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SEVILLE: NOVEMBLR

("Sevilla para herir!")
"Seville to wound!"
fFederico Garcia Lorcn
The bus; from Algeciras arrived at Jeville in the

late afternoon. It was November and the arrival was

somber, prosaic, dusty wnder a lowering distant sun and
graying sky. The flat landscape and huddled buildings

held no promise of the legendary Seville of intense passions
and dualities. No hint of & Carmen with z carnation behinc
her ear, of gypsies and toreadors, of flowers and flamenco.
Nor of Iberian Jjove and tragedies, of sins and abgsolutions,
of the dark mystery of +the Penitentes. The city seemed
locked in the dimension of modern life, in a quotidian
recality of noisy automobiles and tides of drawn-faced,

drably-dressed people hurrying home from work.

ihe traveler seemed locked into her own tired bodys
her reasons for pilgrimmage momentarily Torgotten, sub-
ordinate and sublimated to physical urgencies. subliminally
invaded oy & vague disappointment, but hardly responding
to the sudden shock of myth with reality, she hesitated
in the station, studying the confusion of entrances and
¢xits. Then, clutching the burden of her suitcise, she
pushed past the mase of passengers cnd Tinally emerged

omiwthe strvet where a straggling line of taxis was waiting.
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In one's imagination one travels impelled by the
reasons of one's soul: entering a transcendent territory
of history, myth, miracle; peopled by transfigured characters
corresponding to one's deepest needs. Une sees in the
distance the great romance of the unknown and sceks self-
transformation in &lien geographies. But in reality one
stumbles wlong, swept up by circumstance, propelled by the
humble needs of the moment, caught in the gathering momentum
of & series of small decisions, accidents and errors.
“earching for a taxi, a hotel, & bus, a restaurant, a bath.
Staring numbly at « repetition of meaningless landecapes,
museums and monuments. Holding omigrimly to a limited
wesortment of possessions. Guarding all that contains
one's identity. ‘Tickets, wallet, passport, glasses, clothes.
sverything that could so easily slip from one's grasp and
leave one stranded, anonymous. Details that coerce g

constant attention.

Stuffed into the traveler's hundbsg was the letter
from a friend, & previous visitor to pain, with a list
of hotels he hud stayed in. “he remembered his words without
having to refer to them again: "In Seville you must stay

in the Hotel Tion WMarcos in the ddrrio of Sants Cruz..."

~he stopped in front of the nearest taxi. The driver,
& cigaretie hanging between his lips, Jumped out, took her

bag and put it in the front sezt. She climbed into the wvack.



The driver hurried -around to his side and leaped in. He
turned around and looked expectantly at her. She smiled.

‘duenas tardes. Hotel Don Narcos, por favor. Le conoce?"

"51{, senorita." He:started the engine and she settled
back in the seat, but as he sped down the boulevard in the
breakneck fashion of his species, she leaned to one side,

gripping whatever she could.

By this time it was nearly dark. The buildings were
st%@chly shuttered, the streetlights on and shining vaguely,
deepening the gloom surrounding them. The taxi passcd a
psrk. Here darkness had clumped together as if waiting to
attack the street. Were these obscure shadows the legendary

gardens of Seville?

suddenly the car skidded into a dark twisted alley,
The Bédrrio of Santa Cruz! The ancient Arab cuarter of
forms and surfaces resolutely resistant to the entry of
modern machines. Narrow stone widths »nd brick pavements
suitable for traditionalApassages of burros, carts, humans-
on-foot. Small balconies heavy with flower pots leaned
tentatively overhead. Windows were grilled and shuttered
against any intrusion. ‘he alley was deserted-—-and yet,
in a strange way, alive. A scenario set and waiting. She
felt o revival of hopes. Suddenly a shadow flattened
itsell against a wall as the taxi scraped by. ‘ias it real?

Or & phantom? A dog appeared, chased the taxi, barking.
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The taxi turned another corner, manéﬂiéﬁéé‘with a squealing

of tires and stopped in front of a large iron gate. A

sign read: Hotel Don Marcos,., Abades num. 6.

She paid the driver. He carried her suitcase inside
the gate, set it down by the office on one side of « Woorish
courtyard muted by darkness, and returned to his cab. She
heard it screeching away.

The traveler guickly glanced around her. Above the
fluted arches a few lighte glimmered. 4 tile stairway
trailed off into obscurity. She approached the office.

It was fragilyfiii 2y .a single jaundiced lamp whose light
extendéed no farther thaen the office windows. Inside,

sitting at & desk wss a handsome, incipiently-corpulent,
lisht~-skinned, black wavy-haired, impeccably-groomed Spaniszrd
in his 30's. Nearby, at a smaller desk sat a young Spanish
woman with & reticent profile. No one else could he seen

anywhere.

The traveler hesitated in front of the office window.
The man looked up slowly and motioned for her to enter.
ohe asked if there were single rooms available and what the
rates were,

"S54t Hay un quarto vezio. Solamente 6C pesetas

nor dia." He sclected a larpge medievel hey from « cabinet
#nd rang & buzzer thatitshe could hear resound somewhere
above, The young woman at the smaller desk didn't raise

her head.



",Para cuantos dfas?" He looked at her, his fsce

emuty of exgression.

"Perhaps I'll stay two weeks," the traveler replied,
uncomfortably aware of the difference between her dishevelled.

appearance and their conservative elegsance.

He took out @& form from the drawer., She noticed he
wore & wedding ring on his right finger where the Spnish
customarily wore one.

"Su pasgaporte..." She opened her purse, toock out
her passport and handed it to him. "Grdécias." He began

fillirg out the Torm after thumbing through the passport

In a moment the maid appeared from across the courtyard,
picked up her bag, took the key and led the wsy around the
corner of the office into another courtyard. It was even
darker here. “There were no rays of light coming from the
shuttered windows surrounding the courtyard. There was

no sound but the maid's and her footsteps on the tiles.

The maid turned into a corridor on the right side of
the courtyurd and climbed dark stone stairs dimly illuminated
by « single lightbulb from above. The traveler followed her
into a long silent hall with doors spaced on the left side.
The meid paused in front of the second door and opened iv
with the key. ©She motioned the traveler to enter. The
colorless room resembled a narrow ascetic cell of a monastery.

The bed was small, its thin mattress sparsely covered with



oy

& wihite spread. The floor was tiled, without rugs. There
wag & wardrobe in one corner and next to it & washbasin
¢linging precariously to the wall. Near the bed was an
old wooden chest of drawers.

The maid set down the suitcase, stepped to the door,
pointed to the bathroom down the hall and diseppearcd in
the direction from which they had come. The traveler
listened to her footsteps grow fainter and when she could
no longer hear them, K closed the door as if shutting out un
unwelcome presence. But the room was invaded by a brooding
solitude. It seemed to draw back from the feeble light
into its own shadows. 3he went to the window and pulled
apart the curtains, The window glasgss reflected back the
#hoet of her face. Che opened the window and looked into
the patic. There was not a soul to be seen; no sound to
be heard. A faint light from the office was cast scroas
the entrence to the other patio. She closed up the window.
‘he room seemed more welcoming.

“he changed into her bathrobe, took her towel and
soap, went down the hall Lo the bathroom znd took a snarse
lukewarm shower. &t least she felt clean again. She
dried nerself, returned to her room, put on her pajamas

and lay cdown on the bed.

“ne notel imbued her with an intense feeling of

isvlation and strangeness, but she was too exhausted %o

{

¢rezgs and leave in search of cafés and peoule. She reached



for the folder about the hotel that the man in the office
had given her. It was printed in four languages: znglish,

German, Jrench and Spanish.
"Hotel T'on Mercos. Antiguo Paldcio de los FPinelos.®

There were photographs of corners, corridors and
selas luxurdiant with plants and anticue furniture. Chuandeliers
znd barcgue scrollwork on walls, ceiling, windows. She
decided that all this opulence must exist in the ares
surrounding the first patio and thet the gquarters surrcunding
the second inner patio where she was installed were cheaper,
sparer, more primitive. At least, if her room were any

example.,

The pamvhlet said that a Moorish temple or palace
had originally been built just where the noon shudow of
the Giralda Towcer fell. In the loneliness of that =mall
room contained within the largesr loneliness of the hotel
she felt that the shadow had been trapsed and imprisoned
there, That Time had been stopped...or reversed. That
ahe had somehow wandered into a ghostly dimension of the
Past. In retrospect even the maid and the couple in the
office began to seem unreal inhabitants of this odd place.
The taximan a kind of Charon who had delivered her %o

a netnher world.

*"Tt later became the home of an Arab chief and after
& recidential mansion. PFalling upon hard times the
owners left it as a Seminary. It became & Pension
ané then a Hotel because of its new and comfortable
instellation.®
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She wondered if the Arab chief had had amongst his

harem & captive woman, an exile from anolher part of the

world...someone who was degtined because of some unknown

deed

where she once was imprisoned.

"Phe hotel has two large

to return reincarnated to wander the vacznt corridours

courtyards. The main one

having been built in the 16th century, it has lovely
arches znd splendid decoration.®

There was
two courtyards
the other

what

occupied.

"01ld house of intrigues
nospitality."

The German version resad

rooms many heppy laughs still

She could casily imagine

prayers” but no echo of ‘happy

znd the rooms surrounding them.

guarters were like.

obviouegly, then, a discrepancy between the

2he wondered

Whether they were

end prayers, HOUSL of excuisite

that it was "a house in whose

resound.”

& whisper of "intrigues and

laughs." She searched in her

gsultcase for the old copy of Cook's Hancdbhook for Spain she

had cerried with her.

6 Abades. It had belonged at

It mentioned the old

"Casa at no.

the beginning of {the 1vth

century to & family of Genoese merchants called Pinelo.

sfterwards it became the property of the "abbés" or "abades"

of the Cathedral.

The book, written in 1921, claimed that

ot that time "many of these revered gentlemen still patronise

the establishment, and may be

in the court..."

seen puffing their 'purocs’
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Che rose and looked out the window again, but there
wes sti1ll no life in the obscure courtyard. She lay down
again with her head resting on the pillow. The book dropned
to the floor. She felt increasingly depressed by the
silent, alien rezlity of the hotel and by its contrast to
ner treasured dream of Andalusia. The music of Bizet,
Chabrier, Soler, de Falla. “he passionate flamecnco of
the gypsies. The vivid poetry of Lorca. A multitude of
visions flooded her mind, opening, folding, overlapping,
swirling like a rapidly shuffled deck of cards. Fans and
castanets, ruffled polka-dotted skirts of Spanish dancers.
Jomariss and processions df huge grotesoue religious effigies.
Secret trysts in small cafés or jasmine~scented parks o
at ircon-grated windows. A glimpse of sunlight &nd shadow
in narrow winding streets and around every corner a mysterious
encounter with a black-eyved Spaniard. The flavor of
orange blossoms. A myriad of romantic affinities that had
filled a drcam backdrop to her life and that had enticed
her finally to Spain now seemed as distant and unrealizsble

s fTrom where-she hdd left.

