Eyes of a Blue Dog
K

Then she looked ar me. I though that she was looking ar me for the
first time. But then, when she tumned around behind the lamp
and I kept feeling her slippery and oily look in back of me, over
my shoulder, I understood that it was I who was looking at her
for the first time. I lit a cigarette. I took 2 drag on the harsh,
strong smoke, before spinning in the chair, balancing on one of
the rear legs. After that I saw her there, as if she’d been standing
beside the lamp looking at me every night. For a few brief min-
utes that’s all we did: look at each other. I looked from the chair,
balancing on one of the rear legs. She stood, with 2 long and
quiet hand on the lamp, looking at me. I saw her eyelids lighted
up as on every night. It was then that I remembered the usual
thing, when I said to her: “Eyes of a blue dog.” Withour taking
her hand off the lamp she said to me: “That, We'll never forget
that.” She left the orbit, sighing: “Eyes of a blue dog. Pve writ-
ten it everywhere.”

I saw her walk over to the dressing table. I watched her
appear in the circular glass of the mirror looking at me now at
the end of a back and forth of mathematical light. I watched her
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keep on looking at me with her great hot-coal eyes: looking at
me while she opened the little box covered with pink mother of
pearl. T saw her powder her nose. When she finished, she closed
the box, stood up again, and walked over to the lamp once
more, saying: “I'm afraid that someone is dreaming abour this
room and revealing my secrets.” And over the flame she held the
same long and tremulous hand that she had been warming
before sitting down at the mirror. And she said: “You don’t feel
the cold.” And I said to her: “Sometimes.” And she said to me:
“You must fecl it now.” And then I understood why I couldn’t
have been alone in the seat. It was the cold that had been giving
me the certainty of my solitude. “Now I feel it,” I said. “And ivs
strange because the night is quiet. Maybe the sheer fell off.” She
didn’t afiswer. Again she began ro move toward the mirror and
I rurned again in the chair, keeping my back to her. Without
seeing her, I knew what she was doing. I knew that she was
sitting in front of the mirror again, seeing my back, which had
had time to reach the depths of the mirror and be caught by her
look, which had also had just enough time to reach the depths
and return—before the hand had time to start the second turn—
until her lips were anointed now with crimson, from the first
turn of her hand in front of the mirror. I saw, opposite me, the
smooth wall, which was like another blind mirror in which [
couldn’t see her—sitting behind me—bur could imagine her
where she probably was as if a mirror had been hung in place of
the wall. “I see you,” I told her. And on the wall I saw what was

as if she had raised her eyes and had seen me with my back

turned toward her from the chair, in the depths of the mirror,
my face turned toward the wall. Then I saw her lower her eyes
again and remain with her eyes always on her brassiere, not ralk-
ing. And I said to her again: “T see you.” And she raised her eyes
from her brassiere again. “That’s impossible,” she said. I asked
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her why. And she, with her eyes quiet and on her brassiere

again: “Because your face is turned toward the wall.” Then I

spun the chair around. I had the cigarette clenched in my
mouth. When I stayed facing the mirror she was back by the

lamp. Now she had her hands open over the flame, like the two
wings of a hen, toasting herself, and with her face shaded by her
own fingers. “1 think I'm going to catch cold,” she said. “This
must be a city of ice.” She turned her face to profile and her
skin, from copper to red, suddenly became sad. “Do something
about it,” she said. And she began to getr undressed, item by
ttem, starting at the top with the brassiere. I told her: “I’m going
to turn back to the wall.” She said: “No. In any case, you’ll see
me the way you did when your back was turned.” And no
sooner had she said it than she was almost completely un-
dressed, with the flame licking her long copper skin. “T've always
wanted to see you like that, with the skin of your belly full
of deep pirs, as if youw'd been beaten.” And before I realized
that my words had become clumsy at the sight of her nakedness,
she became motionless, warming herself on the globe of the
lamp, and she said: “Sometimes I think I’m made of metal.” She
was silent for an instant. The position of her hands over the
flame varied slightly. I said: “Sometimes, in other dreams, Pve
thought you were only a little bronze statue in the corner of
some museum. Maybe that’s why you’re cold.” And she said:
“Sometimes, when I sleep on my heart, I can feel my body
growing hollow and my skin is like plate. Then, when the blood
beats inside me, it’s as if someone were calling by knocking on
my stomach and I can feel my own copper sound in the bed. It’s
like—what do you call it—lJaminated metal.” She drew closer to
the Jamp. “T would have liked to hear you,” I said. And she said:

