE HINDU BAZAARS OVERFLOWED INTO THE STREET
WITH THEIR EXOTIC, POLYCHROME RARITIES: CLOTHES EMBROIDERED WITH TERROR-INSPIRING
DIVINITIES AND CHIMERICAL ANIMALS; CARPETS IN WHICH THE LOTUS-FLOWER WAS ADAPTED
TO THE STRANGEST DESIGNS; KIMONOS OF DELICATE, INDEFINABLE TINTS; PORCELAIN JARS
WITH MONSTERS THAT BELCHED FIRE; AMBER-COLORED SHAWLS, AS DELICATE AS WOVEN
SIGHS; AND IN THE SMALL WINDOWS THAT HAD BEEN CONVERTED INTO DISPLAY CASES, ALL
THE TRINKETS OF THE EXTREME ORIENT, IN SILVER, IVORY OR EBONY; BLACK ELEPHANTS
WITH WHITE TUSKS, HEAVY-PAUNCHED BUDDHAS, FILIGREE JEWELS, MYSTERIOUS AMULETS,
DAGGERS ENGRAVED FROM HILT TO POINT. ALTERNATING WITH THESE ESTABLISHMENTS OF A
FREE PORT THAT LIVES UPON CONTRABAND, THERE WERE CONFECTIONERIES OWNED BY
JEWS, CAFÉS AND MORE CAFÉS, SOME OF THE SPANISH TYPE WITH ROUND, MARBLE-
TOPPED TABLES, THE CLICKING OF DOMINOES, SMOKE-LADEN ATMOSPHERE AND HIGH-
PITCHED DISCUSSIONS ACCOMPANIED BY VEHEMENT GESTURES; OTHERS RESEMBLING
MORE THE ENGLISH BAR, CROWDED WITH MOTIONLESS, SILENT CUSTOMERS, SWALLOWING
ONE COCKTAIL AFTER ANOTHER, WITHOUT ANY OTHER SIGN OF EMOTION THAN A GROWING
redness of the nose.

THROUGH THE CENTER OF THE STREET THERE PASSED BY, LIKE A MASQUERADE, THE
VARIETY OF TYPES AND COSTUMES THAT HAD SURPRISED AGUIRRE AS A SPECTACLE DISTINCT
FROM THAT FURNISHED BY OTHER EUROPEAN CITIES. THERE WERE MOROCCANS, SOME
WITH A BROAD, HOODED CAPE, WHITE OR BLACK, THE COWL LOWERED AS IF THEY WERE
FRIARS; OTHERS WEARING BALLOON TROUSERS, THEIR CALVES EXPOSED TO THE AIR AND WITH
NO OTHER PROTECTION FOR THE FEET THAN THEIR LOOSE, YELLOW SLIPPERS; THEIR HEADS
COVERED BY THE FOLDS OF THEIR TURBANS. THEY WERE MOORS FROM TANGIER WHO
SUPPLIED THE PLACE WITH POULTRY AND VEGETABLES, KEEPING THEIR MONEY IN THE
EMBROIDERED LEATHER WALLETS THAT HUNG FROM THEIR GIRDLED WAISTS. THE JEWS OF



MOROCCO, DRESSED IN ORIENTAL FASHION WITH SILK KIRTLE AND AN ECCLESIASTICAL
CALOTTE, PASSED BY LEANING UPON STICKS, AS IF THUS DRAGGING ALONG THEIR BLAND,
timid obesity. The soldiers of the garrison,—tall, slender, rosy-complexioned—
MADE THE GROUND ECHO WITH THE HEAVY CADENCE OF THEIR BOOTS. SOME WERE
DRESSED IN KHAKI, WITH THE SOBRIETY OF THE SOLDIER IN THE FIELD; OTHERS WORE THE
REGULAR RED JACKET. WHITE HELMETS, SOME LINED WITH YELLOW, ALTERNATED WITH THE
REGULATION CAPS; ON THE BREASTS OF THE SERGEANTS SHONE THE RED STRIPE; OTHER
SOLDIERS CARRIED IN THEIR ARMPITS THE THIN CANE THAT IS THE EMBLEM OF AUTHORITY.
ABOVE THE COLLAR OF MANY COATS ROSE THE EXTRAORDINARILY THIN BRITISH NECK, HIGH,
GIRAFFE-LIKE, WITH A POINTED PROTUBERANCE IN FRONT. SOON THE FURTHER END OF THE
STREET WAS FILLED WITH WHITE; AN AVALANCHE OF SNOWY PATCHES SEEMED TO ADVANCE
WITH RHYTHMIC STEP. IT WAS THE CAPS OF THE SAILORS. THE CRUISERS IN THE
MEDITERRANEAN HAD GIVEN THEIR MEN SHORE LEAVE AND THE THOROUGHFARE WAS FILLED
WITH RUDDY, CLEANSHAVEN BOYS, WITH FACES BRONZED BY THE SUN, THEIR CHESTS
ALMOST BARE WITHIN THE BLUE COLLAR, THEIR TROUSERS WIDE AT THE BOTTOM, SWAYING
FROM SIDE TO SIDE LIKE AN ELEPHANT'S TRUNK, FELLOWS WITH SMALL HEADS AND CHILDISH
FEATURES, WITH THEIR HUGE HANDS HANGING AT THE ENDS OF THEIR ARMS AS IF THE LATTER
COULD HARDLY SUSTAIN THEIR HEAVY BULK. THE GROUPS FROM THE FLEET SEPARATED,
DISAPPEARING INTO THE VARIOUS SIDE STREETS IN SEARCH OF A TAVERN. THE POLICEMAN
IN THE WHITE HELMET FOLLOWED WITH A RESIGNED LOOK, CERTAIN THAT HE WOULD HAVE TO
MEET SOME OF THEM LATER IN A TUSSLE, AND BEG THE FAVOR OF THE KING WHEN, AT THE
sound of the sunset gun, he would bring them back dead drunk to their cruiser.

MINGLING WITH THESE FIGHTERS WERE GYPSIES WITH THEIR LOOSE BELTS, THEIR LONG
STAFFS AND THEIR DARK FACES; OLD AND REPULSIVE CREATURES, WHO NO SOONER STOPPED
BEFORE A SHOP THAN THE OWNERS BECAME UNEASY AT THE MYSTERIOUS HIDING-PLACES
OF THEIR CLOAKS AND SKIRTS; JEWS FROM THE CITY, TOO, WITH BROAD FROCKS AND
SHINING SILK HATS, DRESSED FOR THE CELEBRATION OF ONE OF THEIR HOLIDAYS; NEGROES
FROM THE ENGLISH POSSESSIONS; COPPERY HINDUS WITH DROOPING MUSTACHE AND
WHITE TROUSERS, SO FULL AND SHORT THAT THEY LOOKED LIKE APRONS; JEWESSES FROM
GIBRALTAR, DRESSED IN WHITE WITH ALL THE CORRECTNESS OF THE ENGLISHWOMEN; OLD
JEWESSES FROM MOROCCO, OBESE, PUFFED OUT, WITH A MANY-COLORED KERCHIEF
KNOTTED ABOUT THEIR TEMPLES; BLACK CASSOCKS OF CATHOLIC PRIESTS, TIGHT FROCKS OF



PROTESTANT PRIESTS, LOOSE GOWNS OF VENERABLE RABBIS, BENT, WITH FLOWING BEARDS,
EXUDING GRIME AND SACRED WISDOM... AND ALL THIS MULTIFARIOUS WORLD WAS
ENCLOSED IN THE LIMITS OF A FORTIFIED TOWN, SPEAKING MANY TONGUES AT THE SAME
TIME, PASSING WITHOUT ANY TRANSITION IN THE COURSE OF THE CONVERSATION FROM
English to a Spanish pronounced with the strong Andalusian accent.

AGUIRRE WONDERED AT THE MOVING SPECTACLE OF ROYAL STREET; AT THE
CONTINUOUSLY RENEWED VARIETY OF ITS MULTITUDE. ON THE GREAT BOULEVARDS OF PARIS,
AFTER SITTING IN THE SAME CAFÉ FOR SIX DAYS IN SUCCESSION, HE KNEW THE MAJORITY OF
THOSE WHO PASSED BY ON THE SIDEWALK. THEY WERE ALWAYS THE SAME. IN
Gibraltar, without leaving the restricted area of its central street, he experienced
surprises every day. The whole country seemed to file by between its two rows
OF HOUSES. SOON THE STREET WAS FILLED WITH BEARSKIN CAPS WORN BY RUDDY, GREEN-
EYED, FLAT-NOSED PERSONS. IT WAS A RUSSIAN INVASION. THERE HAD JUST ANCHORED IN
THE HARBOR A TRANSATLANTIC LINER THAT WAS BEARING THIS CARGO OF HUMAN FLESH TO
AMERICA. THEY SCATTERED THROUGHOUT THE PLACE; THEY CROWDED THE CAFÉS AND THE
SHOPS, AND UNDER THEIR INVADING WAVE THEY BLOTTED OUT THE NORMAL POPULATION OF
GIBRALTAR. AT TWO O'CLOCK IT HAD RESUMED ITS REGULAR ASPECT AND THERE
REAPPEARED THE HELMETS OF THE POLICE, THE SAILORS' CAPS, THE TURBANS OF THE
MOORS, THE JEWS AND THE CHRISTIANS. THE LINER WAS ALREADY AT SEA AFTER HAVING
TAKEN ON ITS SUPPLY OF COAL; AND THUS, IN THE COURSE OF A SINGLE DAY, THERE
SUCCEEDED ONE ANOTHER THE RAPID AND UPROARIOUS INVASIONS OF ALL THE RACES OF
THE CONTINENT, IN THIS CITY THAT MIGHT BE CALLED THE GATEWAY OF EUROPE, BY THE
INEVITABLE PASSAGE THROUGH WHICH ONE PART OF THE WORLD COMMUNICATES WITH THE
Orient and the other with the Occident.

AS THE SUN DISAPPEARED, THE FLASH OF A DISCHARGE GLEAMED FROM THE TOP OF THE
MOUNTAIN, AND THE BOOM OF THE SUNSET GUN WARNED STRANGERS WITHOUT A
RESIDENCE PERMIT THAT IT WAS TIME TO LEAVE THE CITY. THE EVENING PATROL PARADED
THROUGH THE STREETS, WITH ITS MILITARY MUSIC OF FIFES AND DRUMS GROUPED ABOUT THE
BELOVED NATIONAL INSTRUMENT OF THE ENGLISH, THE BASS DRUM, WHICH WAS BEING
POUNDED WITH BOTH HANDS BY A PERSPIRING ATHLETE, WHOSE ROLLED-UP SLEEVES
REVEALED POWERFUL BICEPS. BEHIND MARCHED SAINT PETER, AN OFFICIAL WITH ESCORT,
CARRYING THE KEYS TO THE CITY. GIBRALTAR WAS NOW OUT OF COMMUNICATION WITH THE



REST OF THE WORLD; DOORS AND GATES WERE CLOSED. THRUST UPON ITSELF IT TURNED TO
ITS DEVOTIONS, FINDING IN RELIGION AN EXCELLENT PASTIME TO PRECEDE SUPPER AND
SLEEP. THE JEWS LIGHTED THE LAMPS OF THEIR SYNAGOGUES AND SANG TO THE GLORY OF
JEHOVAH; THE CATHOLICS COUNTED THEIR ROSARIES IN THE CATHEDRAL; FROM THE
PROTESTANT TEMPLE, BUILT IN THE MOORISH STYLE AS IF IT WERE A MOSQUE, ROSE, LIKE A
CELESTIAL WHISPERING, THE VOICES OF THE VIRGINS ACCOMPANIED BY THE ORGAN; THE
MUSSULMEN GATHERED IN THE HOUSE OF THEIR CONSUL TO WHINE THEIR INTERMINABLE AND
MONOTONOUS SALUTATION TO ALLAH. IN THE TEMPERANCE RESTAURANTS, ESTABLISHED BY
PROTESTANT PIETY FOR THE CURE OF DRUNKENNESS, SOBER SOLDIERS AND SAILORS,
DRINKING LEMONADE OR TEA, BROKE FORTH INTO HARMONIOUS HYMNS TO THE GLORY OF
THE LORD OF ISRAEL, WHO IN ANCIENT TIMES HAD GUIDED THE JEWS THROUGH THE DESERT
AND WAS NOW GUIDING OLD ENGLAND OVER THE SEAS, THAT SHE MIGHT ESTABLISH HER
morality and her merchandise.

RELIGION FILLED THE EXISTENCE OF THESE PEOPLE, TO THE POINT OF SUPPRESSING
NATIONALITY. AGUIRRE KNEW THAT IN GIBRALTAR HE WAS NOT A SPANIARD; HE WAS A
CATHOLIC. AND THE OTHERS, FOR THE MOST PART ENGLISH SUBJECTS, SCARCELY RECALLED
this status, designating themselves by the name of their creed.

IN HIS WALKS THROUGH ROYAL STREET AGUIRRE HAD ONE STOPPING PLACE: THE
ENTRANCE TO A HINDU BAZAAR RULED OVER BY A HINDU FROM MADRAS NAMED
KHIAMULL. DURING THE FIRST DAYS OF HIS STAY HE HAD BOUGHT FROM THE SHOPKEEPER
VARIOUS GIFTS FOR HIS FIRST COUSINS IN MADRID, THE DAUGHTERS OF AN OLD MINISTER
PLENIPOTENTIARY WHO HELPED HIM IN HIS CAREER. EVER SINCE THEN AGUIRRE WOULD
STOP FOR A CHAT WITH KHIAMULL, A SHRIVELLED OLD MAN, WITH A GREENISH TAN
COMPLEXION AND MUSTACHE OF JET BLACK THAT BRISTLED FROM HIS LIPS LIKE THE
WHISKERS OF A SEAL. HIS GENTLE, WATERY EYES—THOSE OF AN ANTELOPE OR OF SOME
HUMBLE, PERSECUTED BEAST—SEEMED TO CARESS AGUIRRE WITH THE SOFTNESS OF
VELVET. HE SPOKE TO THE YOUNG MAN IN SPANISH, MIXING AMONG HIS WORDS, WHICH
WERE PRONOUNCED WITH AN ANDALUSIAN ACCENT, A NUMBER OF RARE TERMS FROM
DISTANT TONGUES THAT HE HAD PICKED UP IN HIS TRAVELS. HE HAD JOURNEYED OVER HALF
THE WORLD FOR THE COMPANY BY WHOM HE WAS NOW EMPLOYED. HE SPOKE OF HIS
LIFE AT THE CAPE, AT DURBAN, IN THE PHILIPPINES, AT MALTA, WITH A WEARY
EXPRESSION. SOMETIMES HE LOOKED YOUNG; AT OTHERS HIS FEATURES CONTRACTED WITH



AN APPEARANCE OF OLD AGE. THOSE OF HIS RACE SEEM TO BE AGELESS. HE RECALLED
HIS FAR-OFF LAND OF THE SUN, WITH THE MELANCHOLY VOICE OF AN EXILE; HIS GREAT
SACRED RIVER, THE FLOWER-CROWNED HINDU VIRGINS, SLENDER AND GRACEFULLY CURVED,
SHOWING FROM BETWEEN THE THICK JEWELLED JACKET AND THEIR LINEN FOLDS A BRONZE
STOMACH AS BEAUTIFUL AS THAT OF A MARBLE FIGURE. AH!... WHEN HE WOULD
ACCUMULATE THE PRICE OF HIS RETURN THITHER, HE WOULD CERTAINLY JOIN HIS LOT TO THAT
OF A MAIDEN WITH LARGE EYES AND A BREATH OF ROSES, SCARCELY OUT OF CHILDHOOD.
MEANWHILE HE LIVED LIKE AN ASCETIC FAKIR AMONGST THE WESTERNERS, UNCLEAN FOLKS
WITH WHOM HE WAS WILLING TO TRANSACT BUSINESS BUT WITH WHOM HE AVOIDED ALL
UNNECESSARY CONTACT. AH, TO RETURN YONDER! NOT TO DIE FAR FROM THE SACRED
RIVER!... AND AS HE EXPRESSED HIS INTIMATE WISHES TO THE INQUISITIVE SPANIARD
WHO QUESTIONED HIM CONCERNING THE DISTANT LANDS OF LIGHT AND MYSTERY, THE
HINDU COUGHED PAINFULLY, HIS FACE BECOMING DARKER THAN EVER, AS IF THE BLOOD
that was circulating beneath the bronze of his skin had turned green.

AT TIMES AGUIRRE, AS IF WAKING FROM A DREAM, WOULD ASK HIMSELF WHAT HE WAS
DOING THERE IN GIBRALTAR. SINCE HE HAD ARRIVED WITH THE INTENTION OF SAILING AT
ONCE, THREE LARGE VESSELS HAD PASSED THE STRAIT BOUND FOR THE OCEANIC LANDS.
AND HE HAD ALLOWED THEM TO SAIL ON, PRETENDING NOT TO KNOW OF THEIR PRESENCE,
NEVER BEING ABLE TO LEARN THE EXACT CONDITIONS OF HIS VOYAGE, WRITING TO MADRID,
TO HIS INFLUENTIAL UNCLE, LETTERS IN WHICH HE SPOKE OF VAGUE AILMENTS THAT FOR THE
moment delayed his departure. Why?... Why?...

UPON ARISING, THE DAY FOLLOWING HIS ARRIVAL AT GIBRALTAR, AGUIRRE LOOKED
THROUGH THE WINDOW CURTAINS OF HIS ROOM WITH ALL THE CURIOSITY OF A NEWCOMER.
THE HEAVENS WERE CLOUDED; IT WAS AN OCTOBER SKY; BUT IT WAS WARM,—A
muggy, humid warmth that betrayed the proximity of the African coast.

UPON THE FLAT ROOF OF A NEIGHBORING HOUSE HE NOTICED A STRANGE CONSTRUCTION,
—A LARGE ARBOR MADE OF WOVEN REEDS AND THATCHED WITH GREEN BRANCHES.
WITHIN THIS FRAGILE ABODE, HE WAS ABLE TO MAKE OUT THROUGH ITS BRIGHT CURTAINS A
LONG TABLE, CHAIRS, AND AN OLD-FASHIONED LAMP HANGING FROM THE TOP... WHAT A
queer whim of these people who, having a house, chose to live upon the roof!



A HOTEL ATTENDANT, WHILE HE PUT AGUIRRE'S ROOM IN ORDER, ANSWERED ALL HIS
INQUIRIES. THE JEWS OF GIBRALTAR WERE CELEBRATING A HOLIDAY, THE FEAST OF
TABERNACLES, ONE OF THE MOST IMPORTANT OBSERVANCES OF THE YEAR. IT WAS IN
MEMORY OF THE LONG WANDERING OF THE ISRAELITES THROUGH THE DESERT. IN
COMMEMORATION OF THEIR SUFFERINGS THE JEWS WERE SUPPOSED TO EAT IN THE OPEN
AIR, IN A TABERNACLE THAT RESEMBLED THE TENTS AND HUTS OF THEIR FOREFATHERS. THE
MORE FANATIC OF THEM, THOSE MOST ATTACHED TO ANCIENT CUSTOMS, ATE STANDING,
WITH A STAFF IN THEIR HANDS, AS IF READY TO RESUME THEIR JOURNEY AFTER THE LAST
MOUTHFUL. THE HEBREW MERCHANTS OF THE CENTRAL STREET ERECTED THEIR STRUCTURES
ON THE ROOF; THOSE OF THE POOR QUARTERS BUILT THEIRS IN A YARD OR CORRAL, WHEREVER
THEY COULD CATCH A GLIMPSE OF THE OPEN SKY. THOSE WHO, BECAUSE OF THEIR
EXTREME POVERTY, LIVED IN A SHANTY, WERE INVITED TO DINE IN COMPANY WITH THE
MORE FORTUNATE, WITH THAT FRATERNITY OF A RACE COMPELLED BY HATRED AND
persecution to preserve a firm solidarity.

THE TABERNACLE AGUIRRE SAW WAS THAT OF OLD ABOAB AND HIS SON, BROKERS WHO
KEPT THEIR ESTABLISHMENT ON THE SELFSAME ROYAL STREET, JUST A FEW DOORS BELOW.
AND THE SERVANT PRONOUNCED THE NAME ABOAB (FATHER AND SON) WITH THAT
MINGLING OF SUPERSTITIOUS AWE AND HATRED WHICH IS INSPIRED IN THE POOR BY WEALTH
THAT IS CONSIDERED UNJUSTLY HELD. ALL GIBRALTAR KNEW THEM; IT WAS THE SAME IN
TANGIER, AND THE SAME IN RABAT AND CASABLANCA. HADN'T THE GENTLEMAN HEARD OF
THEM? THE SON DIRECTED THE BUSINESS OF THE HOUSE, BUT THE FATHER STILL TOOK PART,
PRESIDING OVER ALL WITH HIS VENERABLE PRESENCE AND THAT AUTHORITY OF OLD AGE
which is so infallible and sacred among Hebrew families.

"IF YOU COULD ONLY SEE THE OLD MAN!" ADDED THE ATTENDANT, WITH HIS ANDALUSIAN
ACCENT. "A WHITE BEARD THAT REACHES DOWN TO HIS WAIST, AND IF YOU'D PUT IT INTO
HOT WATER IT WOULD YIELD MORE THAN A PITCHERFUL OF GREASE. HE'S ALMOST AS GREASY
AS THE GRAND RABBI, WHO'S THE BISHOP AMONG THEM.... BUT HE HAS LOTS OF MONEY.
GOLD OUNCES BY THE FISTFUL, POUNDS STERLING BY THE SHOVEL; AND IF YOU'D SEE THE
HOLE HE HAS IN THE STREET FOR HIS BUSINESS YOU'D BE AMAZED. A MERE POOR MAN'S
kitchen. It seems impossible that he can store so much there!"

AFTER BREAKFAST, WHEN AGUIRRE WENT BACK TO HIS ROOM IN SEARCH OF HIS PIPE, HE



SAW THAT THE ABOAB TABERNACLE WAS OCCUPIED BY THE WHOLE FAMILY. AT THE BACK,
WHICH WAS IN SEMI-OBSCURITY, HE SEEMED TO MAKE OUT A WHITE HEAD PRESIDING
OVER THE TABLE AND ON EACH SIDE ELBOWS LEANING UPON THE TABLECLOTH, AND THE
skirts and trousers of persons who were for the most part invisible.

TWO WOMEN CAME OUT ON THE ROOF; THEY WERE BOTH YOUNG, AND AFTER GLANCING
FOR A MOMENT AT THE INQUISITIVE FELLOW IN THE HOTEL WINDOW, TURNED THEIR GAZE IN A
DIFFERENT DIRECTION, AS IF THEY HAD NOT NOTICED HIM. TO AGUIRRE THESE ABOAB
DAUGHTERS WERE NOT VERY IMPRESSIVE, AND HE WONDERED WHETHER THE MUCH
VAUNTED BEAUTY OF JEWESSES WAS BUT ANOTHER OF THE MANY LIES ADMITTED BY
CUSTOM, CONSECRATED BY TIME AND ACCEPTED WITHOUT INVESTIGATION. THEY HAD
LARGE EYES, OF BOVINE BEAUTY; MOIST AND DILATED, BUT WITH THE ADDITION OF THICK,
PROMINENT EYEBROWS, AS BLACK AND CONTINUOUS AS DAUBS OF INK. THEIR NOSTRILS
WERE WIDE AND THE BEGINNINGS OF OBESITY ALREADY THREATENED TO SUBMERGE THEIR
youthful slenderness in corpulence.

THEY WERE FOLLOWED BY ANOTHER WOMAN, DOUBTLESS THE MOTHER, WHO WAS SO
FAT THAT HER FLESH SHOOK AS SHE MOVED. HER EYES, TOO, WERE ATTRACTIVE, BUT WERE
SPOILED BY THE UGLY EYEBROWS. HER NOSE, HER LOWER LIP AND THE FLESH OF HER NECK
HUNG LOOSELY; IN HER THERE WAS ALREADY COMPLETED THE FATAL MATURITY WHICH WAS
BEGINNING TO APPEAR IN HER DAUGHTERS. ALL THREE POSSESSED THE YELLOWISH PALLOR
CHARACTERISTIC OF ORIENTAL RACES. THEIR THICK LIPS, FAINTLY BLUE, REVEALED SOMETHING
of the African element grafted upon their Asiatic origin.

"Hola! What's this!" murmured Aguirre with a start.

A FOURTH WOMAN HAD COME OUT FROM THE DEPTHS OF THE TABERNACLE. SHE MUST
BE ENGLISH; THE SPANIARD WAS CERTAIN OF THIS. YES, SHE WAS AN ENGLISH BRUNETTE,
WITH A BLUISH CAST TO HER DARK SKIN AND A SLIM, ATHLETIC FIGURE WHOSE EVERY
MOVEMENT WAS GRACEFUL. A CREOLE FROM THE COLONIES, PERHAPS, BORN OF SOME
Oriental beauty and a British soldier.

SHE LOOKED WITHOUT ANY BASHFULNESS TOWARD THE WINDOW OF THE HOTEL,
EXAMINING THE SPANIARD WITH THE LEISURELY GLANCE OF A BOLD BOY, MEETING THE
SHOCK OF HIS EYES WITHOUT FLINCHING. THEN SHE WHEELED ABOUT ON HER HEEL AS IF



BEGINNING A DANCING FIGURE, TURNED HER BACK TO THE SPANIARD AND LEANED AGAINST
THE SHOULDERS OF THE TWO OTHER YOUNG LADIES, THRUSTING THEM ASIDE AND TAKING
PLEASURE, TO THE ACCOMPANIMENT OF LOUD OUTBURSTS OF LAUGHTER, IN PUSHING THEIR
unwieldy persons with her vigorous, boyish arms.

WHEN ALL THE WOMEN RETURNED TO THE INTERIOR OF THE TABERNACLE, AGUIRRE
ABANDONED HIS LOOKOUT, MORE AND MORE CONVINCED OF THE EXACTNESS OF HIS
OBSERVATIONS. DECIDEDLY, SHE WAS NOT A JEWESS. AND THE BETTER TO CONVINCE
HIMSELF, HE TALKED AT THE DOOR WITH THE MANAGER OF THE HOTEL, WHO KNEW ALL
Gibraltar. After a few words this man guessed to whom Aguirre was referring.

"THAT'S LUNA... LUNITA BENAMOR, OLD ABOAB'S GRANDDAUGHTER. WHAT A GIRL, EH?
THE BELLE OF GIBRALTAR! AND RICH! HER DOWRY IS AT LEAST ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND
duros."

A JEWESS!... SHE WAS A JEWESS! FROM THAT TIME AGUIRRE BEGAN TO MEET LUNA
FREQUENTLY IN THE NARROW LIMITS OF A CITY WHERE PEOPLE COULD HARDLY MOVE
WITHOUT ENCOUNTERING ONE ANOTHER. HE SAW HER ON THE ROOF OF HER HOUSE; HE
CAME ACROSS HER ON ROYAL STREET AS SHE ENTERED HER GRANDFATHER'S PLACE; HE
FOLLOWED HER, SOMETIMES IN THE VICINITY OF THE PUERTA DEL MAR AND AT OTHERS FROM
THE EXTREME END OF THE TOWN, NEAR THE ALAMEDA. SHE WAS USUALLY
UNACCOMPANIED, LIKE ALL THE YOUNG LADIES OF GIBRALTAR, WHO ARE BROUGHT UP IN
conformity with English customs. Besides, the town was in a manner a common
dwelling in which all knew one another and where woman ran no risk.

WHENEVER AGUIRRE MET HER THEY WOULD EXCHANGE CASUAL GLANCES, BUT WITH THE
EXPRESSION OF PERSONS WHO HAVE SEEN EACH OTHER VERY OFTEN. THE CONSUL STILL
EXPERIENCED THE ASTONISHMENT OF A SPANIARD INFLUENCED BY CENTURIES OF
PREJUDICE. A JEWESS! HE WOULD NEVER HAVE BELIEVED THAT THE RACE COULD
PRODUCE SUCH A WOMAN. HER OUTWARD APPEARANCE, CORRECT AND ELEGANT AS THAT
OF AN ENGLISHWOMAN, GAVE NO OTHER INDICATION OF HER FOREIGN ORIGIN THAN A
MARKED PREDILECTION FOR SILK CLOTHES OF BRIGHT HUES, ESPECIALLY STRAWBERRY COLOR,
AND A FONDNESS FOR SPARKLING JEWELRY. WITH THE GORGEOUSNESS OF AN AMERICAN
WHO PAYS NO ATTENTION TO HOURS, SHE WOULD GO OUT EARLY IN THE MORNING WITH A



THICK NECKLACE OF PEARLS HANGING UPON HER BOSOM AND TWO FLASHING PENDANTS IN
HER EARS. A PICTURE HAT WITH COSTLY PLUMES, IMPORTED FROM LONDON, CONCEALED
the ebony beauty of her hair.

AGUIRRE HAD ACQUAINTANCES IN GIBRALTAR, IDLERS, WHOM HE HAD MET IN THE CAFÉS,
YOUNG, OBSEQUIOUS, COURTEOUS ISRAELITES WHO RECEIVED THIS CASTILIAN OFFICIAL WITH
ANCESTRAL DEFERENCE, QUESTIONING HIM ABOUT AFFAIRS OF SPAIN AS IF THAT WERE A
remote country.

WHENEVER PASSED BY THEM DURING HER CONSTANT WALKS ALONG ROYAL STREET,—
TAKEN WITH NO OTHER PURPOSE THAN TO KILL TIME—THEY SPOKE OF HER WITH RESPECT.
"MORE THAN A HUNDRED THOUSAND duros." EVERYBODY KNEW THE AMOUNT OF THE
DOWRY. AND THEY ACQUAINTED THE CONSUL WITH THE EXISTENCE OF A CERTAIN ISRAELITE
WHO WAS THE GIRL'S AFFIANCED HUSBAND. HE WAS NOW IN AMERICA TO COMPLETE HIS
FORTUNE. HE WAS RICH, BUT A JEW MUST LABOR TO ADD TO THE LEGACY OF HIS FATHERS.
THE FAMILIES HAD ARRANGED THE UNION WITHOUT EVEN CONSULTING THEM, WHEN SHE
WAS TWELVE YEARS OLD AND HE ALREADY A MAN CORRUPTED BY FREQUENT CHANGES OF
RESIDENCE AND TRAVELING ADVENTURES. LUNA HAD BEEN WAITING ALREADY TEN YEARS
FOR THE RETURN OF HER FIANCÉ FROM BUENOS AIRES, WITHOUT THE SLIGHTEST IMPATIENCE,
LIKE THE OTHER MAIDENS OF HER RACE, CERTAIN THAT EVERYTHING WOULD TAKE ITS REGULAR
course at the appointed hour.

"THESE JEWISH GIRLS," SAID A FRIEND OF AGUIRRE, "ARE NEVER IN A HURRY. THEY'RE
ACCUSTOMED TO BIDING THEIR TIME. JUST SEE HOW THEIR FATHERS HAVE BEEN AWAITING
the Messiah for thousands of years without growing tired."

ONE MORNING, WHEN THE FEAST OF TABERNACLES HAD ENDED AND THE JEWISH
POPULATION OF THE TOWN RETURNED TO ITS NORMAL PURSUITS, AGUIRRE ENTERED THE
ESTABLISHMENT OF THE ABOABS UNDER THE PRETEXT OF CHANGING A QUANTITY OF MONEY
INTO TENDER OF ENGLISH DENOMINATION. IT WAS A RECTANGULAR ROOM WITHOUT ANY
OTHER LIGHT THAN THAT WHICH CAME IN THROUGH THE DOORWAY, ITS WALLS KALSOMINED
AND WITH A WAINSCOTING OF WHITE, GLAZED TILES. A SMALL COUNTER DIVIDED THE SHOP,
LEAVING A SPACE FOR THE PUBLIC NEAR THE ENTRANCE AND RESERVING THE REST OF THE
PLACE FOR THE OWNERS AND A LARGE IRON SAFE. NEAR THE DOOR A WOODEN CHARITY-



BOX, INSCRIBED IN HEBREW, AWAITED THE DONATIONS OF THE FAITHFUL FOR THE
PHILANTHROPIC ACTIVITIES OF THE COMMUNITY. THE JEWISH CUSTOMERS, IN THEIR
DEALINGS WITH THE HOUSE, DEPOSITED THERE THE EXTRA centimos OF THEIR
TRANSACTIONS. BEHIND THE COUNTER WERE THE ABOABS, FATHER AND SON. THE
PATRIARCH, SAMUEL ABOAB, WAS VERY AGED AND OF A GREASY CORPULENCE. AS HE
SAT THERE IN HIS ARMCHAIR HIS STOMACH, HARD AND SOFT AT THE SAME TIME, HAD RISEN
TO HIS CHEST. HIS SHAVEN UPPER LIP WAS SOMEWHAT SUNKEN THROUGH LACK OF TEETH;
HIS PATRIARCHAL BEARD, SILVER WHITE AND SOMEWHAT YELLOW AT THE ROOTS, FELL IN
MATTED LOCKS, WITH THE MAJESTY OF THE PROPHETS. OLD AGE IMPARTED TO HIS VOICE A
WHIMPERING QUAVER, AND TO HIS EYES A TEARFUL TENDERNESS. THE LEAST EMOTION
BROUGHT TEARS; EVERY WORD SEEMED TO STIR TOUCHING RECOLLECTIONS. TEARS AND
TEARS OOZED FROM HIS EYES, EVEN WHEN HE WAS SILENT, AS IF THEY WERE FOUNTAINS
WHENCE ESCAPED THE GRIEF OF AN ENTIRE PEOPLE, PERSECUTED AND CURSED THROUGH
centuries upon centuries.

HIS SON ZABULON WAS ALREADY OLD, BUT A CERTAIN BLACK ASPECT LINGERED ABOUT
HIM, IMPARTING AN APPEARANCE OF VIRILE YOUTH. HIS EYES WERE DARK, SWEET AND
HUMBLE, BUT WITH AN OCCASIONAL FLASH THAT REVEALED A FANATIC SOUL, A FAITH AS FIRM
AS THAT OF ANCIENT JERUSALEM'S PEOPLE, EVER READY TO STONE OR CRUCIFY THE NEW
PROPHETS; HIS BEARD, TOO, WAS BLACK AND FIRM AS THAT OF A MACCABEAN WARRIOR;
BLACK, ALSO, WAS HIS CURLY HAIR, WHICH LOOKED LIKE AN ASTRAKHAN CAP. ZABULON
FIGURED AS ONE OF THE MOST ACTIVE AND RESPECTED MEMBERS OF THE JEWISH
COMMUNITY,—AN INDIVIDUAL INDISPENSABLE TO ALL BENEFICENT WORKS, A LOUD SINGER
IN THE SYNAGOGUE AND A GREAT FRIEND OF THE RABBI, WHOM HE CALLED "OUR SPIRITUAL
CHIEF," AN ASSIDUOUS ATTENDANT AT ALL HOMES WHERE A FELLOW-RELIGIONIST LAY
SUFFERING, READY TO ACCOMPANY WITH HIS PRAYERS THE GASPS OF THE DYING MAN AND
AFTERWARDS LAVE THE CORPSE ACCORDING TO CUSTOM WITH A PROFUSION OF WATER THAT
RAN IN A STREAM INTO THE STREET. ON SATURDAYS AND SPECIAL HOLIDAYS ZABULON
WOULD LEAVE HIS HOUSE FOR THE SYNAGOGUE, SOBERLY ARRAYED IN HIS FROCK AND HIS
GLOVES, WEARING A SILK HAT AND ESCORTED BY THREE POOR CO-RELIGIONISTS WHO LIVED
UPON THE CRUMBS OF HIS BUSINESS AND WERE FOR THESE OCCASIONS DRESSED IN A
style no less sober and fitting than that of their protector.

"All hands on deck!" the wits of Royal Street would cry. "Make way, for here



comes a cruiser with four smokestacks!"

AND THE FOUR SMOKESTACKS OF WELL BRUSHED SILK SAILED BETWEEN THE GROUPS,
BOUND FOR THE SYNAGOGUE, LOOKING NOW TO THIS SIDE AND NOW TO THAT SO AS TO SEE
WHETHER ANY WICKED HEBREW WAS LOUNGING ABOUT THE STREETS INSTEAD OF
attending synagogue; this would afterwards be reported to the "spiritual head."