She was half-wakened later by a sound in the next

room. ‘The faucet running. Shoes dropping. The bed creaking.

"he next morning when she awoke, through the partcd
curtains sne could see a subdued sun shining on the wall

znd reflected off the window glass of the hotel wina to
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the left of her room. She thought, my room is either facing
north or south. Probably north. It was chilly and there

wag no hest in the room.

was 1t always s0 cold in November in indalusis? Opne
never read sbout this in travel folders. Perhaps the

British and the Scandanavians wouldn't complain.

She dressed cuickly and went downstairs into the
main patio. There was no one visible in the office but
she could hear staccato Spanish voices coming from somewhere
above. at least there was csome 1life here in this peart of
"the hotel. She passed through the large gate and hesgiteted
in the &lley, not knowing which way to turn. Finally she
decided to set oul in the opposite direction from which
the taxi had come. After wandering pleasantly for a short
waye along the curving alley she asked s passerby the
way to the Giralda Tower. The o0ld woman, heavily dresged
in black, her face dry and seamed, pointed ahead and told
her to turn this way and that and eventually she would

arrive there,

The traveler continued in +the generzl direction
indicated by the old woman, feeling herself to be in =«
mare, expecting at any moment to meet the Winotaur. ‘he
planced around her. Filtered through iron gratings werc
tiled patios filled with plants, pools, founteins. She
imagined the unseen rooms behind the dense white walls

furnished with Arabian and lberian mysteries. It was
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a world that shut her out, but its architecture allowed

full scope for her imagination.

She could see only a few yards ahead of her before
the alley curved again. But suddenly a turn opened up
directly before the cathedral. She caught her breoth,
It was so suddenly visible, its scale loomed so suddenly
lurge that it was overwhelming after the Casbah mass of
buildings.. With a strange mixture of purity and sensuous-
negs the tower lifted itself above the dense horizontal
labyrinth of the Bdrrio of Santa Cruz. She was unprepared

to encompass it so abruptly and turned her gaze wway.

Here the sitreet became European. Rational. Wide,
straight and lined with trees. There was a café on the
corner with small tables placed outside facing the tower.
She walked over and sat down. In a moment the waiter appeared
in his white apron, a rag in his hand to wipe off the surface
of the table.
" sw Srdenecs."

"Un café con leche y un bollo seco, por favor.®

The waiter disappeared inside the café and returned
shortly with her coffee with milk and cake.

Here, in contrast to Hotel Don Marcos, there was life.
A movement of people and machines, but errutic and imbued

with the suggestion that in a moment the surface of modernity--

the machines and dark, factory-made clothing--would disappear

&
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and the ambiance would ignite 1in a flampboyance of color

and execitement.

Helaxed, sipping her coffee, she was now ready o

look up at the Giralda agein. She followed the lines

upwards to where 1% penetrated the sky. It seemed 10

exert an eternal dominance over the bdrrio surrounding

it, its power incorporating the energies of the Moorish
mosque that it had once replaced., It transcended all
contemporary moods and vagaries and somehow assured the
traveler thet the man next to her in the drab suit, his
stomach protruding aand his hair thinning: the two older
women weighted down in black, prosaically discussing thelr
compras at the market; the spare young man in a cheap, too~-
short Jjacket and shiny trousers...all these outwardly
unromentic denigens of the modern are still partook secretly
of the Spanish soul. O0f a spirit that would never abandon
indalusia nor be abandoned by it. A slight shift of dimensione

and the magic would be revealed.

Still, one felt cheated. The visible architecture
wos invested with a tremendous romance, with & promise
thet was implicit but suspended within it. It seemed to
have absorped and imprisoned the histories, traditions and
mythe of Andalusia, converting life into stone while modern
intruders moved over and wmong its surfaces, ignoring all
but the claims of the present. Passion was siphoned off

uné invested above in the Giralds, the Woorish minaret
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built oy JebiIr the Moor, now the bell tower of the cathedral.
It contained all the passion of a conversion and rebirth
within a new order; and yet retained its original beauty

and desires.

If the Sevillanos, the inhabitants of Seville, were
like this: still profoundly Arab, sensuous, open to the
sensualities of the world and at the same time Catholic
and puritenically contained to the point of explosion.....

4 seductive tension of opposites.. ..

She finished her coffee and cake, paid her bill and
rose to leave. She turned away from the cathedral and
wandered towards the center of Seville, along the Calle
Sicrpes, the Serpents, a twisting alléy lined with stores
«nd restaurants. People pressed along the sides, essentislly
the same combination of types she had aliready noticed,
adhering to the same form, features and dress, without
surprises or revelations. Occasionally a smartly dressed
senora entered or emersed from a boutigque or shoe store,

looking less Spanish than chicly French.

She turned the corner and entered an open spacu., La

Pluze de la Incarnacion. A pleasing square greened with plants

end sheded by orange trees. A many-sided tile fountain
in the center spraying endless repetitions of water. 014
people in black huddled on benches. She sat down tentatively

on the unreceptive bench, unoccupied, nearest the fountain.
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Nearby children in pinafores played ball, a little uncertaln,
o5 if still tied to their mothers sitting knitting, conversing
with & wary eye on them. The sun shone feintly, reluctantiv,
unwilling 1o transform Seville into the sun-wached image

she had expected.

Conversations accelerated around her like engines.
Hacing, throttled, braked. Voices raised in a verbal
competition. IEndings slurred or swallowed in the staccato-

esoft andalusian accent.

Her sdventure wes still a passive one, an absorption
of Spanish sights and sounds and odors. 3She could sense
o silent and hesitant interaction of her spirit with the
vitzl energy flowing around her. A submissive attempt 1o
wnderstand without interrupting the world of Seville, without
destroying its chain of connections. Yet she felt frustrated,
Where was the apecture through which she could enter? She
wanted so desperstely to be absorbed. But the physical
reality was unyielding. She could neither be actively
gbsorbed, nor fade into the background like & shadow. GShe
wus too obviously a foreigner., Too tall. Too slender.
Too fair. A nose stamped with freckles. Clothes too bright.
Lyes automatically focussed upon her as upon an alien being
from another planet. She felt as rigidly observed as in

a laboratory.

She was subjected to intervals of glances. BShe could
loos nowhere with discretion, without colliding with the

dark eyes of the Sevillanos. Her legs felt stiff. GShe
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rose and &ll eyes simultaneously focussed upon her, exaccrbating
her loneliness. She turned back to the Calle Sierpes. ‘here
should she go? She had a map of Seville. Perhaps she should
stroll to the banks of the Guadalguivir River, look for the
Torre de Oro that contained the archives of manuscripts
relating to the New World. Perhaps there she would discover
some clue to connections, some symbol in this landmark
linking the two worlds. But she felt purposeless, without
motivetion, still tired from her long trip. She was not
searching for a landmark of cold stone, nor fading words

on paper describing past conguests, but a living landmark.

A dynamic one of flesh and blood to propel her along a

new path.

She could see the Giralda in the background. Another
landmark in stone, a spiritual landmark representing the
conouest of the soul. But how could one discover La Via

Mistica through it?

She entered a papelaria, bought some postcards, then
stopped at the nearest café, ordered a sandwich and tea,
ond began to write to a few friends from the past. As
she wrote, a veil fell between her and her surroundings.
when she Tinished and looked up, she felt a sudden surprise,
{ne could not belong to eve%yhere at once. Some business-
men, gathered in a conspiratorisl knot in the back of

the café looked over at her.

She paid her bill and left, tracing her steps along

the Calle Sierpes to the Giralda. She remembered that
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the hotel lay "where the noon shadow of the Givalda falls.,”
But it was already afternoon, the shadows had shifted, perhaps.
“he could not remember which way to turn. She stood hesitant
in the Plaza Cuinto de los Reyes. Alleys led off &t all
angles. Instezd of feeling frustrated she felt a tvemor

of excitement st being lost in the lébyrinth of a different
vworld, in the ambiance of a different language, different
customs, different histories. But an ambiance that seemed
less alien than the one from which she had come. One

easier to grasp =nd understand. Perhaps because this

had a center, a pulsing heart that beat its social rhythms.
The other had slipped from its axis; escaped from its

margins.,

She finslly decided to turn into one of the alleys,
intending to ask the first person she passed to point out
the way to the hotel. Around one of the corners, like
an elusive shadow from the past, appeared a young man.

He looked Moorish, swarthy, and strange. sxcept for his
clothes he could have slipped from the cnypts of Time
where the Moors still ruled. He glanced ot ber in a furtive

wey. She hesitated. As he slunk by her she spoke.

"perdéname. Puede decirme...ddénde estd el Hotel

Don Marcog?®
He was at her side in an instant.

"It's impossible to give directions. I'll tuke you

there." His accent was Andalusian. He smiled, but not
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in the open Spanish manner. Rather, uncontrollaovly, «s
it ne had a tic; as if any moment his face would explode

inlgs peculiazr, mirthless, irrationsl laugh. @ithout meeting

N

her eyes. She felt vaguely uneasy, suspicious. But ghe
wes reluctant to abandon those responses she was beginning
to learn in Spain and wanted to incorporate within her.
Childlike trust, warmth, spontaneity. She smiled and
consented. He touched her arm lightly, to maneuver hLer

to the left. They walked along side-by-uside conversing

o
She yielded some limited informatiom about herselfl

in reply %o ihis guestions. In exchange he told her tnal

he was only a visitor inm Seville, like herself. That he

nad come to see his mother who was Spanish and lived

in the gypsy quarter. He added that his father was Moroccun

and that his home was in Ceuta, Morocca.

He brushed against her intentionally. "You know,"
he said with a lowered, confidential tone, "I come here
to sell hashish.™ He glanced back over his shoulder
and then suddenly whipped a knife from his jacket, flourished
it surreptitiously, then replacel it. He darted a look
©t her and as if savoring her reaction, laughed in nis

peculiar nervous way.

#ut somehow she wasn't really surpriscd nor startled
by his revelation nor frightened by the knife. This all
svemed to be a perfectly natural scenario for the maze

of wlleys with their exotic Moriscan architecture end
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historical insignia. An aimosphere where everything was
transformed into mystery. She began to Teel intrigued oy

him. A sudden desire to explore a recondite world.