“If we find each other sometime, put your ear to my ribs when
I sleep on the left side and yowll hear me echoing. Pve always
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wanted you to do it sometime.” I heard her breathe heavily as
she talked. And she said that for years she’d done nothing differ-
ent. Her life had been dedicated to finding me in reality, through
that identifying phrase: “Eyes of a blue dog.” And she went
along the street saying it aloud, as a way of telling the only per-
son who could have understood her:

“T'm the one who comes into your dreams every might and
tells you: “Eyes of a blue dog.” * And she said that she went into
restaurants and before ordering said to the waiters: “Eyes of a
blue dog.” But the waiters bowed reverently, without remem-
bering ever having said that in their dreams. Then she would
write on the napkins and scratch on the varnish of the tables
with a knife: “Eyes of a blue dog.” And on the steamed-up win-
dows of hotels, stations, all public buildings, she would write
with her forefinger: “Eyes of a blue dog.” She said that once she
went into a drugstore and noticed the same smell that she had
smelled in her room one night after having dreamed about me.
“He must be near,” she thought, seeing the clean, new tiles of
the drugstore. Then she went over to the clerk and said to him:
“I always dream about a man who says to me: ‘Eyes of a blue
dog.”” And shesaid the clerk had looked at her eyes and told
her: “As a matter of fact, miss, you do have eyes like that.” And

she said to him: “T have to find the man who rold me those very

words in my dreams.” And the clerk started to laugh and moved
to the other end of the counter. She kept on secing the clean tile
and smelling the odor. And she opened her purse and on the
tiles, with her crimson lipstick, she wrote in red letters: “Eyes of
a blue dog.” The clerk came back from where he had been. He
told her: “Madam, you have dirtied the tiles.” He gave her a
damp cloth, saying: “Clean it up.” And she said, stll by the
lamp, that she had spent the whole afternoon on all fours, wash-
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ing the tiles and saying: “Eyes of a blue dog,” until people gath-
ered at the door and said she was crazy. _

Now, when she finished speaking, I remained in the corner,
sirting, rocking in the chair. “Every day I try to remember the
phrase with which I am to find you,” I said. “Now I don’t think
I’ll forger it tomorrow: Still, Pve always said the same thing and
when I wake up I've always forgotten what the words I can find
you with are.” And she said: “You invented them yourseif on
the first day.” And I said to her: “I invented them because I saw
your eyes of ash. But I never remember the next morning.” And
she, with clenched fists, beside the lamp, breathed deeply: “If
you could at least remember now whar city I've been writing
itin”

Her tghtened teeth gleamed over the flame. “T'd like to
touch you now,” I said. She raised the face that had been lock-
ing at the light; she raised her Jook, burning, roasting, too, just
like her, like her bands, and I felt that she saw me, in the corner
where I was sitring, rocking in the chair. “Yowd never told me
that,” she said. “T tell you now and it’s the truth,” I said. From
the other side of the lamp she asked for a cigarette. The burt
had disappeared berween my fingers. I’d forgotten that I was
smoking. She said: “I don’t know why I can’t remember where
I wrote it.” And I said to her: “For the same reason that tomor-
row I won’t be able to remember the words.” And she said
sadly: “No. I’s just that sometimes I think that Pve dreamed
that 100.” I stood up and walked toward the jamp. She was a
litde beyond, and I kept on walking with the cigarettes and
matches in my hand, which would not go beyond the lamp. I
held the cigarette out to her. She squeezed it berween her lips
and leaned over to reach the flame before I had dme to light the
match. “In some city in the world, on all the walls, those words
have to appear in writing: “Eyes of a blue dog,”* I said. “If I
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remembered them tomorrow I could find you.” She raised her
head again and now the lighted coal was berween her lips. “Eyes
of a blue dog,” she sighed, remembered, with the cigarette
drooping over her chin and one eye half closed. Then she sucked
in the smoke with the cigirettc between her fingers and
exclaimed: “This is something else now. I'm warming up.” And
she said it with her voice a little lukewarm and fleeting, as if she
hadn’t really said it, but as if she had written it on a piece of
paper and had brought the paper close to the flame while I read:
“Pm warming,” and she had continued with the paper between
her thumb and forefinger, turning it around as it was being con-
sumed and I had just read . . . up,” before the paper was com-
pletely consumed and dropped all wrinkled to the floor,
diminished, converted into light ash dust. “That’s better,” I said.
“Sometimes it frightens me to see you that way. Trembling
beside a lamp.”