AGUIRRE, WHO WAS SURPRISED AT THE POVERTY OF THE ESTABLISHMENT, WHICH
RESEMBLED A KITCHEN, WAS EVEN MORE SURPRISED AT THE FACILITY WITH WHICH MONEY
ROLLED ACROSS THE NARROW COUNTER. THE PACKETS OF SILVER PIECES WERE QUICKLY
OPENED, PASSING RAPIDLY THROUGH THE SHAGGY, EXPERT HANDS OF ZABULON; THE
POUNDS FAIRLY SANG, AS THEY STRUCK THE WOOD, WITH THE MERRY RING OF GOLD; THE
BANK-NOTES, FOLDED LIKE UNSTITCHED FOLIOS, FLASHED FOR A MOMENT BEFORE
CONCEALING THE COLORS OF THEIR NATIONALITY IN THE SAFE: THE SIMPLE, MONOTONOUS
WHITE OF THE ENGLISH PAPER, THE SOFT BLUE OF THE BANK OF FRANCE, THE GREEN AND
RED MIXTURE OF THE SPANISH BANK. ALL THE JEWS OF GIBRALTAR FLOCKED HITHER, WITH
THAT SAME COMMERCIAL SOLIDARITY WHICH LEADS THEM TO PATRONIZE ONLY
ESTABLISHMENTS OWNED BY MEMBERS OF THEIR RACE; ZABULON, ALL BY HIMSELF,
WITHOUT THE AID OF CLERKS, AND WITHOUT ALLOWING HIS FATHER (THE VENERABLE FETICH OF
THE FAMILY'S FORTUNE) TO LEAVE HIS SEAT, DIRECTED THIS DANCE OF MONEY, CONDUCTING
IT FROM THE HANDS OF THE PUBLIC TO THE DEPTHS OF THE IRON SAFE, OR FETCHING IT FORTH
TO SPREAD IT, WITH A CERTAIN SADNESS, UPON THE COUNTER. THE RIDICULOUS LITTLE ROOM
SEEMED TO GROW IN SIZE AND ACQUIRE BEAUTY AT THE SOUND OF THE SONOROUS NAMES
THAT ISSUED FROM THE LIPS OF THE BANKER AND HIS CUSTOMERS. LONDON! PARIS!
VIENNA!... THE HOUSE OF ABOAB HAD BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. ITS NAME AND ITS
INFLUENCE EXTENDED NOT ONLY TO THE FAMOUS WORLD CENTERS, BUT EVEN TO THE
HUMBLEST CORNERS, WHEREVER ONE OF THEIR RACE EXISTED. RABAT, CASABLANCA,
LARACHE, TAFILETE, FEZ, WERE AFRICAN TOWNS INTO WHICH THE GREAT BANKS OF
EUROPE COULD PENETRATE ONLY WITH THE AID OF THESE AUXILIARIES, BEARING AN ALMOST
famous name yet living very poorly.

ZABULON, AS HE CHANGED AGUIRRE'S MONEY, GREETED HIM AS IF HE WERE A FRIEND.
In that city every one knew every body else within twenty-four hours.



OLD ABOAB PULLED HIMSELF TOGETHER IN HIS CHAIR, PEERING OUT OF HIS WEAK EYES
WITH A CERTAIN SURPRISE AT NOT BEING ABLE TO RECOGNIZE THIS CUSTOMER AMONG HIS
habitual visitors.

"IT'S THE CONSUL, FATHER," SAID ZABULON, WITHOUT RAISING HIS GLANCE FROM THE
MONEY THAT HE WAS COUNTING, GUESSING THE REASON FOR THE MOVEMENT OF THE OLD
MAN BEHIND HIM. "THE SPANISH CONSUL WHO STOPS AT THE HOTEL OPPOSITE OUR
house."

THE PATRIARCH SEEMED TO BE IMPRESSED AND RAISED HIS HAND TO HIS HAT WITH
humble courtesy.

"AH! THE CONSUL! THE WORTHY CONSUL!" HE EXCLAIMED, EMPHASIZING THE TITLE AS A
TOKEN OF HIS GREAT RESPECT FOR ALL THE POWERS OF THE EARTH. "HIGHLY HONORED BY
your visit, worthy consul."

AND BELIEVING THAT HE OWED HIS VISITOR RENEWED EXPRESSIONS OF FLATTERY, HE
ADDED WITH TEARFUL SIGHS, IMPARTING TO HIS WORDS A TELEGRAPHIC CONCISENESS, "AH,
SPAIN! BEAUTIFUL LAND, EXCELLENT COUNTRY, NATION OF GENTLEMEN!... MY FOREFATHERS
came from there, from a place called Espinosa de los Monteros."

HIS VOICE QUIVERED, PAINED BY RECOLLECTIONS, AND AFTERWARDS, AS IF HE HAD IN
MEMORY ADVANCED TO RECENT TIMES, HE ADDED, "AH! CASTELAR!... CASTELAR, A
friend of the Jews, and he defended them. Of the judeos, as they say there!"

HIS FLOOD OF TEARS, ILL RESTRAINED UP TO THAT MOMENT, COULD NO LONGER BE HELD
BACK, AND AT THIS GRATEFUL RECOLLECTION IT GUSHED FROM HIS EYES, INUNDATING HIS
beard.

"Spain! Beautiful country!" sighed the old man, deeply moved.

AND HE RECALLED EVERYTHING THAT IN THE PAST OF HIS RACE AND HIS FAMILY HAD
UNITED HIS PEOPLE WITH THAT COUNTRY. AN ABOAB HAD BEEN CHIEF TREASURER OF THE
KING OF CASTILE; ANOTHER HAD BEEN A WONDERFUL PHYSICIAN, ENJOYING THE INTIMACY
OF BISHOPS AND CARDINALS. THE JEWS OF PORTUGAL AND OF SPAIN HAD BEEN GREAT
PERSONAGES,—THE ARISTOCRACY OF THE RACE. SCATTERED NOW OVER MOROCCO AND



TURKEY, THEY SHUNNED ALL INTERCOURSE WITH THE COARSE, WRETCHED ISRAELITE
POPULATION OF RUSSIA AND GERMANY. THEY STILL RECITED CERTAIN PRAYERS, IN THE
SYNAGOGUE, IN OLD CASTILIAN, AND THE JEWS OF LONDON REPEATED THEM BY HEART
WITHOUT KNOWING EITHER THEIR ORIGIN OR THEIR MEANING, AS IF THEY WERE PRAYERS IN A
LANGUAGE OF SACRED MYSTERY. HE HIMSELF, WHEN HE PRAYED AT THE SYNAGOGUE FOR
THE KING OF ENGLAND, IMPLORING FOR HIM AN ABUNDANCE OF HEALTH AND PROSPERITY
EVEN AS JEWS THE WORLD OVER DID FOR THE RULER OF WHATEVER COUNTRY THEY
HAPPENED TO INHABIT, ADDED MENTALLY AN ENTREATY TO THE LORD FOR THE GOOD
fortune of beautiful Spain.

ZABULON, DESPITE HIS RESPECT FOR HIS FATHER, INTERRUPTED HIM BRUSQUELY, AS IF HE
WERE AN IMPRUDENT CHILD. IN HIS EYES THERE GLOWED THE HARSH EXPRESSION OF THE
impassioned zealot.

"FATHER, REMEMBER WHAT THEY DID TO US. HOW THEY CAST US OUT... HOW THEY
robbed us. Remember our brothers who were burned alive."

"THAT'S TRUE, THAT'S TRUE," GROANED THE PATRIARCH, SHEDDING NEW TEARS INTO A
BROAD HANDKERCHIEF WITH WHICH HE WIPED HIS EYES. "IT'S TRUE.... BUT IN THAT
BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY THERE STILL REMAINS SOMETHING THAT IS OURS. THE BONES OF OUR
ancestors."

WHEN AGUIRRE LEFT, THE OLD MAN SHOWERED HIM WITH TOKENS OF EXTREME
COURTESY. HE AND HIS SON WERE AT THE CONSUL'S SERVICE. AND THE CONSUL RETURNED
ALMOST EVERY MORNING TO CHAT WITH THE PATRIARCH, WHILE ZABULON ATTENDED TO THE
customers and counted money.

SAMUEL ABOAB SPOKE OF SPAIN WITH TEARFUL DELIGHT, AS OF A MARVELOUS COUNTRY
WHOSE ENTRANCE WAS GUARDED BY TERRIBLE MONSTERS WITH FIERY SWORDS. DID THEY
STILL RECALL THE judeos THERE? AND DESPITE AGUIRRE'S ASSURANCES, HE REFUSED TO
BELIEVE THAT THEY WERE NO LONGER CALLED THUS IN SPAIN. IT GRIEVED THE OLD MAN TO
DIE BEFORE BEHOLDING ESPINOSA DE LOS MONTEROS; A BEAUTIFUL CITY, WITHOUT A
doubt. Perhaps they still preserved there the memory of the illustrious Aboabs.

THE SPANIARD SMILINGLY URGED HIM TO UNDERTAKE THE JOURNEY. WHY DID HE NOT



go there?...

"GO! GO TO SPAIN!..." THE OLD MAN HUDDLED TOGETHER LIKE A TIMOROUS SNAIL
before the idea of this journey.

"THERE ARE STILL LAWS AGAINST THE POOR judeos. THE DECREE OF THE CATHOLIC
Kings. Let them first repeal it!... Let them first call us back!"

AGUIRRE LAUGHED AT HIS LISTENER'S FEARS. BAH! THE CATHOLIC KINGS! MUCH THEY
counted for now!... Who remembered those good gentlemen?

BUT THE OLD MAN PERSISTED IN HIS FEARS. HE HAD SUFFERED MUCH. THE TERROR OF
THE EXPULSION WAS STILL IN HIS BONES AND IN HIS BLOOD, AFTER FOUR CENTURIES. IN
summer, when the heat forced them to abandon the torrid rock, and the Aboab
FAMILY HIRED A LITTLE COTTAGE ON THE SEASHORE, IN SPANISH TERRITORY JUST BEYOND LA
LÍNEA, THE PATRIARCH DWELT IN CONSTANT RESTLESSNESS, AS IF HE DIVINED MYSTERIOUS
PERILS IN THE VERY SOIL UPON WHICH HE TROD. WHO COULD TELL WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN
DURING THE NIGHT? WHO COULD ASSURE HIM THAT HE WOULD NOT AWAKE IN CHAINS,
READY TO BE LED LIKE A BEAST TO A PORT? THIS IS WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO HIS
SPANISH ANCESTORS, WHO HAD BEEN FORCED TO TAKE REFUGE IN MOROCCO, WHENCE A
BRANCH OF THE FAMILY HAD MOVED TO GIBRALTAR WHEN THE ENGLISH TOOK POSSESSION
of the place.

AGUIRRE POKED MILD FUN AT THE CHILDISH FEARS OF THE AGED FELLOW, WHEREUPON
Zabulon intervened with his darkly energetic authority.

"MY FATHER KNOWS WHAT HE IS TALKING ABOUT. WE WILL NEVER GO; WE CAN'T GO. IN
Spain the old customs always return; the old is converted into the new. There is
NO SECURITY; WOMAN HAS TOO MUCH POWER AND INTERFERES IN MATTERS THAT SHE DOES
not understand."

WOMAN! ZABULON SPOKE SCORNFULLY OF THE SEX. THEY SHOULD BE TREATED AS THE
JEWS TREATED THEM. THE JEWS TAUGHT THEM NOTHING MORE THAN THE AMOUNT OF
RELIGION NECESSARY TO FOLLOW THE RITES. THE PRESENCE OF WOMEN IN THE SYNAGOGUE
WAS IN MANY INSTANCES NOT OBLIGATORY. EVEN WHEN THEY CAME, THEY WERE



CONFINED TO THE TOP OF A GALLERY, LIKE SPECTATORS OF THE LOWEST RANK. NO. RELIGION
WAS MAN'S BUSINESS, AND THE COUNTRIES IN WHICH WOMAN HAS A PART IN IT CANNOT
offer security.

THEN THE UNSYMPATHETIC ISRAELITE SPOKE ENTHUSIASTICALLY OF THE "GREATEST MAN IN
THE WORLD," BARON ROTHSCHILD, LORD OVER KINGS AND GOVERNMENTS—TAKING CARE
NEVER TO OMIT THE TITLE OF BARON EVERY TIME HE PRONOUNCED THE NAME—AND HE
FINALLY NAMED ALL THE GREAT JEWISH CENTERS, WHICH WERE EVER INCREASING IN SIZE
and population.

"WE ARE EVERYWHERE," HE ASSERTED, BLINKING MALICIOUSLY. "NOW WE ARE
SPREADING OVER AMERICA. GOVERNMENTS CHANGE, PEOPLES SPREAD OVER THE FACE
OF THE EARTH, BUT WE ARE EVER THE SAME. NOT WITHOUT REASON DO WE AWAIT THE
Messiah. He will come, some day."

ON ONE OF HIS MORNING VISITS TO THE ILL APPOINTED BANK AGUIRRE WAS INTRODUCED
TO ZABULON'S TWO DAUGHTERS,—SOL AND ESTRELLA,—AND TO HIS WIFE, THAMAR. ON
ANOTHER MORNING AGUIRRE EXPERIENCED A TREMOR OF EMOTION UPON HEARING BEHIND
HIM THE RUSTLE OF SILKS AND NOTICING THAT THE LIGHT FROM THE ENTRANCE WAS OBSCURED
BY THE FIGURE OF A PERSON WHOSE IDENTITY HIS NERVES HAD DIVINED. IT WAS LUNA,
WHO HAD COME, WITH ALL THE INTEREST THAT HEBREW WOMEN FEEL FOR THEIR DOMESTIC
AFFAIRS, TO DELIVER AN ORDER TO HER UNCLE. THE OLD MAN GRASPED HER HANDS ACROSS
the counter, caressing them tremblingly.

"THIS IS MY GRANDDAUGHTER, SIR CONSUL, MY GRANDDAUGHTER LUNA. HER FATHER IS
DEAD, AND MY DAUGHTER TOO. SHE COMES FROM MOROCCO. NO ONE LOVES THE POOR
girl as much as her grandfather does."

And the patriarch burst into tears, moved by his own words.

AGUIRRE LEFT THE SHOP WITH TRIUMPHANT JOY. THEY HAD SPOKEN TO EACH OTHER;
NOW THEY WERE ACQUAINTED. THE MOMENT HE MET HER UPON THE STREET HE WOULD
CLING TO HER, TAKING ADVANTAGE OF SOME BLESSED CUSTOMS THAT SEEMED TO HAVE
been made for lovers.





N

II

EITHER COULD TELL HOW, AFTER SEVERAL ORDINARY MEETINGS, THEIR FRIENDLY
CONFIDENCE GREW, OR WHICH HAD BEEN THE FIRST WORD TO REVEAL THE MYSTERY OF

their thoughts.

THEY SAW EACH OTHER MORNINGS WHEN AGUIRRE WOULD GO TO HIS WINDOW. THE
FEAST OF TABERNACLES HAD COME TO AN END, AND THE ABOABS HAD TAKEN DOWN
THE RELIGIOUS STRUCTURE, BUT LUNA CONTINUED TO GO TO THE ROOF UNDER VARIOUS
PRETEXTS, SO THAT SHE MIGHT EXCHANGE A GLANCE, A SMILE, A GESTURE OF GREETING
WITH THE SPANIARD. THEY DID NOT CONVERSE FROM THESE HEIGHTS THROUGH FEAR OF THE
NEIGHBORS, BUT AFTERWARDS THEY MET IN THE STREET, AND LUIS, AFTER A RESPECTFUL
SALUTE, WOULD JOIN THE YOUNG LADY, AND THEY WOULD WALK ALONG AS COMPANIONS,
LIKE OTHER COUPLES THEY MET ON THEIR WAY. ALL WERE KNOWN TO ONE ANOTHER IN THAT
TOWN. ONLY BY THIS KNOWLEDGE COULD MARRIED COUPLES BE DISTINGUISHED FROM
simple friends.

LUNA VISITED VARIOUS SHOPS ON ERRANDS FOR THE ABOABS, LIKE A GOOD JEWESS
WHO IS INTERESTED IN ALL THE FAMILY AFFAIRS. AT OTHER TIMES SHE WANDERED AIMLESSLY
THROUGH ROYAL STREET, OR WALKED IN THE DIRECTION OF THE ALAMEDA, EXPLAINING THE
LANDMARKS OF THE CITY TO AGUIRRE AT HER SIDE. IN THE MIDST OF THESE WALKS SHE
WOULD STOP AT THE BROKERS' SHOP TO GREET THE PATRIARCH, WHO SMILED CHILDISHLY AS
he contemplated the youthful and beautiful couple.

"SEÑOR CONSUL, SEÑOR CONSUL," SAID SAMUEL ONE DAY, "I BROUGHT FROM MY HOUSE
THIS MORNING THE FAMILY PAPERS, FOR YOU TO READ. NOT ALL OF THEM. THERE ARE TOO
MANY ALTOGETHER! WE ABOABS ARE VERY OLD; I WISH TO PROVE TO THE CONSUL THAT
we are judeos of Spain, and that we still remember the beautiful land."

AND FROM UNDERNEATH THE COUNTER HE DREW FORTH DIVERS ROLLS OF PARCHMENT



COVERED WITH HEBREW CHARACTERS. THEY WERE MATRIMONIAL DOCUMENTS, ACTS OF
UNION OF THE ABOABS WITH CERTAIN FAMILIES OF THE ISRAELITE COMMUNITY. AT THE
HEAD OF ALL THESE DOCUMENTS FIGURED ON ONE SIDE THE COAT OF ARMS OF ENGLAND
and on the other that of Spain, in bright colors and gold borders.

"WE ARE ENGLISH," DECLARED THE PATRIARCH. "MAY THE LORD PRESERVE OUR KING
and send him much happiness; but we are Spaniards historically: Castilians, that
is... Castilians."

HE SELECTED FROM THE PARCHMENTS ONE THAT WAS CLEANER AND FRESHER THAN THE
others, and bent over it his white, wavy beard and his tearful eyes.

"THIS IS THE WEDDING CONTRACT OF BENAMOR WITH MY POOR DAUGHTER: LUNA'S
PARENTS. YOU CAN'T UNDERSTAND IT, FOR IT'S IN HEBREW CHARACTERS, BUT THE LANGUAGE
is Castilian, pure Castilian, as it was spoken by our ancestors."

AND SLOWLY, IN AN INFANTILE VOICE, AS IF HE RELISHED THE OBSOLETE FORMS OF THE
WORDS, HE READ THE TERMS OF THE CONTRACT THAT UNITED THE PARTIES "IN THE CUSTOM
OF OLD CASTILE." THEN HE ENUMERATED THE CONDITIONS OF THE MARRIAGE, THE
PENALTIES EITHER OF THE CONTRACTING PARTIES MIGHT INCUR IF THE UNION WERE DISSOLVED
through his or her fault.

"'SUCH PARTY WILL PAY,'" MUMBLED THE PATRIARCH, "'WILL PAY... SO MANY SILVER
ounces.' Are there still silver ounces in Castile, señor consul?"...

LUNA, IN HER CONVERSATIONS WITH AGUIRRE, DEMONSTRATED AN INTEREST AS KEEN AS
THAT OF HER OLD GRANDFATHER IN THE BEAUTIFUL LAND, THE FAR-OFF, REMOTE, MYSTERIOUS
LAND,—IN SPITE OF THE FACT THAT ITS BOUNDARY WAS SITUATED BUT A FEW STEPS AWAY,
AT THE VERY GATES OF GIBRALTAR. ALL SHE KNEW OF IT WAS A LITTLE FISHERMAN'S HAMLET,
BEYOND LA LÍNEA, WHITHER SHE HAD GONE WITH HER FAMILY ON THEIR SUMMER
vacations.

"CADIZ! SEVILLE! HOW ENCHANTING THEY MUST BE!... I CAN PICTURE THEM TO MYSELF:
I HAVE OFTEN BEHELD THEM IN MY DREAMS, AND I REALLY BELIEVE THAT IF I EVER SAW
THEM THEY WOULDN'T SURPRISE ME IN THE LEAST.... SEVILLE! TELL ME, DON LUIS, IS IT



TRUE THAT SWEETHEARTS CONVERSE THERE THROUGH A GRATING? AND IS IT CERTAIN THAT THE
MAIDENS ARE SERENADED WITH A GUITAR, AND THE YOUNG MEN THROW THEIR CAPES
BEFORE THEM AS A CARPET OVER WHICH TO PASS? AND ISN'T IT FALSE THAT MEN SLAY ONE
another for them?... How charming! Don't deny all this. It's all so beautiful!..."

THEN SHE WOULD SUMMON TO MEMORY ALL HER RECOLLECTIONS OF THAT LAND OF
MIRACLES, OF THAT COUNTRY OF LEGENDS, IN WHICH HER FOREBEARS HAD DWELT. WHEN
SHE WAS A CHILD HER GRANDMOTHER, SAMUEL ABOAB'S WIFE, WOULD LULL HER TO SLEEP
RECITING TO HER IN A MYSTERIOUS VOICE THE PRODIGIOUS EVENTS THAT ALWAYS HAD
CASTILE AS THEIR BACKGROUND AND ALWAYS BEGAN THE SAME: "ONCE UPON A TIME
THERE WAS A KING OF TOLEDO WHO FELL IN LOVE WITH A BEAUTIFUL AND CHARMING
Jewess named Rachel...."

"TOLEDO!"... AS SHE UTTERED THIS NAME LUNA ROLLED HER EYES AS IN THE VAGUENESS
OF A DREAM. THE SPANISH CAPITAL OF ISRAEL! THE SECOND JERUSALEM! HER NOBLE
ANCESTORS, THE TREASURER OF THE KING AND THE MIRACULOUS PHYSICIAN, HAD DWELT
there!

"YOU MUST HAVE SEEN TOLEDO, DON LUIS. YOU SURELY HAVE BEEN THERE. HOW I
ENVY YOU!... VERY BEAUTIFUL, ISN'T IT? VAST! ENORMOUS!... LIKE LONDON?... LIKE
Paris? Of course not.... But certainly far larger than Madrid."

AND CARRIED AWAY BY THE ENTHUSIASM OF HER ILLUSIONS SHE FORGOT ALL DISCRETION,
QUESTIONING LUIS ABOUT HIS PAST. INDUBITABLY HE WAS OF THE NOBILITY: HIS VERY
BEARING REVEALED THAT. FROM THE VERY FIRST DAY SHE HAD SEEN HIM, UPON LEARNING
HIS NAME AND HIS NATIONALITY, SHE HAD GUESSED THAT HE WAS OF HIGH ORIGIN. A
HIDALGO SUCH AS SHE HAD IMAGINED EVERY MAN FROM SPAIN TO BE, WITH SOMETHING
SEMITIC IN HIS FACE AND IN HIS EYES, BUT MORE PROUD, WITH AN AIR OF HAUTEUR THAT
WAS INCAPABLE OF SUPPORTING HUMILIATIONS AND SERVILITY. PERHAPS HE HAD A
UNIFORM FOR FESTIVE OCCASIONS, A SUIT OF BRIGHT COLORS, BRAIDED WITH GOLD... AND A
sword, a sword!

HER EYES SHONE WITH ADMIRATION IN THE PRESENCE OF THIS HIDALGO FROM THE LAND
OF KNIGHTS WHO WAS DRESSED AS PLAINLY AS A SHOPKEEPER OF GIBRALTAR, YET WHO
COULD TRANSFORM HIMSELF INTO A GLORIOUS INSECT OF BRILLIANT HUES, ARMED WITH A



MORTAL STING. AND AGUIRRE DID NOT DISTURB HER ILLUSIONS, ANSWERING AFFIRMATIVELY,
WITH ALL THE SIMPLICITY OF A HERO. YES; HE HAD A GOLDEN COSTUME, THAT OF THE
CONSUL. HE POSSESSED A SWORD, WHICH WENT WITH HIS UNIFORM, AND WHICH HAD
never been unsheathed.

ONE SUNNY MORNING THE PAIR, QUITE UNCONSCIOUSLY, TOOK THE PATH TO THE
ALAMEDA. SHE MADE ANXIOUS INQUIRIES ABOUT AGUIRRE'S PAST, WITH INDISCREET
CURIOSITY, AS ALWAYS HAPPENS BETWEEN PERSONS WHO FEEL THEMSELVES ATTRACTED TO
EACH OTHER BY A BUDDING AFFECTION. WHERE HAD HE BEEN BORN? HOW HAD HE
spent his childhood? Had he loved many women?...

THEY PASSED BENEATH THE ARCHES OF AN OLD GATE THAT DATED BACK TO THE TIME OF
THE SPANISH POSSESSION, AND WHICH STILL PRESERVED THE EAGLES AND THE SHIELDS OF
THE AUSTRIAN DYNASTY. IN THE OLD MOAT, NOW CONVERTED INTO A GARDEN, THERE WAS
A GROUP OF TOMBS,—THOSE OF THE ENGLISH SAILORS WHO HAD DIED AT TRAFALGAR.
THEY WALKED ALONG AN AVENUE IN WHICH THE TREES ALTERNATED WITH HEAPS OF OLD
BOMBS AND CONE-SHAPED PROJECTILES, REDDENED BY RUST. FURTHER ON, THE LARGE
CANNON CRANED THEIR NECKS TOWARD THE GRAY CRUISERS OF THE MILITARY HARBOR AND
THE EXTENSIVE BAY, OVER WHOSE BLUE PLAIN, TREMULOUS WITH GOLD, GLIDED THE WHITE
dots of some sailing vessels.

ON THE BROAD ESPLANADE OF THE ALAMEDA, AT THE FOOT OF THE MOUNTAIN COVERED
WITH PINES AND COTTAGES, WERE GROUPS OF YOUTHS RUNNING AND KICKING A RESTLESS
BALL AROUND. AT THAT HOUR, AS AT EVERY HOUR OF THE DAY, THE HUGE BALL OF THE
ENGLISH NATIONAL GAME SPED THROUGH THE AIR OVER PATHS, FIELDS AND GARRISON
YARDS. A CONCERT OF SHOUTS AND KICKS, CIVIL AS WELL AS MILITARY, ROSE INTO THE AIR,
to the glory of strong and hygienic England.

THEY MOUNTED A LONG STAIRWAY, AFTERWARDS SEEKING REST IN A SHADY LITTLE
SQUARE, NEAR THE MONUMENT TO A BRITISH HERO, THE DEFENDER OF GIBRALTAR,
SURROUNDED BY MORTARS AND CANNON. LUNA, GAZING ACROSS THE BLUE SEA THAT COULD
be viewed through the colonnade of trees, at last spoke of her own past.

HER CHILDHOOD HAD BEEN SAD. BORN IN RABAT, WHERE THE JEW BENAMOR WAS
ENGAGED IN THE EXPORTATION OF MOROCCAN CLOTHS, HER LIFE HAD FLOWED ON



MONOTONOUSLY, WITHOUT ANY EMOTION OTHER THAN THAT OF FEAR. THE EUROPEANS OF
THIS AFRICAN PORT WERE COMMON FOLK, WHO HAD COME THITHER TO MAKE THEIR
FORTUNE. THE MOORS HATED THE JEWS. THE RICH HEBREW FAMILIES HAD TO HOLD
THEMSELVES APART, NOURISHING THEMSELVES SOCIALLY UPON THEIR OWN SUBSTANCE,
EVER ON THE DEFENSIVE IN A COUNTRY THAT LACKED LAWS. THE YOUNG JEWISH MAIDENS
WERE GIVEN AN EXCELLENT EDUCATION, WHICH THEY ACQUIRED WITH THE FACILITY OF THEIR
RACE IN ADOPTING ALL PROGRESS. THEY ASTONISHED NEWCOMERS TO RABAT WITH THEIR
HATS AND THEIR CLOTHES, SIMILAR TO THOSE OF PARIS AND LONDON; THEY PLAYED THE
PIANO; THEY SPOKE VARIOUS LANGUAGES, AND YET, ON CERTAIN NIGHTS OF SLEEPLESSNESS
AND TERROR, THEIR PARENTS DRESSED THEM IN FOUL TATTERS AND DISGUISED THEM,
staining their faces and their hands with moist ashes and lampblack, so that they
MIGHT NOT APPEAR TO BE JEWISH DAUGHTERS AND SHOULD RATHER RESEMBLE SLAVES.
THERE WERE NIGHTS IN WHICH AN UPRISING OF THE MOORS WAS FEARED, AN INVASION OF
THE NEAR-BY KABYLES, EXCITED IN THEIR FANATICISM BY THE INROADS OF EUROPEAN
CULTURE. THE MOROCCANS BURNED THE HOUSES OF THE JEWS, PLUNDERED THEIR
TREASURES, FELL LIKE WILD BEASTS UPON THE WHITE WOMEN OF THE INFIDELS,
DECAPITATING THEM WITH HELLISH SADISM AFTER SUBJECTING THEM TO ATROCIOUS
outrages. Ah! Those childhood nights in which she dozed standing, dressed like
A BEGGAR GIRL, SINCE THE INNOCENCE OF HER TENDER AGE WAS OF NO AVAIL AS A
PROTECTION!... PERHAPS IT WAS THESE FRIGHTS THAT WERE RESPONSIBLE FOR HER
DANGEROUS ILLNESS,—AN ILLNESS THAT HAD BROUGHT HER NEAR TO DEATH, AND TO THIS
circumstance she owed her name Luna.

"AT MY BIRTH I WAS NAMED HORABUENA, AND A YOUNGER SISTER OF MINE RECEIVED
THE NAME ASIBUENA. AFTER A PERIOD OF TERROR AND AN INVASION OF THE MOROCCANS
IN WHICH OUR HOUSE WAS BURNED DOWN AND WE THOUGHT WE WERE ALL DOOMED TO
SLAUGHTER, MY SISTER AND I FELL ILL WITH FEVER. ASIBUENA DIED; HAPPILY, I WAS
saved."

AND SHE DESCRIBED TO LUIS, WHO LISTENED TO HER UNDER A SPELL OF HORROR, THE
INCIDENTS OF THIS EXOTIC, ABNORMAL LIFE,—ALL THE SUFFERINGS OF HER MOTHER IN THE
POOR HOUSE WHERE THEY HAD TAKEN REFUGE. ABOAB'S DAUGHTER SCREAMED WITH
GRIEF AND TORE HER BLACK HAIR BEFORE THE BED WHERE HER DAUGHTER LAY OVERCOME
by the stupor of fever. Her poor Horabuena was going to die.



"AY, MY DAUGHTER! MY TREASURE HORABUENA, MY SPARKLING DIAMOND, MY NEST
OF CONSOLATION!... NO MORE WILL YOU EAT THE TENDER CHICKEN! NO MORE WILL YOU
WEAR YOUR NEAT SLIPPERS ON SATURDAYS, NOR WILL YOUR MOTHER SMILE WITH PRIDE
when the Rabbi beholds you so graceful and beautiful!..."

THE POOR WOMAN PACED ABOUT THE ROOM LIGHTED BY A SHADED LAMP. IN THE
SHADOWS SHE COULD DETECT THE PRESENCE OF THE HATED Huerco, THE DEMON, WITH
A SPANISH NAME WHO COMES AT THE APPOINTED HOUR TO BEAR OFF HUMAN CREATURES
TO THE DARKNESS OF DEATH. SHE MUST BATTLE AGAINST THE EVIL ONE, MUST DECEIVE THE
Huerco, WHO WAS SAVAGE YET STUPID, JUST AS HER FOREFATHERS HAD DECEIVED HIM
many a time:

SHE REPRESSED HER TEARS AND SIGHS, CALMED HER VOICE, AND STRETCHING OUT UPON
THE FLOOR SPOKE SOFTLY, WITH A SWEET ACCENT, AS IF SHE WERE RECEIVING AN
important visit:

"Huerco, WHAT HAVE YOU COME FOR?... ARE YOU LOOKING FOR HORABUENA?
HORABUENA IS NOT HERE; SHE HAS GONE FOREVER. SHE WHO IS HERE IS NAMED...
LUNA. SWEET LUNITA, BEAUTIFUL LUNITA. OFF WITH YOU, Huerco, BEGONE! SHE
whom you seek is not here."

FOR SOME TIME SHE WAS CALM, THEN HER RETURNING FEARS MADE HER SPEAK AGAIN
TO HER IMPORTUNATE, LUGUBRIOUS GUEST. THERE HE WAS AGAIN! SHE COULD FEEL HIS
presence.

"Huerco, I TELL YOU YOU'RE MISTAKEN! HORABUENA IS GONE; LOOK FOR HER
elsewhere. Only Luna is here. Sweet Lunita, precious Lunita."

AND SO GREAT WAS HER INSISTENCE THAT AT LAST SHE SUCCEEDED IN DECEIVING
Huerco WITH HER ENTREATING, HUMBLE VOICE, ALTHOUGH IT IS TRUE THAT, TO GIVE AN AIR
OF TRUTH TO THE DECEIT, ON THE FOLLOWING DAY, AT A SYNAGOGUE CEREMONY, THE NAME
of Horabuena was changed to that of Luna.

AGUIRRE LISTENED TO THESE REVELATIONS WITH THE SAME INTEREST AS THAT WITH WHICH
he would read a novel about a far-off, exotic land that he was never to behold.



IT WAS ON THIS SAME MORNING THAT THE CONSUL REVEALED THE PROPOSAL WHICH FOR
SEVERAL DAYS HE HAD GUARDED IN HIS THOUGHTS, AFRAID TO EXPRESS IT. WHY NOT LOVE
EACH OTHER? WHY NOT BE SWEETHEARTS? THERE WAS SOMETHING PROVIDENTIAL ABOUT
THE WAY THE TWO HAD MET; THEY SHOULD NOT FAIL TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE FATE
WHICH HAD BROUGHT THEM TOGETHER. TO HAVE BECOME ACQUAINTED! TO HAVE MET,
despite the difference of countries and of races!...

LUNA PROTESTED, BUT HER PROTEST WAS A SMILING ONE. WHAT MADNESS!
SWEETHEARTS? WHY? THEY COULD NOT MARRY; THEY WERE OF DIFFERENT FAITHS.
Besides, he had to leave. But Aguirre interrupted resolutely:

"DON'T REASON. JUST CLOSE YOUR EYES. IN LOVE THERE SHOULD BE NO REFLECTION.
GOOD SENSE AND THE CONVENTIONALITIES ARE FOR PERSONS WHO DON'T LOVE EACH
other. Say yes, and afterwards time and our good luck will arrange everything."

LUNA LAUGHED, AMUSED BY AGUIRRE'S GRAVE COUNTENANCE AND THE VEHEMENCE OF
his speech.

"SWEETHEARTS IN THE SPANISH FASHION?... BELIEVE ME, I AM TEMPTED TO ASSENT.
YOU WILL GO OFF AND FORGET ME, JUST AS YOU'VE DOUBTLESS FORGOTTEN OTHERS; AND I'LL
BE LEFT CHERISHING THE REMEMBRANCE OF YOU. EXCELLENT. WE'LL SEE EACH OTHER
EVERY DAY AND WILL CHAT ABOUT OUR AFFAIRS. SERENADES ARE NOT POSSIBLE HERE, NOR
CAN YOU PLACE YOUR CAPE AT MY FEET WITHOUT BEING CONSIDERED CRAZY. BUT THAT
doesn't matter. We'll be sweethearts; I should love to see what it's like."

SHE LAUGHED AS SHE SPOKE, WITH HER EYES CLOSED, JUST LIKE A CHILD TO WHOM A
PLEASANT GAME HAS BEEN PROPOSED. SOON SHE OPENED HER EYES WIDE, AS IF
SOMETHING FORGOTTEN HAD REAWAKENED IN HER WITH A PAINFUL PRESSURE. SHE WAS
PALE. AGUIRRE COULD GUESS WHAT SHE WAS TRYING TO SAY. SHE WAS ABOUT TO TELL HIM
OF HER PREVIOUS BETROTHAL, OF THAT JEWISH FIANCÉ WHO WAS IN AMERICA AND MIGHT
RETURN. BUT AFTER A BRIEF PAUSE OF INDECISION SHE RETURNED TO HER FORMER ATTITUDE,
WITHOUT BREAKING THE SILENCE. LUIS WAS GRATEFUL TO HER FOR THIS. SHE DESIRED TO
conceal her past, as do all women in the first moment of love.

"AGREED. WE'LL BE SWEETHEARTS. LET'S SEE, CONSUL. SAY PRETTY THINGS TO ME, OF



the sort that you folks say in Spain when you come to the grating."

