En el viaje de novios.

Mi mujer se habia sentido indispuesta y habiamos regresacﬂlo aprfe-
suradzimentc a la habitacién del hotel, donde ella se habia ac?s—
tado con escalofrios y un poco de nausea y un pO(ff) de ﬁeblie.b No
quisimos llamar en seguida a un fnédlco por ver st se ie' plc}ba ay
porque estabamos en nuestro viaje de novios, y €n €se viaje no se
quiere la intromisién de un extrafio, aunque sea para un 1rfzconocs-3
miento. Debia de ser un ligero mareo, un colico, cualquier cosa.
Estabamos en Sevilla, en un hotel que quedaba resguar%mlo del
tréfico por una explanada que lo s?paraba de la calle. Mllentlras
mi mujer se dormia (pareci6 dormn‘selz en cuant? la a(':osteryda
arropé), decidi mantenerme en sﬂf:m:m3 y la mejor mdnerdb e §
lograrlo y no verme tentado a hacer ruido o hablarle por a 1..11“['1.
nﬁcnto era asomarme al balcon y ver pasar a la gente, a los sevi-
llanos, como caminaban y como vestian, Cf’)mo hab%abal?, aunque,
por la relativa distancia de la calle y el tréfico, no ola mas que un
murmullo. Miré sin ver, como mira quien llega a una f‘lest:’-l en la
que sabe que la Gnica persona que le interesa no es‘ta.raj a]h- ]:{or-
que se quedd en casa con su marido. Esa persona umFil 1f;sl_ah ha .
conmigo, a mis espaldas, velada por su marido. Yo miral ; ’ ?Cl—‘
el exterior y pensaba en el interior, pero d_e‘prontlo mdrfl (111(1 1ce a
una persona, y la individualice porque ‘a diferencia de las em‘a:,
cue pasaban un momento y desaparelcmn, csa persona pffil“ﬂ:dd
necia inmovil en su sitio. Era una mujer de unos tremta anfo;l &
lejos, vestida con una blusa azull sin apenas Hiaxlgas leD‘r]‘. c; d asu
blanca y zapatos de tacon también blancos. Estaba esperan »lo,b
actitud era de espera inequivoca, porque de e en cuando da a
dos o tres pasos a derecha o izquierdaj.y en el alimo pasc? arrlas-
traba un poco el tacén afilado de un pie o del otro, un Sestc; clc
contenida impaciencia. Colgado del brazo llevaba un gran bolso,
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On the Honeymoon

My wife had felt unwell and we had quickly returned to the hotel
room, where she had gone to bed shivering and with slight nausea and
a slight fever. We did not want to ring a doctor immediately in case it
passed and because we were on our honeymoon, and that is a journey
on which you do not want the intrusion of a stranger, even for a medi-
cal examination. It had to be a touch of sickness, colic, something
minor like that. We were in Seville, in a hotel which was protected
from the traffic by a terrace which separated it from the street. While
my wife went to sleep (she seemed to go to sleep as soon as I put her
to bed and tucked her in), I decided to keep quiet, and the best means
of achieving this and not be tempted to make a noise or speak to her
because I was bored was to go to the balcony and look out and see the
people go past, the Sevillians, how they walked and how they dressed,

* how they spoke, although, given the relative distance of the strect and

the traffic, I heard no more than a murmur. I looked without seeing,
like someone who arrives at a party at which he knows that the only
person who interests him will not be present because she stayed at
home with her husband. That only person was with me, behind me,
with her husband near her bedside. I was looking outside and thinking
about the inside, but suddenly T picked a person out, and I picked her
out because unlike the others, who walked past for a moment then dis-
appeared, this person remained motionless where she was, She was a-
woman around thirty seen from a distance, wearing an almost sleeve-
less blue blouse and a white skirt and high-heeled shoes that were also
white. She was waiting, her stance was one of unmistakable wailing,
because from time to time she walked one or two steps to the right or
left, and with her last step dragged the sharp heel of one foot or the
other, a movement of restrained impatience. Hanging from her arm
she carried a large bag, like the ones that when I was a child were
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carried by mothers, my mother,

a large black bag hanging old-
fashionedly fr

om her arm, not slung from the shoulder as they
carried now. She had stout legs, which were firmly
ground each time they stopped again at the point chosen for her wait-
ing after the minimum displacement of two or three steps and the heel
dragging with the last step. They were so stout that they eliminated or
included the heels, it was the legs that were fixed to the paving, like