We had been seeing each other for several years. Sometimes,
when we were already together, somebody would drop a spoon
outside and we would wake up. Little by little we’d been coming
o understand that our friendship was subordinated to things,
to the simplest of happenings. Our meetings always ended that
way, with the fall of a spoon early in the morning.

Now, next to the lamp, she was looking at me. I remem-
bered that she had also looked at me in that way in the past,
from that remote dream where I made the chair spin on its back
Jegs and remained facing a strange woman with ashen eyes. It
was in that dream that I asked her for the first time: “Who are
you:” And she said to me: “T don’t remember.” I said to her:
“But I think we've seen each other before.” And she said, indif-
ferently: “I think I dreamed abour you once, about this same
room.” And I told her: “That’s it. P'm beginning to remember
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now.” And she said: “How strange. It's certain that we've met
in other dreams.”

She took two drags on the cigarette. I was still standing,
facing the lamp, when suddenly I kept looking at her. I looked
her up and down and she was still copper; no longer hard and
cold metal, but yellow, soft, malleable copper. “T'd like to touch
you,” I said again. And she said: “You'll ruin everything.” I said:
“It doesn’t matter now. All we have to do is turn the pillow over
in order to meet again.” And I held my hand out over the lamp.
She didn’t move. “You’ll ruin everything,” she said again before
I could touch her. “Maybe, if you come around behind the lamp,
we’d wake up frightened in who knows what part of the world.”
But I insisted: “Tt doesn’t matter.” And she said: “If we turned
over the pillow, we’d meet again. But when you wake up yow’'ll
have forgotten.” I began to move toward the corner. She stayed
behind, warming her hands over the flame. And I sull wasn’t
beside the chair when I heard her say behind me: “When I wake
up at midnight, I keep turning in bed, with the fringe of the
pillow burning my knee, and repeating until dawn: ‘Eyes of a
blue dog.’ ” :

Then I remained with my face toward the wall. “It’s already
dawning,” I said without looking at her. “When it struck two I
was awake and that was a long time back.” I went to the door.
When I had the knob in my hand, I heard her voice again, the
same, invanable. “Don’t open that door,” she said. “The hallway
is full of difficult dreams.” And I asked her: “How do you
know:” And she told me: “Because I was there a moment ago
and I had to come back when I discovered I was sleeping on my
heart.” I had the door half opened. I moved it a little and a cold,
thin breeze brought me the fresh smell of vegerable earth, damp
fields. She spoke again. I' gave the murn, still moving the door,
mounted on silent hinges, and I told her: “I don’t think there’s

Eyes of @ Blue Dog ¥& 57

any hallway outside here. P'm getting the smell of country.” And
she, a hirde distant, told me: “I know that better than you.
What’s happening is that there’s a woman outside dreaming
about the country.” She crossed her arms over the flame. She
continued speaking: “I’s that woman who always wanted to
have a house in the country and was never able to leave the city.”
[ remembered having seen the woman in some previous dream,
but I knew, with the door ajar now, that within half an hour I
would have to go down for breakfast. And I said: “In any case,
T have to leave here in order to wake up.”