In a moment they arrived at Abades Nc¢. 6. He carefully

leaned back against a wall, stopping short of the gate.

He reached out, holding her by the arm. "Could we
meet this evening? 1 would like to show you the Pargue
¥Waria Luisa. Es muy hermoso." He glanced around them in
a conspirztorial way without meeting her eyes, as if inviting
her to a den of smugglers. In another place, at another
ime she certainly would not have consented. But now,
here in the Bérrioiganta Cruz, it seemed not only exciting
put imperative znd urgent to meet him ageain and to learn

more about him. He was inviting her to enter a forbidden

zone, one she had never before encountered.

For some reason she replied, "Not tonight." But then

she added, "Tomorrow night at 8:30. Is that all righte®

He eagerly assented. "At 8:30 then. I'1ll be waiting
for you outside the gate. Don't forget!"™ As she turned
in at the gate he waved. "Ciao!"™ She looked back to

see him daerting around a corner.

As soon as he had disappeared she began to wonder
why ghe had told him that she would see him again. Vanishing
with him were her curiosity and sense of excitement. She
felt as if she had awakened from a spell. The memory of

his odd, nervous, unmirthful smile and laugh lingered
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with her like the smile of the Cheshire cat seen by alice

in vonderland.

She walked slowly to her room with a vague feeling
of apprehension and a growing awareness that she had been
too impulsive. There were udventures, even in 3pain,
that might violate some important part of her, an identity
L. . Qe )
that she had not shed., Was this voyage to oernly of self-

swareness rather than of self-transformation?

A8 she passed the office and turned into the inner
courtyard the man in the office raised his head and looked
2t her with & guizical sardonic expression. She looxed
away, pretending not to notice him. She was glad that she
hed stopped short of the gate to bid goodbye to her uncon-
venticnal guide and that the manager had not seen her with

what he would certainly call a "tipo."

The guarters of the hotel where she was staying seemed
as silent and motionless as before as if vacated for a
mysterious reason., As if everyone had itled a secret terror.
When she reached her room, she lay down on her bed, thinking
that if she entered that silence passively, receptively,
ghe could perhaps discover that dimension so fully inhabited
by the past. By the Moorish princes, the Arab Abadites,
by the Genoese merchants. The Pinelos. The Abbés of the
Gathedral. Perhaps one could summon some magic to evoke

sights and smells and sounds from the stones that had
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absorbed them. She tried to imagine the sensual Iframeworks

within which the vanished occupants had moved. A gamut from
sybaritic luxuries to asceticism, She felt herself swaying

between opposing hemispheres, belonging to both, needing

both.

Her imagination escaped her conscious control and she
whirled headlong into dreams. She slept. Suddenly she
wes awakened by a noise. A shoe dropped in the next room.
She looked at her traveling clock on the bureau., It was
seven o'clock. Evening or morning? Confused, she arose
from the bed and slowly dressed. Gradually a sense of the
present returned. It was too heavy, too sinking & darkness
to be morning. She felt hungry. She decided to go out
in seazrch of a meal. She had no idea of whether or not

meals were served &t the holel.

When she left her room, she noticed a thin thread of
light under the Jdoor of the adjoining room, but there seemed

to be no sound coming from it.

The office wgs empty. She felt relieved, almost as
if she were escaping from a guard. She entered the alley,
remembering the direction from which she had come earlier.
She met a young boy who authoritatively led her to the
Giralda and reluctantly left her there. It was simple, then,
to continue on to the Calle Sierpes where she found an

inexpensive restaurant. It was almost empty. It was



-20-

still too eearly for the Spaniards' dinner hour. She could

see the crowds in the alley taking their evening paseo.

Hed wine, olive oil, garlie. She wondered if a diet

of these typiczl ingredients would penetrate skin and bLone
and transform her eventually into a Spaniard. She wondered
if there was a Spanish egquivalent to "Mannist was Mamisst."
Certainly the garlic wasveasily absorbed, permeating one's
entire body, it seemed. As she was finishing her flan, the
Spanish diners began to arrive. She felt very conspicucus
zlone amidst the family groups. Theré were few couples,
much less lone individuals. Eating for the Spanish was
obviously a social affair. She hurriedly paid her bill and

lef+t.

Heturning to the Giralda as to a lodestar she noticed
that the streets seemed more alive than in the daytime.
There was a stir and excitement as if everything were on
the verge of a metamorphosis. She half-expected an echo
of & muezzin's cell from the Giralda. But her anticipation
Withered. iherever she walked, she was Torced to be Torever
conscious of herself, limited by herself,. Rigid and wooden
like an enormous wooden effigy, such as the Spaniards
carried on religious holidays, before a procession of
curious, staring, black Andalusian eyes. Byes that
could not be bypassed. Lbyes that raised & barrier between

her and themselves, between her and the streets, between
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her and the architecture, between her and Seville, between

her and Spain.
To be invigible! To be free!

Near the Giralda people were crowding the café where
she nad sat in the morning. She had planned on stouping
for a coffe and perhaps writing & letter, but there wss no
empty table and she felt more conspicuous in the café in the
cvening thaﬁ she had felt in the morning. She decided to
return to the hotel. Reluctantly, remembering its loneliness.
She wondered if she could find her way alone this time.

She walked to the corner of the Giralda and then turned
right. But instead of turning into the Calle Abades she
suddenly found herself in a small park. She sat down on
@ bench for a moment and pulled out her map. She studied
it and then looked up for the tower. The Giraldsa could
not be seen above the blank river of buildings that rose

vefcre her. Two young men approached her.

"Buenas tardes, Seaorita! Necessita ayuda?"

“"Buenas tardes." GShe hesitated. "iould yvou please
show me the way to the Hotel Don Marcos? I'm afraid I'm
lost.®

Jhe stood up and put the map back in her handbag. The
two young men motioned her to accompany them. Again she
had a feeling of Alice Through the Looking Glass, led
through & maze by an incongruous companion who would

introduce her to an unfamiliar world.
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This time she had two companions. Two Spaniards who
perhaps had the key to the mysteries of Seviile. She had
noticed initially that one of the young men appeared oo
extremely handesome that he embodied g1l the glorious romanco
of Andalusia. ©She had also noticed that they seemed poor.
Their shoes were scuffed, their collars frayed, their pants
shiny. And yet they wore their youth and poverty with all

the pride of the Spanish male,

Ir the narrow Moorish alleys there was only room for
two people to walk abreast. The handsome young man moved
to her left side and the other fell behind them. when they
turned a corner, she lost the feeling of the latter's presence.
Hie footsteps faded away and when she guickly glanced over
her shoulder, he had disappeared. She felt a sudden tremor
cf Joy. How fortunate that it was the handsome one who

was accompeanying herl

His name was José Antdénio, the most” famous und popular
of Spanish names. He lived across the river in the gypsy
guwerter of Triana, the same bdrrio where the strange Arab

claimed he stayed.

As he talked she could see that he was insular, unflamiliar
with little beyond the world of Seville. Innocence
uncontaminated by the modern media. Unconfused by history.
Gazing gquickly at his profile she felt that finally here

is the corporeal substance of Spaidn; an actor of its
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persistent traditions, an exponent of its unconscious
intelligence. He contained within him a continuity of
chromosomes. The mysterious Iberian. The Roman, the
¥Moor. The Phoenician, perhaps? The gypsy? Blood and
spirit of a past that intrigued her, that romantically
seduced her., She felt pervaded by a reckless, impatient,
execited eXpectation of a happiness she had never known

and had never defined before.

The shadows of the darkened alleys that she had met
on her way to the Giralda, shadows that drew back from
ner alien trajectory, shadows that rejected her, that
pressed against the walls, now seemed to spring out =at
them, converging in their presence and embracing them.

As José Antdénio walked along with her he seemed to summon
and accumulate all the past of the Bdrrio de Santa Cruz,

drawing her into the palpable reality she had sought.
"De dénde viene?"

She tried to explain other geographies and the complex
tangle of her origins...and gave up. To say "California®

was simpler and 1it up his face,

"Phere are cowboys and movie stars in California, no?

And everyone wears blue Jjeans?"

"Well..." But why destroy his conception as hers

hed been destroyed? She imagined him in a black sombrero



with a red sash wrapped around his waist, She imagined this
with such an immense nostalgia that she felt profoundly
vetrayed by the reality of his cheap, factory-made clothes.
Perhzps he was also disappointed by her, that she was not

& Califérnia blue-eyed blonde. ias it unsensed by him

tnat in some unseen dimension two opposing desires secretly

collided?

"Nay I meet you here tomorrow night and show you

+tne Gardens of NMaria Lulsa?®

here were vibrations of romance again in the air.

3

What did the clothes matter? Or other details? The only
importent thing was that he was Spanish and that he wanted

t0o see her again.

"Oh, yes!" She agreed almost too rapidly and then
at the same moment remembered that she had accepted the
seme invitation from someone else., They arrived at the

hotel's gate. She paused.

He looked &t her expectantly. "Bueno! ghntonces, a

gué hora...?"

She thought quickly. They had to avoid the Moroccan.

She remembered that she had told him to come at 8:30.

“Ts eight o'clock all right? I'11l meet you here at

the gate."

"Hasta manana & las ocho de la tarde."® He wauited
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until she passed through the gate. She turned around and
wuved, looking at him intently, trying to engrave his face
clearly upon her memory. He smiled and disappeared into

the shadows,

The aristocratic young man was sitting at his usuel
post in the office, talking on the phone. He looked at
her out of the corner of his eye. Was it a cynical look?
Disdainful? Disapproving? She felt uncomfortable, but
nodded to him hastily without looking to see if he returned
her nod, ©She felt that he did not. She hurried into the

second pétio and up the flight of stairs to her room,

She looked at her clock. It was almost nine-~thirty.
She 1elt tired and decided to go to bed. She began to
undress when she heard a knock on the door. She approached

it, stopped a moment and then asked, ";Guidn es?"

"Do you speak knglish?" A masculine voice responded
in what seemed an mnglish accent. "I'm your neighbor.

I heard you come in. Do you have a pen I could borrow?"

It didn't occur to her that the request might not

have been sincere.

"Weg, I speak bnglish. Just a moment." She guickly
put on her skirt and sweater again, then opened the door.
In the dark corridor stood a tall, blonde, attractive
young man. IHe looked strong, athletic, as if he were

fresh from woods, mountains, beaches, plains. A straight-
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forward look. She felt surprised by a sudden warm wave
of liking for him, a figure so out of place in the Spain
she was searching for; so directly antithetical in type

§

t0o the andalusian. But she suppressed the feeling.

was no part for him in the scenario of her 3panish odyssey.

