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ABSTRACT 

The first full length reading of the Peruvian Alfredo Bryce Echenique's 1970 

novel Un mundo para Julius is approached from a deconstructionist viewpoint, showing 

how prior misreadings have led to its being interpreted primarily as a realist work with 

innovative passages. Through extended close reading, it is shown to be an early Latin 

American example of postmodern entropic comedy. Parody and the ludic aspects of the 

novelist's art in the work present a view of reality in which all metanarratives are 

negated. 

An analysis is included of deconstructionist theory/strategies showing 

deconstruction's contribution through non-belief in the primary text to recognition of the 

viability of translation studies as an academic discipline. The first translation into 

English of Bryce's novel accompanies the dissertation and is drawn upon extensively for 

interpretation of passages that have previously caused interpretative problems. 

The prominence of the comic in postmodern literature is discussed, along with 

the nature and provoking of laughter. Explanations are suggested for Bryce's highly 

comic novel not being read as such; rather, in prior criticism the tragic has been 

foregrounded at the expense of the comic elements. 

It is suggested that Bryce's and other Latin American novels of the 1960s and 

early 1970s be viewed as marking a transition from modernism to postmodemism, 

putting Latin American literature in line with the novelistic mainstream worldwide. The 

boom, far from being a new move in Latin American literature of the 1960s, is seen as 
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belated critical recognition of a modernism which dates back at least to the 1920s, with 

sporadic manifestations of the postmodern spirit existing there from the same time. 

Since the nature of deconstruction is to affirm that no definite conclusions or 

final readings may be drawn, this dissertation is put forth in the spirit that it be 

conducive to refutation and to foster further readings of the work of Bryce and neglected 

modernist and postmodernist Latin American writers whose work should by now be seen 

as part of world literature and not as a local or exotic variant. 
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Chapter 1 

ALFREDO BRYCE ECHENIQUE AND UN MUNDO PARA JULIUS l 

I. Alfredo Bryce Echenique. 

Un mundo para Julius, the Peruvian Alfredo Bryce Echenique's lengthy first 

novel, appeared at the height of the boom in Latin American literature. At the time of 

its publication in Barcelona in 1970, Bryce (b. 1939), as he is almost always referred 

to by critics, had been living in Paris since 1964, after obtaining a bachelor's degree in 

law and humanities with a thesis on the work of Ernest Hemingway (1899-1961), from 

San Marcos University, Lima (Saint-Lu, "Points" 121). 

Bryce's departure for France appears to have been in the nature of a self-imposed 

exile from Peru following his decision to pursue a literary career (Saint-Lu, "Points" 

121). He was aided by a scholarship to prepare a thesis on the proto-fascist French 

novelist Henry de Montherlant (1896-1972), who, according to Robert Wohl (26, 244-

45), proposes, as a goal to live by, the attainment of "an unshakable sense of superiority 

over other men" (26). He received his doctorate at the Sorbonne and was awarded 

another doctorate by San Marcos in 1977 (Ortiz, et al. 14). 

In an interview, Bryce explained that he had intended studying his grandfather's 

favorite writer, the Belgian symbolist poet and dramatist Maurice Maeterlinck (1862-

1 All citations to Bryce's novel, Ull mundo para Julius, indicated by (Mundo) or 
obviously from that source, have page numbers given in Roman type referring to the 
first printing of Barral, 1970; the following Italic number refers to the page in the 
English translation given as an Appendix in this dissertation. 
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1949), but confused the two names (Ortega 22). He found, when pursuing his studies 

on de Montherlant, that "la gente me hula como la peste" (Ortega 22), since de 

Montherlant was very unpopular in France after World War II because of his fascist 

outlook. Nevertheless, Bryce carried out the assigned work, later regretting the time 

spent on a writer whose views differed so widely from his own and whom he has 

referred to as "el escritor mas antipatico que haya producido Francia" (Luchting, 

Humares 122). Of de Montherlant's style, however, which Bryce first imitated and later 

rejected, he says "no puedo negar que escribe un frances precioso" (Ortega 22). 

In 1968, his first work, Huerta cerrada, a collection of short stories, was 

published by the Casa de las Americas of Havana, and was awarded honorable mention 

in the year's competition; Bryce married in that same year. The next year, through the 

help of friends, he obtained his first post at the University of Nanterre, France. Until 

that time he had survived first on the scholarship, then on a pittance from teaching at 

a private school along with his first wife (Saint-Lu, "Points" 122). 

Bryce was to teach in French universities-Nan terre, Vincennes, and 

Montpellier-untiI1985, when he moved to :Barcelona, then to Madrid, where he now 

lives with his second wife. He broke his exile in 1972 and returns to Peru regularly. 

At no time has Bryce enjoyed outstanding economic success from his fiction, in spite 

of the critical acclaim it has been granted (Saint-Lu, "Du [petit] Cl>te" 11). He obtained 

a Guggenheim fellowship to pursue work in the United States in 1976 and has spent 

periods in Germany and Italy (Bryce, "Por que no vivo" 110). Further, he taught in the 

United States at the University of Texas, Austin, on a Tinker Foundation grant in 1987 
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and visited several other U.S. universities (Ferreira 12). 

Bryce's adult life has been very different from his childhood in the Peruvian 

upper class. He counts among his maternal forebears a Spanish viceroy to Peru and a 

mid-nineteenth century republican president, as does his fictional character Julius, (Saint

Lu, "Points" 121; Mundo 9-10, 450; 205, 679). Jose Rufino Echenique was president 

of Peru from 1851 to 1854. The surname "Bryce," which in Peru is given the English 

pronunciation, comes from a Scottish businessman who married into the old Lima 

family. The social group to which Bryce belongs by descent is often referred to in Peru 

as the oligarchy (Luchting, Humores 21; Saint-Lu, "Points" 121). 

Alfredo Bryce has spoken with affection of the Echenique side of the family, of 

Basque origin. He recalls his mother reading aloud to him from Proust (Luchting and 

Williams 588) and mentions his maternal grandfather's love of literature (Ortega 22). 

His first published work appeared under the name of Alfredo Bryce; speaking of the 

addition of his matronym when his first novel was published, he says: 

es en homenaje a mi madre. . . que fue tal vez la unica persona 

en mi familia que me ayud6 en algo a ser 10 que soy. Tambien 

10 utilizo en memoria de mi abuelo materno que tuvo la 

franqueza de decirme, a los 80 afios de edad, que el mundo en 

que viviamos no podia continuar existiendo ... porque estaba 

basado en una terrible injusticia (Luchting, Humores 21). 

Of his family connections with the Peruvian oligarchy as a class, Bryce has said "no es 
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ningun privilegio, salvo al nivel alimenticio, tal vez" (Luchting and Williams 587). 

After attending some of Peru's most select foreign-run primary and secondary 

schools, Bryce then, surprisingly, received his degree from San Marcos University 

instead of the more socially prestigious Universidad Cat6lica (Saint-Lu, "Points" 121), 

where members of his social group usually study in Peru before going abroad. The 

relative position of the two universities in assuring a student's economic future in 

Peruvian society is illustrated in an incident in his first novel (Mundo 330-33; 552-55). 

Bryce's own explanation of how he came to study at San Marcos provides 

interesting biographical insight and appears in a transcription of a tape made at a round

table in his honor which Wolfgang A. Luchting believes was held sometime in 1972 

(Luchting, Humores 99). In Bryce's words, the change of plans which took place when 

he was seventeen years old formed "el recambio mas brutal de mi vida" (Luchting, 

Humores 121). Plans were being fostered by his private school to send him to 

Cambridge University in England and involved his being tutored in Latin, English, and 

history at San Marcos in order to pass the entrance examination. 

At the round-table Bryce does not mention the family opposition to a. writer's 

career referred to by Jean Marie Saint-Lu, or that his father, a banker, expected him to 

follow in the same profession ("Points" 121). The episode is related simply to illustrate 

the way in which even the child of a rich family can be made to feel powerless and 

subject to the whim of those on whom he depends. While studying in April for his 

examinations and expecting to leave for Cambridge that September, Bryce was suddenly 

told by his father: "Tu no te vas a ninguna parte; til te quedas donde estis, te quedas en 
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Scm Marcos. II In reaction, Bryce says: "acepte d6cilmente, sobre todo porque no tenia 

el dinero II (Luchting, Humores 121). Later at the same round-table he returns once 

more to the subject of money and the abuse of power that it brings and in this context 

refers to his first novel, which he describes as lila novela del dinero. . . donde 10 unico 

que no falta es dinero II (Humores 124). The main protagonist is powerless. 

Bryce completed his undergraduate studies at San Marcos and then left Peru 

permanently when he received the scholarship to study in France. When asked why he 

had chosen to live abroad, he replied that "las explicaciones se toman aun mas dificiles 

cuando se van ligando a detalles, problemas 0 decisiones que s610 conciernen a la vida 

privada de una persona II (Bryce, "Por que no vivo" 110). 

Over the years Bryce has granted numerous interviews in his native country and 

abroad. He has not been reticent to argue with critics whose opinions he does not share 

and has allowed personal correspondence to be published in which he discusses his 

writings and that of others in non-academic discourse (Luchting, Humores 79). He has 

on occasion contradicted himself (Luchting & Williams 587). He has been willing to 

speak out on a wide variety of topics, not all literary , and in recent years on his visits 

to Peru has granted interviews on television which have caused him to be regarded as 

a popular personality as well as a writer. He is well-known in Spain and Peru for his 

journalism. 

Bryce has consistently been adamant in classifying himself as a non-intellectual 

writer. Even in a relatively recent interview he states: "definitivamente no soy un 

intelectual escritor 0 un escritor intelectual" (Ortega 18). However, in this same 
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interview Bryce reveals a broad knowledge of modem literature in various languages 

and indicates "tengo ... muy claro 10 que son las influencias" (21) and shows that he 

is fully aware of a theme of self-destruction that Ortega finds evident throughout his 

work (18-23). 

Reading material for biographic content has revealed the extraordinary degree of 

personal affection which Bryce inspires in those who know him, even persons with 

whom he argues (Luchting, Humores 11). Such an attitude characterizes Tomas 

Escajadillo's critically objective article on Un mundo para Julius (137) as much as Saint

Lu's effusive recollections of the writer as a friend ("Cote") and is found in virtually all 

the Peruvian writing on Bryce. 

Statements are made by Bryce about himself in a letter to Luchting (Humores 79-

85) in which the novelist concedes that a writer's texts are probably to be trusted to 

reveal more that is true than the statements he makes about his work (84). I believe, 

for example, that Bryce's interpretation of the term "intellectual" is somewhat 

idiosyncratic and to have caused misunderstandings; he is, after all, an academic and 

multilingual. Bryce goes on in the letter to Luchting to offer what he believes to be 

truths about himself: 

Soy ateo, me siento cat6lico ... (lY quien no, en nuestro Peru 

es cat6lico?) (91). 

Dudo, Y vivo abrazado a la izquierda. Como una excelente 

aspirina humana. Dudo, y vivo abrazado a mis antiguos amigos 



de la "oligarquia peruana" . Como abrazando un reneor (93). 

nunca ... he podido adherir profundamente a nada y, al mismo 

tiempo, tampoco he podido rechazar nada completamente. . . . 

Nunca puedo atacar a fondo, pero tampoco defender a fondo 

(90). 
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In spite of the numerous interviews he has granted and in which he speaks freely about 

himself on a multitude of topics, I believe it is here that Bryce has most succinctly 

expressed such beliefs as he holds. 

ll. Un mundo para Julius-The Story of the Novel. 

Bryce's first novel is a Bildungsroman, a portrait "of the youthful development 

of a central character" (Beckson and Ganz 24). Luchting prefers the term 

Erziehungsroman, a story "of initiation and education," but Beckson and Ganz consider 

the two terms interchangeable. They also include a third alternative term, 

Kiinstlerroman (24, 125), "the development of ... a sensitive young man, artistically 

inclined, [who] finds that he must struggle against the misundersta.,dings and bourgeois 

attitudes of his family" (125), which is particularly relevant in the case of Un mundo 

para Julius, since the novel traces precisely such a development. Admittedly, Julius is 

only five when the novel begins and eleven when it ends, but in the six years in which 

the action takes place he comes to recognize himself as a writer, to understand the 

nature of the world he lives in and to reject it, as it can also be said to reject him. He 

does not accept its norms, unlike his brothers, who, following their stepfather's 
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example, selfishly see those norms as highly desirable and satisfactory. 

The dating of the text is clearly specified. Buried in a long stream of 

consciousness passage which takes place in Susan's mind and which appears 

approximately in the middle of the novel, we find that she meets her first husband 

Santiago in England on September 27, 1937 (321-24; 542-45). At that time he is about 

to finish his university studies, and she is enjoying some months living wildly, unknown 

to her parents, after graduating from boarding school. Santiago and Susan marry shortly 

thereafter, to the pleasure of their families, and in a letter Susan refers to the speed with 

which she has borne her first two children (322; 543). 

This would make Julius's cynical elder brother Santiaguito, and not Julius, the 

same age as Alfredo Bryce Echenique. In spite of the factors that Julius and Bryce's 

families share, Bryce has emphatically insisted that the novel should not be considered 

autobiographical, (Luchting, Humores 93). Julius would be born about 1948, which sets 

the six years of Julius's life covered in the text between 1953/54 and 1959/60, the last 

years of the Gen. Manuel A. Odria dictatorial regime and the first of the democratically 

elected Manuel Prado government, and the time of maximum U.S. entry into the 

Peruvian economy. 

The story line runs chronologically with an occasional brief flashback as an 

omniscient narrator tells of the life of Julius, the youngest of four upper-class Peruvian 

children whose last name is never given. When the story begins the two older boys, 

Santiaguito and Bobby, are about fifteen and thirteen, their sister is ten, and Julius is 



17 

five. The sister's name "Cynthia"2 was popular in England when the character was 

born. She dies when Julius is five, and her death is probably due to her mother's 

neglect of a congenital tubercular affliction which had killed family forebears. It was 

to cancer that the father succumbed about three and a half years earlier, and his death 

is witnessed by Julius in flashback at the beginning of the novel. 

Santiago, the father, was a lawyer and a member of an old and distinguished 

Peruvian family which produced a president in the last century. He is shown as a 

dignified, elegant man who dedicated his life to his family and profession. The action 

begins in his large house with antique furniture and colonial paintings referred to as the 

Original Palace; it is located on Avenida Salaverry, an actual street in San Isidro, an 

established residential district of Lima. 

Like many members of the Peruvian upper and upper-middle classes, Julius is 

part European, which is considered desirable by the class to which he belongs. 

His beautiful blonde mother, Susan, is British on her father's side and attended school 

in London. She hardly utters a sentence without spicing it with English expressions, and 

this forms part of the charm for which she is admired, to the extent that she is 

habitually, automatically referred to as "Susan linda" by the narrator. 

Julius's early life is shown as taken up mainly with playing cowboys and Indians 

2 Throughout this dissertation, characters in the novel are referred to by the names 
as given in the translation, Appendix A. The original Spanish text contains errors in 
the English spelling of "Bonny" and "Cynthia" throughout, and the verb "revise" (110) 
is misused. 
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with the servants in an ancestral carriage stored at the back of his house. He is fed 

spoonful by spoonful by the female servants in the children's alcove referred to as 

Disneyland, located off the main kitchen. Since his brothers and sister have progressed 

to the adult table, the area is his alone, and he can dominate and be spoiled by the 

servants at will. He is shown as a bright, good-natured little boy who revels in the 

relationship, as i:he servants also appear to. He adores his beautiful Mummy from a 

distance; Susan loves her children deeply if distractedly whenever she can find time in 

her active social life and the cultivation of her beauty which this entails. 

The children are raised entirely by the servants: ten-year-old Cynthia still has her 

own nursemaid, old Bertha, to dress her and comb her hair, as Bertha also served the 

child Susan. Julius has Vilma, a choTa, or half-breed girl, from the southern highlands 

to attend to his every need. Vilma, though a different type, is quite as beautiful 

physically as his mother. Vilma performs the more menial tasks of a mother, as well 

as providing the little boy with stable, ever-present affection. Julius loves her as though 

she were his true mother. 

Cynthia, though at school, is Julius's playmate. At first we meet the two 

brothers hardly at all, and when we do, they behave towards Julius with a nastiness 

which is never explained and is taken for granted by Julius. Susan is not around to see 

it and servants are never shown as reprimanding their masters, however young, but the 

behavior, especially Bobby's, is brutal to an extraordinary degree. 

When old Bertha dies and the body is rushed out unceremoniously by the back 

door without the rites that accompanied the father Senor Santiago's death, Cynthia feels 
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that something is not right in the Original Palace, and Julius senses her anguish. Susan 

is disturbed and irritated by Cynthia's prolonged mourning for the old servant. Cynthia 

secretly organizes, and the servants and Julius help perform, a rite in which the 

hairbrush and cologne symbolic of Bertha's trade as nanny are buried very 

ceremoniously in lieu of the person who used them. This provides the participants with 

a feeling that a wrong has been partially righted. Cynthia is shown as growing aware 

that society behaves in a way that she knows to be wrong. When her illness is finally 

noticed by her mother she is rushed to hospital in the United States, where she dies. 

Julius fabricates a shrine in his room to her memory and continues to worship at it until 

almost the end of the novel, when at age eleven, he faces the fact that Cynthia is no 

longer there, no matter how much he desires her presence. 

Four years after the death of her first husband and shortly after losing her ten

year-old daughter, Susan marries one Juan Lucas, whose surname is also not given. 

According to the standards of her class the marriage is successful and she and her new 

husband are considered an ideal couple, though perhaps a little fast for some 

conservative members of the upper and upper-middle classes. Juan Lucas is handsome, 

an unscrupulous, golf-playing businessman with a finger in every pie. A former 

playboy, he has been totally overcome in his late forties by the charm of the thirty-five

year-old Susan and what the narrator at one point refers to as her class. 

Unlike the late Santiago, Susan's new husband is powerful and active on the 

contemporary Peruvian economic scene. One of his main business associates, Lester 

Lang III, is American. Juan Lucas boasts to an old friend about his wife's illustrious 
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ancestor, the Spanish viceroy, and excitedly appropriates and exhibits in his front garden 

the carriage which belonged to her first husband's forebear, the president. This attitude 

implies that Juan Lucas's family joined the Peruvian upper classes more recently than 

Susan's or Santiago's, even though he too is shown to have upper class family 

connections in his own right and possesses the coastal hacienda popularly considered to 

be the mark of the Peruvian oligarch (Bourricaud 16, 18). 

After a short opposition from Santiaguito, Juan Lucas conquers the older sons, 

as well as their mother. He takes them along on the honeymoon to Europe. Even little 

Julius and the narrator have to admire the man's savoir-faire. 

Julius is not taken to Europe because of a nervous illness. To cure him he is left 

alone with the servants in Chosica, a quiet, last-century, foothill resort town, which in 

the 1950's was still separate from Lima. There, while the others are in Europe, Julius 

enjoys an idyllic interlude, spoilt only by sessions with the ill-natured young woman 

hired to tutor him so that he will not fall behind in his schooling. He has wonderful 

adventures and broadens his horizons to include a market, a girls' school, a band of 

beggars, a station, an old hotel; everything delights him. He revels in the servants' 

jealous quarrels and meets his first creative artist, an American painter called Peter, who 

becomes his friend. Peter is fascinated by the anthropological aspects of the Chosica 

m2Iket, which are quite as strange to the San Isidro-raised Julius. Nilda, the family 

cook, in an attempt to get Peter to paint her portrait, regales him with amazing stories 

about the Peruvian jungle where she was raised. Julius does not miss his family at all. 

He is as happy as he will ever be. 
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The return of the family brings Julius a tragedy which he weathers alone. Vilma 

leaves rather than submit to Santiaguito's repeated sexual demands, which could have 

caused a scandal. Juan Lucas handles the matter, offers Vilma a monetary settlement, 

and rushes his stepson to college in the United States to join the son of his business 

partner Lester Lang III. Susan is genuinely upset at Vilma's reason for choosing to 

leave, but has no better suggestions than her husband's. Susan soon recovers and has 

to be reminded by Vilma to send on money that is owed. The other servants unite in 

the nursemaid's defense but can do nothing but offer their sympathy; Vilma ostensibly 

is leaving voluntarily. Julius has been deprived of the girl who in a practical sense was 

his mother, yet nobody notices. 

During the rest of the novel Julius attends the Immaculate Heart primary school 

run by American nuns. He makes several friends and admires boys who are strong and 

fair-minded, but his hero is the old Black school bus driver. He has a jolly time playing 

at fencing with a fat, dirty, cheerful boy from a family as rich as his own but dedicated 

to visiting their hacienda rather than figuring in society; the two drift apart when his 

friend fails the year and is held back. Julius makes his first Holy Communion and goes 

through a period of religious fervor, as does his mother. Susan enjoys going to early 

mass with Julius and doing the charity work organized by the new, dynamic, American 

nuns and priests who have started to arrive in Peru. Mother's and son's inclinations 

receive short shrift from Juan Lucas, and Julius grows out of his religious phase, while 

Susan finds it easier to give up charity work to please her husband than to argue for 

what she truly likes to do. 
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The school and the family flourish. They both move to new, spacious buildings. 

Juan Lucas sells the house on Avenida Salaverry and hires an architect to design an up

to-date one in the new Monterrico development out by the Polo Club. Julius enjoys one 

wonderful day helping the workmen erect the building that becomes the family's Second 

Palace, and they live in the Country Club Hotel in San Isidro for a whole summer until 

it is ready. While they are living there we follow the social life of the family and meet 

several incidental characters. Julius is also taken out of his segregated upper-class world 

and sees other areas of Lima, including the poorer residential areas and slums. He also 

visits the hovel where the family laundress is living. 

At intervals throughout the novel we are in touch with the only other family 

members who appear in Julius's story. These are the Lastarrias: Julius's Aunt Susana, 

his mother's first cousin, her husband Juan Lastarria, and their two sons. The 

Lastarrias live in a modem medieval castle in another part of San Isidro. Lastarria is 

of humble origin and started his climb by marrying the physically unattractive Susana, 

whose dutiful, dedicated mothering amuses and bores her pretty cousin but who is often 

her savior in finding a dressmaker or a tutor in an emergency. Lastarria worships Susan 

and tries unsuccessfully to dress like Juan Lucas and join the right clubs too. He 

becomes a figure of fun at the golf club, where in the g150's Peruvian business is being 

increasingly conducted. It is on the golf course, with its international clientele, that 

fishmeal investments are discussed and the economk future of Peru is decided. 

Financially, Lastarria is very successful, and before the novel ends he too is planning 

a new house. 
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The Lastarria sons are Pipo, a contemporary of Bobby, and Rafaelito, whom we 

meet at his eighth birthday party when Julius is five. They are referred to throughout 

the novel as "los primos Lastarria, esas mierdas," and initially the tag seems more than 

justified. At the party the cousins pelt Julius, Cynthia, and Vilma with clods of earth 

and later, with a rough, cruel game, cause Cynthia to cough violently, starting the 

hemorrhage that brings her tubercular condition to light. By the end of the novel the 

older brother has stolen Bobby's Canadian girlfriend, the ambassador's daughter, and 

Rafaelito is progressing through high school having even learned to play the piano to 

please his mother. 

The move to the Second Palace involves the heartless dismissal by Juan Lucas 

of the cook Nilda, who is replaced by a more professional culinary artist. Some old 

servants remain, some new ones are hired. Julius reaches the final year at his school 

and is almost ready to enter Markham, the Anglo-Peruvian high school that the boys in 

his family attend on account of their English connections. 

Julius, unlike his older brothers, is always among the first students in his class. 

He receives medals at prize giving, which surprises Susan but impresses nobody in his 

immediate family. He is still popular with his classmates but has no close friend until 

he becomes fascinated by the school misfit, a poor boy called Cano, who seems lonely 

and sad at the exclusive private school. Julius thinks about Cano obsessively and 

visits the boy and his grandmother in their shabby old house in an unfashionable area. 

At school Julius has no real enemies except Femandito Ranchal Ladr6n de Guevara, 

who is the enemy of the whole class, and particularly of poor Cano, or at least so Cano 
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believes. Fernandito entered the school in the senior last year, and he is a bully who, 

unobserved by the nuns, locks the shins of the other pupils and otherwise humiliates his 

classmates. He has an equally unpleasant father, who is Juan Lucas's old schoolmate. 

When Julius's class is told to write a composition describing an unforgettable person, 

Fernandito unwittingly is the cause of Julius discovering the satisfaction and triumph that 

writing can bring. Julius makes the class laugh uproariously with his description of a 

ridiculous short-legged man dressed all in black, but only Fernandito and Julius know 

that it is a description of Fernandito's father, and the son can do nothing but suffer in 

humiliation and silence. Cano, unfortunately, is unable to appreciate Julius's subtle 

revenge on his behalf and chooses to fight Fernandito and of course is beaten. Julius 

still feels affection for his friend but realizes that in some ways Cano is not very bright, 

and the friendship is not mentioned again. 

Julius enjoys learning to play the piano at school, enhanced by the fact that the 

nun who teaches him is very pretty, and he recalls how Cynthia told him of an ancestor 

who made a romantic marriage with a pianist. Susan finds the idea of an artistic son 

delightful, but Juan Lucas sees Julius's aspirations as unmanly and ridiculous. He 

cancels the classes with the pretty nun and sends Julius to study with a German woman, 

now slightly mad, whose once successful academy is located in an old building in the 

center of Lima. Julius is subjected to hard slaps by this teacher and comes to hate the 

piano. Through the excursions to the academy Julius gets to see another side of Lima; 

a physical picture is presented of the run-down center of the colonial capital, where 

former palaces with enormous doorways and multiple courtyards have been turned into 
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cheap apartments, offices, private tutoring or trade schools, and which are now being 

tom down sporadically to make way for skyscrapers. 

Julius is defeated by Juan Lucas over the music lessons, but the death of the 

washerwoman Arminda provides him with a triumph and a belated opportunity to settle 

accounts on behalf of Bertha and Cynthia for the unsatisfactory burial six years earlier. 

As Arminda's coffin is about to leave the house Julius locks a back door, ensuring that 

the funeral procession leave in style through the front door of the Second Palace with 

the entire household, even Juan Lucas, in full attendance. 

Santiaguito comes home accompanied by Lester Lang IV to spend a vacation and 

then returns to the States. The two business administration students have grown into 

worldly sophisticates. They have outgrown the stage when drinking and fornicating to 

excess are the most appealing activities in life and now prefer to take care of their 

health, build their muscles, and cultivate their images. Bobby seems destined to become 

the family delinquent; his excesses surpass those of Santiago at the same age. He drinks 

himself into a stupor, crashes cars, and destroys furniture in a fit of rage. His rite de 

passage of seducing the family maid ends in ridicule, as Vilma's successor blacks his 

eye. All his activities seem to end in failure. Only with much tutoring does Bobby 

complete high school at the normal age. His graduation is celebrated with a magnificent 

party at the new palace. The gaiety is made poignant for Julius and Susan, who realize 

it should also have been a coming-out party for a fifteen-year-old Cynthia. 

From Bobby's remarks, Julius first begins to think about the semantic 

significance of sexual obscenities. The rather proper little boy is mildly interested, but 
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his immediate problem is keeping his brother from stealing his moneybox. Bobby 

wishes to purchase the services of a fashionable prostitute and taunts Julius to guess who 

she is. When the former cook Nilda comes to visit the other servants now living in the 

Second Palace, Julius overhears their conversation about Vilma. He is still not entirely 

certain what the word "puta" implies but knows that it is the most terrible thing anyone 

can be and that it is what Vilma has become. He realizes that his hated brother Bobby 

is now pursuing her, and he is nauseated and faint with horror and despair. 

During the course of the novel the young boy has lost everyone he has loved and 

nobody has noticed, except, possibly, Susan, who drinks a Coke, takes a pill, and 

withdraws whenever anything happens that could upset the flow of gracious living. 

Julius now understands how his society works; he has grown up and is of an age to 

enter junior high school. 

We have included above, in the chronological order in which they are related, 

the events that further the action of a story-line involving the boy Julius, the protagonist 

of Bryce's novel. Although some episodes might appear to be of lesser importance, they 

all involve the major characters and in some way are pertinent to the "youthful 

development of the central character" (Beckson and Ganz, 24). The majority of the 

episodes in the novel do involve those characters, but there are numerous other episodes 

which we have omitted to mention. In these other episodes the main characters are 

peripherally involved or do not appear at all. There are also more than a few characters 

who appear in the novel but who have not been mentioned in our attempt to outline the 
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action relative to Julius. 

After the novel first reached Latin America, Abelardo Oquendo stated that "hay 

digresiones narrativas y acontecimientos redundantes y ellibro aumenta sin progresar" 

(31). Bryce has spoken on the length and the digressive nature of his novel and does 

not winh it otherwise: "Yo creo que lelaltan paginas. Yo la termine por agotamiento" 

(Luchting, Humores 129). He has insisted that it not be cut under any circumstances 

(Luchting, Hwnores 128-29). Luchting says "vacHo en aceptar . .. que haya 

'acontecimientos redundantes'" (Humores 32), and I am in total agreement. 

Some sections of the text, at times quite lengthy, sometimes brief interjections, 

make use of the stream of consciousness technique, and through them the reader 

experiences the thoughts of members of different social strata. We enter the mind not 

only of Julius but of Susan, Juan Lucas, Bobby, Lastarria, the washerwoman Arminda, 

other main characters, and even some minor ones. 

Other episodes such as a bullfight, various parties, a visit to a bar or a 

restaurant, scenes at the Country Club Hotel swimming pool, a ride on a bus, etc., 

present pictures of Lima life at different social levels. Antonio Cornejo Polar indicated 

at the round-table from which we have already quoted that to read in a magazine such 

an episode outside the context of the novel itself, as some were first presented to the 

Lima public, produced in him "la impresi6n de estar frente a un reflorecimiento de 

cierto tipo de literatura costumbrista," but the episodes create the atmosphere that 

permeates the novel-they are indispensable (Luchting, Hlimores 131). 

Every episode contributes to the whole so that the novel is not episodic in the 



28 

way that Oquendo argues; rather, the disparate episodes are the novel. The title of the 

novel is not "La historia de Julius" or "Julius's Tale," but Un mundo para Julius, which 

can variously be translated as "Julius's World" or "A World for Julius," and which can 

imply either the world presented to him by his birthright or the world in which he will 

be expected to live and function, like it or not. A story line exists which involves 

Julius, but the main protagonist of the novel is perhaps not Julius, but his world. 

The overriding factor found throughout all the multiplicity of episodes and which 

unifies the text is the voice of the humorous yet judgmental omniscient basic narrator 

who, without being an active participant in any story line, on occasion interrupts the 

narrative discourse to express an opinion directly in the manner of the narrator of an 

early traditional novel. The result is paradoxical: a contemporary experimental novel 

with a basic narrative voice that is difficult to define, and a tragic story that evokes belly 

laughs in the reader. Un mundo para Julius belongs to a sub-genre that is not often 

found in Latin American literature, the Comic Novel. 

ill. Reception of Bryce's First Novel. 

Un mundo para Julius won the Peruvian National Prize for Literature in 1972. 

Since that time Bryce has consolidated his reputation with later works, among which 

figure the collections of short stories La Je/icidad, ja ja (1974) and A vuelo de buen 

cubero (1975), and the novels La pasiOn segun San Pedro Balbuella 0 Tamas veces 

Pedro (1977), La vida exagerada de Martbz Romafla (1981), Ellzombre que Izablaba de 

Octavia de CMiz (1985), and La ultima mudallza de Felipe Carrillo (1988). He has 
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produced a fair-sized body of creative work. 

Bryce's popularity and critical acclaim in his own country is considerable. On 

his return to Peru in 1972 he received a hero's welcome in the press (Escajadillo 143, 

145, 146-47). In 1980, ten years after the publication by Barra!, Un mundo para Julius 

was republished by Mosca Azul Editores of Lima and by 1987 had already run to eight 

printings with that publisher. The novel has been called (by Luis Alberto Sanchez) 

IIpara mi gusto, la novela mas novela de todas las que han aparecido con firma de autor 

peruano, II and Mario Vargas Llosa describes it as lIuna de las novelas mas divertidas y 

sutiles de la literatura latinoamericana. II Other Latin American writers have also 

acclaimed it; it was praised by Pablo Neruda at the time of its appearance in 1970, and 

Gabriel Garcia Marquez considers it to be lIuna de las mejores novelas jamas escritas 

por un autor latinoamericano, II while the Peruvian literary historian Alberto Escobar at 

a round-table discussion stated that IIVargas Llosa, Ribeyro y Bryce son los que han 

dado los murales mas elaborados y mas ricos de la realidad peruana" (back cover of 

Mosca Azul printing of Un mundo, 8th edition, 1987; Luchting, Humores 120). 

Surprisingly, more than two decades after the appearance of Un mundo para 

Julius, the novel and Bryce's work in general appear to be little-known outside Peru and 

France, though he is held in high regard by his Latin American literary peers. The 

esteem he enjoys in France appears to owe much to his years spent there and his close 

friendship with academics at the universities where he taught. Acquaintances undertook 

to promote his work and enter his texts for the literary prizes influential there in 

forwarding a writer's career (Saint-Lu, IIPoints ll 122-24). 
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Some of the French articles on Bryce, such as the two by Saint-Lu: "Alfredo 

Bryce Echenique. Points de reperes" and "Du (petit) cote de chez Bryce," are of a 

purely biographical nature. However, they provide a plausible explanation for Bryce's 

first novel not being better known, compared to works by many other Latin American 

writers of his generation: his first novel was not sufficiently publicized. Prior to 1970, 

the publishing house of Seix Barral in Barcelona had granted Latin American writers 

such pUblicity and support that Saint-Lu describes them as the "parents tres unis d'une 

nouvelle generation du monde hispanique pour la population desquel ils avaient imagine 

Ie trop fameux boom" ("Cote" 11). The publication of Bryce's first major work 

coincided with the break up of the partnership between Seix and Barral. At the time of 

the separation, two novels by Latin American writers were about to be published, and 

in the break up Seix took Jose Donoso's Obsceno pajaro de la noche and Barral took 

Un mundo para Julius. Eventually Seix was to become the successor to Seix Barral, 

and, according to Saint-Lu, with the lack of success of Barral's enterprise, "Alfredo 

comprit rapidement qu 'un ectiteur, tout poete qu'il soit, est aussi un commer<tant" (Saint

Lu, "Cote" 11). Bryce's first novel brought him eulogies from the best known Latin 

American writers and from several critics but little financial stability and no assurance 

of future publication, and at times he did not even receive his stipulated payments (Saint

Lu, "Cote" 11). 

Documented evidence attests to the fact that Bryce could well be described as 

accident prone, and his manuscripts have been lost or stolen more than once (Luchting, 

Humores 82; Ortega 18). He appears to have had relatively little talent for self-
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publicity, and while there are writers who express sympathy for the underdog and at the 

same time drive a hard bargain, this has apparently not been the case with Bryce (Saint

Lu, "Cote" 11). In keeping for a novelist who expresses such revulsion for the qualities 

required for success in business (Mundo 237-38, 451), according to a critic who claims 

to know him intimately, Bryce is consistent in not cultivating them in his private life 

(Saint-Lu, "Cote" 11). 

Bryce himself at the round-table mentioned above attributes the long delay in 

publication of his novel outside Spain, France, and his native Peru to the fact that those 

approached elsewhere found it too long for a work by an unestablished author to merit 

the undertaking (Luchting, Humores 129). In France he was asked to cut it by at least 

a hundred pages, but he refused to do so (Luchting, Humores 128-29). 

D. P. Gallagher and Anthony Burgess have made some observations regarding 

popular reception of Latin American literature in the First World. They suggest some 

facts that might also have affected foreign publishers' lack of enthusiasm for putting out 

an edition of Bryce's novel. Gallagher has pointed out that part of the appeal of many 

Latin American novels might well be attributable to what he refers to as "the 

differentness" of an exotically described physical and political geographic setting (146). 

The attraction of fantasy, which Gallagher considers to be "one of the central ingredients 

of contemporary Latin American fiction" (147), is found very little in Un mundo para 

Julius and only within the stream of consciousness of a given character, never as an 

integral part of the narrative discourse, as is the case with magical realism. The action 
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of the novel does not take place in the usual Latin American setting, which Gallagher 

describes as "an extraordinarily dotty place, populated by ... eccentric people" 

(Gallagher 145). Nor does Bryce's novel follow what Burgess stipulates as "rigid rules 

... [to produce] the Great Contemporary Latin American Novel ... seasoned with 

grotesque atrocities, given to apocalyptic visions" (King ix). 

The novel is set, for the main part, in what might be considered a First World 

enclave of Latin America and cannot be defined by specific qualities of differentness of 

setting or characterization from many novels from Europe or the United States dealing 

with members of the upper or upper-middle classes from those countries; in fact, such 

foreigners figure in the story line of Un mundo para Julius. 

Some possible reasons for the fact that Un mundo para Julius is so little known 

in the United States and other First World countries have been set forth above, and they 

can be seen to be primarily of a non-literary nature. The relevance of Julius's Peruvian 

world to readers in other countries does not yet appear to have been recognized by 

foreign publishers. 

Alfredo Bryce Echenique is a writer on whose work criticism has proved to be 

scarce. Although numerous articles were published in Peru at the time Bryce's first 

novel appeared in 1970, they are, for the most part, effusive, laudatory, or prescriptive 

and, with rare exceptions, not of an analytical nature. Only one complete text on Bryce 

and his work, and specifically Un mundo para Julius, has been published-Luchting's 

Alfredo Bryce: Humores y malh wn 0 res , a commercial venture by Editorial Milla Batres 

of Lima in 1975. In 1985 an academic journal in France devoted an issue to Bryce's 
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body of work (Co-textes, May 1985), and recently (1991) Cultura hispanica in Spain has 

done the same, heralding, it is hoped, the interest Bryce's work has long deserved. 

IV. Brief Outline of the Present Dissertation. 

This dissertation has as its aim to examine and interpret the novel, Un mundo 

para Julius by Alfredo Bryce Echenique, in a way such as to bring to the fore 

misreadings and points not discussed by critics to date. It will utilize a deconstructionist 

close reading as a tool for analysis and a first-time translation of the novel into English. 

In Chapter 2 criticism on Un mundo para Julius will be outlined. It includes one 

book, Luchting's structural analysis contained in his 1975 text, Alfredo Bryce: Hwnores 

y malhumores, and seven critical articles published in Peru, the United States, England, 

and France between 1976 and 1987, though one article was first presented in 1971. No 

further criticism on the novel was found to be available in this country. 

In Chapter 3 my own deconstructionist approach and methodology will be 

discussed, highlighting the way in which it differs from prior criticism of the novel. It 

will be pointed out why translation study is a valuable tool to close reading and how it 

has shed light on points that are unclear in the other critical selections. 

In Chapter 4 the theme of entropic comedy and the postmodem vision will be 

discussed, as put forth by poststructuralist critics who have written recent pertinent 

analyses of the subject. The way in which comedy has become mainstream and laughter 

given new prominence will be considered, with specific reference to misreadings of 

Bryce's novel in this regard. 
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In Chapter 5 Un mundo para Julius will be viewed as revealing the three 

different modes of entropic comedy, with parody being seen to predominate. This will 

involve close reading of the text and comparison with prior criticism. 

In Chapter 6 further close reading will examine the nature of the novel, the 

narrator, and the intended reader from a specifically deconstructionist viewpoint, 

foregrounding what can be known from the text and stating what conclusions can be 

drawn, based on my close reading as opposed to speculation or the author's comments. 

Insofar as conclusions can be drawn, according to a methodology that eschews 

them, a summing up will be made in Chapter 7 of my deconstructionist reading of 

Bryce's novel, emphasizing such aspects that are new, in the hope of generating further 

research on this inexplicably neglected writer. 
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Chapter 2 

EARLIER CRITICISM OF UN MUNDO PARA JULIUS 

In this chapter, one book and seven articles of criticism on Alfredo Bryce 

Echenique that relate to Un mundo para Julius, either directly or indirectly, are 

summarized. The statements of opinion or interpretations given in each section, unless 

otherwise specifically attributed, are those of the author of the source under discussion. 

All reference page numbers, unless specifically stated otherwise, are to the article or 

book under consideration in that section. 

The first article, by Escajadillo, was written within one year of the publication 

of the novel; it is followed by the remaining pieces in chronological order. It may be 

of interest to note the progression of critical methods applied in the sequence from 1971 

to 1987. 

I. Tomas G. llicajadillo: IIBryce: Elogios varios y una objecionll (1971-77). 

Escajadillo's article, published in 1977, was the first academic work on Ull 

mUlldo para Julius. Read at the XV Congress of the International Institute of 

Iberoamerican Literature, August 1971, it was omitted from the 1973 publication of the 

Acts of the Congress, over the critic's objections (137). In it he refers to all the 

commentaries that had appeared in Peru on Bryce's novel up to the time his article was 

written. 

To introduce his own approach, Escajadillo begins by citing the Peruvian Marxist 
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Jose Carlos Marhitegui (1895-1930): "Mi critica renuncia a ser imparcial" (139) and 

pays allegiance to Georg Lukacs and Lucien Goldmann, who had both recently died. 

He would like to see in Peru "un gran avance en el desarrollo de una sociologfa de la 

linea 'Lukacs-goldmaniana'" (140). 

Un mundo para Julius is placed by Escajadillo within two traditions of Peruvian 

novels: the first tradition has a sensitive, melancholic child protagonist and a story line 

reflecting the child's viewpoint. To this category belong short stories such as "EI 

caballero Carmelo" (1913), by the aestheticist (modernista) prose writer, Abraham 

Valdelomar, and an unjustly neglected novel by the surrealist Martin Adan [Rafael de 

la Fuente Benavides (1908-86)], La casa de cart6n (1928). 

The second tradition might be called anti-oligarchic satire, and the contemporary 

Oswaldo Reynoso's En octubre no hay milagros (1965) is cited as a recent example. 

This novel is an open attack on the oligarchy by a writer who views the class from 

outside. It is didactic in tone, and its weapons are sarcasm and caricature (142). Duque 

(1934), by Jose Diez-Canseco (1905-49), is closer to Bryce's in treatment of its topic. 

The two share points in common, starting with the main character's Anglo-Peruvian 

background. Much of the action in both takes place at the Country Club, and Diez

Canseco's main protagonist, Teddy Crownchield [sic] Soto Menor, spends time on "los 

Links" (144-45). Duque is the only real roman-il-c/eJ produced in Peru; it also uses 

caricature and is an open attack on the oligarchy (142) by a writer who is a member of 

the class he is attacking. Ull mundo para Julius aims at a more subtle destruction; 

Escajadillo finds it the first truly convincing, efficient attack because it uses sober irony 
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as its weapon and is not devoid of melancholy (142). What Duque and Un mundo para 

Julius have most in common is humor. 

Critics had noted that in earlier times the comic was not lacking in Peruvian 

literature. Ricardo Palma (1833-1919), Felipe Pardo y Aliaga (1806-68), Manuel A. 

Segura (1805-71), and Juan del Valle y Caviedes (16521-981) are known as comic 

writers. Diez-Canseco is the comic writer nearest to Bryce in tone, as well as in time. 

By 1971 Escajadillo can say: "Nuestros novelistas son francamente serios, protocolares, 

casi solemnes; todos ... parecieran ignorar el humor" (143). Peru's best-known critic, 

Jose Miguel Oviedo, had recently pointed out that Vargas Llosa considered humor to be 

a negative point in the novel, since it could be considered a factor that lowers the 

tension and constitutes dead time (143). Oviedo, however, was the first to suggest that 

there is a Brycean vision running through all his works and a voice, which Oviedo calls 

"entre regocijada y critica" (144). 

The Lima critic Washington Delgado had stressed, when Bryce's novel appeared, 

that it reads "de corrido y con un interes creciente" in spite of its length (144). A new 

quality made it highly readable. Escajadillo believes the key to that quality is Bryce's 

capacity to "inventar 0 reinterpretar una suerte de tabla limel1ensis que se destaca por 

su cursileria y vacuidad ll [italics by Escajadillo] (144). 

This is illustrated at the end of Un mundo para Julius, which Eyzaguirre 

considers to be another typically boom episode in which the writer is dwelling on the 

nature of writing itself. We leave Julius going over memories which become mixed at 
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different levels of reality and end with his silent scream which fills "el vacfo grande, 

hondo, oscuro" (218). The seemingly hopeless concept of the writer's impossibility at 

giving meaning to a meaningless universe with which Un mundo para Julius ends is, 

however, mitigated for the writer with transitory moments of pleasure, when the recalled 

past is "transformado ya en algo sumamente divertido" (220). 

All the critics who reviewed Un mundo para Julius in Peru when it first appeared 

described it as anti-oligarchic. Escajadillo quotes Delgado but clarifies that the opinion 

was general: Delgado said that the novel describes "el mundo de la estupidez ... 

opulenta y vacfa, " praised its impeccable objectivity, and called the book "la burla 

implacable" against the upper class (145). Escajadillo disagrees; in the text the lower 

and lower-middle classes are criticized just as much as the upper class. The difference 

lies in the servants being viewed with pity and tenderness via Julius's feelings for them 

and through the narrator's comments, but they still are caricatured very cruelly. The 

scenes with the servants are not always convincing. Nilda seems more upset at the 

death of her mistress's child than by that of her own baby. The servants adoration for 

the children of the house seems false (146). 

Bryce's close friend Julio Ramon Ribeyro was quick to note that Bryce's novel 

appears to be nostalgic about some aspects of upper-class life, and that Bryce seems 

sorry to see some of the old ways disappear: 

no estoy de acuerdo con los que creen que Ull mundo para 

Julius es una novel a francamente anti-oligarquica; . . . Bryce 
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conserva una ligaz6n con esa oligarquia ... afectiva; no poHtica 

(147). 

Susan seems at times to illustrate the well-intentioned old patriarchal 

bourgeoisie-the traditional as opposed to the new represented by Juan Lucas. Not even 

the narrator escapes Susan's charms. Admittedly, she too is treated with irony, but it 

is always gentle (147). 

Escajadillo expresses personal affection for Bryce and calls the novel excellent 

(137); however, he faults it for not assuming the attitude of responsibility necessary in 

an unjust society where bourgeoisie of all types must needs disappear, and Bryce's 

compromise and ambiguity are not enough (148). 

II. Wolfgang A. Luchting: Alfredo Bryce: Humores y malhumores (1975). 

Luchting published Alfredo Bryce: Humores y malhumores in Peru in 1975. A 

body of material Luchting had rescued from possible destruction makes up the latter half 

of the book. The first half consists of an introduction, two essays by Luchting, which 

together are entitled II Un mUlldo para Julius: Dos estudios, II and a letter from Bryce 

commenting on the essays, which Luchting entitles "EI forastero de mierda 0 Los frutos 

de la mentira" (77-95), echoing Bryce's language in his letter. Comments and 

interjections by Luchting are interpolated in Bryce's letter, creating a dialog. Luchting 

quotes selectively from an unpublished interview with Bryce, then refutes Bryce's 

arguments with illustrations to prove him wrong. The reader's impression at the end 

of part I of the book is of a debate that Luchting has won, although Bryce has been 
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given a fair chance to offer his views. 

A polemical tone pervades parts of the essays: "ninguno de los ... personajes 

es desarrollado ... s610 son mencionados, arrojados contra nosotros, si se quiere" (51); 

consequently, they do not always read like objective literary criticism. They do, 

nevertheless, provide an analysis on which virtually all subsequent criticism has drawn 

to some extent. 

The symbolic representation of Peruvian historical reality by events in the life 

of a small boy means, Luchting finds, that "los poHticos figuran muy fugazmente en Un 

mundo y que los militares no aparecen nunca" (21). He admits that the novel does not 

deal with figureheads of government but with the power behind the figureheads: "la 

esencia misma de la supervivencia tan larga de la oligarqula peruana, tal vez de 

cualquier oligarqufa, depende precisamente de saber c6mo adaptarse a los cambios 

poHticos" (20). Later Luchting points out that the thematic presupposition of the text 

is metaphysical, rather than social/historical. Death and decay, not the state of social 

conditions, is its underlying theme (43). 

Luchting's principal thesis in both essays is to prove that Bryce's novel, far from 

being a free proliferation of inspired thought, is very carefully structured, with a 

linguistic style to support its structure. Luchting admits that at first reading the novel 

does indeed appear to be unstructured. His starting point is a statement made by 

Jacques-Yves Tardie in a 1971 text on the Proustian novel. The French critic describes 

Marcel Proust's technique as permitting the composition to develop, not within any pre

established plan, but with the flexibility of a living organism. Tardie's description of 
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the Proustian technique appears to be equally applicable to Bryce's, which, like the 

social class it deals with, has a "crecimiento, muy barroco, que ... se asemeja al 

crecimiento de una celula cancedgena" (15). 

The idea that Bryce's novel grew without prior planning is based on quotations 

from an unpublished interview (16,43 footnotes 1 and 2), in which Bryce says his novel 

was born 

de un cuento que no debi6 rebasar las diez paginas . . . un 

extrafio mecanismo, al que no quiero llamarle inspiraci6n, hacia 

que . . . se me viniera a la mente un chorro de imagenes y 

escenes cien por ciento inventadas . . . plan no hubo nunca, ni 

proyecto ni anteproyecto (16) [Luchting's italics]. 

Bryce acknowledges that he might have been influenced by Proust, since his mother read 

long passages aloud to him, though he had not read that author himself (43). 

The reader's impression that Un mundo lacks structure is reinforced by Bryce's 

rambling conversational style (16), which Oquendo had classified, when the novel first 

appeared, as possessing "oralidad " [orality] (17). This observation was taken up by 

other critics, who came to refer to Bryce's "tonito" [tone of voice] instead of his 

language or style (18). Bryce claims in a letter dated February 24, 1972 that he 

invented the style in a Lima cafe along with his school friend Alberto Massa: "Viene 

de las largas conversaciones, con un vocabulario y un estilo muy propios" (17). Letters 

from Massa are included in Luchting's volume to show that he does indeed write like 
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Bryce (139-43), but Luchting points out that tIel 'tonito' por el que Un mundo ha ganado 

justa fama, en realidad es sencillamente y en alto grado la manera de hablar de toda una 

c1ase social en Lima, ... a la que Bryce pertenece y que retrata" (18). Luchting then 

illustrates that the same voice can be found in other Peruvian writers, such as Vargas 

Llosa and Hector Velarde; there is nothing hermetic about it. Bryce has simply imitated 

the voice better than anyone before him: 

la extraordinaria habilidad de Bryce reside en la manera, 

insuperada en este nivel en la literatura peruana, en que capto, 

reprodujo, 0, dentro de la realidad de su ficci6n recre6 . .. el 

habla representativa de la gente de Lima, especial mente de la 

clase media 0 alta (18) [Luchting's italics]. 

As if to prove his point, Luchting speaks with the same voice himself in the 

parenthetical comments which he inserts in Bryce's letter: "B ... aparentmente, esta 

comentando, de una manera muy ligera. Es su derecho, primo.-WAL" (87-88). 

If, as Bryce claims, his vocabulary is so totally his own that it can leave the 

listener/reader "completamente fuera de foco" (18), nobody could read his novel. 

Luchting adds: "una narraci6n requiere un dominador lingiiistico y semantico comun 

entre ellector y el escritor a fin de ser una narraci6n" (18) [Luchting's italics]. 

The same method of disproving Bryce's assertions is used to point out the very 

real structure of the story line. Bryce had earlier insisted that he made few, if any, 

drafts: "escribo sin ningun proyecto, y pnlcticamente no corrijo. Son las pasiones de 
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Vargas Llosa. Mi novel a ha pasado del borrador a la imprenta" (45). A ye-:rr later he 

wrote to Luchting regarding the narrator's comments found within the text "costumbre 

que use mucho en el borrador" (47). Luchting quotes both letters and adds "las palabras 

de Bryce confirman mi sospecha de que sus textos sf son elaborados y, claro esta, 

corregidos" (47) [Luchting's italics]. Luchting's argument is that if a writer's definition 

of his modus operandi can be given the lie, any assertions about the nature of his text 

are open to doubt. He quotes D. H. Lawrence's famous maxim "never trust the artist, 

trust the tale" (18, 47). 

Bryce had repeatedly claimed a spontaneous and unstructured nature for his 

work: "Yo creo que la estructura de mis novelas es creaci6n de los criticos" (134) and 

"plan no hubo nunca" (16, 104) [Luchting's italics]. Luchting believes the novel 

reflects a rigorous parallelism from first to last and "una estructura muy s6lida, una 

arquitectura, dijerase, que no se deriva de ningun azar" (19). 

The fact that the action is set in a rigidly structured society where people know 

their place facilitates the novelist's task in structuring the novel (26). The most highly 

structured elements of the novel are those that appear "a la manera dialectica de la que 

hablan los estructuralistas de Praga, en momentos de conflicto entre dos estructuras 0 

conceptos de la vida: en momentos de la muerte, del sexo, del desarrollo individual" 

(26). As regards social stratification in the novel, the author "necesitaba de poca 

estructura adicional; podia confiar en el lenguaje y en la manera c6mo este ya de por 

S1 retrataba" (26-27). 

Luchting outlines the story line and compares facts taken from it to empirical 
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reality concerning Bryce and his family to illustrate that the novel is largely 

autobiographical (21), in spite of Bryce claiming othenvise (93). He also feels that fact 

and fiction should be presented together since he believes, with zoe Oldenbourg, that 

"all novels are portraits of their authors" (21) inasmuch as they present the author's 

consistent psychological self, or what Vargas Llosa has called "'los demonios' de un 

escritor" (21). 

Parallel situations abound in the novel, which begins with the death of Julius's 

father and ends with the death of Julius's own childhood. The death of nanny Bertha 

near the beginning is mirrored towards the end of the novel by the death of Arminda the 

washerwoman. Young master Santiago sexually harasses Vilma the nursemaid, and 

Bobby fails in his attempt to seduce her successor. The chapter "Country Club," which 

digresses furthest from events involving Julius himself and presents a broad picture of 

Julius's world, forms an axle in the center of the novel. Luchting states: "la novela 

integra revela un Formwille (voluntad de forma) mucho mas pronunciado que el que el 

autor parece dispuesto a admitir," (35-36). Bryce, in fact, did admit to the deliberate 

parallelism of the funerals of the two servants (36). 

There is parallelism of character. The boys at the primary school will become 

the rulers of the country: "son sus padres ell milliatura" (34) [Luchting's italics]. 

Femandito Ranchal Ladr6n de Guevara is a miniature of his Al Capone-like father. 

Vilma has her successor, the old nanny is reflected by the old washerwoman, Cynthia 

at the Lastarria children's party has a ghost in a fifteen-year-old girl at Bobby's 

graduation party. 
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The ramifications in the plot, which Oquendo referred to as redundant (86), 

Luchting describes as following the pattern that Nathalie Sarraute has defined as 

tropismes (28). One thing evokes another in the mind of the writer, and that in tum 

brings to mind something else. All follow from the consistent self or "los demonios" 

of the writer. Nothing in this novel is redundant, and one topic-death-surfaces 

repeatedly. 

The second essay by Luchting stresses the autobiographical elements in the Julius 

story and aims to reveal that the basic narrator and author might be one and the same: 

el narrador y el autor se aproximan a menu do mucho, casi 

devienen la misma persona a veces. . . . se interpolan en la 

narraci6n objetiva comentarios como . . . 'ya 10 hemos dicho' 

(47) [Luchting's italics]. 

Bryce said that of the narrators interjections "Digamos que 10 piensa el autor y 10 dice 

un segundo autor que se sale del texto mediante el parentesis" (47) [Luchting's italics]. 

The narrator imitates the voices of his characters on occasion: 

es un narrador muy vivaz dispuesto . . . a imitar la manera de 

hablar de otro, a asumir las palabras de otra persona, . . . a 

apropiarse, fugazmente 0 a traves de largos pasajes, el punto de 

vista de algun otro personaje en la novela (48) [Luchting's 

italics]. 
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Nor does the narrator pretend to be objective, "personaliza sus comentarios." Luchting 

identifies the narrative voice as "Bryce," i. e., "como si fyo=Bryce] buscara" (49) 

[Luchting's italics]. 

All characteristics point to an oral narrator who says "les cuento" as though he 

were speaking to an audience. Luchting finds that the stream of consciousness passages 

with no intercession by the narrator are difficult to follow and out of place in a text that 

sounds as if it were being related orally. Susan's long stream of consciousness passage 

is particularly difficult (52). Bryce denies that it is and says that to have presented 

Susan's thoughts otherwise would have required the narrator to step outside his role. 

This, Luchting feels, reveals that Bryce conceives of a "narrador como consciente de 

que est! narrando, al mismo grado que Bryce est! consciente de que esta escribiendo" 

(52). 

One of the factors characterizing Latin American writing during the boom period 

is "la tendencia de la reciente literatura hispanoamericana a hacer comentarios dentro 

de la ficci6n misma sobre esta" (19). Luchting cites Julio Cortazar, Garcia Marquez, 

and others as practicing this intertextual referencing, which dates back at least to 

Cervantes and was once considered part of Romantic irony (19). Three such episodes 

figure in Bryce's novel. The first occurs in the first chapter: Nilda tries to impress 

Peter the painter by telling him about the Peruvian jungle. Her technique is to tell 

everything with no regard for temporal or spatial order: "todo 10 que sabia y mas ... 

hizo mierda la cronologia ... todo 10 iba mezclando" (74-75; 278) in the way Bryce 

has been telling Julius's story. 
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Luchting's second example of literary self-reference involves Julius's realizing 

he is a writer. He produces a comic essay about a schoolmate's father and enjoys the 

sense of power that writing brings, although he realizes that not everyone can appreciate 

the irony, and his friend Cano is unaware of Julius's triumph. All the kitchen staff took 

part in composing the piece, thus symbolizing the collective mind (23), and Julius is not 

worried about rights of authorship. The pleasure of the creative moment and its effect 

have been enough for him. 

The third example of literary awareness involves Julius taking on the writer's 

task of imagining what it is like to be someone else-in this instance, his friend Cano: 

IICano es, pues, para Bryce, una proyecci6n de las aprensiones, temores y fascinaciones 

de Julius ll (60). It is through this alter ego that Julius experiences the writer's task of 

reinventing the world. Luchting quotes Vargas Llosa: IIpara el escritor su insatisfacci6n 

con una realidad dada conduce a una venganza contra la 'realidad'-y con eno contra 

Dios ll (68). Luchting also reminds us that Proust stipulated the god-like role of the 

writer: IISi Dieu Ie Pere a cree les choses en les nommant, c'est en leur otant leur nom, 

ou en leur donn ant un autre que l'artiste les recree ll (69). Cano renames the objects 

around him, tapping each with a stick in a little boy's game. Bryce does not attempt to 

refute the autoreferentiality of these episodes. 

Bryce says, in answer to a question from Luchting, that a grown-up Julius would 

have to leave Peru since he is too sensitive to be able to live with Peruvian social reality 

and too reflective and skeptical of solutions to become a political activist (20). Bryce 
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asserts that his novel is open ended, which Luchting refutes (33). Luchting reaches the 

conclusion that the novel reveals the tensions of living in the constant presence of death 

that he considers to be the essence of the baroque outlook (42). The world that Julius 

belongs to by right of birth is that of a society that has developed a lifestyle based on 

the avoidance of reality. It is the servants who are in touch with the reality of existence; 

they are more real, more truly in touch with life itself (74). 

The epigraph by Roger Vailland (Mundo 9; 205), in which the children born to 

travel first class are barred from the true living that goes on in the third class, forecasts 

the novel to follow. Julius knows love from those who travel third class, metaphorically 

speaking, though he is expected to travel first, and we leave him as he becomes aware 

that a decision will have to be made as to how he will live (75-76). The outcome of 

Luchting's arguments are to have Bryce state: 

Muchas veces, en tus cartas 0 articulos, citaste aquella frase de 

D. H. Lawrence ... es la primera vez que siento que aquella 

frase contiene mucho de acierto. . .. Por otro lado, pareces 

afirmar . . . que . . . la novel a esconde una estructura muy 

rigurosa. . . . Ttl te quedas con la rigurosa estructura, . . . y yo 

con la proliferaci6n espontanea (84-85). 

Luchting seems to have won the argument, which ostensibly is the reason for the 

existence of this book, but his essays are quoted in almost all subsequent criticism. 
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ID. Mercedes LOpez-Baralt: "Otra forma de complicidad entre el autor y sus 

lectores: Alfredo Bryce Ecbenique y Un mundo para Julius" (1976). 

Mercedes L6pez-Baralt's article begins with three epigraphs by Peruvian writers: 

Jose Carlos Mariategui (1895-1930), Sebastian Salazar Bondy (1924-65), and Mario 

Vargas Llosa (1936-). All express negative feelings towards the Peruvian past and its 

traditions; the second and third express horror at the present. In 1976 the three were 

classified as writers of the left. L6pez-Baralt admires the Marxist coherence with which 

Peruvian reality has been presented in Peruvian literature from the essayist Mariategui 

and the poet Cesar Vallejo (1892-1938) to the present. She feels Bryce shares a single 

viewpoint with them. 

L6pez-BaraIt compares and contrasts Bryce's novel with works by other 

contemporary Latin American writers. Un mundo para Julius fulfills the requirements 

set down by Vargas Llosa that a novel should aim at being "totaIizadora" and depict 

either all facets of a society, or one facet of the society in its entirety (51). Bryce sets 

out to depict the same Lima upper class that Vargas Llosa had shown in Los cachorros, 

and the novel is set in the same time frame-the 1950's-as Vargas Llosa's 

Conversaci6n en La Catedral. As in several of Vargas Llosa's works, there is in 

Bryce's novel a sensitive protagonist, Julius, who acts as conscience for the author and 

is socially marginalized (51). 

Julius is a neglected child, who, through spending all his time with the servants, 

becomes aware of the Inca humiliation of the past, and of the Indians in the jungle, and 
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of lower class friendship and solidarity. He is brought face to face with the alienated 

state of the servants, who fight among themselves and adore their masters (52). 

The episode in the novel where Julius spends a day helping some workmen build 

his stepfather's new house "logra uno de los momentos de mayor poesfa en la novela" 

(52). Julius shares the men's efforts, learns that work can bring awareness, and gains 

confidence in himself as he climbs the scaffolding with a workman's help. When he is 

called "Julio" by one of the men, it is the first time that he has been treated as Hispanic 

in the novel. L6pez-Baralt feels that through this episode the novel transcends simple 

denunciation of the bourgeoisie and opens doors to "una realidad mas poderosa" (52). 

The greatest effectiveness of the novel for L6pez-Baralt is due to the narrator

reader relationship that Bryce establishes. It resembles Garcia Marquez's narratives, 

where the art of story telling has not been forgotten (52), rather than works by avant

garde novelists who demand a great deal of cooperation from the reader, such as Alejo 

Carpentier, Cortazar, Carlos Fuentes, and Vargas Llosa. Bryce is a long way, however, 

from the Balzac/Galdos tradition of the paternalistic narrator who tells the reader what 

to think. He turns the reader into an accomplice, but does so in a friendly, 

undemanding fashion (52). His direct use of "tu" to address the reader is compared to 

a similar use by Jorge Luis Borges (1899-1986) in El Aleph. L6pez-Baralt sees it as 

establishing a personal bond (56). 

The feeling of closeness and complicity between narrator and reader is reinforced 

by the narrator's use of the diminutives and adjectives of everyday speech. A 
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diminutive can imply tenderness, pathos, ridicule, or triviality, and it can also give rise 

to ambiguity (53). In Bryce's implacable denunciation of the oligarchy there is room 

for pity, and in the social system he is describing he sees that the executioners are also 

victims (53). In a scene involving Susan, the five-year-old Julius, and Vilma, his 

nursemaid, in Susan's room, a closeness is achieved between the three, plus the narrator 

and reader, reinforced by the intimacy of diminutives: "el golpedto de la tadta contra 

el platito" (18; 214) [L6pez-Baralt's italics]. 

The use of personalized descriptive adjectives or adjectival phrases-"Susan 

linda," Juan Lucas espaflolisimo," Susan "entre reina de Inglaterra y Greta Garbo" (54) 

[L6pez-Baralt's italics] increases the narrator-reader bond with shared humor. At times 

the reader actually laughs out loud. "Nadie tan feliz como Juan Lucas . .. Le 

enr,antaba salir del hotel rodeado de botones uniformados y pendejos" (55). 

Comedy has not been totally lacking in recent Latin American literature; it is 

found in Cien a110s de soledad, for example, but Un mundo para Julius has "una velada 

ternura" lacking in recent Latin American literature (55). 

LOpez-Baralt quotes Luchting as having accused Bryce's narrator of 

unscrupulously drawing attention to himself (56). She believes this to be the narrator's 

direct way of taking sides, so that he can take the reader into his world, and she 

wonders if this foreshadows the end of the avant-garde concept of the existence of 

distance between the nan-ator and the text, and if Bryce can possibly be heralding a neo

traditional trend in Latin American literature (56). 
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IV. J. Ann Duncan: "Language as Protagonist: Tradition and Innovation in Bryce 

:Ecbenique's Un mundo pam Julius (1980). 

I. Ann Duncan stresses the popular appeal of Bryce's first novel, which satisfies 

the reader's "urge to be told a story, to be amused, and to recognize our own world in 

that of art" (120). She cites Bryce's explanation quoted by Luchting that the genesis of 

his novel was story-telling in a cafe with his friend Massa. The novel's success is due 

to its exuberant spontaneity, which springs, not from deliberate satirical intent or moral 

obligation, but from an inner compulsion to narrate (120). Duncan speaks of the novel's 

"humour and lightheartedness of the tone" in which, "abrasive observations are made 

about Peruvian society in particular and human nature in general" (120). She points out 

that "the mere depiction of a society can ... be an indictment" (134 footnote 2). 

Though humor was later to become characteristic of Latin American literature, 

particularly that from Mexico, it was in abeyance at the time Bryce's novel was 

published. The boom novel was given over to experiment and research into the nature 

of literature itself. Duncan also quotes Vargas Llosa's comments, cited by Escajadillo, 

that humor detracts from the tension of a serious novel. 

Duncan finds language to be the dynamic element of the structure of Bryce's first 

novel (121). His originality lies in the way he combines techniques of the avant-garde 

with those of the traditional novel. From the avant-garde come stream of consciousness, 

intertextual references, the unidentified speaker, and the cultivation of language as 

protagonist, with the last being particularly important. In the typical avant-garde novel, 

plot was replaced by linguistic associations; in Bryce's novel, language is put at the 
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service of a traditionally told story and depiction of character. It is through language 

itself that the novel is structured. Duncan feels there is not much plot (121); the "real 

source of interest lies in the manner of presentation" (122). 

All the narrative elements . . . are indissolubly merged with the 

style in Mundo to a far greater extent than in the traditional 

novel. . . . this shift in emphasis from language as medium to 

language as protagonist is apparent in the various dislocations of 

syntax or figures of speech through which the style draws 

attention to itself (126-27). 

In keeping with her stress on the "radical and pervasive" nature of the language, 

Duncan undertakes a close reading, almost exegesis, of parts of the text, and illustrates 

each assertion meticulously with numerous examples ta1een from it. She points out 

Bryce's mastery in the use of traditional rhetorical devices to humorous effect, especially 

as used by the narrative voice. These include, among others, deflation, inflation, 

zeugma, and transference of a character's idiosyncracy to a facetious adjectival phrase, 

as in the social introduction: 

-Caballerito ilustre . . . 

Caballerito ilustre, furioso, not6 que la mano (259; 476-77). 

Among the attacks launched by Bryce in his humorous indirect manner, Duncan 

illustrates the following: Peruvian belief in eugenics, maintaining the status quo, Susan's 
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lack of love and goodwill, pandering to social superiors, reduced social mobility within 

a society that sees its members as wearing masks and fulfilling roles, not as 

individuals-and this is only a partial listing. 

The oral quality of the narrator's language is noted, but, with Escajadillo, 

Duncan uses the word "parodied" to refer to its relationship with actual Lima speech. 

She does not elaborate on this point. The narrator's habit of drawing attention by 

allusion puts him apart from the protagonists, but he too uses their same upper-class 

speech. Bryce's word-play is never gratuitous. The following zeugma, for example, 

underlines a mindless predictability in the men described: "hombres uniformados de 

elegancia e interes comun" (299; 520). Duncan likens Bryce's use of ostensibly 

facetious adjectival phrases to Sarraute's so us-conversation as the place in the narrative 

where motives, ambitions, and antagonisms are half-concealed (129). 

For Bryce, language does not reflect reality but creates it for narrator, 

protagonists, and reader. The novel begins as a monolog by the narrator and turns into 

dialog or interior monolog, at times within the same sentence: "en la mano izquierda la 

vela que ojala no se me apague con el viento" (161; 373). Through direct and indirect 

speech and interior monolog, the linguistic patterns of the Lima upper class are observed 

and provide the reader a picture of that society. Duncan illustrates how abuse of 

anglicisms, diminutives, and cliches lend a vagueness and superficiality to the tone of 

upper-class Lima Spanish. Ideas or feelings are never discussed; names, titles, 

professions, and family connections are constantly flaunted. The characters and narrator 
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speak in a circumlocutory style but say very little and never mention important events. 

Verbalization reveals what is significant or unimportant; acting for an audience is 

tantamount to living. Upper-class society exists through its words. 

Duncan feels the descriptive tags "Susan linda," IISusana horrible, II lIel arquitecto 

de moda," IIhermosa la chola, II may have originated to increase comic effect but end up 

typifying a society where people are circumscribed by opinion and role. 

Bryce's criticism is not limited to one class or one nationality. The servants 

fight with words and blows over whose irresponsibility allowed Julius to wander off, 

but nobody makes a move to look for him (126). In another instance, Julius remembers 

not the opening of his new school but only the words of the American Mother Superior 

at the time it is opened. The Mother Superior's speech, with its heavy humor and 

condescension to the children, reflects material values and petty rivalries, interpreted 

for what they are by the schoolboys and translated into "Ahora sf que se podfan cagar 

en cualquier otro nifiito uniformado porque mi colegio es mas grande que el tuyoll 

(174; 386-87). 

When a traumatic event occurs in the story-line, it is passed over rapidly. The 

neutral and repetitive actions of daily life are the ones on which the action focuses. One 

incident awakens Julius to sexual injustice: Vilma has been the victim of rape, or 

attempted rape (116-17; 324). Juan Lucas only says, liLa chola es guapa y ahf tienes 

... aSl es" (117; 325). The reader realizes that when something is passed over, clearer 

definitions are invited (128). 
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Duncan classifies Bryce as among those avant-garde writers whose every 

sentence should be seen as a microcosm of the whole novel. Structural hierarchy is 

abolished (130-31), and the conventional nature of the story line is misleading. Bryce's 

is as experimental as any other avant-garde novel, and in it one finds evidence of avant

garde topics. The difference between Bryce and his contemporaries lies in the 

unobtrusive way in which he deals with these topics, and in his humorous treatment, 

which in no way diminishes seriousness of intent. Duncan does not outline the avant

garde topics in any way. 

The oral tone of the narrator makes the flavor of the novel appear to be less 

"insistent and literary" (133), and Duncan feels the need "to communicate, to grasp the 

meaning of experience through words," but it does not show as the "febrile obsession" 

(133) that it does in Samuel Beckett's, Juan Carlos Onetti's, Fuentes's, or Cortazar's 

work, but the urgency is the same, disguised by humor (133). The result is a novel of 

extraordinary subtlety and versatility. 

V. Phyllis Rodriguez-Peralta: "Narrative Access to UIZ mUlldo para Julius" (1983). 

For Phyllis Rodriguez-Peralta, Bryce's novel is one that poses problems but gives 

no answers. Even the title is problematic. Is the literary space of the novel, that of the 

wealthy Lima creole upper class, truly a world for young Julius? Will he remain in it 

or find a world with more social justice and concern? The reader must interpret as he 

will (406). The story line is open ended (417). 

Rodriguez-Peralta agrees with Luchting that the novel is tightly structured. She 
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outlines the story-line and stresses the symmetry of events in the first and last chapters. 

Julius's removal of his dead sister's photograph near the end is possibly symbolic of his 

distancing himself, not only from his childhood, but from the world that has been 

represented (408). The returns and parallel events in the plot give it a cyclical feel, but 

time is strictly chronological in the novel, though no historical time frame is given (408-

09). [This is incorrect-see Chapter 1, p. 16.] 

The single narrative voice is granted flexibility and range by assuming the 

manner of speaking and viewpoint of the characters in the novel. A second voice might 

break in on the narrative voice: "Julius naci6 en un palacio ... hasta con una carroza 

que us6 to bisabuelo, Julius, ... jcuidado!, no 10 toques" (9-10; 205). In this way the 

reader gets to know different characters and is indirectly granted the multiple vision 

typical of avant-garde novels (409-10). This imitating of voices presents a problem-it 

is never entirely clear if we hear the voice of the characters or only the narrator's 

representation of their voices. Particularly problematic are the stream of consciousness 

passages of the washerwoman Arminda, of Julius's mother Susan, and of Julius where 

he imagines himself to be his friend Cano. Rodriguez-Peralta believes the author's 

intention is to have Arminda, for example, speak in her own voice, but it is not clear 

if this is ever achieved (412-13). 

The reader senses immediately the oral tone of the omniscient narrative voice. 

The narrator uses "yo" to refer to himself, "tu" to address the readerllistener, and 

"nosotros" to refer to both. He draws attention to himself, expresses opinions, and, if 

he feels like changing the subject, even says "por ahi no me meto" (97; 302). It is not 
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clear who this narrator is, nor is it immediately clear who his intended reader might be 

(411). 

Rodriguez-Peralta draws on Oscar Tacca's definitions and terminology in an 

attempt to define the narrator/reader relationship. If a novel is to possess veracity, 

Tacca says, the reader must be able to accept the narrator's viewpoint and perspective 

(409-10). Tacca separates the narrator who informs the reader from the author who 

himself questions the text. In the case of Un mundo para Julius, the author is Bryce, 

but is the narrator an author-narrator who informs and questions, or is he a witness to 

the action? 

An answer to the enigma can be found in Luchting's Alfredo Bryce: Humores y 

malhumores, where Bryce is quoted as explaining that the genesis of his style was 

conversing in a cafe with his friend Massa (411). The narrator should be seen seated 

in a cafe, telling his story to an intended listener in the presence of other listeners whose 

presence the narrator senses (411). This concept fulfills Tacca' s division between author 

and virtual reader, with narrator and ideal reader situated between them. Unlike 

Ricardo Gutierrez Mouat, who also makes use of Tacca's terminology, Rodriguez

Peralta does not clarify it. She sets out the following schema: 

Emisor Destinatario Lector 

Bryce Narrator a) Massa Reader 

b) Other listeners 

Bryce, the narrator, Massa, and the main protagonist of the novel belong to the 

privileged class. The other listeners either belong to or are familiar with that class and 
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its outlook to different degrees. She sees Bryce "in a public cafe" telling his story . . . 

overheard by other listeners" (411). Only the reader might not share knowledge of the 

code; the others take for granted the rigid social structure of Lima society. The narrator 

is addressing an in-group. He uses upper-class Lima speech with total confidence that 

he will be understood. Adjectival tags-tlSusan linda," "Susana horrible"-reinforce 

an intimate sense between speaker and listener/listeners. The novel's veracity for the 

virtual reader depends on his being able to identify with the destinatario or intended 

reader's viewpoint, which is also the narrator's. 

The narrator is not a protagonist, but his bond with the main character is so 

strong that their perspectives blend and inform those of the virtual reader. Other 

characters are viewed from without. The bond between the virtual reader and the 

narrator depends on the latter winning the reader's sympathy through Julius, and 

Rodriguez-Peralta feels that in this regard the novel is successful. Often a reader will 

feel irritated rather than sympathetic to a very rich person, but Julius has lost his father 

and beloved sister, "his frivolous mother had no time for him; his stepfather considers 

him rather peculiar; his older brothers ignore him ... Julius is an outsider." The 

servants are the only ones who give him love (415). 

One place where the narrator-virtual reader divide cannot be broached is in the 

representation of the speech of the lower-class characters, which is re-created from the 

perspective of upper social stratum toward the lower and leads to ambiguities, such as 

the one outlined above concerning Arminda's stream of consciousness (412). 
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Julius gets to know his world, and the reader gets to realize that Bryce has 

presented a picture of a class whose sin is collective irresponsibility in a country of 

terrible poverty. Simply depicting the environment and letting it be viewed has formed 

a sort of social protest, but Bryce's tone is one of "frivolous, ironic humor" which 

Rodriguez-Peralta quickly points out has typified the upper-class Lima reaction to life 

since colonial times that has characterized other writers before Bryce. In the case of Un 

mundo para Julius, the frivolous voice substitutes for bitter social criticism; it becomes 

very tender when it touches Julius, lessening the distance between narrator and a reader 

not of his world and producing a congruity between narration and narrative technique, 

narrative viewpoint and social statement. The reader's individual reaction and 

interpretation, however, will depend on his or her own view of social conditioning. 

VI. Luis Eyzaguirre: II Alfredo Bryce Ecbenique 0 La reconquista del tiempoll 

(1985). 

"Alfredo Bryce or The Reconquest of Time" approaches the whole body of 

Bryce's work at the time the article was written. This is pertinent to Un mundo para 

Julius inasmuch as Eyzaguirre regards the novel as part of an inseparable whole: "una 

totalidad coherente emisora de multiples sentidos en genesica permutaci6n" (215). 

Eyzaguirre sees Bryce as a writer who proposes his own fictitious universe, 

coherent within itself. In this regard he resembles many avant-garde writers and several 

of his contemporaries: Onetti, Cortazar, Garda Marquez, Augusto Roa Bastos, and 

Carpentier are listed. Un mundo para Julius (1970) grew out of the stories in Bryce's 
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first book, Buerto cerrado (1968). The world created in Bryce's first book becomes the 

world of his first novel and continues to appear, in some cases, depicted directly, but 

more often recreated in the mind of different protagonists in all Bryce's later fiction 

(216). 

Many boom novels are structured on the occurrence of moments that might be 

described as transcendental or epiphanic and which transform empirical reality in some 

way. Bryce's fiction is structured on memory alone. Memory is a flow which involves 

time and space and which runs through the mind, and it too has a habit of changing 

empirical fact. Barthes has said that ecriture is born of an agreement between what is 

in the memory and the freedom to recall or ignore what is in the flow of time and space 

that constitutes memory. In other words, writing imposes structure on the flow (216). 

Bryce has stated that he has no concept of the novelistic genre, only of 

writing-escritura [Eyzaguirre's italics] (216), and that he is more interested in the 

writing than in the structure of his work. He believes writing consists in putting an oral 

story onto paper, because something exists that forces what needs to be said to say itself: 

"segun la necesidad de la propia escritura" (217). 

In spite of Bryce's feelings about his own writing, Eyzaguirre believes Bryce's 

lengthy novels defy the concept of being products of pure memory. The title of 

Eyzaguirre's article recalls Proust, whose name has constantly recurred in criticism of 

Bryce, which, Eyzaguirre points out, is exceedingly scarce, as is lmowledge of the 

author at all outside Peru and "paradoxically ... France" (215). 
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Eyzaguirre finds that similarities between Proust and Bryce exist, though Bryce 

varies from Proust as he varies from his contemporary Latin American novelists. Bryce 

has stated that he views time as "elastico; las pasiones que sentimos 10 expanden, las que 

inspiramos 10 contraen, y el habito llena el resto" (217). This is a totally Proustian 

concept, and he has described one of his protagonists as "loco marcelprousteo" (217). 

The difference from Proust lies in the fact that Proust appears to select judiciously and 

artistically what will be recalled and related, while Bryce ostensibly writes without 

artistic "buen tono" (217) of selection to add creative sense that in Proust is the first 

stage of converting memory into a coherent totalizing narrative. Bryce's narrative is 

characterized by "la desmesura, a veces hasta grotesca" (217). The impression of 

disorder and spontaneity is, however, quite as deliberate as Proust's selection. 

Eyzaguirre places Bryce's work outside the canons of Latin American fiction. 

It is structured differently from that of his contemporaries (221). Bryce has created his 

own canons, based on meetings and separations between the narrator's memory and what 

the critic refers to as "una rea1idad obstinada y elusiva" (221). His narrators are 

fundamentally one, though they might be given different narrative figuration. 

Eyzaguirre accepts the semiologists' view of the reader as vital for any text to exist. 

In Bryce's works, the narrator is in search for an ideal reader but cannot hope for the 

two to join, except at fleeting moments. Eyzaguirre's epigraph, in the words of one of 

Bryce's own narrators, lends poignancy to the loneliness that underlines Bryce's entire 

body of work: "porque es cierto que uno escribe para que 10 quieran mas" (215). 
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VII. Jacques Soubeyroux: "Rapports sociaux et niveaux de discours dans UIl, 

mundo para Julius" (1985). 

Soubeyroux approaches Bryce's novel by stressing the aspects indicated in the 

title of his article. In 1985 he feels previous criticism has spent too much time arguing 

whether the novel is an attack on the Peruvian oligarchy or if it advocates compromise. 

This political interpretation he attributes to the novel being read in the light of the 1968 

coup, though Bryce had made clear that it was under way before the coup took place 

and his intent was merely to present a picture, not propose some political solution (84). 

Soubeyroux feels that the novel is structured on the opposition between oligarchy 

and social marginality from that class. Social interaction between the characters of the 

novel, the story line about the boy Julius, and the narrative voice all serve to show what 

is involved in belonging to or being an outsider from Peruvian upper-class society. 

Julius's first home is a microcosm of Lima society in the 1950's, a time of great 

sociological change in Peru. The old landed aristocracy that wielded power until 1945 

integrated with international, and particularly U.S., big business. The Lima landscape 

changed, suburbia replaced town living, shanty towns sprang up on the outskirts of the 

city as peasants came to find work. An urban proletariat came into being (84). 

Susan's marriage to Juan Lucas symbolizes the merging of the traditional 

aristocracy with the new business elite. The six servants from different parts of Peru 

reflect the proportions of the Lima population, which had recently begun to increase 

enormously. Seventy per cent of the inhabitants of Lima are migrants from the interior. 

As with the city, so with the house; the servants move through the masters' space, but 
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the masters rarely visit the shanty towns or servants' quarters, and this makes those 

areas places of fascination for the child Julius (85). 

A feudal relationship holds between servants and masters at fIrst, and they mingle 

in celebrations. Service is for life-the old nanny had been Susan's nanny: "eUe 

appartient donc a la famille" (85). The washerwoman finds security in the feudal 

relationship until her death: "era mejor pegarse a la seguridad, ponerse al servicio de 

una familia" (156; 367). During the course of the novel the servants adapt to the new 

impersonal directorship of Juan Lucas or succumb. The new nursemaid has more 

schooling than the first; she knows her rights and obligations. The new chef is a 

professional, not a faithful retainer who can double as a nursemaid. The majordomos 

start learning about unions. Lima and the household move into a money economy, 

servants and masters become proletarians or capitalists (86). The elements that cannot 

change, no matter what their class, are forced out or marginalized. Julius's first nanny 

is reduced to prostitution, the old cook must temporarily return to her jungle home to 

survive, and there loses her child (87). 

Julius's story reveals similar marginalization, though he is partly an outsider 

from the start. Even his name is that of a friend of Susan's from her wild youth in 

England (88), and since his father is dead, he has no Peruvian oligarchic superego to 

direct him (88). Susan turns her role of mother over to his nanny, and the child inhabits 

two worlds but belongs to neither, though all the love he knows comes from the servants 

(88). His search for a world of his own leads him to people or places considered 

undesirable by his own class; he makes friends with servants, beggars, laborers, clerks, 
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the old Black school bus driver, the school misfit. The day he spent with a group of 

workmen was the happiest of his life: "Ie comble de bonheur pour lui," yet he felt 

nauseated by their beer bottles. He is delighted to visit his washerwoman's lodgings, 

but the squalor causes him to vomit. 

Julius's story parallels that of servants who do not adapt to the new hegemony. 

His surrogate mother, his greatest love, is replaced by her image as a whore; he loses 

those who love him, his childhood values are destroyed or outgrown, and he is faced 

with a void. He tries to affirm his identity by repeating that he is the son of Susan, who 

is married to Juan Lucas, and the brother of Bobby, but this means nothing to him. He 

has been condemned to marginality (90-91). 

The outstanding characteristic of the novel for Soubeyroux is the mixing of the 

voice of the omniscient third person narrator with the voices of the characters 

themselves. Luchting is credited with first trying to analyze Bryce's narrative technique 

and the way the narrator appropriates the characters' voices and outlook (91). 

Soubeyroux believes that Luchting is mistaken in his interpretation, however, since the 

voice can be the narrator's interpretation or it can be the true voice of a character. The 

discourse contains a narrator's level and a "discours des actants," or protagonist's level 

(92). Unfortunately, Soubeyroux gives no illustrations to show the difference between 

a character's own voice and the voice attributed to that character by the narrator. 

Words represent power in Bryce's novel: "creia tener raz6n y siempre la tenia 

porque ... hablaba muy bien" (473; 704). Julius is sometimes the winner in the verbal 

power play: "sabia 10 que queria decir ... se sentia a la misma altura" (568; 806). 
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Upper class speech is characterized by the great number of foreign words used, 

and Susan, the epitome of aristocracy, uses the most. Soubeyroux lists the foreign 

words found in upper class speech and daily life, and they are increasingly of American 

or English origin, with some older French words (92). To speak Lima dialect is to 

arrive socially, and the parvenu Lastarria inserts limy duchess" in his conversation with 

Susan in order to belong (Mundo 40-41; 239-40). Soubeyroux quotes Escajadillo's 

description of "fabla limeiiensis ... que se destaca por su cursileria y vacuidad" (93). 

Throughout the novel social hegemony is imposed through language; thus, 

rejection of that language underlines marginality by choice or by social exclusion. The 

servants imitate their betters in inauthentic speeches at ceremonious occasions "extraiias 

mezclas de Cantinflas y Lope de Vega" (247; 464). The narrator expresses his opinions 

openly, Juan Lucas is at one time called "hijo de puta" (204; 420). Usually, however, 

references are more ironic, and he is "el golfista" (Mundo 208, 466; 423, 696), as if 

golf were his main activity (94). 

The narrator also adopts the position of a marginal. The narrator can be 

considered a marginal, and the reader too is treated as one. Familiarity with the reader 

is established through the familiar second person (95); humorous tags-"Susan linda, 11 

etc.-become familiar and make the reader feel he too belongs to the narrator's world 

(96). The narrator's speech is often vulgar: lise iba a eagar de risa" (294; 514), with 

the frequent diminutives and superlatives of familiar speech (95), and unclarified quotes 

from popular songs reinforce the feeling of a culture shared between narrator, reader, 

and lower-class characters (95-96). This discourse is opposed to that of the oligarchy 
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but shared by a workman (96) and Carlos, the mulatto chauffeur, whom Soubeyroux 

characterizes as a narrator's helper and the voice of lower-class Lima (96, 98). 

The orality and humor of the "tonito de Bryce" (97) comes, then, from a 

marginal narrator who puts the reader in a similar position. Voices of dominant and 

dominated, oligarch and outcast, alternate throughout the text. The image of Lima 

presented by the oligarchs is demystified by the humorous discourse of a marginal 

narrator. Lima reality is seen by Soubeyroux as essentially dialectic (97). 

Soubeyroux believes that no clearly defined ideological alternative to the reality 

depicted is proposed in the novel. Humorous allegory cannot be decoded by simply 

reversing the reality described. Any other reality suggested "n'est pas l'envers de la 

realite mais l'absolument autre que Ie lecteur est libre d'imaginer" (97). Bryce 

describes, amuses, criticizes, but gives no answers. 

VID. Ricardo Gutierrez Mouat: "Lector y Narratario en dos relatos de Bryce 

Echenique" (1987). 

Gutierrez Mouat's short article deals with Bryce's narrative technique in his body 

of work as a whole. He refers to Ull mundo para Julius, and especially to Bryce's 

comments in Luchting's Alfredo Bryce: Humores y malhumores. 

Gutierrez Mouat believes with Tacca and Umberto Bco that the reader is as 

important as the author to the creation of the literary text and should be viewed as the 

beginning and end of literary creation (107). The question then arises, who is the reader 

in Bryce's works? 
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Tacca is quoted in defining the nature of the intended reader. To Tacca, this 

reader can be looked at in three ways: phenomenologically, which Gutierrez Mouat does 

not elaborate on; linguistically, in which the reader is a particularized example of the 

communicative act; and from the point of view of structuralism, in which the reader's 

function is seen as forming the discourse directed at him (107). There are two types of 

intended reader for Tacca: internal to the text and external to it. Tacca calls the external 

reader "the virtual reader," and he is the one through whom the author truly means a 

narrative to be interpreted; it is his activity to discover the immanent structures of the 

story line (107-08). All narratives do not contain an internal reader. This type of 

reader actually figures in a text as a character. Gerald Prince prefers to define him as 

the "narratee," and when he exists he becomes an intermediary in the transmittal of the 

text to the external or virtual reader (107-108). Bco, who believes the reader actually 

generates the text (108), calls Tacca's virtual reader the "model reader," and Gutierrez 

Mouat prefers this term. Bco explains that an author relies on a series of codes that 

give meaning to his text, and he assumes or hopes that these codes will be shared by his 

model reader. Ideally, the model reader interprets the codes in the text exactly as 

generated by the author, but this is not always possible (108). The nature of language 

is such that sociocultural or other variants mean it can never be certain that author and 

reader share all codes, or any code in its entirety. Every reader probably veers in some 

way from the concept of the model reader held by the author. Bco has defined the 

literary text as a network of different messages that utilize different codes and work at 

different levels of meaning and which can only take on meaning if the reader 
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successfully interprets the author's code (109, 122). A shared literary code for author 

and model reader does not necessarily go hand in hand with a shared cultural code 

(110). 

Roland Barthes's concept of the reader-author relationship is very similar to 

Bco's. He too thinks reading takes place on several levels of understanding at once, and 

that there is constant passing from one level of understanding to another (109). Barthes 

is quoted in English translation, and regarding our factual existence he states that 

"common frames come to the reader from his story of encyclopedic knowledge and are 

mainly rules for practical life. " Nothing exists outside the text of our factual existence, 

which in itself is no more than a constant encoding and decoding of concepts given 

existence by our words (109, 122). 

As with factual existence, so with the text. Gutierrez Mouat shares Bco's and 

Barthes's concept of intertextuality in the sense of eternal regress within literature, 

which holds that within a literary framework narrative schemata or topoi exist the same 

way they do in real life, but they are purely intertextual, i.e., one literary referent 

generates another and nothing in literature exists outside the literary text itself (l09). 

Having clarified his approach, Gutierrez Mouat asks who Bryce's model reader 

can be. All Bryce's texts reveal that orality is the distinctive trait of his style, and he 

describes himself as a teller of tales rather than a writer. Gutierrez Mouat quotes 

Bryce's comments from Luchting's Humores as to the genesis of his style in a cafe with 

his friend Massa (112-13). 
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In several of Bryce's stories, the scene is set at a table, with food and drink 

forming part of the creative act of tale telling, just as Bryce insists that Un mundo para 

Julius came to being (112). The narrator occupies the traditional position of the 

buffoon. Etymologically, this word is related to an Italian verb meaning "to puff or 

swell up." The buffoon is stuffed and stuffs others with words or food. In one story, 

Bryce's narrator actually says of the narratee: "me decfa que parecfa un payaso ... la 

hacia refr a carcajadas ... Ie decfa que sf, que era el buf6n" (113). This buffoon

narrator is no bearer of collective memory (114), rather he brings an individual 

memory. He is in search of a narratee at story line level, or a model reader at the level 

of the text in order to produce that text (112). 

Is there an unnamed narratee implicit within the text of Un mundo para Julius, 

as Bryce insists that Massa was present during its creation, and should the text be read 

with him constantly seen as present? This appears to be Bryce's interpretation in 

Luchting's text, though the unmentioned narratee does not remove the need for the 

extra-textual model reader to ensure the text be created (114). 

In spite of its orality of style, Un mundo para Julius is a written text. It must 

have a model reader. That model reader requires some familiarity with western 

literature to recognize the tropes which figure within the text, since intertextual referents 

aid the model reader to infer and foresee events to come in the story line (117). These 

intertextual references cannot clarify the ambiguity of the other shifters of a cultural or 

idiolectic nature found within the text and which activate the hermeneutic code of 

Bryce's text. Gutierrez Mouat agrees with Bco that all narrators see themselves 
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possessed of a truth that they truly feel nobody else wants to believe. There is a search 

for a model reader, but the author does not truly expected to find one (118). 

The Brycean buffoon-narrator "lleno tanto de palabras como de comida, de 

bebida 0 de gases" (112) found in Un mundo para Julius, as in all Bryce's work, is 

there to counterbalance another buffoon who appears in his texts: the sentimentalist 

Pierrot. The vulgar buffoon predominates; his role is liberating and rebellious, but the 

other makes his appearances just as insistently (121). 
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Chapter 3 

DETAILED OUTLINE OF THE METHODOLOGY AND CRITICAL APPROACH 

USED IN THIS STUDY 

I. Deconstruction as a Methodology 

The preceding critical discussions of Un mundo para Julius, which I have placed 

in chronological order, provide a panorama of ideological and methodological 

approaches over almost twenty years. They range from Lukacsian-Marxist of 1970, 

through structuralism, to current poststructuralist/semiotic approaches. My own 

deconstructionist approach will consider the observations contained in prior criticism, 

bearing in mind Helen Gardner's dictum that the aim of any critic is to "display the 

work in a manner that will enable it to exert its own power" (17). 

Ideological inclination and preference for a certain methodology usually dictate 

a critic's choice of approach, but the overriding factor in my selecting a 

deconstructionist reading for Bryce's novel was determined by the fact that I believe that 

the text itself anticipates such a reading, though this was not immediately apparent. The 

formal construction of the novel is complex and problematic. The ostensibly oral and 

polyphonic nature of the discourse stressed by critics brings to mind the latter term as 

used by the Russian literary theorist Mikhail Bakhtin (1895-1975). It appears almost as 

if Bakhtin might have Bryce's style in mind when he spealcs of "the eternally mobile, 

eternally changing medium of dialogic interaction. It never gravitates toward a single 
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consciousness or a single voice. The life of the word is contained in its transfer from 

one mouth to another" (Danow 26). 

This impression of dialogic empathy generated by Bryce's text is mentioned by 

critics; for example, Rodriguez-Peralta stresses the reader's contact with a narrator who 

identifies with his characters and assumes their points of view (409). LOpez-Baralt 

points out that often "una sola palabra apresa la complejidad de la actitud del autor ante 

el personaje que presenta, y por el indefinible rapport que se crea" (54). 

The close reading required by the translation of Bryce's text into English showed 

the initial stylistic impression to be deceptive. As I read the novel, the polyphony 

proves to be an illusion, most certainly in Bakhtinian Christian humanist terms. The 

entropic outcome of Un mundo para Julius at the textual level can also be considered 

as demanding a deconstructionist reading. The term "deconstruction," however, is open 

to such different interpretations that I wish to clarify my position vis-a-vis this approach. 

The British critic, Christopher Norris, has outlined in several texts the various 

trajectories of deconstruction since its origin, which he places in 1966, when the 

philosopher Jacques Derrida (1930- ) presented the paper "Structure, Sign and Play in 

the Discourse of the Human Sciences" at Johns Hopkins University at a conference 

attended by North American literary critics, including Paul de Man (1919-1983) (Norris, 

Derrida 242). 

The start of deconstruction coincided with the beginnings of the belated 

acceptance outside France of structuralism, which, combined with Slavic formalism, was 



74 

the first form of literary criticism in over thirty years to break the hegemonic strangle 

hold of New Criticism in Anglo-American academia. Except in de Man's Blindness and 

Insight: Essays in the Rhetoric of Contemporary Criticism (1971), the implications of 

deconstruction delayed approximately ten years in becoming widely known. 

Interpretations of deconstruction are still divergent even into its third decade. As late 

as 1991, Norris draws attention to the confusion surrounding the term and the fact that 

clear distinctions between its practitioners' concepts are not always understood even 

within academic faculties (Deconstruction Theory 136-37). The American Jonathan 

Culler begins his expository text, Oil Deconstruction: Theory and Criticism after 

Structuralism (1982), by pointing out that "even those well read in contemporary theory 

have difficulty determining ... where and how competing theories compete" (Culler 

17). From my own reading I agree with Rodolphe Gasche, who sees Derrida very much 

as a philosopher and that de Man's moving beyond thematic interpretation to reflection 

on language was the crucial point in inaugurating deconstruction as a distinctive literary 

critical activity in its own right (Gasche 182). I consider my own deconstructive 

approach to be de Manian and limited to the literary text, rather than of the broader 

postmodernist interdisciplinary Derridean type, insofar as a separation can be made. 

One uniform feature of methodology exceeds all others in its appeal to 

practitioners of deconstruction, regardless of other variations in approach: the stress 

placed on close reading, as opposed to the thematic methodology of reader response 

theory, LulGicsian-Marxist interpretation, or even structuralism and its successor, 

semiology, when applied to the novel. The overriding importance of close reading in 
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deconstruction has proved particularly attractive to critics who received their initial 

formation under American or, as was my own case, British New Criticism. Variations 

existed between the two, and one British critic has classified the American version as 

a fully fledged theoretical system with corresponding ideology (Dutton 71). British New 

Criticism, which has never officially been called by that name, allowed for more 

sociohistoric interpretation and encouraged philological exegesis. It specifically made 

a principle, now frequently discredited by critics of the left, of professing no overt 

ideology except as might be appropriate to the analysis of a given text (Eagleton, 

Literary Theory 43-53; Pring-Mill 371). 

All critics converge in pointing out that the type of textual exegesis involved in 

Anglo-American New Criticism achieved a degree of intensity unknown before it and 

was practiced nowhere else with the same rigor until the arrival of deconstruction. R. 

D. F . Pring-Mill, explaining the British method for the benefit of Hispanic Golden Age 

scholars experiencing it for the first time, refers to "el predominio absoluto de la obra 

en sf sobre toda consideraci6n exterior" (394). 

De Man's later essays express an abhorrence of the aestheticizing viewpoint that 

is the essence of American New Criticism ideology; nevertheless, he praises the 

"pragmatic" (de Man's quotes) character of its method at length in one of the last essays 

written before his death in 1963, "The Return to Philology" (Resistance to Theory 

21-26) and expresses gratitude to the teacher who introduced him to it (23-25). 

In Great Britain, where the supposedly non-ideological form of New Critical 

close reading has been institutionalized even in high school level study since the 1930s, 
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a marriage of committed ideology and deconstructionist methodology came into being 

from the mid-1970s at the height of structuralism's appeal there and in the United States. 

This tendency is sometimes referred to as Cultural Materialism and, as the British critic 

Frank Kermode has indicated, by that name it acknowledges as its progenitor the late 

Marxist critic Raymond Williams (Kermode 32). Terry Eagleton, whose attitudes on 

occasion my own approach endorses, is now probably the best known British spokesman 

for criticism from the far left. Eagleton's trajectory, which started from Althusserian 

structuralism, embraced aspects of Derridean theory as early as the mid-seventies 

("Translation"), producing a consistently deconstructionist Marxism (Norris, Paul de 

Man 120), as opposed to the U.S. Marxist Frank Lentricchia's extremely negative view, 

which sees a noxious quietism running from Kant to the New Critics as having surfaced 

again in the form of deconstruction (Norris, de Man 121), a possibility which Eagleton 

does not ignore (Literary Theory 143-49). 

Norris advocates a version of British engage deconstruction that is less strongly 

historicist than Eagleton's, and it is the one to which, ideologically, my own most 

closely aspires. My own readings of Derrida and de Man accord with those of Norris, 

who has undertaken a veritable crusade in a number of texts over the past decade to 

present the way in which their deconstruction upholds the most positive aspects of the 

rationalist tradition (Norris, What's Wrong 45; Deconstruction Theory 148-50). This 

tradition has been coming under attack from both postmodemists of nihilistic leaning as 

well as from neopragmatists (Rosenau 46). Paradoxically, deconstruction itself has been 

accused of representing exactly the tendencies it opposes (Norris, Deconstruction Theory 
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137). This is not surprising when upostmodernism" is used as an umbrella term to 

encompass all poststructural theories, no matter how varied their ideology, and theorists 

are quoted together if they chance to coincide in one opinion, regardless of the fact that 

they usually differ in most respects (Rosenau 42). Pauline M. Rosenau points outs a 

subtle indicator of attitude, in that the spelling "postmodern" implies "a certain 

sympathy with post-modernism," while "post-modern" "indicates a critical posture," but 

"exceptions to this rule occur with increasing frequency" (18). 

Just as deconstruction took over the linguistic terminology of structuralism, in 

turn its own neologisms have been taken over by other methodologies, so the 

deconstructive idiom and assumptions often retain their currency under another guise. 

Some theorists utilize deconstructionist terminology at the same time they denounce 

belief in rationalism as mere will to power. These include the French critics Jean

Francois Lyotard, and to an even greater degree Jean Baudrillard, who would do away 

with Kantian liberalism, Marxism, and any other belief that claims to be based on reason 

(Norris, What's Wrong 164-70). The conservative neopragmatist Stanley Fish, on the 

other hand, has written essays described by Norris as "brilliant set-pieces" (What's 

Wrong 130) in the vein of deconstruction. Fish professes a belief that consensus opinion 

of like-minded professionals can satisfactorily replace any belief in theory based on 

reason, since "critical self-consciousness is at once impossible and superfluous" (463). 

Norris would separate Derridean/de Manian deconstruction as having nothing 

ideologically in common with any postmodem anti-rationalist criticism. I would not wish 

my criticism associated with either Baudrillardian nihilism or Fish's consensus ideology, 



78 

which I consider reactionary to the point of courting totalitarianism. Deconstruction, 

however, does not offer comforting theories. It approaches any theoretical claims by 

exegesis with an eye for contradictions in logic and tautological binds, but it opens itself 

up willingly to similar readings. Derrida's technique has involved adopting a highly 

ambiguous style "which detects and discounts every last vestige of a suasive rhetoric" 

(Norris, Deconstruction Theory 106). Derrida's way of expressing himself, in fact, 

invites further deconstruction, which some critics see as never-ending (Hawkes 147-48). 

Others, regretfully, conceive of a possible stopping point in a total skepticism, but since 

it is pointed out that Derrida advocates neither irrationalism, relativism, nor nihilism, 

they hope that this point may never be reached (Nehemas 33). 

De Manian deconstruction, while not affirming any overt belief in endless 

regression, is no more comforting than that of Derrida. De Man eschews "every form 

of philosophical or aesthetic ideology that claims in itself to transcend the bad antinomy 

of subject and object, individual experience versus the power of objective dialectical 

thought" (Norris, de Man 151). Such rigor can be discouraging, but it contains a strong 

will to rationalism and cannot be construed as nihilistic. Nietzschean nihilism, if it is 

to be sought, is represented by the anti-Enlightenment stance of the late structuralist 

historian Michel Foucault (1926-84). Derrida has refuted Foucault's advocation of 

madness as opposed to Enlightenment reason, as expressed in his Folie et Deraisoll: 

Histoire de la Folie a l'Age Classique, by arguing that Foucault, in writing in a manner 

in accordance with the tenets of the reason that he claims to be brealdng, is producing 

self-deconstructive rhetoric (Derrida, "Cogito" 31-63). In this and similar ways, 
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deconstruction shows itself as a form of poststructuralist criticism that still retains ties 

with the philosophy of the Enlightenment. This also, I believe, makes it an appropriate 

approach by which to analyze Bryce's novel-a twentieth century example of the 

Enlightenment genre of the Bildungsroman. Un mundo para Julius ends with no claim 

being made for any type of certitude but with the protagonist facing an unresolved 

situation squarely, as, by analogy, the deconstructionist critic also does. 

Culler's text on deconstruction is less polemical than Norris's several works. It 

offers, rather, an overall view of different types of deconstructive practice for the 

student of deconstruction to consider or reject. Culler, echoing Derrida, stresses that 

deconstruction does not set out to be a method of literary criticism with a set of 

instructions to be followed; it began as a means of questioning certain tenets of 

traditional Western philosophical discourse by submitting texts to close reading with a 

view to locating logical inconsistency by utilizing knowledge of the nature of language 

that Saussurian linguistics had made available. Subsequently, it was applied to literary 

texts, and it is perhaps best defined by Culler as "an exploration of textual logic in texts 

called literary" (Culler 227) as he provides illustrations of strategies that have been used 

in deconstructive exploration of texts. 

The main story line is of primary importance for the thematic critic, who 

operates on the assumption that theme determines the relevance of theoretical discourse. 

Structuralism, through its assimilation of Slavic formalist theories, had already brought 

to the fore aspects of the text other than theme. Deconstruction follows on from 

structuralism (Culler 223). In this context Eagleton has said that "relations between 
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works and the ... worlds they inhabit ... emerge not just in 'themes' ... but in style, 

rhythm, image, quality, and/onn" (Marxism 6). As regards theme, deconstruction will 

concentrate on those structures that resist the unifying narrative scheme of the text, 

rather than draw attention to the unity in the structuralist manner. J. Hillis Miller has 

paid particular attention to the way in which story line might go against narrative logic 

("Ariadne's Thread" 57-77). This is particularly pertinent to Bryce's novel, which, in 

spite of possessing a structure, as Luchting is at pains to show, strikes the reader as 

lacking one, and it contains a wealth of details that appear to lead nowhere. 

Comparison with the eighteenth century English novel Tristram Shandy by Lawrence 

Sterne (1713-68) comes to mind, since there too the novelist digresses so much that the 

actual telling of the story becomes the novel's own story line. 

Prior readings are exceptionally important to deconstructive criticism. They are 

often considered the axis on which to plot a deconstructive reading. De Man has 

actually described deconstructive reading as "reading previous close readings to show 

that they were not nearly close enough" (Culler 268). In deconstruction the prior 

readings are not viewed as wrong or to be rejected, but as "manifestations ... of 

important forces within the work" (Culler 268). For this reason, I will approach prior 

readings in the deconstructive manner in a very positive way. If several readings are 

in conflict, they might prove particularly relevant, since the varying interpretations can 

draw attention to conflict within the text itself. Shoshana Felman believes that critical 

disagreement often reveals a will on the part of the critic or critics to become implicated 

in the action of, or surrounding, the text. The conflicting critical interpretations as to 
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the intended reader of Bryce's novel come to mind in this context. An inordinate 

amount of discussion involves not the text itself, but the author's comments and his 

professed intent. I believe that my close reading of Un mundo para Julius should prove 

particularly enlightening in this regard, bearing in mind Felman's concept. 

Particular attention should also be paid in a deconstructive reading to elements 

in the text that previous critics have overlooked or considered unworthy of attention. 

There is a probability that their neglect shows that the detail in question has resisted 

identification with the method of reading being applied. If examined, it might cast a 

completely different light on the text (Culler 215). Theme is not ignored, but aspects 

of the text are focused on what a thematic critic might consider irrelevant or marginal, 

since for the deconstructionist it is there, as much as in the main story line, that an 

author reveals true intent (Culler 215-16). Un mundo para Julius contains a plethora 

of such incidents, and even characters, some not entirely minor, ignored completely or 

barely mentioned by any critic to date, not merely by the ones whose articles are 

discussed earlier, but also by others who have written additional short articles and 

interviewed the author. 

Analysis of the means by which another critic obtains a reading is regarded by 

de Man as leading "to what could legitimately be called insight" (Blindness and Insight 

103). This could be interpreted as a frank statement that the previous readings are 

thought to be wrong. De Man differentiates between what he refers to as "errors" due 

to genuine perplexity on the part of the critic caused by a lack of clarity in the text being 

analyzed, and "mistakes" due to careless reading, lapses in attention, or willful 
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misinterpretation or misreading, and Culler draws attention to de Man's frankness, as 

opposed to Derrida, who is "cageyl/ (Culler 274). Miller, who greatly admires de 

Man's close reading, has gone so far as to state: 

Far from being "indeterminate" or "nihilistic" ... each reading 

is, strictly speaking, ethical, in the sense that it has to take 

place, by an implacable necessity, as the response to a 

categorical demand, and in the sense that the reader must take 

responsibility for it and for its consequences in the personal, 

social, and political worlds (Ethics of Reading 59). 

Miller also stresses the way in which some texts might be said to deconstruct 

themselves and has said that "Great works of literature are likely to be ahead of their 

critics. They are there already. They have anticipated explicitly any deconstruction the 

critic can achieve" ("Deconstructing the Deconstructors" 31). This is an aspect of 

Miller's interest in the "uncanny" aspect of deconstruction, taken from the unheimlich 

of Freud, and which denotes not something "simply weird or bizarre but [which] 

suggests deeper laws" (Culler 24). 

To assert that there is such a thing as a wrong or right reading goes against 

Derrida's careful avoidance of expressing certainty (Derrida, "Ja, ou Ie faux bond"). 

This also involves the matter of an ambiguous deconstructionist literary style. Derrida's 

distinctive form of expression is, Norris explains, specifically affected to a very definite 

purpose. It is a means of illustrating a point about discourse: "philosophy is indeed a 
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'kind of writing,' ... which ... cannot be collapsed into a generalized notion of 

rhetoric or intertextuality" (What's Wrong 74). Derrida, while misunderstood by some, 

is considered by many serious critics to be the most rigorous current practitioner of the 

"radical continuation of certain Kantian themes" (What's Wrong 52); in the hands of 

practitioners without Derrida's philosophic rigor, the style thought of as 

deconstructionist can become a "kind of whimsical, freewheeling or 'creative' 

commentary" (Norris, Deconstruction Theory 138), or even a "hermeneutic free for all" 

(Norris, Derrida 139). Norris believes that affectation of style has, in fact, led to 

unjustified misunderstanding of deconstruction by some serious philosophers, for 

example, Jiirgen Habermas (Norris, What's Wrong 49-74). Some literary critics on the 

other hand have interpreted deconstruction's denouncing of logocentricity as an invitation 

to downgrade philosophy and to write what for Norris is deconstruction "on the wild 

side" (Norris, Deconstruction Theory 92-99). He has expressed disapproval in various 

texts, deriding literary critics who "(like Geoffrey Hartman) have seized upon those 

elements in Derrida's work that seem to ... open up a space of liberated intertextuality 

where languages endlessly merge or migrate" (What's Wrong 194). The deconstructive 

critic can set out to prove himself or herself as a litterateur. One deconstructionist 

mannerism, probably copied from Derrida, who is adept at multilingual puns and has 

an addiction to neologisms, is appropriation of the style of the text being analyzed. 

Barbara Johnson calls this "the transfer of the repetition compUlsion from the original 

text to the scene of its reading" ("Frame of Reference" 154). Derrida himself speaks 
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of "equivocity," as opposed to "univocity," but for his detractors it is ventriloquism 

(Norris, What's Wrong 64-67). Unlike Norris, Culler appears to admire the stylistic 

innovations of the American deconstructionists and quotes several. I believe that the 

will to affect the deconstructive parodying and punning style offers a strong temptation 

to any person with pretensions to creativity; I do not propose to adopt it in analyzing 

Bryce's novel. 

Although primacy of the text is as important in deconstruction as in New 

Criticism, the former does not proscribe the introduction of extra-textual information 

into the criticism. Details of the writer's life may be referred to if they 

shed light on the text under analysis. Culler cites an example of a deconstructive 

reading where the critic's knowledge of Freud's personal conflicts are used to relate to 

Freud's analysis of a novella by E. T. A. Hoffmann (1776-1822) (Culler 261-63). The 

biographical details, in fact, form an essential part of the deconstructive reading. 

Similarly, it is common to bring in for reference a work that might at first consideration 

appear to have no connection with the text being analyzed. This has been described by 

Jeffrey Mehlmen as revealing the value of the second text, since it is able to "liberate 

energies contained elsewhere" (69). Derrlda calls this bringing in discussion of a second 

text employing a "machine with multiple reading heads for other texts" ("Living On" 

107). The truly creative deconstructive critic, whom I do not pretend to emulate, will 

choose a text for its unlikeliness and surprise value, and not, as in the case of Tristram 

Shandy and Un mundo para Julius, for the structural similarities between the two. 
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Since close reading is the essential feature of deconstruction, it should be pointed 

out that it is done, not throughout a text that is regarded as an entity or icon in the New 

Criticism manner, but selectively, and the aim is not to produce enriching interpretations 

with finality as the goal. In view of deconstruction's way of avoiding the finality of a 

decisive judgment in criticism, I believe Johnson's definition of deconstructive close 

reading as "the careful teasing out of warring forces ... within the text itself' to be as 

apt as any (Critical Difference 5). 

ll. Deconstruction and the Pertinence of Translation 

Eagleton was one of the first contemporary theorists to notice the pertinence of 

translation to deconstructionist understanding of the nature of the text, though de Man 

later showed in a 1983 lecture that Eagleton's comments had to some extent already 

been anticipated over half a century earlier. In the meantime deconstructionist-type 

analysis of academic prejudice in Great Britain vis-a-vis translation succeeded in 

revealing the unjustified foundations of that prejudice. 

Eagleton, writing in the English poetry magazine Stand in 1977, anticipates a 

reassessment of translation, when he states that "one of the more palpable gains" of 

modern literary theory has been that 

we are coming to understand . . . that every text is, in some 

sense, a "translation" . . .. To speak of a "primary text" is 

oxymoronic: for the very notion of "text" insists on the truth 



. . . that something must already have happened for the text to 

have come into existence in the first place ("Translation" 73). 
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Eagleton compares the hunt for the myth of a primary text as paralleling the hunt for 

the moment of the origin of language. Since we cannot speak of what lies before 

language without language, to say "in the beginning was the Word" becomes a necessary 

fiction, and we should, rather, say with Derrida that "in the beginning was the trace" 

or generative device of meaning that has no presence. We have always been placed 

from a beginning, which as Eagleton defines it, "never was," in the midst of what he 

calls the "already-happened" ("Translation" 73). Translation into another language is 

only a translation of a translation, and to insist otherwise is to uphold the Romantic 

concept of the writer as a privileged "creator" (Eagleton's quotes) at a time when the 

"creator" knows that someone has always been there first ("Translation" 73). 

As a Marxist, Eagleton already embraces an ideology that denies myths of origin 

and is glad to have recourse to a linguistically oriented theory that upholds the same 

concept ("Translation ll 74). Susan Bassnett-McGuire, in an explanatory text of 1980 

entitled Translation Studies dealing with the academic discipline of that name that had 

only recently been established in British universities, aclmowledges Eagleton's comments 

of 1977 (104). Her own factual description of the academic prejudice against 

translation, which came to be considered a traditional and fully justified viewpoint, reads 

as deconstructionist criticism in its own right. In European education, translation forms 

an intrinsic part of foreign language teaching after the elementary level of instruction. 
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In Britain, New Criticism-type close reading is always preceded by translation from the 

source language (SL) into the target language (TL), namely, English (Ward). 

Translation had been recognized in academic circles and practiced for decades 

in some countries, as the work of the Slavic formalists clearly shows. The desire of 

numerous scholars, dating back over half a century, to establish similar studies met with 

resistance in Britain. This was due to translation being classified as a "subsidiary ... 

and derivative" activity, as the author Hilaire Belloc (1870-1953) reported in a 1931 plea 

for official recognition of its importance (Bassnett-McGuire 2). Bassnett-McGuire 

hardly needs to point out that for half a century an activity was taught that was being 

denigrated at the same time. She traces the historical trajectory of translation and 

attitudes towards it and finds these have fluctuated from classical times on, but that in 

the eighteenth century a number of studies were made on the theory and practice of 

translation that occasionally foreshadow contemporary sociolinguistic attitudes to a 

surprising degree. Then, with the rise of Romanticism and, perhaps even more 

importantly, the concept of nationalism (Bassnett-McGuire 3), an amazing change is 

seen. Theoretical essays such as Alexander Tytler's The Principles of Translation 

(1791) are forgotten (63). Writing in the mid-nineteenth century, the Anglo-Italian pre

Raphaelite poet and painter Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828-82) sees the TL translator in 

a servant relationship to the master SL text and laments the self-denial and repression 

of creative genius that faithful translation demands (3), while Edward Fitzgerald (1809-

83), writing to a friend a few years earlier, feels no compunctions to curb his Romantic 



88 

creativity; he finds it amusing to take liberties with the Persian and sees his TL version 

of 1859 as upgrading the SL original of the Rubaiy6t of Omar Khayyam (d. 1123) (3). 

Given the prejudice that New Criticism expressed towards the Romantics, neither point 

of view was endorsed, and for many years foreign literature was taught at an academic 

level in Great Britain in the original language only. Then, Bassnett-McGuire points out, 

from approximately the 1960s "a growing number of British or North American 

students" began to read literary and critical works in translation, leading to what she 

percelves as 

the greatest irony of the whole translation debate: . . . [the 

same] scholars who reject[ed] the need to investigate translation 

scientifically because of its. . . low status in the academic world 

... at the same time [taught] ... translated texts" (4). 

Now that translation studies is a recognized academic subject in Great Britain, 

with translation considered a viable academic pursuit, Bassnett-McGuire ends by 

stressing "the enormous progress made so rapidly within the discipline" (134). In North 

America the attitudes which stem from New Criticism must linger, since justification of 

translation as a viable academic activity is still required. Strong champions of 

translation as close reading and as literary theory can be found in de Man and the 

German critic Walter Benjamin (1892-1940) analyzed by de Man in his essay, 

"Conclusions: Walter Benjamin's "The Task of the Translator" included in The 

Resistance to Theory, 1986. 



89 

De Man's deconstructive reading of Benjamin's essay of 1923, which was 

translated in 1969 and given the English title of "The Task of the Translator," not only 

close reads problematic parts of the essay itself, but compares the original to English 

and French versions to show what happens when philosophers or translators misread. 

The original German, de Man remarks, has been called "untranslatable," and he 

ironically agrees that this is proved true by the translations into French and English. 

The original German says (in de Man's translation) "Where the text pertains directly, 

without mediation, to the realm of truth and dogma, it is, without further ado, 

translatable," but the English and French versions both show the last word as 

"untranslatable." De Man shows how the translators "without further ado" have made 

the SL text unintelligible and points out further errors or misreadings in the two 

translations. Close reading must be the first step of any translation. 

In de Man's reading, Benjamin's original German offers the translator as a 

paradigmatic performer. This, de Man adds, is not megalomania on Benjamin's part, 

though the essay did form the introduction to his translation of Baudelaire's Tableaux 

parisiens. The way in which the translator is presented in the German essay is, in fact, 

a reversal of hierarchies between the Platonic binaries: the performer of a primary act 

and the performer of a secondary act. In Benjamin's presentation the marginal, or 

performer of the secondary act, is shown as the exemplary figure. This strategy of 

hegemonic reversal is one of the prime resources of deconstructionist criticism. 

Benjamin's essay seems uncannily prophetic. The translator has been maligned, he is 

"per definition underpaid, ... overworked, ... one history will not ... retain as an 
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equal" (de Man, Resistance to TheOl)' 81), but it is he who reveals the true nature of the 

original text, and Benjamin likens translation to a literary theory, which, de Man points 

out, is granting it a dignity it had not enjoyed since Jena Romanticism. 

De Man's exegesis clarifies that Benjamin would have us consider the SL original 

from the perspective of the TL translation, which is referred to as viewing it 

"historically." Benjamin uses the word deliberately to mean that it is not analogous with 

a natural process. Traditionally, a derivative activity is classified as a secondary 

activity, one which stems from a natural process. Philosophy, criticism, and history all 

derive from other activities, but they are not traditionally viewed as secondary; 

translation, on the other hand, is viewed as a secondary activity, while it is not one. 

The reason Benjamin denies it is a secondary activity is due to the sociolinguistic nature 

of language. The TL version does not derive from the SL original, because words are 

always charged with meaning, and the meaning can vary from one language to another. 

Philosophy, criticism, and history erroneously view themselves as relating to some reine 

Sprache, or language of pure form, free from the illusion of everyday meaning. No 

such language exists; all language is charged with meaning. Benjamin also reasons that 

the SL text itself cannot be definitive, since it can be translated into the TL. The 

moment any attempt is made to translate a TL version, however, it becomes an SL 

version in its own right. A translator is aware of these facts; translation plunges into 

what Benjamin defines as "the bottomless depth" that is in language itself, which de 

Man translates as "abyss" and sees as "essentially destructive" (84). De Man's analysis 
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clearly shows that Benjamin's essay foreshadows Eagleton's later comments on the 

parallel between the TL translation and the SL never-original text. 

De Man illustrates with several examples the sociolinguistic way in which words 

can be charged with different emotional connotations, depending on the language. The 

Task of the Translator, moreover, might perfectly well have been called The Defeat of 

One who would Construct Metaphors, since the German original can mean this, or 

simply The Defeat of the Translator, since de Man, who himself translates, feels that it 

is necessary to recognize the impossibility of making any final, definitive translation. 

The multilingual de Man quotes Benjamin's example of the untranslatability of 

the word "bread" from French to German. A translation "will reveal a fundamental 

discrepancy between the intent to name . . . and the word . . . in its materiality, as a 

device of meaning" (Resistance to Theory 87). To a German, Flemish, or English 

speaker, de Man believes the word might well be charged with Biblical feeling, but to 

a French speaker it will as likely suggest something that comes with wine in cheap 

restaurants without cover charge. 

It is as an impossible task that translation appeals to the deconstructionist critic. 

It involves facing the limits of close reading, and it recognizes that it is never definitive. 

It is as exactly such a close reading that my translation of Un muntio para Julius should 

be seen; it does not assume any finality but attempts to penetrate the original text and 

reveal aspects of it not discussed by other critics as of this time. 
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Chapter 4 

TOWARD THE POSTMODERN VISION AND A COMEDY OF ENTROPY 

I. Modernism (Vat,guardismo) and Postmodernism 

In keeping with the deconstructionist strategy of examining prior criticism (Culler 

268), I shall consider the articles outlined in Chapter 2 and refer to other articles, 

reviews, and theoretical writings that contain observations pertinent to Bryce's novel. 

Culler stresses searching out aspects of the text that critics have overlooked, the 

implication being that they are of secondary importance or difficult to reconcile with the 

critic's views (215-16). Since Un mundo para Julius is quite lengthy, a plethora of 

events and characters have been ignored, but there is another factor of that I feel to be 

of overriding importance: no critic to date has chosen to define Bryce's novel 

specifically as comic. 

With the exception of Duncan, critics and reviewers alike have relegated the 

comic, or as Duncan prefers to say, "humourous," element to a sentence, or at most a 

paragraph, and it is usually mentioned as only one factor within a wider context of the 

social criticism expressed in the text or the nature of the discourse. It is never given 

pride of place and discussed for its own sake. This downplaying, oversight, or 

deliberate omission involves the aspect of the novel that I believe is meant to strike the 

reader from the first page of the text: this is a novel written in a way that makes the 

reader laugh, often uproariously. 
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Not all the articles ignore the comic factor totally, though the term is never used. 

Peruvian critics writing shortly after the novel appeared mention their pleasure at finding 

a work that, as Escajadillo says, differs from recent Peruvian novels by narrators 

"serios, protocol ares ... solemnes," (143). Escajadillo describes as "tajante y dura" 

(146) Miguel Gutierrez's hard-line Marxist review, which takes Bryce to task for not 

denouncing the upper classes outright. Gutierrez reluctantly admits that the novel is 

extremely readable and fears the idle rich and ambitious classes will enjoy it most (29), 

since they know at first hand "este universo inaccesible para la mayoria de nuestra 

poblaci6n" (24). 

The warm reception noted by Escajadillo (147) is characterized by Luis Alberto 

Ratto's comment "Raras veces seiscientas paginas pueden resultar en rea1idad tan pocas" 

(60), though once again, Ratto does not stress the comic. L6pez-Baralt does admit that 

the narrator's comments "A veces llegan a motivar estallidos de risa" (55), but otherwise 

reads the text as social criticism. 

Luchting never mentions that the novel provokes laughter. Far from reading it 

as essentially comic, he states his belief that "la observaci6n acaso mas astuta" (Humores 

42) is the comparison of Bryce's novelistic composition with the music of Gustav 

Mahler (1860-1911) made by IiUgo Garda Bryce, who was Luchting's Peruvian 

collaborator in ensuring the publication of Humores y mallzumores. Similarity in the 

works of author and composer is attributed by Garda Bryce to their intensely emotional 

qualities and intricate orchestration. He makes no reference to the grotesque evocations 

of Mahler's Fourth Symphony, described as "peace juxtaposed with diabolic sarcasm" 
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(Reiner), which I believe could justifiably be applied to Bryce's work. 

Only Duncan foregrounds the "humour and lightheartedness" of the text and its 

entertainment value (120). I do not feel lightheartedness to be apparent in Bryce's 

comic vision; rather, profound sadness prevails throughout. Duncan's article will be 

surveyed more closely in this regard; she has, however, made a detailed analysis of 

Bryce's rhetorical effects, even though the fact that they are laughter-producing is not 

mentioned. At least this critic refuses to grant humor only minor importance or ignore 

it altogether. 

The downplaying of the comic in Bryce's work deserves consideration. It might, 

I believe, be associated with the critical outlook on the Latin American novel expressed 

by the Peruvian novelist Vargas Llosa, who is mentioned in some way in all the articles 

except Eyzaguirre's: references can be found in Duncan (135), Escajadillo (143), 

Gutierrez Mouat (123), L6pez-Baralt (51), Luchting (Hwnores 24, 26, 47-48, 53, 56, 

59, 68-69, 119-20), Rodriguez-Peralta (408), Soubeyroux (99), and Gutierrez (25). 

Rodriguez-Peralta states "There is a natural tendency to compare any contemporary 

Peruvian prose with that of Mario Vargas Llosa, Peru's most highly acclaimed novelist" 

(416). 

Duncan (135), Escajadillo (146), and Luchting (Humores 119) refer specifically 

to Vargas Llosa's views on comic aspects of the novelistic genre, as quoted by Luis 

Harss in 1966 (445-6) and Oviedo in 1970 (66). These are as follows: 

Yo siempre he sido absolutamente inmune al humor en 



literatura. Hiela, congela. . . . es interesante cuando es una 

manifestaci6n de rebeli6n . . . en general el humor es irreal. La 

realidad contradice el humor. Nunca en mi vida un autor 

humorista me ha convencido ni entusiasmado. Y el humorista 

profesional es un autor que me ha irritado siempre . . . el humor 

puede ser un ingrediente . . . de la rea1idad, pero que debe estar 

siempre justificado por un contexto. No debe ser premeditado 

(Harss 445). 
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This condemnation of works such as Don Quixote I Tristram Shandy I La Regenta, 

or Ulysses is qualified by the Peruvian author stating that he views the modern novel as 

the equivalent of the epic, with all the grandeur, unity, and totality of vision that this 

implies (Harss 446). "La actitud critica viene con Cervantes .... humor burl6n, 

salirico . . . una actitud ir6nica . . . en ultima instancia, creo, ha producido la 

decadencia del genero" (Harss 445). 

Vargas Llosa's LulGicsian essay "En torno a la nueva novel a latinoamericana," 

anthologized in 1974, describes the trajectory of the novel in Western culture and 

justifies the prestigious status that the Latin American novel has occupied in world 

literature after 1960. It is only since the middle of this century, with the growth of 

cities and education, that an atmosphere exists in Latin America that is encouraging to 

the creation of the novel and that Latin America has a reading public such as Europe and 

North America have known since the last century (119-20). 
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At the time of writing "En torno," Vargas Llosa felt Latin America to be going 

through a period of change such as the genre thrives on. The fall of the Middle Ages 

in Spain produced the late romances he greatly admires: Amadfs of Gaul, Palmerfn, and 

Tirant 10 Blanc; nineteenth century Russia produced the great realist novels; Latin 

America had now reached its own proper time for the novel (121-22). The propitious 

historical circumstances had coincided there with the evolutionary stage of the novel 

known as modernism in English and vanguardismo in Spanish. For Vargas Llosa this 

represents the artistic peale of the genre, since it combines avant-garde experimentation 

with an epic sense of redemption and totality. 

Europe produced its modernist masterworks earlier in this century; now their 

equivalents were being written in Latin America, as befitted the historical time lag there 

(124). Outside Latin America, novels after mid-century "suelen estar marcadas por el 

sello de la ironia, del juego formal, del intelectualismo artificioso 0 el nihilismo cinico" 

(123). The current European and North American novelist, thinks Vargas Llosa, "rara 

vez intenta escribir novelas 'totales'" (124); outside Latin America reality no longer 

awakens "ese rechazo 'total' que empuja al novelista latinoamericano de hoy a querer 

sustituir 'totalmente' la realidad con ficciones 'totales'" (124). This loss in the post

midcentury European and North American novel of what poststructural criticism defines 

as a totalizing metanarrative is viewed judgmentally by Vargas Llosa as a falling off, 

even while he admits that novelistic presentation of reality must respond to the times. 

Vargas Llosa, moreover, appears unaware that a similar change had already taken place 

in the mainstream Latin American novel even as he was writing. 
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The first Latin American critic I have found to voice an awareness of the change 

to postmodernism in the Latin American novel is Jose Promis, in "Ubicaci6n de la 

nueva novela hispanoamericana" (1977). Vargas Llosa clearly sees the modernist 

metanarrative as still in force, while Promis records its loss in several boom novels. 