Outside the wind fluttered for an instant, then remained
quiet, and the breathing of somcone sleeping who had just
turned over in bed could be heard. The wind from the fields had
ceased. There were no more smells. “Tomorrow I’ll recognize
you from that,” I said. “T’ll recognize you when on the street I
see 2 woman writing ‘Eyes of a blue dog’ on the walls.” And
she, with a sad smile—which was already 4 smile of surrender to
the impossible, the unreachable—said: “Yet you won’t remem-
ber anything during the day.” And she put her hands back over
the Jamp, her features darkened by a bitter cloud. “You're the

only man who doesn’t remember anything of what he’s dreamed
after he wakes up.”

(1950
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war medals and, pointing to the promontory of roses on th
horizon, he would say in fourteen languages, look there, wher
the wind is so peaceful now that if’s gone to sleep beneath th
beds, over there, where the sun’s so bright that the sunflowe
don’t know which way to turn, yes, over there, that’s Estebar
village.

Death Constant Beyond Love

(1968)

verything no one would have suspected that someone capable
f changing the destiny of anyone lived there. Even its name
was a kind of joke, because the only rose in that village was
eing worn by Senator Onésimo Sdnchez himself on the same
afternoon when he met Laura Farina.
It was an unavoidable stop in the electoral campaign he
ade every four years. The carnival wagons had arrived in the

were carried into the towns in order to enlarge the crowds at
public ceremonies. A short time before eleven o’clock, along
with the music and rockets and jeeps of the retinue, the ministe-
rial automobile, the color of strawberry soda, arrived. Senator
Onésimo Sénchez was placid and weatherless Inside the air-

morning. Then came the trucks with the rented Indians who
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conditioned car, but as soon as he opened the door he was
shaken by a gust of fire and his shirt of pure silk was soaked in:
kind of light-colored soup and he felt many years older an
more alone than ever. In real life he had just turned forty-two
had been graduated from Gorttingen with honors as a metallur-
gical engineer, and was an avid reader, although without much
reward, of badly translated Latin classics. He was married to
radiant German woman who had given him five children and'
they were all happy in their home, he the happiest of all untl:
‘they told him, three months before, that he would be dead for-:
ever by next Christmas.

While the preparations for the public rally were being com-.
pleted, the senator managed to have an hour alone in the hou,sé;
they had set aside for him to rest in. Before he lay down he pur
in a glass of drinking water the rose he had kept alive all across
the desert, lunched on the diet cereals that he took with him so
as to avoid the repeated portions of fried goat that were waiting
for him during the rest of the day, and he took several analgesic
pills before the time prescribed so that he would have the rem-
edy ahead of the pain. Then he pur the electric fan close to the
hammock and stretched ourt naked for fifteen minutes in the
shadow of the rose, making a great effort ar mental distraction
s0 as not to think about death while he dozed. Excepr for the
" doctors, no one knew that he had been sentenced to a fixed
term, for he had decided to endure his secret all alone, with no
change in his life, not because of pride but out of shame.

He felt in full control of his will when he appeared in public
again at three in the afternoon, rested and clean, wearing a pair
of coarse linen slacks and a floral shirt, and with his soul sus:
tained by the anti-pain pills. Nevertheless, the erosion of death
was much more pernicious than he had supposed, for as he went
up onto the platform he felt a strange disdain for those who

were fighting for the good luck to shake his hand, and he didn’t
eel sorry as he had at other times for the groups of barefoot
Indians who could scarcely bear the hot saltpeter coals of the
terile little square. He silenced the applause with a wave of his
hand, almost with rage, and he began to speak without gestures,
his eyes fixed on the sea, which was sighing with heat. His mea-
ured, deep voice had the quality of calm water, but the speech
that had been memorized and ground out so many times had
ot occwrred to him in the naturc of telling the truth, but,
ather, as the opposite of a faralistic pronouncement by Marcus
Aurelius in the fourth book of his Meditations. |
“We are here for the purpose of defeating nature,” he began,
Aagainst all his convictions. “We will no longer be foundlings in
.our own country, orphans of God in a realm of thirst and bad
.ch'matc, exiles in our own land. We will be different peopie,
Iadies and gentlemen, we wiil be a great and happy people.”