THAT MORNING LUNA RETURNED TO HER HOUSE SOMEWHAT LATE FOR THE LUNCH HOUR.
THE FAMILY WAS AWAITING HER IMPATIENTLY. ZABULON LOOKED AT HIS NIECE WITH A
STERN GLANCE. HER COUSINS SOL AND ESTRELLA ALLUDED TO THE SPANIARD IN A JESTING
manner. The patriarch's eyes grew moist as he spoke of Spain and its consul.

MEANWHILE THE LATTER HAD STOPPED AT THE DOOR OF THE HINDU BAZAAR TO
EXCHANGE A FEW WORDS WITH KHIAMULL. HE FELT THE NECESSITY OF SHARING HIS
BRIMMING HAPPINESS WITH ANOTHER. THE HINDU WAS GREENER THAN EVER. HE
COUGHED FREQUENTLY AND HIS SMILE, WHICH RESEMBLED THAT OF A BRONZE CHILD, WAS
really a dolorous grimace.

"KHIAMULL, LONG LIVE LOVE! BELIEVE ME, FOR I KNOW MUCH ABOUT LIFE. YOU ARE
SICKLY AND SOME DAY YOU'LL DIE, WITHOUT BEHOLDING THE SACRED RIVER OF YOUR
NATIVE LAND. WHAT YOU NEED IS A COMPANION, A GIRL FROM GIBRALTAR... OR RATHER,
FROM LA LÍNEA; A HALF GYPSY, WITH HER CLOAK, PINKS IN HER HAIR AND ALLURING
manners. Am I not right, Khiamull?..."

THE HINDU SMILED WITH A CERTAIN SCORN, SHAKING HIS HEAD. NO. EVERY ONE TO HIS
OWN. HE WAS OF HIS RACE AND LIVED IN VOLUNTARY SOLITUDE AMONG THE WHITES. MAN
CAN DO NOTHING AGAINST THE SYMPATHIES AND AVERSIONS OF THE BLOOD. BRAHMA,
who was the sum of divine wisdom, separated all creatures into castes.

"BUT, MAN!... FRIEND KHIAMULL! IT SEEMS TO ME THAT A GIRL OF THE KIND I'VE
mentioned is by no means to be despised...."

THE HINDU SMILED ONCE MORE AT THE SPEAKER'S IGNORANCE. EVERY RACE HAS ITS
OWN TASTES AND ITS SENSE OF SMELL. TO AGUIRRE, WHO WAS A GOOD FELLOW, HE
WOULD DARE TO REVEAL A TERRIBLE SECRET. DID HE SEE THOSE WHITES, THE EUROPEANS,
SO CONTENT WITH THEIR CLEANLINESS AND THEIR BATHS?... THEY WERE ALL IMPURE,
POLLUTED BY A NATURAL STENCH WHICH IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE FOR THEM TO WIPE OUT. THE
SON OF THE LAND OF THE LOTUS AND THE SACRED CLAY WAS FORCED TO MAKE AN EFFORT IN
order to endure contact with them... They all smelled of raw meat.





I

III

T WAS A WINTER AFTERNOON; THE SKY WAS OVERCAST AND THE AIR WAS GRAY, BUT IT
WAS NOT COLD. LUNA AND THE SPANIARD WERE WALKING SLOWLY ALONG THE ROAD

THAT LEADS TO EUROPA POINT, WHICH IS THE EXTREME END OF THE PENINSULA OF
GIBRALTAR. THEY HAD LEFT BEHIND THEM THE ALAMEDA AND THE BANKS OF THE
ARSENAL, PASSING THROUGH LEAFY GARDENS, ALONG REDDISH VILLAS INHABITED BY
OFFICERS OF ARMY AND NAVY, HUGE HOSPITALS RESEMBLING SMALL TOWNS, AND GARRISONS
THAT SEEMED LIKE CONVENTS, WITH NUMEROUS GALLERIES IN WHICH SWARMS OF CHILDREN
WERE SCURRYING ABOUT; HERE, TOO, CLOTHES AND TABLEWARE WERE BEING WASHED AND
CLEANED BY THE SOLDIERS' WIVES—COURAGEOUS WANDERERS OVER THE GLOBE, AS
MUCH AT HOME IN THE GARRISONS OF INDIA AS IN THOSE OF CANADA. THE FOG
CONCEALED FROM VIEW THE COAST OF AFRICA, LENDING TO THE STRAIT THE APPEARANCE
OF A SHORELESS SEA. BEFORE THE PAIR OF LOVERS STRETCHED THE DARK WATERS OF THE
BAY, AND THE PROMONTORY OF TARIFA REVEALED ITS BLACK OUTLINE FAINTLY IN THE FOG,
RESEMBLING A FABULOUS RHINOCEROS BEARING UPON ITS SNOUT, LIKE A HORN, THE TOWER
OF THE LIGHTHOUSE. THROUGH THE ASHEN-GRAY CLOUDS THERE PENETRATED A TIMID
SUNBEAM,—A TRIANGLE OF MISTY LIGHT, SIMILAR TO THE LUMINOUS STREAM FROM A MAGIC
LANTERN,—WHICH TRACED A LARGE SHAFT OF PALE GOLD ACROSS THE GREEN-BLACK
SURFACE OF THE SEA. IN THE CENTER OF THIS CIRCLE OF ANEMIC LIGHT THERE FLOATED, LIKE A
dying swan, the white spot of a sailboat.

THE TWO LOVERS WERE OBLIVIOUS TO THEIR SURROUNDINGS. THEY WALKED ALONG,
ENGROSSED IN THAT AMOROUS EGOTISM WHICH CONCENTRATES ALL LIFE IN A GLANCE, OR IN
THE DELICATE CONTACT OF THE BODIES MEETING AND GRAZING EACH OTHER AT EVERY STEP.
OF ALL NATURE THERE EXISTED FOR THEM ONLY THE DYING LIGHT OF THE AFTERNOON, WHICH
PERMITTED THEM TO BEHOLD EACH OTHER, AND THE RATHER WARM BREEZE WHICH,
MURMURING AMONG THE CACTI AND THE PALMS, SEEMED TO SERVE AS THE MUSICAL
ACCOMPANIMENT TO THEIR CONVERSATION. AT THEIR RIGHT RUMBLED THE FAR-OFF ROAR OF



THE SEA STRIKING AGAINST THE ROCKS. ON THEIR LEFT REIGNED PASTORAL PEACE,—THE
MELODIOUS CALM OF THE PINES, BROKEN FROM TIME TO TIME ONLY BY THE NOISE OF THE
CARTS, WHICH, FOLLOWED BY A PLATOON OF SOLDIERS IN THEIR SHIRT SLEEVES, WHEELED UP
the roads of the mountain.

THE TWO LOOKED AT EACH OTHER WITH CARESSING EYES, SMILING WITH THE
AUTOMATISM OF LOVE; BUT IN REALITY THEY WERE SAD, WITH THAT SWEET SADNESS WHICH
IN ITSELF CONSTITUTES A NEW VOLUPTUOUSNESS. LUNA, INFLUENCED BY THE POSITIVISM OF
HER RACE, WAS GAZING INTO THE FUTURE, WHILE AGUIRRE WAS CONTENT WITH THE PRESENT
MOMENT, NOT CARING TO KNOW WHAT WOULD BE THE END OF THIS LOVE. WHY TROUBLE
oneself imagining obstacles!...

"I'M NOT LIKE YOU, LUNA. I HAVE CONFIDENCE IN OUR LOT. WE'LL MARRY AND TRAVEL
ABOUT THE WORLD. DON'T LET THAT FRIGHTEN YOU. REMEMBER HOW I CAME TO KNOW
YOU. IT WAS DURING THE FEAST OF TABERNACLES; YOU WERE EATING ALMOST ON FOOT,
LIKE THOSE GYPSIES THAT WANDER OVER THE EARTH AND RESUME THEIR JOURNEY AT THE
END OF THEIR MEAL. YOU COME FROM A RACE OF NOMADS WHICH EVEN TODAY ROAMS
THE WORLD. I ARRIVED JUST IN TIME. WE'LL LEAVE TOGETHER; FOR I, TOO, AM, BECAUSE OF
MY CAREER, A WANDERER. ALWAYS TOGETHER! WE WILL BE ABLE TO FIND HAPPINESS IN
ANY LAND WHATSOEVER. WE'LL CARRY SPRINGTIME WITH US, THE HAPPINESS OF LIFE, AND
will love each other deeply."

LUNA, FLATTERED BY THE VEHEMENCE OF THESE WORDS, NEVERTHELESS CONTRACTED HER
features into an expression of sadness.

"CHILD!" SHE MURMURED, WITH HER ANDALUSIAN ACCENT. "WHAT SWEET ILLUSIONS...
MY PRECIOUS CONSUL! BUT ONLY ILLUSIONS, AFTER ALL. HOW ARE WE TO MARRY? HOW
can this be arranged?... Are you going to become a convert to my religion?"

AGUIRRE STARTED WITH SURPRISE AND LOOKED AT LUNA WITH EYES THAT BETRAYED HIS
amazement.

"Man alive! I, turn Jew?..."

HE WAS NO MODEL OF PIOUS ENTHUSIASM. HE HAD PASSED HIS DAYS WITHOUT



PAYING MUCH ATTENTION TO RELIGION. HE KNEW THAT THE WORLD CONTAINED MANY
CREEDS, BUT WITHOUT DOUBT, AS FAR AS HE WAS CONCERNED, DECENT PERSONS THE
WORLD OVER WERE ALL CATHOLICS. BESIDES, HIS INFLUENTIAL UNCLE HAD WARNED HIM NOT
TO JEST WITH THESE MATTERS UNDER PENALTY OF HAMPERING ADVANCEMENT IN HIS
career.

"NO. NO, I DON'T SEE THE NECESSITY OF THAT.... BUT THERE MUST BE SOME WAY OF
GETTING OVER THE DIFFICULTY. I CAN'T SAY WHAT IT IS, BUT THERE SURELY MUST BE ONE. AT
PARIS I MET VERY DISTINGUISHED GENTLEMEN WHO WERE MARRIED TO WOMEN OF YOUR
RACE. THIS CAN ALL BE ARRANGED. I ASSURE YOU THAT IT SHALL BE. I HAVE AN IDEA!
TOMORROW MORNING, IF YOU WISH, I'LL GO TO SEE THE CHIEF RABBI, YOUR 'SPIRITUAL
HEAD,' AS YOU CALL HIM. HE SEEMS TO BE A FINE FELLOW; I'VE SEEN HIM SEVERAL TIMES
UPON THE STREET; A WELL OF WISDOM, AS YOUR KIND SAY. A PITY THAT HE GOES ABOUT
SO UNCLEAN, SMELLING OF RANCID SANCTITY!... NOW DON'T MAKE SUCH A WRY FACE. IT'S
A MATTER OF MINOR IMPORTANCE! A LITTLE BIT OF SOAP CAN SET IT ARIGHT.... THERE,
THERE, DON'T GET ANGRY. THE GENTLEMAN REALLY PLEASES ME A GREAT DEAL, WITH HIS
LITTLE WHITE GOATEE AND HIS WEE VOICE THAT SEEMS TO COME FROM THE OTHER
WORLD!... I TELL YOU I'M GOING TO SEE HIM AND SAY, 'SEÑOR RABBI, LUNA AND I
ADORE EACH OTHER AND WISH TO MANY; NOT LIKE THE JEWS, BY CONTRACT AND WITH THE
RIGHT TO CHANGE THEIR MINDS, BUT FOR ALL OUR LIFE, FOR CENTURIES AND CENTURIES. BIND
US FROM HEAD TO FOOT, SO THAT THERE'LL BE NONE IN HEAVEN OR ON EARTH THAT CAN
separate us. I can't change my religion because that would be base, but I swear
TO YOU, BY ALL MY FAITH AS A CHRISTIAN, THAT LUNA WILL BE MORE CARED FOR,
PAMPERED AND ADORED THAN IF I WERE METHUSELAH, KING DAVID, THE PROPHET
Habakkuk or any other of the gallants that figure in the Scriptures.'"

"SILENCE, YOU SCAMP!" INTERRUPTED THE JEWESS WITH SUPERSTITIOUS ANXIETY,
RAISING ONE HAND TO HIS LIPS TO PREVENT HIM FROM CONTINUING. "SEAL YOUR LIPS,
sinner!"

"VERY WELL. I'LL BE SILENT, BUT IT MUST BE AGREED THAT WE'LL SETTLE THIS ONE WAY OR
ANOTHER. DO YOU BELIEVE IT POSSIBLE FOR ANY ONE TO SEVER US AFTER SUCH A SERIOUS
love affair... and such a long one?"



"SUCH A LONG ONE!" REPEATED LUNA LIKE AN ECHO, IMPARTING A GRAVE EXPRESSION
to his words.

AGUIRRE, IN HIS SILENCE, SEEMED TO BE GIVEN OVER TO A DIFFICULT MENTAL
calculation.

"AT LEAST A MONTH LONG!" HE SAID AT LAST, AS IF IN WONDER AT THE LENGTH OF TIME
that had flown by.

"No, not a month," protested Luna. "More, much more!"

He resumed his meditation.

"POSITIVELY; MORE THAN A MONTH. THIRTY-EIGHT DAYS, COUNTING TODAY.... AND
SEEING EACH OTHER EVERY DAY! AND FALLING DEEPER AND DEEPER IN LOVE EACH
day!..."

THEY WALKED ALONG IN SILENCE, THEIR GAZE LOWERED, AS IF OVERWHELMED BY THE
GREAT AGE OF THEIR LOVE. THIRTY-EIGHT DAYS!... AGUIRRE RECALLED A LETTER THAT HE HAD
RECEIVED THE DAY BEFORE, BRISTLING WITH SURPRISE AND INDIGNATION. HE HAD BEEN IN
GIBRALTAR ALREADY TWO MONTHS WITHOUT SAILING FOR OCEANICA. WHAT SORT OF ILLNESS
WAS THIS? IF HE DID NOT CARE TO ASSUME HIS POST, HE OUGHT TO RETURN TO MADRID.
THE INSTABILITY OF HIS PRESENT POSITION AND THE NECESSITY OF SOLVING THIS PASSION
WHICH LITTLE BY LITTLE HAD TAKEN POSSESSION OF HIM CAME TO HIS THOUGHTS WITH
agonizing urgency.

Luna strolled on, her eyes upon the ground, moving her fingers as if counting.

"YES, THAT'S IT. THIRTY-EIGHT.... EXACTLY! IT SEEMS IMPOSSIBLE THAT YOU COULD
have loved me for so long. Me! An old woman!"

AND IN RESPONSE TO AGUIRRE'S BEWILDERED GLANCE SHE ADDED, SADLY, "YOU
ALREADY KNOW. I DON'T HIDE IT.... TWENTY-TWO YEARS OLD. MANY OF MY RACE MARRY
at fourteen."

HER RESIGNATION WAS SINCERE; IT WAS THE RESIGNATION OF THE ORIENTAL WOMAN,
accustomed to behold youth only in the bud of adolescence.



"OFTEN I FIND IT IMPOSSIBLE TO EXPLAIN YOUR LOVE FOR ME. I FEEL SO PROUD OF
YOU!... MY COUSINS, TO VEX ME, TRY TO FIND DEFECTS IN YOU, AND CAN'T!... NO, THEY
CAN'T! THE OTHER DAY YOU PASSED BY MY HOUSE AND I WAS BEHIND THE WINDOW-
BLINDS WITH MIRIAM, WHO WAS MY NURSE; SHE'S A JEWESS FROM MOROCCO, ONE OF
THOSE WHO WEAR KERCHIEFS AND WRAPPERS. 'LOOK, MIRIAM, AT THAT HANDSOME
CHAP, WHO BELONGS TO OUR NEIGHBORHOOD.' MIRIAM LOOKED. 'A JEW? NO. THAT
CAN'T BE. HE WALKS ERECT, WITH A FIRM STEP, AND OUR MEN WALK HALTINGLY, WITH
THEIR LEGS DOUBLED AS IF THEY WERE ABOUT TO KNEEL. HE HAS TEETH LIKE A WOLF AND
EYES LIKE DAGGERS. HE DOESN'T LOWER HIS HEAD NOR HIS GAZE.' AND THAT'S HOW YOU
ARE. MIRIAM WAS RIGHT. YOU STAND OUT FROM AMONG ALL THE YOUNG MEN OF MY
blood. Not that they lack courage; there are some as strong as the Maccabees;
MASSENA, NAPOLEON'S COMPANION, WAS ONE OF US, BUT THE NATURAL ATTITUDE OF
THEM ALL, BEFORE THEY ARE TRANSFORMED BY ANGER, IS ONE OF HUMILITY AND
SUBMISSION. WE HAVE BEEN PERSECUTED SO MUCH!... YOU HAVE GROWN UP IN A
different environment."

AFTERWARDS THE YOUNG WOMAN SEEMED TO REGRET HER WORDS. SHE WAS A BAD
JEWESS; SHE SCARCELY HAD ANY FAITH IN HER BELIEFS AND IN HER PEOPLE; SHE WENT TO
THE SYNAGOGUE ONLY ON THE DAY OF ATONEMENT AND ON THE OCCASION OF OTHER
solemn, unavoidable ceremonies.

"I BELIEVE THAT I'VE BEEN WAITING FOR YOU FOREVER. NOW I AM SURE THAT I KNEW
YOU LONG BEFORE SEEING YOU. WHEN I SAW YOU FOR THE FIRST TIME, ON THAT DAY
DURING THE FEAST OF THE TABERNACLES, I FELT THAT SOMETHING GRAVE AND DECISIVE
HAD OCCURRED IN MY LIFE. WHEN I LEARNED WHO YOU WERE, I BECAME YOUR SLAVE
and hungered anxiously for your first word."

AH, SPAIN!... SHE WAS LIKE OLD ABOAB; HER THOUGHTS HAD OFTEN FLOWN TO THE
BEAUTIFUL LAND OF HER FOREFATHERS, WRAPPED IN MYSTERY. AT TIMES SHE RECALLED IT
ONLY TO HATE IT, AS ONE HATES A BELOVED PERSON, FOR HIS BETRAYALS AND HIS
CRUELTIES, WITHOUT CEASING TO LOVE HIM. AT OTHERS, SHE CALLED TO MIND WITH DELIGHT
THE TALES SHE HAD HEARD FROM HER GRANDMOTHER'S LIPS, THE SONGS WITH WHICH SHE
HAD BEEN LULLED TO SLEEP AS A CHILD,—ALL THE LEGENDS OF THE OLD CASTILIAN LAND,



ABODE OF TREASURES, ENCHANTMENTS AND LOVE AFFAIRS, COMPARABLE ONLY TO THE
BAGDAD OF THE ARABS, TO THE WONDERFUL CITY OF THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS.
UPON HOLIDAYS, WHEN THE JEWS REMAINED SECLUDED IN THE BOSOM OF THE FAMILY,
OLD ABOAB OR MIRIAM, HER NURSE, HAD MANY A TIME BEGUILED HER WITH ANCIENT
BALLADS IN THE MANNER OF OLD CASTILE, THAT HAD BEEN TRANSMITTED FROM GENERATION
TO GENERATION; STORIES OF LOVE AFFAIRS BETWEEN ARROGANT, KNIGHTLY CHRISTIANS AND
BEAUTIFUL JEWESSES WITH FAIR COMPLEXIONS, LARGE EYES AND THICK, EBONY TRESSES,
just like the holy beauties of the Scriptures.

En la ciudad de Toledo,
en la ciudad de Granada,
hay un garrido mancebo
que Diego León se llama.
Namorose de Thamar,
que era hebrea castellana....

(IN THE CITY OF TOLEDO, IN THE CITY OF GRANADA, THERE IS A HANDSOME YOUTH
called Diego Leon. He fell in love with Tamar, who was a Spanish Jewess....)

THERE STILL ECHOED IN HER MEMORY FRAGMENTS OF THESE ANCIENT CHRONICLES THAT
had brought many a tremor to her dreamy childhood. She desired to be Tamar;
SHE WOULD HAVE WAITED YEARS AND YEARS FOR THE HANDSOME YOUTH, WHO WOULD BE
AS BRAVE AND ARROGANT AS JUDAS MACCABEUS HIMSELF, THE CID OF THE JEWS, THE
LION OF JUDEA, THE LION OF LIONS; AND NOW HER HOPES WERE BEING FULFILLED, AND HER
HERO HAD APPEARED AT LAST, COMING OUT OF THE LAND OF MYSTERY, WITH HIS
CONQUEROR'S STRIDE, HIS HAUGHTY HEAD, HIS DAGGER EYES, AS MIRIAM SAID. HOW
PROUD IT MADE HER FEEL! AND INSTINCTIVELY, AS IF SHE FEARED THAT THE APPARITION
WOULD VANISH, SHE SLIPPED HER HAND ABOUT AGUIRRE'S ARM, LEANING AGAINST HIM
with caressing humility.

THEY HAD REACHED EUROPA POINT, THE OUTERMOST LIGHTHOUSE OF THE PROMONTORY.
ON AN ESPLANADE SURROUNDED BY MILITARY BUILDINGS THERE WAS A GROUP OF RUDDY
YOUNG MEN, THEIR KHAKI TROUSERS HELD IN PLACE BY LEATHER BRACES AND THEIR ARMS
BARE, KICKING AND DRIVING A HUGE BALL ABOUT. THEY WERE SOLDIERS. THEY STOPPED



THEIR GAME FOR A MOMENT TO LET THE COUPLE PASS. THERE WAS NOT A SINGLE GLANCE
for Luna from this group of strong, clean-living youths, who had been trained to
a cold sexuality by physical fatigue and the cult of brawn.

AS THEY TURNED A CORNER OF THE PROMONTORY THEY CONTINUED THEIR WALK ON THE
eastern side of the cliff. This part was unoccupied; here tempests and the raging
WINDS FROM THE LEVANT CAME TO VENT THEIR FURY. ON THIS SIDE WERE NO OTHER
FORTIFICATIONS THAN THOSE OF THE SUMMIT, ALMOST HIDDEN BY THE CLOUDS WHICH,
COMING FROM THE SEA, ENCOUNTERED THE GIGANTIC RAMPART OF ROCK AND SCALED THE
peaks as if assaulting them.

THE ROAD, HEWN OUT OF THE ROUGH DECLIVITY, MEANDERED THROUGH GARDENS WILD
WITH AFRICAN EXUBERANCE. THE PEAR TREES EXTENDED, LIKE GREEN FENCES, THEIR
serried rows of prickle-laden leaves; the century-plants opened like a profusion
OF BAYONETS, BLACKISH OR SALMON-RED IN COLOR; THE OLD AGAVES SHOT THEIR STALKS
INTO THE AIR STRAIGHT AS MASTS, WHICH WERE TOPPED BY EXTENDED BRANCHES THAT
GAVE THEM THE APPEARANCE OF TELEGRAPH POLES. IN THE MIDST OF THIS WILD
VEGETATION AROSE THE LONELY SUMMER RESIDENCE OF THE GOVERNOR. BEYOND WAS
SOLITUDE, SILENCE, INTERRUPTED ONLY BY THE ROAR OF THE SEA AS IT DISAPPEARED INTO
invisible caves.

SOON THE TWO LOVERS NOTICED, AT A GREAT DISTANCE, SIGNS OF MOTION AMIDST THE
VEGETATION OF THE SLOPE. THE STONES ROLLED DOWN AS IF SOME ONE WERE PUSHING
THEM UNDER HIS HEEL; THE WILD PLANTS BENT UNDER AN IMPULSE OF FLIGHT, AND SHRILL
SOUNDS, AS IF COMING FROM A CHILD BEING MALTREATED, RENT THE AIR. AGUIRRE,
CONCENTRATING HIS ATTENTION, THOUGHT HE SAW SOME GRAY FORMS JUMPING AMID THE
dark verdure.

"THOSE ARE THE MONKEYS OF THE ROCK," SAID LUNA CALMLY, AS SHE HAD SEEN
them many times.

AT THE END OF THE PATH WAS THE FAMOUS CAVE OF THE MONKEYS. NOW AGUIRRE
COULD SEE THEM PLAINLY, AND THEY LOOKED LIKE AGILE, SHAGGY-HAIRED BUNDLES
JUMPING FROM ROCK TO ROCK, SENDING THE LOOSE PEBBLES ROLLING FROM UNDER THEIR
HANDS AND FEET AND SHOWING, AS THEY FLED, THE INFLAMED PROTUBERANCES UNDER



their stiff tails.

BEFORE COMING UP TO THE CAVE OF THE MONKEYS THE TWO LOVERS PAUSED. THE
END OF THE ROAD WAS IN SIGHT A LITTLE FURTHER ALONG ABRUPTLY CUT OFF BY A
PRECIPITOUS PROJECTION OF THE ROCK. AT THE OTHER SIDE, INVISIBLE, WAS THE BAY OF
THE CATALANES WITH ITS TOWN OF FISHERFOLK,—THE ONLY DEPENDENCY OF GIBRALTAR.
THE CLIFF, IN THIS SOLITUDE, ACQUIRED A SAVAGE GRANDEUR. HUMAN BEINGS WERE AS
NOTHING; NATURAL FORCES HERE HAD FREE RANGE, WITH ALL THEIR IMPETUOUS MAJESTY.
FROM THE ROAD COULD BE SEEN THE SEA FAR, FAR BELOW. THE BOATS, DIMINISHED BY
THE DISTANCE, SEEMED LIKE BLACK INSECTS WITH ANTENNAE OF SMOKE, OR WHITE
BUTTERFLIES WITH THEIR WINGS SPREAD. THE WAVES SEEMED ONLY LIGHT CURLS ON THE
immense blue plain.

AGUIRRE WISHED TO GO DOWN AND CONTEMPLATE AT CLOSER RANGE THE GIGANTIC WALL
WHICH THE SEA BEAT AGAINST. A ROUGH, ROCKY PATH LED, IN A STRAIGHT LINE, TO AN
ENTRANCE HEWN OUT OF THE STONE, BACKED BY A RUINED WALL, A HEMISPHERICAL
SENTRY-BOX AND SEVERAL SHANTIES WHOSE ROOFS HAD BEEN CARRIED OFF BY THE
TEMPESTS. THESE WERE THE DÉBRIS OF OLD FORTIFICATIONS,—PERHAPS DATING BACK TO
the time in which the Spaniards had tried to reconquer the place.

AS LUNA DESCENDED, WITH UNCERTAIN STEP, SUPPORTED BY HER LOVER'S HAND AND
SCATTERING PEBBLES AT EVERY TURN, THE MELODIOUS SILENCE OF THE SEA WAS BROKEN
by a reverberating raack! AS IF A HUNDRED FANS HAD BEEN BRUSQUELY OPENED. FOR
A FEW SECONDS EVERYTHING VANISHED FROM BEFORE THEIR EYES; THE BLUE WATERS, THE
RED CRAGS, THE FOAM OF THE BREAKERS,—UNDER A FLYING CLOUD OF GRAYISH WHITE THAT
SPREAD OUT AT THEIR FEET. THIS WAS FORMED BY HUNDREDS OF SEA-GULLS WHO HAD
BEEN FRIGHTENED FROM THEIR PLACE OF REFUGE AND WERE TAKING TO FLIGHT; THERE WERE
OLD, HUGE GULLS, AS FAT AS HENS, YOUNG GULLS, AS WHITE AND GRACEFUL AS DOVES.
THEY FLEW OFF UTTERING SHRILL CRIES, AND AS THIS CLOUD OF FLUTTERING WINGS DISSOLVED,
THERE CAME INTO VIEW WITH ALL ITS GRANDEUR, THE PROMONTORY AND THE DEEP WATERS
that beat against it in ceaseless undulation.

IT WAS NECESSARY TO RAISE ONE'S HEAD AND TO LIFT ONE'S EYES TO BEHOLD IN ALL ITS
HEIGHT THIS FORTRESS OF NATURE, SHEER, GRAY, WITHOUT ANY SIGN OF HUMAN PRESENCE



OTHER THAN THE FLAGSTAFF VISIBLE AT THE SUMMIT, AS SMALL AS A TOY. OVER ALL THE
EXTENSIVE FACE OF THIS ENORMOUS CLIFF THERE WAS NO OTHER PROJECTION THAN SEVERAL
masses of dark vegetation, clumps suspended from the rock. Below, the waves
RECEDED AND ADVANCED, LIKE BLUE BULLS THAT RETREAT A FEW PACES SO AS TO ATTACK
WITH ALL THE GREATER FORCE; AS AN EVIDENCE OF THIS CONTINUOUS ASSAULT, WHICH HAD
BEEN GOING ON FOR CENTURIES AND CENTURIES, THERE WERE THE CREVICES OPENED IN
THE ROCK, THE MOUTHS OF THE CAVES, GATES OF GHOSTLY SUGGESTION AND MYSTERY
THROUGH WHICH THE WAVES PLUNGED WITH TERROR-INSPIRING ROAR. THE DÉBRIS OF THESE
OPENINGS, THE FRAGMENTS OF THE AGELESS ASSAULTS,—LOOSENED CRAGS, PILED UP BY
THE TEMPESTS,—FORMED A CHAIN OF REEFS BETWEEN WHOSE TEETH THE SEA COMBED
its foamy hair or raged with livid frothing on stormy days.

THE LOVERS REMAINED SEATED AMONG THE OLD FORTIFICATIONS, BEHOLDING AT THEIR
FEET THE BLUE IMMENSITY AND BEFORE THEIR EYES THE SEEMINGLY INTERMINABLE WALL
THAT BARRED FROM SIGHT A GREAT PART OF THE HORIZON. PERHAPS ON THE OTHER SIDE OF
THE CLIFF THE GOLD OF THE SUNSET WAS STILL SHINING. ON THIS SIDE ALREADY THE SHADES
OF NIGHT WERE GENTLY FALLING. THE SWEETHEARTS WERE SILENT, OVERWHELMED BY THE
SILENCE OF THE SPOT, UNITED TO EACH OTHER BY AN IMPULSE OF FEAR, CRUSHED BY THEIR
INSIGNIFICANCE IN THE MIDST OF THIS ANNIHILATING VASTNESS, EVEN AS TWO EGYPTIAN
ants in the shadow of the Great Pyramid.

AGUIRRE FELT THE NECESSITY OF SAYING SOMETHING, AND HIS VOICE TOOK ON A GRAVE
CHARACTER, AS IF IN THOSE SURROUNDINGS, IMPREGNATED WITH THE MAJESTY OF NATURE,
it was impossible to speak otherwise.

"I LOVE YOU," HE BEGAN, WITH THE INCONGRUITY OF ONE WHO PASSES WITHOUT
TRANSITION FROM LONG MEDITATION TO THE SPOKEN WORD. "I LOVE YOU, FOR YOU ARE OF
MY RACE AND YET YOU ARE NOT; BECAUSE YOU SPEAK MY LANGUAGE AND YET YOUR
BLOOD IS NOT MY BLOOD. YOU POSSESS THE GRACE AND BEAUTY OF THE SPANISH
WOMAN, YET THERE IS SOMETHING MORE IN YOU,—SOMETHING EXOTIC, THAT SPEAKS TO
ME OF DISTANT LANDS, OF POETIC THINGS, OF UNKNOWN PERFUMES THAT I SEEM TO SMELL
whenever I am near you.... And you, Luna. Why do you love me?"

"I LOVE YOU," SHE REPLIED, AFTER A LONG SILENCE, HER VOICE SOLEMN AND VEILED LIKE



THAT OF AN EMOTIONAL SOPRANO, "I LOVE YOU BECAUSE YOU, TOO, HAVE SOMETHING IN
YOUR FACE THAT RESEMBLES THOSE OF MY RACE, AND YET YOU ARE AS DISTINCT FROM
THEM AS IS THE SERVANT FROM THE MASTER. I LOVE YOU... I DON'T KNOW WHY. IN ME
THERE DWELLS THE SOUL OF THE ANCIENT JEWESSES OF THE DESERT, WHO WENT TO THE
WELL IN THE OASIS WITH THEIR HAIR LET DOWN AND THEIR PITCHERS ON THEIR HEADS. THEN
CAME THE GENTILE STRANGER, WITH HIS CAMELS, BEGGING WATER; SHE LOOKED AT HIM
WITH HER SOLEMN, DEEP EYES, AND AS SHE POURED THE WATER IN BETWEEN HER WHITE
HANDS SHE GAVE HIM HER HEART, HER WHOLE SOUL, AND FOLLOWED HIM LIKE A SLAVE....
YOUR PEOPLE KILLED AND ROBBED MINE; FOR CENTURIES MY FOREFATHERS WEPT IN
STRANGE LANDS THE LOSS OF THEIR NEW ZION, THEIR BEAUTIFUL LAND, THEIR NEST OF
CONSOLATION. I OUGHT TO HATE YOU, BUT I LOVE YOU; I AM YOURS AND WILL FOLLOW YOU
WHEREVER YOU GO." THE BLUE SHADOWS OF THE PROMONTORY BECAME DEEPER. IT
WAS ALMOST NIGHT. THE SEA-GULLS, SHRIEKING, RETIRED TO THEIR HIDING-PLACES IN THE
ROCKS. THE SEA COMMENCED TO DISAPPEAR BENEATH A THIN MIST. THE LIGHTHOUSE OF
EUROPE SHONE LIKE A DIAMOND FROM AFAR IN THE HEAVENS ABOVE THE STRAIT, WHICH
WERE STILL CLEAR. A SWEET SOMNOLENCE SEEMED TO ARISE FROM THE DYING DAY,
ENVELOPING ALL NATURE. THE TWO HUMAN ATOMS, LOST IN THIS IMMENSITY, FELT
THEMSELVES INVADED BY THE UNIVERSAL TREMOR, OBLIVIOUS TO ALL THAT BUT A SHORT TIME
BEFORE HAD CONSTITUTED THEIR LIVES. THEY FORGOT THE PRESENCE OF THE CITY ON THE
OTHER SIDE OF THE MOUNTAIN; THE EXISTENCE OF HUMANITY, OF WHICH THEY WERE
INFINITESIMAL PARTS.... COMPLETELY ALONE, PENETRATING EACH OTHER THROUGH THEIR
PUPILS! THUS, THUS FOREVER! THERE WAS A CRACKLING SOUND IN THE DARK, LIKE DRY
branches creaking before they break.

ALL AT ONCE A RED FLASH SPED THROUGH THE AIR,—SOMETHING STRAIGHT AND RAPID AS
THE FLIGHT OF A FIERY BIRD. THEN THE MOUNTAIN TREMBLED AND THE SEA ECHOED UNDER
a dry thunder. The sunset gun!... A timely boom.

THE TWO SHUDDERED AS THOUGH JUST AWAKENING FROM A DREAM. LUNA, AS IF IN
FLIGHT, RAN DOWN THE PATH IN SEARCH OF THE MAIN ROAD, WITHOUT LISTENING TO
AGUIRRE.... SHE WAS GOING TO GET HOME LATE; SHE WOULD NEVER VISIT THAT SPOT
again. It was dangerous.





T

IV

HE CONSUL WANDERED THROUGH ROYAL STREET, HIS PIPE OUT, HIS GLANCE SAD AND
his cane hanging from his arm. He was depressed. When, during his walking

BACK AND FORTH HE STOPPED INSTINCTIVELY BEFORE KHIAMULL'S SHOP, HE HAD TO PASS
ON. KHIAMULL WAS NOT THERE. BEHIND THE COUNTER WERE ONLY TWO CLERKS, AS
GREENISH IN COMPLEXION AS THEIR EMPLOYER. HIS POOR FRIEND WAS IN THE HOSPITAL, IN
THE HOPE THAT A FEW DAYS OF REST AWAY FROM THE DAMP GLOOM OF THE SHOP WOULD
BE SUFFICIENT TO RELIEVE HIM OF THE COUGH THAT SEEMED TO UNHINGE HIS BODY AND
MAKE HIM THROW UP BLOOD. HE CAME FROM THE LAND OF THE SUN AND NEEDED ITS
divine caress.

AGUIRRE MIGHT HAVE STOPPED AT THE ABOABS' ESTABLISHMENT, BUT HE WAS
SOMEWHAT AFRAID. THE OLD MAN WHIMPERED WITH EMOTION, AS USUAL, WHEN HE
SPOKE TO THE CONSUL, BUT IN HIS KINDLY, PATRIARCHAL GESTURES THERE WAS SOMETHING
NEW THAT SEEMED TO REPEL THE SPANIARD. ZABULON RECEIVED HIM WITH A GRUNT AND
would continue counting money.