The picture of the delayed arrival of modernism in the novel that Vargas Llosa 

considers "new" in the Latin America of the 1960s Promis shows to be false. Modernist 

works had been written there since the 1920s but were ignored or given false 

qualification by Latin American critics (promis 138-39). Promis's viewpoint, moreover, 

is shared by Patrick O'Neill, inasmuch as he classifies Borges as one of the earliest 

writers in Western literature to express an essentially postmodernist outlook through the 

formal techniques typical of modernism (50-51). 

Promis refers to a mounting "cambio de sensibilidad" (147) which will become 

more and more pronounced, but other Latin American critics were more in accord with 

Vargas Llosa's views. Jose Juan Arrom sees only a revitalizing element in the novels 

of the generation of Latin American writers born in the 1920s (Promis 147). 

The paradigm change in the Zeitgeist that had become mainstream in the novel 

in Europe and English-spealdng North America of the 1960s was, nevertheless, affecting 

the Latin American novel. Once again, the position of the latter was in danger of being 

misinterpreted critically, just as Latin American critics had earlier read avant-garde 

modernist novels as peripheral to naturalism, which they saw as reigning from the 1920s 

to the 1950s. Once again critical assessment was lagging behind postmodernist creative 

work to make it accord with a preconceived viewpoint that said modernism began to 
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hold sway after 1950. Duncan reports that at a lecture given at Cambridge University, 

England, in February 1978, Vargas Llosa repeated that his opinions on the comic 

expressed in the texts by Harss and Oviedo had not changed (135). Vargas Llosa as 

critic in 1978, was in fact lagging behind his own creative work, since Pantale6n y las 

visitadoras (1976) and Tfa Julia y el escribidor (1977) already reveal the comic outlook 

of the type that has come to be called postmodern. 

It is difficult to understand how Vargas Llosa reconciles his view of the 

Cervantine ironic voice with the Lukacsian trajectory of the novelistic genre described 

in his essay. He points out that the novel is the only genre whose origins are not lost 

in antiquity (121). We know it came into being with the picaresque novel in Spain in 

the mid-sixteenth century, when the medieval world view had started to change and the 

current world vision came into being, "cuando morfa la fe y la raz6n humana iba a 

reemplazar a Dios como instrumento de comprensi6n de la vida y como principio rector 

para el gobierno de la sociedad" (121). With it is born the "actitud ir6nica ... que ha 

producido la decadencia del genero" (Harss 445). Vargas Llosa has thus said, in fact, 

that the birth and decadence of the novelistic genre coincide. 

From Duncan's report, Vargas Llosa still felt in 1978 that great novels should 

reach for epic totality, rejecting the disjunctive, the sophisticated, and the subjective, 

characteristics of humor that are the antithesis of the epic genre (Harss 446). When 

exercising his or her craft, the novelist should aim at producing modes of textual 

organization that are closed and static, based on the ideo loge me of the symbol, while 

living his/her daily life in the dynamic, heterogeneous world dominated by the sign; that 
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is, the writer should be able to live and write in the postmodern world while maintaining 

a medieval Weltanschauung deprived of medieval humor. In this way a modem novel 

with the qualities of epic greatness will be achieved. 

The "cambio de sensibilidad" that Promis sees as increasing in the Latin 

American novel of the sixties (147) is reflected in an ever-growing bibliography over 

the past two decades on the postmodern outlook and on the comic vision in Western 

literature. Often the two are brought together in the same text, as in Lance Olsen's 

Circus of the Mind in Motion: Postmodemism and the Comic Vision and O'Neill's The 

Comedy of Entropy. 

There is an urge to define the nature of the comic. Laughter, according to 

Bakhtin, is 

one of the essential forms of the truth concerning the world as 

a whole, concerning history and man; it is a peculiar point of 

view relative to the world; the world is seen anew, no less (and 

perhaps more) profoundly than when seen from the serious 

standpoint . . . certain aspects of the world are accessible only 

to laughter (66). 

Laughter is increasingly seen to be the only reaction to a view of the world as 

a mad Wonderland ... notions of space, time, and matter ... 

gone overboard, followed by the sacred principles of logic which 

linked cause and effect; all certainties . . . vanished . . . the 



harmony of the spheres . . . turned into a cacophony (Koestler, 

The Call-Girls 44). 
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Postmodern fiction is the literature of that cacophony. In the same way that the Russian 

formalists and the Anglo American New Critics, unbeknown to each other, developed 

theoretical methods for coming to terms with the symbolist poetry and modernist novels 

(Hawkes 152), poststructural criticism has developed a theoretical approach and 

vocabulary for dealing with postmodernism (Rosenau xi-xiv). 

The U.S. novelist John Barth (1930- ) has described the modernist outlook that 

began to increase in the second and third decades of the present century. The loss of 

traditional metanarratives, such as God, King, Country, logic, reason, science, politics, 

gave rise to the substitution of some mythical center. At the formal level of the novel 

there was "radical disruption of the linear flow of narrative ... concerning unity and 

coherence of plot and character and the cause-and-effect 'development' thereof, ... 

fictivity and irreality of the textual world tl are foregrounded, and the "deployment of 

ironic and ambiguous juxtapositions ... call into question the moral and philosophical 

'meaning' of literary action; ... self-mockery aimed at ... bourgeois rationality" and 

"subjective distortion ... point up the evanescence of the objective social world of the 

nineteenth-century bourgeoisie" (68). 

The essential formal characteristics of modernism mentioned above are taken 

over by postmodernism, just as poststructuralism appropriated the vocabulary of 

formalism and structuralism. This can cause modernism and postmodernism to be 



101 

confused, and indeed, they are not mutually exclusive even to the same writer. The 

abandoning of a metanarrative, or, as in Isabel Allende's La casa de los espfritus 

(1982), the gradual adoption of one, can take place within one text. The difference 

between modernism and postmodernism is in outlook. "Modern and premodern 

consciousnesses appeal to the idea of a metanarrative-an overarching narrative that tells 

The Story about knowledge and culture," as Olsen points out (27), when premodern 

metanarratives fell, modernists created their own. Olsen cites "Yeats's quest for a 

private mythology, Eliot's search for the Tradition, Hemingway's longing for the Code" 

(27). Speaking of the Latin American novel, Promis refers to the "busqueda de nuevos 

c6digos" (140) and of a new center to replace some other that has been discredited 

(144). 

Bearing in mind these concepts, it is clear that not all the boom novelists can be 

seen as a group (Promis 137). As the erosion of the center gathers momentum, a 

Zeitgeist develops that finds impossible the substitution of its own mythical modernist 

metanarratives for former certainties. Reality is seen as mad and purposeless. The 

postmodernist can choose to live with suicidal despair, which is an oxymoron, or laugh 

at the ridiculous situation to which slhe has been born. Although the view has always 

existed, it began to increase, even as modernism prevailed. O'Neill sees Borges, 

Vladimir Nabokov (1899-1977), and Franz KaflGl (1883-1924), as possibly the earliest 

postmodernist novelists to develop a parodic celebration of vanished order by a new 

fictional "metahumor" (50-51). 
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If Borges is quintessentially postmodern from the start of his writing, in Los 

pasos perdidos (1953) Carpentier (1904-80) is very much a modernist, substituting his 

own mythology, as William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) had done thirty years earlier. The 

Paraguayan Roa Bastos (1917- ) in Hijo de hombre (1960) and the Peruvian Jose Maria 

Arguedas (1913-1969) in Los rios profundos (1959) substitute a lyrical indigenist 

mystical modernist "center" for earlier metanarratives. Oliveira, the protagonist of 

Cortazar's RayueZa (1963), on the other hand, struggles unsuccessfully to transcend 

everyday reality in the modernist manner and reach the heaven suggested by the 

children's game of the Spanish title, but the goal is never reached and a postmodern 

comic sense accompanies his despair. 

Marxism, alone or combined with other metanarratives, provided the modernist 

center for several boom novels. Vargas Llosa's earlier work is characterized by Marxist 

historicism combined with positivist determinism at the thematic level. This no doubt 

accounts for his professed dislike of the comic, since, according to Harss, he sees it as 

"una variante incalculable que no cabe en el mundo de las coordinadas fijas ... es una 

infracci6n" (446). 

The catastrophe at the end of Garcfa Marquez's Cien al10s de soledad (1967), the 

wind with which the fictional world of Macondo is whirled away, is chosen by Promis 

to symbolize the fall of the most pervasive modernist metanarrative of all: the belief in 

the redemptive powers of writing, inherited from Romanticism and the nineteenth 

century aestheticizing movements, in a world that has lost religious faith. The 
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"seductive notion" of the aesthetic (de Man, "Reading and History" 64) even challenged 

the hegemony of the scientific vision and of pseudo-scientific positivism and remained 

the most powerful force of modernism. With postmodernism as mainstream, it is found 

in isolated writers who deliberately take an anachronistic stand: the British writer Guy 

Davenport (1927- ) defines himself, facetiously, as "the last modernist" (Olsen 40}.1 

Throughout history sporadic apocalyptic and cynical voices described reality in 

the way that by the second half of the twentieth century has received the definition of 

postmodern and has become mainstream. Garda Marquez's whirlwind carried the 

modernist metanarrative of Latin American fiction before it, just as the novels El 

obsceno pajaro de la noche by Donoso (1924- ) and Un mundo para Julius by Bryce 

appeared. In Donoso's work, Promis clarifies, the 

conciencia "herida" produce la mfmesis de figuras inferiores ... 

autocondenadas a la in movilidad 0 enajenadas por la presencia 

de seres . . . que los reducen a una existencia vegetativa. . . . 

el narrador relata desde el angulo de enfoque de su propia 

precariedad y esta condici6n determina fuertemente la naturaleza 

del discurso y las notas laberinticas que adquiere la imagen de 

la realidad representada (146). 

1 Whether feminism can be considered a new metanarrative depends, I feel, on the 
individual writer. Isabel Allende (Chile, 1942- ) I would classify as modernist in 
sensibility for the redemptive value that she grants the feminist vision. Elena Garro 
(Mexico, 1920- ), although writing from a feminist perspective, is postmodern in tenor 
and finds no palliative for the human condition. 
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Bryce's novel, which the critics have had such difficulty in pinning down, 

reflects a world view that has much in common with Donoso's. The main protagonist, 

a small boy presented in an ostensibly realistic manner, is quite as helpless as Donoso's 

grotesques in the face of power. The narrative style, which Duncan sees, rightly I 

believe, not as a representation but as a parody of Lima speech (124-25), produces 

explosions of laughter in the reader, causing respites from but never disguising the view 

of reality that informs the novel. The text is permeated by a feeling of helplessness and 

despair, which only insensitive protagonists deceive themselves into feeling they escape. 

This is shown not merely at the level of the closed system of an unjust social 

environment, but also through hopelessness at the metaphysical level, with temporary 

respites for laughter at the ridiculousness of the situation. Un mundo para Julius is 

a novel that accords with O'Neill's definition of the postmodern comedy of entropy 

(20-21). 

II. Laughter and the New Predominance of the Comic Vision 

In Western criticism comedy never received the attention granted tragedy. This 

has been attributed to the fact that Aristotle's second book of Poetics dealing with the 

subject was lost. Historically the power of Aristotle's theory of tragedy has been so 

great that a tragic view of man's fate was fostered in Western literature and criticism, 

although throughout the rest of the world and in Western popular culture the comic 

vision has always been ubiquitous (Galligan 23). That the comic has not received its 

due is finally being changed by poststructuralist criticism, which has been dealing 
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increasingly with the subject. Traditional genre distinctions have become blurred to the 

extent that criticism itself can now be classified as part of comic literature: Barthes' s 

"intellectual gymnastics in SIZ" (1970) and "Derrida's heteroglossia in Glas" (1974), are 

placed alongside Thomas Pynchon's Gravity'S Rainbow (1973) and William Burrough's 

Naked Lunch (1959) by Olsen as works of comic literature in their own right (92). 

This blurring of generic distinctions is not observed by Gutierrez Mouat, whose 

article "Lector y Narratario en dos relatos de Bryce Bchenique" (1987) draws strongly 

on the theories of Bco (108-111, 117-118) but does not mention the predominance that 

the Italian semiologist critic has given to the comic vision in his novelistic work. Bco's 

popular 1980 murder mystery The Name of the Rose has as its thesis that Aristotle's 

book on comedy surfaces in a labyrinthine monastic library at the end of the Middle 

Ages. To prevent its discovery, a scholar monk turns murderer and arsonist, fearing 

its dissemination will lend authority to the dangerously subversive subject of laughter 

and undermine the entire metanarrative of temporal and divine authority on which 

Western culture was based; Menippean satire would no longer be the Other, but would 

become the voice of "God ... the ultimate self-reflective narrator and creator of 

possible worlds, ... the ultimate humorist" (O'Neill 93). 

Gutierrez Mouat, quoting Bco, reads the narrative voice of Un l1l1l1ldo para Julius 

as anxious to find an audience and impart a truth that nobody wants to believe (118) but 

does not identify this truth with the cruel-comic metaphysic expressed in Bco's novel. 

The fact that the narrator makes the reader laugh in relaying his message is subordinated 

to the search for the audience, and the message itself is never defined (118-121). 
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Discussion of laughter and the comic can prove an overwhelming subject. 

"Laughter is a complicated physiological, psychological, intellectual, and social 

phenomenon," states Galligan at the beginning of his 1984 text The Comic Vision in 

Literature (4). Theoretical literature on the subject of laughter and the comic has grown 

extensively in the last decades, and the historical theories of Hobbes (1651), Shaftesbury 

(1709), Beattie (1776), Kant (1790), Schopenhauer (1818), Hazlitt (1819), Bergson 

(1900), Freud (1905), Bakhtin (1929, 1965), and others (Olsen 106, O'Neill 42, 55), 

Friedrich Nietzsche's placing the origins of tragedy within those of comedy, Andre 

Breton's claim to have coined the term "black comedy" in 1939, and Arthur Koestler's 

comprehensive theory, have been discussed in a number of texts on the nature and 

diachronic development of the comic Zeitgeist from classical times to the present. 

O'Neill (55-58, 104), and especially Galligan (xii, 5-20, 30, 35, 125, 182, 185), quote 

Koestler (1905-83) extensively, and Galligan suggests that Koestler's theory is indeed 

the most comprehensive to date inasmuch as it takes prior theories into consideration 

(Galligan 5) in its formulation. Koestler also discusses the mathematical and scientific 

developments of the past century-and-a-half that have contributed to the present comic 

Zeitgeist. 

The German physicist and mathematician Rudolf Clausius (1822-88) coined the 

word "entropy" from the Greek trope, or transformation (O'Neill 8), to describe his 

theory of 1854 of progression of change towards chaos within a closed system. After 

Clausius, the adoption, or re-adoption, of trope to literary ends to signify change of 

meaning or metaphoric usage is evident from Nietzsche (1844-1900) on, but increasingly 



107 

the noun "entropy" and its adjective "entropic" are being used to describe the way in 

which the postmodern world views and reacts to reality. 

Albert Einstein's relativity theory (1905), Werner Heisenberg's indeterminacy 

principle (1925), and Kurt Godel's discrediting of the logical proof of mathematical 

consistency (1931) have all reinforced the incomprehensibility of any scientific 

metanarrative. No scientist would claim to find any transcendent sense in scientific 

reality, and laughter seems to be the only response to the world as it appears in 

scientific terms. Tragedy has been incorporated into the comic vision. Eugene Ionesco 

(1912- ) has said, "the comical is tragic and the tragedy of man derisory. For the 

modem critical spirit nothing can be taken entirely seriously, nor entirely lightly" 

(Merchant 64). 

Koestler describes laughter as a reflex, a partly automatic, not wholly voluntary 

physiological response to a wide range of mental and/or physical stimuli. It differs from 

all other motor reflexes in that it does not have any apparent biological utility. The only 

universal laughter-provoking stimulus is physical: tickling, which can extend from 

lovingly making a baby laugh to cruel tickling that becomes torture; it even has an effect 

on non-humans. There appears to be one element common to all laughter-provoking 

stimuli, both physical and mental (Galligan 5), and while traditionally the term 

"aggression" has been used, it can perhaps be better defined as self-assertion. This term 

can incorporate the motivation of traditional cruel laughter at another's misfortune, 

Hobbes's sense of superiority (27), Kant's relief at "transformation of a strained 

expectation into nothing" (225), Bakhtin's carnivalesque reversal of hierarchies (66), as 
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well as Shaftesbury's bursting free of the constrained human spirit and Freud's 

physiological result of a psychological triumph over prohibition, along with a multiplex 

of other theories from the metaphysical system of Romantic irony to the purely 

physiological explanations of the positivists (O'Neill 45, 46). Such self-assertion can 

also motivate laughter in a way that became mainstream fairly late in history and which 

came to be defined in the seventeenth century as "sympathetic humor" (O'Neill 29). 

I believe greater clarity is obtained if the word "humor" is restricted to the comic 

in that sense and not employed as a synonym for the comic in general as Duncan uses 

it, nor as Olsen uses it as a synonym for harsh satire (148). "Sympathetic humor" was 

also called "British humor" and is still known in Peru as "humor britanico" or "humor 

ingles," although English humorists such as Sterne, who popularized it, called it 

"Cervantic" or "Cervantine" (O'Neill 34, Ruiz Fajardo, "Entrevista" 9). Even little 

children, when they laugh uproariously at nothing, just for the joy of laughing, are 

asserting their existence, and this appears to be the one element common to humor of 

all types. Koestler speaks of "a desire or fear that is deeply associated with the sense 

of self," and which automatically triggers the physiological reactions necessary for self

assertion by laughter (Galligan 10). 

Laughter and the self-assertive essence of its motivation are universal and 

roughly definable, but an insurmountable problem exists: laughter at what is verbally 

or situation ally comic, as Bergson remarked (Nash 1), is limited to human beings, and 

even among human beings it is not universal; that is, although everyone laughs at 

something, even if it is only tickling, not everyone will laugh at mental tickling. 
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Whether we will laugh or not can never be counted on in advance, for humor is 

sociolinguistic. It supposes some piece of factual knowledge shared by humorist and 

audience (Nash 4), or narrator and intended reader. 

De Man takes a welllmown line of English poetry from Yeats's "Among School 

Children," and challenges the traditional interpretation. "How can we know the dancer 

from the dance?" The line has traditionally been considered the vindication of the 

aestheticist or modernist viewpoint; as de Man expresses it, "the potential unity between 

form and experience, between creator and creation" (Allegories 11). If the line is a 

rhetorical question, it will totally deny the modernist viewpoint. From what is known 

of the poet, an admirer of Mallarme, it is likely that the question is not rhetorical, but 

the later Yeats wrote verses very different from his symbolist earlier poetry. There is 

absolutely no way, as de Man shows, to know what this line means. To bring home the 

point in deconstructionist fashion, de Man describes Archie Bunker on the once popular 

television program being asked by his wife whether he wants his bowling shoes laced 

over or laced under, Archie answers "What's the difference?" and 

Being a reader of sublime simplicity, his wife replies by 

patiently explaining the difference ... but provokes only ire. 

"What's the difference" ... means ... "I don't give a damn 

what the difference is." . .. As long as we are talking about 

bowling shoes, the consequences are relatively trivial . . . But 

suppose that it is . . . an archie De-bunker such as Nietzsche or 



Jacques Derrida . . . who asks the question . . . we cannot even 

authoritatively decide whether a question asks or doesn't ask 

(9-10). 
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Fish has also dealt humorously with general misinterpretation of statements not 

meant to be taken literally in his essay "Short people got no reason to live." Many short 

people were offended and tried to get a song with that title banned from the radio: 

"small voices, beady little eyes ... the inconvenience of having to pick them up in 

order to say 'hello'" (Doing What Comes Naturally, 180). The song had been meant 

as a satire on prejudice against any marginalized group. Fish offers similar examples 

from Swift, Voltaire, and Jane Austen to show that there is no means of proving 

whether narrative intent is ironic or literal, a situation that Fish finds exhilarating for 

the endless possibilities of interpretation that it offers (169). Olsen also remarks that 

before we criticize freshmen who misread the satiric irony of "A Modest Proposal" 

(1729) by Jonathan Swift (1667-1745), which has been classified by Breton as the first 

work of true modem or postmodem black humor (O'Neill 14), we must realize that it 

is only successful to the extent that the reader believes it wrong to kill and eat children, 

which, after World War II, when their skins were made into lampshades, cannot be 

taken for granted (87). 

Gutierrez Mouat quotes Bco's definition of the literary text as a network of 

messages that utilize different codes and work at different levels of meaning, which can 

only take on meaning for the reader who can interpret the author's code (109, 122); 
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a shared literary code for author and reader will not necessarily go hand in hand with 

a shared cultural code (110). It can be assumed that some aspects of the comic in 

Bryce's novel will be lost through a lack of familiarity with the milieu. Laughter at the 

comic in literature, and assurance that the reader will capture the author's mood of 

intent is always at risk; ambiguities can even be translated word for word into another 

language without any light being shed on the way they are meant to be interpreted. 

There is no assurance that the reader will read a line or even a section as ironic, or 

know that it is meant as such. 

Escajadillo sees Susan, Julius's mother, almost as "la burguesa 'buena', bien 

intencionada" (146), and as such she can be read as representing the superiority of a 

more feudal personal relation between upper and lower class than the new, impersonal, 

capitalistic one of her husband. Susan does, indeed, show an acute understanding of the 

servants' way of perceiving things and realizes that they are the only persons who truly 

empathize with her for the loss of her daughter: "Susan se qued6 pen sativa , en todo 

estan cuando se trata de ... jque bcirbaros para querer!" (99; 305). Usually, however, 

she is shown as being totally self-centered, and after Vilma leaves her employ, she has 

to be reminded by her former servant to send on the money still owed to her (124; 332). 

A deconstructionist reading cannot affirm that Susan's church-organized charitable works 

(188-91; 402-04) with the poor people who live in the stables of the abandoned racetrack 

should only be seen ironically as empty gestures by a woman who is enjoying playing 

a role, but it is offered here as a more probable interpretation. 
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How the reader is meant to understand the word "world" in the title is a point 

taken by Rodriguez-Peralta (407). Does it mean that it is the right world for Julius? 

Is it a rhetorical question? I believe that we can best understand it by seeing that the 

world depicted in the novel is remarkably small, yet the persons within it are as 

ethnocentric as a primitive tribe in feeling themselves to be the center of the universe. 

Susan at one point openly condemns the pettiness of the world and herself for 

capitulating to it. Surprisingly, her speech has not been analyzed. It is late at night, and 

she mows that her husband has made arrangements to have a drink at a bar with the 

Swedish girl they met earlier at the de Altamira's cocktail party. Juan Lucas is 

ambivalent and he asks Susan if she wants to come along. At the party Susan had 

watched the beautiful young girl with abominable manners and dirty jeans shocking the 

female guests, enticing the men, and flirting with Juan Lucas. Susan had recognized 

herself at the same age, exactly such a wild girl in London, who went off by motorbike 

around Europe with a young man she barely mew. Then she met and fell in love with 

her first husband, made a correct marriage back in Lima, and lost him to death. She 

has adapted so well to Lima society that financially she has made an even better second 

marriage and saved the family, which was beginning to decline. She lets her husband 

go to the Swedish girl, and in an interior monolog says 

tell her, dile que se muera, que se quede en Lima, ya vera, ya 

veras como manana hace veinte ruios que ... dejaste de ser feliz 

o joven 0 libre 0 soltera 0 motociclista, de motociclista a esposa, 



de libre a puta, de soltera a ama de casa, de 10 que quieras a 10 

que un dfa descubres . . . quedate, Lima te devuelve hasta la 

virginidad, el traje de novia, la iglesia, la respetabilidad, todo te 

10 devuelve si quieres jugar con ella (342; 565). 
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The world is a closed system and any woman with the right physical appearance 

like the Swede can take advantage of it, providing the code has been learned. This 

merely involves putting on the right show: "Susan, linda, ... llegaba ... estaba bien 

visto eso de recoger a los hijos ... amor maternal, sentido de responsabilidad, etc." 

(40; 239). Moments later her daughter has a pulmonary hemorrhage (50; 250), brought 

on largely by Susan's neglect. Her own rebellious free-spirit has been traded for the 

idleness and irresponsibility of the world of the title and respect for the code. 

The irony of the title of the first chapter, El palacio original, is obvious to 

anyone who knows the city. As Walter Nash puts it in The Language of Humour, 

understanding the comic requires that one be "broadly informed ... with things that one 

ought to know before being allowed to board the Clapham omnibus" (Nash 4). The 

word "original" has been equated with original sin by Luchting (Humores 29). I believe 

that the more relevant part of the title comes from the fact that anyone who is familiar 

with the Descalzos-San Isidro bus line, as Nash suggests, will know that there are no 

"palaces" as such on the Avenida Salaverry. 

The word "palace" is used throughout the novel, and nuance varies, depending 

on who is thinking. When the narrative voice uses it, a mocking tone can be heard by 
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the Peruvian ear. The word palacio evokes a sense of noble, historic magnificence--

Versailles, EI Escorial, Blenheim Palace, etc.-and Bryce's French translator, Albert 

Bensoussan, in an article on the novelist's work, actually describes Julius as living in 

"un vieux palais, plein de souvenirs glorieux" (50). The houses on Avenida Salaverry 

date at the very earliest from the late 1920s and early 1930s and typify rich suburbia. 

They were built at the time when, as Gutierrez reminds us, Peruvian capital first sold 

out during "el gobiemo de Leguia al dominio del capital financiero yanqui" (25). 

Susan's father was British, and this might imply some decline in the fortunes of one side 

of the family, but the house belonged to Susan's husband's family, whose relations with 

President Sanchez Cerro (1894-1933) were excellent, since he presented them with their 

dinner set just before being assassinated three years after coming to power (13; 209). 

The Peruvian reader of 1970 sees an opulent suburban house, 1930-fashion, in an 

exclusive real estate development. The household, inhabitants and staff, are referred to 

as "todo en Versalles" (10; 206) as Julius's father is dying, but from that point on, the 

comparisons are with Hollywood: the bathroom is Beverly Hills (12; 208), Julius's 

dining alcove is Disneyland (13; 209), the little boy's room filled with cowboy cutouts 

is Fort Apache (16; 212), and Susan imagines her new palace with "dormitorios como 

los construidos por la Metro Goldwyn Mayer" (241; 458). 

It is laughter-provoking for the Lima reader who knows exactly which houses in 

San Isidro the narrator might have in mind when he describes the Lastarria castle, but 

it is not necessary to know these houses to imagine the awful incongruity of the building 

in a twentieth century suburb. It should be obvious also to any reader that the "second 
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palace" in Monterrico is hardly a palace either, if its owners are drawing inspiration for 

decorating it from House and Garden (238; 455). When the servants think of the houses 

where they work as palaces, as Vilma is "acostumbrada a vivir y a trabajar en un 

palacio" (27; 225), the usage is less comic than sad, for these people truly see the 

Peruvian upper class as different from themselves, as people born to live in palaces like 

characters in fairy tales, and they refer to them as "gente decente y bien" (20; 217), as 

though those qualities were inherent in the class. 

There is a real palace in the novel. It is the downtown colonial building where 

Julius takes piano lessons and which has been converted into numerous one- and two

room apartments, workshops, offices, and a music academy, while the owners of such 

properties are angry at not being able to evict the tenants so that the buildings can be 

torn down and replaced by modem skyscrapers (428; 655). 

The very first use of the word "palace" tells the reader who is acquainted with 

the milieu that Julius lives not in a palace but in a pretentious house. As the reader 

comes to know the owners of the "palace," it is evident that they are country club

frequenting suburbanites. This should be obvious even without knowledge of Lima. It 

is also difficult to believe that all the critics who have written on Un mundo para Julius 

can be immune to the many belly laughter-provoking descriptions and incidents in the 

novel, such as, for example, the episode of the school photograph (383-5; 608-09), 

where the small boy makes a face at the very moment the photographer tal(es the picture 

"parecCa que iba a tirarse un pedo en cualquier momento 0 que Ie doHa terriblemente el 
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est6mago" (384; 609); the episode is vulgar, farcical, and does not involve great subtlety 

of understanding. 

I believe that the comic in Bryce's novel has been considered of only secondary 

importance in the traditional Aristotelian sense. Un mundo para Julius will finally 

achieve the popularity it deserves decades later than should have been the case, once its 

nature is more clearly perceived. When Bryce's novel appeared, the position of entropic 

comedy was not yet fully understood. Seventeen years after its initial publication Julia 

Kristeva would state that the modem essentially focuses on the "malady of pain," 

whereas "the postmodem lies closer to the human comedy than to abyssal malaise" 

(151). 
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Chapter 5 

MODES OF ENTROPIC COMEDY IN UN MUNDO PARA JULIUS 

I. The Comic Norms in Postmodern Entropic Comedy 

The comic norms of literary discourse are satire, irony, and parody. Entropic 

comedy uses all three (O'Neill 111-13). Uniformity of terminological usage cannot be 

counted on, however, and as mentioned, Olsen uses "humor" to define postmodern 

comic writing in a way that is synonymous with O'Neill's usage of "parody" (Olsen 30), 

even to using the same examples. Duncan, on the other hand, uses the word "humour" 

throughout her article to include satire, irony, and parody in a general sense, and Nash, 

another English writer, also uses "humour" all inclusively. I prefer to use O'Neill's 

definitions and terminology of the different modes, which, I believe, give the clearest 

picture of the type of postmodern entropic comedy found in Bryce's novel. 

A text may be predominantly satirical, or ironic, or parodic, and postmodern 

comedy usually combines all three, with one predominating. The reader's interpretation 

of the text will vary, depending on the norm that slhe finds to be most dominant. 

ll. Entropic Satire: Language and Intent in VIl mUlldo para Julius 

Satire is normative and uses irony, derision, or wit to expose folly or 

wickedness, either aggressively or in a more benign or sympathetic form (O'Neill 132). 

In en tropic comedy improvement in the human condition is not expected. Criticism may 

ameliorate some abuses at a temporary level, but this cannot be counted on. 
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Satire is found in Bryce's novel. An example is the spectacle of the upper 

classes at a cocktail party in an ultramodern house in the most fashionable Lima suburb 

of the 1950s. The naming of the characters is typical of eighteenth century satire: the 

host is an elitist Nazi sympathizer, depicted as ridiculous, who bears, in nominalist 

fashion, the surname de Altamira. His aristocratic Spanish wife is appropriately called 

Finita (296; 516). One of the guests, a distant relative of Juan Lucas, is a well-known 

historian. He is an impoverished descendant of an aristocratic family, is grossly 

overweight, filthy, extremely ugly, and named Bello (304; 525). The house appears 

from the description (294, 296; 514, 516-17) to be constructed entirely of glass, 

symbolic of the fragility of the social structure to which its owners belong. 

At the time of its publication, Bryce's novel was viewed in Peru almost uniquely 

as satire in the traditional sense, corrective in intent. Soubeyroux refers to the initial 

enthusiastic critical reception of the "peinture de l'oligarchie limenienne" (83), and 

Escajadillo describes how Ull mundo para Julius was "proclamada nipidamente 'novela 

antioligarquica' en forma casi uminime por los primeros comentarios" (142). Bryce 

himself has spoken and written extensively about the lack of any intentional normative 

intent in his novel ("Una novel a y sus consecuencias;" Fossey, "Entrevista"), yet also 

stated at times that his intent was deliberately critical, for example, "Yo sf he 

denunciado el imperialismo yanquf" (Luchting, Humores 133). I believe Duncan's 

clarification of this confusion to be correct: 

Bryce . . . denies . . . that there was any deliberate satirical 



intention behind the novel, although he admits that the mere 

depiction of a society can sometimes prove to be an indictment. 

The choice of subject matter. . . and presentation of events . . . 

mean that the pervasive satire cannot be totally fortuitous (134). 
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Escajadillo basically agrees with Gutierrez's diatribe, "Un mundo para Julius, 

un fastuoso vacio," which considers the text to be innocuous. It gently satirizes a class 

that merits the strongest possible condemnation. According to Escajadillo, Bryce's 

method of attack "es una ironia que no hiere" (147) and therefore is unsuccessful as true 

satire. This overlooks the fact that some of the characters who are depicted satirically 

are not upper class at all, and their depiction is not in the least good-natured. La 

Senorita Julia, Julius's embittered lower middle class tutor (89-90; 294-95) is one 

example; Palomino, the lower class aspiring medical student, is another (76-77; 280), 

as is Morales, the football coach (127-28; 335-37). 

The Marxist critic LOpez-Baralt, on the other hand, finds the satire totally 

successful (50-51). She finds the reader's sympathy to be won over by "risa y una 

velada temura" (55) for the underdogs: workmen, servants, and a neglected little boy, 

and sees the novel as a work of gentle, pleasing satire, inasmuch as it arouses the 

reader's sympathy for those who merit it. 

Duncan and Soubeyroux deal with the satire inherent in Bryce's use of language. 

Soubeyroux's thesis is that the society is satirized in polar fashion through the different 

language usage of the characters. He finds the language of the narrator and protagonists 
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whom he considers marginal characters-Julius, the servants, and construction workers: 

all seen in a positive light-to be radically different from that of the members of the 

oligarchy, whom he sees as depicted negatively. Close reading reveals this to be 

probable misreading. 

All critics have ignored the only long semi-stream of consciousness passage 

within the mind of Juan Lucas, who is certainly the least marginalized of all the 

protagonists, and what it reveals (206-10; 422-25). Susan's husband has been 

persuaded, against his better judgment, to go round taking the collection during mass, 

and as he proceeds up and down the aisles, the reader is privy to his thoughts. His 

language differs in no way from that of other male characters from the coast, or, in fact, 

from that of the narrator's voice during most of the narrative. 

Juan Lucas is depicted consistently in the story line as a calculating businessman, 

ruthless in his social dealings (198-202, 238, 452, etc.; 413-18, 454, 682), and is 

referred to directly by the narrator on various occasions as "hijo de puta" (204, 252, 

315, etc.; 420, 470,535), yet his private thoughts do not show him as an unsympathetic 

character, but rather good humored, amused at the world he sees, and able to laugh at 

himself: 

gente conocida, hombres de negocios . . . paiiuelos de seda al 

cuello . . . entregaban billetes nuevecitos como quien no quiere 

la cosa (207; 423). 

el curita ese medio pesado (207; 423). 



ya caiste tu tambien golfista (208; 423). 

Ah( estaban los suyos tambien: linda Susan . . . Susan, que no 

me jodan, oye, jultima vez, ah! (209; 424-25). 
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According to Soubeyroux, popular Latin American songs are incorporated into 

the narrative text to illustrate the voice/mind of the lower classes or marginalized 

protagonists and serve as a "contrepoint dans Ie roman aux chansons etrangeres de 

l'oligarchie" (96). This is simply not the case. Juan Lucas heads for the altar mentally 

singing the Mexican ranchera "Ya vamos llegando a Penjamo" (209; 424). The 

Nicaraguan ambassador's wife also thinks in terms of a song of the people when she 

sees Susan's arm, swollen by a scorpion sting: tIel alacran cran, cran ... canci6n 

centroamericana 0 de por ah(" (187; 400). On the other hand, on the Descalzos-San 

Isidro bus it is the mad little Black woman Pajarito who sings the Spanish parlor ballad 

"La violetera" (276; 495). There are many more songs than the four Soubeyroux 

names-I counted over twelve-but only Susan recalls "Les feuilles mortes" in French 

and English as she feels autumn is in the air (362; 585). There appears to be little or 

no class distinction as regards music. 

Noticeable is the lack of interest that the upper classes in the text show for what 

is traditionally considered to be elitist culture. Juan Lucas apparently owns a few 

records of classical music (439; 667), Julius learns a Chopin prelude with Sister Mary 

Agnes (180, 243-44; 393, 460-61) and is made to study with "la nieta de Beethoven" 

(363-64; 586-88), whose bust scowls at the Lastarria's piano (31; 229-30), but if 
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anything at all is shown to be held in common by the different social classes in Un 

mundo para Julius, it is popular Latin American music. 

Juan Lucas's subconscious also incorporates lower-class rhyming slang of the 

time: "Manongo d6nde 10 pongo" (210; 425), of which Carlos, the Black chauffeur, is 

the main exponent: "cojudeces pa' los franceses ... ten paciencia, Hortensia, ten tes6n, 

Ram6n" (478; 709). Juan Lucas's stream of consciousness passage is devoid of the 

foreign expressions that Soubeyroux points out as differentiating upper class Lima 

speech from that of the marginalized (93). In the text the Lima Spanish of Julius, the 

narrator, and the marginalized characters is very similar in interior monologs to that of 

persons of all social classes who were raised on the coast, but affectations abound in 

social situations and public intercourse. This also reveals the satirical mode, though not 

as Soubeyroux indicates. 

Difference within speech occurs according to the place of origin in the case of 

the lower classes: Celso, Daniel, Vilma, Victor, Nilda, etc., are from the interior; 

Carlos, Abraham, the workmen, and possibly Miss Decisions are from the coast/capital. 

The origin of Arminda is not clear but appears to be the interior. Neither upper nor 

lower-class women and men from the interior habitually use foul language, as do men 

from the coast. Marginality does not reveal itself through speech patterns, as 

Soubeyroux has asserted. 

Duncan's detailed article, "Language as Protagonist: Tradition and Innovation 

in Bryce Echenique's Un lllulldo pam Julius," is a tour de force of close-reading and 

textual exegesis of the linguistic recourses used with satiric intent by Bryce, and to 
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which there is very little that can be added. As well as identifying the techniques of 

traditional rhetoric used by Bryce, Duncan analyses the different ways the narrative 

voice exploits patterns of simulated oral Spanish to satiric effect. O'Neill has pointed 

out that many classical rhetorical devices, such as catachresis, synaesthesia, zeugma, 

etc., are constructed on potentially comic incongruities (116), and much of Bryce's 

comic art lies, as Duncan shows, in exploiting these incongruities, though the specific 

fact that they are comic is never foregrounded by this critic. 

My additional observations to Duncan's very thorough coverage of the language 

in Bryce's novel concern the specifically laughter-provoking element in local speech 

patterns, which Duncan appears to have overlooked or chosen not to mention. She 

stresses that Lima conversational speech is not faithfully represented but parodied (122) 

to produce the narrative style. To this I wish to add Rodriguez-Peralta's acute 

observation that lower-class speech is always "re-created from the perspective of upper 

social stratum to lower" (412). 

If the characters are found wanting, no matter which class they belong to, they 

are satirized ruthlessly, and Duncan shows the way in which their speech contributes to 

the satirizing so that they condemn themselves (124): "jno olvidarse de jalar la cadenita 

cuando terminen de hacer sus cositas!" says Mother Superior (177; 389). The children 

feel mockery towards the euphemisms and forced familiarity. Their reaction to the new 

school, with its modem bathrooms, had been "Ahora si que se podfan cagar en cualquier 

otro niiiito uniformado" (174; 386-87). 
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Duncan points out that Bryce's novel contains literary techniques as innovative 

as any found in Michel Butor, Sarraute, Alain Robbe-Grillet, COlih.ar, or Borges (130). 

The inquit guideline is frequently omitted, and often there is no punctuation to indicate 

that there has been a change of voice. In spite of this, the average reader, and in 

particular the average reader from Lima, finds the narrative easily accessible because 

of Bryce's mastery at parodying conversation style in such a way as to "suggest the 

speech pattern of an entire class" (Duncan 122-23). Duncan describes how Bryce "can 

subtly vary the viewpoint through a change in vocabulary . . . with a freedom not 

normally available either to the dramatist or novelist alone, but representing a 

combination of both genres" (123). The differences in speech do not denote 

marginalized and non-marginalized characters, as Soubeyroux attempted to affirm (93); 

rather the parody is ubiquitous. 

Though Duncan does not so indicate, the narrator himself draws attention to the 

fact that upper class men use foul language; in order not to appear effete to each other 

and to their social inferiors, the caddies and waiters at the Club, they say "jcarajo! y/o 

jcabr6n!, bien dicho, en su debido momento y ... varonil" (146; 356). In this way the 

narrator parodies his own speech, since it contains just such masculine usage: "Hasta 

Martin se qued6 cojudo" (42; 241), "Ie jodia un poco" (360; 583), "Lo cagaron al pobre 

Julius" (363; 586), "el bigotito, dos rayitas pendejas" (250; 467)-the latter word as 

used in Peru is a particularly vulgar synonym for "vivaracho" or "wise-guy." Juan 

Lucas uses foul language in front of Susan, which temporarily shocks Bobby (218; 434), 

who then does it himself when drunk: "jVayanse a la mierda todos!" (466; 696). Julius 
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uses the criollo chauffeur Carlos as a mentor, since Carlos has used obscene language 

in front of him all along: "porque soy un conchudo" (102; 309), "Vayase ala mierda," 

and "cojonudo" (390; 614). It is the naturalness with which the words are used that 

causes laughter, because social behavior requires a veneer of correctness at most times 

from the same characters. We see them in public and in private, and we realize the 

extent of posing that goes on in this society. 

The women almost never use foul language, even in their thoughts. On one 

occasion Susan says or thinks "jvayase a la mierda" (322; 543), though not when she 

can be heard in her own society-she is in England at the time. Puritanical Susana has 

sexual indecency in her stream of consciousness; her thoughts are in vulgar terms, but 

she does not think obscenities: "zamarro del Victor, tumbarla, tumbarla" (37; 235). 

The provincials, male or female, do not use foul language in the text, even in 

anger (84, 92; 288, 296-97). They have grown up with a different linguistic code, and 

depending on the area they are from, possibly with a different language. There is less 

difference in speech between Juan Lucas, Bobby, Carlos, or the narrator, all of whom 

use occasional vulgar speech, than between any of them and Celso or Daniel, who never 

do so. Nilda expresses shock when meeting Vilma at the end of the novel, not only at 

Vilma's new lifestyle, but at the vulgar language she now uses: "Habla con una lengua 

inmunda, provocando habla, insolentandose, envalentonandose, burlandose . . . Como 

cosa de nada Ie suelta a uno que es chuchumeca en un burdel de la Victoria" (586; 825). 

Juan Lucas adopts a pseudo-Spanish affectation to go with his European clothes, 

calls his wife mujer (199, 201; 413, 416), and enjoys using the insult giUpolla, which 
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means nothing to a Peruvian. In the same way, Susan's incessant "darling" becomes an 

increasingly irritating mannerism after we consider that she thinks banalities in Lima 

Spanish (18, 138,322; 214, 348, 542-43). The charm that, as Duncan states, she "turns 

on ... because she is unable to tum it off' (133) is dependent on her having taken 

conscious advantage of her British ancestry and especially appearance. This makes a 

far stronger statement than any of the critics have, in fact, observed about the Peruvian 

upper class; it too is marginalized. Members of the Peruvian oligarchy see themselves 

in relation to Europe, though as we see from Julius's brothers, the younger generation 

replaces Europe by the United States. A hundred and fifty years after the Wars of 

Independence people who rule Peru still have a colonial complex and are in doubt as to 

their identity. They prefer imported goods and ideas: Juan Lucas and Susan bring back 

English, French, and Italian clothes, liquor, lamps, jewelry, and objets d'art (97; 302), 

and while Susan feels a certain affection for the furniture in the original palace since it 

belonged to her first marriage (239; 455), she enjoys helping Juan Lucas choose new 

furniture for their modem house, and "la mayor parte venia de Europa" (246; 463). 

Her eldest son even scorns the traditional (101; 307), though Susan's generation is 

shown as appreciating colonial period antiques: from an old building Susan rescues a 

door to incorporate into the new house (183-84; 396-97) and acquires a Quito school 

painting (515; 75{}) to add to her collection of paintings of the Cuzco school, from 

which she presents some to the American guests, possibly symbolic of selling out the 

Peruvian patrimony (154; 365), since the shipping of antiques out of the country is 

illegal. 
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Along with the other critics Rodriguez-Peralta (412) and Soubeyroux (96), 

Duncan points out the tags, or muletillas-"Susan linda," "Susana horrible," "los primos 

esas mierdas," and the use of an adjective where an adverb might be expected: "Linda 

vino a decide bajate darling" (447; 676)-satirized by Bryce, inasmuch as they are used 

to an exaggerated degree. Such expressions do actually form part of normal Lima 

speech, which is nowhere indicated by any critic, somewhat surprisingly in Duncan's 

case, since her coverage is so extremely detailed. As a speaker of Lima Spanish I 

experienced shock and embarrassment at recognizing my own voice and mannerisms 

being parodied in the text. I believe this is certainly intentional on Bryce's part; the 

reader realizes slhe too does not escape Bryce's tonito burl6n (Luchting, Humores 18, 

Soubeyroux 97). 

I have personal experience also of the custom in Peruvian Spanish of imitating 

to some extent the voice of a speaker whose words one is reporting, though I have only 

heard it done by older people and much less in recent years. Bryce's narrator constantly 

makes such voice switches, as Duncan cites, for example: "partfan felices rumbo a 

Anc6n ... donde siempre hay baile esta noche" (251; 468; Duncan 122). Once again, 

this is an exaggeration of local usage to satiric effect, as Duncan stresses, and not a 

faithful reproduction of normal usage, as the first critics claimed, though it too is based 

on a linguistic mannerism that can, or could, be heard in Peru. 

Duncan sees the "ubiquitous satire" (121) in the novel as implying a "moral 

dimension ... generally absent from contemporary experimental fiction" and finds it 

"liberating and revolutionary" (121) in a novel that she is anxious to classify as 
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innovative to a far greater degree than has been realized (133-34), and with which I am 

in complete accord. She observes that the tags have the cumulative effect of presenting 

a picture of a society where "characters perform according to clearly defined roles" and 

"each character is expected to adopt the behavior appropriate to his part or mask." For 

members of Susan's society, her beauty and elegance are considered "an adequate 

excuse for her shortcomings" (127). 

Duncan specifically notes that the "criticism is directed not just [at] the 

representatives of one social class" and that "Bryce is clearly fascinated by human 

ridiculousness more than moved by passion for social reform" (134). I believe, 

however, that it is equally important to stress, as Duncan does not, that all the criticism 

is not meant in an identical spirit. Even Carlos, the chauffeur, who has mastered 

survival tactics and has a good sense of his own identity (103, 171, 250; 308-10, 384, 

467-68), as well as of his employers' shortcomings (250-51; 467-68), is quite enigmatic. 

He is undoubtedly one of the most witty and attractive characters; his tenderness, 

especially for Cynthia (23-25; 220-22) and for old, mad Arminda is very moving (249-

50, 481-85; 466, 713-17), but he is not quite as intelligent or pelldejo as he likes to 

think (278; 497). When Julius is hit by a schoolmate, Carlos's reaction is to consider 

picldng a fight with the other boy's chauffeur out of solidarity (368; 592), echoing at 

the adult level the primitive code of the Marconi gang adolescents (265-56, 346; 483-

85, 569-71), or even the boys in nine-year-old Julius's class (380-81; 604-06). The 

Peruvian reader is aware that Carlos represents a section of Peruvian society that has 

traditionally lent support to populist leaders. 
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In direct opposition to Luchting, who points out a well-structured plot (Humores 

26-30), Duncan affirms that "there is in fact no plot as such" (121) and that because of 

the satiric intent "the real source of interest lies in the manner of presentation" (122). 

This is an exaggeration. The plot may consist of tenuously connected vignettes, with 

the language being as important as the plot, but a story line of sorts does exist, and it 

requires effort on the part of the critic to overlook the fact that the episodes related 

frequently deal with death and loss. Triumphs are short lived, immunity from suffering 

is reached only by a few and at no small cost: Bobby begins to realize that "todo era 

buena tactica ... Lester y Santiago eran los martires de la tactica" (557; 794). Juan 

Lucas, the master of tactics, deliberately shuts out anything likely to be unpleasant; he 

refuses to read the obituaries in the morning paper and has underlings to carry out 

unpleasant orders; "un dfa [Susan] trat6 de contarle de uno de sus pobres ... 

inmediatamente Juan Lucas Ie hizo stop, con la mano. . .. Una higrima inesperada 

resbal6 ... por la mejilla de Susan." She is careful to see that her husband does not 

notice (191; 405). Without attention being drawn to Susan's personal tactic for living, 

we hear in passing of her "previa Coca-Cola helada mas pastillita verde estimulante" 

(188; 402) and "entre los pomitos ... uno que aseguraba suefio largo, profundo y 

reposado" (421; 648). 

Duncan stresses the satirical mode of Bryce's novel as revealed in the language, 

while feeling that the satire cannot truly be considered normative, although traditionally 

satire is precisely that. This leads her to emphasize the entertainment qualities of what 
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she sees as a "lighthearted" novel, and I most certainly agree with her that the "first 

impression this novel creates is that it is tremendously enjoyable" (120). 

The reader of Un mundo para Julius has cause to laugh at some incident, 

expression, or rhetorical device on almost every page. Nevertheless, I believe that 

while the humor is Ubiquitous, it is a mistake (in the de Manian sense) to stress it to the 

extent of omitting to mention that the novel has a story line that is almost unbearably 

sad: a small boy is deprived of those he loves and who love him, and nobody even 

notices. Social criticism is indeed inherent in the description of the society through the 

scenes Bryce has chosen to depict, but nothing in the text suggests that social change 

would ameliorate the sadness, cruelty, indifference, and exploitation that is part of the 

human condition. To denounce the upper classes, as Escajadillo and Gutierrez would 

have Bryce denounce them, or as L6pez-Baralt believes they have ultimately been 

denounced, expresses belief in a metanarrative of social perfectability. Nothing in Un 

mundo para Julius supports such belief. A greater degree of social security and material 

comfort for all would have provided Vilma with a viable alternative to prostitution and 

perhaps have saved the life of Nilda's child, but it did nothing to save Cynthia, who 

should not have died of tuberculosis in the 1950s. Restraints to control capitalistic 

exploitation will not stop brutal older brothers from maldng life a misery for smaller 

siblings. The confusion that appears to have existed in regard to the satiric mode of 

Bryce's novel is clarified, if it is seen as entropic, with none of the traditional faith in 

a metanarrative of hope. 
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ill. Traditional and Entropic Irony in Bryce's Novel 

Bryce, as reported in an article by Guadelupe Ruiz Fajardo, says that the 

Peruvian novelist Ribeyro has called his (Bryce's) irony British, Hispanic, Creole, 

Jewish, and extremely civilized, and claims he came by it through inheritance; this 

remark too is probably meant ironically ("Entrevista" 9). Irony permeates Un mundo 

para Julius. I hope to show that ultimately it can be considered specifically entropic in 

its world view. 

Both Olsen and O'Neill consider irony typical of modernist writing (Olsen 30, 

O'Neill 112) and cite numerous other critics to show that this is the generally accepted 

interpretation at this time. There is no noun to define an ironic work in the way that 

one can refer to a parody or a satire; it is, rather, a way of looking at the reality that 

can be found in works in other modes, and not only those that are comic. 

If entropic satire places emphasis on the relationship of the characters to the 

social world they move in, entropic irony involves the relationship of the characters and 

narrator and the meaning of the metaphysical world they inhabit. O'Neill has chosen 

to define the ironic mode as one of epistemology (202, 261). Un mundo para Julius is 

a highly ironic novel, and in this regard looks towards modernism, but, as its last 

paragraph reveals, progresses towards the discovery of a post modern world without any 

metanarrative to explain why it should consist of "un vacio grande, hondo, oscuro ... " 

(591; 830). 

The question of providing a totally clear definition of entropic irony is 

problematic, given the many different interpretations which irony itself has been granted, 
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dating from the time of Socrates. In discussing Un mundo para Julius itself I shall use 

the term "irony" with emphasis on the comic element above all else, but the use of 

words to convey a meaning other than the purely literal is not always reduced to comic 

usage. 

For the New Critics of the 1920s through the 1950s, irony was not merely a way 

of saying one thing and meaning another, but an overall tactic that allowed the modernist 

writer to live out the dictum first put forth by Sir Philip Sidney (1554-86) that the poet 

"nothing affirmeth, and therefore never lieth" (O'Neill 111). Lentricchia has described 

the New Criticism sense of irony as "the synonym for complex awareness" (234). 

Northrop Frye's Anatomy of Criticism (1957) shows irony as the dominant mode in 

Western literature of the twentieth century, and for Frye, as for Vargas Llosa, the apex 

of twentieth century literature is modernistic, in Frye's case typified by its myth

dominated metanarrative (Olsen 33). Cleanth Brooks's The Well-Wrought Urn (1949), 

similarly equates irony in the New Criticism sense with metaphysical paradox. O'Neill 

interprets the New Critical understanding of irony as an equiprobability of messages 

leading to ultimate silence and informational entropy (112). 

As mentioned previously, one tenet of deconstructive criticism is to find within 

the text the capacity to deconstruct itself (Miller, "Deconstructing the Deconstructors" 

31). I believe, however, that the equiprobability of messages is to be resolved for the 

New Critics by the concept of religious transcendence of differences; Bryce's irony finds 

no such resolution. Religion provided Susan with doubtful pleasure only for a few 

weeks (188, 195-97; 402, 409-11). Julius's fervor does not survive his first 
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communion-it is eroded by the worldliness of the nuns themselves and of Father 

Brown: "todo se iba convirtiendo en reuni6n como coctel" (165; 378). In Chapter I of 

the novel, Julius, while in Chosica, visits an old nun whose mystic trances are described 

comically by the narrator, who equates them with her ageing (68-69; 270-71). Though 

the young Julius's religious leanings (165; 377-78) are gradually abandoned during the 

course of the novel, the reference to rezagos, or religious residue of a Catholic 

education felt by one sympathetic character, the young woman La Piba Portal, suggests 

that even when faith is lost, nostalgia for it remains (548; 785), as Bryce has stated 

elsewhere (Luchting, Humores 91). 

The irony in Un mundo para Julius is recognized by a number of critics: 

Luchting (49), Duncan (123), Ruiz Fajardo in "Tantas veces Bryce" (14), Gutierrez 

(29), Rodriguez-Peralta (416), Escajadillo (142) all use the word, but just as none define 

the text as comic, neither do they discuss the irony as a factor in itself. Duncan points 

out with examples, specifically vis-a.-vis irony in Bryce's text, such as the use of zeugma 

(123), illustrated by "hombres uniformados de elegancia e interes comun" (299; 520; 

Duncan 129), ludicrous juxtaposition which stresses the gulf between motive and gesture 

(130), and other rhetorical devices. 

Rodriguez-Peralta draws attention to the fact that the ironic outlook is considered 

typical of the Peruvian upper class and cites the Peruvian critic Agusto Tamayo Vargas 

as finding that Julius "sentfa una mezcla de complacencia y de repugnancia que se 

sublimiza en humor" and declares that this "is the same frivolous, ironic humor with 

which the 'limeiios' have responded to life since colonial times" (416). 
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I believe that an examination of this supposedly typical Lima irony will show 

deconstructive hegemonic reversal (Culler 93). Irony is, genealogically, the weapon of 

the marginal. The word stems from the Greek eironeia, or dissimulation, especially 

through understatement. The eiron is the wily underdog in Greek comedy who slyly 

counters the attacks of his boastful superior by linguistic guile (O'Connor 407). The 

prevalence of ironic usage by the Peruvian upper class might then reveal insecurity and 

a sense of marginality, even among members of the class who wield power. This is 

frequently shown to be the case in the text itself. De Altamira wishes to be German 

(297; 517), Juan Lucas plays at being Spanish (314; 535), Juan Lastarria worships 

everything British (47; 247), which throughout the novel Susan pretends she is, though 

she was born in Lima of a Peruvian mother. We come to realize that trying to be 

something else is precisely a quality of being Peruvian. 

The irony in Un mUlldo para Julius is often established by the imprecise, offhand 

tone of the narrator: "habia trabajado en la televisi6n y todo" (42; 242). The lOy todo" 

is another replica of a local speech pattern which lends it a tone of vagueness, or 

"cursileria y vacuidad" in Escajadillo's words (144), or the frivolity mentioned by 

Rodriguez-Peralta. It can also represent the voice of a society that puts on a show of 

indifference in order not to face the disorder of its own condition of which it is perfectly 

well aware. 

Security is shown in Un mundo para Julius to be precarious even for great 

families: "esa casona habia sido habitada por alguna gran familia cuyos descendientes 

vivian hoy en San Isidro 0 Miraflores . . . a no ser que hubieran venido a menos, en 
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cuyo caso ... ya no sabia que habia sido de esa gente" (428; 655). Buildings decay: 

"Zagmin se llamaba el patio horrible ese ... la madera carcamida del inmenso port6n 

... las bisagras estaban completamente oxidadas" (369; 592). Luchting points out that 

death and decay are considered to be in bad taste and the rich die offstage (Humores 29-

30); this does not denote unawareness, but rallIer hyperawareness of an unpleasantness 

that is being deliberately avoided. 

Apart from the earlier baroque churches, most of the buildings deemed historical 

in Lima today date from the rococo period, and they figure in the text in the episodes 

in the mesones, the old restaurants and houses squashed between modem buildings 

(224; 439), the Acho bullring, the historic and shabby areas known as Bajo el Puente 

and Barrios Altos (217-218; 433), and the decrepit building where Julius takes music 

lessons. R. Merritt Cox has compared the paintings of Watteau (1684-1721) with the 

rococo poetry of Juan Melendez Valdes (1754-1817), which was most popular in late 

colonial Peru and inspired a leading Peruvian poet, Mariano Melgar (Higgins 59). 

Rococo painting and poetry are ostensibly frivolous and even bawdy, but inspire a 

profound sense of sadness and a feeling that despair is being masked by the frivolity 

(Cox 56). Bryce's novel appears to have us see that Peru has remained in a state similar 

to the pre-revolutionary eighteenth century, in a prolonged mental rococo to avoid facing 

reality, an attitude that has been expressed by other Peruvian writers. Republican Lima 

was founded, Luis Alberto Sanchez has pointed out, by Enlightenment thinkers who 

were drawn artistically and emotionally to the rococo "como en algunos cuadros de 

Watteau y Fragonard" (79). Salazar Bondy, citing other thinkers also, would have it 



136 

that in spite of Peru claiming independence from Spain, the spirit that persisted was that 

of "colonialismo (Jose Carlos Mariategui) y perricholismo (Luis A. Sanchez) ... hoy 

en el Palacio de Pizarro, como desde hace 140 anos, ... campee alguien que se 

considera a sf propio como un virrey espanol" [emphasis Salazar Bondy's] (13-14). 

Frivolity is cultivated in order not to face the reality that Peru is a country, Salazar 

Bondy goes on to say, where "no hemos forjado todavia ninguna imagen . . . de 

nosotros mismos (Luis Loayza) y apenas somos capaces de identificarnos a sf propios" 

[emphasis Salazar Bondy's] (15). 

Even those members of the upper class who accept privilege as their right are 

shown ironically as modelling themselves in relation to others. Juan Lucas, the most 

self-assured character, appears variously as a mixture of golf-playing American 

businessman and a Spanish version of the late Duke of Windsor (125-6, 203-4, 252; 

334, 419, 469). Even his role of landowner on his coastal estate is defined by his 

wardrobe, part of which is imported and has no connection with Peru: "camisas de seda 

... mas el manto de chalan, ... su casaca de gamuza tipo nos-vamos-a-Ia-caza-del 

bisonte" (253; 470-71). 

At one point Susan contemplates her husband riding around his estate. The sense 

of unease and awareness of impending social upheaval that critics have found 

conspicuously missing from the novel (Luchting, Humores 20-21, 28; Gutierrez 25) is 

shown to be present in her mind, but it does not merely involve a repressed fear of 

social revolution, though this factor must be included; Susan fears the condition of 

existence itself. Watching her husband ride in the hacienda, she briefly panics at 
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possibly having to face some peons, just as she also panics when the old washerwoman 

Arminda, who can do her no possible harm, comes to visit Julius in the Country Club 

suite on his birthday (281-85; 500-03). Susan looks out at the hacienda grounds and 

reflects that her husband is a true millionaire, while she fails in the role; she has never 

learned how to block out the unpleasantnesses of social existence: 

yo no, yo pienso en Nildas, vuelve Juan, vuelve darling, que 

pasan los campesinos por aquf: senorita senorita senorita 

senorita, campesinos invaden tierras en Cerro de Pasco . . . 

habla dos minutos tu voz sin parar, sf darling sf darling and I 

will be coherent once more (254; 471). 

She takes refuge in considering how much she loves her husband. Verbs denoting 

Susan's affection are always employed by the narrator as if the act were temporary and 

visual: "la besaba y se adoraban ll (148; 359), IISusan 10 sigue prefiriendo a los toreros" 

(204; 420), IISusan decidfa amarlos ... un ratito ll (98; 304), II Susan , linda, ... 

ponicndole su mejor cara de adoraci6n" (236; 452). She is self-centered, irresponsible, 

and indolent to a degree that she becomes a comic character as she goes through an 

exhausting morning gathering and arranging flowers (240-241; 457-58), but a close 

reading of the text reveals another Susan, shown by occasional short phrases, as well 

as in her long stream of consciousness passage that Luchting finds similar to Molly 

Bloom's monolog in Ulysses: "densfsimo e inteligible tan s610 despucs de un gran 

esfuerzo por parte del lector" (Humores 51), which might be a reason why it has been 
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virtually ignored by critics to date. In this passage and another in which she comforts 

her son, we find that she not only is aware of the day and hour she met the man she 

loved and lost to death (323; 544), but that she still loves and grieves for him: IISU 

mirada sonriente, ir6nica es unvolvidable ll (473; 703). I do not believe Susan is ever 

meant to be seen as the IIburguesa 'buena' ... la verdadura 'darling' de la novela ll of 

Escajadillo's criticism (146-47). She is a frivolous society beauty who aspires to nothing 

more (173; 385-86); rather, she illustrates the tensions of having to maintain a constant 

front of frivolity, experienced by anyone who is not totally insensitive. She performs 

to perfection and never lets down the public front, even to her second husband (464, 

528,589; 695, 763-64, 827). She demonstrates the demands made by a system on those 

who exemplify it, but her interior moments of doubt, along with her pills, siestas, and 

ice-cold Coca-Colas that she takes like a drug, show the cost. 

As well as entropic satire at the disorder of the social condition, Un mundo para 

Julius reveals to an even greater degree en tropic irony at the metaphysical disorder that 

is the human condition, for the rich as well as the poor. Human beings are condemned 

to existence in society; there is no consolation beyond it. 

IV. Ull 11l1llzdo para Julius: a Janus-text of Entropic Parody 

The third comic mode of parody is found throughout Un mllndo para Julius. 

Even more than satire and irony, parody permeates the novel. Parody tal(es writing 

itself and ridicules it. It is overtly metafictional, the most typically postmodern comic 

literary mode. If faith in all metanarratives has been lost, including that of redemption 
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through art which had upheld modernism, writing too is free to be mocked and 

parodied; nothing is now sacred. O'Neill calls entropic parody "a comedy of narration" 

(261). I believe that it is primarily to this mode that Un mundo para Julius belongs. 

The metafictional text which refers to itself is not new. Olsen dates 

autoreferentiality back to Petronius (d. 66 AD) and notes that it is found in Cervantes 

(148). It is also appears in novels by Henry Fielding, Sterne, Herman Melville, and 

others before it becomes increasingly common in the twentieth century and begins to 

proliferate to the point of becoming a stock recourse of postmodern comedy. It makes 

overt the fact that all narrative is something of a game (O'Neill 78, 93). In fact, the 

whole of human culture might be seen this way, and this was proposed in Johan 

Huizinga's Homo Ludens (1938). Probably the source of Bryce's parodic use of the 

concept of both the text and life itself as a game owes most to Barthes, whose stressing 

of the freedom to choose the memories to inspire fiction in his Le degre zero de 

/'ecriture (1953), as pointed out by Eyzaguirre (216), was so influential on the nouveau 

roman and boom novel and which disseminated the adjective "ludic." As O'Neill 

shows, James Joyce's Finnegans Wake (1939) is the totalizing, ludic, metafictional, 

parodic, circular time-frame novel par excellence, which draws mainly on the Scienza 

Nuova (1725-30) of Gianbattista Vico (1668-1744), and while Borges is not a writer of 

full length novels, the ludic also informs his short stories. For O'Neill, Joyce's text is 

a sampler of boom techniques with "the beneficent ordering system of Borges's Chinese 

encyclopedia, in which totality and entropy are identical" (299). Contrary to custom, 

however, instead of drawing attention to its metafictionality and parody, Bryce's game 
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has been to se.e how much will pass unnoticed, and a dearth of critical consideration of 

this point appears to bear witness to his success. 

Narrative is always ludic in that it plays with a story; the writer adopts one 

method of presentation over many other possibilities. The narrator of Un mundo para 

Julius has chosen to provoke laughter while telling a tragic story. References to play 

run through the novel, and its importance is stated openly on occasion; life is compared 

to a game of chess (255; 472-73). The protagonist who has mastered the tactic of 

success is usually described as "el del golf' (57, 385; 258, 610) or "el golfista" (170, 

208, 466; 382, 423, 696). Juan Lucas actually uses the golf course to discuss capitalist 

investments, but running the economy is as much a game as golf. The boys at school 

who are preparing for their first communion are playing at religion (157-161; 369-72), 

Susan plays at it too (188-90, 196-97; 402-04, 410-11), as she plays at being a charity 

worker for a time (197-202; 412-18). 

Luchting was first to point out that Bryce's novel follows "la tendencia de la 

reciente literatura hispanoamericana a hacer comentarios dentro de la ficci6n misma 

sobre esta, 0 sobre su escritura" (Humores 19). Duncan also mentions the inclusion of 

postmodern techniques in Bryce's novel and believes that "what is ontological anguish 

in Beckett or the nouveau romanciers is relaxed humour in Bryce" (132). She feels, 

moreover, that "there is no self-conscious metafictional discussion in Bryce's novel any 

more than that the frequent references to popular culture and colloquial speech are meant 

to challenge our definition of literature" (134). 
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As stated previously, Duncan's study of the way in which linguistic recourses are 

exploited by Bryce in his first novel has virtually exhausted the subject. As regards the 

metafictional nature of Un mundo para Julius, however, I cannot share her assertion that 

it is unselfconscious and undeliberate, nor that the text is devoid of ontological anguish. 

What she considers relaxed humor in the narrator is the feigned indifference typical of 

his class, as Rodriguez-Peralta has made clear (416), which finds overt expression of 

anguish in doubtful taste, and frivolity to be cultivated assiduously. 

The autoreferentiality and boom techniques employed in the novel are original 

in the degree in which they are overtly farcical. They differ from those of a comic 

novel such as Guillermo Cabrera Infante's Tres tristes tigres (1965), or, as Duncan has 

mentioned, Exorcismas de esti(l)o (1976), inasmuch as the recourse is not black comedy 

or "linguistic pyrotechnics" (129) but sympathetic irony. Bryce's irony is by no means 

always as "tiema y ... piadosa" as LOpez-Baralt, for example, finds it (53), but none 

of the metafictional parody contains bitter criticism. It appears to be truly playful. 

One of the effects of Bryce's style noted by Duncan (122) and others is the way 

in which the parodies of different voices are absorbed into the narrative flow, as, for 

example, "habia un colompio, con su silletita colgante para 10 de toma tu sopia Julito 

... una cucharadita por tu mama, otra por Cintita" (13; 209). This produces the effect 

of a voice that is constantly making asides. Mention has not been made by any of the 

critics of the important role played by graphic organization of the text on the page in 

effecting the impression of orality. Reference to Bryce's orality, or his tonito, is 

ubiquitous, but it appears to have passed unnoticed that the text is printed in a most 
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unusual and inconsistent fashion that enhances this orality by producing an effect of 

breathless speech without pauses. 

It is easy to miss asides and changes of voice when they occur in long, extremely 

dense paragraphs. Instead of the more customary separate line per enunciation per 

protagonist, the text often continues pages long without paragraph breaks (for example 

224-26, 285-88; 440-41, 504-06), and sometimes a complete conversational exchange 

will be found buried within a lengthy paragraph with no indication of the speakers, 

although the more conventional layout is also used throughout much of the text. 

Paragraphs tend to stop arbitrarily, suggesting a running out of breath, or to continue 

without break, requiring several readings before translation is possible. 

That the presentation is deliberately misleading becomes evident when the 

sequence of ideas is analyzed. Almost at the very beginning of the novel, in the middle 

of the second paragraph we read: 

cuando su padre empero a morirse de cancer, todo en Versalles 

giraba en torno al cuarto del enfermo, menos sus hijos que no 

debfan verlo, con excepci6n de Julius que aun era muy pequeno 

para darse cuenta del espanto y que andaba 10 suficientemente 

libre como para aparecer cuando menos 10 pensaban, envuelto 

en pijamas de seda, de espaldas a la enfermera que dormitaba 

(10; 206). 



143 

The reader's natural reaction is to assume that the man wears silk pajamas and to picture 

Julius in appropriate night attire for a little boy of one-and-a-half. This is not what the 

text says. I have had several Peruvians read the passage, and on finishing, each 

believed that. the text said the father was wearing silk pajamas. The reader had mentally 

re-written the wording for sense without noticing what had been read. Such 

displacements tum the reader into Barthes's scripteur or co-creator of the text (Thody 

2; Barthes, S/Z 5, 165). Since the reader is usually unaware of having collaborated, s/he 

too is a target of parody. As with the imitation of local speech mentioned previously, 

which the perceptive limefio recognizes with discomfort as a parody of his/her own 

voice, this forced complicity produces a sense that a game is being played on the reader, 

who might not be a wholly willing target. 

Luchting analyses three metafictional episodes in the novel. In the first, he takes 

the case of Nilda telling Peter the American painter in the Chosica market about her 

childhood in the jungle (74-75; 278-79). Nilda's way of telling her story parodies 

(Luchting does not use the word) the way in which the novel El mundo para Julius has 

been told up to this point. As Luchting says, lies exactamente la tecnica narrativa que 

emplea Bryce" (Hwnores 22): events are related in non-chronological order in what 

might be described as typical boom, or modemist-postmodem practice (Barth 68). The 

technique is described by the narrator in the following words: "hizo mierda de la 

cronologi'a" (74-5; 278). I believe that the wording complies with the laughter

producing qualifications defined by Koestler and mentioned previously. 
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Luchting's second metafictional example tells how Julius writes a composition 

(453-457; 683-87) with the help of the kitchen staff and reads it to the class at school; 

it is a parodic description of the father of Fernandito Ranchal, an extremely unpleasant 

classmate. Fernandito has no idea that Julius knows his father, a friend of Juan Lucas, 

but recognizes the figure that the class is laughing at uproariously. As Luchting notes 

(Humores 24), the episode foregrounds the communal or collective nature of the text, 

inasmuch as everyone in the kitchen contributed incidents to be included (453-54; 

683-85), while Julius feels no sense of personal ownership of his creation (Humores 24) 

and sees the writing of the composition partly as its own reward and partly for the 

pleasure it gave him to know that "Fernandito Ranchal estaba hecho mierda al fondo del 

sal6n" (456-57; 687). But, as Luchting also points out (Humores 24), the work is only 

partly successful, because Julius's friend Cano, whom the composition had been meant 

to avenge, did not see the irony of the situation and merely laughed at the composition 

with the others (Humores 24). 

Although Luchting's analysis of the metafictional nature of the episode was a 

breakthrough, I believe it is wrong to ignore the parodic intent. Julius does not perceive 

the artist as privileged seer or godlike creator, in accord with the romantic, symbolist

aestheticist (modernista), or modernist (vallguardista) viewpoint. His view of himself 

as creator is that of the unprivileged postmodernist who merely taps the collective 

unconscious. Cano's lack of understanding, on the other hand, illustrates the 

semiologists' theory that codes must be shared if correct interpretation is to talee place. 

The wording to describe this postmodern theoretical concept is as comically 
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untheoretical as in the previous instance: "muy bruto Cano," says Julius/the narrator at 

Cano's non-sharing of the codes (457; 688). 

The final example of metafictionality given by Luchting is of the creative artist 

renaming objects in the wake of Nietzsche's announced death of God. He cites 

(Humores 68) Vargas Llosa's analysis of the artist as creative principle or "suplantador 

de Dios" in Garda Marquez: Historia de un deicidio. This text reveals the Peruvian 

novelist's modernistic adherence to a metanarrative of artistic creativity . Vargas Llosa 

has stressed that the writer's dissatisfaction with reality causes him to reconstruct it, an 

idea also expressed by Proust (Luchting, Humores 68-69). In Bryce's novel, Julius's 

friend, the middle-class schoolboy Cano, goes round touching objects and renaming 

them: "Parecia un dios olvidado haciendole su revoluci6ncita" (414; 640). Then Julius, 

to illustrate the oneiric nature of artistic creation, dreams he is Cano and does some 

naming himself. So the two little boys perform the creative act, touching objects with 

a little stick and giving them new names. The idea is comic enough in itself, but when 

Julius, dreaming he is Cano, goes across a waste lot putting the world in order, he finds 

everything has its new name "menos la caca . . . y para la cual por mas que busc6 no 

encontr6 nombre mejor" (419; 645). 

While accepting the equal validity of Luchting' s reading of the text (Humores 68-

71), I do not feel too much metaphysical significance should be read into the events 

related to naming the world in Bryce's novel, at least to the extent that the sheer comic 

potential not be mentioned. Similarly, when Julius takes two of his mother's sleeping 
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pills, I do not believe it is due to a subconscious desire not to know the wretchedness 

of Cano's home, which, in fact, is wretched only relatively, in comparison to Julius's 

"palace," but rather for the play of words and ideas: Julius wishes to know his friend 

more profoundly, so he takes pills advertised as producing profound sleep, and takes two 

to make his insight that much more profound (421; 647-48). 

Eyzaguirre has recognized the end of the novel as metafictional. Different levels 

of reality intermingle through Julius's memories and end with a silent scream (591; 

83{}). This represents the writer's sense of the impossibility of giving meaning through 

memory to a meaningless universe (218). It is the negation of Proust's metanarrative. 

Metafictional episodes are not limited to those mentioned above. One incident 

involves Bobby, one of the least intellectual or artistically creative characters. He is 

chosen, comically, to illustrate the creativity of the reader. He reads several times a 

blank page of a letter he is trying to write and gives it multiple interpretations (496-97; 

729-3{}). 

Julius also tells a story in a way that parodies the text itself. This time it is the 

style that is referred to: "segula hablando, repeHa la historia, la cambiaba cada vez, 

como si necesitara seguir hablando" (88; 292). 

The modernist/postmodern recognition of the power of words is parodied by 

showing Susan's stream of consciousness. She has made a supreme effort to go to seven 

o'clock mass with her son: 

tan buena la madrugada, se llenaron de bienestar palabras como 



amanecer, alborada, maitines, tocan a maitenes, el alba, al alba 

. .. Por supuesto no era tan temprano pero . . . sent(a una 

frescura interior, algunos baiios con sales la producian el mismo 

efecto (189; 403). 
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Once again, regrettably, there is no assurance that all readers will share the code that 

permits finding the above comic. 

O'Neill discusses the desire of the writer to produce original language (301) in 

the face of literary theory that says all writing is merely re-writing, and no such thing 

as an original text can be traced (Eagleton 73). Glossalalia is seen as a will to linguistic 

totalization and is found in many modernist and boom texts (O'Neill 298-99). It appears 

at intervals throughout Bryce's novel (84, 195-96, 352-53, 409-10, etc.; 288, 409, 

575, 635), and in one prolonged episode (559-64; 797-802). I believe that the intent 

is mainly parodic in Un mundo para Julius, as a means of insisting that no boom 

innovation be excluded, but, this is an unreadable detail, in the de Manian sense; it 

cannot be proved categorically from the text on the page, any more than that the 

inclusion of popular songs is meant to illustrate a facet of Latin American culture at all 

social levels or simply to exemplify a boom technique in order to challenge the 

traditional concept of what is and what is not literary, as Duncan has mentioned (134). 

All readings are equally unprovable. 

Further to Luchting's analysis of the metafictionality of the composition writing 

episode, I believe this same episode mal(es observations regarding intellectuals, with the 
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Spanish teacher representing the traditional, premodemist Latin American literary critic. 

This young woman is described cruelly each time she appears in the text as "bien 

huachafa ... y la habfan visto con su novio por la avenida Wilson" (177, 382, 452; 

390, 606-07, 683). I deduce that her having been seen on A venida Wilson means the 

boys assume she lives in that shabby neighborhood, while the Peruvian Spanish adjective 

huachafo, of Quechua origin, is a venomous synonym for cursi. The description seems 

particularly unfair, since for most of the text we do not meet the young woman, and all 

that seems to be demonstrated is that these very small boys are already as class-ridden 

as their elders. 

On the day of the composition, the teacher is finally described as wearing a blue 

taffeta dress and pink wool jacket, and we are privy to her thoughts as she teaches the 

class: "petiso insolente, si te agarra mi novio, cita a las seis con Lolo" (453; 683). Her 

criticism of Julius's composition: "EI trabajo es personal, Julius," is, of course, radically 

opposed to Barthes's assertion in The Death of the Author that we now know that a text 

is a "multidimensional space in which a variety of writings, none of them original, blend 

and clash" (146). "No se dice la basura, Julius; se dice el basurero ... el sujeto pod ria 

ser remplazado por un pronombre," the teacher tells Julius (456; 687). The common 

term in Lima for the trash can is "la basura;" to insist on the Peninsular word creates 

a style that is unnatural to the Peruvian ear. The teacher thus disapproves of 

regionalisms, yet while the young woman adopts pretentious discourse and prescribes 

"correct" usage, she thinks in normal, slangy, Lima Spanish. The children's summing 
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up of her as huachafa might be correct, but another reading is that the pre-modernist 

critic is being parodied. 

If the parodic intent has still escaped the reader, there is a reference to eternal 

regress, with an appropriate jargon term: "Y las corridas contimlan despues de las 

corridas, mas alIa de las corridas, como metaJrivolamente" [my italics] (223; 439), while 

early in the text an aside by the narrator also refutes the pre modernist philosophy of 

scientific positivism by parodying its own terminology: "suele llamarse determinismo 

geografico (antideterminismo 10 hace el hombre)" (37; 236).1 

As a final example of Bryce's metafictionality, I shall again choose an example 

that appears very early in the text, expressing intent from the first stages of the novel, 

but which appears to have evaded criticism. O'Neill points out that the flashforward, 

or prolepsis, as in the cliche "had I but known," is so common that the reader does not 

usually notice the maneuver nor regard it as parodic. He considers the opening of 

Garcia Marquez's Cien altos de soledad (1967) to be the all-time bravura example: 

"Muchos aiios despues, frente al pelot6n de fusilamento, el coronel Aureliano Buendia 

habia de recordar aquella tarde remota en que su padre 10 llev6 a conocer el hielo" (9). 

O'Neill points out that in this case the ostentation of the flashforward is so great that the 

reader is left wondering how to interpret the intent of what has been read (260). 

1 Duncan points out that Susan's attributing Vilma's ancestry to Inca nobility because she 
is beautiful (18, 214) "parodies a Peruvian cliche about eugenics" (128). I believe that it should 
also be seen as parodying Comtean positivism, the philosophy behind naturalism in literature, 
which in the 1950s was still being taught in schools and universities in Peru. 
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Early in Chapter I of Un mundo para Julius Bertha, Cynthia's old nanny, 

explains that few lower class people have white or gray hair on account of the "indicio 

de mortaldci" and "Julius no entendi6 ni papa, pero ... un dla, siete afios mas tarde, 

Ie vino as( igualito, con sus errores y todo, mientras se paseaba en bicicleta por el Club 

de Polo. AM sl que la comprendi6" (20; 217). On finishing the novel we can ask 

ourselves, is this meant as a parody of the concept of the circular time frame common 

to the modernist and postmodern novels and an indication that the novel will return to 

its origins? Given the wording, is it an intertextual reference to Cien aflos de soledad? 

Is it a tragic reference to the injustice of the Peruvian social system that is meant to 

foreshadow Julius's awakening to injustice? Does it simply refer to Julius's future bike 

rides or to the specific ride that made him miss the arrival of Nilda and so, unobserved, 

overhear what he was not meant to hear about Vilma's fate? I believe all these 

interpretations are equally viable. 

This last example gives an ironic twist to Bryce's later refusal to endorse 

Luchting's efforts to prove that his novel has a structure despite its apparent lack of one. 

The structure is defined by the narrator himself in this incident at the beginning of the 

novel, but no reference to it appears in Luchting's book. 

Olsen coined the term Janus-text (72) to define a novel which contains the ironic 

viewpoint of modernism, along with the modernist longing for a metanarrative, at the 

same time that it parodies itself with postmodern tragic assurance that all metanarratives 
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have been lost. The only recourse left is to view the tragic sense of life through 

laughter. This is, I believe, the way that Bryce's comic novel should be read, with a 

disconcerting message for the critic that parody of the act of criticism is inherent in the 

text also. 
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Chapter 6 

THE NATURE OF BRYCE'S NOVEL, THE NARRATOR, AND THE INTENDED 

READER AS SEEN THROUGH DIFFERENT APPROACHES: 

DEDOUBLEMENT AND THE ENTROPIC VISION 

The deconstructionist method is applied to analyze Bryce's novel throughout this 

dissertation: prior readings are examined for misreadings that IItrope upon the text while 

claiming not to trope II (Culler 80). Sections of Bryce's text are noted which in de 

Man's terms prove lIunreadable" (Allegories 245); namely, there is no way to say with 

certainty what the narrator's intent might be. My own close reading foregrounds aspects 

of the novel not noted heretofore, principally to illustrate that it has not been read as a 

comic work of post modern metaphysical sensibility. I shall now look at the way in 

which different critics read the text at its thematic and discourse levels and how each 

reads the narrative voice and the relationship between the narrator and the intended 

reader in accordance with the literary theory slhe is promoting. 

Since the deconstructionist tenet is that ultimately nothing can be known with 

certainty and that all suppositions are equally valid (Derrida, "Ja, ou Ie faux bond"), it 

is not my aim to deny the possible validity of any prior criticism. My own analysis, 

based on the text on the page, will continue to eschew any unjustified suppositions based 

on what de Man defines as "mistakes, II or not reading carefully enough, or II errors II 

because the text has not been understood. If I believe a passage proves, as de Man 

says, "unreadable ll (Allegories 245), I shall always state this. 
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One misreading of Bryce's novel which arose at the time of its appearance has 

been to interpret it as a traditional or realist novel that incorporated occasional boom 

characteristics and to believe that it possibly heralded the end of the boom experimental 

period. By 1970 modernist techniques considered original and typical of the nouveau 

roman and boom, but truly dating back to modernist literature of the 1920s and even 

earlier, were ceasing to appear innovative. As Olsen points out: "Robbe-Grillet's 

Jealousy jars upon first reading, but what about the second, the third" (29). 

Initially, and especially in Peru in view of the political climate of the time, Un 

mundo para Julius was read as traditional social satire of political intent (see Escajadillo, 

LOpez-Baralt, Gutierrez, and to some extent Soubeyroux). Then interpretations were 

given that emphasized the structure, the Formwille (see Luchting, Humores). Finally, 

a semiological approach has concentrated on the nature of the language (Duncan), the 

narrator (Rodriguez-Peralta, Gutierrez Mouat, Eyzaguirre), and the intended reader 

(Rodriguez-Peralta, Gutierrez Mouat). All critics, however, appear to assume a 

traditional intent in the depiction of character and milieu. Duncan stresses that the novel 

retains features of the traditional novel and that it takes advantage of boom innovations 

for greater flexibility (120, 134). Rodriguez-Peralta also feels that it retains much of 

the traditional novel (416), as does L6pez-Baralt (54, 56). If it is understood that for 

these critics the word "traditional" implies the realist/naturalist tradition, I believe the 

novel to have been misread. 

I shall use the term "traditional novel" also, since it is the preferred term of 

critics who have written on Bryce's novel. The so-called traditional novel is also 
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defined as the realist or naturalist novel, and as the nineteenth century or bourgeois 

novel. All these terms can give rise to ambiguities and confusion. Naturalism, with its 

Latin American variants of criollismo, mumiOlwvismo, and imiigenismo can be 

considered a subsidiary movement dominated by the philosophy of Comtean positivism 

and social Darwinism, but essentially falling within the more general umbrella term of 

literary realism. Realism itself, as Damian Grant remarks, is "a prodigy that most 

people feel they could do well without" (1), since he counts thirty-four different usages 

of the term within literary theory and believes the estimate to be conservative. Any 

attempt to define faithfully the different usages of the word "realism" would involve 

philosophical discussion of materialism, idealism, conceptualism, and nominalism, all 

of which are reflected in novels that aim to convey a vision of what is seen as reality 

(Grant 2-3). 

Roland Stromberg attempts to pin down the realist novel by stating that "realism 

and naturalism must be defined by their historic content. The terms were shorthand for 

certain cultural phenomena of the times" (Grant 2). The times mentioned were 

primarily the nineteenth century, but to refer to the nineteenth century novel is 

misleading, since it had an aborted start in the sixteenth, began to flourish in the 

eighteenth, and was, indeed is, still being written in the twentieth. Similarly, to call it 

the bourgeois novel contains a certain truth, but it does not deal exclusively with the 

bourgeoisie, though it came into existence with that social class. 

I believe the term "traditional novel" to be clear and, within the Western literary 

tradition, it is the type of novel most usually considered the norm, while novels of 
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fantasy or imagination are qualified as such. Without recourse to philosophical niceties, 

it can be said that the traditional, or realist, novel aims to depict material, social, and 

psychological empiric reality in an objective manner and to tell a story with a beginning, 

a plot that is developed towards a denouement, and an end. It deals with protagonists 

and a world that are either recognizable to the reader or depicted in such a way as to 

provide "corroborative detail intended to give ... verisimilitude" (Gilbert 337), even 

if it falls outside the reader's actual experience (Salvan). 

The growth of modernism during the second and third decades of the present 

century owes much to realization that "we have no common sense of reality. We are 

saddled with all kinds of relativistic structures of consciousness. We do not believe in 

there being one reality ... as undoubtedly Tolstoy did" (Grant 5). This brought about 

the modernist breakthrough in formal techniques to present those mUltiple realities, 

which is described by John Barth (68), as quoted on pages 103-04. 

The use of the term "traditional novel" then is meant to imply that a generally 

shared view of empiric reality can exist and that it is being depicted in the novel in 

question. 

There is very little of the traditional novel in Bryce's text. During the course of 

the novel some of the main protagonists take on rounded character dimensions, but they 

are few in number, and it is not because they are described by the narrator according 

to empiric reality. It is Julius's thoughts, words, and reactions that turn him from a five 

year old to a more mature boy of eleven. As he grows older he learns to discern for 

himself that writing can produce an unusual satisfaction (457; 687), that adults who 
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think they are always right make mistakes (473; 704), and that a good deal of existence 

is filled with inexplicable suffering (591; 830). The reader also learns that Julius has 

got taller and thinner, but his growth is reflected by his realizing that the school seems 

to have got smaller (357; 579-80) rather than by any direct statement made by the 

narrator. In actual fact, Julius has been described as a pair of protruding ears and a 

habit of standing to attention with his toes turned out and his hands to his sides as he 

looks at the world and considers it (25, 66, 179, etc.; 222, 268, 392). 

Julius's mother Susan can finally be seen as a beautiful, selfish, self-centered, 

somewhat affected woman approaching middle age, who has the redeeming quality of 

a lively sense of humor (472; 703) and deep unhappiness, to which the code of behavior 

of her class demands she not give way (323-25, 528; 544-46, 763-64). All the reader 

has been told about her physically is that she wears her blonde hair in 1930s hairstyle 

(25; 222); her first husband once told her he found her gesture of sweeping it back out 

of her eyes very attractive (321; 542), and her hair and the gesture are all the narrator 

ever tells us about her. Julius's stepfather Juan Lucas is his wardrobe, tan, laughter 

lines, and greying sideburns all carefully cultivated (56, 96-7, 125, 162-63, etc.; 257, 

302, 334, 374). Santiago, Jr., the oldest of Susan's children, is a set of muscles and 

an expression of incipient degeneration possibly hiding a death wish that he almost 

brings to fruition (537, 555, 558-58; 774, 793, 794-95). The chauffeur Carlos is 

mulatto with an expressive mustache (478, etc.; 709). Julius's friend Cano is a sad 

gesture (406-08, 410, 459, etc.; 632, 634-36, 709); Arminda the washerwoman is a 

"melena larga yazabache" (481, etc.; 713). The reader completes a physical description 
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of the characters that the narrator never gives. We never find out exactly in what way 

cousin Susana is ugly, since she is never described in any way at all, but we believe 

implicitly in her ugliness. The narrator reveals only words, thoughts, and reactions of 

his main protagonists, but, on the other hand, often tells us a good deal about the 

appearance of some characters who put in a very brief appearance. We learn that 

Romero the journalist is fat, ugly, rosy, and asthmatic, "cul6n y tet6n," with a cigar 

permanently between his lips. He wears snow white guayaberas imported from Panama 

and does not believe that anyone sees him as stupid or effeminate, even though he is fat, 

which makes the reader suspect he is afraid he might appear as both. He has cultivated 

a graceful, lively walk to offset his girth and reign in his excess flabbiness. Repeatedly 

he points out to himself how no one could think of him as effeminate, and although he 

knows all the disreputable bars in the worst section of town, since they are the most 

likely places to find the best traditional food of which he is a connoisseur, there are 

never any whistles or insinuations there as to his masculinity. We are given the 

description from Romero's point of view, punctuated with typical masculine 

exclamations as he calls to his friends across the room over the background music of 

flamenco songs and Peruvian valses eriol/os and serves them pisco sours. The 

description, Romero's reflections on the impression he gives, and the exclamations 

occupy almost two pages of text (213-15; 428-31), and while they contribute nothing to 

the story line, in which Romero plays no part, a picture is created of the individual and 

the ambience in which he thrives. It was the figuring of such passages in Bryce's novel 

that led to his being considered a practitioner of neo-costumbrismo, the art of the literary 
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local color sketches, which began to proliferate with the literary journals that first came 

into existence in the eighteenth century (Jack 217-19). A sketch is the application of 

deft strokes to build up a picture. In Bryce's novel the reader has time to become 

acquainted with the main characters in depth; the minor characters are described in 

greater detail, since through them the reader captures the entire ambience of the milieu 

in which they and the main characters interact. Such sketches per se do figure in the 

body of Un mundo para Julius (Luchting, Humores 131). The critic Cornejo Polar 

adds, in keeping with structuralist theory, that on reading the entire text, the sketches 

become blended into the whole, and the feeling that they are individual and disparate is 

diminished. Deconstruction holds that no such justification is necessary. The sketches 

are as much the novel as the story line of Julius is. 

The family to which Julius belongs has little in common with a real family in 

Peru, or anywhere else. Susan's father figures in her stream of consciousness (318-23; 

538-42), in which he writes and speaks to her while she is in England, approves of her 

forthcoming marriage to Santiago, Sr., of whom he says "pertenece a una gran familia" 

(321; 542), and is not heard of again. Ancestors are mentioned, inasmuch as their 

portraits are found in the study, and Cynthia tells the romantic story of one artistically

minded great uncle who nearly ruined the family (31-33; 230-31), but we hear nothing 

of contemporaries, grandparents, aunts, or uncles, not even that they have once existed 

and are dead. They are simply superfluous to the impression being created and 

therefore omitted. The Lastarrias are not close relatives; Susana de Lastarria is Julius's 
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second cousin, though he calls her "aunt." The Lastarria household is somewhat 

involved in aspects of the story line, but it is introduced mainly so that a ridiculous 

parvenu and his ugly, neglected wife can figure in the text. We become privy to their 

thoughts and lifestyle, and in the early part meet their naughty children, and visit their 

vulgar pseudo-castle. Julius has a most atypical Peruvian family-relatives are never 

shown visiting or even attending a family funeral, Susan appears to have no close 

relatives and to have made no close friends after leaving England. All her friendships 

are in her memories. In Lima she visits with caricatures (186-87, 255, 258-63; 399-

401, 472, 476-81). Un mundo para Julius is not aiming at presenting a realistic picture 

of a Lima upper class family but of providing a sense of a milieu, while parodying 

certain Peruvian types, some of whom take on individuality in spite of the non

traditional nature of the novel. 

The nature of the narrator has probably caused more critical interest to date than 

any other single aspect of the novel. Beginning with Luchting's essay on the narrator, 

several critics have attempted to explain the nature of the narrative voice and the 

relationship between the narrator and the intended reader. Gutierrez Mouat has him as 

an alternating buffoon and Pierrot figure, always in an attempt to gain the reader's 

sympathy and attract attention to his message, malcing his public laugh and cry, but 

above all craving a listener (121). L6pez-Baralt sees a bond of complicity uniting the 

author (she does not use the term "narrator") to his reader through the sympathy and 

tenderness both feel for his protagonist and other oppressed characters (52-53). 

Luchting first published Bryce's explanation that the novel and its style had its genesis 



160 

in conversations with his friend Massa in a cafe while the two of them imitated the way 

different Peruvians speak (Luchting, Humores 17), so Rodriguez-Peralta sees the 

narrator telling his story orally to his friend Massa and other listeners (411-12). A 

problem with this interpretation lies in the vulgar and obscene nature of much of the 

narrator's language. It could not have been shared freely by a group of bystanders, as 

Rodriguez-Peralta pictures the scene, because anyone using such language publicly in 

the Galerias Boza cafe in the 1950s, or even the 60s, would quickly have been asked to 

leave. Luchting entitles the second essay of Humores y malhumores "EI narrador" (45-

75) and identifies both the narrator and main protagonist with the author Bryce, largely 

from extratextual information. Gutierrez, in the midst of denouncing Bryce for writing 

such a tolerant novel, calls the narration in the novel brilliant in its evocation of the 

upper-class world seen by one who obviously knows it intimately (24). Soubeyroux sees 

the narrator as a marginalized being whose language unites him with his main 

protagonist and other pariahs from upper-class Lima (91, 93-95). Eyzaguirre also sees 

the narrator of Un mundo para Julius as in search of an ideal reader, but with very little 

hope of finding one. As a semiologist, he views the reader as vital for the text to exist 

but feels the narrator in Bryce's text shows no sense of assurance that his reader will 

understand him, except perhaps for fleeting moments; he is categorized by loneliness in 

his search through memory for "una realidad obstinada y elusiva" (215) which escapes 

him, and which I believe might now be defined as a "metanarrative, II though Eyzaguirre 

does not use the term. 
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Though no critic has gone so far as to state categorically that we are not hearing 

many voices but one voice from beginning to end of the novel mimicking the different 

voices, even in what is presumably dialog, this I believe to be the case. This is implied 

by Duncan, who speaks of "what is essentially a monologue" (122), but she does not 

elaborate. Luchting also points out that the narrator takes over the voices of his 

characters (Humores 48). I read the basic narrative voice as imitating the voices of the 

different characters throughout the novel in order to understand the way the mind of 

each character works. I believe this is symbolized metafictionally in the story line itself 

in the incident in which Julius tries deliberately to dream he is Cano in order to get 

inside his friend's character the better to understand him (421; 648). 

The quality which the Peruvian critic Oquendo gave the name of "orality" 

(Luchting, Humores 17) of the narrative voice is a complex technique of writing, not of 

speech. Hemingway's oral style has always been recognized as a modernist 

experimental technique by critics of English literature, since Hemingway himself 

explained his theories (Baker 165), while Bryce has specifically avoided doing so or 

attempted to give the impression, even in relatively recent interviews, that he holds no 

theories (Ortega 18). This concept of the orality of Bryce's text has, I believe, given rise 

to the misreading that the text should be read as spoken (Rodriguez-Peralta 411, 

Gutierrez Mouat 112), which ignores the very fact that Un mundo para Julius is a 

written work. It is a full-length novel, in which an omniscient narrative voice uses a 

regional dialect for most of the time, though not, as prior criticism would imply, 

exclusively. Such a novel could well belong within the United States tradition, where 
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Tom Sawyer (1876) uses a literary adaptation of a form of uneducated regional 

nineteenth century English and has been accepted as a work of literature for decades. 

Acceptance of this type of conversational narrative language has not been universal; as 

late as the mid-1950s, an English critic could remark that many a British writer "sighed 

for the relaxed ... idiom of the Americans" (Cunliffe 291). Bryce openly admits his 

admiration of the American tradition. He greatly admires Hemingway but also mentions 

favorably the conversational French narrative style of Louis Ferdinand C6line (1894-

1961), whose best-known novel Voyage au bout de la nuit (1932) is partly set in the 

United States (Luchting, Humores 123). Of J. D. Salinger's The Catcher in the Rye 

(1951), written in a U.S. dialect that is the nearest possible social and temporal English 

language equivalent of the Spanish narrative voice in Un mundo para Julius, he has said 

"cuando yo leia Salinger, en el proceso de escritura de mi novel a, descubri una afinidad 

enorme con 61 . . . senti que yo hacia tiempo que habia leido a Salinger, que 10 habia 

vivido (Luchting, Humores 122). 

This admiration for the American tradition is reflected metafictionally within 

Bryce's text itself. Julius's first thought when Bobby begins to destroy objects in his 

fury is for "Mis Mark Twain" (468-69; 694), and one of the earliest books the young 

boy reads is Tom Sawyer (115; 322). Ironic homage is also paid to Hemingway, the 

subject of Bryce's thesis at San Marcos, a parody of whose pared down narrative style 

of very short sentences meant to approximate the spoken language appears as "beber de 

la bota, como en Pamplona y Hemingway ... Varonil. Macho. Cojones" (221; 437). 
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I believe these textual references should be read as ironic intertextual comments on the 

narrative style in Bryce's own novel and as bows of recognition to the u.s. tradition. 

They have regrettably been overlooked in prior criticism. 

Although deconstruction permits the inclusion of extratextual information (Culler 

261-63), I have tried to limit myself to close reading of the text in order to draw such 

conclusions as are possible, and this also applies in the case of the nature of the 

narrator. It seems apparent that a good deal of what has been written is speculation. 

From the actual text the reader can observe that the language used by the narrative voice 

is that of an educated upper-class male who was born somewhat earlier than his main 

protagonist, since the slang he uses-terms such as perseguidora (565) and maroca (494) 

are out-of-date and not generally understood now by limeflos under 40. 

The narrator treats teachers, intellectuals, and lower-class persons who are 

bettering themselves through education, often cruelly. Duncan has noted the narrator's 

comments can be read as reflecting a general attitude of his class and not necessarily as 

"authorial comment" (130). Julius's tutor is treated particularly harshly (89-91; 294-95). 

Her intellectual aspirations are mocked because she feels they make her superior to 

Vilma and Nilda: "lAcaso sabian esas infelices 10 que quena decir Sintaxis 0 Prosodia?" 

(89; 294). The tutor enjoys being invited to tea by sophisticated society ladies such as 

Susan and, not surprisingly dislikes those matrons who expect her to teach their children 

and then send her to eat with the servants, a gesture that Susan herself would doubtless 

consider nouveau riche and worthy of a Juan Lastarria, though not his wife. Senorita 

Julia takes pleasure in revealing her knowledge of poets, Ruben Dano and Vallejo and 
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Santos Chocano, who is so out of fashion that Susan does not recognize the reference 

to him. Senorita Julia does not aspire to academic specialization, she merely anticipates 

a decent salary as a qualified schoolteacher, and she takes herself very seriously, which 

is a social gaffe. She is justly criticized for her pretensions and her habit of pinching 

Julius, less justly for not having depilated her arms nor mastered upper-class standards 

of sophistication. I believe Duncan's reading of class opinion to be correct, but such 

comments are unreadable in the de Manian sense, and one cannot state categorically that 

this episode does not show authorial comment either. Rodriguez-Peralta also mentions 

that the reader's reaction to some aspects of the novel will depend on his/her view of 

social conditioning (417), though she does not elaborate by example. 

Not discussed in prior criticism is the existence of the upper-class but 

impoverished intellectual LaIo Bello, gluttonous, decadent, and filthy (304-07, 326-28; 

525-27, 548-49), the two journalists-a fat, asexual, selfish bon vivant, Luis Martin 

Romero (210-15; 426-30), and a pathetic, filthy, embittered wit Gargajo L6pez (215-16; 

431-32). All might be seen to some extent as acting as buffoons to the rich. The 

conjurer (39-41; 230-40) toadies to the upper class or to Juan Lastarria, whom he 

mistakes for a member of the upper class (47; 247-48). The fashionable architect, who 

appears sporadically throughout the novel and is never named, is less an intellectual or 

artist than a businessman, a budding Juan Lucas of sorts who knows how to make the 

right moves. He stops talking of his architectural creativity and marries well. His wife 

is initially described as a diminished Susan before they both begin to show the marks 
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of success, and she becomes "la Susan disminuida que aumentaba" (403; 628).1 

Artists are treated with more sympathy than intellectuals, though they tend to be 

pathetic, mad, or both. Abraham the cook is "una loea" (397-401; 623-26), which also 

describes the interior decorator, who is of upper-class origin (388; 612-13). Peter the 

American painter in Chosiea is a pleasant person but hampered with a stutter and 

traumatic memories (81-83; 285-86). Romero's old Black cook Concepci6n de los 

Reyes is shown as a bewildered genius unaware of the greatness of her creations, while 

the impresario Romero takes credit for discovering her (211; 427). The piano teacher 

Frau Proserpina, who is decidedly mad and cruel, proves to be a true artist: "el piano 

sonaba como los discos del tio Juan Lucas. Por primera vez Julius capt6 la diferencia 

entre su My Bony [sic] lies over the ocean y 10 que tocaban los alumnos que habian 

emprendido much as lecciones" (439; 667). 

I believe that the presence of artists and intellectuals in Bryce's novel has the 

purpose of revealing the narrator's own attitude to them, as well as that of the Peruvian 

upper class. The latter still sees artists and intellectuals, unless dilettantes, as artisans 

in the service of their betters. GarcIa Bryce has observed in a short article on Bryce and 

his protagonists that any member of the Peruvian upper class who seriously pursues an 

1 Social mobility into the upper class is not shown as non-existent in Peru (Gutierrez 125). 
What is shown is that only acquisition of money ensures it, vide Lastarria, the architect, or 
Julius's schoolmate Pepa, who is mulatto (128, 337). Education per se without acquisition of 
a fortune by any means can only effect a move from lower to middle class, unless the individual 
can assume the acceptable upper-class frivolous or cynical, non-intellectual attitude that Romero 
(a foreigner) and L6pez possess. They are therefore acceptable to the racier and more educated 
members of the upper class. 
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artistic career is automatically declasse (16-17). Juan Lucas has the upper class attitude 

when he says that the artistic temperament lies bella cosa, pero no para tenerla en casali 

(450; 680). Yet we wonder too if part of his antipathy lies in the fact that, along with 

the daily obituaries, art defies his control. To see his favorite bullfighter perform in 

Latin America proves to be the one thing in the novel beyond his power: IIfue un 

desastre. . . . el Briceno no logr6 recuperarse ll (514; 748-49). 

The narrator and Julius have nothing but admiration for first-rate professionalism. 

Even the dressmaker Victoria Santa Paciencia is viewed with amazement: IINo se Ie cay6 

ni un solo alfi1erll (115; 323). The conjurer might be socially reprehensible, but as a 

performer he receives the highest praise: IIEra un trome, el mago ll (42; 242). This 

attitude of admiration for accomplishment is one aspect in which Julius and the narrator 

show their marginality. The more common upper-class viewpoint is to treat as a servant 

anyone not born to idleness. One mark of Susan's class (the word is used in English 

in the novel) (41; 240) is the respect she extends in her dealings with those she and her 

social peers consider inferiors such as Senorita Julia (89; 294), but Julius and the 

narrator are openly admiring of anyone who does a good job. The engineer of the new 

house is shown as superior to the architect in the narrator's comments (192-93; 406). 

Parading of knowledge and a show of intellectual superiority is likely to receive 

harsh treatment. I believe that basically this is the source of the criticism of the Spanish 

teacher and the tutor. Nevertheless, the reader's sharing the narrator's viewpoint on the 

Spanish teacher depends on a shared upper-class code. Wearing a blue taffeta dress with 

a pink wool jacket to teach school cannot truly be equated with, say, linguistic 
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prescriptivism, but this is how the text reads. The critics who appears to sense social 

snobbery in the narrator himself are Rodriguez-Peralta and Gutierrez; the latter includes 

in his review "Un mundo para Julius, un fastuoso vacfo" the following observation 

concerning protagonists from Vargas Llosa's novels as they might be presented by 

Bryce: 

no deja de tener interes sefialar que el personaje tipo Zavala, 

Cuellar, Alberto presentados decorosamente por Vargas Llosa 

. . . es el personaje grotesco de Bryce Echenique, el sujeto de 

medio pelo desde la perspectiva de la exigente clase ociosa (25). 

The narrator does at times appears to reflect deliberately the attitudes of his 

class. Typically, he shows little interest in depicting life in his country outside the 

capital and surroundings: Anc6n, Chosica, and nearby haciendas. Indians are peasants 

who live in the interior or Incas who are historical; members of the lower classes who 

come from the interior and speak Spanish are cholos or, politely, mestizos. This is 

satirized in the scene with Susan's visitor Baby Richardson, an English resident, who 

asks if the majordomo Celso is a pure Indian (187; 401), a question that strikes Susan 

and the narrator as astonishing, since it is something nobody thinks about. Celso speaks 

Spanish, so he is a cholo, and if he didn't, he would be an Indian. 

The lower-class voices in the novel are, as Rodriguez-Peralta stated, created from 

the perspective of the upper class (412), and anyone who is familiar with the Spanish 

of the interior highlands realizes that in the novel the speech is being parodied by 
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exaggeration. I believe we do not truly hear a washerwoman's voice nor enter her 

stream of consciousness, but in the scenes with Arminda (91-92, 155-56, 269-78, 481-

85; 296-97, 366-67, 487-97, 713-17) we experience a narrator trying to imagine what 

such a woman's voice would say and what her thoughts would be. This can cause 

discomfort for the reader in some scenes, since it is redolent of the Amos 'n' Andy type 

of parodying of another race. When Nilda and Vilma fight in Chosica (84-85; 288-89), 

when Arminda scolds her daughter (91-92; 296), and particularly when Susana's 

majordomo Victor flirts with Vilma (48-49; 248-50), the comedy might be considered 

offensive. 

Usually when a prejudice is expressed, it can be traced to a protagonist whose 

voice the narrator has taken over, but specifically, in the case of Senorita Julia there is 

no protagonist present who could have been offering the opinion about the tutor's view 

on literature except the narrator himself (90; 294). It is unfortunate that such criticism 

levelled at lower-middle-class characters should appear to criticize or parody the class 

and not just the character's personal shortcomings, which I believe is the intended 

reading, but the first view fixes the narrator socially as a member of the upper stratum 

himself. The way in which metafictionality is hidden is comic, playful, and original and 

is also very much in keeping with the Peruvian upper-class attitude that to flaunt 

intellectuality is socially unacceptable, and this the narrator does appear to share with 

the class. 

The narrator can, however, reveal an extraordinary tenderness and love, respect, 

and understanding of the servants that has not gone unnoticed by Escajadillo (146). The 
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scenes where Arminda brings Julius an inappropriate birthday present (285-88; 503-06) 

and where Vilma and Nilda leave the family employ with Julius witnessing the leave

taking (122-24, 246-48; 331-32, 463-65) are moving because the narrator puts aside all 

parody. He tells of the leave-taking in a way that should make it sound ridiculous, yet 

the description is almost unbearably sad: 

se hablan de usted y se dicen cosas raras, extrafias mezclas de 

Cantinflas y Lope de Vega, y son grotescos en su burda 

imitaci6n de los senores, ridiculos en su seriedad, absurdos en 

su filosofia, falsos en sus modales y terriblemente sinceros en su 

deseo de ser algo mas que un nombre que sirve una mesa y en 

todo (247; 464). 

There is no parodying of the speech of others; at this point in the novel it can only be 

the narrator thinking of the language as sounding ridiculous, since Julius is still too 

young to allude to Lope's language, but there is no laughing at the ceremony. The 

narrator senses that although some situations might appear ridiculous, to mock them 

would reflect ill on the mocker, as indeed it does on Juan Lucas, who makes a facetious 

remark to Susan about Arminda's present (288; 507). The narrator too has been moved 

and transmits his own sense of respect and wonder to the reader. The goodbye 

ceremonies are charged with meaning for those who take part in them, and to ridicule 

them would be a transgression on the narrator's part. 
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The ceremony is, in fact, a practice of the lower classes that has survived from 

colonial times and not an lIimitaci6n de los seiiores, II who have forgotten the tradition 

in the larger cities. It reflects a tradition that ceremonial language and formal ritual lend 

transcendence to occasions that are deemed important, and it is customary always to use 

the pronoun of respect at funerals and sad occasions. Because the words are spoken in 

Spanish by persons who are barely literate and probably speak it as a second language, 

they use it awkwardly. The narrator and Julius are unaware of the custom, even while 

they appear to sense that something in the situation escapes their understanding. The 

narrator transmits to the reader the feeling that these people have retained an unusual 

degree of dignity, even when they are granted none by their social superiors. As 

Escajadillo says, "Junto con ironIa hay ... pied ad y ternura para 'los de abajo' ... en 

casos profundo cariiio" (146). The scenes are presented simply and briefly, which 

makes them all the more moving in the face of the narrator's customary facetious 

wordiness. 

I do not believe that the narrator means us to read the servants' affection for the 

children of the house as implying that Nilda unrealistically feels the death of Cynthia 

more than the death of her own child, as Escajadillo states (146). Susan is right when 

she notices that the servants have the capacity to empathize in moments of sorrow. 

Unlike herself, they are not inhibited by a code that says that suffering should be 

masked, and she feels moved by a gesture of awareness of her sorrow that nobody else 

has ever made. This, I read as the meaning of "que barbaros para querer" (99; 305). 

Through the presentation of this scene, the narrator transmits the sense that the servants 
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are the underdogs, precisely because they are open to their sentiments. The cost of 

imposing one's will in the closed system of Lima society is shown as requiring denial 

of sorrow, with the implication that such tactics are required by existence in human 

society per se; those who give way to suffering are vulnerable. Read in this way, 

laughter appears as the narrator's weapon, used against a reality in which there is no 

answer to the pointless suffering that makes up the greater part of human existence. 

Stoicism is as much a survival tactic as a philosophy, but the upper classes have 

mastered the tactic of never giving of themselves; they are not "barbaros para querer," 

and this helps make them the upper classes. Julius and the narrator are marginalized 

because they do not see the rewards of belonging to that society as worth that price. 

We know that the narrator is male because he uses obscenities redolent of virility 

that he himself mocks (146, 163; 356, 375). The initial impression received from the 

language is that it is man to man address or stream of male consciousness. In the 1950s 

only prostitutes or very bohemian women used in mixed company the type of foul 

language included in the narrative discourse, and men never publicly used such language 

in the presence of women (except those of the type mentioned). I believe this is made 

clear by Nilda's remarks concerning the fallen Vilma's "lengua inmunda" (586; 825). 

By the time the novel was published (1970), a number, but not all, of the obscenities 

had lost some of their previous force. Informants have indicated to me that the word 

maraca (Mundo 494) was restricted almost entirely to upper class male usage as an 

insult to a lower class young woman (Bendezu Neyra 219). 
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The narrator reveals aspects of himself and his views by what he depicts and by 

the language he uses. He is very understanding of women and seems to prefer them as 

persons to men, while throughout the novel machismo, as represented by Mazamorra 

Quintana (221-22; 437), Tonelada and Virrey (546-52; 783-90), and the Marconi boys' 

attitude toward women (347-52; 570-75) is depicted satirically. Women are, overall, 

the most sympathetic protagonists in the novel. Even women who are criticized, such 

as Frau Proserpina, are usually found to have a reason for their failings. The tutor, the 

Spanish teacher, and Zanahoria the ill-tempered nun, are ridiculed; nevertheless, the 

narrator understands the frustrations they must put up with in their type of work: 

unsympathetic parents (89; 294-95) and insolent young pupils (453; 683-84) with a 

propensity for getting dirty (175; 387) and destroying things (177-78; 390-91). Susan's 

story too is told so that we do not judge her frivolousness too harshly, and we are sorry 

for her cousin Susana, even as we laugh at her, while the husband Lastarria, who scorns 

her, gains the reader's scorn in tum. When characters are seen as flawless, it is usually 

through Julius's eyes. We learn little about Gumersindo Quinones, whom he adores 

(151-54; 362-65), and the laborers roofing the new house, whom Julius finds so 

attractive, are friendly but somewhat unsavory drunkards (226-35; 441-52) for the 

narrator. 

The merry young girls who are presented so favorably by the narrator do not 

appear long enough for any faults to be revealed, but they are some of the most 

attractive characters to put in an appearance. At the most basic level the narrator 

appears to be showing by example that women, on the whole, are more agreeable than 
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men. The first admired young girl is Julius's sister Cynthia; others are Cecilia of the 

Marconi gang incidents (265-8, 348, 351; 483-86, 571-72, 574-75), the girl in blue at 

Bobby's party (526-28; 761-63), the girl painting her fingernails in the building where 

the music academy is located (378, 429; 602-03, 656), and La Piba Portal (547, 551, 

574-75; 784, 788, 811-14). 

Julius comes across Cecilia and her boyfriend Manolo kissing in the corridor at 

the Country Club (265-68; 483-86). Cecilia is amused at being caught and laughs at 

herself and at the situation and becomes Julius's friend, while her callow boy friend 

feels uncomfortable and insecure. The maturity and understanding of all the Marconi 

girls is in direct contrast to the crude brutality of the boys, though from Manolo we see 

how much of this hides insecurity. The Marconi boys episodes are possibly intended 

as a parody of the traditional Spanish honor code, as well as giving a picture of Lima 

upper-middle-class adolescence. The boys' behavior strikes the reader as appropriate 

for street comer thugs, rather than young men from Lima's most select schools, while 

the young girls are unfailingly pleasant. Cecilia has a civilizing effect on Manolo. The 

boys refer to girls and women in a manner that appears to parody by exaggeration the 

attitudes of men in a male-dominated, anti-rationalist culture: "controlen siempre a las 

gilas" (264; 482). When Susan is seen ordering a glass of sherry, the Marconi boys say 

"Le mete al trago" (260; 477); and when one of the girls in the Marconi gang is friendly 

to a boy who does not belong to the group, "Hay que hacerle alguna pendejada a la puta 

esa" (350; 573). 
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The girl painting her fingernails near Julius's music academy makes several brief 

appearances, always singing a popular song, usually about lost love, but she smiles and 

waves at the little boy each time (370, 378,429; 543, 602-03, 656). The young girl in 

blue makes only a momentary appearance but is described lovingly by the narrator as 

she dances in and out of the rooms, laughing at the pleasure of rushing along with the 

chain of dancers, and trying to pull Julius and Susan into the dance. I read the 

appearance of this girl to be of more than passing importance in the narrative message: 

cada vez pasaba mas rapido, lindo era y que Ie importaba que Ie 

pisoteraran los tules, los iba regando por el suelo, . . . segufa 

gozando, dando vueltas, . . . otra vez la chica tan graciosa 

apareci6, loquita se habia vuelto, "jvengan!", les gritaba, a todos 

abora, y otra vez se iba, saltando para atras desaparecfa, . . . 

"jabf viene de nuevo!", ... jvengan!, jentren!, jno tengan 

miedo!, se les acerc6 casi hasta estrellarse, . . . muerta de risa, 

los ojos chinitos de felicidad, . . . se la llevaban saltando, 

bailando, girando, linda hacia el fondo del patio, donde Julius la 

segufa buscando (526-28; 762-63). 

This passage is quoted at length, since no paraphrasing can illustrate effectively the way 

in which the narrator has conveyed the self-affirmation of laughter itself. At this point 

it becomes the nearest to a redemptive value found in the text, though the tragic despair 

of the ending implies that laughter is a palliative, not a metanarrative. 
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Cecilia and the girl in blue are the most overt statements of the value of 

sympathetic and unselfish laughter. They are not laughing at anyone's misfortune nor 

using laughter to any end, as the popular and loathsome Tonelada uses it to seduce 

everyone he meets (547; 784). La Piba Portal is a pleasant, understanding young 

woman who is a victim through the misfortune of her loving the despicable playboy 

Tonelada (575; 813). The story line seems to show that the pleasant, merry girls might 

well be unprepared for malice and so suffer at the hands of men such as Tonelada, as 

La Piba's own cousin becomes his victim in a plot that appears to have no purpose 

except to humiliate Santiago's friend Lester for being rich, foreign, and attractive (573-

76; 811-14). 

From the narrator we become aware of the dearth of admirable male characters 

in his society whom Julius might look to as role models, especially among members of 

his own social class. Even without a metanarrative, an ethic might give direction to his 

life if he can find one, but in this regard there is nowhere to look. Arzubiaga, the very 

strong schoolboy is an exception to the general rule of bullying, brutal young men. He 

is mature enough not to want to beat up all his classmates, even though he is perfectly 

fitted to do so (129-31; 338-41), and he is sure enough of himself to let Julius see him 

cry with frustration when Zanahoria, the ill-tempered nun, takes away his football (135; 

345). He is perhaps the closest we find in the novel to a model of youthful manliness, 

but he is only eleven years old himself. In describing Arzubiaga's behavior, the 

narrator adopts and repeats Julius's reaction: tiEl problema con Arzubiaga tl (129; 338). 

The problem is that Arzubiaga does not do what is expected of him in his society, and 
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Julius's understanding of the code he has been leaming from his classmates is shaken. 

He sees, through Arzubiaga, that those who are strong and in a superior position enjoy 

the privilege of being inner directed and do not need to go along with the herd; 

however, when the weak, poor character Cano makes an original gesture and supports 

an unpopular football team, his classmates persecute him for being different (178-79, 

182; 391-92, 395). Only those in a strong position can risk being openly independent 

in a society where might makes right. 

No metanarrative prevails, but Arzubiaga and the laughing girls do illustrate an 

ethic of sorts that the narrator causes to emerge by example during the course of the 

novel. This code involves behaving in a civilized manner, affirming one's existence 

through laughter, and talong a stand when justice demands and one is in a position to 

do so. A sense of one's own ridiculousness also provides armor for surviv~l to some 

degree, but being in a strong position is very important. Human beings who stand up 

for justice without being aware of this fact will not emerge unscathed like Supermouse 

(412-13; 638-39). 

Deconstructionalist criticism demands that special 'lttention be paid to any aspects 

of a text that appear to have caused problems for critics b the past. One aspect of Ull 

mundo para Julius that has attracted the attention of Lvchting (Humores 47-49), 

Rodriguez-Peralta (119), and Soubeyroux (95) is the presence in a late twentieth century 

experimental novel of an omniscient narrator who, apparently in the manner of an 

eighteenth century narrator, turns and addresses his reader as til. 
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There are episodes in the novel in which the narrator's use of the second person 

singular pronoun stands out prominently. I read this usage as rhetorical, but as de Man 

says in regard to Yeats's and Archie Bunker's rhetorical questions, there is no way to 

lrnow if this second person form of address is being meant rhetorically or not. The 

incidents are consequently unreadable. Several viable interpretations exist: one is that 

since Bryce has presented the devices of the boom novel unobtrusively but thoroughly, 

it still remains for him to write in the second person singular in the manner of Butor or 

Fuentes's Aura (1962). The perplexing illustrations are perhaps meant in the same spirit 

as other metafictional inserts-a humorous reference to a boom/nouveau roman 

technique to tease the reader. Luchting asked Bryce personally whom the narrator is 

supposed to have in mind when he uses the second person singular and says that Bryce 

did not give any satisfactory clarification (Humores 49). 

In the first instance the bathrooms at the original palace or first house are 

described: first the husband's, with its masculine lotions and creams, like an 

advertisement on a page from Esquire or Playboy (118-19; 326); then Susan's 

"holliwoodense en la forma, en el color, en la dimensi6n de sus aparatos higil~nicos, 

oriental en sus pomitos de perfume, frances en sus frascos de porcelana de botica 

antigua" (119; 327). This feminine bathroom is introduced with the unusual phrase 

"otro bano, uno que tit nUllca tendras" [my italics] (119; 327). 

In another instance the narrator describes the beautiful expanse of green of the 

San Isidro golf course, and Lima's being situated in an arid desert valley makes the golf 

course appear particularly attractive. The narrator says "Si, por ejemplo ... te hubieras 
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asomado por el cerco que encerraba todo 10 que cuento, ... habrias visto" and goes on 

to describe th~ life of the beautiful people of Lima in the setting (146; 356) and what 

the reader might have though about their idyllic lives. There are other such examples: 

"Si te hubieras puesto profesor ... y les hubieras preguntado" (240; 457), but the ones 

that have attracted attention are the first two. 

Let us look logically at the nature of the person who might be being addressed. 

If the narrator-intended reader communication is male to male, as the language suggests, 

there is no reason why the second should want to have a bathroom like Susan's. 

Presumably a man would want something closer to Juan Lucas's. At the same time, 

telling anyone, male or female, that they will never be in a position to have such a 

bathroom is patronizing and illogical; even a servant might win the lottery. In the 

second incident, again, there is no reason why a person who happens to be in the 

vicinity might not look over the wall or hedge onto the grass of the golf course and draw 

conclusions, or presumably, in the third example, be a professor or teacher, as Bryce 

himself was at the time of writing the novel. 

Bryce has given one explanation (Luchting, Humores 47) for the tu. While he 

does not use the term dedoublement, he informed Luchting "Digamos que 10 piensa el 

autor y 10 dice un segundo autor" (Humores 47), which I read as dedoublement 

expressed in other words. If this is the case, Un mundo para Julius can be read as a 

novel by a narrator who is looldng for answers to questions about life as he writes his 

novel. He is his own intended reader. 
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The story line of the novel, such as it is, evolves as it is being written, and 

characters are created in order that questions can arise about them. Creation of their 

thoughts, speech, and behavior is to help the narrator understand human motivation. 

The narrator creates a main protagonist who is searching for a metanarrative, even as 

he himself is, and when the protagonist is left in despair, it is because the narrator 

himself has come to the conclusion that no metanarrative exists. 

The process of the writing constitutes the novel, and, as Duncan remarks, "no 

section of the narrative can be considered of greater structural importance than any 

other, and apparent embellishments ... are often as dynamic as actions" (130). This 

reading is in keeping with the entropic parody of the novel. 

The change in the narrative voice from parodying male of the Lima upper class 

to bewildered observer is paralleled by Julius himself. The young boy is learning to 

make harsh judgments on occasion (182, 259; 394-95, 477), yet he will repeatedly stand 

to attention, toes apart, hands to his sides, and stare, questioning what he sees and 

hears. It is principally this quality of noticing and questioning that marginalizes Julius 

and the narrator, setting them permanently apart from the rest of the protagonists and 

not, as Soubeyroux stated, the language they speak. They are marginalized by class 

from the lower-class persons who give Julius love, and by sensitivity from their social 

peers, most of whom are very glad to be rich and powerful. Susan at moments shares 

her son's doubts but capitulates immediately to the seduction of irresponsibility. We are 

given to understand that Cynthia at the beginning of the novel is the person who initially 

made Julius aware of the injustice of society and existence when she asked who was 
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responsible for making some rich and some poor: "no encontraba las palabras 0 la 

acusaci6n para expresar la maldad j,de quien?" (22; 219). The question is not answered. 

The narrator manipulates the behavior of his protagonists in the same way that 

he takes over their speech. His marginalization from his class comes from his wanting 

to mow about those who come from all walks of life. He places the characters in 

situations that might bring them to light, where their reactions will reveal something 

about themselves and the world they live in, the social world and the metaphysical. 

When no satisfactory explanations for his main protagonist's sufferings are revealed, the 

text is left open ended, with narrator as well as protagonist facing the fact that human 

existence has no satisfactory explanation. 

Un mUlldo para Julius is an extremely literary novel and is not limited to the 

imitatively oral. As mentioned earlier, orality itself is a literary phenomenon, but 

overlooked or misread by prior criticism. The text also contains passages in overtly 

literary language. There is even parody of classic Spanish literary usage, familiar since 

the Middle Ages and found in El sombrero de tres picos (1874) by Pedro Antonio de 

Alarc6n (1833-91), where the device of synonymous and inclusive binary expressions, 

and even triple amplification, is parodied extensively (Hook 53-55). The narrator of Un 

mUlldo para Julius gives us in close succession the alliterative "Inexplicable, 

indescifrable, indescriptible el momento" followed shortly by "hondo y profundo" and 

"enorme y monstruoso ll (588; 826-27). This is hardly characteristic of orality. 

Lima upper-class dialect is indeed found throughout the novel, with excursions 

into parody of lower class speech, as almost all critics have noted, but passages in the 
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narrative voice are also found in which the language is extremely lyrical: "nadie 10 vio 

entrar, nadie 10 vio estrellarse contra su invencible, repentina timidez" (585; 823), and 

"desbordandolo por sus manos tembleques" (583; 822). These do not resemble in any 

way the "breathless imprecision" (Duncan 123) of Lima speech, with its short, vague 

tapering off sentences: "y todo," "as! es" pointed out by Duncan, along with "apparently 

otiose figures of speech" (123, 128, 129). Here the length of the phrases, the 

succession of adjectives, the inclusion of vocabulary that to the upper-class ear sounds 

erudite and consequently affected in actual speech lends a sorrowful dignity to the tragic 

situation of the heartbroken little boy. The text acquires a sudden gravity through the 

incorporation of language that to the Peruvian ear is distinctly poetic, much as in the 

servants' ceremonial speeches which should be ridiculous, as the narrator states, but 

which prove particularly moving. 

Ostensibly, there are few open references to literature in the text. This possibly 

reveals the upper-class prejudice against flaunting erudition, which is considered typical 

of schoolteachers and members of the intellectual middle, and lower middle classes. 

Nevertheless, the references are there and numerous, veiled ironically. The intellectual 

Bello, who is upper class, speaks like his class but thinks of Plutarch (308; 528). Mark 

Twain, Hemingway, Lope de Vega, and Ramon de Campoamor are mentioned in 

passing by a narrator who assumes his reader shares knowledge of their work without 

his having to describe it (464, 221, 247, 36; 696, 437, 464, 234), and I do not read the 

presence of a vulgar, ignorant "Father Brown" (157-59, 166; 369-71, 378-79) as 

unironic, especially given Borges's admiration of G. K. Chesterton (1874-1936) and his 
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original of the priest (Gallagher 109-110). Another priest created by Bryce is called 

Father Maquiavelo (161; 373). The irony is, of course, by de Man's definition, 

"unreadable" in such cases. 

At least three unidentified direct quotations, and possibly more, are used to 

comic effect. Miss Decisions in the kitchen with the returned Nilda, quotes Jorge 

Manrique (unidentified), saying "Todo tiempo pasado fue mejor" (582; 821). Her 

attempt to reveal her erudition is unsuccessful, since everyone present assumes she is 

making an original observation and they all agree with the sentiment. "La Lima que se 

va," by Jose Galvez, a minor nineteenth century Peruvian writer, (unidentified) is 

evoked on a trip through Lima, but the quotation is extended to include "la que se fue, 

1a que debi6 irse, 1a que es hora que se vaya" (289; 508). Another quotation, "hay 

golpes en la vida yo no se" by Cesar Vallejo (unidentified) (410; 636), precedes 

Fernandito Ranchal's putting on a baseball glove, hitting Cano in the back, and then 

giving Julius a bloody nose with repeated blows (413; 638-39). 

The narrator's voice ostensibly reflects the way of talking and thinking of the 

social class to which he belongs, and though the narrator evidently possesses 

considerable erudition, he reveals it indirectly in keeping with the usage of his class. 

The sector of the Peruvian upper class of the 1950s that is most shown in the novel 

appears to place very little importance on erudition, correct grammar, and any form of 

elitist culture except haute cuisine (211-12, 215, 325-26, 397-403; 427, 430, 547-48, 

622-29) and possibly antiques (182-83; 396-97). The members of the class are shown 

as suburbanites who educate their children abroad, frequently travel for short periods, 
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and spend summers in Anc6n, where everyone knows everyone else "donde siempre hay 

baile esta noche" (251; 468). But the upper class is not homogeneous, and one of the 

breakthroughs of Bryce's novel is in revealing this. The unnamed upper-class family 

of the main protagonist is unlike the unpretentious, easy-going family of his first friend 

Fatso Martinto (132; 342). Bello too is a member of the upper class. 

Like most of the people he depicts, the narrator affects to think in terms of 

popular songs and leave erudition for the middle-class Senorita Julias or Spanish teachers 

or a servant, who need to show their education. The narrator is the quintessential 

intellectual of the upper class. 

Literariness pervades the novel, nevertheless, in the form of asides, quotations, 

and parodies of boom modernist techniques. References to literary theory itself are 

frequent, but these are always oblique. The narrator mentions semantics (159; 370) and 

determinism (37; 236), but flippantly, as if only half understood (though obviously, he 

understands perfectly well), and even literary jargon is parodied (223; 439). Throughout 

the novel the narrator, by his modes of expression, appears to be one with his class; his 

speech is as fatuous and empty as theirs during the greater part of the novel, which is 

possibly its main irony, but he is an intellectual, even if he seems apparently determined 

not to appear as one from his speech. 