"How do you do?" He smiled. "My name is Charles

Ingraham. I'm from Australia.”

"Just & moment, please." She turned away brusauely

2nd began searching in her purse, "I have several pens.

Eh

-y

‘lease keep thisM She held one out to him,.

He accepted it without looking at it. "0Oh, thank
vou. I'1l return it." He hesitated. She drew bpack,

waiting for him to leave.

"o vou Know, I've seen you passing through the
y k
courtyard. You look very strange, very mysterious. Like

a Russian spy. Could you be one?"

She stood silent, volunteering no information about

herself,

“You're alone here, like I am, aren't you? ‘would
yvou like to have dinner wilh me this evening? Perhaps

iy

afterward we could go watch some Ilamenco.
She shook her head und looked down. "I'm sorry,
I've alrecdy eaten. I'm guite tired." She felt as if

he were trying to pull her back into a world thal she

There
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had rejected a long time ago. A world in which she had
hud & superficial identity. She shook her head arain, less

to his ofier than to a resurgent, unwelcome memory.

He persisted. "Then, won't you meet me tomorrow
morning? e could have breakfast together. Have you visited

the fathedrazl? We could visit it together.”

3till infirm. Still vulnerable. Still cowardly.
She hesitated instead of definitely refusing. The lie was
dirficult. The truth, even more cdifficult.

T don't know."

Sensing his victory, he moved rapidly. "Tomorrow at
nine? It isn't too early, is it? We can meet downstairs
if you like." He turned away and called back 'goodnight*

over his shoulder as he opened the door to his room.

She shrugged in frustration, closed the door and leaned
against it for & moment. She heard him moving around in
the next room, an incongruous occupant of the former monk's

cell.

She began to undress again, washed and put on her
pajamas, separated the sheets of the small cot and lay
down under the grey army-stvle blanket and thread-pare
spread. The noises in his room died away. She didn't
know whelher or not he had gone out or also gone to bed.
she lay thinking about an excuse for not going with him

in the morning. Alreuady she was being forced into sdventures
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that she didn't want. Scenes overlapped. Dimensions shifted

) ( . L .
and she enteredthe confusiorms and clarities of dreams,

When she awoke the next morning she could hear him
already stirring. She hurriedly dressed and descended 1o
the courtyard. He was waiting in the adjoining peatio. She
regretted having agreed to meet him there where the manager
{(or owner...whatever he was) could see them together, but
the office seemed to be empty. A maid in & white apron
was sweeping the stsire with her back to them, She stepped
towards the gate rather then towards him. He followed her

out, saying, "Good morning! Lid you sleep well?"

She waited to answer until they were outeide in the

alley away from the entrance.
"Phenk vou. I always sleep well."

They walked side by side following the twists and turns
of the Calle Abades. They passed a few Spanish housewives
or maids who looked intently and with surprise at the tall

foreign couple.

"Do you know the direction of the tower?" He stopped
and pulled a map from his pocket. I find it very difficult
to find my way around here. I think I rememver & left
turn and then & right...and then...I'm not sure. There're
several cafds next to the Giralda, I noticed yesterday.

we can have breakfast there. Is that all right?”®
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"T always ask-someone when I'm lost." It wasn't really
true. She looked at the blank whitewashed walls, the
heavily grilled windows, and wished that her own privacy
were 20 well-guarded. She noticed the. large keyholes in
the gates, and remembered a Goya sketch of @ person covered
with keyholes. Los Caprichos? A glimpse into a patio.
Painted tiles, azulejos, Geraniums in pots. JVivisgions of

light and shadow. Moorish arches framing a crucifix.

She felt a profound nostalgia. At some other time
she must have belonged there. ¥Why must she now have the

gshape of an intruder, a stranger?

"I thought spies always knew where they were." He

seemed to sense her musing, her absence from him.

"Your eyes look very penetrating. Are you sure you

don't know where we aref"

She smiled reluctantly , as if she were forced to

give something of herself.

"I rather enjoy being lost. Sometimes one finds
something interesting, an adventure of some kind, when
one is lost."

He apreed. They turned a corner. "Ah, look! e
chose the right way. There's the Giralda and there are

the cafés! Let's have breakfast, shall we?"

They walked over to the sidewalk tables and sat down.



A wailer appeared and they asked for croissants,(mediaulunaé)

«nd coffce,

*"Is that enough for you?" He leaned towards her
solicitously, trying to look into her eyes. "I've already

become accustomed to these continental breakfasts.!

She nodded and looked up at the Giralda above them,
the ascendant imagination of the Moors. The reach upwards
for Allah and paradise. Were all religions vertical? Or
only Judaism, Christianity, Islam? Neanderthal man had
¢« religion of caves. Of descendance. To the center of

the earth?

b

"You haven't to0ld me anythine sbout yourself. wWho
vou &are, what vou do, where you're from., I have many

fantasies about you." He broke into her thoughts ageain.

She half turned towards him, but without directly
gazing a8t him. "But your fantasy is correct. I'm & spy...
but a rather unconventicnal one." She broke apart the
croissent the waiter had set down in front of her. "You
haven't told me anything either, apart from your coming
from Australia.”

He seema2d pleazsed that she wanted to know morce about
him, "Well, I arrived by ship at Gibralter asnd I came to
Seville by train. I'm on my way 1o kngland to do cancer
research. I very much want to see Spain first., I intend

to see Cordova, Granada, Toledo, Madrid, Barcelona..."
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The unexpected mention of cancer was like some sudden
cloud blotting out the sun. She felt herself withdraw from
him even more. Why had she come with him? She nsc come
to Spain for light, for energy, for life. Wwith a passion

for the beautiful, the physical, the sensual. For flowers,

4y

ountaine, flamenco. He was trying to pull her back into

the world she had wanted 1o leave behind.

She looked at him as if from a distance. He was
handsome, young, healthy. Much taller and more intecllectu:cl
than the Spaniards that surrounded them. He seemed interested
in her., Was it because he was lonely and couldn't communicate

in Spenish?

She ignored his information. "You aren't disappointed

in Spain so far?"

Only in the weather. It's colder than I expected. You
wnow what the travel brochures promise. Of course, it's
almost winter. But one imagines Seville as eternally warm,
¥editerranean-~like, always fragrant with orange blossoms,

always in fiesta."

She smiled. "And the people?" Next to them a corpulent
man in a dark suit was having his shoes polished like mirrors.
4+ workman passed by in blue overalls and a beret, followed
by two old women with dark shawls over their heads. as
they talked together one could see gaps where teeth were

miseing. COnly the Giralde sugeested an ambiance of another



dimension. Did these same people around them, so absorbed
in their prose of everyday tasks, ever transform thems: lves
into the poetry of Spain? Did they put on pointed hoods
like "extranos unicornios,“é%trange unicornsiz walk bareiloot
in the streets, become penitentes during waster week., Uinging
czetas? Did they come then "de los remotos paises de la

Feora das
pena, " J'remote regions of sadness," carrving cruciiixion
end sacrificial mysteries hidden within them, the "dark

archers of Seville?"

He wes talking sbout sustralia. She half-listened
without interest, consumed her breakfast, watched the
passersby. "You know, it's cuite different there on our
continent. We Austrelisns are hungry for kurope. TFor
its contrasts, its traditions, its culture, its peonle.
Australia is so homogeneous...our country-side, our cities,

our people. We're so far away from everything."

"You have your aborigines, coral reefs, kangaruos,
koala bears." Actually, she had never thought of visiting

Australia.

"T{'s & cuestion of roots, of racial variety, of
history, of srchitecture.” He paid the waiter. "Shall
we Zo?"

Phey arose and walked around the corner to the entreancs

10 the €athedrzl, She felt frustrated, unhappyv. She had

wanted to g£o alone. She didn't belong et his side and
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began to actively resent his company. But &zt the same
time she couldn't dislike him. She even felt some kind
of inner, unacknuwledged pull towards him. He hacd an aura

of sweetness, of honesty.

He bought their tickets at the gate and they turned
first to the tower. Climbing it she imagined that this
was the "Via Mistica" of San Juan de la Cruz. Up the
sscetic steirs, around stark curves, insulated from the
temptations of the world. Undiverted. On the Nystical

way to Heaven.

They arrived at a level of arches and looked out at

Seville spread out below them.

"Sevilla es una torre
llena de arqueros finos.

"Seville is a tower full of fine archers." It had the
surprising geometry of a maze with its secrets laid bare
from above. 4 Moorish fantasy of broken sguares and triencles.

"Una ciudad gue acecha

largos ritmos,

y los enrosca

cumo laberintos.

Como tallos de parra

encendidos.”
"i city that snares long rhythms,and twines them like
labyrinths. Like vendrils ¢f a vine burning." Below,
esceping from the colls of the muze the exact rectangle

of the Court of Oranges. PFerther away the circle of the

bullring. DBy the Guadalguivir the many-sided Torre dul
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Oro. The river mirroring the Trians gquartur on the onposite
banks.
"Bajo el arco del cielo,
sobre su llaso limpio,
dispara la constante
saets de su rio."
"iieneath the arch of the sky, across the limpid plain,
she shoots the constant arrow of her river." How could
one grasp all this with only one's eyes, The vision wasg
always incomplete. One could never encompass the city
within one's own limited horizons. She remember Lorca's

noem, Sevilla, "iAnd mad with horizon.....Seville to wound.

always Seville to wound."

"T would rathexr be in the city than avnove it. *®*3Iienmpre

Seville para herir.'" Here the wound was too great.

"I would too." He agreed with her, She was surprised
that she had spoken aloud. He took her arm and led her to
another side of the tower that revealed a view of the
Alcagar, of its patios and arabescues. "Shall we go down

to the (Cathedral now?"