There was a pattern to his circus. As he spoke his aides
threw clusters of paper birds into the air and the artficial crea-
tres took on life, flew about the platform of planks, and went
out to sea. At the same time, other men took some prop trees
with felt leaves out of the wagons and planted them in the salt-
peter soil behind the crowd. They finished by settng up a card-
board fagade with make-believe houses of red brick that had
glass windows, and with it they covered the miserable real-life
shacks. |

The senator prolonged his speech with two quotations in
Latin in order to give the farce more time. He promuised rain-
makmg machines, portable breeders for table animals, the oils
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way it will be for us, ladies and gentlemen,” he shouted. “Look!
That’s the way it will be for us.”

The audience turned around. An ocean liner made of
painted paper was passing behind the houses and it was taller
than the tallest houses in the artificial city. Only the senator him-
self noticed that since it had been set up and raken down and
carried from one place to-another the superimposed cardboard
town had been eaten away by the terrible climate and that it was
almost as poor and dusty as Rosal del Virrey. .

For the first time in twelve years, Nelson Farina dido’t go
the greet the senator. He listened to the speech from his ham-
mock amidst the remains of his siesta, under the cool bower of
a house of unplaned boards which he had built with the same
pharmacis?s hands with which he had drawn and quartered his .
first wife. He had escaped from Devil’s Island and appeared in
Rosal del Virrey on a ship loaded with innocent macaws, with a
beautiful and blasphemous black woman he had found in Para-
maribo and by whom he had a daughter. The woman died of -
natural causes a short while later and she didn’t suffer the fate of ©
the other, whose pieces had fertilized her own cauliflower patch, -
but was buried whole and with her Dutch name in the local
cemetery. The daughter had inherited her color and her figure :
along with her father’s yellow and astonished eyes, and he had -
good reason to imagine that he was rearing the most beautiful -
woman in the world. '

Ever since he had met Senator Onésimo Sinchez during his -
first clectoral campaign, Nelson Farina had begged for his help -
in getting a false identity card which would place him beyond -
the reach of the law. The senator, in a friendly but firm way, had

refused. Nelson Farina never gave up, and for several years,
every time he found the chance, he would repeat his request -
with a different recourse. But this time he stayed in his ham- -

mock, condemned to rot alive in that burning den of bucca-
neers. When he heard the final applause, he lifred his head, and
looking over the boards of the fence, he saw the back side of the
farce: the props for the buildings, the framework of the trees,
the hidden illusionists who were pushing the ocean liner along.
He spat without rancor.

“Merde,” he said. “Cest le Blacamin de s politigue.”

After the speech, as was customary, the senator took a walk
through the streets of the town in the midst of the music and
the rockets and was besieged by the townspeople, who told him
their troubles. The senator listened to them good-naturedly and
he always found some way to console everybody without having
to do them any difficulr favors. A woman up on the roof of a
house with her six youngest children managed to make herself
heard over the uproar and the fireworks. '

“I'm not asking for much, Senator,” she said. “Tust a donkey
. 0 haul water from Hanged Mar’s Wel].» '

The senator noticed the six thin children. “What became of
your husband?” he asked.

_ “He went to find his fortune on the island .of Aruba,” the
woman answered good-humoredly, “and whar he found was a
foreign woman, the kind that put diamonds on their teeth.”
The answer brought on a roar of laughter.
“All right,” the senator decided, “you’ll get your donkey.”
A short while later an aide of his brought a good pack don-
key to the woman’s house and on the rump it had a campaign
slogan written in indelible paint so that no one would ever for-
- get that it was a gift from the senator.

Along the short stretch of street he made other, smaller ges-
tures, and he even gave a spoonful of medicine to a sick man
who bad had his bed brought to the door of his house so he
could see him pass. At the last corner, through the boards of the
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fence, he saw Nelson Farina in his hammock, looking ashen and
gloomy, but nonetheless the senator greeted him, with no sho '
of affecton.