The epigraphs by Jean Anouilh, the anonymous German proverb (7; 204), 

Roger Vailland (9; 205), Federico Chiesa, and Dylan Thomas (532; 769), reflect the 

themes of the novel. They are the only open display of erudition found, drawing on the 

literature of several countries and are not incorporated into the discourse level of the 
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story line. Nevertheless, unless we choose to regard the narrator as a non-active, 

omniscient participator in the action of the novel, which is a viable possibility given the 

essentially definitive unread ability of his position, we must accept that the epigraphs 

were placed there by the same narrator who speaks so fatuously most of the time. 

Eyzaguirre has pointed out the metafictional nature of the final paragraphs of the 

novel (218). Thematically, these are tragic. Julius, heartbroken at the fate of his 

beloved Vilma and the cruelty and callousness he sees around him, tries to find a way 

to live with the pain. He goes over and over in his mind what appears to have 

happened, what might have happened, what he may have misunderstood, that would 

make the reality more bearable. He cannot convince himself through his memories that 

the events show anything but pointless cruelty and destruction, and he feels an abysmal 

horror. This, Eyzaguirre reads, and rightly, I believe, as symbolizing at one level the 

writer's attempt to give order to a meaningless universe through memory (218). The 

words chosen to sum up the situation, however, even at the most tragic moment, are not 

noted by Eyzaguirre as a parody of the jargon of poststructuralist literary criticism: 

"Julius acept6 todos los dicilogos" (591; 830). The deconstructionist theory that all 

explanations are equally valid and no conclusions can be drawn is parodied at discourse 

level, even as it is the thematic conclusion of the novel itself. The novel is open ended, 

as deconstructionist theory is open ended. 

Deconstructionist criticism is thus inherent throughout the text of Un /nundo para 

Julius inasmuch as no ultimate metanarrative remains for the critic to tear down, since 

the narrator tears the metanarratives down himself, and on the last page of the novel 
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even parodies poststructuralist jargon to do so (591; 830). Through episodes related in 

the text he places different codes and beliefs for the main protagonist of the 

Bildungsroman to consider in his passage to maturity. Since Julius is not present at all 

these episodes, they might equally be there for the enlightenment of the intended reader, 

but as I read the novel, they are there mainly for the narrator himself, and he tears them 

down even as he erects them during the progress of the novel. The failed search for a 

metanarrative is undertaken by the narrator during the course of the novel. 

A plethora of metafictional references are placed or deliberately hidden by the 

narrator throughout the text from the second paragraph of the narrative text to the next

to-last. I read these as existing for the reader to find, overlook, or misread, as the case 

may be. The text is constructed at one level as a game for the discerning reader to play, 

or played by the narrator on the less discerning reader or critic. 

I believe that Un mundo para Julius marked a new direction for the Latin 

American novel. As Miller has pointed out: "Great works of literature are likely to be 

ahead of their critics. They are there already. They have anticipated explicitly any 

deconstruction the critic can achieve ("Deconstructing the Deconstructors" 31). Miller 

is referring primarily to works that deconstruct themselves unconsciously. While not 

affirming categorically that Bryce has consciously written a novel that deliberately 

deconstructs itself, since affirmation is contrary to deconstructionist theory, I tentatively 

offer this as my reading. 
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I have endeavored to follow what Culler calls the main axis of deconstructionist 

reading, namely attempting to locate what appear to be misreadings in the prior 

considerations of the text (268), and to foreground any points that have passed 

unobserved by comparison with my own close reading of Bryce's novel and without 

recourse to external elucidation. Bryce has expressed elsewhere, in recent journalistic 

articles and interviews, opinions that reveal his personal viewpoint on various topics, 

including the tragic current situation in his country. These make the novel appear 

amazingly foresighted. By close reading this first novel to illustrate his philosophy and 

outlook, my first observation is that the extremely comic nature of the novel had either 

been overlooked or deliberately underplayed by the critics, and I believe the latter to be 

the case. Attention to the comic element in literature, though always present 

historically, only took pride of place with poststructural criticism, especially that from 

the deconstructionist viewpoint, which I believe to have been applied to Un mundo para 

Julius to that end for the first time with this study. 

Much of the humor in Bryce's novel is bawdy and vulgar, and it is difficult to 

believe that it was not fully appreciated as such by the critics, yet the tragic elements 

of the plot, the enigmatic nature of the wordy narrator and his mode of expression, and 

the social injustices in the society depicted have been foregrounded at the expense of 

pointing out that the novel makes the reader laugh almost throughout, even on the same 

pages where slhe is moved to tears. 

In attempting to bring out those aspects of the text that have been ignored, it has 

been my intention to show that the narrator himself can best be seen as attempting to 
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formulate a world view, even as his main protagonist does the same, and both are left 

facing the chaos of existence with no solutions offered. The picture is extremely bleak, 

yet the novel is made bearable, even extremely enjoyable, through the self-affirmation 

of laughter. 

The novel is characterized, above all, by a postmodem sense of entropic comedy, 

an attitude that since the late 1960s has been growing increasingly dominant in literature 

worldwide. It has existed peripherally since the earliest times (O'Neill 47) but has now 

become mainstream. 

Un mundo para Julius was published precisely at the time that vision was 

beginning to proliferate. Along with several other Latin American novels of the late 

1960s and early 1970s, it marked a general transition into the postmodemist outlook in 

the literature of that part of the world. 

The text imparts an ethic but no metanarrative. It is not to be seen as 

specifically normative social satire of leftist leaning, nor an expose of the loss of 

innocence in a corrupt society, nor is it belated costumbrisl1lo (Luchting, Humores 131), 

though all these elements can be read in the text. It does not advocate an organicist 

metanarrative to be upheld as redemptive, one in which small children and the wretched 

of the earth are seen as leading an authentic existence, as opposed to the in authenticity 

of twentieth century civilization that demands the numbing of sensibility, even though, 

as Luchting suggests, such attitudes can also be read into the text (HuJ1lores 74-75). If 

anything, it foretells the imminent crushing of any such redemption as the system enters 

the chaos of entropy. It reveals a world in which all metanarratives have been lost. 
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Ionesco has said, echoing Nietzshe, "To become conscious of what is horrifying 

and to laugh ... is to become master" (Esslin 158). Similarly, Paul Valery (1871-

1945) is reported as having said that rolling his stone must have left Sisyphus with a 

remarkable set of muscles (O'Nei11137). Un mundo para Julius is such an example of 

developing strength to overcome the horror of the human condition, and Bryce's armor 

is the universal recourse of laughter. 

Change is inherent in the nature of the closed system of literature, as it is within 

the closed system of human existence, and to attempt a definitive interpretation of any 

type is to fly in the face of deconstruction's view of reality. Even as this is being 

written, a critic writes that the leading intellectual problem of our time is no longer 

merely facing the en tropic vision that modernism attempted to postpone and 

postmodernism finally faced, but in making an effort 

to move from the skeptical to the constructive mood; to come to 

terms with the discovery that rationality is just one in the infinite 

range of possible cultural performances; to remake a humane 

world at a time when the human sciences seem devoted to 

exposing their own arbitrariness (Delbanco 41). 

Bryce's originality is to have utilized the type of laughter considered typical of the class 

he is parodying, even as his narrator belongs to it and uses its mocking, usually self

mocking, form of speech. Instead of black humor, this novel of en tropic comedy 

exploits to the full the understatement and irony of Lima's humor ingles, which, 
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ironkally closing the linguistic circle, the English themselves gave the name of the 

humor of Cervantes. 
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Chapter 7 

CONCLUSIONS 

The aim of this dissertation has been to provide a reading of Alfredo Bryce 

Echenique's first novel Un mundo para Julius from a deconstructionist approach. To 

present a dissertation according to the strategies of deconstruction gives rise to 

insurmountable problems. I have chosen to cast aside the strategy of attempting a 

parodic or deliberately obscure, even facetious, style in the interest of producing a 

coherent academic thesis. However, I believe that the deconstructionist style is not 

frivolous and has very valid reasons for its existence. It contributes to the breaking 

down of genre distinctions and to hegemonic reversal of literary categories. It erodes 

the enforced separation of the tragic and the comic. It is, moreover, a strategy for 

confronting the abyss that looms before the critic who has lost all metanarratives. To 

treat criticism with parody, in the manner of Derrida or de Man and their followers, 

reveals the very opposite of a lack of seriousness. It is an expression of a basic tenet 

of deconstructionist metaphysic that I hold personally. 

The second strategy is even more problematic. The whole philosophy or 

metaphysic of deconstruction rests upon it to a large extent, and I cannot ignore it 

without negating my belief in deconstruction, which states categorically that its aim is 

not to produce final conclusions, since no reading can be definitive and no final 

conclusion can be drawn. This dissertation therefore does not purport to prove 

anything; I merely offer my reading, as opposed to others, which I can attempt to show 
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as misreadings, but I cannot make claim that my own is right and final. 

I hope that I have presented a convincing argument for the case that Alfredo 

Bryce Echenique's first novel was one of the first true works of postmodern entropic 

comedy in Spanish, as I believe it to be. I cannot, within the tenets of deconstruction, 

say more and should, according to deconstructionist strategy, begin to look for my own 

misreadings, and hope that my thesis may in turn give rise to refutation of this work. 

It is my sincere desire that this will occur, as it is the wish of the deconstructionist that 

a metanarrative might be found to exist, not that slhe rejoices specifically in the belief 

that none does, as Norris has been at pains to show is a common misunderstanding, as 

is discussed in Chapter 3 of this dissertation. 

Chapter 1 contains pertinent biographical information on the author and data 

regarding the publication of the novel. A brief outline of the story line of Un mundo 

para Julius is then given in order that later references to protagonists and events in the 

novel will be clear. The ostensible nature of the novel as a Bildungsroman or portrait 

of the youthful development of a central character is shown, as well as indications of the 

historical time frame and social setting in which the story line takes place. The 

innovative, seemingly unstructured nature of the overall text is described, foregrounding 

the fact that the story line per se does not exceed in importance the numerous 

peripherally related incidents that serve to build up a picture of Julius's world. 

The reception of Bryce's novel to date is discussed, emphasizing and attempting 

to find some reasons that might explain why an author so highly regarded by his peers 

is still so little known outside his own country. 
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Finally in the first chapter, a brief outline of the present dissertation is given. 

In Chapter 2, in keeping with the strategy of examining prior critical work, 

which Culler has called the axis on which to plot deconstructive criticism (268), I 

summarize the major articles on Bryce's first novel that have proved accessible as of the 

date of writing. A precis of each article is given, as is also a precis of each of the two 

essays included in the one complete text published on Un mundo para Julius, Luchting's 

Humores y malhumores (1975), with reference made to the rest of the material contained 

in Luchting's text. Reference to the readings by these critics feature prominently 

throughout the rest of this dissertation, with indications of what I feel to be misreadings 

and/or omissions. 

In the third chapter I discuss at some length the nature of deconstruction, its 

methodology, and the philosophy or metaphysic that informs the critical approach. 

Misunderstandings concerning deconstruction are clarified, and its pertinence as an 

outlook for our times is outlined. 

Translation is regarded by some academic traditions as a vital tool for close 

reading for any person who is not a native speaker of a language in which a text under 

study is written, and in view of the fact that close reading itself forms the very basis of 

de Manian and Derridean deconstructive criticism, I discuss the current pertinenece of 

translation studies. The vital role that deconstruction has played in validating the 

incorporation of the discipline of translation studies in its own right into the academic 

curriculum is described, and a brief analysis of de Man's essay on Benjamin's The Task 

of the Trallslator is included to forward the viability of my own translation, which 
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should be seen as a most complete close reading on which I draw constantly throughout 

this dissertation. 

Chapter 4 consists of a detailed analysis of the modernist and the postmodern 

vision and the way in which postmodernism differs from modernism in outlook, but not 

in formal characteristics or literary techniques. The fact that none of the prior critics 

have foregrounded, and some not even mentioned, the comic nature of Bryce's novel 

is explained as a de Manian error of misreading. The misreading is attributed to the 

views put forth by critics who fostered an erroneous concept of the state of the Latin 

American novel in the decade following the publication of Bryce's novel. The opposing 

viewpoint that postmodernism a.lld not modernism was already beginning to dominate 

in Latin America by 1970, as it was also becoming mainstream in the rest of the world, 

is discussed. 

The gradual rise to prominence in literary criticism of the comic genres over the 

past thirty years forms the subject of the second part of Chapter 4. This involves 

explanation in some detail of theories on laughter and the comic through history. The 

fall of the scientific metanarrative, along with all other metanarratives, has led to the 

defining of a type of comedy of despair as "entropic comedy." 

The fact that human response to the verbally or situation ally comic depends on 

shared cultural codes and can never be counted upon because of the number of variants 

involved is illustrated by examples of the comic from Bryce's novel that appear to have 

been misread or overlooked, or simply considered of secondary importance to the tragic 

story line. 
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The fifth chapter shows the way in which Bryce's novel contains satire, irony, 

and parody, and how in each case these are of a specifically postmodern entropic nature. 

All are illustrated by close readings from Bryce's text and by misreadings from prior 

criticism that show how the postmodern entropic nature of the novel appears not yet to 

have been clearly understood, how it is only recently coming to form a main part of· 

critical consciousness. 

Chapter 6 deals with the way in which prior criticism has read the nature of the 

novel itself and the nature of the narrator and his relationship to the intended reader, 

according to the literary approach being applied. The deconstructionist approach to 

these topics is outlined briefly, as is the nature of the traditional novel, which several 

critics saw Bryce's novel as a return to. A close reading of the text shows how far it 

varies from such a concept. 

The prior critics' interpretations of the narrator are examined, with reference also 

to the concept of the intended reader, and, insofar as deconstructionist theory permits 

the critic to offer what slhe believes to be a probable reading, my own is put forth, 

namely, that the narrator performs a lengthy monolog through which he constructs a 

scenario, the purpose of which is to seek out a metanarrative for himself and his young 

protagonist-but none is found. The narrator might hope to find an ideal reader of 

kindred spirit, but the novel does not depict an assiduous search for one, since that 

would require a metanarrative of human communication that exceeds sociolinguistic 

possibility. 
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Close reading of the text shows what can be concretely known of the narrator and 

his attitudes, as opposed to either pure supposition to conform to a theoretical approach, 

or concepts based on extratextual information that the author provided. The incidents 

that the narrator dwells on, and his use of lyrical and literary language, as opposed to 

colloquial Lima speech, in certain situations, reveal those things the narrator finds 

worthy of respect and seriousness in life. The surreptitiously highly literary nature of 

Bryce's novel is also discussed, and the way it breaks new ground in the way it hides 

the boom techniques that by 1970 had become cliches. These ludic qualities of the 

novel are foregrounded, finally pointing out that, along with the work itself and all 

contained within it, the reader, the narrator, and the literary critic are also made the 

butts of parody. 

Bryce's novel is seen to deconstruct itself in the way Miller has said is typical 

of all great texts, and it marks part of the transition to post modem en tropic comedy in 

the Latin American novel. 

Finally, this last chapter sums up the dissertation and offers suggestions for 

future research, bearing in mind the contributions the dissertation has made to 

understanding Ull mundo para Julius. 

This dissertation provides, I believe, not only a totally new reading of Ull mundo 

para Julius, but foregrounds the poststructuralist outlook that Bryce's first novel reflects, 

which does not appear to have been completely understood in prior criticism. 
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Bryce is a writer who, from his first published work to his latest, has virtually 

patented a narrative voice. It runs through the whole of his work. This unending 

narrative he has described as a book constantly being written: "un libro imposible 

porque no se acaba con la vida." "Un libro aut6ctono independiente, siempre 

escribiendose," Eyzaguirre astutely adds (219). Un mllndo para Julius, though a novel 

independent in itself, is seen by the author as forming a part of a whole that is 

constantly in the process of writing itself. It forms part of the narrator's never-ending 

search; only part of the search can be seen as basic to Un mllndo para Julius. 

Future research should view Bryce's first novel in regard to the body of his work 

as a whole; to date no in-depth study of any length exists on his work. It is my 

intention to continue my close reading of Bryce's texts with a view to establishing an 

overall vision of this writer's work. At the author's request I am currently undertaking 

a translation of his novel La vida extrafla de Man(n Romafla, and I have begun to 

analyze the short stories in his first published work, Huerta cerrada. While I feel that 

Un mundo para Julius provides an excellent starting place for a study of Bryce's body 

of work, it should, if possible, be seen as a part of a whole, but that whole deserves 

closer attention to its constituent parts than it has yet received. 

The extension of this writer's work poses a perpetual enticement to the critic. 

The fact that he is still so little known is lamentable, but furnishes the deconstructionist 

critic, whose attitudes the writer appears to reflect, with an irresistible opportunity to 

share the work with others and to offer an analysis and put forward a reading of the rest 

of Bryce's literary production. 
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A text intended for publication will shortly be prepared based on the present 

dissertation. In view of the fact that another translation of the novel is scheduled to 

appear within the next few months, my critical analysis will exclude the translation that 

accompanies this thesis, but my text will incorporate quotations from the Spanish text, 

accompanied each time immediately by my own English version of the passage in 

question. For the purposes of the present dissertation most textual references have not 

been accompanied by any quotation, and the reader has been referred to the first edition 

of Bryce's novel, which has, in fact, appeared in another edition with different page 

numbering. I do not find it satisfactory for publication in book form that references be 

made to an edition that may be difficult to access, and I believe, moreover, that 

quotations with an accompanying translation into English of each passage should give 

the non-Spanish speaker the type of access to the novel that has been long overdue. 

I feel that my analysis of deconstruction and of en tropic comedy might prove of 

general interest, not only within the text on Bryce, but in a modified version to readers 

of Spanish. I am submitting to Latin America translations into Spanish of adaptations 

of this material for publication in that language. I believe they will help disseminate 

clear information on the deconstructionist method and ideology and on the nature of 

entropic comedy. I have already been informed that interest exists in such material in 

academic circle in Spanish speaking countries. 

I believe it can be seen that this present dissertation constitutes, for me, only the 

beginning of a body of critical work on Bryce, which I subsequently hope to extend to 

other unjustifiably little known writers of contemporary Peruvian fiction, such as Julio 
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Ram6n Ribeyro and Rodolfo Hinostroza, as well as earlier writers who, given the 

reassessment of the modernist reign in Latin America that this dissertation has been at 

pains to emphasize, should finally obtain wider recognition in world literature. 
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by 

Alfredo Bryce Echenique 

Translation by Alita Kelley 
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE 

In the English translation of Un mundo para Julius the use of italics to indicate 

foreign words includes those that appear in English in the original Spanish text. 
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For Maggie 
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"What little Johnnie doesn't learn, big John will never know." 
-German saying 

"Descendants of Abel, the race of the just, the rich, how gentle your voice is. 
Isn't it nice to be honored in heaven, and on earth have the police on your side too? 
How comfortable to know that one day you're going to think like your father does, and 
the way your father's father thought before him ... " 

-Jean Anouilh, Medea, Nouvelles pieces noires 
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THE FIRST PALACE 

I 

"Remember how mother used to take us on trips when we were children, and how we'd 
run off from the wagonlit and chase up and down the third class compartments? We 
were fascinated by the way men could be sleeping with their heads propped on the 
shoulders of people they didn't even know in the overcrowded compartments; or they 
might simply be lying flat out on the floor. Somehow they seemed more real than those 
people our own families dealt with. One night, in the station at Toulon on our way 
home to Paris from Cannes, the third-class people were drinking water from the little 
fountain on the platform and a workman offered you a drink from his army canteen. 
You drank it all up at one gulp and looked at me-a little girl who's really done 
something adventurous for the first time in her life. . . We were born to go first-class, 
but whereas in the big liners they let the first class passengers wander about the third 
class too, it seemed that that was to be out of bounds for us. " 

-Roger Vailland, Beau Masque 

Julius was born in one of those palaces on the Avenida Salaverry across from the 

old San Felipe racetrack-a palace with room for several cars, a huge garden, a 

swimming pool, and a small garden where he used to disappear when he was about two 

years old, and whenever they found him, there he'd be standing, looking the other way, 

staring down, say, at a flower; there were servants' quarters in the palace, like a 

birthmark marring a beautiful face, and there was even Great-grandfather's carriage, the 

one he rode in when he was President of the Republic. "Be careful, Julius! Don't touch 

anything! It's full of spider webs." And with his back to Mummy, who was so lovely, 

he'd try to reach the handle of the carriage door. The carriage and the servants' 

quarters fascinated Julius-the way things always do when they say "don't touch, dear" 

or "there's nothing to see, darling." Then his father died. 
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His father died when he was one and a half. Julius had been wandering to-and-

fro in the palace alone, whenever he could, for several months now. He'd run away to 

the servants' quarters of the palace, which, as we said before, were like a birthmark 

marring a beautiful face, a real pity, but he still didn't dare go in at that time. The truth 

is that when his father started dying of cancer, all Versailles began to gravitate around 

the sickroom, apart from the children, who weren't allowed to see him, with the 

exception of Julius, who was left free to wander in when least expected, who was too 

little to feel what a shock it was to see how his father was dying, wrapped in silk 

pajamas, with his back to the dozing nurse-how a rich, handsome, elegant man could 

die. And Julius would never forget that morning around three o'clock, a candle lighted 

to Santa Rosa, the nurse knitting so as not to fall asleep, when his father opened his eyes 

and said "poor little fellow," and the nurse ran out to call his mother, who was so lovely 

and used to cry all night in a separate room so she could get some rest, and it was all 

over. 

Daddy was really dead when the last of the children to keep asking when Daddy 

was coming back from his trip didn't ask it any more, when Mummy stopped crying and 

started going out at night, when people stopped coming to visit, all quiet, going straight 

to the darkest drawing room in the palace (the architect had even provided for occasions 

like that), when the servants began talking in their (still quiet) natural voices again, 

when someone turned on the radio one day-then Daddy was really dead. 

Nobody was able to stop Julius from practically living in the carriage that had 

belonged to their great-grandfather the President. He'd spend the whole day there, 
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sitting on the rickety blue velvet seat with the former gold fringe, shooting at the 

majordomos and nursemaids who, every afternoon, would fall down dead around the 

carriage, dirtying the coveralls that the Senora had had bought for them, two at a time, 

so they wouldn't spoil their uniforms, and so they could fall dead every time Julius felt 

like riddling them with bullets from the carriage. Nobody stopped him spending 

mornings and afternoons shut up in the carriage, but around six, when it started to get 

dark, a girl would come to look for him, a girl that made Mummy, who was so lovely, 

think: "she's good looking, that chola, she's probably descended from an Indian noble, 

even an Inca, you never know. " 

The chola, the half-breed girl, the one who might be the descendent of an Inca, 

heaved Julius from the carriage and pressed him against the no-doubt marvelous breasts 

beneath her uniform, and didn't put him down until they reached the palace bathroom, 

the one for the smaller children, which was for Julius alone now. Often the chola 

would trip on a majordomo or gardener lying dead around the carriage so Julius-Jesse 

James or Gary Cooper (depending on the day)-could go off peacefully for his bath. 

And it was into the bathroom that his mother started coming especially to say 

goodnight to him two years after his father's death. She'd always find him looking the 

other way, standing next to the tub with his little dicky there for everyone to see, though 

she couldn't see it, watching the tide rise in the tub filled with swans and geese and 

ducks, a huge tub, made of something like china and pale blue in color. His mother 

called him darling, but he didn't tum round; she kissed him on the back of his neck and 

left, so lovely, while the beautiful chola tried the most uncomfortable contortions to get 
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her elbow into the water to feel how hot it was without falling into what might have 

been a swimming pool from Beverly Hills. 

And round about half past six in the evening, every day, the beautiful chola took 

Julius under the arms and lifted him up and little by little she lowered him into the 

bathtub. The swans, the ducks, the geese welcomed him with happy bobbing on the hot, 

clear water, just as if they were bowing in his honor. He grabbed them by the neck and 

pushed them away gently, while the beautiful chola prepared soapy washcloths and, 

armed with scented soap especially for children, began to rub the child's chest, back, 

arms, and legs gently, sweetly, lovingly. Julius watched her, smiling, and always asked 

the same questions, such as "and where do you come from?" and listened all ears while 

she told him she was from Puquio, near Nazca but inland on the way to the highlands, 

a town with a lot of houses made of mud. She told him about the mayor, sometimes 

about the medicine men-but she laughed as if she didn't believe in all that any more, 

anyway she hadn't been back there for some time now. Julius watched her attentively 

and waited until she finished telling about one thing before asking another question, and 

another, and another. And so it was, every evening, while his brothers and sister, 

downstairs, finished their homework and got ready for dinner. 

His brothers and sister already ate in the real dining room, the main one in the 

palace, an enormous dining room full of mirrors, where the beautiful chola used to carry 

Julius in to give his Daddy a sleepy goodnight kiss first of all and then, a long walk to 

the other end of the table for the last kiss of the day for his mother, who always smelled 

absolutely marvelous. But that had been when he was only months old, not now that 
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he could go into the main dining room alone and spend ages looking at the enormous 

silver tea service, crowning like a cathedral dome a huge sideboard that Great

grandfather the President had picked up in Brussels. Julius couldn't reach the 

wonderfully tempting teapot; he tried, but couldn't. Finally, one day he did reach it but 

couldn't stand on tiptoe any longer and the teapot came down with a terrible crash, hurt 

his foot and got dented, a real catastrophe, in fact, and since then he hadn't wanted 

anything more to do with silver tea sets in main dining rooms, whether or not it was the 

real palace dining room. The dining room had, as well as the tea set and the mirrors, 

cabinets with windows for the glassware, a Persian carpet, bone china dishes that 

President Sanchez Cerro had given us a week before they killed him, and that's where 

his brothers and sister had their dinner. 

Only Julius had his dinner in the little dining room, or children's dining room, 

which they called "Julius's dining room" now. There it was a kind of Disneyland: the 

walls were covered with Donald Duck, Little Red Riding Hood, Mickey Mouse, Tarzan 

and Cheeta and Jane, but well covered, Superman beating the shit out of somebody, 

probably Dracula, Popeye and Olive Oil-skinny as ever; all of them, and all that 

painted on all four walls. The chair backs were rabbits laughing their heads off, and 

the chair legs were carrots, and the table where Julius ate was being held up by four 

Indians, but not like those Indians that the beautiful chola from Puquio told him about 

while she bathed him in Beverly Hills. Ah! what's more, there was a swing, with its 

little hanging seat, so that "Eat your soup, Julito" (in the diminutive, or sometimes 

Juliusito), "a spoonful for Mama, a spoonful for sister Cintita, II another for brother 
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Bobbycito, and so on, but never for your Papa, because his papa had died of cancer. 

Sometimes his mother came by while they were swinging him and choking him up with 

soup, and she heard the awful baby talk that the servants used to destroy her children's 

names. IIReally, I don't lmow why we bothered giving them such nice names, II she 

said. lIyou should hear them saying Cintita for Cynthia, Julito for Julius, heavens!1I she 

told them on the phone, but Julius didn't often hear her because he was finishing the 

soup on the swing that went back and forth, enfolding him like a narcotic plant so that 

he fell asleep, little by little, until he was ready for the beautiful chola to pick him up 

and carry him up to his bedroom. 

But there was a difference from the days when his brothers and sister had had 

their meals in Disneyland; now all the servants came to keep him company; Nilda the 

cook, who came from the jungle region and who smelled of garlic, who carried a meat 

knife, and in her area of the pantry and the kitchen struck fear into all. She came to be 

with him, but didn't dare touch him. He would have liked to have touched her but 

remembered the things his mother said about the smell of garlic; so for Julius everything 

that smelled bad had to smell of garlic or of Nilda, and since he didn't really know what 

garlic was anyway, one night he asked her and she began to cry, and Julius remembered 

that that was the first of the saddest days in his life. 

He'd been fascinated by Nilda's tales of The Jungle for some time, and with the 

word Tambopata,' that, and the fact that it was in Madre de Dios in particular, was 

something that drove him crazy, and he asked her for more and more tales about the 

naked tribes there, and it all led to jealousy and secret hatred in the kitchen, which 
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Julius found out about when he was four years old: Vilma, since that was the name of 

the beautiful chola from Puquio, held Julius's interest when she was bathing him, but 

as soon as she took him to the dining room, it was Nilda with her stories of pumas and 

painted savages that he wanted to hear about. Poor Nilda was only trying to keep Julius 

open mouthed so that Vilma could spoon in the soup more easily, but that didn't count 

with Vilma, who was madly jealous and glared at Nilda as if she hated her. And what's 

more, Julius caught on very quickly to what was going on and managed things very 

diplomatically: he started asking the majordomos questions too, and the washerwoman 

and her daughter who came to wash too, and Anatolio the gardener, and even Carlos 

the chauffeur on the few times when he happened to be present, because usually he had 

to drive the Senora somewhere or other. 

The majordomos were called Celso and Daniel. Celso said he was the nephew 

of the mayor of the District of Huarocondo in the Province of Anta in the Department 

of Cuzco. What's more, he was Treasurer of the Huarocondo Friendly Society, which 

had its main office in Lince, in Lima. There the majordomos, waiters, maids, cooks, 

and even a bus driver from the Descalzos to San Isidro line, would get together. And 

as if that wasn't enough, he said that as Treasurer of that club he had the responsibility 

of looking after the strongbox, and since the padlock on the club door was getting old, 

he kept the box in his room. Julius was open mouthed. He completely forgot about 

Vilma and Nilda. "Show me the box! Show me the box!" he pleaded, and there in 

Disneyland the servants were delighted thinking how Julius, the owner of a beautiful 

money box which he never looked at, was insisting on seeing and feeling and opening 
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the box belonging to the Huarocondo Friendly Society. That night Julius decided to run 

off, and, once and for all, go into that mysterious far away servants' section, which on 

top of everything else, now held a treasure. He'd go tomorrow; not tonight, because 

he'd nearly finished his soup and the swing was rocking him more and more gently, the 

flying chair was about to reach the moon, but, as usual, Vilma's hands, rough as a 

broom handle, gathered him up and carried him off to Fort Apache. 

Fort Apache (it said so on the door) was Julius's bedroom. All the cowboys that 

ever were covered the walls, life size, and were there in cardboard cut-out standing 

around the bedroom with plastic pistols that shone as if they were metal. All the Indians 

had been killed so that Julius could go to bed quietly with nothing more to ask for. In 

Fort Apache the battle was over, and only Geronimo, because Julius liked him, the way 

he was going to become buddies later with Burt Lancaster, only Geronimo had survived 

and remained standing at the other end of the room, thoughtful and proud. 

Vilma adored Julius. The way his ears stuck out, the way he looked, she 

couldn't help but love him, and the droll way he had of laughing at things, just like 

Senora Susan, Julius' mother, who the servants had started to talk about a bit nowadays 

because she went out every night and didn't come back until God knows when. 

She woke him up every night. And that in spite of the fact that Julius didn't 

actually go to sleep until long after Vilma had left thinking that he was already asleep; 

he pretended to be and when she left he opened his eyes wide and thought for at least 

a couple of hours about a thousand things. He thought, say, of how Vilma loved him, 

and wondered and wondered, and his head whirled because Vilma, although she looked 
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more white than anything else, was part Indian too, but she never bothered about the 

dead Indians in Fort Apache; what's more, she never said a thing about liking 

Geronimo; the one she liked was Gary Cooper, in fact; of course, all those things 

happened in the United States, not here; but those are Indians in my bedroom, and Celso 

is a real Indian. .. And so he fell asleep, waiting, perhaps, for his mother's step on 

the stairs to wake him; yes, she's home, she's coming up. Julius heard her footsteps 

on the stairs and was filled with love; she's getting closer, passing the door, going along 

the corridor to her room, where Daddy died, where I'll go wake her up tomorrow; she's 

so lovely ... Then he fell asleep quickly so the time to wake her up, as he always did, 

would arrive sooner. 

For Vilma it was a temple; for Julius paradise; for Susan, her bedroom where 

she slept now, a widow of thirty-three and still beautiful. Vilma took him there every 

morning about eleven. It was always the same: Susan would be fast asleep, and they 

felt odd going in. They stood peeping round the door until Vilma plucked up enough 

courage to give it a push, and they went up to a dream of a twirly four poster topped 

with little baroque angels, and a canopy, all tulle. Julius would tum and look back at 

the doorway where Vilma was signaling him to touch her; then he'd stretch out his hand 

through the tulle curtain and look at his mother completely without make-up, fast asleep 

and absolutely beautiful. He made up his mind at last and touched her, his hand barely 

reaching Susan's arm, and she, who always woke up reliving the last moments of the 

night before, smiled across the table in the night club towards the man who was stroking 

her hand. Julius touched her again; Susan turned her back and buried her face in the 
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pillow to go on sleeping; for a second she was coming home again, worn out from all 

the dancing, and couldn't wait to get to bed. "Mummy," he said, daring to shout at her 

in a whisper, teasing her as he approached her, encouraged by Vilma in the doorway. 

Susan gradually became aware that another day had arrived but took advantage of the 

fact that she still hadn't opened her eyes to smile across the night club table again, 

burrowing a little deeper toward the side she'd turned to when she went to bed, so tired, 

when Julius reached out to her for the second time; then, in an instant, she enjoyed a 

whole night's sleep, then allowed the echo of Julius's "Mummy" to reach her, bringing 

daylight and a sweet, gentle smile to her lips, that this time was truly meant for him. 

"Daahling, " she yawned, so lovely, "who's going to get my brea1cfast?" 

"I'll go tell Celso to bring the tray, Senora." 

Susan was almost through waking up when she made out Vilma at the other end 

of the room, by the door. It was then that it went through her mind that she might well 

be descended from some noble Indian, though she was very light skinned. Why not an 

Inca? After all, there'd been fourteen of them. 

Julius and Vilma kept Susan company while she had her breakfast. It all began 

with the majordomo-treasurer of the Friendly Society carrying a tray, which didn't 

tremble even a fraction, with a tiny cup of boiling black coffee, a fine etched glass with 

orange juice, silver sugar bowl and spoon, a coffee jug, also of silver, just in case the 

Senora wanted it a little stronger, toast, Dutch jam, and English marmalade. As soon 

as the sounds of breakfast took over-the spreading of jam, the spoon stirring the sugar, 

the chink of the cup on the saucer, the crunch of toast-as soon as these were heard, 



215 

a gentleness pervaded the room as if the first sounds of morning had awakened an 

infinite capacity for love in them. Julius could barely stay still, Vilma and Celso 

smiled, Susan ate her breakfast admired and adored, and seemed fully aware of any 

effect her little sounds might have. From time to time she glanced at them and smiled 

as if to ask: "More little noises? Shall we play at guessing what they mean?" 

Once breakfast was over Susan started making phone calls, one after the other, 

and Vilma, with Julius, headed for the vegetable garden or the pool or the carriage. But 

one day Julius didn't wait for Vilma to take his hand, he was ready and ran out after 

Celso, who was taking the tray down. "Show me the strongbox! Show me the 

strongbox! II he cried, since Celso was getting away from him down the stairs. At last, 

in the kitchen, he caught up with him and the majordomo-cum-treasurer agreed to show 

it to him just as soon as he'd finished getting the table ready; his brothers and sister 

would soon be back from school and hungry for lunch. "Come back in a quarter of an 

hour, II he said. 

II Cynthia, II called Julius, coming into the hall at the foot of the main staircase. 

Just as he did every day, Carlos, the Black family-chauffeur in his cap and 

uniform, had brought the children home from school and they were now going up to say 

good morning to Mummy. 

"Dumbo! II said Santiago as he passed by. 

Bobby didn't even tum to look at him; Cynthia, on the other hand, stood with 

him on the landing. 
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"Cynthia, Celso's going to show me the strongbox belonging to his club from 

Guaro ... " 

"Huarocondo," corrected Cynthia, smiling. "I'll be right down, come sit with 

me while I have lunch. " 

A few minutes later Julius went into the servants' quarters of the palace for the 

very first time. He looked around: everything seemed smaller somehow, plainer, not 

so pretty, ugly even; everything had shrunk. Suddenly he heard Celso's voice "Come 

in" and he remembered why he was there, but it was only when he saw the cold, brown 

iron bedstead that he realized he was in a bedroom. It smelled horrible. The 

majordomo said: 

"That's the box," pointing to a round table. 

"Which one?" asked Julius, staring at the table. 

"That one there. " 

Julius saw one, but it couldn't be it. "Which one?" he asked again, just as it is 

when you're looking for something under your nose and waiting for someone to say "are 

you blind or something?" 

"Are you blind, Julius? Look. That's it." 

Celso bent over to pick up a cookie tin from off the table; he handed it to Julius, 

who took hold of it by the lid, badly, and a pile of dirty notes and coins scattered on his 

shorts and allover the floor. 

"Ah lad, now look what you've done ... Help me ... " 

" It 
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Cynthia had her own nursemaid, just as Julius had Vilma, though she wasn't 

beautiful, but fat and good-natured: fat, good-natured, old, old-fashioned, responsible, 

with grey hair. Julius asked her the same question over and over and she never knew 

how to answer it. 

"Mummy says you're one of the few people of your class with grey hair. Why's 

that, Bertha?" 

And poor Bertha, good-natured as she was, did everything she possibly could to 

find out why, and one day came up with the answer. 

"Among poor folks the morality rate is higher than among decent people, well

off people. " 

Julius didn't understand a blessed word, but the phrase remained with him, 

probably in his subconscious, because one day, seven years later, it suddenly came to 

him in a flash, just exactly as she'd said it. He was riding his bike around the Polo 

Club. And then he understood what she'd meant, but by that time seven years had gone 

by since Bertha'd died. 

Bertha died one day, a hot summer afternoon. They'd emptied the pool and she 

was sitting in a garden chair waiting for Cynthia to arrive so she could comb the tangles 

out of her hair and splash her with cologne to freshen her up, without ever letting it get 

in her eyes. Just as thirty years earlier she'd done with little Miss Susan until they sent 
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her away to school in England, and then again when she came back, until she married 

Sefior Santiago and started having children of her own. Cynthia arrived, running, 

puffing, calling to her "Here I am Mammy Bertha!" but the poor old thing had just died 

of high blood pressure, which had always troubled her. When she felt herself dying, 

she'd been careful to put the bottle of cologne in a safe place so it wouldn't fall over; 

she put it on the ground since that was nearest, with Cynthia's comb next to it, and she 

just managed to hear her voice calling her. And her little hairbrush too. 

Cynthia insisted they should go into mourning and kept pestering Mummy to buy 

a black tie for Julius. 

"Good heaven's no!" Susan exclaimed, lovely as always. "What are they going 

to do next to the poor child! It's bad enough having him rummage around in the back 

garden all day. He spends all his time with the servants. I certainly won't let him have 

a black tie!" 

And off she went, smelling wonderful, and didn't get back until God knows 

when. That was how Julius started squirming and developed an irritation on his neck, 

but he'd made up his mind not to take off the rough, black cloth tie-all the pocket 

money in the world wouldn't have made him do it. Which of the two majordomos gave 

it to him? That's something Mummy, lovely as she might be, never found out. With 

the black tie reaching down way past his fly, Julius followed Cynthia all around the 

palace, because that way, with her, they could mourn Bertha's death so much better. 

The problem was when she was at school, because then he felt like playing in the back 

garden or the carriage, and the other afternoon he'd found himself taking the tie off 
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because sweat was running down his neck from shooting at the Indians. About as well 

Cynthia got home just then; as soon as he saw her, Julius remembered they were in 

mourning and began to straighten the tie, feeling very sad as he climbed down from the 

carriage. 

He felt sadder than ever now, because Cynthia'd found the photos of Daddy's 

funeral and began thinking about how things were. Susan, lovely as ever, would 

complain: she couldn't begin to say how that child upset her, her nervousness caused 

her no end of worry, "She's hypersensitive, Baby," she told a friend, "she's driving me 

crazy with her questions . .. And Julius is quite dependent on her! He just lives 

waiting for her to come home from school! I've told Vilma to try to keep them apart 

more, but what's the use? Vilma adores Julius, so does everyone else in this house." 

What Susan didn't say was that Cynthia was driving her crazy talking about Daddy's 

funeral: "Why Mummy? But Mummy, I got to look out of the window and I saw 

everything. Mummy why did they take Daddy away in a black Cadillac with a lot of 

black men dressed like when Daddy went to a big dinner at the President's palace? 

Why Mummy? Mummy, are you listening?" She spent hours telling her "I know, 

Mummy, I saw when they took Daddy away, and they've told me about it too." She 

hadn't realized at the time, but now she remembered and compared it with the way 

Bertha'd been taken away "in an ambulance, Mummy, by the back door too." But that 

was where she began to hesitate and grow tongue tied, because no words could describe 

such a wicked thing, but who'd done it? Taking Bertha away like that, so quicldy, by 

the back door, as though nobody wanted to have anything to do with it. 



220 

Julius was witness to his mother's harassment. While Cynthia asked her 

questions he stood still, with his ears sticking out like two Danish pastries, his hands to 

his side, his heels together but the toes apart like a little soldier at attention with his 

thoughts occupied elsewhere. They'd besiege Susan in what had been his father's 

bathroom. His bottles were still there, nobody'd taken them away; there was his 

aftershave, his razors, even his soap was still there, and his toothbrush. Everything 

half-used forever and ever. ''It's just as if he was going to come back," Cynthia said 

to Susan one day, but that was no reason to forget about Bertha. 

"Julius, clean your black tie," she said another day. 

"What for?" 

"Tomorrow afternoon we're going to have a funeral service for Bertha." 

The next day Cynthia was quite jumpy when she arrived home from school. 

She'd no sooner kissed her mother than she told her she'd no homework and ran off to 

find Julius, who was in the back playing with Vilma. The poor kid hadn't slept a wink 

the night before. He'd been waiting for her all afternoon, and as soon as he saw her, 

he ran to meet her. Vilma came along behind. Cynthia took him up to her bedroom 

and asked him to wait outside while she changed from her school uniform. She looked 

very pretty when she came out, but was in black. She'd been wearing black all the time 

since Bertha died, except when she had to wear her uniform to school. Susan didn't 

even try to stop her any more. She took him into the bathroom, holding his hand, and 

washed his face lovingly. Then she said she was going to comb his hair and wanted to 

dampen it first. Julius let himself be drowned in eau de cologne and his hair combed; 



221 

he let her !mot his black tie again, though Vilma might get upset, because she always 

knotted it for him in her own special way. Drops of cologne ran down Julius's neck, 

and how it burned! Tears came to his eyes, so much that Cynthia asked him if he 

wanted to take the tie off, but he said no, and felt the way you do when you tell 

someone "not on your life!" when he saw how Cynthia looked relieved, because without 

a black tie he wouldn't have been able to go to the funeral. She led him by the hand 

once again from the bathroom to the bedroom and there began to cry, while Vilma, 

who'd been going along with them in silence as if approving of what she saw, looked 

on with a frightened expression. Still crying, Cynthia opened a sideboard drawer and 

brought out a box. Julius watched her, terrified. He !mew they were going to bury 

Bertha, but how on earth . . .? Cynthia took off the lid and showed them the contents 

of the box. Vilma and Julius let out a wail on catching sight of the brush and comb and 

the bottle of cologne that she'd used every day when she combed through her hair, and 

there was a lock of Cynthia's hair too, "from when they cut your hair for the first time, 

lovey." Weeping, the three went downstairs. Cynthia closed the box and carried it 

clutched to her chest, in both hands, while they went across the garden where the 

swimming pool was, right to the back where the vegetables grew. Julius was surprised 

to note that on the way Celso, Daniel, Carlos, Arminda and her daughter Dora, and 

Anatolio joined them. Even Nilda appeared, and she was on very bad terms with Vilma 

just then, always on account of Julius. They'd been waiting for them. Cynthia'd 

organized everything; it had been her idea too that they all wear dark clothes, and there 

they all were asking her to please hurry up, Missy, we don't want the Senora to catch 
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us. The majordomos were the most insistent; Carlos the chauffeur went along too, half 

out of respect and half smiling to himself; he was very fond of little Miss Cynthia. At 

last they found a suitable place for Anatolio to dig a hole to bury the box with the brush 

and comb and the last bottle of cologne that Bertha had ever used. He finished digging, 

and at that point they all began to cry loudly, and poor Julius felt the tie burning him 

more than ever, and the snot hung down from his nose in streamers. It was all so sad! 

And not he nor anyone else was shocked, no, they all loved her so much more, when 

Cynthia took the little religious charm made of real platinum from her neck and buried 

it too. One by one, starting with Cynthia and Julius, they each dropped a little earth on 

the box; that last bit had been Nilda's idea. Then they all hurried off, except for 

Carlos, who walked back solemnly to get his six o'clock tea. 

A week later Susan started to scold Cynthia for being so careless, for losing that 

little charm that had been a present from ... , but she'd completely forgotten who, and 

grew aware, rather, that she was much less nervous than she had been, and noticed for 

the first time that it must have been a week since she'd stopped wearing black. 

"And you, sir?" 

She bent over Julius, standing there with his toes turned out and began to miss 

his not being a baby any more, and instead of saying "you, sir, are all of five years old 

and ought to be going to school," she gave him a kiss, smelling wonderful, like always. 

"Mummy's in a hurry, darling," she said, turning to look at herself in a mirror. 

Then she bent over so they could reach her cheeks, and one straight lock of 

blonde hair fell forward gloriously, the way it always did when she leaned forward, and 
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she buried them in her hair. Cynthia and Julius left their kisses with her in a well 

protected spot to last her until she got back. 

II 

Bertha's funeral brought Cynthia and Julius even closer together; now they 

shared a common secret and went about together all the time, though Cynthia preferred 

to keep out of the way when the Indians were being massacred from the carriage that 

had belonged to Great-grandfather the President. This caused no ill feelings between 

them, Cynthia making a point of doing her homework at those times. 

What was never clear to him was whether she didn't play in the carriage because 

she was a girl and those were boy's games, or because she was ten already, or ifit was 

because she didn't feel well. Cynthia was a terrific girl! She'd made a pact with her 

mother to take even the nastiest medicine without complaining, anything the doctor 

prescribed, anything they wanted her to take, but Julius mustn't know, and the doctor 

had to come without his seeing him, by the back door if possible, "so Julius won't know 

I'm sick, Mummy." No, that was never clear to him. Nor was it clear why Julius, who 

caught on to everything straight away, took so long to realize that Cynthia wasn't well, 

wasn't well at all. It was only at the birthday party for his cousin Rafaelito Lastarria, 

that little shit, that he found out. 

Susan rang off and called for them. Vilma led them in, hand in hand, one on 

either side of the beautiful cllOla, and they listened while Mummy told them: 
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"You've got to go, my darlings. Susana is my cousin, and she called specially 

to invite you; Santiago and Bobby used to go, and now it's your tum. II 

And that Saturday afternoon they dressed them all in white down to their shoes; 

Julius had a little white silk tie, just like the ribbon round the old-fashioned little bun 

on the top of Cynthia's head. They went in the Mercedes. Up front: Carlos the 

chauffeur, Vilma looking more attractive and classier than ever, and the birthday 

present, a sailboat for the cousins to sail on their pool; behind: the two of them in 

silence, terrified and getting more so by the minute as they got closer and closer to the 

house of the Lastarrias, their cousins those little shits; they knew exactly what they 

were like; years back their brothers Santiago and Bobby had had to accept similar 

invitations. Cynthia, delicate and adored by him, sat silent and pale on the leather seat 

of the Mercedes. At her side, Julius, whose feet didn't reach the floor, sat trembling 

with his hands to his sides and his feet straight out, heels together. So they arrived. 

Vilma lifted them out onto the pathway, while Carlos brought out the boat with the 

mast sticking out of the package. Other children were arriving too, some they knew, 

some they didn't, and at the door of the Lastarrias's house were children, some pretty, 

some not, some sure of themselves and some not, and nursemaids in the kind of 

uniform nursemaids wear when they take children to a birthday party; everyone was 

trying to one-up everyone else in being good looking, smart, everything you can one-up 

someone in, there, at the Lastarrias's front door; it was just as though everybody hated 

everybody else's guts. 
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Vilma couldn't quite make out this strange house of the children's cousins; she 

was quite used to living and working in a palace but didn't understand what these thick 

stone walls were all about, and the dark windows and beams which looked like logs; 

it wasn't that it worried her, but she felt more at ease after the majordomo had 

explained to her in the kitchen while they were serving, giving them their tea, and she 

was washing some of the cups; he told her that this house had been built to look like 

a castle, "and what's your place look like, glamorous?" 

This majordomo, a real Lastarria majordomo, opened the door, showed them 

in, and from all those nursemaids had to choose Vilma. Julius got the picture 

immediately and nudged Cynthia, who was coughing, scared to death. All the children 

went into the castle one by one; Senora Lastarria kissed them and called them by their 

names. "Good afternoon, Senora," said Vilma and handed over the present with its 

little card and immediately panicked because Julius had disappeared. Thank God he 

was only over there, with his back to her, staring at an enormous suit of armor standing 

guard next to one of the castle doors. Cynthia moved close to him and took his hand, 

and the two stood there staring, and at that moment one of the arms came down and 

almost gave them a great whack: it was Rafaelito playing one of his favorite tricks, and 

he ran out into the garden without saying hello to anyone. The party at the Lastarria 

cousins could be said to have begun. "Rafaelito come here! Rafaelito come see your 

presents!" his mother called, but Rafaelito had disappeared into the garden, so now 

everyone else had to go out and play in the garden too. 
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"Into the garden, children!" called Aunt Susana Lastarria. "Rafaelito and his 

brother are in the garden! Victor," she turned to the majordomo, "show the children 

into the garden as they arrive." 

The majordomo did as he was told and stood by the door waiting for more 

guests to arrive. He wasn't too pleased, since that way he couldn't keep his eyes on 

Vilma; that girl was really something. 

On the way to the garden they went down a long corridor filled with suits of 

armor, swords, shields, heavy metal objects, vases large enough to drink blood out of 

in a horror film, and black iron candlesticks on heavy wooden tables like the ones 

Robin Hood ate from when he was on good terms with the English royalty. On either 

side of the corridor were wide doors defended by stolid suits of armor, which his 

beloved Cynthia touched as she passed, and through them they could see dark rooms, 

a billiard room, a music room with a piano, a room for an electric train, a study, the 

dining room, a library, and another, and still another that Vilma couldn't imagine what 

it could be for. "We're here," she said at last. 

The garden was alive with children and nursemaids; children six years old, some 

eight years old, but nobody five years old apart from Julius. Many wore white suits 

with their little vests, but without lapels, and poplin shirts with starched collars and 

expensive little ties in blue or red and green, like a bullfighter's tie. Nobody'd reached 

the stage of getting acne yet, and everyone was happy, ready to play, "not too near the 

swimming pool, children. Don't throw stones at the fish in the little pond now!" 
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Julius, Cynthia, and Vilma, hand in hand, formed a united front, as if ready for 

something to happen. 

Rafaelito, who was eight years old today, was ready too. He was up the tree, 

but they couldn't see him, and when it started to rain down dirt and well aimed clods, 

which hurt when they hit you, they had no idea what was happening. Squeals, 

laughter, wails, while Vilma threw her arms around them and tried to hide them 

between her legs with her uniform, calling "Senora! Senora!" until the mistress of the 

house arrived, and everything stopped while she gave her orders. "Rafaelito, down 

from there this minute! Ah, he's impossible! Can't you behave nicely to your little 

cousins? Why did you invite them then? This is the last time you'll have a birthday 

party!" and so on, quite a show, until Rafaelito came down, slowly, grinning in triumph 

with his hands covered in dirt, and a loin cloth like Tarzan's over his new suit. 

Pipo came down from the other tree. Pipo was Rafaelito's brother and his 

sworn enemy, except when there were guests in the house, when they joined forces 

against the common foe, especially if it meant doing something nasty to those cousins 

called Julius, Cynthia, Bobby, etc. Pipo wasn't too happy to come down from the 

other tree; he hadn't had time to take aim and was still carrying an arrow, three of 

them in fact. 

Cynthia coughed but didn't cry and looked at Julius, who looked at Vilma, who 

looked at the senora. "Come, come and be brushed down! Thank God it didn't go in 

anyone's eyes!" (Vilma had received a good one in the mouth though.) "I don't know 
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what we'll do with Rafaelito! Come, let's brush them off, Vilma; then I'll go out into 

the garden with them." 

They took them, streaky with dirt, back into the garden. Cynthia was dying of 

cold and coughing; Julius, furious, kept his hands to his sides, and Vilma was still 

spitting out the dirt. She was worried at the state of her uniform and thought about the 

majordomo, but also she was hearing the way Cynthia coughed, and how many times 

now have I told the Senora she's coughing more every day; where's the medicine? But 

what did she know about such things? The Senora always in a hurry, more than ever 

nowadays. Bertha and me, it's us have been mothers to these children since the master 

died. .. "Come, Cynthita, rest a while; come, Julius, stay here with your sister." 

There she was, and he was looking at her. 

And the majordomo, the cholo, wasn't half bad looking either. Light skinned 

too. Everybody must have arrived by now and he wouldn't have to wait and open the 

door every time the bell rang. They were all there in the garden and the party was 

going as expected. Victor (so that's what Vilma's admirer was called) crossed the 

garden, and he knew Vilma was watching him: he walked over, sure of himself- he'd 

learnt that from working in that house for so long-with his silver tray, passing around 

little waxed paper cups with ice-cold Coca-Cola and chicha morada. The children 

served themselves, or their nurses served them, and some, like those shits Pipo and 

Rafaelito, as you might have expected, took straws and blew the cold drinks at their 

friends, right in the eye of course. The nursemaids rushed to separate the attackers 

from the attacked, but Victor, who'd grown used to that kind of thing in the time he'd 
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been working there, never batted an eye and went on passing round the tray, from one 

side of the garden to the other, never spilling a drop, gliding along, head high, hair 

glued down, he knew Vilma was watching him. 

And Vilma really was watching him. She was sitting next to an enormous 

window, and at her side Cynthia was coughing and Julius was turning and looking 

inside the house, towards the corridor with the suits of armor and swords and shields. 

At that moment out came Aunt Susana, my she was ugly!, and Cynthia said "I like your 

house, Auntie. May I go in and look around?" Her aunt was surprised and said "Yes, 

of course." After all, Susan's children had always been a bit peculiar. Cynthia took 

Julius's hand, "Come on," and just to annoy her aunt, as ugly as ever, she said she was 

going into the library to read. It was as if Julius understood exactly, and he followed 

her. Vilma stood up too as if to follow them, but their aunt stopped her. 

"You can go into the kitchen, Vilma," she said. "You'll all have tea before the 

children go into the dining room, so start going in now, a few at a time," she turned 

to the other nurses who happened to be there at that moment. 

Cynthia and Julius spent a long time examining the suits of armor, checking first 

to mal(e sure nobody was hidden behind or inside them. They looked them over 

properly. Cynthia explained to him everything she'd ever learned in school about 

armor and weapons and shields, and Julius at her side listened very carefully, nodding 

agreement as she explained things to him. Then they reached another room, the billiard 

room, then another, the study-better not go in there--now another, the music room 

with its piano. "That's Beethoven," said Cynthia pointing to a bronze bust scowling 
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furiously at the piano from a marble column. "Did you know that our great-uncle, the 

one in the study at home, fell in love with another lady before he married our great

aunt? Julius shook his head, but from all the portraits of forebears in the palace, he 

knew immediately which great-uncle she'd meant. "He did," said Cynthia, and told 

him all about their great-uncle. 

"And" (Julius listened carefully) "he really loved this young lady so much, but 

she wasn't good enough for him, since she was only a pianist and played the piano 

beautifully. Mummy said it was that she was poor, from a poor family." It really 

seemed that Julius understood, since he didn't keep asking "why" but listened and let 

her finish the story. "They forbade him to see the young lady who wasn't good enough 

for him, but Great-uncle kept on seeing her secretly, so they forced him, Mummy says 

they put pressure on him and what could he do? They put pressure on him and they 

sent her into a convent, just as they used to do in those days when girls didn't do as 

they were told, they all ended up as nuns. But this one didn't. No, Julius, she had to 

leave the convent because she was sick, and she kept on playing the piano always. 

Great-uncle, they call him 'the romantic one'-that's why he looks that way in the 

painting, with a beard and long hair, and Daddy used to say that he was the one who 

really made a mess of the family business and it's about as well he had his brothers to 

straighten things out. Well, Great-uncle didn't want to marry anybody else, not even 

our great-aunt, who was already in love with him. He waited and waited until the 

young lady came out of the convent, terribly sick, Mummy says she was doomed, and 
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he married her because, after all, he was a gentleman. Wasn't that nice of him?" Julius 

nodded; with his eyes he pleaded for the rest of the story. 

So Cynthia went on, "so they got married and went to live in San Miguel, and 

the house is still there, in San Miguel, a lovely white house like a doll's house. They 

lived there, but she was always sick in bed; she couldn't get up, she coughed and 

coughed and never stopped coughing. And Great-uncle forgot all about the business 

and stayed at her side and begged her to play the piano-he'd given her a beautiful 

piano when they got married. She lived for only three months, Julius. One day, just 

like every day, he asked her to play the piano and she couldn't get up, but later that 

day she got up and played so beautifully and began to cough and fell dead, still playing 

the piano. And that's the end of the story," said Cynthia, but Julius still had some 

questions, so she told him "afterwards, he married our great-aunt, but he didn't live 

very long either, because he'd caught the illness from his first wife the pianist. He was 

the oldest son of the President, and Daddy's uncle, but he died long before Daddy was 

born. That's why Daddy always used to get frightened when any of us started to 

cough." They both sat silent on the piano bench and they opened the piano. Their four 

hands rested, hesitant, on the keys, which the Lastarrias never played, of course. 

In the kitchen twenty-three Lima nursemaids, who hailed from every region of 

Peru, had managed to reduce Cirilo the second majordomo to a state of terror, but not 

Victor, master of his domain, who was working the electric appliances just to impress 

them all. He dried glasses with hot air, sharpened knives by pressing a little button so 

a tiny grinding wheel went round, and he spoke to the Senora by their own private line: 
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"I'm bringing the Coca-Cola now," he said. At least ten nursemaids got the giggles 

when he placed two slices of bread into the electric toaster, waited for a few minutes, 

and said "listen, now" and a bell rang, ding, and the toast popped up. At least five of 

them felt sinful twitchings when he offered the toast to Vilma, and why shouldn't he, 

wasn't she the queen of them all? The others lmew what was going on but looked the 

other way; they're really a pack of hicks still, with their eyes in their cups, not looking 

up to save their lives. Vilma was different: Vilma met the challenge head on, and 

when he dared to give her the first two slices of toast, which was only a way of telling 

her how he felt about her, she asked him "you wouldn't have butter, would you?" The 

flirt! That was when the cholas looked away; she was a bold one, that Vilma, but she 

was beautiful, and they all admired her really. And Victor was almost caught out, but 

not quite; he pulled himself together and went to get the butter dish. "Butter for the 

young lady," he said, passing it to her. IIThank you," said Vilma, and spread it on her 

toast, smiling, composed, very much in control. But then the Senora came in and said 

the children were going into the dining room now and that they should go too, and 

"Oh, Vilma, Julius and Cynthia are nowhere to be seen!" 

They'd looked high and low, all the first floor, and now we'd better look 

upstairs since there's nobody in the garden. "Victor," ordere.d Senora Susana, "go 

upstairs with Vilma and let me know as soon as you find them." And that's how the 

two of them came to go upstairs together, without speaking, through all those stiff 

bedrooms and bathrooms that a whole family could live in, through corridors, calling 

out "Julius, Julius! Cintita! II Through rooms for studying in, though they weren't 



233 

there either, and a back staircase, where Victor tried to make a pass, but no; none of 

that, since Vilma was almost crying now, frightened; another place, a little less lost 

there because this part of the house seemed more familiar to her, these cold tiles in the 

backyard; now they were in the servants' quarters, and still she called out, until she 

heard "here we are!" and it was Cynthia's voice and they were in the servants' 

bathroom. 

"Now where did you go and get to?" said Vilma when she saw them at last. 

"This bathroom hasn't got a tub," said Julius. 

That was the only answer she got, but it didn't matter, they were unharmed. 

Vilma smothered them in kisses. 

"You wouldn't have one left over for me?" said Victor. He really did fancy 

himself. 

Julius and Cynthia stared at him, taken aback. 

"Please tell the Senora we've found them." Vilma straightened her bun. 

"First of all, tell me when your day off is," he said, smiling. He just stood 

there, waiting. 

"Thursday . .. Thursday. Hurry now, go tell the Senora . . ." 

Victor took off and Vilma sighed. Slowly, gently, trembling a little, she took 

them by the hand to the dining room, while they stared with eyes like saucers back at 

that part of the castle they were leaving behind. 

Rafaelito and Pipo had a friend, a hero, MartCn. Even though they hadn't let 

the guests see that something was wrong, they'd been waiting for him ever since the 
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first guest had arrived. Why hadn't he come? Was he still going to come? Their 

mother would prefer that he didn't. Didn't she always tell them not to have anything 

to do with him? But today was Rafaelito's birthday; his birthday, she couldn't stop him 

frol'l'b inviting Martin. "They've gone and invited him," she'd told her husband. 

"Nobody knows who he is, and he's from one of those new apartment houses. His 

mother's not somebody you can be seen with, you know. I've seen her at church, and 

he's a regular little devil, older than they are, a real little runt though, let's hope he 

doesn't come. He's already taught Rafaelito how to say 'sonofabitch,' if you'll excuse 

the expression ... " and so on. 

Martfn wasn't such a little runt, but he was eleven years old, and he arrived just 

as tea was being served. He came alone, on foot from the place where he lived, and 

as he came in he said he'd bring the present along tomorrow, but in fact his Dad had 

told him to cut it out, he was too big for sissy stuff like birthdays with presents, but 

he'd be an idiot to miss a giant spread like those folks were going to have. Now, 

wedged in at the table, he was into his third sandwich while Rafaelito watched him like 

a cat in heat. Victor was serving everybody their tea, and the nursemaids were 

watching every spoonful the children were about to tal(e, removing the lettuce from the 

sandwiches since there might be typhoid about, and taldng the silver paper off the 

chocolate to find the poem by Campoamor that might be inside. Julius and Cynthia 

each ate their little sandwich, and Vilma was beautiful and calm again, and Aunt 

Susana, my but she was ugly, was in control again, and Pipo and Rafaelito were teIIing 

Martin that those over there were Cynthia and Julius. Everyone was eating, the fat one 
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as well, naturally-just see how he stuffs it in-that's August and Licia's son. And 

they all ate the marzipan fruit that the nuns make in the old convents of Lima, from the 

Virgin del Carmen, from Barrios Altos at the other end of the world from here; even 

the chauffeur got lost, and he used to live around there, can you beat that? not any 

more, dear, now they live in those shanty towns, they all want to own a bit of land too, 

that's why it's such a nuisance since they've got to leave early to get there-eat your 

cake, now-just look at that child, now that's what I call a glutton--everybody eat your 

ice cream now-see, that's the MartIn I was telling you about. 

Now everybody wants more coke, and Victor fetches and carries and serves and 

rubs up against Vilma as he goes by, and Vilma is looking at he!self in the huge mirror 

that covers the entire wall, and she's good-looking all right, that's why Victor likes her; 

her hair looks good piled up like that, and those heels are just high enough, not too 

high with a uniform, Senora Susan wouldn't allow it anyway, but not real flat, the heel 

hardly shows but they make your legs look good; good bust, they really show up under 

the white, that kind of cloth helps too, the belt goes in nicely, good hips, plenty there 

. .. From the other side of the dining room the Senora is looking at her too, she's 

talking about something else, but she's not missing a thing; just look at Victor, the 

rogue; good looking, that chola, a bit heavy set, but she's smart, a pity she's got Indian 

hair, it spoils her, but she is good looldng, nice legs, well built, she's been with them 

for years, looking after Julius ever since he was born, nice looking girl-and she 

knows it, just look at her admiring herself; here I am nothing to look at and she's 

lovely, that chola, penniless ... Just look at Victor, I bet he lays her before long, 
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they've caught each other's eye: look at them making eyes in the mirror. 

Then there were the candles to be blown out. Rafaelito would have preferred 

to skip that part, of course, since MartIn was there, real tough and looking down his 

nose at the kid stuff. Victor wouldn't have missed it for anything though; there he was 

lighting all the candles with a single match and Vilma afraid he'd bum himself, but no! 

light, dammit! and finally it did, so he was able to hold up the match and put it out 

with his fingers so everyone could see, and Vilma was the one who felt the burning. 

"Cut the cake!" yelled Martin. 

"Didn't I tell you. That's the one." 

And Susana Lastarria kept up a running commentary to her sister Chela, who'd 

come to help keep the little devils in line. And the little devils were eating their cake 

at last. "Cake is the name, " she said to them in English; there just wasn't time to get 

around to all of them, see that's so and so's son, the deputy's-remember how good 

looking he used to be, he's really gone downhill lately, just like his mother, just the 

same. Poor Susan? don't kid yourself, Susan poor-she's really living it up, and why 

not, if she's a widow-it's been three years, you know ... 

Thanks to what the experts call geographic determinism (man being the cause 

of antideterminism presumably), Julius and Cynthia went with the flow but stayed close 

to Vilma. While the others were eating, they'd felt at ease, but tea was nearly over and 

soon they'd have to go out into the garden to play again. 

Fortunately Martin decided they should choose teams and play soccer. Everyone 

wanted to be on Martin's team. He was the new leader, the one who made the 
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decisions. "You come over here, you go over there. You're not playing, get over 

there! you too! Get that girl out of the way! Rafael, come here! He's too small!" 

Rafael pushed Julius over; Vilma, and Cynthia too, ran to pick him up: "Come, 

Julius, II she said, "I want to tell you something. Pay attention, now." And they went 

into the castle, but on their way ran into Aunt Susana. 

"Now don't be getting lost again," she said. "Stay where someone can see you. 

Vilma, now, don't lose sight of them. The Magician will be here in half an hour." 

The football match was over when the conjurer arrived. Everyone had known 

that Martin's team was going to win. Two to Nothing. One by Pipo straight in the 

goalkeeper's stomach, so he fell back into the goal, and a long shot by Martin that 

shattered one of the castle windows. It was getting dark now, the nursemaids were 

wiping sweaty faces with warm, damp cloths. "How dirty you've got, child, oh dear 

... " and they soon had the children looking like new, ready for the show- a conjurer 

this time, instead of the usual movie. 

They sat them in little seats all lined up in the enormous main hall of the castle. 

In the third row were Cynthia and Julius, with Vilma standing at one side. From the 

back of the room Victor watched her over the tiny heads of some fifty children and the 

large heads of about fifteen nursemaids who'd managed to find a seat; the rest were 

standing, leaning against the walls. In the middle of the first row, Rafaelito, Pipo, and 

Martin, who kept up that it was nothing but a lot of tricks (the conjurer himself still 

hadn't appeared in the hall), and at the far end the sisters Chela and Susana, Susana 

loathing Martin: "No! You can't do that! Sit down now!" and Martin trying to 
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organize a welcoming committee for the conjurer: "You're a big cheat. .. nothing but 

a big cheat!" Insolent little devil. 

The Amazing Pollini, who'd been on T.V. and what not, padded in like a 

goddam pansy, half running through the side door of the great hall. He was delighted 

to be in the castle and quickly went up to Senora Susana and kissed her hand in a way 

nobody'd done in Lima for ages. "Se-nooora," he said, "your servant," and the whole 

section of the great hall began to stink of his scent. Then he greeted Aunt Chela, 

another kiss-the-hand, and introduced his panenaire, who happened to be his wife too; 

they'd been appearing for years on stages throughout South America, boo'd off for all 

anyone knew, and certainly not Susana. He asked permission to begin, which they 

gave, of course, and he took up his position behind the table that had been put there 

especially for him, in front of the children. The aunts sat down again and the conjurer, 

with a glance round the auditorium of thousands, caught sight of Victor. "Could you 

bring me a glass of water?" he said, as though reluctantly. Victor acted as though he 

hadn't heard or it hadn't registered, but the mistress turned to look at him: "Victor, 

bring a glass of water for The Magician ... er, the gentleman," and poor Victor had 

to swallow his pride in front of Vilma. She'd caught The Magician's eye too ... but 

this wasn't quite the right time, not here in the castle. 

He raised his arms as if he were about to be shot, but it was only for his 

panenaire to take his cloak off. He'd placed his top-hat and black leather bag on the 

table and looked a bit less like Dracula now, which made Julius feel more comfortable, 

along with several other children who were watching open-mouthed, never taking their 
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eyes from him. Cynthia nudged her brother, IIdon't forget, Julius, you'll remember 

everything, won't YOU?1I and it seemed Vilma too was in on the secret. And at that 

moment Victor arrived with the glass of water for The Magician, IIput it there, please, 

on the table,1I and you could see he wasn't all that light skinned-the goddam fairy had 

talc on, he'd even got make-up on-and he put the glass down and gave him a look that 

said go screw yourself. The show was about to begin. 

It was only about to begin because at that moment Senor Lastarria, Rafaelito's 

father, arrived, and the Magician grew flustered. Senor Lastarria made his entrance, 

Juan Lastarria, going up to his wife to wish her good evening. Seventeen years he'd 

been doing it, and he did it once again. The conjurer watched him, admired him, and 

waited for the look that invited him to run over and pay his respects. That man was 

Senor Lastarria, a man to esteem, who was now looking in his direction: now he could 

go and pay his respects to that man, whose hand he was happily pressing-damned 

brown nose, and of course Senor Lastarria didn't kiss the panenaire, his wife's hand. 

Ah, but he was going to kiss Susan's. Susan, not Susana, Juan Lastarria was 

well aware of the difference. Susan, so lovely, Julius's mother, who was just arriving 

at that moment: picking up your children from a party was the done thing, all good 

mothers do it, very responsible and all that, and she could kill two birds with one 

stone, pick up the children and do her duty by her silly cousin Susana, my, she was 

ugly; at the same time she could do her duty by Juan, give him a thrill, let him lass her 

hand-my duchess-and the kiss came down like a wet sponge on her still lovely hand. 
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There they all were. All kissed and shook hands. Susan and Susana, Juan 

Lastarria and The Magician. The partenaire and Susan and Susana-out of the 

question. Susan was a respectable widow and Susana was ugly, my she was ugly. Juan 

had made it by hard work and a good marriage, he even had a castle to show for it, and 

now he was a standing joke. The Magician was a real pro. Sefior Lastarria had it 

made. The partenaire was past it now, but she'd had twenty years filled with tricks. 

The kissing was over. "Julius! Cynthia!" Susan called, turning to look where she 

knew they were; she came up and kissed them, so lovely. "A whiskey, duchess?" her 

cousin Juan always called her that. "Yes, dahling, with just the teeniest bit of ice." 

Poor dahling, he'd married Susana, cousin Susana, and then found out there was more 

to it than that, "something called class, you know, good breeding," as we say in 

English, take herself, for example, and once he found that out, he went around with his 

neck stretched out as though he couldn't quite reach what he was after, and you never 

will, dahling. 

But The Magician didn't see things that way; these niceties were a bit beyond 

him, for him it was just a matter of a few bucks here or there; Sefior Lastarria was 

very impressive, and it was damned annoying to have asked for a glass of water, blast 

it; now he wouldn't be offered a scotch. The majordomo was bringing them, serving 

them round; he counted mentally-he wasn't a magician for nothing-no, they hadn't 

brought one for him; everybody took one, Sefior Lastarria too, and the moment had 

come for him to give his show. 
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Juan Lastarria seated the duchess at his side, sipped the scotch, and looking at 

her obliquely, gave orders for the thing to start. Susan looked at him too, at cousin 

Juan: how happy he was! with the flabby chest under his silk shirt, the belly that he and 

his tailor worked so hard at hiding, that idiotic way of standing with his hand between 

his jacket buttons, that ridiculous little straight line of a moustache across his top 

lip-heaven knows which cabaret he'd picked it up from (she'd never forget when her 

husband Santiago said it was the shortest distance between two fat cheeks), that hair 

plastered back like some Argentine-Greek shipping magnate, and those sunglasses all 

year round; my God, how vulgar can you get! That was how she saw him, and God, 

but it was frightening, poor cousin Juan ... Children's laughter brought her back; the 

conjurer had started his show. 

And he hadn't only started, he'd brought a great pile of eggs out of a hat, and 

more were coming, more, more-it reminds you of those aunts everybody has, wizened 

old women with too much make-up, old maids with romantic ideas, and you're sure 

they're long past it, when wow! they show up with some sweets "for you, sonny," and 

they've got an Italian in tow this time. Even Martin was stunned at the quantity of 

eggs, and everyone clapped. The Magician bowed, waved his arm to show his 

partenaire so they could applaud her a bit too. They didn't clap for her much, since 

all she did was pick up all the things he took out of his hat, or his cuffs, or his mouth, 

or from under his lapels, or from his inside pocket; the guy was a marvel, and he'd just 

pulled three doves, one after the other, from a pocket that had nothing in it. And of 

course somebody had a rubber band and managed to make a slingshot and . . . well, 
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they didn't catch anyone, but the Magician wasn't too pleased at nearly having one of 

his doves put out of business. 

"Now children!" said Aunt Susana, and then Juan Lastarria, "It's nothing, go 

on, go on," so the Magician went on, but you could see his doves getting put well out 

of the way, and now he began putting things in instead of pulling them out-he 

swallowed a red-hot poker, then a sword, and so on, and then he started doing card 

tricks. He really was a whiz, this wizard; well, he'd been on television as his 

partenaire never tired of telling us: a first-rate show for the children of Peru and South 

America, in honor of no other than Rafaelito Lastarria, who came into the world on this 

day, a big hand for Rafaelito Lastarria (not a sound from Martin, of course), son of 

Senor and Senora. .. Yeech ... that's enough, scarecrow! 

There's always a time when Magicians try to show children that nothing is 

impossible. That's when they say "come along up, a volunteer to do a trick, any of 

you," and they all sit there dumb-struck, and not one of them wants to; they're shy, 

they hang their heads, the nursemaids push them-go on-and finally one of them gets 

up, he's already done his tum at mass, so ... he goes up to do a trick helped by the 

conjurer, and he's really going to knock them all flat. It always happens, well, almost 

always, and at this party it happened with a vengeance. 

The Magician was starting his "come now, let's see, who wants to do a trick?" 

when, without anybody being aware of it (except Vilma and Cynthia, that is), there was 

this little boy with the big ears standing by the table with his heels together and his toes 

apart and his hands stiff at his sides. 
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"Weeeeeeeell, Lessee, lesseee, and your name, sonny?" 

"Julius." 
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Everyone died laughing. Susan, lovely as always, trembled. Vilma was 

terrified. Cynthia coughed. "Oh please let him remember it!" 

"Wonderful! Marvelous! And how old are we?" 

"Five." 

"Wonderful! Incredible! Julius, following my instructions, is about to do the 

most wonderful trick the world has ever seen!" 

"No, I lmow my own trick." 

"Weeeeeell, lessee, lessee, sonny." 

The Magician was getting nervous. He smiled at the hosts. 

"So you know a trick?" 

"Yes." 

"Sooooo, sonny, come here, now which trick do you know? Tell us." 

Julius looked at Cynthia. Cynthia signalled to him with one finger as if she 

were trying to remind him of something. Vilma covered her face. 

"I need another little boy to help me," Julius recited in a flat voice, as if he'd 

memorized a line of poetry. He stood there with his hands glued to his sides, his ears 

bigger than ever, but he was looking straight at Rafaelito. 

"Ah! so it's a difficult trick, it needs two people, wonderful! marvelous! What 

did you say your name was, little boy?" 
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"Julius. " 

"Here Julius is going to show us his magic art. Don't miss this. This is really 

something. And what little boy will help you?" 

"Rafael. " 

"Ah, Rafaelito? But of course, the birthday boy himself. Wonderful!" 

The partenaire stretched both her arms in the direction of Rafaelito, who was 

looking quite frightened, disconcerted . .. At his side Martin was grinning more 

cynically than ever. 

"Go on, then," he said, giving him a poke with his elbow. 

The birthday child stood up and walked nervously to the table. Never in his life 

had he hated his cousin quite as much as now. What's more, he hated all the other 

guests as well, and all the noise they were making. "Come on, Rafael! Come on!" 

they were calling out and wriggling in their seats. 

"I need an ashtray and a stone," said Julius, pulling an ashtray and a small stone 

from his jacket pocket. "Here they are. " 

"Incredible! Marvelous!" said the Magician. "Now what trick are we going to 

see?" 

Julius placed the ashtray and the stone on the table and looked at his cousin 

Rafael. 

"I put the stone here and I cover it with the ashtray. Then I say the magic 

words and I'll tal(e the stone away without touching the ashtray. " 
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Rafaelito was filled with loathing. He looked at the audience, and from the 

thousands of heads bobbing impatiently, he recognized his father and mother and 

Julius's mother: they were watching him, waiting. And in the front row there was 

Martin, who seemed to be saying "Get it over with, man. So you get screwed!" 

In the auditorium everyone had forgotten that it was bis birthday they were 

celebrating, and there was nothing for it, all he could say was: 

"You're a liar!" 

"It's true," said Julius, and covered the stone with the ashtray. "Didn't you see 

it? It's under there." 

"So what?" 

He looked at Cynthia and stammered, "I s-say, I say the magic words! II 

"I can't wait. " 

II Abracadabra, " said Julius, putting his lands about a foot above the ashtray. 

The Magician, with a layer of face powder, his panenaire with a pound of 

make-up, looked at Julius, questioning. 

"Get on with it," said Rafael, getting madder. 

"I now take the stone away without touching the ashtray. " 

Vilma had bitten one nail to the quick and was starting on another; Cynthia 

sighed with relief. 

"You haven't." 

IlLook and find out." 
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Rafaelito grabbed the ashtray and lifted it up to prove the stone was still there, 

but at that moment Julius's little paw, trembling, stiff as a robot's, picked up the stone. 

II See? II he said, III didn't touch the ashtray. II 

At first nobody understood quite what had happened, and the children didn't 

burst out laughing right away, but Juan Lastarria tugged on his moustache; Susana, with 

every fiber of her body, loathed and detested Susan, lovely as ever; and the Magician 

made his doves fly allover the castle and pulled millions of eggs from everything in 

sight and threatened to swallow his black bag. Julius looked at Cynthia, and all the 

children clapped; Rafael, in a terrible temper, yelled: 

IIBut you don't have a house in Anc6n! II and disappeared. 

The Magician cut off an imaginary finger, took off an imaginary arm, and drove 

a sword through his partenaire's heart, and otherwise calmed down the children, who 

were very excited. Julius went back to his seat next to Cynthia, and Vilma, with three 

nails bitten to the quick, was trying to catch Victor's eye. 

The children had gone back into the garden and were waiting for Mamma or the 

chauffeur to pick them up. Everything had been illuminated with lights of a thousand 

colors; the nursemaids' faces looked pale, almost as white as their uniforms. All they 

cared about now was that the children shouldn't get too dirty and that someone would 

come for them before too long. They were calling for them by first and last name, 

little so and so, little whatsisname, and little whosis, and they were leaving after kissing 

Senora Susana in the doorway and getting a nasty look from Rafaelito, who was also 

in the doorway. 



247 

At the bar things were much more cheerful. Juan Lastarria, Susan, and Chela, 

and other relatives and friends, had said II well , just a little while then, II and 111'11 have 

a scotch, II and they were smoking and chatting happily. Of course, somebody had to 

put the damper on and start talking about their child's school, but on the whole, things 

were just right, so Lastama could chat up Susan and say my duchess a thousand times 

and feel in seventh heaven when she called him dahling in front of all and sundry. 

That made life worth living, all those years of nose to the grindstone, and now we can 

talk about our illustrious ancestors: IIsuch a gentleman your grandfather, Susan, a real 

English gentleman in all ways; you don't find them like that any more; and such an 

impressive name, Patrick, and didn't he study at Oxford? There's nothing like 

breeding. II Lastarria was fascinated by things British, you could tell from the castle, 

and wasn't it wonderful to stand there with Susan, whose grandparents had been 

English, her father so very English; she'd been at school in London, and there she was 

in the bar-what more could he ask for? 

But the Magician, the poor Magician, who'd packed away his doves and swords 

and silk handkerchiefs and would have packed away his partenaire if he could, and not 

ten yards from the bar was doing some fancy swirls with his Dracula cape until his 

panenaire helped him to fasten it, as she was used to doing on these big occasions. 

Juan Lastama saw him and called him over, called both of them over, for a scotch. 

And he served them himself, put the ice in each glass himself, and they began to 

answer his endless questions. Questions like "How do you do that trick with the doves, 

eh?1I and "When you cut yourself, does it bleed?1I and then questions about life on the 
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stage, and that was when the partenaire with her pound of make-up got all sentimental 

and it was time to go home. 

Things were happening in the garden too. The three of them, Rafaelito-Pipo

Martin, and some new recruits for the Mafia, had reappeared and were going to play 

at dogs-and-masters, in other words, getting back at Julius and beating the hell out of 

him. Cynthia was the only little girl left, and she was complaining about being hot and 

cold, and Vilma hurried to wrap her up so she could go talk to Victor. There they 

were, the two of them, cool as you like under a tree, but Vilma never let her children 

out of her sight, so they could hear the conversation as it went: 

"I'll wait for you on the comer then." 

"But I don't even know you," and she smiled. 

"Thursday then, I can get the day off too. " 

"And how do you know that I get Thursday off?" smiling again and looking at 

the children. 

"You told me you did. " 

"And if I was kidding?" 

"Do you kid all the time?" 

"I don't kid nobody." 

"So ... it's true then?" 

"How do you know?" 

"Are you one of those who likes to be mysterious, then?" You could see poor 

Victor getting impatient, wiping his palms and all that. 
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"Is that what you think?" giving a little smile, three little sighs, and flashing her 

big black eyes; everything about that chola was beautiful. 

"Did you catch it from the Magician?" 

"The things you say. Didn't you see, he's a married man?" 

"Oh, you lmow how people on the stage are." 

"Wasn't it wonderful how he pulled all those doves out of the hat?" 

"Just tricks, anybody can learn them." 

"So you lmow a lot of tricks then?" Vilma asked quite seriously. 

"I never deceive a lady," said Victor with the absolute certainty that his little 

book wouldn't fail him; he'd bought it in the main market. It was called The An of 

Courting. Several times it had served him well. 

"Think you're a lady killer, don't you?" said Vilma, whose flirtatious upward 

glance revealed the platform where Rafael had hidden to throw the dirt at them, so she 

turned straight away to check on the children; there they were, standing apart from the 

others, not far away; they were keeping watch on her. 

"Anyone can pay compliments to a girl as good looking as you." 

"Heavens! I'm going to get swell headed if you keep on, " Vilma smiled again. 

According to his manual, now was the moment to ask if she liked romantic 

movies so she could say yes and then he could tell her he was romantic too. But the 

manual didn't take into account that this might be taldng place under a tree and not at 

the movies, so Victor was thrown off balance and didn't quite lmow what to say next, 

until he pulled himself together and brought up the question of Thursday. 
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"Suppose I was to wait for you on Thursday?" 

That remained to be seen; what was going on in the garden needed seeing to 

right away. Vilma looked where she'd last seen the children: not a sign of either 

Cynthia or Julius. She took off immediately and was halfway across the garden calling 

"Julius! Julius!" From the crush of children some came out on all fours- they were 

the dogs; the bigger ones were masters and pulling the small ones by ropes or belts 

around their necks. Right in the middle of all the yelling and shouting were Julius and 

Cynthia, Cynthia coughing, arguing, "No we don't!" "Yes you do!" Rafaelito was 

shouting, they had to play like everyone else, and Julius had better let them put the 

belt around his neck! Julius said he wouldn't let them, and Cynthia said if that was the 

way it was, she'd be Julius's doggie. Then Vilma, still not knowing what to do, saw 

Cynthia get down on her hands and knees and fasten the belt around her neck. "Come 

on, Julius, get hold of it!" and Julius grabbed it, but Vilma was getting them out of the 

group of children, when she saw the drops of blood running down Cynthia's arm. 

Cynthia shook herself loose and ran off saying "It's nothing! It's nothing! Stay with 

Julius, I'm going to Mummy" and coughing as she ran. 

Julius never found out, nor wished to find out, what happened at the bar. He 

only remembered that Aunt Susana came looking for him in the garden and said he had 

to go home. At the door his Uncle Juan said goodbye and didn't forget to kiss the 

duchess's hand. tilt's nothing, Juan, nothing, dahling; something must have given 

her a nose-bleed, that's all." Susan, lovely as ever, but nervous, said goodnight to 

them all. 
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And when they got to the car Carlos the chauffeur and Victor fought over who 

was to open the door for them. 

Cynthia! Dh Cynthia! No, she hadn't a spot on her, she was fresh, clean, 

smiling, with her hair straight and her face clean and nothing to frighten Julius, who 

looked at your arm, Cynthia, as they drove home now that another birthday party was 

over at their cousins, the Lastarrias the shits. And now they were going home, they'd 

go straight into the tub and into bed. Mummy looked so lovely sitting up there and 

turning around every now and then to look at them: such a worry, those two, always on 

the move, always coming down with something; she'd stay at home tonight, she 

wouldn't go out, she'd call him up because Cynthia was beginning to worry her. The 

older children had never caused problems like these two who hadn't a father and were 

always with the nursemaids and majordomos; it was only to be expected, and they were 

delicate, very bright but delicate, so different, so difficult. Would a boarding school be 

the answer? No, Susan, it isn't that you're bad, you never have been, you're just the 

way you are, you don't know how to cope on your own, you're bored without your 

friends, giving orders in a big house with a load of children, your children, Susan ... 

A majordomo opened the palace gate and the Mercedes glided in up the drive to the 

front door. There they all were, even Nilda from the jungle, they were all waiting and 

they'd been waiting all afternoon, and now they were there, smiling, glad to see them, 

ready to answer Julius's hundreds of questions. But they must have noticed something, 

something Vilma did or said to them, because they all started to go away. Susan didn't 

like them wandering allover the house, lately they'd started going allover the place, 
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into all the rooms; when Santiago was alive that wouldn't have happened; no, it's 

because they lived with the children mostly now and there was nothing she could do to 

stop it; what's more, she'd neither the time nor the inclination, and it took all her 

energy to give the orders she did, as she did now: bathe him, put her to bed, and bring 

the thermometer, we can't be calling the doctor until tomorrow, just make her take her 

medicine. And Vilma straight away took charge, carried them upstairs, brought their 

supper, bathed him, told the mistress that she could come kiss them good night and 

stayed with Julius a while, joking, laughing, talking as though she really wanted to say 

something about it, but would he understand? that Victor when he opened the door had 

said he'd see her on the comer on Thursday, at three sharp, when she had her day off. 

III 

But on Thursday nobody left the palace all day. Nobody went out, because that 

night Senora Susan left for the United States with Cynthia. The doctor said that was the 

best thing to do, things were getting worse, the little girl wasn't at all well, you might 

say, not that the doctor wanted to scare anybody unnecessarily, but the best thing would 

be to have her treated in Boston as soon as possible, there wasn't a minute to lose. 

They started getting ready right away, there were telephone calls to travel agents, all the 

red tape connected with passports and visas, and the nightmare of packing. Everyone 

in the palace started to talk softly as soon as the trip was announced, and Julius learned 

that The United States really had nothing to do with the Central Park Amusement Fair 

which had just been set up in the Campo de Marte at the end of A venida Salaverry, with 
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its big wheel and a thousand attractions advertised in English. The United States was 

much further away than that--ooh, much, much further away, past the airport, and then 

the sky which went dark on you-think as far you possibly can, and then further still, 

and there it is, really far away. "No it isn't" he shouted, but his face, although red with 

anger, was straight away damp with tears as sorrow won out. 

Cynthia stayed in bed and coughed almost up to the moment of the trip. She 

appeared, well wrapped up, in the big dining room where Julius for the first time was 

having dinner with the rest of the family. They ate silently, lovingly, and passed the 

butter before they were asked to and poured water before the majordomo came to serve 

it, and their eyes never met; they said "thank you" quietly. At last it was over and it 

was time to go into the big drawing room where the piano was and wait there. Cynthia 

tried not to show how ill she was and sat at the piano for a while, hitting the keys 

somewhat reluctantly, rather as if she wasn't quite there, until she met Julius's stare and 

saw he was terrified of something, so she took her twitching little hands off the keys and 

ran to sit at his side. 

"When I come back I expect you'll be fed up with playing in the carriage," she 

said, helping him along by tickling him under the arms so he'd smile a bit, please. 

It was sad in the room where the piano was. They'd lighted only one of the 

lamps, the one over the armchair where Susan was sitting. Cynthia, Julius, Santiaguito, 

and Bobby, all very smart, filled a whole couch in the shadows. Outside, in the 

corridor, the servants were talking low, as if they wanted to let it be seen that they too 

were sharing the sadness; then they were silent, and the lack of voices left the children 
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no defense against the shivers, and Susan was quiet, overcome with gooseflesh; then 

they started talking again, but not for long, leaving gaps which belonged to a total, long 

accumulating silence, a silence which screamed its name, which came in slowly and 

waited a while. When the clock in another room, sad and dark as this one, struck ten 

at night, all the rooms on the day Cynthia was to leave had turned into urns telling of 

sadness and depth-enormous urns like lakes on which droplets fell slowly, hopelessly, 

one by one, tick, tock, tick, tock, another half hour and they'd leave; and they listened 

in silence, without moving, like the body of someone damp with fever, who finds the 

way to sleep by accepting sleeplessness, by counting, painstakingly, the drips from some 

tap, "I'm all screwed up, I won't sleep tonight II is what it's saying. 

So they didn't realize that the suitcases had been going out to the plum-colored 

Mercedes outside in the dark. Susan sighed deeply. The sad news had caught her when 

she was looking particularly beautiful and elegant, and she had something of the air of 

a wounded swan letting itself be carried by the breeze towards the bank, and perhaps 

reaching that bank, when the phone rang for her. II Well, at least you've got a way of 

killing the time, II thought Santiago on seeing her leave to answer it. The servants, while 

she was out, came in on tiptoe, Nilda first with the others behind, it seemed she was 

going to speak for the rest of them, Cintita, Cintita, was all they could say. 

"Juan Lucas, follow us then, II said Susan to the man driving another Mercedes, 

a sports model parked behind theirs. He'd arrived at the very moment they were about 

to leave, and they'd opened the gate so he could come up the drive to the main door of 

the palace. He started up the motor and followed them to the airport. Cynthia turned 
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to look, but in the dark couldn't see who was driving the car. Juan Lucas wasn't a 

name she knew, and she nudged Julius and half scared him to death; it was the first time 

that he'd been out so late at night, the first time he'd been to the airport, and the first 

time that he was going to be without his sister for such a long time; his head, drowsy, 

thought of thousands of things that made him more and more excited, but a jab in the 

ribs like that was too much, though as soon as he pulled himself together, he tried to 

return her smile. There were too many of them in the Mercedes; his brothers Santiago 

and Bobby made themselves comfortable, squashing the other two; they were sinking 

down more and more, until they were almost thrust into the crevice of the back seat. 

Up front, Susan was weeping, but only Carlos and Vilma at her side realized this. 

CORP AC stands for the Peruvian Corporation of Civil Airports, Cynthia 

explained to Julius, who had perked up as they were getting to the end of the drive and 

had started to flood her with questions; she began to cough, and Vilma wrapped her up 

more before she got out of the car. "It's quite windy," she said. Carlos said he'd ta1ce 

care of the suitcases, but a man in a cap came and said he'd do that, and the two looked 

daggers at each other; at the same time a third man with a cap and a number on his 

lapel showed up and asked for payment to look after the car, and Carlos said that's what 

he was there for, and they exchanged flashes of hatred too. The fellow insisted, asking 

who was going to pay for the parking then. Susan opened her handbag and out fell the 

tickets, a powder compact, sunglasses, and a gold lipstick. She picked up the glasses, 

and everybody bent down to help her pick up the rest. Cynthia began coughing, and 

Bobby said "don't you know mother never has any change in her purse?" Vilma felt 
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in the pockets of her uniform and said she hadn't any either, Bobby refused to lend her 

any, and Carlos ended up paying, cursing the need for a goddamned parking guard, but 

only with looks, out of respect for the mistress and children. Of course, when it came 

to actually getting the cases out, Carlos couldn't carry all the luggage that the mistress 

had brought, and he had to look for the other chap who'd been there with his cart only 

a minute before-call him, please! Julius gave such a yawn that he almost fell flat on 

his back, and as soon as he'd got his balance again asked which plane they were going 

in, if they still couldn't see any. "Oh, do be quiet!" Susan shouted, then bent down 

immediately to kiss and cuddle him and wet all his face with her tears. 

Then a man came up and said "Susan" in a way they'd never heard before, as 

if it were the only word there was, as if he'd had himself a gold voicebox constructed 

so he could say it with greater pleasure. Susan put on her dark glasses and tried to 

smile: "Juan Lucas, you can't imagine." Juan Lucas took her arm, perfectly at ease, 

raised his left arm and snapped his fingers, tick tack, and everything was filled with 

calm, and men with carts and good will materialized to take all the luggage. Then, still 

holding her arm, he lead her to the enormous brightly lighted main hall of the airport, 

and they walked along the thick carpets towards the light. Now you could see him 

properly: he'd taken a moment off from his good life and taken the trouble to go to the 

airport especially. The children brought up the rear, followed by Vilma and Carlos, 

who'd managed to get hold of one little case to carry. The four children went up to the 

Panagra counter sadly and sleepily, but Santiago felt himself getting tenibly angry, 

nevertheless: who the hell was this idiot who was holding his mother by the arm? 
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And now that he could see him in semi-profile, leaning on the Panagra counter 

in such a distinguished way, he felt he would die of fury. But what could he do? How 

could he destroy him if he too was feeling almost charmed by the man's savoir jaire? 

This guy'd come straight from the Cote d' Azur to the golf course, and dammit, that's 

where he'd met Susan, of course! He must have seen her while he was swinging at the 

blasted little ball and making it disappear into all that perfect greenery, striding out with 

the breeze messing up his hair so he looked more elegant than ever, waves shining 

silvery at his temples and his complexion fresh and tanned as always; and when they'd 

finished playing, of course, they'd go have a gin and tonic, which invisible hands 

brought out to the side of the pool at the club on silver trays then withdrew silently so 

that they could talk in peace, so their words could meet in the breeze and play into their 

ears, along with the background music for the respected members and their guests, and 

with all those goldfish . .. So that was the one she went out with every night! That 

was the guy she went dancing with! and drinking with! and stayed out until early 

morning with! That's why they hardly ever saw her any more! that's why she was so 

upset! Santiago had just discovered an unbearable truth. 

"They don't make them like that even in Hollywood," thought the clerk at the 

Panagra counter, full of admiration when Juan Lucas said "sign the documents, Susan," 

passing her his gold pen, one that hadn't even made it into Lima ads yet. He held it 

like a cigarette between two fingers that'd received their education among gold pens and 

fine glassware. Poor Susan signed the three documents and found that her signature 

looked different on each one. "I don't have a signature," she said, turning to Juan 
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Lucas, afraid, "what should I do, darling? Do you think there'll be problems?" Juan 

Lucas took his pen, put it in the special pocket inside his jacket, and looked straight at 

the fellow from Panagra, just in case he thought of laughing at the lady, and took her 

by the arm. Everything was in order with the passports. Santiago wanted to stop 

farting around, stop staring at Juan Lucas, but found himself staring at him again as he 

went across the hall with his mother; they looked as if they were ascending into heaven. 

Susan turned to tell Vilma not to take Cynthia's wrap off and to bring the children into 

the bar. Julius had disappeared, naturally, and they all began grumbling, butJuan Lucas 

had seen where he'd gone and pointed him out with such a long, distinguished finger it 

could've stopped the traffic: over there, over there, next to the window, watching the 

landing strip. When Vilma nearly scared the life out of him by grabbing his arm from 

behind, he said that that was the plane Cynthia was going on, it was Air France and the 

one he liked best. 

In the bar there was Coca-Cola for the children, all except Cynthia, better not 

drink anything, darling. Julius gave her half his, since it didn't have any ice anyway. 

Susan was going to scold him, but Juan Lucas turned it all into a joke, leaning back 

slightly and giving three charming ha ha ha's, just as ifhe'd made eighteen holes in one. 

Susan buried her face in her hands as if all this were too much for her, but the whiskey 

was coming. "What do you say if Santiago has one?" the golf-champ suggested. Susan 

lookeAi at him, surprised, wanting to say something, but at that moment Santiago stood 

up and said nobody paid for his drinks, and he marched off to the bar. Juan Lucas 

pulled a face as if he'd missed a shot, but recovered immediately. "Take a pack of 
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Chesterfields to the young man-he's going to need them." 

When they called the passengers to board, Santiaguito had already drunk three 

glasses of scotch and was into the fourth. He didn't want to say goodbye, not even to 

Cynthia. Juan Lucas was the only one not crying while they went down towards the 

departure gate; there Vilma really began to sob, which made the golf-champ 

uncomfortable, he'd already had enough of the kid stuff. Cynthia kept things short, a 

quick hug and a kiss for everyone, and she told Julius she'd be writing to him and he 

must be sure to answer. Then Susan began her goodbyes, a kiss for each, she shook 

hands with Vilma and Carlos, and she had to throw herself onto Bobby, who was about 

to pounce on a kid who was laughing at them. It was about as well Santiaguito wasn't 

there; they saw how the gentleman, whose name was Juan Lucas, kissed their mother 

very tenderly and told her if she wasn't back soon he'd go to the United States to see 

her. 

Then, with Juan Lucas, Vilma and Carlos took them to the terrace so they could 

see the plane take off and wave goodbye to Mummy and Cynthia. "There they go!" 

yelled Bobby, the first to see them cross the landing strip and tum to wave goodbye, 

Susan with her dark glasses as usual, and Cynthia coughing. But Julius saw something 

else, he saw how they were filling the tanks of the plane that he'd thought Cynthia 

would be going in and realized that that one would be leaving much later; but he'd 

wanted them to go on the one he'd chosen as waiting for them to board; at that moment 

he began to throw up. He splashed the trousers of a gentleman at their side, and of 

course the man was mad, but Juan Lucas, so distinguished, settled the matter with a few 
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well placed words and a iinen handkerchief smelling of scent, which he handed over like 

one passing out a favor, on the lookout for the well-being of one's fellow man. 

"Don't forget Santiago," he said, as he took his leave and was away before the 

idiot could complain any more about the vomit, and well before it started to smell bad, 

needless to say. 

They waited in the car while Carlos went to get Santiaguito. He found him in 

the bar and spent a long time trying to convince him he'd better come home, since his 

little brothers were falling asleep on their feet. It looked like he was about to give in, 

but when he tried to pay the bill, the waiter said the drinks had already been paid for 

by the young man's father. Then all hell broke loose; Santiago shouted that that pimp 

was no father of his, that he'd put a stop to it, that he was going to kill him, that 

nobody was good enough for his mother, and a lot of similar things, until he started 

crying and fell down. Carlos carried him to the car, and there he continued to kick and 

curse for a while. Julius said he was crazy but Bobby said no, he was just drunk 

because of what Mummy'd done. 

The first letter from Boston arrived a week later and was addressed to Julius. 

Vilma read it, very badly: 

Dear Julius: 

How are you? Are you missing me? I miss you a lot. 

Mummy and I think about you all the time. She says you ought 



to be going to school, and when she gets back to Lima she'll send 

you to Immaculate Heart so you can learn English. Mummy says 

it's necessary to know English and to learn to read once and for 

all. She says you're behind in everything, and she's going to 

write to Aunt Susana, since she has Senorita Julia's address and 

Senorita Julia can come tutor you at home. I told her you know 

how to read very well, but she doesn't believe me and says you 

spend all your time playing in the carriage and the garden with the 

majordomos and Vilma. Behave yourself until we get back, 

because Mummy's very worried about you. 

I'm fine. I like it here. I'm practicing English with the 

nurses and the doctor. There are three doctors and they come to 

see me all the time. I understand what they say when they talk to 

me, and just now when I told them I was going to write to you, 

they sent their love. I told them all about you and they always 

ask about you when they come. That's why you've got to write 

to me, so I'll be able to tell them more about you. You can tell 

Vilma what you want to tell me, but write a little bit yourself so 

we can see your handwriting. I'm so sorry we can't keep on with 

our classes. You were learning so quickly. When Senorita Julia 

comes, show her everything you leamed with me and with Vilma, 

since Mummy doesn't want to believe how much you've learned. 

261 



I'm fine. I slept almost all the time in the plane and 

Mummy fell asleep too. She cried a lot at first, probably because 

of what Santiago did, but then she took a lot of pills and fell 

asleep next to me. In New York we had to change planes, but we 

didn't leave the airport, since Mummy said it was terribly cold, 

and what's more, we hadn't time. In the other plane we slept too, 

and when we woke up we'd arrived in Boston. We went to a 

hotel straight away and slept even more. Next morning we came 

to the hospital. It's an enormous hospital, and when we came in, 

Mummy ran into a gentleman from Lima who had cancer. Then 

they took me to my room and it's really nice. Mummy lives in 

the hotel but comes here early in the morning and stays all day 

with me, and in the evening she goes to the movies to take her 

mind off things. I'm trying to get all this over quickly so I get 

well soon so she'll not worry. Mummy looks so pale and she 

isn't even bothering with make-up. She's really upset too and 

cries a lot every time she says goodnight and leaves me. She 

misses everything, and I feel it's my fault. That's why I think 

you ought to be a good boy so there's nothing more to upset her 

these days. Please behave yourself really well. By the time I get 

back I hope you'll have stopped playing in the carriage, because 

you waste a lot of time doing that. 
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Give my love to Vilma and Carlos and Arminda and 

everybody. I'm going to write to them too, but I wanted to write 

to you first. Please answer quick. Promise? 

Lots and lots of love, 

Cynthia 
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The second letter for Julius arrived two weeks later. Vilma read it, crying. 

Dear Julius: 

Last week I didn't write to you because I wrote to Bobby 

and to Santiaguito and the servants. I'm a bit worried because I 

think I forgot to mention Carlos and the letter was for him too. 

Please tell him what I've said. I'm awfully tired. I got your little 

letter. Mummy read what you said and was really surprised. She 

didn't know you knew so much and says that when Senorita Julia 

comes you're going to learn a lot more and you might be able to 

skip kindergarten. I hope so, because kindergarten's really dull. 

It's for babies. I'm awfully tired. Your letter was lovely. I love 

you so much, Julius, so be a good boy. Senorita Julia's a real 

pain, her arms are all covered with black hair. She pinches all 

the time, and I don't know why Mummy always calls on her, just 

because Aunt Susana recommended her. Stick it out for Mummy, 

since she's so upset. I'll finish this letter this afternoon because 



I've got to rest now. 

They told me I'd better not write any more. I've just 

wakened up and it's already dark. I'll write you again another 

day and just send this now. The oldest doctor has just come in. 

Here it is. Bye Julius. 

I love you so much, 

Cynthia 
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Later there were three more letters from Mummy, and then Juan Lucas showed 

up all polite and serious. Then there was a call from the United States. It seems Juan 

Lucas had been waiting for it, because he'd been sitting next to the phone for ages, and 

as soon as he spoke he said he was leaving for Boston and he'd take Santiago with him. 

Santiago buried his head in his arms and cried and the set of his mouth made even Juan 

Lucas look older. Santiaguito kissed everybody at the door of the palace and that was 

all. Nobody went to the airport to sec them off. They'd come back only after a 

miracle. 

Meanwhile, Julius spent hours and hours with Senorita Julia, but she never 

pinched him. Something funny was going on, since he was always on the alert for 

being pinched for letting his mind wander, but she never did anything; she seemed 

nervous, rather, and looked at him as if she were afraid of him. Then her voice would 

get softer when she spoke to him, and softer. One day she said pray, child, pray, and 

Julius threw up and started to tremble allover. 
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That night Aunt Susana and Uncle Juan Lastarria arrived with a telegram in his 

hand. Bobby'd gone to a friend's and Julius was in bed. The servants went to meet 

them, and as they came towards the palace lifting their hands at their helplessness, 

hopelessly, exaggeratedly, Nilda's mournful cry was a wound felt by the palace itself. 

Then another and another. Calm down, please, calm down, you'll frighten the 

children; find Julius, now, he must be awake with all the noise; better not tell him, 

poor child, not until his mother comes back. Aunt and Uncle Lastarria got rather tired 

of watching the servants weep and went in to sit down for a moment in the study. He 

sat there in silence until he couldn't take it any more and started pacing from one 

picture to the other, envious of all those ancestors, saying you can't beat old stock. Up 

in his bedroom, kneeling by the bed, Julius parrotted all the prayers he knew, 

surrounded by all the servants. Vilma held a chamber pot ready. Carlos wept secretly 

behind his huge hand, Nilda moaned as quietly as she could, Julius looked at them, 

understanding everything, trembling and drowning. 

Then there was all the meeting at the airport to go through. From there they 

went straight to the cemetery. The notice had read: strictly private, immediate family 

only. They didn't wish to see anyone, only Bobby, with Carlos driving. Juan Lucas 

directed each stage of the proceedings with a grim expression, as though he had a 

strong case of heartburn, his hair slightly ruffled, wearing a jacket he'd have preferred 

not to on an afternoon like that. Susan was completely drugged. She remembered 

having a handkerchief and a little box of different colored pills in her hand, but when 
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had that been? She opened her eyes and through her sunglasses saw the airport as 

brown, Juan Lucas's shirt front brown. Come, now, Susan. Carlos looked after 

Bobby, who was clinging onto Santiaguito. 

Dear Lord, when will it all be over? The Mercedes wended its way through 

streets that were ugly, that were old-was this Lima? They were following the hearse 

through strange streets, hostile streets that were old, but new to her, no! she'd seen 

them when Santiago had died. Oh my God, oh God! Now, Susan, love. The people 

were watching two cars go by, men and women sitting on the curb, in doorways, 

watching them go by; some children crossed the road and turned to watch them

curious, hateful children, poor children. They turned a corner, the road was wider, 

the route was straighter now, the people at the side further away; we're getting there. 

The policeman lets them through, waves them on, respectfully; go ahead. 

"You can leave the car here, Carlos," says Juan Lucas, straightening his hair. 

"Look before you open the door, there'll be somebody wanting to watch the car here 

too. Open the door, get away, kids! stop pestering people! Open the back door. This 

way, Susan, I'll help you; come along, Bobby, Santiago." They know the way to the 

family vault where their father Santiago is. They thread their way between statues, 

walls filled with niches, more niches, and more, huge, cold, white fangs which close 

and won't take any more; although there are other people there, they don't see them, 

they cross themselves silently, without touching themselves, almost apprehensive; 

women with little bottles of alcohol cleaning the plaques, a priest, gardens and flowers 

too. Here. A priest was waiting for them, and they go straight down into the cold, 
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into the marble vault; only now do they realize once again how it is; the men from the 

funeral home forge ahead, specialists in what can't be altered, experts in this sad 

business; they do their job, and the priest now for the other stuff. Cynthia, a little 

angel, there with your father. Here comes the cement. Juan Lucas's hand reaches out 

and trembles; only some letters and a little cross; he hands back the trowel, embraces 

them all. Slowly they all go out, no looking back, they move on like all creatures 

between the wind and the gardens, and between the dead. They come to the gate and 

leave; Juan Lucas directs-go ahead Bobby, Santiaguito-Susan and he together. 

Outside, some children have looked after the car; they are unaware and seem to signify 

the end of something. 

They dimmed the palace. They didn't open the blinds or curtains. Nothing. 

Bobby and Santiaguito went to mass with their mother every day before they left for 

school. They were made to study like mad so they could take their final exams early 

and leave for Europe. At the end of the month they were leaving with their mother and 

Uncle Juan Lucas. Julius would carry on, meanwhile, with Senorita Julia, and next 

year he'd go straight into the first grade. A number of decisions were reached very 

quicldy. The palace remained dark, but inside everyone was moving about nervously, 

trying to forget. Susan was taking too many tranquilizers, Uncle Juan Lucas 

recommended golf, dressed in grey until the time to leave. Once Julius crept up to 

Susan and asked her to take him along to Europe, and she noticed he was squinting. 

There was nothing to do but call the doctor and tell him that Cynthia had looked just 

like that when Mammy Bertha had died. The doctor talked about extreme sensitivity 
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in the child and said that on no account could they take him to Europe. He prescribed 

a dry climate-Chosica-and a tremendous quantity of vitamins. Juan Lucas's house 

in Los C6ndores was mentioned, but what would they do with the servants? It was 

really a gar~onniere. Something had to be decided upon, and quickly. 

IV 

Julius and the full fleet of servants left for Chosica. Arminda the washer

woman took advantage of the move to bring along her daughter Dora who nobody could 

manage nowadays-what's more, she'd already run off once for a time with a man who 

had a D'Onofrio ice cream cart. Nilda brought the baby she'd just had, nobody knew 

how; one day she just started to swell up underneath her cook's apron and one 

afternoon she asked for time off to have the baby. A week later she came back with 

the little monster ready to go to Chosica. She was completely taken up worrying about 

Julius, and as soon as they were installed, she took advantage of the Senora being away 

to fasten his ears back as a beauty treatment. Sticking plaster, adhesive tape, what 

didn't she use to reach her goal over Vilma's objections? but the jungle woman only 

threatened her with the huge kitchen knife, a new one for a new house. 

The house, invisible from the road, surrounded by a high, white wall, was in 

a very pretty part of Chosica. The back of the house was flush with the hills, so one 

lived with a constant fear of the enormous rocks, though they never fell. They'd only 

paid around a million dollars a month to rent it-and it showed: it had a pool and a 

huge garden with trees, even bamboo groves for Julius to penetrate; he'd meet a toad 
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on the way and come out sweaty in front of the bedroom of Jungle Woman and her 

baby. "I got as far as Madre de Dios, Nilda! II It was almost not necessary to leave the 

house, especially Sundays and holidays, when half of Lima came there to take sun, and 

the whole place was filled with awful yellow cars, and women no better than they 

should be, with massive hair-dos, who went away leaving Chosica fined with peel and 

paper. One of these afternoons they had to go visit the French nuns in the Convent of 

Belen in Chosica; they had to go, come what may, because one of Juan Lucas's aunts 

who was a nun had given them her little card with a religious picture by way of an 

introduction. 

Three times a week, Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, Senorita Julia, that 

dreadful woman with black-hairy arms, showed up to teach him a whole mass of stuff. 

It was in Chosica where she finally started pinching, and Julius felt like killing her. 

Still, there was a time when she caught his attention: it was when she started telling 

him things about Cynthia and the time when she was her pupil, how intelligent she was, 

how sweet and kind that little girl had been. Julius asked her more and more and never 

tired of listening to her. Even if they were the same stories, the same adjectives over 

and over: sweet, kind, gentle Cynthia. 

Doctors came too; they came together, once a week, and examined him with no 

clothes on. Afterwards, they talked for a long time, there, in front of him, but he was 

already thinking about Cynthia. They left a pile of prescriptions and went away. One 

was a fan of tonics and another of injections. They said that Julius was doing very 

well, he was getting over it quite astonishingly. A young lady came too to give him 
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injections. Julius's little backside turned to jelly with fear, and she gave him a sol coin 

to allow her to give him the injection, and then walked off with twenty-one for having 

done it. Apart from these unpleasant moments, life in Chosica went by peacefully. 

At last one day they went for an outing and rang the bell of the convent school. 

A nun welcomed them in French, then changed quickly to Spanish when she realized 

they didn't understand a blessed thing. Vilma handed her the little card to introduce 

themselves. The nun read it and showed them in straight away, she loved having 

people visit and showing them how nice the school was. She took them from one side 

to the other and showed them the patios and gardens around the place. Through the 

windows Julius could see a crowd of girls studying, and those were the classrooms, 

they told him, and wait a minute, they'd be through. Meanwhile, they could visit the 

Mother Superior in her office. "Come zees way" said the French nun, and, all white, 

she took them to the Mother Superior. 

She was quite old, the Mother Superior, and talked Spanish very badly; what's 

more, she didn't seem to remember the nun-aunt who'd written them the note to visit 

her, but she invited them to have some chocolates anyway and gave them several of the 

little cards with saints and quotations. She gave Vilma a bigger, more important 

looking one; those for Julius, on the other hand, were more or less angelical with a lot 

of white and pale blue, pretty little trees, and nice little lambs-rather bucolic, the 

whole thing; pastoral, you'd say. There was no second round of chocolates though, 

probably that would add up to gluttony; the session was almost over when, quite 

suddenly, the Mother Superior sat down and ignored them from Olympian heights. She 
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seemed to take off and not see them. Four long minutes went by like four hours, and 

a cold silence filled the room; the nun had definitely deserted them for someone else. 

How could they know that the Mother Superior had gone into one of the heavenly 

trances that were rounding off her life of perfect goodness. . . Just a moment: the 

poor woman realized almost immediately that she wasn't going to die just yet; she was 

quite upset, just as though someone else had been served the piece of cake that she'd 

wanted; perhaps next time, who can tell? All they knew is she suddenly stopped talking 

and sat there as if someone were fanning her, very gently. Then she tried to carry on 

from where she'd left off with the conversation, but as soon as she started, she went 

off again into the blue yonder of wonderful things, remembering wonderful journeys, 

and the silence dragged on. But how could they know? All quiet, and the little old 

woman all white, smiling, far away; they just sat there, all goose bumps, surrounded 

by saints, and most of all, Sacred Hearts. They began to tremble, just wondering what 

was going to happen, nearly four minutes ... , then the Mother Superior was back to 

normal again and Julius and Vilma breathed again; it was allover, but not one saint had 

taken advantage and shown up. Everything, absolutely everything, had pointed to one 

appearing ... really ... with three witnesses ... three people of different ages too. 

The Mother Superior stood up, leaving for a moment the contemplation of her 

final resting place; she came up to Julius, made a little cross on his forehead, and 

nearly chilled him to the bone. She told him to go out and play wiz ze leetle boys and 

girls. 
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A lot of them couldn't run around at break because they had asthma and were 

very pale. Julius talked with the girls and told them his Mummy was in Europe with 

his brothers because his sister Cynthia had died. Then he told them that that was why 

he'd had this problem with his eyes, and he'd get better in Chosica, so that was why 

he'd come; he really knocked them flat with his tale. Then some bigger ones 

came-they were in high school already-and they kissed and cuddled him until he was 

bleary eyed. Then they asked him when he was going to go to school and how old was 

he. He told them he'd be six in the summer and that he studied at home with Senorita 

Julia. He told them he knew how to read and write all right, and he didn't make 

spelling mistakes either. A really pretty one took a pencil and pad from her apron and 

said, let's see then, write something. Julius took the pencil and wrote: "Senorita Julia 

has black hair on her arms." He was going to write something else, but at that moment 

the sticking plaster came loose on one of his ears, and all the girls started to laugh. He 

ran off, followed by Vilma, and didn't stop until they reached the road. He said he'd 

never go back there again. 

To get home, they took the road along the side of the school, a road that went 

up, with steps for the footpath. They strode along, uphill, silent and thoughtful, when 

Julius saw something that caught his attention straight away. "It's three beggars," said 

Vilma, "keep away," but it was too late: Julius was already almost there, where they 

were lying, next to one of the side gates to the school. He stopped quite close to them 

and began to stare straight at them quite brazenly. The beggars stared back and some 

even smiled, and he immediately asked them what all their saucepans were for, but 
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Vilma pulled on his arm: "Let's go!" It was an order but it got her nowhere. He'd dug 

in his heels, which were close together, his toes apart, his hands to attention at his sides. 

Better leave him alone for a while. The beggars began calling him "Sonny" and smiled 

harmlessly, even if in rags. They were a crowd of men and women from the highlands, 

old or weak looking. At that moment the school gate opened and a woman came out 

who was dressed almost like a nun but with her hair in a bun, and with her a man who 

kept saying "the stew, the stew," while he brought out a huge pot on a table with 

wheels. Behind them a little nun, good as gold no doubt, was smiling with her arms 

open wide, blessing the whole operation. 

About that time the first letters from Europe started to arrive. The first one 

came from Madrid and was addressed to Vilma with instructions to read parts of it to 

Julius. A letter from the doctors had arrived in Madrid, telling of Julius's recovery. 

They knew he'd put on a kilo and that he was eating well and not throwing up all the 

time. They knew too that he'd stopped talking about Cynthia and that he was sleeping 

peacefully with the new pills. Things weren't going too badly in Spain, but they were 

sad and missed Julius a lot. It was really a pity that they hadn't been able to talee him 

along too, but it was better the way things were, because he was really too little to go 

visiting museums and rush from one place to another. They still hadn't been to any of 

the museums but they soon would, especially for the benefit of the boys, who were 

behaving very well indeed. Sefior Juan Lucas had some very good friends in Madrid, 
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and every day they took him to play golf at a club on the outskirts of town. It was a 

perfect rest cure, excellent for their nerves. Just what they were needing. They needed 

something to take their minds off things, to forget. They were sad. It wasn't easy to 

forget, but Sefior Juan Lucas and his friends were doing everything possible to keep 

them entertained. Nobody knew them there, the way they did in Lima, so they could 

dine out and not have to wear black, which is so depressing. Vilma would understand 

how much they needed to keep their minds off things, to go out and have a change of 

scene, to try to forget. Sefior Juan Lucas was teaching Santiaguito to play golf, and the 

boy was learning very well. Every day he got along better with his Uncle. Bobby 

swam a lot in the pool and had met some boys his own age. To tell the truth, they were 

very settled in Madrid and would like to stay a little longer than planned. Then they'd 

go to Paris and London to buy clothes and presents for everybody. They needed to keep 

moving, keep occupied, in order to forget. They were looking forward to a little letter 

from Julius. He must write, please. They wanted to see how much better he was doing 

now with Sefiorita Julia. Sefior Juan Lucas asked about him a lot. He should write a 

little letter to him too. She must tell them everything Julius was doing in Chosica. 

They must take a photo of him to send to them. They must take him for a ride in the 

car with Carlos, but be careful of the traffic. And, 

Julius, darling: 

The doctor tells me you are very healthy. He says you're 

eating better every day and you'll soon be as strong as Tarzan. 



Do everything he and Vilma tell you to do. Study hard so you 

can get into pre-school. Next time you'll come too. Mummy 

promises. Your Uncle Juan sends his love. He's just finishing 

tying his tie. Very good looking, darling. You're going to be 

too when you grow up. He's telling me to hUrry. Mummy still 

isn't ready, and it's time to go. Lots of kisses, 

Love, 
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Susan signed the way they taught them to write in the English school and placed 

the letter in a very expensive envelope. Then she stood up and went over to the mirror 

where Juan Lucas was making sure that his tie was perfectly knotted. A few moments 

later they appeared in the corridor where Santiaguito and Bobby were waiting for them. 

The elevator took them down to the ground floor smoothly; there Juan Lucas's buddies 

were waiting; greetings all around, where are we going for dinner? An aperitif first 

in the bar, and we'll see. The golfer already knew all the right places-the ones with 

local color, expensive ones with local color, and ones that were just expensive. With 

a few bullfighters thrown in so Santiaguito would be even more impressed with him 

after tonight. What a man! What didn't he know! Who didn't he know! The aperitifs 

were only just coming, and already he was in his element, laughing his head off, crazy 

about Susan, as he'd never been about any woman, since there were no women like 

Susan, and oIe! what do you think? Juan Lucas getting married on us? Now ... that's 

asking quite a bit: the buddies had been wondering and now, so happy there in the bar, 
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seeing the aperitifs coming, looking at Juan Lucas looldng at Susan, Hombreeee! A 

toast for the happy couple wouldn't be out of place ... 

In Chosica things were going so well the folks in Europe could stay for years 

if they felt like it. Julius felt better all the time, he squinted less, in fact he hardly 

squinted at all, though he was still very thin, especially his face seen from the front, 

with his ears pinned back with sticking plaster. He bore Senorita Julia without 

complaining but found Jules Verne much more entertaining. He'd discovered him in 

one of his outings to the lower part of Chosica, while Vilma was making eyes at the 

clerk in a bookstore. Lower Chosica dazzled Julius with its market full of fruit, and 

dead animals hanging from enormous hooks. Lately he'd started going there every day 

with Vilma and Nilda to buy provisions. They even knew him by now and smiled at 

him: he was the little boy with the big ears who came with that big mouth of a cook 

and the dishy nursemaid. 

One day, wandering around there, he discovered an American painter with a 

beard and a pipe and tennis shoes. This was a fellow who immediately caught his eye, 

sitting there so weird, painting the market folk and learning Spanish words. The gringo 

stammered, and he was very nice. "Paint me mister, paint me mister!" said the men 

with stalls, and he said "j-just a minute, I can't paint you all at the same time." But 

when he discovered Julius with his basket filled to overflowing, with Vilma at his side, 

he said "p-p-please don't go just yet," he wanted to p-p-paint them. In a matter of 

minutes he'd made a sketch, and he would put the colors in later, because Julius was 
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tired of holding that great basket with a tremendous fish, and because what he'd been 

telling them while they posed seemed really funny, and he wanted to pay more 

attention. Vilma almost died of fright when he invited them to have a soda-pop and 

talk for a while. Julius said fine, but Vilma said no, some other time, they were in a 

hUrry. However, Nilda showed up then with her basket full of garlic, cabbage, celery, 

onions, etc., and just to spite her, Vilma said "all right, then." The three of them went 

off with the painter to a restaurant and bar, with a sort of huge terrace over the river, 

right next to the hanging bridge. 

There Nilda drank one of the big glasses of beer and talked nonstop to the 

mister, telling him all about the jungle. Vilma, on the other hand, listened and smiled 

but didn't take part in the conversation. Julius was all eyes and ears, since Peter-that 

was the painter's name-had been in Iquitos and Tarapoto and Tingo Marfa and knew 

the jungle like the back of his hand. What's more, he'd been down the Amazon and 

had been in Brazil, in Belem do Para, and all that. Now he was travelling about all 

over Peru, and he made his living painting. He had a beard because he was too lazy 

to shave, and he almost never lighted his pipe, though he never took it out of his 

mouth. "It's the mister's comforter," Nilda said, and burst out laughing, showing all 

her mouthful of gold teeth and decay. Peter didn't understand the joke, and just smiled 

and asked some more about the jungle. Nilda really let her hair down and told him all 

she knew and then a bit. Just talk and talk, that's what she wanted, and to let herself 

be seen talking to the mister at the table and impress them all, him, Julius, all of them, 

leave them open mouthed, and Vilma sitting there like a dummy; and who knows, if 
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she was entertaining enough, she might come away with a portrait. It was a happy 

morning for Julius: the Jungle woman had never told them so many tales at once about 

the place she came from, the snakes had never been so poisonous, the baby tarantulas 

so terrible, the banana spiders never so small and annoying. Nilda lmew nothing about 

keeping things in order, she didn't give a shit about the chronology of the Peruvian 

jungle; her childhood, her youth, her womanhood in Tarapoto, all were mixed together, 

and little by little the jungle turned into the place where stark naked savages came and 

went through the dangerous greenery, from the Linguists' camp to the Evangelists' 

camp, running into multimillionaire rubber barons on the way, a lot richer than Julius's 

Dad, may he rest in peace. Nilda even remembered the names of those who lighted 

cigarettes with hundred dollar bills and built palaces in the middle of the jungle. The 

poor thing did her damnedest to charm the mister, but he didn't say he'd paint her and 

preferred to listen to her talking, until it got very late and they had to be getting back 

so Julius could have his lunch. Peter and Julius hardly got to talk to each other, but 

they agreed to meet again, and the painter promised to work on the painting for when 

they met next day. 

At home there was a letter from France, a letter from the Senora for Vilma. 

It told how they'd got Julius's letter just before they left Madrid, it was lovely, 

charming, and he should write again. They were on the Cote d' Azur but the weather 

wasn't good. Santiaguito had met an Italian girl and didn't want to leave for anything 

in the world, he didn't want to go to Paris. Senor Juan Lucas would deal with that 
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when the time came. They were surrounded by his friends and well looked after. She 

was feeling somewhat rested. All that fuss and flying had kept her mind off things. 

This morning they'd invited them out on a yacht, which Susan spelled in the English 

way. She'd really be able to rest out at sea. The sea always calmed her. They were 

very happy at the way things were going with Julius. The doctors had written again, 

saying that things couldn't be better. They still had Paris and London and Rome and 

Venice to go, but they'd be back in time for Julius's sixth birthday and to see about his 

school. And, 

Julius, darling: 

We're in a dreadful hurry because they're waiting for us to 

go yachting. Your letter isjust darling. We've all read it. Your 

Uncle Juan too. Bobby and Santiaguito adore Uncle Juan Lucas. 

You will too, darling. It's very important for us that you do. 

Thousands of kisses, 

Mummy 

Twenty minutes later, Susan, Juan Lucas, Santiaguito, and Bobby were sailing 

in La Mouette, invited by one of the friends of the golfer, in a part of the world where 

everything was seen through rose-colored glasses. They sailed looking at the sky, since 

it had looked at first as if it wasn't going to clear up. They spoke in English so the 

boys could understand. Then later, when the sun came up and time turned to a hazy 

blue, and when the aftertaste of lobster got all their five senses enjoying the outing, 
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Juan Lucas took a drink of dry white wine and began pansifying his Spanish tongue to 

lay it on thick in well-pronounced French. 

The young woman who came to give Julius his injections was sick, that's why 

Palomino came instead. He arrived one afternoon by bike with a black bag like a 

doctor's, with gold initials and all that. He rang the bell very self-importantly, and 

when Celso opened the door, said he had come for Master Julius, just as if he were a 

friend coming to visit him. He even sat down in the entry way. Celso was filled with 

hate. Palomino, on the other hand, didn't think much of Celso. The cholo was 

studying medicine and making something on the side by giving injections. He thought 

he was the Don Juan of Chosica, so he had to get an impeccable navy blue suit every 

year for Independence Day. Actually, he was the nursemaids' heart-throb in the 

Central Park of Chosica. What's more, he really did know how to give injections, and 

he was proud of it, if he said so himself. 

The situation between Vilma and Nilda was very strained just then, it had almost 

come to a head on the day Palomino showed up for the first time. Julius was there in 

Nilda's room, asking her when she was going to have her baby christened. Nilda 

nearly gave him a heart-attack when she told him she wasn't Catholic but an Evangelist. 

Then she explained what an Evangelist was, and that there were a lot of religions, and 

that the Catholic one didn't have to be the right one. What little or more Julius heard 

was enough to leave him stunned. He stood, his eyes wide open, his hands to attention 
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at his sides, quite still, as if he were waiting for more. At that moment Nilda's baby 

began to cry, and she carried it in one hand as if it were a parcel. With her other hand 

she undid her dress and brought out a huge breast, spongy, with an incredible pink tit 

with pimples on it, and started feeding the infant. She went on telling him about 

Evangelism, and he couldn't leave. He was trembling. He couldn't take any more. 

Bitter liquid was beginning to fill his mouth. It was too late by the time he looked at 

the door, he'd thrown up. Even as he did it, he felt he shouldn't have thrown up in 

there. At that moment Vilma came looking for him and knew straight away what had 

happened, perhaps because she'd already had it in for Nilda since the matter of the 

knife the other day. What's more, the episode with Peter in the market had made 

things worse still. Julius looked to Vilma for help, but got nowhere. He looked down 

at the dirty floor, at Vilma and Nilda still feeding her baby-the breast was still there. 

Vilma accused Nilda of a whole load of things, and the Jungle Woman told her just to 

wait until she was through with the baby and she'd kill her. About as well Celso 

arrived at that moment to say this guy Palomino had come about the injections. 

Vilma looked closely to make sure Julius hadn't dirtied his clothes and 

moistened his lips with a scented washcloth. She knew he was almost well now and 

his vomiting was not due to his illness, so better not let anyone know, least of all the 

doctors and the fellow who gave injections. Palomino stood up when he saw them 

coming; he didn't even look at Julius, jut he couldn't take his eyes off Vilma. "Who 

gets the injection?" he asked. He knew perfectly well it was the little boy, but he 

wanted to see what she'd say, so he could say "what a pity" while he showed off his 
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gold initials on his doctor's bag shining in the sunbeams. Vilma smiled at him, the 

flirt. 

The young lady with the injections never came back. She had her month off and 

didn't show up again. It was Palomino who always came now, he came even when 

there was nobody getting an injection. He spent hours talking to Vilma, which bored 

Julius to death. Everybody but her thought he was a real pain with his bike and his 

navy blue suits and his little black bag. He thought he was a doctor already, that 

Palomino, but what he didn't know was that Carlos, Celso, and Daniel would have 

liked to have killed him. Nilda, on the other hand, shouted out that Vilma was no 

better than she ought to be, and just wait till the Senora got back and found out, she 

didn't even look after Master Julius any more, now she was flirting all the time with 

that male nurse. Palomino had a mighty disdain for them all, he didn't even give them 

the time of day. Every day he spent more time in the garden, and once he even forgot 

to give Julius his injection, he was so busy talking to Vilma. Another time he came 

with his camera and had her posing for ages. Carlos and the majordomos had gone 

out, Nilda was busy with her baby, and Arminda and her daughter were God-knows 

where. Julius wanted like mad to go out and look for Peter the painter in the market 

place. He'd told him he'd be there this afternoon, but Vilma wasn't paying attention. 