They descended and entered the vast cenltral chamber
wnere there was neither day nor night but an eternal interval
of filtered light from the stained glass windows., Walking
through the various chapels with their decorated panels
and sacred paintings, their lavish altars, she felt she
was treading a threshold over which she could not cross,

pursuing a reality she could not enter. A vanished reality
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that was always beyond her reach, theat never came to life
for ner. Again she wished that she were alone., Did the
paintings, the Virgins, the Piedades, the San Antdénios,

contain the key to entrance? But they guarded their secrets.

what mysteries did those Gothic tombs obscure? They
secemed to be foci where all sounds, all movement, were
converted into silence. They passed the tomb of Christopher
Columbus, of Eing Afonso "el Sébio," of Cardinal Cervantes
and of (ueen Beatriz de Suabia. Devositories heavy with
vacancies., They turned into the Chapter Hall and she felt
dizzy from the twisting mosaics under her feet, the whirling
arc of carvings. She looked up at Murillo's Immaculada
and met the distant gaze of the Virgin. Where behind all
this ornateness was the living spirit? The flutes and
scrolls seemed designed to veer one's gaze away Irom what
one was seeking and to lead it along a confusing maze-like
route that ended...where? Only to turn endlessly upon
itoelf? Perhaps if she had first come here as a child,
led by her mother's hand, surrounded by neighbors and
family, participating constantly in the ceremonies, absorbing
the music and rituals as water and air and food...a guotidian
sustenance dealt out by the church...it might then all be

s real to her as her own flesh and blood.

She was aware that he seemed to appreciate and to

absorb the revelations of the cathedral} but also, out of
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the corner of her eye, she could see that often he was
looking &t her rather than at the chapels. Yet he remained
silent, discreet, as. if he knew that she didn't want intrusionc

upon her thoughts.

They arrived at the main sacristy with its flutes,
scrolls, arches. Here one could finally sense some of the
immenge power of the Church. Not only did it express
the order and striving of the inner self of Seville, but
it seemed to contain symbolically all the forms of the
universe within a permanent institution turned inward
upon itself., It seemed so far removed from nature. From
where did it receive its energies? Perhaps the multiple
presence and muttered prayers of the faithful, the orchestra
of sounds of organ and choir, the devotions of the priests
and the response of the crowd. Or was it the ceremony of

the shedding of guilt? The secret emotions of the confessional¥

rnding their tour they slowly walked out the gate into
the daylight as if from a sarcophagus. MNoving forms, life,
surrounded them. He pointed %o the right. "The Alcdzar is

over there. Should we glso go see it?"

She hesitated. "No, if you don't mind; I think I'1l1l
leave you now. I want to walk along the Sierpes and perhaps

buy gsome things. “Thank you very much for your company.”
Yy

He looked disappointed but accested her refusal. Actually,

she had planned to go alone later to the Aléazar. She was
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hoping the Woorish-architecture would be more alive. Lhat
there in the gardens and patios and tiled rooms sht would
discover & different kind of order...more sensual...awaxening
vhe spiritv through the senseg. It might summon a more
suthentic self. Since her companion wasg even less Moor

than Spanizrd, he would probably be a barrier to her recepiivitics
Why did he persist in being with her? Was he so blind, so
unfeeling? But she knew that he wasn't. In his own way
ne was undoubtedly more intelligent, more¢ cultured, more

sensitive, than most of the people around. them.

As she began to withdraw from him, he said culckly,
"I'm leaving tomorrow morning. Can't we have dinner together

tonight, I would so much like to see you again.”

She held out her hand. "Thank you so mucn. I'm QQ@T%»

I have another appointment. 3ut I'm sure we'll see each

other before you leave." He looked a bit crestfalien

jor

nd she wavered for a moment, but then turned and walked
away in the direction of the Sierpes. She didn't look
vack, but she felt that he was stunding there in front

of the Cathedral watching her retreagt around the corner.

"gut I didn't want to go with you," she =said under
ner breath. She felt a pang of regret but also irritation
that she couldn't communicule to him thal in escaping from
hin she was in reality escaping from herself, or rather,

from someone she no longer wanted to be. Someone who
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caused her to suffer.

She wandered along the busy, narrow Calle Sierpes, the
same route she had slready followed, and arrived eventually
&t the came plaza. The same scenario awaited her. wsverything
wag the same as yesterday. She played the same anonymous
role: sitting down on the same bench, watching the same
sctors. Tne dark-eyved, pinafored children, the knitting
mothers, the gossiping maids, the immobile o0ld people. It
was almost incomprehensible, To pass the whole cycle of
one's life here. She tr;ed to imagine hergelf as & child
plaving teg, a young person tentatively holding hands with
& fiance, a parent bringing her own child, and finally...
ending here on the same bench. 01d, acguiescent, cbsoroing
the sunlight, hands grasping a cane. Living with what
memeories? What was familier to her no doubt would be
incomgrehensible to the Sevillanos here. Constunt traveling,
no roots anywhere, a dissolving family, disappearing friends,

loneliness.

A young man passed, looked at her. She remembered her
appointment for the evening. She tried to recall Joxé
sAntonio's face, but could not remember its details. Only
bluck eyes, black hair. VWhy did she respond only to darkness?
She could only explain it because of its suggestion of
the primeval, the wild, the passionate. Because

it wes both secret and yet totally expressive of feeling.
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How could her reaction be analy=zed? It was due to some
privete need, too immense, too complex for one lifetime.
Ur was black a natural magnet for her pessimism? She
thought of the Australien. Yor her his blondness connoted
civilization, refinement...but also a lack of feeling.

Lverything in her was fire and cried for Tfire.

She returned to the hotel. It was already afternoon.

The maid had cleasned her room. OShe busied herselfl straightenirn

cut her few clothes. There was s knock on the door.

"i{uién es?" The maid responded, "Soy vo, la criads,
Senorita. There are some people waiting below who would

like to come up and speak to you."

Surprised, she opened the door to the maid. *Who
s P

zre they?"

"I don't know. They look like Italians. Ybu can sce

them oult the window.®

She went to the window and looked out carefully so
that she couldn't pe seen, Below, in the patio she saw
three women who didn't look Italian, but neither did they
look Spanish. They were dressed up, in a raither bourgeois

fashion, in foreign clothes. ™ihat d4id they say they

wanted?"
"Just to sece you, Senorita."

"Well, then, tell them to come up,"” she saicd reluctantly.

s

£
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The maid left, leaving the door open. She watched
her arrive in the patio and speak to the three women,
motioning to her window. The three looked up and she drew
back behind the curtain. 7Then, slowly, she looked out
agalin. The three were already on their way up. The
patio was again deserted, but suddenly she saw someone
preking from behind the corner of the office. It was the
strange Woroccan whom she had met the day before. He had
obviously accompanied the women. With a slight feeling
of apprehension she turned towards the door as she heard

the women coming down the corridor.

"Buenos tardes, Senorita. Podemos entrar?" She
motioned to them to enter. As she observed them closer,

she realized thot they must be gypsies despite their dress.

One of the women opened her large purse &nd pulled out
a watch., "we have many pretty things for you to buy,

Senorita." Another pulled some rings from her purse.

"Oh, nc! I'm sorry! I don't nee¢ anything." She

-

ad @ feeling thuet thesce things either were stolen or

oy

contraband. "Who told you that I would be interested in

buyingd"

"Un amigo. Un senor. A friend of ours." The women
didn't give up ecasily, but continued to pull out watches,
bracelets, rings, {rom their purses. "Look how beautiful,

Senorita. What co you offer?"
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"T don't need énything," she repeated. "I have no
money." The women looked at her disbelievingly. She
walked to the door, grasped the handle, waiting for them
to leave. "Thank you very much for coming, but I cannot

buy anything." She summoned an &ir of forcefulness.

The three women reluctantly put the things back in
their purses and walked out the door. "Too bad, Senorita.

These are very good bargains."

"48ios!"  she said definitively and closed the door
«fter them, She looked out the window again and saw the
Moroccan peering out from behind the corner. This episode

miede her more determined in not seeing him again.

She slept the rest of the afternoon, vaguely aware
of an occasional sound from the néxt room. The patio was
cilent apain. The whole place had a feeling of eeriness,
of enclosure and distance from the outer world. Here, not
& sound penetrated from the outside. Seville could have
existed on another planet. She drifted back and forth,
from consciousness, o semi-consciovsness, to dreams, to

deep sleep.

when she uwoke, it was with the same feeling of dig-
orientation a= before. iHhere on earth was she? what day
was 1t? wWhat hour? The clock said 7:10. Again, she had

to think, to try to remember. YWas it morning or evening?

Then, like @& wave rolling unevenly along the shore,



o~

PN

—~~

4=

washing up here and then there, her memory began to return.
she remembered first where she was and then having fellen
asleep in the afternoon and finally she remembercd Joad
antdénio end the appointment at 8 o'clock., She arose,
washed, dressed and at eight descended to the main prtio.
She saw the young man bent. over his desk in the dimly-1it
office. He looked up as she passed the window. His
expression seemed unchanged. Unsmiling, rather sardonic.
She looked straight zhead and spproasched the glant portals
of the hotel. José Anténio was not &t the entrasnce and
she sztepped into the alley, looking in one direction, then
the other. 3She saw him standing on the corner speaking

to the strange Moroccan drug—vendor whose back was towards
her. She stepped back inside the patio ready to flee to
her room, but a5 she hesitated, suddenly José Anﬁénib
appeared. Lvidently he had seen her in the alley. He

stopped pefore the entrance waiting Tor her to join him.

"3uenas tardes!® He gmiled at her. She glanced
pback over ner shoulder. The man in the office had his
back to the window. She guickly approached José Antdnio
and,without stopping turned towards the opposite direction
from the corner where the Moroccan was still stending.

Jozd antdnio followed her, somewhat perplexed by her

Wi¥nhat 1 the matter?®
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"Pleace let's hurry," she replied. ‘When they rounded
z curve in the alley she asked him if he were & fricnd of

the gerson who was standing on the corner with him.

"Why no! I've never seen him before. 3Hut it was
a strange coincidence! He was also waiting for a girl

from Celifornia who is staying in the Hotel Don Marcos.”

"I know," she confessed. "He's waiting for me. He's
a dangerous person, I believe, and I don't want to see
him or have him see me. He carries a knife and sells
drugs." She could see out of the corner of her eyes that
José Anténio seemed startled by whet she had said. He
cuickly glanc&}behind them. Then he took her arm and
said, "Don't worry. I'll protect you from him. I'm very
strong.® He pressed closer to her and at the same time
hastened his pace, pulling her along with him. "ie'll
cirecle around to the Giralda and then go to the gardens.

He won't {ind us.®

Sae felt her heart skip a bit with excitement. Vas
she finally caught up in a romantic Spanish acventure?
3he felt that she had shed all the blank dullness snd
despair and bleak conformity of the North American land-
scape and had stepped into the Spain of the Middle Ages.
A handsome, blach-eyed 4Andzlusian youth beside her and

a dangerous Moor pursuing them. ‘as this, then, what
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she had sought? She wanted desperately 1o grasp this nmomenti
from enother time and to turn it into a reality, this
illusion of romance. She knew in her hecart that rche waog

¢ btrespasser. That she had stepped oveir a boundary into

an area where she didn't belong and to which she could
never belong. She was not a Spanish woman with & past

and & future in Spain. With an honor to protect. With
roote and home and family. Ironically, if she were Spanish,

this probably would never be happening. She would be too

protected, too circumscribed.