a knife in wet wood. Sometimes she flexed one of them in order o
look behind her and smooth down her skirt, as if she was afraid of
some crease that would make her backside ]
was straightening her rebellious p
covering them.
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It was getting dark, and the gradual loss of light made her look
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She suddenly looked up,

nd more condemned to wait
p- She remained in the middle of

towards the third floor where 1 was, and it

seemed to me that she was noticing me for the first time, She peered,
as if she was short-sighted or had dir

eyes a little so as to see better, it see
looking at. But I did not know anyo

the first time T had been in Seville, on my honeymoon with my so
newly-wedded wife, behind me il T hoped it was not serious. I heard a

murmur coming from the bed, but T did not look round bec
a moan from someone sleeping,

the sounds made in her sleep by

ty contact lenses, she blinked her
med to me that it was me she was
ne in Seville, what is more, it was

ause it was
one learns to make out straight away

the person that one sleeps with. The
woman had taken a few steps, in my

the street, dodging the cars without 1

if she wanted to come quickly
balcony whe

direction now, she was crossing
ooking for pedestrian lights, as

close to check, to see me better at my
re | stood., However, she walked uneasily and slowly,
she was unused to the high heels or as if those striking legs of hers
not made for them, or she was thrown off balance by

as 1f
were
her bag or was




50 EN EL VIAJE DE NOVIOS

mareada, Andaba como habia andado mi mujer al sentirse indis-
puesta, al entrar en la habitacién, yo la habia ayudado & desves-
tirse y a meterse en la cama, la habia arropado. La mu_]err de la.
calle acabé de cruzar, ahora estaba mas cerca pero todavia a dis-
tancia, separada del hotel por la amplia explanada que }0 aleja!na,
del trafico. Seguia con la vista alzada, mirando hacia mi o a mi
altura, la altura del edificio a la que yo me hallaba. Y t:lltOHlCES
hizo un gesto con el brazo, un gesto que no era de saludo mlde
acercamiento,” quiero decir de acercamiento a un extrafo, sino
de apropiacion y reconocimiento, como si fu.era yo la persond &
quien habia aguardado y su cita fuera contmge. Era como si con
aquel gesto del brazo, coronado por un remolino veloz 'do’: ﬁlos
dedos, quisiera asirme y dijera: T ven acd’, o ‘Eres mio’. Al
mismo tiempo grit6 algo que no pude oir, y por el lTl(JVl!“ﬂlEIlt?
de los labios sélo comprendi la primera palabra, que era ‘{Eh!,
dicha con indignaciéon, como el resto de la frase que no s alcan-
zaba. Sigui6 avanzando, ahora se toco la f'aldz.x por delra}s con
mas motivo, porque parecia que quien debia juzgar su figura ya
estaba ante ella, el esperado podia apreciar ahora la caida de
aquella falda. Y entonces ya pude oir lo que esFaba dicicndo:.
iEh! ;Pero qué haces ahi?’ El grito era muy audible aho.ra, y }f1 a
la mujer mejor. Quiza tenia mas de treinta aﬁc-rs, los ojos alin
guifiados me parecieron claros, grises o color ciruela, los lab1‘05
gruesos, la nariz algo ancha, las aletas vehementes por l'il enfado,
debia de llevar mucho tiempo esperando, mucho mas tiempo del
transcurrido desde que yo la habia individualizado. Caminaba
trastabillada y tropezo y cayo al suelo de la explanada, manchan-
dose en seguida la falda blanca y perdiendo uno QE los zapatos.
Se incorpor6 con esfuerzo, sin querer pisar el Pawmento con el
pie descalzo, como si temiera ensuciarse también la p]-antzll ah.ora
que su cita habia llegado, ahora que debia tener los pies hITl’plOS
por si se los veia el hombre con quien habia quedado. Lf)gro
calzarse el zapato sin apoyar el pie en el suelo, se sacudio
la falda y grité: ‘jPero qué haces ahi! ¢Por qué no me has
dicho que ya habias subido? :No ves que llevo una hora 7
esperandote?” (lo dijo con acento sevillano llano, con seseo”).
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feeling dizzy. She walked like my wife had walked when she felt
unwell, as she entered the room, I had helped her get undressed and
get into bed, I had tucked her up. The woman in the street had just
crossed over, now she was closer but still at a distance, separated from
the hotel by the broad terrace that distanced it from the traffic. She
still had her eyes raised, looking towards me or my floor, the floor of
the building where I was standing. And then she made a gesture with
her arm, a gesture which was neither of greeting or of beckoning, I
mean beckoning towards a stranger, but of appropriating and recogniz-
ing, as if I was the person she had been waiting for and her date was
with me. It was as if with that gesture of the arm, with its final rapid
fluttering of the fingers, she was trying to grab hold of me and was say-
ing, ‘Come here, you,” or ‘Got you.” At the same time she shouted
something that I was unable to hear, and from the movement of her
lips I only understood the first word, which was ‘Hey!’, spoken with
indignation, like the rest of the sentence that did not reach me. She
kept coming nearer, now she touched the back of her skirt with greater
cause, because it seemed that the person who was to Judge her figure
was now in front of her, the man she had been waiting for could now
appreciate the fall of her skirt. It was then that T was finally able to
hear what she was saying: ‘Hey! Look, what do you think you are
doing there?” The shout was now very audible, and I saw the woman
better. Perhaps she was over thirty, her still peering eyes seemed pale
to me, grey or plum-coloured, her lips thick, her nose rather broad,
her nostrils flared in anger, she must have been waiting a long time,
much longer than the time that had passed since I had singled her out.
She walked clumsily and stumbled and fell to the ground on the ter-
race, immediately dirtying her white skirt and losing one of her shoes.
She got up with difficulty, not wanting to step on the paving with her
bare foot, as if she was afraid (o dirty the sole of it too, now that she
had to have clean feet in case they were seen by the man with whom
she had made her date. She managed to put her shoe on without rest-
ing her foot on the ground, she brushed the dirt off her skirt and
shouted: “What do you think you are doing there? Why didn’t you tell
me you'd already gone up? Can’t you sce I've been waiting for you for
the past hour?’ (She said this with an ordinary Sevillian accent.) And
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while she was saying this, she once more made the grasping gesture,
a sudden movement of her naked arm and the flutter of fast-moving
fingers that went with it. It was as if she said to me, ‘Got you,” or
‘Tl kill you,” and might grab me and then drag me along in the
fame movement, a paw. This time she shouted so loudly and was
already so close that T feared she might wake my wife in bed.