And Palomino nearly yelled at him to wait a bit and stop pestering them. And it went 

on until Vilma came out in a swimsuit, one the Senora had given her, that fit like a 

glove. She looked like a budding chorus girl in those poses, which she didn't know 
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how to do. She was a dish though, that chola, and Palomino click, click, clicked from 

all angles, black and white and technicolor, or so he said, and the hours went by, and 

poor Julius kept on waiting. Finally he just left. 

He easily recognized the road to Lower Chosica: it was only a matter of taking 

the first road on the left and coming two blocks further on to the Central Park. Then 

straight ahead to the steps that take you down to Avenida 28 de Julio, the main one in 

Lower Chosica, wide, with lots of shops and grocery stores and stalls. In one of the 

last side streets there was the market, right at the end near the river, it wasn't hard to 

find. Going off on his own was enough to frighten any child of that age, but Julius, 

spurred on by the expectation of finding Peter the painter in the market, forgot to be 

afraid and never felt lost for a moment. There were the kiosks, the stalls, the mats the 

hawkers spread out, vegetables, shining fish, and huge red chunks of cows and bulls 

hanging there. And there too was Peter, with his palette and all his stuff in a bag. He 

was talking to a market woman with a group of people all around, curious, perhaps 

purse snatchers, perhaps people who were really impressed. His pipe slid to the right 

as he smiled when he saw Julius, he beckoned with one hand and with the other pointed 

to something at the far end, in a kiosk. Julius approached, and for the first time in his 

life, shook hands on his own without someone at his side telling him "shake hands, 

sonny." 

Peter the market painter introduced him to the group, and stammering, said that 

the picture was ready and he was going to make him a present of it. Then he asked 

auout Nilda and Vilma, and Julius told him that they were busy in the house and so 
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he'd had to come alone, but he didn't get lost on the way or anything like that. Peter 

smiled. He was very busy with his "live Spanish classes," for that's what he called 

talking to people in the street. In fact, he learned a good deal, but his accent was 

terrible, and more than one person made fun of him. But nicely, that is, nicely, and 

not without respect, because the mister had become a kind of institution in the market, 

always painting, talking, telling them about his country and his travels, always with his 

pipe in his mouth, and stammering to boot. It was hard work talking to the natives, 

but he kept on trying. 

Ten minutes or so later he said goodbye to the rest of them and went with Julius 

to the kiosk where the painting was stored. Julius took it in both hands and looked at 

it for a long time before he said he liked it and thank you very much. There he was, 

and Vilma too, just like they were, with the huge basket and the fish almost spilling 

out, and the vegetable stalls doing business in the background. His friend painted very 

well. Julius told him he was going to take the picture home and hang it in his 

bedroom. The house in Chosica was a new one, he explained, and there weren't 

enough pictures. Peter the market painter asked him if he wanted to come with him 

to the restaurant by the river to have a soda-pop. Of course he did. 

They were a long time talking there in front of all the bottles. Julius answered 

every question carefully, he told him all the family history. Nothing left the gringo so 

moved as hearing about the carriage that they had in Lima. The poor guy was crazy 

about painting it, but by the time Julius went back to Lima he'd be in Cuzco or Puno, 

since he hadn't been those places yet. To Peter, the child's version of his family's 
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glory that Julius told him was quite delightful, all about his father, about his mother's 

beauty, about Bertha's funeral, and the romantic great uncle with his tubercular pianist. 

He kept asking questions, he wanted to know more and more, but he noticed that the 

boy grew agitated when he spoke about his sister Cynthia-he couldn't pick his glass 

up off the table, and he grew pale. 

So he asked if he'd gone across the hanging bridge. A clever question, since 

the idea of crossing the river by the bridge that shook, was something that fascinated 

him. Vilma had never wanted to take him there. The gringo called the waiter and paid 

for the sodas. "Come on," he said and they set off. Before they set foot on the bridge, 

he showed him how it shook and asked if he was afraid. "Course not," said Julius, 

starting out steadily. There he went, quite alone; he went too near the edge, Peter was 

frightened but didn't say a word, not because he was heartless, but on account of his 

modem views of child raising. 

And Julius, who brought back his own childhood, fascinated him. The gringo 

was overcome with emotion and all that. Basically he was a loner and lately . .. At 

the far side of the bridge he showed him the Station Hotel. It was so old it was falling 

into ruins, but it was charming and historic. Julius, as if he understood, began to listen 

carefully while Peter told him that this was an old hotel, all made of wood, just look, 

and though almost nobody stayed there now, in its heyday even potential presidents and 

ministers used to. Julius couldn't keep it in any more and asked why he stuttered so. 

Peter stopped stammering almost immediately and told him that he wasn't born that 

way, but when he was a boy. .. And just as Julius had told him about Cynthia and 
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how he staa.-t:ed to squint, they spent a very moving moment there in front of the old 

Station Hotel. 

Then they spent a while talking to a lovely old man who ran the hotel and who 

knew all about Chosica back from the time of Noah's ark. The old man wanted to 

invite them to have a soda; he loved having the American as a guest after all these 

years, just as if poor Peter were a rich tourist and his being there meant that this long 

forgotten part of Chosica were coming to life again. That too was very sad, and Julius 

had better not accept the soda, since he was feeling rather sick, and the gringo looked 

a bit downcast. Only the old man was still enthusiastic. 

And he was still smiling as they began to go down the stony slope to the river. 

He was still smiling there alone with his memories, so much so, that after a moment 

he stood up and moved forward to where he could still see them. There they were, 

down there, sitting on two stones, getting their feet wet in the river. He'd have liked 

to have known what they were talking about, but heard nothing. And in fact, they 

almost weren't talking. They just showed each other photos, saying this was Cynthia, 

or this was me when I was a kid, your age, about five. They were there a while, until 

Peter began to look tired, and Julius realized he'd got very pale all of a sudden. He 

looked even worse as they climbed up to the hotel, he looked very tired, and nervous. 

By the time they reached the bridge he looked terrible. He asked Julius if he dare cross 

and Julius said "of course, it hardly moves at all;" he said it to put his mind at rest. 

Peter smiled and ruffled his hair when he saw that he was going ahead. He stood there 

a moment watching, there he goes, there ... he's out of sight, ku-ku-ku-careful now, 
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he wanted to say, but got totally stuck on the first syllable, ku-ku-ku, nothing he could 

do about it; tomorrow he was leaving forever, someone there would say goodbye for 

him when he came back to the market to look for him. 

Julius went back to Upper Chosica full of doubt. Vilma must be very worried, 

it was her fault, but he really should take advantage of his freedom for a while more, 

and this was the time the beggars would be waiting for their food, and Vilma always 

refused to take him there; they must be looking for him now, but it was her fault. So 

he went to the school. He got there just as the woman who was dressed nearly like a 

nun but wore her hair in a bun was coming out. There too was the man pushing the 

table on wheels with the huge pot, and the good kind little nun who blessed it all with 

her smile. Poor Julius was rather disappointed: the beggars paid him no attention at 

all, all they cared about was the pot, and he'd been expecting to show them the picture 

and tell them he'd bring his friend the painter to meet them so he could paint them too. 

He'd been carrying the picture all the time and was rather tired now, so he decided to 

leave, since it was going to take ages before they were through eating. He was just 

leaving when the nun started "where eez your nurse? where do you leeeve? why are 

you alone? you dare all zat?" and a lot more, quite frantic, poor thing, with a lovely 

French accent. The beggars were busy seeing they got their cups filled, they didn't 

even notice when Sister Benediction led him off. 

At home all hell had broken loose. It all began when Vilma was through posing 

for Palomino and went to put her uniform back on. On the way back she ran into 
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Nilda, filled with hate. The Jungle Woman asked her where Master Julius had got to, 

and she said the garden, where did she expect. Then Nilda, sensing something, gave 

one of her cries "Juuuuuu-liuuuuUUS!" No answer. He wasn't in the garden, that was 

certain. "That's what you get for listening to that smart-ass. Now what's happened 

to Master Julius? Just wait till the Senora hears of this! 11 Vilma told her to leave her 

alone, she was frightening her, and Jungle Woman let out another "Juuuuuu-liuuuuuus! 11 

Still no answer. Perhaps upstairs, but they'd have heard him. The two women sensed 

something terrible at the same time, both began racing upstairs, tripping on the steps 

several times. Up there they ran from one room to another, but no sign of Julius. 

"You're the one who's to blame, it's your whoring around ... " 

She didn't finish, since Vilma, frantic, had thrown herself at her and they began 

to go at each other, over the chairs, against the walls, rolling on the floor, screaming, 

yelling, moaning. 

In the garden, Palomino heard the cries without knowing what was the matter; 

he didn't even know quite where they were coming from, ow! yow-ow-ow! leggo! help! 

and even Palomiiiino! but the doors were closed and he couldn't do a thing. After a 

while it was obvious that the two women were trying to kill each other, and the poor 

guy started to worry, he didn't like the idea of being involved in some major upset. 

And the shouting went on, you could hear the women's cries quite clearly, there they 

were upstairs, killing one another. Nilda had scratched Vilma's face all over, and now 

Vilma had got Nilda by the neck and was choking her. At that moment the men of the 

house arrived. They were carrying a bed that they'd taken out of the Mercedes and ran 
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into Palomino playing the know-it-all in the garden. They wanted to kill him, but then 

they heard the shrieks. Carlos dropped the bed and ran at top speed, opened the main 

door, and ran upstairs. The first thing he saw was the two women, almost exhausted, 

but still doing their best to hurt each other. Their uniforms were tom to shreds. Vilma 

was weeping in a comer; she'd broken her little finger in one of the falls at the end, 

and when Carlos saw her, she was defending herself by kicking against Nilda's sporadic 

attacks. 

"The young master's gone and got lost," sobbed the Jungle Woman. "It's that 

one's fault." 

Carlos went quickly to tell the majordomos. He found them in the garden 

restraining Palomino, who might take off, and told them Julius was lost, thanks to 

Vilma. 

"Messing around with this silly bastard." 

They'd never have another chance like it. Palomino smiled, half superior, half 

scared to death; he tried to explain, to talk his way out of it, but there was no holding 

Celso and Daniel. The injection specialist clutched his camera and started withdrawing 

diplomatically, but at that moment the two fell on him and started to kill him in the 

middle of the garden, all amid the trees and bamboo groves. They ruined all they hated 

most about him, his face, his doctor's bag, and his navy blue suit. Finally they pushed 

him out into the street. 

Then they ran upstairs to see what had happened. Vilma and Nilda were on 

their feet, but they were crying and couldn't explain anything clearly. Nobody, in fact, 
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knew exactly what had happened, nor at what moment Julius had disappeared, nor if 

he'd been kidnapped, nothing. The Jungle Woman said that it was those beggars from 

Belen, they were gypsies, and who knows but they'd stolen him away. And if that was 

so, they'd never see him again: 

"Someday he might show up working in a circus, but he'll have taken gypsy 

nationality, and he won't remember his fanli1y." 

Then she started saying no, not that, it must have been the painter, the gringo, 

he's probably a molester, one of those degenerates, he'd kidnapped Julius and raped 

him, and then he'd killed him. Vilma's half crazed screams interrupted her as she 

threw herself at the walls and cursed her fate and Palomino, and she'd never flirted 

with nobody, God forgive her, she'd only wanted her photo taken. "Julito! Julito! Oh 

my God, what'll they do to me!" Nilda was groaning too, frightened by her own 

words; the majordomos soon took her up on it. Carlos was doubtful: he didn't dare 

call the police. And the masters in Europe too! 

Then the phone rang. Carlos threw himself at it. They were calling from the 

school, and Julius was there. The chauffeur said he'd be right over to get him, that 

he'd run off when the nursemaid's back was turned, right away he'd be there. They 

all breathed again, they looked at each other and smiled, trembling, exhausted, 

relieved; they stood there looking at each other, smiling, sheepish, while Carlos tore 

away in the Mercedes. 

Julius was waiting for him quietly at the gate. He saw him arrive so upset, that 

he hurried to tell him nothing had happened, just the Sister didn't want him to go back 
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alone, she was afraid of the beggars, so why did she feed them if they were bad? Then 

the little nun appeared and began to scold Carlos with her charming French accent. 

Carlos looked down, his cap off, while she gave him a sermon, but as soon as he 

noticed that the nun was smiling and hurrying Julius away, blessing his head with the 

sign of the cross, he jammed his cap on to make sure he didn't get blessed that way 

too, since all nuns aren't as pure as Saint Rose of Lima. 

They'd all gone out to meet them; Vilma and Nilda still sobbing in their ruined 

uniforms; Celso and Daniel straightening their hair a bit and looking extremely satisfied 

at something. The crisis was over and now they received the prodigal son, so he 

couldn't tell what the devil had happened while he was out. The women wouldn't let 

him think, they kissed him, asking him where he'd been, why he'd run off like that, 

why he hadn't told them. Julius stared at them, dumbfounded, and as if waiting for an 

explanation, who'd beat them up? A chair which had fallen downstairs while they were 

fighting was still lying there accusing them. Vilma couldn't contain herself any longer 

and burst into tears, crying again. She begged forgiveness, she'd never see Palomino 

again. Julius was the whole world to her! She'd never forget her duties again. The 

photos were to blame. She was a good girl! She'd never done anything she didn't 

ought to! Nilda didn't know what she was talking about! she couldn't live without 

Julius! Well, Nilda got upset and started crying too, and a horrible weeping and 

wailing took place right in front of Julius; the men tried to calm them down, telling 

them nothing had happened, that all's well that ends well, that everything had been for 

the best, and they'd got rid of Palomino. 
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Julius thought that perhaps things might calm down when they saw the picture, 

so he showed it. It wasn't a good idea, no sooner had Vilma seen it than she began to 

cry for the umpteenth time, remembering her scratched face. One eye was half closed 

and her body smarted allover. The beautiful chola moaned, half naked and all 

scratched, and held up a hefty aching leg. Nilda accompanied her with bursts of crying, 

and the more she cried, the more it hurt, since her upper lip was split, burst, swollen, 

filling with pus. Get to the medicine chest as soon as possible and disinfect all those 

cuts; then run to the first doctor you find in Chosica so he can look at Vilma's little 

finger; and how Nilda complained, she couldn't breathe properly, she'd been strangled, 

she was going to die; oh, what Vilma'd done to her neck! She almost went after her 

again, but Julius being there held her back; enough of all this violence, they had to use 

their heads; what would they say had happened? what would they tell the doctor? 

That very afternoon Vilma's little finger was put in plaster. It hurt the poor girl, 

but she did all she could not to show it and to do her job the best she could. She 

followed Julius around from one room to another and tried to please him in everything. 

When it was meal time, he began telling her what he'd done while he was out. He told 

her he'd been most of the time with Peter the market painter, and afterwards he'd gone 

to where the beggars were, and if it hadn't been for the nun he'd have come home much 

earlier, but she didn't want him to come back alone. At that point Vilma noticed that 

he was getting very nervous; the more he spoke, the more wrought up he became. And 

he kept on talking-he told the story again, he changed it each time as though he needed 

to talk-and she'd never seen him like that. She called for Nilda, since they'd definitely 



293 

had an armistice; they'd got it out of their systems, the two cholas; it was as though it 

were a Greek myth, they'd found peace through battle, through pain. The Jungle 

Woman came up pretending to be calm and ready to help her workmate, but Vilma 

noticed that from the moment she'd come into the dining room, Julius was talking more 

than ever, faster than before, much faster, things were getting worse instead of better. 

Suddenly, he lost his appetite, and while he told and retold about himself and Peter, he 

said "no, I don't want to eat it, take it away," his friend the painter took him right to 

the river, "take it away Vilma," he'd introduced him to the old man in the wooden Hotel 

at the station, "I'm not hungry," the Central Station. Vilma ran out to cry in the 

kitchen. Nilda couldn't bear it either, but instead she went to call the majordomos to 

take her place. Julius felt a great relief to see the majordomos coming in smiling, with 

their faces unblemished. Then Carlos came right away with the bottle of tablets for his 

nerves, the doctor'd said to give them to him if necessary. 

"Come on, Julius." 

Carlos was right: next day he was over it when he woke-he'd slept well. He 

felt fine and was ready for his lesson with Senorita Julia. All they'd tell the teacher was 

that Vilma and Nilda'd had a fight about something that concerned them, there was no 

need to go into detail. Peace reigned again in Chosica, and everybody around Julius 

tried to prove that nothing had really happened at all. So did he. 

At first, Vilma didn't dare look at Senorita Julia, but she plucked up courage 

when Nilda came looking more like a Jungle Woman than ever, with a piece of raw 

steak over her right eye, with the expression "none of your business!" clearly written 
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over what was left of her face. Very politely, Senorita Julia acted as if she knew all 

about it and made no comments about vulgar matters between servant girls and cooks. 

All that had nothing to do with the world of the eternal student in the Education 

Department in the Four Hundred Year Old National University of San Marcos, the 

oldest in the Americas. And even less to do with that of a teacher at the Center of 

Learning founded by General of the Troops Manuel A. Odria who Came to Power in 

1948. It had nothing to do with the world of Spanish classes and Rules of Grammar. 

Those poor ignoramuses didn't even know what was meant by Syntax and Prosody, 

they'd never heard of Ruben Dario, they'd no idea who The Poet of The Americas was, 

but she, the flower of Carreno's Teaching Method, knew when to say "bon appetit" 

when someone was eating and, what's more, to answer in the way you're supposed to, 

if someone said "bon appetit" to her. There she was sitting next to Julius, insisting on 

correct spelling, with her arms and legs covered with long hair, black and straight, not 

close together at all, and every hair standing on end. She was quite unattractive, with 

her serviceable suit and her little bag filled with bus tickets, round trip, the way she 

always came. And the tightest permanent waves in all Jesus Maria. Of course, she was 

pleased to be at a place where they were millionaires, even though the Senora wasn't 

at home; she did like to talk to her. Unfortunately, the Senora didn't say a thing when 

she tried to talk to her about the Poet of the Americas, and it's about time somebody 

made a really good study of Vallejo's poems-there's a gap there in Peruvian literature. 

She'd write her thesis some day, but Vallejo was too deep for her to write a thesis on 

him to fill that gap. Anyway, what she was going to do was get her degree in 
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education, and then she'd be able to earn a lot more, and not have to go around giving 

private lessons in people's houses where she had to have her tea in the pantry with the 

servants, never forgetting that those rich ladies she admired so much could tell her the 

lessons had to stop from one moment to the next, when she least expected it, just the 

way it had happened with Senora Susan and Cynthia, and it would when this little two 

handled cup had to start school. Thinking too much put Senorita Julia in a bad mood, 

she was one who always expected the worst. Julius made a mistake and was pinched 

forthwith. 

Julius yelped and Vilma came in, but she didn't dare interrupt, since she was 

afraid of the teacher's fine Spanish. On the other hand, the bad-tempered Senorita 

seized her chance to tell her she looked dreadful, dear; "who knocked you about that 

way?" but Nilda came in and she asked straight out why the Master had squealed like 

that. Julius said she'd pinched him, and Jungle Woman was furious and began to yell 

at her; did she want to make him vomit or what? The poor kid was already beginning 

to feel sick and asked if they could go on with the class, probably to avoid more upset. 

Senorita Julia was afraid and said yes, they were going to go on, but the cook stood 

guard until the end of the class. And it wasn't half bad, since she enjoyed the little 

poem that the Senorita began to teach Julius for Mother's Day. Mother's Day was a 

long way off, but just so, he'd have plenty of time to learn it by heart, your Mamma 

is going to like it too. Nothing for it, there he was, poor kid, rattling off one of those 

poems that you say when handing over a bunch of flowers to mother, in the bathroom, 

say; you catch her unprepared and it's horrible, it's so embarrassing. 
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>I< >I< >I< >I< >I< 

If it hadn't been for Dora, Arminda the washerwoman's daughter, you might 

have said everything was going marvelously in Chosica. There was no need for the 

doctors to come, Julius was in the pink. They only had to find someone to take 

Palomino's place three or four times, since there was no need for more injections than 

that. Once they took the plaster off, Vilma's finger was fine; she was behaving herself 

wonderfully. In the afternoon they all went out in the Mercedes as far as the Dove 

Cote, or to see football matches, where twenty-two cholos with a mixture of uniforms 

and all possible types of footwear, and some with none at all, played on makeshift fields 

on the side of the highway. Sometimes too, there was a game in the Central Park, but 

there they all had their right uniforms and boots. Once, when they came back from one 

of these matches, they found Arminda all broken up: Dora'd taken up with the ice cream 

man, she'd gone off with him to Lima. 

When she came back, Arminda received her by slapping her back and forth 

across the face, and even threatening her with the kitchen knife, but Nilda asked for it 

back immediately. What didn't poor Arminda say to her? And Dora was as fresh as 

you like; she took no notice at all. Just laughed at her. Nose in the air. Where had 

she learned all that? Answering back! Nilda was all for burning her tongue, if she'd 

been a child of hers . . . Poor Senora Arminda was going to build up to an attack if she 

kept on that way; such a good soul, so kind hearted. Wasn't she always saying so? 

What a way to behave, talking to her mother like that! She was going to hit her. Yes, 

she should hit her. That's the way. Forty years old! Over forty, with her head over 
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a sink full of washing, and her feet frozen! Scrubbing, nothing but scrubbing. No! She 

had no sympathy! Heartless, just like her father! Poor Arminda shol!ted, she must be 

going to have a heart attack, she was so angry, Julius was worried to death, and now 

Nilda's baby started to bleat, and Dora avoiding the blows as best she could, and Nilda 

pulling her breast out. The next day Dora'd disappeared, she'd left a note saying she 

was going to the sierra with the D'Onofrio ice cream man. Arminda hung her head and 

grew old. 

"The Senora is going to marry Senor Juan Lucas!" Nilda, with an open letter in 

her hand, called out. Julius had just got back from the market, where for the sixth time 

they'd told him that Peter the painter had left without giving any forwarding address. 

He imagined him sitting on the banks of Titicaca, with his palette and brush in his hand, 

when he heard the Jungle Woman's shout. "Give me the letter" he said, heels together, 

toes apart. Nilda gave it to him, he began to read a few words but wanted to know 

more quickly what it said and handed it to Vilma. His hands were to attention at his 

sides. 

Julius, darling: 

I'm really excited. Uncle Juan and I have just got married 

in a church in London. Only a few friends were there, his, 

Daddy's, and mine. We're very happy. Santiaguito and Bobby 

are here with us. You'll see how you'll love Uncle Juan Lucas. 



He's a darling. Just like you. We've been married for only two 

hours, and now we're going to have lunch in a restaurant in 

Onslow Gardens. I'd give anything to have you here with us! 

I'm so happy to lmow that you're better. Soon our trip 

will be over. We've got only Venice and Rome to do now, I 

don't lmow for sure, but you all ought to be getting ready, since 

we'll be going back to Lima soon. We'll have a lovely summer 

in Lima with Uncle Juan Lucas, don't you think, darling? And 

then, Julius, you must start school. I've got to run now, Juan 

Lucas is waiting for me in the bar. Thousands of kisses from all 

of us. 
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She was still wearing the green suit that she'd worn to get married. She lmew 

she was the most beautiful woman in all the world, and the happiest. And probably she 

was, that morning as she walked, so lovely, towards the hotel bar. There was Juan 

Lucas, watching her arrive. With him, Santiago and Bobby, very handsome in their 

dark suits-they had that careless style that Susan preferred in boys. They were talking 

to some people they'd just met, friends of their father, the terrible two, John and 

Julius, always a little drunk, and just as charming as they'd been when she met them, 

it seemed just yesterday! only yesterday: the day she'd met a Peruvian in the Embassy 

in London and married him in Lima; and now she was marrying a Peruvian in London 

that she'd met in Lima. And to think that Juan Lucas was in London too when she was 
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going out with Santiago . .. Only yesterday it was when she promised to call one of 

her sons Julius, and now, on seeing him again, she ran to write, just a few lines, to 

Julius ... She smiled as she joined the group at the bar, it was better not to remember; 

Juan Lucas helped her: he welcomed her, fondling her neck gently as he spoke, lovingly 

pulling her towards him while he went on talking; he was such fun; she was so happy. 

Susan felt the gentle brake on her neck and shook her head like MGM's lion, with a 

snarl at Juan Lucas's shoulder, but found that her neck fit perfectly into the firm pillow 

of his hand; she took her glass, her other arm across Juan Lucas's back, head to one 

side, almost hiding behind the blonde hair that fell down in glorious relief on Juan 

Lucas's dark suit for the occasion. She closed her lips to smile. Nobody noticed how 

fleeting it was. And she, on feeling her neck was no longer being held, was about to 

go through it all again, and almost turned her neck the other way for a loving nip but 

was afraid the hand wouldn't be there, it would be asking too much. The moment was 

past, it was only to be remembered; it wasn't the right time any more, it was over. 

Yes? what's that? they were asking her something. She always came back from her 

sweet dreams that way, and that's why they found her so lovely, that's why she could 

have got away with murder, everyone loved her so much. 

v 

The palace was waiting for them, full of light. That summer's sun came shining 

in through all the windows right into the comers, cheering up the whole place. Celso 

and Daniel together had got everything to shine; the floors looked like they used to. 
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Every unpleasant memory must be removed, everything must be ready for a new life, 

as they were ready to serve their new master. All that cooking and ironing, polishing, 

sweeping, mopping, shining had got them used to the idea that Miss Cynthia wasn't 

there any more. 

They were up at dawn on the day of the arrival at the airport. Nilda filled the 

pantry with supplies, Vilma checked the young master's clothes, and Carlos cleaned the 

cars. Julius was not to play in the carriage, he had to wait quietly until it was time to 

go. They'd dressed him almost as if he was going to take his first communion, and put 

his little bullfighter's tie on him. He was nervous, remembering the first trip to the 

airport and associating this with it, he didn't care to wait in the room where the piano 

was. They kept checking on him every few minutes; he was always quiet when they 

found him-all right-he said it himself, whether he wanted to or not, he was learning 

how not to show things, his shaking hands, say. 

Carlos talked to him on the way. Santiaguito'd be a young man when he got 

back, he was saying. They'd decided that in the house too: Santiaguito was going to be 

sixteen, he had to be almost grown up, Europe had to have changed him. They all 

agreed on that, as if a few months away was enough, to their way of thinking, to make 

the child turn into someone of importance. Bobby too was going to be thirteen, and 

he'd be going to secondary school, he wouldn't wear short pants any more, he'd be 

quite tall. They were getting to the airport and Carlos was still talking away, trying to 

keep Julius entertained. Carlos was cheerful, you've had a good time in Chosica, now 
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only a few more months and it's school for you, that's the way it is, we all grow up, 

we all come back . . . 

"Home, sweet home, there's no place like home," sang Carlos, with his thick 

lips, trying to be the life and soul of the party, pointing to the plane, delighted, "now, 

as long as it doesn't come down like Jorge Chavez did . . .," talking for talking's sake, 

"as long as it doesn't do a belly flop. Get ready now to welcome your Mamma." He 

couldn't keep quiet, nor still, for that matter; he kept blocking his view. Yes, yes, it 

was the plane he'd chosen for Cynthia, Cynthia, Cynthia ... the loudspeakers proved 

it: Air France Flight 207 arriving from Paris, Lisbon, Point-a.-Pitre, Caracas, Bogota, 

Lima. He felt like throwing up but it wasn't the right time to ... 

The two kept waiting. "Open Sesame," Carlos seemed to say, as he stood, very 

impatient, there on the deck, waiting for the door of the plane to open; now that was an 

animal he was really afraid of, the sky's for the angels, and Black buzzards like me 

don't fly higher than the rooftop, but why aren't they opening the door? The chauffeur 

was getting excited, and getting mad at himself for it: now what's up with you? what 

are you getting all worked up about? it isn't your mother who's arriving now, it's only 

your boss, man, that's all . .. But as soon as he saw the door open, he took his cap 

off; there's the little Mistress, and he began to hum Peruvian walaes the way he always 

did when something moved him that shouldn't. "There's Senor Juan Lucas!" he burst 

out, seeing him on the steps; Julius put off throwing up for another day and began to 

wave like crazy. And there was Juan Lucas, all dressed for the occasion (when there's 

an earthquake, Juan Lucas is going to show up shouting "Help! my golf clubs!" and be 
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dressed for the occasion too). With him was a flight hostess who wouldn't have minded 

spending some time with him, a girl spending the best years of her life flying, and she 

didn't care to marry just yet. But she went down the drain when Susan appeared, with 

that bewildered look that seemed to say "where have you brought me?" not recognizing 

anything; heaven knows what she'd been thinking about for the last few minutes. 

Lovely, anyway, she was much more lovely now; wave wave waving without having 

seen him yet. She took off her sunglasses, and the sun nearly blinded her, so she put 

them on again. Where's Julius? "There, Mummy, there," shouted Santiago in her ear, 

to the wind, "there! can't you see him?" She could see Carlos but she couldn't see 

Julius. It doesn't matter, Mummy! Move along, you're blocking the way. They'd 

moved onto the steps. Hurry, Mummy! 

And of course they had to pay somebody's week's wages several times over for 

excess baggage, but that was the least of it. Most of the things were coming by boat: 

golf clubs for everybody, whole sets, clothes from England, France, Italy, presents even 

for the washerwoman, bought just like that, a pile at a time, not really chosen; strange 

drinks, very rare ones, decorations, lamps, jewelry, leather tobacco cases with sets of 

Dunhill pipes, every one with an ivory mouthpiece. It had been a good trip, too short 

now they were back in Lima. Impossible to tell all about it in a few words. People 

might ask, but they couldn't do it justice. Well, after all, that's what the inimitable 

idiocies of the social columns, as Juan Lucas liked to say, were there for. They'd tell 

all about it whether they liked it or not. (And I don't like to get mixed up in that sort 

of thing: it's something folks in Lima might take very seriously, you never can tell; 
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whether they like coming out in the social columns or not, even when they insist they 

don't ... ) 

How the palace had changed! Who'd bought all that lovely furniture. Who'd 

chosen those pictures on the walls? Orders had come from Juan Lucas in a letter to 

someone he'd left in charge and who was known for having good taste and getting things 

done. Carlos was still carrying the pigskin cases, smirking as though he'd been along 

with them. Vilma noticed that Santiaguito was quite grown up, and what's more, he 

kept eyeing her. She looked at Juan Lucas, took in his 6 feet 2, and really couldn't 

understand why he was considered so good looking; he didn't look like any of the 

Mexican film stars at all. So that was the Senora's taste. She turned suddenly, and 

Santiago was still looking at her. Nilda had washed her hands to get the garlic off and 

gave a shriek of pleasure, which was stopped this time by the Senor pulling a face. 

"Heavens, all these over-excited women. Everyone back to work now and let's get 

organized. Is it possible to get a gin and tonic on a terrace somewhere in this place?" 

Susan cared about them, but there was all the talk by Nilda, smelling of garlic, and 

there was Arminda crying, and in a minute she'd be crossing herself and all that about 

God bless those who come to this house. Poor Susan, she made a great effort and 

kissed the cook, but see what it did, Arminda came out with all the story of her 

daughter and the D'Onofrio ice cream man. Celso and Daniel had to drop the luggage 

and go comfort her and get the Senora loose from her arms at the same time. Juan 

Lucas finally put a stop to all the brotherly love. They extended their arms uncertainly; 

it had been years since anyone gave orders in the palace. Susan was filled with 
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admiration. "Put the cases where they belong, please. Careful, don't scratch the leather 

now. Upstairs, and help us hang things where they belong. Woman, please stop crying 

now." He didn't know either her name or that of Nilda, who'd reappeared yelling that 

this was her little boy and she was going to bring him up like a real gentleman's son, 

and she showed the little horror to them all. Juan Lucas's face developed the Duke of 

Windsor's frown, with the same lines around the eyes. Julius said "look Mummy, 

Nilda's baby," and Juan Lucas took off while Susan thought she'd better show loving 

kindness for a few minutes more and petted the baby. Celso and Daniel raced off after 

the Sefior. 

Next morning Susana Lastarria called. Susan felt a strange mixture of pity and 

laziness as she heard her voice on the phone. She got through half an hour of her envy 

with true resignation, and told her all she wanted to hear about the trip, about the 

wedding, about everything. Finally, when she thought it was all through, Susana asked 

if they were going to have a party for Julius's birthday. Susan made a gigantic effort 

to remember the way her cousin's mind worked and to express herself in the right way. 

"No," she said, "I think it's a bit soon yet to be thinking of parties, even children's 

parties." 

"You're quite right. That's just the way I see it. What would people say ... " 

Julius's birthday arrived, but the presents from Europe didn't, and they had to 

rush out and buy him an electric train. A man came to set it up, and he spent all 

afternoon asking him too many questions. At last, around six o'clock in the evening the 
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train was running in a little room and all the servants came to see, since the Senor 

wasn't around. Julius decided which was Chosica station. He almost forgot about the 

train when he began to tell his mother about Chosica, since she was spending all the 

afternoon, right up to seven o'clock with him, and then she had to get ready for a 

cocktail party. He told her about Peter the market painter, and the beggars, but when 

he started on Palomino and the injections, Nilda said it was time to get dinner ready and 

left. But she had nothing to fear, he knew what he was about, and only told what was 

really tellable. He told it all so well, in fact, that Susan went to thank everyone and tell 

them all she'd never forget how good they'd all been, and the Senor would see they 

were thanked properly. They all came out with they hadn't done it with any payment 

in mind, and Susan said, "now bring ice cream for everyone, and Coca-Cola too." 

Nilda came back with the little monster, followed by Celso and Daniel with trays. 

"A toast in Coca-Cola for Julius's sixth birthday!" said Susan, looking around 

to see how it was received. 

Everything went perfectly. They were all very moved. So much, that she began 

calculating, Cynthia'd have been eleven now, and her eyes filled with tears-and before 

the cocktail party, oh dear, I'll be all swollen. The servants were suddenly silent. 

"Why? she asked herself. "Have they noticed?" At that moment Nilda, on behalf of 

them all, said they were all with the Senora in their thoughts. Susan sat thinking, "what 

empathy when it's a matter of . .. Goodness! what a capacity for caring! ... " 

"The train can't stay in Chosica forever," she said, coming back to earth. 
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Everyone smiled. "For once a birthday without Lastarrias," thought Julius, 

leaning over happily to start the train. Everyone smiled as they ate their ice cream and 

drank Coke. And the train went round and round going through Chosica. It didn't 

stop, because he was busy listening to her: Susan was telling them about Europe, leaving 

the towns out so they wouldn't get mixed up; France, England, Italy, that was all she 

said; she told them, and the train went round, and they finished the ice cream and she 

didn't even realize that they were all looking towards the door where Juan Lucas, 

Santiago, and Bobby, who'd just come back from the Golf Club, were watching, 

laughing at her, making her embarrassed. 

There was nothing to discuss, it had already been decided. At first, straight after 

the trip, he'd had a lot of parties and hadn't had time to think about it. But now, he 

was back playing golf again and had more time to think. .. It's always tiring when 

you get back from a trip. He'd had to go through hundreds of reports from managers 

and people in charge. And there are some sweethearts, believe me! He'd had to reach 

a lot of quick decisions about things that had gone on while he was away. About as 

well everything was now running all right. Instructions in the right places, a few letters, 

one or two meetings. Everything was on track again. The work he'd ordered doing on 

the hacienda in Huacho was progressing nicely. He'd soon be able to invite people for 

the weekend. In fact, he was very pleased with everything, with the way things had 

turned out during his absence. There were two or three strikes that had been announced 

that were upsetting him, but, after all, this is Lima. The thing to do is take your 
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problems and annoyances onto the golf course; there things take on their true, 

insignificant dimensions. You've just got to see the change of perspective. A good 

swing, a ball in the right place, showed him so often the way things really were going. 

And now there are your affairs and the boys'. Now we have to see to all that. More 

board meetings. Meetings with the new American partners too. About the question of 

the factories. They would leave them three factories. Well, as she could see, there 

already had been a lot of meetings, and they were still calling him when he was at the 

Golf Club, breaking in on his time. But it's always that way when you get back from 

a trip. Now, at last, he'd been able to start practicing again, and he'd have time to 

think. 

"Well, if you want to know, I just felt like it yesterday when I was leaving the 

club. Well, Juan Lucas, old man, why not? I said to myself, and I realized the decision 

was already made." 

Susan was rather sorry to leave the palace, but he was so excited, he explained 

so well that only in a new house could they really begin a new life together . . . He 

was right. And you had to see how happy the children were at the idea. Santiaguito 

began yelling "Yes! Yes! Juan Lucas is right; this place is much too serious, much too 

dark and dingy." He very nearly said it had been all right for someone like his Dad. 

He caught himself in time, but couldn't help thinking what he hadn't said: Dad never 

played golf nor anything like that, he was only interested in the haciendas and his 

practice and winning lawsuits, all he thought about was the family name, you'll never 

catch me being a lawyer . .. Everyone present seemed to feel that something was 
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coming to an end, perhaps a world that they were seeing for the first time as one that 

was too formal, too dark, serious, boring; honorable, but old fashioned and rather 

depressing. You only needed to look at Juan Lucas to see that he was bringing them 

new life, I dunno, without all those ancestral portraits, those glass cases and statues and 

busts and what not; he wanted a house with a terrace all round; no matter where you 

went out there'd be a terrace, and Celso and Daniel waiting with a cool drink, where 

antiques were something you bought for decoration or a souvenir, not something that 

actually belonged to our family. The palace grew old before Susan's eyes; she lifted the 

lock of blonde hair that had fallen and saw a house that was too old, it even smelled old. 

She realized that it had never been to her taste, it was what he wanted, I was only 

nineteen; this would have been a nice house to live in if it had been a movie. She saw 

her husband Santiago as he came towards her for the first time in a party in Sarrat, 

north of London, at the place of the terrible two, John and Julius. .. and she adored 

him ... 

"Who's going to be the architect?1I she asked, successfully dragging herself into 

the present. 

... It was wonderful to remember him that way, coming to her smiling, falling 

in love with her, now that the big house of his dreams was growing old ... 

Carlos, what a nerve! He'd gone to sleep in the carriage one hot afternoon. He 

liked it and decided that from then on that's where he'd take his siesta. He went there, 

took his cap off, tossed it through the window and climbed in, without thinking that 
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Julius always went there at that time. It changed his whole world. Generally, the 

Indians got as far as the coachman's seat so that he could stretch his arm out of the 

window and knock them off with a single shot. But one afternoon he found him 

sleeping there, all settled in on the old velvet seat. "What are you doing there?" he 

asked, childishly, and the only reply was a fart and "I'm a smart ass, that's why." And 

he started snoring, and so he ran to tell Vilma, who was just finishing her lunch in the 

pantry. Nilda put her spoke in, saying that although he shouldn't be a tattletale, he'd 

done right to come tell them. Vilma didn't budge until he asked what a smart ass was. 

"Come on," she said. 

"Carlos! Get down from the carriage so Master Julius can play. .. It's his 

playtime here. " 

"Mine too." 

Vilma and Julius were speechless. The beautiful chola made do with telling him 

not to teach the little boy bad words, but Carlos had already put his cap over his face 

and seemed to be asleep. 

"He's only pretending to snore," said Julius. 

But as the days went by he began to wonder. Every afternoon he came to the 

carriage and found him snoring. And the longer he stayed, the steadier he found the 

snoring to be. The truth of the matter was that Celso, Daniel, and Anatolio the 

gardener didn't want to fall dead, yelling, or jump on the coach steps or the coachman's 

seat for fear of waking Don Carlos, as they called him. Julius tried to change the rules 

of the game; now he'd climb up in the coachman's seat, rescuing wounded passengers 
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from the mail coach, risking going head first on the rocks and rolling down the hills, 

but it was a waste of time. Whoever'd heard of a cowboy and Indian film with shots 

and war whoops done in a whisper. 

That summer Susan, Juan Lucas, and his brothers went to the Golf Club every 

day; Carlos was free all afternoon-at least he had nothing to do. Huh! nothing to do 

but stick around and wait for: him to wake up around half-past five, then go in and talk 

to him for a while. 

"What's a smart ass?" he asked one afternoon. 

"Me," said Carlos, huge as he climbed out of the carriage. "Come on," he 

added, stirring himself, "it's nearly time you had your bath; Vilma's probably looking 

for you." 

Half an hour later he was the one who was looking for her. She hadn't been to 

call him at the carriage, she wasn't in the kitchen nor upstairs either. She had to be in 

her room. Julius headed for the back stairs and was about to go up when he ran into 

Santiago coming down, very fidgety. He thought he must have come back from the 

Golf Club early, but since they hardly ever spoke to each other, he simply stood aside 

and went up to Vilma's room. "Excuse me," he said. He liked to say it: "excuse me. " 

"No! Just a minute Julius. . . I'll open the door. Oh dear ... it's past your 

bath time." 

People were invited to the palace. Celso and Daniel, looking very smart, handed 

round trays of hors d'oeuvre and aperitifs. Susan, lovely, reigned supreme. She had 
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that wonderful way of brushing back her blonde hair when it fell across her forehead; 

she'd laugh, then the hair would gently slide forward over her face, and everyone was 

silent as she threw her hair back, barely touching it with the tips of her fingers; the men 

raised their glasses to their lips when her hair was in place, conversation went on until 

the next gust of laughter. Across the room Juan Lucas was telling about his game with 

three well matched players, and from time to time they burst into manly laughter and 

said all the right things. Celso approached them and whispered something which must 

have been quite funny, since Juan Lucas laughed out loud and went to look for Susan 

among the guests. 

"Have you heard the latest, Susan?" 

"No, darling, what is it?" 

"The majordomo just told me the chauffeur's panic stricken, Santiago's taken one 

of the cars. " 

His intonation was perfect, masculine in the extreme. Susan stood motionless: 

she looked at him, not knowing if what Santiago had done was right or wrong. She 

thought that if her husband had been alive, it would have been wrong, but now with 

Juan Lucas ... 

"What should we do, darling?" 

"Wait," said Juan Lucas. "If he comes back and it doesn't smell of woman's 

scent, we won't let him take it again. " 

"He had a date!" yelled Bobby, who'd been there all the time. 
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General laughter, everyone laughed and raised their glasses to their lips, Susan 

straightened her hair. It was a good life with Juan Lucas and his friends, the ones he 

liked best, those who knew how to live. There was the architect he'd chosen for the 

new house. "He seems like a nice boy," thought Susan, "but he's spending too much 

time where I am. I wonder if he can hold his liquor like they can." 

Julius had been put to bed and the light had been turned out. He was trying to 

sleep a little before the guests went out into the garden. As always, after dinner, the 

guests went out onto the terrace and drank until God knows when. There'd be music 

and dancing. Even if he fell asleep, the music and laughter would wake him up later. 

There'd be nothing for it but to sit looking out of the window. He could sleep a while 

first, though; they'd only got to the aperitifs. 

One of Juan Lucas's American partners had just arrived, and it really was a 

pleasure to talk to him. A fine person and a first rate golfer. He didn't have that awful 

American accent, and he'd made a very favorable impression at the Golf Club. And in 

Lima too. His wife was one of those little gringas that are two-for-a-nickel, but you 

realized after a while that she was intelligent, well bred. They really were an asset in 

the group of tanned, rich, sporty types, where nobody was ugly or unpleasant. The only 

fly in the ointment was the arrival of the Lastarrias, but there was no way out, they had 

to be invited from time to time. 

Juan Lastarria'd almost had a stroke waiting for his ugly wife to get ready. The 

stupid woman had to make sure her two children were in bed before going anywhere, 

and there he was downstairs smoking like a chimney, for Christ's sake, while she fixed 
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herself up--God knows why, I certainly don't. Susan and Juan Lucas must have been 

saying hello and talking to the guests for an hour or more. At last they too arrived. 

He'd have liked to have had time to examine his moustache just once more in a mirror 

and make sure that this suit really hid his belly; he knew Juan Lucas was a first-rate 

sportsman. Daniel opened the door and Lastarria almost went headfirst into the 

vestibule of the palace. He caught himself and made way for his ugly wife to go in 

ahead of him. And there was Susan, so lovely, pushing back the lock of hair and 

kissing her cousin, while he was swelling up to the bursting point, chest out and bending 

over to kiss her hand, which Susan suffered in silence. As he went into the main room 

of the palace, Lastarria thought of all the illustrious ancestors and all the tradition, but 

the man of the moment was who counted: there was Juan Lucas. Lastarria felt himself 

shrinking to midget size, but was happy. He was happier still when the others 

welcomed him. In ecstacy when his wife disappeared into a group of other women; oh, 

dammit, there she is; nah, forget about her, Juan, enjoy yourself. 

And that very night, before dinner, he publicly announced his decision to take 

up golf, to join the Club, while Juan Lucas made signs to one of his buddies to take note 

that Lastarria was on the rise,. though the poor guy still only reached their shoulders. 

Shortly before dinner (Nilda was most upset because they ordered the food from the 

Hotel Bolivar when they had parties like this), he started running after Susan, his 

duchess, and wouldn't leave her alone. Actually, he was torn between Juan Lucas & 

Co. and Susan. There were two of them now, because the architect who was planning 

the new house was chasing after her too and adored her. A brilliant young fellow, very 
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much the man of the moment, though he needed experience-in everything. Lastarria 

thought, "the hell with the brilliant young bastard," and Lima was certainly bigger than 

it used to be; the architect had no idea who Lastarria was. If he had, he might have 

been interested . . . 

The dinner was excellent, of course, like everything else in the palace, and Aunt 

Susana, ugh, was longing to ask for the recipes, but of course she'd have died first. 

The books she'd read on cooking would fill a library, but she'd never prepared anything 

like all this, but her children were better looked after than Susan's, that was for sure. 

Her husband Juan, on the other hand, had found out that everything had been brought 

in from the Hotel Bolivar and from that moment was going to do the same, and the hell 

with his wife and her goddamned recipes. "Absolutely delicious, my duchess," he tried 

to head the line of homage formed by himself and the architect. Juan Lucas and the 

ones like him were all talking about some first rate land not far from Lima and the 

possibility of starting a new golf club. The American was interested too and suggested 

they get together the next day at Rosita Rios's to discuss it over lunch; the gringo was 

developing a taste for Peruvian ways, as well as being a decent sort; he really enjoyed 

the spicy food of the coast. The last time he was down he went back to New York with 

several bottles of pisco and some pre-Columbian ceramics and fixed his partners a pisco 

sour that nearly knocked their balls off. Everybody in New York wanted to know how 

to mix them; what's more, there was definite interest in investing in Peru; if the gringo 

kept on the way he'd started, he was going to end up as one of the first Americans to 

be accepted in the Club Nacional. And Susan could practice her delightful English with 
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Virginia, the wife of Lester Lang III (the gringo must really be somebody), and escape, 

at least for a moment, the architect and Lastarria's unwelcome attentions. Neither of 

them spoke English and weren't going to make fools of themselves in front of the 

foreign woman. They waited while Susan talked to her, and if it took too long, 

Lastarria was off at full speed to join Juan Lucas and his buddies, smiling as he arrived, 

lifting his glass so they'd please notice he was there, and swearing he was going to join 

the Club. The agony was when Susana found him to tell him not to drink so much 

white wine and to be careful with the fish bones. How he loathed her, as if there were 

bones in fish in this palace; Christ, what a woman! If only there'd been any other way 

to get where he wanted without her, but there hadn't been. So thought Lastarria and 

remembered the old house, crumbling down, in the center of Lima, and his mother 

going out to work so he could get his degree, but Susan was free again and he began 

to swell once more, chest out, into battle. He bumped into the architect. The golfers 

felt they were rid of a lousy player. 

Susan was thinking that the architect must have a girl friend, and in the future 

it would be better if she came with him. The young man was getting quite excited, they 

must try to see he didn't drink so much. She tried to tell Celso and Daniel not to serve 

him more wine, but it was useless: when the tray didn't come to the architect, the 

architect went to the tray. He raced back with a full glass not to miss one minute of 

Susan, the love of his life. There was claret, dessert wines, liqueurs, and the brilliant 

young man was knocldng them back with the best and oozing adoration so Lastarria 

couldn't get a word in edgewise. What's more, he wanted to dance and asked them 
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to tum up the volume because they couldn't hear it outside, now they'd started to go 

out onto the terrace. Juan Lucas was aware of all this without seeing it, he knew from 

habit or osmosis or whatever. And he knew what to do, flying high for so long had 

taught him there's nothing to fear in this life. Susan came to let him know that the 

architect ... but he took her arm and she adored him and knew once more that Juan 

Lucas would see everything was all right when the moment came. Now they were 

talking about a golf club in Chile, and cattle being brought from the sierra for fattening, 

and some light planes for a fishmeal plant-this one really interested Lester Lang III. 

Bobby'd take charge of getting the stereo to play loud enough, and the architect was 

dancing with Susan and driving Lastarria to distraction. Susana, ugly as ever, was 

trying hard not to yawn, since the group of women she was with might or might not 

have children but all had managed to keep their figures; she knew who they were, knew 

who their parents had been, who their husbands were, but since the time they'd been at 

Sacred Heart, hadn't had anything to do with any of them. The poor woman didn't 

really know what to talk about, they didn't want to reminisce about schooldays or talk 

about their children, who were probably all fast asleep, not running off with the family 

car like some. She wasn't acquainted with the Argentinean pro who'd just come to 

replace the other one, and admittedly knew his place better than the last one, but if you 

remember, he started out all right, and then ended up getting married to that woman 

member and mixing with people off the course; there's no holding those Argentinean 

pros. Several of the women still looked good in bikinis and swam in the Club pool and 

came out on the society pages on Monday morning. Susana wondered who ran their 
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homes, who took care of their children; when she looked up, God-knows-why, there was 

Julius at his bedroom window. It was her duty to go tell her cousin. 

The architect of the day had already danced with Susan three times running and 

was describing the house of his dreams that he would build someday; how childish of 

him to think he'd get her that way, talking about dream houses to make her think of 

them living together. "Can't you just see it?" he was saying, when Susan noticed that 

her cousin was calling and took advantage of it to get him out of her hair for a moment. 

"Susan, Julius is awake and it's past eleven. It's very bad for him staying up 

like that." 

"Darling, what are you doing up there?" asked Susan, looking up at the window 

where Julius's head appeared. 

"I can't sleep Mummy, too noisy." 

Juan Lucas was immediately aware of what was going on. 

"Hey, young man," he joked, "what are you doing up at this time of night?" 

"Just watching, Uncle." 

"Want a scotch sent up?" 

Julius didn't answer, he hadn't heard what was said in any case, but Aunt Susana 

made it clear he should go to bed immediate1y. 

"Darling . . ." 

"Let him enjoy himself," said Juan Lucas. "Once in a while, what does it 

matter?" 
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Aunt Susana, my she was ugly, thought this happened every night and was ready 

to leave. Lester Lang Ill's droll accent held her back. 

"How many Incas were there?" he asked, looking up at Julius in the window. 

"Fourteen. " 

"Car-rumba! Fantastic," and went on in English: "] don 't know how many 

presidents there have been in the States. Must review my history." The gringo must 

have forgotten his U.S. presidents. 

Everyone who understood English laughed. Lastarria was starting to like the 

American too, he stood beside him, chest out. Lang III didn't quite get it, and looked 

at Juan Lucas as if to ask "who's the moustache?" Juan Lucas answered "a new 

member of the Club, a relation by marriage." Lastarria almost melted, just as long as 

Susana didn't come and spoil things, which fortunately she didn't, so he could swell to 

his heart's content, feeling he was being accepted, which he ought to be, after all, he 

was worth several million soles. By marriage, of course. 

n was one o'clock in the morning, the architect of the day had moved from his 

ideal home to the beaches of the south and was building on the foothills overlooking the 

sea. 

"For you, Susan." 

"What are you talking about, dahling. .? You're going to have an awful 

hangover tomorrow. " 

Too much dancing, swaying with the music, now he was starting to blubber, how 

he loved this lady. Susan's friends were dying laughing, though the kid was getting to 
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be a bit too much, and they'd started to come to the rescue, finding excuses to call her. 

But the architect followed her, came to where they were and swayed back and forth in 

front of them, and the question of getting him home came up. 

It was quite late when Santiago appeared, and when he did, they ali remembered 

that he'd taken the car. 

"One moment, young man," called Juan Lucas. 

"Something wrong?" asked Santiago, smiling but uncomfortable. 

"Come over here, my friend." 

Santiago crossed between the guests. Juan Lucas took his arm affectionately and 

leaned over slightly. Aunt Susana was almost dying, waiting to see the outcome. 

"What's the verdict?" asked one of the golfers, who found it all hilariously 

funny. 

"Tell us all about it, Sallty-a-goh! If Lang III wanted to hear everything. 

"He smells of scotch, he's in control. He smells of scent too. This boy knows 

what he's doing!" 

Susan loved Juan Lucas more than ever and signalled to him to come see about 

the architect while the others were congratulating Santiago and suggesting he be given 

his own car. Lester Lang III offered him a cigarette and talked of bringing his son 

along on his next trip, perhaps; unless Santi-a-goh had claimed them all, there'd be a 

girl at a loose end. .. A real nice guy, the gringo! Everybody except Susana Lastarria 

was charmed, and she was busy hunting for her husband to go home, tomorrow was the 

nursemaid's day off, and such imbecilities, in front of all the Golf Club set, and he'd 
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give up the rest of the night to avoid her bringing up these things in front of them or 

Lester Lang ITI. He was fascinated by the lIT. 

Upstairs, Julius had just closed the window and was going back to bed, though 

he knew the party would go on for ages yet, and he wouldn't be able to sleep for the 

noise. He was surprised that Santiago hadn't come up to bed; he'd left the terrace even 

before he'd closed the window, but he still hadn't come up. From his bed he could hear 

the chortles of the men and the gentle musical laughs of some of the women. He 

recognized his mother's, loved to catch it through the music of the record, but little by 

little he was falling asleep, and he wouldn't know what happened at the end of the party. 

"Let's go. We're all going home," said Juan Lucas. 

Actually, the architect had got to be beyond a joke. He'd sworn to build his 

house on the hill, overlooking the sea, perfectly furnished, by tomorrow morning. He 

insisted on dancing, though he couldn't stand up. Susan was so sorry for the boy. 

Something had to be done. Juan Lucas, glass in hand, smiling, came and took him by 

the arm. 

"My talented friend ... Ii 

The architect of the day heard something he liked and looked up, he had to build 

a house for this fellow. .. That, or something similar, ran through his brain, along 

with the dream house, and he wanted to dance again. 

"Yes, yes ... we're all going to dance, but we're going to a nightclub, 

somewhere more suitable . . ." 

He signaled to Susan to leave and he'd take care of the artistic temperament. 
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"We're all going; we'll all meet there," and he led him to the door of the palace. 

Outside was the taxi Daniel had called. The architect staggered towards it and Juan 

Lucas helped him in. 

"We'll all meet there, II he said again, and closed the door before he started to 

ask about Susan. 

The taxi took off while the architect was still melting into the seat, certain that 

he'd soon be seeing her again. 

It was the last week of the school holidays. Summer was nearly over and there 

was nothing for it but to start with all the fuss of getting the uniforms ready. Susan, 

just like every year at this time, realized she'd lost the dressmaker's address. They 

handed her the phone and she dialed her cousin Susana's number. 

"What time did Julius get to bed last night?" 

Susan asked her to hurry, please, Juan Lucas would be coming home, and they 

were going out with Lester and some other friends. Susana knew the address by heart 

and gave it to her immediately. 

"Before I forget," she added, "Juan wants to invite the Langs one of these days; 

I'll call so you can come too. II 

"Juan Lucas will be delighted." 

Susan hung up and called Santiago and Bobby to tell them not to go out before 

the dressmaker had come, Carlos was going to fetch her after lunch. They both began 

to object. 
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"Yes, but there's no way out. You'll have to stay home," said Susan in that 

gentle quiet voice she always used when she had to order someone to do something she 

wouldn't have done to save her life. 

She went down to kiss Julius goodbye. He was hurrying to lunch after his class 

with Senorita Julia. It was his last week with the hairy young woman, and she'd just 

about driven him crazy-she wanted him to start school knowing everything there was 

to know. The poor kid was fed up. Susan told him to bear with it, only a few days 

more, kissed him quickly and disappeared, since Juan Lucas had just arrived to take her 

to the Golf Club; there they'd meet the Langs and spend the day with them. Julius 

stayed, the servants keeping him company as he ate lunch. Ever since the big fight in 

Chosica, Nilda and Vilma had been getting along like two bosom friends, though this 

morning he noticed that everything wasn't quite right. Jungle Woman kept staring at 

the girl from Puquio, who didn't dare meet her gaze. Celso, with Nilda's baby, took 

his mind off it for a moment. The little boy wasn't near walking yet, but the 

majordomo-treasurer was holding him so he had to try, taking steps in the air with his 

little bow legs. It was the first time the little monster had done something besides 

whine, and they all made a fuss over him and lunch went off as usual. Celso and 

Daniel began talking soccer. One of them wanted Julius to support the Municipal team, 

and the other said he should support Sporting Tobacco. Nilda yelled that they shouldn't 

try to make up his mind for him, it was bad for his brain, he should choose for himself. 

In the afternoon Vilma and Julius went to read Tom Sawyer, as they did every 

day, and they sat on the coachman's seat. Today nobody was going to tell them to be 
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quiet, since Carlos was out picking up the dressmaker and the carriage was empty. 

Julius, however, barely heard what was being read, since he was worried, thinking 

about school, trying to imagine it. I wonder what it'll be like, he was thinking, when 

Nilda's shriek announced the arrival of Senora Victoria the dressmaker. 

In the palace they all called her Victoria of the Holy Patience. She said hello as 

she always did, and how much they'd grown since last year. She told them, as she 

always did, that they'd left it awfully late, and there wouldn't be time to make two 

uniforms for each of them in under a week. She'd let out last year's uniforms and 

lengthen them until the others were ready. Trembling, she begged them to put the 

blazers on, and they stood there furious, roasting in the heat, squirming because they 

were prickly, while she measured and marked with her chalk. 

"So this year it's your tum," she said, quite clearly, when she saw Julius. 

She didn't spit out or swallow a single pin. Julius stared like a real asshole at 

the way she talked with a mouth full of pins. It was as if she'd stuck them in her gums. 

She asked for a cup of coffee, "not very strong please. with two spoonfuls of sugar," 

and not one fell. In a minute or two Vilma appeared with the cup, and Santiago said 

"Vii ... ," and bit his bottom lip. Jungle Woman, who was wandering about, cleared 

her throat and left, and Vilma spilled some of the coffee. 

Around six Julius was going up to the servant's quarters when he ran into 

Santiago; they stared at each other, surprised. 

"What are you after, you little shit?" 

II U 



"Get lost!" 

"Vilma's got my Tom Sawyer . .. " 

"Vilma's not there. Disappear, get lost, before I beat you up!" 

"Julius, Julius, come in lovey, Julius!" 
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It was Vilma, and he was about to run up to her when a whack across the head 

and a push almost made him fall headlong down the stairs. He ran down crying and 

didn't stop until he reached the kitchen. 

Jungle Woman was reading her newspaper. They'd kidnapped a child, and she 

was giving hell to the gypsies. "What's the matter with you?" she asked when she saw 

him crying; Julius told her what had happened on the stairs, and Nilda yelled that this 

couldn't go on, this time it wasn't Vilma's fault, Master Santiago was misbehaving and 

the masters ought to know. He didn't quite understand what was going on, but it was 

something wrong, and his brother was doing it. 

Things came to a head that night; Celso and Daniel heard cries coming from 

Vilma's room and ran to see: they caught him trying to rape her. It wasn't the first 

time, said Vilma. He'd been coming to her room every day and she was trying to hide 

it. Today Master Santiago had gone too far. The majordomos blocked the way; when 

he attacked them they struck back, covered his eyes so he couldn't see, his mouth so he 

couldn't curse, and took him to his room. He had three big scratches across his face, 

one near his eye, the result of his attacking Vilma. Vilma's uniform was ruined. That's 

how things were when Susan and Juan Lucas arrived, tired after their long day with the 
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Langs. Nilda came straight out and yelled what had happened, but they didn't 

understand immediately and then said they'd talk about it tomorrow. 

"Now all rest a while," said Juan Lucas, "and tomorrow we'll see about it. " 

What they saw about next day was how to get rid of Vilma without the others 

causing too much trouble. Juan Lucas pontificated as he finished breakfast sitting up 

in bed under the canopy. If it hadn't been ten o'clock in the morning, you'd have 

thought he'd just gone to bed, his pajamas weren't creased at all. Susan, lovely as ever 

at his side, wanted to find a better solution, since this way Julius was the one who was 

going to suffer. Stirring his coffee a bit more gently than usual, he said the kid ought 

to give up running around with a nursemaid, it was about time. He spent all his time 

with the servants, talking to the gardeners, anyone but his own kind. They needed to 

put a stop to it anyway. Susan said he was right, darling, but it's such a pity ... Juan 

Lucas was trying to be firm: call Vilma, he'd do the talking, pay her off properly, and 

that would be that. She wasn't making things easy this morning, she even blamed 

Santiaguito. 

"Listen, Susan: the kid's started to go out with girls; it's only natural the way 

he's acting ... In Lima at his age, it's not easy, you know ... she's a good looking 

chola, you've got to expect it ... " 

"Yes, darling, but it isn't her fault." 

"What makes you think that, Susan?" 

"But darling . . . she struggled . . ." 



"I bet she's sorry she did, now ... do you think she's so innocent?" 

"Darling, I don't know, it's just ... " 

"Ring for them to take the tray away, Susan." 

"Darling, Santiaguito ought to be . . ." 
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"Santiago ought to play golf, starting right now. That'll calm him down and 

clear his ideas. " 

"Yes, darling, but Vilma?" 

"Ah, woman! What did I say? All right, you talk to her, and I'll see she gets 

enough so she doesn't complain. Where are my slippers ... ? Come on, up with you, 

lazybones . . . hup! hup! " 

From bed to bathroom-they each had their own. Juan Lucas combed his hair 

before shaving; he couldn't abide disorder, and that went for looking in the mirror too; 

now, as he shaved, his day started straightening out with the firm strokes of his arm as 

the razor went up and down. As he shaved the white foam from his tanned face, he 

became the smart user of Yardley's For Men, three or four bottles for different 

applications were arranged on the white china shelf, along with other items for a 

gentleman's toilette, soaps, shampoos, things out of Esquire that gave a rich man his 

special scent. For men only. He hummed from time to time, testing his voice to make 

sure it was right for those groups where men had scotch and business in their hands, for 

the club, right words at the ready, sure to win over bartenders who knew too much. 

He finished shaving and could stand his pajamas no longer; a cool shower where he sang 

a little before wrapping himself in a smart bright towel/or men ollly too, and then his 
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Italian silk shirt, the right tie, women have no idea, ready for another rich man's day. 

In the other bathroom-you can be sure you'll never have one like it-all 

Hollywood shape and color, with Hollywood-size fittings to boot, bottles of perfume 

giving it an oriental flavor, a collection of French antique pharmacy jars, each with a 

Latin inscription. Susan felt just wonderful as she took her shower. Sometimes Julius 

managed to get into these secret places and would hear his mother calling out for a 

towel. He'd run to hand it to her and see his mother's hand reach out in a mist as she 

hummed behind the curtain. She was humming now, though from time to time she 

thought of Vilma's name, which disturbed her and silenced the tune. Only the best soap 

in the world took care of her body, and it was so nice to know she still looked good; 

as she dried off and gazed into the mirror, she could still appear in a nude scene in a 

movie! Of course Vilma too, poor Vilma, what a pity, what a nightmare it all was, 

poor Vilma, wouldn't she be lovely as a half-breed in a Mexican film, half naked of 

course; Mexicans like their film stars plumper, just like Vilma, poor Vilma, and Juan 

Lucas getting lid of her, poor little Julius. 

They went for lunch, invited by friends, to a club south of Lima. The chauffeur 

could have the day off, they'd go in the sports car and leave Santiago the keys of the 

other. Juan Lucas had arranged all this before they left, but no mention was made of 

Vilma, it was as though his wanting her to leave had been enough to make the cllOla 

disappear. 

Actually, it wasn't like that at all, and Juan Lucas was bad tempered and 

disturbed as he drove. The upset with the servants had annoyed him intensely; he 
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wasn't used to dismissing people; when he did such things it was by signing a paper; 

he might fire a dozen at a time, but there were others to carry out the actual orders. 

He'd misplaced his papers for the first time in his life, and Susan, terribly upset about 

everything, had been no help to him at all. She was sorry for Julius, silly girl; if it had 

been any of the other servants, things wouldn't have been so bad-it was the limit, how 

could she get fond of people like that! II Susan , you're just a silly kid, II Juan Lucas 

thought as he drove the Mercedes on the southern highway, and out of the comer of his 

eye saw her hair flying in the wind the way he loved, Susan his love, with her dark 

glasses on. I didn't want to have to talk about these things with you, but frankly, I'm 

annoyed; if it were up to me we'd fire the lot of them. You've really spoiled them. 

Can you possibly love these people as much as you say? What can she be thinking 

about? Can she really be upset about that maid? Juan Lucas was quite annoyed: it 

really was the limit to go down one day to tell them to get the car out and find all the 

servants lined up and waiting for you by the stairs. You go down ready to go out and 

enjoy your Sunday, and the whole lot are up in arms. No, Susan; for your sake I didn't 

tell them all to go to hell, or worse, in words they'd understand. That woman, the cook 

with the bad teeth, all that talk about the sweat of her brow, holding up her brat, 

pushing it almost in your face, and coming out with words she can't even pronounce: 

human rights, human beans, trade unions, abuses. Balls and more balls! And you 

Susan, sorry for them, for chrissake; woman, did you have to tell them you care about 

their problems and that Santiago'll be punished for it? And the goddamned cook, that 

clzala, has the nerve to ask IIhow?" and you didn't even know what to say. Who are 
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they to tell you he should be sent to a boarding school? You don't have to explain 

things to them, that's lowering yourself to their level. So you told them it was too late, 

anyway-school's already starting in three or four days. You don't have to apologize 

to them: you're scared when Nilda yells at you, that's the one with the brat, isn't it? 

Susan, you're so innocent. . . They take advantage of you, they tell you they'll all 

leave, and you get upset and ask them to stay, for Julius; for Julius, for chrissake; 

frankly, Susan, that kid's an asshole, didn't you see him hanging on to Vilma and 

listening to everything that was said, looking at us as if we were his enemies. You're 

an innocent, Susan, that's what you are . . . Juan Lucas wanted to get it out of his 

system and forget it had ever happened before they met their friends, but Susan was 

letting the wind blow her hair and had withdrawn to a place far away behind her 

sunglasses, lost, as though she knew nothing about it at all. What could she be 

thinking? 

"Susan, light me a cigarette will you ... They're in the glove compartment ... 

Susan. " 

"Yes, Juan." 

"What have you to say about all this, Susan?" 

"Darling, it was horrible. Oh Juan, I'm so upset." 

"But woman, are you crazy? The girl's done the best thing she could ever have 

done ... If she hadn't chosen to leave the way she did, of her own free will, we'd still 

have to listen to your damned cook sounding off. " 
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"She's left, and now I feel worse than ever ... It wasn't her fault, darling . .. 

Why else do you think they all said they'd leave too?" 

"Talk talk talk . .. Do you really believe they'd give up a good job just like 

that?" 

"But darling . .. You know perfectly well they meant it; if we'd actually fired 

Vilma they would have gone . .. Of course she asked to be allowed to leave; she said 

she didn't want to go on working in the house ... she made it look as though it was 

what she wanted. But didn't you see how she was crying?" 

"Well, Julius is a lot better off, Susan. You're going to have him turning into 

a pansy if he keeps on being around women . . ." 

"Darling, please. That's got nothing to do with it. You're very clever. You 

knew how to take advantage of the situation: Vilma saying she was leaving of her own 

free will; of course, the others didn't know what to say then, and you acted on it and 

said Santiago would give her her severance pay and apologize ... You've been terribly 

smart, darling, just like you were with the architect the other day. . . But now Julius 

is going to be so upset . .. And I know Santiago will never apologize. " 

"We'll send her the money, Susan. You'll see. Now get me a lighter, I must 

have forgotten mine in the other glove compartment. . . We're nearly there ... a 

swim and an aperitif and voila, that's what we need. The whole thing was downright 

embarrassing, I've had enough." 

Susan passed him the lighter. She'd have liked to have said more, but there in 

the distance was a sign in the sand announcing the turnoff to the club; she'd have liked 
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to have said more, but she suddenly hadn't the strength. 

"You're a fool, woman, I know you're still upset." 

In the palace they were still half in a state of rebellion, so nobody objected when 

Carlos took the Mercedes to drive Vilma to an aunt's, one room in a back street in 

Surquillo. Celso and Daniel helped her fill her tin chest-it was like a pirate's, really 

ghastly, cardboard with strips of tin on the sides. It was all colors of the rainbow and 

must have come from the highlands; you see those trunks on the tops of busses going 

to Oroya, Tarma, Cerro de Pasco, places like that. Or to Puquio. They come from 

those places to work in Lima. Vilma kissed Julius. Julius kissed Vilma. Vilma shook 

hands with Celso, Daniel, and Anatolio and patted them on the shoulder. Then she 

kissed Nilda and held the baby for a while; it started Whimpering straight away. They 

did all that in the kitchen. Vilma from Puquio gave the baby back to his mother Nilda 

from the Jungle and hugged Arminda, who'd watched everything without saying a word, 

as if accepting what fate offered. Nilda smothered her son's crying and said be careful, 

Vilma, don't take work where there are young men in the house. They all hung their 

heads and stood in silence, until Carlos said they'd better be getting along then. They 

all went right across the palace from the kitchen to the front door, patted each other on 

the shoulder once again, a smart pat this time, with their heads high, and they used the 

polite form of address when speaking to each other. Julius took part in the ceremony 

by standing absolutely silent. Vilma got into the Mercedes, Nilda said some words that 

would have done credit to Lope de Vega, even if they were mispronounced and in 
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modern Spanish, something about the poor in this house having kept their honor. Celso 

and Daniel didn't raise their eyes from the ground when Carlos started the engine. Just 

a second before she left, Vilma put her head out and said to Julius, quietly, almost in 

his ear: "Your Mamma came up to my room, she said she'd send you to see me with 

Carlos. " Then the car drove off and she sobbed loudly. She took a crushed 

handkerchief from an awful bag, and it seemed she wanted to cover her face. The car 

reached the garden gate, crossed the pathway, and turned on A venida Salaverry towards 

the sea. Vilma was sobbing her heart out and dying of shame. Carlos, in the rearview 

mirror, could see her breasts heaving, powerful breasts, rising and falling passionately, 

strong as her will, ready to burst through the skintight black blouse the Senora'd given 

her. She didn't stop sobbing. Poor Vilma, a great girl, that chola. 

Three weeks later she phoned to ask for the Senora. 

"I'm going to Puquio, Senora. My mother's ill, they've asked if I can go right 

away." 

Susan begged her to forgive her for not sending the money sooner; she sent it 

round right away with Carlos, but Julius was at school and couldn't go along. Six 

months later he got a letter from her in horrible green ink on a page torn from a 

notebook. She took a long time to say very little: she hoped he was being a good boy, 

real good, and say hello to everybody, and how was it in school? and again to be a good 

boy, and she was going to work in Nazca with a family, and she didn't know the 

address yet, but perhaps he could write to Puquio, even though she was leaving. Once 

again, say hello to everybody in the house and goodbye for now. Julius answered; he 
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mailed the letter himself, but he never got an answer. After all, he thought years later, 

a letter written by a child with stamps bought with his pocket money, placed one 

morning in a mailbox in San Isidro, wouldn't be likely to make it to Puquio, and less 

likely still to Nazca, to a servant girl. 
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SCHOOL 

I 

The school was known as Immaculate Heart and was located in two houses, a 

little one on A venida Angamos and a great big one on A venida Arequipa. Around 

eight-thirty in the morning the children started to show up, all nice and clean, except for 

the Arenas kids, they arrived filthy, they were always filthy. 

Julius had already been going to school for several months when Juan Lucas had 

the idea of getting a station wagon. It had been so nice to take the school bus in the 

afternoon and come home with your eyes on Gumersindo Quinones's huge black 

hand-he was the descendent of slaves of the Quinones family, and felt it an honor and 

smiled when he was telling you about it. "Who's for this comer?" and Gumersindo's 

arm would stretch out right across the bus, from the steering wheel to the other side; 

he took hold of the door handle: "wait till we've completely stopped," and he opened 

the door with an old, black hand as wrinkled as a scar. "You can get out now, bye, 

Carlitos," and he closed it and drew back his enormous arm, and Julius, sitting there, 

would have given anything to be the best friend of that arm and of the white hair of the 

huge Black man. Then there was the matter of the station wagon. 

A whole fleet of cars, in fact, because Juan Lucas had bought a sports model, 

a Jaguar, and it looked very good with some new jackets he'd just brought from 

London. He bought a new Mercedes for Susan, it seemed just like the other to her, but 

she found it beautiful. For the kids there was the Mercury station wagon. It had huge 
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taillights, big red lights, enormous in fact; they looked downright indecent when they 

were lighted; one of the jokers who went around with Juan Lucas had to call it the old 

girl with hemorrhoids, of course, as soon as he saw it with the big round lights on; you 

felt as if they were burning you. They promised Santiago he'd get a car too, if he got 

good grades and was accepted at the university (to study agronomy so he could run their 

estates, the haciendas they owned). 

The station wagon was to pick the kids up from school. Bobby and Santiago 

were at Markham and Julius at Immaculate Heart. Santiago wanted to drive, and Bobby 

insisted on sitting up front by the window. Carlos always sat between them. This 

satisfied both the older brothers, since in high school nobody could possibly sit in the 

back, especially if you could see that there was a nursemaid there too-Imelda now, 

instead of Vilma. Imelda hadn't fit in too well with the rest of the servants, she didn't 

get along with them somehow, she was a cold fish; of course, she let everybody know 

she'd be leaving the family as soon as she got her dressmaker's certificate, and she 

wouldn't be sorry in the least. Julius sat next to her in the station wagon, in his blue 

school uniform, impeccable in the morning, filthy by afternoon, with its stiff white Eton 

collar, just the same as hundreds of others at school. 

The nuns were from the States and they were really good, except for Carrots, 

who lost her temper and went even redder. Their dream was a new school building, a 

big one, a modem one with a separate chapel and a big assembly hall, lots of 

classrooms, and grounds for soccer with Morales. They trained hard so that the big kids 

at Immaculate Heart could beat the youngest ones at Santa Marfa, where the teachers 
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were American priests, so it was logical that you'd go there when you were through at 

Immaculate Heart. 

The nuns bought a huge tract of land at the end of A venida Angamos and were 

very happy and very much in debt. Julius said one more Hail Mary after the twelve he 

always said on going to bed-this was to help make the school building materialize. 

Morales would have his football field and be able to train the team properly. He was 

a character, that Morales, he had an enormous mouth when he said "Yaaas," and the 

nuns trusted him. 

You started in the little building in Avenida Arequipa. The children went in at 

a side door and headed straight for the garden at the back where the washroom was. 

All the classrooms looked out onto the garden, and Morales was always there waiting 

with his big wet cloth-some stayed for lunch and he needed it for recess too. They 

were always sweaty by class time, because they'd been running around Taboada for half 

an hour, chanting at the top of their voices "Taboada goes in the stewpot, Taboada goes 

in the stewpot," and poor Taboada would cry for his mother, moaning, with Morales 

smiling at them, thinking what tough little Peruvians they were turning into. The nun 

who came out with the bell chided them for dancing around like savages, and then 

looked at the cholo and said in English "Go ahead, Morales" with her American accent, 

and he'd answer "Yaaas, madre" with his mouth like an oven door, and he'd catch them 

one by one and clean them up with the washrag. It was dripping wet when he brought 

it out of the wash room, and he rubbed their faces, splashing the Eton collars. The little 

machos, the ones who played football, he kicked up the ass for fun, to make them go 



337 

to class. You'd have thought that working there at Immaculate Heart, with all those 

kids, he'd have seized his chance and tried a little blackmail: "Hey, Santamaria, why 

don't you tell your Dad to find me ajob in the government building. I'll put you on the 

team if you do." But no; Morales stayed with the nuns, washing kids' faces with his 

cloth, and seeing they got down safely from their big station wagons that looked like old 

girls with piles. 

There were lots of station wagons. Dozens of them. The Kings had a pale blue 

one (their Dad was an American diplomat); the Otayzas had a yellow one-they were 

the ones who had a German governess instead of a nursemaid; Penti had a dark blue 

one, he was the kid with a whole regiment of sisters at Villa Marfa. There were so 

many you couldn't count them. Julius's was brown. 

When the children were a bit bigger, they moved to the big adobe house on 

Avenida Arequipa. The first thing they found out was that Pastor could get up later than 

anyone else, because he lived next door. It was a beautiful adobe house and could have 

been quite a mysterious place, but with so many kids running allover, the only 

mysterious part that you wondered about was the nuns' quarters. When Julius got there, 

La Pepa'd just got his gang together. 

La Pepa looked as though he could be Black and his father more so, but they 

were loaded, thanks to some mines they owned, and since they had so many cars and 

an enormous house, he'd no trouble making gang leader. They played at horseback 

riding. Some would tie their school coveralls round their middles with the body hanging 

behind to be the tail, and riders would hold on to it. The horse would run and the rider 
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would run behind, yelling "giddy-up! go right! tum left!" until they caught you, and if 

you weren't a member of the gang yet they'd roll you around on the ground. It was the 

time when you've always got cuts on your knees and you're turning into the kind of 

person others have a crush on or who always has a crush on somebody else. Julius 

certainly didn't have a crush on La Pepa, he preferred to hide and wouldn't give him 

the pen that had belonged to Cynthia, which is what you had to do to get in the gang. 

By the time about 98 % of the kids were in the gang it had run its course, there was no 

fun in beating up the one or two who remained, since they were always the same ones. 

Then La Pepa stopped growing, and one day Arzubiaga went and lifted this huge 

boulder. Everybody ran for La Pepa to show them he could do it too, but he said he 

was waiting for the chauffeur to come get him. It must have been very sad for him, 

because he stopped asking you to give him your pen, and they all started playing cops 

and robbers like everyone else. 

The funny thing about Arzubiaga was that he never beat up on people; he even 

went so far as to separate a couple who were wrestling. They all yelled IIleave 'em 

alone," because the nun wasn't coming yet, but Arzubiaga separated them and lifted one 

of them right off the ground. You were going to ask him to beat the shit out of G6mez, 

a jerk of a big cholo with a mop of black hair, but he just smiled and said some other 

time. The funny thing with Arzubiaga was you tended to forget he'd pi,cked up that 

boulder, right above his head too. 

One afternoon Silva lifted the boulder up and put it on his head as well. Silva 

had fair hair and a face like a bad tempered cat. He had green eyes and stocky white 
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legs. He lifted the boulder, and a week later he'd beaten up Ramirez, who sang in the 

chorus, and King, who was an American, and Rafaelito Lastarria, who was in the third 

grade of primary school at the time; he didn't say hello or even look at his cousin 

Julius; Julius had added another Hail Mary to his prayers at night. 

Arzubiaga was iight skinned with Black features, very strong, and he talked to 

everybody. He didn't ask for pens, and he didn't throw your things about when you 

asked him if you could play with him. That was the trouble with him: he didn't do the 

things you had to do if you were going run things, yet he'd picked the boulder up three 

times now. He'd knocked over big fat Martinto, who weighed three times as much as 

the boulder, in fun though, because Martinto was nice; at the time he was Julius's best 

friend. 

At recess one morning, Silva came raging out with a group behind him-not very 

sure of themselves, because Arzubiaga could beat them up. Fatso Martinto went to look 

for Arzubiaga and told him Silva wanted to fight, he was challenging him to wrestle in 

the side garden. Julius was around there at the time, he'd been looking for the fat kid 

to fence with some wooden swords they'd made. Martinto'd seen a movie where one 

swordsman lopped off another's ear, and he was dying to do the same to Julius, but only 

in fun, since they'd put corks on the ends of the wooden swords. The fat kid spent all 

his time trying to lop off Julius's ear, and Julius spent his trying to get the air out of 

Martinto. He'd been waiting for him that morning, but now he turned up full of things 

about Silva. 
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Arzubiaga said he'd stand his ground and not run away from anybody. First 

rate, Arzubiaga. Fatso Martinto ran off with the news, and he had to go and fall flat 

on the way, dirty all his school uniform, and bust his knee. He got up straight away 

though, and spat out the dirt, and went on running so recess wouldn't be over. "He's 

scared, II Silva said; he looked like he was really going to let him have it. He looked 

a real gringo that morning, angry, with his cat's eyes, panting. He couldn't wait and 

marched across the patio like they do in movies, looking for the other fellow. The 

group followed him, not too sure of the outcome, and there was Martinto, fat and filthy. 

He stuck his chest out, he stood with his arms akimbo, he looked more like a cat 

than ever, really wicked. "You're scared of Silva, II one of his gang yelled, not too 

bright of him, everybody knew that when Arzubiaga was calm like that it wasn't because 

he was afraid. "What do you want to fight about?" he asked, and Martinto was in 

despair, he felt the few minutes left of recess ticking away inside him. "Sissy! II said 

Silva, and stuck his chest out even farther. He looked like he'd die from being so white 

and furious. Arzubiaga didn't like being called a sissy. He pointed to the garden where 

they'd planned to fight, but Silva thought he was making the first move to attack him 

and he jumped on Arzubiaga, grabbing him by the neck. They fell down in a knot, and 

Martinto was shaldng with excitement, chewing on his finger, watching not to miss a 

move, not a single detail of the fight, and making sure no nun was coming at the same 

time. The gang started to worry: Silva's been flat on his back on the ground for too 

long, he couldn't get the other kid off him. It was getting worse, now he couldn't move 

at all, it was going to be over very fast, because Arzubiaga was sitting on his enemy's 
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chest, choking him but not hard, a bit at a time until he said yes. "Give up?" he asked, 

and waited-silence; another squeeze, carefully, almost gentle, "Give up?" And at last 

he heard a groan, meaning yes, and the fight was over. Silva went off crying, what's 

more, he went off alone. You should have seen the gang: they wanted to carry 

Arzubiaga out on their shoulders, they wanted to touch him, lift him up. 

"Brush off your uniform! Brush off your uniform!" yelled Fatso Martinto, who 

was dirty himself but was cleaning up. 

Arzubiaga was in the third grade, he was a big boy, but since he talked to all of 

them, Julius considered him his friend, apart from having a crush on him. He tried to 

get his mother to recognize him, and Fatso too; he wanted Susan to know who his 

friends were. 

"No, Mummy, the fat one's Martinto and I want to invite him over; the one who 

beat up Silva is Arzubiaga, he's the big one, next year he'll be in Santa Maria with the 

priests ... " 

"Yes, darling, which one's your friend, then?" 

"They both are, Mummy . . ." 

"Then invite them both . . ." 

"No Mummy, Arzubiaga is in third grade, I'll only invite Fatso ... " 

Martinto had it easy with his family. He enjoyed life, and his father had a huge 

hacienda quite near Lima, a perfect place for a fat kid to go roll around in. He wanted 
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to invite his friends to the farm, but his mother objected to Arzubiaga because he was 

too big for the rest of them. It was all the same to Fatso, he enjoyed himself anyway. 

Give him a sidekick and he was happy, and that's where Julius came in. They ran 

around the hacienda all day long, got fllthier and fllthier, and came back at night to the 

palace in San Isidro that belonged to Fatso's parents. The fat kid still had enough 

energy left for fencing; he jumped on the sofas, on the tables, and chased Julius from 

room to room; it was amazing how he could leave tracks of mud on the upholstery and 

the Persian rugs, when you considered how much they cost. 

It was about that time that Julius really put his foot in it. He felt really bad 

about it, and even told his mother. Juan Lucas, who was in the room, let out a 

tremendous snort of laughter when he heard, and said the kid seems to be livening up 

at last. Susan, lovely as ever, kissed him, and told him to be careful not to hurt other 

children in the eye, ever, darling, now don't do it again, will you. She kissed him 

again on seeing how worried he looked, and turned to Juan Lucas: "Don't laugh, 

darling, " in English; Martinto was his best friend . . . 

"Was Martinto your friend, darling?" she could never remember their names ... 

"That kid's as dumb as a fox," thought Juan Lucas as he listened to the tale; after 

all, Martinto had lopped off his right ear nineteen times and he'd only jabbed him in the 

stomach eleven times. He'd seen Cornell Wilde do the trick with the sand in a movie, 

and he was fed up with Fatso talring no notice of the rules when you duel. The fact 

was, they'd been in the middle of a fencing match in the hole where they used to jump, 
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and there was Fatso going to come down right on top of him without any respect for the 

technique of the thing at all, anyone can win that way, then Julius remembered the 

movie, and while the fat kid was drawing back to launch his attack like Attila, he 

grabbed a handful of sand and threw it in his face. tlldiotl tl yelled Martinto, til can't 

see, tI and he rubbed and rubbed at his eyes and Julius grew worried, he wanted him to 

laugh again, to treat it as a joke, but Fatso just got redder and redder and his eyes were 

watering, big tears filled with sand. He dropped his sword and went off, blind and 

furious, looking for water. Julius tried to get near him, to help him wash his face, but 

Martinto waved his arms and clenched his fists: tlyou wait! just you wait! tI he yelled. 

And as soon as he was all right he began to run after him, ready to beat the shit out of 

him; he caught up with him, they fought, he gave him a black eye and got into trouble 

with the nuns. 

Three days later Fatso was as nice as ever. They tried to get together, grinned 

at each other in line and in class, but things weren't quite the same as before. Then, 

at the end of the year, as expected, Fatso failed his exams. His report said he was dirty 

and lazy, though they still took him in the school because of the donation his father had 

just made towards their new building. Martinto was still the old filthy, good-natured 

Martinto, but when you're a little kid, being in different grades keeps you apart, and 

now he had a friend with a big nose and spent all his time, sword in hand, trying to lop 

that off. 

Something else happened to upset Julius the same year as the sand. In those days 

you had to have your own ball to take to school. The trouble was, the school was in 
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a converted house, and there wasn't room for so many football games to be going on 

at the same time. Arzubiaga managed to organize things somewhat; he knew how to 

divide people into teams, eleven each side, although as recess wore on, other people 

joined in, generally with ones that were winning. The game might end up with twenty 

on one side and only seven on the other (two on the losing side had taken off, two had 

switched to the winning side when nobody was looking). Not even Arzubiaga could 

keep things in order; the best he could do was get them to start right. He never lost his 

temper though. He had the patience of Job and never hit anyone. I'll say one thing: 

nobody fouled when he was around. Gringo King was another problem; never, not to 

the very end when his father was named ambassador to Nicaragua, did that kid 

understand Peruvian football-soccer-and in the middle of a game he'd pick the ball 

up in both hands and start running like a lunatic and throw in the ball, yelling 

"gooooooaaaaaal, II like you do in rugby. Nice kid, Gringo King, his little brother was 

nice too, but no good at games the way they play in Peru. He always carried the ball 

back to Arzubiaga when recess was over. 

Arzubiaga owned that ball. In the afternoon he put it away in a white net and 

waited for them to come get him. One afternoon there was a group waiting at the main 

gate, and they wanted to play for a while. You weren't allowed to play there, because 

Mother Superior grew her roses there, and there were a lot of windows around. 

However, Arzubiaga took his ball out and made a few lateral passes, and Martinto 

kicked it up and headed it to Julius, who passed to Del Castillo, Del Castillo to Sanchez 

Concha, Sanchez Concha back to Martinto, Fatso to Arzubiaga, and so on until Carrots 
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showed up with the bell, mad as hell, and asked for the ball in English. They taught 

English well at Immaculate Heart because everybody understood when she called us a 

pack of little devils, and that that ball was going to the poor children who were learning 

their catechism. She carried it off under her arm, clanging the bell, furious, as she 

went. Every year you heard Carrots was leaving and we'd get someone else, but there 

she was on April 1st when the school year started, bell in hand, wound up in her huge 

rosary, and ready to start raving. Just like that afternoon. Del Castillo advised 

Arzubiaga to tell his mother, how could they take it away from him like that? it hadn't 

gone near Mother Superior's roses. Sure, sure; but it was getting late, the nun wouldn't 

be coming out again, she'd disappeared with the ball, it wasn't fair, the scare, yelling 

at them like that all of a sudden, one thing on top of another, it was too much, and 

Arzubiaga broke down and cried . . . He was in third grade, a big boy, and next year 

he'd be in Santa Maria. Martinto told him that if his mother spoke to the Mother 

Superior, Carrots would have to give him his ball back. Del Castillo asked who the 

poor kids learning their catechism were. Nobody knew, but everyone was afraid. 

Martinto explained that they must be those kids with the little tags they give you when 

you mal(e a donation for the missionaries. Sanchez Concha said "don't be an idiot, 

Fatso, those kids are in Africa." The debate livened up and it stopped Arzubiaga's 

crying. Next day Carrots lectured him again, but she did give him his ball back; no 

candy to be bought during recess all this week; all your candy money should go to the 

missionaries. Arzubiaga's crying like that worried Julius for several days: it seemed big 

guys cried too . . . 
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* * * * * 

The plans for the new school were going full steam ahead. The nuns had put a 

wall around their land. "Look out for it," they said, "look out for it when you're at the 

end of Avenida Angamos-that's where the new school is going to be." One day they 

laid the first stone and celebrated mass, and they all went with white uniforms and got 

the day off. Great. Pity they couldn't lay a first stone every day. What's more, they 

were going to get a new school bus, a great big one with a body made in the U.S., and 

huge yellow letters IMMACULATE HEART on both sides; Gumersindo Quinones 

bowed to the Mother Superior. The chapel was going to be beautiful! There was going 

to be an assembly hall! An enormous football field! Morales smiled, everyone looked 

at him, begging, choose me, Morales, choose me for the team. The school building 

would be paradise with windows, classrooms, corridors, music room for the ones who 

were learning to play the piano, gardens with roses to put in the beautiful chapel. This 

paradise was going to be the new Immaculate Heart. But they were short of money. 

Mother Superior bent down when she said they were short of-in English-the money. 

She pulled them all down with her. How terrible! Fortunately, she stood up again to 

her full height when she told them they all must help. Each and every one of them. 

And since the first stone had been laid that morning, there'd be a mass first of all, then 

they'd all go into the room to see the designs. Isn't it lovely? all in color! And then 

they'd all go straight to the dining room for breakfast with hot chocolate. Finally ... 

Mother Superior paused a moment, they trembled ... finally: "Holiday!" The school 

hymn please! Everyone singing! And they all sang enthusiastically ... 



347 

* * * * * 

What wasn't going full steam ahead was the construction of Juan Lucas's new 

house on the enormous tract of land he owned next to the Polo Club. Of course, it 

would all come out right in the end, but at the moment there was some disagreement 

about the design. The architect belonged to the Functionalist school and wanted the 

house to be in that style, and after all, he was the creative mind behind it and should be 

allowed to design it as he thought fit. Juan Lucas wanted part of the roof to be tiled, 

but the architect said tiles were for places where it rained, and that tiles in Lima were 

ridiculous. Susan fastened back her charming lock of hair and said she wanted it 

Mexican ranch style with a stone patio to put the carriage in after it had been restored 

and painted. The architect found that less ridiculous and even showed up one afternoon 

with a huge roll of designs, a Mexican ranch house with grilles over the windows to 

serenade through. Susan was delighted and smiled happily, seeing the carriage in the 

patio and the stereo playing in the background, thick white walls with colonial paintings 

of the Cuzco school and some of the Quito school-she'd take them herself to be 

restored. But Juan Lucas wanted it modern, all windows to let the light in and let him 

look across to the polo field in the distance. The architect looked at Susan, he knew she 

was beyond his reach, he worshipped her with designs and good will, and even went so 

far as to forget he was a functionalist. He looked at Susan and laid his hand over the 

Mexican ranch house, neatly drawn on cardboard, and explained things. Juan Lucas 

interrupted him to insist on it being modern, while Susan saw herself wandering carefree 
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through the ranch house, and she was so lovely; she wanted so much to get her own 

way. But at that moment Juan Lucas ordered more drinks, looked at the design, and 

discovered that that way it had a tile roof, which made it ridiculous. The three were 

furious in a well-bred way, almost without getting angry at all; Juan Lucas said that at 

a window like that, the one for serenading, a chola like Vilma would look perfect 

whispering to her "cousin" all day. Susan's dream of being serenaded collapsed 

forthwith, along with the Hollywood style Mexican glued to the bars, telling the little 

American girl "I lof you passionaitelee." She brushed back her blonde hair, looked at 

Juan Lucas and felt so much in love with him, as Daniel came in with the bottles of 

tonic water and another bucket of ice, and the architect bent his head down and tried to 

think up another design that would satisfy all three of them. Months and months went 

by without anyone mentioning the first stone. 

But the nuns' school was going ahead very nicely. They'd put down the cement 

foundation, and there was a mass with holy communion to assure the cement's firmness, 

so the building would never fall. Poor Julius got no rest from saying his Hail Marys: 

there were the twelve on the rosary, since he was a good child, plus the extras: one for 

Mother Superior's mother who is sick in Missouri, one for the cement, another for 

something he'd forgotten what, and another for the souls in purgatory-the souls in 

purgatory were his obsession. 

Prize giving came at the end of the year. It was great fun because all the 

mothers, and even some of the fathers, came, and little sisters, big sisters, sometimes 
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even a grandma. Juan Lucas never put in an appearance. His agreement with the nuns 

took the form of checks. They sent the bill each semester, he read it along with a 

thousand others in his office, and filled out a check for the amount indicated. The one 

who went to it, just about exhausted, was Susan. The Lastarrias attended too, until their 

children left Immaculate Heart. Juan didn't dare kiss Susan's hand on account of the 

nuns, and was sorry he hadn't as he drove home. Aunt Susana loved every minute of 

it; she knew all the children's names, where they came from, and spent all the afternoon 

pointing out her children to her friends as if they were precious jewels. She ran about 

from one nun to the next, in ecstacy at saying hello to them and introducing them to her 

husband so they could see what a good housewife she was, not one of those who lose 

the dressmaker's address every year, like her cousin Susan. Susan, lovely as ever, was 

bored to death and couldn't wait for the prize giving to end. Julius looked around for 

her from his little chair and worshipped her, controlled her with his will to make her 

pay attention, to recognize all his friends, and watch when they called them, and as soon 

as the new house is ready I'm going to have a birthday party, a terrific one, and invite 

the whole class. Santiago and Bobby had always scraped through the final exams, but 

Julius was among those at the top of his class. They only found that out when Mother 

Superior called him up, patted his head, and hung a little medal round his neck. He was 

third in his class as he finished the year. Aunt Susana was nearly green with envy but 

hurried to congratulate her cousin. And poor Susan was dying to leave but couldn't: she 

still had to sit through the recital. 

* * * * * 
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The little nun who played the piano was pretty. Really pretty, with freckles. 

She was called Mary Agnes, and she showed you into a room with a statue of Saint 

Joseph in one comer and a carpet from Cuzco in the middle between the two pianos. 

Julius only used the one on the left, the other was for the nuns, and it was always 

closed. At first he didn't know if it was something the nun used, or if it was the stuff 

they used to clean the piano keys, but the smell of the music room was the first perfume 

he ever craved in his life, it really helped one's feelings for music ... The nun wore 

a sort of huge bib, white, starched, hiding her breasts and making her look more holy 

than ever; at the sides you could see a never-ending rosary wrapped around her, 

bringing chains to mind. She was a nervous little nun and bit her lips when you made 

a mistake, but she was kind and never, never got angry with Julius. Three times a 

week, hours on end, sitting at that scented piano, she, biting her lips then smiling 

straight afterwards, and asking him to start over again then. And Julius was inspired, 

filled with the scent of the key-cleaner, and he worshipped her; he watched her, tried 

to catch her smiling at him, she pointed to the keys and smiled and said IIbegin II . . . 

My Bonnie lies over the ocean 

My Bonnie lies over the sea 

My Bonnie lies over the ocean 

Oh bring back my Bonnie to me! . . . 

. . . and the scent, and how he adored her. Each time he played, it was softer, with 

more feeling. 
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The little nun with the freckles taught him very well, and he studied hard too, 

which nearly drove Juan Lucas mad, so he complained of that damned kid and his 

music, until one day Susan kissed him and took him to the room where they kept the 

piano. "Look at him," she whispered. He had his back to them, his ears still sticking 

out on either side, but he looked cute. His toes pointed so far out that they slipped off 

the pedals, and he played and sang along gently, as if he wanted to make this piano 

smell nice too . . . 

Oh bring back my Bonnie to me! 

. . . He was in love with Cynthia, Sister Mary Agnes, and the unknown Bonnie . . . 

For this year's recital Julius had My Bonnie down pat, it didn't even occur to Susan that 

he could make a mistake. She didn't look around so that people would know that was 

her little boy playing, but she listened lovingly while he tried to overcome an unexpected 

attack of nerves and ended up playing a somewhat different arrangement of My Bonnie. 

No matter! Everyone agreed he played with a lot of feeling. 

Recitals were like that. The best pupils played their pieces, the nun with the 

freckles chose them and rehearsed them up to the last minute. Once the prize giving 

was over, the first came out and made quite a few mistakes. Their mothers were a 

bundle of nerves, getting ready to applaud, to die if one got stuck in the middle of the 

piece, to clap loudly as ifit had finished to save them; it didn't matter, they'd all played 

with lots of feeling. Even Rafaelito Lastarria played his piece, though it was cheating, 

because he had another teacher at home too, but he got through the Danse Apache, and 
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Susana felt herself rewarded. Juan Lastarria was quite moved and made a special 

donation toward the new school. 

The recital was over and with it the whole prize giving day, and Susan couldn't 

credit it. With good reason, there was still someone playing the piano up there, 

perfectly, with no mistakes: it was the little nun with the freckles putting the finishing 

touch on the year, with a final rendition of the school hymn, and all of them singing 

away moved almost to tears, while their parents got up ready to go out into the patio 

and say hello to everybody, and isn't your little boy precious, and what are you doing 

this summer? we'll be in Anc6n again, you too? that sort of thing, all with style though, 

lots of style. 

II 

Julius spent the whole summer vacation between preschool and first grade at the 

Golf Club. They always went in the station wagon, except for Santiago, who was 

studying to get into Ag. School. The poor guy had a regiment of teachers, young ones; 

students who were in their last years in the department came in pickUp trucks and 

offered him Inca cigarettes. Getting through the entrance exam meant also getting 

through the palace garage door: Juan Lucas's old Mercedes sportscar was waiting at the 

back, and if he made it to the university he'd have that car to drive to school and to 

make dates with shopgirls in Lince as well. "Poor Santiago, he's studying so hard;' said 

Susan, sitting at the side of the pool at the club. Bobby, on the other hand, was living 

it up, diving time and again from the board to impress a little blonde girl of thirteen, 
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daughter of the Canadian ambassador. Julius could manage without a nursemaid at last, 

and when Juan Lucas finished his morning game and came for lunch-after the 

customary gin and tonics of course, he took him along with him and sat him at the table 

with the family. Sometimes Santiago joined them; Carlos brought him to have lunch 

with the others so he could get away from all that studying for a while. 

That summer Juan Lastarria showed up too. All the family was in Anc6n, but 

he spent most of the time in Lima on account of his import business, the office and 

warehouse, and all the other things. He took advantage of this to join the Club and to 

enjoy himself without his wife being around. The poor fellow went crazy getting 

through his morning golf as quickly as possible so that he could hurry to the pool to join 

his duchess. He looked a complete idiot in his golf outfit, kissing her hand and sitting 

there telling her what a happy man he was, golf was doing him a world of good, it had 

taken years off him. Juan Lucas and his friends baptized him "the Buttress" on account 

of the way he stuck his chest out when he changed into his swimming trunks and 

marched out smart and chubby to take a dip. They laughed at the way he swam to keep 

young, and Susan felt so sorry for him (in English) and begged them not to make her 

laugh so much, and told Julius not to listen to those horrible things that they were saying 

about his uncle. Juan Lucas, however, would tell him what his Aunt Susana looked like 

in a bathing suit, and they'd aU laugh their deep men's laughs and order gill and tonics 

from the club bar inside the building, brought by waiters like statues who picked their 

way between the women, teenagers, and blonde foreign girls, all in bathing suits. 

Nobody paid in this group; they gambled the checks in the bar during the afternoon; 
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they ordered croissants, and while the ladies sat out on the terrace, they got a poker 

game going, around sundown, with drinks; they played craps and talked about their golf 

game, how they'd fared, the score, and the dice decided who'd say shitl-but not really 

upset, just the way men talk-and sign the check, which would show up later at the 

office. Lastarria tended to let his mind wander when he played poker, he was too busy 

watching the club pro. The Argentinean teacher was giving him golf lessons-at an 

exorbitant sum per hour. He was a good-looking guy, nice appearance, at least he knew 

how to dress; his haircut looked OK if you're going to dance a tango, but he had a good 

tan and knew how to get along with people. Lastarria didn't know whether to treat him 

as a servant or an equal. 

You might not believe it, but Julius really grew to hate the maitre d' who served 

them at lunch, the one who always handed them the menu and treated the waiters badly 

when they forgot something. The strange thing is that the maitre d' began to look down 

on him, just as though he were the son of some member of the club who was about to 

go bankrupt and everyone there knew. Something odd happened at the table every time 

the blessed maitre d' came by; no doubt about it, he felt superior to the waiters, with 

his more expensive jacket, but what were all those sneers about when he looked at 

Julius? ... Was it because he'd bent down the other day to pick up a piece of bread 

that the waiter should have got? or perhaps it was because he didn't order the caddies 

and the waiters around; it was difficult to explain; why else should a shitty pimp of a 

brown-nosing maitre d' and a kid who'd only just turned seven start hating each other? 

Julius ignored him with a royal disdain just as soon as the shrimp cocktail or stuffed 
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avocados or sea bass belle meuniere arrived, or the crepes au cointreau, shooting flames 

allover the table but not causing Juan Lucas even to flinch. 

The golfers and their wives were going into the dining room; they were tanned, 

beautifully tanned, you could see how lithe they were and that they were in excellent 

financial condition. They said hello, even though they hated each others' guts in 

business matters; divorce was no sin, and if anyone was having an affair, it was all 

right-not openly all right, but all right. There were plenty of old families represented 

among the women present, perhaps a little more reserved or less fashionable than the 

others, but often they hadn't the means they used to have, and that might have made 

them more easygoing too; on occasion, members actually brought guests of the other sex 

who might not even have money; they belonged but couldn't meet the fee to join the 

Club; it wasn't possible, of course, to keep checking up on those who didn't fit in or 

whose behavior left something to be desired. After an aperitif everything looks better, 

the dining room was in full swing, and to look out over the golf course was to sail on 

a green sea, a pleasure cruise on an ocean which unfortunately wasn't all that boundless; 

there was a high wall around the Club; otherwise, you'd have had urchins coming in and 

stealing all the balls. 

Lastarria went through torture at lunch time. In spite of spending a fortune to 

get the right equipment, he wasn't making many friends at the club. Everyone knew he 

was Juan Lastarria, of course; that was the trouble. They knew because other fellows 

had told them, other good-looking, life-and-soul-of-the-party, nice guys, good mixers. 
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Lastarria, on the other hand, wasn't quite one of us, he missed out on too many little 

things. If Juan Lucas didn't invite him, he had to go sit with somebody else-of course 

he paid or signed the check when he did it; he caught on to that quickly enough. Susan 

soon realized what the trouble was and was usually the one who called him over to their 

table; she felt so sorry for him, all dressed up like a golfer, but nothing could ever tum 

him into one; who could possibly have sold him that awful sweater? 

After lunch they sat and talked for a long time and then went off to punt the pill 

about and finish the eighteen holes they'd started that morning. Susan played too, along 

with several other women friends, diplomats' wives, and wives of men like Juan Lucas. 

There'd always be an Englishwoman or two, some Americans, perhaps a German. They 

spoke English or Spanish, but no matter which language they chose, they had a way of 

spicing it with other foreign words too. Sometimes they spoke French, on account of 

the ambassador's wife, but when that happened, several of the Peruvians couldn't even 

ask for the plume de ma tante all afternoon. Needless to say, they were all in the latest 

fashion, and those clothes cost ... phew! The men went around the course in groups 

and said shit! and/or sonofabitch!, as one should, at the right time, all very masculine; 

that way the caddies couldn't say they were effete, a pack of fairies, no matter how fine 

and upper crust they might be. If, say, at that moment you'd climbed the wall around 

the place and looked over, you'd have been sure life couldn't possibly be happier, more 

beautiful, than that; you'd have seen good golfers too, men who kept their youth, with 

strong arms, limber, and women whose skill left something to be desired, but lovely to 

look at. If you stayed a little longer, with a good eye you'd have picked out Juan 
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Lastarria and the Argentinean pro, the latter very sure of himself, and both heading in 

the direction of the ball and all it stood for. 

While this went on, the children were usually in Anc6n or La Herradura at the 

beach, or there at the club in the pool. Julius swam until he got earache from too much 

diving. Bobby acted as if he didn't know him and kept diving off the board and coming 

up on the side by the Canadian girl, the ambassador's daughter. Far be it for him to 

use the steps: he pulled himself out like an acrobat, tugged at his trunks, leaving his 

belly button exposed to view, trotted round to the springboard again, climbed up, made 

sure that she was looking at him without it being noticeable, raced to the edge of the 

springboard-Aunt Susana would have had a fit and stopped him immediately-and on 

reaching the edge, flew off, transformed into a sea gull, a plane about to break the 

surface, then a tire, but at the very last minute he gave a graceful stretching movement 

and went under without the slightest splash. A terrific dive! He might have killed 

himself for that Canadian kid. She really was something! . . . She was dying for him 

too, but she just sat there on her stool, though it wasn't long before she smiled at him. 

At last they got to know each other one fine day and began to swim together. Just like 

Tarzan and Jane, in fact, at least he felt that way, and they dove together side by side 

and swam the river as if they expected to come across crocodiles on the way. One day 

the crocodile was Julius, who'd come to ask what time it was and tell Bobby that 

Mummy'd be there soon so they'd better be thinking about getting dressed, and the 

crocodile got a tremendous whack on the head from Tarzan, who felt a real idiot. 
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At nightfall the golfers returned. Some of the men showered or took a dip to 

freshen up. Then they went into the lockers and talked to each other while they walked 

around in towels or nothing at all, depending on the degree of masculinity and/or belly. 

The voices of Juan Lucas and his friends echoed from among the members' numbered 

lockers as they dressed and discussed the day's game. One day Lastarria got undressed 

in front of them all and someone, of course, had to pass remarks about his physique. 

They all laughed, he loudest, it made him feel he really belonged: that was the time he 

liked best. As soon as they were dressed they'd head for the bar, a man's place, to 

shoot craps; there he was accepted and even discussed his progress with the Argentinean 

pro. Little by little Lastarria was beginning to fit in, and if they kept on patting him on 

the shoulder it wouldn't be long before he'd be one of them. He was almost one of 

them already, though there were still unpleasant incidents from time to time. The other 

afternoon, for example, and thank God he'd been alone at the time, even though he'd 

felt so lonely then. Poor guy. That goddamned squirt of a count, that transplanted 

Spaniard, that pansy, that snob, that bankrupt imbecile, with his airs and graces and 

everyone dying to invite him, that bastard of a count pushed him to one side going 

through the door, didn't greet him, almost spit in his face; the asshole was drunk. And 

he, he, automatically, without meaning to, had said IIExcuse me, count ll and couldn't 

sleep for thinking about it; me, I'm established, a rich man, a successful business man, 

a family man. Hell-to have said that! He woke up in the early hours thinking about 

it; Juan Lastarria had his pride. And another time ... if it hadn't been for those 

incidents, he'd really feel he belonged there ... they'd been introducing him to the 
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Japanese consul: "Juan, meet the Japanese consul." He didn't like that, was this 

diplomacy or shaking hands with the Chinese laundryman? He stopped short, hesitated, 

didn't know what to do, while the other fellow offered a cold, silk-like hand, a very 

oriental fellow, that consul, with all his bowing; and there he was looking a complete 

idiot and everyone staring at him; of course, there are upper class chinks too. Poor 

Juan, things like that happened to him and nearly gave him a stroke, and then people 

would say that it was over economic problems, business worries, the state of the market, 

due to the tension a good business man undergoes . . . 

They stayed in the bar until dark while the women waited outside, on the terrace, 

and the kids began to get on everyone's nerves because they wanted to go home. 

Business was discussed too at the bar, but usually it was the political situation they went 

over with such elegance, or the state of the fishing industry, and of course, they had to 

tell the latest joke and go over another day's golfing. As soon as someone said "Shit! 

It was my tum to invite," the golfers began to leave. Juan Lucas went to look for Susan 

on the terrace, kissed her, such a beautiful couple. He sat beside her, silent for a few 

moments, watching the trees fade into the darkness, causing a moment's pause in the 

green and gold in which they lived. It was like a brief relaxation from the organized 

equilibrium of their lives, but it didn't reach their bodies; they called to the children to 

go to the station wagon, ready to go back to the palace, and left, saying goodnight to 

the members who were staying on, sprawled in the easy chairs, see you tomorrow, 

goodnight! The caddies left then too, they could see them passing by the station wagon. 

Juan Lucas always made some witty remark: "their sentence is over," or some such 
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thing, while he started the motor. "Good night, sir." It was the maitre d'; he got into 

an ancient Oldsmobile which might have belonged to one of the members ten or twelve 

years ago, full of chrome, ready to make a screech, a fat Oldsmobile like an older lady 

of doubtful taste; the motor took a while to warm up. 

The new school was growing and growing, but it wouldn't be ready in time for 

Julius to make his first communion there. He went back to the old house on Avenida 

Arequipa, the huge old house with its watchtower way up there, where the third grade 

pupils, the big boys, had their classroom. Arzubiaga had gone on to Santa Maria, and 

Martinto, as fat as ever, was still rummaging around and still in preschool. In the first 

grade of primary school you had to behave yourself because it was the year you made 

your first communion, and you got confirmed too, so you needed a godfather. And you 

mustn't sin, not hit anybody nor steal pens, and not have bad thoughts. 

They'd just arrived and were talking to each other in the patio, when out came 

Carrots ringing the bell like crazy for them to stand in line. Every boy was sure Carrots 

had seen him doing something he shouldn't and was coming to punish him. She wanted 

the lines formed in twos, graded by size, which was quite difficult to do when nobody 

wanted to admit that what's-his-name, who was smaller than you last year is bigger 

now. But she came up to them, red with anger and the heat, measured them in an 

instant, pinched them, rang the bell in their ears if they didn't immediately do as they 

were told. She was really getting madder and madder, and about as well the Mother 

Superior came out to welcome them back and tell them that next year they'd be in the 
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new building. Then she introduced a new young nun who'd just arrived from the U. 

S. and asked them all to say an extra Hail Mary that night so the weather in Lima 

wouldn't be bad for her. The new nun was called Mary Trinity and she was really 

pretty. Quite a problem for those who were taking piano lessons with Sister Mary 

Agnes, since they wouldn't know which they preferred. Mary Trinity was a delight, 

rubbed her hands together for sheer joy, and looked as though she was going to burst 

into tears when faced with all the kids in their smart new uniforms. At last they heard 

her voice: she said how happy she was to have come to Peru, she'd always wanted to 

come, and they were all going to be really good friends. Then she didn't know what 

more to say, and they began to wriggle in their lines, as if they were taking the first 

steps towards falling in love with her. I think Carrots was growing to hate her already, 

she was so sweet; the bell was trembling in her hand, and she was already rolling her 

sleeves up, a sure sign that she was going to launch an attack. The nuns from last year 

came out all smiling as one; there went Mary Agnes, biting her lips, pretty as ever. 

The terrace filled with smiling nuns. The boys looked at them from the patio below, 

impatient to break rank and run up the steps to say hello to them one by one. On the 

third step, a little below the nuns, Morales and Gumersindo Quinones were smiling too. 

Gumersindo bowed low when Mother Superior spoke about the new school bus, he'd 

have liked to have said a few words. Morales, in his usual khaki commando pants and 

red sleeveless pUllover, chose the members of the team in silence. A cloth was hanging 

over his shoulder, and he smiled broadly in the sun. Another school year was 

beginning, happily, and the Lima sun had not yet disappeared for the winter. 
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Those were terrific weeks for Julius, at the beginning of that school year. 

Santiago had got into Ag. School and Juan Lucas, as promised, gave him his old 

Mercedes. But as a college freshman he thought he deserved more than that- a new 

car. The matter was settled with a definite "No" from his golf-playing stepfather, but 

with a fat check to re-cover the seats of the Mercedes in black leather and give it a red 

paint job. Take it or leave it. Santiago accepted, and while the racing car was being 

fixed up in a garage, they had to let him have the Mercury station wagon because the 

college was way out at La Molina and there was no way to get there without a car; 

you'd have to be really down and out to take the bus from Plaza Grau, only those who 

came from families without money did that. Bobby cursed because it was his turn to 

drive this year and he'd already studied the curve in front of the Canadian girl's house; 

he planned on taking it full speed, leaving tire marks on the pavement, putting Julius's, 

Carlos's, and Imelda's lives at risk. He settled for an increase in pocket money, very 

necessary now to pay for his cigarettes. Julius, on the other hand, was happy to know 

that he'd be coming home every afternoon in the school bus again. 

He became real buddies with Gumersindo Quinones. The bell rang announcing 

the end of classes, and the ones who took the bus ran out to grab a seat by a window. 

Then the nun on duty came out, and somebody had to give up his seat, brown nosers 

were very good at that. Gumersindo, after bowing to the nun, closed the door and made 

sure that he was the only one who would be able to open it. The new bus was huge, 

much wider than the old one, but Gumersindo could still reach the door from his seat. 

And Julius could watch his enormous black hand, with an ivory colored palm, how odd. 
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And his grey hair. Grey hair made the Black man a real gentleman and he told them 

so at home, and Susan said that he was right, the chauffeur was very well mannered, 

she'd seen him once; that's the way the Blacks who're descended from slaves are, very 

faithful, very dignified, very happy to bear the name of their former masters. Julius 

was delighted with what he heard, he wanted to know more about Gumersindo 

Quinones, more about Black people . . . It looked like he was going to have his way 

too, because here came Juan Lucas, who could probably tell him a lot on the subject 

... "don't you believe him, darling,' Uncle Juan Lucas is always joking." "A lady was 

patting the head of a little Black kid, what a cute little boy, and do you know what the 

kid said to her? 'Cute little boy now, and when I grow up Black sonofabitch' . 

"Don't listen to him, darling." 

" 

He was always one of the last to get off the bus so he could talk to him for a 

long time. The nun on duty usually didn't understand Spanish very well and didn't take 

part in the conversation, but looked out of the window instead. Gumersindo told him 

a series of things about his being descended from the slaves belonging to the Quifiones 

family. He'd worked for that family, not as a slave, of course, but as their chauffeur, 

and he still visited them. He was old now and preferred to work for the nuns; with 

them the work wasn't so demanding, and he only had to make four trips a day and was 

free from six o'clock on. At the Quifiones, on the other hand, he was at it from 

morning and afternoon nonstop, they had him driving until nine at night, and even later 

at times. He took the nuns to the doctor in the Chevrolet van or out shopping or to see 

the nuns at Villa Marfa . . . 
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The nuns at Villa Maria were American too, they were from the same order as 

those at Immaculate Heart. They'd started earlier cmd had a terrific school now. A lot 

of the mothers who had children in Immaculate Heart were old girls of Villa Maria . . . 

"That'll be where your Mamma went to school." 

"No, Gumersindo, my Mamma went to school in London." 

"Tha's right, tha's right ... " 

The chauffeur tended to be a bit forgetful, but he had his attention on the traffic 

and never turned around, never let himself be distracted; it wouldn't do to have an 

accident with all those children inside. Julius, on the other hand, never missed a word: 

the trouble is, they were already getting to his stop and he'd have to get off, and 

Gumersindo could go on talking to the two or three who stayed on, blast them; he was 

the one who asked all the questions and now they'd hear what he said. He got off 

thinking about the hand that was on the steering wheel. He needed to seal his friendship 

with a good squeeze; one day he managed it. 

It was his last day: Santiago's Mercedes was ready, and starting tomorrow they'd 

be taldng him and picking him up in the station wagon again. From the time they 

started pulling in to his stop on a comer on the A venida Salaverry, he knew the moment 

had come, it was now or never. That's why, when Gumersindo stopped the bus, he 

turned to say goodbye to the nun, then he looked at him, "I won't be coming by bus 
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tomorrow," he said, grabbing his hand while it was still on the wheel. Gumersindo 

broke into a big smile: "Goodbye, little master," he said, turning to look at the nun who 

was watching the rather strange scene. Julius watched the bus leave, and as always, let 

Imelda take him home. He preferred not to tell her anything about it, all she thought 

about was her dressmaking classes anyway. 

The architect finally came up with an idea that suited all concerned and came to 

dinner one night, bringing his plans and accompanied by the engineer who was to see 

to the construction. The house was to be super-modern, just as Juan Lucas wanted, and, 

apart from a few extravagant details, would be really functional; nothing, apart from 

those extravagant details, would be superfluous. Susan could take all her Cuzco and 

Quito school paintings to be restored, because they could be used to decorate more than 

one room. There wasn't going to be space for all of the paintings, but for that matter, 

four hadn't taken long to disappear either, because she'd given them to Lester Lang III 

to take back to the United States. Lester had fallen in love with everything Peruvian; 

what could you do but give them to him? They were preparing the ground and soon 

they'd start digging the ditches and pouring the cement. The engineer explained that the 

house would be earthquake proof, they wouldn't need to go running out when there was 

a tremor, because they wouldn't even feel them. Juan Lucas thought this was a damned 

good thing, and if there was an earthquake, they'd all go to the window and watch 

people running around like chickens with their heads chopped off, just like watching a 

procession. They laughed and drank to it and went into the dining room. 
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Julius too, because that was the time when he'd finally been promoted to the 

grown-ups' table. The servants were rather upset; Julius never ate in Disneyland again. 

A stage of his life was over. Something had come to an end, too, because not 

everything in his school books turned out to be the way Nilda and Vilma or the 

majordomos had told him it was. The worst part was that it wasn't always easy to make 

a comparison between the things Jungle Woman had told him with the things the books 

said. Nilda read. badly and turned into a real Amazon Indian when anyone handed her 

a book, she only wanted to look at the photos. What's more, a good deal of the text 

was in English, and when he read out loud he had to make an instant translation, and 

they looked at him as though they didn't trust what he was saying, half afraid, half 

ashamed, almost childish, and they didn't understand the first thing about the Greeks and 

Romans. Things weren't the same as they had been. Nilda bit her nails when he talked 

about the Mochicas and the Indians of Chimu. 

Now they took him in to eat with the grown-ups; Master Julius was almost being 

dragged from them. You'd have expected Imelda to do something, she was the one who 

took care of him and his things, but Imelda had never fit in. She'd not been in the 

palace when any of the children were born and didn't really feel a part of anything that 

went on; she didn't even gossip with them in the pantry. She was quite light-skinned 

too and felt superior; she was from Lima and took time off in the afternoons to go to 

her dressmaking class. As soon as that one gets her diploma she'll be off, just you see, 

she'll leave the family like that, she doesn't feel anything for us. Celso and Daniel 

barely used to speak to her, just enough to get by and no more. Arminda was growing 
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old missing her daughter. They'd told her she was living in Cerro de Pasco with the 

D'Onofrio ice cream man, but she never heard from her directly. She spent hours at 

the sink, making sure the palace wash came out impeccable. When Juan Lucas found 

out she was the one who washed his shirts so well, he ordered her wages increased. 

She didn't even notice. She washed the things, imagining the man beating her daughter; 

that man would never marry her, he'd leave her for sure. Two long hanks of hair, 

shining like jet, but coarse, hung down the sides of her face, and when the sun had gone 

in and she felt the cold in her feet and arms, the story of her daughter, which grew a 

little longer every day, became confused in her mind with her own story, when she was 

young and her first child, a son, was born, the first one to die too; twice she'd run off 

with two different men, she'd been fifteen then and that's why she knew her daughter 

wasn't a bad lot; she knew life was like that, hard as rock, it was better to aim at 

finding some security, a steady job with a family, in a house with children, someone 

like Julius to make you smile again; I was all-in when I came to work for these people, 

I just wanted to keep my youngest daughter with me, but we're all hot-blooded when 

we're young, and when you're poor, history always repeats itself, like in those 

newspapers Nilda reads . . . 

And Nilda had stopped telling her tales about the jungle . .. And Celso had 

been treasurer of the Huarocondo Friendly Society for ages now . .. All of them 

except Imelda had been in the house for years, they knew each other too well, perhaps; 

what could happen to surprise them any more? nothing new to tell, everything was 

turning into things of the past. Even little Miss Cynthia was becoming no more than 
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an annual trip to the cemetery and a man who came to collect the rates for the vault. 

Celso and Daniel were still bachelors, but they had "wives" and their own piece of land 

in a shanty town and seized any opportunity to have time off. They had to be there 

when the women were out buying food. Somebody always had to be there on the land, 

in a hut made of tin cans and matting; if the land was left alone, even for an instant, 

somebody might come in and settle. They were worried all the time about this 

happening, and the only time they'd had to enjoy themselves with Julius was when he 

was in his little dining room, but now the little dining room was a thing of the past. 

Things were better before. Master Julius moving to the dining room with his parents 

brought it all home to them. It was better when Vilma was here, they suddenly 

realized. Master Julius had been talking about this fellow Morales, and about 

Gumersindo for some time now, but they only just realized that. And he spent hours 

talking on the phone to other children from his school; every day he spent less time 

talking to them in the kitchen. The Disneyland dining area had been the last place 

they'd had where they enjoyed themselves, and now it wasn't used for anything, just a 

place they remembered. That's why one night, closed up in her room, Nilda cried, 

wanting Vilma to come back. Then she began to call out, weeping, why should she 

come back? it would only mean the same thing as before. That's how it was, but what 

was happening to them? Nothing. Master Julius was going to make his first 

communion and he had to do his homework and he ate at the big table now, like his 

brothers ... 

* * * * * 
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Father Brown talked to them, half in English, half in terrible Spanish, and went 

off leaving them all in a state of grace, except for poor old Sanchez Concha, who'd just 

stolen an eraser from Del Castillo and was sure he was going to hell. The rest of them, 

though, were just waiting for God to manifest Himself from one minute to the next, 

though He'd probably do it at night while they were on their knees praying at the side 

of the bed in the dark. They were waiting, and thinking how terrific it would be if He 

showed Himself to me and not to, say, the Arenas brothers. It was the first time they'd 

left them alone in the classroom that they didn't make a row. They sat still like little 

mystics. Then, finally, Carrots showed up, a bit shaken because there was no need to 

scold anyone: they were very quiet, with their hands folded on the desk tops. That's 

how he left them, every year, Father Brown, when he came to get them ready for their 

first communion. Carrots put the bell on her desk and came closer to them: "Now 

you've got to really study your catechism, you've got to learn it all by heart, learn 

everything it says and never forget it as long as you live; remember, a person who 

forgets his catechism runs the risk of sinning! do you hear that? sinning! so don't you 

forget it! don't ever forget it! Never ever!" She was managing to get angry all by 

herself without anybody having said anything. "Let's see if when the day arrives, the 

great day full of peace and joy, you behave like you ought to and don't go making silly 

mistakes. That's what we're going to practice for every day; first here at school, and 

when it's getting nearer to the time we'll go to the church so you can start getting used 

to it, and everybody'll know where he belongs. You're going to go in order of height! 

Don't forget! And don't let me catch anyone chewing on the host! You never bite 
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down on the host! You swallow it gently, with your eyes closed! No looking at the 

boys on either side of you! Just let me catch you looking at someone at the side! 

Understood? Do you understand what I'm saying?" They all said "yes" and began 

worrying that they'd choke. They'd practice at home on a cracker or something. 

Father Brown came three times a week to give them classes; he came in the 

afternoon and stayed for an hour, or longer if necessary, telling them of the great 

change that would take place in their lives. He calmed them a little when he said that 

God would always forgive them, just so long as they had a true wish to change their 

ways, a firm intention of not sinning again. First of all, they had to avoid bad thoughts 

and love God with all their hearts, and their neighbors as themselves, because we're all 

brothers, the poor people too, the children at the missions in the jungles of Peru and 

Brazil and in Africa and Asia: they were all our brothers, and God loved them all the 

same. They learned their ten commandments without understanding some of them that 

the Father would rather not go into just yet; first, learn them by heart, then we'll 

see-they'll find out in time who your neighbor's wife is and what adultery's about, 

since some of them seemed very worried about it. It wasn't that they were precocious, 

perhaps it was just a matter of meaning, but in any case de los Heros looked across at 

Lastres and seemed very worried. A few weeks later they took them to the school 

assembly hall. They'd put a bench there for them and they came up, one by one, and 

knelt down and Father Brown gave them their little slap on the cheek and they went off 

and the next one came. Then they went back and Father touched them on the lips just 

like he would when he gave them the host. But it'd be much more serious then, because 
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they'd be receiving God through the blessed host. They went through it several times, 

delighted because they were missing class with Carrots. Then, after school, the 

confirmation class went out to play in the patio and practiced giving each other terrific 

slaps on the cheek. They were doing this one afternoon when Carrots showed up 

unexpectedly and found them at it (she found them at it every year, in fact). She began 

to rage at them, screaming, and said she'd spank them if they went on sinning like that. 

Finally they confessed. They were terrified and trembling when their tum came. 

They'd memorized the list of their sins; there was always someone who'd given each 

one a number, since you might overlook one, and then what would happen? They 

vowed to mend their ways, for sure; nobody'd call the majordomo a stupid cholo, they'd 

never hit their sister again or swipe someone's ballpoint; nobody'd ever wish that San 

Martin, who crammed hardest, would get sick or forget his lesson; nobody'd hope 

Carrots would go back to the States or would fall down the stairs and show her 

underpants; nobody would leave food on their plate, because there are children dying 

of cold and hunger up in the highlands of Peru. Father Brown gave them absolution, 

one by one, and they went away scared stiff, trying hard not to have evil thoughts, and 

mincing like little girls. 

They'd never been so obedient before, nor studied so hard; there were only four 

days to go for the big occasion. They took them twice to the church in the Central Park 

of Miraflores for them to practice for the last times. Even Carrots was different. It was 

as if she was going to make her first communion too, because she was so nice to them 
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and didn't get mad or anything. She gave them almost no homework. The only 

problem was with the kids in second and third year who'd already made their first 

communion and who came around all the time and teased them. They laughed at them 

and almost made them have evil thoughts, thoughts of temptation or anger. But they 

stood fast and never answered back, determined to reform. They'd go like angels, like 

the ones who never rebelled, and they'd make their first communion and afterwards be 

very good and go to communion the first Friday of every month and on Sundays too, 

why not? Each avoided sinning as best he could, and it wasn't always easy, you'd got 

to be constantly on the alert. Susan laughed a lot when Julius told her what he'd been 

thinking one afternoon, three days before the great day. He went up to kiss her good 

morning, and to beg her once again to ask Juan Lucas to come to the ceremony; he'd 

done his part, he'd accepted Juan Lastarria as his sponsor for the ceremony (it would 

have been a sin to say what he thought of the Lastarrias). Susan saw that he seemed 

quite worried and asked him to tell her what the matter was. Julius seemed a little 

reluctant at first, but couldn't hold back and told her everything. Aliaga, a big boy in 

second grade, had made a foul in soccer, he'd given him a push just when he was going 

to kick a goal, in front of Morales; and afterwards he called him a Sissy. He was 

crying tears of anger but what was he to do? If he hit him back it'd be a sin. "Poor 

Julius," said Susan in her most worried tone, "what on earth did you do?" "Nothing. 

I told him I couldn't hit him because I've got my first communion coming up, but I 

called Bosco from third grade-he's a friend of mine-and he beat the heck out of 

him." 
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* * * * * 

Sanchez Concha dreamed that the floor of the church was sinking beneath his feet 

and that he never got to the rail, and that Carrots, all aflame, with horns on her head, 

was chasing him; he woke up terrified, thinking that the end of his dream was a sin, and 

began to cry. His mother had to call Father Maquiavelo, an old friend of the family, 

to talk to him over the phone and convince him that he could still make his first 

communion. Fuentes was cleaning his teeth and nearly had a fit when he realized he 

might have swallowed a bristle and broken his fast. Del Castillo's mother had bought 

him some nougat so he would get used to eating the "paper" and not be afraid of the 

host, and he began to show off and tell everyone he'd already tried it and knew what 

it was like, it didn't have any taste at all and dissolved in your mouth on its own. There 

wasn't one of them who hadn't spent a terrible night, but there they were now, lined up 

in twos at the side of the church in the Central Park in Miraflores. In white uniforms 

with pale blue ties with a pale "I. H." embroidered on the jacket pocket, a blue ribbon 

on the right sleeve, and in their left hands candles, and for heaven's sake don't let the 

wind blow it out. Even the Arenas boy in his class, the dirtiest of all the Arenas kids, 

looked as though he'd just got out of a bath that morning. His dad looked pretty grubby 

though: he's the gentleman with the moustache getting out of the Ford. Each one saw 

his father arrive and felt triumphant, especially if he was bigger than Fuentes's dad. 