“Hello, how are you?”

Nelson Farina turned in his hammock and soaked him in:
the sad amber of his look.

“Moi, vous saves,™ he said.

His daughter came our into the yard when she beard the
greeting. She was wearing a cheap, faded Guajiro Indian robe,
her head was decorated with colored bows, and her face was
painted as protection against the sun, but ¢ven in that state of
disrepair it was possible to imagine that there had never been

another so beauriful in the whole world. The senator was left
breathless. “T’ll be damned!” he breathed in surprise. “The Lord
does the craziest things!”

That night Nelson Farina dressed his daughter up in her
best clothes and sent her to the senator. Two guards armed with
rifles who were nodding from the heat in the borrowed house
ordered her to wait on the only chair in the vestibule.

The scnator was in the next roormn meeting with the impor-
tant people of Rosal del Virrey, whom he had gathered together
in order to sing for them the truths he had lefc out of his
speeches. They looked so much like all the ones he always met
in all the towns in the desert that even the senator himself was
sick and dred of that perpetual nightly session. His shirt was
soaked with sweat and he was trying to dry it on his body with

the hot breeze from an electric fan thar was buzzing like a horse!

fly in the heavy heat of the room.

“We, of course, can’t cat paper birds,” he said. “You and Ii_E
know that the day there are trees and flowers in this heap of .
goat dung, the day there are shad instead of worms in the warer |
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holes, that day neither you nor I will have anything to do here,
do I make myself clear?”

No one answered. While he was speaking, the senator had
torn a sheet off the calendar and fashioned a paper butterfly our
of it with his hands. He tossed it with no particular aim into the
air current coming from the fan and the butterfly flew about the
room and then went out through the half-open door. The sena-

“Therefore,” he said, “I don’t have to repeat to you what
you already know too well: that my reelection is a better piece
of business for you than it is for me, because Pm fed up with

stagnant water and Indian sweat, while you people, on the other

hand, make your living from it.”
Laura Farina saw the paper butterfly come out. Only she

- saw it because the guards in the vestibule had fallen asleep on
the steps, hugging their rifies. After a few turns, the large litho-

graphed burterfly unfolded completely, flattened against the

with her npails. One of the guards, who woke up with the

- applause from the next room, noticed her vain attempt.

“It won’t come off,” he said sleepily. “IPs painted on the
Wa_ll_”

Laura Farina sat down again when the men began to come

“out of the meeting. The senator stood in the doorway of the
‘room with his hand on the latch, and he only noticed Laura
Farina when the vestibule was empry.

“What are you doing here?”
“Clest de la part de mon pére,” she said.
The senator understood. He scrutinized the sleeping guards,

- then he scrutinized Laura Farina, whose unusual beauty was -
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even more demanding than his pain, and he resolved then that
death had made his decision for him.

“Come in,” he told her. :

Laura Farina was struck dumb standing in the doorway to;
the room: thousands of bank notes were floating in the air,
flapping like the butterfly. But the senator turned off the fan and:
the bills were left without air and alighted on the objects in the
rOOIm. ) '

“You see,” he said, smiling, “even shit can fly.”

Laura Farina sat down on a schoolboy’s stool. Her skin was
smooth and firm, with the same color and the same solar density
as crude oil, her hair was the mane of a young mare, and her
huge eyes were brighter than the light. The senator followed the
thread of her look and finally found the rose, which had been
tarnished by the saltpeter. :

“It’s a rose,” he said. _

“Yes,” she said with a trace of perplexity. “T learned what
they were in Riohacha.” :

The sepator sat down on an army cot, talking about roses as
he unburttoned his shirt. On the side where he imagined his
heart to be inside his chest he had a corsair’s tattoo of a heart
pierced by an arrow. He threw the soaked shirt to the floor and
asked Laura Farina to help him off with his boots.