The light was failing. ''ae shadows in the alleys
were deepening. José Antdnio was pressing her srm ever
so gently and guiding her around the corners. They met
no one. It was difficult to believe that the bdrrio was
inhabited. The Voor seemed not to nhave followed them
after al1l. She felt happy. She didn't need any sast
or tuture. She had the moment. What did it matter if
she had no access to these interiors, that these houses
were closed to her? She woo with the handesomest voung
anliard in Spain. He was her pasocport, her key 1o being
Spanish also. The alleys belonged to them, encloscd then,
pwrotected them.

"How do you find your way &0 easily around here?"

H® so obviously belonged to the bdrrio. She wondered
how many generations, how many centuries of Seville existed



oy ty

n] don't know. It's so easy, so familiar. I've

slwayvs come here," he said, somewhat surprised.

She remembered that he lived across the river in
the gypsy guarter. It occurred to her that he might be
gypsy, and yet,when she looked &% him closer, decided thai
he wasn't. His skin was a light shade of olive, not
dusky and weathered like the gypsies. His head was

broad, rounded, brachycephalic instead of dolichocephalic.

4]

v
©

had an extended flat plane between his eyes and ears.
It was a special Spanish type of looks depending entirely
on the broad shape of the head. It was not the slender
narrow aquiline Arab loock. Was it derived from an earlier
african tribe, from the Celts, from the Basqueé? Possibly
from Cro-magnon man? What was it that drew her so totally

to him although she did not know him? Was it Jjust this,

6]

his appearance? An apparition that she held before her,
so unfamiliar that she forgot when he was gone? Or was

it gomet.ing mysterious, something invisible, as undefined
as love,that infused that substance that she could see

and touch? That so inuxplicably seduced her?

Oh! José Antdnio, you woulid never understand if I
told you that I am in love with you because you are
sevillano. Because you are Seville. DBecause you are

molded of this Ypanish earth and speak with its tonguec.

"py gué trabajo me cuesta
quererte como te quiero!"
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As they strolled, he seemed again to absorb the energics
of the alleys, the stones, the ornaments, plants, fountaings,
the unseen inhabitants. They imbued him with their spirit
and she sensed that by being close to him, by touching him
and being touched by him, she embraced everything of Spain.
That it entered hec and she truly became Spanish. The
need was so great and its satisfaction so imrinent thet

she trembled.

He noticed. "Are you cold?" He carefully pulled
her closer to him. She said nothing, for how could she
ever explain? ‘Would he ever understand what she was thinking
and feeling? How could he if he had always belonged her@?
If he had never been a stranger? She wondered if he knew

the poems of Federico Garcis Lorca.

"Pero yo he de buscar por los rincones
tu alma tivia sin ti que no te entiende..."

His poems had words for all her moods, words in the languare
of José Antdénio. They could communicate to him, make him
understand the feelings of this stranger beside him. <he
remembered those haunting words of the Somnambulist.®

"e~If I could, young man, this pact would be closed. sut

I am no longer I, nor is my house still my house." ("—=8i
you pudiera, mocito, este trato se cerraba., Pero yo ya no

S0y yo, ni mi casse es va mi casa.")

after twisting =nd turning in the darkening alleys in
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& suspension of time they abruptly arrived at a park that
seemed oddly geometrical, disciplined after the convolutions
of the alleys. As if the Sevillanos, emerging from the
labyrinthine corridors where they lived, imposed a rationality

upon nature that they rejected otherwise.

He sat down on a bench and pulled her down next %o
him. "These are the gardens of Maria Luisa. Do you like

it here? Let's sit awhile and talk.!"

She nodded without spesking, looking back into the
maze from which they had come. She still sensed some
curious flow of energy between José Antdénio and the architecturc
of the bdrrio. The stones, mosaics, grills, fountains, and
the young man were all manifestations of something common,
as if each partook of the same essence. Here among the shadowy
breathing plants, under the nocturnal sky, she began to feel
e tentative power of her own, derivatory from the generogity

of nature.

He put his arms around her shoulders, slowly, gently,
yet Tirmly. She felt her heart beating in an odd way, with
an irregular flutter., Like a distant inaudible drum its
beating almost broke the stillness of the night. It was
difficult to imagine that they were within the confines of
the city. All sound must be concentrated in a capsule in
the Calle Sierpes.

In & moment he would kiss her. Not looking at him she

felt his presence more strongly, sensed the inhalution and
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exhaletion of his breath, the faint scent of garlic, wine.

But suddenly he withdrew his arm, moved away a little.

"There's no moon tonight. It's guite dark here, isn't iton

"Yes, but I can sense that there are flowers around

us., I feel their presence." Disappointed, she half-
turned, feeling some other presence, and saw a policeman
behind them. He looked at them in a disapproving manner

enc slowly sauntered off.

"Is it illegal to be here?"” She whispered, half-rising.
He pulled her down. "wWait. No. It's all right to come
here at night." And then he said in a lower voice close

to her ear. "It's illegal to kiss in public.”

she drew back, momentarily surprised, wondering if
this were the morality of Franco Spain? Or was it the
remnant of a traditional Moorish protection of women?
She could see the iron grills guarding the windows “aoroys
from the park. How many generations of women had lived
behind those grills? Had any of them ever yearned to
escape? Perhaps they had never felt themselves prisoners,
Perha§s it was inconceivable to them to even try to exist
beyond whoét those prills represented. Did the grills

actually neighten romance?

José Antdnio pulled her to her feet. "Let me show
you more of the gardens.” They follwed paths into the

darkness, beyond the dim range of the street lanterns.
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She remembered de Falla's music, "Nights in the Gardens

of Spain." music that she had listened to so far from here.
This was the wrong time of year to be here. It was not ss
the music promised, heavy with moonlight ang fragrances,
mverything was guiet, withdrawn, in abeyance. And vet

it seemed that she had been waiting all her life for this
moment. Here was her encounter with the romance ol Spain.
She could fully realize now what she had been denied., Why
she was so unfulfilled, even at times so tortured, so
agonizedl] Her dreams had invented all this znd promised
her its realization. This moment was magic, sufficient
unto itself. The gardens, the presence of José€ Antdnio.
As they walked she knew thaet she was being drawn into an

even deeper fulfillment.

She stopped. "I must go back now. Tt's late!"  How
surprising thaet she found herself saying that! ‘was it part
of the game? KResisting to heighten sensation? Or was it
e fvar that by reaching out or by being so accessible she

would love, would be rejected by what she claimed?

But it was no game. She knew that unthinkingly she
wae acting out an intuition, a natural gense for whal she
should do. He seemed to have expected, even anticipated
this respunse of hers and without speaking led her back
o the street. She was mildly surprised to see Calle Abades
850 suddenly reappear. But then he must have S??sen a

long roundabout wuy to the gardens.
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Agalin, there was no one in sight. The shutters were
pulled tight against the windows. The world was secret,
impenetrable. This was her freedom, to wander in the
streets. But was this freedom? The freedom of the stranger
who could wander only the boundaries? Never admitted within.
She yearned with all her being to be inside somewhere. It
seemed more naturel now to be =itting at one of the windowe,
barred behind the grillwork, secretly smiling at a lover
ocutside while protected and enclosed@ by a Spanish family.

The moment with José Antdénio was ending. This was her

price for her freedom. She must return to loneliness.

They arrived at No. 6 Abades. ‘'he huge door was
closed. José Antdnio quickly pulled her to him and kissed
her, “#Quando puedo verte otra vez?" He held her arm to
kvep her from pushing open the door. "I want to see you

againl®

"I don't know." Somehow she found herself saying

this «wné waiting for him to persist.

V“Please. What is the number of your room?"
"I am staying in the other wing. Upstairs. Room
2o." she opened the gete. "Tomorrow at the same time?"
She closed it behind her, leaving him standing outside.
She looked around the courtyard and into the office. XNo
one wes to be seen. She hesitated, looking back &t the

closed gate, wondering if he were still standing outside.
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She wanted desperately to return and draw him inside with
her. But instead, she turned into the other patio «nd
slowly climbed.the stalrs to her room.

- — - — W chne 20 e

She lay in bed a long time thinking. There was no
sound in the next room. Her heart gquickened in the darkness.
Tomorrow the Australian would be gone. She would be totally
alone in this wing...For all she knew, alone in the entire
hotel., It was possible... She was free! And now her
freedom lost its taste of bitterness and irony. The was
delivered of every past restriction, from every tie. It
was true: "I am no longer myself, notis my house still

my house." #within this context of & Spanish night, with
o

the refrains;a presence in the gardens of Maria Luisa, and
the hopes, perhaps, of "fulbure rosgs," she no longer felt
like a shipwrecked soul.

s oS s o s s i

Early the next morning when she passed the adjoining
room the door was open and the maid was cleaning it. She
could see that it was empty. The Australian had ledit
slreudy?  She felt a momentary pang of regret. Sometning
was wrong, but she couldn't define what it was. JSomething
wes awry.  Or comething missed., He scemed o part of the
world that she had ¢ome from. His absence made her sense
that he shared some part of her that she was trying 1o

suprress, Lo deny. He had left her his address in pagland.
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She suddenly had an urge to write to him that very moment,
to establish a connection sumehow. To explain. But of

course it was now too late.

This time she found her way zlone to the cafe next
to the Giralda. She ordered her customary coffee with
miik and a croissant, then pulled her writing tablet from
her purse. "Dear Charles...” but she could not summon
the reality of his presence. The brief time she had
known him, their promenade together, none of this permeated
the present moment. He had only the token of a vacancy
now. She tried to continue writing, but it seemed absurd.
She (couldn't commit her feelings on peper to someone with

whom face-to-face she had been so mute. Someone wWhno ce

i~

tanly
was already involved in other adventures. Who might already
have forgotten her. Who might be surprised that she
remembered him. Life had become so full of these sudden
entrances and exits. Others seemed to accept them more
easily.

She wandered along the Calle Sierpes for awhile,
absorbing the ambiance, the movement, the life, as ane
absorbs the sun, glancing surreptitiously at Taces, observing
the variations within the normative Andalusian character,
ligtening to the /ndalusian accent. The dropping of the
final "r's", "s's", the ending "ao" instead of "ado"...

she noticed many tourists. knglish, Americans. She
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realized that it was the weekend glready. She no longer
felt that she was searching for something, only drifting
along with the current of traffic. She decided to return

to the hotel.