The mothers were so smart, some wore hats, some mantillas. Juan Lastarria showed 

up in his Prince of Wales check, which was very smart, and dammit, if all the others 

didn't have dark suits on. He felt bad at first, but then he remembered that he belonged 
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to the Golf Club now and felt more sure of himself. He'd come with his wife, Aunt 

Susana, pleased as punch at going to yet another first communion; her boys were 

through with all that, how time flies, life's half over already, and now they're in Santa 

Marfa. But the nuns hadn't forgotten her, and she'd go say hello afterwards, and her 

husband knew that that meant he'd have to make a donation, the new school would have 

to be finished, and the nuns deserved the best, Lima was growing and it needed first rate 

American-type schools where children can learn English properly and mix with children 

like themselves, where you always know who what's-his-name's father is; after all, our 

class of people need suitable schools to send our children to . . . Aunt Susana, my she 

looks ugly, but happy in her mantilla, Susan had remembered them after all, though they 

ought to have been godparents when the children were christened . . . 

. . . Whatever she was thinking didn't stop her taking note of what everyone was 

doing; she gave them a look if they raised their voices: we're in church, this isn't a 

social event. Her eyes rested on her cousin Susan as she came in, and her face assumed 

an expression of approval when she saw that Juan Lucas was with her. Susan, lovely 

as ever and half asleep, tried to find a place near the door; this thing might go on 

forever and there'll be no way of getting outside for a break for a minute or two. Juan 

Lucas reminded you of a surfboard out in the rain in the middle of the yard: the stained 

glass windows, the half light, a religious dusk within the church made it impossible to 

appreciate the finish on his suit, different from that of any other dark suit, however 

good; his tan looked washed out and unhealthy, his photo-sun glasses, which suited him 
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so, went dark for lack of sunlight, he looked as if he were blind. He yawned, though 

he covered his mouth very well, and he looked straight ahead so he wouldn't have to 

say hello to anyone. "Businessmen don't go around greeting each other at eight o'clock 

in the morning in Miraflores parish church," he thought, feeling called upon to act like 

a real man. "If the fellows from the Golf Club could see me now, they'd shit their 

pants laughing; they'd give me up for lost, paterfamilias at last, come on, dad, tell us 

about sticking suppositories up Sonny's asshole." He moved his head in a way that 

showed what a farce it all was, and Susan was so sorry for him getting up so early and 

stuck out her tongue on the sly, laughing at him. "You should slap my ass with a golf 

club for letting myself get dragged into this," he said, smiling at her: they were so in 

love, then they noticed Susana glaring at them. Juan Lucas nodded and looked away, 

like a kid who doesn't want to hear that it's supper time; Susan pretended to be 

coughing and hunted for the prayer book she hadn't brought. They both looked up, but 

she wasn't watching any more; the ceremony had just begun. 

The children came down the aisle to the rail like little angels; they went forward 

between the two rows of pews, looking sideways at their parents; the sponsors brought 

up the rear. Susan caught sight of Julius and was surprised how nice his hair looked, 

she nudged Juan Lucas so he wouldn't miss the show. Juan Lucas noticed him and 

winked when he turned his head as he went by; he kept his eyes on him as he went 

forward to the altar. "Your son's going to give us a bishop in the family," he told 

Susan, and she whispered "boom," shooting him with her hand. The organ played, high 

up, and those in the chorus with their red surplices remembered when they made their 
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first communion and stood looking serious, ready to sing, while Susan knelt, and Juan 

Lucas stood at her side the way the other men did. 

Once the ceremony was over, parents could go to kiss their children at the 

church door. They'd just taken communion for the very first time in their lives, and 

many had butterflies in their stomachs. The Lastarrias were happy next to Susan and 

Juan Lucas and remembered, full of emotion, when Pipo and Rafaelito had made their 

first communion, and they gave poor Julius all sorts of advice. Carrots came along at 

that moment to take the children to the bus, some of the city gardeners saw them all 

going across the park, not knowing quite what was going on but full of respect. The 

nun kept them in order as they got on the bus, where Gumersindo Quinones was waiting 

at the wheel and patted each one on the head affectionately as they went by. Julius felt 

his huge paw and his eyes filled with tears: that's how the saints must feel; someday he 

was going to put his hands on the heads of little Black boys and girls in Africa or 

Indians in Peru, it must be lovely to put your hand on poor people's heads and make 

them good. 

Another who needed his head patting was Juan Lucas: he'd just heard that the 

affair wasn't over yet, it was going to carry on in the school, and he was furious. Now 

they'd have to go and speak to the nuns and thank them for everything they were doing 

for the children. . . And then wait until they'd had breakfast. . . And they'd got to 

take more photos. .. As if they hadn't taken enough of them already. .. Susana, 

God that woman was ugly, explained it all, begging them to be patient, and Susan told 

her she knew what was going on, she'd read the information they'd sent to all the 
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mothers. She was in her element, laughing to herself: last night he'd spent hours talking 

to the Chilean ambassador's wife, now I'll get my own back. 

"Darling, let me introduce you to Mother Superior; tell her about your aunt 

being a nun at Sacred Heart ... you'll really impress her, darling, she'll adore 

you ... " 

They'd placed a long table with a white cloth, and in the glasses where they were 

going to serve orange juice there were several little cards showing the Life of Jesus or 

some saint. The Virgin was there too on some of them, almost always up in the clouds 

with her hands together in prayer, with impressively long fingers and a rosary hanging 

from them. Each boy had his own place reserved with a little card with his name on 

it. You should have seen them sitting there waiting to be served breakfast! Good as 

gold, feeling their tummies from time to time because of the butterflies, trying to find 

out if there'd been some change, the host must be just about there now. The 

photographers kept blinding them with their flashes, and the nuns passed by and stroked 

their heads lovingly; you'd have thought they were all going to hold hands and float up 

to heaven. Morales was there too with a huge jug of hot chocolate, and that brought 

them down to earth a bit. The madding crowd getting closer too, now their parents had 

started coming in to the dining room. Though when Juan Lucas lit a cigarette it was the 

end; Julius thought straight away of the flames of hell. He was the only one smoldng 

and his corner was filled with smoke; Uncle Juan Lucas, please don't. What's the use, 

now other men were lighting up too. Still more, and more, and the nuns letting them, 

the traitors; they were even handing out ashtrays and the dining room was filled with 
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cigarette smoke. Serves you right; Sister Mary Agnes and Sister Mary Trinity didn't 

hand out ashtrays. The children didn't want anything to do with smoke, smoke had no 

place in their world, they belonged in the clouds and those men had spoiled it all, it was 

enough to see them talking, it was turning into a cocktail party. At last Mother Superior 

came out to give her speech. 

They left the hot chocolate on the table and watched her through the sickening 

veil of smoke. Mother Superior kept it short: she told them they'd reached a new stage 

of their lives; as good Catholics their lives would be one long struggle to reach heaven 

... Julius felt that a few minutes ago he could have made it with no trouble at all, but 

Morales coming in with the hot chocolate had spoiled everything; and when his Uncle 

Juan Lucas and the other men began smoking, his tummy had stopped fluttering, and 

the chocolate had been too hot, and he'd burned his tongue the same as any other day 

at breakfast; there was nothing for it but to wait and hope it happened some other time 

in the parish church . .. Mother Superior finished her speech by telling them of the 

need to finish the new building, taking advantage of the applause to make them dig into 

their pockets as usual. Then it was Father Brown's turn. 

Susan nearly died when she heard his accent, "he's a cowboy in a cassock," she 

said. Julius had always felt something wasn't right about Father Brown: he laughed too 

much; he wasn't quite sure what it was he didn't like and was just thinking about it 

when he heard his mother's voice and turned, she was disappearing into the crowd, but 

he caught her saying "what a difference between this one and those in the parish, what 

a common little man." He turned to look at Father Brown and she was right: he'd just 
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called them little soldiers of Christ and was finishing his speech, winking and going 

poom poom poom and shooting-probably the devils they'd have to kill to get to 

heaven. The parents clapped and he went around shaking hands with them all. When 

someone offered him a cigarette he smoked too. 

All the smoke, all the hot chocolate, all the voices-the children had done a nose 

dive to earth. They fell right way up though: as soon as they were allowed to leave the 

table they began swapping the little cards, and of course someone said mine are nicer 

than yours, no they aren't, mine's nicest, and I'll give you this for two of yours. Susan 

motioned to Julius to come give one to his aunt and uncle and to try to get away. At 

that moment Father Brown came up to them and started talking to them in English, to 

the despair of Juan Lastarria, who didn't understand a word. Susana remembered her 

school English and put her spoke in, full of mistakes, of course. "In Spanish, in 

Spanish," said her husband, all nerves and sticking his chest out. They both wanted to 

talk to Father Brown. Susan looked at Juan's mustache and at Susana's too, and 

thonght: God, it must be eleven o'clock already, and since she hadn't any pep pills with 

her, she had to think about the Golf Club to avoid passing out. What an awful accent! 

Father Brown sounded as bad in English as he did in Spanish. Juan Lucas's arm was 

her only salvation, but Juan Lucas had just found out that the cowboy priest played golf 

too, and if what he said was true, he played pretty well. Lastarria heard "golf" and said 

"in Spanish, in Spanish." He pinched his wife, and she told him they were inviting the 

Padre to the Golf Club because he played well. "Tell him I'll go too, tell him . . ." 

Julius was fed up with waiting and put his hand in his godfather's pocket quite openly 
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to get the present that was sticking out: if he opened the box they might change their 

topic, better still, they might shut up once and for all . . . 

"Ah, my godson! I'd totally forgotten ... " 

"Is it a gun, Uncle?" 

"No, son, it isn't. It's a Parker pen and pencil set. Would you rather have had 

a gun?" 

"A real gun? To Idll the devil, poom poom poom?" 

Julius stood there with a thousand things to say and not one word at the ready. 

Gumersindo Quinones bowed low and opened the gate. Juan Lucas didn't see 

him. He never saw people who open doors, that was part of his style. The Lastarrias 

gave him one of those smiles that are worse than not noticing. But Julius was watching 

Susan and nearly said "Mummy, don't forget, now," but Susan didn't let him down: she 

smiled at Gumersindo with the loveliest smile imaginable, and he, that old grey haired 

Black guy, huge in his uniform, bowed even lower this time, and Julius was so happy: 

"Good bye, Gumersindo," he said, shaking his hand, proud to show his friend to his 

parents and to his aunt and uncle, but happiest of all because Susan had realized who 

he was and how much he loved him. The Lastarrias said goodbye and went off down 

Avenida Arequipa to look for their car in one of the side streets. They walked the other 

way towards the Jaguar. They squeezed Julius in between the two seats, and while Juan 

Lucas was starting up, felt his mother's arm around his neck. He looked up at her: how 

lovely she always was! she looked even lovelier with her hand up, keeping the wind 

from blowing her hair. Juan Lucas drove fast, passing everyone on the road, the Jaguar 
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was a real racing car, and as they tore along with the top down, the wind was so 

delicious in their faces they had to close their eyes; it seemed even faster with your eyes 

closed, they opened and closed them to feel the difference, lovely with them closed, and 

again, and again; Julius felt something, he opened his eyes to the sunlight, closed them, 

heard his mother's voice within the wind as she squeezed his neck: "what a nice man 

Gumersindo is, darling,'" his eyes were closed tight and he waited for his kiss in the 

wind, waiting for love that was so close to him, right at his side, made the world 

absolutely perfect. 

Juan Lucas was humming a song, letting them know they were nearly there. 

What a lovely sunny day it was! Almost like summer! Let's get out of these awful 

clothes! He was thinking of the guayabera hanging in his closet, ready for the Golf 

Club. He turned the last corner before the palace and caught sight of his dark sleeve, 

it looked out of season, and he stepped on the gas. Susan let her head fall back, forgot 

everything except how happy she was. By eleven o'clock a playful breeze had taken 

away all the signs of responsible motherhood that had been plaguing her; in return, 

she'd let it blow her hair at will; everything started to slip away as soon as she lifted a 

lazy arm from around Julius's neck and rested it across his shoulders; the cloth of his 

uniform was so rough it felt hot to her skin, horrid. Carlos opened the palace gate, he 

jumped back because Juan Lucas came in like a torpedo. 

"Wash it down while I'm changing," he called as he turned off the ignition. He 

turned to Susan: "Step on it, wife! We're off for lunch at the Golf Club. This little 

devil playing at being an angel as well." 
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They were just about to get out of the Jaguar when all of them appeared. He 

saw them coming out of a side door, all smiling, and hated them for it. Nilda, 

Arminda, Celso, Daniel, one of the gardeners whose name he'd forgotten; Carlos too 

was coming up behind them. They wanted to see Master Julius in his first communion 

suit. Susan looked at Juan Lucas, begging him to be patient, please. Celso had an 

ancient camera, one of those black ones, a box camera, to take pictures of Master 

Julius. It all seemed quite natural to Julius, who was just getting out of the car, and he 

was quite enthusiastic about the photos; he never noticed that Juan Lucas was 

considering a divorce, say. Nilda' d had the idea; she wanted photos, lots of photos, all 

of them together at the main door, photos of the Senor with the Senora too . . . The 

golfer lit a cigarette and ordered mineral water to make it all bearable. Celso ran to get 

them, and that meant the photographer was out of action. Susan began to giggle. Juan 

Lucas took off his jacket, the better to tolerate the whole affair, perhaps, and at that 

moment Celso came back with the mineral water, and Jungle Woman said "Senor, can 

we have you with your jacket on please, for the photo." Susan had mixed feelings, she 

suffered for Juan Lucas, but she wanted to laugh too. Juan Lucas turned down the 

mineral water. Finally they were all there before the main door, he cringing at the 

proximity of the cook's black bristles. Susan stopped laughing and had a strange feeling 

in her stomach, because Carlos and Daniel were two men posing close to her. No, 

watch the birdie, it was done with all respect for the Senor and Senora; the camera went 

click, but then Nilda said "not yet please, let's have another. Don't move. One with 

Julius's candle lighted." And they had to change photographers so Celso could come 
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out in one of the photos too. Juan Lucas lighted the candle and Carlos took the photo. 

"Finito" said the golf champ, then Imelda showed up, and even though she wasn't really 

one with the others, Nilda said they ought to have another (and last) photo with her. 

Juan Lucas took it so Susan wouldn't say he didn't act right to the servants. He looked 

into the little window and played the masochist at doing anything like taking such a 

photo; Susan felt better; Julius looks a real idiot with his little candle, it's about time 

his voice broke; what's the name of that gardener? Christ, but Nilda's bowlegged, that 

washerwoman really does look like a witch . . . the majordomos, just look at them, 

nothing worse than Indians when they're self-righteous: he imagined the camera was a 

gun and he was shooting them. "That's it!" he shouted, looking at Susan and hurrying 

her up, "let's go." But it wasn't possible, because Jungle Woman had made a cake 

especially for Julius and insisted on bringing it for them all to try. Susan said just a 

teeny bit, the Senor hadn't time, and she whispered to him in English to bear with them. 

They passed him his cake and he had to try it, while the horrible Nilda at his side 

actually tried to make small talk with him; well, perhaps not with him, but with his 

wife. Juan Lucas was beginning to enjoy seeing just how far Susan could go with the 

act she put on for people. She really knew how to talk to them, she even inquired about 

their problems, she could talk about things that really affected them without feeling 

anything more than how hot it was out there. "Woman, woman!" he said, taking his 

jacket off again and giving her a lass. She gave him a wry smile and a look which 

warned him there was something moving at his side; Juan Lucas turned and yes, it was 

the gardener, what the hell was he called? what's your name, boy? he was offering him 
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a damp cigarette, dripping tobacco, some vile brand, "May I?" For a moment Juan 

Lucas felt that there were no such things as golf courses, that he'd never played and 

never would again; in the pit of his stomach there was that feeling when an elevator 

starts, and he waited for it to be over and said: "thank you, no more cake." He lit the 

boys' cigarettes and patted their shoulders, thanking everyone; he told Arminda she was 

the world's best washerwoman and called her a true artist. He was going to say 

something to Carlos too but stopped; Carlos was no fool, he'd better not, you didn't 

play games with chauffeurs, not when they're from the coast and know what's what. 

Susan had been watching him, half amused, half surprised. "Let's go, darling," she 

said, thanking him in English, but right in his ear. Only Julius was missing, he was 

gobbling his cake, and, between bites, reviewing his conscience to see ifhe'd committed 

any sins; from the time they left the church everything had changed ... "Come along, 

darling!" Susan called from inside the house, "you can't keep that hot uniform on!" 

And Juan Lucas's voice: "Step on it ... get changed." He couldn't quite hear him, but 

he said something about goddam angel too. 

On prize giving day Julius played "Indian Love Call" with a good deal of feeling, 

but Juan Lucas wasn't there to hear him. And he came second in the class, and Bobby, 

at Markham passed too, though only just. Santiago was the one who had a rough time, 

too much Mercedes, too much running after girls, too many little shop girls, too much 

time in American-type night clubs-he failed; admittedly he failed by only one point, 

and the professor was one of those who took it out on students from the upper classes. 
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Now he had to study English all the time, because he was going to a university in the 

States to study his blasted Agronomy there. They sent him ahead of time so he could 

get used to it and adapt. The poor kid tried to get them to let him spend a few weeks 

more in Lima so he could enjoy the summer in Herradura or Anc6n, but Juan Lucas 

managed to convince him that he'd be better off going early, learning how to get on the 

ball-if not, those gringos'll eat you alive. He wouldn't have any worries about money 

and such things; Juan Lucas would be sending him a small fortune every month, so he 

could rent an apartment near the university if he didn't like living in the dorm. He 

advised him to find himself a little gringa as soon as possible and be careful what he 

was doing, no getting them pregnant and thinking of getting married; marriage was out 

of the question; he'd got to study four or five years and learn how to manage the 

haciendas. Juan Lucas knew what it was like being a student in the U.S., of course, and 

in London, and in Paris; and when he started reminiscing, Santiago decided it was 

exactly the life he wanted to lead. He promised to study during the vacation, and Juan 

Lucas said "I beg your pardon" and nearly shit his pants laughing so much. 

The two of them got along well together; it was sad seeing them say goodbye at 

the airport. Susan kissed her great big handsome boy and told him to look after himself 

and to write, though he probably only would when he was short of money. Then, as 

she saw him leave, she wondered about the strange feeling of relief, and smiled as she 

remembered those women who never look any older and who have children much older 

than Santiago; they're known as rIles immortelles;" she thought of Marlene Dietrich, 

then laughed. What was she thinking about? She waved goodbye to him from the 
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observation deck, smiling when she felt her eyes filling with tears; let's hope you can 

see me, darling. Bobby was really crying, his hero was leaving. Julius, on the other 

hand, seemed more thoughtful than sad; he was scowling, his hands glued to his sides, 

trembling as they pressed against the outsides of his thighs; his beloved brother was 

leaving, the one who got Vilma fired; Vilma, who brought me to the airport when I said 

goodbye to Cynthia . . . 

III 

Not much construction had taken place in that area, and the new school looked 

enormous, standing there with empty ground all around. They'd just managed to malce 

it so the inauguration could take place that April, the beginning of the school year. 

Julius was eight years old now and starting second grade of primary school, his next to 

last year in Immaculate Heart. Afterwards he wouldn't go to Santa Maria, which was 

the logical thing to do, but to Markham; this was probably because his mother's 

grandparents had been English, but in any case, an American accent for lunch spoiled 

her digestion; Susan's pretensions would have been excessive if she hadn't looked so 

lovely, so delicate, that everyone who heard her accepted what she'd said as the most 

natural thing in the world: no, not even a glass of brandy made an American accent go 

down well at lunchtime. Julius nearly died of grief; it felt like an act of treason to break 

the logical sequence of events, from American nuns to American priests. 

But that was far in the future. For now, one must seize the day in the new 

Immaculate Heart. Now the hell with other schools; who said my school's bigger than 
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yours? And with such and similar thoughts, they went in through the back door of the 

school, the one where the school bus used to park, or through the side door where the 

Pirate shook a can full of pebbles and tried to poison them with candy. They put up a 

barbed wire fence and cypress trees so no one could get close to the school, but he'd 

push his hands through and hawk his poisonous chocolates and candy covered with 

germs that could give them typhoid fever. "Don't you notice that the man with the eye 

patch has dirty hands and uses bad language? Are some of you children drawn to sin 

and dirt? Don't you know you can buy clean, decent candy in school, and the money 

goes to the missionaries? ... " and so on and so forth from Carrots, from the very first 

morning starting open war on the competition. The Pirate ran off like a shot but came 

back at recess. It was the same all the time: he acted as though he was scared and then 

came back shaking his can. He's probably still standing there at the side door. 

Gumersindo Quinones had enough room for two school buses, and Morales got 

his football field, the better to train the school team. The children found them there, 

proud and happy, as if they felt they'd finally been granted their due. The trouble 

though was that the school wasn't quite finished, and there were cement bags here and 

there, piles of rubbish around, just enough for the Arenas boys, who'd arrived dirty on 

the first day, to get as absolutely filthy as they felt it their duty to be for the rest of the 

year. Another who was filthy from the word go was Fatso Martinto; he'd passed out 

of preschool now, so they'd given him a fountain pen; God knows how it managed to 

lose its top in his inside jacket pocket and stain all his shirt. But he was still as happy 

as ever, climbing up a pile of sand, threatening to cut down with his sword-stick anyone 



388 

who dared come near, even if it wasn't someone he knew by name. He never had 

problems, he made and lost friends the same way he tracked mud onto the carpets at 

home, and said four times three is a hundred. There he was on his sand pile, trying to 

get people to fence with him, when Del Castillo, without him seeing, poked him from 

behind with a twig; "traitor! II yelled Fatso and rolled all the way down, landing at the 

feet of Mary Charity, a cross-eyed nun who'd just arrived from the States. The nun 

didn't get too upset, but she told him to shake off his uniform immediately, since the 

bell was going to ring and Mother Superior would soon be out to give her speech. 

Some of the littlest ones, the cutest ones, arrived in tears and didn't want to leave 

their mothers. The mothers pointed out other little boys who were acting as though 

nothing was the matter and fitting in in a matter of seconds. The howlers looked at the 

mixers and worked on an inferiority complex for the first time, grabbed mamma's skirt, 

clutching at her thigh with every intention of never again letting go. But then Mary 

Trinity and Mary Charity, all showered and smiling, came up to them and petted them, 

and they knew what it was all about. They told them school was a lovely place, all 

new, and they were going to be sooo happy; moreover, they assured them Mommy 

would be there to pick them up later. Some didn't stop acting up, in spite of it all, so 

the nuns, all patient and kind, showed them their huge rosaries and gave them little 

colored prints, and they took them, glad to get something for nothing, and calmed down. 

At last they let go of mamma for a few hours and let her leave, usually in a great big 

car with a chauffeur or a station wagon driven by a chauffeur too. 
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Morales let those who wanted to be on the soccer team say hello to him, or who 

really admired him without ulterior motives, since he was that kind of cocky cholo. 

Gumersindo Quinones too let a lot of little boys in uniform come greet him; he'd just 

finished his first run of the morning and there he was nodding to the ladies who were 

bringing their children in to leave with the nuns. The schoolyard was filling up more 

and more, the huge school yard with its special squares marked out on the cement 

surface so the children could line up more easily. They would soon ring the bell. 

They'd already realized that here there was more room to run around, this year 

they'd be able to kick the ball full force without being afraid of breaking windows; what 

they still hadn't realized was how very large, how very complete, how excellent the new 

school was: Mother Superior took care of that. 

She told them, with much feeling, that there were I don't know how many 

classrooms; she didn't wait to tackle the subject of the chapel with its special balcony 

for the choir, only the benches remained to be bought, but with time they'd be there too, 

thanks to the generous donations of your parents. She told all about the dining room for 

the ones who stayed for lunch, and the breakfasts the first Friday of the month after holy 

communion. She told them too about the grounds where they'd be able to play football 

under Morales supervision without getting all covered in dirt the way they used to. 

"Now look after the bathrooms!" she ordered, "no writing on the walls, now! remember 

to flush when you've done what you have to do." They all laughed, finding that funny, 

Gumersindo smiled and nodded, and Morales nearly shit his pants laughing, half hidden 

behind some bushes. Mother Superior introduced the new nuns, but since there were 
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a lot of them this year, she didn't have them all speak individually. "Welcome to our 

new sisters and welcome new students! To work! To work, our little men of 

tomorrow! Our future scholars and the good Christians that Peru needs. Let's sing the 

school hymn! Everyone singing, now!" Anyone standing next to a new boy sang as 

loud as possible so the kid would be upset because he didn't know the words. Finally, 

the young woman who taught Spanish-she was really common, they'd seen her with 

her boyfriend on A venida Wilson-she lifted her hand up and gave the indication for 

them all to sing the National Anthem of Peru. 

A few weeks later Martinto'd written UP WITH MARTINTO! on one of the 

walls and was immediately punished: no chocolates for a week. The awful thing was 

when Sanchez Concha broke a third grade window with his slingshot. That really put 

the wind up the nuns, and there was an assembly in the schoolyard with Carrots going 

round pinching people and straightening the lines to they could all hear the scolding. 

Mother Superior yelled at them, called them naughty boys; made them feel everything 

they owed to the new school, even as it was without everything being finished yet, and 

they were determined to dirty it and destroy it. From now on, any bad boys who tried 

to ruin our lovely new school would be severely punished. Mother Superior was almost 

crying, and they were sorrier than they knew how to be, they really felt terrible, they 

were determined to improve, they'd never scribble on a wall again, and every time they 

ate chocolate they'd go straight and drop the wrapper in the trash can. They promised, 

they gave their word of honor, they were really sorry, but even then, as they were 
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singing the school hymn and feeling moved, their hearts filled with love for the old 

Immaculate Heart, Fatso Martinto was busy sticking a nasty candy wrapping to the back 

of one of the Arenas boys. And Arenas couldn't reach it, and there he was for the rest 

of the day with a candy wrapper stuck to his jacket. Next day he showed up with a 

whitish stain, which got gradually browner as the week wore on. The Arenas boys 

smelled bad too. 

During recess groups formed-the fans of the Alianza Lima soccer team and the 

fans of La U. There were quite a few Municipal supporters as well, but Alianza and 

La U were the really important teams. Each group formed a snake at opposite ends of 

the yard and edged forward insulting the other group. Those who supported La U were 

a pack of fairies, allia-di-dah, and things like that, while Alianza fans were all Black 

and la-di-dah at the same time, and go dance a samba, golliwogs! They met in the 

middle of the schoolyard and yelled at each other. You could be a fan of 

Alianza-since no one there was black it was attributed to your love of football, but it 

was only normal to be a fan of La U, there were players with fair hair on the team. 

Even the Municipal team was all right, everyone in Lima knew about Municipal. But 

one day Cano showed up and said cheerfully he was supporting Sport Boys from Callao. 

He tried to get a group together, but nobody joined. Someone said they knife you in 

Callao, the Boys are hoods, and they all turned to look at Cano and realized his tie was 

shabby, he wasn't quite like the rest of them, or something. He didn't know what to 

say, he looked crestfallen, the poor kid had been put down; then someone said that they 

were all crooks in Callao, it's where they kill people. CHno tried to put up a defense, 
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at least of the team, but he made a bad job of it. Then the fans of Alianza and La U 

and those of the Muni began to notice that it wasn't only his tie that was shabby, 

wrinkled, and faded, his uniform was shiny too, and his shorts came below his knees, 

they were too long, and he didn't stand up straight, he had dark rings under his eyes, 

he was skinny, he was pale, he scratched his head, probably had nits; somebody'd seen 

him coming to school on foot and crossing a stretch of waste ground-everything about 

him was different that day. One day he asked someone if he could borrow fifty cents 

and they all looked at him, he'd even stretched his hand out like a beggar and his cuffs 

were frayed. Cano wasn't like the rest of them, and he'd never again say he supported 

the Boys from Callao; he didn't talk much any more, everyone noticed. Another time 

somebody called him "Cano" instead of "Cano" during recess, and they all burst out 

laughing because he really did look like a drainpipe; Julius too had to laugh at calling 

him "Drainpipe," and Cano there skinny and slanting, just like one, but when he saw 

how sad he looked, all pale, he stuck his hands to his sides and marched off to the other 

end of the yard and into the bathroom, then the corridor, and on to the chapel, then back 

to the bathroom, trying to get away from something that upset him about enjoying the 

fun, somewhere you wouldn't have a feeling that was growing stronger and turning into 

remorse. 

The new school had a cloister, arcades round a very pretty garden, and very soon 

they were going to put a statue of the Virgin in the middle of it. In one corner, on the 

right, was the chapel, and not far away from that were steps that led to the upper part 
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of the cloister; the music room was up there. Julius went up for his piano lesson three 

times a week, full of shivers, madly in love, looking for the little nun; as he progressed 

from the afternoon-longing of the cloister to the disturbing scent of the piano, his love 

was more than he could bear. Sister Mary Agnes had brought all her bottles of piano

key perfume to school and was driving him crazy with so many lovely smells. He'd 

dreamed of her wiping down the keys with it before class; afterwards, she dabbed each 

freckle, and he almost caught her in the act, but she'd just finished before he opened the 

door. Since he was dreaming, so much in love, he really had seen her; he surprised 

her night after night as he told her so after pulling her out of the burning kitchen and 

saving her from being eaten by a lion (she'd decided to go to darkest Africa as a 

missionary). From darkest Africa his thoughts strayed to Gumersindo Quinones, and 

from there to the players on the Alianza Lima soccer team and Cano looking an idiot 

when they called him Drainpipe; Julius's night-life was very complicated. He climbed 

the cloister stairs remembering his dreams, dreaming his memories, he could feel them 

but didn't want to let himself go, because he'd nearly managed to get his Chopin prelude 

absolutely right, and he was going to play it now. The little nun was waiting for him, 

sitting there by the piano with all her freckles, and she smiled on seeing him enter; there 

he was about to melt from love and nerves and worrying about getting Chopin's prelude 

right, since it was so serious and so important. Julius gave himself the pleasure of 

worshipping her for a moment and waited to be told to start; he opened his music and 

set his feet together on the pedals, ready to press for tenderness and strong feelings; the 

enormous rosary with the gold crucifix chinked delightfully when she moved, almost 
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a prelude to the prelude, in fact, and she moved again, stretching her arm to arrange his 

hand in the right position with such gentle fingers she must have bathed them in holy 

water; if she touched him with them, with the perfume too, the music book disappeared, 

taking all its notes with it: he hit a wrong note, he always began by making lots of 

mistakes, and because she was so gentle and so shy, she heard one more wrong note in 

her piano teacher's life and looked around the ceiling for some comer to hide her secret 

sighs in; she never let them out but turned smiling to her pupil and told him how and 

why he'd made the mistake, nothing to worry about, he was getting better all the time, 

just start again. But Julius's mind was elsewhere; not on the corrections; her skin was 

to blame with all those cute freckles . . . 

When the lesson was over, the nun opened the door and watched him leave into 

the darkness of the cloister. He went downstairs and towards the patio where there was 

always somebody left, usually the Arenas boys, absolutely filthy, talking to each other 

or to one of the gardeners, quite openly. They lived way out in Chorrillos and they 

came very late to pick them up, perhaps that was why they hadn't time to have a bath 

or have them clean their uniforms. Martinto was another who was often hanging 

around. He'd probably missed the bus on purpose so he could go on fencing until all 

his rivals had left. Julius often went by him, but Patso didn't take any notice, he'd 

probably had millions of friends since they'd been best buddies. He nearly went mad 

challenging the Arenas boys, but they didn't take any notice. The Arenases tended to 

keep apart; somebody said that in Chorrillos the houses were old and ugly, and 

somebody'd seen the Arenas car parked in front of a huge adobe house, and the servant 
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who'd come out wasn't wearing a uniform. It was all right to live in San Isidro, on 

A venida Santa Cruz, and in some parts of Miraflores (never next to the tram lines unless 

you lived in a palace or a big detached house-though if you had haciendas it was all 

right). And the Arenas boys lived in Chorrillos. Nobody invited them to their birthday 

parties but, at the same time, there were two of them and they stuck together, they 

didn't give in like Cano, who the other day had even asked Carrots for chocolate on 

credit, the whole class burst out laughing. Cano never thought, his being poor stuck out 

because he stuck it out, like sticking his foot in it; you might never have noticed, he 

wasn't all that poor after all; in fact, he wasn't really poor, it was only compared with 

others there, but things like crossing the road and going between the station wagons 

when classes were over and marching off alone, round shouldered, across the patch of 

waste land ... just to take a short cut home. 

Julius was busy with his prelude and Susan with her antiques. She went in for 

expensive old things in a big way; it was a good thing, since Juan Lucas was very much 

involved in some new business, investing like crazy, something to do with some 

Americans who were going to handle all the details so he, among other things, would 

have more time for his golf. Night after night he invited boring business people out to 

dinner, and Susan preferred to stay home in the palace, with a friend as lovely as herself 

or someone bright and witty who knew an awful lot about Cuzco school paintings and/or 

folk art from Ayacucho. From afternoon on, she'd have this Englishwoman there with 

her, very distinguished, and when Julius came home from school, they penned him in 
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and went into a song and dance, saying how darling he was in English, over cups of tea 

and toast and marmalade. You should have seen the tea sets Susan had bought! You 

can't imagine! She was really going in for old things ... good things too ... she 

knew what the antiques were called, one by one, it sounded so nice when she said them. 

One day she showed up alone in her Mercedes with an old door she'd bought from a 

convent that was being torn down. Scared to death, she'd driven to the end of the 

world. A policeman told her she was crazy, what was a lady like her doing . . . 

Anyway, she got there and she'd found the door and the workmen whistled and said all 

sorts of things, she was so shocked, they even called her IImamacita. II Susan hadn't 

flinched: she just marched on with her yellow skirt and white blouse until she found the 

foreman. She spoke to him for a few minutes and got the door for a song. The 

foreman said it was no good, but she knew it was priceless, once it was restored for the 

new house. The foreman called to two workmen to put it on top of the Mercedes, and 

they tied it down. The guys were happy, filthy but happy, ten of them more or less 

offered to carry the door for the IImamacitall-of course, they said IISenorall then when 

they addressed her, and had nothing more to say when she paid them all off with a bill 

each. 

All along Avenida Salaverry she'd been thinking about that really clever fellow 

from the highlands, the one who knew how to restore antiques like nobody's business, 

he was a darling little man, and talked nonstop. Juan Lucas would be delighted with the 

door, he always had to drink to everything and she could see him now, with his glass 

raised, inviting his friends to come and look what my wife's just picked up, he'd been 
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delighted with her last purchase too: "Can't imagine what to do with it, but it's 

beautiful," he said as she unwrapped a violin signed by one of the Founding Fathers. 

Susan pulled up, happy, and had them call Celso and Daniel to get the door down from 

the car roof. She'd tell them what to do, they had to be very careful indeed; the filthy, 

rotting door turned her stomach, but she insisted on helping them carry it a little too, 

let me get hold of it there . .. She was busy doing these things when she felt a 

tremendous stinging in her arm and caught sight of the scorpion just before fainting. 

Bobby and Carlos went off in the station wagon like crazy to get the doctor. 

Julius, who was standing at Susan's feet, saw her come to quickly, but the pain in her 

arm was too much, and the majordomos had to help her go up to bed. Nilda came in 

screaming with all sorts of stories about scorpion bites, Senora; now where did it sting 

you? Susan nearly fainted again, no, she didn't remember. Then Nilda said they had 

to act quickly and offered to suck out the sting and wanted to bring some herbs in from 

the garden that she used when she had toothache. Meanwhile, Celso went to ring the 

Senor. Juan Lucas sent word to say he'd be home immediately. 

Since the Senora wouldn't let her suck the wound and was still moaning, Nilda 

thought bringing her baby might help; when she saw him it might cheer her up and take 

her mind off things. When she showed up with the horrible little thing, saying coochy 

coochy coo, say hello to the Senora-poor Susan, with all the servants around her and 

the awful baby about to start bawling, felt she had nobody to turn to and her arm started 

to swell; it wasn't long before it looked terrible, and if that wasn't enough, she 

remembered they had a cocktail party tomorrow, and she could see her arm getting 
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bigger and turning purple; she begged them would they please all leave, just let her die 

there, alone. But at that moment Bobby came back waving his arms to disperse the 

crowd, like a valiant hero, even pushing when he didn't have to, almost stepping on 

Nilda's baby: he'd arrived with the doctor to save his mother's life. The doctor checked 

the bite quickly, asked for a thermometer, Nilda's expression said clearly that doctors 

were a pack of thieves and she could have sucked out the sting herself and it would have 

been all right by now. Julius ran in with the thermometer, and Bobby snatched it to 

give it to the doctor, who'd decided she needed some injections. "It's going to swell 

a bit, Susan," he said, "but don't worry, it'll go down quickly with these injections." 

The doctor was a family friend, you could tell by his tie and the tremendous car he'd 

parked outside, one of those doctors who never mentions the bill, and you'd never be 

so crass as to offer to pay them, no "How much'll that be, doctor?" One of those who 

bills you a small fortune, and is never around when your penniless aunt is dying, poor 

thing. 

A few minutes after the first injection, Juan Lucas arrived, you might almost say 

he was dressed for the occasion with an expression that went with the clothing. He 

greeted his good buddy the doctor and went into the bedroom looking worried, although 

he didn't for a moment believe that a scorpion could ever dare disturb the flow of big 

business and golf that made up his life, it couldn't possibly be a dangerous bite; women 

like Susan don't die tragic deaths, so cut the crap, man! Those things happen to other 

people. Everything's rosy for us, he seemed to tell her as he kissed her and let her bury 

her face in his chest like a spoiled child playing at having her arm swollen for the rest 
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of her life. "A couple of days, It the doctor said, and Juan Lucas laughed, "Susan and 

her antique doors." Then she begged him to tell the truth, that she looked dreadful and 

he wanted a divorce ... "Ha ha, my beautiful woman's been poisoned. .. Celso 

bring the glasses ... " the servants melted away without a word, one by one they 

returned to the barracks after their day's leave on Sunday. 

Julius had had quite a scare. Only now could he come closer to the huge bed 

and break the barrier that had kept him away, causing him to watch the scene in the 

bedroom almost from the door. He wanted to distract Susan, as Nilda had when she 

brought the baby in; he started to tell her about his piano lessons. He tried to make her 

feel just how important Sister Mary Agnes was, with her freckles and the sound of her 

rosary, and how shy she was, but his dreams kept creeping in, including the one he 

hoped to dream that night, making it very hard to keep things straight; he'd better just 

say he was the best pupil she had, and he was learning to playa prelude by Chopin ... 

"Enough of nuns, enough of nursemaids!" said Juan Lucas, impatient because the drinks 

still weren't there; he could see the doctor's knowing smile at the way he'd been cut off; 

it was awful how things were, things weren't right, these men were all ties and nothing 

behind them, they turned them out just to upset him; he felt a lump rising in his throat, 

and it was about as well that Susan pulled him to her to show she understood, to protect 

him close to her breast against another attack of good humor: "Uncle Juan Lucas never 

agrees with you, does he, darling? . .. Oh, my awful arm, oh Juan ... " 

Next day, very flustered, the Nicaraguan ambassador's wife came to visit her; 

she came straight from the hairdresser's and complained how terrible she looked as she 
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kissed Susan and told her that everyone at the Golf Club was absolutely abasourdie at 

hearing of the scorpion bite. Susan welcomed her with smiles, but in pain. Still, you 

should have seen her there in bed with her knitted jacket (made by nuns from Oviedo!), 

her perfect skin, not the slightest touch of make-up, and she really didn't look her age; 

her blonde hair was a little out of place, appropriately, since she was ill, and as a 

finishing touch to the morning light streaming through the high windows, everything was 

filled with the smell of cologne. The Nicaraguan ambassador's wife sat at the foot of 

the bed, said the bedroom was absolutely divine, and told Susan exactly how she'd been 

bitten by a scorpion too, and she began humming a song, probably from Central 

America or somewhere around there: "Oh, the scorpion, corpion, orpion, oh, the ... " 

She spent hours telling about things that had happened at the Golf Club and about people 

bitten by insects or scorpions, in Cairo, in Guanajuato-she'd been allover the place. 

Susan had heard that kind of thing before, so much bla bla with words in French thrown 

in ever so often; what's more, she wasn't sure they were all used properly. She 

couldn't wait for her to leave so she could check the dictionary, she'd just used three 

words that didn't sound right at all. 

In the afternoon, Baby Richardson came round, the one whose brother had been 

so wonderful to them in London. Baby arrived just in time for tea, and Susan rang for 

Celso, who came up with the tray and a little table especially for the sickroom. The 

majordomo-treasurer appeared immediately with everything prepared for a delightful tea. 

Every time he had to go into the Senora's bedroom he acted embarrassed, looking 

sheepish, walking on tiptoe, but Baby Richardson remarked what a very competellt 
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butler he made and asked if he was a pure Indian. She found the toast absolutely 

perfect and let out a stupid little cry of delight when she saw the dish on which the 

marmalade was being served. Susan told her all about the dish, how she'd come by it, 

and so on, and this turned into a long conversation about antiques. After tea, Baby 

brought up the subject of insect bites, half jokingly, and went into a long explanation 

about the effects of certain bites on certain blood types-the finer the blood, the worse 

the effect, according to her. Susan laughed "that can't be right, SCientifically," she said, 

but peered at the swelling under the silk sheet nonetheless, just in case; she pulled her 

deformed arm out of bed to offer Baby a cigarette. At that moment Julius, who'd just 

got home from school, came in. Baby Richardson was absolutely thrilled to see him, 

such a darling he's turning into, and all the usual stuff about how he's grown . .. 

Julius took it in silence, hands to sides, feet turned out; he couldn't stand Baby 

Richardson. She went on about his darling ears and other stupidities, which at least 

didn't sound nearly as bad in English. Susan broke in and asked Julius questions about 

boys who weren't his friends at all ... it made her look bad, but who cares . .. He 

didn't correct her, he knew what his Mummy was like, and he loved her anyway; 

Mummy, always so lovely and in the clouds most of the time. Baby Richardson finally 

said it was time for her to go and nearly fell over getting up; she straightened up and 

said how delightful it had been, all very distillguee, and she hadn't realized her foot had 

gone to sleep. She left passing remarks to the air about that darling little dish the 

marmalade was on . . . 
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* * * * * 

IIOf course it had to go and bite her now, II Juan Lucas thought, as he sat in the 

dining room at the Golf Club, annoyed because Susan had said IIdon't be late back, we 

have the thing with the priest to attend to. II He had to be at the office r,arly next day 

too, otherwise he'd have said to hell with the devoted husband stuff and found a way 

to lay the blame on Julius. 

Susan had become very involved in church matters of late, charitable concerns 

involving the squatters at the old abandoned racetrack. You'd have thought the blasted 

scorpion had infected her with charity, damn it; she'd given up the frivolity of collecting 

antiques, though to tell the truth, there weren't that many left for her to collect anyway, 

and she was going in for serious things. She gave up her siesta and went out in the 

Mercedes, being sure to wash down one of her little green pep pills with an ice-cold 

Coke lest she fall asleep on the way. As it was, she always made it and was a great 

help teaching the catechism and giving out clothing, staples, and medicine to the 

racetrack families. 

She'd been doing it almost from the time Julius made his first communion, which 

was why Juan Lucas laid the blame on the kid for having got his mother involved in all 

that stuff. He was wrong. Susan went entirely by her own free will and was quite 

serious about what she was doing and enjoyed doing it. She'd learned how to give 

intramuscular injections and wasn't in the least repelled by poor people, or even by the 

beggars, surprisingly. Admittedly, she started going to church because Julius begged 

her to, but that was because there was nobody to take him to mass before going to 
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school. The rest followed, later one, when the priest, who was very earnest about 

everything, managed to convince her, and she confessed one morning and enjoyed it 

immensely, with his soft voice and German accent behind the little curtain. As she 

prayed for forgiveness and went overboard with her offering, she found the church 

statues to be really wonderful, so Prussian, so austere, and heading for the Mercedes 

where Julius was dying of impatience, since he was going to be late for school, she 

noticed how really delightful it was to be out in the early morning and remembered 

words like daybreak, aubade, matins, sonnez les matinez, the dawn, the dawn . . . 

words that gave one a feeling of well-being. Actually, it wasn't as early as all that, 

mass had been at seven, but the streets still weren't filled with rush-hour traffic, and she 

felt fresh, fresh from the inside out-some bath salts have the same effect. .. "But not 

always," she thought three hours later, still feeling good, "not always, and it doesn't last 

as long; Lima's so humid you never feel fresh for more than an hour. .. Today, on 

the other hand . . ." 

Three days later she was put in touch with some ladies who were even nicer. 

They scattered their freshness in truckloads over the shanty towns, they spent whole 

afternoons in the shanty towns. They came back covered in sweat and telling 

astonishing tales. One told how she took care of a drunk who'd just been wounded in 

a fight, the man had wanted to attack her and all that, but she'd taken no notice, she'd 

been quite calm and very brave, she disinfected the wound and bandaged it up while two 

helpers held him down so he wouldn't jump on her. Susan, with her hair all untidy, 

livened up by the green pep-pill, looked at the priest and made her mind up: she'd go 
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to the shanties too. "Isn't there one out by the Golf Club?" she asked, hurrying to 

mention that it would save her time, because that way she wouldn't be far from where 

her husband was. The fattest lady in the "we-visit-the-poor group" explained how there 

were shanties allover the place, you won't run short of poverty around here, Senora. 

Susan agreed to go with them next week. 

She told Juan Lucas that night. Julius gave a start and said he'd go with her on 

Saturday afternoons, but the golf champ cut in that it was time he went for his bath and 

to bed, pesky little kid. Then he told Susan to think things over first, they'd talk about 

it. "Why don't we go out for a while?" He told her to dress up, and they were out 

dancing until four o'clock in the morning. How wonderful it was to dance together. 

They were so in love . . . and they talked. 

He really must have given her the works. Next day Susan had no desire to go 

to a shanty town or anywhere else. The committee ladies saw how lovely she looked, 

so delicate, and so much in love that she was quite right to prefer to spend the 

afternoons with her husband. The priest interrupted; he said she could come on odd 

afternoons if she liked, when her husband was busy, and help give out the staples. She 

could take charge of the racetrack families and go there with a social worker, she 

wouldn't be alone. Susan liked that very much, and Juan Lucas had no other option but 

to grind his teeth when she mussed his hair and stroked him and explained how she 

wouldn't be all that far from the house, and the racetrack people couldn't be as 

dangerous as the ones in the shanty towns. "All right, all right," said Juan Lucas and 

snarled at Celso, another one of that lot, to bring him a brandy. 
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That's how Susan's activities began. She got up very early to take Julius to 

mass, and she made holy communion at the same time. Then she came home and had 

her breakfast with Juan Lucas and read the newspaper to him at the same time---certain 

articles, that is, since not much interested him: a friend of his had been named minister, 

Eisenhower was still playing golf, what 'Nas going on in Spain in the bullfight scene; he 

got the real news from his business associates, his advisers, or friends at the office. 

Susan read out the major events, the death of old VIP in Lima, say; he didn't like to 

hear unpleasant things over his orange juice; he didn't say as much, it would have 

sounded pretty feeble of him, but she knew anyway-you don't worry men like him 

with tales of suffering and death. However, she did try to tell him about the racetrack 

families; he put a stop to that immediately, held up his hand, and she felt his narrow 

fingers at her throat. An unexpected tear ran down Susan's cheek a few seconds later: 

now was the time to kiss her on the eyelids, but Juan Lucas couldn't stand that kind of 

thing first thing in the morning over the breakfast table, the butter was melting 

deliciously into the crisp toast, and he hadn't seen her, anyway; the tear dropped, 

splash, unseen, onto the newspaper. 

Julius wasn't there at the time. He arrived at a run just as the hand that had been 

raised went back to its toast. He finished his breakfast at a gulp to get off to school, 

while the tear was opening a route to Susan's sudden, unexpected sadness. He noticed 

it only as he kissed her and left in a hurry for school, a strange, salty taste on his lips. 

Could Mummy be crying? He didn't even notice the way Bobby took the corners, 

risldng everyone's life in the act, his, Carlos's, Imelda's. The chauffeur was telling his 
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brother that this was the last time he let him drive, the same as he said every day, but 

today Julius didn't hear him, he pressed his lips together, trying to taste the tear again, 

yes, it was true, Mummy had been crying. Gumersindo Quinones's big white smile as 

he stood by the main gate convinced him that this morning sadness had been left behind. 

It was his piano lesson that afternoon and all he could think about until around 

six was the little nun. It was very late before Carlos came to pick him up, Bobby'd 

had the bright idea of going to see Peggy, the Canadian girl, and he'd gone off with her 

in the station wagon behind his parents' back. Julius waited impatiently for his mother 

to come; she hadn't been home at lunchtime and he really had to see her. When he got 

home he was pleased to find that everything was back to normal with Susan and Juan 

Lucas: they'd just got back from the Golf Club and were having a sherry with the 

architect and the construction engineer, who'd come to get some things straight about 

the new palace building. Work was going along very nicely, the second story'd have 

its roof on soon. Susan listened to the architect's explanations, she held Juan Lucas's 

arm and pretended to be all ears and delighted at what she heard. And the architect 

went on and on; if they'd let him hold forth for the rest of his life explaining, he would 

have done, to get a glimpse of the way she brushed her blonde hair back every time he 

pointed out something new. The engineer, on the other hand, had no idea what was 

going on; he was very good at his job, but he simply didn't appreciate what a wonderful 

woman this was; the architect looked down his nose at the engineer, while Juan Lucas 

offered them both his excellent sherry. 
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That night Susan and Juan Lucas went to the Hotel Bolivar to pick up some 

friends from Panama. Bobby asked to have his dinner sent up to his room, where he'd 

been talking to Peggy on the phone for hours; he was getting worse every day; they 

were even having their meals together by phone nowadays. Julius was left alone and 

the servants came to keep him company in the big dining room. The only one who was 

missing was Imelda, who'd be finishing her dressmaking course soon and who was 

disliked more by the others every day that went by. Nilda became very worried when 

Julius told her that if her son were to die without being christened he'd be left in limbo. 

Celso and Daniel nodded agreement, and Arminda scowled at her: "Leave all that 

evangelism alone, have him baptized a Catholic." Julius's mind wandered for a 

moment, he looked at his mother's empty chair and tried to reconstruct the morning 

scene: Juan Lucas must have done something . .. But that was a thing of the past by 

now, they'd be eating at some fancy restaurant ... his mother was back to the old 

routine. 

Next day he was sure of it: he went to get her to go to mass and she was fast 

asleep. It made him miss communion. At lunch time she was off playing golf with the 

people from Panama. When he finally saw her in the evening, she was terribly sorry 

and begged him to forgive her for letting him down, kissed him a thousand times and 

said she'd be ready for him in the morning. 

She kept her word-at a quarter to seven the two of them were heading in the 

Mercedes for church. Susan yawned as she talked to him, and he answered, shivering 

with cold on the leather seat. It was too early for her to be loving; Julius, on the other 
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hand, was wide awake and mindful of his words when he talked to his mother; he chose 

them with care: yes, Mummy, the door's properly closed, so at the same time they were 

the most loving words in the world. Anyone would have loved Susan at that moment. 

She'd taken all the church stuff very, very seriously. She'd worked out a certain way 

of living around going to church in the moming, very simple, almost monastic you 

might say, but delightful all the same. She yawned, caressing the yawn with the three 

fingers she'd be dipping into the font shortly. The Mercedes veered slightly, and she 

had to give up yawning to concentrate on the steering; they were still jerking along 

though, because she'd forgotten to change gear; she never did manage to change when 

she should, couldn't make up her mind whether she ought to or not; it took all her 

energy to keep looking straight ahead, as if there were something fascinating about the 

condition of the surfacing; she turned suddenly and noticed Julius was beside her, and 

heavens, that same old woman in black was where she always was, at that same place 

she'd seen her on the curb, when was it? Terrified, she took her foot off the gas 

without noticing the way the Mercedes bumped, and then let herself enjoy a full-fledged 

yawn, the old woman, far in the background and unravelling time until it fell apart into 

little moments which, with enormous effort and patience, she managed to piece together 

into a pretty jigsaw where she would see a little old woman on her way to seven o'clock 

mass every day, walking along the same street, at the same time, of course; Susan was 

getting her sense of time back together, when she again discovered Julius there, but now 

it was the jerks of the Mercedes that had declared war on her; they shook her, she felt 

around for the accelerator, fought, accelerated, but oh dear, now they'd reached the 
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comer, that's not fair! another car might be coming and she'd have to brake and go 

through it allover again; she almost gave up at that point, but then she noticed Julius 

again and the bells were ringing for matins; oh, how she loved that church tower, so 

dignified. 

She couldn't have stood a dingy Spanish colonial church with beggars at the door 

and all those baroque complications at the altar and side chapels the minute you get in. 

If there'd been a sign: NO SPITTING IN CHURCH, it would have done her in at that 

time of the morning. In her parish church there were no beggars, because they knew 

how to run things properly-they had organized charity. Of course, there was a little 

boy from one of the racetrack families asking if he could take care of her car, but you 

can't get away from that, and anyway, it does serve a purpose. His name was Manuco 

and he always said "Senorita" to her and opened the door for her and waited for her to 

put a white handkerchief over her head and remember his name and smile at him. 

Julius closed the door properly at the other side of the car and hurried because mass was 

starting already. 

The church was nearly empty and it echoed: bommm, bommmm, bommmmm. 

Someone tripped coming into the pew; bommm; the sacristan was late, he was closing 

the door, bommm. The sounds came from far away and made the church seem even 

bigger than it was. Then Julius heard another bommm and it was the old woman in 

black coming in. The only different sound came from Senor Aurelio Lovett's feet, 

nervous-in-a-hurry, he went directly to the front; silly old woman, Juan Lucas called 

him, always in church. He cleared his throat and opened his huge prayer book filled 
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with prints and colored ribbons showing the different saints' days and holy days. Susan 

passed her prayer book to Julius to find the place and then forgot to use it and made do 

with feeling righteous and exchanging intelligent glances with Saint Matthew; of all the 

twelve cold, stone apostles standing around her, he was her favorite. From time to 

time, she heard the hurried Latin of the priest, or the sexton's little bell, and Julius gave 

her a look so she'd follow the mass the way she ought to. He followed it all in his 

prayer book with a mother of pearl cover and a gold clasp, Aunt Susana's first 

communion present, along with Juan Lastarria's pen and pencil set. One day Juan 

Lucas saw him coming back from church with his prayer book in his hand and decided 

there and then that there was absolutely nothing more to be done with that little brat. 

Feeling out of sorts, he even mentioned it to Susan, but she only said "darling, isn't it 

a bit early to worry about things like that?" and asked for grapefruit juice instead of the 

usual orange for breakfast. Julius wasn't aware of what had happened and continued 

to use his prayer book every day. It was wonderful to be there with his Mummy, all 

quiet at seven o'clock mass, apart from the bomm bomm noises from time to time, and 

the noise of the footsteps of that rich man who spent so much time praying; all you 

could hear was the sound of a sexton coming in after praying, I don't know how long 

too, from dawn even, in the garden next to a rose bush, and heading for the vestry 

without a sound at all from his shoes; you'd think he was floating, just the sound of his 

cassock, that's what angels' wings must sound like when they go to heaven, and 

Mummy here with her white handkerchief, there goes her hair, she does look pretty with 
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her forehead covered like that, she's concentrating on mass, she's forgotten to push her 

hair back, that white blouse is nice and plain, she hasn't any make-up on at all, she's 

just looking at the altar, thinking of the poor people at the racetrack, is she letting her 

mind wander? what's she thinking about? Mummy, you're in mass! do you know what 

that padre who just went by is called? didn't you hear how his cassock swishes? do you 

hear it? Mummy look at me, like you did yesterday, I want to feel the same way, do 

you feel it too? Only here, Mummy, not at home. Juan Lucas, Uncle Juan Lucas, Juan 

Lucas; Mummy, don't forget to tum today like you did yesterday, do you feel it? it lasts 

from the time we come down and I open the garage door and the seats are so cold every 

morning in the Mercedes, then you start the car and I'm next to you and the car won't 

go and I say what did I tell you, you've got the hand brake still on; don't bother moving 

to third, you've got to take the comer, you looked as though you were going to honk, 

I saw you cringing at the holy water, didn't I? you laughed when 1 caught you, are you 

going to look at me now, Mummy? do you feel it? 1 told you they put it in fresh every 

morning: if we get there first you'll be able to dip your fingers in; "it doesn't matter, 

darling," you saw the way 1 felt, you did put your fingers in, do you feel it? "Julius, 

darling, what page are we on now?" "Here, Mummy, read ... " They smiled at each 

other. 

Outside Manuco said thanks Senorita when she tipped him, get on with it; Don 

Aurelio'll be out in a minute, don't want to miss him, stingy old fart, he's too fine to 

touch his money, drops it into my hand from his purse, thank you sir. Don Aurelio 

went off, immaculate as ever, while Susan at the wheel of the Mercedes remembered 
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vaguely that home was somewhere or other and wished she were there, she almost threw 

her arms around the wheel. Julius, thinking how lovely she was, handed her the key 

from inside her purse. "Ah," she took the handkerchief off and shook her blonde hair 

until they could smell the orange juice back at the palace with Juan Lucas in front of it. 

"I do hope he doesn't want to take me to the Club today, it's the day I go to the 

racetrack. " 

"She's a whiz, my wife's had lots of experience in these things," Juan Lucas told 

the newspaperman, passing him a gin and tonic he'd just mixed. "I don't know a thing 

about them, she's the one to talk to. You'll see." 

"I don't know where to start exactly ... " 

"Don't worry about that, Senora, tell me things as they come to mind. I'll edit 

them down the way they have to be: you'll see how nicely it comes out in our column. 

There's a priest in charge of the new page, he'll give his OK too. Just tell me ... " 

"Well . .. I got in touch with the poor people in the parish. I took my son 

Julius to mass one day, and the priest called me over and told me I could help, any help 

was welcome. He told me to go to the old racetrack. We don't go alone, there's 

always a social worker, a professional with a degree. We don't have a degree, but 

we've learnt how to put injections in. My first experience was with Zoila, Big Zoila, 

the ladies call her ... stop laughing, darling, that's not nice. . . Big Zoila used to be 

a cook, but she has so many children she can't leave them. You know her, darling, 

you've seen that lovely little boy who comes looking for me at times, haven't you? 
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He's such a nice little chap, I call him Pepone, he's so sweet, then there's little Zoila, 

and the others. Hers is a typical case: no husband, lots of children. They needed a 

mattress, and the miserable way they were living in what used to be a horse stall in the 

stable upset me; since it was my first experience, I ran and bought a mattress. They'd 

only one for the lot of them, and no body covering ... " 

"Salud! Want some more ice? . .. Susan's even learned their jargon; 'body 

covering '-she sounds like a social worker." 

"Don't listen to him ... Juan Lucas gives money too." 

"Go on, Senora ... " 

"Big Zoila had gone to live with a man on some waste land. I went to see her; 

it upset me having to leave Pepone, such a lovely little boy ... great big black eyes, 

he looks so sad . .. I can't forget that place, the people were piled up in shacks one 

on top of the other, getting water from the place where some buildings were going up. 

The best houses are made of adobe, but there were some bamboo shacks, some of bits 

of wood, corrugated iron, cardboard, and so on. When they made them leave the place, 

they squatted in the stalls of some stables where the horses used to be, filled with flies. " 

"Susan, why don't you tell him about when Big Zoila sold the mattress you'd 

given her; they'd rather stay with the old one ... " 

"Darling, let me tell it . . . It's my story, after all. " 

"We're all ears, woman. Just a minute, I'll get us another drink. There ... fill 

it up." 
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"I visited them when they were vareadores, that's the word they use to describe 

them; nice word, isn't it ... crop pickers. The stables were better than the place they 

were living. II 

"I think you exaggerate, Susan. II 

"Juan Lucas, dear, you don't know anything about it; the only poor people, as 

far as you're concerned, are your caddies at the Golf Club, and those kids are very 

smart, darling, they're not like the people who don't know how to help themselves. 

Believe me, darling, you don't know what you're talking about ... II 

"Bobby! Julius! Come here! Just hear what your mother's telling them to write 

in the paper . .. Anybody want ice? Write it all down . . . Are you a Christian 

Democrat by any chance?" 

"Please go on, Senora . . . II 

"Every month there's a handout in the parish, one kilo of sugar, one of rice, one 

of noodles . . . II 

"For Big Zoila . . . II 

"Juan, please don't drink any more. You're just a nuisance this afternoon. What 

have you been doing all day? May I go on? Sorry ... he's just like a big kid. 

Yes, we give them cooking oil and an item of clothing . . . II 

'''Item of clothing'-there goes the social worker again ... Carryon, Susan. II 

"I'm sorry ... II 

"Carry on, Susan! II 



415 

"Sometimes we give money, but only in extreme cases, and when the priest has 

given his OK. It's hard not to, because they always ask you, and they're very 

convincing. But I think the priest is right in the long run; we shouldn't encourage 

begging. I like that about the parish, there are never any beggars at the door to pester 

you when you go into church. It isn't like downtown, in, say ... no, maybe I 

shouldn't say that." 

"Say it Susan, tell them what it's like! Forward the ... " 

"Juan, darling, that's quite enough ... We try to help them get ajob and solve 

their marital problems and lawsuits . . ." 

'''Lawsuits' ... imagine. Look at Julius, his eyes are popping. 'Lawsuits! '" 

"He's not listening to you, darling." 

"Don't look at me like that, Susan." 

"We can continue some other time.. " 

"N N " 0, young man. ow or never ... 

"Yes, well . .. Twice a week they have a consulting room, two doctors see 

them, and a nurse, and several ladies to help with the medicine, giving injections, 

cleaning wounds. It's all very well organized with files, records, and so on. There art:; 

families with seven or eight children ... they always have so many children; sometimes 

there's one isn't right, and it's so hard to find a place in an asylum, a special home, you 

understand. Juan Lucas helped me to get one accepted at Larco Herrera Psychiatric 

Hospital. " 
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"That's a lie. I never got anyone accepted anywhere." 

"Darling! Heavens ... And don't drink any more ... " 

"Don't you tell me not to drinl!: any more! I'll drink wine, someday I might 

want to drink and won't be able to, won't be in the mood ... " 

"What's wrong with you, dear? What does it matter to you whether I do this 

work at the racetrack or not?" 

"Susan, oh Susan! First it was old doors, then it was mass with the kid every 

day, now there are these poor people at the racetrack: darling you are just wonderful! 

Salud! Carry on, carry on ... " 

"s 1 d S - C S - ?" a U I enor. an you go on, enora .... 

"Don't look at me, Susan ... carry on ... don't look at me ... " 

"It's true that there are problems, living in all that squalor; rape, quarrels, 

drunkenness . . ." 

"Don't look at me, woman ... " 

". . . they've called me to give an injection after eleven o'clock at night 

sometimes, and I'd .'Jtumble, because the ground's so uneven, I couldn't see a thing .. 

I'll never forget this lovely little boy ... " 

"Pepone, Senora?" 

"No, this one was called Santos. Now that he's well again-I can still see him 

when he had a high fever and was deliriolls-I gave him an injection and he got better. 

It might even have saved his life. " 

"Saint Susana, just like her cousin!" 
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"Anything you like, darling, anything you like. Just let me live my way and you 

live your way. That's all, Juan Lucas ... once and for all, darling. I'm not really one 

of your kind, darling. You and your great big Jaguar racing from here to the Golf 

Club, you love that, but darling, I'm not like that, can't you accept that?" 

"You look happy enough when you drive up to the Golf Club in your great big 

Mercedes, deeeeaaaarling . . ." 

"Well, once and for all, you can give the Mercedes to Bobby and get me a Mini-

Minor ... " 

"Mini, hell, what's all this? Come on, finish this speechifying once and for all 

" 

"Finish your drink then, darling. .. I'm awfully sorry, Senor, I'm nearly 

through. These people I'm talking about, contrary to general opinion, and in this I 

differ too, are extremely grateful for anything one does to help. . . Julius, darling, 

stop biting your nails ... They aren't embittered, they treat me very politely. It'sjust 

a matter of dealing with them politely oneself and not throw charity in their faces ... 

not flaunt ... what one's doing. You have to be nice to people, really like people. 

They've been very appreciative to me, and every time I go ... " 

"What did I tell you: Saint Susana ... she's even getting to look like her cousin 

... here, put some more ice in ... " 

"They love me, darling! I'm sorry, speaking English, but they do love me. The 

social worker jokes about it, she says they'll be putting a statue up . . . I never give 

them money. They come for medicine or an injection. I never turn people away ... " 
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"And they filthy up the railings with their hands . . ." 

"So funny! They can be very nice ... Sometimes I give them an injection, and 

they say 'How much is that, Senorita?'" 

"And because she doesn't charge, they're going to put a statue up, there among 

the stables with all the flies." 

"Darling, are we having afight?" 

"Yes we are, Susan. Bobby, go get the Jaguar out of the garage ... " 

Pando Very Dry Sherry. Shipped and Bottled by Williams and Humbert, Ltd., 

Jerez and London. Produce of Spain. Juan Lucas stroked the bottle as he showed it to 

Bobby and told him he should learn about sherry. At that moment Carlos came in with 

the boxes of cigars. "Put them by the sherry," said Juan Lucas and felt how the two 

together gave him the sensation of being in Madrid this October bullfight season. 

Sherry and cigars formed a little altarpiece to the corrida, stacked up there, boxes of 

cigars, bottles of sherry, then red wine like the blood of the bulls as the afternoon draws 

to a close with pasodobles, and in the evening Peruvian guitar music through all the 

rooms in the old house, because it's 1800 now, gentlemen, that's what it says in the 

song, three more scotches and "to October, the purple month!" The bullfighters have 

already arrived in Lima, they've got all these superstitious beliefs, and not one of them 

says it's bad luck to get into that sonofabitch's Cadillac, that goddam impresario who 

hasn't decided yet whether Briceno's coming or not; after all we've heard of how they 

cheered him in Spain, it's about time we saw him in Lima. EI Gitano was photographed 
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at the old airport with his little bit of wood, there's nothing made of wood on the jets 

and he's got to touch wood. And Juan Lucas can't wait for Susan to come down, there 

he is, waiting by the sherry, for the invitations these next few weeks; he still can feel 

the shower, cold water so bracing on his tanned shoulders, his still-broad shoulders, 

getting his skin ready for those Viyella shirts that had just arrived from London, for the 

silk ascot at his neck; somebody once said it was sexy, at three o'clock in the morning 

to be exact, in just such an old house. He heard a step on the stair and here comes 

Susan, lovely as ever, to shine at his side until the October season is over. Susan, 

blonde as the sherry, crazy about the corrida too, she calls all the bullfighters by pet 

names, Curritos, you'd think she was in love with them, and when the afternoon 

bullfight is over, there she is surrounded by them in those old houses, when they've got 

over being terrified, and she graces them with her voice and her words, and they look 

at her, begging to be called darling, and she does, and they're more Andalusian than 

ever, more gypsy than ever, they strut around her, full of themselves, spouting rhymes 

in drunken despair that Lorca never got around to collecting, until she gets rid of them 

by introducing them to blonde girls whose fathers raise bulls, who tum into little Ava 

Gardners just from mid-October to the end of November. Susan kisses Juan Lucas and 

calls Julius, because they're all going to eleven o'clock mass and on to the Peruvian 

luncheon, and then to the corrida, everybody rushing around saying hello before the 

cuadrilla comes out and marches around. Celso hands Juan Lucas the jacket of the day, 

and he puts it on saying "nobody takes prayer books today, it puts the damper on 

things." Susan arranges his ascot but not his hair: that's just right, with grey temples 
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making him look distinguished and better still in profile, so somebody'll probably take 

a photo while EI Gitano's waving his cape about, side view of an aficionado; ha, that'll 

really give some lady on the shady side a thrill. Susan leaves his hair alone, it'll blow 

a bit and look just right, this goddamned sonofabitch even knows how to muss his hair 

so it looks right, just right for a man, no wonder Susan prefers him to ·the bullfighters, 

who, after all, are products of poverty, and some of them' d make the bulls look 

intelligent. He still has what it takes for Susan, especially now he's taken to giving the 

odd coin or two to her Pepone whenever he sees him, and lets him come into the yard 

and wash down the Jaguar; well, she doesn't go to the racetrack as much as she used 

to, there isn't time in October with the season and all that; "I'll be back," Susan's 

thinking. Juan Lucas has one of those voices, the tone of a man who's absolutely sure 

of himself, she couldn't really get away from his way of being, not get along without 

it any more; just to see him so in control, never totally drunk, even when leaving a 

party at those old houses where they have Blacks entertaining like they did when there 

used to be slaves; even they all know him and think he's great; no matter where he is, 

he's at home--in London, in a party here in Lima. "Let's go, Julius, hurry up, 

Bobby," says Susan, and asks how many bottles of sherry there are altogether, reading 

on the label all it says about Jerez and London, and feels a familiar pang, like a call of 

the blood. 

Juan Lucas at church now paces around like a caged lion in the chimp's cage. 

He lets the children and Susan go first in their pew. Nobody knows what he's thinking, 

but he's feeling better, getting into his go-to-mass stance that he adopts on Sundays, not 
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one he has assumed with much deliberation; he probably learned it in the haciendas, 

from way back; he certainly didn't invent it. Now he goes to church with Susan on 

Sundays, not always on time, admittedly, and the priest is pleased; Susan is winning on 

this point, her religious fervor winning out. Juan Lucas hears a noise at his side, looks, 

and finds Susan praying. Mass has begun and a priest is handing out hymn books, 

walking down the aisle between the pews on both sides, he looks at Juan Lucas as if he 

could hand him the secret of salvation, and he doesn't thank him, because one doesn't 

thank people in church, and moreover, what the hell is he expected to do with this book 

with its cover on like Julius's school books. He hands it to Julius, but he has one 

already, he hands it to Bobby, Bobby says he has one too; "take it, Susan;" she shows 

him hers. He puts it on the bench and tries to forget it was meant for him. He looks 

at the cuffs of his Viyella shirt and wants a gin and tonic. "'Morning, Sir," murmurs 

someone who wasn't at his side a minute ago; it's Arminda the washerwoman, very 

proud to be there next to the master, with the family. Juan Lucas gives the book to her, 

but dammit, she's got one too. "Let us sing," says the priest who handed the hymn 

books out: "Page twenty-seven," and he begins singing as he walks along, giving the 

tune; he goes up and down, leading them in the singing, come now, louder; Juan Lucas 

hears an awful noise, it's Arminda singing at the top of her voice, doesn't matter how 

ridiculous she sounds, and at his other side something quite wonderful, Susan, low and 

lovely, it's as if she really believes God's listening to her, "what a darling little 

hypocrite she is," he thought, "she's decided it's fashionable to be religious and she 

actually looks as though she is." Something's touching his arm, it's Arminda: "it's page 
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twenty-seven, Sefior, for you to sing." He takes the book and makes it look as if he's 

trying to find the page and not find it until it's over, but here comes the priest, fuck-off 

will you, Padre; there he is brimming over with love of humanity, and because they 

tortured him in China, at least Julius says so; "let us all sing!" His arms up, just as if 

he were conducting an orchestra, he was organizing things and making everyone sing, 

everyone but Juan Lucas, who felt like calling "ole." 

But the singing padre, with lips as round as his tonsure, was filled with love as 

he sang; he never lost hope of getting something good out of this gentleman. He came 

by again, on Julius's side now, and nodded to Juan Lucas, who probably wasn't really 

all that bad. "This way, Sefior," he said, "to help with the collection." Juan Lucas 

would rather have taken a rain check, but Susan, Bobby, and Julius, surprised, 

delighted, smirking, pulled in to the bench so he could get by. And the singing priest 

with his mouth like a tonsure smiled his thanks and nodded to follow him to the table 

with the collection basket. He explained that he should start with the first row and work 

his way to the back, then work his way back to the front on the other side, make the 

sign of the cross, kneeling of course, then repeat in the other aisle--the church was too 

wide across to do both sides at the same time, you could only reach half way across. 

"Yes, doctor," said Juan Lucas to the singing priest, remembering God knows why, this 

big Black fellow he'd heard talking to a priest once and cussing freely then saying 

"pardon, doctor," every time, and the priest going white as a sheet. This priest made 

no comment; he was probably pleased that he knew he had his doctor's in theology; he 

was a smart, manly sort of fellow, right to call him "doctor" and not say "padre" like 
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everyone else. It occurred to Juan Lucas that the next time he was standing next to a 

priest with Julius around he'd make a point of saying "doctor," if only to annoy the little 

pest, who probably didn't even know priests took a degree in theology and deserved to 

be addressed as doctor too; I bet he thinks I'm turning religious. "Start now," said the 

priest, and Juan Lucas went forward to the first row on the right and coughed so they'd 

notice he was there, and now was the time to start rummaging in their purses for coins. 

Lot's of people he knew in the first few rows, businessmen with ascots around their 

necks on Sunday or with suits appropriate to the slightly warmer season, who handed 

over crisp new bills as if they were trying to get rid of them. Others not only handed 

over money themselves, but, good family men, made sure the wife and kids had 

something to hand over too, ready and waiting before Juan Lucas got there. And when 

he got close, the men in the first few rows, the types who always go to mass on Sunday 

in spite of the priest being a pain who keeps after them and always manages to bring up 

some Sunday that it's easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for us 

... ; you'd like to keep track and not come that Sunday next year, but we always 

forget. When Juan Lucas came by, they smirked in his direction-they got you too, 

golf champ; the Board of Directors should see you now; "have the Pratolinis decided 

to invest yet, Juan?" and their wives said good morning, thinking how good he looked, 

hating Susan if they weren't friends of hers. On he went; he saw at the back one or two 

people he might have known too, employed in his business, perhaps, turning over the 

cleanest bill, explaining to the wife . . .; one of the daughters noticed how he looked 

like the husband of that princess, you know the one we saw in Paris Match and was 
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very sorry not to have such a rich handsome father herself. At the back Carlos handed 

over a few coins, and there was a glut of chatas,· they must be the ones who sing so 

terribly, about as well they could reach the basket out front and didn't have to rub up 

against his Viyella shirt. One had to put her baby on the bench, open a filthy little piece 

of rag, a handkerchief she'd taken from her pocket, what the hell's she doing? my God 

look where that one keeps her money . .. "Thank you, thank you," Juan Lucas 

repeated, rather fast, because the baby was starting to yell for its mother to pick it up 

again, but its mamma hadn't finished tying up the sickening handkerchief yet. Now up 

the other side, back toward the front row again and everything just the same at the back, 

three this side with money tied in rags, and the priest: "let us sing, page thirty-three, " 

and that's the one with "let us sing of the love that is greater than all"-so that's where 

it's from; you hear the cook humming it when you go get ice for your drink-there's 

an awful noise coming from the kitchen; it's the cooks who sing these hymns, though 

Nilda's a protestant, Julius says. .. "We'll be coming round the mountain when we 

come," sang Juan Lucas to himself as he reached the front again; the basket was heavy, 

those at the back had put nothing but filthy coins in. Here were the faces he 

recognized, he was going to have to genuflect and not get his knee on that filthy floor, 

there were several camels on the left who wouldn't make it through the needle either. 

That's where his own lot was; isn't that just like Susan, asking Julius for money; she's 

lovely; he only has enough for himself; now she's trying Bobby, he'll lend her 

something, but it's not enough; "Bobby please, here's Juan Lucas," Arminda with a 

filthy bill of course, all happy because Juan Lucas is here and they could give him 
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something, and he, looking a real jerk, with the little basket; hey! what's going on? 

Susan, stop that! she's sticking her tongue out at me; Bobby, looking very serious, he'd 

never do it, Julius is pleased, it surprised him. 

The singing priest came by, singing and making everyone in their pews sing, and 

Juan Lucas in front of him putting the biggest bill of all into the basket, instead of the 

priest's mouth where he'd have like to have done, and the priest looking pleased, 

keeping time with the music and loving all the faithful s rich and poor. Three girls 

smiled at Juan Lucas, and he gave them a look that brought their hopes up, next week, 

same time in mass, you ShOllld see him, he's terrific. A member of the Golf Club asked 

him where he'd be sitting at the bullfight that afternoon, same place as usual, and they 

agreed to see each other there. He kept on, a teenager, a pretty blonde girl, probably 

misunderstood by her parents, was singing to him of the love that is greater than all, at 

the top of her lungs, right in his face, and she held up three fingers; how was he to 

know that for three Sundays now she'd been dying for him; back to the place where they 

give coins, filthy ones at that, through it as quickly as possible, then back to friendly 

waters, the other side of the aisle, ready, allover, back in front of the altar. He stood 

there with the basket, waiting for someone to sing "put it there friend, put it there," and 

here was tonsure-mouth again, smiling, hand it over, thank you very much indeed, you 

can go back now. "Now let us sing the hymn on page fifty-five, and don't you forget, 

sir, a hymn is twice a prayer. II "Ah yes, doctor, of course it is," said Juan Lucas and 

went back to his pew amid the admiration of women young and old, and Susan, who 

adored him and who needed him at her side again. 
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After mass Carlos drove them to the apartment of a Spaniard, Luis Martin 

Romero, who wrote on bullfighting for one of the Lima dailies and signed his articles 

Pepe Botellas. Romero wrote articles all year round, and everyone in Lima read him 

like crazy, but only in the weeks leading up to the season and while it lasted; people in 

Lima had to be able to argue about the corridas during October and the first weeks of 

November but didn't give a shit after that, until next year. Not the ones who were at 

the lunch though, these were people who knew what they were talking about when it 

came to bullfighting, they even had complete libraries on the subject, books all morocco 

bound with gold lettering. Carlos stopped in front of the building where the critic lived, 

and Juan Lucas told him to take the children home so they could have lunch quickly. 

"And you hurry up too," he added, helping Susan out, "be back here as soon as 

you've finished, to take us all to the bullring." 

The elevator door opened at the fourth floor; from it you could hear flamenco 

music, which a perfect stereo system allowed them to appreciate to the full once they 

entered the apartment of the fat guy, Luis Martin. A majordomo was waiting to let 

them in, and now you could hear all those manly voices, all those Spanish accents, all 

those Spanish expressions involving testicles and excrement that men of the world 

learned in Spain in bullfight circles: "Cojones," "Me cago ell veinte,'" Lima was now 

hearing them, and they seemed quite appropriate, a transfusion of new blood that their 

biographies demanded of them with the passage of time. They gave each other bear 

hugs, slapped their backs noisily as they came in. Luis Martin Romero yelled out 

"Years since I saw you" as Juan Lucas appeared and came up to give him his manly and 
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brotherly embrace. Then he kissed Susan and told her he hadn't lost hope, even though 

he was fat and ugly, she'd love him some day. Susan, lovely as ever, kissed him and 

took his arm and told him if he ever gave up his awful cigars-there was one hanging 

from his bottom lip even now-she'd be there running. "Give up cigars? not on your 

life!" yelled the fat man to general laughter. Someone turned the sound up and the 

apartment vibrated with flamenco guitars, and Romero, cigar in mouth, went back to the 

bar to fix another round of pisco sours with his magic formula, whose secret would be 

buried with him unless Susan asked for it ... another burst of laughter from everyone, 

while Susan and Juan Lucas greeted more people and the room filled up. The spicy 

appetizers of Concepci6n de los Reyes, a Black woman who'd spent sixty years as a 

cook in Malambito. It took a Spaniard, me, Luis Martin Romero, to discover her and 

to convince her to expand her business, to open a decent restaurant for the tourists, who 

go crazy for Peruvian food. Isn't it great to have dual nationality! Just wait till you 

taste it!" And she was there too, they'd brought her in a taxi; the poor thing didn't 

know where she was until they spread all the ingredients out on a table in the kitchen, 

then of course she felt at home and started in right away ... what a cook that old Black 

woman ... what an artist, just wait, friends, she'll fix you a . .. "Hey, Fatso, what 

about my pisco? When do we get the next round?" "Here it is, in my very hands!" 

answered Romero. "I've been in Peru for twenty years and by now nobody fixes a 

better one, that I'll vouch for!" He was stirring away, dripping sweat, whisk whisk by 

hand, since he hated electric mixers and liked to feel as if he were a bartender shaldng 

a cocktail, playing the maracas with it, bits of ice rattling in the silver shaker, and the 
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fat man so very knowledgeable about good living felt himself carried off to the 

Bahamas. 

Only for a minute though. The flamenco guitars, the voices of the cantaores in 

perfect stereophonic sound, the posters around the bar, the living room, bedroom, study, 

bullfighting posters, and look! there's one of the corrida you missed, they brought fat 

Romero back to earth and the present, and he opened the silver cocktail shaker, wrapped 

it in a white cloth from the kitchen, caressed it with his fat, pink hands like a baby in 

diapers, and proudly poured the foaming whitish liquid into the cocktail glasses, 

announcing happily: IIHere comes another round of pisco sours. Susan! Juan Lucas! II 

he called to guitar accompaniment, IIjust try this nectar of the gods. II He passes them 

the drinks himself in new glasses, for their fingers, for their lips alone. They sip, they 

gush, each in their own way; Susan, lovely as ever, brushes back the lock of hair that 

fell forward with perfect timing, just as Romero came by; she looks out of the window, 

half dreamy, half in love, makes out the district of Lima they're in and turns to smile 

and take the glass, tries it, and her hair falls again. At last: lIit's delicious, darling, 

absolutely delicious, II and kisses his two fat cheeks as a reward, then turns to look for 

Juan Lucas, glass in hand. The fat man crosses his living room happily, amid applause, 

admired, with a life full of friends, he's pink and pudgy, all ass and tit; but it's October, 

time for him to wear his snow-white guayaberas from Panama; he's found his style and 

sticks to it, that's what his friends like about him; just because he's fat doesn't make 

him a fool, or effeminate, or a fag; he's the fat man who yells what he wants when his 

friends are around, shouts orders, he's spoiled and temperamental, but loyal, loyal, 
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that's why those men with their deep voices all respect him so, invite him out, take him 

places, and he fixes them his pisco sours, never missing a beat-how well he's caught 

that criollo walk, how well it suits him, his manly fatness, and the devil take the 

hindmost; it must have needed quite a bit of secret effort in the morning. But once he 

got the knack, that well balanced stroll with no pink flab spilling over at the edges, 

nothing exaggerated, nothing effeminate; once he mastered that way of walking, he's off 

to the cafe across the street from the press to meet his friends for the first time that day; 

up to the newsroom and down again around noon, off to the Italian bars on corners of 

downtown streets to find his important friends, VIPs like Juan Lucas, to enjoy an 

aperitif and those excellent meat patties, empanadas; the Chilean ones are the best of 

all. 

Afterwards, it's lunch for the fat man at a friend's or some restaurant, always 

one he discovered, then back to his apartment for a long siesta with intervals spent 

reading for a quarter of an hour, and back to sleep again, awake and asleep until it 

easier to breathe, and off again downtown where new friends and new drinks await, 

drinks that often last all night in bars where you've never tasted better chicharrones, 

bars in La Victoria or in the old Lima, Across the Bridge, nothing to be afraid of, even 

if they are dangerous parts of town, since everyone knows the fat guy-all he has to do 

is ring and they open straight away because of his walk and the way he's one of us, so 

criollo, he's the fat guy, he belongs, so he's safe in streets where decent people never 

go and nobody, nobody ever whistles after him thinking he's a fag, nobody ever calls 

out "You crazy queen!" certainly not. 
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"Terrific!" exclaimed Juan Lucas on trying the pisco sour, "you've hit on the 

perfect formula, my dear professor. " 

"Here comes another! Here's another." 

And the fat man handed round the glasses from a little silver tray. Now they 

were talking bullfights. Susan, surrounded by girl friends or people she'd just met, was 

telling about the new house, what it would be like, more or less, but actually she was 

bored to death if Juan Lucas moved from her side. At that moment Romero appeared; 

he'd been in the kitchen a few minutes and now brought out, squeezed against his snow 

white guayabera, the little old Black woman, Concepcion de los Reyes, so everyone 

could see her and admire and applaud her. "Come on, Carlos, let's have some Peruvian 

music," one of the guests called, "we need to get in the mood for what's coming! And 

applause for the artist who prepared what's coming!" And Concepcion de los Reyes? 

What did she think about it all? She just smiled, an old woman, hardly able to 

understand this new admiration people from her master's world were feeling for the 

likes of her. Did these things really mean anything? Or was she just being 

congratulated and smiled at by strange people who had whims like that? Luis Martfn 

grew tired of singing her praises, someone shouted ole! and his jewel was taken back 

to the kitchen to prepare that wonderful ocopa she makes. Quickly now, it's getting 

late, he's got to be at his special reporter's place to hold court and criticize the toreros' 

every move. 

Half an hour later, Susan was burning up from all the hot spices; Juan Lucas 

called her a brave little gringa, made her eat bread, which worked better than water or 



431 

wine, he said. The guests, almost through eating, were asking for coffee and brandy 

before leaving. The stereo started to play flamenco again, and someone who knew what 

he was talking about explained just why this was the best cantaor there was right now, 

and Susan, who'd had three pisco sours before lunch and a good deal of wine with it, 

said of course, he was fabulous, a daaahlingJ "How do you know? you've never met 

him," said Juan Lucas, thinking what a love she was now he had seven of the fat man's 

piscos inside him. Somebody came in just as Susan, lovely as ever and quite 

embarrassed, was hiding her head in his Viyella shirt, kissing him where he smelled of 

Yardley shaving cream and adoring the wonderfully masculine way he was flushed with 

euphoria. 

"Gargajo L6pez of Peru, come in you old snot-ball!" shouted Romero to an ugly 

little man who was just arriving; he was rather deformed, and wearing an old suit and 

with a filthy shirt collar. That's the way they talked to each other, these good buddies, 

that was their way; Snot-ball began to greet people and said he'd already had his lunch, 

that he'd had an invitation he couldn't refuse at a comadre's house. He was an excellent 

newspaperman and ugly as he was, in a place where the music, the wine and brandy, 

and the beautiful women made him look even uglier, Snot-ball had his admirers among 

the men, who slapped him on the back, told him he'd got uglier in honor of the fiestas; 

he turned his back on the women he didn't know and headed for his buddies before 

someone's grimace of repUlsion condemned him to the role of outsider forever. They 

offered him drinks; they offered him drinks so he'd come out with terrible curses and 

those snide, witty remarks that had won him a place in bars and where people got 
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together, in spite of his being so repulsive and filthy. "But why?" wondered Susan; 

even Juan Lucas had joined the group around the ugly little man and was standing, 

brandy in hand, cigar in mouth, listening to Gargajo's dreadful comments about Romero 

being so fat and how he'd caught him stark naked one hot day, sweating and thirsty, 

sitting in a wicker chair on the terrace of his apartment writing his column. Susan's 

curiosity got the better of her, she came closer, Juan Lucas introduced him to her using 

the same disgusting nickname and she shook hands with a moist scarecrow's claw; the 

man never looked you in the eye. She stood there in the group, listening to his jokes, 

the witty way he described things, and soon she was laughing too and glad to be 

enjoying the things Juan Lucas enjoyed, she even called him darling three times, trying 

to make him less repulsive, but it didn't work; Snot-ball was as awful as ever and being 

hypersensitive, soon caught on to her game; he felt his own repugnance, shone no more 

that afternoon, and became the dirty, deformed little man he was. 

"You'd have to be a novice at eating not to appreciate this ocopa. Nobody cooks 

like my negra," shouted Romero as they rushed out to their cars. Carlos, Bobby, and 

Julius had been waiting for some time in the Mercedes. Juan Lucas made Bobby move 

to the back and sat next to the chauffeur to show him the short cuts and where there was 

less traffic. Susan sat behind, opened her bag to check her make up and screamed she 

was horrible-she must go home to freshen up, but Juan Lucas told her politely to go 

to hell, there wasn't time, and when she tried to complain, stuck his watch in her face. 

Susan was sorry she'd drunk so much and began thinking of an ice-cold Coke as soon 

as they reached their seat in the first row. Juan Lucas had told Carlos to go through 
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green beat him to it and he had to brake quickly, "Screw the lot of you," he called out 

with a Spanish accent and paid no attention to the aspersions on his legitimacy being cast 

by the other drivers. A few minutes later the Mercedes was going along A venida 

Abancay. It was the first time that Julius had driven through the old districts of 

downtown Lima, and he was all eyes. Susan, at his side, put her dark glasses on to blot 

out everything, because it was so wearying to be reminded of all that poverty after such 

a heavy lunch with all that wine; it certainly didn't go with a bullfight. "What a lovely 

day, we've been lucky," said Juan Lucas, showing Carlos all the nooks and crannies he 

might nip into to gain a fraction of an inch on the car at the side. "We're going to have 

a hell of a time finding a place to park," he added. "Carlos, get as close as you can to 

the entrance, I'll point out where we go in and you wait for us there when we come out, 

try not to park too close so you can pull out later." Poor Carlos kept his eyes on the 

car in front, the Senor was so impatient he was going to make him crash. The 

Mercedes made it to the old district, Across the River, with poor Carlos avoiding the 

people who were making passes at the car like bullfighters either in trying to get across 

the road or just for the pleasure of irritating the drivers; others who couldn't make it 

across the road yelled obscenities which made their way through the windows along with 

smoke from the stalls where women were cooking. Such a mixture of people of all 

ages, of all colors, catch me if you can, in the surge to get to the bullfight, with Julius 

afraid but still sticking his head, big ears and all, out of the window, pulling it in when 

a black teenager, fifteen or so, stuck his head right in the car and popped his gum 

almost in Susan's face, or when a one handed man stuck a stump covered with lottery 
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almost in Susan's face, or when a one handed man stuck a stump covered with lottery 

tickets in, crying "millions to be won tomorrow morning." Susan felt sorry for a car 

that had got its bumper hung up on the one in front: "Oh dear, they're going to miss the 

beginning while they get unhitched." "They're certainly going to miss it if they spend 

all the time arguing," Juan Lucas looked at the chauffeurs of the two cars, "they're still 

only at 'shit, man!'" Bobby, who never used foul language in front of Peggy the 

Canadian girl, was quite shocked at the words Juan Lucas was using in front of his 

mother that afternoon. Julius was worried too; wasn't it a sin? but mostly he was 

fascinated by the mad scene around the Plaza de Acho bullring that sunny Sunday; the 

poor kid was rather frightened and Susan must have noticed it in spite of her dark 

glasses and the need for an ice-cold Coke, because she squeezed him and whispered in 

his ear "we're off to the Plaza de Acho, oIe," and for a moment they shared a secret. 

Together they enjoyed watching the crowd outside the bullring: sailors, Americans, or 

French, you always find them, they're always drunk, and they're always wanting to see 

Manolete or El Cordobes; hordes of filthy kids yelling Mister asking them for 

something, trying to sell them something, hoping to snatch a wallet; young fellows with 

their girl friends from San Isidro or Miraflores trying to protect them with their bodies 

so no fucking cholo can stick his hand where it shouldn't be, and at the same time 

smoking a cigar that makes them sick, trying to find their seats with their tickets in their 

hands, and saying Hi to another guy from the university who's there with a good

looking girl who mustn't be prudish either-"they're going into the sunny side too, she's 
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not afraid, not a silly bitch you've got to bring to the shady side or nothing; shit! when 

I've got my degree and I'm working, I'll be able to get tickets in the shade, down in the 

first row next to the barrier too, I'll have it made. We'll all have it made, she won't 

be a silly bitch you've got to take to the shade then, she'll be my wife and she'll go 

where I tell her to." Other folks like Juan Lucas are telling their chauffeurs to pull up 

as close as they can to the entrance and then go park. And the chauffeurs sweat and go 

ahead just like Carlos is doing, until a cop calls "Stop! Enough of that, keep to the 

right." 

And they blow their whistles like mad and make you pull over because here 

comes the President of the Republic with his retinue in super-long black cars which 

shine in the sun and dazzle the poor folk's eyes as they try to stick their noses in and 

see the President close up, and tonight they're going to get drunk and say "Up with 

Peru! shit! they wouldn't let us in to play soccer in the Olympics in 1936 because we 

were Black! Up with Lolo Fernandez, Up with Manguera Villanueva, Up with Peru! 

Shit!" and the President waves his hand and smiles at the faces steaming up the windows 

with their breath and dirtying the body of the super-long black Cadillac with their filthy 

sweaty palms; these people won't get in to the bullfight, a few might sneak in, they buy 

tickets and sell them at a profit, amble around looking for something somebody's 

dropped until the President comes out again just before the finish, to wave at him again 

if they don't push me away, and then go and catch a fellow like Juan Lucas to look after 

his car; though they don't distinguish people, they don't know who they are, but they 

know which cars are expensive "Look after your car, Senor?" And when it's all over 
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and getting dark, all you can see are bits of paper and cigarette butts allover the Plaza, 

and that's when they go off to get drunk on the tips they've made. 

A mulatto with a red cap in keeping with the holiday showed Susan, Juan Lucas, 

Bobby, and Julius to their seats and put cushions on the places, in the shade, first row 

up by the barrier. Hundreds of people say Hi to Susan going down the stairs to her 

seat, but it was too sunny and she couldn't see who was there; what's more, oh how she 

needs her ice-cold Coke. Lovely, Susan, dying to know who the visiting toreros might 

be. Juan Lucas began explaining very patiently that the entrepreneur was one royal 

sonofabitch because he hadn't brought Briceno, the best one there was right now. One 

by one he named the bullfighters who were going to appear and reminded her she'd seen 

El Gitano when they were in Madrid. Susan said of course she remembered, because 

she didn't like to contradict him, or because Juan Lucas looked so handsome, or because 

she couldn't remember and couldn't be bothered. Juan Lucas pointed out the three main 

toreros who were getting ready to parade round. He still hadn't sat down, he looked 

up at the rows above and on either side and nodded to dozens of people all appropriately 

dressed. Bobby was going mad at the quantity of pretty girls all around and decided 

he'd bring Peggy some day, even though she hated bullfighting and called it savage. 

Miss Universe showed up just then, a super blonde Swede that year, and all the 

playboys lighted their cigars again and fancied their chances. 

On the sunny side all the sailors who'd managed to get in without having their 

cameras stolen got ready to spend the entire afternoon watching the corrida through the 

eye of a camera. They ordered beer and paid straight away, never seeing any change: 
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"I'll be back, Mister." Groups of young men talked about breeding bulls, past seasons, 

what they expected this year, cursing cigars that were only right for a minute then went 

out on you. They met again in their seats and made a big show of greeting each other, 

all very affected, some even had red bandannas like they wear in Pamplona, and they 

thought they were experts. They drank gallons of beer, providing they hadn't come 

with the girlfriend and felt free to get as drunk as they pleased, to yell, sing, and throw 

their cushions in protest, the way you do at bullfights, providing the girl over there's 

watching. She's looking at me now, so pass the bota so I can look all Pamplona and 

Hemingway about it. Hell, but I'm macho. And cojones to you too. 

Nobody could equal Mazamorra Quintana in looking the part. He's the 

engineering student coming down to his seat with everyone clapping, whether they know 

him or not, watch him when he goes by a woman, he's mad about bullfighting, just look 

at him with his hand in his pocket, showing off the family jewels the way bullfighters 

do. He's fought calves in his cousin's hacienda at parties, they all callout to him and 

make room when they playa pasodoble, and he makes for the girl farthest from him, 

not the best looking, just the farthest away, so he has to walk all the way across the 

room with his hand in his pocket pulling on his pants so his genitals are well outlined; 

Mazamorra from Peru they call him, a real party man, everyone likes him, everyone 

envies his car-it's yellow and red. He hugs everyone on his row, waves to his friends 

and asks for a drink. Everyone drinks in the first rows. They drink beer, or wine out 

of Spanish botas, pass them round, get drunk so they can yell the right way when the 

occasion arises. They drink in the cheaper seats too; there you find people of all colors, 
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all ages, and they watch the people enjoying themselves in the expensive seats, but when 

the bullfight begins they hope they'll shut up and stop horsing around like idiots. 

It's begun, here comes the President of the Republic, some'll say they cheered 

him, some won't. Here's the band of the Guards of the Republic, really livens things 

up, that music; here come the toreros in front of stall number eleven, through the little 

door, over to the shady part with a detour to greet the judge. They're cheering the ones 

they know from last season, and somebody tells Miss Universe what she has to say 

when it's over, let's hope she doesn't shit her pants; the toreros are scattering in the 

shade, and there's EI Gitano touching wood for all he's worth in front of Susan because 

he goes first; Bobby's decided women are more fun than bullfights, Miss Universe's too 

skinny to take to bed but fine to take out for a meal; there's a Hollywood star arriving, 

she's past it, but my God, she's well preserved; the breeder's shitting his pants, after 

all they're his bulls; poor Susan finally gets her Coke and Juan Lucas lights his cigar, 

and Julius finds the bull that's just come out more interesting than the bullfighters, 

because it's black and it looks sad; here's Pepita Roman coming late so everybody'll 

notice her; heavens, she's common, for all her millions, and that's the English 

boyfriend, bald as a baby's bottom but distinguished ... distinguished enough; now that 

Peruvian playboy who's taken up bullfighting, he's with his American mistress, she's 

crazy about the con"ida; thank God they're getting rid of those fellows selling soft 

drinks, nearly drive you mad going back and forth; there's a photographer trying to get 

a front view of Susan for the paper, and Juan Lucas is asking Julius how he feels, and 

this is for men, you know. How Susan loves Julius, she can feel how angry he is with 
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Juan Lucas; one of the peons runs off, chased by the bull, EI Gitano comes out ready 

to face it; Juan Lucas manages to sit with his profIle at its best angle, reddened by the 

sun, showing off the grey towards his neck; he remarks on the fine art that he enjoys 

so much, an expensive art, and since Aranzazu Marticorena had an affair with him once, 

he looks towards her and wants her, though she's next to her husband; Luis Marlin 

Romero, the fat guy, with his cigar, is there in the special seats for the press, he's 

taking notes, watching EI Gitano, and tomorrow everybody '11 be able to read all about 

it in a Lima paper. 

One corrida after another, meta-frivolously over and above the real ones. It's 

the atmosphere as much as the event, that past, present, and future Juan Lucases enjoy. 

You find it in the bars of expensive hotels where the bullfighters are staying; this 

afternoon Santillana came down like a real Andalusian, his face one tic after another, 

endlessly drumming on the table where Juan Lucas had offered him a drink, making the 

wife of Lester Lang III, who'd just arrived for the October season, extremely nervous. 

Lang III, as Juan Lucas knew, liked to mix business with pleasure whenever possible; 

he let his wife whet her American woman's curiosity on the I-am-so-tragic-and

fascinating Santillana, while he asked him serious questions about his art, to talk about 

over whiskey with the board members in New York (source of these nice little dollars 

the gringo scattered around in investments and dinners). Later, at night, the whole crew 

that comes out in the social columns makes for the old houses of Lima, colonial jewels 

surrounded by skyscrapers, the old city of the Viceroy's court, the little villages from 

the past hidden in a capital city. And to these old houses the photographers come, 



440 

drawn by the bullfighters mingling at the tables amid music and girls in Paris gowns. 

Susan and Juan Lucas are there without the children but with Lester Lang III and more 

friends; waiters follow playboys to their tables, the place comes to life and the 

atmosphere's just right, they'll be dancing the marinera, and the party'll go on, and 

Peruvian boy friends will be eating crow as El Gitano, Santillana, and Lazarillo sign 

photos where their pants show even more of their genitals than those of Mazamorra 

Quintana, who's just arrived too. 

The matter of the second floor roofing came up on a Saturday, and the architect 

of the day, fulfilling the promise he made to Julius one night when he'd had several 

glasses of sherry, came to pick him up early to take him to see. Of late, the architect 

in fashion hadn't missed a single one of Juan Lucas's parties in honor of the bullfight 

season. To do so he'd have had to have been stupid: the palace was filled with VIPs 

who might be wanting to have a house built, and it was so pleasant to talk to them, such 

a masculine smell of cigars and sherry, and other drinks that Juan Lucas stored up to 

maintain a bar worthy of his reputation. They always sent out to a hotel for the food, 

or to some well known restaurant for Peruvian, Chinese, or International cuisine; Nilda 

felt her nose out of joint and was very rude to everyone; Susan preferred to keep out of 

her way for a few days. She could, however, meet the architect face to face nowadays, 

he'd learned to drink without making a fool of himself and brought his fiancee along and 

talked about their forthcoming Wedding. He was still madly in love with Susan, of 

course, but he'd come to terms with life as it is and was making a nice pile of money 
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to boot. Now what he wanted was for his fiancee, who was rather something of a Susan 

without half the class, to learn to be as much like Susan as possible, so that by the time 

she reached thirty-five she'd be a credit to him, lovely as always. "Shut up and watch," 

he must have told her before they came into the palace, because there she was, party 

after party, without saying a word, always smiling, so pleasant, and to tell the truth, 

quite unnoticeable, this architect's girl. He, on the other hand, had grown along with 

his name on the signs he put up wherever he was involved in a construction; now he 

really was the architect of the day, Juan Lucas's guests hung around him and he 

explained about architecture, at least until they got bored and went back to bullfighting; 

after all, once they'd said "Very nice, very nice, indeed," what was there to say about 

a drawing of a house? Then he'd go on a bit more with his famous "plasticity" as he 

brought out the plans, holding them above his head to look at them. "What the hell's 

wrong with him?" the businessmen's looks would say; they moved on, and he rolled up 

his plans and designs and went back to his girl-friend and took her to take some more 

lessons from Susan. 

"They start very early and never stop," the architect had told him; when you're 

roofing, you can't stop, it has to be done at one fell swoop; they have a beer to get 

started and feel in the mood, and once they get going, they're up and down all the time, 

some half drunk too." Julius was smiling, he was going to see something new, 

something interesting and pleasant. He got out of the architect's car and was a little 

nonplussed, because all that was going on was a great yelling of bad words, and the men 

were half naked, with paint marks on their bodies. They looked more like clowns 
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who'd been in a fight and tom their clothes off and were playing at being builders now, 

going up boards with no handholds and ready to fall off at any minute. The architect 

forgot all about Julius and went off to talk to the engineer and the foreman. Julius tried 

to get close to the concrete mixer, but at least three "careful, sonny"s told him to keep 

away, afraid. Nobody paid any attention to him around here. All he could do was 

stand on the pathway and watch the weird proceedings: up they went with cans of 

cement on their shoulders, balancing on two boards; those going up went to the right 

to the first floor and rested a while at the barrier they'd put there to keep them from 

going too far with the momentum needed for climbing, to right over the other 

side-they'd have knocked hell out of themselves if they had; after a resting place, there 

was another scaffolding going up, to the left this time, up to where they were pouring 

the cement. Julius stood there at least twenty minutes, alone and without saying a word 

to a soul, then the architect came to tell him he'd be going with the engineer to see 

another construction; "D'you want to stay?" he asked him. "I'll come pick you up 

later." Julius said he would, and the architect told the foreman to keep an eye on him. 

"Ah, owner's kid ... I'll see to him. .. We'll make him work a bit . 

What's your name, son?" he asked as the architect went off with the engineer. 

"Julius ... " 

The foreman smiled at him, never could understand those names they gave 'em, 

and he began telling how the work went when you were roofing. He showed him the 

crates of beer they drank while they worked, and he heard once again how you do this 
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job nonstop, taking turns to have a break for a bite to eat. The workmen grunted as 

they went up, resting half way, settling the can on their shoulders, and hup to the next 

floor. You might meet someone with an empty can coming down when you were in the 

middle of the scaffolding, and that's when they joked, poked their elbows into each 

others ribs, and even stuck a hand in the other fellow's ass to give him a scare as he 

went up and make him lose balance. Everything gave rise to dreadful cuss words and 

aspersions of everybody's legitimacy, with a lot of new words that Julius noted 

carefully, though these didn't seem to be bad people at all. They grunted and worked, 

half naked, and shouted strange nicknames to each other, names such as he'd never 

heard used in school: a skinny black guy was Hossholder, Roach had red bristles; 

Pearskin was as white as Julius, incredible that he should be a laborer; there was The 

Hick from up in the Andes; Turtle Dove; Steaksandwich was very fat; Holy Water was 

very delicate and coughed as he went up and as he came down too. They all went up 

and down, and while the man in charge of the mixer was filling their cans, they ran off 

and had a few swigs of beer, dunked their filthy heads in a huge barrel of filthy water, 

then put back the knitted cap or newspaper folded to make a sort of hat. They took up 

the can and set off again, staggering, much too near the side of the scaffolding, so Julius 

kept seeing them falloff and die on the ground, just after saying a sinful word too. 

Roach signalled to him to come over and said this must be the owner's kid. "Let's see 

if we can talk him into getting us a bit extra, you can't work for beer." Julius 

overheard him, standing there on the pathway, and saw they were looking at him from 

time to time and grinning as if there were something funny about him; after all, what 
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was a goddammed kid going to do to get them a raise. "They want more money," the 

foreman told him; he stared at him for an explanation. 

"They can't stop now, and they'd like their money ... Your Dad remembered 

to send the beer, but not the cash." 

Julius was dumbstruck. He remembered Juan Lucas complaining of the costs. 

"That architect and the engineer are getting rich and I'm the sucker: he drinks my 

scotch, talks a lot of bullshit, but come time to pay, he'll bleed me white." Juan Lucas 

often talked tough like that, he knew all the expressions. 

"'Morning, Senora," said the foreman; Julius turned to see what woman had 

arrived. She was bringing food for Steaksandwich. Shortly after, other women showed 

up, all carrying bundles, and the men took turns to eat their lunch. They came down 

to where the women were and said hello, but very roughly, while the women undid the 

bundles. Chipped enamelware came out, half filled with greasy food, noodles and 

meat-mostly potatoes, lots of potatoes. They unwrapped tin spoons from smaller 

bundles, and bread, which the men took in silence; they'd sit down on a stone, in a 

circle, and dig in with the spoon for the first big greasy mouthful; they ate by moving 

their mouths nearer to the plate, not spoon to mouth, the way Julius had been taught to 

do ever since he was tiny. They tore the bread with yellow teeth and got a huge 

mouthful, which they chewed as they talked and joked and yelled at the others, who 

were still grunting and carrying cans up to the roof. When they were sitting there 

chewing, they started talking to Julius, who looked a regular idiot and wanted so much 
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for them to like him, even to tell them you don't chew like that, and he started 

answering their questions. 

"You got a sister, little gringo? Bet she's hot stuff, eh?" that was Roach. 

"I had a sister, but she died. II 

Roach put the empty spoon in his mouth half way up the handle and hung his 

head while he licked it. Julius came closer to the workmen, who'd gone quiet all of a 

sudden. He could see the way they were all streaked with paint, with marks allover 

their bodies, and even while they were eating, their hands were covered in cement that'd 

never come out from under their nails. The women passed them more bottles of beer, 

and when they finished scratching the plate clean, they took them to the tap and washed 

them off. 

"Don't you have any brothers, then?" said Turtle Dove. 

"I've got two, but one's in the United States. II 

"Turtle Dove's nuts; he only asks about boys. II 

"D'ya like beer?" 

"Let him try ... he'll like it all right! II 

II 'Bout time he learned! Shit! II 

"Give the kid a beer, man! II 

"D'ya know how to drink beer?" 

"Huh ... " 

"Course he does-knock it back! II 
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Cockroach wiped the neck of his bottle with a filthy palm and passed the bottle 

to Julius, but the foreman told him not to take any notice, "they're half sloshed 

already," he said. 

"Shit, boss! let him try!" 

"Just a little, now," said the foreman, and then: "you lot back to work so the 

others can eat. " 

Julius held the bottle in both hands and felt like vomiting, the beer ran down his 

neck, but he managed to get down two or three swallows of the bitter stuff. He smiled, 

because that made him the friend of everybody there, or so he thought. Cockroach 

cussed and asked him if he liked it; Julius said yes and drank again, spilled it down his 

front, and they nearly shit their pants laughing at him. He wiped the bottle and passed 

it to Pinkey, who was just showing up. Everyone laughed, the kid was all right, going 

to be one of the boys. Let's see, Shitshoveler went off to bring a huge cement prick 

with balls and all. It weighed a ton, and they asked him what he'd do with one that 

size. 

"That's enough of that," said the foreman, taking the huge penis away from 

Julius. 

"Where d'you put that?" asked Shitshoveler. 

They laughed, and Julius learnt some new vocabulary which he tried hard to 

translate. He laughed loud too, so they'd think he understood, because he was one of 

them, though what the priest'd think back at church ... what would the priest do if he 

were here? Other women came with other bundles of the same awful food, and the first 
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lot went away, barely saying goodbye to the men. The ones who'd eaten felt lazy and 

paid no attention when the foreman told them the mixer was full and they'd better get 

started again. 

again. 

"Fuckin' roof," said one fellow, without a nickname it seemed. 

"Give Julio a can, let him take some up," said Holy Joe, and began coughing 

"Fuckin' skeleton, don't cough in my food!" 

Cough, cough. 

Holy Joe was used to it, he coughed as if nothing was the matter, standing near 

the circle of men who were sitting on the ground. When his coughing subsided for a 

moment, he spat a huge glob at the side of the house then tried to pass his can to Julius. 

"No, not even for a joke," said the foreman, who was in a position to give 

orders and even discussed things with the engineer and architect. 

"Ah boss, fuck off, will you. " 

"He's gotta learn!" 

Pinky, the strange light-skinned workman, was a supporter of La U; he stood up, 

leaving his dish on a stone, took Holy Joe's cement can, and told him to come along. 

He took him up to the mixer, which made an awful racket, so they had to yell at each 

other to be heard, calling each other sonofabitch at the top of their voices and sounding 

half drunk now at the top of their voices too. Just a bit they'd put in the can, so it 

wouldn't weigh too much, "you let me lmow how much you can manage." He poured 

some of the cement into the can and put it aside. Then he took another and filled it to 
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the brim for himself. "Ready?" "Yes." He put his can down and picked up Julius's, 

putting it on his shoulder, asking him if he could manage. "All right," said Julius. It 

was almost empty, and he was scared to death but happy to know he could, and then 

Pinky took the full can on his own shoulder and set off for the scaffolding. He let him 

go first and said don't be scared, he'd be there if he lost his balance. They all stopped 

to watch. The ones who were eating stood up. Holy Joe stopped coughing, and 

someone said "Shaddup, shit!" The men working higher up stopped too. They stood 

their cans on the edge of the roof and watched Julius coming up with Pinky. They 

began to sing a song everyone knew that went "the pitcher's on the floor and I can't lift 

it" but "shhh, quiet, fuck off ... " Julius could have started to cry right at the start, he 

could have said he didn't want to, nobody was going to make him, but the words hadn't 

come and now that he was there he was scared stiff he was going to fall, but Pinky's 

deep voice was telling him to be brave, telling him he was with him, there was nothing 

to be afraid of: "Come on, Julio, come on, Julio!" he kept shouting, and the edge of the 

can hurt his shoulder more every minute-he was going to drop it, he was going to fall 

on the railing where they rested. "First stop," Pinky puffed, "wanna rest a bit? let me 

take that can." And he wanted to stop there and rest, but he said "no"-why, he didn't 

know-and down there they were laughing and clapping and sonofabitching, but praising 

him, though you could hardly hear with the cement mixer. "That's enough," said the 

foreman, "bring him down, the engineer'll be here in a minute," but Pinky had said 

"Come on, Julio!" and Julius was deaf with all the noise from down there; all the world 

had shrunk to a few feet of slippery scaffolding, where he too struggled on, aware now 
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that there was nothing to get hold of, getting ready to fall once and for all. But he 

heard Pinky's breathing and found the strength to go on; half way up the second lap, he 

understood that with Pinky behind him, nothing terrible could ever happen to him. So 

he pressed on, grunt, like the workmen press on for hours on end, and felt that he too'd 

been drinking beer and he was there at last, one of them, their buddy, tipping in the 

contents of his can, which wouldn't help them very much and might cement an inch or 

two, if that. He turned in triumph and saw them down there, Cockroach and Holy Joe 

and Loveydovey, rocking around, grabbing their crotches, making gestures, laughing 

like crazy. "Come down for a beer," they called, and Julius saw where he'd come up, 

and he'd have to go down again, and was terrified. Going down seemed much worse 

than coming up, in fact. It was as if the drop pulled you, he wanted to move a little and 

found he'd gone much nearer the edge. "The winner!" :.;aid Pinky, lifting both the cans 

up, "He's coming down like a champ," and without more ado, with tremendous 

enthusiasm, he heaved Julius onto his shoulders and said "Hang on to my head" and 

down he went. Julius couldn't even see the scaffolding, he felt he was flying and almost 

said "Please go slower," but why should he, if he was laughing his head off and nothing 

could ever make him fall. 

Once they were down, there was a big party. The workmen were happy when 

Julius asked them to pass around the bottle again, even though he'd already had a drink 

when they'd passed it around when he arrived carried down shoulder high. The crates 

were getting emptied. Your turn! Fuck off! Shit man! Drink up! The foreman told 

them to get back to work, but only two or three took any notice, and they rest joined 
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the ones who hadn't eaten yet. They wanted to go on talking to Julius and enjoying 

themselves, listening to him talk. They taught him some foul language as a prize for 

having carried the can right up there. Now he was no longer a little sissy, and they 

even started talking naturally about their own things in front of him. 

"Your Dad oughta give us a bonus today," said Pinky. 

"That engineer sees we're working our asses off, but it's all balls to him." 

"It depends on your Dad, really ... he runs the show." 

"There's always plenty beer, but what we want is cash." 

"My Dad says it's costing a fortune ... it'll leave us in the poor house, 

he says." 

"Balls!" 

"Yes, I've heard him telling my ... mom." 

"Your Dad's rich, he's got lots of money." 

"He wouldn't even miss a few more bills." 

"He comes to see how the work's coming on and doesn't even say good 

morning. " 

"Why don't you tell him to pay us more?" 

tI II 

"You're not going to say he hasn't got it?" 

"So he says building a house's costing him money?" 
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"If he can't afford it why's he doing it? Doesn't he already have a big house on 

Avenida Salaverry?" 

It If 

"The engineer's coming!" 

They saw the engineer and the architect getting out of the car and rushed off to 

get their cans. The mixer was full, and the dangerous trek started again. The break, 

a bit longer than usual, because of Julius's presence, had broken the routine, and they 

staggered as they went up. "Come on, Julius," said the architect. He went up to shake 

hands with the engineer and the foreman and waved like mad goodbye to the workmen. 

From the car window, Julius could get a last glimpse of the men going up and 

down, their bodies streaked with paint, up and down the scaffolding up to the new roof. 

Yes, they still looked like crazy clowns from some third rate circus who'd been thrown 

out for using bad language to mal(e people laugh. They'd had a fight and torn their 

clothes and started to drink in front of a building under construction, and perhaps 

because they were drunk and crazy they were trying to find a way into the house and 

never could, though they never stopped trying; that's why they went up and down like 

ants carrying cans of cement to cover a huge hole, so they wouldn't get wet in winter, 

and so when everything was ready, someone else would find the fuckin' door. Julius 

asked four questions that surprised the architect, coming from Susan's little boy, who'd 

have thought he'd be so dumb? "Kid's questions, of course," he thought. Julius wasn't 

convinced by his answers. He asked because he wanted to know the answer; he didn't 

know, and he wanted to know, but he didn't think the architect's answers were what he 
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wanted to hear: they were the sort of thing Juan Lucas would say ... "Why don't you 

tell him to give us a bonus?" 

That's why he waited so anxiously for his parents to get back from the Golf 

Club. That's why he hoped they'd be having people over tonight and not going out, that 

way he might get to ask them. That's why he had such a hard time getting through his 

homework that weekend. That's why he was so glad when he heard Susan arriving and 

saying they'd be eating at home, early, because they were tired, and there was another 

bullfight tomorrow. That's why he kissed her, smiling, and ran to tell Nilda to hurry 

up with dinner. That's why he told her, for the third time that afternoon, about his 

adventure with the workmen and their cans, what he'd done with Pearskin, and she told 

him he was a naughty boy but felt he was the same as always. That's why Jungle 

Woman went over things with him and told him how to explain properly, and exactly 

at what point to bring up the matter of the bonus money. That's why he was waiting 

for Daniel, who was in on it too, sort of, to finish passing around the huge tureen of 

Andalusian gazpacho that Juan Lucas liked to have whenever the October season 

approached. And that's why he finally came out with the story, with Nilda listening 

behind the dining room door. 

Susan, lovely as ever, opened her big eyes and smiled adoringly at her one 

remaining baby. Juan Lucas interrupted to say that Jungle Woman never could get the 

gazpacho right, this was only tomato soup! Susan, so lovely, knew that Julius's tales 

got on Juan Lucas's nerves and tried to guide the conversation in another direction and 

told him to hurry up before it got cold. Juan Lucas burst out laughing, Susan really was 
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something, wasn't she! "Oh Susan, Susan! How can gazpacho get cold if it's cold to 

start with?" And he adored the way she put her elbow on the table and took her chin 

in her hand, gazing with those enormous eyes and trying hard to get everything in focus, 

to come back to earth and remember that gazpacho's a sort of soup Juan Lucas always 

likes to have in October and it's eaten cold; and the beautiful piece of hair dropped 

down, hiding her face for a moment. As he saw her sweep it back again between her 

fingers, Julius let out the breath he was holding and all the story came out with it. He 

looked straight at Susan, but the words were for Juan Lucas: do you hear? they really 

worked like mules today, do you hear? they ought to get a bonus, they need the money, 

did you hear me tell how good they are? I had a terrific morning with them, I've never 

had such a great time, do you hear, Uncle? Why don't you look at me? Why don't you 

put your spoon down for a minute and listen to what I'm saying? Why do you eat so 

fast, as if you didn't want to listen to anything I say? Why don't you ever look at me 

the way Mummy does, even if she is somewhere else when she's looking at me? Why 

don't you want to know how Pinky taught me to carry the cans? And he helped me, he 

wouldn't let me fall. When are you going to say something nasty to me? I know you 

are, you're getting mad at me, you're always coming out with something new, you 

always have to win. Why are you wiping your mouth and not looking at me? Why are 

you calling Daniel for another helping and more wine and hurry up about it? Listen to 

me, they want a bonus. They need money. If I only could. . . Let me finish ... you 

never let me finish . . . 
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"So now this young man thinks he can walk allover the scaffolding, did you hear 

that, Susan?" 

"Darling, you might have been ldlled ... " 

"And now he's Pinky's special envoy ... " 

"Uncle, please ... " 

"Look ldd, I neither know nor care who your buddy Pinky is!" 

"He's one of the men who's building the new house," said Susan, who knew all 

the details now. "Darling, you might have been ldlled! So irresponsible of him!" 

"Well I wasn't ... nothing happened ... Anyway, it's easy to go up!" 

"It's easy to ldll yourself too! That's enough of playing around with the 

workmen. . . It's the last time you're going, hear! We'd better tell the architect it's 

the last time. You can't take your eyes off this little devil for a minute, can you? Shall 

we get a nursemaid for you to keep you in line?" 

"Uncle, it's only that they want ... " 

"Shut up, can't you!" Bobby suddenly put his spoke in. 

"Young man, there's an architect to take care of those things, there's an 

engineer, and a whole crew of bums living at my expense. And I don't need you telling 

me what to do. Now finish your dessert and get upstairs to bed this minute or I 

personally will fire Pinky and all the lot of them, hear?" 

"Darling, this Pinky might be dangerous, you know ... " 

* * * * * 



455 

The architect of the day said everything would be ready by autumn. Susan spent 

all her time reading magazines devoted to the home inside and out, but interior 

decoration above all. Magazines were scattered on all the tables in the palace: Spanish 

Furniture, House and Garden, French Furniture of the XVIII Century, Gardening, and 

many others which she leafed through every day, waiting for Juan Lucas to come home 

so they could have their aperitifs together. Every day she came up with a new idea; she 

had so many ideas she couldn't even begin to discuss them all with the architect, not 

because they were nonfunctionalist (he had moved on somewhat from that stage), but 

because you couldn't have seven bathrooms or twenty-seven terraces to take tea on in 

one house, especially if each one belonged to a different period. They didn't say 

anything to the architect, but together, over gin and tonics, alone or with their arms 

around each other, they built dozens of houses, and each one had two or three bars 

designed by him, up to five terraces designed by her. Those were happy days; the 

bullfight season had just ended, but the sun of the best corridas went on and on. 

One afternoon Juan Lucas looked particularly pleased: they'd sold the palace at 

the price he was asking, with all the furniture too. He arrived home delighted; there 

was nothing he liked better than clearing out one piece of business and starting on 

another from the very beginning. He felt reborn, he came in a frenzy to change clothes, 

try a new aperitif, and go out to eat at a place that had just opened; it was summer now 

after all. Susan, on the other hand, didn't like the idea of getting rid of all her furniture 

in the least, she'd wanted to take some of it to the new house. That one and that one 

were irreplaceable. "Nothing's irreplaceable," said Juan Lucas, waving a magazine 
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filled with furniture. "Bring me some ice! I'll show you what's irreplaceable! Nothing 

but old junk! " Susan herself ran to get the ice, he was so worked up; she knew that he 

was in a joking mood, but let's see who has the last laugh; it looked like a serious 

skirmish was coming up, love and irony would be the weapons, a sharp little 

observation here, a quick comparison there, and favorite pieces of furniture would be 

cut to pieces; nobody was going to win, though, because they sat down with their 

glasses, toasting "Chin chin" and, opening a magazine, put their arms around each 

other. 

Those were days when everything points to a well balanced world, when your 

only hidden wish could be to run off to the beach for a while, and that too was always 

a possibility, just around the corner. Spring in Lima could be generous, and when the 

sun came back every morning he really seemed very friendly. One day Susan felt so 

happy as she left her bedroom that as she reached the staircase she suffered the shock 

of seeing herself nineteen years earlier, a young girl about to enjoy the sun in a public 

garden in London on a day when the weather has suddenly changed and everything is 

lovely: nineteen years later than when she was ready to be married, and she was going 

to enjoy the sun in a garden, "Foot gone to sleep, wife?" Juan Lucas seized her by the 

waist and helped her downstairs; everything seems to point to a well run world on days 

like that. 

"I'm off to the office ... if it stays hot as this, give me a call and we'll go to 

the beach if you still feel like it. " 
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Susan didn't follow her fashion magazines in choosing her clothes to wander 

around the trees and trellises in the palace garden. She didn't choose her clothes to 

enhance the flowers, but she didn't clash with them either-she simply fit in with them 

better than anyone else could ever have done. If you'd made a study of those things or 

turned into one of those airy-fairy types and asked the flowers who they liked to be with 

most of all, they'd certainly have chosen Susan. Not even a withered carnation would 

have chosen to have Celso around, but he followed directly behind her, Indian file, 

waiting for her to pass the little scissors in Toledan filigree, because that rose will look 

perfect in the vase on the piano. Not all the time was spent in wandering graciously, 

of course, amid the trees and trellises; Susan had difficult decisions to make concerning 

the vase on the piano. As soon as she decided on a flower, she pointed it out to Celso 

but never touched it, since there might be a bee hiding there; she passed him the scissors 

and he cut it. He cut the flower, returned the scissors to her, and along they went, still 

in Indian file, until she chose that perfect carnation and passed him the scissors once 

again; mentally she had to fill the vase before they returned to the house, to the sink in 

the patio, where Susan watched to see that the flowers were rinsed off properly, telling 

the majordomo-treasurer of the Huarocondo Friendly Society which leaves had to go. 

"Now that can come off," she said, and passed the little pair of scissors again, being 

careful to get them back every time, because only those would do to cut flowers next 

time as well. 

"They're divine," she said, looking at the vase filled with jasmine or roses or 

carnations. "Finished," she said, checking to see if Celso's expression registered 
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approval too, though he'd have filled the whole room with the capulf of his highland 

home if he'd had the choice. It was eleven o'clock in the morning, time for Susan to 

take her seat on the sofa, made very oriental with an excess of cushions, and wait for 

Daniel to appear with her hot coffee, which she took in two or three sips to revive her 

from her mid-morning exhaustion, a state she remembered learning about from a poster 

she'd caught sight of one morning in Paris. There she sat, leafing through magazines 

dedicated to house decoration and furniture, killing the time while Juan Lucas was at the 

office, or the Golf Club, or in some bar where he'd arranged to meet Luis Martin 

Romero. In that way she always had some new idea to talk to him about, though she 

never mentioned it until he sat down at her side, an aperitif in one hand and a little bowl 

of peanuts within reach. Then she told him, she told him exactly what she was thinking; 

the two of them entered into a sort of mystic architectural communion in which they 

contemplated imaginary terraces, gardens where the flowers were always at their peak 

the way they were in the magazines in their hands or resting on their thighs; gardens and 

terraces filled with people who were always happy, always smiling, perhaps because, 

like Susan, they were always fair, or perhaps because they'd just arrived from the Golf 

Club and wore silk shirts, like Juan Lucas. They spent hours gazing through the garden 

window, seeing terraces and dining rooms which resembled that of an Andalusian farm 

for raising bulls, bedrooms a la MGM for a movie with love-luxury-ants in the Brazilian 

jungle and Grace Kelly, or bars where the waiters wore gold braid the way they do on 

Atlantic steamers in a Hitchcock thriller even more scary than his last one. Whenever 

they went into one of their bars, the fat man, Luis Martin Romero, would appear mixing 
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drinks and telling his incredible stories, which Juan Lucas, laughing his head off, then 

relayed to Susan as he added more ice to his drink and remembered the terrific joke the 

fat guy'd just told him as he dropped him off at his apartment on the way home. The 

poor fellow was sweating like a bull himself from all the spicy snacks he'd eaten at 

Cuneo's, and thinking of sweating led to talk of bathtubs shaped like anything but 

bathtubs, with tiles that made the water look blue-you'd think you were getting into 

a pool, darling. And on page 123 of one of the magazines, what did they find but a 

carriage looking spick-and-span, and Juan Lucas decided then and there to have theirs 

restored. He knew a fellow in an hacienda on the way to Chosica who could do it; he'd 

call tomorrow at the latest, but not just now, because he felt like lunch at the Golf Club 

after a decent swim out there in the pool. 

Nilda yelled that there was a pool in the garden here too, and what was wrong 

with the lunch she'd prepared? Once in a while all right, but this was all the time now, 

it isn't fair! Jungle Woman showed Susan all her black teeth as she yelled. She didn't 

like working to no avail! There are too many people dying of hunger in Peru, and 

every day in this house they throw out enough to feed a regiment! Susan was shocked; 

she suggested that all the left overs be taken to the racetrack families, and turned to face 

Daniel, but he'd gone off into the pantry. He was on Nilda's side, but really he was 

glad when they went off-it meant two less to serve at lunch. Susan rushed out to tell 

Juan Lucas that the cook was making a fuss "worse than ever, darling, it seems the 

baby's sick and won't let her sleep; you'd think she was going crazy from lack of sleep 

" Juan Lucas held up his hand, stop! and said that the time had come for that 



460 

woman to go, and he'd see to it; servants from the jungle are like that, hadn't she heard 

they took drugs and went off their heads? Susan was very worried at this, especially 

when she thought of Julius: he'd told her several terrible stories that Nilda read in her 

filthy papers. She said nothing to Juan Lucas, but when they left for the Golf Club she 

was really very worried. 

Julius spent the last few weeks of school studying for his exams and practicing 

his Chopin prelude for prize giving. He was somewhat worried, since it looked as 

though he might come out first in the class, and only sissies or brown noses or brains 

did that. Lange, who was half German and a real brain, would hate him forever if he 

beat him. That was probably the reason for his spending more time at the piano than 

anything else during the last few days. The freckle-faced little nun, her nerves, and the 

scented keys-everything seemed to point to her being very pleased with him, and they 

often went over the allotted time with him playing the prelude he'd been assigned. 

Unfortunately, Juan Lucas wasn't going to be able to go to the prize giving that year 

either. Susan had begged him, but he coughed three times, straightened his tie, and said 

point blank that those things weren't for him. Anyway, there was the international golf 

championship; golf stars from several countries were arriving, and he'd have to do the 

honors; what's more, he was taking part in the championship himself and needed to 

practice, so please, no more about it, leave him in peace, hadn't the first communion 

been enough? 
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Susan went to the prize giving, of course, and didn't know what to say, didn't 

even know how to look when Julius came out first in his class. Every few minutes they 

called him up and hung another medal around his neck. His white uniform was filled 

with them. The nuns patted his head every time he came up for another. Susan 

wondered if that woman scowling in her direction could be Lange's Mummy and wished 

Aunt Susana had been there to help her sit through it. Alas, she was alone, and 

everybody knew she was Julius's mother and smiled at her, expecting her to be bursting 

with pride. Not that some didn't say, not so you could hear them, of course, that she 

didn't deserve a son like little Julius, I mean she's as giddy as they come and she's been 

married twice, and this one's a real Don Juan; I wouldn't be surprised if he's still 

running around. Actually though, there were a lot more who envied her being married 

to Juan Lucas and would happily have changed places; Susan looked around and saw the 

hall filled with well-dressed mothers with fathers suffering in suits in the December 

heat; she was glad Juan Lucas wasn't there; she could never love a man who knows 

what day and what time they're holding a prize giving or who'd go to hear a kid play 

a Chopin prelude at the time any normal man would be taking a siesta or enjoying an 

after dinner brandy at the Golf Club. A normal man doesn't know who Carrots is, he 

doesn't worry because she pinches his boy. Those are the thoughts that ran through 

Susan's head, always lovely and the best of the lot of them, because English words got 

mixed in with her Spanish; that's what she'd be thinking while Julius pointed her out in 

the odd moments when he wasn't getting another medal, to that boy without a mother 

who lived with his grandma in a dirty looking house, Cano, she believed he was called, 
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the one Julius had talked about so much. IILucky you, Juan Lucas, II she thought, and 

nodded in Julius's direction every time he pointed her out to his friends, or enemies. 