FOR FOUR DAYS AGUIRRE HAD NOT SEEN LUNA. THE HOURS THAT HE SPENT AT HIS
WINDOW, VAINLY WATCHING THE HOUSE OF THE ABOABS! NOBODY ON THE ROOF;
NOBODY BEHIND THE BLINDS, AS IF THE HOUSE WERE UNOCCUPIED. SEVERAL TIMES HE
ENCOUNTERED ON THE STREET THE WIFE AND DAUGHTERS OF ZABULON, BUT THEY PASSED
him by pretending not to see him, solemn and haughty in their imposing obesity.

LUNA WAS NO MORE TO BE SEEN THAN AS IF SHE HAD LEFT GIBRALTAR. ONE MORNING
HE THOUGHT HE RECOGNIZED HER DELICATE HAND OPENING THE BLINDS; HE IMAGINED THAT
HE COULD DISTINGUISH, THROUGH THE GREEN STRIPS OF WOOD, THE EBONY CROWN OF HER
HAIR, AND HER LUMINOUS EYES RAISED TOWARD HIM. BUT IT WAS A FLEETING APPARITION
THAT LASTED ONLY A SECOND. WHEN HE TRIED TO MAKE A GESTURE OF ENTREATY, WHEN
he moved his arms imploring her to wait, Luna had already disappeared.



HOW WAS HE TO APPROACH HER, BREAKING THROUGH THE GUARDED ALOOFNESS IN
WHICH JEWISH FAMILIES DWELL? TO WHOM WAS HE TO GO FOR AN EXPLANATION OF THIS
UNEXPECTED CHANGE?... BRAVING THE ICY RECEPTION WITH WHICH THE ABOABS
GREETED HIM, HE ENTERED THEIR PLACE UNDER VARIOUS PRETEXTS. THE PROPRIETORS
RECEIVED HIM WITH FRIGID POLITENESS, AS IF HE WERE AN UNWELCOME CUSTOMER. THE
JEWS WHO CAME IN ON BUSINESS EYED HIM WITH INSOLENT CURIOSITY, AS IF BUT A SHORT
time before they had been discussing him.

ONE MORNING HE SAW, ENGAGED IN CONVERSATION WITH ZABULON, A MAN OF ABOUT
FORTY, OF SHORT STATURE, SOMEWHAT ROUND SHOULDERED WITH SPECTACLES. HE WORE A
HIGH SILK HAT, A LOOSE COAT AND A LARGE GOLDEN CHAIN ACROSS HIS WAISTCOAT. IN A
SOMEWHAT SING-SONG VOICE HE WAS SPEAKING OF THE GREATNESS OF BUENOS AIRES,
OF THE FUTURE THAT AWAITED THOSE OF HIS RACE IN THAT CITY, OF THE GOOD BUSINESS HE
HAD DONE. THE AFFECTIONATE ATTENTION WITH WHICH THE OLD MAN AND HIS SON
LISTENED TO THE MAN SUGGESTED A THOUGHT TO AGUIRRE THAT SENT ALL THE BLOOD TO HIS
HEART, AT THE SAME TIME PRODUCING A CHILL IN THE REST OF HIS BODY. HE SHUDDERED
WITH SURPRISE. COULD IT BE he?... AND AFTER A FEW SECONDS, INSTINCTIVELY, WITHOUT
ANY SOLID GROUNDS, HE HIMSELF GAVE THE ANSWER. YES; IT WAS HE; THERE HAD BEEN
NO MISTAKE. WITHOUT A DOUBT HE BEHELD BEFORE HIM LUNA'S PROMISED HUSBAND,
WHO HAD JUST RETURNED FROM SOUTH AMERICA. AND IF HE STILL HAD ANY DOUBTS AS TO
THE CORRECTNESS OF HIS CONJECTURE, HE WAS STRENGTHENED IN HIS BELIEF BY A RAPID
GLANCE FROM THE MAN,—A COLD, SCORNFUL LOOK THAT WAS CAST UPON HIM FURTIVELY,
while the looker continued to speak with his relatives.

THAT NIGHT HE SAW HIM AGAIN ON ROYAL STREET. HE SAW HIM, BUT NOT ALONE. HE
WAS ARM IN ARM WITH LUNA, WHO WAS DRESSED IN BLACK; LUNA, WHO LEANED UPON
HIM AS IF HE WERE ALREADY HER HUSBAND; THE TWO WALKED ALONG WITH ALL THE
FREEDOM OF JEWISH ENGAGED COUPLES. SHE DID NOT SEE AGUIRRE OR DID NOT WISH TO
SEE HIM. AS SHE PASSED HIM BY SHE TURNED HER HEAD, PRETENDING TO BE
engrossed in conversation with her companion.

AGUIRRE'S FRIENDS, WHO WERE GATHERED IN A GROUP ON THE SIDEWALK BEFORE THE
EXCHANGE, LAUGHED AT THE MEETING, WITH THE LIGHT-HEARTEDNESS OF PERSONS WHO
look upon love only as a pastime.



"FRIEND," SAID ONE OF THEM TO THE SPANIARD, "THEY'VE STOLEN HER AWAY FROM
YOU. THE JEW'S CARRYING HER OFF.... IT COULDN'T HAVE BEEN OTHERWISE. THEY MARRY
only among themselves... and that girl has lots of money."

AGUIRRE DID NOT SLEEP A WINK THAT NIGHT; HE LAY AWAKE PLANNING THE MOST
HORRIBLE DEEDS OF VENGEANCE. IN ANY OTHER COUNTRY HE KNEW WHAT HE WOULD DO;
HE WOULD INSULT THE JEW, SLAP HIM, FIGHT A DUEL, KILL HIM; AND IF THE MAN DID NOT
RESPOND TO SUCH PROVOCATION, HE WOULD PURSUE HIM UNTIL HE LEFT THE FIELD FREE....
BUT HE LIVED HERE IN ANOTHER WORLD; A COUNTRY THAT WAS IGNORANT OF THE KNIGHTLY
PROCEDURE OF ANCIENT PEOPLES. A CHALLENGE TO A DUEL WOULD CAUSE LAUGHTER, LIKE
SOMETHING SILLY AND EXTRAVAGANT. HE COULD, OF COURSE, ATTACK HIS ENEMY RIGHT IN
THE STREET, BRING HIM TO HIS KNEES AND KILL HIM IF HE TRIED TO DEFEND HIMSELF. BUT
AH! ENGLISH JUSTICE DID NOT RECOGNIZE LOVE NOR DID IT ACCEPT THE EXISTENCE OF
CRIMES OF PASSION. YONDER, HALF WAY UP THE SLOPE OF THE MOUNTAIN, IN THE RUINS
OF THE CASTLE THAT HAD BEEN OCCUPIED BY THE MOORISH KINGS OF GIBRALTAR, HE HAD
SEEN THE PRISON, FILLED WITH MEN FROM ALL LANDS, ESPECIALLY SPANIARDS,
INCARCERATED FOR LIFE BECAUSE THEY HAD DRAWN THE PONIARD UNDER THE IMPULSE OF
LOVE OR JEALOUSY, JUST AS THEY WERE ACCUSTOMED TO DOING A FEW METRES FURTHER
ON, AT THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BOUNDARY. THE WHIP WORKED WITH THE AUTHORIZATION
OF THE LAW; MEN LANGUISHED AND DIED TURNING THE WHEEL OF THE PUMP. A COLD,
METHODICAL CRUELTY, A THOUSAND TIMES WORSE THAN THE FANATIC SAVAGERY OF THE
INQUISITION, DEVOURED HUMAN CREATURES, GIVING THEM NOTHING MORE THAN THE EXACT
AMOUNT OF SUSTENANCE NECESSARY TO PROLONG THEIR TORTURE.... NO. THIS WAS
ANOTHER WORLD, WHERE HIS JEALOUSY AND HIS FURY COULD FIND NO VENT. AND HE
WOULD HAVE TO LOSE LUNA WITHOUT A CRY OF PROTEST, WITHOUT A GESTURE OF MANLY
REBELLION!...NOW, UPON BEHOLDING HIMSELF PARTED FROM HER, HE FELT FOR THE FIRST
TIME THE GENUINE IMPORTANCE OF HIS LOVE; A LOVE THAT HAD BEEN BEGUN AS A
PASTIME, THROUGH AN EXOTIC CURIOSITY, AND WHICH WAS SURELY GOING TO UPSET HIS
entire existence... What was he to do?

HE RECALLED THE WORDS OF ONE OF THOSE INHABITANTS OF GIBRALTAR WHO HAD
ACCOMPANIED HIM ON ROYAL STREET,—A STRANGE MIXTURE OF ANDALUSIAN
sluggishness and British apathy.



"TAKE MY WORD FOR IT, FRIEND, THE CHIEF RABBI AND THOSE OF THE SYNAGOGUE HAVE
A HAND IN THIS. YOU WERE SCANDALIZING THEM; EVERYBODY SAW YOU MAKING LOVE IN
PUBLIC. YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW IMPORTANT ONE OF THESE FELLOWS IS. THEY ENTER THE
HOMES OF THE FAITHFUL AND RUN EVERYTHING, GIVING OUT ORDERS THAT NOBODY DARES TO
disobey."

THE FOLLOWING DAY AGUIRRE DID NOT LEAVE HIS STREET, AND EITHER WALKED UP AND
DOWN IN FRONT OF THE ABOABS' HOUSE OR STOOD MOTIONLESS AT THE ENTRANCE TO HIS
HOTEL, WITHOUT LOSING SIGHT FOR A MOMENT OF LUNA'S DWELLING. PERHAPS SHE WOULD
COME OUT! AFTER THE MEETING OF THE PREVIOUS DAY SHE MUST HAVE LOST HER FEAR.
THEY MUST HAVE A TALK. HERE IT WAS THREE MONTHS SINCE HE HAD COME TO
GIBRALTAR, FORGETTING HIS CAREER, IN DANGER OF RUINING IT, ABUSING THE INFLUENCE OF
HIS RELATIVES. AND WAS HE GOING TO LEAVE THAT WOMAN WITHOUT EXCHANGING A FINAL
word, without knowing the cause for the sudden overturn?...

TOWARD NIGHT-FALL AGUIRRE EXPERIENCED A STRANGE SHUDDER OF EMOTION, SIMILAR
TO THAT WHICH HE HAD FELT IN THE BROKERS' SHOP UPON BEHOLDING THE JEW THAT HAD
JUST RETURNED FROM SOUTH AMERICA. A WOMAN CAME OUT OF THE ABOABS' HOUSE;
she was dressed in black. It was Luna, just as he had seen her the day before.

SHE TURNED HER HEAD SLOWLY AND AGUIRRE UNDERSTOOD THAT SHE HAD SEEN HIM,—
THAT PERHAPS SHE HAD BEEN WATCHING HIM FOR A LONG TIME HIDDEN BEHIND THE
BLINDS. SHE BEGAN TO WALK HASTILY, WITHOUT TURNING HER HEAD, AND AGUIRRE
FOLLOWED HER AT A CERTAIN DISTANCE, ON THE OPPOSITE SIDEWALK, JOSTLING THROUGH
THE GROUPS OF SPANISH WORKMEN WHO, WITH THEIR BUNDLES IN THEIR HANDS, WERE
RETURNING FROM THE ARSENAL TO THE TOWN OF LA LÍNEA, BEFORE THE SUNSET GUN
SHOULD SOUND AND THE PLACE BE CLOSED. THUS HE SHADOWED HER ALONG ROYAL
STREET, AND AS SHE ARRIVED AT THE EXCHANGE, LUNA CONTINUED BY WAY OF CHURCH
STREET, PASSING BY THE CATHOLIC CATHEDRAL. HERE THERE WERE LESS PEOPLE ABOUT
AND THE SHOPS WERE FEWER; EXCEPT AT THE CORNERS OF THE LANES WHERE THERE WERE
SMALL GROUPS OF MEN THAT HAD FORMED ON COMING FROM WORK. AGUIRRE QUICKENED
HIS GAIT SO AS TO CATCH UP WITH LUNA, WHILE SHE, AS IF SHE HAD GUESSED HIS
INTENTION, SLACKENED HER STEP. AS THEY REACHED THE REAR OF THE PROTESTANT
church, near the opening called Cathedral Square, the two met.



"Luna! Luna!..."

SHE TURNED HER GLANCE UPON AGUIRRE, AND THEN INSTINCTIVELY THEY MADE FOR THE
END OF THE SQUARE, FLEEING FROM THE PUBLICITY OF THE STREET. THEY CAME TO THE
MOORISH ARCADES OF THE EVANGELIST TEMPLE, WHOSE COLORS WERE BEGINNING TO
GROW PALE, VANISHING INTO THE SHADE OF DUSK. BEFORE EITHER OF THEM COULD UTTER A
WORD THEY WERE ENVELOPED IN A WAVE OF SOFT MELODY,—MUSIC THAT SEEMED TO
COME FROM AFAR, STRAY CHORDS FROM THE ORGAN, THE VOICES OF VIRGINS AND CHILDREN
who were chanting in English with bird-like notes the glory of the Lord.

AGUIRRE WAS AT A LOSS FOR WORDS. ALL HIS ANGRY THOUGHTS WERE FORGOTTEN. HE FELT
LIKE CRYING, LIKE KNEELING AND BEGGING SOMETHING OF THAT GOD, WHOEVER HE MIGHT
BE, WHO WAS AT THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WALLS, LULLED BY THE HYMN FROM THE THROAT OF
the mystic birds with firm and virginal voices:

"Luna!... Luna!"

HE COULD SAY NOTHING ELSE, BUT THE JEWESS, STRONGER THAN HE AND LESS SENSITIVE
TO THAT MUSIC WHICH WAS NOT HERS, SPOKE TO HIM IN A LOW AND HURRIED VOICE. SHE
HAD STOLEN OUT JUST TO SEE HIM; SHE MUST TALK WITH HIM, SAY GOOD-BYE. IT WAS THE
last time they would meet.

AGUIRRE HEARD HER WITHOUT FULLY UNDERSTANDING HER WORDS. ALL HIS ATTENTION WAS
CONCENTRATED UPON HER EYES, AS IF THE FIVE DAYS IN WHICH THEY HAD NOT MET WERE
THE SAME AS A LONG VOYAGE, AND AS IF HE WERE SEEKING IN LUNA'S COUNTENANCE
SOME EFFECT OF THE EXTENDED LAPSE OF TIME THAT HAD INTERVENED. WAS SHE THE
SAME?... YES IT WAS SHE. BUT HER LIPS WERE SOMEWHAT PALE WITH EMOTION; SHE
PRESSED HER LIDS TIGHTLY TOGETHER AS IF EVERY WORD COST HER A PRODIGIOUS EFFORT, AS
IF EVERY ONE OF THEM TORE OUT PART OF HER SOUL. HER LASHES, AS THEY MET, REVEALED
IN THE CORNER OF HER EYES LINES THAT SEEMED TO INDICATE FATIGUE, RECENT TEARS,
sudden age.

THE SPANIARD WAS AT LAST ABLE TO UNDERSTAND WHAT SHE WAS SAYING. BUT WAS IT
ALL TRUE?... TO PART! WHY? WHY?... AND AS HE STRETCHED HIS ARMS OUT TO HER IN
THE VEHEMENCE OF HIS ENTREATY LUNA BECAME PALER STILL, HUDDLING TOGETHER



timidly, her eyes dilated with fear.

IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE FOR THEIR LOVE TO CONTINUE. SHE MUST LOOK UPON ALL THE PAST
AS A BEAUTIFUL DREAM; PERHAPS THE BEST OF HER LIFE... BUT THE MOMENT OF WAKING
HAD COME. SHE WAS MARRYING, THUS FULFILLING HER DUTY TOWARD HER FAMILY AND HER
RACE. THE PAST HAD BEEN A WILD ESCAPADE, A CHILDISH FLIGHT OF HER EXALTED AND
ROMANTIC NATURE. THE WISE MEN OF HER PEOPLE HAD CLEARLY POINTED OUT TO HER THE
DANGEROUS CONSEQUENCES OF SUCH FRIVOLITY. SHE MUST FOLLOW HER DESTINY AND BE
AS HER MOTHER HAD BEEN,—LIKE ALL THE WOMEN OF HER BLOOD. UPON THE FOLLOWING
DAY SHE WAS GOING TO TANGIER WITH HER PROMISED HUSBAND, ISAAC NUÑEZ. HE
HIMSELF AND HER RELATIVES HAD COUNSELLED HER TO HAVE ONE LAST INTERVIEW WITH THE
SPANIARD, SO AS TO PUT AN END TO AN EQUIVOCAL SITUATION THAT MIGHT COMPROMISE
THE HONOR OF A GOOD MERCHANT AND DESTROY THE TRANQUILITY OF A PEACEFUL MAN.
THEY WOULD MARRY AT TANGIER, WHERE HER FIANCÉ'S FAMILY LIVED; PERHAPS THEY
WOULD REMAIN THERE; PERHAPS THEY WOULD JOURNEY TO SOUTH AMERICA AND RESUME
BUSINESS THERE. AT ANY RATE, THEIR LOVE, THEIR SWEET ADVENTURE, THEIR DIVINE
dream, was ended forever.

"FOREVER!" MURMURED LUIS IN A MUFFLED VOICE. "SAY IT AGAIN. I HEAR IT FROM YOUR
lips, yet I can't believe my ears. Say it once more. I wish to make sure."

HIS VOICE WAS FILLED WITH SUPPLICATION BUT AT THE SAME TIME HIS CLENCHED HAND
AND HIS THREATENING GLANCE TERRIFIED LUNA, WHO OPENED HER EYES WIDE AND
PRESSED HER LIPS TIGHTLY TOGETHER, AS IF RESTRAINING A SOB. THE JEWESS SEEMED TO
grow old in the shadows.

THE FIERY BIRD OF TWILIGHT FLASHED THROUGH THE AIR WITH ITS FLUTTERING OF RED WINGS.
CLOSELY FOLLOWING CAME A THUNDERCLAP THAT MADE THE HOUSES AND GROUND
TREMBLE.... THE SUNSET GUN! AGUIRRE, IN HIS AGONY, COULD SEE IN HIS MIND'S EYE A
HIGH WALL OF CRAGS, FLYING GULLS, THE FOAMY, ROARING SEA, A MISTY EVENING LIGHT, THE
same as that which now enveloped them.

"Do you remember, Luna? Do you remember?"...

THE ROLL OF DRUMS SOUNDED FROM A NEAR-BY STREET, ACCOMPANIED BY THE SHRILL



NOTES OF THE FIFE AND THE DEEP BOOM OF THE BASS DRUM, DROWNING WITH ITS
BELLIGERENT SOUND THE MYSTIC, ETHEREAL CHANTS THAT SEEMED TO FILTER THROUGH THE
WALLS OF THE TEMPLE. IT WAS THE EVENING PATROL ON ITS WAY TO CLOSE THE GATES OF
THE TOWN. THE SOLDIERS, CLAD IN UNIFORMS OF GREYISH YELLOW, MARCHED BY, IN TIME
WITH THE TUNE FROM THEIR INSTRUMENTS, WHILE ABOVE THEIR CLOTH HELMETS WAVED THE
ARMS OF THE GYMNAST WHO WAS DEAFENING THE STREET WITH HIS BLOWS UPON THE
drum head.

THE TWO WAITED FOR THE NOISY PATROL TO PASS. AS THE SOLDIERS DISAPPEARED IN
THE DISTANCE THE MELODIES FROM THE CELESTIAL CHOIR INSIDE THE CHURCH RETURNED
slowly to the ears of the listeners.

THE SPANIARD WAS ABJECT, IMPLORING, PASSING FROM HIS THREATENING ATTITUDE TO
one of humble supplication.

"LUNA... LUNITA! WHAT YOU SAY IS NOT TRUE. IT CANNOT BE. TO SEPARATE LIKE THIS?
DON'T LISTEN TO ANY OF THEM. FOLLOW THE DICTATES OF YOUR HEART. THERE IS STILL A
CHANCE FOR US TO BE HAPPY. INSTEAD OF GOING OFF WITH THAT MAN WHOM YOU DO NOT
love, whom you surely cannot love, flee with me."

"NO," SHE REPLIED FIRMLY, CLOSING HER EYES AS THOUGH SHE FEARED TO WEAKEN IF
SHE LOOKED AT HIM. "NO. THAT IS IMPOSSIBLE. YOUR GOD IS NOT MY GOD. YOUR
people, not my people."

IN THE CATHOLIC CATHEDRAL, NEAR BY, BUT OUT OF SIGHT, THE BELL RANG WITH A SLOW,
INFINITELY MELANCHOLY REVERBERATION. WITHIN THE PROTESTANT CHURCH THE CHOIR OF
VIRGINS WAS BEGINNING A NEW HYMN, LIKE A FLOCK OF JOYOUS BIRDS WINGING ABOUT
THE ORGAN. AFAR, GRADUALLY BECOMING FAINTER AND FAINTER AND LOSING ITSELF IN THE
STREETS THAT WERE COVERED BY THE SHADOWS OF NIGHT, SOUNDED THE THUNDER OF THE
PATROL AND THE PLAYFUL LISPING OF THE FIFES, HYMNING THE UNIVERSAL POWER OF
England to the tune of circus music.

"YOUR GOD! YOUR PEOPLE!" EXCLAIMED THE SPANIARD SADLY. "HERE, WHERE THERE
are so many Gods! Here, where everybody is of your people!... Forget all that.
We are all equals in life. There is only one truth: Love."



"DING, DONG!" GROANED THE BELL ALOFT IN THE CATHOLIC CATHEDRAL, WEEPING THE
DEATH OF DAY. "LEAD KINDLY LIGHT!" SANG THE VOICES OF THE VIRGINS AND THE
CHILDREN IN THE PROTESTANT TEMPLE, RESOUNDING THROUGH THE TWILIGHT SILENCE OF THE
square.

"NO," ANSWERED LUNA HARSHLY, WITH AN EXPRESSION THAT AGUIRRE HAD NEVER SEEN
IN HER BEFORE; SHE SEEMED TO BE ANOTHER WOMAN. "NO. YOU HAVE A LAND, YOU
HAVE A NATION, AND YOU MAY WELL LAUGH AT RACES AND RELIGIONS, PLACING LOVE
ABOVE THEM. WE, ON THE OTHER HAND, WHEREVER WE MAY BE BORN, AND HOWEVER
MUCH THE LAWS MAY PROCLAIM US THE EQUALS OF OTHERS, ARE ALWAYS CALLED JEWS,
AND JEWS WE MUST REMAIN, WHETHER WE WILL OR NO. OUR LAND, OUR NATION, OUR
ONLY BANNER, IS THE RELIGION OF OUR ANCESTORS. AND YOU ASK ME TO DESERT IT,—TO
abandon my people?... Sheer madness!"

Aguirre listened to her in amazement.

"LUNA, I DON'T RECOGNIZE YOU.... LUNA, LUNITA, YOU ARE ANOTHER WOMAN
ALTOGETHER.... DO YOU KNOW WHAT I'M THINKING OF AT THIS MOMENT? I'M THINKING OF
your mother, whom I did not know."

He recalled those nights of cruel uncertainty, when Luna's mother tore her jet-
BLACK HAIR BEFORE THE BED IN WHICH HER CHILD LAY GASPING; HOW SHE TRIED TO
DECEIVE THE DEMON, THE HATED Huerco, WHO CAME TO ROB HER OF HER BELOVED
daughter.

"AH! I, TOO, LUNA, FEEL THE SIMPLE FAITH OF YOUR MOTHER,—HER INNOCENT
CREDULITY. LOVE AND DESPAIR SIMPLIFY OUR SOULS AND REMOVE FROM THEM THE PROUD
TINSEL WITH WHICH WE CLOTHE THEM IN MOMENTS OF HAPPINESS AND PRIDE; LOVE AND
DESPAIR RENDER US BY THEIR MYSTERY, TIMID AND RESPECTFUL, LIKE THE SIMPLEST OF
creatures. I feel what your poor mother felt during those nights. I shudder at the
presence of the Huerco IN OUR MIDST. PERHAPS IT'S THAT OLD FELLOW WITH THE GOAT'S
WHISKERS WHO IS AT THE HEAD OF YOUR PEOPLE HERE; ALL OF YOU ARE A MATERIALISTIC
SORT, WITHOUT IMAGINATION, INCAPABLE OF KNOWING TRUE LOVE; IT SEEMS IMPOSSIBLE
THAT YOU CAN BE ONE OF THEM.... YOU, LUNA! YOU! DON'T LAUGH AT WHAT I SAY. BUT
I FEEL A STRONG DESIRE TO KNEEL DOWN HERE BEFORE YOU, TO STRETCH OUT UPON THE



GROUND AND CRY: 'Huerco, WHAT DO YOU WISH? HAVE YOU COME TO CARRY OFF MY
LUNA?... LUNA IS NOT HERE. SHE HAS GONE FOREVER. THIS WOMAN HERE IS MY
BELOVED, MY WIFE. SHE HAS NO NAME YET, BUT I'LL GIVE HER ONE.' AND TO SEIZE YOU
IN MY ARMS, AS YOUR MOTHER DID, TO DEFEND YOU AGAINST THE BLACK DEMON, AND
THEN TO SEE YOU SAVED, AND MINE FOREVER; TO CONFIRM YOUR NEW NAME WITH MY
CARESSES, AND TO CALL YOU... MY ONLY ONE, YES, MY ONLY ONE. DO YOU LIKE THE
name?... Let our lives be lived together, with the whole world as our home."

SHE SHOOK HER HEAD SADLY. VERY BEAUTIFUL. ONE DREAM MORE. A FEW DAYS
EARLIER THESE WORDS WOULD HAVE MOVED HER AND WOULD HAVE MADE HER WEEP.
BUT NOW!... AND WITH CRUEL INSISTENCE SHE REPEATED "NO, NO. MY GOD IS NOT
YOUR GOD. MY RACE IS NOT YOUR RACE. WHY SHOULD WE PERSIST IN ATTEMPTING THE
impossible?..."

WHEN HER PEOPLE HAD SPOKEN INDIGNANTLY ABOUT THE LOVE AFFAIR THAT WAS BEING
BRUITED ALL ABOUT TOWN; WHEN THE SPIRITUAL HEAD OF HER COMMUNITY CAME TO HER
WITH THE IRE OF AN ANCIENT PROPHET; WHEN ACCIDENT, OR PERHAPS THE WARNING OF A
FELLOW JEW, HAD BROUGHT ABOUT THE RETURN OF HER BETROTHED, ISAAC NUÑEZ, LUNA
FELT AWAKING WITHIN HER SOMETHING THAT HAD UP TO THAT TIME LAIN DORMANT. THE
DREGS OF OLD BELIEFS, HATREDS AND HOPES WERE STIRRED IN THE VERY DEPTHS OF HER
THOUGHT, CHANGING HER AFFECTIONS AND IMPOSING NEW DUTIES. SHE WAS A JEWESS
AND WOULD REMAIN FAITHFUL TO HER RACE. SHE WOULD NOT GO TO LOSE HERSELF IN
BARREN ISOLATION AMONG STRANGE PERSONS WHO HATED THE JEW THROUGH INHERITED
INSTINCT. AMONG HER OWN KIND SHE WOULD ENJOY THE INFLUENCE OF THE WIFE THAT IS
LISTENED TO IN ALL FAMILY COUNCILS, AND WHEN SHE WOULD BECOME OLD, HER CHILDREN
WOULD SURROUND HER WITH A RELIGIOUS VENERATION. SHE DID NOT FEEL STRONG ENOUGH
TO SUFFER THE HATRED AND SUSPICION OF THAT HOSTILE WORLD INTO WHICH LOVE WAS
TRYING TO DRAG HER,—A WORLD THAT HAD PRESENTED HER PEOPLE ONLY WITH TORTURES
AND INDIGNITIES. SHE WISHED TO BE LOYAL TO HER RACE, TO CONTINUE THE DEFENSIVE
march that her nation was realizing across centuries of persecution.

SOON SHE WAS INSPIRED WITH COMPASSION AT THE DEJECTION OF HER FORMER
SWEETHEART, AND SHE SPOKE TO HIM MORE GENTLY. SHE COULD NO LONGER FEIGN
CALMNESS OR INDIFFERENCE. DID HE THINK THAT SHE COULD EVER FORGET HIM? AH!



THOSE DAYS HAD BEEN THE SWEETEST IN ALL HER EXISTENCE; THE ROMANCE OF HER LIFE,
THE BLUE FLOWER THAT ALL WOMEN, EVEN THE MOST ORDINARY, CARRY WITHIN THEIR
memories like a breath of poesy.

"DO YOU IMAGINE THAT I DON'T KNOW WHAT MY LOT IS GOING TO BE LIKE?... YOU
were the unexpected, the sweet disturbance that beautifies life, the happiness of
LOVE WHICH FINDS JOY IN ALL THAT SURROUNDS IT AND NEVER GIVES THOUGHT TO THE
MORROW. YOU ARE A MAN THAT STANDS OUT FROM ALL THE REST; I KNOW THAT. I'LL MANY,
I'LL HAVE MANY CHILDREN,—MANY!—FOR OUR RACE IS INEXHAUSTIBLE, AND AT NIGHT MY
HUSBAND WILL TALK TO ME FOR HOUR AFTER HOUR ABOUT WHAT WE EARNED DURING THE
DAY. YOU... YOU ARE DIFFERENT. PERHAPS I WOULD HAVE HAD TO SUFFER, TO BE ON MY
guard lest I'd lose you, but with all that you are happiness, you are illusion."

"YES, I AM ALL THAT," SAID AGUIRRE "I AM ALL THAT BECAUSE I LOVE YOU.... DO YOU
REALIZE WHAT YOU ARE DOING, LUNA? IT IS AS IF THEY LAID THOUSANDS AND THOUSANDS
OF SILVER POUNDS UPON THE COUNTER BEFORE ZABULON, AND HE TURNED HIS BACK UPON
THEM, SCORNING THEM AND PREFERRING THE SYNAGOGUE. DO YOU BELIEVE SUCH A THING
POSSIBLE?... VERY WELL, THEN. LOVE IS A FORTUNE. IT IS LIKE BEAUTY, RICHES, POWER;
ALL WHO ARE BORN HAVE A CHANCE OF ACQUIRING ONE OF THESE BOONS, BUT VERY FEW
ACTUALLY ATTAIN TO THEM. ALL LIVE AND DIE BELIEVING THAT THEY HAVE KNOWN LOVE,
THINKING IT A COMMON THING, BECAUSE THEY CONFUSE IT WITH ANIMAL SATISFACTION; BUT
LOVE IS A PRIVILEGE, LOVE IS A LOTTERY OF FATE, LIKE WEALTH, LIKE BEAUTY, WHICH ONLY A
SMALL MINORITY ENJOY.... AND WHEN LOVE COMES MORE THAN HALF WAY TO MEET YOU,
LUNA, LUNITA,—WHEN FATE PLACES HAPPINESS RIGHT IN YOUR HANDS, YOU TURN YOUR
BACK UPON IT AND WALK OFF!... CONSIDER IT WELL! THERE IS YET TIME! TODAY, AS I
WALKED ALONG ROYAL STREET I SAW THE SHIP NOTICES. TOMORROW THERE'S A BOAT
SAILING FOR PORT SAID. COURAGE! LET US FLEE!... WE'LL WAIT THERE FOR A BOAT TO TAKE
us to Australia."

LUNA RAISED HER HEAD PROUDLY. FAREWELL TO HER LOOK OF COMPASSION! FAREWELL
TO THE MELANCHOLY MOOD IN WHICH SHE HAD LISTENED TO THE YOUTH!... HER EYES
shone with a steely glance; her voice was cruel and concise.

"Goodnight!"



AND SHE TURNED HER BACK UPON HIM, BEGINNING TO WALK AS IF TAKING FLIGHT.
Aguirre hastened after her, soon reaching her side.

"AND THAT'S HOW YOU LEAVE ME!" HE EXCLAIMED. "LIKE THIS, NEVER TO MEET
again... Can a love that was our very life end in such a manner?..."

THE HYMN HAD CEASED IN THE EVANGELICAL TEMPLE; THE CATHOLIC BELL WAS SILENT;
THE MILITARY MUSIC HAD DIED OUT AT THE OTHER END OF THE TOWN. A PAINFUL SILENCE
ENVELOPED THE TWO LOVERS. TO AGUIRRE IT SEEMED AS IF THE WORLD WERE DESERTED,
AS IF THE LIGHT HAD DIED FOREVER, AND THAT IN THE MIDST OF THE CHAOS AND THE ETERNAL
darkness he and she were the only living creatures.

"At least give me your hand; let me feel it in mine for the last time.... Don't you
care to?"

SHE SEEMED TO HESITATE, BUT FINALLY EXTENDED HER RIGHT HAND. HOW LIFELESS IT
was! How icy!

"Good-bye, Luis," she said curtly, turning her eyes away so as not to see him.

SHE SPOKE MORE, HOWEVER. SHE FELT THAT IMPULSE OF GIVING CONSOLATION WHICH
animates all women at times of great grief. He must not despair. Life held sweet
hopes in store for him. He was going to see the world; he was still young....

AGUIRRE SPOKE FROM BETWEEN CLENCHED TEETH, TO HIMSELF, AS IF HE HAD GONE
MAD. YOUNG! AS IF GRIEF PAID ATTENTION TO AGES! A WEEK BEFORE HE HAD BEEN
thirty years old; now he felt as old as the world.

LUNA MADE AN EFFORT TO RELEASE HERSELF, TREMBLING FOR HERSELF, UNCERTAIN OF HER
will power.

"Good-bye! Good-bye!"

THIS TIME SHE REALLY DEPARTED, AND HE ALLOWED HER TO LEAVE, LACKING THE
strength with which to follow her.

AGUIRRE PASSED A SLEEPLESS NIGHT, SEATED AT THE EDGE OF HIS BED, GAZING WITH



STUPID FIXITY AT THE DESIGNS UPON THE WALL-PAPER. TO THINK THAT THIS COULD HAVE
HAPPENED! AND HE, NO STRONGER THAN A MERE CHILD, HAD PERMITTED HER TO LEAVE
him forever!... Several times he was surprised to catch himself speaking aloud.

"No. No. It cannot be.... It shall not be!"

THE LIGHT WENT OUT, OF ITS OWN ACCORD, AND AGUIRRE CONTINUED TO SOLILOQUIZE,
WITHOUT KNOWING WHAT HE WAS SAYING. "IT SHALL NOT BE! IT SHALL NOT BE!" HE
MURMURED EMPHATICALLY. BUT PASSING FROM RAGE TO DESPAIR HE ASKED HIMSELF
what he could do to retain her, to end his torture.

NOTHING! HIS MISFORTUNE WAS IRREPARABLE. THEY WERE GOING TO RESUME THE
COURSE OF THEIR LIVES, EACH ON A DIFFERENT ROAD; THEY WERE GOING TO EMBARK ON
THE FOLLOWING DAY, EACH TO AN OPPOSITE POLE OF THE EARTH, AND EACH WOULD CARRY
AWAY NOTHING OF THE OTHER, SAVE A MEMORY; AND THIS MEMORY, UNDER THE TOOTH OF
TIME, WOULD BECOME EVER SMALLER, MORE FRAGILE, MORE DELICATE. AND THIS WAS THE
END OF SUCH A GREAT LOVE! THIS WAS THE FINALE OF A PASSION THAT HAD BEEN BORN TO
FILL AN ENTIRE EXISTENCE! AND THE EARTH DID NOT TREMBLE, AND NOBODY WAS MOVED,
AND THE WORLD IGNORED THIS GREAT SORROW, EVEN AS IT WOULD IGNORE THE
misfortunes of a pair of ants. Ah! Misery!...

HE WOULD ROAM ABOUT THE WORLD CARRYING HIS RECOLLECTIONS WITH HIM, AND
PERHAPS SOME DAY HE WOULD COME TO FORGET THEM, FOR ONE CAN LIVE ONLY BY
FORGETTING; BUT WHEN HIS GRIEF SHOULD DISSOLVE WITH THE YEARS HE WOULD BE LEFT AN
EMPTY MAN, LIKE A SMILING AUTOMATON, INCAPABLE OF ANY AFFECTIONS OTHER THAN
MATERIAL ONES. AND THUS HE WOULD GO ON LIVING UNTIL HE SHOULD GROW OLD AND DIE.
AND SHE, THE BEAUTIFUL CREATURE, WHO SEEMED TO SCATTER MUSIC AND INCENSE AT
EVERY STEP,—THE INCOMPARABLE ONE, THE ONLY ONE,—WOULD LIKEWISE GROW OLD,
FAR FROM HIS SIDE. SHE WOULD BE ONE MORE JEWISH WIFE, AN EXCELLENT MOTHER OF A
FAMILY, GROWN STOUT FROM DOMESTIC LIFE, FLABBY AND SHAPELESS FROM THE
PRODUCTIVITY OF HER RACE, WITH A BROOD OF CHILDREN ABOUT HER, PREOCCUPIED AT ALL
HOURS WITH THE EARNINGS OF THE FAMILY, A FULL MOON, CUMBROUS, YELLOW, WITHOUT
THE SLIGHTEST RESEMBLANCE TO THE SPRINGTIME STAR THAT HAD ILLUMINATED THE FLEETING
AND BEST MOMENTS OF HIS LIFE. WHAT A JEST OF FATE!... FAREWELL FOREVER, LUNA!...