#Whern she arrived in her room, she sat down on the
bed. It seemed so lonely there now that the room next
door was vacant zgain. She wondered why she had returned
s0 early to the hotel. There still was no one &t all in
any of the rooms around the inner patio. Was the entire
hotel forever vacant? She thought of a meeting with José
Antdénio that evening. VWould he come? Everything now
seemed so far away. She felt unable to plan anything.

She could only follow the direction of things.

She lay down on the bed. She had wanted to see more
ot Seviile, but ¢t the mement ghe felt lired, the tiredness
of the traveler. She decided to undreses and lie under
the covers. sShe closed her eyes for a moment. She could
hear footsteps somewhere within the hotel. There was «
knock on the door. She arose and approached it, but didn't
open 1it.

"sho is there?" Perhaps those women had reappeared,

ingistent on selling her something.
"It's I, Carlos, the owner," = low voice replied. "Are
vou all right? I haven't seen you for & little while. Neuy

I enter?®
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Surprised, she asnswered, "Why, I'm just resting. I'nm

& little tired.”
"I would like to talk to you."
"I..1'm sorry, I'm not dressed."
"It makes no differcence.”

For a moment she was silent. He remained oubside

the door. "Please, I don't wicsh to talk now." She waited

for him to leave.

"T wanted to invite vou to drive with me to visit

the Homan ruins at Itdlica.n"

she hesitated. She had not noped for an opportunity
to go there. Despite a reluctance caused by his persistent
presence &t her door, she accepted. "Oh, I would like to!

When will you be leaving?!
"Shall we say in about an hour?®

"411 right! I'll meet you &t the gate." She hoped
that no one would see her leaving with him. She heard him
retreating down the hall., She lay down again on the bved,
musing about the owner, Carlos. VWas he married? If he
were, would he have risked coming to her door like that...
or inviting her for a drive with him? She had very mixed
fvelings about acccpting. And vet, when would she huve

such a chance again?

when the hour was up, she went down to the gate. le
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was not in the courtyard. She stepped outside the gate and
saw him in a car of Spanish make. He motioned her to enter.
He maneuvered the car out of the narrow bdrric @nd onto

& voulevard that led past the Torre de Oro along the Paseo
de Cristdforo Colombo by the side of the river. He turned
over @ bridge, skirting the edges of Le Triasna and headed

into the countryside.

"This is the Ajarafa." He waved towards the fields,
now brown and dormant. Thev headed towards the north-west.
seville retreated on the plains behind them. She looked
at his profile from the corner of her eve. He was handsome,
very well—dresséd, spoke EZnglish perfectly. She wondered

why he had invited her.

"Do you know, I'm very interesﬁed in It€lica. I often
€0 out to study it as an amuteur archaelogist. I find it
fascineting. I'thought that you would be interested in
seeing it with me., There are still many mysteries conneched
with it. I'm developing my own theories. For instance, no
one has ever located the palace of Trajsn » 1 have studied
the mosaics «nd I believe I have found the site. But tell
me something aboul you." He kept his eves on the road whewd.
She noticed tnat his hands were beautifully manicured, well-

geplt.  Afedn, she swuw the wedding band on his right hand,

"There is really nothing to tell. I'm just a tourist.”
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she was hoping that he would volunteer some information
about himeself.
. i . o 1 . o
He pointed in the distance to the left, The Guadalcuivir
used to flow along there, but the Moors changed its direction
in vrder to provide water for their sgriculture."
She followed with her eve the course of the winding,

giow, muddy river. (live trees lipged its bunks. To the

left, low rolling hills crested with lines of ftrees. Cccasionsi

white-~walled, red-tiled cubes, stone walls. 4An wres dense
vith history. Coming over the hill the shadow of Scisio o,
and his victorious army, or s vend of Arabs. Jloser,

shepherd and a flock of sheep.

They approached a slignht rise in the land ang soecc

was It#lica diminshed to & plane of scattered mosaics.

"Over here 1s the amphitheatre." He stopged the car.
“It's in fairly good conditicn." They got out =nd walked
cacng the mosedces. "Perhaps the palace was here." He
pointed at a cluster of excoxzted tiles. "You can sce th b

theose are more e¢laborate, more beautiful than the others.”

They approached the amphitheatre. The stone was still
formed into tiers, barely heving Viélded to the centuries,
The wind had lo.g ago transported the applausc and scresams
of =muyectators. 'There was the expectant hush of a site

that had once been so full of human presence, huwan emotlorn.

He led the way below to the dens where the animals hed

bhe pldee
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peen kept. He pointed to & chamber. "This 1s where the

the Homans nad Lheir banguets."

She suddenly had a feeling of nausea, an awarcncus of
what this site had been. How unconsciously she had been
led here! The horror of the Roman gumes touched her, thut
dark face of Home. The Janus-face. Cne-gided law, justicy,
order, achitecture. She wanted to escape from here; not
see this site of so much violence. It seemed to have

mzrked the landscace because now she could feel only shadows.

{Puedo ver &1 duelo de la noche herida
luchendo enroscada con el mediodia.

Hesisto un oceso de verde veneno
y los a rcos rotos donde sufre el tiempo.)

Lorcs who lived and suffered so much the Present must have

cosorbed the violent paest within him. He must have experienced

in some way Noman, ‘geltic, Arab Spain infused and involved
with andalusia, lending more terror and more beauty to its
presence. (M can see the duel of the wounded night gntwinad
in battle with the noon. I resist a setting of green

venom and the oroken arches where time suffers.")

She turned and hurried back out of the smphithectre,
"I would like to see the mosaics." She stopued nver a
pattern trving to forget the shadows, the ""errible Prescnce
behind her, The colors could still be distinguished. Ghe

concentrated desperately onthis small heritage of beauty,
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He came up behind her, standing close and looking over
her shoulder. "We arrived here too late. What survived of

Itdlica was destroyed in the Lisbon earthguake of 1755."

4 few yards away some workmen were digging. They
looked up at the couple. "Do you come here ofteng" she
asked.

“iinenever I can. It's my hobby."

Of course he did none of the digging, =he was sure of
that. They slowly walked back to his car. He opened the

door for her. He seemed always distant, always golite.

He headed back towards Seville. They passed &n occssion:
t

i

.

auto, a donkey-drawn cart, women walking with baskets on their
nezds. Past interspersed with a few manifestations of the
vresent. Poverty. "Me duele Espana." But she felt the
poetry, the spirit of the people and the land so closely
identified with each other,

"rell me @bout yourself," he interrupted her thoughts.
"iWhy don't you wish to speak to me?" Lvidently he seemed

to expect something more from her than a polite presence,

Instead of replying she asked him, "Aren't vou married?®
Wesn't thaet an indiscreet guestion? A4And yet it was an
appropriate onc, perhaps, to divert the direction of the

conversation. "I thought I noticed a ring on your hand.?

"Oh, this ring I keep Tor sentimental reasons. It is

oecause I want to remember someone who never became mv wife."
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Sshe remained silent, looking at the landscape.

"I.was engaged to a Spanish girl who lived in Nadrid."
Vn the evening before our wedding she was flying here and
was killed in a plane-crash. I treasure this small memory

of her.n

Somehow she didn‘t quite believe him, she didn't
know why. Who was that woman in the office with him%
But she said nothing. She didn't reelly care. The car

-

approached the river. Seville was visible in the distance.
"Whet is the matter? Why sren't you interested in
me? I have had many women in love with me."
She wished that she hadn't come. Certainly he was

handsome, but she found his manner supercilious, egotistical.

o

She tried to change the subject again. wipere did you
learn to speak English so well®?®

"I went to school in kngland. I studied economics
there. Ny father owns the hotel. I came back to mansee
it."

Conversation was an effort. She felt that he wanted
it focussed upon him, that she should somehow become supplia
coguettish. The car turned onto the bridge and then along
the game route it had come. He stopped at a souare near

the Giralda.

Wy garape is near here." He stopped the car.
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She got out. Do you mind if I don't return immedistely
to the hotel with you? I must do a few things first." She
had & feeling that he preferred not returning to the hotel
in her company. "Thank you so much for showing me Itélicu.
It was an opportunity I would have missed 1f it hadn't

been for your kindness."

"You're welcome," he said cooly. Without looking
pack she walked away from the car. She decided to go to
the café for a sandwich. Looking up at the Giralda che
remembered that the Moorish arcnitect had built the origin:l
tower with.the stones from Romen ruins., How strange to
think that perhaps trapped there in those foundations
was some wave of energy from the past of Itdlica, some

heartbeat, some breath, some emotion. How complex it was!

“hen she returned to the hotel, she noticed that
Carlos was not in the office. She felt relieved thet she
wouldn't have to greet him. She hoped that she had dis-

couraged him,
Agein she lay down on the bed. There was nothing elw

to do in the small room. actually, her energies always
seemed &t low ebb. Was it the change in environment?
vies it the human encounters? Or was it her eternal

TSN
condition of responding to life with pain andﬁretreating?
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She thought of the disappointing episodeswith the
sustralian, with Carlos. 0dd, that they had the some fivrss
namel wsazch had seemed in his own way to be searching Tor
something from her. She was unable to recognize or deiine
their needs. Her own fears of veing hurt were too grect.

("Hay una raiz amarga
y un mundo de mil terrazas.

ii la mano mds peguena
cuebra la puerta del agua.

Iy

;Dénde ves, addbnde, ddonde?
Hay un cielo de mil wventanas
--batzlla de abejas lividage-
Y hay una ralz amarga.. .
Amarga.

Duele uon la planta del pie,
el interior de la cara,

yv. duele e¢n el tronco fresco
dc noche rucidn cortada.™)

"lhere is & bitter root," she quoted to herself, "and
o world of a thousand terraces. Nor does the smallegt
hand break the gale of water.” She opened the small
book of Lorca's poems, translating to herself., "iwhere
are vou going, where? There is & heaven of a thousand
windows==bettle of livid bees--and there ig a bitter root.
pitter. It hurts in the sole of the foot, the inside of
the face, and it hurts in the fresh trusk of night rccently
cut.”

She pul out the light and lay guietly. She didn't
want to think, She ¢idn't want to remember, It was

casiest to sleep.



put Tor awhile she lay there. Where were the passions
of Spain that could dissolve her and give her new 1ifc? Would

’

she see Jose’ #ntdénio again? MNust she reject so much beforc
she could affirm anything? She looked =t the clock? Should
she arise again? It was still afternoon. 3ut the effort
seemed too great. Ghe wags not hungry and she had no deoire
to walk the streets alone. QCutside these walls waglmore
loneliness than within. She turned over. Her musings

began to take an shsurd turn. She slept.