How long before she'd be back in the palace drinking an ice-cold Coca-Cola? the only 

way to get through this awful afternoon without a siesta, without some lazy talk about 

nothing in particular, there by the Golf Club pool. The little nun who taught piano 

finally got up and called her pupils over. She led them to the piano herself and sat by 

them while they played wonderfully, or with so much feeling. Oh God, thought Susan, 

how much more? One by one the child prodigies of Immaculate Heart came out, one 

by one they made a hash of things, one by one enthusiastic applause made everything 

right when they got stuck in the middle, looked at Sister Mary Agnes, who was biting 

her rosary and dying of nerves. When Julius came up to play his prelude, the little nun 

stopped him and made him face the public and stand there a little while, so they could 

see that he wasn't only the one who'd won most medals but was a pianist too. Then she 

took him over to the piano and nodded for him to begin. Julius just sat there; he stared 

at her as though something was missing and he couldn't start without it. IICome on, 

come on, II she seemed to say, and he began, but stopped again immediately. This was 

not the piano he knew. He looked at the nun in horror. There was no smell! people 

behind him were beginning to murmur; but no: this wasn't the piano, there wasn't the 

smell, she wasn't beside him, he couldn't play. He could remember the page of music 

but everything else had become blurred; he began to play, but filled with mistalces ... 

Nothing happened. Susan wasn't upset in the least. He'd been overcome with feeling. 



463 

Two weeks later they left the palace and moved to the Country Club until the 

new one was ready. Juan Lucas pointed out the advantages of the hotel: they wouldn't 

have to worry about anything, they'd have waiters galore to look after them and could 

forget about the house for a while. Nothing would interfere with their choosing and 

buying the pieces of furniture that were still needed (most of it was coming from 

Europe), and with their doing the final things necessary for them to move into the new 

palace in the fall. The four of them moved to the hotel. Of the servants, only Carlos 

would come with them, since they always needed a chauffeur. The others could take 

two months holiday, and Jungle Woman could disappear forever. Susan felt faint when 

Juan Lucas said this about Nilda; she felt it would be impossible to get her to go. She'd 

been working there in the kitchen forever, with her big meat knife in her hand; there 

was no way she'd go. It began to upset her. She remembered Big Zoila at the race 

track, who was a cook too, dying of hunger and without work, and she wanted to 

mention that to Juan Lucas, but he didn't let her. She remembered what the parish 

priest said about servants, they too are people, treat them like people; he used to say 

that in those boring meetings she used to go to. She remembered, but Juan Lucas was 

busy with the golf tournament, surrounded by Argentineans married to Miss Something 

or other, or Americans who'd played in Calcutta, in London ... and he'd said he was 

going to handle the matter himself. 

One afternoon Nilda burst into tears and hugged the cholos, addressing them with 

the pronoun that shows respect, and other things that the poor people of the earth are 

wont to do. She kept her self respect by believing that in the new house the food would 
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be catered by the Hotel BoHvar. So, Senora, she'd better be going now, she'd find a 

place; but of course she'd see she didn't go short of money, though with a three-year

old child ... the Senora'd give her some addresses, and if she found somewhere, it 

wasn't easy getting used to new people; that's the least problem, it's your having a 

child, but if you make them like you, not let them know the little boy gets sick a lot; 

but I've told you, I'll see you're all right if it's money you need; and she lowers herself 

to say she'll come see them, of course, whenever you like, she's got friends here, but 

that's only logical after so many years ... They're friends because they pretend there 

won't be a cook in the new house, they share her sadness and offer to help, to call a taxi 

to carry her cases, calling to Julius to come say goodbye to Nilda. 

On the pathway outside the palace gate, they waited for a taxi in the sunshine, 

and Nilda wasn't crying but had hiccups instead. Once again Julius heard the servants 

address each other with the pronoun of respect and use very flowery phrases, like 

Cantinflas mixed with Lope de Vega; the way they imitated their betters was quite 

grotesque, their gravity was ridiculous, their philosophy absurd, all that palaver, so 

false, and yet . . . how terribly sincere their will to be something more in life as a 

whole than a name serving a table. Nilda was leaving, just like that, hot and with 

hiccups, with the sun shining on her gold teeth, but you knew most of them were rotted, 

you knew her little boy was horrible and howled all the time; Nilda, she'd been cut to 

the quick because they didn't appreciate her cooking, and she read tabloids with the 

meat lmife at her side, and when she'd finished all her tales of nal(ed savages in the 

jungle, she told you things she read in the paper and made out they happened to her 
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when she was a girl in Tambopata; but she knew all about poor people's rights and had 

a husband she beat up on, and back in the kitchen she didn't look half as bowlegged and 

little and ugly, the way she did here in the street waiting for her tasi, thinking what 

she'd say to them when she opened the door, and after all, she was leaving in a tasi, 

and that was one of the rights of the poor too, though only she knew of any connection; 

but she'd leave just the same, she wouldn't be crying the way Vilma had, back then, 

sobbing and beautiful, but her awful trunks of painted tin were just like Vilma's, and 

because she was leaving, she'd put on lipstick and used what was left on her fingers to 

color her cheeks, and with hiccups and gold teeth she kisses Julius, whose nostrils are 

filled with the scent of chola-in-her-Sunday-best, while in his ear are the sighs, hiccups, 

and sorrow of a servant who really loves you. 
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COUNTRY CLUB 

I 

"That was the longest summer of my whole life," Julius would say, if you were 

to ask him about the months he spent in the Country Club. And a sad one too, without 

Nilda, who'd gone forever; without Celso and Daniel, who had their own complicated 

version of a new house to contend with in the shanty town where they lived, where if 

you don't build quickly, somebody else takes over, unlike Juan Lucas's, which even if 

it remained vacant, increased in value; without Arminda, who showed up once a week 

looking very old and, quite frankly, ugly-a part holy woman, part witch, heading for 

the Country Club from a bus stop, bringing the freshly laundered silk shirts for Senor 

Juan Lucas, coming up to the hotel between white houses with huge gardens, houses she 

can't see from the avenue and they can't see her, and heaven knows where she's come 

from, that woman in black in the avenues of San Isidro; perhaps she wears black 

because it best suits her life, because her daughter never returned; a professional 

mourner's face with her jet black hair damp with the sweat she's always bathed in, 

running down both sides of her face; there's no mistaking her, even from several blocks 

away; Carlos sees her and says "here comes La Dona," which he always calls her. 

Arminda is growing old working for one family, never asking anything, silent for years; 

she loves them all as she irons their clothes or as she sits on a bench in the kitchen 

wrapped in silence; at times she manages to see Senor Juan Lucas, and she's never 

passed judgment on La Senora; boys will be boys, Julius is the best, and someday she'll 
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die, and God in his infinite mercy will receive her. Carlos sees her coming, he sees her 

from afar; he spends hours by the door of the hotel in smart summer uniform complete 

with cap, sitting at the wheel of the Mercedes, next to the Jaguar he cleaned this 

morning as well, reading newspaper after newspaper while he waits for Senora Susan, 

so elegant and so good in every way, according to him, to come out and ask him to take 

her to a street that doesn't exist, or the name exists, but there's one in Barrios Altos, 

one in Magdalena, and one in San Isidro; Carlos turns off the ignition, which he'd just 

turned on, asks the Senora for the piece of paper that the address is written on, and 

naturally it doesn't say which district; he reads it, laughing, and gives it back to her, 

and his eyes are laughing at her, his little moustache, two wicked lines which barely 

twitch, but must be laughing, and Susan, lovely as ever, who's opened the window two 

inches because she's dying in the heat but doesn't want her hair to blow, takes the piece 

of paper, very embarrassed and smelling marvelous; for a moment her voice, her 

expression, that beautiful lock of hair that never goes right, just as the day's plans never 

go right, tell Carlos that this lady, this millionaire who's so good in every sense of the 

word, according to him, wants something, and he will have to find this unknown street. 

And, what's more, quickly. Carlos catches on to everything immediately; he's the 

family chauffeur, not a servant, but a well-paid employee, and since the Senora is quite 

a lady and knows how to ask you (or so he tells the other chauffeurs), and since he's 

no hick from the highlands nor even related to any, except for one by marriage who he 

never visits; he's from the coast and the capital, pure eriol/o, and knows exactly what's 
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what; he just puts on his leave-it-up-to-the-guy-with-the-whiskers look and says "Senora, 

could you tell me who lives there?" and when she says she's going looking for antiques, 

of course it must be in Barrios Altos, Senora, and when she says that it's a woman who 

works wonders sewing curtains, of course it must be in Magdalena, Senora; and if it's 

a friend or an embassy, of course it's in San Isidro, Senora. She's so impressed by the 

chauffeur with his face as black as his hair; he puts the key in the ignition again and 

starts the car and puts on his expression of your chauffeur, Madama, no, not quite your 

zambo, and winks at the other chauffeurs as they drive away, winks at various 

moustaches with their caps, who clean cars in the morning, who earn more and work 

less, all waiting for the Senora or the old man, or a client, if they are taxi drivers from 

the hotel, all avid newspaper readers like him, Carlos the mulatto, your zambo, 

Madama, in front of the Country Club. 

Bobby now had permission to drive, but only the station wagon. Every day he 

went looking for Peggy. What's more, he filled it with friends from Markham, Santa 

Maria, and San Isidro School; they got together in dozens, along with girls from Villa 

Maria, San Silvestre, Sophianum, and the Chalet and went happily off to Anc6n, where 

many of them had a house or apartment and where there's always a dance in the Casino 

or at Pelusita Marticorena's (the daughter of Aranzazu, the one Juan Lucas had an affair 

with once and he saw at the bullfights) or at Fatso Lamadrid's, the son of Grimanesa 

Torres Humboldt, isn't she looking terrible these days? really older every day. Anc6n's 

terrific. Bobby just lived there this summer; at first he came back to Lima, heaven 
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knows what time of the day or night, but ever since Peggy got invited to spend the 

season there at a friend's, he only showed up when he was out of funds. 

Juan Lucas spent a happy summer too; maybe fortune shit some good luck on 

him when he got that stupid check cap to drive the Jaguar to the Golf Club-it made 

him look a real pimp, but Susan said she'd marry him tomorrow, the day she saw him 

at the wheel with the cap on, watching for her-hurry up woman! they're waiting out 

there-with his fashionable sunglasses tinted to a color that went with his tan and hiding 

the crow's-feet a la Duke of Windsor when he laughed; after all, the guy was getting 

on for fifty, even if he was as fresh as a daisy with a face like an ad for eternal youth; 

you can forget about strokes and such like, if you live on crab, Jrutto di mare from 

restaurants where the bill's higher than your month's wages; nah! you can forget about 

those announcements warning you about cancer. 

Juan Lucas was the happiest man on earth; well, you always saw him when he 

was happy or about to go to the Golf Club; or off to one of his haciendas, because he 

liked to train his horses himself, Peruvian paso horses, or polo ponies, just as a hobby 

that is; or he'd be going to a cocktail party because he'd just come out first or second 

or third in some tournament where they knock a ball around the green, and this 

afternoon they're throwing a big one for the Argentineans who're leaving and the 

Chileans with their wives, who all seem to be descendants of presidents or otherwise 

rich and beautiful or first prize winners in one of those flesh parades a la Palm Beach

Miami Beach-Long Beach and just getting into the scene. Maybe life does begin at 

forty, maybe he'd had things too easy and was getting attacks of dolcevititis and was 
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getting jaded, or perhaps it was just because he was such a goddamned sonofabitch and 

nothing more, Juan Lucas had found a new sport to occupy him; better said he'd 

rediscovered one he'd almost forgotten: he hadn't been on a trip in ages, but here in the 

hotel he felt like a permanent traveler. How that man liked to come and go, hand out 

tips to the bellboys in green suits, who ran around after him waiting for his orders, 

carrying his cases. He was going in for cases in a big way. He was only happy when 

there was a half-open suitcase on his bed in the hotel. He left them there for hours, 

apparently resting. He emptied them and sent them to be cleaned. He'd have spent his 

life in this state of moving house. Nothing pleased him more than to go out of the hotel 

door surrounded by smart-ass bellboys in uniform, waiting with his pigskin cases, which 

looked like the seating in a Rolls Royce, for him to tell them to put them in the car, 

here, next to this one, careful with the comers, son, in the trunk of the Mercedes or the 

Jaguar. First of all, the excuse was that he needed to bring things from his flat in Los 

Condores, and that's why he came and went with the suitcases; better said, he left things 

there, because nothing needed bringing to the hotel; then he decided to spend the 

weekend in Los Condores with Susan but without the boys, so he filled the cases once 

again, called for room service, invited fIiends he felt like seeing (Luis Martin Romero, 

say, and one day Lastania, because they were investing in the same thing, and Charles 

Atlas had to go work); off he went, happy, raining tips on the bellboys, who worshipped 

him. Another day he might have to go to one of his haciendas, and there he'd be, 

terribly busy, opening his cases on the bed and filling them with silk shirts suitable for 

the place, with his country gentleman poncho, of course-the one he's wearing in the 
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photo in front of the farmhouse in Chiclayo, or the one in Huacho. And he never forgot 

his suede jacket, the let's-go-buffalo-hunting type, without the Davy Crockett cap, of 

course; only Lastarria did that when he went and bought himself the full outfit in New 

York; but not Juan Lucas, he rode through the cotton fields of an hacienda with his 

silver spurs and his leather jacket, on Jet, Susan's favorite horse, while she watched him 

coming or going to the farm house, thinking about God-knows-what and probably that 

the coffee was too strong that morning, or if she ever got old and ugly, she'd sail away 

and disappear somewhere in the Orient, because darling, everything must be perfect for 

you, just as now, the way you are on your horse, not because you are managing an 

hacienda, that's for others to do, just because you like to ride, darling, with your suede 

jacket, and the hotel, and Jet, and the pigskin suitcases, and the Golf Club, and 

everything else we have; you're really happy, darling, you really are everything a 

millionaire ought to be, darling; not I, no I'm not, really; I think about Nildas; come 

back, Juan, come back, darling; darling, the farm workers are coming by, senorita, 

senorita, senorita, senorita; farm workers take over lands in Cerro de Pasco, police 

forces brought in, come back, ah, you're coming, talk to them two minutes without 

stopping; yes, running on again, yes darling, yes darling, and I will be coherent once 

more; the other day I could see Miss Argenti ... you know, the one married to Polo 

Rivadeneyra, the champion from Buenos Aires; I could see she was dying for you at the 

Golf Club, all the time Polo was playing she didn't take her eyes off you, but they say 

you're a one-girl man now-mine, darling, we really are happy, I love to watch you 

play, I'm always there beside you on the course. .. And Juan Lucas had his pigskin 
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suitcase at the ready for that too, not to mention his clubs and his beautiful pigskin 

jacket. That man changed clothes a thousand times a day: he divided his days into slices 

so he could wear different clothes; the hotel was so huge he could spend his time there 

too in different areas where he looked the part; let's look sporty, his hair ruffled for golf 

in the afternoon; that's how Julius found him when he came in to eat in The Tavern; 

when he was alone with Susan he had his Prince look; the kid can eat in his room, and 

he went in to the Aquarium Restaurant and greeted the men who looked red in that light, 

like a lot of corpses considering their asparagus, or some ridiculous diet, dying of their 

noble ancestry, descending from some Viceroy and a whole pile of other VIP's; how 

impeccable he looked in his white linen suit, heading for the little table at the window, 

where Susan and that ugly friend with the big nose who raises the most marvelous 

dalmatians in the world in a house big enough for a school, the very latest fashion, 

hanging over the sea at Barranco; they're taking tea, playing at taking five o'clock tea, 

facing the setting sun. Then Juan Lucas, no doubt about it, he was king of the chess 

game, and they played hard against everything that didn't stand for their way of life, 

even against life itself if it got in their way. Juan Lucas kissed Susan's forehead under 

the lock, and she too knew how to reign over teacups; he said hello to my wife's ugliest 

friend, when are you going to show us those dogs I hear so much about? just to make 

conversation; if a fly got into the Country Club, it headed straight for her, a pawn; she 

looked happy, but only for a moment, when she knew that all the dogs she'd ever had 

in her life didn't add up to one Juan Lucas, and from her house in Barranco she played 

the easy game of carpeted chess too, where king, castles, bishops, knights, and pawns 
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all mingled, because that's the way it was and should be, everything right, everything 

going the way of Juan Lucas now, who'd just said goodbye and was going across the 

hall of the hotel, making perfect sense, and all in white, off to his Mercedes to go 

downtown to the office for the Board Meeting; checkmate. _ 

Sometimes Bobby showed up around then, back in Lima for a moment because 

Mummy-I-need-money. Susan was having a fit; that boy spends more every day, though 

to tell the truth, she never really understood how money worked; things ran around her, 

and Juan Lucas was the general manager now, so run along, darling, the manager of the 

hotel will let you have something ... and don't drive so fast on the highway, darling, 

remember how. .. "Mummy, he was drunk, he's had lots of crashes ... ciao, 

Mummy ... " Bobby'd left already, off to see the manager, off to Anc6n; everyday he 

looked more tanned, more good looking ... "Susan, the dalmati ... Susan." "Sorry, 

darling, I was thinking about Julius. We haven't had dinner with him for ages. He 

hates going to the Golf Club ... He's in the pool at the hotel all day." 

In the pool for kids, that was. In the Country Club there was a pool for little 

kids with nursemaids, who don't go in themselves, but the kids hold their hands up and 

the chola walks around the edge with them enjoying themselves in the water, and 

Mamma, who's just a kid herself, is there lying in the sun, waiting for her husband to 

come home from the office at one o'clock for a dip together in the members' pool. 

That's not Julius's pool either, though. He swims in the middle size pool where that 

gringo's trying to do a death-defying dive for the umpteenth time this afternoon; he 

climbs out, sticks his finger in his ear to get the water out, and nearly gets his eardrum 
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out too; he never slips, on to the board, and there he goes, death defying dive number 

thirty-one this afternoon, while the gang from the Marconi district of San Isidro look on 

unimpressed, playing tough; this afternoon they're going to tell their girlfriends to go 

home, and they'll wait for the gringo at the door: didn't you see him winking at Elena 

the other day, and Enrique's going to beat the shit out of him, she's Pedro's girl; 

'course we'll help him, we're from Marconi, aren't we? anyway, for the hell of it ... 

Have a drag, have a drag ... and you keep on diving, buddy, you stupid sonofabitch, 

you'll dive when we get you outside; here, have a drag; quick, put those cheap Peruvian 

cigarettes away, here comes Fatso del Basto who only smokes imported tobacco; if he 

hangs around too long, start making out with your chicks and Fatso'll get embarrassed 

and take off. Nah, we don't swim, that's kid stuff, as soon as we're eighteen and look 

twenty-one when we're smoking, we'll swim in the members' pool, only the girls swim, 

you should see them in bathing suits; nice broad you've got there, fellow; nah, Enrique 

keep off, they're broads, Manolo, you gotta keep making out so they don't go sour on 

you; keep your hands to yourself, Juan, goddam fag . .. Hey, Fatso, go tell the 

attendant to get that gringo out of the pool; go on, tell him, this pool's for the girls to 

swim in; if you don't, we'll get him out ourselves. .. "Leave the poor guy alone, 

we'll go to the other side." That one's going to cheat on Pepe, you can see; give us a 

drag, Fatso; hey, me too; go on, tell the cholo ... 

The gringo gets out of the pool for a breather without anyone having to tell him, 

nd the girls jump in, firm bodies, no bikinis yet though around here; get a load of that, 

the flight hostess over there; you can see plenty there, she screws with everybody; 
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what's that? which one? who'll start things? wait till the girls leave, then we'll let him 

have it, god dam gringo; here, have a pull on this one; come on, Fatso, this way; hey, 

get a load of the old one over there! which one? that one, you jerk, the one with the kid 

It was Susan, of course, lovely as ever and without her friend from Barranco 

with the dalmatians, she'd come to check up on Julius's life at the pool. It wasn't easy 

to find him with the dozens of kids all swimming there morning and afternoon. It was 

after five-thirty and the sun didn't bum as much. Julius was standing in front of her 

shivering like crazy and dying of cold every time a drop of water ran down from his 

shoulder to his waist or dripped from his nose onto his belly. Susan must have thought 

of children dying of pneumonia, or of little eskimos out in the cold, since she was filled 

with tenderness and felt such love for him, especially just then, since neither Juan Lucas 

nor Bobby were around to make her think of anything else. She decided to share his 

life in the water, well, if only for a few minutes, since they'd be closing the pool at six 

o'clock, and they'd all have to head for the lockers. But there was still a little while, 

and how about a pork sandwich in the bar, next to the members' pool, the one with the 

wavy sides. Julius jumped at the chance, he was always starving, poor kid, since he 

generally only ate when Juan Lucas decided to come down for something to eat at The 

Tavern or when Susan remembered he had to eat and rang the bell to tell them to take 

his dinner up to the suite, a French word; Julius found it rather sad, it didn't only mean 

bedroom but a place where you had people visit you, but nobody ever did, except for 

Arminda, that is, with the shirts. They went up to the bar and Susan recognized 
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Pericote SHes, for heaven's sake! Pericote had asked her to marry him when she was 

engaged to Santiago, and then when she was widowed, and he asked her for the third 

time just a few months before she married Juan Lucas, and even now he always tried 

to dance with her when he saw her at a party. Of course, he did that with every woman 

in Lima. Nobody took him seriously, he was a lawyer, very honest, very hardworking, 

and well-to-do, like anyone else. He had enough to spend his afternoons the way he 

wanted, and there he was, looking as though he wanted to dance, drinking orange juice 

filled with vitamins to keep him young, forty-eight, and he still looked stupid. 

Pericote was one of those that Juan Lucas knew but didn't recognize when he 

saw him. Pericote, white guayabera, grey pants, black and white moccasins; his name 

suited him-he was a mousy guy, a real pericote-but you had to admit he was an 

optimist; that, and an upper crust amnesiac, since he evidently didn't remember the 

thousand times he'd been turned down by a thousand girls who were now society 

matrons, thirty years of being told to go to hell, from the time he went to his first party 

thirty years ago and started offering cigarettes to all and sundry, greeting people he 

didn't know. He hadn't changed; as soon as he saw Susan coming into the bar with 

Julius, he bowed so low he'd have gone over head first if the bar hadn't been there; he 

looked like the gringo getting ready for dive forty-two, and there was all the Marconi 

gang lined up too, getting an eyeful of the lady, who must have been something when 

she was younger, and what the shit was she doing talking to that shrimp? 

"This is Julius, my youngest boy." 

"And how are we, little gentleman?" 
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The little gentleman was furious and avoided Pericote's hand coming to pat his 

wet head by sticking his finger in his ear, jumping up and down on one foot, and 

shaking his head to get the water out of his brain from being under water so much; he 

splashed Pericote's guayabera and the hand was withdrawn before patting. There was 

the plate of pork sandwiches, and Julius was about to launch the attack, but three waiters 

were there to take orders, and Susan asked the nicest one for two on two plates, please, 

so Pericote didn't get a chance to use the legal tone that he learned in first year of Law 

School, the same time he started dancing with girls. The Marconi gang had placed 

themselves strategically with a perfect viewpoint, without the girls, of course, they'd 

distract us; there they were, smoking and watching the lady, who looked just as good 

close up. Pericote ordered another orange juice and two Cokes, or whatever they'd like. 

Julius accepted, but Susan, suddenly noticing it seemed to be getting dark outside and 

remembering how she drank sherry once before going to the theater in London, ordered 

one now; Pericote almost yelled: two sherries! but his orange juice was arriving already, 

so he had to settle for letting her be more sophisticated than he ever could. "She's a 

lush, II said one of the Marconis when he saw Susan with the glass of sherry, and one 

of the others was about to say hey, maybe she's another like theflight hostess, who ... 

but the girls showed up, so they took a drag on their cigarettes and tried to look bored; 

they remembered the gringo, who'd be going to change soon; play it cool, now, play 

it cool . .. Pericote was trying to finish his juice so he could have a sherry at the 

appropriate time for the first time in his life, and when Susan pushed her glass away a 

couple of inches and asked for a glass of water, he didn't know what to do. Susan 
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hadn't even tasted the sherry; couldn't he see that it wasn't really getting evening, it'd 

just got overcast and there she was thinking it was time for sherry; it wasn't in the least 

like that time in London when she'd been going to the first night, what a stupid man he 

was! Julius was aiming at the second sandwich, and Susan thought what Susana would 

have said if it'd been her boys, awful creatures, not one bite more, do you hear, you 

won't eat a thing at dinner time. She looked at Julius, thought of Susana, my she was 

ugly, and Pericote, what a grey man he was, and wanted to tell Julius to stuff himself 

with sandwiches until he burst. Susan was getting to the end of her tether; Pericote was 

just the same as he'd always been when he was the nicest boy in Lima and the dullest; 

twenty years later he was the same idiot as always, except that he wasn't afraid of the 

waiters; he must have picked up at least that from watching playboys and attractive 

bachelors; Pericote at least knew how to sign checks with his own signature, Siles, very 

slanting. 

"Your husband, Susan, I've heard he's quite a golf champion. Didn't I read in 

the paper that he'd . . ." 

"He came third. Julius, darling, eat my sandwich too, if you like." 

"And are you our future champion?" 

Julius glared with his mouth full and a piece of lettuce ready to fall on the floor. 

"Remember, Susan, that time in Ancon? Carnival at Ana Maria's ... " 

"That was ages ago, I dare say . . ." 

"Don't you remember squirting ether ... ?" 

"What a memory you've got. " 
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"You can't have forgotten. Alicita Dumont was going out with Bingo LeOn, but 

they fought later, and she met . . ." 

"Julius, darling, do go change, you're shivering. I'll see you in the suite later." 

Julius took one bite of Susan's sandwich and left the rest on her plate; he headed 

for the lockers. Pericote understood that Susan was leaving too and felt very sad, it 

might be a long time before they ran into each other again. Susan opened her bag and, 

naturally, hadn't a cent as usual, and Pericotejumped to attention; of course, he wasn't 

leaving just yet, he'd take care of it, but Susan didn't hear him and said to put it on 

their bill. "But I won't hear of it," yelled Pericote, but just at that moment the girls 

from the Marconi gang all went by him on the right, heading for the women's lockers, 

while theflight hostess in the bikini came by on his left, and he didn't know which side 

to look; he wanted to meet the flight hostess, wanted to get his billfold out and pay, 

wanted to wink at these cheeky little girls, and ended up doing nothing but stand there 

looking like an idiot. By the time he got his billfold out, full of course, Susan had 

signed the check and even remembered the number of their suite. Off she went, lovely 

as ever, totally unaware of what was happening, thinking only: so there were lockers 

over there, and how Julius hadn't told her a thing about the way he spent his time at the 

pool, and now, when Juan Lucas got back, everything would be different; she'd 

probably have to get dressed as quickly as possible to race off somewhere new to her, 

where Juan Lucas wanted to go, but of course, she'd love it, she always did. 

The Marconi boys had ordered beer and were staring at him. Pericote was 

flustered; he hadn't managed to get a good look at the girls in their swim suits, but he'd 
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been so busy trying to, he'd missed the flight hostess, and when he tried to catch her, 

he missed paying Susan's check, which was the worst of all. What must she think! 

There he stood, poor Pericote, so colorless he faded into the walls, one more day in his 

life when he'd go to the Club and tell them what had happened, except that nothing 

happened the way it used to when he was a law student and beat up on guys and laid the 

best looking girls; now those were only tales of what he'd thought of doing; what he 

really wanted to do as he smiled there and they listened to him, a good honest 

lawyer-which is like saying an idiot anyway, nice friend to have around, that's why 

everyone said hello now-they listened to what he wanted to do, never what he'd done, 

those tales he told alone in the darkness of his room as he lay down on his pillow, and 

then they turned into the tales of what he hadn't done; the glass of sherry, the orange 

drink, would reappear, Susan treating his third proposal as ajoke, the "I'm not dancing" 

of Alicia, of Rosa Maria, of Mary Ann, while they played All day, all night, Mary Ann, 

and he came up to ask them; "I'm not dancing" from Grimanesa, from Elena, from 

Susan; and the Marconi boys buying beer. .. Pericote yawned into his playboy's 

pajamas and fell asleep, thinking of everything he hadn't done, nothing at all, really; 

Susan anxious to get away that afternoon, and he hadn't paid her bill, he hadn't seen the 

flight hostess close up, he hadn't even seen the young girls, and they were even egging 

him on to stare at them. Next day he'd get up smiling with his usual amnesia, rush his 

breakfast, and knew he was playing at going to the office, always cheerful and busy, 

hello to the secretaries, asking them to phone numbers that impressed them, calling them 

in for dictation, and smoking, until he believed he was a big lawyer once again, an 
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eligible bachelor, even a playboy, and tonight he'd even meet theflight hostess and have 

an affair to tell the Club about . . . that was Pericote. 

The pool helped the summer go fast for Julius; some weeks had gone by already, 

and things were getting better because he'd made friends now and ran around the hotel 

gardens with them, and at times bumped into one of the Marconi gang kissing his 

girlfriend, so they looked sheepish when they went back to the pool; the water was 

clearer than that in this glass, and they played at Tarzan diving to get his knife quickly 

before the crocodile gets you; the fattest was the crocodile, of course, until he got fed 

up and wanted to be Tarzan, but he made a rotten job of it, even to the way he yelled. 

All the girls in the pool were Jane, watched by their nurses, knitting endlessly on the 

green benches; little girls of nine, ten, or eleven, they wouldn't have anything to do with 

them-Cynthias-and Julius watched them secretly, and got caught by the crocodile at 

times. Neither he nor his friends spoke to them, only the boys in the Marconi gang 

looked straight at them sometimes and wondered which one would be right for them 

two, three, four years from now, or perhaps for their little brother, who was only eleven 

and diving like an idiot, but they'd make him fight and show what he was made of, beat 

up that kid who was trying to look after cars at the gate near the pool, that's probably 

the one who stole Pedro's brother's bike. They all smoked and looked as if they knew 

everything, the boys from Marconi, and between cigarettes they kept count of the 

gringo's death-defying dives; why doesn't he miss and kill himself once and for all? that 

was the guy they were going to beat up when it was time to leave this time, but until 
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then, here take a drag, keep the girls in line, lots of smooching to keep them happy, 

that's the most important thing. 

One afternoon, perhaps because the sun had gone in, not for a minute behind a 

cloud but for all night until tomorrow, perhaps because it was Thursday, the day 

Arminda came with the clean shirts, Julius decided to go up to the suite earlier than 

usual. It must have been about half past four when he went to the lockers to change. 

Also, it was his birthday tomorrow, and for three days now he'd been trying to catch 

his mother's eye from all angles, in mirrors, even reflected in windows, to see if you 

remember it's my birthday, Mummy. But Susan, who was so lovely always, just 

couldn't get them to sell her a table that Bolivar used to play cards on; really wasn't 

forced to remember that tomorrow was the day they ought to sing Happy Birthday to 

Julius, along with a suede-bound Encyclopedia Britannica he wanted, say. He'd almost 

forgotten that he had a brother in the United States who was fair haired like his mother, 

and who kept asking for more and more money in letters that started full of love for his 

mother but finished up by talking business, full of love for Juan Lucas. Strange how 

it was Juan Lucas who remembered it was Julius's birthday (yesterday, while they were 

shaving him in the barber's shop at the hotel, he suddenly remembered and pulled a 

face, and the barber apologized, thinking he'd cut him), but he decided to keep quite 

about it and not say "who's got a birthday day after tomorrow?" that wasn't his style 

at all, let's see if the kid shows his mettle and starts asking for things the way he 

should. Julius didn't know that Arminda wasn't coming this afternoon and that Susan 

was at the Golf Club with Juan Lucas. He certainly didn't know, didn't even dream that 
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he was going to find out when he went down the corridor to his suite what first love was 

like, but there it was, right at the door. 

They hadn't seen him, in spite of the fact they were trying to look allover the 

place and kiss each other at the same time; they were running the risk of being wall

eyed for life, if the wind changed and caught them. Julius didn't know what to do; 

when he pulled back and hid behind the door to the corridor, he'd committed himself 

to being afraid and embarrassed. They were about thirty yards away and were kissing 

each other still. Who'd it occur to, to do a thing like that? perhaps Manolo and Cecilia 

thought this was the safest place now, since one of the gardeners had caught them hiding 

behind the cypresses around one of the pools, where, anyway, it was almost like being 

in a whorehouse making out with a girl and knowing half the gang's behind the other 

cypresses, you always know which tree Enrique's behind-there's smoke coming out, 

he smokes even when he's making out, he says they swap smoke, mouth to mouth; ugh, 

that's for whores ... They'd run off and were hiding from the waiters and the maitre, 

and especially from the manager, and they'd reached a long corridor, quite dark and 

very quiet, where heaven knows why, they thought nobody ever came. Perhaps they'd 

lost that terrible, wonderful fear of the first days, the delicious shock, the mere idea of 

separating their lips and finding the manager looking at them, or worse still, some rich 

and religious old woman who lived in the hotel, she'd never have understood. They 

thought they might hit them, when you're fifteen and smoke you feel grown up, but if 

a manager comes on you kissing Cecilia secretly, you're a kid again; it's only with the 

gang around you know you're not. There they were enjoying their first love on the sly, 
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hiding from everyone, and even if nobody'd minded, they'd still have hidden, because 

that way it's better, and you start saying things you don't have to, promising things you 

don't have to, but it's so beautiful when it happens. The rest of the gang down there 

behind the cypresses, and the two of us here, not having to bother about beating up on 

the gringo, in a corridor that's so long, so quiet, and feeling so scared, so wonderfully 

scared, at five o'clock in the afternoon ... There was Manolo kissing Cecilia with her 

arms around him and her cheeks all rr.d, there they were counting the seconds of each 

hot kiss and then taking a deep breath and starting again; he was drowning in her eyes, 

Cecilia's eyes, so deep and filled with tears, dark pools where Manolo was gazing, 

trying to look deeper, and he seemed about to when they launched on another kiss, when 

their teeth collided, and you could see they'd even hurt themselves; they separated, but 

kept their eyes closed; that's disappointing but it'll pass. .. They were still in love, 

in spite of the tooth shattering experience, and as soon as they opened their eyes they 

adored each other again and experienced the sadness the dental brake had put on their 

love, their eyes were calling to each other, but they didn't risk another kiss, they 

squeezed, a squeeze to stop breathing, to kill all sensation of nerves and muscles, to lose 

themselves in the eternal now, down, down, into the pool that's love when you're fifteen 

years old. They surfaced worn out, not knowing how long it had lasted, he looked 

down the corridor towards the cypresses and she towards the door to the corridor and 

jumped back and gave him a push. Julius tried to hide, but they'd seen him and he 

heard "there's a little boy spying on us, Manolo." Julius was behind the only door they 

could escape through, they wanted to run and didn't know where to go; Manolo 
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remembered he ought to play the macho and beat somebody up, but it wasn't the gringo 

behind the door after all; when Cecilia said again that she'd seen a little boy spying on 

them, he suddenly felt that they were the little kids and this must be a big man. They 

heard a whistle and a kid with big ears came noisily out swinging his wet trunks and 

with an expression that says I haven't seen a thing. That was fine for a time, then all 

went down the drain, because Julius couldn't find the room key, though he was sure 

he'd got it in his pocket and felt around for it; Manolo, sure now that there was no 

chance of a fight and that it was a kid and not the manager, grabbed Cecilia and started 

kissing her again just so she'd know that he'd never been afraid. Cecilia was thrown 

off balance, she still wasn't too steady in high heels after only a couple of weeks 

wearing them, they both fell against the door, which Julius still hadn't managed to open 

without the key, and he'd never had it in his swimming trunks. Now all three of them 

were scared, but Cecilia was the coolest, she took a packet of Chesterfields from a 

pocket of her skirt, she'd been going to give them to Manolo, and now she said, "want 

a cigarette, honey?" with a big smile for Julius to disarm him, which it did. "Do you 

live here, little boy?" Julius said he did, and she choked, laughing, and Manolo felt like 

slugging her; it wasn't right she shouldn't be scared and he still couldn't open the 

cigarettes for shaking. Shit! Julius was feeling around again for the key, found it where 

it had been all the time, and Cecilia, leaning on the wall next to the door, laughed and 

laughed with her hand over her mouth, while Manolo and Julius just stared at her. She 

was really pretty and about the age Cynthia'd have been; laughing and laughing, half 

falling apart with the effort, her expression like a schoolgirl who's just done something 
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naughty or won at volleyball, pretty, with an upturned nose. Julius opened the door, 

sneaking a look at her and listening to Manolo, who wouldn't have anything more to do 

with her if she didn't stop laughing. He closed the door, feeling a little afraid because 

he couldn't hear her laugh any more, and who knows, they might have broken up like 

the boy was saying . . . He was happy when he saw them together again later at the 

pool, and she laughed again, while the boy lit a cigarette and looked very 

smooth-looked, at least. 

II 

The day came when the Senora told them they could take a vacation with pay, 

until such a time as the new palace was ready. Imelda had just finished her course of 

dressmaking and took off as cool as you please, she had no feelings for them, she was 

so different from Nilda. The Senora told them they'd get several months of paid 

vacation, and Celso and Daniel were delighted, because now they could construct their 

houses. Construct! That was the word they used, and as for architects and engineers, 

my ass. The dictionary must give all the meanings of "construct," all its etymology, 

Latin origins and so on, but what the shit, and they smiled at you with a whole mouthful 

of teeth and you started to think of buildings, apartment houses, hotels, suites, and they 

smiled away with a piece of bread stuck between those big teeth; and long holidays with 

pay, sure, they were going to "construct." When they dunked their bread in the milky 

coffee on the table in the pantry, suddenly the color of the coffee and of their faces 

dunking their bread struck you flat against a mud hut, and all that about construction 
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deconstructed! what the devil made you think the dictionary would show you the word 

as caricature, the pathos of it all . . . if you'd thought of them building like they smiled 

with a piece of bread between their teeth and cups in front of them, Celso, and Daniel, 

a few moments before they left the old palace to go and con . . . to go to the piece of 

land they had in the shanty town. 

The day came when the Senora told them they could take a vacation with pay, 

and she stopped ironing and came into the pantry to listen, but said nothing. The Senora 

wasn't obliged to ask her where she'd go in the meantime, she was the Senora, but they 

didn't ask either, because their minds were busy with their constructing out there while 

they sat at the kitchen table, and that':; why they'll never know. The sudden fear that 

she felt when she thought she might be out in the street, but she still said nothing, made 

no sign, when she remembered her comadre out in the La Florida area of town who 

could put her up for the time being. The Senora left and nobody asked. She went back 

to the ironing room without speaking and went on with her jet black hanks of hair 

hanging down and hiding half her face, and once again she was that witch who irons my 

shirts so beautifully, that Juan Lucas had mentioned. And since Juan Lucas had got rid 

of Nilda, there was nobody in the kitchen now to keep them together, to stand up for 

them, nobody even to ask where she was thinking of going. Old Arminda was back 

working wonders on the Senor's silk shirts, once again she was nothing but the woman 

who irons with her head hidden between long black hanks of hair, and that was all. If 

Nilda'd been there she'd have asked her, and she, sweating, would have mentioned La 

Florida and comadre and some other things that nobody heard, but Nilda'd have 
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understood. Nilda's not there any more, and she will spend her time dedicated to the 

Senor's shirts, growing old and dying of heat at the ironing board table, and that's all 

right in houses with all those rooms, nobody knows what goes on at times in ironing 

rooms, nor that you're sixty already and your breast hurts down the left hand side at 

times, oh, no! Dear God! please! she'd better rest and save her strength to get to La 

Florida tomorrow. 

Oh Lord! The things you think when you're not feeling well! She was so afraid 

at times, I'm always scared though it's over now, it doesn't hurt, it hasn't hurt much 

for days now, but with the scare and all those shirts that I couldn't get through, and 

thinking of Nilda not being there any more, she's not here anymore, I could see myself 

ending up across the ironing board without seeing her again, she never came back with 

that damned ice cream man, no, I'm not upset at her any more, but when it hurts and 

you get scared; no, not upset really, but Nilda wasn't there, she'd have made her come 

back! Nilda knew how to be mad, she'd have been so mad she'd have got them back 

from the highlands right to my deathbed, she'd have brought them all right, but she 

wasn't there, and she won't be cooking in the new house, so where are we going to eat 

from? will they bring food from that hotel for us too? What if it happened just before 

I left, it hurt me so much on the left side here, inside my breast, so nobody knowing 

about my comadre in La Florida, without Nilda there to ask, because they never asked 

me where I live in La Florida, out at my comadre's; Nilda would have taken charge, 

she'd have got them all to come, Celso, Daniel, Carlos, Anatolio, all of them; Nilda'd 

have fixed them coffee, and they'd all have gone to cry, but Nilda wasn't there and they 



489 

never asked, and if it happened in the new house, I don't even know where the back 

door is to go out all black and slow and quiet, like Bertha, a.nd Senor Juan Lucas fixing 

things with a check like with Nilda, and me coming out the side door, like Bertha, but 

then little Miss Cynthia died too, poor little thing; who'd bury the brush and comb for 

me? that'd be the electric iron in my case ... Oh God, no! Please God! Thank God 

the pain stopped then, and she could finish the shirts and rest a while until next day, 

when she left for La Florida, Oh God! the things one thinks when one's poorly! Still, 

you know, chances are one of these afternoons, one of these nights, say, the Senora 

won't need Carlos, perhaps Master Julius'll be bored, and the Senora'll think to let him 

go for a run, then she might notice I'm tired, she might notice the bundle of clothes is 

too much for me, she might let Master Julius drive out with Carlos to La Florida with 

me, and they'll find out that I live out there. 

"It's Master Julius's birthday," Arminda told her comadre Guadalupe who'd been 

cooking all day and watching her iron. Sometimes the two old women managed to talk 

to each other a bit, Guadalupe'd understood that Arminda'd only be there a few months 

and then she'd go back to work with a family that was moving to a new house. 

Guadalupe was rather deaf and went out to mass early in the morning and to buy food 

for her sons, who were an ungrateful lot who only came home to eat but lived with their 

women somewhere else. She was a bit deaf, and Arminda felt better now and saved her 

strength for ironing the Senor's shirts. It was five o'clock in the afternoon by the time 

she finished the last lot for that week, and she began to bundle them up in a white 

packet to take to the family she worked for. It should have been yesterday, Guadalupe 
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realized this, because today was Friday and yesterday was Thursday. tlIt's Master 

Julius's birth ... tI Arminda'd told her comadre as she watched her cooking. tlyou 

usually go on Thursday, tI Guadalupe'd said ten minutes later, thinking it had to be 

Friday today, because that day they'd finished the ninth offering in church. tlIt's Master 

Julius's birthday, tI Arminda was about to tell her, but she saved her strength for the 

shirts, and the comadre began to stir something in the stewpot, and the big white 

package was ready, and a chicken ran past into the bedroom. 

A few minutes later Arminda was climbing up into a rickety old bus, and the 

struggle not to let the packet of shirts get squashed had begun. Her long black hair 

didn't make people defer to her or feel sorry for her, the way they might have done if 

it'd been grey, even though she was old, and the left side of her breast still hurt a bit, 

it wasn't likely anybody'd stand up for her, because she didn't have grey hair. Today 

she had to take special care of her bag too, because she had the little packet she'd 

bought for Julius yesterday; my comadre must think I forgot to take the shirts yesterday, 

she looked at me funny because I got back too quick, but I only went out to get a little 

something for Master Julius. On the corners Arminda gripped the seat in order not to 

go flying, she held on to the packet as best she could, but on the straight she used both 

hands to take care of the Senor's shirts, he hadn't wanted them laundered at the hotel, 

because she was the only one who knew just how, not that she was boasting about it, 

but it was all she had left in life; there she went thinking about death again, it must be 

heartburn, Nilda'd told her. . . This bus'd take her as far as the Ministry of Public 

Works, and there she'd take the Descalzos to San Isidro line and wouldn't get off until 
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they reached the corner of Javier Prado and Pershing, and from there she could walk-it 

wasn't hard from there, as far as the Country Club. This was the hardest bit, and poor 

Arminda had to struggle to keep the shirts just the way the Sefior liked them. It got 

more and more difficult to keep the package safe, and people were looking at her and 

saying why didn't she take a taxi if she had such a big package. She was later than 

usual today, because she wanted to see Master Julius, that's why she'd waited until 

later, so she'd arrive when he'd finished swimming in the pool. A man finally gave her 

a seat, but she had to get off next stop and thanked him with what passed for a smile, 

for her, just a twitch, she'd have given anything to sit down for a few minutes. She 

lifted the package as best she could over the heads of the other passengers who were 

standing and got as far as the door to get out, when the bus started up again. There was 

the Ministry in front of her, and Arminda looked up at the windows on the upper 

stories-that's where Nilda read in the paper that people committed suicide all the time 

jumping out, and suddenly she felt so tired. She wanted to sit down, but she'd better 

cross the street and get to the bus stop for the Descalzos to San Isidro line, the bus 

always came late, but she might be lucky today, and look, there it is, hurry up now, it's 

coming. Some boys who were waiting cursed the driver because it went past full; in 

fact, they cursed the passengers and the whole of mankind as well, they made her feel 

today wasn't her lucky day either. She stood there waiting, all in black with her jet 

black hanks of hair, looking around her at the town and feeling it was a bad place, 

because there were no benches, and she needed so much to sit down. It's a town, isn't 

it? All those buildings, big high buildings people jump from, yellow ones, dirty ones, 
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higher and higher modem ones, and small ones too, old houses, and then all that cement 

roadway that's Avenida Abancay-it's so wide, big sidewalks all cement-but there 

aren't any benches to sit on, and she did so need to sit down, look at that big 

government building, but there were no benches, and her feet hurt so much; it's the 

floor at my comadre's place being damp because it's just earth-that makes your 

kidneys ache; cement out here, but nowhere to sit, that's what a town's like, eh? People 

walking and they never sit down, and there aren't any benches, and she was going to 

fall down if it took much longer, perhaps she could set the package on that car parked 

there, rest it a bit over the wheel. But here comes another bus from Descalzos, so she 

stepped forward to see if it would stop, but it didn't. She might be able to sit on the 

ground with the packet on her lap, but there was a beggar lying down over there and 

people going by, but she wanted to sit down so much, and not one bench; they're crazy, 

the Descalzos people, look, sometimes two come together, one so full it doesn't stop and 

the other empty. 

Arminda saw a little head covered in curly hair that was quite grey and realized 

there was a mulatta sitting there with an empty place at her side, so she fell back, 

closing her eyes, and let the moment pass, her blood pressure must have dropped to 

zero. When she opened them again the conductor was there, and she gave him her 

money from the very bottom of her bag, wrapped in a handkerchief. She closed her 

eyes again and felt the packet there on her lap well protected, and everything was all 

right, the package for Master Julius was there too in her bag. She felt a bit better now 

and began to think she'd be able to go on ironing, then suddenly she heard a little voice 
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at her side, like a little whistle at first, and she opened her eyes and saw that it was the 

little old black woman who was sitting at her side. She was singing, but that wasn't the 

funny thing about her, she had a face like a baby and was smiling with this silly 

expression while she sang, and she had a swollen belly too, just as if she were 

expecting. When she saw Arminda she looked at her as if she'd woken up and found 

Little Red Riding Hood at the foot of the bed, and she told her she was a little birdie 

and smiled at her as if she was a friend, then she began to laugh; Little Birdie was very 

happy, and she warbled and whistled and wanted to talk to the whole bus, and she was 

so happy she didn't know what to do, and she stood up and trilled to all the passengers 

and told them they were good little children. Thank heavens, she looked out of the 

window from time to time to see if she could see a tree or a bush; thank heavens, 

because when she did that, she forgot about Arminda and that she was flying and even 

stopped warbling for a while. But as soon as the tree or what she thought was a tree 

disappeared from her mind, she started off again and began to sing nursery rhymes and 

lullabies, which she probably made up as she went along, holding on to her stomach and 

suddenly holding onto the packet with the shirts which Arminda was doing her best to 

protect, God knows what Birdie was thinking about. Anyway, so long as all she did 

was stroke it, it didn't matter, because if she told her to stop she might suddenly think 

she was an eagle; just fancy, thought poor Arminda and gave what passed for a smile 

for her, as if she were telling Little Birdie everything wasn't as rosy as she thought it 

was, it was more like an anthill than a tree to rest in, filled with little angels and good 

little children, all those words the little old Black woman kept saying over and over, 
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while she stroked the packet of the Senor's shirts, harder and harder. The bus stopped 

at a light and Little Birdie turned and looked out of the window and saw another nice 

man, a policeman, a great big cholo, quite a nice looking chap too. She stood up to 

look out because she was a tiny little birdie, and she wanted the policeman to be sure 

to hear her. The whole bus could see what was going on, not that she was doing 

anything wrong, like, but the policeman didn't quite know what to do, it looked like he 

might get mad at times, because the passengers were laughing, but he wasn't going to 

move, because it would have looked as if he'd lost face to a madwoman. But between 

worrying about maintaining his authority and the light which didn't change, and people 

laughing themselves sick at him, the poor guy didn't know what to do and looked away, 

and just happened to see a car crossing on yellow perhaps, anyway, it was yellow now, 

and he blew his whistle to save face, looking furious, of course, pistol in halter, 

truncheon at the ready, he set off to give a ticket and regain his position-tough luck, 

the light changed, the bus set off, and he had to make a tremendous effort not to fall 

flat, and Little Birdie seized her chance and sang right in his face: "Goodbye, sonny 

boy, goodbye, little dear," but the sound of the whistle blowing like crazy drowned out 

her lullaby. 

Her success was better than a bag of candy for Little Birdie; she sat there 

thinking of the policeman blowing his whistle at her and forgetting for a while the other 

little child in Arminda's white belly. Unfortunately, as the bus got nearer to San Isidro 

the view outside got nicer with more trees, the houses got gradually prettier, until they 

turned into palaces and castles. Around Javier Prado everything was covered with 
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flowers, climbing plants, and trees on both sides of the road; Little Birdie, waking up 

on her branch, burst forth with "like the birds which herald the spring" with a 

tremendous warble. She was so carried away that Arminda was afraid she might fly out 

of the bus window and felt she ought to keep an eye on her and see she was all right. 

The little old mulatta kept on warbling; at every stop, as the passengers got on, she gave 

them a welcome worthy of Saint Francis and shocked them terribly, since after all, this 

is the twentieth century, and it's a free country, and all that. The conductor came by 

and told her in no uncertain terms to cut that out; he made her sit down in her place and 

he closed the window, muttering threats. Birdie started crying, then laughing at the 

same time, and remembered the other little child next to her and started petting the 

parcel again, and even wanted to kiss it, making Arminda afraid it would get dirtied; 

she was going to tell her to stop it, when the bus stopped again and a blond fellow got 

in; he looked part Hungarian, say, a strong looking chap, with common looking hair 

though, probably a Peruvian mother; he looked like a third string football player or a 

grease monkey, a lower class type anyway, but with fair hair ... European cholo type, 

or you might say, halfway between a white Indian and a respectable cholo. For Birdie, 

he must have been a cross between the Christ Child in a nativity and the President of 

Peru, since she pushed by Arminda and went straight up to warble and pet him. The 

poor guy had been standing half way down the bus, and he made out like he hadn't 

noticed what was going on, for the benefit of the other passengers; he turned his back 

to Little Birdie and acted as if he couldn't feel her hand on his head, but you could see 

he could, he was very jittery, and people started laughing again like they had with the 
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cop, and the fellow didn't know where to look, she was trying to force her head 

between his stomach and the seat he was leaning against, and there she was down there 

smiling up at him, so nicely, the one she admired the most. Even the driver, who could 

see what was going on in the rear view mirror, was shitting his pants now and almost 

missed the stop, for listening to Birdie's lullabies, but Arminda was suddenly at his side, 

she gave him the pitying look of one who'd found nothing amusing in the whole affair, 

and not only pointed out that that was her stop but that he was the captain of this ship 

and should see that things were run properly, the Little Birdie was nothing but a poor 

wretched woman, she'd have you know. 

n was getting dark when Carlos at the wheel of the Mercedes drove into the 

avenue that goes from Javier Prado to the Country Club, and he saw her coming. "Here 

comes La Dona," he said to himself and stopped the car so that she could get in and not 

have to walk the last lap. Arminda came up to the Mercedes and never said a word, he 

opened the door for her, but from the inside, not getting out the way he would have 

done for the Senora, saying the same things he would have to her, though not seriously. 

Arminda shut the door badly twice, and he had to help her, giving her a look which she 

didn't even bother noticing. He asked how she was feeling, and she said a bit better. 

Better than what? Carlos didn't even know the Dona'd been feeling poorly these past 

few days and thinking of death, the wake, the funeral, and all those words that feel like 

marble slabs. Arminda had let herself be swallowed up in the upholstery of the 

Mercedes and seized a couple of minutes to rest with her eyes closed; with everything 

dark she might forget that the packet at her side was shirts for the Senor and not the 
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little child Birdie had thought it was, poor thing; when you come to think of it, she was 

the only one who was happy. 

And at the moment the bellboys weren't happy either; Carlos, with his little 

moustache and his wise guy look, stopped the car right at the main entrance to the hotel, 

and three guys in green rushed, but politely, to the door of the Mercedes, thinking the 

Senora was going to get out and this would increase the tip at the end of the month. It 

was one up for Carlos in his daily skirmishes with the hotel employees, since he's made 

the three look like idiots; sitting at the wheel, he shook with silent laughter while the 

bellboys took the package with the shirts and then saw the poor woman they'd rushed 

to attend to. 

The night before, they'd come home God knows when, and, as usual when that 

happened, Julius had eaten alone in the suite and had waited for a while longer until he 

fell asleep, and Mummy doesn't even know tomorrow's my birthday. So he was afraid 

at first, and then absolutely overjoyed, when he realized it's Mummy come into bed 

with me to wake me up. Mummy, in her dressing gown, squashing him, smothering 

him with kisses, and talking about the presents she was going to buy him that afternoon. 

She asked for a list, hurry, she wanted to buy him the moon, and kiss him, and love 

him, and make him so happy, you know how I love you. She'd have liked him always 

to remember her as she was just then: lithe, happy, her hair mussed; Mummy, her love 

raining down on him, filling him, so that the feeling would last, just as she did to 

Santiago when she sent him money to the United States, telling him this'll have to last 

a fair while, you know. Susan was lying face down across the bed with her head over 
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the other side, her fair hair falling down to the rug, and with her right hand she 

stretched: "Mummy's getting old, darling," and finally reached the bell next to the 

bedside table and rang for room service, for breakfast for three around the little table. 

There was Juan Lucas humming in his manly voice as he shaved in the bathroom, and 

she felt that one day more had begun, she felt the other great love in her life, the one 

she watched from behind her dark glasses over golf courses across the whole wide 

world. The blood had rushed to her head, and Julius helped her stand up, her face 

flushed, and lie down on her back at his side then. Susan placed both arms behind her 

head and wriggled, stretching, yawned for the last time that morning and played at 

falling asleep beside Julius, but Juan Lucas wasn't only humming now but singing in his 

morning shower, and she was listening to him. 

Three quarters of an hour later, a loving breakfast for three around the little 

table, the half-eaten grapefruits in their little bowls, empty cups with cafe au lait 

running down the side, uneaten buttered toast turning greasy, and jam waiting for its fly 

to land, if by a strange chance one ever managed to get into a suite at the Country Club; 

there was Juan Lucas, immaculate in a white linen suit, telling them about the important 

meeting with others in the fishing business, and the Secretary of the Interior, and how 

he'd be there around noon to pick them up for lunch at the Golf Club; there was Susan 

yelling to him from the shower that she couldn't hear him, and there was Julius, 

thinking: there goes the afternoon shopping for presents, they'd be spending it in the 

Golf Club, and there was Julius buried in the sofa, wrapped in an expensive bathrobe, 

but one definitely too big for him, watching Juan Lucas, who picked up his gold key 
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ring from on top of a chest of drawers, and his gold cigarette case, gold lighter, gold 

pen and pencil, gold wallet-at least, the initials were-and gold checkbook, if they'd 

made them of gold, the Eldorado of any pickpocket, except there never were any where 

he went or, logically, vice versa. "Have you got a smart suit, young man?" Julius was 

going to answer, but, as usual, he didn't wait: "tonight we're taking you to the 

Aquarium, or don't you want to celebrate your birthday?" Julius thought of some of his 

school friends, or those he had at the pool, and of the Lastarria cousins, the shits, and 

what Susan might think, say, if at the moment she'd just had her Coca-Cola, but better 

not think about anything; anyway, Juan Lucas was saying" 'bye everybody!" and leaving 

the millionaire's suite, leaving Susan and Julius-the millionaires with all the summer 

morning, and nothing to do until he came back at noon and would take them to the Golf 

Club. 

Nothing had changed: Juan Lucas played almost all afternoon, Susan played for 

a while and then went round with him, with some of her girlfriends; Julius in the 

meantime swam in the pool there without speaking to anybody, because he hadn't been 

for some time and didn't know any of the other children. Around seven Juan Lucas 

came back to shower and change and had a couple of drinks in the bar, somewhat 

hurried, because they had a cocktail party that evening, and later on they'd take Julius 

out for dinner. Susan, happy as ever, sent a waiter over to tell Julius to be sure to be 

ready and they'd meet in the bar, because they had a surprise for him. "Darling, into 

the car quickly," she said when Julius appeared, "we have a cocktail party first, but then 

we'll go eat at the Aquarium." She was so pleased at being able to give him such a 
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wonderful surprise; after all, she'd been in the shower and hadn't heard what Juan Lucas 

had said that morning. 

However, she did hear the three little taps on the door now. They'd only been 

back from the Golf Club for a few minutes and were enjoying a sherry before getting 

ready for their cocktail party. "Now who can that be?" thought Susan, exhausted, and 

not wanting to get up. Julius had gone downstairs for a moment, but of course he 

wouldn't bother knocking. Then again, little taps. Juan Lucas finally went to open the 

door once and for all. 

"Ah, there you are," he said in the appropriate tone, "you've brought my shirts? 

Come in, come in . .. Susan, take care of this, will you?" 

Arminda took three shy steps into the suite, looking foolish. Susan noticed just 

then that it was getting dark outside, and that always depressed her, so she ran to close 

the curtains and make it dark completely and time for the cocktail party. She turned on 

the standard lamp in one comer, and another lamp on the table to the right of the sofa, 

and that made the perfect atmosphere for drinking sherry, with the glasses gleaming with 

golden brown liquid on the silver tray. Arminda was still there, three steps into the 

room, and noticeably dirty all of a sudden, and was murmuring something. But Juan 

Lucas had gone, and for Susan she wasn't there yet; for Susan everything was still in 

her subconscious, something way back there, until she'd had time for another sip of 

sherry and put the glass on the table, and now she could see Arminda was there, and 

she had to talm care of her, there had to be some money somewhere around for her to 

pick up and give to her, and pay her, and take the packet of shirts; just a minute, 
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Arminda, "darling, can you give me some money, please ?" Juan Lucas was sitting there 

making like he was engrossed in Time magazine; he pulled out his billfold and stretched 

out his arm in Susan's direction without looking up, since the article was getting more 

and more interesting. Susan took the billfold, opened it, and took out the first bill she 

found and gave it to Arminda, who was still standing, hugging the packet, and 

completely worn out. "Is that enough?" she asked, feeling terrified, and lovely as ever. 

Arminda gave what passed for her smile, and said "Senora, I don't have change for 

that" and was going to say that Susan could pay her next week, when Susan 

remembered the people at the racetrack and how she was still sending things to them and 

was overcome with kindness; she looked so lovely, so Anglo-Saxon as she took the 

packet from Arminda, put it on a chair, and gave her the bill and told her to keep the 

change, and the other woman looked so uncomfortable and smelled of armpits. The 

whole thing was getting to be like the Queen visiting her faithful colonies, and there was 

nothing more to say, and the glass of sherry was shining there, and I've got to go get 

ready for the cocktail party, but Arminda wanted to see Master Julius too, and asked 

after him. "He must be down at the pool," Susan said, knowing very well he couldn't 

be, because it'd been closed for over an hour. She took the glass again and sipped, to 

see if some idea surfaced, because the woman was still there, and what on earth was she 

going to do with her, if Julius took an hour to come. Should I talk to her or not? 

thought poor Susan, who felt Arminda's presence growing and filling the room; she 

didn't either come or go, and there was the sherry, and she'd have finished it in a 

minute, and so she didn't sit down nor start to get dressed, and Juan Lucas was capable 
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of asking her to bring him his glasses, which he didn't use, since he looked so engrossed 

in Time, so long as he didn't have it upside down, and then the room would surely 

explode, with all it had cost to build it and decorate it, just like something out of an 

American movie in glorious cinemascope too. Somebody'd come to rescue them, they 

were knocking on the door, it must be someone coming to save them, Susan felt, and 

almost ran to open it, passing Arminda and looking at her without seeing; she smiled, 

but her hair had fallen across her mouth and was covering it, and Arminda didn't know, 

she only noticed that the Senora was in a hurry to get to the door; it was a bellboy 

who'd been cleaning the suitcases for the Senor. He was loaded with cases and smiling 

in anticipation of a fat tip. When Susan said come in, almost begged him to come in, 

he did, and happily, wondering if this Senora went in for things like that, but then he 

bumped into another woman, way out of place, and over there was the Senor reading 

a magazine. Don't get any ideas, and he didn't even dare to look, but what's she doing 

here, then? and what's more, not letting him pass; all he could do was drop the cases 

then and there and go, leaving poor Arminda practically an island, a desert island, 

surrounded by suitcases on all sides. The bellboy took off and Susan came back to 

finish her sherry and see what was happening, she felt so on edge on seeing Juan Lucas 

with his magazine but not reading. That little sip of sherry did the trick though: lovely 

as ever she put the glass on the table, sat on the sofa, very, very nervous still, and gave 

Arminda one of her most dazzling smiles; Arminda took a step backward and answered 

her with what passed for her smile, and there they all were back to square one again. 

There was a slight change though, Juan Lucas heard a voice saying something about 
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Julius, and a little something, and he peered out from behind the magazine and there 

was Arminda looking like a traveler who's just arrived, a beggar who's won the lottery 

and not had time to buy new clothes yet but who's come straight to stay in a luxury 

hotel with all those extraordinary pigskin suitcases. Susan was still looking at Arminda 

and trying to think what to do next, and then found something: she lit a cigarette. She 

picked up the packet from the table, took one out, lit it, and inhaled, blew out the 

smoke, looked at Arminda, and back to square one again, but this time she was ready 

and went to the bell. 

"I'm going to call and ask them to look for Julius," she said, "we've got to get 

changed and go out. " 

It wasn't necessary to ring, because at that moment Julius opened the door and 

found the suite was very dim and everything seemed strange, half sad, half crazy. "Hi, 

Arminda," he said, and tripped over one of the cases. Juan Lucas took this opportunity 

to put his magazine down and stand up, saying "they do have good articles some time." 

And Susan looked at him as if she believed him, and stood up too. The two of them left 

the room, and Arminda immediately took on another personality; she made her way 

between the cases, saying that Julius was nine now and must be one of the biggest boys 

in Immaculate Heart. "I've brought a little present for Master Julius," she said, as 

Susan and Juan Lucas were about to leave. She opened her black bag and took out the 

little present. Juan Lucas lit a cigarette so he'd have something to keep his mouth 

occupied and steeled himself for the unpleasant things a rich man must undergo. The 

first drag told him Arminda wasn't worth bothering about, and the second that Julius 
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always had been an idiot, anyway. Susan, however, was suddenly engrossed in 

everything that was happening and had become lady bountiful of the racetrack; she 

followed the opening of the packet with a delicious and false enthusiasm. Could she 

keep it up? The whole affair wasn't just one of look-what-I've-brought-you, but what 

it really was: a poor woman and a rich kid, and everything so pitiful ... 

. . . So pitiful you'll never forget it, will you, Julius? Because when you're like 

that, if it's your birthday or New Year's or Christmas, or any other day in which you 

are to love and be loved; on a day like this it makes you sad enough to go back to the 

Golf Club and wander around the dark, empty pool; when it's like this, when everything 

you thought would be lovely turns into something so unbearably sad, it's even worse, 

it's a constant undefined threat of immense sorrow, sorrow that'll come at any moment 

when you've looked in the pool, empty of people now, empty of the little girls who 

reminded you of Cynthia, empty of Bertha untangling her hair, empty of Celso and 

Daniel, who didn't come to see you all summer, who're constructing houses on their 

own, and you can't even imagine what they're like, empty of the boy kissing his 

girlfriend, when at last there's an afternoon, an evening almost, in which the Marconi 

gang isn't going to beat up on anyone; but they weren't there, when at the bottom of the 

water that made you feel so cold, you looked at the stones, the Tarzan knives lying 

there, and they were so sad there, so still under the clear water, blue sorrow, when the 

pool was empty of your summer friends, and it was strange how being cold, or 

loneliness, always makes you want to go to the bathroom and you became aware of your 

body, you felt you were you, you felt those strange moments, and you thought you'd 
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feel better in the suite-you're better up there-but you didn't move, you just stayed, 

you stayed on, you saw in the distance on the counter top in the bar the rolls with roast 

pork that you had the other day, like this morning too, when she came and made you 

happy for a few moments that are always threatened by sorrow coming later, at any 

time, at any time, Julius, and it might be now, now, because it's your birthday, Vilma 

appears sitting on a bench and you look at her, but there's absolutely nobody there, 

absolutely nothing, only the threat of the pity that is your sadness now, and you don't 

know why but it doesn't get worse, why it should go on and nothing happen, why it 

should be Nilda now who's talking loudly at the edge of the pool, and people looking 

at her, and you feel ashamed, it's so horrible, your shame, when you feel more than 

that, cold, and you want to go to the bathroom even worse, and you start playing with 

the feeling, and remember that Arminda didn't come yesterday and might come today 

because it's your birthday, and you see yourself getting out of the carriage because 

Cynthia's coming home from school, and you're still Julius, and you know that your life 

will filled with moments like that, threatened with pity, which is the sadness that will 

make you always remember, when the benches around the pool have turned into holes 

that swallow the people, and grow dark and green, when the bellboys mill around Juan 

Lucas, who's taking you to the Aquarium tonight, when the moment is definitely the 

sorrow that you never will forget, Julius; then you leave all the threat in the pool, empty 

of loved ones, or of those who impress you, and return to the suite, and you enter and 

greet people and are surrounded by a strange, sad atmosphere, they've turned on the 

lights, those dim lights, and God knows how, but they've spread Juan Lucas's cases all 
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around Arminda; how sad is the suite when you open the door and see Arminda's back, 

how strange everything is getting, when you and Arminda go to the table where he's 

standing and she's standing and watching something that didn't ought to be sad, but 

which happened so that you could hear those Nilda-like words-"with my good will, 

little Master Julius, with my good will"-and she, opening the package, and for a 

moment everyone's dumbstruck, and we all feel a black dizziness, and they said "thank 

you" and left; "with my good will, Master Julius," that's what you said, and no one else 

will ever know the meaning of those words in a suite in the Country Club, on your 

birthday, in the light of lamps dimmed as by some dark sorrow that's been gathering in 

the corners and advancing towards the two of you, Susan and Juan Lucas, which grew 

when you heard Susan's silk dress rustling against her skin, there in the bathroom while 

Arminda gave you the present, and you didn't know what to say, because it was a pair 

of horrible yellow check socks you'd never be able to wear, when you took the bottle 

of blue liquid, she must have thought was cologne because of the color and the bottle, 

and you heard Juan Lucas's shitty voice there in the bathroom "That's rich! She's a bit 

early_" You didn't want to read the letters, you didn't want them to mean anything; 

you'd not read them, but they turned into words and you knew what they meant. "With 

my good will, little Master, with my good will with my good will with my good will 

with my good will, little Master," the words were "with my good will with my good 

will with my good will with my good will, little Master"-the label on the bottle-"with 

my good will with my good will with my good will with my good will with my good 

will"-AFTERSHAVE-"with my good will with my good will ___ " 
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"She's several years too early, said Juan Lucas. 

"Poor thing, perhaps Carlos could ... " Susan began, but why not go out and 

say it to them directly: "Darling, we won't be using the Mercedes ... Arminda must 

be tired, why don't you go with Carlos and take her home?" 

Carlos wasn't too keen on the idea, but after all, it was the little boy's birthday 

. Julius, on the other hand, had gone running to the Mercedes. He'd be able to 

spend a while with Arminda! They might talk a bit, and Carlos would help him forget 

the scene with the present; the drive would kill the time he'd have had to spend alone 

in the suite waiting for Susan and Juan Lucas to come back from their cocktail party to 

take him to dinner at the Aquarium. Sitting up front at Carlos's side, he watched very 

closely the way he took, from San Isidro to La Florida. Arminda was sitting in the back 

seat; she was quiet for a while because she'd suddenly remembered Little Birdie. As 

soon as they reached Avenida Javier Prado, she began to remember all the upset the 

little black woman had made on the bus coming out, how flustered she'd become on 

seeing all those trees and the two rows of bushes that border the garden of the median 

that ran like a green ribbon down the center of the boulevard. She looked at Julius for 

a minute and wondered if she could tell him what had happened, but nobody'd said a 

word for a few minutes now, and it'd been years since she'd told anyone of things that 

had happened to her. Better go on without talking and enjoy a nice rest, traveling in a 

car for once, instead of a full bus; better to close your eyes and not see Little Birdie, 

just rest. She leaned her head on the back of the seat and tried to sleep. Carlos had 
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turned the radio on without asking anyone; after all, the woman at the back was only 

a woman and not the Senora, and as for the kid, the hell with what he wanted to listen 

to. Julius didn't even realize the radio was on; he'd been looking out of the window and 

thinking how Lima changes when you leave San Isidro and head for La Florida. The 

contrast wasn't quite as noticeable in the dark, but you could still see how the Mercedes 

was going through different cities, Lima of today, Lima of yesterday, Lima of the olden 

days, Lima that ought to disappear, and Lima that ought to have disappeared a long time 

ago; in short: Lima. The truth is, whether by day or by night, the houses stopped being 

palaces and castles and suddenly stopped having those huge gardens; little by little 

everything grew smaller. There were fewer trees, and the houses got uglier-well, let's 

say, less pretty-because they had just left the prettiest residential districts in the 

world-just ask any foreigner who's been in Lima-and then they reached those square 

block buildings where the paint's always peeling and there are signs that say FOR 

RENT and APARTMENTS FOR SALE, the kind of buildings for people thinking of 

moving to Lince from the old adobe family house in Chorrillos, smaller buildings with 

a shop or a bar or a little eating place on the ground floor and lower-middle-class folks 

stuffed into the upper floors, or that's what you imagine; a big old house here turned 

into a boarding house, just right for the Argentinean football player they've just hired, 

getting a bit fat now, but he used to be great; that's where the fellow in the soap opera 

lives too, same nationality of course, who's come to see how things are and loses his 

nostalgia for Buenos Aires, but sometimes they come up with some new law in Lima 

and talk about fostering local talent, my house, your house, their house, why talk about 
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it, we've got used to seeing them, there's no place like home; here's a Villa Carmela·· 

type house of 1925; family compound, used to have a fortune but not any more; here 

comes the Rospigliosi Castle-God, it's awful, a mixture of pure shit and patriotic 

pride; these are the little bungalows where your dressmaker lives, where schoolteachers 

live; now a do-it-yourself one; half government palace and half Beverly Hills; this one 

looks like a ship, and the chola's too small to look through the porthole on the door, 

she's scared to open as well, you're not welcome; Tudor half-timber with Peruvian 

twirls, that's a nice mixture; here we've got a wedding cake or a lump of shit, and look 

at the owner getting into his five-year-old Cadillac, pink no less, parked at the door; 

that's an apartment house for the Argentinean soap opera star, the one who's entrenched 

by now; "little flat for the girl friend there," nicely finished building, looks expensive, 

is too, attractive real estate, very fashionable, skyscrapers, we're very proud of our 

buildings; are you kidding? with the earthquakes we have here! lots of office space, and 

up on top a penthouse for a bachelor friend of Juan Lucas. Then downtown, that's 

where the crush begins, a modem one here, an historic one there, out they go, and the 

hell with our famous Lima balconies. Now they're across town and the Mercedes is 

crossing a part that's been falling down for a hundred years or more; and how strange 

it is here, like being on the moon: skyscrapers suddenly rising on waste lots amid shacks 

with chicken runs, standing like pale mountains gleaming with a strange light, just like 

driving across a dry lake, and the road turning into the road that time forgot, and the 

Mercedes begins to feel a longing to get back on the freeway. Arminda seems to be 

waking up back there and Julius is perplexed at first, because he doesn't know what they 
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can be, but of course, they're houses, all home-made and original, though there are 

some that try to look like cottages; that'll be where a really poor dressmaker lives; and 

look, that's a real Indian hut, look, Julius, so you know what they look like; it looks 

like it's on fire, but that's because they're cooking inside and the thatch is steaming, and 

over there is the apartment house where your gym instructor at school might live; dusty 

buildings, then the barracks, then an empty field, and now Carlos is feeling lost, though 

not for long, he knows his Lima; who said he was scared?-now let's see, Senora, you 

tell me where-and Arminda, rather disoriented, because they're in a car and not the 

bus, doesn't know what to say and the Mercedes is really lost, and Julius gets to see 

more of this strange low-lying area of Lima, which seems farther from the Country Club 

of San Isidro than the moon. 

The Mercedes was covered with dust, and while Guadalupe stirred something in 

a pot like a huge boiler and looked at Arminda, because she didn't understand the other 

two, and especially not the child, it wasn't long before the hubcaps and ornaments were 

stolen. Julius stood just inside the door of the house, and a draft came through the 

crack, freezing his back and making him sniffle, but he didn't dare go further in. It was 

the first time he'd been in a house where you entered directly into the dining room and 

there wasn't any sign of a living room, and a terrified chicken was peering out, and 

under the half-light of a bulb hanging from a damp ceiling, just a step from short 

circuiting and causing a fire, and all the family out in the street. He didn't know where 

to look, and so he looked here in order not to look there, and felt he was being rude to 

Guadalupe and to Arminda and perhaps even to Carlos, because the floor was cold and 
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made of earth, and the stove was made of bricks, and in a little cupboard with a glass 

front-but a tiny one, not like the one they had in the palace-there were three salt 

shakers going green because they weren't real silver, and a broken cup, and an orange, 

and three fly-blown bananas; and four chairs around the table, each one different; and 

the stove, which was of bricks, is right in the dining room, and you're rude to people 

if you look at that too, if you look here or there or at the chicken, the chicken with its 

little chicks now. Julius takes a step forward and thinks of bending down to pet them; 

the chicken and its chicks took off like a shot, so that was even more rude; everything 

he did would hurt people's feelings, just because he wanted to pet them and smile at 

Guadalupe, he scared their chickens, and what's more, they were crowing, no, he's 

insulted Guadalupe again, he doesn't understand, she's deaf and that's why he thinks she 

hates him. Maybe it wouldn't hurt to look at Carlos, but Carlos has forgotten all about 

him. Carlos always knows how to get along with people; he rubs his hands and smiles 

and says "is that a pot of tea I see, Senora?" and Arminda invites them to sit down and 

comes with a pot full of hot tea and leaves it on the table and goes to get the cups; she 

asks Guadalupe if she wants a cup too, and Julius is sure now that Guadalupe hates him, 

because she doesn't even answer. Arminda doesn't insist, my comadre isn't used to tea 

at night; Guadalupe's getting deafer every day. 

"Let's see how a nice cup of tea gets us back again," says Carlos, puffing at his 

cigarette, while Arminda sets out three cups, three big cups with worn edges, and Julius 

feels he's being rude again; he's sorry, but he can't help it, though this time he reacts 

properly by giving a big smile as though he's happy, even though he feels so nervous, 
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and he lifts up his cup in both hands when she's about to pour as though he couldn't 

wait a minute longer for a cup of something, coffee or tea; his hands are trembling, but 

he keeps them still until she serves him, and puts the cup down, spilling only a little, 

and then picks it up again and burns his tongue, but doesn't say anything; it's fine, 

thanks, but Carlos, who always knows how to get along with people and take the 

initiative, ignores him when he looks at him and takes a tremendous slurp of it with bad 

manners and grins very pointedly when Arminda brings out three bread rolls and butter, 

and it's bad manners too to grab one like that, but Julius would like to do the same; he 

wishes he could drink tea and slurp like that too, and now between Arminda's 

silence-she's sitting down at last and drinking her tea like somebody who's dead-and 

Carlos's slurps, and the noise of the tea dripping off the roll he's been dunking, or when 

he takes a great bite and gets his moustache all wet, or when he chews, those are the 

only noises you can hear, sharp as a jab under the rheumatic light bulb, noises that are 

repeated, thanks to Carlos's happy, gluttonous hunger, they are repeated and take on a 

rhythm, they're going to lead to talk, we're about to smile, I'm going to be Julius sitting 

here, we're going to laugh, Guadalupe too, but Guadalupe just stares because she's deaf, 

she must think that she's still stirring something in the big silent pan, and perhaps that's 

why the light bulb darkens the sounds a second before the rhythm, and the damp in the 

house corrodes them; it's night in La Florida, and Carlos's moustache has become hair 

dampened by tea. Just at the moment that Julius was grabbing for it-he didn't reach 

it-something tropical, something black came loose, moreover, at his right: it's 

Arminda's hair falling down both sides of her face when she takes her lips to the cup 
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without lifting the cup to her lips, Arminda's hair falling down, next to the bread that 

they'd forgotten to pass to you. "Here, Master Julius" she said, with what passed for 

her smile, "here this is for you," and she pushed it closer to him with her hand when 

Carlos was already finishing and getting ready to go; the hand with the plate with the 

roll and the butter, and suddenly you saw a white spot on the huge purply-black 

fingernail, "have some bread, Master Julius," and you could suddenly see the white 

gloves that Celso and Daniel wear when they serve in the palace, but they weren't there 

now, and you threw up, Julius, you threw up, just as Carlos was about to leave, and he 

had to smoke another cigarette while Arminda said "tea always upsets you," and she 

cleaned your neck with a damp rag, and you just sat there, but you could see how 

Guadalupe came closer, just three steps closer, and looked at you so closely, but it was 

as though she was still far away, and she was deaf. 

Way out there on the road, which was still a dirt road then, they'd stuck a 

billboard: PRIVATE PROPERTY, and it really teed you off, because it would have 

been a perfect place to park with a girl, but you have to drive straight on and hit the 

freeway. The architect everybody's talking about now had had another billboard stuck 

up there with his name on it in big black letters, and that's how the whole thing got 

started. It's called Monterrico, and it's more like San Isidro than San Isidro itself. 

They say one family stuck their kids in boarding school and took off for Europe and 

planned on coming back when everything was finished, without them having the bother 
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of even seemg to things. They gave the architect carte blanche and a pile of 

money-the same architect of course-all they said was "lots of glass," and he went 

over his ideas about functionalism and saw the check they'd left and decided he'd be 

eclectic; that's the big glass place on the hill in Monterrico, you mean to say you 

haven't noticed it? It's come out in all the magazines! 

The owners of the glass house on the hill in Monterrico were of very good 

family, and they say Juan Lastarria yelled "I made it" when he was invited to the 

housewarming; it's true, he did give some credit to Juan Lucas, after all, they'd been 

partners for some time, so people were beginning to talk to him, and how well he 

looked in those twelve suits he'd had made in London. Lastarria was ambitious though, 

when he was dozing at night, he wondered if there wasn't some Italian count who'd lost 

his fortune who might be willing to sell the title to him on the quiet, in Siena, say . . . 

The only problem would be that if he showed up in Lima with a title, Juan Lucas would 

shit his pants laughing in his face, and what's more, he'd do it in front of that secretary, 

and with one more building to my name she's as good as mine. He only thought that 

way when dozing, though, not now in his Cadillac-runs like it's flying, though you had 

to be careful on this dirt road up to the crystal palace. "Oh shit!" thought poor Lastarria 

as he drove into the parking place next to the house with all its lights on; there wasn't 

one car, his was the first. "Juan Lastarria, that's the fat arriviste who arrives first and 

leaves last at every cocktail party in Lima," they'd once said, and he knew it. He made 

a tum and almost ran over a pansified waiter, who was asking to be run over anyway, 

one of those you rent from the caterer, and word gets around, so even they knew 
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Lastarria, and when they said "Good evening, sir" it sounded like "who do you think 

you're kidding?" in spite of the Cadillac which really flew. 

Or so he'd thought, alas, now that he'd gone down the hill a ways to drive 

around Monterrico and kill time until someone else got there first to look stupid; he saw 

a car racing up the hill like crazy with someone in a hurry to kill themselves, he'd have 

enjoyed racing like that and passing it to boot, but that was out of the question, he was 

in his Cadillac, he'd just jammed the brake on and given way to another car, a sports 

car, of course, though with this dust and the lights on you couldn't see a thing; it was 

like being on the main highway with people telling you to get on with it and 

pass-fingers and fuckyous. Lastarria wouldn't have got out if you'd paid him, his car 

was bigger and cost a fortune. He viewed it like the business man he was; if you bid 

sixty I'll bid a hundred, when he heard a very strange accent casting aspersions on his 

legitimacy and did get out, and dirtied his shoes, and God knows why, because he 

certainly wasn't going to punch that big blonde in the nose, the one who was getting out 

of the MG. She was wearing pants and yelling, and her accent sounded even stranger 

now, "Can't you give me any more room, man?" Lastarria felt the way he used to feel 

when he went courting his wife and had only one suit to show up in, only now they'd 

reached the stage where she felt ill every time they had to go out together. He went 

back to the Cadillac, and as he was pressing on the door handle, he wished he was Juan 

Lucas and started to say "Ahem, seiiori ... " "Are you going to make more room or 

aren't you?" yelled the enormous blonde with the pants, and he wondered if she knew 

judo like they do in spy films, you never can tell. He jumped into the Cadillac, buried 
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himself in the red plush and turned on the ignition; yes, he was flying all right, and he'd 

scare that fearless Russian spy, when he heard the fender or the side, God knows what 

part of the Cadillac, scraping against the hillside, and Lastarria versus the world pressed 

the button that made the windows go up so he couldn't hear the way she was laughing 

at him. He went forward and scraped, and the blonde in her open MG heard it all while 

she backed up and laughed, thinking if all those who were going to the cocktail party 

were like him, she would wear her wonderful dirty pants. 

All the rooms looked out onto a huge patio with a little pool in the middle, and 

nobody knew where the lights were hidden, but everything was lit up and looked 

marvelous. The glass house was U-shaped, and three sides formed the patio with the 

other open, leading to the garden with a pool that was also lighted so you couldn't tell 

how; further on was a wood that went right up the hill, and they said there was a pond 

with wild ducks among the trees. At least a hundred guests were going through the 

huge open glass slab in lieu of a door and shaking hands with Ernesto Pedro de 

Altamira, who suffered from neurasthenia, was extremely pale, extremely well-bred, 

looked rather like Dracula, and spent a lot of time reading German books, and didn't 

look out of place, now that they looked at him, in the ultramodern vestibule of a house 

where even the library was made of glass. When they greeted his wife, several people 

called her "Countess," and it seemed she actually was one, since lots of the men, and 

the diplomats in particular, kissed her hand. The women, on the other hand, all called 

her by her pet-name "Finita" and pecked at her cheek, and poor Finita was getting dizzy 

from all the wonderful perfume in her new house, but be careful not to break it, it's all 
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glass, you know; she was scared to death and was always so sweet, but you know what 

people can be like when you've got something they haven't. Finita was absolutely 

charming to everyone who came to greet her, but her arm ached by now. IIErnesto 

Pedro, Ernesto Pedro, how many more to come?1I she seemed to plead, as she smiled 

and another kissed her hand, but even if she'd yelled at him, Ernesto Pedro wouldn't 

have taken any notice, he admired everything German, and yes, he was one of those 

too, and if he'd married her, it was to ensure his children came out fair and handsome, 

and let's not waste any time thinking about love. Juan Lastarria arrived, he'd even been 

home to leave the Cadillac and get his wife's Mercedes; he'd changed the car lest 

someone else beside the waiter had seen him before, but it seems that nobody had, so 

in he came and kissed Finita's hand and said "condesa," which he'd been practicing so 

it came out quite nicely, he deserved his B plus. When he caught sight of him, Ernesto 

Pedro de Altamira suddenly felt a severe twitching in his left cheek-the man really did 

look like Dracula-as he watched Lastarria join a passing group, watched by several 

waiters who were smiling fit to melt, without a clue as to what was going on except for 

one whose face showed he was no fool. The hundred-odd guests all circulated, and the 

fashionable architect was there with his wife, a cheaper version of Susan, and he basked 

in sheer happiness when he heard them wondering about the artist who'd designed the 

place and made sure he told them; he'd be maldng so many glass houses he'd run out 

of glass; he told them all about the School of Architecture, for what it's worth, he had 

his vocation and his principles, and a wife who was very presentable, and he was ready 

to explain everything when they asked him; the architect was able to join the group 
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around Susan, lovely as ever, and Juan Lucas, brilliant as usual. He said good evening 

happily, and they crossed the enormous living room together out into the truly twentieth 

century patio, through the huge open glass slab that was the living room door that gave 

onto the patio with the little pool. 

Everything was perfect outside too. Men and women held glasses of whiskey 

and took hors d'oeuvres from silver trays, which went by every time you wanted them 

to, and they were so interested in the conversation. But there was an enormous Swedish 

girl sitting on the ledge around the pool, she was wearing pants and was probably dirty. 

Nobody knew what she was doing there, and she didn't seem to know what the hell was 

going on around her either. Susana Lastarria would probably have said she was a 

governess, but in an outfit like that! ... but Susana Lastarria wasn't there, and the 

guests who were thought, rather, that it was because Ernest Pedro de Altamira was so 

European and so intellectual, or perhaps because his eldest son was studying in Europe, 

she was probably someone who'd come with him to spend the summer vacation; yes, 

I know it's a bit shocking, but the de Altamiras are such fine people, you know. When 

people looked at her as if they wondered which hole she'd crawled out of, the Swedish 

girl didn't even notice but simply sat there smoking quietly, surrounded by the de 

Altamira boys. One of them was smoking too, and coughed, and laughed, and blew 

smoke in her face, and the Swedish girl tossed her hair over her face to protect herself 

and sat there for a long time, and nobody noticed when she finally pulled it apart with 

one finger and stared out full at Juan Lucas, who hadn't seen her yet. Lastarria'd seen 

her though and turned his back and made very sure that he kept with groups far 
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removed from the little pool. Everyone looked very happy, and their words went into 

the darkness and were drowned by the music from the room with the stereo, a room that 

had cost them two majordomos, thanks to a kick and a knock with a broom in God 

knows what vital part of the apparatus, which was one of those where you'd think all 

the most famous musicians were locked inside, it sounded so clear; what it had meant 

was "you're fired!" and all the rest that the fine Finita had to say, while Ernesto Pedro 

brought the man from the stereo shop back to fix it and install seven new speakers, 

including one in the Swedish girl's room, how do you like that? And the Swedish girl, 

who'd been a swimming champion and had taken part in the decathlon was explaining 

to the de Altamira boys why her breasts were so hard and her arms so perfect; she 

explained that such and such an exercise develops such and such muscles, and there's 

nothing like swimming to harden the breasts, and the thirteen-year-old de Altamira asked 

the fourteen-year-old for a drag and asked the Swede if he could feel, and she was either 

very dense or very healthy-minded, but our lot only see the smutty side, of course, and 

there she was, the dumb broad, and she undid the shirt she was wearing, which 

belonged to the oldest de Altamira boy, the one who'd brought her from London, but 

he wasn't there that night because he was at his cousin's who went to Villa Maria, and 

you couldn't take the Swedish girl there, in Europe, perhaps, but not on your life in 

Lima; anyway, in Europe they think it's all right when Swedish girls go after Black 

men, but the other day they'd taken her to an hacienda and she really embarrassed them, 

though of course Finita and Hitler never found out about it, but it seems the dumb broad 

got bored and took off with Jose Maria, the Black guy who fixes their tractors. After 
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that, all the de Altamira boys were after her, and now, what with athletics and free love, 

whoring around, and in Sweden they're all socialists anyway, she was showing them, 

and you could see as clear as anything, her wonderful breast that had never seen a 

brassiere. One of the guests passed the word along, there's a Viking there that is really 

something, and then the men, uniform in elegance and common interest, took glasses 

of whiskey from the wish-fulfilling trays and went to get an eyeful, as brazen as if they 

were paying for it, until it all made the Swedish girl sick, and she stopped talking about 

athletics and swimming and turned her back on them, which was pretty good too, and 

began playing with the fish in the pool so as not to have to look at that group of idiots 

and those women who looked like parrots in mourning. What a dumb broad that 

Swedish girl was: didn't she realize that these ladies were very elegant and very well 

made up and she was the only one out of place there? How could she? What an idea! 

imagine showing up at a cocktail party dressed like that! "But if she lives here, woman, 

... she's just a kid." "Even if she lived at the North Pole, it's her duty to take off 

those filthy pants and that shirt-it must stink!" "It's a duty I'm all for," said Juan 

Lucas, and Susan said something like "yes, darling," and there was ice in the air, but 

Juan Lucas began his infectious laugh and soon had them all laughing; Lastarria 

practically threw his glass in the air when he burst into such guffaws; around the group 

ran Juan Lucas's merry quip, around the group and beyond. "Oh Juan Lucas, you are 

terrible," said one of the women, and Lastarria was ready to bear him on his shoulders, 

and the architect was half laughing and half watching Susan, lovely as ever, wandering 
J 

off on her own as though to the mysterious East. The Swedish girl turned to see what 
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was happening, didn't understand a thing, looked at Juan Lucas, their eyes met for the 

first time, he out of the comer of his eye and drinking a big gulp of whiskey, then he 

put the glass out into a space in the air which turned into a tray and then looked straight 

at her in a way very much his own, and nobody noticed. Only Susan saw him, from 

a distance, and was almost understanding; she watched him without watching him, 

among the people who were talking, full of interest, and seconds later, turned to look 

at the living room door: Ernesto Pedro de Altamira, who was very, very tense, was 

touching the Premier's arm with his fingertips and saying "mind the step," and there 

they were in the patio, without the Swedish girl having the faintest idea who he was. 

But the Swedish girl was an exception; and so were the de Altamira boys, who 

at that time were at the age when you open the newspaper to see what's on at the movies 

and that's all. But not the others, and you should have seen them coming to look, some 

worked their way there by degrees, reluctantly as it were, others were Lastarrias and 

went straight to the point; admittedly, there were those who paid no attention; perhaps 

they disagreed with the Premier's views. He must have known too, because he trembled 

all the time, just as if he were afraid; in the twentieth century magic patio there almost 

weren't any corners to go into, but he looked for them nonetheless, you might say he 

made them for himself, always getting himself in a corner, so to speak; and he took care 

of his hands, because the one that shook yours was a sort of dishrag, and before you felt 

the bones, you'd found you had a handful of nothing. Ernesto Pedro de Altamira lent 

protection to the temporarily most important guest, steering him clear of too pointed 

conversations that went on too long, or when some guests were too pressing, or when 
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he saw faces that clearly said "do you know who you're screwing with that new law of 

yours?" Finita, so very fine and correct, brought a glass of grapefruit juice and handed 

it to the Premier, who began to warm somewhat and then saw Susan, lovely as ever, 

and sent word to say hello to her; he was so fond of her, her first husband and he were 

at university together, such a long time since he'd seen her, so fond of her always, so 

very fond of her, he had to go say hello. "Beautiful, beautiful Susan, Susan, Susan the 

fair," he said as he went towards her, grapefruit juice in hand, and the rest of the guests 

were getting used to having him there and the new law wasn't so bad after all; the 

guests saw him crossing the patio, Lastarria swelled with pride, the architect wanted to 

build him a house free, gratis, and for nothing. 

"The Minister would like to speak to you," said Ernesto Pedro de Altamira and 

added, very, very tense, "I didn't know he was an admirer of yours." "For many, 

many years," said the Premier, while de Altamira excused himself and moved on, 

feeling a muscle pulling in his shoulder, which made him close his left eye. Susan saw 

a young man in a suit that was out of date but still very smart, who always talked 

politics, who wanted to dance with me, and she saw Santiago, her fiance, who was 

dancing with me . .. "For many, many years, for many, many years," said the 

Premier, and she saw a yellow glass on the white table, and the minister in hundreds of 

photos in the paper, always up to date now, but sometimes in horrid caricatures, where 

he looked deformed, and she saw him again, talking politics, just before she felt two 

cold, boneless hands squeezing her arms and saying "Susan, Susan." "Darling," she 

said, still with her mind elsewhere, pulling back her hair and finally taking in the patio, 
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an~ there Juan Lucas was talking to the Swede, who was standing up and was absolutely 

stunning. "Darling," she said again with effort, "and what on earth do I call you now?" 

and she kissed him gently on both cheeks, while he said, "Dod6, the way you used to. " 

"But you're so important now, darling." "Call me Dod6, just the way you did before." 

The Premier held on to his grapefruit juice, he'd prefer to get away a little from all the 

conversation. Slowly he led Susan by the arm to a place in the garden where they could 

see Lima below, tiny lights, like stars. He couldn't forget that time, but a minute later 

was talking politics, and she was looking so engrossed in what he was saying, hanging 

on his every word, but she was so in love and wasn't going to burst into tears no matter 

what. 

With one foot on the side of the pool, Juan Lucas took another glass of whiskey 

and told the Swedish girl all about the Peruvian jungle. "Don't miss it, don't miss it," 

he said, while she, God knows how, since her pants were so tight, felt in her back 

pocket with one hand and held a fifth of whiskey in the other, and burst out into such 

a laugh that she spilled half of it; she didn't know how, but Juan Lucas had made her 

head shrink by an unknown procedure. He was laughing like crazy too, when she held 

out her hand, with the shrunken head hanging by the hair and looked at it, and then 

waved it in the faces of the de Altamira boys. They didn't find it in the least funny: 

they knew, poor kids, that tonight the Swede was not for them, just when their big 

brother was off somewhere else; they got the picture and went to the pantry hoping to 

drink some Scotch without their parents seeing. 
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Some of the guests were very upset at the way the Swede was carrying on at a 

cocktail party, but most of them were sufficiently mellow by now to take things as they 

were, and gradually they didn't even notice. Only Lastarria was fascinated by Juan 

Lucas and the Swede. He would have liked to have gone up to them and brought Juan 

Lucas back to the fold but was certain he'd be told to go to hell in no uncertain terms 

right then and there, and where would that leave him, in front of everyone. He didn't 

quite know what to do, poor thing, and he couldn't see Susan anywhere. The 

fashionable architect was very much in evidence though, everywhere; he was a good 

looking young fellow and his wife was young and elegant, though not exactly beautiful, 

and when she talked stupidities with the other women, it seems she wasn't as stupid as 

all that either. Lastarria looked at him and wondered whether to have him build a house 

or whether to cut him dead; just look at him smiling, he's a calculating bastard if I ever 

knew one, a nice guy though; look how flat he still is around the middle; well, so am 

I (and in it goes), good body, he must go surfing ... Lastarria changed his pose, and 

changed his drink too, because there was Finita and he hadn't talked to her yet. There 

he went, and almost went flat too from trying to trot and bow at the same time; now that 

he was on good terms with Juan Lucas though, he couldn't possibly fall and look 

ridiculous. He put down his whiskey, in the middle of the circle, waited for Finita to 

smile on him. "Where's Susana, Juan?" she asked, fine and courteous, and he told an 

interminable story that everyone in the group listened to with holy patience until warm 

air which came from above made him say "and you, Finita? I believe everyone must 

have congratulated you on your crystal palace ... " and on the second gust of warm air, 
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Finita thought that perhaps she should introduce them: "Juan," she said, "this is LaIo 

Bello, our most important historian, the man who knows more about history than anyone 

in Peru." Lastarria's whiskey changed hands, he stretched out a happy hand, thinking 

of the war with Ecuador, but that was the end of his knowledge of history, and he gave 

his let's-be-friends smile, which disappeared when he felt the hot, damp rag offered by 

a huge fat man, who wasn't paying him the slightest attention and who only turned to 

look when he'd withdrawn his disgusting hand. Lastarria expected him to say 

something, since he'd suddenly blown up, but all he did was let out another breath of 

hot air, from up to down, right in his face, bearing a disdain whose origin, no doubt, 

went right back to the days of the viceroys. 

The fat man lived in a historic old house complete with its entry way, right in 

the very center of town, and his aunt who still had money, but not much, gave him his 

weekly allowance and a bit extra to buy books. LaIo Bello hadn't a car, but he went 

by taxi to every party, including the de Altamiras, and then was invited to dinner, and 

he could tell them who owned the Hacienda Monterrico in 1827, among other things. 

His fat sides always ached, he had asthma, flat feet, corns, and bunions, and a face 

worthy of the fall of the Roman empire; now, in our time, it marked the decline of 

western civilization. Lastarria hadn't given up hope on the fat slob, he took out a gold 

cigarette case and offered him an Egyptian cigarette; Lalo Bello contained his hysteria, 

thrust one homosexual finger down his shirt collar and worked it the whole way round 

his neck, as if one moment more of his shirt and tie were more than he could take, and 

finally "naaaaaaah," and another blast of hot air on poor Lastarria, who'd been waiting 
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with the gold cigarette case, and now there was nobody to offer it to, since Lizandro 

Albaiiiles and Cocotero Tellagorri had moved on, and Finita had doctor's orders never, 

never, to smoke, and moreover, there was Ernesto Pedro calling, because the Premier 

had finished his grapefruit juice and had to leave. Lastarria decided to take a cigarette 

himself and was about to light up, when he saw the historian pull out a pack of the 

cheapest Peruvian brand and take a squashed, yellow one and dissolve into a nervous 

attack when the tobacco stuck to his lips. LaIo Bello was out of control, he spat wildly, 

and the tobacco might well land on the English lapel of poor Juan Lastarria's custom

made suit, but he set up his own defence by lighting his cigarette for him with his gold 

lighter that was a replica of Juan Lucas's. Pleased with the idea, Lastarria extended an 

arm, showing the right amount of pure silk cuff and a gold cufflink with a coat of arms, 

and who cares if it wasn't his; it finally lighted, and lighted up LaIo Bello's greasy, 

badly shaven chin to boot, and the man had a sloping shoulder and a totally flat behind. 

Lastarria was willing to pardon all these things to the aforementioned, and he gave his 

all, he looked like a runner with the Olympic torch, in fact, and was happy when the 

historian grabbed his hand and helped him ... he held on, in fact, and didn't let go. 

LaIo had the habit of turning the tip of his cigarette until it was totally lighted, since 

they packed the tobacco in so loosely that it almost fell out, and you couldn't get a good 

pull otherwise; he'd grabbed the hand with his two wet face cloths, and poor Lastarria 

was bending over, almost hanging there, smiling up, and hey, lemme go, because there 

was the Premier kissing Susan goodbye, and he'd be here in a minute. Here came the 

Premier, and the hormal thing would have been to say good evening to him too, casual 



527 

as you please, and with important people, since LaIo Bello, for all his filthy cuffs, was 

definitely to be reckoned with. But LaIo Bello only let go of him when the Premier 

couldn't see him, though he could certainly see Bello's bulle, ah yes, they're getting 

ready to say goodbye, and if so, then perhaps he'd make it after all, but the Premier, 

who was being led by three of Ernesto Pedro de Altamira's Aryan fingers and was still 

thinking about Susan, only saw the wide bulk and sloping shoulder, and his mind went 

straight to his study, where his secretary read him the newspaper column called "Pages 

from Yesteryear," which LaIo Bello wrote on the origin of some of the money around, 

as well as some of the political enmity. The Premier walked past the historian, and his 

satanic left eye hit him almost at ear level with a sideways glance, which became 

straight frontal loathing, causing Lastarria sheer panic, then finally LaIo Bello let out 

the hot smoky curtain of his huge, first drag to hide behind, furious, because his aunt 

had scolded him for the the article too, and poor Lastarria got lost in the smoke and 

LaIo Bello went into a coughing attack. 

When Lastarria could hear the music again, and when the guests appeared in the 

patio once more, the fat historian had withdrawn some distance away and was looking 

for a chair and a glass of scotch and a waiter to hand it to him. Lastarria understood 

that this was his opportunity to escape, perhaps Susan was alone back there, or Juan 

Lucas had left the Swede by now. . . But something caught his eye and made him look 

for a pillar which didn't exist in this patio: LaIo Bello, sitting down now, was wiping 

his face with a filthy handkerchief and calling to one waiter and then another, but none 

paid any attention; they saw him and ignored him, but in other groups there were people 
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only thinking "I'd like another scotch," and there it was. It was as though fat Bello 

didn't exist, or earn even a hidden look of scorn, because one waiter checked out his 

suit and decided he had two that were better than that. What Lastarria didn't know, 

though, was if waiters scorned the fat man, he wasn't even aware of it; he asked for 

scotch, he wiped his face, he said "scotch," and was so thirsty that he thought about his 

auntie and was ready to ask her to help him raise the glass to his lips. Once again he 

said "scotch," this time louder than before, and Lastarria hid behind the non-existent 

pillar, and it was the fashionable architect, so pleasant, so calculating, and wearing a 

suit he bought on his honeymoon in Nassau, who told the main waiter in charge "hey, 

get a whiskey for the gentleman." He said it quite loud, enough for it to be heard, and 

the waiter in charge was old enough to know who Sefior Bello was and to treat him with 

the respect that was his due, and that's how Lalo Bello got his glass of whiskey and 

forgot about his aunt. A few seconds later feeling much better, the historian looked up 

and saw the architect had turned to rejoin his own group. But he'd had time to see that 

it was the fashionable architect. Lalo Bello saw the side of his face, smiling, and a little 

to the right he saw Lastarria coming out from his hiding place, feeling ready to have the 

architect build a house for him. The historian threw his head back, as though he wanted 

to erase them from view, but there they were, floating in the air and he, letting out an 

enormous, hot, viceregal sigh of satisfaction, thought of Plutarch's Lives, and that 

someone would come to the rescue and give him a lift; tonight he'd tell them to drop 

him at the Aquarium, because he felt like having lobster with a decent wine to be able 

to go on thinking up the things that perhaps he'd write. 
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They looked perfect in the twentieth century magic patio. Now that they'd had 

several drinks, conversation was flowing and the groups had jelled; the twentieth century 

magic patio, so elegant and cheerful, was offering them the protection of the crystal 

walls that formed the marvelous gleaming house, enveloping them and isolating them 

from the night in which Lima was lost, there as a backdrop, forgotten. From time to 

time an 016 was heard over the music, probably the Swedish girl, because the architect 

turned to look and saw that she was jabbing a finger like a hom into Juan Lucas's chest, 

and he, laughing loudly, was leaning back a little with one foot on the edge of the pool 

and with his glass of whiskey between his long fingers, lightly balanced on his bent 

knee. Finita and Ernest Pedro de Altamira had accompanied the Premier to the door; 

they were waiting for his car to start and head down the hill to the dark roads of 

Monterrico and further on to the highway into Lima. They were both coming back into 

the patio now. "How long is it going to last?" Finita wondered, as she saw the guests 

chatting happily. Only the Premier had had the good manners to leave early; "this lot 

never even looks at a watch, they stamp their cigarettes out on my poor tile floor, oh 

heavens! it'll take months to get my house all clean again, and oh God! the majordomos 

. . ." Hiding her feelings with great difficulty, Finita heard a group calling to her and 

suffered agonies because she'd have to join them. "It's Beba Marinas," she thought, as 

she turned her psychosis into a happy face and joined an enormous diamond bracelet that 

was smiling at her: "Finita, you still haven't told us where that young groupie who's 

talking to Juan Lucas crawled out of." "She's a friend of the boys, Beba, just a friend 

of the boys," she started to say, being careful to keep her narrow back, bare as it was, 
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out of the draught and thinking to herself that, actually, she didn't really know where 

the girl had come from: "it's the boys; nowadays there's no holding young people." She 

felt uncomfortable because Beba was the sort who might ask more; her smile was shaky, 

but she was still so sweet to the guests who called her from all sides, insisting she join 

in the party spirit, though it was more than likely that she'd pass out before long. 

Ernesto Pedro, meanwhile, with both eyes open momentarily, moved past the groups 

that asked him to join them; he smiled at them, admittedly, strictly by order of merit: 

a three-quarter smile to the financiers, a twitch for the ones in fishing, a bow and smile 

and a twitch to the landowners cum financiers cum investors in the fishing concerns, he 

touched the architect's arm, one of his eyes succumbed to a tic when he saw Lastarria, 

he developed neurasthenia when he saw LaIo Bello, who was drowning again in one of 

the chairs, and finally a true smile with both eyes open, because there was Susan, who 

looked a mixture of vague, mischievous, and nobody-will-know-if-terribly-sad, who was 

trying to balance as she counted steps along the edge where the patio pavement gave 

way to grass: "One, two, three," to herself, but she slipped and had to step on the grass, 

giving up her game and coming towards the edge of the lighted swimming pool. She 

stood there and waited, with her back to Ernesto Pedro de Altamira: "Don't move," she 

heard his voice behind as he took her by the elbows: "stay just as you are for a moment, 

Susan ... It's such a pleasure to see Lima over your white shoulder ... Don't move 

yet ... let me look at it, nothing but lights, which one can hardly see ... I could put 

a statue there, but it wouldn't have your hair, my dear." Susan felt Ernesto Pedro's 

hands drop from her elbows and turned smiling towards him, lifting her blonde hair and 
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offering the beauty of the daring decolletage of her shining blue dress. She had a 

tender, perfect phrase ready on her lips, in English, but IIDarlingll was all that came 

out, her voice trembled so much, for over de Altamira's shoulder; she could see Juan 

Lucas talking enthusiastically to the happy Swedish girl, probably telling her about trips 

by jeep through Brazil, she knew him so well, and that was the expression he always 

wore when the fun was beginning. Susan had seen that face before, but it had always 

been directed at her. IIJuan Lucas is behaving abominably, Emesto; I don't know how 

long he's going to stay talking to that girl." De Altamira, who apart from neurasthenia 

had a thousand other obsessions, suddenly grew old, and his left cheek filled with 

wrinkles, he began to hate Juan Lucas and all his other guests, because ten o'clock at 

night was the time to take his false teeth out. IIHe'll come back, Susan, Juan Lucas will 

come back," he said, trying to control himself and taking her arm to lead her to a place 

with an excellent view of Lima. "You're trembling, Emesto," she said, and was going 

to add more, but he begged her to wait. "I'm going for a glass of water, Su-Susan," 

he stuttered, and left like a shot for his nine-thirty electric-blue pill, because the 

enormous void out there, the black hole which was night on that side of the hill, was 

giving him an uncontrollable urge to fling his false teeth towards Lima, or at least 

towards Monterrico, and de Altamira could stand it no more, and the sight of his pale, 

white hands furrowed by blue veins, the color of the eleven o'clock pill, brought him 

no peace, brought no calming sight into view. "Only Susan, only Susan," he said 

sorrowfully to himself as he ran for his water and with one eye completely closed; it 

was about as well he didn't run into Lastarria on the way, or he'd have stabbed him. 
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Fortunately, Finita had remembered her husband's pill and sent a waiter with a glass of 

water to look for him. The two met en route, and now Ernesto Pedro was heading back 

towards Susan and thinking he'd take the little electric-blue pill when he got there, 

alongside her, which would calm him more, although it would soon be ten o'clock and 

his false teeth and the guests . .. "I've been very depressed lately," he said, when he 

was at her side once again. "On Sunday afternoons in particular, it's terrible," and he 

was about to tell her he was thinking of leaving for Europe again to see a neurologist 

in Germany, when he felt the nine-thirty electric-blue pill having its effect, and that he 

had not lost all his faith in God, as he sometimes feared, especially after lunch on 

Sunday afternoon. He felt that at Susan's side he'd have strength to go on until the 

people started leaving and Juan Lucas stopped teasing that little savage; yes, he could 

endure the discomfort of his false teeth until ten thirty. Susan, still at the lookout point, 

smiled at him, took the glass from his hands, and waited for him to say something. 

"That Swedish girl is extremely messy," he said, with a little more spirit, 

"extremely messy, but she cheers the place up." 

"But how did she end up here, darling?" 

"Ernesto, my son, met her in London and invited her. You know how young 

people are nowadays. He doesn't pay her much attention these days, but the younger 

boys are fascinated . . ." 

Susan turned to look where Juan Lucas, in the distance, was taking another 

whiskey and still talking to the Swedish girl. She didn't have to say a word for Ernesto 

Pedro to understand that Juan Lucas was fascinated too, and he hadn't been a boy for 
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quite some time. God knows why de Altamira suddenly began to hold forth in perfect 

German, though he never finished, because a muscle in his shoulder began pulling his 

left eye closed from below. Susan couldn't understand a word, and he saw from her 

expression that she was rather annoyed, since she imagined that Ernesto Pedro was 

quoting some literary text that summed up the fate of women who marry men like Juan 

Lucas. She was quite angry, looked pointedly at de Altamira, who still had one eye 

closed, and remembering Nilda, was about to say til hope the wind changes and you stay 

like that forever! II , but it wasn't worth the trouble getting mad. 

IIDarling, although you might not believe it, Juan and I are very ... 11 

Ernesto Pedro felt that II happy II was a nasty, orange-colored word that clashed 

terribly with the electric-blue pill, and everything began to go to hell then and there, and 

Monterrico with it. He began to think he'd have to say goodnight without teeth when 

his guests decided to leave, and his face would shrink and be more wrinkled than ever, 

and the day after tomorrow is Sunday afternoon. He almost jumped over the cliff, false 

teeth and all, but controlled himself, because men are stronger than women, and, 

upholding the superiority of the white race, he turned to look at his big house with its 

huge patio lighted in such a mysterious way; perhaps the sight of it would save him 

from this terrible depression: there were men in perfect white jackets buzzing like flies 

around men in black jackets and ties that looked silver on the background of white or 

ivory silk; they didn't notice the flies which were there by design, necessary, part of the 

order of things, which was electric-blue, and so was the beautifully lighted patio where 

Juan Lucas, a gentleman, played games with the blonde, high up over Lima, in 
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Monterrico, and the possibility of leaving for Europe at a moment's notice or getting 

over his neurasthenia and filling the hacienda with guests one day when there wouldn't 

be any orange-colored yanaconas or sharecroppers to show up, nor the man he paid to 

run things, who was orange trimmed with blue, see me in my office, but it did tum out 

beautifully, it certainly did, it did, it did, it did, and now you can tum around again, and 

there's Susan, and you're feeling better; it's so good to have her there beside me ... 

Turning to look at the house did Ernesto Pedro a world of good. He did feel better. 

And he felt better still when he saw the first group of guests leaving. "I'm coming, I'm 

coming," he said, and his Aryan fingers touched their blue elbows, pushing them lightly 

across the enchanted patio, across the unbelievable living room, across the marvelous 

vestibule, and on . .. There were others coming along too, ready to say goodnight 

while he was seeing to the first lot, and he smiled and thought, "there're more leaving 

now; if it goes on like this, I'll be able to take my teeth out before half-past-ten, and 

with the blue sleeping pill at eleven, and with my boys and all my property and all I've 

got and Germany too . . ." 

"Susana, there you are, woman," said Juan Lucas, sounding like a Spaniard. 

She nearly jumped out of her skin. Susan, lovely as ever, turned to him, but 

when she saw the Swedish girl she didn't bother to lift her blonde hair back. 

"And how's Ramon del Valle Inchin tonight?" but Juan Lucas was flying high 

tonight, and what should have been a put down only made him more Spanish. 

"There's a young man called Julius awaits," he said with such an accent that all 

he was short of was a flamenco group to back him up. 
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"There's a young man called Julius awaits," mocked Susan, and she would have 

launched into a zapateado, but the Swede, God knows how, put both her hands into her 

back pockets and her breasts stuck out in Susan's face like an insult in her white blouse, 

as though someone had shone two headlights in her face, causing her to close her eyes. 

She wanted to fly to the mysterious East but missed the plane and, what was worse, 

stammered something, said nothing, and then showed she could blush. 

"I am called Dita," she said, taking a squashed hand out of her pocket and 

offering it to Susan. 

Juan Lucas was about to start dancing flamenco too, but he felt a sonofabitch and 

limited it to a stamp or two, just as Susan felt that with an ice-cold Coke she'd feel 

better, and she swept back her hair and made the Swedish girl wait for her hand and 

look like an awkward kid in her dirty jeans. 

"Would you care to join us for dinner?" she said, a cross between Elizabeth II 

and Greta Garbo. "We're going to the Aquarium. " 

"I don' think I con," said the Swedish girl, who'd become Cinderella, or the 

little typist. 

Susan signed the agreement with a smile, and Juan Lucas with his drink in his 

hand, scratched the back of his neck like a perfect sonofabitch and decided he'd better 

leave the girl to the de Altamiras and go, because Julius must be so hungry he's a 

greyhound by this time. The three left the lookout spot and wandered, smiling, between 

the few groups of guests who were still chatting on the patio. The architect fell in love 

with Susan all over again when he saw her going by, talking English with the Swedish 
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kid, who'd suddenly become twenty years less beautiful than Susan. The poor girl was 

sorry she didn't know how to swim and would have liked Susan to teach her, and 

wished she didn't have that huge scab on her elbow. "I am goink," she said, and ran 

to her bedroom, she might be able to pull the scab off and show up clean to meet Juan 

Lucas, but where on earth would she find a dress, unless it was another of Ernestito 

Pedro de Altamira's shirts. "Oh, I hate him so moch," said the swimming champion. 

In the meantime, Susan, lovely as ever, and Juan Lucas, who was now the 

playboy when he wasn't being the child prodigy, were kissing Finita's very fine left 

cheek and thanking her sooo much, and asking for Ernesto Pedro so say goodnight to 

him too. "Here he is," said Finita, a second before fainting, and Juan Lucas saw 

Ernesto Pedro, with one eye totally closed, looking at his wrist watch and seeing that 

it was three minutes to ten, and he'd grown so old that Susan received him with open 

arms and begged him not to trouble to come to the door with them. 

A few minutes later the Jaguar was racing down the hill, leaving behind the 

private property of Ernesto Pedro de Altamira. The Swedish girl, naked in her 

bedroom, had opened the huge curtain and was watching the car disappear into the night 

through one of the windows that formed a wall in the wonderful illuminated house. On 

the patio, thirty-five dark blue people were still having an animated conversation without 

ever having discovered where the light came from in this very modern patio-they just 

took it for granted now, in the same way that they knew that when they set a glass in 

thin air, the air would turn into a silver tray. They were happy talking there, protected 

by transparent crystal walls; their words were lost amid the music and the elegance of 
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the night on the hill with its stars; they smoked cigarettes, and the smoke curled as it 

rose in arabesques in the strange beams made by hidden reflectors; they drank scotch 

and knew they were floating on an island, though God knows in what direction they 

were going, but they were happy in a bright orange way. 

The last curve convinced him that nothing that night could frighten Susan. For 

a long time he'd wanted to race like crazy in the Jaguar, never thinking that this would 

be the ideal night. Nor that she'd be at his side, with her hair flying freely in the wind. 

The Jaguar ate up the distances and curves were always there before he'd reached 

maximum speed-he caught sight of them at the last moment. Juan Lucas was driving 

in dark parts of Monterrico where no building had taken place as yet, and Susan must 

have closed her eyes, since she was sitting there silent and motionless, allowing her hair 

to blow. 

"We're lost," said Juan Lucas suddenly. 

"Then stay lost for a while, darling." 

On speaking, Susan had turned to look at Juan Lucas; he wished to look at her 

too, to see her expression, but the wind at that moment blew her hair across her face 

and hid it completely. 

"Stay lost a while more," she said again. 

He would have liked to have seen her face, he wanted to complain about her 

having stayed too long talking to Ernesto Pedro. 
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"Darling de Altamira, II he tried, mocking, but half worried, but as he spoke, the 

memory of the Swedish girl, the typical modem savage with her tight, dirty jeans, came 

to mind and the words lost force even as he said them and were hidden by the roaring 

of the motor. 

"Darling de Altamira," he said again, acting like a pimp, and pretending to be 

jealous when he wasn't; once again the words were swallowed by the night growl of the 

Jaguar. 

"Darling de Neanderthal, II said Susan, scotching that, and meaning the Swedish 

kid; and once again she looked ahead and relaxed, enjoying the headiness of motion and 

letting the wind blow back her hair; now her mind too was flying. Juan Lucas stepped 

on the gas and the Jaguar went wild, but everything in Monterrico had disappeared for 

Susan. .. Cynthia told me: you're the prettiest girl in school, Susan; I don't want to 

leave London, Cynthia ... I've got to go back to Buenos Aires too, when will I see 

you again, Susan? I promise you, my first daughter will be called after you, and mine 

after you, Susan, seven years is a long time together in school, Cynthia, just what is 

your name, Susana or Susan? I don't really know-Daddy called me Susan; Mummy, 

Susana, I used to sign Susana, but in London nobody ever called me that, except for 

Mummy in her letters, and now it sounds strange, Cynthia, it's going to be awful not 

to see you, Susan, don't cry, Cynthia, I always cry, I'm a silly goose, I've never seen 

you cry, Susan, that's odd, it's true, Cynthia, you're the only one who didn't cry at the 

school leaving ceremony, Susan, goodbye, goodbye, yes, I'll stay here at the airport, 

the plane'll be here in half an hour, he should have been here for the ceremony, he's 
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late, it's three years since I've seen him, don't cry, goodbye, Cynthia, I'm sorry I'll 

miss him this time, Susan, Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! darling, darling Daddy! my little girl! 

all grown up, Susan! school's over, Daddy, just one little Peruvian girl's left, poor little 

Susan, oh, I was never unhappy, nothing noticeable, my English is perfect now, better 

than my Spanish, Mummy always grumbles about it, how is she? I'm sorry about my 

spelling mistakes, Mummy, your letters get worse all the time, you're forgetting your 

own language, what'll you do when you get back to your own country, Susan? I don't 

want to go back, Daddy, but Susan, just a few months more, Daddy, the plane stops in 

New York, eight o'clock tonight, Susan, don't look like that, just a few more months, 

Daddy, Miss Stone'll take care of everything, Susan, Miss Stone's delighted, there's a 

flat next to my place in Stanhope Gardens, mine! mine! mine! I'm so happy! and nobody 

to bother me, Cynthia, please keep writing, tell me everything, Susan, I'm absolutely 

independent, no mistresses to tell me what not to do, I've cut my hair really short, if 

only I didn't have Miss Stone next door, everything'd be perfect, now don't come back 

late, Susan, don't worry, Miss Stone, don't smoke so much, Susan, please mind your 

own business, Miss Stone, Susan, I'm surprised at you! go to hell, Miss Stone! I'll write 

to him, I'll tell him everything, I'll see he knows what's going on, Susan, don't believe 

her, Daddy, how could you possibly have been so rude to Miss Stone, Susan? oh 

Daddy, she's a butch, she'll see you get your allowance, don't let her into your flat, I'll 

go over as soon as I can, Susan, Oh thanks, thanks a million, your letter is so lovely, 

you are a darling, Daddy, sorry I can't make it just yet, Susan, business matters, my 

dear, and I cut my hair specially, really short, here are five photos, I love you, Daddy, 
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do write to your mother, Susan, I don't feel like writing, I haven't done anything 

interesting, I haven't time to do anything, oh David, I'm so happy, let me kiss you, 

Susan, please leave me alone, all I want is to be free like this always, David, are all 

Peruvian girls as pretty as you? do you think so, David? sweet sixteen, nineteen, David, 

you can't be, you're a beautiful liar, Susan, leggo my passport, you beast, are you 

coming to the party? give me my passport, idiot, I'll give it to you at the party, at the 

party, Susan, let me go, you idiot, what's going on? leave her alone, you idiot! bloody 

little prick teaser! stupid girl, you must be mad! leave him alone, Paul, let's get out of 

here, get some fresh air, hang on to my waist, Sue, yes Paul, first time you've been on 

a motorbike? faster, faster, Paul, the pubs are all closed, Sue, to Stanhope Gardens, 

faster, faster, Paul, another scotch, Sue? I don't ever want to be bothered with anybody, 

I want to live like this forever, Paul, goodbye, Baby, Paul, come back, Paul! crazy girl, 

little Sue, I'll get more ice, I didn't cry, I didn't cry that night either, yes, it was that 

night, Elizabeth, how long have you been together, Susan? almost a year now, and what 

are you going to do about your Daddy? that bitch, Miss Stone, your daughter's left 

London, she left no forwarding address, she's sent me word from France that she's very 

happy there, Miss Stone, I regret to have to inform you that your daughter left on a 

motorcycle with an unknown individual, she writes from Sweden that she is staying with 

a friend called Elizabeth, good job you met me here, Susan, I was fed up with Paul, if 

I catch you flirting with that damned Swede again, Susan, I'll kill you, d'you hear? they 

almost killed each other, Eiizabeth, I've got enough for the two of us, Susan, I'll pay 

you back in London, Daddy's checks must be there waiting for me, that old witch has 
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them, yes, he's coming to take you back, he told me, of course I'm perfectly all right, 

I'm sending you seven photos, my hair's grown again, I want to go to college, please 

don't deny me that, of course not, Susan, I convinced him! here's your money, Liz, 

haven't you changed those slacks yet? they'll be here in a minute and you look a mess, 

Susan, can't I go the way I am? I can't be bothered changing, who are they, Liz? the 

JJ's, two boys from Oxford, John and Julius, we met in our place at Sarrat, haven't you 

been there? just north of London, there's no time to change, your slacks look better than 

an evening dress, come on, Susan, faster, faster! let him drive faster, John! you've had 

too much to drink, don't go so fast, Julius, so you're Peruvian, yes I am and I won't 

show you my passport, you sot, hey she's Peruvian like Santiago, John, yes, an 

undergraduate, great friend of yours, no, Julius? from Lima, owns half Peru, when he's 

president he's going to send a plane to take us there, we'll have a terrific party in the 

palace, John! drive more slowly as you go in the gate, Julius, I took it off last time, ha 

hal how old are you Susahn-a? how many drinks have you had, Julius? I want to kiss 

you, but I need another drink first, let's go in and see if! tell you I adore you when I've 

had another drink, oh Susahn-a! I like him, Liz, he'll invite you out, he'll get drunk, 

he'll forget all about you, you'll have to call a taxi to get home, it's always like that, 

Susan, we're all getting drunk, Carol, it's always like that at Julius's parties, what time 

is that sonofabitch compatriot of yours going to arrive, Susahn-a? I've forgotten all 

about him, Liz, about as well he didn't find you drunk, Susan, I'd gone to sit by the 

side of the little pool, I hadn't heard anyone speak Spanish for ages, the Swedish girl 

had her back to everybody, splashing her hand in the water, and Juan Lucas went up to 
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her, I hadn't heard anyone speak Spanish for ages, it had to be Santiago: Julius sent me 

to meet you Susan, Santiago? wait, don't move, stay just as you are, Susan, I've let my 

hair grow again, darling, as long as it is now, Mummy? yes, Cynthia, Daddy told you 

that? that you should always let one lock of hair fall forward? that you should make that 

same movement? should lift it up and push it back? Daddy fell in love with you because 

of that, Mummy? I'd hardly given it a thought, anyway, I thought you'd be different, 

Santiago, disappointed? Julius said you own half Peru, Santiago, mmm, he said the same 

thing about you, Susan, I thought you'd be huge and dark, disappointed, Susana? 

nobody's called me that in years, he was short, fair, but he kept asking if I was 

disappointed, it's ironic, you've such a thick beard, don't look at me like that, he's 

shorter than I am, you can tell when we're dancing, he's wonderful, he left me sitting 

on the side of the little pool, he'd go for another scotch, and the Swedish girl looked at 

him through her hair, she parted her hair with one finger, so I told him, darling, he 

looked so cynical, I felt a real savage, my pants were filthy, must have come from the 

caves of Altamira or the Neanderthal cave, darling, I couldn't stand the way he looked 

at me, I'm almost crying, I'm so in love, Daddy, he comes from a very good family, 

he has the same first name as his father, my good friend, Susan, the twenty-seventh of 

September nineteen thirty-seven, I adore YOll, Santiago, let's celebrate it, the car's 

getting impatient, where do you live, Susan? Stanhope Gardens, I'd expected to spend 

the night in Sarrat, I've got my things in the trunk, Susan, and he had a bright red silk 

robe! what a dandy! and marvelous blue slippers with his initials in silk! and when he 

looks at you it makes you look down, oh Liz, ah, your time has come, no more living 
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free, little Peruvian girl, Susan, I adore you, Santiago, when you're nineteen we'll go 

back to Lima and get married, Susan, let's stay longer in London, please, Santiago, 

impossible, I've got to get to work, we've got to go back to Lima very soon, Susana, 

dear Julius: and Santiago's so busy, he can't write to you, and I'm already expecting my 

second baby, we'll have to call him Roberto, after an uncle who's going to be the 

godfather, but we'll call him Bobby, if it's a girl it'll be Cynthia after my friend in 

Argentina, I have never seen her again, and if I keep on like this there'll be lots of 

them, yes, I'll keep my promise, the next one will be called after you, all my love, 

Susan, let's get married here, let's stay a little longer, Santiago, impossible, Susana, 

goodbye, Miss Stone, I hope you've chosen well, Sir, what do you think, Susan? go to 

hell, Miss Stone, I'm delighted you're taking her away, Sir, in Lima you won't be able 

to behave like that, Susana, I, the Swedish girl, prefer to be called Susan, Santiago, dear 

Julius: our fourth child has just been born and now we'll keep our promise to you, he'll 

be called Julius after you, I expect to give up working at my practice since I haven't 

been feeling at all well lately, in fact I'd like to go to London to see a specialist, we 

hope to see you soon, Julius, my dearest Susan: how terrible for you, what I'd give to 

see you again, I never thought I'd not see him again, please write to me Susan, darling: 

just a few lines to tell you what Julius is like: huge ears, really sweet, Julius must be 

starving at the hotel, we'll be back by ten at the latest, Julius, who's that gentleman, 

Mummy? I'm not going to cry, the Swedish girl, teasing him, darling de Neanderthal, 

he'll take you racing in his car, this is Julius, Juan Lucas. .. "Susan, Susan!" 

"You scared me to death, Juan Lucas." 
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"I stopped the car five minutes ago. We almost got killed on that last curve and 

you didn't even notice! How much have you had to drink, anyway?" 

"Much less than John and Julius," said Susan, looking delighted, but a rather 

long way away, and then very sad. 

Don Juan tried the ignition, then turned it off, took the key out, put it back in, 

was going to take it out again, but didn't; he'd very nearly killed himself. Susan stared 

at him, wanting to laugh and cry at the same time. Juan Lucas lighted a cigarette, took 

a drag, and blew three smoke rings, perfect white rings, signs of peace, then coughed 

a couple of times (in his very manly way), started the car, let it idle a while, long 

enough to make a dig about darling de Altamira, and then said, "it's all right this time" 

and started up . . . 

"Darling de Neanderthal," Susan was accusing him now, he knew perfectly well 

what she meant, but she tossed her hair over her face and stuck a finger in it just in 

case, to look at the idiot. Juan Lucas stopped the car once and for all, crossed his arms, 

and prepared to listen, he might even get the point. 

"Where were you on the twenty-seventh of September nineteen thirty-seven?" 

Susan asked in a very strange voice, she wasn't laughing because she might have cried. 

"What on earth are you talking about, Susan?" 

"Who went to talk to whom, and who was sitting on the side of the pool on the 

twenty-seventh of September nineteen thirty-seven?" 

"I don't understand a word, Susan! When you say darling de Neanderthal, do 

you mean that Swedish girl?" 
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"I'd say it was darling de Neanderthal who was sitting by the pool in Sarrat on 

the twenty-seventh of September nineteen thirty-seven," said Susan, continuing the 

game. 

"You mean you are darling de Neanderthal?" 

"Then who's darling de Altamira?" Susan was getting ready to throw up now. 

"Calm down, Susan, we'd better go get Julius ... " 

"Julius was totally sozzled that night ... Where were you, Juan Lucas?" 

"I've told you a thousand times, Susan, I was in London too at that time .. " 

"And the Swedish girl, darling?" 

"Susan, that's enough! Let's go. It's nearly eleven, Julius must have passed out 

from hunger." 

"Or he's drunk ... " 

"Susan, Julius, your son-that little prig with his religious mania. I know 

neither of us wants to see him tonight." 

"But the other one, Juan Lucas, the one who was always drunk ... " 

"I've never met him!" 

"But you were in London too, he was at our wedding ... " 

"Let's get out of here!" 