No, not Luna. Farewell, Horabuena!

ON THE NEXT DAY HE TOOK PASSAGE ON THE SHIP THAT WAS LEAVING FOR PORT SAID.
WHAT WAS THERE FOR HIM TO DO IN GIBRALTAR?... IT HAD BEEN FOR THREE MONTHS A
PARADISE, AT THE SIDE OF THE WOMAN WHO BEAUTIFIED HIS EXISTENCE; NOW IT WAS AN
INTOLERABLE CITY, CRAMPED AND MONOTONOUS; A DESERTED CASTLE; A DAMP, DARK
PRISON. HE TELEGRAPHED TO HIS UNCLE, INFORMING HIM OF HIS DEPARTURE. THE VESSEL
WOULD WEIGH ANCHOR AT NIGHT, AFTER THE SUNSET GUN, WHEN IT HAD TAKEN ON ITS
supply of coal.

THE HOTEL PEOPLE BROUGHT HIM NEWS. KHIAMULL HAD DIED AT THE HOSPITAL, IN THE
FULL POSSESSION OF HIS MENTAL FACULTIES AS IS CHARACTERISTIC OF CONSUMPTIVES, AND
HAD SPOKEN OF THE DISTANT LAND OF THE SUN, OF ITS VIRGINS, DARK AND SLENDER AS
bronze statues, crowned with the lotus flower. A hemorrhage had put an end to
HIS HOPES. ALL THE TOWN WAS TALKING ABOUT HIS BURIAL. HIS COMPATRIOTS, THE HINDU
shopkeepers, had sent a delegation to the governor and made arrangements for
THE FUNERAL RITES. THEY WERE GOING TO CREMATE THE BODY ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF THE
TOWN, ON THE BEACH THAT FACED THE EAST. HIS REMAINS MUST NOT ROT IN IMPURE SOIL.
THE ENGLISH GOVERNOR, DEFERENT TOWARD THE CREEDS OF HIS VARIOUS SUBJECTS,
PRESENTED THEM WITH THE NECESSARY WOOD. AT NIGHT-FALL THEY WOULD DIG A HOLLOW
ON THE BEACH, FILL IT WITH SHAVINGS AND FAGGOTS; THEN THEY WOULD PUT IN LARGE LOGS,
AND THE CORPSE; ON TOP OF THIS, MORE WOOD, AND AFTER THE PYRE HAD CEASED TO
BURN FOR LACK OF FUEL KHIAMULL'S RELIGIOUS BRETHREN WOULD GATHER THE ASHES AND
bear them off in a boat to scatter them at sea.

AGUIRRE LISTENED COLDLY TO THESE DETAILS. HAPPY KHIAMULL, WHO WAS DEPARTING
THUS! FIRE, PLENTY OF FIRE! WOULD THAT HE COULD BURN THE TOWN, AND THE NEAR-BY
lands, and finally the whole world!...

AT TEN O'CLOCK THE TRANSATLANTIC LINER RAISED ANCHOR. THE SPANIARD, LEANING OVER
THE RAIL, SAW THE BLACK MOUNTAIN AND THE HUGE ROCK, ITS BASE SPECKLED WITH
ROWS OF LIGHTS, GROW SMALL AS IF SINKING INTO THE HORIZON. ITS OBSCURE RIDGE WAS
SILHOUETTED AGAINST THE SKY LIKE A CROUCHING MONSTER TOYING WITH A SWARM OF
stars between its paws.



THE VESSEL ROUNDED EUROPA POINT AND THE LIGHTS DISAPPEARED. NOW THE CLIFF
WAS VISIBLE FROM ITS EASTERN FACE, BLACK, IMPOSING, BARE, WITH NO OTHER LIGHT THAN
that of the lighthouse at its extreme end.

SUDDENLY A NEW LIGHT AROSE,—A RED LINE, A PERPENDICULAR FLAME,—AT THE FOOT
OF THE MOUNTAIN, AS IF IT CAME OUT OF THE SEA. AGUIRRE GUESSED WHAT IT WAS. POOR
KHIAMULL! THE FLAMES WERE BEGINNING TO CONSUME HIS BODY UPON THE BEACH.
THE BRONZE-FACED MEN WERE AT THIS MOMENT GATHERED ABOUT THE PYRE, LIKE
PRIESTS OF A REMOTE CIVILIZATION, HASTENING THE DISPOSAL OF THEIR COMPANION'S
remains.

FAREWELL, KHIAMULL! HE HAD DIED WITH HIS HOPE PLACED IN THE ORIENT,—THE
LAND OF LOVE AND PERFUMES, THE ABODE OF DELIGHTS,—WITHOUT HAVING BEEN ABLE TO
REALIZE HIS DREAMS. AND HERE WAS AGUIRRE TRAVELING THITHER WITH AN EMPTY HEART,
A PARALYZED SOUL, WEARIED AND BEREFT OF STRENGTH, AS IF HE HAD JUST EMERGED FROM
the most terrible of ordeals.

"FAREWELL, MELANCHOLY AND GENTLE HINDU, POOR POET WHO DREAMED OF LIGHT AND
LOVE AS YOU SOLD YOUR TRINKETS IN THAT DAMP HOLE!..." HIS REMAINS, PURIFIED BY
FLAME, WERE GOING TO BE LOST IN THE BOSOM OF THE GREAT MOTHER. PERHAPS HIS
DELICATE, BIRD-LIKE SOUL WOULD SURVIVE IN THE SEA-GULLS THAT FLUTTERED ABOUT THE
CLIFF; PERHAPS HE WOULD SING IN THE ROARING FOAM OF THE SUBMARINE CAVERNS, AS AN
ACCOMPANIMENT TO THE VOWS OF OTHER LOVERS WHO WOULD COME THERE IN THEIR
TURN, ON THE IMPULSE OF THE DECEPTIVE ILLUSION, THE SWEET LIE OF LOVE THAT GIVES US
new strength to continue on our way.

END





" I

THE TOAD

WAS SPENDING THE SUMMER AT NAZARET," SAID MY FRIEND ORDUNA, "A LITTLE
FISHERMEN'S TOWN NEAR VALENCIA. THE WOMEN WENT TO THE CITY TO SELL THE

FISH, THE MEN SAILED ABOUT IN THEIR BOATS WITH TRIANGULAR SAILS, OR TUGGED AT THEIR
NETS ON THE BEACH; WE SUMMER VACATIONISTS SPENT THE DAY SLEEPING AND THE NIGHT
AT THE DOORS OF OUR HOUSES, CONTEMPLATING THE PHOSPHORESCENCE OF THE WAVES
OR SLAPPING OURSELVES HERE AND THERE WHENEVER WE HEARD THE BUZZ OF A
mosquito,—that scourge of our resting hours.

"THE DOCTOR, A HARDY AND GENIAL OLD FELLOW, WOULD COME AND SIT DOWN UNDER
THE BOWER BEFORE MY DOOR, AND WE'D SPEND THE NIGHT TOGETHER, WITH A JAR OR A
WATERMELON AT OUR SIDE, SPEAKING OF HIS PATIENTS, FOLKS OF LAND OR SEA,
CREDULOUS, ROUGH AND INSOLENT IN THEIR MANNERS, GIVEN OVER TO FISHING OR TO THE
CULTIVATION OF THEIR FIELDS. AT TIMES WE LAUGHED AS HE RECALLED THE ILLNESS OF
VISANTETA, THE DAUGHTER OF la Soberana, AN OLD FISHMONGER WHO JUSTIFIED HER
NICKNAME OF the Queen BY HER BULK AND HER STATURE, AS WELL AS BY THE
ARROGANCE WITH WHICH SHE TREATED HER MARKET COMPANIONS, IMPOSING HER WILL
UPON THEM BY RIGHT OF MIGHT.... THE BELLE OF THE PLACE WAS THIS VISANTETA: TINY,
MALICIOUS, WITH A CLEVER TONGUE, AND NO OTHER GOOD LOOKS THAN THAT OF YOUTHFUL
HEALTH; BUT SHE HAD A PAIR OF PENETRATING EYES AND A TRICK OF PRETENDING TIMIDITY,
WEAKNESS AND INTEREST, WHICH SIMPLY TURNED THE HEADS OF THE VILLAGE YOUTHS. HER
sweetheart was Carafosca, A BRAVE FISHERMAN WHO WAS CAPABLE OF SAILING ON A
STICK OF WOOD. ON THE SEA HE WAS ADMIRED BY ALL FOR HIS AUDACITY; ON LAND HE
FILLED EVERYBODY WITH FEAR BY HIS PROVOKING SILENCE AND THE FACILITY WITH WHICH
HE WHIPPED OUT HIS AGGRESSIVE SAILOR'S KNIFE. UGLY, BURLY AND ALWAYS READY FOR A
FIGHT, LIKE THE HUGE CREATURES THAT FROM TIME TO TIME SHOWED UP IN THE WATERS OF
NAZARET DEVOURING ALL THE FISH, HE WOULD WALK TO CHURCH ON SUNDAY AFTERNOONS
AT HIS SWEETHEART'S SIDE, AND EVERY TIME THE MAIDEN RAISED HER HEAD TO SPEAK TO



HIM, AMIDST THE SIMPLE TALK AND LISPING OF A DELICATE, PAMPERED CHILD,
Carafosca WOULD CAST A CHALLENGING LOOK ABOUT HIM WITH HIS SQUINTING EYES, AS
IF DEFYING ALL THE FOLK OF THE FIELDS, THE BEACH AND THE SEA TO TAKE HIS VISANTETA
away from him.

"One day the most astounding news was bruited about Nazaret. The daughter
OF la Soberana HAD AN ANIMAL INSIDE OF HER. HER ABDOMEN WAS SWELLING; THE
SLOW DEFORMATION REVEALED ITSELF THROUGH HER UNDERSKIRTS AND HER DRESS; HER FACE
LOST COLOR, AND THE FACT THAT SHE HAD SWOONED SEVERAL TIMES, VOMITING PAINFULLY,
UPSET THE ENTIRE CABIN AND CAUSED HER MOTHER TO BURST INTO DESPERATE
LAMENTATIONS AND TO RUN IN TERROR FOR HELP. MANY OF HER NEIGHBORS SMILED WHEN
THEY HEARD OF THIS ILLNESS. LET THEM TELL IT TO Carafosca!... BUT THE INCREDULOUS
ONES CEASED THEIR MALICIOUS TALK AND THEIR SUSPICIONS WHEN THEY SAW HOW SAD
AND DESPERATE Carafosca BECAME AT HIS SWEETHEART'S ILLNESS, PRAYING FOR HER
RECOVERY WITH ALL THE FERVOR OF A SIMPLE SOUL, EVEN GOING SO FAR AS TO ENTER THE
LITTLE VILLAGE CHURCH,—HE, WHO HAD ALWAYS BEEN A PAGAN, A BLASPHEMER OF GOD
and the saints.

"YES, IT WAS A STRANGE AND HORRIBLE SICKNESS. THE PEOPLE, IN THEIR
PREDISPOSITION TO BELIEVE IN ALL SORTS OF EXTRAORDINARY AND RARE AFFLICTIONS, WERE
CERTAIN THAT THEY KNEW WHAT THIS WAS. VISANTETA HAD A TOAD IN HER STOMACH. SHE
HAD DRUNK FROM A CERTAIN SPOT OF THE NEAR-BY RIVER, AND THE WICKED ANIMAL,
SMALL AND ALMOST UNNOTICEABLE, HAD GONE DOWN INTO HER STOMACH, GROWING FAST.
THE GOOD NEIGHBORS, TREMBLING WITH STUPEFACTION, FLOCKED TO la Soberana's
CABIN TO EXAMINE THE GIRL. ALL, WITH A CERTAIN SOLEMNITY, FELT THE SWELLING
ABDOMEN, SEEKING IN ITS TIGHTENED SURFACE THE OUTLINES OF THE HIDDEN CREATURE.
SOME OF THEM, OLDER AND MORE EXPERIENCED THAN THE REST, LAUGHED WITH A
TRIUMPHANT EXPRESSION. THERE IT WAS, RIGHT UNDER THEIR HAND. THEY COULD FEEL IT
STIRRING, MOVING ABOUT.... YES, IT WAS MOVING! AND AFTER GRAVE DELIBERATION, THEY
AGREED UPON REMEDIES TO EXPEL THE UNWELCOME GUEST. THEY GAVE THE GIRL
SPOONFULS OF ROSEMARY HONEY, SO THAT THE WICKED CREATURE INSIDE SHOULD START TO
EAT IT GLUTTONOUSLY, AND WHEN HE WAS MOST PREOCCUPIED IN HIS JOYOUS MEAL,
WHIZ!—AN INUNDATION OF ONION JUICE AND VINEGAR THAT WOULD BRING HIM OUT AT FULL
GALLOP. AT THE SAME TIME THEY APPLIED TO HER STOMACH MIRACULOUS PLASTERS, SO



THAT THE TOAD, LEFT WITHOUT A MOMENT'S REST, SHOULD ESCAPE IN TERROR; THERE WERE
RAGS SOAKED IN BRANDY AND SATURATED WITH INCENSE; TANGLES OF HEMP DIPPED IN
THE CALKING OF THE SHIPS; MOUNTAIN HERBS; SIMPLE BITS OF PAPER WITH NUMBERS,
CROSSES AND SOLOMON'S SEAL UPON THEM, SOLD BY THE MIRACLE-WORKER OF THE CITY.
VISANTETA THOUGHT THAT ALL THESE REMEDIES THAT WERE BEING THRUST DOWN HER THROAT
WOULD BE THE DEATH OF HER. SHE SHUDDERED WITH THE CHILLS OF NAUSEA, SHE WRITHED
IN HORRIBLE CONTORTIONS AS IF SHE WERE ABOUT TO EXPEL HER VERY ENTRAILS, BUT THE
ODIOUS TOAD DID NOT DEIGN TO SHOW EVEN ONE OF HIS LEGS, AND la Soberana CRIED
TO HEAVEN. AH, HER DAUGHTER!... THOSE REMEDIES WOULD NEVER SUCCEED IN CASTING
OUT THE WRETCHED ANIMAL; IT WAS BETTER TO LET IT ALONE, AND NOT TORTURE THE POOR
GIRL; RATHER GIVE IT A GREAT DEAL TO EAT, SO THAT IT WOULDN'T FEED UPON THE STRENGTH
of Visanteta who was glowing paler and weaker every day.

"And as la Soberana WAS POOR, ALL HER FRIENDS, MOVED BY THE COMPASSIONATE
SOLIDARITY OF THE COMMON PEOPLE, DEVOTED THEMSELVES TO THE FEEDING OF
VISANTETA SO THAT THE TOAD SHOULD DO HER NO HARM. THE FISHERWOMEN, UPON
RETURNING FROM THE SQUARE BROUGHT HER CAKES THAT WERE PURCHASED IN CITY
ESTABLISHMENTS, THAT ONLY THE UPPER CLASS PATRONIZED; ON THE BEACH, WHEN THE
CATCH WAS SORTED, THEY LAID ASIDE FOR HER A DAINTY MORSEL THAT WOULD SERVE FOR A
SUCCULENT SOUP; THE NEIGHBORS, WHO HAPPENED TO BE COOKING IN THEIR POTS OVER
THE FIRE WOULD TAKE OUT A CUPFUL OF THE BEST OF THE BROTH, CARRYING IT SLOWLY SO
THAT IT SHOULDN'T SPILL, AND BRING IT TO la Soberana's CABIN; CUPS OF CHOCOLATE
arrived one after the other every afternoon.

"VISANTETA REBELLED AGAINST THIS EXCESSIVE KINDNESS. SHE COULDN'T SWALLOW
ANOTHER DROP! SHE WAS FULL! BUT HER MOTHER STUCK OUT HER HAIRY NOSE WITH AN
IMPERIOUS EXPRESSION. 'I TELL YOU TO EAT!' SHE MUST REMEMBER WHAT SHE HAD
INSIDE OF HER.... AND SHE BEGAN TO FEEL A FAINT, INDEFINABLE AFFECTION FOR THAT
MYSTERIOUS CREATURE, LODGED IN THE ENTRAILS OF HER DAUGHTER. SHE PICTURED IT TO
HERSELF; SHE COULD SEE IT; IT WAS HER PRIDE. THANKS TO IT, THE WHOLE TOWN HAD ITS
EYES UPON THE CABIN AND THE TRAIL OF VISITORS WAS UNENDING, AND la Soberana
never passed a woman on her way without being stopped and asked for news.

"ONLY ONCE HAD THEY SUMMONED THE DOCTOR, SEEING HIM PASS BY THE DOOR; BUT



NOT THAT THEY REALLY WISHED HIM, OR HAD ANY FAITH IN HIM. WHAT COULD THAT
HELPLESS MAN DO AGAINST SUCH A TENACIOUS ANIMAL!... AND UPON HEARING THAT, NOT
CONTENT WITH THE EXPLANATIONS OF THE MOTHER AND THE DAUGHTER AND HIS OWN
AUDACIOUS TAPPING AROUND HER CLOTHES, HE RECOMMENDED AN INTERNAL
EXAMINATION, THE PROUD MOTHER ALMOST SHOWED HIM THE DOOR. THE IMPUDENT
WRETCH! NOT IN A HURRY WAS HE GOING TO HAVE THE PLEASURE OF SEEING HER
DAUGHTER SO INTIMATELY! THE POOR THING, SO GOOD AND SO MODEST, WHO BLUSHED
merely at the thought of such proposals!...

"ON SUNDAY AFTERNOONS VISANTETA WENT TO CHURCH, FIGURING AT THE HEAD OF THE
DAUGHTERS OF MARY. HER VOLUMINOUS ABDOMEN WAS EYED WITH ADMIRATION BY THE
GIRLS. THEY ALL ASKED BREATHLESSLY AFTER THE TOAD, AND VISANTETA REPLIED WEARILY.
IT DIDN'T BOTHER HER SO MUCH NOW. IT HAD GROWN VERY MUCH BECAUSE SHE ATE SO
WELL; SOMETIMES IT MOVED ABOUT, BUT IT DIDN'T HURT AS IT USED TO. ONE AFTER THE
OTHER THE MAIDENS WOULD PLACE THEIR HANDS UPON THE AFFLICTED ONE AND FEEL THE
MOVEMENTS OF THE INVISIBLE CREATURE, ADMIRING AS THEY DID SO THE SUPERIORITY OF
THEIR FRIEND. THE CURATE, A BLESSED CHAP OF PIOUS SIMPLICITY, PRETENDED NOT TO
NOTICE THE FEMININE CURIOSITY, AND THOUGHT WITH AWE OF THE THINGS DONE BY GOD
TO PUT HIS CREATURES TO THE TEST. AFTERWARDS, WHEN THE AFTERNOON DREW TO A
CLOSE, AND THE CHOIR SANG IN GENTLE VOICE THE PRAISES OF OUR LADY OF THE SEA,
EACH OF THE VIRGINS WOULD FALL TO THINKING OF THAT MYSTERIOUS BEAST, PRAYING
fervently that poor Visanteta be delivered of it as soon as possible.

"Carafosca, TOO, ENJOYED A CERTAIN NOTORIETY BECAUSE OF HIS SWEETHEART'S
AFFLICTION. THE WOMEN ACCOSTED HIM, THE OLD FISHERMEN STOPPED HIM TO INQUIRE
ABOUT THE ANIMAL THAT WAS TORTURING HIS GIRL. 'THE POOR THING! THE POOR THING!' HE
WOULD GROAN, IN ACCENTS OF AMOROUS COMMISERATION. HE SAID NO MORE; BUT HIS
EYES REVEALED A VEHEMENT DESIRE TO TAKE OVER AS SOON AS POSSIBLE VISANTETA
AND HER TOAD, SINCE THE LATTER INSPIRED A CERTAIN AFFECTION IN HIM BECAUSE OF ITS
connection with her.

"ONE NIGHT, WHEN THE DOCTOR WAS AT MY DOOR, A WOMAN CAME IN SEARCH OF
HIM, PANTING WITH DRAMATIC HORROR. La Soberana's DAUGHTER WAS VERY SICK; HE
MUST RUN TO HER RESCUE. THE DOCTOR SHRUGGED HIS SHOULDERS 'AH, YES! THE TOAD!'



AND HE DIDN'T SEEM AT ALL ANXIOUS TO STIR. THEN CAME ANOTHER WOMAN, MORE
AGITATED THAN THE FIRST. POOR VISANTETA! SHE WAS DYING! HER SHRIEKS COULD BE
heard all over the street. The wicked beast was devouring her entrails....

"I FOLLOWED THE DOCTOR, ATTRACTED BY THE CURIOSITY THAT HAD THE WHOLE TOWN IN A
COMMOTION. WHEN WE CAME TO la Soberana's CABIN WE HAD TO FORCE OUR WAY
THROUGH A COMPACT GROUP OF WOMEN WHO OBSTRUCTED THE DOORWAY, CROWDING
INTO THE HOUSE. A RENDING SHRIEK, A RASPING WAIL CAME FROM THE INNERMOST PART
OF THE DWELLING, RISING ABOVE THE HEADS OF THE CURIOUS OR TERRIFIED WOMEN. THE
HOARSE VOICE OF la Soberana ANSWERED WITH ENTREATING ACCENTS. HER DAUGHTER!
Ah, Lord, her poor daughter!...

"The arrival of the physician was received by a chorus of demands on the part
OF THE OLD WOMEN. POOR VISANTETA WAS WRITHING FURIOUSLY, UNABLE TO BEAR SUCH
PAIN; HER EYES BULGED FROM THEIR SOCKETS AND HER FEATURES WERE DISTORTED. SHE
MUST BE OPERATED UPON; HER ENTRAILS MUST BE OPENED AND THE GREEN, SLIPPERY
demon that was eating her alive must be expelled.

"THE DOCTOR PROCEEDED UPON HIS TASK, WITHOUT PAYING ANY ATTENTION TO THE
ADVICE SHOWERED UPON HIM, AND BEFORE I COULD REACH HIS SIDE HIS VOICE
resounded through the sudden silence, with ill-humored brusqueness:

"'But good Lord, the only trouble with this girl is that she's going to...!'

"BEFORE HE COULD FINISH, ALL COULD GUESS FROM THE HARSHNESS OF HIS VOICE WHAT
HE WAS ABOUT TO SAY. THE GROUP OF WOMEN YIELDED BEFORE la Soberana's
THRUSTS EVEN AS THE WAVES OF THE SEA UNDER THE BELLY OF A WHALE. SHE STUCK OUT
HER BIG HANDS AND HER THREATENING NAILS, MUMBLING INSULTS AND LOOKING AT THE
DOCTOR WITH MURDER IN HER EYES. BANDIT! DRUNKARD! OUT OF HER HOUSE!...IT WAS
THE PEOPLE'S FAULT, FOR SUPPORTING SUCH AN INFIDEL. SHE'D EAT HIM UP! LET THEM
MAKE WAY FOR HER!... AND SHE STRUGGLED VIOLENTLY WITH HER FRIENDS, FIGHTING TO
FREE HERSELF AND SCRATCH OUT THE DOCTOR'S EYES. TO HER VINDICTIVE CRIES WERE
JOINED THE WEAK BLEATING OF VISANTETA, PROTESTING WITH THE BREATH THAT WAS LEFT
HER BETWEEN HER GROANS OF PAIN. IT WAS A LIE! LET THAT WICKED MAN BE GONE!
What a nasty mouth he had! It was all a lie!...



"BUT THE DOCTOR WENT HITHER AND THITHER, ASKING FOR WATER, FOR BANDAGES,
SNAPPY AND IMPERIOUS IN HIS COMMANDS, PAYING NO ATTENTION WHATSOEVER TO THE
THREATS OF THE MOTHER OR THE CRIES OF THE DAUGHTER, WHICH WERE BECOMING LOUDER
AND MORE HEART-RENDING THAN EVER. SUDDENLY SHE ROARED AS IF SHE WERE BEING
SLAUGHTERED, AND THERE WAS A BUSTLE OF CURIOSITY AROUND THE PHYSICIAN, WHOM I
COULDN'T SEE. 'IT'S A LIE! A LIE! EVIL-TONGUED WRETCH! SLANDERER!'... BUT THE
PROTESTATIONS OF VISANTETA WERE NO LONGER UNACCOMPANIED. TO HER VOICE OF AN
INNOCENT VICTIM BEGGING JUSTICE FROM HEAVEN WAS ADDED THE CRY OF A PAIR OF
lungs that were breathing the air for the first time.

"And now the friends of la Soberana HAD TO RESTRAIN HER FROM FALLING UPON HER
DAUGHTER. SHE WOULD KILL HER! THE BITCH! WHOSE CHILD WAS THAT?... AND TERRIFIED
BY THE THREATS OF HER MOTHER, THE SICK WOMAN, WHO WAS STILL SOBBING 'IT'S A LIE!
A LIE!' AT LAST SPOKE. IT WAS A YOUNG FELLOW OF THE huerta WHOM SHE HAD NEVER
SEEN AGAIN... AN INDISCRETION COMMITTED ONE EVENING... SHE NO LONGER
REMEMBERED. NO, SHE COULD NOT REMEMBER!... AND SHE INSISTED UPON THIS
forgetfulness as if it were an incontrovertible excuse.

"THE PEOPLE NOW SAW THROUGH IT ALL. THE WOMEN WERE IMPATIENT TO SPREAD THE
NEWS. AS WE LEFT, la Soberana, HUMILIATED AND IN TEARS, TRIED TO KNEEL BEFORE
THE DOCTOR AND KISS HIS HAND. 'AY, DON ANTONI!... DON ANTONI!' SHE ASKED
PARDON FOR HER INSULTS; SHE DESPAIRED WHEN SHE THOUGHT OF THE VILLAGE COMMENTS.
WHAT THEY WOULD HAVE TO SUFFER NOW!... ON THE FOLLOWING DAY THE YOUTHS THAT
SANG AS THEY ARRANGED THEIR NETS WOULD INVENT NEW VERSES. THE SONG OF THE
TOAD! HER LIFE WOULD BECOME IMPOSSIBLE!... BUT EVEN MORE THAN THIS, THE
THOUGHT OF Carafosca TERRIFIED HER. SHE KNEW VERY WELL WHAT SORT OF BRUTE THAT
was. He would kill poor Visanteta the first time she appeared on the street; and
SHE HERSELF WOULD MEET THE SAME FATE FOR BEING HER MOTHER AND NOT HAVING
GUARDED HER WELL. 'AY, DON ANTONI!' SHE BEGGED HIM, UPON HER KNEES, TO SEE
Carafosca. He, who was so good and who knew so much, could convince the
FELLOW WITH HIS REASONING, AND MAKE HIM SWEAR THAT HE WOULD NOT DO THE
women any harm,—that he would forget them.



"THE DOCTOR RECEIVED THESE ENTREATIES WITH THE SAME INDIFFERENCE AS HE HAD
RECEIVED THE THREATS, AND HE ANSWERED SHARPLY. HE WOULD SEE ABOUT IT; IT WAS A
DELICATE AFFAIR. BUT ONCE IN THE STREET, HE SHRUGGED HIS SHOULDERS WITH
resignation. 'Let's go and see that animal.'

"WE PULLED HIM OUT OF THE TAVERN AND THE THREE OF US BEGAN TO WALK ALONG THE
BEACH THROUGH THE DARKNESS. THE FISHERMAN SEEMED TO BE AWED AT FINDING
HIMSELF BETWEEN TWO PERSONS OF SUCH IMPORTANCE. DON ANTONIO SPOKE TO HIM
OF THE INDISPUTABLE SUPERIORITY OF MEN EVER SINCE THE EARLIEST DAYS OF CREATION; OF
THE SCORN WITH WHICH WOMEN SHOULD BE REGARDED BECAUSE OF THEIR LACK OF
SERIOUSNESS; OF THEIR IMMENSE NUMBER AND THE EASE WITH WHICH WE COULD PICK
ANOTHER IF THE ONE WE HAD HAPPENED TO DISPLEASE US... AND AT LAST, WITH BRUTAL
directness, told what had happened.

"Carafosca HESITATED, AS IF HE HAD NOT UNDERSTOOD THE DOCTOR'S WORDS VERY
WELL. LITTLE BY LITTLE THE CERTAINTY DAWNED UPON HIS DENSE COMPREHENSION. 'BY
GOD! BY GOD!' AND HE SCRATCHED HIMSELF FEARFULLY UNDER HIS CAP, AND BROUGHT
his hands to his sash as if he were seeking his redoubtable knife.

"THE PHYSICIAN TRIED TO CONSOLE HIM. HE MUST FORGET VISANTETA; THERE WOULD BE
NO SENSE OR ADVANTAGE IN KILLING HER. IT WASN'T WORTH WHILE FOR A SPLENDID CHAP
LIKE HIM TO GO TO PRISON FOR SLAYING A WORTHLESS CREATURE LIKE HER. THE REAL CULPRIT
WAS THAT UNKNOWN LABORER; BUT... AND SHE! AND HOW EASILY SHE... COMMITTED THE
indiscretion, not being able to recall anything afterwards!...

"For a long time we walked along in painful silence, with no other novelty than
Carafosca's SCRATCHING OF HIS HEAD AND HIS SASH. SUDDENLY HE SURPRISED US WITH
THE ROAR OF HIS VOICE, SPEAKING TO US IN CASTILIAN, THUS ADDING SOLEMNITY TO WHAT
he said:

"'DO YOU WANT ME TO TELL YOU SOMETHING?... DO YOU WANT ME TO TELL YOU
something?'

"HE LOOKED AT US WITH HOSTILE EYES, AS IF HE SAW BEFORE HIM THE UNKNOWN
CULPRIT OF THE huerta, READY TO POUNCE UPON HIM. IT COULD BE SEEN THAT HIS



SLUGGISH BRAIN HAD JUST ADOPTED A VERY FIRM RESOLUTION.... WHAT WAS IT? LET HIM
speak.

"'WELL, THEN,' HE ARTICULATED SLOWLY, AS IF WE WERE ENEMIES WHOM HE DESIRED TO
confound, 'I tell you... that now I love the girl more than ever.'

"In our stupefaction, at a loss for reply, we shook hands with him."

END



A

COMPASSION

T TEN O'CLOCK IN THE EVENING COUNT DE SAGREDA WALKED INTO HIS CLUB ON THE
BOULEVARD DES CAPUCINS. THERE WAS A BUSTLE AMONG THE SERVANTS TO RELIEVE

HIM OF HIS CANE, HIS HIGHLY POLISHED HAT AND HIS COSTLY FUR COAT, WHICH, AS IT LEFT
HIS SHOULDERS REVEALED A SHIRT-BOSOM OF IMMACULATE NEATNESS, A GARDENIA IN HIS
LAPEL, AND ALL THE ATTIRE OF BLACK AND WHITE, DIGNIFIED YET BRILLIANT, THAT BELONGS TO
a gentleman who has just dined.

THE STORY OF HIS RUIN WAS KNOWN BY EVERY MEMBER OF THE CLUB. HIS FORTUNE,
WHICH FIFTEEN YEARS BEFORE HAD CAUSED A CERTAIN COMMOTION IN PARIS, HAVING
BEEN OSTENTATIOUSLY CAST TO THE FOUR WINDS, WAS EXHAUSTED. THE COUNT WAS NOW
LIVING ON THE REMAINS OF HIS OPULENCE, LIKE THOSE SHIPWRECKED SEAMEN WHO LIVE
UPON THE DÉBRIS OF THE VESSEL, POSTPONING IN ANGUISH THE ARRIVAL OF THE LAST HOUR.
THE VERY SERVANTS WHO DANCED ATTENDANCE UPON HIM LIKE SLAVES IN DRESS SUITS,
KNEW OF HIS MISFORTUNE AND DISCUSSED HIS SHAMEFUL PLIGHT; BUT NOT EVEN THE
SLIGHTEST SUGGESTION OF INSOLENCE DISTURBED THE COLORLESS GLANCE OF THEIR EYES,
PETRIFIED BY SERVITUDE. HE WAS SUCH A NOBLEMAN! HE HAD SCATTERED HIS MONEY
WITH SUCH MAJESTY!... BESIDES, HE WAS A GENUINE MEMBER OF THE NOBILITY, A
NOBILITY THAT DATED BACK FOR CENTURIES AND WHOSE MUSTY ODOR INSPIRED A CERTAIN
CEREMONIOUS GRAVITY IN MANY OF THE CITIZENS WHOSE FORE-BEARS HAD HELPED BRING
ABOUT THE REVOLUTION. HE WAS NOT ONE OF THOSE POLISH COUNTS WHO PERMIT
THEMSELVES TO BE ENTERTAINED BY WOMEN, NOR AN ITALIAN MARQUIS WHO WINDS UP
BY CHEATING AT CARDS, NOR A RUSSIAN PERSONAGE OF CONSEQUENCE WHO OFTEN
DRAWS HIS PAY FROM THE POLICE; HE WAS GENUINE hidalgo, A GRANDEE OF SPAIN.
PERHAPS ONE OF HIS ANCESTORS FIGURED IN THE Cid, IN Ruy Blas OR SOME OTHER OF
the heroic pieces in the repertory of the Comédie Française.

THE COUNT ENTERED THE SALONS OF THE CLUB WITH HEAD ERECT AND A PROUD GAIT,



GREETING HIS FRIENDS WITH A BARELY DISCERNIBLE SMILE, A MIXTURE OF HAUTEUR AND
light-heartedness.

He was approaching his fortieth year, but he was still the beau Sagreda, as he
HAD LONG BEEN NICKNAMED BY THE NOCTAMBULOUS WOMEN OF MAXIM'S AND THE
EARLY-RISING AMAZONS OF THE BOIS. A FEW GRAY HAIRS AT HIS TEMPLES AND A TRIANGLE
OF FAINT WRINKLES AT THE CORNER OF HIS BROWS, BETRAYED THE EFFECTS OF AN EXISTENCE
THAT HAD BEEN LIVED AT TOO RAPID A PACE, WITH THE VITAL MACHINERY RUNNING AT FULL
SPEED. BUT HIS EYES WERE STILL YOUTHFUL, INTENSE AND MELANCHOLY; EYES THAT
CAUSED HIM TO BE CALLED "THE MOOR" BY HIS MEN AND WOMEN FRIENDS. THE
VISCOUNT DE LA TRESMINIÈRE, CROWNED BY THE ACADEMY AS THE AUTHOR OF A STUDY
ON ONE OF HIS ANCESTORS WHO HAD BEEN A COMPANION OF CONDÉ, AND HIGHLY
APPRECIATED BY THE ANTIQUE DEALERS ON THE LEFT BANK OF THE SEINE, WHO SOLD HIM
ALL THE BAD CANVASES THEY HAD IN STORE, CALLED HIM Velazquez, SATISFIED THAT THE
SWARTHY, SOMEWHAT OLIVE COMPLEXION OF THE COUNT, HIS BLACK, HEAVY MUSTACHE
AND HIS GRAVE EYES, GAVE HIM THE RIGHT TO DISPLAY HIS THOROUGH ACQUAINTANCE WITH
Spanish art.

ALL THE MEMBERS OF THE CLUB SPOKE OF SAGREDA'S RUIN WITH DISCREET
COMPASSION. THE POOR COUNT! NOT TO FALL HEIR TO SOME NEW LEGACY. NOT TO MEET
SOME AMERICAN MILLIONAIRESS WHO WOULD BE SMITTEN WITH HIM AND HIS TITLES!...
They must do something to save him.

And he walked amid this mute and smiling pity without being at all aware of it,
ENCASED IN HIS PRIDE, RECEIVING AS ADMIRATION THAT WHICH WAS REALLY
COMPASSIONATE SYMPATHY, FORCED TO HAVE RECOURSE TO PAINFUL SIMULATIONS IN
ORDER TO SURROUND HIMSELF WITH AS MUCH LUXURY AS BEFORE, THINKING THAT HE WAS
deceiving others and deceiving only himself.