S

she was dreaming some odyssey among ruins, meking sonc
obgcure pilgimmage known only to somnambulists when suddenly
zomething woke her. She was aware of a knock on the door.
anothner knock. Soft. Hesitant. Perhaps it was the maeid.
She Telt a slight twinge of annoyance at being disturbed.
agaln, o sense of confusion about the time. She looked

at the clock. Hourws had passed. It was alfter nine o'clock.

"WHo is it?" she called, without zriising from bed.
4 voice half-whispered through the door. "It's I} José
intdnio.m

surprised, she Jjumped up, quickly combed her hair
und unlocked the door. "What zre you doing here? How did
you et here?" He didn't reply, but pulled her to him with

one arm and cloced the door with the other.

sne pushed him away - from her zs if she were still

“eting out a part in a play. "You shouldn't be here."
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That, too, seemed bart of some well-rehearsed scenario.

why must they be her words? But she knew in her heart
what must follow. She no longer belonged to a world of
linear time, a world of three-dimensional space, a world
of mexims, of civilized rules and reasons, of conseguences.
Something else had finally taken over. She had become

part of & flow of something else. Jomething beyond time
and definitions and measurements and cautions. She had
fallen out of the world...out of the world she had known.

Fallen into feeling, into Oneness,.

"ithere were you?" he whispered, his mouth close to
her ear. "I was waiting for you." He turned out the
light. She closed her eves against the darkness and
saw the aura of Spain against her eyvelids. She was

absorbing it into her flesh, into her spirit.

He said nothing. She lay on his arm, desperately
longing to prolong and to intensify their unity. Unwilling
to submit to an illusion of the moment she was grasping
for Lternity. But Lternity was drifting away. Lscaping
the net of her desire. Memory was turning into oblivion
and then turning back into another memory. Nothing could
be held.

("Yo busqué, para darte, por mi pecho

las letras de marfil que dicen 'siemnre,
siempre, siempre!' jardin de mi agorfa...")

Lorca had understood that tragic delusion of possession.
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That desperation. "I sought, to give you, in my heart

the letters of marble that say 'forever, forever, forever:'

garden of my agony..."

She half-turned, trying to see his face in the dark,
to discover some key there, "what do you want most in the

world?"

He seemed surprised by her question, as if he had

never before been asked that. "What do you want?"

It was only fair that he should turn the question back
to her. She hesitated before replying. What could she say
that was relevant? Her wish was so enormous, so0 mysterious,
g0 passionate, that she knew that she could never define it
for anyone., Never communicate it. But she wanted to tell

him something. To reveal some intimate part of herself,

"T wigh...for a different world. A society in which

men can ve good. I wish for harmony between man andé nature."

"You are very strange," he said restlessly. "Myselfl,
I wish..." He paused and looked over at the chair where

his clothes were flung. "I wish I had a pair of jeansi®
"Jeans?"

"VYeg, all my friends have them. Spanish-made Jjeans are
no good. The best ones are made in the United Statea. He
eased himself carefully out of the narrow bed and began to
dress. "Could you...is it possible...to gsend me a pair?"

She put her arm over her eyes as if to shicld herselfl

from a bright light. "You can leave me your address."”
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He finished dfensing, turned on the lamp, combed
his hair gquickly and sat down at the smzll wooden table.
He pulled a card from his pocket and laboriously began
printing. He arose, leaving the card on the table, then
came over to her, kissed her, turned off the lamp agsin

and walxed over to the door.

"Goodbye. I must go now." He opened the door
carefully, looked out into the corridor, then stepped

out and closed the door softly behind him.

she lav still for swhile on the bed. Her loneliness
intensified. She felt that for a short time she had been
rescued from an island where she had been shipwrecked
and then abandoned again on the island. In the vacancy
of that room no human presence seemed real. Was Josd
Anténio a phantom? Some delusion born of the desperation
of solitude that she herself had conjured up? She tried
to remember the warmth of his body, the Erebus-bluck of
his eyes... But memory was a Cisplacement, a substitution
of illusion for reality. Nothing of the senses could

be re-summoned.

She had known Spain for a moment, the Spain of her
romantic dreams, the total Spain she had anticipated, for
which she had come on pilgimmage. Until she had found
José Antdénio she had encountered only stone in Seville.

It seemcd thut she had been searching Tfor him without
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¥nowing. She looked for the words she half-remembered Trom
the book of Lorca's poetry.
"Pero vou he de buscar por los rincones
tu a2lmu tibia sin ti que no te entiende....
Alme extrana de mi hugco de venas,
te he de bLuncar pequena v sin raices.
s Amor de siempre, amor, amor de nuncal"
("But I must seek in all the corners
for your indifferent soul without you that doesn't
understand you...
Soul strangey of 'my veins' emptiness,

I must search vou small and rootless.
Love eternel, love, love thai never was!")

Hud she expected love? Perhaps it could never come
in this way. Perhaps his request was her retribution for
trving to grasp something illicit, something that was nod
hers. Tears came to her eyes. What had she meant to him?
fhe Spaniard traditionally respected his mother and his
sigter. The virgin and the nun. The feminine principle
represented by Vary, la Virgin, la NMadre de Dios, the pure
and suffering mother of Jesus and the ideal of men, the

model for women.

Yet, women were to be conguered...in the tradition
of the Spaniard, Don Juan...Don Juan Tenério...who, she
velieved, had originally come from Seville and wus buried
here. women were 1o be conguered and thrust aside. But

if thevy resisted seduction, then thev became the saviours

of men.

The traveler wondered how she would be categoriged.
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Had she ever been éure, an image of the Virgin? She felt
that she had been born into guilt and unworthiness. Terhans
this feeling was due to the last remnants of Calvinism

with which she had had contact as a child. Or perhaps

it was due to an inherent scnsitivity thaet forced her 1o
feel responsible for all suffering. She had never been

to a confessional nor been offered absolution, and her

past guilts were never shed. They stuck to her skin like
anhaiishirt'of penances. She felt that even her eyes
burned with guilt. That her face was marked with it like

a pox. That she had never mirrored the sweetness of Mary.

Jeans! The absurdity of it all! She was resaching

for Spain. And he...for...?

"Qué lejos estoy contigo!™®

("How far away I am with you!")

A ¥nockK on the door! Another! 7Persistent, but soft.
Her heart leaped. He had returned. Had he forgotten
3omething? She guickly looked around the room. No, nothing.
He had come to see her again, to say all the unspoken words
that she longed for., She rose gquickly and whispered through
the door, "V¥ho ig it?®

"1, Carlos, Let me in."

She drew vack from the door. "what do you want?®

Her heart slowed down. She felt cold, annoved, dejected.
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"I want to sec¢ you. dJust let me in." His voice

was hurried.
"I'm not dressed. I've already gone to bed."
"It doesn't matter.”

"But...it does matter." She wondered how he dared

come here. "I'm not feeling very well. Please go away."
Of course, there was obviously no one at 2ll in this pert

of the hotel. Zven the maid rarely came. She uédenly

m

realized that he must have given her this room intentionally.

She hesrd the doorknob begin to turn. She cuickly

secured the latch on her side.

"Look, let me in. I saw that young man leave." He

sounded angry, arrogant, authoritative.

Her heart sank. "No, I'm not letting you in. Pleszse
leave me alone. Déjame." She tried to sound ag firm

as possible.
"All right. How much do you want?"

She could hardly believe what she heard. "I don's

want anvthing...only that you leave immediately.™
"How much?" He persisted. "“bveryone has their price.”

"You are wrong! I have no price. Not I! Not I! Go

away !4

She stumbled back to her bed and put her face down
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on her pillow, trying to shut out his voice, his presence.
Hoping that he would give up and leave. "Not I! Not I!" she
spoke into the pillow. There was silence in the corridor
and then, finally, the faint sound of footsteps disappearineg

down the hall.

She lay there for uwhile, stricken by loneliness, by
embarassment, by pain. Tomorrow she must leave, must
escape. How could her visit alreadv be in ruins? She
had arrived, wanting so much to belong, to become & part of
Jeville. She had not been patient. She had chosen the
wrong access. And yet...only in that moment with José
Anténio had she suddenly felt Spain. It was alive. Blood,

bone, heart, flesh., It was part of her.

She slept fitfully, awakening several times during
the night. In her dreams the hotel was peopled with &
cuonfusion of past and present: with Arabs, Italisan merchoants,
priests. With José Antdénios, Charles's and Carloses. She

was fleeing all the ages of the hotel and 2ll its occupants.

Finally, the clock said 7 and she pulled herself from
the bed, feeling tireder than ever. There was still so
much she hadn't seen of Seville. The guidebook was full
of descriptions of sites, of histories. She had intended
to immerse herself in the city ¢ Seeing its monuments,

landmarks, ruins, cathedrals, palaces. Observing its
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various stone facets, its Andalusian voices and faces.
mverything was in confusion. She was running away again.
The romance she had sought was a sad deception. In the
labyrinth of the Bdrrio de Santa Cruz she had pursued
shadows. She remembered José Anténio. He too was a
shadow instead of the image she had imagined. Her image
of an Andalusian in a broad-brimmed black hat, white shirt,
black pants, boots. A red sash knotted at his waist.

Where were the carnations he should have broughtT She

had heard no flamenco. No guitar serenading her under

the window.

Jeans! She had foolishly exposed her most vulnerable
self., TFor nothing! Her eyes filled with tears again.
("Por el arco de Zlvira

voy & verte pasar,

para sentir tus muslos

v ponerme a llorar.'")
("Through the arch of sLlvira I'm going to see you pass,
to feel your thighs and begin to weep.") She finished
dregcsing and began packing her things. She saw & card
on the table., It must have been the one he left. She
looked at the picture. It was a photograph of a wooden

sculpture of the crucifixion. Christ's bowed head covered

with a spiked crown of thorns. Tears carved upon his cheeks.

She stared at it numbly. It was a strange memento,
but perhaps appropriate to Andalusia where love was also

death, also redemption. Thot every love, every illusion

required a death. And a salvation.
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She turncd over the card. José “nténio had vrinted
his name and zddress in careful letters. Underneath he

had written in a bolder hand, "TE QUIKRO.Y "I LOVe Voo

"Sevilla para herir.
iSlempre Sevilla para herirt®

Seville Yo wound. Alwayes Seville to wound!

Lorrie Shadboli
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