The Jaguar went along the dark highways in Monterrico very slowly. 

"Have you found the way yet?" asked Susan a few moments later. 

"Yes, we're all right now." 
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"I can't see a thing ... There's a road from darling de Neanderthal to darling 

de Altamira, but to get there you have to find the little pool by Sarrat, north of London 

. .. And a Peruvian, darling. .. But what if the little pool is in Sweden? . .. It 

doesn't matter; it doesn't matter, because Lima's to blame, most of the road goes 

through Lima . . ." 

"What are you talking about, Susan?" 

"About the road between darling de Neanderthal and darling de Altamira: it goes 

through Lima, Juan. Tonight when you go there, remind me to have you take a 

message." 

"A message for who, Susan?" 

"For myself, Juan. " 

She told him to hurry up, she was getting frightened, it was the first time in 

years she felt frightened enough to cry ... I can't be bothered changing, Liz, who are 

they anyway? The JJ's, John and Julius, there's a party at our house in Sarrat, north 

of London, your pants look better than an evening dress, Swedish girl, tease him . . . 

" ... if the lady and gentleman would like ... " said the waiter haughtily as he 

handed them the wine list, watched by the maitre, who'd come skating by. 

"Champagne," said Susan, addressing that other Julius, the one in London from 

the bottom of her heart. "We're celebrating this boy's birthday," she explained 

mockingly, almost to the point of affectation. 
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"That's fine: champagne then," said Juan Lucas, willing to go along with the 

game or whatever it was. He couldn't hide his slight annoyance, though the waiter 

didn't see, but the maitre, who had an eye for such things, definitely did; now the 

maitre had to look as though nothing was wrong, he took away the wine glasses in the 

French manner (for which they paid him royally) and skated away between the tables; 

there he met another maitre and they posed in arabesques, skating on one foot, smiling, 

left leg up behind until they arrived at the table where the Premier had finished his 

gelatin dessert and wanted to leave. Juan Lucas felt like sticking a golf ball into Julius's 

yawn if only he'd had one handy, that would really celebrate his initiation into the dolce 

vita. They'd found him asleep on the sofa back in the suite, and Susan couldn't help 

but feel moved at the way his tie was hanging over one ear, the way Vilma used to 

hang it as a joke, years ago, when she fastened his shirt collar. "Hurry up, young 

man," Juan Lucas had said, waking him. Julius washed his face, wondered if it was 

today or tomorrow, and put his jacket on and followed them, half asleep, into the 

famous restaurant. He hadn't wanted to go, not one little bit, a few cookies in his room 

and to bed would have been much nicer. But there he was, and he half heard them 

mention champagne, and the maitre in the dim light in the Aquarium looked just like a 

toy he had years ago, one that you knocked over and it came back up, but this one 

always sloped. Then he gave a tremendous yawn, and Juan Lucas gave him a look that 

said something half way between "happy birthday," since it was his birthday after all, 

and "you stupid little shit." That made him wake up a bit, and he began looking around 

the other tables until he was fully awake and saw that at the table to the right, almost 
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in front of theirs, somebody was sucking big fat fingers without noticing he spilled all 

over his lapel; then the same person launched an attack on a lobster, but the strands got 

caught in his teeth and he had to let go of the lobster to pick his teeth, nervously. The 

fat man was worn out by the effort, he couldn't breathe, it seemed; anyway, he was 

sighing mightily, first he'd blow up as though he were a balloon, and when he breathed 

out, a filthy handkerchief that was probably damp too and which he'd left on the snow

white tablecloth was carried forward. 

It was LaIo Bello, and he didn't give a damn; he'd come ready to spend his 

entire allowance, and "what the hell, if it isn't enough, I'll sign." Senor Bello was well 

known at the Aquarium. "Funny him coming alone," said the waiters when they went 

into the kitchen; "the fat guy knows how to get people to invite him." But tonight he 

was alone and LaIo Bello ate and ate, watched by Julius in astonishment. Susan wanted 

to laugh, but Juan Lucas was afraid it would look as though she were laughing at LaIo, 

and even though they almost never talked to each other, they were related: Lalo 

belonged to the branch that lost its money, the older branch too, and Juan Lucas was 

annoyed at seeing the filthy shirt collar no matter where he went, he'd even seen LaIo 

in the Golf Club one afternoon in a long white tunic-like shirt showing his flat behind 

more than ever, since he was without his jacket, and thank God he soon left: "too many 

Yankees, too many Yankees," he'd said, and was so ill mannered that the people who'd 

invited him had to take him away. Juan Lucas said "good evening" in a way that said 

"and don't think of coming over," and the fat man replied with considerable disdain and 

no need for money. He bowed to Susan, however, looked rather surprised when he saw 
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Julius, and stuffed a lobster claw into his mouth. "Don't stare, darling," said Susan to 

Julius, who was still staring, more than ever now, when he saw the waiter amiably hand 

LaIo Bello the wine list and start running through wines and their best years and all, but 

LaIo paid no attention and simply placed a long filthy nail on the list and said Naaaah, 

I want this one, this one, and turned to glare at Julius, who quicldy looked away, and 

Susan, feeling uncomfortable now and hoping they'd hurry up with the champagne, 

because the child was staring brazenly allover the place and somebody might get 

annoyed. 

And it had better not be the Premier: "How nice seeing you again, how nice 

seeing you again, how nice seeing ... " Juan Lucas, Susan, and Julius turned slightly 

and saw the Premier approaching, he just wanted to say hello, though he was just 

leaving. "Don't get up, don't get up, please," when he got to the table. Juan Lucas 

made as though he'd intended doing so and was dissuaded. .. "No, please don't get 

up ... " he insisted, smiling. "Darling," said Susan, holding out her hand, letting him 

hold it between both of his and communicate his tremor. So they remained until Juan 

Lucas spoke: "and so the Minister is leaving us," with all the respect he could muster. 

"Ah yes, a Minister's life, a Minister's life, a Minisss ... " Susan felt her arm tingling 

and wanted to laugh, how long was this going to go on? but Juan Lucas, as always, 

found the way out: he made everyone in the Aquarium think he was about to stand up 

. .. "No, please don't, my boy," said the Premier, who wasn't that much older than 

he was. He caught sight of Julius and began to work out whether he was the son of this 

marriage or the one before, well, he'd better not put his foot in it by saying anything. 
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"Is he your youngest?" he asked, because he hadn't worked it out, what year exactly did 

Santiago die? and how old could this kid be? Susan said yes, indeed, Julius was the 

youngest of her children, and the Premier started trying to work it out again, and finally 

Juan Lucas did stand up after all and broke his train of thought. "Ah, the youngest, er 

youngest, youngest," said the Premier thoughtfully, saying goodnight immediately after 

and finding he still had Susan's hand clasped between his own. He'd work it out in the 

car when he got outside, the two men who'd accompanied him could help him, two who 

stood in the shade while he greeted his friends. The Premier left with his two 

unidentified men. 

"Julius, please!" said Susan, on seeing her son stare at Lalo Bello once again. 

"Don't stick your fingers in your mouth, and don't stare with that stupid 

expression," said Juan Lucas. 

"Don't pay any attention, darling," said Susan to spite him and added, "it is his 

birthday and he has a perfect right to enjoy himself. " 

"That doesn't mean he can . . ." 

"May I take the wine list?" asked the waiter. He was out of tum; you don't 

interrupt when people are eating. 

Juan Lucas waved a go-shit-for-all-I-care, very politely with one hand, and a new 

wrinkle appeared on his face. The waiter thanked him as he left. 

"What's an Aquarium?" 

"A place where there are lots of fish, darling," said Susan, suddenly very 

interested in her son's education, if only to irritate Juan Lucas. 
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"Well, I can't see any, Mummy. Can I go see the fish?" 

"This is an aquarium without fish," said Juan Lucas. He'd caught sight of the 

maitre skating towards the table with the champagne; there was a waiter too with his 

little load of champagne glasses. 

The bottle popped in the most acceptable manner, and the maitre kept the whole 

thing in control in a way Julius found quite admirable, so the foam fell, not on the 

tablecloth as he'd expected, but in a little silver bucket with ice to keep the champagne 

at the right temperature. The maitre's expression showed a degree of satisfaction, at 

least he'd charmed the little boy, but Juan Lucas soon put the damper on that: he'd 

opened thousands of bottles and seen forty thousand opened; cut the crap now and get 

on with it, and his expression said quite clearly that's what he meant. The maitre skated 

off with his back to them, but poured the glasses first, and left them bubbling. Juan 

Lucas looked at his watch. 

"Salud, Julius!" it was getting rather late. 

"Slowly, darling," said Susan, "there's no hurry." 

"Salud," said Juan Lucas again, looking straight at Susan, then at Julius. 

Julius took the glass to his lips and sipped; he wasn't very interested in it. He 

was more interested in watching the fat man Bello, who was sitting sideways now in 

order to avoid catching the eye of four young men who'd made fun of him in the past, 

and he hated the sight of them. They, on the other hand, were very happy; they'd 

just drunk enough to be merry and they were students, very smartly dressed too; two 

were learning how to be Juan Lucas, one was modelling himself on the Minister, but 
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the fourth wasn't as merry as the others, you couldn't tell who he was modelling 

himself on. 

"Years since we were all together. Not since school," said one of the Juan 

Lucases. 

"What the hell did you want to go to San Marcos for?" said the other. 

"I got in, didn't I? I didn't have enough influence to get in the Catholic 

University. " 

"Forget it, there's still time," said the future minister. 

"It's a breeze," said a Juan Lucas. "Transfer, then we'll all four be together 

again. " 

"When we're in fourth year, fifth better, why don't we move to San Marcos?" 

said the other. 

"Nothing to it there, "-a Juan Lucas. 

"But you have to think of your reputation," said the future minister. 

"And the time you waste with the fucking strikes. No sooner one over than you 

start with another, and bang goes a year, "-a Juan Lucas. 

"Then we move back to the Catholic, "-the other. "Salud!" and they all laughed 

except for the one. 

hear." 

"Not so loud," it was the minister, "and not so much bad language, people can 

"Waiter, another scotch." 

"Make that four." 



"I'm broke, "-the fourth. 

"Forget it, you're invited, "-a Juan Lucas. 

"Shit, Carlos . . . "-the other. 

"Shhh, shut up, man, "-the minister. 

"And shit on that too!" 

"And on the bill. I'm going to sign and myoid man'll get it!" 

"They'll let you sign?"-the fourth. 
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"How the hell do you think we can pay for all this? Think again. If your old 

man wants you to study, he's going to have to fork out something for your allowance." 

"You kill yourself getting into practice, and it doesn't bring in a cent." 

"You're practicing, Carlos?" 

"No. Frankly I've had it up to here with law. " 

"Shit, man! All you need is the degree." 

"Hey, that's Uncle Juan Lucas ... " 

"What a guy!" 

"Hi there, Uncle! Shut up ... I don't want him to see we've been drinking. 

His wife gets better looking all the time. " 

"Doesn't she! Guess what happened to me at the Golf Club. I nearly died! I 

saw this girl in a bikini and moved in to get a better look, and it turned out to be your 

Aunt Susan . .. She looks like a kid in a bikini . . ." 

"So don't stare like that; they're going to notice." 

A waiter came by with a tray and four glasses of scotch. 



"From your uncle, sir." 

"Thanks very much." 

"Thanks very much, Uncle." 

"Thank you very much. " 
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Juan Lucas was eating calmly and winked at them. They found a little note with 

the whisky. "Although you might not believe it, the fat man near you is your cousin. 

Roll this up and throw it at him." They burst out laughing. The nephew looked 

quizzical, Juan Lucas winked again. 

"I'll throw it, if you like," said the fourth. 

"Don't act like idiots!" said the minister. "It's Bello, the historian." 

Too late; the maitre who was keeping close watch on the young men in case they 

drank too much and did something untoward, saw the piece of paper floating like a 

butterfly, turned his tray into a net and jumped, looking a regular idiot, missed, turned 

in despair towards Bello, saw it falling on his head, but Bello was quite unaware, 

retrieved it, and turned around victorious. Very funny, gentlemen. Juan Lucas sent 

them another round. 

"Thanks, Uncle." 

"Very nice chap, your uncle." 

"That's how I'd like to be . .. Bullfighters come and he puts them up, or he 

has them to dinner, anybody famous, there he is showing them around, they've even 

dedicated books to him. He's always in the paper, haven't you seen, with his glass of 

scotch, enjoying himself, showing people around. Remember when that film star came, 
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what was her name? There he was, he knows what's what, bet he screwed her too." 

"Not so loud, "-it was the minister again. 

"My uncle's a regular guy, and it's not because I've had a few drinks, no, he's 

the kind of guy I wish I were ... That's all I care about really." 

"Yeah, but you've got to get your piece of paper first." 

"Do you think he got a degree? You don't need a degree for that. What do you 

say, Carlos? Wouldn't you like to be like him?" 

"Dunno. Well, congratulations though; at least you tell the truth. " 

The Juan Lucases and the minister stared at Carlos, somewhat taken aback, it 

didn't do to go around opening your heart like that. Something wasn't right any more. 

"It's San Marcos," thought Carlos, it could never be like it was in school with the four 

of them in the last grade of high school watching the girls come out of Villa Maria and 

saying they were going to marry the richest one of the lot. Carlos felt he'd been shit 

upon once and for all, but he was drunk enough to put up with it, there was an 

emptiness now, but the future seemed emptier still; for the time being he'd stay, though, 

it costs you nothing to keep smiling at people in a place like this. 

"Your aunt's beautiful," he said, turning to stare at her openly. 

"They must be school friends of Santiago's," said Juan Lucas of the four. 

"I hadn't realized that my nephew was already at the partying age." 

Julius couldn't find a single bone in his corvina. Juan Lucas's pejerrey though 

came with the backbone and all, and he had to work hard with a fish knife, a job he was 

accomplished at and did with a will, what's more, enjoying the task. 
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"Uncle," said Julius, "why did you get so mad at Nilda when you found a bone? 

I thought you were going to get mad at this too. " 

Susan didn't laugh out loud, but you could tell she thought it was a good one. 

"Pejerrey is one type of fish, corvina's something else again. You didn't find 

any bones did you? I can see your plate is quite clean. " 

"Ha ha. What if I swallowed one?" 

Susan covered her face. 

"Waiter!" The maitre and the waiter came running to Juan Lucas. "Bring this 

child his steak at once. " 

"How would the little gentleman like it, medium? well done?" 

"With bones." Susan couldn't help it. 

The waiter looked nonplussed; the maitre, on the other hand, was flushed. "I'm 

sorry, sir, I don't quite understand. Oh, madame's joking, ho ho, I beg your pardon, 

sir." Ris French didn't help him. 

"Ra ha ha ha ha. " 

"I expect that from the kid," Juan Lucas's crow's-feet were showing. The maitre 

and the waiter skated off. 

"Salud!" said Susan, lifting her champagne glass. 

"Bravo, wife! Salud!" 

"Thank you, darling. Julius, they'll do all they can to bring you a chateaubriand 

with bones." 

"Your mother's very merry tonight, as you can see." 



IIOrder my dessert, Juan. I'm not hungry. II 

IIThanks for trying to speed things up, but the child has his steak to eat. II 

111'11 eat it, if you like . . . II 

IISusan ... 11 

IIWhy don't you sing Happy Binhday, Juan?1I 

Julius spilled his champagne and looked at Juan Lucas in horror. 

IIWaiter, clean that up please, II said Juan Lucas to nobody in particular. 

A waiter came floating down from heaven. 

IICertainly, sir. II He brought all the necessary things. 

When the table was dry, the chateaubriand arrived for Julius. 

III can't eat it, Mummy ... 11 

IICan we see the dessert?1I asked Susan. 

IIWould madame like ... ?II 

IINothing, thank you. The dessert. This child is falling asleep. II 

III believe the gentleman is in a hurry . . . II 

Julius opened his eyes and looked at Juan Lucas: in a hurry? 
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Two waiters had worked hard to get the filthy table Lalo Bello had left back to 

looking like a table at the Aquarium. They'd just finished when Julius stared at the 

gentleman who now came in, without his wife, but with two other men like himself, 

though much younger, probably his sons, and with them two girls who didn't quite fit 

in, perhaps they were their fiancees. The five of them settled down, lit five cigarettes 

and smiled as they blew out the smoke; everything was in a cloud of smoke; they 
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changed position and did it again, and this time managing to keep the smoke out of their 

faces. They smiled. The man caught Julius's eye and winked. Julius looked at Susan, 

Susan looked at Juan Lucas, and only then Juan Lucas realized that moneybags was 

someone he knew, when the gentleman with the sons and the girl friends bowed to their 

table, stretched, then smiled at his sons and their girls; he was waiting-one, two, three: 

"you look great Dad, you look younger every day, how do you do it?" Then the girls: 

"yes, doesn't he?" The least shy, terribly young, said "so young," the other said the 

same thing but without speaking, then the two sons: "you look younger every day, 

Dad," allover again, and Dad stretched and tucked his belly up into his chest. "You 

really think so?" he asked, "do you really think so?" "Yes, Dad. You're as strong as 

... as your gold cuff links, that's what. As smooth as your Lincoln out there, you're 

young, Dad, they're going to think you're our brother. Nobody'd think you're our 

father, they're going to ... " The most stupid one kept quiet, the shy one looked at 

her plate, she hoped they didn't think she was his girl friend, or worse still, his 

mistress, people gossip so in Lima, they told her the other day that her father-in-law, 

hey, he's not my father-in-law yet!-had been seen following the Villa Maria school 

bus, the dirty old man, in his car with those tailfins and mirrors and antennas and 

chrome and buttons here and there--press one and the seat goes back and makes a 

bed-I told you he's a dirty old man. The maitre and the waiter came to the table 

where everyone was smiling still. One of the sons, the one who worked in Daddy's 

office, asked the maitre if they looked like a father and sons or three brothers, one 

without a girl friend. The more frenchified maitre stepped on the waiter's toe and said 
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brothers of course, what else could they be? Then he looked at the waiter, who finally 

got the picture and said of course, three brothers, what else? And they smiled again, 

they couldn't stop smiling, that lot; happy Dad in his brown striped suit and his cream 

silk shirt with the big collar and his handkerchief the same material as his tie, I've got 

a young mistress and they all know me, then came the bucket of cold water because 

Juan Lucas over there is in even better shape, and if you count the stripes in the cloth 

you'll come up with my age, I'm like a god damned zebra, but his children saw that 

something had upset him and they looked at the waiter, all together now, "you look 

terrific, Dad, you look younger all the time, Dad," a little bit louder now, and the 

younger son, the one who worked in the office with Dad: "I daren't leave you alone 

with Martita, Dad, you're a killer," and Martita looked at her plate and Dad looked at 

his suit: brown, not a zebra, his Lincoln bottle green, a wife from a good family at 

home, a pretty young mistress costing him the earth, that's how things are, good looking 

secretaries, thinking of buying an hacienda, a man of the turf, getting richer every day, 

no need to pay them if they're your children, don't tum me into a grandpa just yet 

now-that's being well known, that's having power, that's life, my boys; "younger 

every day, Dad, every hour, Dad, I'm getting jealous of you, Dad ... " and Dad setting 

his house in order, getting a new smile ready, and what do you have to say? 

You was the maitre, who had nothing to say because he was so frightened. For 

a moment he forgot to be frenchified, and his eyes begged them to get on with their 

ordering, for the sake of his excellent salary would they please make up their minds and 

keep their voices down, because someone was looking at them, someone who never 
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looked like that, someone who never moved was starting to move, someone who never 

bent over like that was bending over, and that someone was very, very angry . 

Something of the maitre's attitude, something of his excessive smiling told them 

something was wrong, and they turned to look, and felt terror seeping through their 

veins as they met two red eyes swimming in pools of alcohol, and the eyes belonged to 

Jose Antonio Bravano. The father of his brothers felt his world slipping away, his sons 

noticed how old he had suddenly become, and how terrified. Jose Antonio Bravano 

bowed slightly, his face was either blue or green or red, there with his third wife who 

was motionless at his side; his eyes were those of a sick man~ and they spoke of nothing 

but hatred, all that joking at the table at the left had got on his nerves. Those who were 

aware of what was going on expected the worst. The father of his brothers fired his 

first and last shot, big business in the face of the empire, and he knew it, and he bowed, 

right down to the table top, he closed his eyes and opened them only when he was 

sitting upright once more, and he never looked at Bravano; he waited, old and pale, for 

some idea to strike him, but none came; all was silence, silence and tercor. He dared 

to look at his children and they looked back at him, Martita said in her childish voice 

that she preferred corvina with tartar sauce, and the more stupid of the two sons said 

"his wife's just put something into his mouth," the maitre began writing again, 

somebody said how well his third wife knows how to deal with him, and Juan Lucas, 

at his table, explained to Susan, you nearly saw a massacre. Julius looked at that odd 

gentleman who looked like a corpse once again. 
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Juan Lucas had no time for desserts unless they were French pastry, served in 

Paris at exactly six o'clock. He was getting fed up with it all and his long finger 

drumming on his champagne glass told them so. Susan had only one scoop of vanilla 

ice cream in a very pretty silver cup, almost like a chalice almost. Perhaps she'd try 

just a teeny bit, and amused herself by stabbing at the white mountain with the silver 

spoon, then watching, watching for a long time while the ice cream melted, how pretty 

it looked against the white table cloth, so thick it almost looked padded, and what 

ridiculous meaning was there to the spoon standing there, now it was a sword in the ball 

of vanilla ice cream, down, down towards the bottom of the bowl; she was almost 

afraid, half joking, half serious, how stupid this game was, but wanted to see what 

would happen when the spoon reached the metal of the bowl and Juan Lucas got the bill. 

We have to leave now, she was beginning to feel sleepy too and didn't want to suffer. 

Julius's bonfire would hurry things up perhaps, that'd be better. 

The bonfire was the maitre's idea and was called crepes Suzette, I'm sure the 

little gentleman will love them. Susan said all right, thinking that way he won't think 

we're rushing off, and I'm crazy, I was thinking the fire would melt the ice cream 

faster, and she'd see what happened when the spoon got down to the bowl. "Yes, you'll 

love crepes, darling," she'd said, and Julius, who was yawning now even in Juan 

Lucas's face, had to wake up when he saw the maitre and the waiter setting some 

contraption up on the table, a little silver stove, all shiny, a little frying pan and all, 

there they were looking at him, brown nosing like crazy and waiting for him to ask 
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something, "how do you do it?" and "then what?" and now the moment to bring out an 

elegant match with a flourish and start the fire for the little gentleman, their little boy, 

oh what a surprise, and his mamma so happy, Sefior Juan Lucas is certainly in a bad 

mood tonight, better get on with it and leave him alone as soon as this thing's ready. 

There they were, the two of them, working on the crepes, pouring Grand Mamier and 

Curac;ao onto them, making everyone taste the orange and lemon in the air, putting their 

hands in the fire to give the little boy a thrill, but the little boy was beyond it. The little 

boy gave another mighty yawn and the Aquarium went dark, the Country Club, school, 

the Golf Club, and the map of Peru were all one; the darkness began to clear and the 

space was filled with whirling lights, a distorted Aquarium began to take shape, a hot 

restaurant with a bonfire on the table, mad flames were going to burn everything up and 

were spreading to the table of Jose Antonio Bravano, who was red, his wife was red, 

yet they were not burned nor were they sweating; no, the fire remembered where it was 

and became lower around their table so that they could remain there, because they'd 

always been there, for ever and ever, they brought the Aquarium and built it around 

them, they brought the Country Club and put it up around them, they brought all the 

maitres and waiters in the world and they put them around them; they'd never entered 

the Aquarium, they'd never left, they'd always been there, sitting there, unafraid of the 

fire, the fire, the devil, the devil, the little gentleman, the little gentleman would like 

it ... Julius withheld another yawn, he killed it with the palm of his hand and told them 

he'd wait because they were still too hot; they were pleased, they were ready, the crepes 

for the little gentleman, they put the fire out, he pulled a face, shook his head as if he 
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were chasing a flyaway, and felt sleep coming on again, so warm, but what about the 

crepes ... 

The maitre and the waiter took their positions at the table and waited for them 

to move. They moved, they made the gesture of standing up, the maitre and the waiter 

stood waiting behind the back of their chairs. Now the three were standing. Julius 

looked once more, for the last time, at Jose Antonio Bravano, who was dead, he was 

lighting a cigar, his wife was dead too, or sleeping, but the smoke was still annoying 

her. They had to pass by their table to get to the door, which connected the restaurant 

with the hotel lobby. He set out, when he heard Juan Lucas's voice calling and pointing 

to the door which gave onto the garden in front of the hotel and to the road. "Why 

should I go that way if my room's this way" he thought, but his escort was heading for 

the other door, making him change direction and follow. Susan stood for a moment by 

the table and with the palm of her hand pushed down the spoon that was still standing, 

though at an angle in the now melting ball of vanilla ice cream; the swords had sunk 

into the cream, but not finding any support, had slid sideways in the bowl. She hurried 

to the door, there was still someone over there who knew her and saw her leaving, 

charming. 

Now they were silent, Julius was too tired, he was not going to ask why they 

were not going by the shortest way straight into the hotel and instead, into the street and 

back by the little path through the garden and from there to the main door. Juan Lucas 

marched ahead, followed by Susan, six feet behind came Julius, watching his mother's 

arm, which was stretched out with her hand stiff, open as though it were saying come, 
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take hold of me, let's go along together. But nobody spoke. Though Julius was falling 

asleep, he was surprised to notice that something was happening, because his uncle had 

suddenly stopped, he was leaning on the Jaguar and waiting for them to get closer. 

"Well, young man, night's over for you," he said, almost as a challenge. His 

smell of Yardley would last for several hours yet. 

"Let's go to bed, Julius." 

"I thought Uncle Juan Lucas was going to take us for a drive ... " 

"Darling, the last thing your Uncle Juan Lucas wants to do is take us for 

a drive." 

"I'm going for a drink, Susan; come with me ... you're not tired yet." 

"You're wrong, darling, I'm very tired." 

"If that's the way you want it. I'm going for one." 

"Goodbye, darling." 

Juan Lucas got into his car and started up as Susan and Julius went back towards 

the garden outside the hotel. Susan stopped and turned: the Jaguar was backing up, 

Juan Lucas was playing games, he stopped the car to see where she was looking. 

"What's up?" he shouted. 

Susan placed her arm around Julius's shoulder and they set off again. Nothing 

was up. The Jaguar was still standing in the middle of the roadway. 

"What happened to that message, Susan?" 

They were going into the garden, walking along the little pathway towards the 

main entrance to the hotel, a door that went round and round. What was the message? 
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Susan wasn't listening to the Jaguar, she was standing there, a car was turning the 

comer very quickly and it was going to crash, it was going to kill Juan Lucas, but what 

was that about a message? . . . They went up the stone steps from the garden to the 

door. 

"You first, darling." 

The huge door was made of wood and glass, four little compartments, four 

persons could go in at once. Julius went in and made it spin. Susan followed in the 

next compartment, and he pushed hard, a game they always played, she couldn't hold 

the door and it almost knocked her over, and she appeared outside in the garden once 

again; the Jaguar was starting up, the motor roared, she couldn't see Juan Lucas because 

he was turning into the Avenida Golf heading for Freddy Solo's Bar where so many 

times we'd ... tell her, tell her to drop dead, no, tell her to stay in Lima, she'll see, 

you'll see how tomorrow it'll have been twenty years you'll have been here, not that 

you're unhappy, but it's twenty years since you were happy or young or free or 

unmarried or riding a motorbike, from riding a motorbike to being a wife, from being 

a free spirit to being a whore, from being unmarried to being a matron, from what you 

want to be to one day finding what you are, from Sarrat, from London, to a big, damp 

house; stay, Lima even gives you back your virginity, your wedding dress, the church, 

your good reputation, everything, if you Imow how to play the Lima game. . . Susan 

charged at the door and gave it a kick to make it spin. Julius pulled from the inside, 

waiting, the game wasn't funny any more, better go ahead without saying anything and 

let her follow you to the elevator, wait for her to light a cigarette and look at the bar; 
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but it's closed, let her come back, just wait for her with the elevator door open. Susan 

felt she was being swallowed, the elevator door closed on her back, that part of the story 

was over. 

The Swedish girl was waiting in the MG parked at the door of Freddy Solo's 

Bar. She was fed up by now, poor kid, when would Juan Lucas come? First of all, she 

sat with her legs stretched out, smoking. The ones who tried to pick her up were three 

playboys, two drunks, a Chilean, a purser, and another who said he was a millionaire 

and a fellow who introduced himself as Pericote Siles but who stepped in some dog shit 

and withdrew, embarrassed. She told them all to get back in their mother's cunt, which 

was the latest phrase she'd learned in Spanish, and she loved it. She sat there, brave 

as anything and very sure of herself, until someone came and said he'd look after her 

car. That frightened her; the Swedish girl almost called "help!" She hadn't expected 

that, and the fellow was still standing there in a filthy sailor's cap, all his clothes were 

filthy in fact. He'd appeared out of the night, the flashing sign of Freddy Solo's Bar 

made him look green, and he came up to her and she thought he was a robber or a 

murderer or some crazy man or whatever they mean when they talk of barriadas,' and 

he said it again, "take care of your car, Senorita?" and she was so scared she didn't 

understand, and the man thought she's blonde she must be American and the best way 

to understand was to wipe the filthy washrag over the front window, leaving it totally 

smeared, so now she was sure he was going to commit some horrible crime in this 

savage country. The Swedish girl jumped out and fell on the sidewalk on the other side 
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of the car. "Go away! Go away!" she begged the guy, while he was insisting on 

looking after the car and even offering to bring a bucket of water to wash the tires, but 

the Swedish girl started raising the convertible top, fastening it down all around, then 

getting in the car, to astonishment of the man, who was now showing her the Coca-Cola 

top which he had on his lapel and which, according to him, meant he could look after 

all the cars that came to this bar, and what's more, he'd been doing it for the last seven 

years. The Coca-Cola top calmed her a little, and since he'd taken so long to do 

anything, made her think he might just be crazy but harmless. Just in case, she closed 

the windows and pressed the catch on both doors; she'd sit there until Juan Lucas 

arrived, that god damned man, making her wait. But Juan Lucas took much longer than 

expected, the Swedish girl saw men arriving alone or with women of all types and sizes, 

and none of them was afraid nor sickened nor anything at all by the guy, nobody called 

the police to take him away to the lunatic asylum either. On the contrary, the men said 

"look after it but don't dirty it," joking, some patted him on the shoulder, though he 

must have leprosy at least, or something that only dogs have. The fellow was well 

liked, he knew when somebody wasn't Peruvian, he could tell by their hair or their 

"spicking," because those who didn't speak Peruvian spoke "spicking" and he knew the 

words they used, "I, mister, I, mister," he said, and they gave him coins and entrusted 

their cars to him. "I'll ask Juan Lucas," she thought, since she was still rather 

frightened. 

She forgot to ask. She forgot what she was going to ask about the guy with the 

filthy sailor cap and how afraid she was. She forgot everything when she saw that the 
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aerodynamic nose of a Jaguar was pulling in at the right in the place just vacated by a 

Cadillac. Juan Lucas parked, took out the key, leaned over slightly, and the Swedish 

girl in the flashing light of the bar enjoyed looking at the back of a neck where a few 

grey hairs looked just right, they made a man more fascinating, more masculine to her 

taste. She stubbed out her cigarette, got out of the MG to wait for him so they could 

go in together. She wanted a scotch so she could stare at the glass in the half light, with 

music floating amid the smoke; she wanted him to say little and say it well, and she 

would tum from time to time to enjoy his tanned neck with silver and silk. Juan Lucas 

pushed open the door of Freddy Solo's Bar and in she went. 

Susan saw him sitting there, almost asleep on the bed. His tie was hanging over 

one ear and he was undoing his shirt with terrible difficulty. She felt like throwing her 

blue dress over the balcony, but you don't do things like that, she wasn't the Swedish 

girl, oh, the hell with everything! Why had she come into Julius's room? Ah, yes. In 

order not to tell him Mummy's sleeping alone tonight, to ask him if he wanted to get 

into her great big bed with her, there's room for twenty in my big bed, what do you 

say, darling? He was frightened at the idea; Julius stared at her, what was going on? 

Is something wrong with Uncle Juan? Nothing like that ever happened before, they 

laugh all the time, but. . . What was she doing in here? she hadn't come to tell him 

that tonight I'm going to sleep ... the dressing gown was smothering her, should she 

have a shower? No, better a sleeping pill ... Susan hurried out to get a scotch, but on 

the way realized that nothing really mattered, apart from the fact that Julius must have 
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noticed something odd about her ... What's going on tonight? and now Mummy's 

closed the door and she's either coughing or crying. 

III 

The girls from the Marconi district of San Isidro all put their swimming caps on 

in unison and jumped into the water in the shallow end. It was a good time to do it 

because the gringo seemed tired after doing fourteen death-defying dives that afternoon, 

so he'd gone off into the gardens; he was nothing but a goddam fag and always 

disappeared just when they were going to beat the shit out of him; the other afternoon 

too he'd done the same thing. No matter, the time would come, anyone of them could 

do it, but they all wanted to be the one who did it; it was just one more thing, like my 

girl's more gone on me than yours is on you, I'm French kissing her now, just think 

what it'll be like if I beat up the gringo. The other day Carmincha said to Pepe "why 

don't you dive like the gringo's doing?" silly little shit; of course Carmincha's going to 

give out, her mother's divorced and all that, still, poor Pepe's thinking she's going to 

start cheating on me soon and the gang'll throw me out if I can't keep a broad in line, 

all they ever talk about is our bunch is best; someone ought to tell Pepe to try Norma, 

she'll have him, we want no idiots in our gang who can't keep their women in line. 

The boys of the Marconi gang, their hair well greased for the afternoon, were 

smoking and keeping check on any unknown swimmer who dared jump in the pool. 

They were always on the same bench, some sitting, some standing at both ends, the 

others standing behind the bench, leaning on the back, and from time to time flicking 



570 

ash on one of the guys sitting down, who yelled "Shit!" jumping up and spitting with 

perfect aim on the shirt of the fITst one so as to ruin it. "Goddam consumptive!" The 

fITst one cleans his shirt with his handkerchief and the other one takes one of those little 

combs cholos use out of his khald pants or blue jeans and starts to work on his 

pompadour, which when greased right, can make you at least an inch to an inch-and-a

half taller. They smoked until their fingers were burned, then threw the butts next to 

the pool to see if someone without shoes would step on them. They'd been caught at 

it, and the administrator had called it to their attention, but they denied they'd ever do 

such a thing, they're always picking on us, shit man, can't they leave us alone? They 

laughed every time anyone burned a foot and hopped into the water. They strewed 

lighted butts in the gringo's way, but he was so wet when he came out that he soaked 

everything in his path as he ran along and never got burned; the butts stuck to his soles, 

but he never even noticed as he headed for the springboard again, hup, dive number 

God-knows-how-many, then for the umpteenth time out and back to the board again, 

with the soles of his feet covered in butts that went out without burning him. "Poor 

gringo," Carmincha'd said, but you all know what Carmincha's like, shit on Carmincha 

and Pepe, get off the pot or you'll be out, gang law rules in our neighborhood. 

But the girls in the Marconi group said no, Pepe mustn't think of breaking up 

with Carmincha, what did the boys think they were? The boys smoked more, and all 

of them fought with their girls and went hunting for girls from another district-a 

woman in every port and all that. One night Luque stole his brother-in-Iaw's car, and 

the whole gang, packed in like sardines, set off to drink and landed up soused in a 
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whorehouse on Avenida Colonial. Three dared, three hadn't t!le funds, even if they had 

dared, and settled for more beer. Two took off lovesick after the third bottle, one 

wanted to kill himself, and next day they all felt like hell when they got to the pool at 

the Country Club. The girls hadn't shown up that morning and they smoked like 

chimneys and spent hours glued to the bar drinking ice water to put the fire out inside. 

From time to time they checked the doorway to the pool but none of the girls showed 

up. The boys didn't know the girls were off trying on their school uniforms-summer 

was nearly over. 

That afternoon all the girls came back, but the boys didn't even say hello; to hell 

with them. The poor girls were very sorry. Carmincha wanted to talk to them, to 

explain; that's just the way she was, she hadn't meant anything by it; she wanted to get 

it over quickly because the girls had convinced her she ought to do it, you've got to 

apologize, do it for us, but by now she didn't feel like it anymore. She'd do it for 

Cecilia, she's the only one who understood her; truth is, she preferred the gringo to 

Pepe, Cecilia'd understood when she saw her crying, poor thing. She'd do it for her. 

For her she'd wait until the gringo stopped diving, and then she'd go out and swim with 

them, that way the boys'd see they liked them best, but that was enough, no need to go 

overboard either. They put their swimming caps on and all jumped in together and 

swam slowly; they looked at the boys and the boys jumped in, and a lot of things went 

on under the water. 

The boys smoked like chimneys. The gringo'd gone a while back and all his 

pathway from the pool to the springboard was littered with smoking butts. Suddenly, 
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he appeared from a side garden, raced straight to the springboard, climbed like crazy, 

flew off with a whistle like a plane coming down, and cut into the water. Now we're 

whistling like ajet, eh? Now everyone knows you're a fag. The boys dragged on their 

cigarettes even more when they saw the girls getting out en masse; they were all talking 

to Carmincha, begging her, but Carmincha took no notice, and she wasn't looking at the 

boys either. 

"Goddam bitch," said Luque, standing up and straightening both wings of his 

hair with his palms. "Whore," said Carlos, standing up and arranging his testicles in 

full view of the entire Country Club. The Marconi gang all stood up as the gringo went 

by towards the springboard, but gringos never know what's going on anyway, and this 

one hadn't even noticed they were there. "A whore, a little shit," said Enrique, rubbing 

his wrists. "Yes, she is," said Pepe, depressed, and Manolo gave him a light with his 

hand shaking, though his cigarette wasn't out at all. Cecilia took Manolo's hand and 

blew the match out with a new way of smiling, sure of herself; a droplet fell off her 

bangs onto her turned up nose that made her so cute from the side, it finally landed on 

her top lip and she stopped smiling for a moment and looked serious, her important 

occasion face was coming into being: "leave Carmincha alone," she said, nervously, 

then she couldn't say any more and threw herself onto Pepe and kissed him on the 

cheek, badly, and ran off with Manolo after her, the match still in his hand. Pepe 

wanted to go home too, but they tried to make him stay. "Leave me alone," he said and 

broke away from Luque and Carlos, who were holding his arms. He was going, and 

they wondered whether they ought to go comfort the fallen or wreak revenge on the 
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enemy, but the girls decided to do as Cecilia had done and joined the boys, kissed their 

cheeks, some even stuck their hands up their shirts to caress their manly chests. Carlos 

was going to yell out at the gringo as he came by from one of his death-defying dives, 

but he felt his girl's hand just there where the hair was growing on his chest, and he had 

to have another cigarette and fell onto the bench opening another packet of Chesterfields 

Little by little the Marconi gang had started to cool off. 

EI Chino, who hadn't started shaving and had no girl, thought things shouldn't 

be ending like that. He was mad. Not long before he'd yelled "Shaddup, you old bag!" 

at a lady who was going by and complaining about the youth of today, anyway it'll soon 

be the last swim and back to the salt mines anyway. They had to beat up the gringo, 

that went without saying, but there was this thing with Carmincha . .. "We've got to 

teach that bitch a lesson." EI Chino was real dumb, because he said "bitch" where the 

girls could hear him, and the boys turned and said "careful, man, calm down. Not in 

front of the girls." And now the girls, half scared, half mad, were saying "if you stand 

up for him now, we'll stand up for Carmincha"; it was starting over again. EI Chino 

himself said "who's making trouble? why are we left holding the baby when that bi ... , 

when Carmincha was the one, and look at her there swimming, cool as a cucumber; 

anyway, why not get her in the sh . . ., get even with her; look, I've got a can of shoe 

polish left from Carnival, how about it, guys? ... If the gringo comes to help her, I'll 

take care of him." It wasn't such a bad idea either, for after all, goddam Carmincha 

seemed so happy, she was not even looking at them, there she was in the water, hanging 

on to the side, admiring the gringo; you'd think she was going to start clapping for his 
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dives. The hell with that! We've got to do it for the gang's sake, guys. Give us a 

cigarette, man, we've got the shoe polish, but how do we get her here? 

That was when that idiot Manolo sent Julius to get a cigarette from the gang. 

Cecilia'd started talking to Julius when she saw him at the pool. It got to Manolo at 

first, but he was becoming used to it, he even liked it. Cecilia was cute when she talked 

to the kid, she looked so happy, that way she talked to him, he enjoyed being there-the 

three of them, apart from the gang, talking and listening to him tell about this sister 

Cynthia he'd had, and other stuff, funny some of it; the kid's family was loaded, it 

might be true even, and Cecilia said you could see the kid was real nervous, he shivered 

in his trunks because he never put any clothes on all day, and he was real thin, but he 

shivered because he was nervous too, he was kind of cute, and she took her towel off 

and covered him up so he wouldn't catch cold and the three of them sat there talking, 

and they might have been married, my first'll be a boy and it'll be called Manolito; they 

didn't talk about that of course with Julius there, they talked about other things, not such 

private stuff as that, but you could tell from his expressions that he was thinking about 

her saying "when you're an engineer" and the things they talked about when it was 

getting dark and they were alone. .. "Hey, go over to the gang there and tell them to 

send me a smoke," he said. What an idiot, he never thought what they might do to poor 

Julius, those bastards in the gang. It was the first time Julius had had a crush on 

somebody who wasn't his mother's age or Cynthia's, and he didn't understand at first 

and waited for Cecilia to say something, but she was an idiot too; she said "yes, run 

over there, kid, will you?" What she wanted to do was kiss Manolo and tell him 
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Carrnincha wasn't what they thought, she just liked the gringo an awful lot and it was 

about time he stopped his diving and got interested in girls anyway. That's when Julius 

showed up and the idea of the cigarette was to get rid of him for a minute; what's more, 

he did feel like one. 

Goddam Chino saw Julius coming and thought this is it. He'd give him the 

cigarette for Manolo, but he'd have to do something for them first. The girls objected; 

OK, it's a joke, but it's not funny. They wouldn't call Carmincha, they wouldn't let 

this kid call her out saying they wanted to talk to her. "Why don't you get in the pool 

with her then, if you're on her side?" Luque asked. No, it wasn't funny, Carmincha'd 

think it was their idea and they didn't want anything to do with it. "So ... " said 

Luque. No, no, no, they were friends with her, they weren't going to fight again. "But 

it's a joke," said Chino, and they backed him up, what else could they do? The girls 

shut up and gave in; Chino explained to Julius: they only wanted her to come out a 

minute and they were all going to throw her in again for a joke, and she'd better come 

or they'd throw her things in the pool, "so go on, kid, tell her to come over here, tell 

her we only want to shake hands and be friends. When we get hold of her hand, we'll 

pull her up a bit and let go, and she'll fall back in the water, that's all ... " Julius 

trotted off to the edge and was going to jump in, when he heard a terrific row, all the 

Country Club heard it, all that part of San Isidro heard it. Everybody looked at the 

springboard, the gringo was waving his arms like propellers, he'd gone crazy, 

yeeeeeeoooooooooow, he tore along and fleeeeeeeew! The gringo flew high, 

yeeeeeeooooooooooooooow, and cut into the water. Cecilia and Manolo ran to the 
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gang's bench; absolute silence. The gringo hadn't come up; he'd disappeared in the 

deep end. 

"He's drowned!" thought a lot of the people; the Marconi gang began to feel 

sorry even, after all, the gringo might have been a nice guy. But he didn't appear, and 

the people around the pool held their breath, started to panic, didn't dare go near the 

edge. Only Julius was standing close enough so he could see that the gringo hadn't hit 

the tiles on the bottom and broken his skull or anything. He'd been a bit scared when 

he saw him go into the deep end like that and sit there for a long time as if he was 

meditating; then it seems he made up his mind and began to swim underwater towards 

the shallow end where Carmincha was, just as if she were waiting for him, as if it had 

all been planned. But that was underwater, you couldn't see it back where Luque was 

taking his shirt off, ready to jump in and look for the gringo; cut the crap now, he 

looked like a real nice guy. A lady there was screaming "Somebody do something, for 

God's sake" and Luque forgot the gang law and Carmincha gave a real scream, 

hysterical, and she came right up out of the water; hell, that goddam gringo's come up 

under her and she was on his shoulders, he wasn't dead after all. Carmincha was 

giggling now up on his shoulders, that's the way it was going to be from now on; with 

this guy diving all afternoon, she wouldn't have to keep telling him to stop smoking, the 

way she did with Pepe, she'd have to ask this idiot not to break his neck on the 

springboard. They were all thunderstruck, mad as hell when the gringo, who'd had 

them all worried he'd drowned, gave another yell and dumped Carmincha on the pool 

side and jumped out, right on the butts-but he never did get burned--then he picked 
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her up, poor Carmincha, she looked such an idiot, but you could tell she was crazy 

about him, and he was carrying her now; hell, look at that! the bastard's got her his 

hand inside her thigh, he's taking her off to his place up there on the springboard; shit, 

see how he grabbed her, he's so fucking pure-minded he doesn't even know he's got her 

by the cunt, all he cares about is jumping off the springboard with her; poor Carmincha, 

a new life was beginning for her; "she always went too far," Luque thought, but he 

didn't believe it; that gringo's a real idiot, he let out another yell and threw poor 

Carmincha into the water, belly flop, him at the side, who cares if she fell flat, she's 

happy. Carmincha surfaced, brave, even though she looked as though she might cry, 

the gringo yelled again, Cecilia waved goodbye to them, and Chino, who hadn't 

forgotten the gang rule, pushed a serving girl into the water, stuck his hand up another's 

ass, wiped shoe polish on a third, and when the porter came to tell them to behave 

themselves, they all rubbed him with shoe polish; Luque threw Chino in the pool, Chino 

rubbed Carlos with polish, Manolo got it in his eye, Cecilia got a terrible fit of the 

giggles when she saw him with one black eye and mad as hell. And for the first time 

the gringo became aware that there was a gang of crazy guys there, but the 

administrator was already on the way-tomorrow back to school and the pool would be 

closed; the gringo gave a last mighty yell and poor Carmincha went flat on her belly 

again, she'd never learn; her breast, her belly were starting to ache, she tried to tell 

him, but he wanted to jump again and she'd have to learn English now because the 

gringo didn't even know what "hurt" means in Spanish. 
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THE BIG BOYS 

The Arenas boys arrived filthy. It seems the previous day they'd been trying on 

their uniforms, and since nobody bothers to see those little boys didn't get all dirty, 

they'd kept them on and half an hour later they were dirty. Somebody said it looked 

like they'd slept in them, and they were very wrinkled, even when they'd just arrived. 

The Arenas boys looked happy; being two, they missed being the target, because if 

you're going to beat somebody up you choose one, never two. The one who was sorry 

to be back was Cano; some time back he'd stopped just being miserable from time to 

time, and now he was miserable the whole time and had dandruff as well. Fatso 

Martinto was back, but he'd been kept down again; he hardly remembered that Julius 

used to be his best friend. There they all were, and next to the door to the big yard the 

same scene as always was being enacted with the kids who were just starting school and 

who didn't want to be left. "Mamma! Mamma!" poor little things, it broke your heart 

to see them in their little blue uniforms, so clean, with those stiff white collars that 

rubbed like hell at the beginning, and the angrier they got and the more they wriggled 

their necks, the more irritating they became. The job of meeting them fell on Sister 

Mary Agnes, who'd been there waiting for ages, so good, all smiling, so nice; some of 

the mothers suffered more than the kids when little Ricardito had to stay there in the 

hands of such a lovely little nun who smelled so nice. The nuns at Immaculate Heart 

were American, you see, and they always smelled clean and had Corn Flakes for 

breakfast-they come in boxes containing top grade corn and a lot of California 
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sunshine. That's why Sister Mary Agnes was never upset at that job; she felt she was 

getting a bit cross at times, but she'd tell her beads quickly and from somewhere way 

down inside her smile would rise to her lips again. Sanchez Concha was enormous, 

he'd really grown during the summer, but he wasn't stupid; before he went around 

showing everybody he was boss, he surveyed the terrain in case somebody'd grown 

more who could beat him. Del Castillo was very blond but hadn't grown much. Julius 

had grown but was thinner than ever and only fought if they dared him and there was 

no way out. He arrived in an impressive looking Mercury station wagon, which Juan 

Lucas said was insured against everything except Bobby, who before going back to 

Markham intended knocking off a dozen impressive curves in front of the car carrying 

a girl who went to Villa Maria. He'd got to know her in Anc6n one day when Peggy 

the Canadian had a cold. Bobby dropped Julius at Immaculate Heart, "get out, shit; 

move, can'tcha," and off he went to find his new girl's car on the route between her 

house and Villa Maria, which he'd mapped out carefully ahead of time. At his side, 

Carlos was eating peacefully. He'd overcome his fear of imminent death and Master 

Bobby's being mad about driving was all to his advantage; he could go along chewing 

on his pork sandwich, he liked that for breakfast at that time of day, he even had a 

thermos full of hot tea along. 

When he went into school Julius had the impression that his feet were on a lower 

level. First he thought he was dizzy and was going to pass out, but when he got over 

it he realized it was because he'd grown. He was in third year of primary school and 

was one of the big boys now, that's why the cement floor was further away than it had 
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been and the place itself seemed smaller; I'm bigger, that's why. The place was still 

enormous, but everything seemed closer at hand, everything was easier than last year, 

and even though the windows were still huge, the biggest he'd seen in his life, perhaps, 

they weren't able to eat him up, they'd never be as big as they used to be. Odd feeling, 

odder now when he looked at the other boys; he knew all of them except for the little 

kids who were just starting; he might not even get to learn their names, but none of the 

others could scare him any more. He didn't know why, but he felt that if he shouted 

loud enough all of them would be quiet. He felt too that if he really wanted to be bad 

this year, it wouldn't be difficult; of course, Del Castillo and the Arenas boys, and 

Sanchez Concha and all the others in the third grade might want to be bad too this year, 

and what then? You can push those around that aren't in third year if you like, but it's 

best to be bad around the other bad ones, look at the floor and see if it answers, who's 

going to answer, Julius? . .. The little nun who taught piano came up to him, very 

nervous as usual, "Julius? why would your mother do such a thing?" Julius looked at 

her without knowing what was upsetting her, just when he was beginning to think about 

being a bad boy, there she came smelling of oil-of-piano-keys, what was it Mummy had 

done? Mummy'd decided and they'd sent a letter to tell the nun and now the nun, 

smelling absolutely marvelous, was telling Julius: "your Mummy says that you ought 

to take your piano playing more seriously and you're going to take lessons more often, 

from a German lady who is a very good teacher." Her cousin Susana Lastarria, the 

mother of the little Lastarria boys who'd been to school here too, had convinced her. 

Julius has real talent, "you have real talent, Julius, and you ought to start with another 
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teacher, a really good German teacher ... " That's where she should have offered 

thanks to God in her humility and accepted the German teacher, that's what she must 

have been thinking because she took a tremendous bite at her bottom lip; his wonderful

smelling little piano teacher was so nervous, "I'd been going to teach you the Star 

Spangled Banner, our national anthem," she dared to say, and hurried off making like 

they're going to ring the bell and I've still got to talk to a lot of children who are going 

to be taking classes with me. The little nun who taught piano was trembling a little, and 

Julius just stood there, trying to find some reason why did Mummy never say a thing 

about it to me? He put off being a bad boy until a more appropriate time; what was the 

point of being big if they still made up their minds for you without even asking you. 

He could see, smell the piano, the keys, everything so clean, and ran to join Del 

Castillo and Sanchez Concha, so perhaps alongside them he'd grow again; hey, there's 

Fatso Martinto, hey, look at the Arenases, look at Chavez, hey, look at Cano. 

Poor old Cano. He still had a few coins that he'd stolen from his grandma, and 

he was buying candy from the Pirate, who'd stuck his hand through the wire fence as 

usual. He was just paying when Carrots saw what was going on and ran waving the 

bell, her face all red; how many times do I have to tell you, listen, you are prohibited 

from selling your filthy things to the boys of this school, all in English, and the Pirate 

trying to get his hand free from the wire, trying to hand over the candy and get his 

money, but Cano who had grown long and thin was paralyzed. "I'm going, Madre, I'm 

going," said the Pirate; we were sure there were worms in his left eye socket under the 

black patch; "I'm going," he kept saying, and indeed he was, but only because it was 
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time for class and the boys were leaving the patio anyway. He'd be back at next recess, 

the same as always; he'd been at it for years now, competition for the clean, healthy, 

pasteurized U.S. candy that the nuns sold to help the missionaries and to foster religious 

vocations. The Pirate was a businessman, he got the coins, but he didn't let go of the 

candy and Cano went off sadly, dragged away by Carrots. "I'll give you them later," 

said the Pirate, but who knows if he heard him or not, his grandma'd said one day that 

a thief who steals from a thief will be pardoned a hundred years in purgatory, and 

wasn't that what had just happened? 

Panting, Carrots hurried to her place up with the other nuns. She'd made sure 

all the grades were lined up perfectly, in twos, by height, and now they were going to 

sing the Peruvian National Anthem and the school song. The little nun at the piano 

raised her arm and gave the sign to start; she still hadn't lowered her hand when Fatso 

Martinto sang "Somos libres!" off key, at the top of his voice, and Carrots ran, furious, 

to pinch him. She didn't make it, fortunately, because the Mother Superior decided that 

on the first day of school it was best to laugh at such things, and they'd practice, and 

you'd see in a few days how well we all sing the national anthem and the school song 

and the one for my country too, which is such a beautiful big country that you'll visit 

some day, because we're teaching you to speak perfect English and you'll all take a 

plane and fly brrrrrrrrrr and land brrrrrrrrrrrr in the United States, and when you start 

missing your country, which is lovely too, you'll get on another pane brrrrrrrrrrrr and 

come back to Lima; now what do you think of that? And everyone said yeeeeeeeees and 

smiled, and Carrots, who had gone back to her place with the other nuns, and some of 
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the little kindergarten children had been frightened at the blIIlIlIlI, and Sister Mary 

Trinity ran down to pet them if they were crying, and the little nun at the piano raised 

and lowered her hand quickly so Martinto couldn't do it wrongly again, and everyone 

sang the Peruvian National Anthem and the school song of Immaculate Heart. Then 

Mother Superior spoke to us again. More serious this time, and Carrots kept nodding. 

The new nuns were introduced, and they gave a little bow when they heard their name 

mentioned, and smiled, smelling all nicely washed, and when Mother Superior spoke 

of the enormous sacrifice they'd made in leaving their own country to come educate the 

finest little boys in Peru, the nuns looked very serious and fingered their rosaries; they 

spent their lives wrapped up in those huge rosaries with a big black cross with gold 

edges and a gold Christ too. 

They went into their classrooms and another school year had begun. The first 

day in third grade they spent the morning looking at each other, studying, calculating 

how much bigger some were than others. Little by little things calmed down, but 

Sanchez Concha spent several days making everyone see that he could barely fit in his 

desk now, you'd better believe it, and Sanchez Concha was a sporty type, a very good 

soccer player, Morales himself said so, and it was most likely he'd be named captain 

of the school team this year. That put Del Castillo's nose out of joint. 

Two weeks later Sanchez Concha was named captain of the team and Del 

Castillo's black eye was gradually getting back to normal, he got it when he was 

punched in the eye for committing a foul against the school captain. Julius too had 

made the team, but not goal keeper, which is what he'd really have liked; he was 
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a wmg, IIYou've got to be a wing, II said Morales, slapping his ass with the cloth. 

IIYou're so skinny you'll make a good wing. Wings are tall and thin so they can run, 

and you can forget about goal keepers and fu . . . II He was going to say fucking 

around, we knew, but here came Sister Mary Joan, one of the new ones this year who'd 

been in Mexico and knew all about football. Sister Mary Joan was at all the practice 

matches. In the afternoon when Morales blew his whistle as referee-trainer-director of 

the team, the nun came out smiling and blessed the game so kindly, and that meant 

Morales couldn't cuss, and she rolled up the sleeves of her habit because she was a 

sporty type of nun and loved soccer. 

Three weeks later Sanchez Concha had beaten up Del Castillo and added to his 

list of victories against Zapatero, Espinosa, de los Heros, and Julius, who he'd just 

beaten the shit out of this morning. Julius had been telling everybody that his piano 

teacher was Beethoven's granddaughter and all that, when the big guy came up to him 

and called him a liar. IIYou're a big liar, nobody believes a word you say, II and 

finished off that his sister was having a party and wasn't going to invite his brother 

Bobby because he hadn't got a father, only a stepfather. Julius rather liked that: Juan 

Lucas was a stepfather then, but he was mad at what'd been done to his story about 

Beethoven's granddaughter. He challenged him for after school, which was why he 

went to his piano lesson with a tremendous scratch across his face. 

IIBut darling, it was Aunt Susana's idea, II explained Susan when Julius practically 

accused her of betraying him when he got home from school after the first day of 
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classes; she'd put him in a terrible position with the little nun, she was so upset, 

Mummy, and she was such a good teacher, I wanted to go on taking lessons from her, 

please Mummy, you will, won't you, Mummy. But Mummy was rather tired and it 

looked like the last sunny day, you can feel fall in the air, and the Country Club gardens 

would soon be filled with autumn leaves, les feuilles mortes. Mummy'd just got back 

from the hairdressers and had a white silk handkerchief over her head; she couldn't 

smooth her marvelous lock of hair back if there wasn't a lock free to fall, so she thought 

hard for something to say to Julius, who just stood there, and the cup of tea the waiter'd 

brought so nicely on a silver tray was going cold. She took a slice of toast, spread it 

with English orange marmalade, and offered it to Julius, you're so thin, darling." 

"Mummy, I don't want to take lessons from a German piano teacher. I like 

taking lessons from the little nun better." 

"And how do you know you like the little nun better, sir?" 

What a time to have complained, there was Juan Lucas with all the answers, 

looking so smart as he walked across the hall in the hotel, making that Bolivian woman 

drinking tea at the table past Susan enjoy her exile. 

"Come now, show me why the nun is a better teacher. And tell me, sir, do you 

really want to play the piano well or are you planning on being a church organist? They 

have to castrate them for that, you know. No? Ah no! Sorry, those are the ones who 

sing ... " 

"Darling," said Susan, "your Aunt Susana's right; she says you should start with 

a good teacher as soon as possible. You'll have to change next year anyway when you 
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start at the other school ... This tea's cold, we'd better be thinking about getting your 

name down for the other school for next year . . ." 

A waiter was crossing the huge hall of the hotel and Susan called him over to 

bring a cup of tea for the boy too. 

"It's getting late, darling. Drink your tea now, and tomorrow when you have 

your first lesson you'll see how you like your new teacher." 

"In Germany, young man, they specialize in music, they tum out musicians," 

when Juan Lucas put on his teacher's face it didn't suit him at all. "Do you know who 

Beethoven is? You do? Well, your Uncle Juan Lucas is paying for classes so you can 

learn from Beethoven's granddaughter, no less." Susan thought that was rich! 

Beethoven's granddaughter. Julius remembered Beethoven as the ill-tempered bust on 

the piano at the Lastarria's castle and thought if only Cynthia knew I was taking lessons 

from Beethoven's granddaughter ... But it couldn't be true. 

"Mummy, Uncle Juan's fibbing." 

Uncle Juan was in a very good mood and didn't have to rush off for once; he had 

all the time in the world for his family, his children, their schooling, etc., etc. 

"What's that? Fibbing? About something as important as that? . About 

somebody's illustrious inheritance?" 

They lost Julius with the illustrious inheritance. It sounded very important 

though. It sounded true. You don't lie about illustrious inheritance, do you? What 

does it mean? Juan Lucas saw he was impressed and gUllible. 
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"The code severely punishes those who lie about matters of illustrious 

inheritance. " 

Susan enjoyed her tea so much when she saw that Juan Lucas was wasting time 

with Julius and enjoying it. Juan darling. 

"Come here, young man. Sit down here between your mother and me. Let's 

see, here comes your tea . .. Sit here, ready, now . . . Bring me a glass of mineral 

water, please ... Fatso Romero's duck with rice was a bit heavy today ... Let's see, 

you know who Beethoven is, well, did you know he was deaf when he died? Deaf as 

a post. You didn't know that? Ah, then you don't know anything about illustrious 

inheritance when it involves genius, my good sir." 

Susan felt her tea had come straight from India, straight from the colonies. 

British ones, that is. 

"What about them?" she asked in English, absolutely delighted, she wanted to 

know all about geniuses. 

"Geniuses," said Juan Lucas, "well, geniuses ... ," but he couldn't remember 

any from his own high school and university education; he hunted in Time and found 

Einstein. Geniuses! Of course! Beethoven! of course ... Julius would be coming up 

with the nun who taught piano again, he was about to speak ... 

"It's a matter of inheritance, you see, parent to child. Look here, young man, 

geniuses are very hard to get along with, and what's more, they always have too much 

hair and they're always mad at the world. That's it. Look here, Julius. Beethoven had 

three children and they were all lousy pianists. They played so badly their Dad kicked 
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them out and wouldn't speak to them. See, that's the problem with inheritance ... 

Remind me I've got to call one of my lawyers, Susan. What the hell's happened to that 

waiter with my mineral water . . . ah, here he is, here he is. " 

"Lawyers are the ones who take care of inheritance," said Susan. "I hope Juan 

Lucas explained that his lawyers only handle business matters, otherwise, he might have 

had some inheritance problems with the Swedish girl ... I really thought he had more 

sense than to stick his neck out that way ... " 

"It depends entirely on the field," said Juan Lucas, "mine only handle business." 

Susan was very pleased because the Swedish matter had come to nothing, darling 

kicking his heels up, that's all; it would have been such a bore if she'd turned up at his 

office some day in a dress to tell him she was overdue . . . 

Juan Lucas sipped his mineral water, Susan drank her colonial tea, Julius had a 

snack, the Bolivian exile, a little further away, was talking to the Chilean ambassador's 

wife, who is known for her elegance. Julius began to feel sorry again for the little nun 

who taught piano, the scent of the keys overpowered him, "Mummy ... " 

"The inheritance of genius!" Juan Lucas declared, and got ready to invent some 

more, he was in a great good humor today. "Pappa Beethoven threw them out of the 

house. He threw them out forever. So now you see what'll happen to you if you turn 

out to be a lousy pianist. " 

"Beethoven," Susan called him, delighted, lost in a tea garden in India with 

gypsy violins, fresh breezes and sunset, but it was only the stereo, and without gypsies. 

Juan Lucas imagined himself in a powdered wig, it almost made him shudder, but he 
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laughed at Susan's joke; her hair was dry now and she'd taken off her silk handkerchief; 

her blond lock had fallen, clean, shining, fresh from the hairdressers. Juan Lucas 

thought that if he hurried he'd still get to see sunset over the sea, "How about running 

out for an aperitif at the Yacht Club in Callao? And you stop worrying, I'll tell you 

exactly how things are. You'll see what geniuses are like, especially your teacher's 

grandfather; you're starting tomorrow aren't you? Well ... tonight you're coming to 

the Yacht Club with us. II 

"What do you know about the inheritance of genius?" yelled Julius to Sanchez 

Concha. He'd had nine lessons with the German music teacher and he never doubted 

for one minute that she truly was Beethoven's granddaughter. Sanchez Concha knew 

nothing at all about the inheritance of genius and went off in a huff. All the rest stayed: 

Del Castillo, de los Heros, Espejo Roto ("Cracked Mirror"), whose name was just 

"Espejo" but he had a scar on his forehead, the Arenas brothers, who stank, Zapatero, 

Espinoso, Cano miserable as usual, and Winston Churchill, who was from Nicaragua, 

and it really was his name. A group of kids from second grade hung around Julius too, 

and even some from first. The question of inheritance of genius was getting more 

interesting all the time. 

"You see, one of the three children got married and had a daughter, and he 

taught her to play the piano, and she turned out to be a genius, II Julius remembered 

exactly what Juan Lucas had told him in the Yacht Club, those were his very words: 

"When she was five, the little girl could play the piano perfectly and her father made 
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her practice every day so he could take her to play for Beethoven and say 'listen to your 

granddaughter, recognize her even if you wouldn't recognize me, for she's a genius too, 

as you are, father,' and Beethoven would burst into tears and forgive them all." 

Martinto appeared with a huge wooden sword and challenged the whole group, 

but they didn't even tum to look. He couldn't have cared less at those cowards ignoring 

him, he ran off at full tilt and entered into mortal combat with a cypress tree. 

"And one afternoon he took her, and Beethoven wouldn't let them in, but he 

insisted so much that he had to show them in after all. " 

"The little girl probably peed in her pants, she was so scared," said Del Castillo. 

"That's what you think! The little girl began to play even better than Beethoven, 

and Beethoven was mad with envy, and because he was a genius, he made a violent 

effort not to hear her; he nearly died of jealousy, and he tried so hard he went deaf and 

never heard anything again." 

"Then what?" 

"Then she grew up in Germany and the Nazis accused her of having bashed her 

granddad on the ear, and they began to persecute her and she escaped to America and 

changed her name and nobody knows she's Beethoven's granddaughter because she 

doesn't want them to know. She changed her name, and she doesn't want to have 

anything to do with inheritance of genius. I've been talcing classes with her for three 

weeks now, and she's called Frau Proserpina. " 

"Have you asked her about it?" 

"Don't be an idiot!" 
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"You're a liar! Nobody'd believe anything you say, anyway," Sanchez Concha 

was back in the group and nobody'd noticed, it was time for him to attack again. "My 

sister in Villa Maria's giving a party and your brother Bobby isn't invited because he 

doesn't have a father, only a stepfather, and meet me when school's out." 

It had to be after school, because Carrots was ringing the bell enthusiastically to 

let us know recess was over. 

Bobby was whizzing around in front of the house of the new girl from Villa 

Maria. Every afternoon he kept the station wagon and Susan had to let Carlos use the 

Mercedes three times a week to take Julius downtown for his piano lesson with Frau 

Proserpina. It was getting dark at the Golf Club by then, and Juan Lucas was having 

a shower after his afternoon game, while Susan was waiting for him and chatting with 

her girl friends of that summer: the marquesa, ambassadors' wives, wives of other Juan 

Lucases or simply of other golf players. It was getting dark in Lima by the time Carlos 

crossed La Colmena and took A venida Tacna as far as Jiron Arequipa, which was where 

Beethoven's granddaughter had her music school. He had to smile when Julius showed 

up with one cheek looking worse for wear and trying hard not to look as mad as he felt. 

He was getting over it, fortunately, as they got nearer to the music school, and Julius 

began to notice that he was feeling something else, probably fear, but not because he 

didn't know his lesson, rather once again he was afraid of going into that old house, 

which gave the impression it was going to fall down at any moment. "Somebody beat 

him up, and the one who did it's called Sanchez Concha, and Sanchez Concha's got 
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a station wagon with a chauffeur too . . ." Carlos was thinking it over and wondering 

if there was any way he could manage to butt heads with Sanchez Concha's chauffeur 

a couple of times. "Not that it concerns me in any way," he thought as he drove the 

Mercedes, "but they have beaten up Master Julius; well, maybe he deserved it. Shit! 

goddam cop; can't you change the fuckin' light! Just look at Julius, what they've done 

to him; change the light, asshole! Hey, Julius," he said suddenly, "what did you say 

to the guy for him to slug you like that? Something about his mother, eh? You know 

how to insult like that? ... Listen, I'll teach you so you can call him names next time 

he hits you, right? and you've got to learn to use your noggin; I'm going to show you 

how to dish it out. You white kids don't even know how to head a ball properly; you 

think your head's only for thinking with? You spend your life thinking, and then 

somebody comes and fights and beats you up; here we are, at your music teacher's, get 

out quick and I'll go find a parking place, I'll be waiting for you at the door. They've 

gone and beaten the hell out of you because you don't know how to use your head, get 

out now, go on ... " Tomorrow he'd close in on Sanchez Concha's chauffeur, and one 

word out of him and he'll get it; that kid Julius is an asshole too. 

They called the horrible first patio an "entry way" and he had to go all the way 

across it. Julius stood looking at the worm-eaten wood of the enormous door, which 

nobody ever closed, because the hinges were completely rusty and it wouldn't close even 

if you tried. That looked like a light switch, but all those kids in Nilda's papers who 

got electrocuted probably did so because they'd been touching light switches like that 

one, and that poor little baby, poor little thing who pissed, that's weewee, Julius, where 
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there was an outlet and the electricity ran right up the weewee and his poor mother was 

orphaned; no, that's not right, Nilda: he'd have been orphaned if his mamma'd been 

electrocuted. Anyway, it was better to cross the patio in the dark, being careful not to 

twist your ankle where the tiles were missing, and they were nearly all missing, in one 

of the holes which are there, as well as where tiles are missing, cross the patio looking 

at the people behind dirty window panes, under light bulbs hanging way up high; all the 

people are peculiar, I've never seen people like that. A schoolgirl came in, the girls 

who go to school surely don't live here, but the schoolgirl opened the door and Julius 

paused, dying to find out about her, a girlfriend was waiting for her and he half hid; 

don't let them catch me peeping. The schoolgirl let her friend in and they sat down to 

study under a light bulb hanging from way, way up, how can they possibly study 

without light? One of the girls looked up, and Julius went on; he walked very slowly 

down the middle of the patio, and there were so many doors and so many huge windows 

that they couldn't possibly all be places for people to live in, but then he saw there was 

a bed and a very white woman dressed so you could see lots of bare skin, so she pulled 

the curtain; what are you looking at, kid? she was probably taking all her clothes off. 

Julius hurried away and tripped on a step, then there was a patch of darkness and 

another patio and more windows, another schoolgirl, really pretty, really, really pretty; 

Julius began to feel cold. There was the staircase, and he looked back and the pretty 

girl smiled at him and he could see dozens of windows with light bulbs hanging from 

way way up, that one's an office and what on earth is that guy doing? he's got 

thousands and thousands, millions of newspapers, and I've been coming for three weeks 
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and he's still reading them, I bet he's going to read them all, I've got to ask Mummy 

what a Notary Public is, yes, I think that's what it says, I can't get close enough, yes, 

NOTARY PUB ... that girl in her uniform's awfully white skinned, but the girls at 

Villa Marfa don't look like that, Cynthia, she did smile nicely, she's really really pretty. 

Julius charged up the stairs to the second floor, where there were dozens more windows 

on all four sides of the patio, and light bulbs too, and he saw another bed as he went 

along, no, four beds in one room, and on he went, and there is the little old man who 

was smiling at me, what a shiny bald head he's got, he's always reading the paper, his 

head really shines, he must be very clever with glasses like that, they look like the 

bottom of bottles, real round glasses, he's got to be really intelligent, and he smiled at 

me again, it must be time for my lesson; I'd better hurry, I haven't learned my piece 

well, I couldn't practice when I got home from school. Carlos has taught me what to 

say to Sanchez Concha and to use my head, my noggin, my nut, I'm going to insult his 

mother; never insult a mother, Julius, mothers are sacred, Nilda always said; hurry up, 

she must be waiting, she's so strange, Frau Proserpina, poor old thing, she's really old, 

Uncle Juan says not to mention Beethoven to her, it must be very painful, but she 

probably doesn't remember anyway, she's so old, to the left here. Julius went along a 

long corridor, where he'd probably have got electrocuted too if he'd tried to turn the 

light on, though there probably isn't one anyway; he hurried along, and there were lots 

and lots of windows there too, but the people weren't white, and there were clothes 

hanging, and everything smelled damp and soapy, and poor Frau Proserpina, imagine 

speaking German and living here, but she's real strict, and I don't like it when she hits 



595 

my fingers when I make mistakes. Julius went on, past the windows of the poorest 

rooms, smaller than the ones in the patio, do people live here? are they houses? rooms? 

is it an apartment building? everything is so strange . . . the last door, the mouth of the 

monster, was the entry way to the music school. Three weeks now he'd been going to 

that huge auditorium with its four benches against the back wall, all dark, and the other 

side of the platform is dark too, just two pianos very well lighted, and Frau Proserpina 

waiting for him at the one on the left, three times a week, and on a chair without a 

bottom all her wraps, good afternoon, Frau Proserpina. 

"Three minutes late means three minutes less class time" was the reception he 

got from Beethoven's granddaughter, she probably inherited the way she is, but better 

not talk about genius, because he might say something in front of her that he shouldn't. 

"Sit down, young man." Julius sat and tried to explain that he hadn't been able to 

practice at the last minute because he'd had this problem with Sanchez Concha, but Frau 

Proserpina wasn't in the least interested in the scratch on his cheek nor in his attempt 

to explain. Julius left his explanations half way. It was his tenth class and Beethoven's 

granddaughter still hadn't shown the least desire to be nice. The first day she asked 

about his previous teacher, and he'd been delighted and tried to tell her all about the 

way the piano smelled, but she'd interrupted: "I mean the method she used, that's all 

that's of interest to me; what type of exercises were you doing for this young lady?" 

She's not a young lady, Julius was going to say, smiling, and he told her she was a nun 

and very shy. .. "What type of exercises did you do together?" Julius was rather 

annoyed at the way she interrupted, but he still believed this must be what hereditary 
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genius does for you. "Young man, you'll explain to your teacher what kind of exercises 

you practiced for your previous teacher. II A long phrase, clearly enunciated, you'd have 

thought she'd throw her jaw out of joint, and what'd he do if that happened there where 

he was at the back of that house? building? rooms? He'd certainly have to ask Mummy 

what kind of a building this was where the academy was located. Poor Julius had to 

answer quickly because Frau Proserpina was getting impatient again, what should he tell 

her? he'd never learnt anything you might call theory with the little nun, she drew the 

clefs, this one has a curly tail, this one has a straighter one, see, and the treble's a little 

harp, a little girl, if you like, and then she drew the notes and they were all little 

soldiers, Peruvians like this, Americans like this, and from there they'd gone to My 

Bonnie lies over the Ocean because Julius had the knack. .. He tried to explain that 

during his first lesson, and he smiled nicely at her to see if he could make friends with 

the little old lady and she'd start to cry and tell him about her grandfather. .. "I see, II 

she said, breaking in again; if she went on like that he'd soon see Frau Proserpina as 

an ugly old woman and nothing more. But what about the inheritance of genius? ... 

"I can see that you, young man, haven't undertaken anything at all that might be 

considered serious studying with your previous teacher, so we'll have to start from the 

very beginning. II Just when he thought her jaw was coming unhinged, she stopped 

talking. Julius didn't doubt for a minute that this was Beethoven's granddaughter. Now 

he'd have plenty to think about, because frankly, he didn't think much of her; he'd 

always thought before that people who suffered, people who were ill, say, or who had 

headaches, or who'd hurt their heads were the best ... He thought about Juan Lucas, 
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nothing ever ... Mummy wouldn't like that. .. "Total concentration is the sign of 

a good pupil," said Frau Proserpina standing up, muttering something about autumn and 

winter and going to get one of the wraps from the chair that was covered in them. She 

put it around her shoulders. That was the first wrap she put on. 

Three weeks later, today, Frau Proserpina had several wraps on already and was 

complaining that it looked like being a terrible winter. Julius looked at the bottomless 

chair and saw that as many wraps were hanging on the back as had been there for his 

first lesson. "Let's see," said Beethoven's grandchild, and he put both his hands on the 

keys and started such a difficult exercise that he was beginning to hate everything to do 

with the piano. The only smell Frau Proserpina's pianos gave off was of damp, and 

what's more, she never showed him any kindness or smiled at all, and when he made 

a mistake she didn't keep quiet about it; if things went on this way Julius was soon 

going to lose any inclination he might have, and the person who'd really come out 

winning there would be Juan Lucas, who hated any music except what you found on 

records and tapes for the stereo. "There'll be no performers in my family," he'd said 

one day, "none of your arty crafty types; they never earn a cent and you've got to keep 

paying out for them to learn all their lives. I don't doubt that Julius is a very bright 

boy, brighter than Santiago or Bobby, and some day he may very well be able to take 

care of the family interests." Susan didn't deny this, she agreed entirely with what he'd 

just said, but it's so nice to have: your youngest child play the piano, or paint, or 

something, or even just know how to dress nicely; it makes everything so much more 
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charming at home, just look, Juan, how sweet Julius looks sitting at the piano, he'll 

probably grow out of it sooner or later, but just now he looks so sweet, you can't deny 

it now, can you darling? Darling agreed with her, and that was precisely why he'd sent 

Julius to a proper teacher, "he even thinks she's the granddaughter of a genius, wait till 

she yells at him a couple of times, just wait until he smiles at her the way he does and 

she tells him to go to hell, you'll see what happens to all his playing the piano, it won't 

last longer than this winter, you'll see . .. And then he can start playing golf and 

sports and mixing with some normal boys ... then you'll see, he'll give up all this 

pansy stuff." Susan agreed once again, "but more gently, you don't have to be so 

adamant, darling," so he went through it all again but more gently, less adamantly, and 

she remembered that her cousin Susana had said that the only trouble with Frau 

Proserpina was that she tended to lash out at her pupils' heads. 

Aunt Susana had it wrong. Frau Proserpina didn't hit their heads, but she 

slapped their wrists very hard with a ruler, and all that goose-stepping came to the fore, 

iron discipline, or God knows what; she got back a German accent that she'd almost lost 

after all those years in Peru. "Op wiz ze wrists," she'd yell then, "op wiz ze wrists," 

and slap! went the ruler across Julius's thin wrist. "Witch, witch, sonofabitch," thought 

Julius and nearly said it out loud, but that was a joke and this wasn't funny at all, the 

edge of the ruler was sharp and it stung right up his arm. How was he to blame if the 

nun with the lovely scented piano had never said anything about keeping your wrists up 

and other stupid things like that. When you play with feeling, what does it matter if 
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your wrists are up or down. .. Smack! there came the ruler again, flOp wiz zose 

wrists, I said." He'd never play anything with feeling now, this was destroying any 

feeling he might have had. Right now he wanted to say, "Please, senorita, leave me 

alone," but he couldn't bring himself to, perhaps it was the need to understand what was 

going on in this house? building? rooms? or to know about the pretty girl in school 

uniform, did she live there? it was all so strange, though perhaps the little old man must 

know a lot, or the notary public, or the man who fixes typewriters when they're no good 

any more, under a light bulb hanging from way, way up, typewriters that look like 

cathedrals and have little bells. .. Smack! again, and flOp wiz ze wrists!" and that one 

hurt terribly, it hurt and made him realize that Frau Proserpina's pianos smelled of cat 

pee and that the four wretched benches at the back of the room were filthy. She'd said 

that her pupils, but only the best ones, gave recitals and lots of people came. "I must 

keep on. Someday there'll be a recital and all the people who live here will come, all 

the people from this house? apartment building? rooms? from this place ... " Smack! 

"wrists op!" He lifted his two wrists as high as he could and kept them there while 

Frau Proserpina went to get another wrap, "it's going to be very cold this winter," she 

announced. The sad way she said it gave Julius new hope, and he started letting his 

wrists droop, with feeling, then Frau Proserpina actually said "we're going to have a lot 

of snow." Those were her exact words. Julius raised both wrists ipso facto and tried 

to play the exercise as well as he possibly could. "It never snows in Lima, Frau 

Proserpina," but telling her that made him make a mistake and he hurried to start again, 
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letting his wrists drop and smack! there she went again. "As soon as the lesson's over 

I'll tell Carlos, and he'll laugh his head off, it really rained on you this afternoon, he'll 

say. But I won't stop coming because there's going to be a recital someday and all the 

people from here will come for sure: the wise old man and the bad tempered woman 

who takes her clothes off and the notary public and the school girls, especially that nice 

one, that really really nice one. II 

"We have very little to show for three weeks work, II said Frau Proserpina when 

the lesson was over. "When I took you I was told you had talent, but I fail to see it. " 

"Sonofabitch, witch, witch," thought Julius, but it was no good. Frau Proserpina stood 

up and went for another wrap. liThe way things are going it's going to be bitterly cold 

this winter, the snow ... " Julius didn't answer, he simply said good evening and 

promised to practice more for next Wednesday's class. "And be on time, II said Frau 

Proserpina when he'd stepped off the platform where the lighted pianos were. "One 

pupil leaves and another arrives. You go, someone else comes. Please respect my 

timetable. Timetables were made to be respected." Julius barely had time to say he'd 

be on time, his mind had already flown towards more interesting things as he reached 

the door of the big auditorium, or at least towards things that were as inexplicable as 

Beethoven's granddaughter herself. As always, Frau Proserpina sat there waiting for 

her next pupil who would arrive as soon as Julius left, since timetables are made to be 

respected. When he got half way down the corridor, Julius realized he'd forgotten his 

workbook and ran back to get it. He entered silently and found everything in the dark, 

"what'll I do?" he thought, "another pupil's coming and Frau Proserpina's left already, 
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how odd." He was tiptoeing in when one of the floorboards creaked, and the lights 

went on immediately by the two pianos, lighting up that comer of the ancient 

auditorium: Beethoven's granddaughter was knitting a wrap. "I forgot my notebook," 

Julius explained, and Frau Proserpina, who had stood up suddenly as though something 

had surprised her, threw down the skein of wool and held out the notebook, her hands 

trembling, but without going towards him, no, he'd have to go get it. "One does not 

forget things, least of all notebooks for studying one's scales. Please leave before the 

next pupil arrives, one who's always on time." Julius took his book and ran out of the 

auditorium. Then he slowed down until he was half way down the corridor, it was all 

very odd, the pupil who was always on time wasn't there, but there was no other way 

to get to the auditorium but by that corridor . . . Something made him creep back again 

to the academy door, peep in, and run off, because Beethoven's granddaughter had put 

the bright lights off again and was knitting wraps, and the last thing he wanted was to 

hear the floorboards creak. 

He walked slowly down the corridor around the second patio towards the 

staircase. As he passed the window of the little old man with the shiny bald head, Julius 

peeped in again just to see what wise men looked like. There he was with his thick 

glasses like the bottom of a bottle; Julius went by making as little noise as he could, but 

the old man looked up and over his glasses. He always looked and smiled, and this time 

he tried to stand up, and Julius was a little afraid, Nilda always said never trust 

anybody, and he hurried when he saw the old man waving to him, but he might have 

been waving goodbye because his arm was up, though it was very feeble and trembled 



602 

more than waved. Julius didn't dare tum around in case he had stood up and come to 

the window. He ran to the stairs and then had to go more slowly because there wasn't 

enough light and the steps were crumbling. When he got downstairs, he stood in the 

dark place between the two patios and thought for a moment, just as if he were working 

out some diabolical plan to get across the first patio without feeling afraid or anything, 

by finding out, once and for all, just what went on behind every one of those windows 

with the light bulbs hanging from way, way up. He must have said one-two-three-go, 

because he overshot his mark, and before he stopped he was halfway across the first 

patio, and what's more, felt as if everybody'd seen him, and probably everybody hated 

him, and they were all staring out of the windows. In one window on his right the two 

girls in school uniform were studying in very bad light, and they were going to need 

glasses soon, poor things, they were ruining their sight. Since they were studying, he 

stood for a while watching them and they didn't even know. He crept a bit closer and 

looked at the walls in the room where they were; they looked as if they were made of 

cardboard, he crept closer and there was a huge blanket hanging, and behind it it looked 

like another room. Which was the window where the pretty one lived? Julius thought 

he knew, this one isn't, this one isn't either, this is the notary public's, and he went 

close to the plaque NOTARY PUBLIC; there'd be the fellow inside with all those 

papers . . . where did the pretty girl live? . . . He was enjoying himself, of course! 

he'd been right after all: she didn't live there at all! he started to imagine she lived in 

a house, when suddenly he noticed there in the comer a window he hadn't seen before, 

and that's where the pretty schoolgirl lives, and she was looking at him, smiling as she 
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painted her fingernails, almost in the dark. Julius looked away as if he hadn't seen 

anything, turning to look in the window where the very fair woman who showed lots of 

white skin when she was dressing quickly drew the curtain, what are you after, kid? 

Nothing to do but run out of the main door, which was always open, to where Carlos 

was smoking, leisurely. 

"Not bad, the talent you see on Jiron Arequipa," he said, and then "I parked 

little Mercy round the comer, let's go get her." 

Sanchez Concha's rule lasted no longer than it takes a flower to bloom. He was 

only just getting used to being the biggest and strongest of the lot when one day, right 

in the middle of English, the door opened and in came Mother Superior with a new boy, 

who stared at them all as if he'd like to kill them. Mother Superior told them he was 

Peruvian but he'd been living in Argentina where his Daddy was ambassador, and now 

he's come back to Peru, and this is his little boy and we must be nice, mustn't we, 

because he's come a bit late and school's already started, but he's very bright and will 

soon catch up, so please lend him your notebooks like nice boys do, so he can see what 

we've done. Fernandito, you're going to make lots of friends, aren't you, and 

Fernandito didn't say a word but glared at them all. They were looking at him too, of 

course, measuring him up, though actually he wasn't that big and didn't seem to be very 

dangerous. Mother Superior went on talking and told them exactly what to do and how 

to treat the new little boy so he could catch up, and well, they all knew. She tried to 

pat his head, but Fernandito moved out of the way in time; seemed he didn't want his 
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hairdo mussing. Mother Superior told them his full name: Fernandito Ranchal y Ladr6n 

de Guevara. Del Castillo laughed at all those names and realized straight away he'd 

better not fool around because Fernandito Ranchal y L de G, which is what he put on 

his books, had given him a killing look. Del Castillo looked down and even started 

scraping some sticky stuff that wasn't there off his desk with his nail. 

The desk they gave to Fernandito was the end one on the front row. The row 

where the bullies sat. Mother Superior pointed it out before leaving the classroom. 

Sister Mary Joan, who played soccer, told him to sit down and he went to his desk very 

slowly, taking in all the other thirty-five in the class with a look that could kill. De los 

Heros noticed that he didn't look down at the floor, so he stuck his foot out ready for 

him to go flat. Fernandito came by, still looking everybody in the eye; there's no way 

he could have seen the foot, and how he knew it was there de los Heros must be asking 

himself to this day, but he let out a yell and pulled it in with his shinbone giving him 

hell. Then he had to pretend nothing'd happened when Sister Mary Joan turned to ask 

what was the matter, "Is something the matter?" No, nothing. Fernandito Ranchal y 

Ladr6n de Guevara was going to his desk very nicely and looking as if he wanted to kill 

everybody. 

Sanchez Concha wasn't stupid, he started reviewing the situation again. Several 

others followed his example, among them Julius. It wasn't that Fernandito was big that 

had them worried, it was the way he looked at everybody, and the fact he never said 

anything, just looked. The time bomb nearly went off one morning during recess 

though, a few weeks after he'd started at the school. Unfortunately, the incident didn't 
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really materialize in the way those in third grade would have liked, it didn't bring things 

to a head. Femandito, mad as always, had just bought some chocolate and was taking 

the silver paper off when that idiot Fatso Martinto went up to him. The stupid idiot 

hadn't a clue, he hadn't even noticed Femandito was in third grade, much less that he 

was mad at the world. He just noticed a new boy in school and came up to challenge 

him just as the other kid was going to eat his chocolate. Femandito'd never have 

expected it, but there was a wooden sword prodding him in the chest. He grinned, but 

he was livid, and Fatso just grinned back, happy as ever, "here~s a new one to fence 

with" was all he thought, but Femandito stared at him so much poor Martinto began to 

doubt his happy nature and wonder about the existence of evil. Can you imagine what 

Femandito must have been like, grinning and mad at the same time, to get Fatso 

worried about things not being all right; then he finally noticed that all third grade was 

watching but not too close, not wanting to get involved. All his happy nature drained 

away, something unpleasant finally managed to penetrate his thick skin, and when 

Fernandito said give me that stick he did, just like a dog playing fetch so he'd throw it 

again. That's just what Martinto was like and he must have thought they were playing, 

because he laughed and told him to keep it, I'll get another sword and challenge you 

with that. Fernandito grinned more and got madder than ever, Fatso thought that was 

just the way he was. "Terrific, I've another pirate to fence with," he must have 

thought, and he turned and went off to look for another sword, and then he got such a 

whack it made his backside bum. "Take it," Fernandito told him and handed him his 

sword, and Fatso looking a regular idiot rubbing his ass, more upset than mad, took it 
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and didn't lmow what to do with it; that's how Fatso lost his illusions one day in June. 

It finished Martinto. After that, he was always clean. He even lost weight. Somebody 

saw him going to the movies one afternoon, alone, all serious, and what's more, he 

passed all his exams with good grades, and after that he was often among the top ten. 

Sanchez Concha was put out. Martinto'd been his classmate years ago; his 

having failed two years running didn't matter, that didn't stop him growing. Martinto 

ought to have been in third grade. He was really one of the big boys, but at the same 

time he wasn't ... that's what the others from third grade must have been thinking too. 

It wasn't as if it had been a fight or anything, nobody'd seen Fernandito prove himself. 

Could there really be a way of removing the competition without having to prove 

yourself? That was the question. Fernandito had a way of making things more 

complicated, everything had been much simpler before he arrived: Spit, step on it, see 

you at the gate, ya! go on! and a wresting match and that was it when you said "I give 

in," and you were upset for a couple of days or the rest of your life, depending, or if 

you were lucky, you heard the chap down there saying let me go, I give in, and you 

walked off smirking and it lasted a few days until Scarface Espejo came and told you 

the sheriff in the next town could shoot faster, and you went through it allover again 

with all the same advantages and disadvantages and a new opponent. With Fernandito 

everything was much more complex. 

Weeks went by and Fernandito was just the same, perfectly quiet and as mad as 

hell. Every day he looked more grown up, or older if you like, and angrier. Even 

Morales treated him with respect. The Spanish teacher, who was very common, and 
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what's more, they'd seen her with her fiance on Avenida Wilson, said that Fernandito's 

arrogance was unbelievable, and it gave poor old Sanchez Concha goose bumps, since 

it made him feel no better than a vulgar bruiser. "That's it," said Sanchez Concha, "I'm 

not going to talk to people any more, I won't say anything, I'm going to act very 

serious; if anyone hassles me about it, I'll give him a big slap and stare him down until . 

he looks like an idiot and walks off all upset like Martinto did." That afternoon when 

he got home he looked at himself real hard in the mirror and decided expression number 

twenty-seven was the right one to face his fate with now. He tried it a hundred and 

twenty-seven times, and next morning wore it all the way to Immaculate Heart. When 

he was coming into school Del Castillo said "why don't you fight Fernandito once and 

for all?" and he screwed his face up and gave him a terrific slap across the face. Then 

he wrinkled his face up a bit more the way Fernandito did, for the psychological effect, 

but Del Castillo wasn't a sissy even if Sanchez Concha had beaten him up three times, 

he jumped on him and started wrestling, and it caught him unawares since he was still 

making the face; about as well he reacted in time, because for a minute it looked like 

Del Castillo was going to get him down, holding him by the neck, what's more. When 

the fight was over Sanchez Concha almost explained to him that he'd been the victim 

of a misunderstood new technique, not just losing a fight, "don't think because I almost 

. . ." he was saying, but then he remembered what Fernandito was like and went all 

serious, he owed no one an explanation. No one? ... Well, he did owe himself one, 

because his super blow had just let him down for one thing, and then this matter of "if 
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looks could kill, you'd be dead now ll ought to have made Del Castillo look away, but 

what he'd done was jump him and nearly, nearly ... but not quite. 

Another Del Castillo, a mulatto thirty-five years old, was the official school 

photographer; today was the day he took the annual school photo. He'd had his 

breakfast early in a dive on the comer, where all the guys from the neighborhood were, 

with IIlet's get going with a slug of pisco," but Del Castillo, who was something of an 

arty type, which meant bohemian of course, but looking like an apache dancer, up all 

night knocking it back, answered in a manly tone IIforget it," and forget about going to 

the barber too, there's cash to be had this morning; I've got to take a photo in the 

convent and that's hard work, I can't go smelling of booze. He was going to take a 

photo of thousands of little whities all lined up, kids who study out in San Isidro, a great 

big school with American nuns, the pisco can wait, not when he was going to work in 

the convent. Del Castillo left his cronies in the dive, cleared last night's throat and spat 

it on this morning's sawdust and headed for the convent and the serious life. And now 

Mother Superior introduced him the way she always did, "here's Seenyour Delcastilo, " 

and all of them said "Buenas dfas, Senor Del Castillo, and then Mother Superior went 

on in English "he's come to take a photo so you'll have a souvenir to keep, so that some 

day you can show it to your little grandchildren: 'look Sonny, grandpa was a little boy 

too a thousand years ago. '" And she pretended to be a grandpa or thought she did; 

Mother Superior wrinkled up her face and her hand trembled as she showed you the 

photo Del Castillo was going to take of you as soon as that Fat Nun, lIyes madre, yes 

madre," cuts the cackle and lets me get on with earning my pay. But Mother Superior 
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wasn't quite through, she had to go on a bit more about grandpa and the little grandchild 

because she really liked to see the children laughing at her little jokes. Even Sanchez 

Concha laughed once, but it was because he'd seen Fernandito's expression at having 

to watch all that, so then he put on Face Number Twenty-seven, too. Unfortunately, 

when Del Castillo the photographer brought the photos a week later, Sanchez Concha 

discovered that when Fernandito'd posed he'd made himself look nice, smiling even 

from ear to ear; nobody'd ever seen that face on him, while he himself was almost in 

the middle, taller than any of them and looking as if he had stomach ache and was about 

to fart at any moment; life was much too complicated. Sanchez Concha put the photo 

in his blazer pocket and turned to see what was going on with the rest of the class. 

Nothing; better said, they were buying the photo to show Mummy so she won't think 

I asked for the money for nothing; they all bought a photo except for Fernandito, who 

didn't even bother looking at it. Del Castillo the photographer came up to ask him and 

all he said was a no, a very dry no, like the desert along the Peruvian coast. Give this 

one a few years more and this young degenerate will be a long way from San Isidro, out 

there with them getting their morning shot of pisco, foresaw Del Castillo, the 

photographer of your memories. 

"Everything ready for the movers," said the telegram from the architect. Juan 

Lucas read it to Susan in a suite in the Ritz in Madrid. They'd decided to go on a 

lightning trip, a week in London, where they billed and cooed in the Indian restaurant 

where Juan Lucas knew the chef, and then they flew to Madrid to catch three corridas 
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with Briceno, who was just terrific. "Everything ready for the movers," said Juan 

Lucas, and they decided to forget pleasure for business. The golfer seized the phone 

and asked to be put through to his travel agent. The first plane for Lima please, and 

all they had to do was pack the pigskin suitcases and cancel two or three appointments 

with friends in Madrid. Moving house is a nightmare of course, but Juan Lucas was 

completely gaga about his new palace and couldn't wait to throw a tremendous house 

warming. Susan was delighted to be going back anyway, because she'd left the boys 

alone in their suite in the Country Club, and Bobby especially might get up to anything. 

"He's probably thrown Julius out and installed the Canadian girl in our bedroom," said 

Juan Lucas, laughing his head off, seizing the phone again to order martinis, which 

always went very nicely at eight o'clock at night. 

Bobby hadn't installed anyone in his parent's room, but he had crashed the 

station wagon in front of the house of the new girl from Villa Maria and he'd ruined the 

brakes on the Mercedes during one of his fights with Peggy the Canadian. The two 

hadn't been getting along well at all lately and she didn't want to slip out and go in the 

car with him any more. Once they fought all afternoon, and when Bobby ran out of 

arguments, he started up and drove the terrified girl in the direction of his new girl 

friend, the one from Villa Marfa. He went round and round until Peggy was crying 

with fear and said she still loved him, but that was when the brakes gave out on the 

Mercedes. Carlos had to pick up Juan Lucas and Susan in the Jaguar, and Juan Lucas 

preferred to take a taxi home because three people just didn't fit. 
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Susan kissed Julius and said she'd missed him terribly. It was a lie, but it was 

nice of Susan; as soon as she told him she'd missed him a lot she realized she hadn't 

thought of him once, and what's more, she didn't feel a bit guilty telling him she had 

missed him terribly. So she went up to him again and kissed him full of love and said 

I've missed you terribly, darling, and this time, yes, she did feel full of love and could 

rest easy. Juan Lucas, joking, asked him if he had any complaints to make about the 

way his brother Bobby had behaved. Julius said II no, none, II and Juan Lucas was very 

pleased, because only mollycoddles, pansies, milquetoasts, and people like that 

complained about their brothers and their friends. IITattling's for gi/ipollas ll he added, 

pleased to have garnered another Spanish expression to enrich his vocabulary. Carlos 

came in then with some of the suitcases that had come in the taxi, and Juan Lucas said 

how could he possibly have given Bobby the keys to the Mercedes, wasn't it bad enough 

that he'd crashed the station wagon. Carlos started to explain everything in detail, that 

who's going to stop Master Bobby when he wants something, and he kept the keys of 

the station wagon, Master Bobby must have found those of the Mercedes in the suite, 

etc. Julius listened carefully, and told him not to accuse Bobby, because his Uncle Juan 

Lucas had said only sissies and silly pollas accuse other people. Juan Lucas cursed the 

day he first saw Julius; Carlos was nobody's fool and very much on the ball as regards 

his rights; would it be here's my resignation, should he curse him out, or let's go 

outside, and you're right this time, but we know where we stand. It was a most 

uncomfortable situation; fortunately, Carlos looked at Julius, and out of respect for his 

stepfather he swallowed his anger, but from then on he'd be the Senora's chauffeur, and 
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that was that. He left the cases where Juan Lucas told him and went off to smoke where 

the atmosphere was somewhat less troubled. The problem was that Juan Lucas had been 

taking advantage of him and he knew it; as for Julius, you might not be a little queer 

like I thought at first, but you're worse than a parrot, you repeat everything that gets 

said. "Go on, call a bellboy to help bring up the cases ... hurry." 

Three days later Julius was entertaining his friends in third grade by telling them 

about the move. He couldn't study, he couldn't do anything. This was going to be 

their first night in the new palace, and it was worse than being in a lion's cage. Susan 

was rushing around, though she never actually did anything, but she did keep an eye on 

the truck drivers so they didn't break any of the new furniture or tear her favorite 

pictures. Her fears were unjustified, the movers were specialists, there was nothing to 

worry about. Later, the interior decorator came to put on the finishing touches, since 

from way back Juan Lucas had left enough checks to have the place finished on the day 

they planned to move. The decorator was as queer as they come, but that didn't stop 

him falling allover Susan, and Susan was delighted, because queers are always such 

good conversationalists, and you can talk to them for hours without getting that feeling 

they're only interested in one thing, really. When Julius got back from school, they 

told him to keep in sight because the decorator had his eye on him. He was from a 

well known family and dressed as well as Juan Lucas, except that, being queer, he went 

in for colors more; he wasn't the type that hangs around public toilets though, this 

one went in for playing with the children in big houses in San Isidro and Monterrico, 

just kidding around, they get to wrestling, and so on . .. He was a very professional 
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good-taste consultant though, and when he was on the job kept his mind off anything 

that didn't concern his art; poor Julius got an interested glance, which he didn't 

understand anyway and wondered what the hell that peacock was doing ordering 

everyone about. Little by little he began to get the picture, since as the weeks went by 

the palace was getting more beautiful; any time now the good taste specialist was going 

to expire on seeing his work finished. He was happy at his job. He mussed his hair 

as he worked and squeaked with nerves and inspiration; it must be a pleasure to work 

like that. "There's lots of money in Lima," he said to Susan and Juan Lucas, "lots of 

money, but what taste! Some women I've worked for! you wouldn't believe the amount 

of bad taste you can stuff into one town! They hire you to decorate, and then they want 

to tell you what to do. I mean really, what did I study in Rome for? why? tell me! tell 

me why! ... so that some lady who's never been further than the street corner all her 

life can tell you to make the place look like a baked alaska! . . . Horrible! Terrible! 

. .. Lima's for working in and making money, but that's all it's good for, but for 

everything else, give me Europe, there's nothing like Europe. .. But don't tell me 

about your last trip . .. I shall die of jealousy if you do, and I've got to finish the 

dining room. Are those curtains up yet? I'm coming, yes, I'm coming; let me see now, 

I've got to see what they look like before we consider hanging the pictures. If things 

aren't perfect, I won't be satisfied." Juan Lucas liked things to be perfect too, but he 

liked men to be men, or at least not affected like this expert in taste. He offered him 

a drink to shut him up, what the hell did he care if he'd been a friend of his father or 

not, he didn't have to take all this gay prancing around. 



614 

Celso and Daniel showed up again about then. Arminda had come on the very 

first day and helped as much as she could, though Juan Lucas didn't like her going 

around the house spoiling the perspective, all in black and ugly with her jet black hanks 

of hair hanging down by her face. Susan had to send Carlos to the shanties to pick up 

the two majordomos. They'd stayed as long as they possibly could, fixing their houses 

during their paid vacation, doing it themselves on the little patch of land. Big hugs, 

how are you? in the servant's quarters of the new palace. Even Susan went to greet 

them, and of course Julius did, he was there from the minute Celso and Daniel arrived, 

and went to bed very late that night. The servants quarters were very modern and 

functional. There were bells allover the place, and every few minutes you could hear 

Juan Lucas's voice over one of the loudspeakers built into the wall. Carlos really 

enjoyed the new system. Hearing his boss and saying "fuck ofr' without anything 

happening was terrific. Juan Lucas's voice, say, would ask for ice and Carlos, 

delighted, would say "get it yourself." He couldn't hear him, of course, but it was great 

all the same. Arminda didn't like it much, especially when Carlos said things like that 

in front of Julius. She bent her head and hid her face behind her hair, as if to say God 

knows what. She didn't go in for all those modern things. Everything was nice and 

clean, that's true, all white and clean and new, but tables have always had four legs and 

now here's one with only one foot in the middle. "It's going to fall when we're eating," 

she thought, and she didn't dare carve the meat or lean her elbows on it lest that press 

too much. What's more, there wasn't enough room for your bottom on the chairs 

either, and if you weren't careful, you could slip off one side and hurt yourself; "at my 
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age falls and bumps can be quite dangerous," she explained to Carlos, who always 

laughed at La Dona, but nicely. 

Julius gave Celso and Daniel a third degree about what they'd been doing during 

the months they'd had off. Celso's uncle was still mayor of Huarocondo near Cuzco, 

and he was still Treasurer of the Huarocondo Friendly Society with its headquarters in 

Lince. The money was in the same box, and he preferred to keep it in his bedroom, 

because it was safer here in the house. The thing they liked to talk about most though 

was their houses on their land in the shanty town, some day they'd invite him out to see 

them. 

For the time being though they had problems. Only four of them had survived 

the move from the old palace, and for the moment Arminda was fixing meals for the 

children and for them (Juan Lucas and Susan always ate out); they needed a professional 

cook. Arminda had high blood pressure, and Daniel said she shouldn't be doing more 

than taking care of the washing and ironing, and the washing was done in the washing 

machine. To ask her to do more was exploiting her. Someone should tell the Senora. 

Celso said the Senora would take care of matters in their own good time, but Daniel 

insisted they were within their right speaking to her about it. Daniel must have been 

listening to some of those dangerous speeches out in the barriada. They ought to speak 

to the Senora, and not only about Arminda, he was due a raise too, because according 

to his calculations (and he'd measured it all in square meters), he was going to be 

cleaning a larger area than in the previous place. Julius listened and was scared to 

death. He could see Daniel in front of Mummy saying things like that, and Mummy 
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getting all nervous; she'd tell Juan Lucas, and Uncle Juan Lucas was capable of kicking 

them all out. There were other things too. They didn't have a gardener because 

Anatolio hadn't wanted to leave the flowers at the old palace, and they needed a girl for 

the children's clothes now that Imelda had her dressmaker's certificate and had taken 

off without so much as saying goodbye nor feeling anything at all. 

Fortunately there was no trouble. Susan noticed what was needed without having 

to be told and thought a raise for everyone was the most normal thing. They took ages 

looking for a cook though and for the girl to take care of the children's clothes. It was 

several days before Susan decided on one of the candidates sent by her cousin Susana 

Lastarria, who was always useful in situations like this whenever Susan asked her. She 

asked by phone, of course. Susan only got in touch with her cousin by phone; whenever 

she had to see her she felt so terribly tired. Susana Lastarria had reduced her life to the 

type of activity from which her husband, given over to the good life nearer the level of 

his investments with Juan Lucas, had begun to ignore her insofar as Lima society 

allowed him to. They still went to mass together, for example, but he seldom took her 

to a movie and never to any of the clubs he liked to belong to, and not on your life to 

any of the cocktail parties where he thought he'd be seen to better advantage alone. 

Poor Susana didn't get a smell of the Golf Club, and as for sex life, there'd been several 

tremors and even some earthquakes since they had any of that. So much the better. 

She'd never really enjoyed that sort of thing much. To be blunt, all that filthy stuff to 

end up with two children was a raw deal. If she'd known when God was going to make 

her conceive Pipo and Rafaelito, those little shits, she could have avoided a good many 
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things in the past that she now remembered with such distaste and shame, but which still 

haunted her dreams insistently, and in her moments of depression, Juan making for her 

legs with a strange expression, wasting his time doing filthy things instead of hurrying 

up with it to see if Pipo would be born. To see if Rafaelito would come later. What 

was love? Just nightmares. Aunt Susana, my she was ugly, didn't want to think about 

such things, and that's why she was always looking for problems in running the house 

to stick her nose into. Always the maid's done something stupid, always Victor, the 

only servant who lasted in the castle any length of time, he'd forgotten to dust a piece 

of furniture, she had to be after him. Victor got more and more spoiled as time went 

on. The social life of her children Pipo and Rafael was another thing that constantly 

worried Aunt Susana. She was always worried about which girl they were going out 

with, worried about the time they came home, worried until she found something to 

worry about. And Susan had given her something to worry about now. She said Susan 

was driving her crazy with her calls, but she was very pleased when Victor answered 

and came to call her: it's your cousin Susan, Senora. Happy and ugly as always, Susana 

Lastarria flew to the phone. 

And Susan continued to interview all the girls her cousin sent her, but none seemed 

right until one day she realized she'd been waiting for Vilma and Nilda to show up. She 

was a little surprised just to think that way, she found she had absolutely no sense when 

choosing servants. She'd been looking for a cook who looked familiar and for a girl 

who looked familiar too. Without intending to, she'd been waiting for Vilma and Nilda 

to appear among the servants recommended by her cousin. She'd been wasting her 
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time. Sitting on the little terrace, she'd interview them, and she decided to take the first 

one who came next morning. 

One might say that the one who came first next morning OK'd Susan. She was 

a very uppity chola with a much louder voice than one expects from someone doing that 

kind of work in a palace. She always spoke loud and was used to having her own way. 

She was very pleasant but she had to be right, and the best way to be sure you were was 

to yell loud enough. She came into the new palace yelling, yelling, she crossed to 

garden and Celso was very impressed by all the yelling, he was sure she was right in 

everything, in looking for work, in being an excellent maid, and in everything she felt 

like yelling about to him, then all of a sudden her voice became soft as cotton padding, 

or at least that's what it sounded like to her, and you really couldn't hear her across the 

big hall. She didn't know that Juan Lucas had had special tiling installed to keep the 

sound down and thought she must have lost her grip on things and yelled even louder 

to convince Celso once and for all, but Juan Lucas's tiling didn't work out on the 

terrace, so there she screamed and was always right. 

Susan felt the French populace was coming to get Marie Antoinette, but 

immediately Peruvian common sense and a sense of humor brought her down to 

earth-"That's our history, II according to Juan Lucas. liVery presentable, that chola, II 

she thought on seeing her well-shaped calves, her enormous ass, rounder even than her 

calves, and two boobs as one, huge, round, and well to the fore. A young, round face 

delighted to be alive topped everything off, and she was mighty pleased with herself. 



619 

Susan put the humor of her class-culture to one side and took on the duties of the 

housewife and asked her her name. 

"Flora, if it please your honor." 

Susan, lovely as ever, was taken aback, she searched for a reply but could only 

think of "your good health," which was hardly fitting in the circumstances. She bobbed 

in her direction and got ready for the next question. 

"Have you worked as a cook before?" 

"Madame is mistaken," said Flora, busting out allover and insulting Susan quite 

cheerfully with her huge, opinionated frontal protuberance. "If I may be so bold, my 

profession is the care of children, clothing, and the bedroom. Cooking is not my field." 

"Of course, of course. I'm hiring a cook too, you see," said Susan, calming 

down at the way the chola deflated with the explanation. "Er, we've just moved and 

I need a maid and a cook. The house is quite new and we need new help." 

"Young Celso told me already. A very handsome chalete, Senora, if I may say 

so; may I congratulate you? As soon as I have the pleasure of meeting the master, I'll 

tell him the same thing. A very beautiful chalete, Senora. And your name, please?" 

"Susan," said Susan, lovely but terrified; she almost said "at your service," but 

thought of Juan Lucas laughing his head off when she told him; she preferred to turn 

to Celso, who was looking confused at the whole issue. 

"Bring me a coffee, Celso, please." A coffee she might not drink, but the idea 

of boiling hot coffee helped her face Flora early in the morning. 

"Er, have you worked before? Are you experienced?" 
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"Madam will have noted that I speak of my profession, but should there be any 

doubts whatsoever, I am sure a detailed perusal of my recommendations will soon allay 

them. Here they are. " 

Flora, swelling up again, opened her scented bag and brought out cards with the 

names of some of the best families in Lima. They all spoke of her as serious and hard 

working. 

"I have never been dismissed. If I left, it was of my own free will. Here you 

are, Senora, read them." 

Susan found herself ploughing through a pile of very boring cards, she'd written 

a similar one for Nilda when she left. That'll do, she thought, and was about to return 

them ... 

"But read them, Senora Susan . .. Take your time. You are within your 

rights. " 

Susan didn't know what to do. She had no recourse but to read three little cards 

beneath the huge bust of Flora, who was waiting very decidedly for her comments. 

"Very nice ... congratulations. That's quite enough for me. When Celso 

comes he'll show you your room. We'd like you to stay starting today if you can. The 

chauffeur can take you to get your things. You can spend today and tomorrow getting 

settled ... " 

Susan was finding the words, the ideas that her cousin Susana used, and even 

dared to think that it was all settled, when she saw that Flora, with an air of great 
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decision, was swelling up dangerously, arms akimbo, turned into an enormous jar with 

her scented bag hanging from one handle by its round cord from the right handle. 

"The conditions have not yet been stated, Senora." 

"The conditions have not yet been stated," Susan repeated under the decision

making oppression of Flora's bust. She thought vaguely that conditions must mean 

wages, and the wage was a very good one; how silly of her, she'd forgotten to mention 

the most important thing. Wage at any rate meant the end of their dialog, she'd tell her 

the very good wage they would pay her and her hot coffee would come and Miss 

Decisions would stay there with them and impose her pleasant noisy reign of terror 

throughout the new house, and if the work was well done, that would do, if she was 

upstairs cleaning alone nobody'd hear her, and good luck to the kitchen and the 

servants' quarters; actually, she's very pleasant, Miss Decisions ... You'd never know 

she was there, once she was inside the servants' part of the house ... Susan was about 

to tell her how much the good wage would be . . . 

"My conditions are three-namely: salary in accordance with services rendered 

according to my expectations, healthy living quarters, and the same food as is eaten by 

the family." 

She'd have all those, and Susan suddenly remembered her youth and/or the 

afternoons at the Golf Club and tried to stand up and say "that will be all, then, Flora," 

but felt it was impossible, hemmed in as she was by the enormous round bust of the 

ehola; everything was comic, ridiculous, and she'd been sitting forever in the white 

rocking chair with the green cushion. Alone on a terrace in the new palace, a damp 
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morning with hot coffee that never came, definitely Miss Decisions was the one who'd 

chosen her. 

Three more girls came that morning, but the three were all for upstairs maid too, 

children, and clothing, and Celso told them they wouldn't be needed, they'd already got 

somebody. No cook came though, and Susan could rest and recuperate from the 

experience with Miss Decisions. She'd thought it over with her typical sense of humor 

and decided it had been really quite delightful; what's more, she liked the name she'd 

given her, Juan Lucas would die laughing when she told him that the new maid was 

called Miss Decisions, and Miss Decisions would blow up even more in front of Juan 

and greet him with that total confidence in life that her bust and voice bestowed on her; 

she might even shake hands with him, and they'd laugh so much when she went, 

darling, you're going to enjoy Miss Decisions ... What more could she make up ... 

Susan could see it all, there she was at the Golf Club with her glass in her hand, telling 

all about the body, the voice, the airs and graces of this happy, uppity, plump girl. 

Around midday Juan Lucas appeared with news about the cook. There'd be one 

there soon, he'd seen the recommendations that morning at the Golf Club, and he'd 

eaten the food at a friend's house some years ago. An excellent cook, just you see, 

woman, from now on we'll have food at home that's as much a pleasure to eat as food 

at the best restaurant. Susan was overjoyed at the idea. Juan Lucas was very choosy 

about his food, and it seemed they'd finally found the person who could satisfy his daily 

needs. The question of servants was practically solved. All they needed was the 

gardener, but Anatolio had said he'd send his cousin. Susan called Celso from the bar 
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and asked for ice for their glasses. In a few minutes Celso showed up with the ice and 

Abraham. Susan looked at Juan Lucas, Juan Lucas at Celso, and Celso, contrary to his 

usual way of being, almost burst out laughing. The three were looking at Abraham, 

who'd just entered the palace and was now coming up to the bar with a case with large 

handles hanging from his left arm, a white turtleneck sweater, just as if he'd been 

playing tennis all morning. "Oh my God!" thought Susan at the sight of this mulatto 

with a hairdo consisting of enormous waves, almost like a permanent, with several of 

those waves still cockroach color from the last bleaching. Because this Abraham clearly 

bleached his waves with peroxide, and now that he stood directly before them, Susan 

and Juan Lucas could smell the mixture of brilliantine, cologne, and armpit that the new 

servant emitted. 

Juan Lucas mixed two gill and tonics, added ice, and started to stir the drinks 

slowly with a long silver spoon, pressing the slices of lemon against the side of the 

glass. Abraham cleared his throat affectedly, and Susan left Juan Lucas to say the 

opening words. 

"Er, well, Susan, here we have the new cook." 

Susan gathered her resources and determined to behave like a patient housewife. 

"And your conditions are?" she asked, remembering Miss Decisions and putting 

her glass to her nose rather than her mouth to see if the lemon overpowered the 

unpleasant reality of Abraham. 

Abraham hadn't a clue what she meant. Conditions? What conditions? his 

mischievous, disgusting little eyes seemed to ask. The only condition he cared about 
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was his happiness, the pleasure of serving Don Juan. 

"I think, Senora . . ." 

"So that's all arranged, wife," said Juan Lucas before the cook could start some 

pleasant affected little chat, since his breath smelled bad too. 

"Yes, that's it," said Abraham, happy to be near Don Juan Lucas. 

"Great. That's all then. Go get your things and let's see if tomorrow you cook 

us a lunch worthy of your reputation, eh?" 

A wave went through Abraham's body as if an electric current had run down him 

head to toe. Happy at the compliment from Don Juan, he showed that he could shimmy 

like his sister ... waiting to see if Senor Dreamboat Don Juan paid him another. Juan 

Lucas very nearly said Tralala and all that and I do like your hairdo, but that would 

have been posing as a sodomite along with Abraham and mocking the wretched 

Gomorrah of the poor, ugly mulattos, cooks, and male prostitutes. 

"That'll be all, thank you then," he said pointedly; his position in the situation 

suddenly struck him as extremely vulnerable. "All arranged!" he ordered, suddenly 

disgusted because he felt it reflected on him in some way. And before lunch too. And 

spoiling their gin and tonics. "That'll be all!" 

Abraham wiggled again but stood straight immediately. He stood there stiff and 

anxious to follow the master's instructions, looking down as if the words had been a 

school punishment. He must have stood that way for all of three seconds, when his 

body began to waver of its own volition and he was unable to do anything to stop it. 

It began in his arm, the right arm, which began to withdraw in jerks. . . Susan decided 
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it was time she intervened; how she adored Juan Lucas! and now with the new cook 

she'd be able to order his favorite dishes every day. 

I'Why don't you fix coq au vin tomorrow for lunch? An architect and his wife 

are coming to lunch. Consider there'll be at least ten people dining, to be safe. 

Senor Juan Lucas loves coq au vin. II 

But let's not forget Abraham was a citizen of Sodom who knows what harm he 

might do-the little pansy might poison Juan Lucas for snapping at him. I've only just 

got here and that woman's ordering me around. Abraham showed his fangs. 

IIAyyyy, Senora! You telling me what Senor Juan Lucas likes! I know 

everything he likes, just every little thing. How about me fixing his favorite dish 

tomorrow-roast baby goat. " Once when he was at Senorita Aranzazu's place he 

said ... oh, but he said it several times. .. I always used to fix baby goat for him 

at Senorita Aranzazu Marticorena's, and Senor Juan Lucas always said nobody fixed it 

like me . . . How many evenings I've fixed it at the Senorita's! II 

Juan Lucas poured more gin and Susan turned to look at the bottles on the bar 

and to laugh, it would be rich if Abraham started telling all about Juan Lucas's past 

affairs when she was there. 

II Well , so, then here's the majordomo to take you to the kitchen so you can see 

to your things and start settling in. II 

IIWill that be all then, Don Juan?1I 

IIThat'll be all. Show him where to go, Celso. II 
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Abraham spun round nervously just as Julius and Bobby arrived back from 

school for lunch. The two noticed the strange ass, squeezed disgustingly into a pair of 

pants that ought to have looked like Juan Lucas's but didn't. Abraham disappeared. 

He looked like a frustrated, poverty-stricken tennis player who practiced alone with old 

balls and ill-strung rackets against the walls of waste lots. 

"Where did you dig up that crazy queen?" asked Bobby. 

"Ask Juan Lucas, II said Susan, laughing, once she'd stopped feeling revolted. 

"Tomorrow's Saturday, right? So have lunch here with us and you'll see where 

that crazy queen's come from. We just happen to have the best chef in Lima in the 

house. II 

IICooks are women, II Julius blurted out, perhaps discovering homosexuality or 

perhaps just thinking about Nilda. 

IIDarling!1I said Susan, looking at Juan Lucas, suddenly horrified. 

IIThat fellow won't be living here. He'll only come and cook ... then in 

English, "Anyhow, do you think he would dare?" as if Julius, standing there, wasn't the 

first in his class in English. 

Next day at lunch time, Carlos at his lunch with delight because now he'd have 

someone to fight with at times, and if IIshe ll gets mad, I'll show IIher, II and Abraham 

was delighted too, because the big Black chauffeur was terrific with his little moustache, 

it'd be like spending your life next door to temptation. Arminda was quite unaware of 

what was going on. She went on with her job without catching the interesting little 

details that gave the story its spice. Julius, there from time to time during the day, her 
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daughter there from time to time at night, was all she noticed lately. Sometimes she had 

the two of them together. That was when she'd been working for a long time in the 

ironing room up there. The heat and sweating made her sleepy, and the two came to 

her, although she knew she was really alone. Stranger still and worrying too, though 

she forgot all about the worry, something so strange, but she wasn't one to wonder why 

her wishes were fulfilled before she'd realized she had them. Julius would appear to her 

crossing the kitchen or in the pantry; put your sweater on now, and he'd have his 

sweater on then, when maybe she'd just seen him go by without it. Her daughter never 

came back with the ice cream man in the pantry, because she never got in touch with 

people down there, she'd never said out loud, I want my daughter to come back, there 

in the pantry. Only when she was alone in her bedroom she said it. That's why she 

only appeared to her at night. Julius, on the other hand, kept appearing to her; put 

your little sweater on now, Master Julius, and there he was with it on, because when 

he went by before he wasn't wrapped up well enough. Her hanks of black hair fell 

down, covering her face, and covering her thoughts when she was wondering why ... 

Miss Decisions came down for lunch that Saturday and ran straight into 

Abraham. She said hello forcefully, because he was a man-a man, that?-he was in 

the employ of the house and so enjoyed the same rights she did and had similar duties 

to fulfill. Carlos was very pleased with Miss Decisions. She addressed him as Don 

Carlos and made sure that he got exactly the same food as the masters. He smiled at 

her very pleasantly with his little moustache, a wicked little smile, and amused himself 

with the customary toothpick from lunch, which he kept behind his ear to use at night 
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too. Daniel fixed the fruit bowl and the water jugs, and Celso took out the beautifully 

prepared serving dishes that Abraham had fixed. The two men from the highlands joked 

about this queer from the coast, and the queer from the coast, with his tennis sweaters 

and peroxided hair scorned them as a couple of hicks. 

In the dining room the fashionable architect and his wife, the down-market 

Susan, were tasting the delights of roast baby goat, classified by Juan Lucas as 

unbeatable: "I can't deny it," he said, "but that pansy's really in top form today." 

"Sefior," Celso interrupted, "the cook wants to know if the goat is as good as it 

was at the Martinezes' . " 

"You mean Marticorena's," corrected Susan, turning to smile at the architect, 

to see if he was still as much in love with her as ever. The architect had just got an 

enormous check from Juan Lucas, and even if his wife was down market, now she was 

increasing in value all the time. The other day he'd been to bed with the Swede, who 

was still in Lima, still enjoying her sexual freedom; by now they even knew about her 

in government circles. Susan looked at Celso and said that Sefior Juan Lucas had found 

the baby goat to be very good indeed. 

"Tell him that it's first rate as usual," said Juan Lucas as Celso was going back 

to the kitchen. "Finger-licking good," and he looked directly at the architect, whose 

youth and elegance now required the addition of a good table to be complete. 

"It's true, Juan; I've never tasted anything better." 

"Delicious, Susan," said the Susan-on-the-rise. 
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"Terrific, Mummy. I'd like some more, but I've got to go. Nobody needs the 

Mercury, do they?" Bobby tore off, throwing his napkin behind him. 

"If you crash, you won't have any way to get around!" 

"I liked the stew with onions that Nilda used to make," said Julius. With all the 

windows in the dining room he found it hard to concentrate. 

Juan Lucas was on the verge of getting angry, but it wasn't really worth it over 

a stupid kid; anyway, he had his mouth full, and it was delicious, and now the wine, 

with his Viyella cuff showing as he raised his glass, and Susan absolutely charming as 

she was shitting in the face of the architect and his wife, we won't invite as much as we 

have been doing, just good friends. Ah! won't Luis Martin Romero enjoy this fag's 

food. .. Celso came in saying that Anatolio had sent the new gardener, and he needed 

a hose to start watering. 

"Who's Anatolio?" asked Juan Lucas. 

"The gardener back at the old house," explained Julius. 

"Celso," said Susan, "go tell Carlos as soon as he's finished lunch, to take the 

gardener to buy a hose and anything else he might need. " 

"But how do we know he'll be staying? Did you hire him yet, Susan?" 

"No, darling, but Anatolio promised to send his cousin. He says he's a good 

gardener and he needs work. We'll see. Anyway, he'll have to stay for the time 

being. " 

"He's called Universo," said Julius, who knew all about him. 



"He's called what?" asked Juan Lucas. "Universo?" 

"Yes." 

"Then I've got to see him. What a name!" 

The architect and his wife both laughed at Juan Lucas's reaction. 

"Celso, have Universo come in." 

"Darling . .. " 

630 

But Celso had gone back in the kitchen to fetch the gardener, and Juan Lucas 

was having another drink of wine, and through the biggest window in the dining room, 

which looked out over the garden from above, he gazed out at the enormous green polo 

grounds. The palace garden stretched right to the polo grounds, and the view through 

the trees went on for hundreds of yards to the far end. He turned to view the elegance 

of his own dining room, and dammit, those Cuzco school paintings do look good there. 

He could feel the grande luxe of the room wrapped around him, almost holding him 

there. Then he put the cup down on the marble table top, stretched his long tweed arms 

parallel with his silver knife and fork, and rested his palms on the table, enjoying the 

cool freshness of a pleasant autumn day, a freshness that felt neither cold nor damp 

through his Viyella cuffs, and a second later Celso had decorated the table with the fruit 

bowl full of color: oranges, mangos, figs caught his eye for a moment; then he glanced 

immediately outside as if in search for the trees where such fruit grew, so he'd fly to 

the garden and soar over the polo ground, where tiny men were leading beautiful horses 

across the grass. .. Susan's lovely golden locks had fallen down and were blocking 

the green view, then something unpleasant caught the comer of his eye. 
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"Universo," said Celso. 

Juan Lucas turned to look. A fellow from the interior, from the highlands, about 

nineteen, but you never know with those fellows. He came in removing his hat, very 

humble, and bent over a little with his straw hat covering a blue patch Juan Lucas had 

noticed on his khaki commando pants, the type those cholitos always wear. Universo 

had said "Good afternoon," but he'd totally forgotten that he'd sent for a fellow called 

Universo just to see what some one called Universo would look like. He gazed out at 

the polo grounds again, the horses in the background caught his attention, though there 

was something in the comer of his dining room too that he couldn't help being aware 

·of. Julius was afraid, but for once it wasn't as bad as he expected: Juan Lucas just 

looked at poor Universo's feet, where the straw hat couldn't cover the football boots. 

"All right, all right," he said. "Give him something to eat." Celso took him away 

immediately, and nobody joked, because by the time Juan Lucas remembered the 

gardener was called Universo and how funny that was, Universo was out of the comer, 

and so he had another drink of wine. "Get a load of those horses over there," he said, 

"they're for the match this afternoon." 

One afternoon it rained a good deal heavier than is usual for Lima, and Morales said 

something about earthquakes, there are always earthquakes when it rains a lot, and 

Mother Superior said better do without recess and everybody stay in the classrooms 

because the buildings were all earthqual(e proof. Through the big window in the third 

grade classroom, the schoolyard looked very sad. Carrots sat with them, keeping an eye 
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on them. They could laugh and joke together because it was recess, but without moving 

around or standing up, because they weren't outside, after all. She was about to add 

that Morales would be there before long with the chocolates and candy in aid of the 

missionaries, just the same as any other recess time, when Cano absentmindedly drew 

three squashed, sticky candies that he'd bought from the Pirate out of his pocket. You 

could see Carrots was going to get mad, how many times have I told you? some people 

never understand! she went completely berserk this time and strode across the room full 

tilt, making a breeze with her habit, up to Cano and gave him a tremendous whack on 

the head. It wasn't anything particularly unpleasant, just a typical whack from a nun 

to a naughty boy with the palm of her hand, but Cano'd have preferred her to have hit 

him with a stick rather than that stupid slap Carrots gave him, and which made her hand 

slip, because straight away she wrinkled up her nose when she found her hand was 

greasy, Cano-grease, from his greasy hair, and everybody could see the dandruff 

showering his desk. Cano tried to cover it up with his hands, but his dirty, frayed cuffs 

stuck out, and fortunately, Carrots moved away and didn't notice, but not the rest of the 

room, the whole class was staring at what had happened; he remembered how once 

they'd ducked him in the sea, and it felt the same, he'd tried to see the cubicles at the 

other end of the beach, just as now he tried to see the classroom window and the patio, 

he had to come up for air and breathe, and Cano managed it, he managed it, making 

that strange, sad movement for the first time. He turned his gaze from one side, and 

then, with his face down until his chin touched his chest, there by his shoulder, he 

rubbed it across his shirt, pulling his tie out, en route to the other shoulder. 
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That day of the missionary chocolate Cano made this strange movement, so sad 

to see at that age. He must have done it several times, but Julius only noticed it when 

he was invited to Cano's house after that day of the missionary chocolate. The 

missionary chocolate affair was very hard on Cano, but he was a bit dumb too, thought 

Julius; why doesn't he pretend to be sick if he hasn't any money? why doesn't he 

pretend he's sick if he has to go without candy. Cano had, in fact, not bought candy 

because he was saving it for the collection. He really was pretty dumb; he'd been in 

Immaculate Heart all this time and he still didn't know that the money's for the 

missionaries and for religious vocations and you have to give bills, not coins. How can 

you be so dumb, Cano? He should have played sick and not come to school that day. 

But he carne. And he thought he'd win over Femandito Ranchal by saying I've brought 

all my pocket money for this week, our row's going to win, we're going to win, and 

we'll get the day off. A day off for the row, front to back, that gives the most money, 

Mother Superior promised it. Of course, Femandito wanted to win and have a day off 

too, he wasn't as abnormal as all that, but neither Cano nor anyone else could buy him 

by saying here's all my pocket money, so we'll win, Femandito. 

They were very smart, but Cano didn't even notice that. They were real smart, 

because they hid the money right up to the last minute. They weren't going to give all 

of it right from the very beginning, you'd got to keep it to the end, just in case another 

row won the first round, or if they tied, so we could win. First round wasn't that 

important, in fact. Sister Mary Joan kept track of each row and how little they'd given, 

what's Mother Superior going to say when she comes in? Sister Mary Joan was real 
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stupid, she didn't realize that we had all those bills waiting, silly Sister Mary Joan. And 

stupid Cano too, because he got all excited when he heard that his row was winning. 