SAGREDA CHERISHED NO ILLUSIONS AS TO THE FUTURE. ALL THE RELATIVES THAT MIGHT
COME TO HIS RESCUE WITH A TIMELY LEGACY HAD DONE SO MANY YEARS BEFORE, UPON
MAKING THEIR EXIT FROM THE WORLD'S STAGE. NONE THAT MIGHT RECALL HIS NAME WAS
LEFT BEYOND THE MOUNTAINS. IN SPAIN HE HAD ONLY SOME DISTANT RELATIVES,
PERSONAGES OF THE NOBILITY UNITED TO HIM MORE BY HISTORIC BONDS THAN BY TIES OF



BLOOD. THEY ADDRESSED HIM FAMILIARLY, BUT HE COULD EXPECT FROM THEM NO HELP
OTHER THAN GOOD ADVICE AND ADMONITIONS AGAINST HIS WILD EXTRAVAGANCE.... IT WAS
ALL OVER. FIFTEEN YEARS OF DAZZLING DISPLAY HAD CONSUMED THE SUPPLY OF WEALTH
WITH WHICH SAGREDA ONE DAY ARRIVED IN PARIS. THE GRANGES OF ANDALUSIA, WITH
THEIR DROVES OF CATTLE AND HORSES, HAD CHANGED HANDS WITHOUT EVER HAVING MADE
THE ACQUAINTANCE OF THIS OWNER, DEVOTED TO LUXURY AND ALWAYS ABSENT. AFTER
THEM, THE VAST WHEAT FIELDS OF CASTILLA AND THE RICEFIELDS OF VALENCIA, AND THE
VILLAGES OF THE NORTHERN PROVINCES, HAD GONE INTO STRANGE HANDS,—ALL THE
PRINCELY POSSESSIONS OF THE ANCIENT COUNTS OF SAGREDA, PLUS THE INHERITANCES
FROM VARIOUS PIOUS SPINSTER AUNTS, AND THE CONSIDERABLE LEGACIES OF OTHER
relatives who had died of old age in their ancient country houses.

PARIS AND THE ELEGANT SUMMER SEASONS HAD IN A FEW YEARS DEVOURED THIS
FORTUNE OF CENTURIES. THE RECOLLECTION OF A FEW NOISY LOVE AFFAIRS WITH TWO
ACTRESSES IN VOGUE; THE NOSTALGIC SMILE OF A DOZEN COSTLY WOMEN OF THE WORLD;
THE FORGOTTEN FAME OF SEVERAL DUELS; A CERTAIN PRESTIGE AS A RASH, CALM GAMBLER,
AND A REPUTATION AS A KNIGHTLY SWORDSMAN, INTRANSIGENT IN MATTERS OF HONOR,
were all that remained to the beau Sagreda after his downfall.

HE LIVED UPON HIS PAST, CONTRACTING NEW DEBTS WITH CERTAIN PROVIDERS WHO,
RECALLING OTHER FINANCIAL CRISES, TRUSTED TO A RE-ESTABLISHMENT OF HIS FORTUNE. "HIS
FATE WAS SETTLED," ACCORDING TO THE COUNT'S OWN WORDS. WHEN HE COULD DO NO
MORE, HE WOULD RESORT TO A FINAL COURSE. KILL HIMSELF?... NEVER. MEN LIKE HIM
COMMITTED SUICIDE ONLY BECAUSE OF GAMBLING DEBTS OR DEBTS OF HONOR.
ANCESTORS OF HIS, NOBLE AND GLORIOUS, HAD OWED HUGE SUMS TO PERSONS WHO
WERE NOT THEIR EQUALS, WITHOUT FOR A MOMENT CONSIDERING SUICIDE ON THIS
ACCOUNT. WHEN THE CREDITORS SHOULD SHUT THEIR DOORS TO HIM, AND THE MONEY-
LENDERS SHOULD THREATEN HIM WITH A PUBLIC COURT SCANDAL, COUNT DE SAGREDA,
MAKING A HEROIC EFFORT, WOULD WRENCH HIMSELF AWAY FROM THE SWEET PARISIAN LIFE.
HIS ANCESTORS HAD BEEN SOLDIERS AND COLONIZERS. HE WOULD JOIN THE FOREIGN
LEGION OF ALGERIA, OR WOULD TAKE PASSAGE FOR THAT AMERICA WHICH HAD BEEN
CONQUERED BY HIS FOREFATHERS, BECOMING A MOUNTED SHEPHERD IN THE SOLITUDES OF
Southern Chile or upon the boundless plains of Patagonia.



UNTIL THE DREADED MOMENT SHOULD ARRIVE, THIS HAZARDOUS, CRUEL EXISTENCE THAT
FORCED HIM TO LIVE A CONTINUOUS LIE, WAS THE BEST PERIOD OF HIS CAREER. FROM HIS
LAST TRIP TO SPAIN, MADE FOR THE PURPOSE OF LIQUIDATING CERTAIN REMNANTS OF HIS
PATRIMONY, HE HAD RETURNED WITH A WOMAN, A MAIDEN OF THE PROVINCES WHO HAD
BEEN CAPTIVATED BY THE PRESTIGE OF THE NOBLEMAN; IN HER AFFECTION, ARDENT AND
SUBMISSIVE AT THE SAME TIME, THERE WAS ALMOST AS MUCH ADMIRATION AS LOVE. A
woman!... Sagreda for the first time realized the full significance of this word, as
IF UP TO THEN HE HAD NOT UNDERSTOOD IT. HIS PRESENT COMPANION WAS A WOMAN;
THE NERVOUS, DISSATISFIED FEMALES WHO HAD FILLED HIS PREVIOUS EXISTENCE, WITH
their painted smiles and voluptuous artifices, belonged to another species.

AND NOW THAT THE REAL WOMAN HAD ARRIVED, HIS MONEY WAS DEPARTING
FOREVER!... AND WHEN MISFORTUNE APPEARED, LOVE CAME WITH IT!... SAGREDA,
LAMENTING HIS LOST FORTUNE STRUGGLED HARD TO MAINTAIN HIS POMPOUS OUTWARD
SHOW. HE LIVED AS BEFORE, IN THE SAME HOUSE, WITHOUT RETRENCHING HIS BUDGET,
MAKING HIS COMPANION PRESENTS OF VALUE EQUAL TO THOSE THAT HE HAD LAVISHED
UPON HIS FORMER WOMEN FRIENDS, ENJOYING AN ALMOST PATERNAL SATISFACTION BEFORE
THE CHILDISH SURPRISE AND THE INGENUOUS HAPPINESS OF THE POOR GIRL, WHO WAS
overwhelmed by the brilliant life of Paris.

SAGREDA WAS DROWNING,—DROWNING!—BUT WITH A SMILE ON HIS LIPS, CONTENT
WITH HIMSELF, WITH HIS PRESENT LIFE, WITH THIS SWEET DREAM, WHICH WAS TO BE THE
FINAL ONE AND WHICH WAS LASTING MIRACULOUSLY LONG. FATE, WHICH HAD MALTREATED
HIM IN THE PAST FEW YEARS, CONSUMING THE REMAINDERS OF HIS WEALTH AT MONTE
CARLO, AT OSTEND AND IN THE NOTABLE CLUBS OF THE BOULEVARD, SEEMED NOW TO
STRETCH OUT A HELPING HAND, TOUCHED BY HIS NEW EXISTENCE. EVERY NIGHT, AFTER
DINING WITH HIS COMPANION AT A FASHIONABLE RESTAURANT, HE WOULD LEAVE HER AT THE
THEATRE AND GO TO HIS CLUB, THE ONLY PLACE WHERE LUCK AWAITED HIM. HE DID NOT
PLUNGE HEAVILY. SIMPLE GAMES OF ÉCARTÉ WITH INTIMATE FRIENDS, CHUMS OF HIS
YOUTH, WHO CONTINUED THEIR HAPPY CAREER WITH THE AID OF GREAT FORTUNES, OR WHO
HAD SETTLED DOWN AFTER MARRYING WEALTH, RETAINING AMONG THEIR FARMER HABITS THE
custom of visiting the honorable circle.

SCARCELY DID THE COUNT TAKE HIS SEAT, WITH HIS CARDS IN HIS HAND, OPPOSITE ONE



OF THESE FRIENDS, WHEN FORTUNE SEEMED TO HOVER OVER HIS HEAD, AND HIS FRIENDS
DID NOT TIRE OF PLAYING, INVITING HIM TO A GAME EVERY NIGHT, AS IF THEY STOOD IN LINE
AWAITING THEIR TURN. HIS WINNINGS WERE HARDLY ENOUGH TO GROW WEALTHY UPON;
SOME NIGHTS TEN louis; OTHERS TWENTY-FIVE; ON SPECIAL OCCASIONS SAGREDA WOULD
RETIRE WITH AS MANY AS FORTY GOLD COINS IN HIS POCKET. BUT THANKS TO THIS ALMOST
DAILY GAIN HE WAS ABLE TO FILL THE GAPS OF HIS LORDLY EXISTENCE, WHICH THREATENED
TO TOPPLE DOWN UPON HIS HEAD, AND HE MAINTAINED HIS LADY COMPANION IN
SURROUNDINGS OF LOVING COMFORT, AT THE SAME TIME RECOVERING CONFIDENCE IN HIS
immediate future. Who could tell what was in store for him?...

NOTICING VISCOUNT DE LA TRESMINIÈRE IN ONE OF THE SALONS HE SMILED AT HIM WITH
an expression of friendly challenge.

"What do you say to a game?"

"As you wish, my dear Velazquez."

"SEVEN FRANCS PER FIVE POINTS WILL BE SUFFICIENT. I'M SURE TO WIN. LUCK IS WITH
me."

THE GAME COMMENCED UNDER THE SOFT LIGHT OF THE ELECTRIC BULBS, AMID THE
soothing silence of soft carpets and thick curtains.

Sagreda kept winning, as if his kind fate was pleased to extricate him from the
MOST DIFFICULT PASSES. HE WON WITHOUT HALF TRYING. IT MADE NO DIFFERENCE THAT HE
LACKED TRUMPS AND THAT HE HELD BAD CARDS; THOSE OF HIS RIVAL WERE ALWAYS
WORSE, AND THE RESULT WOULD BE MIRACULOUSLY IN HARMONY WITH HIS PREVIOUS
games.

ALREADY, TWENTY-FIVE GOLDEN louis LAY BEFORE HIM. A CLUB COMPANION, WHO
WAS WANDERING FROM ONE SALON TO THE OTHER WITH A BORED EXPRESSION, STOPPED
NEAR THE PLAYERS INTERESTED IN THE GAME. AT FIRST HE REMAINED STANDING NEAR
SAGREDA; THEN HE TOOK UP HIS POSITION BEHIND THE VISCOUNT, WHO SEEMED TO BE
rendered nervous and perturbed at the fellow's proximity.

"BUT THAT'S AWFUL SILLY OF YOU!" THE INQUISITIVE NEWCOMER SOON EXCLAIMED.



"YOU'RE NOT PLAYING A GOOD GAME, MY DEAR VISCOUNT. YOU'RE LAYING ASIDE YOUR
trumps and using only your bad cards. How stupid of you!"

HE COULD SAY NO MORE. SAGREDA THREW HIS CARDS UPON THE TABLE. HE HAD
GROWN TERRIBLY WHITE, WITH A GREENISH PALLOR. HIS EYES, OPENED EXTRAORDINARILY
wide, stared at the viscount. Then he rose.

"I understand," he said coldly. "Allow me to withdraw."

THEN, WITH A QUIVERING HAND, HE THRUST THE HEAP OF GOLD COINS TOWARD HIS
friend.

"This belongs to you."

"BUT, MY DEAR Velazquez.... WHY, SAGREDA!... PERMIT ME TO EXPLAIN, DEAR
count!..."

"Enough, sir. I repeat that I understand."

HIS EYES FLASHED WITH A STRANGE GLEAM, THE SELFSAME GLEAM THAT HIS FRIENDS HAD
seen upon various occasions, when after a brief dispute or an insulting word, he
raised his glove in a gesture of challenge.

BUT THIS HOSTILE GLANCE LASTED ONLY A MOMENT. THEN HE SMILED WITH GLACIAL
affability.

"MANY THANKS, VISCOUNT. THESE ARE FAVORS THAT ARE NEVER FORGOTTEN.... I REPEAT
my gratitude."

And he saluted, like a true noble, walking off proudly erect, the same as in the
most smiling days of his opulence.

———



WITH HIS FUR COAT OPEN, DISPLAYING HIS IMMACULATE SHIRT BOSOM, COUNT DE
SAGREDA PROMENADES ALONG THE BOULEVARD. THE CROWDS ARE ISSUING FROM THE
THEATRES; THE WOMEN ARE CROSSING FROM ONE SIDEWALK TO THE OTHER; AUTOMOBILES
WITH LIGHTED INTERIORS ROLL BY, AFFORDING A MOMENTARY GLIMPSE OF PLUMES, JEWELS
AND WHITE BOSOMS; THE NEWS-VENDORS SHOUT THEIR WARES; AT THE TOP OF THE
BUILDINGS HUGE ELECTRICAL ADVERTISEMENTS BLAZE FORTH AND GO OUT IN RAPID
succession.

THE SPANISH GRANDEE, THE hidalgo, THE DESCENDANT OF THE NOBLE KNIGHTS OF THE
Cid AND Ruy Blas, WALKS AGAINST THE CURRENT, ELBOWING HIS WAY THROUGH THE
CROWD, DESIRING TO HASTEN AS FAST AS POSSIBLE, WITHOUT ANY PARTICULAR OBJECTIVE IN
view.

TO CONTRACT DEBTS!... VERY WELL. DEBTS DO NOT DISHONOR A NOBLEMAN. BUT TO
RECEIVE ALMS?... IN HIS HOURS OF BLACKEST THOUGHTS HE HAD NEVER TREMBLED BEFORE
THE IDEA OF INCURRING SCORN THROUGH HIS RUIN, OF SEEING HIS FRIENDS DESERT HIM, OF
DESCENDING TO THE LOWEST DEPTHS, BEING LOST IN THE SOCIAL SUBSTRATUM. BUT TO
arouse compassion....

THE COMEDY WAS USELESS. THE INTIMATE FRIENDS WHO SMILED AT HIM IN FORMER
TIMES HAD PENETRATED THE SECRET OF HIS POVERTY AND HAD BEEN MOVED BY PITY TO
GET TOGETHER AND TAKE TURNS AT GIVING HIM ALMS UNDER THE PRETEXT OF GAMBLING
WITH HIM. AND LIKEWISE HIS OTHER FRIENDS, AND EVEN THE SERVANTS WHO BOWED TO
HIM WITH THEIR ACCUSTOMED RESPECT AS HE PASSED BY, WERE IN THE SECRET. AND HE,
THE POOR DUPE, WAS GOING ABOUT WITH HIS LORDLY AIRS, STIFF AND SOLEMN IN HIS
EXTINCT GRANDEUR, LIKE THE CORPSE OF THE LENGENDARY CHIEFTAIN, WHICH, AFTER HIS
death, was mounted on horseback and sallied forth to win battles.

FAREWELL, COUNT DE SAGREDA! THE HEIR OF GOVERNORS AND VICEROYS CAN BECOME
A NAMELESS SOLDIER IN A LEGION OF DESPERADOES AND BANDITS; HE CAN BEGIN LIFE
ANEW AS AN ADVENTURER IN VIRGIN LANDS, KILLING THAT HE MAY LIVE; HE CAN EVEN
watch with impassive countenance the wreck of his name and his family history,
BEFORE THE BENCH OF A TRIBUNAL.... BUT TO LIVE UPON THE COMPASSION OF HIS
friends!...



FAREWELL FOREVER, FINAL ILLUSIONS! THE COUNT HAS FORGOTTEN HIS COMPANION, WHO
IS WAITING FOR HIM AT A NIGHT RESTAURANT. HE DOES NOT THINK OF HER; IT IS AS IF HE
NEVER HAD SEEN HER; AS IF SHE HAD NEVER EXISTED. HE THINKS NOT AT ALL OF THAT
WHICH BUT A FEW HOURS BEFORE HAD MADE LIFE WORTH LIVING. HE WALKS ALONG, ALONE
WITH HIS DISGRACE, AND EACH STEP OF HIS SEEMS TO DRAW FROM THE EARTH A DEAD
thing; an ancestral influence, a racial prejudice, a family boast, dormant hauteur,
HONOR AND FIERCE PRIDE, AND AS THESE AWAKE, THEY OPPRESS HIS BREAST AND CLOUD
his thoughts.

HOW THEY MUST HAVE LAUGHED AT HIM BEHIND HIS BACK, WITH CONDESCENDING
PITY!... NOW HE WALKS ALONG MORE HURRIEDLY THAN EVER, AS IF HE HAS AT LAST MADE
UP HIS MIND JUST WHERE HE IS GOING, AND HIS EMOTION LEADS HIM UNCONSCIOUSLY TO
MURMUR WITH IRONY, AS IF HE IS SPEAKING TO SOMEBODY WHO IS AT HIS HEELS AND
whom he desires to flee.

"Many thanks! Many thanks!"

JUST BEFORE DAWN TWO REVOLVER SHOTS ASTOUND THE GUESTS OF A HOTEL IN THE
VICINITY OF THE Gare Saint-Lazare ,—ONE OF THOSE AMBIGUOUS ESTABLISHMENTS
that offers a safe shelter for amorous acquaintances begun on the thoroughfare.

THE ATTENDANTS FIND IN ONE OF THE ROOMS A GENTLEMAN DRESSED IN EVENING
CLOTHES, WITH A HOLE IN HIS HEAD, THROUGH WHICH ESCAPE BLOODY STRIPS OF FLESH.
The man writhes like a worm upon the threadbare carpet.

HIS EYES, OF A DULL BLACK, STILL GLITTER WITH LIFE. THERE IS NOTHING LEFT IN THEM OF
THE IMAGE OF HIS SWEET COMPANION. HIS LAST THOUGHT, INTERRUPTED BY DEATH, IS OF
FRIENDSHIP, TERRIBLE IN ITS PITY; OF THE FRATERNAL INSULT OF A GENEROUS, LIGHT-HEARTED
compassion.

END





" I

LUXURY

HAD HER ON MY LAP," SAID MY FRIEND MARTINEZ, "AND THE WARM WEIGHT OF
her healthy body was beginning to tire me.

"THE SCENE... SAME AS USUAL IN SUCH PLACES. MIRRORS WITH BLEMISHED SURFACES,
AND NAMES SCRATCHED ACROSS THEM, LIKE SPIDERS' WEBS; SOFAS OF DISCOLORED
VELVET, WITH SPRINGS THAT CREAKED ATROCIOUSLY; THE BED DECORATED WITH THEATRICAL
HANGINGS, AS CLEAN AND COMMON AS A SIDEWALK, AND ON THE WALLS, PICTURES OF
BULL-FIGHTERS AND CHEAP CHROMOS OF ANGELIC VIRGINS SMELLING A ROSE OR
languorously contemplating a bold hunter.

"THE SCENERY WAS THAT OF THE FAVORITE CELL IN THE CONVENT OF VICE; AN ELEGANT
ROOM RESERVED FOR DISTINGUISHED PATRONS; AND SHE WAS A HEALTHY, ROBUST
CREATURE, WHO SEEMED TO BRING A WHIFF OF THE PURE MOUNTAIN AIR INTO THE HEAVY
ATMOSPHERE OF THIS CLOSED HOUSE, SATURATED WITH CHEAP COLOGNE, RICE POWDER
and the vapor from dirty washbasins.

"AS SHE SPOKE TO ME SHE STROKED THE RIBBONS OF HER GOWN WITH CHILDISH
COMPLACENCY; IT WAS A FINE PIECE OF SATIN, OF SCREAMING YELLOW, SOMEWHAT TOO
TIGHT FOR HER BODY, A DRESS WHICH I RECALLED HAVING SEEN MONTHS BEFORE ON THE
DELICATE CHARMS OF ANOTHER GIRL, WHO HAD SINCE DIED, ACCORDING TO REPORTS, IN THE
hospital.

"POOR GIRL! SHE HAD BECOME A SIGHT! HER COARSE, ABUNDANT HAIR, COMBED IN
GREEK FASHION, WAS ADORNED WITH GLASS BEADS; HER CHEEKS, SHINY FROM THE DEW
OF PERSPIRATION, WERE COVERED WITH A THICK LAYER OF COSMETIC; AND AS IF TO REVEAL
HER ORIGIN, HER ARMS, WHICH WERE FIRM, SWARTHY AND OF MASCULINE PROPORTIONS,
escaped from the ample sleeves of her chorus-girl costume.

"AS SHE SAW ME FOLLOW WITH ATTENTIVE GLANCE ALL THE DETAILS OF HER EXTRAVAGANT



ARRAY, SHE THOUGHT THAT I WAS ADMIRING HER, AND THREW HER HEAD BACK WITH A
petulant expression.

"AND SUCH A SIMPLE CREATURE!... SHE HADN'T YET BECOME ACQUAINTED WITH THE
CUSTOMS OF THE HOUSE, AND TOLD THE TRUTH,—ALL THE TRUTH—TO THE MEN WHO
WISHED TO KNOW HER HISTORY. THEY CALLED HER FLORA; BUT HER REAL NAME WAS
MARI-PEPA. SHE WASN'T THE ORPHAN OF A COLONEL OR A MAGISTRATE, NOR DID SHE
CONCOCT THE COMPLICATED TALES OF LOVE AND ADVENTURE THAT HER COMPANIONS DID,
IN ORDER TO JUSTIFY THEIR PRESENCE IN SUCH A PLACE. THE TRUTH; ALWAYS THE TRUTH; SHE
WOULD YET BE HANGED FOR HER FRANKNESS. HER PARENTS WERE COMFORTABLY SITUATED
FARMERS IN A LITTLE TOWN OF ARAGÓN; OWNED THEIR FIELDS, HAD TWO MULES IN THE
BARN, BREAD, WINE, AND ENOUGH POTATOES FOR THE YEAR ROUND; AND AT NIGHT THE
BEST FELLOWS IN THE PLACE CAME ONE AFTER THE OTHER TO SOFTEN HER HEART WITH
SERENADE UPON SERENADE, TRYING TO CARRY OFF HER DARK, HEALTHY PERSON TOGETHER
with the four orchards she had inherited from her grandfather.

"'BUT WHAT COULD YOU EXPECT, MY DEAR FELLOW?... I COULDN'T BEAR THOSE PEOPLE.
THEY WERE TOO COARSE FOR ME. I WAS BORN TO BE A LADY. AND TELL ME, WHY CAN'T I
be? Don't I look as good as any of them?...'

"AND SHE SNUGGLED HER HEAD AGAINST MY SHOULDER, LIKE THE DOCILE SWEETHEART
SHE WAS,—A SLAVE SUBJECTED TO ALL SORTS OF CAPRICES IN EXCHANGE FOR BEING
clothed handsomely.

"' THOSE FELLOWS,' SHE CONTINUED, 'MADE ME SICK. I RAN OFF WITH THE STUDENT,—
UNDERSTAND?—THE SON OF THE TOWN MAGISTRATE, AND WE WANDERED ABOUT UNTIL HE
DESERTED ME, AND I LANDED HERE, WAITING FOR SOMETHING BETTER TO TURN UP. YOU
see, it's a short tale.... I don't complain of anything. I'm satisfied.'

"AND TO SHOW HOW HAPPY SHE WAS, THE UNHAPPY GIRL RODE ASTRIDE MY LEGS,
THRUST HER HARD FINGERS THROUGH MY HAIR, RUMPLING IT, AND SANG A TANGO IN HORRIBLE
fashion, in her strong, peasant voice.

"I CONFESS THAT I WAS SEIZED WITH AN IMPULSE TO SPEAK TO HER 'IN THE NAME OF
MORALITY,'—THAT HYPOCRITICAL DESIRE WE ALL POSSESS TO PROPAGATE VIRTUE WHEN WE



are sated and desire is dead.

"SHE RAISED HER EYES, ASTONISHED TO SEE ME LOOK SO SOLEMN, PREACHING TO HER,
LIKE A MISSIONARY GLORIFYING CHASTITY WITH A PROSTITUTE ON HIS KNEES; HER GAZE
WANDERED CONTINUALLY FROM MY AUSTERE COUNTENANCE TO THE BED CLOSE BY. HER
COMMON SENSE WAS BAFFLED BEFORE THE INCONGRUITY BETWEEN SUCH VIRTUE AND THE
excesses of a moment before.

"SUDDENLY SHE SEEMED TO UNDERSTAND, AND AN OUTBURST OF LAUGHTER SWELLED HER
fleshy neck.

"'THE DEUCE!... HOW AMUSING YOU ARE! AND WITH WHAT A FACE YOU SAY ALL THESE
things! Just like the priest of my home town....'

"NO, PEPA, I'M SERIOUS. I BELIEVE YOU'RE A GOOD GIRL; YOU DON'T REALIZE WHAT
YOU'VE GONE INTO, AND I'M WARNING YOU. YOU'VE FALLEN VERY LOW, VERY LOW.
YOU'RE AT THE BOTTOM. EVEN WITHIN THE CAREER OF VICE, THE MAJORITY OF WOMEN
RESIST AND DENY THE CARESSES THAT ARE REQUIRED OF YOU IN THIS HOUSE. THERE IS YET
TIME FOR YOU TO SAVE YOURSELF. YOUR PARENTS HAVE ENOUGH FOR YOU TO LIVE ON; YOU
DIDN'T COME HERE UNDER THE NECESSITY OF POVERTY. RETURN TO YOUR HOME, AND THE
PAST WILL BE FORGOTTEN; YOU CAN TELL THEM A LIE, INVENT SOME SORT OF TALE TO JUSTIFY
YOUR FLIGHT, AND WHO KNOWS?... ONE OF THE FELLOWS THAT USED TO SERENADE YOU
will marry you, you'll have children and you'll be a respectable woman.

"THE GIRL BECAME SERIOUS WHEN SHE SAW THAT I WAS SPEAKING IN EARNEST. LITTLE
BY LITTLE SHE BEGAN TO SLIP FROM MY KNEES UNTIL SHE WAS ON HER FEET, EYEING ME
FIXEDLY, AS IF SHE SAW BEFORE HER SOME STRANGE PERSON AND AN INVISIBLE WALL HAD
arisen between the two.

"'GO BACK TO MY HOME!' SHE EXCLAIMED IN HARSH ACCENTS. 'MANY THANKS. I
KNOW VERY WELL WHAT THAT MEANS. GET UP BEFORE DAWN, WORK LIKE A SLAVE, GO
OUT IN THE FIELDS, RUIN YOUR HANDS WITH CALLOUSES. LOOK, SEE HOW MY HANDS STILL
show them.'

"AND SHE MADE ME FEEL THE ROUGH LUMPS THAT ROSE ON THE PALMS OF HER STRONG



hands.

"'AND ALL THIS, IN EXCHANGE FOR WHAT? FOR BEING RESPECTABLE?... NOT A BIT OF IT!
I'm not that crazy. So much for respectability!'

"AND SHE ACCOMPANIED THESE WORDS WITH SOME INDECENT MOTIONS THAT SHE HAD
picked up from her companions.

"AFTERWARDS, HUMMING A TUNE, SHE WENT OVER TO THE MIRROR TO SURVEY HERSELF,
AND SMILINGLY GREETED THE REFLECTION OF HER POWDERED HAIR, COVERED WITH FALSE
PEARLS, WHICH SHONE OUT OF THE CRACKED MIRROR. SHE CONTRACTED HER LIPS, WHICH
were rouged like those of a clown.

"GROWING MORE AND MORE FIRM IN MY VIRTUOUS RÔLE, I CONTINUED TO SERMONIZE
HER FROM MY CHAIR, ENVELOPING THIS HYPOCRITICAL PROPAGANDA IN SONOROUS WORDS.
SHE WAS MAKING A BAD CHOICE; SHE MUST THINK OF THE FUTURE. THE PRESENT COULD
NOT BE WORSE. WHAT WAS SHE? LESS THAN A SLAVE; A PIECE OF FURNITURE; THEY
EXPLOITED HER, THEY ROBBED HER, AND AFTERWARDS... AFTERWARDS IT WOULD BE STILL
worse; the hospital, repulsive diseases....

"But again her harsh laughter interrupted me.

"'Quit it, boy. Don't bother me.'

"AND PLANTING HERSELF BEFORE ME SHE WRAPPED ME IN A GAZE OF INFINITE
compassion.

"'WHY MY DEAR FELLOW, HOW SILLY YOU ARE! DO YOU IMAGINE THAT I CAN GO BACK
to that dog's life, after having tasted this one?... No, sir! I was born for luxury.'

"AND, WITH DEVOTED ADMIRATION SWEEPING HER GLANCE ACROSS THE BROKEN CHAIRS,
THE FADED SOFA, AND THAT BED WHICH WAS A PUBLIC THOROUGHFARE, SHE BEGAN TO
WALK UP AND DOWN, REVELLING IN THE RUSTLE OF HER TRAIN AS IT DRAGGED ACROSS THE
ROOM, AND CARESSING THE FOLDS OF THAT GOWN WHICH SEEMED STILL TO PRESERVE THE
warmth of the other girl's body."



END



F

RABIES

ROM ALL THE COUNTRYSIDE THE NEIGHBORS OF THE huerta FLOCKED TO Caldera's
cabin, entering it with a certain meekness, a mingling of emotion and fear.

HOW WAS THE BOY? WAS HE IMPROVING?... UNCLE PASCAL, SURROUNDED BY HIS
WIFE, HIS DAUGHTERS-IN-LAW AND EVEN THE MOST DISTANT RELATIVES, WHO HAD BEEN
GATHERED TOGETHER BY MISFORTUNE, RECEIVED WITH MELANCHOLY SATISFACTION THIS
INTEREST OF THE ENTIRE VICINITY IN THE HEALTH OF HIS SON. YES, HE WAS GETTING BETTER.
FOR TWO DAYS HE HAD NOT BEEN ATTACKED BY THAT HORRIBLE thing WHICH SET THE
CABIN IN COMMOTION. AND Caldera's LACONIC FARMER FRIENDS, AS WELL AS THE
WOMEN, WHO WERE VOCIFEROUS IN THE EXPRESSION OF THEIR EMOTIONS, APPEARED AT
the threshold of the room, asking timidly, "How do you feel?"

THE ONLY SON OF Caldera WAS IN THERE, SOMETIMES IN BED, IN OBEDIENCE TO HIS
MOTHER, WHO COULD CONCEIVE OF NO ILLNESS WITHOUT THE CUP OF HOT WATER AND
SECLUSION BETWEEN THE BED-SHEETS; AT OTHER TIMES HE SAT UP, HIS JAWS SUPPORTED
BY HIS HANDS, GAZING OBSTINATELY INTO THE FURTHERMOST CORNER OF THE ROOM. HIS
FATHER, WRINKLING HIS SHAGGY WHITE BROWS, WOULD WALK ABOUT WHEN LEFT ALONE, OR,
THROUGH FORCE OF HABIT, TAKE A LOOK AT THE NEIGHBORING FIELDS, BUT WITHOUT ANY
DESIRE TO BEND OVER AND PLUCK OUT ANY OF THE WEEDS THAT WERE BEGINNING TO
SPROUT IN THE FURROWS. MUCH THIS LAND MATTERED TO HIM NOW,—THE EARTH IN
WHOSE BOWELS HE HAD LEFT THE SWEAT OF HIS BODY AND THE STRENGTH OF HIS LIMBS!...
HIS SON WAS ALL HE HAD,—THE FRUIT OF A LATE MARRIAGE,—AND HE WAS A STURDY
YOUTH, AS INDUSTRIOUS AND TACITURN AS HIS FATHER; A SOLDIER OF THE SOIL, WHO
REQUIRED NEITHER ORDERS NOR THREAT TO FULFIL HIS DUTIES; READY TO AWAKE AT MIDNIGHT
WHEN IT WAS HIS TURN TO IRRIGATE HIS LAND AND GIVE THE FIELDS DRINK UNDER THE LIGHT
OF THE STARS; QUICK TO SPRING FROM HIS BED ON THE HARD KITCHEN BENCH, THROWING
OFF THE COVERS AND PUTTING ON HIS HEMP SANDALS AT THE SOUND OF THE EARLY



rooster's reveille.

UNCLE PASCAL HAD NEVER SMILED. HE WAS THE LATIN TYPE OF FATHER; THE FEARFUL
MASTER OF THE HOUSE, WHO, ON RETURNING FROM HIS LABORS, ATE ALONE, SERVED BY HIS
WIFE, WHO STOOD BY WITH AN EXPRESSION OF SUBMISSION. BUT THIS GRAVE, HARSH
MASK OF AN OMNIPOTENT MASTER CONCEALED A BOUNDLESS ADMIRATION FOR HIS SON,
WHO WAS HIS BEST WORK. HOW QUICKLY HE LOADED A CART! HOW HE PERSPIRED AS
HE MANAGED THE HOE WITH A VIGOROUS FORWARD AND BACKWARD MOTION THAT
SEEMED TO CLEAVE HIM AT THE WAIST! WHO COULD RIDE A PONY LIKE HIM, GRACEFULLY
JUMPING ON TO HIS BACK BY SIMPLY RESTING THE TOE OF A SANDAL UPON THE HIND LEGS
OF THE ANIMAL?... HE DIDN'T TOUCH WINE, NEVER GOT MIXED UP IN A BRAWL, NOR WAS
HE AFRAID OF WORK. THROUGH GOOD LUCK HE HAD PULLED A HIGH NUMBER IN THE
MILITARY DRAFT, AND WHEN THE FEAST OF SAN JUAN CAME AROUND HE INTENDED TO
MARRY A GIRL FROM A NEAR-BY FARM,—A MAIDEN THAT WOULD BRING WITH HER A FEW
PIECES OF EARTH WHEN SHE CAME TO THE CABIN OF HER NEW PARENTS. HAPPINESS; AN
HONORABLE AND PEACEFUL CONTINUATION OF THE FAMILY TRADITIONS; ANOTHER Caldera,
WHO, WHEN UNCLE PASCAL GREW OLD, WOULD CONTINUE TO WORK THE LANDS THAT HAD
BEEN FRUCTIFIED BY HIS ANCESTORS, WHILE A TROOP OF LITTLE Calderitas, INCREASING IN
NUMBER EACH YEAR, WOULD PLAY AROUND THE NAG HARNESSED TO THE PLOW, EYEING
WITH A CERTAIN AWE THEIR GRANDPA, HIS EYES WATERY FROM AGE AND HIS WORDS VERY
concise, as he sat in the sun at the cabin door.

CHRIST! AND HOW MAN'S ILLUSIONS VANISH!... ONE SATURDAY, AS PASCUALET WAS
COMING HOME FROM HIS SWEETHEART'S HOUSE, ALONG ONE OF THE PATHS OF THE
huerta, ABOUT MIDNIGHT, A DOG HAD BITTEN HIM; A WRETCHED, SILENT ANIMAL THAT
JUMPED OUT FROM BEHIND A SLUICE; AS THE YOUNG MAN CROUCHED TO THROW A STONE
AT IT, THE DOG BIT INTO HIS SHOULDER. HIS MOTHER, WHO USED TO WAIT FOR HIM ON THE
NIGHTS WHEN HE WENT COURTING, BURST INTO WAILING WHEN SHE SAW THE LIVID
SEMICIRCLE, WITH ITS RED STAIN LEFT BY THE DOG'S TEETH, AND SHE BUSTLED ABOUT THE
hut preparing poultices and drinks.

The youth laughed at his mother's fears.