She knelt down facing the cot. The senator continued to
scrutinize her, thoughtfully, and while she was untying the laces
he wondered which one of them would end up with the bad
luck of that encounter.

“You're just a child,” he said. _

“Don’t you believe it,” she said. “T’ll be nineteen in April.”

The senator became interested.

“What day?”

“The eleventh,” she said.
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The senator felt better. “We're both Aries,” he said. And
smiling, he added:

“It’s the sign of solitude.”

Laura Farina wasn’t paying attention because she didn’t
now what to do with the boots. The senator, for his part, didn’t
know what to do with Laura Farina, because he wasn’t used to
sudden love affairs and, besides, he knew that the one at hand
had its origins in indignity. Just to have some time to think, he’
held Laura Farina tightly between his knees, embraced her
about the waist, and lay down on his back on the cot. Then he
realized that she was naked under her dress, for her body gave

- off the dark fragrance of an animal of the woods, but her heart

was frightened and her skin disturbed by a glacial sweat.

“No one loves us,” he sighed.

Laura Farina tried to say something, but there was only
cnough air for her to breathe. He laid her down beside him to
help her, he purt out the light and the room was in the shadow

: of the rose. She abandoned herself to the mercies of her fate.
 The senator caressed her slowly, secking her with his hand,

barely touched her, but where he expected to find her, he came

. across something iron that was in the way.

“What have you got there?”

“A padlock,” she said.

“What in hell?” the senator said furiously and asked what he
knew only too well. “Where’s the key?”

Laura Farina gave a breath of relief,

“My papa has it,” she answered. “He told me to tell you to
send one of your people to get it and to send along with him a
written promise that you'll straighten out his situation.”

The senator grew tense. “Frog bastard” he murmured
indignantly. Then he closed his eyes in order to relax and he met
himself'in the darkness. Remember, he remembered, thar whether
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it’s you or someone else, it won’t be long before you'll be dead and it
won’t be long before your name won’t even be left.
He waited for the shudder to pass.

“Tell me one thing,” he asked then. “What have you heard

about me:”
“Do you want the honest—to God truth?”
“The honest-to-God truth.”

“Well,” Laura Farina ventured, “they say you're worse than’

the rest because you're different.”

The senator didn’t get upset. He remained silent for a long:

tume with his eyes closed, and when he opened them again he
seemed to have returned from his most hidden instincts.

“Oh, what the hell,” he decided. “Tell your son of a bitch of:

a father that Ill strdighten out hus situation.”

“If you want, I can go get the key myself,” Laura Farin E

said. ‘

The senator held her back.

“Forget abour the key,” he said “and sleep awhile with me.
It’s good to be with someone when you’re so alone.”

Then she laid his head on her shoulder with her eyes ﬁxcd
on the rose. The senator held her abour the waist, sank his face
into woods-animal armpit, and gave in to terror. Six months
and cleven days later he would die in thar same position,

debased and repudiated because of the public scandal with Laura !

Farina and weeping with rage at dying without her.

(1970)

The Last Voyage of the Ghost Ship
XK

“Now they’re going to see who I am, he said to himsé{f n lis strong
_new man’s voice, many years after he had first seen the huge
~ocean liner withour lights and without any sound which passed

by the village one night like a grear uninhabited palace, longer
than the whole village and much raller than the steeple of the

_church, and it sailed by in the darkness toward the colonial city

on the other side of the bay. that had been fortified against buc-

- cancers, with its old slave port and the rotating light, whose
 gloomy beams transfigured the village into a lunar encampment
of glowing houses and streets of volcanic deserts every fificen
 seconds, and even though at that time he’d been a boy without
-2 man’s strong voice but with his mother’s permission to stay
- very late on the beach to listen to the wind’s night harps, he
- could still remember, as if sdll seeing it, how the liner would
_ disappear when the light of the beacon struck its side and how
it would reappear when the light had passed, so that it was an
-~ intermittent ship sailing along, appearing and disappearing,
- toward the mouth of the bay, groping its way like a sleepwalker
. for the buoys that marked the harbor channel until something