‘What’s going on?” said my wife in a weak voice.

[ turned round, she was sitting up in bed, with fright in her eyes, like
those of a sick person who wakes up and still cannot see anything and
does not know where she is or why she feels so confused. The light was
ofl. She was a sick woman while this lasted.

It’s nothing, go back to sleep,’ I replied.

But I did not approach to stroke her hair or reassure her, as I would
have done under any other circumstances, because I could not leave
the balcony, and scarcely look away from that woman who was con-
vinced she had a date with me. Now she could see me clearly, and I
was without a doubt the person with whom she had arranged an
important rendezvous, the person who had made her suffer while she
waited and who had offended her by my prolonged absence. ‘Didn’t
you see me waiting over there? It’s been a whole hour, Why didn’t you
tell me?’ she was now shrieking furiously, having come to a halt in
front of my hotel and beneath my balcony. ‘Just you wait, I'll kill you,’
she shouted. And she once more made the gesture with her arms and

fingers, the gesture that was grabbing hold of me.

‘What’s going on? my wife asked again, bewildered from the
bed.

At that point I stepped back and pulled the balcony doors to, but
before I did so I saw that the woman in the street, with her enormous
old-fashioned bag and her stiletto heels and her sturdy legs and her
tottering gait, was disappearing from my field of vision because she was
already entering the hotel, ready to come up and look for me and
ready for the rendezvous to take place. My mind went blank when I
thought of what I could say to my sick wife to explain the intrusion
that was about to happen. We were on our honeymoon, and that
is a journey on which nobody wants the intrusion of a stranger,
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n i fa por las
aunque yo no fuera un extrano, creo, para quien ya 51’1b P e
. ) o
escaleras. Senti un vacio y cerré el balcon. Me prepare par

puerta.

even if' T was not a stranger, I think, to the person already coming up

the stairs. My mind went blank and T shut the window. 1 got ready
to open the door.