"QUIET, MOTHER, QUIET!" IT WASN'T THE FIRST TIME THAT A DOG HAD BITTEN HIM. HIS



body still showed faint signs of bites that he had received in childhood, when he
USED TO GO THROUGH THE huerta THROWING STONES AT THE DOGS. OLD Caldera
SPOKE TO HIM FROM BED, WITHOUT DISPLAYING ANY EMOTION. ON THE FOLLOWING DAY
HE WAS TO GO TO THE VETERINARY AND HAVE HIS FLESH CAUTERIZED BY A BURNING IRON.
SO HE ORDERED, AND THERE WAS NOTHING FURTHER TO BE SAID ABOUT THE MATTER. THE
YOUNG MAN SUBMITTED WITHOUT FLINCHING TO THE OPERATION, LIKE A GOOD, BRAVE
chap of the Valencian huerta. He had four days' rest in all, and even at that, his
FONDNESS FOR WORK CAUSED HIM NEW SUFFERINGS AND HE AIDED HIS FATHER WITH PAIN-
TORTURED ARM. SATURDAYS, WHEN HE CAME TO HIS SWEETHEART'S FARMHOUSE, SHE
ALWAYS ASKED AFTER HIS HEALTH. "HOW'S THE BITE GETTING ALONG?" HE WOULD SHRUG
HIS SHOULDERS GLEEFULLY BEFORE THE EYES OF THE MAIDEN AND THE TWO WOULD FINALLY
SIT DOWN IN A CORNER OF THE KITCHEN, REMAINING IN MUTE CONTEMPLATION OF EACH
OTHER, OR SPEAKING OF THE CLOTHES AND THE BED FOR THEIR FUTURE HOME, WITHOUT
DARING TO COME CLOSE TO EACH OTHER; THERE THEY SAT ERECT AND SOLEMN, LEAVING
BETWEEN THEIR BODIES A SPACE "WIDE ENOUGH FOR A SICKLE TO PASS THROUGH," AS THE
girl's father smilingly put it.

MORE THAN A MONTH PASSED BY. Caldera's WIFE WAS THE ONLY ONE THAT DID NOT
FORGET THE ACCIDENT. SHE FOLLOWED HER SON ABOUT WITH ANXIOUS GLANCES. AH,
SOVEREIGN QUEEN! THE huerta SEEMED TO HAVE BEEN ABANDONED BY GOD AND
HIS HOLY MOTHER. OVER AT TEMPLAT'S CABIN A CHILD WAS SUFFERING THE AGONIES OF
HELL THROUGH HAVING BEEN BITTEN BY A MAD DOG. ALL THE huerta FOLK WERE RUNNING
in terror to have a look at the poor creature; a spectacle that she herself did not
DARE TO GAZE UPON BECAUSE SHE WAS THINKING OF HER OWN SON. IF HER PASCUALET,
AS TALL AND STURDY AS A TOWER, WERE TO MEET WITH THE SAME FATE AS THAT
unfortunate child!...

One day, at dawn, Caldera's SON WAS UNABLE TO ARISE FROM HIS KITCHEN BENCH,
AND HIS MOTHER HELPED HIM WALK TO THE LARGE NUPTIAL BED, WHICH OCCUPIED A PART
OF THE estudi, THE BEST ROOM IN THE CABIN. HE WAS FEVERISH, AND COMPLAINED OF
ACUTE PAIN IN THE SPOT WHERE HE HAD BEEN BITTEN; AN AWFUL CHILL RAN THROUGH HIS
WHOLE BODY, MAKING HIS TEETH CHATTER AND VEILING HIS EYES WITH A YELLOWISH
OPACITY. DON JOSE, THE OLDEST DOCTOR IN THE huerta, CAME ON HIS ANCIENT MARE,
WITH HIS ETERNAL RECIPE OF PURGATIVES FOR EVERY CLASS OF ILLNESS, AND BANDAGES



SOAKED IN SALT WATER FOR WOUNDS. UPON EXAMINING THE SICK MAN HE MADE A WRY
FACE. BAD! BAD! THIS WAS A MORE SERIOUS MATTER; THEY WOULD HAVE TO GO TO THE
SOLEMN DOCTORS IN VALENCIA, WHO KNEW MORE THAN HE. Caldera's WIFE SAW HER
HUSBAND HARNESS THE CART AND COMPEL PASCUALET TO GET INTO IT. THE BOY, RELIEVED
OF HIS PAIN, SMILED ASSENT, SAYING THAT NOW HE FELT NOTHING MORE THAN A SLIGHT
TWINGE. WHEN THEY RETURNED TO THE CABIN THE FATHER SEEMED TO BE MORE AT EASE.
A DOCTOR FROM THE CITY HAD PRICKED PASCUALET'S SORE. HE WAS A VERY SERIOUS
GENTLEMAN, WHO GAVE PASCUALET COURAGE WITH HIS KIND WORDS, LOOKING INTENTLY AT
HIM ALL THE WHILE, AND EXPRESSING REGRET THAT HE HAD WAITED SO LONG BEFORE
COMING TO HIM. FOR A WEEK THE TWO MEN MADE A DAILY TRIP TO VALENCIA, BUT ONE
MORNING THE BOY WAS UNABLE TO MOVE. THAT CRISIS WHICH MADE THE POOR MOTHER
GROAN WITH FEAR HAD RETURNED WITH GREATER INTENSITY THAN BEFORE. THE BOY'S TEETH
KNOCKED TOGETHER, AND HE UTTERED A WAIL THAT STAINED THE CORNERS OF HIS MOUTH
WITH FROTH; HIS EYES SEEMED TO SWELL, BECOMING YELLOW AND PROTRUDING LIKE HUGE
GRAPE SEEDS; HE TRIED TO PULL HIMSELF TOGETHER, WRITHING FROM THE INTERNAL TORTURE,
AND HIS MOTHER HUNG UPON HIS NECK, SHRIEKING WITH TERROR; MEANWHILE Caldera,
GRIMLY SILENT, SEIZED HIS SON'S ARMS WITH TRANQUIL STRENGTH, STRUGGLING TO PREVENT
his violent convulsions.

"MY SON! MY SON!" CRIED THE MOTHER. AH, HER SON! SCARCELY COULD SHE
RECOGNIZE HIM AS SHE SAW HIM IN THIS CONDITION. HE SEEMED LIKE ANOTHER, AS IF
ONLY HIS FORMER EXTERIOR HAD REMAINED,—AS IF AN INFERNAL MONSTER HAD LODGED
WITHIN AND WAS MARTYRIZING THIS FLESH THAT HAD COME OUT OF HER OWN WOMB,
appearing at his eyes with livid flashes.

AFTERWARDS CAME CALM STUPOR, AND ALL THE WOMEN OF THE DISTRICT GATHERED IN
THE KITCHEN AND DELIBERATED UPON THE LOT OF THE SICK YOUTH, CURSING THE CITY
DOCTOR AND HIS DIABOLICAL INCISIONS. IT WAS HIS FAULT THAT THE BOY NOW LAY THUS;
BEFORE THE BOY HAD SUBMITTED TO THE CURE HE HAD FELT MUCH BETTER. THE BANDIT!
AND THE GOVERNMENT NEVER PUNISHED THESE WICKED SOULS!... THERE WERE NO
OTHER REMEDIES THAN THE OLD, TRUE AND TRIED ONES,—THE PRODUCT OF THE
EXPERIENCE OF PEOPLE WHO HAD LIVED YEARS AGO AND THUS KNEW MUCH MORE. ONE
OF THE NEIGHBORS WENT OFF TO HUNT UP A CERTAIN WITCH, A MIRACULOUS DOCTOR FOR
DOG-BITES, SERPENT BITES AND SCORPION-STINGS. ANOTHER BROUGHT A BLIND OLD



GOATHERD, WHO COULD CURE BY THE VIRTUE OF HIS MOUTH, SIMPLY BY MAKING SOME
CROSSES OF SALIVA OVER THE AILING FLESH. THE DRINKS MADE OF MOUNTAIN HERBS AND
THE MOIST SIGNS OF THE GOATHERD WERE LOOKED UPON AS TOKENS OF IMMEDIATE CURE,
ESPECIALLY WHEN THEY BEHELD THE SICK YOUTH LIE SILENT AND MOTIONLESS FOR SEVERAL
HOURS, LOOKING AT THE GROUND WITH A CERTAIN AMAZEMENT, AS IF HE COULD FEEL WITHIN
HIM THE PROGRESS OF SOMETHING STRANGE THAT GREW AND GREW, GRADUALLY
OVERPOWERING HIM. THEN, WHEN THE CRISIS REOCCURRED, THE DOUBT OF THE WOMEN
BEGAN TO RISE, AND NEW REMEDIES WERE DISCUSSED. THE YOUTH'S SWEETHEART
CAME, WITH HER LARGE BLACK EYES MOISTENED BY TEARS, AND SHE ADVANCED TIMIDLY
UNTIL SHE CAME NEAR TO THE SICK BOY. FOR THE FIRST TIME SHE DARED TO TAKE HIS
HAND, BLUSHING BENEATH HER CINAMMON-COLORED COMPLEXION AT THIS AUDACIOUS
ACT. "HOW DO YOU FEEL?"... AND HE, SO LOVING IN OTHER DAYS, RECOILED FROM HER
TENDER TOUCH, TURNING HIS EYES AWAY SO THAT HE SHOULD NOT SEE HER, AS IF ASHAMED
OF HIS PLIGHT. HIS MOTHER WEPT. QUEEN OF HEAVEN! HE WAS VERY LOW; HE WAS
GOING TO DIE. IF ONLY THEY COULD FIND OUT WHAT DOG IT WAS THAT HAD BITTEN HIM, AND
CUT OUT ITS TONGUE, USING IT FOR A MIRACULOUS PLASTER, AS EXPERIENCED PERSONS
advised!...

THROUGHOUT THE huerta IT SEEMED THAT GOD'S OWN WRATH HAD BURST FORTH.
SOME DOGS HAD BITTEN OTHERS; NOW NOBODY KNEW WHICH WERE THE DANGEROUS
ONES AND WHICH THE SAFE. ALL MAD! THE CHILDREN WERE SECLUDED IN THE CABINS,
SPYING WITH TERRIFIED GLANCES UPON THE VAST FIELDS, THROUGH THE HALF-OPEN DOORS;
MOTHERS JOURNEYED OVER THE WINDING PATHS IN CLOSE GROUPS, UNEASY, TREMBLING,
HASTENING THEIR STEP WHENEVER A BARK SOUNDED FROM BEHIND THE SLUICES OF THE
CANALS; MEN EYED THE DOMESTIC DOGS WITH FEAR, INTENTLY WATCHING THEIR SLAVERING
MOUTHS AS THEY GASPED OR THEIR SAD EYES; THE AGILE GREYHOUND, THEIR HUNTING
COMPANION,—THE BARKING CUR, GUARDIAN OF THE HOME,—THE UGLY MASTIFF WHO
WALKED ALONG TIED TO THE CART, WHICH HE WATCHED OVER DURING THE MASTER'S,
ABSENCE,—ALL WERE PLACED UNDER THEIR OWNERS' OBSERVATION OR COLDLY SACRIFICED
behind the walls of the corral, without any display of emotion whatever.

"HERE THEY COME! HERE THEY COME!" WAS THE SHOUT PASSED ALONG FROM CABIN
TO CABIN, ANNOUNCING THE PATTER OF A PACK OF DOGS, HOWLING, RAVENOUS, THEIR
BODIES COVERED WITH MUD, RUNNING ABOUT WITHOUT FINDING REST, DRIVEN ON DAY AND



NIGHT, WITH THE MADNESS OF PERSECUTION IN THEIR EYES. THE huerta SEEMED TO
SHUDDER, CLOSING THE DOORS OF ALL THE HOUSES AND SUDDENLY BRISTLING WITH GUNS.
SHOTS RANG OUT FROM THE SLUICES, FROM THE HIGH CORN-FIELDS, FROM CABIN WINDOWS,
AND WHEN THE WANDERERS, REPELLED AND PERSECUTED ON EVERY SIDE, IN THEIR MAD
GALLOP DASHED TOWARD THE SEA, AS IF THEY WERE ATTRACTED BY THE MOIST,
INVIGORATING AIR THAT WAS WASHED BY THE WAVES, THE REVENUE-GUARDS CAMPED ON
THE WIDE STRIP OF BEACH BROUGHT THEIR MAUSERS TO THEIR CHEEK AND RECEIVED THEM
WITH A VOLLEY. THE DOGS RETREATED, ESCAPING AMONG THE MEN WHO WERE
APPROACHING THEM MUSKET IN HAND, AND ONE OR ANOTHER OF THEM WOULD BE
STRETCHED OUT AT THE EDGE OF A CANAL. AT NIGHT, THE NOISY GLOOM OF THE PLAIN WAS
BROKEN BY THE SIGHT OF DISTANT FLASHES AND THE SOUND OF DISCHARGES. EVERY SHAPE
THAT MOVED IN THE DARKNESS WAS THE TARGET FOR A BULLET; THE MUFFLED HOWLS THAT
SOUNDED IN THE VICINITY OF THE CABINS WERE ANSWERED BY SHOTS. THE MEN WERE
afraid of this common terror, and avoided meeting.

NO SOONER DID NIGHT FALL THAN THE huerta WAS LEFT WITHOUT A LIGHT, WITHOUT A
PERSON UPON THE ROADS, AS IF DEATH HAD TAKEN POSSESSION OF THE DISMAL PLAIN, SO
GREEN AND SMILING UNDER THE SUN. A SINGLE RED SPOT, A TEAR OF LIGHT, TREMBLED IN
THIS OBSCURITY. IT WAS Caldera's CABIN, WHERE THE WOMEN, SQUATTING UPON THE
FLOOR, AROUND THE KITCHEN LAMP, SIGHED WITH FRIGHT, ANTICIPATING THE STRIDENT SHRIEK
OF THE SICK YOUTH,—THE CHATTERING OF HIS TEETH, THE VIOLENT CONTORTIONS OF HIS
BODY WHENEVER HE WAS SEIZED WITH CONVULSIONS, STRUGGLING TO REPEL THE ARMS
that tried to quiet him.

THE MOTHER HUNG UPON THE NECK OF THAT RAVING PATIENT WHO STRUCK TERROR TO
MEN. SHE SCARCELY KNEW HIM; HE WAS SOMEBODY ELSE, WITH THOSE EYES THAT
POPPED OUT OF THEIR SOCKETS, HIS LIVID OR BLACKISH COUNTENANCE, HIS WRITHINGS,
LIKE THAT OF A TORTURED ANIMAL, SHOWING HIS TONGUE AS HE GASPED THROUGH BUBBLES
OF FROTH IN THE AGONIES OF AN INSATIABLE THIRST. HE BEGGED FOR DEATH IN HEART-
RENDING SHRIEKS; HE STRUCK HIS HEAD AGAINST THE WALL; HE TRIED TO BITE; BUT EVEN
SO, HE WAS HER CHILD AND SHE DID NOT FEEL THE FEAR EXPERIENCED BY THE OTHERS.
HIS MENACING MOUTH WITHDREW BEFORE THE WAN FACE THAT WAS MOISTENED WITH
TEARS. "MOTHER! MOTHER!" HE RECOGNIZED HER IN HIS LUCID MOMENTS. SHE NEED
NOT FEAR HIM; HE WOULD NEVER BITE HER. AND AS IF HE MUST SINK HIS TEETH INTO



something or other to glut his rage, he bit into his arms until the blood came.

"MY SON! MY SON!" MOANED THE MOTHER AND SHE WIPED THE DEADLY FROTH FROM
HIS LIPS, AFTERWARDS CARRYING THE HANDKERCHIEF TO HER EYES, WITHOUT FEAR OF
CONTAGION. Caldera, IN HIS SOLEMN GRAVITY, PAID NO HEED TO THE SUFFERER'S
THREATENING EYES, WHICH WERE FIXED UPON HIM WITH AN IMPULSE OF ATTACK. THE
boy had lost his awe of his father.

THAT POWERFUL MAN, HOWEVER, FACING THE PERIL OF HIS SON'S MOUTH, THRUST HIM
BACK INTO BED WHENEVER THE MADMAN TRIED TO FLEE, AS IF HE MUST SPREAD
everywhere the horrible affliction that was devouring his entrails.

NO LONGER WERE THE CRISES FOLLOWED BY EXTENDED INTERVALS OF CALM. THEY
BECAME ALMOST CONTINUOUS, AND THE VICTIM WRITHED ABOUT, CLAWED AND BLEEDING
FROM HIS OWN BITES, HIS FACE ALMOST BLACK, HIS EYES TREMULOUS AND YELLOW,
LOOKING LIKE SOME MONSTROUS BEAST SET APART FROM ALL THE HUMAN SPECIES. THE
OLD DOCTOR HAD STOPPED ASKING ABOUT THE YOUTH. WHAT WAS THE USE? IT WAS ALL
OVER. THE WOMEN WEPT HOPELESSLY. DEATH WAS CERTAIN. THEY ONLY BEWAILED THE
LONG HOURS, PERHAPS DAYS, OF HORRIBLE TORTURE THAT POOR PASCUALET WOULD HAVE TO
undergo.

Caldera WAS UNABLE TO FIND AMONG HIS RELATIVES OR FRIENDS ANY MEN BRAVE
ENOUGH TO HELP HIM RESTRAIN THE SUFFERER IN HIS VIOLENT MOMENTS. THEY ALL LOOKED
WITH TERROR AT THE DOOR TO THE estudi, AS IF BEHIND IT WERE CONCEALED THE GREATEST
OF DANGERS. TO GO SHOOTING THROUGH ROADS AND CANALS WAS MAN'S WORK. A STAB
COULD BE RETURNED; ONE BULLET COULD ANSWER ANOTHER; BUT AH! THAT FROTHING MOUTH
WHICH KILLED WITH A BITE!... THAT INCURABLE DISEASE WHICH MADE MEN WRITHE IN
endless agony, like a lizard sliced by a hoe!

HE NO LONGER KNEW HIS MOTHER. IN HIS FINAL MOMENTS OF LUCIDITY HE HAD THRUST
HER AWAY WITH LOVING BRUSQUENESS. SHE MUST GO!... LET HIM NOT SEE HER AGAIN!...
HE FEARED TO DO HER HARM! THE POOR WOMAN'S FRIENDS DRAGGED HER OUT OF THE
ROOM, FORCING HER TO REMAIN MOTIONLESS, LIKE HER SON, IN A CORNER OF THE KITCHEN.
Caldera, WITH A SUPREME EFFORT OF HIS DYING WILL, TIED THE AGONIZING YOUTH TO THE
BED. HIS BEETLING BROWS TREMBLED AND THE TEARS MADE HIM BLINK AS HE TIED THE



COARSE KNOTS OF THE ROPE, FASTENING THE YOUTH TO THE BED UPON WHICH HE HAD
BEEN BORN. HE FELT AS IF HE WERE PREPARING HIS SON FOR BURIAL AND HAD BEGUN TO
DIG HIS GRAVE. THE VICTIM TWISTED IN WILD CONTORTIONS UNDER THE FATHER'S STRONG
ARMS; THE PARENT HAD TO MAKE A POWERFUL EFFORT TO SUBDUE HIM UNDER THE ROPE
THAT SANK INTO HIS FLESH.... TO HAVE LIVED SO MANY YEARS ONLY TO BEHOLD HIMSELF AT
LAST OBLIGED TO PERFORM SUCH A TASK! TO GIVE LIFE TO A CREATURE, ONLY TO PRAY THAT
IT MIGHT BE EXTINGUISHED AS SOON AS POSSIBLE, HORRIFIED BY SO MUCH USELESS
PAIN!... GOOD GOD IN HEAVEN! WHY NOT PUT AN END TO THE POOR BOY AT ONCE,
since his death was now inevitable?...

HE CLOSED THE DOOR OF THE SICK ROOM, FLEEING FROM THE RASPING SHRIEK THAT SET
EVERYBODY'S HAIR ON END; BUT THE MADMAN'S PANTING CONTINUED TO SOUND IN THE
SILENCE OF THE CABIN, ACCOMPANIED BY THE LAMENTATIONS OF THE MOTHER AND THE
WEEPING OF THE OTHER WOMEN GROUPED AROUND THE LAMP, THAT HAD JUST BEEN
lighted.

Caldera STAMPED UPON THE FLOOR. LET THE WOMEN BE SILENT! BUT FOR THE FIRST
TIME HE BEHELD HIMSELF DISOBEYED, AND HE LEFT THE CABIN, FLEEING FROM THIS CHORUS
of grief.

NIGHT DESCENDED. HIS GAZE WANDERED TOWARD THE THIN YELLOW BAND THAT WAS
VISIBLE ON THE HORIZON, MARKING THE FLIGHT OF DAY. ABOVE HIS HEAD SHONE THE
STARS. FROM THE OTHER HOMES, WHICH WERE SCARCELY VISIBLE, RESOUNDED THE
NEIGHING OF HORSES, BARKING AND THE CLUCKING OF FOWL,—THE LAST SIGNS OF ANIMAL
LIFE BEFORE IT SANK TO REST. THAT PRIMITIVE MAN FELT AN IMPRESSION OF EMPTINESS
AMID THE NATURE WHICH WAS INSENSIBLE AND BLIND TO THE SUFFERINGS OF ITS
CREATURES. OF WHAT CONCERN TO THE POINTS OF LIGHT THAT LOOKED DOWN UPON HIM
FROM ABOVE COULD BE THAT WHICH HE WAS NOW GOING THROUGH?... ALL CREATURES
WERE EQUAL; THE BEASTS THAT DISTURBED THE SILENCE OF DUSK BEFORE FALLING ASLEEP,
AND THAT POOR YOUTH SIMILAR TO HIM, WHO NOW LAY FETTERED, WRITHING IN THE WORST
OF AGONY. HOW MANY ILLUSIONS HIS LIFE HAD CONTAINED!... AND WITH A MERE BITE, A
WRETCHED ANIMAL KICKED ABOUT BY ALL MEN COULD FINISH THEM ALL. AND NO REMEDY
existed in heaven or upon earth!...



ONCE AGAIN THE DISTANT SHRIEK OF THE SUFFERER CAME TO HIS EARS FROM THE OPEN
WINDOW OF THE estudi. THE TENDERNESS OF HIS EARLY DAYS OF PATERNITY EMERGED
FROM THE DEPTHS OF HIS SOUL. HE RECALLED THE NIGHTS HE HAD SPENT AWAKE IN THAT
ROOM, WALKING UP AND DOWN, HOLDING IN HIS ARMS THE LITTLE CHILD THAT WAS CRYING
FROM THE PAINS OF INFANCY'S ILLNESS. NOW HE LAY CRYING, TOO, BUT WITHOUT HOPE, IN
THE AGONIES OF A HELL THAT HAD COME BEFORE ITS TIME, AND AT LAST... DEATH. HIS
COUNTENANCE GREW FRIGHTENED, AND HE RAISED HIS HANDS TO HIS FOREHEAD AS IF
TRYING TO DRIVE AWAY A TROUBLESOME THOUGHT. THEN HE APPEARED TO DELIBERATE....
Why not?...

"To end his suffering... to end his suffering!"

HE WENT BACK TO THE CABIN, ONLY TO COME OUT AT ONCE WITH HIS OLD DOUBLE-
BARRELLED MUSKET, AND HE HASTENED TO THE LITTLE WINDOW OF THE SICK ROOM AS IF HE
feared to lose his determination; he thrust the gun through the opening.

AGAIN HE HEARD THE AGONIZING PANTING, THE CHATTERING OF TEETH, THE HORRIBLE
SHRIEK, NOW VERY NEAR, AS IF HE WERE AT THE VICTIM'S BEDSIDE. HIS EYES,
ACCUSTOMED TO THE DARKNESS SAW THE BED AT THE BACK OF THE GLOOMY ROOM, AND
THE FORM THAT LAY WRITHING IN IT,—THE PALE SPOT OF THE FACE, APPEARING AND
disappearing as the sick man twisted about desperately.

THE FATHER WAS FRIGHTENED AT THE TREMBLING OF HIS HANDS AND THE AGITATION OF HIS
PULSE; HE, THE SON OF THE huerta, WITHOUT ANY OTHER DIVERSION THAN THE HUNT,
accustomed to shoot down birds almost without aiming at them.

THE WAILING OF THE POOR MOTHER BROUGHT BACK TO HIS MEMORY OTHER GROANS OF
LONG LONG AGO,—TWENTY-TWO YEARS BEFORE—WHEN SHE WAS GIVING BIRTH TO HER
only son upon that same bed.

TO COME TO SUCH AN END!... HIS EYES, GAZING HEAVENWARD, SAW A BLACK SKY,
intensely black, with not a star in sight, and obscured by his tears....

"Lord! To end his sufferings! To end his sufferings!"

AND REPEATING THESE WORDS HE PRESSED THE MUSKET AGAINST HIS SHOULDER,



seeking the lock with a tremulous finger.... Bang! Bang!

END



" I

THE WINDFALL

SIR," SAID Magdalena, THE BUGLER OF THE PRISON, "AM NO SAINT; I'VE BEEN
JAILED MANY TIMES FOR ROBBERIES; SOME OF THEM THAT REALLY TOOK PLACE AND

OTHERS THAT I WAS SIMPLY SUSPECTED OF. COMPARED TO YOU, WHO ARE A GENTLEMAN,
AND ARE IN PRISON FOR HAVING WRITTEN THINGS IN THE PAPERS, I'M A MERE WRETCH....
But take my word for it, this time I'm here for good."

AND RAISING ONE HAND TO HIS BREAST AS HE STRAIGHTENED HIS HEAD WITH A CERTAIN
PRIDE, HE ADDED, "PETTY THEFTS, THAT'S ALL I'M NOT BRAVE; I HAVEN'T SHED A DROP OF
blood."

AT BREAK OF DAY, Magdalena's BUGLE RESOUNDED THROUGH THE SPACIOUS YARD,
EMBROIDERING ITS REVEILLE WITH SCALES AND TRILLS. DURING THE DAY, WITH THE MARTIAL
INSTRUMENT HANGING FROM HIS NECK, OR CARESSING IT WITH A CORNER OF HIS SMOCK SO
AS TO WIPE OFF THE VAPOR WITH WHICH THE DAMPNESS OF THE PRISON COVERED IT, HE
WOULD GO THROUGH THE ENTIRE EDIFICE,—AN ANCIENT CONVENT IN WHOSE REFECTORIES,
GRANARIES AND GARRETS THERE WERE CROWDED, IN PERSPIRING CONFUSION, ALMOST A
thousand men.

HE WAS THE CLOCK THAT GOVERNED THE LIFE AND THE ACTIVITIES OF THIS MASS OF MALE
FLESH PERPETUALLY SEETHING WITH HATRED. HE MADE THE ROUND OF THE CELLS TO
ANNOUNCE, WITH SONOROUS BLASTS, THE ARRIVAL OF THE WORTHY DIRECTOR, OR A VISIT
FROM THE AUTHORITIES; FROM THE PROGRESS OF THE SUN ALONG THE WHITE WALLS OF THE
PRISON-YARD HE COULD TELL THE APPROACH OF THE VISITING HOURS,—THE BEST PART OF
THE DAY,—AND WITH HIS TONGUE STUCK BETWEEN HIS LIPS HE WOULD AWAIT ORDERS
IMPATIENTLY, READY TO BURST INTO THE JOYOUS SIGNAL THAT SENT THE FLOCK OF PRISONERS
SCAMPERING OVER THE STAIRWAYS IN AN ANXIOUS RUN TOWARD THE LOCUTORIES, WHERE A
WRETCHED CROWD OF WOMEN AND CHILDREN BUZZED IN CONVERSATION; HIS INSATIABLE
HUNGER KEPT HIM PACING BACK AND FORTH IN THE VICINITY OF THE OLD KITCHEN, IN



WHICH THE ENORMOUS STEWS FILLED THE ATMOSPHERE WITH A NAUSEATING ODOR, AND HE
BEMOANED THE INDIFFERENCE OF THE CHEF, WHO WAS ALWAYS LATE IN GIVING THE ORDER
for the mess-call.

THOSE IMPRISONED FOR CRIMES OF BLOOD, HEROES OF THE DAGGER WHO HAD KILLED
THEIR MAN IN A FIERCE BRAWL OR IN A DISPUTE OVER A WOMAN AND WHO FORMED AN
ARISTOCRACY THAT DISDAINED THE PETTY THIEVES, LOOKED UPON THE BUGLER AS THE BUTT
for pranks with which to while away their boredom.

"Blow!" would come the command from some formidable fellow, proud of his
crimes and his courage.

And Magdalena WOULD DRAW HIMSELF UP WITH MILITARY RIGIDITY, CLOSE HIS MOUTH
AND INFLATE HIS CHEEKS, MOMENTARILY EXPECTING TWO BLOWS, DELIVERED
SIMULTANEOUSLY BY BOTH HANDS, TO EXPEL THE AIR FROM THE RUDDY GLOBE OF HIS FACE.
AT OTHER TIMES THESE REDOUBTABLE PERSONAGES TESTED THE STRENGTH OF THEIR ARMS
UPON Magdalena's PATE, WHICH WAS BARE WITH THE BALDNESS OF REPUGNANT
DISEASES, AND THEY WOULD HOWL WITH LAUGHTER AT THE DAMAGE DONE TO THEIR FISTS
BY THE PROTUBERANCES OF THE HARD SKULL. THE BUGLER LENT HIMSELF TO THESE TORTURES
WITH THE HUMILITY OF A WHIPPED DOG, AND FOUND A CERTAIN REVENGE IN REPEATING,
afterwards, those words that were a solace to him:

"I'M GOOD; I'M NOT A BRAVE FELLOW. PETTY THEFTS, THAT'S ALL.... BUT AS TO BLOOD,
not a single drop."

VISITING TIME BROUGHT HIS WIFE, THE NOTORIOUS Peluchona, A VALIANT CREATURE
WHO INSPIRED HIM WITH GREAT FEAR. SHE WAS THE MISTRESS OF ONE OF THE MOST
DANGEROUS BANDITS IN THE JAIL. DAILY SHE BROUGHT THAT FELLOW FOOD, PROCURING
THESE DAINTIES AT THE COST OF ALL MANNER OF VILE LABORS. THE BUGLER, UPON
BEHOLDING HER, WOULD LEAVE THE LUCUTORY, FEARING THE ARROGANCE OF HER BANDIT
MATE, WHO WOULD TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE OCCASION TO HUMILIATE HIM BEFORE HIS
FORMER COMPANION. MANY TIMES A CERTAIN FEELING OF CURIOSITY AND TENDERNESS GOT
THE BETTER OF HIS FEAR, AND HE WOULD ADVANCE TIMIDLY, LOOKING BEYOND THE THICK
bars for the head of a child that came with la Peluchona.



"THAT'S MY SON, SIR," HE SAID, HUMBLY. "MY TONICO, WHO NO LONGER KNOWS ME
OR REMEMBERS ME. THEY SAY THAT HE DOESN'T RESEMBLE ME AT ALL. PERHAPS HE'S
NOT MINE.... YOU CAN IMAGINE, WITH THE LIFE HIS MOTHER HAS ALWAYS LED, LIVING NEAR
THE GARRISONS, WASHING THE SOLDIERS' CLOTHES!... BUT HE WAS BORN IN MY HOME; I
HELD HIM IN MY ARMS WHEN HE WAS ILL, AND THAT'S A BOND AS CLOSE AS TIES OF
blood."

THEN HE WOULD RESUME HIS TIMID LURKING ABOUT THE LOCUTORY, AS IF PREPARING ONE
OF HIS ROBBERIES, TO SEE HIS TONICO; AND WHEN HE COULD SEE HIM FOR A MOMENT,
THE SIGHT WAS ENOUGH TO EXTINGUISH HIS HELPLESS RAGE BEFORE THE FULL BASKET OF
lunch that the evil woman brought to her lover.

Magdalena's WHOLE EXISTENCE WAS SUMMED UP IN TWO FACTS; HE HAD ROBBED
AND HE HAD TRAVELLED MUCH. THE ROBBERIES WERE INSIGNIFICANT; CLOTHES OR MONEY
snatched in the street, because he lacked courage for greater deeds. His travels
HAD BEEN COMPULSORY,—ALWAYS ON FOOT, OVER THE ROADS OF SPAIN, MARCHING IN A
CHAIN GANG OF CONVICTS, BETWEEN THE POLISHED OR WHITE THREE-CORNERED HATS THAT
guarded the prisoners.

AFTER HAVING BEEN A "PUPIL" AMONG THE BUGLERS OF A REGIMENT, HE HAD LAUNCHED
UPON THIS LIFE OF CONTINUOUS IMPRISONMENT, PUNCTUATED BY BRIEF PERIODS OF
freedom, in which he lost his bearings, not knowing what to do with himself and
WISHING TO RETURN AS SOON AS POSSIBLE TO JAIL. IT WAS THE PERPETUAL CHAIN, BUT
finished link by link, as he used to say.

THE POLICE NEVER ORGANIZED A ROUND-UP OF DANGEROUS PERSONS BUT WHAT
Magdalena WAS FOUND AMONG THEM,—A TIMOROUS RAT WHOSE NAME THE PAPERS
MENTIONED LIKE THAT OF A TERRIBLE CRIMINAL. HE WAS ALWAYS INCLUDED IN THE TRAIL OF
vagrant suspects who, without being charged with any specific crime, were sent
FROM PROVINCE TO PROVINCE BY THE AUTHORITIES, IN THE HOPE THAT THEY WOULD DIE OF
HUNGER ALONG THE ROADS, AND THUS HE HAD COVERED THE WHOLE PENINSULA ON FOOT,
FROM CADIZ TO SANTANDER, FROM VALENCIA TO LA CORUÑA. WITH WHAT ENTHUSIASM
HE RECALLED HIS TRAVELS! HE SPOKE OF THEM AS IF THEY WERE JOYOUS EXCURSIONS,
JUST LIKE A WANDERING CHARITY-STUDENT OF THE OLD Tuna CONVERTING HIS TALES INTO



COURSES IN PICTURESQUE GEOGRAPHY. WITH HUNGRY DELIGHT HE RECOLLECTED THE
ABUNDANT MILK OF GALICIA, THE RED SAUSAGES OF EXTRAMADURA, THE CASTILIAN BREAD,
THE BASQUE APPLES, THE WINES AND CIDERS OF ALL THE DISTRICTS HE HAD TRAVERSED,
WITH HIS LUGGAGE ON HIS SHOULDER. GUARDS WERE CHANGED EVERY DAY,—SOME OF
THEM KIND OR INDIFFERENT, OTHERS ILL-HUMORED AND CRUEL, WHO MADE ALL THE
PRISONERS FEAR A COUPLE OF SHOTS FIRED BEYOND THE RUTS OF THE ROAD, FOLLOWED BY
THE PAPERS JUSTIFYING THE KILLING AS HAVING BEEN CAUSED BY AN ATTEMPT AT FLIGHT.
WITH A CERTAIN NOSTALGIA HE EVOKED THE MEMORY OF MOUNTAINS COVERED WITH
SNOW OR REDDENED AND STRIPED BY THE SUN; THE SLOW PROCESSION ALONG THE WHITE
ROAD THAT WAS LOST IN THE HORIZON, LIKE AN ENDLESS RIBBON; THE HIGHLANDS, UNDER
THE TREES, IN THE HOT NOON HOURS; THE STORMS THAT ASSAILED THEM UPON THE
HIGHWAYS; INUNDATED RAVINES THAT FORCED THEM TO CAMP OUT IN THE OPEN; THE
ARRIVAL, LATE AT NIGHT, AT CERTAIN TOWN PRISONS, OLD CONVENES OR ABANDONED
CHURCHES, IN WHICH EVERY MAN HUNTED UP A DRY CORNER, PROTECTED FROM DRAUGHTS,
WHERE HE COULD STRETCH HIS MAT; THE ENDLESS JOURNEY WITH ALL THE CALM OF A
PURPOSELESS PROCESSION; THE LONG HALTS IN SPOTS WHERE LIFE WAS SO MONOTONOUS
that the presence of a group of prisoners was an event; the urchins would come
RUNNING UP TO THE BARS TO SPEAK WITH THEM, WHILE THE GIRLS, IMPELLED BY MORBID
CURIOSITY, WOULD APPROACH WITHIN A SHORT DISTANCE, TO HEAR THEIR SONGS AND THEIR
obscene language.

"SOME MIGHTY INTERESTING TRAVELS, SIR," CONTINUED THE ROBBER. "FOR THOSE OF US
WHO HAD GOOD HEALTH AND DIDN'T DROP BY THE ROADSIDE IT WAS THE SAME AS A
STROLLING BAND OF STUDENTS. NOW AND THEN A DRUBBING, BUT WHO PAYS ANY
ATTENTION TO SUCH THINGS!... THEY DON'T HAVE THESE conductions NOW; PRISONERS
ARE TRANSPORTED BY RAILROAD, CAGED UP IN THE CARS. BESIDES, I AM HELD FOR A
criminal offense, and I must live inside the walls... jailed for good."

AND AGAIN HE BEGAN TO LAMENT HIS BAD LUCK, RELATING THE FINAL DEED THAT HAD
landed him in jail.

