shake hands, and her cold fingers remain
for a long while in your sweating palm.

“I'm Felipe Montero. I read your adver-
tisement.”

“Yes, L know. I'm sorry, there aren’t any
chairs.”

“That’s all right. Don’t worry about it.”

“Good. Please let me see your profile.
No, I can’t see it well enough. Turn toward
the light. That’s right. Excellent.”

“I read your advertisement . . .

“Yes, of course. Do you think you're
qualified? Avez-vous fait des études?”

“A Paris, madame.”

“Ah, oui, ¢a me fait plaisir, toujours,

toujours, d’entendre . . . oui . . . vous
savez . . . on était tellement habztug
et apres . . .’

You move aside so that the light from
the candles and the reflections from the
silver and crystal show you the silk coif
that must cover a head of very white hair,
and that frames a face so old it’s almost
childlike. Her whole body is covered by
the sheets and the feather pillows and the
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high, tightly buttoned white collar, all ex-
cept for her arms, which are wrapped in a
shawl, and her pallid hands resting on her
stomach. You can only stare at her face
until a movement of the rabbit lets you
glance furtively at the crusts and bits of
bread scattered on the worn-out red silk
of the pillows.

“I’ll come directly to the point. I don’t
have many years ahead of me, Sefior Mon-
tero, and therefore I decided to break a life-
long rule and place an advertisement in
the newspaper.”

“Yes, that’s why I'm here.”

“Of course. So you accept.”

“Well, I'd like to know a little more.”

“Yes. You're wondering.”

She sees you glance at the night table,
the different-colored bottles, the glasses,
the aluminum spoons, the row of pillboxes,
the other glasses—all stained with whitish
liquids—on the floor within reach of her
hand. Then you notice that the bed is
hardly raised above the level of the floor.
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Suddenly the rabbit jumps down and dis-
appears in the shadows.

“I can offer you four thousand pesos.”

“Yes, that’s what the advertisement said
today.”

“Ah, then it came out.”

“Yes, it came out.”

“It has to do with the memoirs of my
husband, General Llorente. They must be
put in order before I die. I want them to be
published. I decided that a short time ago.”

“But the General hlmself? Wouldn't he
be ableto . . .”

“He died sixty years ago, Sefior. They're
his unfinished memoirs. They have to be
completed before I die.”

“But . . .”

“I can tell you everythmg You’ll learn
to write in my husband’s own style. You’ll
only have to arrange and read his manu-
scripts to become fascinated by his style

. hisclarity . . . his . . .”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Saga, Saga. Where are you? Ici, Sagal”

HWhOPH
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“My companion.”

“The rabbit?”

“Yes. She'll come back.”

When you raise your eyes, which you’ve
been keeping lowered, her lips are closed
but you can hear her words again—*She’ll
come back”—as if the old lady were pro-
nouncing them at that instant. Her lips
remain still. You look in back of you and
you're almost blinded by the gleam from
the religious objects. When you look at her
again you see that her eyes have opened
very wide, and that they’re clear, liquid,
enormous, almost the same color as the
yellowish whites around them, so that
only the black dots of the pupils mar that
clarity. It’s lost a moment later in the
heavy folds of her lowered eyelids, as if
she wanted to protect that glance which
is now hiding at the back of its dry cave.

“Then you’ll stay here. Your room is up-
stairs. It’s sunny there.”

“It might be better if I didn’t trouble
you, Sefiora. I can go on living where I am
and work on the manuscripts there.”
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“My conditions are that you have to live
here. There isn’t much time left.”

“I don’t know if . . .”

“Aura . . .”

The old woman moves for the first time
since you entered her room. As she reaches
out her hand again, you sense that agitated
breathing beside you, and another hand
reaches out to touch the Sefiora’s fingers.
You look around and a girl is standing
there, a girl whose whole body you can’t
see because she’s standing so close to you
and her arrival was so unexpected, without
the slightest sound—not even those sounds
that can’t be heard but are real anyway
because they’re remembered immediately
afterwards, because in spite of everything
they’re louder than the silence that accom-
panies them.

“I told you she’d come back ”

“Who?”

“Aura. My companion. My niece.”

“Good afternoon.”

The girl nods and at the same instant
the old lady imitates her gesture.
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“This is Sefior Montero. He’s going to
Live with us.”

You move a few steps so that the light
from the candles won’t blind you. The girl
keeps her eyes closed, her hands at her
sides. She doesn’t look at you at first, then
little by little she opens her eyes as if she
were afraid of the light. Finally you can
see that those eyes are sea green and that
they surge, break to foam, grow calm
again, then surge again like a wave. You
look into them and tell yourself it isn’t
true, because they’re beautiful green eyes
just like all the beautiful green eyes you’ve
ever known. But you can’t deceive your-
self: those eyes do surge, do change, as if
offering you a landscape that only you can
see and desire.

“Yes. I'm going to live with you.”
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