IT WAS A SUFFOCATING SUNDAY IN JULY; AN AFTERNOON IN WHICH THE STREETS OF
VALENCIA SEEMED TO BE DESERTED, UNDER THE BURNING SUN AND A WIND LIKE A
FURNACE BLAST THAT CAME FROM THE BAKED PLAINS OF THE INTERIOR. EVERYBODY WAS AT



THE BULL-FIGHT OR AT THE SEASHORE. Magdalena WAS APPROACHED BY HIS FRIEND
Chamorra, AN OLD PRISON AND TRAVELING COMPANION, WHO EXERCISED A CERTAIN
influence over him. That Chamorra was a bad soul! A thief, but of the sort that
GO THE LIMIT, NOT RECOILING BEFORE THE NECESSITY OF SHEDDING BLOOD AND WITH HIS
KNIFE ALWAYS HANDY BESIDE HIS SKELETON-KEYS. IT WAS A MATTER OF CLEANING OUT A
CERTAIN HOUSE, UPON WHICH THIS FEARFUL FELLOW HAD SET HIS EYE. Magdalena
MODESTLY EXCUSED HIMSELF. HE WASN'T MADE FOR SUCH THINGS; HE COULDN'T GO SO
FAR. AS FOR GLIDING UP TO A ROOF AND PULLING DOWN THE CLOTHES THAT HAD BEEN HUNG
OUT TO DRY, OR SNATCHING A WOMAN'S PURSE WITH A QUICK PULL AND MAKING OFF WITH
IT... ALL RIGHT. BUT TO BREAK INTO A HOUSE, AND FACE THE MYSTERY OF A DWELLING, IN
which the people might be at home?...

BUT Chamorra's THREATENING LOOK INSPIRED HIM WITH GREATER FEAR THAN DID THE
ANTICIPATION OF SUCH AN ENCOUNTER, AND HE FINALLY CONSENTED. VERY WELL; HE
WOULD GO AS AN ASSISTANT,—TO CARRY THE SPOILS, BUT READY TO FLEE AT THE SLIGHTEST
ALARM. AND HE REFUSED TO ACCEPT AN OLD JACK-KNIFE THAT HIS COMPANION OFFERED
him. He was consistent.

"Petty thefts aplenty; but as to blood, not a single drop."

LATE IN THE AFTERNOON THEY ENTERED THE NARROW VESTIBULE OF A HOUSE THAT HAD NO
JANITOR, AND WHOSE INHABITANTS WERE ALL AWAY. Chamorra KNEW HIS VICTIM; A
COMFORTABLY FIXED ARTISAN WHO MUST HAVE A NEAT LITTLE PILE SAVED UP. HE WAS
SURELY AT THE BEACH WITH HIS WIFE OR AT THE BULL-FIGHT. ABOVE, THE DOOR OF THE
APARTMENT YIELDED EASILY, AND THE TWO COMPANIONS BEGAN TO WORK IN THE GLOOM
of the shuttered windows.

Chamorra FORCED THE LOCKS OF TWO CHIFFONIERS AND A CLOSET. THERE WAS SILVER
COIN, COPPER COIN, SEVERAL BANK-NOTES ROLLED UP AT THE BOTTOM OF A FAN-CASE,
THE WEDDING-JEWELRY, A CLOCK. NOT A BAD HAUL. HIS ANXIOUS LOOKS WANDERED
OVER THE PLACE, SEEKING TO MAKE OFF WITH EVERYTHING THAT COULD BE CARRIED. HE
LAMENTED THE USELESSNESS OF Magdalena, WHO, RESTLESS WITH FEAR AND WITH HIS
ARMS HANGING LIMP AT HIS SIDES, WAS PACING TO AND FRO WITHOUT KNOWING WHAT TO
do.



"TAKE THE QUILTS," ORDERED Chamorra, "WE'RE SURE TO GET SOMETHING FOR THE
wool."

And Magdalena, EAGER TO FINISH THE JOB AS SOON AS POSSIBLE, PENETRATED INTO
THE DARK ALCOVE, GROPINGLY PASSING A ROPE UNDERNEATH THE QUILTS AND THE BED-
SHEETS. THEN, AIDED BY HIS FRIEND, HE HURRIEDLY MADE A BUNDLE OF EVERYTHING,
casting the voluminous burden upon his shoulders.

THEY LEFT WITHOUT BEING DETECTED, AND WALKED OFF IN THE DIRECTION OF THE
OUTSKIRTS OF THE TOWN, TOWARDS A SHANTY OF ARRANCAPINOS, WHERE Chamorra
HAD HIS HAUNT. THE LATTER WALKED AHEAD, READY TO RUN AT THE FIRST SIGN OF DANGER;
Magdalena FOLLOWED, TROTTING ALONG, ALMOST HIDDEN BENEATH THE TREMENDOUS
load, fearing to feel at any moment the hand of the police upon his neck.

UPON EXAMINING THE PROCEEDS OF THE ROBBERY IN THE REMOTE CORRAL, Chamorra
EXHIBITED THE ARROGANCE OF A LION, GRANTING HIS ACCOMPLICE A FEW COPPER COINS.
THIS MUST BE ENOUGH FOR THE MOMENT. HE DID THIS FOR Magdalena's OWN GOOD,
as Magdalena was such a spendthrift. Later he would give more.

THEN THEY UNTIED THE BUNDLE OF QUILTS, AND Chamorra BENT OVER, HIS HANDS ON
his hips, exploding with laughter. What a find!... What a present!

Magdalena LIKEWISE BURST INTO GUFFAWS, FOR THE FIRST TIME THAT AFTERNOON. UPON
THE BED-CLOTHES LAY AN INFANT, DRESSED ONLY IN A LITTLE SHIRT, ITS EYES SHUT AND ITS
FACE PURPLE FROM SUFFOCATION, BUT MOVING ITS CHEST WITH DIFFICULTY AT FEELING THE
FIRST CARESS OF FRESH AIR. Magdalena RECALLED THE VAGUE SENSATION HE HAD
EXPERIENCED DURING HIS JOURNEY HITHER,—THAT OF SOMETHING ALIVE MOVING INSIDE
THE THICK LOAD ON HIS BACK. A WEAK, SUFFOCATED WHINING PURSUED HIM IN HIS
FLIGHT.... THE MOTHER HAD LEFT THE LITTLE ONE ASLEEP IN THE COOL DARKNESS OF THE
ALCOVE, AND THEY, WITHOUT KNOWING IT, HAD CARRIED IT OFF TOGETHER WITH THE BED-
clothes.

Magdalena's FRIGHTENED EYES NOW LOOKED QUESTIONINGLY AT HIS COMPANION.
WHAT WERE THEY TO DO WITH THE CHILD?... BUT THAT EVIL SOUL WAS LAUGHING AWAY
like a very demon.



"It's yours; I present it to you.... Eat it with potatoes."

AND HE WENT OFF WITH ALL THE SPOILS. Magdalena WAS LEFT STANDING IN DOUBT,
WHILE HE CRADLED THE CHILD IN HIS ARMS. THE POOR LITTLE THING!... IT LOOKED JUST LIKE
HIS OWN TONO, WHEN HE SANG HIM TO SLEEP; JUST LIKE HIM WHEN HE WAS ILL AND
LEANED HIS LITTLE HEAD UPON HIS FATHER'S BOSOM, WHILE THE PARENT WEPT, FEARING FOR
the child's life. The same little soft, pink feet; the same downy flesh, with skin as
SOFT AS SILK.... THE INFANT HAD CEASED TO CRY, LOOKING WITH SURPRISED EYES AT THE
robber, who was caressing it like a nurse.

"LULLABY, MY POOR LITTLE THING! THERE, THERE, MY LITTLE KING... CHILD JESUS! LOOK
at me. I'm your uncle."

BUT Magdalena STOPPED LAUGHING, THINKING OF THE MOTHER, OF HER DESPERATE
GRIEF WHEN SHE WOULD RETURN TO THE HOUSE. THE LOSS OF HER LITTLE FORTUNE WOULD BE
her least concern. The child! Where was she to find her child?... He knew what
MOTHERS WERE LIKE. Peluchona WAS THE WORST OF WOMEN, YET HE HAD SEEN EVEN
her weep and moan before her little one in danger.

HE GAZED TOWARD THE SUN, WHICH WAS BEGINNING TO SINK IN A MAJESTIC SUMMER
SUNSET. THERE WAS STILL TIME TO TAKE THE INFANT BACK TO THE HOUSE BEFORE ITS
PARENTS WOULD RETURN. AND IF HE SHOULD ENCOUNTER THEM, HE WOULD LIE, SAYING
THAT HE HAD FOUND THE INFANT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET; HE WOULD EXTRICATE
himself as well as he could. Forward; he had never felt so brave.

CARRYING THE INFANT IN HIS ARMS HE WALKED AT EASE THROUGH THE VERY STREETS OVER
WHICH HE HAD LATELY HASTENED WITH THE ANXIOUS GAIT OF FEAR. HE MOUNTED THE
STAIRCASE WITHOUT ENCOUNTERING ANYBODY. ABOVE, THE SAME SOLITUDE. THE DOOR
WAS STILL OPEN, THE BOLT FORCED. WITHIN, THE DISORDERED ROOMS, THE BROKEN
FURNITURE, THE DRAWERS UPON THE FLOOR, THE OVERTURNED CHAIRS AND CLOTHES STREWN
ABOUT, FILLED HIM WITH A SENSATION OF TERROR SIMILAR TO THAT WHICH ASSAILS THE
ASSASSIN WHO RETURNS TO CONTEMPLATE THE CORPSE OF HIS VICTIM SOME TIME AFTER
the crime.

He gave a last fond kiss to the child and left it upon the bed.



"Good-bye, my pet!"

BUT AS HE APPROACHED THE HEAD OF THE STAIRCASE HE HEARD FOOTSTEPS, AND IN THE
RECTANGLE OF LIGHT THAT ENTERED THROUGH THE OPEN DOOR THERE BULKED THE SILHOUETTE
OF A CORPULENT MAN. AT THE SAME TIME THERE RANG OUT THE SHRILL SHRIEK OF A FEMALE
voice, trembling with fright:

"Robbers!... Help!"

Magdalena TRIED TO ESCAPE, OPENING A PASSAGE FOR HIMSELF WITH HIS HEAD
LOWERED, LIKE A CORNERED RAT; BUT HE FELT HIMSELF SEIZED BY A PAIR OF CYCLOPEAN
ARMS, ACCUSTOMED TO BEATING IRON, AND WITH A MIGHTY THRUST HE WAS SENT ROLLING
down the stairs.

ON HIS FACE THERE WERE STILL SIGNS OF THE BRUISES HE HAD RECEIVED FROM CONTACT
with the steps, and from the blows rained upon him by the infuriated neighbors.

"IN SUM, SIR. BREAKING AND ENTERING. I'LL GET OUT IN HEAVEN KNOWS HOW MANY
YEARS.... ALL FOR BEING KIND-HEARTED. TO MAKE MATTERS WORSE, THEY DON'T EVEN
GIVE ME ANY CONSIDERATION, LOOKING UPON ME AS A CLEVER CRIMINAL. EVERYBODY
KNOWS THAT THE REAL THIEF WAS Chamorra WHOM I HAVEN'T SEEN SINCE.... AND
they ridicule me for a silly fool."

END



S

THE LAST LION

CARCELY HAD THE MEETING OF THE HONORABLE GUILD OF blanquers COME TO
ORDER WITHIN ITS CHAPEL NEAR THE TOWERS OF SERRANOS, WHEN SEÑOR VICENTE

ASKED FOR THE FLOOR. HE WAS THE OLDEST TANNER IN VALENCIA. MANY MASTERS
RECALLED THEIR APPRENTICE DAYS AND DECLARED THAT HE WAS THE SAME NOW AS THEN,
WITH HIS WHITE, BRUSH-LIKE MUSTACHE, HIS FACE THAT LOOKED LIKE A SUN OF WRINKLES,
his aggressive eyes and cadaverous thinness, as if all the sap of his life had been
CONSUMED IN THE DAILY MOTIONS OF HIS FEET AND HANDS ABOUT THE VATS OF THE
tannery.

HE WAS THE ONLY REPRESENTATIVE OF THE GUILD'S GLORIES, THE SOLE SURVIVOR OF THOSE
blanquers WHO WERE AN HONOR TO VALENCIAN HISTORY. THE GRANDCHILDREN OF HIS
FORMER COMPANIONS HAD BECOME CORRUPTED WITH THE MARCH OF TIME; THEY WERE
PROPRIETORS OF LARGE ESTABLISHMENTS, WITH THOUSANDS OF WORKMEN, BUT THEY
WOULD BE LOST IF THEY EVER HAD TO TAN A SKIN WITH THEIR SOFT, BUSINESS-MAN'S
HANDS. ONLY HE COULD CALL HIMSELF A blanquer OF THE OLD SCHOOL, WORKING EVERY
DAY IN HIS LITTLE HUT NEAR THE GUILD HOUSE; MASTER AND TOILER AT THE SAME TIME, WITH
NO OTHER ASSISTANTS THAN HIS SONS AND GRANDCHILDREN; HIS WORKSHOP WAS OF THE
OLD KIND, AMID SWEET DOMESTIC SURROUNDINGS, WITH NEITHER THREATS OF STRIKES NOR
quarrels over the day's pay.

THE CENTURIES HAD RAISED THE LEVEL OF THE STREET, CONVERTING SEÑOR VICENTE'S
SHOP INTO A GLOOMY CAVE. THE DOOR THROUGH WHICH HIS ANCESTORS HAD ENTERED
HAD GROWN SMALLER AND SMALLER FROM THE BOTTOM UNTIL IT HAD BECOME LITTLE MORE
THAN A WINDOW. FIVE STAIRS CONNECTED THE STREET WITH THE DAMP FLOOR OF THE
TANNERY, AND ABOVE, NEAR A POINTED ARCH, A RELIC OF MEDIEVAL VALENCIA, FLOATED
LIKE BANNERS THE SKINS THAT HAD BEEN HUNG UP TO DRY, WAFTING ABOUT THE
UNBEARABLE ODOR OF THE LEATHER. THE OLD MAN BY NO MEANS ENVIED THE moderns,



IN THEIR LUXURIOUSLY APPOINTED BUSINESS OFFICES. SURELY THEY BLUSHED WITH SHAME
ON PASSING THROUGH HIS LANE AND SEEING HIM, AT BREAKFAST HOUR, TAKING THE SUN,—
HIS SLEEVES AND TROUSERS ROLLED UP, SHOWING HIS THIN ARMS AND LEGS, STAINED RED,
—WITH THE PRIDE OF A ROBUST OLD AGE THAT PERMITTED HIM TO BATTLE DAILY WITH THE
hides.

VALENCIA WAS PREPARING TO CELEBRATE THE CENTENARY OF ONE OF ITS FAMOUS SAINTS,
AND THE GUILD OF blanquers, LIKE THE OTHER HISTORIC GUILDS, WISHED TO MAKE ITS
CONTRIBUTION TO THE FESTIVITIES. SEÑOR VICENTE, WITH THE PRESTIGE OF HIS YEARS,
IMPOSED HIS WILL UPON ALL THE MASTERS. THE blanquers SHOULD REMAIN WHAT THEY
WERE. ALL THE GLORIES OF THEIR PAST, LONG SEQUESTRATED IN THE CHAPEL, MUST FIGURE IN
THE PROCESSION. AND IT WAS HIGH TIME THEY WERE DISPLAYED IN PUBLIC! HIS GAZE,
WANDERING ABOUT THE CHAPEL, SEEMED TO CARESS THE GUILD'S RELICS; THE SIXTEENTH
CENTURY DRUMS, AS LARGE AS JARS, THAT PRESERVED WITHIN THEIR DRUMHEADS THE
HOARSE CRIES OF REVOLUTIONARY GERMANIA; THE GREAT LANTERN OF CARVED WOOD, TORN
FROM THE PROW OF A GALLEY; THE RED SILK BANNER OF THE GUILD, EDGED WITH GOLD THAT
had become greenish through the ages.

ALL THIS MUST BE DISPLAYED DURING THE CELEBRATION, SHAKING OFF THE DUST OF
oblivion; even the famous lion of the blanquers!

The moderns BURST INTO IMPIOUS LAUGHTER. THE LION, TOO?... YES, THE LION, TOO.
TO SEÑOR VICENTE IT SEEMED A DISHONOR ON THE PART OF THE GUILD TO FORGET THAT
GLORIOUS BEAST. THE ANCIENT BALLADS, THE ACCOUNTS OF CELEBRATIONS THAT MIGHT BE
READ IN THE CITY ARCHIVES, THE OLD FOLKS WHO HAD LIVED IN THE SPLENDID EPOCH OF
THE GUILDS WITH THEIR FRATERNAL CAMARADERIE,—ALL SPOKE OF THE blanquers' LION;
BUT NOW NOBODY KNEW THE ANIMAL, AND THIS WAS A SHAME FOR THE TRADE, A LOSS TO
the city.

THEIR LION WAS AS GREAT A GLORY AS THE SILK MART OR THE WELL OF SAN VICENTE. HE
KNEW VERY WELL THE REASON FOR THIS OPPOSITION ON THE PART OF THE moderns. THEY
FEARED TO ASSUME THE RÔLE OF THE LION. NEVER FEAR, MY YOUNG FELLOWS! HE, WITH
HIS BURDEN OF YEARS, THAT NUMBERED MORE THAN SEVENTY, WOULD CLAIM THIS HONOR.
IT BELONGED TO HIM IN ALL JUSTICE; HIS FATHER, HIS GRANDFATHER, HIS COUNTLESS



ANCESTORS, HAD ALL BEEN LIONS, AND HE FELT EQUAL TO COMING TO BLOWS WITH
ANYBODY WHO WOULD DARE DISPUTE HIS RIGHT TO THE RÔLE OF THE LION, TRADITIONAL IN
his family.

WITH WHAT ENTHUSIASM SEÑOR VICENTE RELATED THE HISTORY OF THE LION AND THE
HEROIC blanquers! ONE DAY THE BARBARY PIRATES FROM BUJIA HAD LANDED AT
TORREBLANCA, JUST BEYOND CASTELLÓN, AND SACKED THE CHURCH, CARRYING OFF THE
SHRINE. THIS HAPPENED A LITTLE BEFORE THE TIME OF SAINT VICENTE FERRER, FOR THE
OLD TANNER HAD NO OTHER WAY OF EXPLAINING HISTORY THAN BY DIVIDING IT INTO TWO
PERIODS; BEFORE AND AFTER THE SAINT... THE POPULATION, WHICH WAS SCARCELY
MOVED BY THE RAIDS OF THE PIRATES, HEARING OF THE ABDUCTION OF PALE MAIDENS
WITH LARGE BLACK EYES AND PLUMP FIGURES, DESTINED FOR THE HAREM, AS IF THIS WERE
AN INEVITABLE MISFORTUNE, BROKE INTO CRIES OF GRIEF UPON LEARNING OF THE SACRILEGE
at Torreblanca.

THE CHURCHES OF THE TOWN WERE DRAPED IN BLACK; PEOPLE WENT THROUGH THE
STREETS WAILING LOUDLY, STRIKING THEMSELVES AS A PUNISHMENT. WHAT COULD THOSE
DOGS DO WITH THE BLESSED HOST? WHAT WOULD BECOME OF THE POOR, DEFENSELESS
SHRINE?... THEN IT WAS THAT THE VALIANT blanquers CAME UPON THE SCENE. WAS
NOT THE SHRINE AT BUJIA? THEN ON TO BUJIA IN QUEST OF IT! THEY REASONED LIKE
HEROES ACCUSTOMED TO BEATING HIDES ALL DAY LONG, AND THEY SAW NOTHING
FORMIDABLE ABOUT BEATING THE ENEMIES OF GOD. AT THEIR OWN EXPENSE THEY FITTED
OUT A GALLEY AND THE WHOLE GUILD WENT ABOARD, CARRYING ALONG THEIR BEAUTIFUL
BANNER; THE OTHER GUILDS, AND INDEED THE ENTIRE TOWN, FOLLOWED THIS EXAMPLE AND
chartered other vessels.

THE JUSTICE HIMSELF CAST ASIDE HIS SCARLET GOWN AND COVERED HIMSELF WITH MAIL
FROM HEAD TO FOOT; THE WORTHY COUNCILMEN ABANDONED THE BENCHES OF THE
GOLDEN CHAMBER, SHIELDING THEIR PAUNCHES WITH SCALES THAT SHONE LIKE THOSE OF
THE FISHES IN THE GULF; THE HUNDRED ARCHERS OF LA PLUMA, WHO GUARDED la Señera
FILLED THEIR QUIVERS WITH ARROWS, AND THE JEWS FROM THE QUARTER OF LA XEDREA DID
A RUSHING BUSINESS, SELLING ALL THEIR OLD IRON, INCLUDING LANCES, NOTCHED SWORDS
and rusty corselets, in exchange for good, ringing pieces of silver.



AND OFF SPED THE VALENCIAN GALLEYS, WITH THEIR JIB-SAILS SPREAD TO THE WIND,
CONVOYED BY A SHOAL OF DOLPHINS, WHICH SPORTED ABOUT IN THE FOAM OF THEIR
PROWS!... WHEN THE MOORS BEHELD THEM APPROACHING, THE INFIDELS BEGAN TO
TREMBLE, REPENTING OF THEIR IRREVERENCE TOWARD THE SHRINE. AND THIS, DESPITE THE
FACT THAT THEY WERE A SET OF HARDENED OLD DOGS. VALENCIANS, HEADED BY THE
valiant blanquers! Who, indeed, would dare face them!

THE BATTLE RAGED FOR SEVERAL DAYS AND NIGHTS, ACCORDING TO THE TALE OF SEÑOR
Vicente. Reinforcements of Moors arrived, but the Valencians, loyal and fierce,
FOUGHT TO THE DEATH. AND THEY WERE ALREADY BEGINNING TO FEEL EXHAUSTED FROM
THE LABOR OF DISEMBOWELLING SO MANY INFIDELS, WHEN BEHOLD, FROM A NEIGHBORING
MOUNTAIN A LION COMES WALKING DOWN ON HIS HIND PAWS, FOR ALL THE WORLD LIKE A
REGULAR PERSON, CARRYING IN HIS FOREPAWS, MOST REVERENTLY, THE SHRINE,—THE
SHRINE THAT HAD BEEN STOLEN FROM TORREBLANCA! THE BEAST DELIVERED IT
CEREMONIOUSLY INTO THE HANDS OF ONE OF THE GUILD, UNDOUBTEDLY AN ANCESTOR OF
SEÑOR VICENTE, AND HENCE FOR CENTURIES HIS FAMILY HAD POSSESSED THE PRIVILEGE
of representing that amiable animal in the Valencian processions.

THEN HE SHOOK HIS MANE, EMITTED A ROAR, AND WITH BLOWS AND BITES IN EVERY
direction cleared the field instantly of Moors.

THE VALENCIANS SAILED FOR HOME, CARRYING THE SHRINE BACK LIKE A TROPHY. THE
chief of the blanquers SALUTED THE LION, COURTEOUSLY OFFERING HIM THE GUILD HOUSE,
NEAR THE TOWERS OF SERRANOS, WHICH HE COULD CONSIDER AS HIS OWN. MANY
THANKS; THE BEAST WAS ACCUSTOMED TO THE SUN OF AFRICA AND FEARED A CHANGE OF
climate.

BUT THE TRADE WAS NOT UNGRATEFUL, AND TO PERPETUATE THE HAPPY RECOLLECTION OF
THE SHAGGY-MANED FRIEND WHOM THEY POSSESSED ON THE OTHER SHORE OF THE SEA,
every time the guild banner floated in the Valencian celebrations, there marched
BEHIND IT AN ANCESTOR OF SEÑOR VICENTE, TO THE SOUND OF DRUMS, AND HE WAS
COVERED WITH HIDE, WITH A MASK THAT WAS THE LIVING IMAGE OF THE WORTHY LION,
BEARING IN HIS HANDS A SHRINE OF WOOD, SO SMALL AND POOR THAT IT CAUSED ONE TO
doubt the genuine value of Torreblanca's own Shrine.



PERVERSE AND IRREVERENT PERSONS EVEN DARED TO AFFIRM, TO THE GREAT INDIGNATION
OF SEÑOR VICENTE, THAT THE WHOLE STORY WAS A LIE. SHEER ENVY! ILL WILL OF THE
OTHER TRADES, WHICH COULDN'T POINT TO SUCH A GLORIOUS HISTORY! THERE WAS THE
GUILD CHAPEL AS PROOF, AND IN IT THE LANTERN FROM THE PROW OF THE VESSEL, WHICH
THE CONSCIENCELESS WRETCHES DECLARED DATED FROM MANY CENTURIES AFTER THE
SUPPOSED BATTLE; AND THERE WERE THE GUILD DRUMS, AND THE GLORIOUS BANNER; AND
THE MOTH-EATEN HIDE OF THE LION, IN WHICH ALL HIS PREDECESSORS HAD ENCASED
THEMSELVES, LAY NOW FORGOTTEN BEHIND THE ALTAR, COVERED WITH COBWEBS AND
DUST, BUT IT WAS NONE THE LESS AS AUTHENTIC AND WORTHY OF REVERENCE AS THE
stones of el Miguelete.[1]

AND ABOVE ALL THERE WAS HIS FAITH, ARDENT AND INCONTROVERTIBLE, CAPABLE OF
RECEIVING AS AN AFFRONT TO THE FAMILY THE SLIGHTEST IRREVERENCE TOWARD THE AFRICAN
lion, the illustrious friend of the guild.

THE PROCESSION TOOK PLACE ON AN AFTERNOON IN JUNE. THE SONS, THE DAUGHTERS-
IN-LAW AND THE GRANDSONS OF SEÑOR VICENTE HELPED HIM TO GET INTO THE COSTUME
OF THE LION, PERSPIRING MOST UNCOMFORTABLY AT THE MERE TOUCH OF THAT RED-STAINED
WOOL. "FATHER, YOU'RE GOING TO ROAST."—"GRANDPA, YOU'LL MELT INSIDE OF THIS
costume."

THE OLD MAN, HOWEVER, DEAF TO THE WARNINGS OF THE FAMILY, SHOOK HIS MOTH-
EATEN MANE WITH PRIDE, THINKING OF HIS ANCESTORS; THEN HE TRIED ON THE TERRIFYING
MASK, A CARDBOARD ARRANGEMENT THAT IMITATED, WITH A FAINT RESEMBLANCE, THE
countenance of the wild beast.

WHAT A TRIUMPHANT AFTERNOON! THE STREETS CROWDED WITH SPECTATORS; THE
BALCONIES DECORATED WITH BUNTING, AND UPON THEM ROWS OF VARIEGATED BONNETS
SHADING FAIR FACES FROM THE SUN; THE GROUND COVERED WITH MYRTLE, FORMING A
green, odorous carpet whose perfume seemed to expand the lungs.

THE PROCESSION WAS HEADED BY THE STANDARD-BEARERS, WITH BEARDS OF HEMP,
crowns and striped dalmatics, holding aloft the Valencian banners adorned with
ENORMOUS BATS AND LARGE L'S BESIDE THE COAT OF ARMS; THEN, TO THE SOUND OF THE
FLAGEOLET, THE RETINUE OF BRAVE INDIANS, SHEPHERDS FROM BELEN, CATALANS AND



MALLORCANS; FOLLOWING THESE PASSED THE DWARFS WITH THEIR MONSTROUSLY HUGE
HEADS, CLICKING THE CASTANETS TO THE RHYTHM OF A MOORISH MARCH; BEHIND THESE
CAME THE GIANTS OF THE CORPUS AND AT THE END, THE BANNERS OF THE GUILDS; AN
ENDLESS ROW OF RED STANDARDS, FADED WITH THE YEARS, AND SO TALL THAT THEIR TOPS
reached higher than the first stories of the buildings.

FLOM! ROTOPLOM! ROLLED THE DRUMS OF THE blanquers,—INSTRUMENTS OF
BARBAROUS SONORITY, SO LARGE THAT THEIR WEIGHT FORCED THE DRUMMERS TO BOW THEIR
NECKS. FLOM! ROTOPLOM! THEY RESOUNDED, HOARSE AND MENACING, WITH SAVAGE
SOLEMNITY, AS IF THEY WERE STILL MARKING THE TREAD OF THE REVOLUTIONARY GERMAN
REGIMENTS, SALLYING FORTH TO THE ENCOUNTER WITH THE EMPEROR'S YOUNG LEADER,—
THAT DON JUAN OF ARAGÓN, DUKE OF SEGORBE, WHO SERVED VICTOR HUGO AS THE
MODEL FOR HIS ROMANTIC PERSONAGE Hernani! FLOM! ROTOPLOM! THE PEOPLE RAN
FOR GOOD PLACES AND JOSTLED ONE ANOTHER TO OBTAIN A BETTER VIEW OF THE GUILD
MEMBERS, BURSTING INTO LAUGHTER AND SHOUTS. WHAT WAS THAT? A MONKEY?... A
wild man?... Ah! The faith of the past was truly laughable.

THE YOUNG MEMBERS OF THE TRADE, THEIR SHIRTS OPEN AT THE NECK AND THEIR
SLEEVES ROLLED UP, TOOK TURNS AT CARRYING THE HEAVY BANNER, PERFORMING FEATS OF
JUGGLERY, BALANCING IT ON THE PALMS OF THEIR HANDS OR UPON THEIR TEETH, TO THE
rhythm of the drums.

THE WEALTHY MASTERS HAD THE HONOR OF HOLDING THE CORDS OF THE BANNER, AND
BEHIND THEM MARCHED THE LION, THE GLORIOUS LION OF THE GUILD, WHO WAS NOW NO
LONGER KNOWN. NOR DID THE LION MARCH IN CARELESS FASHION; HE WAS DIGNIFIED, AS
the old traditions bade him be, and as Señor Vicente had seen his father march,
AND AS THE LATTER HAD SEEN HIS GRANDFATHER; HE KEPT TIME WITH THE DRUMS, BOWING
AT EVERY STEP, TO RIGHT AND TO LEFT, MOVING THE SHRINE FAN-WISE, LIKE A POLITE AND
well-bred beast who knows the respect due to the public.

THE FARMERS WHO HAD COME TO THE CELEBRATION OPENED THEIR EYES IN
AMAZEMENT; THE MOTHERS POINTED HIM OUT WITH THEIR FINGERS SO THAT THE CHILDREN
MIGHT SEE HIM; BUT THE YOUNGSTERS, FROWNING, TIGHTENED THEIR GRASP UPON THEIR
mothers' necks, hiding their faces to shed tears of terror.



WHEN THE BANNER HALTED, THE GLORIOUS LION HAD TO DEFEND HIMSELF WITH HIS HIND
PAWS AGAINST THE DISRESPECTFUL SWARM OF GAMINS THAT SURROUNDED HIM, TRYING TO
TEAR SOME LOCKS OUT OF HIS MOTH-EATEN MANE. AT OTHER TIMES THE BEAST LOOKED
UP AT THE BALCONIES TO SALUTE THE PRETTY GIRLS WITH THE SHRINE; THEY LAUGHED AT THE
GROTESQUE FIGURE. AND SEÑOR VICENTE DID WISELY; HOWEVER MUCH OF A LION ONE
may be, one must be gallant toward the fair sex.

THE SPECTATORS FANNED THEMSELVES, TRYING TO FIND A MOMENTARY COOLNESS IN THE
BURNING ATMOSPHERE; THE horchateros[2] BUSTLED AMONG THE CROWDS SHOUTING
THEIR WARES, CALLED FROM ALL DIRECTIONS AT ONCE AND NOT KNOWING WHITHER TO GO
FIRST; THE STANDARD-BEARERS AND THE DRUMMERS WIPED THE SWEAT OFF THEIR FACES AT
every restaurant door, and at last went inside to seek refreshment.

BUT THE LION STUCK TO HIS POST. HIS MASK BECAME SOFT; HE WALKED WITH A CERTAIN
WEARINESS, LETTING THE SHRINE REST UPON HIS STOMACH, HAVING BY THIS TIME LOST ALL
desire to bow to the public.

Fellow tanners approached him with jesting questions.

"How are things going, so Visent?"

And so Visent ROARED INDIGNANTLY FROM THE INTERIOR OF HIS CARDBOARD DISGUISE.
HOW SHOULD THINGS GO? VERY WELL. HE WAS ABLE TO KEEP IT UP, WITHOUT FAILING IN
HIS PART, EVEN IF THE PARADE CONTINUED FOR THREE DAYS. AS FOR GETTING TIRED, LEAVE
THAT TO THE YOUNG FOLKS. AND DRAWING HIMSELF PROUDLY ERECT, HE RESUMED HIS
bows, marking time with his swaying Shrine of wood.

THE PROCESSION LASTED THREE HOURS. WHEN THE GUILD BANNER RETURNED TO THE
Cathedral night was beginning to fall.

PLOM! RETOPLOM! THE GLORIOUS BANNER OF THE blanquers RETURNED TO ITS GUILD
house behind the drums. The myrtle on the streets had disappeared beneath the
FEET OF THE PARADERS. NOW THE GROUND WAS COVERED WITH DROPS OF WAX, ROSE
LEAVES AND STRIPS OF TINSEL. THE LITURGIC PERFUME OF INCENSE FLOATED THROUGH THE
AIR. PLOM! RETOPLOM! THE DRUMS WERE TIRED; THE STRAPPING YOUTHS WHO HAD



CARRIED THE STANDARDS WERE NOW PANTING, HAVING LOST ALL DESIRE TO PERFORM
BALANCING TRICKS; THE RICH MASTERS CLUTCHED THE CORDS OF THE BANNER TIGHTLY, AS IF
THE LATTER WERE TOWING THEM ALONG, AND THEY COMPLAINED OF THEIR NEW SHOES AND
THEIR BUNIONS; BUT THE LION, THE WEARY LION (AH, SWAGGERING BEAST!), WHO AT TIMES
SEEMED ON THE POINT OF FALLING TO THE GROUND, STILL HAD STRENGTH LEFT TO RISE ON HIS
HIND PAWS AND FRIGHTEN THE SUBURBAN COUPLES, WHO PULLED AT A STRING OF CHILDREN
that had been dazzled by the sights.

A LIE! PURE CONCEIT! SEÑOR VICENTE KNEW WHAT IT FELT LIKE TO BE INSIDE OF THE
LION'S HIDE. BUT NOBODY IS OBLIGED TO TAKE THE PART OF THE LION, AND HE WHO
assumes it must stick it out to the bitter end.

Once home, he sank upon the sofa like a bundle of wool; his sons, daughters-
IN-LAW AND GRANDCHILDREN HASTENED TO REMOVE THE MASK FROM HIS FACE. THEY
COULD SCARCELY RECOGNIZE HIM, SO CONGESTED AND SCARLET WERE HIS FEATURES,
which seemed to spurt water from every line of his wrinkles.

THEY TRIED TO REMOVE HIS SKINS; BUT THE BEAST WAS OPPRESSED BY A DIFFERENT
DESIRE, BEGGING IN A SUFFOCATED VOICE. HE WISHED A DRINK; HE WAS CHOKING WITH
THE HEAT. THE FAMILY, WARNING AGAINST ILLNESS, PROTESTED IN VAIN. THE DEUCE! HE
desired a drink right away. And who would dare resist an infuriated lion?...

FROM THE NEAREST CAFÉ THEY BROUGHT HIM SOME ICE-CREAM IN A BLUE CUP; A
VALENCIAN ICE CREAM, HONEY-SWEET AND GRATEFUL TO THE NOSTRILS, GLISTENING WITH
drops of white juice at the conical top.

BUT WHAT ARE ICE CREAMS TO A LION! Haaam! HE SWALLOWED IT AT A SINGLE GULP,
AS IF IT WERE A MERE TRIFLE! HIS THIRST AND THE HEAT ASSAILED HIM ANEW, AND HE
roared for other refreshment.

THE FAMILY, FOR REASONS OF ECONOMY, THOUGHT OF THE horchata FROM A NEAR-BY
RESTAURANT. THEY WOULD SEE; LET A FULL JAR OF IT BE BROUGHT. AND SEÑOR VICENTE
DRANK AND DRANK UNTIL IT WAS UNNECESSARY TO REMOVE THE SKINS FROM HIM. WHY?
BECAUSE AN ATTACK OF DOUBLE PNEUMONIA FINISHED HIM INSIDE OF A FEW HOURS. THE
glorious, shaggy-haired uniform of the family served him as a shroud.



Thus died the lion of the blanquers,—the last lion of Valencia.

And the fact is that horchata is fatal for beasts.... Pure poison!

END
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A belfry in Valencia.

Vendors of horchata, iced orgeat.
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