It was winning because the other rows hadn't given up yet, and here we have some 

more Sister, and Sister Mary Joan would smile. Stupid Cano, he thought his row had 

won when the others were only just starting totalling up the first amounts; dumbass, he 

jumped in the air and tried to hug Fernandito; nobody hugged Fernandito, he turned and 

yelled at him "wash that dandruff, change your uniform! get ready to give some more, 

it's your fault the others are giving more now!" Then Cano must have done that strange 

thing with his chin, but Julius only really noticed it some days later, when he was 

invited to Cano's; he must have done it, such a strange gesture for a boy that age to 

make, so sad, but neither Julius nor the others were taking any notice of him just then, 

and Fernandito had just given him a look that killed, and he turned to check the new 

figures that Sister Mary Joan had started to add again when she saw the smiling faces 

and little paws waving bills in the rows that had been beaten. Ahaaaaaa! So you were 

hiding them! It was the first time that Sister Mary Joan said anything to us in Spanish, 

and she said that. Hahaha, everybody laughing and pretending to be amused, except for 

Fernandito. He was livid. Laughing, because Sister Mary Joan could speak Spanish, 

and she was only supposed to speak English, she was so nice, Sister Mary Joan. Shhhh! 

don't yell like that, she's counting the bills, and if we've lost we'll give her some more, 

Sister Mary Joan is so nice. The third row won, and the first ... no! no! no! and the 

second, no! no! and the fourth, and fifth, and ... all of them, no! no! no! and Sister 

Mary Joan, calm down boys, calm down; everybody wanted to win, they were running 
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now, running into a bottleneck and not thinking, not counting any more, opening their 

purses, and Sister Mary Joan so pleased to see how smart they all ¥.'ere, how they'd 

been hiding their big bills to the end, and shhhhh! Sister Mary Joan is counting again 

... adding up the total per row ... shhh, no! no! no! no! no! fourth row can't have 

won, yeeeessss! noooooo! yeeeees! noooooo! and Sister Mary Joan saying, now there's 

still time until Mother Superior arrives, still time, and she picked up a handful of small 

coins and put them in a can and tacatacataca-tacataca, and once again the boys ran to 

her with bills, and nobody was giving coins any more tacataca-tacatacataca, all bills 

now, ten, fifty, kay bow-nee-tow, one for a hundred, and everybody imitating Sister 

Mary Joan's accent: kay bow-nee-tow! the third row was winning again now, noooo! 

yeeeeessss! nooooo! yeeeeesss! and there was still hope for the other rows, there was 

still hope, because they still had some bills hidden, because their Daddies understood 

how very important it was for their children to please the nuns, how important the 

missionaries were; their Daddies had emptied their billfolds, and they still hadn't given 

everything they'd been given, ah, they were so smart, they were waiting for the end, 

but Fernandito was on the last desk in the first row in the corner, where the bullies 

always sit, and that row had to win, at least that's what he'd told the wretched Cano, 

who sat at the desk in front of him. Cano was suffering, Fernandito was asking him for 

his billfold, what? what billfold? Idiot, wipe that dandruff off and get some bills out, 

you only gave coins. Cano tried to explain, he tried to say he'd not eaten any candy for 

a week with the money his grandma gave him, but just then in came Mother Superior, 

and God knows why, but when Cano saw her face, he remembered that Fernandito 
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hadn't given a cent until then. He reacted like never before in his life, he turned, half 

hating him, half pitying him for the poverty they had in common, when "0, what a 

tangled web we weave"-he saw Fernandito fingering under his desk hundred sol notes 

in a beautiful billfold with F R L G in gold on it. I bet he did that funny thing with his 

head, but Julius would only see it later when Cano invited him home, probably he was 

just finishing the movement when he heard Fernandito shouting to the others in his row: 

"Cano hasn't given anything!" and the whole row took it up: "Cano! Canol Canol 

Cano!" and Mother Superior, looking at him, giving him a chance to win, "let's see 

now, Can-oh" the final blow, and everyone hahahahahaha, because Mother Superior's 

accent was very funny too, a pity the Spanish teacher couldn't hear those two nuns, now 

everything depended on Cano, and Cano looked at Femandito very sadly, and 

Fernandito's look made him turn to Mother Superior. There she was, waiting with her 

arms open, and Cano looked at the class, and he couldn't do anything, and he looked 

at the nuns, and he couldn't do anything, and he felt in all his pockets, and Mother 

Superior wasn't very pleased. He stood on tiptoe to get his hand into the little pocket 

for coins, the little pocket they put under where your belt goes, there was the last little 

coin, enough for three candies; he took it out and gave it to her and didn't see anything 

else because he was staring at the blackboard so as not to see the nuns laughing and 

annoyed, and laughing and getting annoyed again, go back to your seat, go back to your 

seat quickly now, the third row is the winner. That was Julius's row and they all yelled 

rahhh! we've got tomorrow off! rahhhh! and because he was yelling with the rest of his 

row, he didn't see Cano make that strange gesture, there by the blackboard before he 
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went back to his desk, before he saw how mad Fernandito was, and before sitting down 

and burying his head in his arms and covering them with dandruff while he cried for a 

moment, silently. 

The boys in the first row blamed Cano for losing, but he'd blocked out 

everything against his arms and hidden it between his arms, his face, his shoulders, and 

the desk lid. Nobody looked at him again. Everybody was listening to Mother 

Superior's little speech, which she gave, watched by Sister Mary Joan smiling approval. 

That's right, Sister Mary Joan's eyes were saying, that's right, that's right, of course, 

yes, they deserve a prize, that's right, that's right. Mother Superior was taking them 

along the road to happiness and they could see what would happen, they didn't yell 

raaahh!, you don't do that in front of Mother Superior. They knew their reward was 

coming, not only the third row, but everyone has cooperated in making this ... their 

hearts pounded under the red letters on their school badges, the children in the missions 

will receive your help, one row had to be the winner, that's the way it is, but you all 

did your very best, and their hearts jumped for joy, the reward was coming, they were 

all getting a reward, they could see it coming. And for all this, and because you've 

pulled your weight to help the missionaries and those with religious vocation, not just 

the third row mind you ... rahhhh! but all the rows, three cheers for Mother Superior, 

everyone: hip, hip, a day off, rahhh, hip hip, Sister Mary Joan going rahhh too, with 

her arms up, she was terrific, the football fan, she was always so nice and cheerful. 

Mother Superior left with the tins of money and the boxes of bills, oooooh, it's 

so heavy, I hope I don't drop it all, and they were so happy, because she almost fell 
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under the weight, and Sister Mary Joan offered to help her, and the two nuns went out 

of the classroom together. "Quiet, now," said the nun who played football, "you can 

make a row, providing you do it quietly, now," and they all talked together, delighted, 

tomorrow there'd be no school, why don't you come over to my place, etc. 

Just then Julius turned, because he heard Fernandito on the right asking de los 

Heros for his baseball glove. De los Heros didn't know why, but it wasn't something 

he was going to ask about when he saw Fernandito getting mad, and several others were 

looking at them too. He brought the glove right to his desk and everybody turned to 

look. Everybody but Cano, that is, his shoulders were going up and down, but his head 

was still buried in his arms. Fernandito put on the glove and called, "Cano" he said, 

and Cano put his head up and a tremendous bash at the back of the head with the 

baseball glove made him hide his crying again. "Never hit a man when he's down," 

Julius said, without thinking. "You only hit face to face." Fernandito stood up and 

everyone was quiet. "Never hit a man when he's down," Julius stood up too, the 

righter of wrongs, just like Super Mouse in his latest comic. Page thirteen, that's where 

he'd seen it, when a fist in his face put an end to anything he might have been thinking. 

Fernandito had pulled off the glove and thrown it with all his strength, but only now 

could Julius see properly, and it was too late, though he stood guard, though all he got 

was another sock in the nose with Fernandito glaring at him behind it, hitting his psyche 

even harder. Super Mouse, page 13, tried to hit out but only saw two eyes, and behind 

them Cano's shoulders sobbing, then another sock, and blood on his hand and another, 

my nose hurts, and another, and Fernandito was getting tired of hitting by now, Julius 
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just bounced off him, another one, he's game though, and another. .. lilt's Sister, it's 

Sister! II "What's going on here?" but one more sock in the nose before they took him 

away, just so he won't forget. 

Three days later Fernandito turned in a huge sheet where he'd written one 

hundred and fifty times "I must not hit my classmates" on Sister Mary Joan's orders, 

and with her watching over him while he did it, he came and shook Julius's hand, 

smiling and absolutely livid. Julius's nose had stopped hurting. What hurt him most 

was Juan Lucas saying they'd done right, he got it there because he was always poking 

it into other people's business, and Cano must be a cry baby. The whole scene made 

him very unhappy, especially when he hid in the bathroom and looked at the comic to 

see if Super Mouse had ever been in a situation like that, if he'd ever, say, been 

bounced against a wall over and over. Of course, if you went on hitting the wall over 

and over it hurts less and less, but a wall is always a wall, and Super Mouse hadn't a 

scratch, while they had taken him to the school bathroom, moaning with fury and 

dripping blood. He tried to get inside Super Mouse's skin, he hit walls all the time but 

never hurt himself; definitely, the just little animal had learned all the tricks, but what 

am I doing here, locked up in the bathroom, feeling sad ... ? Julius was a bit ashamed, 

he didn't like the loneliness of a huge, elegant bathroom; he came out, leaving behind 

china jars with names in Latin on the sides of Susan's swimming pool cum bathtub. At 

night he couldn't sleep, and then, when he did fall asleep, there was the wall and 

Fernandito, and afterwards, next morning, he wandered around, seeing them in his 

mind. Going around imagining things he'd have said, but one day he found the exact 



640 

words to describe it. The Spanish teacher, she was a real common piece, and they'd 

seen her in Avenida Wilson with her boy friend, said Julius was a boy turned in on 

himself, of a reflective character and capable of ... he didn't hear the rest because he 

was already imagining what it was. 

Cano went around imagining things too. At least, that was the impression that 

Julius got of him. What else could he be doing while he wandered around the 

schoolyard and in the garden, around the schoolyard, around the garden, through the 

school corridors, and into the enormous cold, white bathrooms Cano wandered. He 

always carried this little stick. He always walked with a stick from a long, thin branch 

of a tree. It was either the same stick every day, or he found another just like the one 

before, every morning before he got to school. He looked like a forgotten god making 

his rounds, or simply making a burnt offering to the current god with this way of 

wandering around touching everything he found en route and giving it a new name. 

That's exactly what Cano did. Julius had been watching him, dying of curiosity, until 

one morning during recess he decided to hide behind a tree, because he'd just discovered 

that Cano not only touched things, but he named them, with a name that wasn't exactly 

the usual one. Just as if he were reinventing the world. Of course, Cano wasn't a god, 

or crazy, and he wasn't even a grown up, to do strange things, but he wasn't all that far 

removed from all those things either. And Julius was the witness. His curiosity had got 

the better of him when he heard Cano muttering as he touched something with the stick. 

Julius was very curious. Maybe he shouldn't poke his nose in things that weren't his 

business, but he remembered that it was Juan Lucas who'd said it, and so he stuck his 
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nose in even more, behind a tree, without Cano seeing him. There he was. He touched 

the little flower pot three yards from the bench and-tap-he called it "dog," he went 

on walking towards the tree, but before he got there, there was a water pipe with its 

faucet, which came out of the earth like a plant, and he touched it. Tap. He called it 

"cat," and he went to one of Mother Superior's rose bushes. He stopped to look at it. 

It was full of roses, and Cano began to touch them all and called them all "Mamma, 

Mamma," and Julius watched him, remembering Cano was an orphan, and Cano looking 

at a rose that had withered, rather, up to the right, and he called it "Grandma," and then 

touching other roses: "Mamma," "Mamma," until he left them and came near to the tree 

where Julius couldn't stay hidden, because he was coming to touch it for sure. But the 

bench was in the way, and Cano looked at it and tap, he called it "house," and on the 

bench there was a spider, and he touched it with the stick, but then he lifted up his foot 

to squash it before it escaped, and he called it "Femandito Ranchal y Ladron de 

Guevara" as he stepped on it before it could escape. There was only the tree left. 

Julius mentally transferred himself to where Cano was and looked from his perspective: 

he could clearly see himself behind the tree. He preferred to come out running, but he 

ran into the stick on the way; "pencil," Cano was saying, and nearly stuck the stick in 

his eye just as he was trying to run by whistling. It was then that he saw him make that 

very strange, sad movement for the second time: Cano touched him with the stick and 

called him "Julius," when he tried to go off, whistling. "Julius, my grandmother has 

given me permission to invite you to tea on Saturday." He immediately looked away 

and lowered his face until his chin was on his chest, on one side next to his shoulder, 
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and then he rubbed it across his shirt, taking his tie with it right to the other shoulder. 

Julius could only say "yes," and together in silence they went to stand in line, because 

the bell had just rung to announce the end of recess. 

And that same day during lunch, Julius told Susan of the invitation; she'd just 

come out of her bathtub cum swimming pool and was all fresh and lovely. "What an 

ugly name, darling," she said, but Juan Lucas, who was enjoying one of fat Luis Martin 

Romero's recipes prepared by our very own fag, couldn't wait. 

"He must be the son of the barber who used to be at the club," he said. "There, 

just the friend for your son, woman." 

Julius and Cano wandered around imagining things, each one alone and in his 

own way. Julius found it strange that Cano hadn't come up to him again after inviting 

him for Saturday; he hadn't even talked to him. On the other hand, he was determined 

to become friends with that strange boy, but every time he looked at him in class or 

during recess, Cano looked away and made that strange motion of his head until Julius 

began to think there was something pulling his head, inside his face, and he decided he 

wouldn't look at him again lest he start doing it too, and it looked so ugly at his age. 

Saturday was day after tomorrow, and he didn't know what to do. Going on like that 

without saying anything, he was going to get to Cano's and what'd they talk about if 

they almost didn't know each other? Things got worse for Julius when he dreamed at 

night that he was crossing huge waste lots until nightfall, to arrive at a house that he 

thought was his, but when he saw it, it turned out to be Cano's. And what's more, he 

himself was Cano going home after school. He'd hardly waked up when he began to 
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dwell on it so that he wouldn't forget any of the important details in the dream. He 

found then that walking home from school every day made him very tired, and touching 

everything with a little stick and giving it a new name helped him overcome the fear that 

he felt when he crossed the waste lots. He almost found that he was ashamed to walk 

in between those smart station wagons that the other children went home in . .. He 

almost found that Julius's drove the mudguard into his behind one day, and he had to 

cross running . .. He could have discovered a thousand more things, but Miss 

Decisions came in yelling to him that if he didn't get up and hurry into the bathroom 

he was going to be late for school. He tried to make her shut up, he tried making a sign 

with his hand, something like: don't interrupt, please, but Miss Decisions was right, and 

she yelled even louder, and Julius had no other option but to leave his troubling 

discoveries half way through. 

Tomorrow is Saturday and Cano was still enveloped in silence and walking from 

one side of the school yard to the other, touching everything with his little stick as if 

he'd like to end the wearisome task of organizing the whole world that very day. Twice 

Julius tried to get near him, and twice he made that horrible, sad gesture with his head. 

Then a strange idea started to trouble Julius: Cano must be sorry he asked me. Should 

1 go or shouldn't I? What if he doesn't want me to go now, and he doesn't dare tell 

me? Julius mulled over the problem all Friday and looked at Cano to see if he made 

any sign in his direction. Nothing. Cano was still wrapped up in his own thoughts. 

Finally, when they were going home, Julius plucked up his courage and decided not to 

worry any more about it. He'd been invited and he was going to go, no matter what, 
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he was going to go . .. He was thinking about it when Cano came by him, and he 

hadn't even noticed he was there. 

"Don't forget. I'll expect you at four o'clock," he said, very quickly. 

Julius found appropriate words to answer, but Cano'd already reached the first 

waste lot after crossing the road between dozens of cars and station wagons, which were 

hooting to show that Mamma or the chauffeur was getting impatient. And there was 

Carlos. 

That same night Julius started on the long walk to Cano's house. He crossed the 

road by the school and had to hurry because a big shiny Mercury station wagon was 

roaring past and nearly stuck its bumper up his ass, so everybody was going to die 

laughing. The push from behind made him jump the curb and then jump over the ditch, 

a sort of three part hop, skip, and jump which finished with his feet in the waste lot, 

covered with anew, uniform coat of dust. Julius felt his eyes were being pulled to one 

side, his chin was pressing down onto his chest and his tie was being pulled towards the 

other shoulder. He felt sad and cold but habit made him go on. It wasn't as dangerous 

or lonely to come home by the roads that went to his house. There still weren't many 

houses there, but they still were nowhere near as frightening as these waste lots where 

you run into beggars and people who kidnap little boys. But he had to cross them now. 

Grandma was used to his arriving home at a certain time. It was his bad luck, because 

at first he'd gone by the roadway, and one day it occurred to him to cut across the waste 

lots, and that was the very day Grandma timed him, and now if he took any longer she 

got frightened, and he'd find her scared to death. Now he had to cross the waste lots 
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every day on his way home and through the places where there were no houses. It was 

the only way to make sure Grandma wouldn't die and leave him all alone in the world. 

On the other hand, when you're a good boy and always arrive on time, your grandma 

can live peacefully and see you grow up and become a captain in the air force or an 

ensign in the navy "and you'll get married and take me to live with you and your wife, 

who'll be very good, and I'll see my first great grandchild before dying peacefully. II 

Poor Julius, Grandmother's words moved him so much he began to run like crazy to 

arrive on time and find her alive. He was scared of getting lost, but how could that 

happen if he was Cano? Running like that made him lose his little stick, but he'd run 

that way so many times he had this side of the world all in order by now, everything 

had its new name except for the shit, and there was plenty of that about, but he couldn't 

find a better name than the one it already had. Juan Lucas and Susan must have just 

arrived, because Julius heard some steps in the distance and Mummy's voice in the 

corridor and stopped being Cano when a dark, comfortable reality began to invade his 

walk home; the rest of his dream was mixed up, and soon he didn't know where Cano's 

house was. Fortunately he had the address on a little card on his bedside table and 

Carlos'll take me this afternoon. Mummy had gone to bed and he didn't feel like going 

to pee, and his eyes closed when he yawned, and then it was rather like when you're 

at the movies and the lights have gone out but the film doesn't start, and there's no 

music either until del Castillo arrived in the first grade to tell everyone that Cano'd 

invited him home. He was telling them, and that boy called Julius was listening too 

how I'd invited him, and his grandma-isn't it awful, he lives with his grandma; he's 
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an orphan, his grandma's old, she's real old with white hair, she told me that he's an 

orphan and she is the only person he's got in the world, don't go on, Grandma, we're 

poor, don't tell any more, Grandma, because his father was going to be the most 

important lawyer in Lima, he finished his studies early, the Lord willed it, Thy will be 

done, that's all, Grandma, tomorrow I'll tell him in school, he's my only friend, nobody 

there supports Sport Boys, you'd think I was a hoodlum the way they treat me, where's 

your knife? they say, Grandma, please don't say anything, I feel so embarrassed, and 

probably he'll let me down too after tomorrow. At teatime his grandma brought out 

Coke, a small bottle and little glasses, and after filling them there was some left over, 

so she put the lid back on and put the bottle away; I mean, del Castillo, can you beat 

thatl-see what I mean? The whole class laughing at him and he tried to laugh too but 

he couldn't, not like the others did; I dunno, sometimes I feel like hating my Grandma, 

but other times I really love her so much. Del Castillo turned into Cracked Espejo, the 

way he'd been in the second grade, and was telling how Cano and his grandmother 

walked all the way to the park in the center of Miraflores to mass on Sunday and then 

walked all the way home again, and it's a long way, and they live in an old house, but 

really old, one of those made of adobe with a lot of wood. 

Julius woke up seeing the old Miraflores houses with high yellow walls, brown 

wooden railings, and little pathways of red tiles, which always shine and are very 

slippery, because they've just washed them down; one or two jumps and you're at two 

or three steps up, and a little terrace with wooden, green-painted planters with withered 

geraniums on both sides of the door, which opens up down the middle and has two sides 
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to it, with little windows with bars in front, al1d you stick your hand through and open 

from inside. He thought he might imagine Cano's grandma too, but Miss Decisions let 

out her second Saturday morning yell, and that made him sit up immediately. He sat 

there a moment while she opened the curtains and then, full of self-importance, came 

back to his bed to tum into a jug with her bust sticking out more than ever; it was quite 

enough for Julius to jump up and head for the little breakfast alcove, which formed a 

stopping place in the long line of bedrooms and bathrooms along a never-ending palace 

corridor. From there he went into the bathroom, where Miss Decisions left him, but 

only after she'd made sure he was in the shower. "The colder the better" she yelled, 

her uniform swelling up with its contents as she prepared to yell some more, not angry 

yells, Miss Decisions displaced any anger by the expression of her rights. 

Juan Lucas suggested golf for everyone that morning, but Julius disappeared 

when it was time to take off. Fortunately, they didn't feel like hunting for him and left 

without him; the cold shower had left him with lots of plans in mind. His dream had 

taught him a lot about Cano. Not everything, alas, because Miss Decisions woke him 

up just when he was getting to the house. Now there was going to be a mess because 

there he was dreaming, and he was Cano too in the dream, but no matter. Julius was 

ready to taclde the problem. It was still early, and if he took a sleeping pill, and 

Mummy was certain to have some, then he could get everything straight. There was a 

lot he needed to get straight. He needed to know exactly what Cano's house is like, 

what Grandma's like, that way I won't be scared when I get there and I'll know just 

what to talk about and they'll like me. Things like that ran through Julius's mind while 
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he hunted among Susan's bottles and read all the labels on her prescriptions. He finally 

found one of pills guaranteed to produce a good, deep, restful night's sleep. Just what 

he needed. He took two to be on the safe side to make sure his sleep was good and 

restful and particularly deep, because he wanted to really get to know Cano well. Then 

he ran down to look for Miss Decisions and told her he was going to study in his room 

all morning and only to call him if it was something very urgent. That's what Mummy 

always used to say and it always worked, because they never interrupted her siestas and 

they lasted a long time. Arminda was about to say that it was Saturday and he shouldn't 

study so much, and it'd be better for him to go out and play in the garden, but one 

Julius ran upstairs and the other went towards the garden to swim in the pool. Arminda 

shook her head slightly and forgot all about it. Julius forgot to take his shirt off, better 

said he didn't manage to, since he began to fall asleep as he was feeling under the 

pillow for his pajamas, then again as he was taking his pants off, and finally as he was 

unbuttoning his shirt, he fell fast asleep. 

He was still fast asleep when Miss Decisions pushed her bust through the 

doorway and said with a loud yell that they'd been waiting for ages for him to come to 

lunch. His parents weren't there so he'd have to have his lunch alone and earlier than 

usual. Half an hour later Miss Decisions stuck her bosom through the doorway again, 

but this time she looked first and saw that Julius wasn't working at his table. What 

could that child be doing? Did his parents take him with them after all? Very 

inconsiderate of them if they did. It should be pointed out to them. But no, she'd seen 

them leave without him and Julius had told them in the kitchen that he'd be in his room 
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studying, so he couldn't have gone with them. It was very inconsiderate of them 

anyway to have left and not told anybody if they were taking the boy along. Where's 

Julius? Miss Decisions walked away yelling full blast because she wasn't quite sure that 

she was in the right in this last exchange with her masters. What masters? . . . What 

exchange? ... Where's Juliuuuuuuussss? 

That woke him up and he hadn't found out anything new about Cano or anyone 

else. A dreadful headache though, and a terrible need to go to sleep again made him 

wonder if it had been such a good idea. "Bad luck," thought poor old Julius, and he 

was about to fall asleep again when another yell from Miss Decisions made him get up 

and go look for her. 

Where had he been? He ought to have finished lunch hours ago! How could he 

do such a thing? That was really inconsiderate of him! Inconsiderate of his parents? 

No ... of the servants? ... Yes! That's what it was. Julius ate, opening his mouth, 

trying not to open his mouth very wide because it would probably turn into a 

tremendous yawn and he'd fall asleep again and probably not wake up until the evening 

and he'd stand Cano up. That'd be the limit. Miss Decisions, standing there doing her 

duty, insisting that Julius finish his meal right down to the last mouthful and respect her 

rights, which included a short rest after lunch, meant Julius made a superhuman effort 

to finish the fruit and ask for coffee instead of dessert. No, you will not have coffee! 

The very idea! Since when do children your age have coffee? Julius looked at Miss 

Decisions and told her he didn't feel very well and needed to take a siesta. "Please tell 



650 

Carlos not to forget that he's taking me to a friend's at four o'clock," then he added, 

"wake me up at three." Miss Decisions agreed to, fortunately. 

They woke him up at three on the dot, and an hour later, looking very smart and 

ready to keel over, he left for Cano's. He began to nod on the way, and felt his head 

bumping against the window in the station wagon; every time it was harder to keep it 

up. Carlos had told him ad nauseam not to lean on the door, one of these days it'll 

come open and you'll really get hurt, but he could do nothing to stop it now. He only 

came to when he heard "here you are, young man." He looked at Carlos, afraid, and 

threw away the little stick he'd been using to touch thousands of things while he was 

sitting there in the station wagon, not crossing waste lots and not naming anything, but 

then, he didn't have a stick in his hand either. "A good, deep, restful night's sleep," 

he thought as he got out of the Mercury. He was yawning again. Fortunately, the bell, 

which was in the middle of a damp patch on the cold yellow wall, shook him up a little. 

He looked at it, rang it, and told himself his visit had really begun and that the bell was 

ringing in Cano's house. He shouldn't let himself fall asleep standing up in the doorway 

because Cano's Grandma might open the door and think he was dead and drop dead 

herself from the shock of it, and that would really louse things up for Cano, because 

he'd be all alone in the world then. 

"Come in, Sonny" said Grandma; she had really white hair and a very sweet 

face, and he was really falling in love with her when he saw her putting the lid back on 

a little Coke bottle because there was still some in it. He shook his head and thought 

about the good, deep, restful night's sleep; good heavens, what'll I do now? Yes 
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ma'am, no ma'am, no ma'am, no ma'am, yes ma'am, when ma'am? did it hurt a lot? 

Julius woke up as she was trying to explain. 

It was Cano who'd been waiting for him all day. Both of them had been waiting 

all day. But the garden wasn't very big. The garden was really little and Cano said 

they couldn't play football there. He said they'd better play basketball, and she'd asked 

how, and he'd explained: "Easy. Take the bottom out of an old clothes basket and hang 

it up in the tree-from the highest branch. We'll see who gets most baskets. We can 

play until it gets dark." Poor fellow; with her watching he'd climbed the tree, she was 

there looking after him all the time. "That's God's will ... " Yes, senora, yes, senora, 

yes, senora. 

Cano'd really knocked the shit out of himself. He fell from the highest branch 

and they had to take him to the emergency and they put splints on his arm. Julius 

followed grandmother down some really horrible corridors where the floor was all tiled, 

and it was cold and damp. He ran into an ugly little table and almost knocked off a 

vase with plastic flowers that Mummy says are the ugliest, most tasteless things you can 

possibly imagine. And they were. Everything was ugly in that house. Cano was too 

in his old, high bed. That bed must have been as old as Methuselah, and there he was 

sitting in a pair of pajamas just like those Celso and Daniel wore, grinning at him and 

saying "I really knocked the shit out of myself, didn't I?" They'd put little splints on 

his arm and bandaged it. He wouldn't be able to take them off for two weeks. 

Julius spent ages in the armchair; it was terribly uncomfortable, with broken 

springs, and grandmother left him there while she went to fix something for tea. She'd 
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call when it was ready, "you put your dressing gown on, love, and both of you come 

to the dining room. Then back to bed because the doctor said to rest so you can go to 

school on Monday as usual." Julius, secretly, looked in all the corners to see if the little 

stick was there. He couldn't see it anywhere. Grandma came back with a Donald Duck 

comic for each of them. Cano put his hand out but it was the arm with the splints on. 

"Ouch," he yelped. "Careful, sonny, the doctor's said you shouldn't move. We all 

have to suffer in this world. The Lord taught us how. He suffered most of all. He 

suffered for us all . . ." He was on a cross hanging over the bed and made things even 

colder. All the room made you feel cold. That great big wardrobe. The armchair. 

The big bed, especially, it being iron. Looked like it was made of cold-water pipes. 

But the wardrobe worse than the bed, even. They must have taken it all apart to get it 

in the room. That wardrobe made you feel sleepy just looking at it; Cano was 

influenced by it, that's what. How quietly he was reading, hunched forward, with the 

light from one single light bulb hanging from way, way up. Julius barely had time to 

read the comic before he fell into a good, deep, restful sleep ... 

In the dining room there was a Last Supper in silver on a black background and 

another light bulb hanging from way, way up too and almost resting on the huge, dark 

table. Julius felt a shiver start in his testicles and run right up to his head, all through 

him; it if wasn't that I'm a little boy it'd turn into a cerebral hemorrhage. He took 

control of his body. Yes, he was all right, here was Grandma coming with a huge 

family-size bottle of Coke, and del Castillo's a liar. He grinned at Cano in triumph, a 

smile of friendship, and Cano looked at his arm with the splints just as Grandma handed 
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them the glasses-little glasses, and Julius bet they were going to drink more Coke than 

del Castillo'd drunk in his life, but grandmother filled the glasses, put the lid back on, 

"that'll be for the next time you come, Sonny," and took the bottle back to the kitchen. 

She came back with some rolls that had probably been in a drawer getting colder and 

colder, rolls with avocado, they were going to make Julius feel sick later. 

He stopped feeling sleepy when Cano told him he was going to tell him a secret 

if he promised not to tell anybody, ever. Julius swore religiously, and to make sure 

Cano believed him, nearly promised too not to say anything about your house being all 

dirty and ugly, but caught himself in time and kept that part of the promise to himself. 

Cano told him not to make any noise for a minute. They listened, not making a sound, 

and sure enough, Grandma was in the kitchen, because it was time for her rosary. They 

could close the door and be alone for a minute. Cano went to the big wardrobe that was 

such a tremendous influence in his life and opened the door. "Come here," he said, and 

Julius went to his side and saw he was pointing to three huge stones. 

"I can't lift them now, " he said, "but in a couple of weeks I'll be able to again. " 

"What for?" 

"A kid from around here, one who doesn't go to our school, says that if I lift 

them every day, in two months I'll be stronger than Fernandito. " 

"How d'you know?" 

"A kid from around here who doesn't go to our school told me." 

Cano began to scratch his head and grinned at Julius, very sure of himself. 

Julius was thinking that he'd never lived anywhere that there were kids around, and 
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what it'd be like if there were. Cano was still looking at him, still grinning. 

"Yes, but how do you know?" 

"Because if you lift them every day, every time it makes you a bit stronger." 

Julius thought about Fernandito and said again "but how do you know?" but 

Cano hadn't noticed the tone he said it in and he didn't know how to explain any clearer 

than that. Anyway, Cano said "believe me, you'll see in a couple of months," but he 

begged him "don't tell anybody at all." Julius swore again, religiously, and so Cano 

wouldn't worry, he said he'd have to be a real idiot to say anything anyway, "because 

then Fernandito'd know too and before the two months were up he'd beat the shit out 

of you." 

Grandma opened the bedroom door and Cano closed the wardrobe quickly. The 

old lady must have seen they were up to something, but she didn't say anything because 

Julius was a nice little boy, you could see that. She said why didn't they swap their 

comics so that each one could read two, and what a pity they couldn't go out to play, 

but that child needs to rest so he can go to school on Monday. In bed and not move. 

Grandma's orders. You needed to learn from the time you're small to be content with 

what you've got. He was our best example, He who did God's will all his life. 

Yes, senora, yes, senora, yes, senora, er ... no, senora. 

"Well, here we are at the old German biddy's retreat," said Carlos. Julius gave him 

a look as if to say have more respect for Beethoven's granddaughter, but he said 

nothing, Carlos would only look at him as ifhe was laughing, he always did. It wasn't 
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a retreat, it was an old Lima mansion from earlier times. Susan had explained it all to 

him. She'd said that once a big important family must have lived there, and the 

descendants probably lived in San Isidro or Miraflores today, perhaps even in 

Monterrico like them, unless they'd lost all their money, and then she'd no idea what 

had happened to them. Why go into all that with Carlos, he'll only laugh at me, and 

if I say Mummy told me he'll laugh even more. He gathered up his music books and 

got out of the Mercedes in a hUrry. 

Suddenly he was in the dark first courtyard, but he slipped across it easily 

because he knew about it now, he knew what was what. Of course, Mummy's right, 

these were big houses filled with rooms, and people rent the rooms for offices now, 

because everybody works downtown, and it's very convenient to have your office here. 

There are middle class people who live there too, Julius, lower middle class we'd say, 

sometimes really lower middle, that very white woman with the dress with big white 

spaces in it is the widow of a civil servant, every month she goes to pick up her pension 

... widow's pension, darling, that's the money they give to widows of people who 

used to work for the government. They live in those houses because you can't raise the 

rent and so they pay hardly anything; ask your Uncle Juan Lucas about that, those 

people are a real problem. If you buy one of those old houses intending to tear it down 

and build a new building, you've a terrible job trying to get the people out, because 

nobody wants to leave at the rents they pay. Julius went upstairs looking back to the 

first courtyard and thinking about the schoolgirls, they don't go to private schools. 

"Ah!" said Uncle Juan Lucas, "but those little tarts are the best secretaries. But I'm not 
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so sure about that pretty one, if she paints her nails ... it looks to me as if she's going 

downhill already, son." Julius stopped just in the right spot to catch sight of the pretty 

girl doing her nails. She was always doing her nails, sitting there next to the window, 

and without thinking about it, he'd started hurrying so he could spend a few minutes 

there before it was time for his lesson to begin. He hid on the next level and looked 

down so he could watch her go downhill. She was going very happily, smiling, painting 

her nails very carefully, humming boleros. He'd told Juan Lucas all about it, and Uncle 

Juan Lucas said she sounds like a bad lot already. He didn't see why, Carlos, Nilda, 

Vilma, they all hummed boleros. But why didn't she go around with the two girls 

who'll make good secretaries? Why not? They went to the same school, they had the 

same uniform, they lived in the same building, but the secretaries studied all the time 

and she was going downhill. Always smiling, always painting her nails and humming 

boleros. She looked at her nails, blew on them, and looked out into the courtyard, and 

Julius ducked to one side. There was only a minute to go to lesson time and he wanted 

to look at her a bit more, and the girl leaned forward to dip the brush in the nail polish, 

and when she sat up again, she waved to him with the hand she'd been blowing on. 

Julius was stunned, she couldn't have seen him up there, it was impossible, she must 

have been waving to somebody else, but she was looking at him and smiling, and if she 

wasn't singing to him, she was singing to the air: "But today my love has gone away. " 

She must be singing to him; Julius panicked, jumped back and to the side at the same 

time, and heard someone laughing behind him. 
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He he he! Should he turn and find out or rush off as if he hadn't heard or seen 

anything, then the laugh turned into words coming from the window of the wise old man 

with the bald head. "Ah, it's the little girl, it's the little girl," he said when Julius 

finally dared turn to look at him. "The little girl, the little girl," and his eyes looked 

so happy he looked like a Chinaman with his glasses. "She's been at it for days, the 

little girl, he-he-he ... " Julius didn't understand what he was supposed to do, the old 

man seemed so happy. He understood even less when the laugh turned into a cough and 

the old man started choking there behind the window. He'd die happy at least, fits of 

laughing and coughing and choking and saying "that little girl, that little girl," he'd 

probably die saying that. Julius left him, saying he was going to be late for his piano 

lesson again. "Frau Proserpina's going to get mad at me," he said as he ran. The old 

man suddenly looked very serious. He even put his head right up to the grille to say 

something, but Julius couldn't quite catch it, something about Frau Proserpina not being 

in a position to get mad at people. 

That afternoon Julius decided that he'd lost any feeling he might have had. He 

only suffered the whacks with the ruler out of curiosity. Frau Proserpina was stricter 

every time and downright nasty and mean. She told him over and over he was the worst 

pupil she'd ever had, and if he didn't get any better she was going to write to his mother 

to tell her he had no talent and what was the use. The whacks continued. The wraps 

too. Those wraps were incredible. She could hardly move she had on so many already, 

but the chair without a bottom was still covered in new ones. And the pupils. "They're 

all on time but you," Frau Proserpina always told him, but Julius was beginning to 
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doubt. He always arrived a little bit late, until today when he found that the girl knew 

about him, he'd always hung around a few minutes longer watching her, and that way 

he arrived late for his lesson. If there was a pupil he'd have had to meet him in the 

corridor. Chances are he was so wrapped up thinking about the girl going downhill that 

he wouldn't have noticed if there'd been anybody coming out. But what about the one 

who came after him? He'd never seen that one either. Puzzled by all that, Julius 

stopped concentrating on his wrists and a new set of whacks and "wrists op!" was quick 

to follow. One hard whack and Julius, in the middle of his scales, decided he was 

definitely going to get to know the wise old man and show the girl who painted her nails 

how not to go downhill and ask the white woman with bare patches about her pension 

and get a better light bulb for Juan Lucas's future secretaries and ask the man who fixed 

broken typewriters how he made a living, and read some of the legal documents at the 

Notary Public's and finally say stop whacking me you old bat and find out the dark 

secrets of Beethoven's granddaughter's music school. "Still not finished with the scales 

and we are tired already yet?" Julius had given a deep sigh, but not for the reasons 

Frau Proserpina imagined. He'd made so many decisions in such a short time that he 

felt quite groggy. He almost asked her to whack him again to see if it gave him the 

strength to do all he intended. "This is getting worse and worse," Frau Proserpina 

said. "We can't learn anything new until you know how to play properly the scales." 

Julius was going to tell her he knew how to, just let him try once more, when she, God 

knows why, said "my business is bankrupt anyway." She just stared at him 

questioningly. Julius stared back, not knowing quite what to do, hoping she'd explain 



659 

what she meant, but Frau Proserpina pulled herself together as if she'd momentarily lost 

consciousness and said quite angrily that the day after tomorrow there would be no 

lesson. "Day after tomorrow there is recital. You stay at home and practice your 

scales. Only good pupils take part in recitals." Julius had been one of the very best 

pupils at Immaculate Heart; the words were a kick in the rear. He was mortally 

offended, those words were a symbolic whack of the ruler on the deepest recesses of his 

immortal soul. But he didn't say boo. He lifted his wrists as high as possible and tore 

through the scales as he hadn't done since his days of glory; he played with great 

feeling, he'd be the best pupil she'd ever had, but Frau Proserpina only put her watch 

on the keys, and he almost carried it away with his scale, she told him the lesson was 

over and the next pupil would be there in a few minutes. New symbolic whack of the 

ruler for Julius, who stood up livid, picked up his books, and marched out almost 

without saying good evening, but muttering "crazy old bat" to himself, "it never snows 

in Lima" as he crossed the threshold. He stood there as soon as he felt sufficiently safe, 

and waited a few minutes, leaning against the corridor wall. No sign of the pupil who 

always arrived on time, but the symbolic whacks still hurt him. It was easy enough to 

tum around and go back to the door of the music school; how strange: Frau Proserpina 

had put the lights out at both pianos. Julius communed with his soul. The punishment 

still hurt. It wouldn't be difficult to cough, to clear his throat just enough to make 

Beethoven's granddaughter drop her ball of wool and put the light on. But he'd already 

run off. 
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He ran into the old man's laugh. "It can't be," he thought, when he saw the old 

man still laughing. "He'd have choked before this." He didn't realize the old man must 

have heard him running by the window and come to look at him. Anyway, he was 

laughing at something else now. "She's really nasty, really nasty," he said, and kept 

on with his "he he he;" he'd soon be choking again as always when he laughed too 

much. "Frau Proserpina is a very nasty person," Julius said, "but she's Beethoven's 

granddaughter," and the old man's eyes shone with delight, then he doubled up with 

laughter again. And he was laughing so much he couldn't say what he wanted to say, 

he could only laugh, and Julius couldn't understand him ... "he he he, yes yes, he he, 

Sonny, he he, Beethoven's, he he he, granddaughter, he he, her grandfather, he he .. 

. " then Julius did understand, quite clearly, "who told you that?" 

"My Uncle Juan Lucas ... he's married to my Mummy." 

"Ah, your Dad, ah, yes ... " 

Julius thought it was a good moment to clarify some things. The wise old man 

wasn't laughing, in fact he looked quite serious. 

"The girl ... " 

He'd put his foot in it. As soon as he mentioned the girl, the old man started 

to laugh again. Julius had to wait patiently until he stopped. 

"And the man who fixes typewriters in that window over there. " 

"We all work around here. Everyone has to work. What do you do?" 

"I go to school." 

"Then you're studying so that you'll be able to work." 
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Julius thought about the man who fixed typewriters and about Juan Lucas. The 

old man mustn't be as wise as he looked. His answers didn't clear things up at all. 

"Who'd want those typewriters? They're terribly old." 

"The people who own them. They can't afford new ones." 

"And how does he earn money?" 

"He works a lot and makes a little. " 

"What do you do, sir?" 

"I'm a philatelist. " 

Julius thought about Philadelphia in the United States and stared like an idiot. 

"I collect stamps. That's called philately. I'm called a philatelist. Look at my 

albums on the table." 

"What about that lady in the window down there?" 

He must have said something very bad, because the old man made a gesture that 

meant no no no no and looked disgusted. Julius was taken aback. Just when things 

were getting interesting. 

"Not for me. I'm too old for all that. I'm not even interested ... " 

"Is the lady the widow of a civil servant?" 

"Who told you that?" 

"Uncle Juan Lucas. . . No, that was my Mummy." 

"Would you do me a favor, Sonny. A real favor. I can't get down those stairs 

any more, it's a real effort for me. Go get me a newspaper will you. We'll talk about 

that woman some other time. " 
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The old man turned his back and went to his desk and began searching among 

the ashtrays until he found a coin. He came to the window again to give it to Julius, 

who said "I'll be right back." He ran out and didn't stop until he bumped into Carlos. 

He'd been looking in all directions as he ran. Everybody was there, the girl was 

painting her nails, looking at him and smiling, but he didn't smile back, he ran right to 

the door. "Well, clap hands, here comes Julius," said Carlos. Julius explained as best 

he could about the old man. Carlos said the old man was taking him for a ride. 

"What?" "He's an old fruit, can't you tell?" but he wasn't going to keep the old man's 

money, he was poor and anyway, he's not queer, I know, "let me go, let me go, 

Carlos." Carlos said all right but on one condition, be quick, and he'd keep an eye on 

him from the shadows. Julius crossed the street, bought the evening edition of El 

Comercio and ran back into the first courtyard. "Who IS prepared to pay the price for 

a trip to paradise?" but he didn't want to listen to immoral songs and ran upstairs. 

Carlos stopped and turned to have a good look at that budding rose, trying to guess how 

old she was, thinking: one look at that one when she's a couple of years older and it'll 

be as hard as a rock; but the budding rose closed her petals, hid her face, and turned 

her back in silence. Carlos said "the hell with little girls" and looked up. That way he 

could keep an eye on Julius from down below. 

"Thanks a million, thanks a million. At my age, Sonny, there are things that just 

aren't worth the effort. So that's Beethoven's granddaughter, eh?" 

"I can't stand her," the words tumbled out; suddenly all he could remember 

were the whacks, real and symbolic. 
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"Can't stand her either, Sonny. Here, take this." 

Julius's hand trembled as he took it. He pretended he hadn't noticed at first and 

stared into the old man's face, but then he felt his eyes filling with tears and he couldn't 

help looking at the cold, shiny, round thing that filled the palm of his hand. "No thank 

you, sir, no ... " But the old man had opened his hands like the pope giving the 

benediction, he waved the paper and said, "a shiny new one, just like gold, it'll get you 

a candy!" Julius decided the old man was wise, and Carlos had a nasty mind, and 

what's more, he laughed at everybody, no that's not true, Carlos wasn't nasty, he was 

wrong, that's all; where is he so he can see the old man isn't queer, he's a real wise 

man. 

"I've got to run, Carlos is waiting for me. " 

"Who's Carlos?" 

Julius turned to the courtyard where Carlos was waiting and looking up at him. 

"Carlos is there waiting," he said, and he was going to nm away, but one last question 

held him back, who was that girl? He didn't dare, the old man would start laughing 

again. 

"Who is that girl there who's going downhill?" 

"Did your Daddy tell you that too?" This time the old man grew very sad. 

"Who is your Dad, Sonny?" 

"It's my Uncle Juan Lucas. He's married to Mummy." 

"Who's your Daddy?" the wise old man with the bald head said again. More 

than asldng, though, he was thinking, looking down to where the girl sitting by the 
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bottom of the tall window was painting her nails, smiling. She was humming again. 

"Who is he? Why? . ." 

"Everything here's going downhill," put in the old man. 

"Come on! Let's be moving!" shouted Carlos from down below, almost at the 

same time. "Enough yakking!" 

He'd moved to the big entry way to make sure Julius was coming down. tI] am 

without my love. When laughing friends deride, tears] cannot hide. tI 

He tried to explain, he began to tell about the stamps, but Carlos interrupted 

him. 

"Philatelist, or round-the-bend-alist?" he asked, starting up the engine. 

Julius was silent. Nobody could get the better of Carlos. He looked at his 

mustache and saw how there could be mustaches shaved specially to see life as a joke. 

He ran his hand over his mouth-there was no mustache there, there wouldn't be for 

a long time; he looked out of the window of the Mercedes, and the darkness of the night 

in that ugly, really ugly, part of Lima, the old man told him again how everything was 

going downhill. 

Yes, everything, the old man was thinking too, but what a nice little boy; his 

ears stick out like they show them on us Jews. .. He'd stayed by the window, half 

listening to the schoolgirl humming; he didn't even realize that he was enjoying it, but 

his hands holding onto the bars of the concentration camp began to grow cold and he 

had to talee them away from the grille. He went off to stick in three stamps that he still 

had left that night, and to read the paper; he hadn't seen the news for days. Just the 
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little boy, Beethoven's granddaughter, ah, childhood ... He's married to Mummy . .. 

He heard a song clearly, and for a moment stared at a radio set like the typewriters in 

that window, but the song was coming from down below . .. Who's the girl who's 

going downhill? . . . He went to close the window. He closed it, but now he couldn't 

hear the little song; just fancy, all those years. He opened the window; first time he'd 

heard music in this country . . . His marbled hand with its green and blue ink marks 

trembled a great deal as he tried to stick the stamps in for the night, and the girl, who 

was singing louder all the time, disturbed him. He left the stamps to one side; just 

fancy, he felt like sitting down for a while, just thinking without remembering; yes, yes, 

a girl singing, a boy who came ... 

He was coming. He heard him climbing the stairs slowly, and for the first time 

in years was glad he had no stamps put back to stick in that night. He was going to be 

tired by night time, very disturbed after he'd shown the little boy how wicked and crazy 

Frau Proserpina was; he'd be rally nervous after he'd told him all the truth about her. 

Yes, those were the little boy's steps in the corridor; he couldn't hear him now, the boy 

must have stopped to watch the schoolgirl. The old man went to the window. There 

was Julius. He still hadn't settled into his trench and the enemy, or friend, had spotted 

him already. Just like the other day. He had to hurry out, one jump back and towards 

the side, a few steps, and all he had to do was turn around and say hello. 

"I don't have a class today." 

"What's that? Why have you come then?" 
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It'd take a lot of explaining, and Julius had some plan he couldn't put off; he 

didn't know that the wise old man with the bald head was full of ideas, the same as 

himself. He hadn't forgot about the recital. Only the good ones were taking part, and 

he ought to be at home practicing his scales like crazy, but the symbolic moral thwacks 

still hurt, and there he was, ready to attend the recital. 

"I don't have to be here," he explained. "Today the big pupils are giving a 

recital. " 

It dawned on the old man. "Ah," he said, leaving the window and going towards 

the far wall where a calendar was hanging. "That's it, that's it ... I remember. It's 

the first Friday of the month. All the first Fridays there's a recital, he he he, that's it 

... Frau Proserpina's great music school! Who told your Daddy that Frau Proserpina 

was Beethoven's granddaughter, eh?" 

"I don't know; my Uncle Juan Lucas just knew." 

"Uncle Juan Lucas?" 

"He's married to my Mummy." 

"That's right. And did you tell her she's Beethoven's granddaughter? Did you 

tell Frau Proserpina?" 

"No! Uncle Juan Lucas told me I shouldn't." 

He's married to my Mummy . .. No; perhaps the evil woman wasn't to blame 

this time, but it still didn't stop her being evil. The wise old man had his ideas about 

Frau Proserpina, and no mistalce. 

"People from around here'll be coming to the recital for sure." 
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"I wouldn't know, Sonny, I wouldn't know ... But you and I are going to her 

famous recital, that's for sure." 

He asked him to wait, and Julius saw he was putting a scarf on, and he 

disappeared through the door of his room. He though he'd have time to go look over 

the railings again, down to the ground floor, but the wise old man's voice surprised him 

from the other end of the corridor. 

"Come on," he was saying. 

Julius managed to see that the girl who sang wasn't at the window; she must be 

getting ready to come to the recital. He hurried to catch up with the old man in the 

corner of the corridor. Julius turned right and they headed for the end of the other 

corridor, that's where the music school was. Julius began to tremble as soon as he saw 

the door. 

The recital had begun. Nothing more certain than that one of the best pupils was 

playing the piano, since it sounded just like one of Uncle Juan Lucas's records. The 

difference suddenly struck Julius between My Bonnie lies over the ocean and what it 

sounded like when students had taken lots of lessons from Beethoven's granddaughter. 

When he got to the door he wanted to tum back, but the old man seemed to have his 

mind made up. He even took him by the hand to lift his spirits, or perhaps to make 

sure he didn't run away. "Look," he said, pushing the door lightly. Julius could see 

the four benches still against the wall at the back of the room, everything in the dark, 

and the person who was playing the piano better than he'd ever been able to, even at his 

very best moments, was Frau Proserpina herself, no less. 
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"You're her only pupil!" 

The old man's voice convinced him, but he wanted to leave now and couldn't. 

He was squeezing his hand tighter all the time, the old man was panting, trembling, as 

if he was about to have an attack of rage. 

"You have no pupils because you're an evil old woman. An evil old woman! 

Evil old woman!" 

He lost his balance but managed to lean against the half of the door that was 

always closed. "Thank heavens," Julius sighed; if he'd leaned on the other side he'd 

have gone flat inside. The old man was panting more and more; he wasn't even trying 

to do it quietly. As soon as he'd got his balance once again, he pushed the side of the 

door that was half open as if to make sure Julius really took note of what he could see. 

Julius peeked in and felt horrible, because Frau Proserpina began hitting wrong notes 

and stopped playing all of a sudden. 

"Intermission," said the old man. "She'll announce we'll have a short pause so 

the audience can go have some light refreshment at the bar before the second half of the 

concert. " 

Frau Proserpina went to the edge of the platform and made an angry gesture to 

her audience. Julius pulled his head back immediately, but the old man said "look," and 

all he could do was look; she took a skein of wool, sat down, and began to knit during 

the interval. 

He'd had enough, but the old man was furious, he meant him to see everything, 

right to the very end. Now Frau Proserpina was coming back to the edge of the 
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platform and announcing the second part of the program. 

"She's been doing it for years." 

Julius told him, begged him, he wanted to go, but the old man couldn't control 

his anger. 

"All right, all right! But I want you to find out why. That woman isn't going 

to teach you anything! She's wicked! She's crazy and wicked! You're the only pupil 

she's got, and she's taking it out on you. Who sent you here? That fellow who's 

married to your Mama, I suppose. Well, you've had enough, it's over. Everything's 

going downhill around here. Frau Proserpina's nobody. She used to be a good teacher, 

but now she's nobody. There's no reason why you should suffer for it. No reason you 

should suffer, even if! did! I rent this miserable room from her and she's trying to get 

me out because I can't pay more ... We keep her going, thanks to you and me ... 

we keep her going ... You must be a rich kid ... that's why she treats you the way 

she does. She wants to believe you're just one more pupil, but you're the only one 

she's got ... And my rent keeps her going ... keeps her ... It's me who keeps ... 

His shouting died down gradually, and Julius realized he wasn't squeezing his 

hand any more; the old man was trembling now, his anger was dying down, he was 

sobbing, and he was even trying to get away, but it was too late, she was on top of 

them. 

"Dirty Jew!" screamed Frau Proserpina, opening the door they'd been peeping 

in at. 
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The old man was sobbing by now, she didn't know what was going on until she 

noticed someone smaller hiding behind the closed half of the door. She came closer and 

discovered Julius. 

"Dirty Jew!" 

"No! No! No!" said the old man, weeping, his anger forgotten, he raised his arm 

as if to block out the scene, as if he wished he hadn't started it all. 

"You'll pay me, you miser!" 

"No! no! I hadn't realized ... " 

"You pay your rent. You'll pay what I ask!" 

"That's no matter! That's no problem! I simply hadn't realized ... The child 

is leaving . . ." 

"I'll see you sleep in the street, you miser!" 

The old man wasn't even listening to her; he'd turned his back and looked, 

sobbing, to where Julius was leaving the two of them for the last time. He hadn't 

realized, with his enthusiasm the other day, the happiness, the anger, then the 

wretchedness ... The old man tried to tell him everything, me too ... But Julius had 

turned the corner to the right, he wasn't in that corridor any more, neither he nor she 

would ever see him again . . . Frau Proserpina had come out and was standing beside 

him and looking distraught at the empty darkness of the corridor. 

"For you there's no more music school!" she called out, so that Julius would 

know that his lack of talent had driven her to make him leave. 
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A woman turned the light on in her room and came to the window which looked 

out on the corridor on the same side as the music school. She was going to hang up a 

sheet when she saw the two of them standing there. She could see them both quite 

clearly in the light from her room; how old Frau Proserpina has got, but she's still 

straight as a ramrod, she's like a German soldier, and what's that quivery old Jew 

doing? what are the both doing if they're not fighting? For once they aren't fighting. 

It must have been them who were making that row earlier . . . The woman hid when 

she saw that the old man was coming by. He was shaking his head, saying no, without 

speaking. He had no stamps ready for that evening. 

"Nobody turns people out in winter, II Frau Proserpina said. "We'll talk about 

it when the snow's gone. II 

And she turned and went into her auditorium, closing the door behind her to keep 

the huge academy warm. She went directly to the chair with the wraps and could 

suddenly hear the applause. 

It was getting dark when Carlos started honking outside the main door of the 

palace, you'd think that with the amount they'd invested in that enormous place they 

could spend a bit more and have an automatic door. He tried to say so to Julius, but 

Julius was very down at the mouth tonight, better leave him be. He honked again but 

nothing happened. "Just because they car;. see it isn't Senor Juan Lucas ... " he 

thought. "If it was, we could bet the cholo would come running; that's why Don Juan 

doesn't bother with an automatic door, he's got a couple of automatic cholos instead, 
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all afraid of being eaten up by the big bad Jaguar ... hunh." Celso came to open, 

finally, and when the Mercedes was inside, Julius found himself fascinated by a most 

extraordinary car. Carlos parked and stood staring at the museum piece that had been 

brought to the palace. It was a black La Salle, a real antique, but it gleamed like new, 

a real eye catcher the three stared at it as if it had no right to exist outside a movie. 

Julius ran to look inside. Yes, just like in a gangster film, there was glass separating 

the driving seat from the back so the chauffeur couldn't tell what the gentlemen behind 

were plotting, or even who was the owner of such an incredible limousine. Celso was 

going to say it belonged to a friend of Senor Juan Lucas who'd just arrived, but Carlos 

got there first. 

"So they've shot the whole family?" he asked. 

"Yes, that's right, it looks like it belongs to a bandit," said Universo the 

gardener, showing up just then. 

"What d'you mean, a bandit? You mean a ganster, learn to talk, man!" 

The door of the La Salle opened and a huge Black man came out, much smarter 

in his chauffeur's uniform than Carlos. Carlos almost rushed back to get his cap but the 

huge Black man took his off and looked ready to chat for a while just as soon as the kid 

goes in, not to mention the Andean contingent; good to see him, members of the same 

brotherhood, here's to the race and the profession, smiles all around. 

Supersmart, Daniel opened the palace door; Julius said good evening and asked 

who was visiting. He still didn't know, a very strange gentleman, he didn't know his 

name, just that Don Juan Lucas had told him they'd have a guest that evening. Julius 
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asked where Miss Decisions had gone just as her yells filled that quarter of the palace; 

she'd just found out he'd arrived and his school uniform was filthy as usual and he'd 

better get started on his homework. She started out heading in Julius's direction from 

the far end of that part of the palace, but then he saw her veering then going slower and 

slower, and it wasn't just the effect of the special tiles to muffle the noise, there was 

something else, you could hardly hear her, "with 'er head tucked underneath 'er arm;" 

Julius went up to poor Miss Decisions, who was just able to murmur a languid "good 

evening" and then look down at the floor in silence. 

"Good evening, better said good night, since all the lights are on!" 

Poor Julius, who was still looking for the girl who was going downhill to say 

"goodbye, I'm leaving forever," almost jumped out of his skin. 

"Good night," said the voice again, the evil voice of a man in black, with a black 

hat, sitting there on a barstool at the indoor bar. 

"I'm sorry, sir, I was daydreaming." Julius smiled at him, offering his hand to 

this gangster friend of Uncle Juan Lucas. "Good evening, sir," he smiled again. 

When little kids smile like that, they all look like little girls, and this one has a 

fruity little voice on top of it; what kind of kids has Juan Lucas taken on, for Chrissake? 

Al Capone shook his hand and Julius's smile came head on into the eyes that had just 

liquidated Miss Decisions. Julius didn't know what to do; Al Capone sat there on the 

barstool, totally uninterested in any of the books he was carrying. Anyone else would 

have asked which school do you go to, or what books are those, and so he could have 

told him he'd just been to his last piano lesson, and if he turned out to be a decent sort, 
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he might even have told him all about what happened and about the schoolgirl who 

wasn't going downhill, that was just Uncle Juan Lucas talking, they might even have 

been friends, but not with Al Capone, not likely. He hadn't even taken his hat off, and 

that way of sticking his chest out as if he expected somebody to pin a medal on it. And 

that way of looking at you under the brim of his hat, nobody wore hats in Lima any 

more, they didn't wear suits like that either, all squared off at the shoulders, and they 

didn't wear watch chains dangling from a vest, either. 

"Your parents will be arriving shortly," he said, giving him that evil look again; 

Julius had seen that look before but couldn't remember where. 

He was about to ask him if he wanted to come wait in the drawing room, but Al 

Capone gave him the look; where had he seen that look? 

"They are expecting you, young man." 

He stuck his chest out again and changed victims. Miss Decisions was filling out 

again, but she soon deflated when he bore down on her. 

"Hurry up, Julius. I have to clean your uniform, and you'd better start on your 

homework." 

Miss Decisions's voice cracked, but she made a supreme effort when she'd 

finished talking and half turned-she wasn't getting the look any more-and marched 

off, filling out more and more as she went on, bursting into full flower as she left that 

part of the palace. By the time she reached the pantry, she was Miss Decisions once 

again, full of a sense of her rights and duties, plump as ever, her enormous bust 

announcing her arrival to Arminda, sitting there, and to Carlos, who was brewing a cup 
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of tea to drink with the other chauffeur. II Hey , not bad, not bad, that little pigeon, or 

big pigeon more likely, shit, man! II the chauffeur of the La Salle said but almost 

inaudibly, putting his cap on then taking it off again, but Miss Decisions had turned her 

back on him, and he regretted the IIshitll with Arminda being there; III'm so sorry, 

Senora, no disrespect, II and Arminda, when she heard the respect part, looked up, 

because she thought perhaps her daughter had arrived. 

It was Juan Lucas arriving with Susan at his side, but not in a stage coach or 

even a wagon, as that idiot Universo had announced when he opened the main gate; that 

guy knew nothing about history. They were in the family carriage, and in a hurry, 

because Fernando must be there already, they'd taken such a long time to finish 

refurbishing the carriage. Julius was changing out of his school uniform when he heard 

the sound of a horse outside his window, what on earth? He ran to the window; there 

was the carriage looking like new, he'd never seen it with horses too, and ran out like 

a shot. Susan and Juan Lucas were just getting down. IIDon't close the gate, II called 

Juan Lucas to poor Universo, who was gazing open mouthed at the entrance of royalty. 

IIDon't close the gate, they're coming to collect the horses and bringing my car! II Celso 

went out to welcome them and to say that a gentleman was waiting inside. As soon as 

he opened the door, Julius came running out and didn't stop until he was sitting in the 

carriage, shooting all the Indians just as he used to do when he was four; if only 

Cynthia could have seen him now, and Nilda, Vilma, Anatolio . .. He stopped 

shooting; suddenly he saw himself at his present age through a veil of tears, since a 

game with so many of the original participants missing could only make him sad. 
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"Mummy," he called, and Susan, who was just going into the palace, saw the face of 

a sad little prince at the carriage window. Lovely as ever, she came and said "get out, 

darling, you're past the age of shooting Indians now. It's just for show now, an idea 

of Daddy's, a bit silly really, darling. The driver didn't even know how to drive it, but 

you know what Daddy's like, he wanted the carriage here, and then he got angry 

because three times on the way home people whistled at him as if he were a pansy. And 

that's not all, darling, Daddy insisted it was only the axle squeaking and that people 

weren't whistling at all, but then they threw stones as we went through Lince! Come, 

darling. Daddy has a friend visiting. Oh, My God! I hope he isn't as weird as his car! 

Why don't you take a photo of the patio now with all these crazy vehicles lined up? 

Come, dear." 

"Serves you right," thought Julius, when he saw how small Capone looked in his 

mourning suit with Juan Lucas's check tweed giving him a bear hug. They hadn't seen 

each other for years. 

"Married and settled down, no less!" yelled Capone, raising a short but very 

strong arm and turning around like a bullfighter thanking the audience in that part of the 

palace. "Long live the good life and the good wife. " 

"I knew you were back from B.A., but I thought you were still in Trujillo." 

"Arrived this morning. Just long enough to make sure everything's in order up 

at the hacienda, then off to Lima to see the old friends!" 

"Good to see ya! And how's everything in Trujillo?" 
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"Can't you guess? . .. Six years ambassadoring ... six years without setting 

foot on my place ... Well, I've got some good men ... I'll tell you later ... A few 

weeks hard work and things weren't too bad ... " 

"So, and what are we drinking?" 

"Serves him right," Julius was still thinldng; the giant on the bar stool was quite 

small when he stood up. He had short legs, but what a way of looking at you . . . 

Susan was watching the two friends overjoyed at seeing each other again; Capone was 

a bit of a joke, but she was ready to feel affection for him once they stopped turning 

their backs on her. 

"Darling, Julius and I are here too!" 

"And about time," said Capone; his chest was enormous. But his legs were 

short. 

Susan checked with her mental dictionary; of course, about time, because 

Fernando was already an ambassador when I married Juan. 

"Thank you," she said, joining them. 

"So now you've met her. " 

"How do you do, Senora." 

"Susan." 

"How do you do, Susan! And now let me congratulate you personally. I 

remember I did write at the time. " 

He finally took off his Al Capone hat. The guy was quite theatrical, he'd been 

wearing it because he was as bald as a coot, and that didn't go with the gangster line 
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and all that old fashioned elegance he affected. Susan didn't stare of course but was 

quite aware that his being bald took some of the charm off the impression; she was 

aware too that Julius was getting the picture, what's more, so was Capone, more than 

anyone else, God knows why, probably because kids are the first to laugh, probably 

because they're never bald themselves, that must have been why he gave Julius the look. 

It took him by surprise, don't you dare laugh and all that, and he wasn't entirely wrong, 

because Julius was standing there, waiting to join the group and thinking "serves you 

right." 

"Well, then ... now about that drink," said Juan Lucas. 

"A toast! Six years are over!" 

"Fernando was my buddy right from being in high school." 

"And before, if I may say so," said Capone, jangling his watch chain. 

"I always spent the vacation at their hacienda in Trujillo." 

"Trujillo, where God was born, as the song says." 

"Let's move to the bar. " 

"Susan, I want you to know that I left him a bachelor swearing he'd never get 

married." 

Julius was still outside the group, he might have left, but those looks Capone 

kept giving him had him worried; he'd seen them somewhere before, too. Capone was 

at the bar now with Susan and Juan Lucas, and when she wasn't watching he'd jumped 

up onto a bars tool. Up there he could be impressive once again, and feeling the big 
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man, he paid poor Susan a compliment in the old fashioned way, pinning her down with 

the look just as she was getting ready to be all sweetness and light; Susan was a bit 

disconcerted, Capone's look and the way he worded the compliment left no doubt as to 

its true meaning: a compliment is one thing, but it spoke of past success with women, 

others carried away by the look, success, I want what I want when I want it, even if it 

belongs to a friend, even if that friend is Juan Lucas, although I'd never do that to a 

friend, of course, never to Juan Lucas, I'm a gentleman, and I get what I want when I 

want it unless I don't want it . .. Susan let her hair fall over her face, covering 

completely the smile she couldn't otherwise hide, since she knew she could play very 

nicely with Fernando, Juan Lucas's friends were all darlings in one way and another, 

and this one, this one went from the sublime to the ridiculous. 

"Hey, Fernando, you'd probably know about Susan's ancestors on her mother's 

side; there are supposed to be some viceroys around there somewhere. Let's see if you 

can dig them up . . . I think you two have the same last name in your past, way back 

somewhere. " 

"Mummy," Julius interrupted. 

"Yes, darling . .. Did you say how do you do to the gentleman?" 

"Yes, Mummy," said Julius, determined to avert his eyes and not to have to face 

that look. 

"He was the first member of the family I met." 

Yes, and probably he was looking for all he was worth, but Julius wasn't playing 

ball. Just as though he wasn't there, he started telling Susan what had happened at Frau 
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Proserpina's music school. Since he knew Juan Lucas was going to interrupt anyway, 

he kept it as short as possible. 

"I don't want to take any more piano lessons, Mummy." 

"Fine!" said Juan Lucas, "that's the end of that. This kid was turning into one 

of those arty-farty types already," he said, looking at Capone. 

"Just what you need!" said the giant on the bar stool, though not entirely 

convincingly, the arts are hardly men's work, and just in case, he shot a look at Susan 

that again paid her the compliment. Susan's hair dropped once again. "He hasn't 

changed," Juan Lucas thought as he watched his friend. 

"Art's all well and good, but it isn't something you want for your own family. 

All kids play the piano, of course, but this one isn't that little any more. He's going to 

be twelve." 

"Eleven," said Susan. 

"Ten," said Julius, knowing perfectly well that Capone was drilling right through 

him with the look; don't contradict your parents, children are seen and not ... and all 

that stuff, but he wasn't going to give him that satisfaction, and serves him right. He 

didn't let him catch his eye. 

"Darling, some other time. Right now let's leave it at that." 

But Julius knew that the piano playing was over for good. No more lessons, no 

more finding out about the girl and stopping her going downhill, no more Frau 

Proserpina. He looked at Juan Lucas, who was pouring whiskey into long rock crystal 
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glasses; who was Juan Lucas anyway? He looked at Susan; who was Juan Lucas? Who 

are you when you're at home, anyway, Uncle Juan Lucas? 

"Uncle, the girl you said is going downhill, well, she isn't, because she was 

studying with the other girls today. " 

"Is that so?" asked Juan Lucas, pressing the intercom button to call them in the 

kitchen. 

"Julius never tells fibs," said Susan, giving the little jump so she too could sit 

up on a bar stool next to Capone. 

"Uncle, isn't it a lie that Frau Proserpina is Beethoven's granddaughter?" 

"Hello. .. Bring some ice to the indoor bar," said Juan Lucas, leaning over 

a little so he could speak into the intercom. He stood up immediately and looked at 

Julius: "Hey, run off to the kitchen and make sure they step on it with that ice. " 

"What's all this about Beethoven's granddaughter?" asked Capone, as Julius 

withdrew, still listening though. 

"You know Juan Lucas ... poor Julius ... " 

In the kitchen everybody was engrossed in the conversation at the bar . Juan 

Lucas had forgotten to turn off the intercom, and up at the bar they were laughing their 

heads off. 

"The limit!" said Susan, "I don't believe it." 

"This guy," Juan Lucas went on pointing to Capone with his long finger, "this 

guy is capable of anything. You'd have to have seen it to believe it. When I think of 

all those summers I spent at the hacienda!" 



joking. 

682 

"But were you really shooting?" asked Susan, and saw that Capone was not 

"One always needs a target," he said seriously. 

"Well, of course he wasn't shooting at them, woman! don't be childish, but he 

certainly made them jump. He called the peons over .. " 

"Were they Indians?" 

"Cholos . . . from the interior . . . Hell, what do I know? It was the way he 

made them jump. 'I'll drill your toes,' he said, and poom, he shot, and poom, another, 

and they began to jump, 'no! no! no! Senorito Don Fernando,' they kept yelling out. " 

"Oh, but nooo!" 

"Oh, but yeess! Of course, he didn't hit them ... " 

"I didn't have to." 

"Take them their ice," Carlos said, looking at Celso. 

"I'll take it," said Arminda. Celso was just standing there. 

"Leave it," said Daniel. "I'll go. " 

"Give it to me," said Julius, "I'll take it." 

At that moment he realized where he'd seen that look before. 

"Like father, like son,ll Capone was saying. "Fernando Ranchal y Ladron de 

Guevara!" 

"Poor Cano," said Julius to himself. 

* * * * * 
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The Spanish teacher-a real common piece she was, and somebody'd seen her 

on Avenida Wilson with her boy friend-the Spanish teacher had them write a 

composition about some event or some person who'd really impressed them during the 

past few months. They might want to talk about the Cardinal who'd visited the school, 

or Mother Superior's birthday celebration. No, you couldn't write about that horrible 

crime. No, definitely not, out of the question; nothing about film stars' private lives. 

Who on earth tells you all these things? no! quiet! You can write about Santa Rosa de 

Lima, of course; you can write about the little Black brother who was a saint, heaven 

being a democracy, but it's better if you choose something from the present. Talk about 

your best friend, then, during the school year. 

"Or about your worst enemy," Julius thought, and next day the first one turned 

in his composition. The teacher, the one they'd seen on Avenida Wilson with her 

boyfriend, said "wait a minute" because Espejo was making a row and "we need 

discipline first of all." What was it that she had on? this pale blue taffeta dress, and 

Espejo was peering down the neckline and telling Del Castillo to do the same, and he 

turned to de los Heros and tapped himself on the chest and looked towards the teacher. 

A minute later there they all were tapping their chests and making signs in the teacher's 

direction. Julius happened to be standing near her, and since he wasn't dumb he peeked 

down it too, since she'd sat down; he just did it for show, really, but he noticed for the 

first time that the teacher's hair was kind of reddish and he could imagine her cuddling 

up to her boy friend in a doorway in A venida Wilson, and he felt a bit strange seeing 

the skin down her neckline going from brownish to white and sort of bulging, and he 
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felt this tingling in his testicles and he thought if I weren't just a kid this might turn 

into a stroke. 

"Sit down, Julius," the teacher said, fastening up her pink cardigan and noticing 

the look Fernandito Ranchal was giving her, so she missed a button. Fernandito, at the 

back there, kept staring at her, that was the one, he stared as if he could see a lot more 

than anybody else, insolent little pup, if my boy friend caught you, you, ah well, she 

had a date at six with Lolo, LoHn, Lololo ... 

She had a date with Julius first though, he'd been getting ready for her, starting 

yesterday. Last night all the staff had taken part in putting the composition together. 

Julius wasn't stupid; he sat next to Miss Decisions, who was having her tea, and asked 

her about that gentleman who came the evening they brought the carriage back, the man 

who was dressed all in black; hey, Deci, the man with the black car . .. Miss 

Decisions remembered very well, it was the beginning of a long discussion, and one by 

one they each gave their views on the subject of the odd guest. Unfortunately, as one 

description followed another, the strange individual got less strange and more funny, 

Carlos and Abraham kept adding things to the story. Celso had to put his two bits 

worth in too and told how when they went into the dining room Senor Ranchal fell on 

getting down from the bar stool and had to lean on Senora Susan's shoulder. Senora 

Susan just laughed but didn't dare let him see, because Senor Ranchallooked real mad, 

Senor Ranchal was very serious about it, and he gave an awful look, he had this way 

of looking real nasty, and Senora Susan had to stop laughing and all her hair fell over 

her face, she must have been laughing behind it though. And Daniel, who'd served at 
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table, also had something to tell, how Senor Ranchal looked at the chair legs before 

sitting down, like that at the chair legs, imagine, he'd probably have liked to sit on the 

bar stool. Arminda then said something, nothing really, just to make them worry about 

their health. Miss Decisions thought they ought to make her retire, Senora Arminda 

couldn't go on like that, she got everything mixed up, and when everybody thought she 

was laughing at something Carlos had just said, she'd say shh, not so loud, what if that 

gentleman in black hears you. Straight away Julius decided that was going to be the title 

for his composition: tiThe Gentleman in Black. tI 

He arrived at school and ran to look for Cano; he must make him see he 

shouldn't get mixed up with Fernandito; tlI'm gonna beat him up, I'm gonna beat him 

up, tI was Cano's only answer, very optimistic, and he couldn't make him see that no 

matter how many stones he lifted, Fernandito was going to beat the shit out of him. 

tlI'll beat him up, tI Cano kept on, and Julius couldn't make him see that he was the one 

was going to do the beating up with a composition called tiThe Gentleman in Black. tI 

Honestly, Cano wasn't too sharp at times. He really hadn't a clue about psychological 

punishment and all that, and Julius kept trying to explain, he even tried to read him a 

page of the composition, but Cano just wouldn't understand. Then the bell rang and 

Carrots came out with it and Julius ran to his line because he wanted to get things 

moving, he wanted to read out "The Gentleman in Black. tI 

The gentleman in black and his boy in black too; if Fernandito didn't get the 

point of the first few references in the text, little by little things did start sounding 

familiar, and by the second page he was sitting in silent agony thinking how much this 
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man Julius was describing sounded like his father. Julius, of course, couldn't possibly 

know that, how on earth could he know what his father was like, but there in the class 

everybody was laughing at his father. It was something incredible, this gentleman in 

black dressed just like his father, everybody roared with laughter, because at the third 

try he'd managed to climb onto a stool, and singling out a kid who was laughing, he 

gave him the Al Capone look for all it was worth, then he slipped off the stool and was 

trying to get on again, then one of the chains-not real gold chains, of course-and 

Fernandito thought, no, it can't be my father, because his are the finest gold there is, 

but then he got mad because these were chains just like he wore anyway, one got caught 

on the door and he wanted to go in for dinner and he couldn't. 

"Read more slowly and don't shout so much," said the teacher, adding that there 

were some bad mistakes in his grammar, and no doubt in his spelling too, and the style 

needed going over. 

"Since he wasn't tall enough to reach the table, the majordomo had to fetch a 

whole pile of cushions, and the cook, who knew he had this way of looking at people, 

sent him aflounder, but he'd fixed the eyes so that they looked mad just like his, so the 

gentleman in black stared at it, and it stared at him, and the whole dinner went by with 

the gentleman staring at the fish and the fish staring at the gentleman, and nobody 

listened to a washerwoman called Arminda when she said 'don't laugh at that gentleman 

in black' because she was in the kitchen, and she was right, because the majordomo had 

to clean up after dinner and the gentleman in black was still there staring at the fish and 
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the fish had begun to go rotten, and the majordomo had to take it to the trash bin in the 

ldtchen, but the gentleman in black still wanted to out-stare it, and because he was so 

stubborn he came into the ldtchen, and when the majordomo threw the fish into the 

trash, the gentleman in black jumped in after it, and since he was so small, the 

majordomo put the lid on, and next day away he was carried out when they collected 

all the trash. " 

"The word isn't 'trash,' Julius, it's 'garbage.' You read very badly, much too 

quickly for a start; and you could replace the subject by a pronoun more often, that's 

what they're for. . . Why do we have pronouns, de los Heros? 

"To replace the noun and avoid repetition. " 

"I said de los Heros, I didn't say Palacios. An interesting point, Julius. Who 

helped you with this composition?" 

"Mummy corrected it a bit, but we wrote it all together." 

"A composition should be your own work, Julius." 

What did it matter to him if the work had been personal or communal. The only 

thing that mattered was that Fernandito Ranchal had been beaten to a pulp there on the 

back row; he'd beaten the right royal shit out of him, and though it wasn't Julius's 

intention, of course, it had occurred to Fernandito too that he might grow up with short 

legs just like his father, and have to spend his time looking for bar stools in all the 

bars of the world. Cano was a real idiot though, he hadn't got the point at all. He'd 

laughed like everybody else, he's really laughed at the gentleman in black, but he totally 

missed all the double meaning in it, which was exactly the part Julius enjoyed. Julius 
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went back to his seat, and there was Cano flexing his muscles, trying to see if they were 

beginning to show. It took all the pleasure out of it when he saw that. 

What an idiot Cano was! What didn't he do to try to make him see they'd 

already got their own back! There he was, IIl'm gonna beat him up, I'm gonna beat him 

up! II But lifting stones like that really made him feel sure of himself in a way he hadn't 

before. It was ill-founded though. Julius could do nothing to stop him. He was 

supposed to have been ready to fight Fernandito a month ago, and Cano was getting 

impatient. Julius kept making him put it off, he'd hoped the composition would do the 

trick, but Cano kept on with his 111'11 beat him up. I'll beat him up. Soon." It'd better 

be soon, because they were coming to the end of the school year and he'd made a 

promise to himself. 

It happened at the far end of the garden next to Mother Superior's rose bushes. 

About as well nobody was there when Cano saw Fernandito marching up and down over 

there, looking mad. He ran to find Julius. "Come watch," he said, and they went to 

face the enemy together. Cano's decided stride and the fact that the Virgin of Fatima 

suddenly appeared to them, made Julius feel quite optimistic for a moment. He felt a 

sort of IIwhy not, II and then even, "sure, he can ll when he noticed how much taller Cano 

was than Fernando. But as soon as they reached the rose garden Julius's heart sank 

again. It was worse, because as soon as he saw Cano going through all the ritual 

mumbo jumbo, he said in this very strange, very sad voice "I'm gonna beat you up, I'm 

gonna beat you up ... " Fernandito grinned, shook hands, you'd have expected him to 
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say "Hi there," and Cano was waiting, and now too he was waiting for the other one 

to get tired of spinning him around, but Cano wasn't going down, Femandito was the 

axle and he'd decided to go on a while longer before letting him go, Cano running, 

running, around and around, running, trying not to fall, but once the other one let go 

of him he was going to go flying, Fernandito let go and stared while Cano sailed into 

Mother Superior's rose bushes and finally hit the wire fence at the back. .. "Is that 

enough?" Cano didn't answer, because all he could see was his friend telling him that 

afternoon near his house, you can train by lifting stones, it's like weight-lifting. 

Then they had the final exams and the essays for prize-giving, but Julius had 

spent too much time practicing the piano this year, and in reading Mark Twain and 

Charles Dickens, and perhaps that's why he didn't get any medals the way he had in 

previous years. In any case, he wasn't that interested in prizes any more. Susan was 

delighted, it meant she wouldn't have to go. What really mattered was that things had 

changed, things weren't the same as they used to be when he played My Bonnie lies over 

the ocean with Sister Mary Agnes at his side. He got the impression the nuns knew he 

was going to Markham next year, and so they weren't as fond of him as they had been, 

though perhaps he was just imagining things; at any rate, he didn't feel like going to the 

prize giving. He really shouldn't have gone, there were three things that left him 

feeling very upset. First there was a little kid who played My Bonnie lies over the 

ocean and his ears were real small, then when Mother Superior read the goodbye speech 

she aimed it at the boys who were going on to Santa Maria, and third, when they called 
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Femandito Ranchal up to give him a medal for being the best football player in the 

school and when he went to get it, there was Cano making that weird, sad movement 

with his chin. 
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RETURNINGS 

I 

All Juan Lucas's ceilings with the sound-muffling tiles couldn't keep down the 

noise of Bobby's scandalous behavior that started a few days after Julius was ten. The 

first night it happened, and it started Around about seven o'clock at night, he hadn't 

needed any booze to get his temper up. Bobby wasn't one of those who express 

themselves coherently, and at first Julius hadn't the faintest idea what the devil was 

going on. Afterwards he got the picture and even enjoyed himself rather, because 

Bobby being so mad spoiled Juan Lucas's plans for the next few weeks that summer. 

Julius loved going to swim with Mummy at the beach at La Herradura and he'd come 

up with this new idea of them all going to Anc6n for four or five weeks so that the 

apartment building he'd just financed there with Juan Lastarria would get a royal send 

off. Julius begged not to go, but Juan Lucas paid no attention. He wasn't satisfied with 

making him play miniature golf every morning on the little putting course he'd had 

installed in the palace garden, the fellow enjoyed playing so much even putting was 

better than nothing, and in the evening over drinks, he loved to look out from the 

"summer bar," the one outside, watching how it got dark gradually across the polo 

grounds, then at the bottom of his garden his own pleasant little red miniature golf 

course, with little white houses, tunnels, little bridges, little mountains, and it was 

getting dark too, but the colors still showed. Green, white, and red were fighting 

against the dark. Tonight Juan Lucas had just added another dimension to his 
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enjoyment. It was almost accidental. He'd lifted his glass of scotch to his nose (and 

pleasing his sense of smell while he contemplated the battle of the colors was already 

adding a dimension), but this time he raised his glass until his view was blocked by the 

rock crystal where it was cut at the bottom, and this had providing him with a whole 

series of different views; he turned it around in his hand to catch an angle that had just 

escaped him, around and around, a carrousel of color; all he had to do was lift his glass 

a little bit more, turn it, he poured in the golden scotch, ah . .. And that's just the 

point he was at when they heard Bobby's first yell coming from somewhere in the 

palace; it completely ruined the kaleidoscopic view of his golf course, his garden, and 

the night seen through his glass of scotch in summer bar of his new palace. 

Juan Lucas felt a bit of a fool, there he was enjoying things like that, combining 

colors, looking through a kaleidoscope, and using this to choose some material he 

intended ordering from London. How other worldly can you get, and if there's one 

thing for sure, you have to have your feet in this world if you're going to get anywhere; 

Bobby's "shit, shit" in that husky voice had really surprised him; he'd had to turn 

around very quickly, but all he thought when he did was that his palace was as good 

looking inside as looking outside. He almost put the glass up to look at that, but Bobby 

was coming and shouting some really foul words as well as minor ones; there were even 

some Juan Lucas himself didn't know. 

And not even his special ceilings could muffle the row Bobby was making 

tonight. Somebody up in the U. S. of A probably thought he'd solved the problem of 

noisy houses, but he could think again, as they say in Lima; Bobby was marching 
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through one room after another and proving it just didn't work, by fucking everything 

that came to mind as loud as he could. Julius, who'd just stuck his nose in, had to tear 

off because his brother was going to hit anyone who happened to be in his path, and that 

sweet little pain in the ass was just asking for it. There was no stopping Bobby, he went 

from one room to the other; he saw Susan but he didn't hear her saying "darling! 

darling!" and then he saw Juan Lucas, and he didn't hear him say "what's going on, 

son?" and on the back stairs he saw Daniel running to tell Celso. A few seconds later, 

upstairs in the corridor, Miss Decisions ran into Master Bobby yelling like crazy, and 

she tried to yell too, but then she realized he wasn't yelling at her anyway, consequently 

her rights weren't being infringed upon, although yes, she had certain duties and she ran 

to tell the Senora, who at that moment was running to tell Juan Lucas, calling "darling! 

darling!" then she realized she was in a bathrobe with a towel around her head, and she 

ran back into the bathroom, because if there was one thing she hated it was for Juan 

Lucas to see her when she hadn't fixed herself up. 

Bobby was very proud, nothing would make him tell what had happened, 

although Juan Lucas had his ideas. Julius hadn't a clue what was going on. Something 

was going on, that was for sure, because Juan Lucas had served three glasses instead 

of two, but he certainly didn't know what. The man with the kaleidoscope however had 

a pretty good idea. He felt the best thing to do would be to give this adolescent a few 

drinks of scotch and tum his fury into self pity, and a few minutes later with three 

strong ones inside him, he'd start talking, though he might be mad at first, and then 

curse a bit, but he'd cough up whatever had happened with some girl or other. 
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They'd ruined his plans for playing golf. They ruined the ice in his scotch 

because in a fit of fury Bobby'd run to his bedroom and locked himself in and spent 

almost an hour banging on the walls after he'd broken everything in sight. "My Mark 

Twains," thought Julius, who'd gone hunting for Susan on Juan Lucas's orders. Susan 

couldn't come down just yet. Bobby's behavior terrified her, that was exactly how she 

worded it, though Julius didn't see that it made her look anything like the people in the 

horror film he'd seen the other day. The two of them stood outside Bobby's bedroom 

door, Susan begging him to open it, saying please, don't put her through that, and then 

in English, did he know what he was doing to her? She said this in such a mournful 

voice that Julius turned to her, wanting to cuddle her, he loved her so much, but mostly 

because she was so lovely when she came out of her bathtub cwn swimming pool, and 

that's probably why she took three baths a day. Now the more she said what she was 

going through, the lovelier she looked, she even bent down to beg Bobby to open up, 

through the keyhole of one of those supermodern doors that don't have one. She kept 

on pleading with him while she was finding out her mistake, and because she overacted 

so much, the towel fell off her hair and all her wet hair fell over her face. She stood 

up immediately and tossed her hair back with both hands and begged him again, "please 

open, darling, please, please open, darling, " at the same time she asked Julius, bring 

the dress that's on my bed, because she wanted to spend a while longer pleading with 

Bobby and then race off and have a drink with Juan Lucas. 

"Mal(e way, mal(e way for the bathing beauty," said Juan Lucas, delighted at the 

deep cleavage in Susan's free flowing robe which she'd thrown on while her body felt 
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fresh. He'd just come upstairs with Celso, who had a silver tray with a bottle of 

whiskey and two fine rock crystal glasses like kaleidoscopes and a supply of ice. On 

finding him at her side, Susan gave a delightful shrug at her helplessness, not because 

of Bobby, but because she was still wearing a robe; I must look terrible, but she knew 

how to look beautiful by tossing her head back and running her hands through her hair, 

right to the back of her neck. She knew all the tricks, just a moment with her hands in 

her hair that way, nobody could accuse her of being obvious, but Juan Lucas had seen 

the way her breasts, which weren't those of a twenty-year-old any more, could still 

make him feel he was seeing her for the first time and the first time was today. 

"Excuse me, darling," said Susan, smiling, and while she was leaving, Juan Lucas 

thought to peer at her through one of the glasses, his desire could make the sight even 

more delightful, but then Julius appeared in the corridor with her dress, and he 

remembered what he'd come up about. 

"Come on, son," he said through the door, seizing a moment when all was silent, 

but Bobby paid him not the slightest attention and shouted to them to leave him alone 

and how he wasn't going to stop until he'd got his own back and ... Juan Lucas 

couldn't hear because Bobby was throwing things or himself against the wall again, and 

the noise of a chair hitting a door or some glass drowned out the words. "What's that 

you say?" he asked, that way he might get an answer, but if he did he never heard, 

because just then Julius arrived with an important message from Mummy. There was 

an Alfonso XIII chair in that room and Mummy begged him not to break it. It had been 

extremely hard to get hold of. Julius tried to transmit this message but they drowned 
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him out; first, the noise of the book that Bobby was ripping apart when he'd started 

talking, my poor Mark Twains, and then Juan Lucas: "how about you disappearing and 

I'll take care of this. " 

"Come on, son ... " 

"Go to hell, the lot of you!" 

"Please go," Juan Lucas to Celso, who had been there with his silver tray in his 

hand watching the whole show. 

"I'm the only person here ... " 

"Go to hell, the lot of you!" 

"Listen, man!" 

"Will you go to hell too?" 

"Can't we talk this over, man to man ... " 

"You're not my father!" 

"Bobby, please come out . . ." 

"You're a goddammed pimp, that's what you are." 

Nobody'd said anything like that to Juan Lucas for at least thirty years; the golf 

player, quite shattered for once, didn't know what to do. Well, yes, he knew, but it 

took him a minute or two; better not do anything that night, better not get involved at 

all unless Bobby specifically asked him to. Leave things alone and they'll sort 

themselves out; the kid'd come through all right on his own. Of course, there were 

some things he could do to help. "Julius!" he shouted when he saw him coming out of 

his bedroom; he told him softly that neither he nor Susan would be dining at home, but, 
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just in case, to tell Celso to leave some bottles of scotch around upstairs; see they're put 

in strategic places, you follow? . .. "Well, just tell the majordomos to put a few 

bottles of scotch where your brother'll find them easily. What?· All of them? . . . 

Don't be so gilipollas, young mantI-there was that word again that he'd picked up in 

Spain. "He's supposed to see them around and fall into the trap. What do you mean 

putting temptation in his way? Hell! Call it what you like, just as long as he sees them 

around. Half a bottle should do it. By the time we get home he should be calmed 

down." 

Twenty four hours later Bobby opened the door because he was hungry, and by 

that time almost everyone had stopped worrying about him. The poor fellow walked 

down the long corridor very sadly; his anger had gone when he'd broken everything 

breakable in the bedroom. He became aware of it himself when he answered quite 

unconsciously "yes" when Susan asked him a question ever so sweetly that morning. 

"Darling, darling, did you break the Alfonso XIII chair too?" "Yes," he'd said, looking 

at his watch. It was around about eleven and he was starting to feel hungry. He wasn't 

strong enough to keep raging. He shouldn't have answered his mother, but then he felt 

an enormous, painless, what the fuck! then a sort of relief, a strange feeling as if he had 

fog in his head; why wasn't he sorry, what was the matter? Had it all happened, really? 

About noon Celso came to offer him something to eat, and he thought he could 

say come in Celso, let's talk for a while, but what had happened last night and the story 

of his life gave him no other option but to tell him fuck off! but he had tears in his eyes. 

At two o'clock in the afternoon he knew they were having lunch downstairs, and 
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probably Juan Lucas didn't give a shit about him and his chance to call him everything 

he wanted to call him had passed with yesterday evening. He was hungry, then, very 

hungry. If you're as hungry as that, you can't get mad, you can't tum the place upside 

down and upset everybody, but they'd better not forget, they were all a pack of 

bastards! Then he felt the fog again and hunger, such hunger. Had it all taken place, 

really? 

At SIX o'clock in the evening he looked at his watch, he was almost 

congratulating himself for holding out four hours more, the way he'd intended. He felt 

angry again and was going to let himself go, but they didn't hear him outside, his anger 

had shrunk into three little yells that were more like sobs and a few "shits" in a whisper 

with his nose and mouth buried in the pillow. He could see he wasn't mad any more, 

and he looked at his watch; let's see how long it's taken: only five minutes. Nobody'd 

heard ... Then the mist, and then hungry again, and cold, I'll go out at seven o'clock. 

At seven o'clock they threw out all the broken things that were lying around the 

room. They spent hours blaming him, accusing him, griping; you ought to be ashamed 

of yourself. That was why he looked so down as he walked along the corridor. He felt 

a bit mad when he saw Julius's bedroom all quiet, but he'd no faith in those lightning 

flashes of anger that come and go, especially if there's nobody to hear you. Susan's 

bathroom, though, was more promising, he could get really angry there, it was worth 

thinking about. He saw a bottle of scotch, the first one that Juan Lucas had scattered 

around the palace, very strategically, it had been waiting since the night before. He 

opened it, smelled it, tasted it; it burned his guts at first, but gradually he felt it running 
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through his body, warming his legs. He took another drink; better-fire, but under 

control, and a new strength came over him, starting with his feet and working up, in his 

stomach now, strength. Now he could work up a fury that would last . .. He went 

back to his bedroom with the bottle. 

And all Juan Lucas's sound-muffling tiles couldn't drown the scandal that Bobby 

caused that night, the second chapter in his mad ravings through the palace. Julius was 

the first to hear him yelling. He was looking at a quiz show on T.V. when he heard a 

shout that wasn't the master of ceremonies's "Right, right, you're absolutely right!" and 

it made him jump up from his seat. "My Mark Twains" was his first thought, and he 

ran to the stairway but got only half way up because Bobby was coming down so furious 

that he'd have taken him down with him. "Get out of the way, you little shit! Do you 

want me to kill you?" Julius turned and fled, calling "Deci! Deci!" If only somebody 

would come, so he could tell them Bobby'd gone crazy. They soon found out for 

themselves. First were Susan and Juan Lucas, who were enjoying watching night fall 

over the polo grounds then their little golf course, when a yell pierced the evening at 

the outside bar. "He decided to come out," said Juan Lucas, thinking it might be a good 

time to go look for him, but then he noticed that Bobby's shouts were getting closer; he 

was coming to them, they'd better wait there. "Let's sit down," he said, leading Susan 

to a swinging recliner on the terrace. He left room between them, exactly as though he 

knew what was going to happen; Bobby broke in, saw them, and his yells began to tum 

into babble, then into a wail, he staggered to the recliner, squeezed into the space they'd 
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left for him; he wanted to stop sobbing, not weep so loud, he was nearly seventeen, he'd 

already fucked someone. 

Daniel, Celso, Miss Decisions, Julius, and Universo, who was watering the 

plants outside, all showed up just as Juan Lucas went to the bar to fix three drinks; he 

made a gesture to them and they all disappeared automatically. But they hung around, 

listening. .. Sobs at first, then Susan: "Darling. Oh no! darling, it's nothing," and 

Juan Lucas sitting there waiting for the boy to start talking. . . No, No! It wasn't the 

new girl from Villa Maria; who the hell cares about her? Yes, Peggy! Peggy! Susan 

looked at Juan Lucas and saw the expression of displeasure at Bobby's latest admission. 

She was at a loss and continued to look at Juan Lucas, as though asking whether she 

ought to be heartbroken or indifferent at a seventeen year old's having being deceived. 

Juan Lucas, on the other hand, was thinking to himself that he'd buy Bobby a car that 

no other kid in Lima even dreamed of. He'd need to think about it a bit more, of 

course; it depended on how things worked out; better not mention it just yet anyway. 

Now the main thing was to get the kid to tell them exactly what the matter was, then sob 

himself sober and go to bed and sleep it off with a tranquilizer, and with time and 

another girl, it'd all be over; Bobby wasn't an idiot, he'd pull out of it fast enough .. 

. But there was more to it than that. Bobby'd never been interested in the new girl 

from Villa Maria, he'd never been in love with her, she'd encouraged him, but he'd 

only ever loved Peggy ... Juan Lucas almost said "then what the hell have you being 

playing at?" but Bobby wasn't holding anything back now, he was sobbing his heart out 

and blabbing it all. He'd never two-timed her, she was the one, not him, she was the 



701 

one, she made a pass, she made passes at him; no, she, no, she didn't make passes at 

anybody, she ahahaha ... he was in Santa Maria. .. All that effort, thought Juan 

Lucas. Just pride, nothing but his pride, now I get the picture; a Markham boy's let 

himself be one-upped by a Santa Maria boy, and that's what it is, it all boils down to 

school rivalry. He took his head in his hands and made him look him in the eye. 

IlLook, it's bad luck, and that's all, II he said, but then he noticed the blood on his hand 

and made him show both of them; nothing much, he must have fallen with a bottle, a 

small cut, nothing serious. When Bobby saw that they'd seen the blood on his hand he 

grew angry again. 1II'1l kill him, I'll kill him! Carlos, get the station wagon! II He was 

getting up when Susan looked straight into his eyes finally, threw herself on him, and 

covered his face with kisses; why did his eyes look at her like that? "Ok my God!" 

that's what being a mother was all about, fortunately happy to understand, IIlet him 

alone, Juan Lucas, let him alone, I can handle it now. Pipo Lastarria's the one who's 

taken Peggy from him! Darling! II 

Julius started to fight Rafaelito Lastarria, but that was a waste of time, he must 

be dancing in the Casino in Ancon right now, bribing the photographers so they'll take 

his picture dancing with the marquesa's daughter. He stopped bashing him around; his 

spate of sticldng up for Bobby was over almost as soon as it began, and another idea 

stmck him, he even heard a little hurrah, but fortunately it didn't materialize or it would 

have been a sin. If Juan Lucas wanted them all to go to Ancon to spend part of the 

season there to celebrate the opening of the new apartment building he'd financed with 

Juan Lastarria, then Juan Lastarria was going to be there too. Hurrah! Julius didn't say 
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it out loud, so he wouldn't be sinning; with all this, Uncle Juan Lucas won't want to 

take us to Anc6n, because Peggy's going to be there with Pipo and Uncle Juan Lucas 

won't want to take us to Anc6n then, Hurrah! 

The next day, at lunch time, Julius was still thinking that probably not saying 

Hurrah out loud was just the same as compensating for having sinned, and so he hadn't 

sinned at all in thinking it, then Juan Lucas officially announced that the idea of going 

to Anc6n for part of the summer was off; there were too many people there at that time 

of year, it wasn't worth the trouble, and what have you. Julius forgot about the 

compensatory action and gave a little hurrah! without moving his lips and made a vow 

never to say another. He made a vow when he saw Bobby coming in with his head 

down, bearing with his headache and the other ache too. "Don't you worry, Bobby," 

he said to himself, looking at him without Bobby seeing that he was, "you and me'll go 

to Anc6n in the station wagon, just one afternoon; we'll go look up the Lastarrias and 

beat up both of them, if what they've done's all that bad-better make a vow to 

compensate right now and not think about it, because I might start crying, then Uncle 

Juan Lucas'll say 'now what's the matter with you, sir?' You never understand, do you 

Bobby? With Cynthia, she and I knew exactly what the other was thinking." 

Susan would rather not have gone out that evening, not just because her eyes 

were a teeny bit swollen still, and have you noticed how much Julius has grown lately? 

his ears don't stick out anywhere near the way they used to; not because she hadn't 

heard a word from Santiaguito in ages, I'll tell Juan Lucas to bring him down to spend 

his vacation here; but because she'd just found out that when Bobby asked her for 
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money, he'd always make a show of lassing her too, and he'd been to bed with twenty-

seven prostitutes from the time he was fourteen, and that in lea, Nana Portobello, a 

dancer who'd swum in King Abdulla of Egypt's swimming pool when he still was King 

Abdulla of Egypt, had charged him a whole month's pocket money and then gave him 

a dose of the clap that had cost Juan Lucas a fortune in doctor bills. Susan was finding 

out the most extraordinary things; she'd known all there was to know by the time she 

was eighteen herself, but never to this extent ... heavens, she didn't feel like touching 

him, much less ldssing him; then she laughed when he explained that one dose of the 

clap makes you a corporal, two makes you a sergeant, three ... he didn't know what 

that would make you . . . 

"What are you aiming for, President of the Republic?" broke in Susan, and 

Bobby laughed, "frankly no, Mummy, only field marshall;" he was trying to be 

cheerful, but that's why he didn't kiss Peggy for so long, and she, I ought to have told 

her, she began, she began ... flirting with, Susan kissed him, why didn't you kiss 

Peggy ... no, I knew it wasn't contagious, not from kissing, but I had to respect her 

... "All right, darling, don't worry, I'm going to ask Daddy to have Santiaguito come 

spend his Christmas vacation with us." Bobby looked at her, he felt terribly ashamed, 

but at times he felt fine, better. She'd told him things about his father, how she always 

loved him, no, not like Juan Lucas; you must remember him, you were very little, but 

his eyes, the way he used to smile, ironic, it was unforgettable ... what? . . . No ... 

No ... Juan Lucas wouldn't have come if he ... No, darling .. . 
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"Yes, darling! I'm coming!" Susan called on hearing Juan Lucas's voice. But 

she'd have prefen-ed not to go out. Julius too would have preferred it if she'd stayed 

in. It was all Juan Lucas's fault. Not his fault she went out, that was something else. 

For the first time in his life he saw that it was all Juan Lucas's fault. He thought he 

was always right, and he always was right because he was the tallest person around and 

he could argue, but he couldn't always be wrong until he grew to be as tall as Juan 

Lucas, and he didn't want to have a voice like that anyway, that's the kind of voice 

that's right so long as you're talking, but afterwards, what then? This time Julius had 

been right. He remembered perfectly how he'd asked, almost protesting, "all of them?" 

when Juan Lucas ordered him to tell them to put the bottles in strategic places. When 

he'd objected, Juan Lucas had called him something, that word he'd picked up in Spain, 

"gilipollas, " and who's the gilipollas now? who'd gone to the Parollini's cocktail party? 

who'd taken Mummy with him, when she was the only one who'd managed to calm 

Bobby down? And what's more, who'd forgot to tell them to put away again the 

strategic bottles? Ha! Who? You, Juan Lucas, you, Juan Lucas, you, you. 

Susan came down to the pantry to tell them she was going out with Senor Juan 

Lucas and they'd be back, they wouldn't be dining at home. Abraham took a drag on 

his cigarette; he was quite insolent, the hell with them, they don't know what they're 

missing; the hell with her, she might lose her Don Juan tonight, he's in a lot better 

shape. Susan was unaware of such insolence and just left a few instructions; they must 

take Bobby's dinner to his room, and if he wanted to go out, just let him and not to 

worry too much. Arminda raised her head when Susan left the pantry. Until then she 
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hadn't said a word about the trouble with Master Bobby, it was as though she were 

unaware what had happened; but then the others could talk of nothing else, and they 

talked and talked. As soon as Susan left they started again, Carlos with his wisecracks, 

Celso and Daniel with theirs, but showing due respect. Abraham with his same old 

tune, "what did I tell you? what did I tell you? what did I tell you? women are never 

to blame," and Miss Decisions saying from time to time that it happens even in the best 

families. She said it again, and Julius stared at her, remembering the bottles that 

nobody'd put away, and that Bobby might start drinking again. He was going to say so, 

but Arminda stood up: "Santiaguito is going to rape Vilma" she said, turning to the 

bundle of shirts that she still had to iron that night. 

"Ah, Dona Arminda," Carlos tapped himself on the head three times with his 

knuckles as he watched her leave. She's a lost case, poor Dona Arminda, she got them 

mixed up all the time, she came out with some things that nobody could make anything 

out of. Abraham stubbed out his cigarette and went back to the kitchen, Celso and 

Daniel started setting the table for Julius. Carlos's day was over, all he had to do was 

put the cars in the garage and leave. The group had just broken up and Miss Decisions 

went upstairs to turn down the sheets, followed by Julius, who wanted to watch T.V. 

for a while before having his dinner. "There was a bottle on that table, and now it's 

missing," thought Julius as they went along the corridor outside the bedrooms and 

bathrooms. Immediately he looked at Bobby's bedroom door; it was closed and there 

was music playing inside. 
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"Miss Peggy isn't in Lima? ... yes, in Anc6n." He knew, of course; he had 

called for the hell of it, just to ring her number, because the woman at the exchange 

had told him his call to Anc6n would take ten minutes. Bobby put her song on again, 

the one she'd given him, and he had three different versions of, but he liked this one 

best because it was the saddest. He took another drink straight from the bottle and 

jumped for the phone as soon as it rang. No, she wasn't there either, she'd gone to 

a dance at the Casino. He threw the phone down, kicked the record player over, and 

ran out to look for the station wagon. Julius heard him, Juan Lucas hadn't done the 

right thing at all. Celso opened the gate and had to jump to one side or Bobby'd have 

run over him. 

An hour later Julius was eating in silence and thinking Bobby might just kill 

himself on the highway, and Juan Lucas hadn't done the right thing. In the pantry 

Celso'd told them how he'd driven off, with one hand on the wheel and drinking from 

the bottle in the other. Miss Decisions decided to call his parents and was a long time 

before she found the Pratollini's number in the phone book. When she finally got 

through, they'd left and nobody knew where they were. The only thing to do was wait; 

Carlos wasn't there and nobody could drive the Mercedes to go look for Master Bobby 

on the road to Anc6n. Miss Decisions yelled again that it happens in the best families 

and told Julius to go straight to bed and to sleep. 

He still hadn't fallen asleep an hour later. It was impossible to think of sleeping 

with all the thoughts that kept running through his head. First he'd thought everything 

was going to run smoothly until the end of summer and he'd go to La Herradura every 
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day with Susan, very early, just as soon as she finished her morning game of putting, 

because she hurried off to have lunch at the Golf Club with Juan Lucas after that. No, 

they wouldn't go to Anc6n, but this time he didn't feel himself shouting hurrah! quite 

the reverse, the very name Anc6n, with its beaches, it's apartment buildings, the 

promenade, they all made him think of other things, and now he was walking along to 

the Casino to beat the shit out of Rafaelito Lastarria. It was going to be difficult, 

though; Rafaelito must be nearly fourteen now, and it was hard to beat up someone as 

old as that, but he ought to, because they'd stolen Peggy away from Bobby, though it 

didn't make sense for Bobby to cry so much about a girl who lived so far away, when 

just across the road there was a really pretty girl; he liked to complicate his life, that 

was all; well, maybe he didn't, because the girl who was going downhill lived a long 

way away too; all that crying, there must be more to Bobby's story than just what he'd 

heard. . . Anyway, if things didn't work out, if Rafaelito Lastarria had grown a lot 

since the last time he'd seen him, then Bobby could beat up Pipo and then come help 

him ... no, that wouldn't work either, because Bobby's older than Rafaelito; no, 

there's no way around it . .. Julius rolled over in bed and put his head on the other 

end of the pillow, the one that was cooler and that might give him some new ideas; 

everybody was dancing at the Casino, and Bobby and me, we'll go in and everybody 

runs away, we beat the shit out of them, what was it Carlos called it, hit 'em with your 

noggin, your nut, man, with your ... Julius rolled over again, he was nervous, jumpy 

now, trying to remember Carlos's winning words; he'd lost the picture of Bobby and 

him beating up the Lastarrias, and the pillow was warm at this end too now. He closed 
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his eyes, but he could still see the bedside table with Cynthia's photo, smiling, talking 

to him; he covered his head with the bedspread and disappeared into total darkness right 

over his head, but the bedspread was hairy and tickled his nose; he threw off the 

bedspread and the sheets, that was almost a punch in the nose for Rafaelito, he rolled 

over, but the pillow was warm allover, he'd been lying there before, it was warm in 

the middle too, then he leaned over the bedside table and turned on the lamp to see 

Cynthia smiling, talking to him. Slowly he moved closer to her face, held her in both 

hands; she'd be fifteen now, would she have liked going to dance in the Casino in 

Anc6n? what would you like to do? ... the silver photo frame was cold to his hands, 

and anyway, there was nothing he could do; probably Bobby'd be fighting somewhere 

else, and there he was trying to imagine him going into the Casino, and now he couldn't 

even do that, because he had the bright light on and could see every detail in his 

bedroom, and Anc6n was at the other end of a long highway . . . He turned the light 

out, without imagining anything this time . . . why imagine things if as soon as he 

started working on a trip to Anc6n, a wrinkle in the sheet stopped him. 

Miss Decision's screams woke him up in the middle of the night. He thought 

it was a tremor, and earthquake, and he thought of our Lord of Miracles, patron saint 

of Lima, but nothing was shaking in the palace, and when he jumped out of bed he 

knew it wasn't a matter of life or death. It had to be something else, but he wouldn't 

ask them until tomorrow, because as soon as he stepped out of his bedroom door to head 

for the servant's quarters, he ran into Bobby in the corridor and he was raging, 

screaming, running around crazy or drunk, and Miss Decisions, in a long nightdress was 



709 

running after him, throwing things, and every time she reached him she hit him again. 

Celso and Daniel managed to hold her and take her back, even though she was game to 

go on, and Bobby Said he'd tear Julius to shreds if he kept staring at him like that, and 

if he said anything to Mummy tomorrow morning. 

But what was he going to say ifhe'd been thinking things over for hours and still 

couldn't understand what was going on. Carlos in the pantry was a bit upset too, though 

not for as long as Julius. This morning he'd come in to find Dona Arminda having her 

breakfast, "good morning, Senora," he was going to say, but she really surprised him, 

she said the same thing about Master Santiago raping Vilma again, and at that very 

minute, in rushed Miss Decisions saying Master Bobby's face was all scratched, and it 

served him right. Carlos shuddered; worse, he felt that this shudder was some strange, 

icy continuation of another shudder in the pantry at the old palace; it even seemed that 

had been the real shudder, and this one with the pantry's modem decor and all that was 

foretelling the one in the past. Time had almost got all jumbled for the guy in the 

uniform and cap, almost sort of like he was getting second sight or something, but better 

not mention things like that, it's the early bird that catches the worm; straight away he 

asked them to warm up some water for his tea to get him going, and he'd go get little 

Mercy out of bed, so stick it where the monkey stuck the nuts . .. Carlos was a bit 

worried though; about as well when he got into the Mercedes he looked in the rearview 

mirror and saw his moustache was just right; try telling those things to his moustache, 

cool it, man, cool it, it'll all work out right; Santiaguito there with Vilma, Bobby here 

with the Pouter Pigeon, poor Dona Arminda. 
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Bobby's odyssey lasted a long time, he spent hours trying to explain everything 

so he made sense. He remembered the beginning all right, but he certainly wasn't going 

to tell them that he'd hunted for her for hours, and when he found her, she was dancing 

cheek to cheek with Pipo Lastarria. First of all, he ignored him and pleaded with her, 

but then he realized she didn't care a fuck about him, and he was left facing his cousin. 

He remembered kicks and punches, but nothing clear; he remembered seeing blood, his 

own and the other guy's; he remembered them throwing him out of the Casino, and 

saying they were very sorry, sir, and that they insulted him. Then it was all a dark 

night with him forging ahead on roads that never went far enough, with thousands of 

ideas that carried the station wagon from one curve to another, and sometimes he was 

on the curb, somewhere in front of a house, and near to death. One eye was already 

hurting when he went in the brothel ... Pipo Lastarria'd closed it up then. .. One 

eye was aching when he went into the brothel, and he wanted them to take notice of him 

and looked for his money and he couldn't find it, and he yelled who he was, his first 

name and his last name and nobody paid any attention to him, and his money wasn't 

there when he looked again, and then he thought about Miss Decisions, and Mummy 

wouldn't be home, and everybody knows-Mummy, Juan Lucas, Carlos they all know 

that a woman's cheated on me-no! no! no! Then for once everything went right for 

him; he drove like he wanted to kill himself but the station wagon wouldn't crash, and 

when he arrived he made an awful row, though he didn't want them to hear him, and 

nobody did. Yes, and he had a black eye, but he wouldn't tell them who gave it to him, 
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not on your life, although he was sorry he blamed Miss Decisions for it along with the 

other eye. 

Juan Lucas heard about Bobby's long explanation; he had his own ideas about 

what happened and was willing to give them both the benefit of the doubt, both Bobby 

and her, even though both stories contradicted each other. Miss Decisions yelled that 

when Master Bobby came to assault her he already had one black eye and his shirt was 

torn. Bobby denied it vehemently, but felt ashamed that a woman could have beaten 

him up the way she had. He changed his story then and said he was probably wrong, 

now he remembered, he'd had a fight in a brothel and he'd broken a Black guy's nose, 

but the Black guy'd managed to land him a couple too, one in each eye, because he was 

drunk, of course; he'd drunk two of the bottles he found upstairs. "That's a lie, II yelled 

Miss Decisions, claiming one of the black eyes for herself. "Not because I wanted to, 

Sir, there's nothing worse for a woman when she's poor but honest, not because I 

wanted to, but because my honor was at stake and I had to protect myself. II Juan Lucas 

sighed and told them to bring some ice for his gin and tonic. "Calm down, calm 

down, II he said, "there's a solution to all this. What do you think, wife?" Susan almost 

raised her hand before answering; she was afraid, all this was so unexpected, and what 

terrible taste her sons had, maybe they'd better hire a midget for when Julius started in 

on those things . .. What did she think? She thought that Deci was a good, hard 

working woman, and where there's fire ... 

"Where there's smoke, there's fire, II Miss Decisions corrected ... that's right, 

where there's smoke. They'd have to reimburse her for the pajama that Bobby tore, and 
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Bobby had better apologize and immediately promise never to drink like that a,gain. 

That's what she thought, and as soon as she'd finished thinking she turned around, 

lovely as ever, smiling, and scared to death to see if Miss Decisions agreed with what 

she thought. 

She was in total agreement. Miss Decisions considered the matter could be 

forgotten and that Master Bobby's behavior was caused by his despair at being rejected, 

and despair was a cold-hearted sentiment, and mixed with hard liquor could lead to the 

fury of blind despair, but that evil wasn't a result of Master Bobby's being bad, but the 

liquor plus the despair, which were the attenuating circumstances of his assault. In this 

case, her rights would be respected and a black mark can be erased if in future decent 

behavior is observed; moreover, despair is only human in the circums ... 

"Bobby, apologize to this young lady," Juan Lucas ordered. 

Bobby said he was drunk and would she excuse him; Miss Decisions seemed on 

the verge of bursting forth on another harangue about despair, but Juan Lucas 

interrupted once again, saying that everything was all right then, there were no ill 

feelings, and when she tried to start saying something further, asked her if she could get 

him some shaved ice from the pantry so he could fix a special drink for Master Bobby 

that would get rid of that miserable expression, since they're not going to let him into 

the Golf Club with me if he's looking like that. Bobby smiled, Susan smiled, and 

Julius, impatient, because Miss Decisions was leaving and he wanted to ask her what 

"despair" was. "I'll bring the ice," he said finally. Susan and Juan Lucas were ready 

to burst out laughing at the way her bosom heaved when she said "despair," but she was 
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the one who put an end to the affair: "Don't worry, Senora Susan, Senor Juan Lucas. 

These things happen even in the best of families," and she withdrew. 

She went into the kitchen with a smile on her face for the whole human race. 

Her rights had been respected and she didn't mind telling everyone what had happened. 

"A Black guy?" said Carlos, when she arrived at the part of the fight in the whore 

house: "so the Lastarrias are Black, are they? Since when? His cousin Lastarria beat 

him up, the same one who's making out with his girl. . . A Black guy, that's a good 

one, I'd like to see him fight a Black guy, who's he think he's kidding?" 

Out by the summer bar, three wisecracks from Juan Lucas got Bobby to look him 

in the eye finally and to smile. They all had a drink, they'd hurry and get ready, then 

Miss Decisions remembered to bring the ice. Bobby said it wasn't necessary, he'd take 

an Alka-Seltzer and be back. Juan Lucas called through the intercom while he was out 

of the room and told them to gather up and hide all those bottles of whiskey, please, 

thanks very much. When he turned, feeling pleased with himself, there was Julius 

staring at him accusingly. 

A huge bead of sweat ran down Arminda's jet black hank of hair, dampening, 

when it fell, the ivory silk of a shirt, next to the button. Arminda saw it drop, but at 

one end of the ironing board she had a glass of water for dampening the cloth anyway, 

and making her work perfect; she dipped four fingers and splattered the shirt, one drop 

wasn't enough. .. Now it was all right. Her fingers were still damp, so she wiped 

them across her face, it was so hot, but her fingers were still damp when she took her 
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hand away, so, as usual, she dried them on her black dress. She didn't realize it felt 

as damp and warm as the shirt, the damp, warm shirt she was ironing, with the water, 

the hot iron; she pressed down on the iron again, carrying on . . . 

As always, she was alone at that time in the ironing room. Once Juan Lucas had 

gone by outside along the corridor when the architect of the moment had insisted on 

showing him the servants' quarters first, then this other part where there are three rooms 

in a row along a corridor ending in an expensive door, which clearly led to the part of 

the house where the family spent its time. The corridor and the three rooms were 

painted white; one was the ironing room, the one at the side the sewing room, and the 

other was a spare where a nurse or one of the Sisters could sleep if they ever had to 

have one of the children's tonsils out, or something like that. But the children had their 

tonsils out in hospital and nobody was ever ill in the house and the second room wasn't 

used either, because Miss Decisions preferred to do the darning in her own room. 

Arminda was in the pantry when Daniel said "I'm off' because it was his day 

off. Celso wasn't around either, she'd seen him heading for the little interior patio; he 

always put the silverware down on the tiles there and then spent hours polishing it, it 

took him until dark. Universo didn't come today, and Miss Decisions had just gone off 

in the Mercedes to talee Julius to the dentist. The master and the mistress and Master 

Bobby had gone for lunch at the Golf Club and wouldn't be back until seven or so. 

"Good afternoon, Senora, see you this evening," Abraham said, and she didn't know 

why, but she felt more at ease when she saw the pantry was empty and knew there was 

nobody upstairs either. She always went up to iron at that time of day, but today it felt 
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almost like it was the first time; she didn't know why, but she wanted to see them go, 

she wanted to work knowing she was alone. 

She paused a moment on the landing and found she was listening; no, there was 

no noise, she saw them leaving once again, she remembered Celso was out there 

rubbing and rubbing again at a silver teapot. Upstairs she went out of her way a little, 

listening to make sure Miss Decisions wasn't in her room, then she remembered where 

she was and went on her way peacefully; all the bedrooms were empty, the servants' 

bathroom had the door open and no noise coming from inside, three steps and the white 

corridor and at the far end the closed door; anyway, all the family was at the Golf Club 

and Julius was at the dentist's. She felt afraid for a moment, summer was nearly over, 

but then she looked around and felt better; Victoria Santa Paciencia the dressmalcer still 

hadn't come to fix the children's school uniforms. She backed up a little, but there was 

nobody in the white room without furniture that they sometimes called the nurse's room. 

She was pleased to see the bundle full of Senor Juan Lucas's shirts on the white 

table. She went to take it off and open it and as always was blinded by the sunshine, 

so she'd thought of asking if she could have some curtains put up, but she'd managed 

to fix it by putting newspapers up while she worked, but now she felt tired, more than 

just lazy at the idea of putting them there; she'd just work with her back to the window. 

The water was there at one end of the ironing board, she blinked to try to remember if 

she'd filled the glass yesterday, but she couldn't remember whether she'd ever filled it 

in her life before, and she blinked again, that wasn't something from the past she cared 

much whether she remembered or not. There was water. She plugged in the iron. She 
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turned because the plug was next to the window, and once again the sun in her eyes 

blinded her. She bent down to plug in the iron, and on her hands and knees she 

suddenly felt as though her body was missing, she was quite dizzy, then when that 

passed, she felt sick; the plug sent out a spark when she put it in, she prayed and let go 

of the plug, because it had stopped sparking, then she stood up with her eyes closed, 

seeing the sparks still in the dark, and she saw her coming, yes, yes, behind the trees 

and the houses, behind all those sparks, there she was coming, why didn't she realize 

earlier that she had to close her eyes? just as she was opening them, there she was, there 

behind the houses, behind the trees. She looked at the sunlight as hard as she could, 

then closed her eyes . .. Arminda had started to believe in miracles, with absolute 

certainty, and this was a sign. 

Since there was a lot for her to iron, she went back to the ironing board and 

spread out the first shirt. You had to go really carefully around the master's 

embroidered initials. Her hands were clean. She began ironing, and the warmth from 

the iron was quite pleasant, along with the warmth from the sun burning in through the 

window, sometimes flashing on the panes; now she was facing the window looking out 

from time to time, opening and closing her eyes from time to time . . . 

Fat beads of sweat ran down her long, jet black hair, dampening the white silk 

of the shirt. She saw them well enough, she dried her hand on her black dress and put 

weight on the iron. She started to feel tired, the sun was going down and she stared at 

it more and more, but nothing happened; she damped the shirt sleeve, she let the sun 

blind her, she saw her come and then ~lde, she was coming, but the glass of water, 
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which a while ago, no just a moment ago, was falling to the floor, it hid her from view. 

She was going to ask about those drops on the shirt, but they reminded her to bend over 

and pick up the glass; she smiled on seeing her coming; sorry, ashamed, she was hiding 

behind the glass of water, but now she, you, mother, ran out to help her and said "get 

down from that cart, Dora!" my little girl! so obedient, always did as she was told, she 

jumped out of the cart and the D'Onofrio's ice cream man disappeared with her smile, 

and there they all were, congratulating her, Vilma and Julius and Nilda and Senor 

Santiago and Senora Susan, Miss Cynthia, Celso, but he was vanishing, she tried to 

catch him, Daniel was disappearing too; she tried to catch him; they were jumping, 

getting blurred, escaping from her, they were all coming, reappearing; Julius 

disappeared, they all disappeared, all except her daughter-she was quite still, smiling, 

thinking they'd left them together so they could talk for a while. 

Celso ran to open the main gate when he heard the Mercedes tooting. "I have 

a patient here," Carlos said, grinning down at Julius who was still in pain and very 

angry at the dentist who'd touched the nerve he didn't know how many times with that 

little machine he has. .. He parked little Mercy to one side of the big yard, behind 

the carriage, which had a broken wheel now, because when Bobby drove in drunk the 

other day, the station wagon had knocked against it. Miss Decisions got out first, she 

offered to make tea for everybody, except for Julius, "I'll get you an ice pack," she 

said. The four went in by the back door and straight to the pantry and they smelled 

something burning. "Arminda!" cried Miss Decisions, and they all ran upstairs. 
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She was lying on the floor, next to the glass of water, and the ironing board had 

fallen on top of one of her legs. The iron was by her side on the floor, half wrapped 

in a scorched shirt with holes; they thought she'd just fainted at first, but straight away 

they realized she was dead. Carlos took his cap off. Celso began weeping, afraid, and 

Miss Decisions began looking for the appropriate words, but couldn't find them, and all 

three thought of the phone. Then they wondered who to call in a case like that, and 

Julius, if you don't mind, said "there's a special list in Mummy's room next to her 

phone by the bedside." Carlos said "run, I'll stay here with Celso, run the two of you; 

we'll lay her on the table here." Julius and Miss Decisions ran out into the corridor and 

then to Susan's bedroom. They should call the Golf Club first, no, first they ought to 

call the family doctor; there were all the phone numbers, who should they call first? 

either of them! They called the doctor and he was at the Golf Club too. They called 

the Golf Club, and neither the doctor nor Juan Lucas nor Susan was there, nobody was 

there. They could call Aunt Susana, but she was in Anc6n; but no, she always came 

back to Lima. Julius rang Aunt Susana's number and yes, she was in Lima, but she was 

at confession at that time; the watchman answered, "no, there's nobody home now." 

Julius rang off and Miss Decisions said he should have left a message. He was going 

to call again when they heard the Jaguar hooting outside and the station wagon too, and 

again: that was Bobby getting mad because they didn't open the gate straight away. 

"That boy doesn't know what he's doing!" said Miss Decisions, quite angry, as she ran 

towards the staircase. 
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The cars were coming into the yard when Miss Decisions ran out and broke into 

Celso's timid account, confusing them more, and finally getting them to realize that 

they'd found Arminda dead in the ironing room. "The doctor must be on his way 

home," said Juan Lucas, getting out of the Jaguar, while Susan sat without moving, her 

elbows propped on her knees, hiding her face in her hands. She was suddenly overcome 

by the memory of Arminda ironing Santiago's shirts just after they were married ... 

Certain formalities had to be observed, Juan Lucas took care of everything very 

well, though he was a bit tired. Everything was quiet, they walked on tiptoe, they only 

spoke when they had to and in a soft voice. Juan Lucas suggested they take her to her 

bedroom, but Miss Decisions said she always worked in the ironing room and she was 

better resting there. Susan nodded, and Miss Decisions broke the fear with a loud sob 

that was contagious. Celso was weeping too, and Carlos tugged his moustache to keep 

back the tears. "We'd better tell Universo and Daniel," said Susan, and Carlos came 

up to her, "I'm going, Senora," and he put his cap on, then took it off again, and as he 

hurried out to the car, he couldn't stop the tears. Juan Lucas came back after seeing the 

doctor out. As he went along the corridor he remembered how the architect had shown 

this part to him, but he hadn't been back until today. "Bobby and Julius," he called, 

"why don't you go to your rooms for a while," but neither Bobby nor Julius left the 

room where Arminda was resting, and he didn't insist because he was thinking now that 

he saw that part of the house, that it wouldn't be a bad idea to use the sewing room and 

leave this first room empty, because it'd be perfect to put an elevator there. . . He 

went in to pay his respects for a moment but left immediately when he found Abraham 
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sobbing and moaning, kneeling at the table, "she was such a good lady! such a good 

lady! excuse me, Don Juan." But Juan Lucas had gone. 

"Poor thing," thought Susan, and cursed herself for thinking it in English, she 

felt so terribly sad. They ate without talking, and more than once Juan Lucas dabbed 

his mouth with his napkin nervously. Bobby silently cursed Arminda because he'd been 

going to go out on the town that night, but he felt sorry immediately and then angry 

again when it passed; he wanted to cry when he felt sad, Peggy was to blame. Julius 

started sobbing, and Juan Lucas dabbed his lips nervously with the napkin again, then 

Julius let out a real howl and looked at him, and he put his napkin down and left it on 

his lap, and I'm sure that for one moment there everyone shared the sorrow and 

remembered Arminda and felt her presence as she lay there resting, upstairs, dead. 

Bobby didn't go out that night. He didn't go out the next night either. He 

behaved properly and kept his promise to spend five hours at least in chapel with the 

candles. His visits grew further apart, that's true, but he did complete five hours and 

at times felt very sad, and if it was hard work for him, it was Peggy's fault, not 

Arminda's, although he wanted to go out so much and get drunk and be with his 

buddies, and then when he started feeling sick, run to a whorehouse and screw until he 

started to cry, especially that one where he thought he'd seen someone he knew. He 

might do it tonight, but he knew he ought not be thinking about things like that during 

a funeral. 

Juan Lucas ran things from the start, then he gave clear orders which Carlos, 

Celso, and Daniel passed on at the right moment to the smart Black guys from the 
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funeral agency. "First class funeral," thought Miss Decisions, quite satisfied. Decent 

people. Senor Juan Lucas has done what's expected; when you've got a first rate 

washerwoman she deserves a first rate funeral." It didn't sound quite right to her 

though, and she didn't pursue it and went off to help in any way she could. But Juan 

Lucas's instructions, most passed on by Carlos, were quite sufficient. The best thing 

she could do was stay near Julius, since the child was quite upset, in spite of the 

tranquilizers, and the Senora shouldn't give him so many. Julius watched them moving 

the coffin, he cried from time to time, but now, over and above the sorrow, he'd had 

an idea. Bobby'd noticed something- how he'd kept asking where the coffin would go 

out from. But yesterday evening, compared with what he was usually like, he'd not 

asked many questions. 

Last night Julius felt he didn't need to ask anything. Praying in the chapel with 

the candles, he spent a long time thinking about his father's funeral and Cynthia asking 

his Mummy why Bertha'd gone out from back door, or side door- anyway, what they 

called the servanis' entrance. How had it occurred to Cynthia to have a funeral for 

Bertha with the box, the brush, and the comb . . .? And Cynthia had died too . . . 

Then he wept, and they came for him, but everywhere he went, in Susan's bathroom 

taking some pills, in his bedroom when he was in bed, he still thought about Cynthia; 

she'd have known what to do about Arminda ... 

That morning he asked several times where they were going to take the coffin 

out. He was pacified only when Celso told him Juan Lucas's instructions. So pacified 

that they forgot all about him until Miss Decisions came to stand next to him because 
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she'd noticed how nervous he seemed. The elegant Black men from the funeral agency 

had lifted the coffin and were getting ready to take it to the back stairs. Julius saw that 

everybody was looking down, waiting for them, so he ran down quickly and locked the 

door to the passageway that lead to the servants' entrance. He came out through that 

door into the garden and ran into the palace again through the terrace where the summer 

bar was. Juan Lucas saw him coming and stood up, thinking that they must have started 

carrying out the coffin. He went into the inside part of the palace quite slowly, because 

Susan still wasn't down and he preferred to wait for her. Julius, meanwhile, had gone 

back to the passageway and was standing there waiting in front of the door. The coffin 

was already downstairs and approaching. He tried to open the door but couldn't and 

pointed to the corridor on the other side. "You can go that way too," he said, and the 

elegant Black men from the funeral agency went that way, because it seemed the logical 

thing to do, if somebody'd locked the door without thinking. They went along and 

Julius opened doors and more doors for them, and they finally arrived in the enormous 

main hall where Juan Lucas was waiting for Susan, who was coming down the main 

staircase. Julius pointed to the main door, at the far end, past all those huge rooms, 

they just had to go straight ahead. Juan Lucas stepped aside, it was too late to tell them 

that those hadn't been his instructions; everybody was going past him now, and past 

Susan, and Susan was joining the group. Julius stood behind, he could see two funeral 

cars, and one was a big black limousine; from where he was, he'd make sure Arminda's 

funeral procession went out through the main door of the palace. 
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* * * * * 
Victoria Santa Paciencia tried to tell them all she'd been through to find their house, 

she wasn't used to coming into these new parts of Lima where they were just starting 

to build, everything was so nice and modem. She tried to tell them too how marvelous 

the house was, such good taste in everything, but every time she opened her mouth, 

Bobby told her to hurry up can't you, very ill tempered. Julius on the other hand, 

wanted to see her talk more, he loved watching her open and close her mouth hundreds 

of times without dropping one of the pins she held between her lips while she unpicked 

and pinned up. She kept the chalk in her ear, and it didn't matter how much she bent 

over, it never fell out; Victoria was a real performer. And she was like her name too, 

with a truly holy patience, because Bobby treated her very badly and she never let it 

show, she still smiled with her mouth full of pins. And they didn't fall either, not even 

now when she was bending down, almost looking at the floor and asking Julius if he 

was happy to be going to another school, do you like your new uniform? "For 

Chrissake, hurry up! Shit!" said Bobby, and then the pins did fly. Victoria stood up 

to draw the lapel onto the blazer material, and she had tears in her eyes and was very 

pale. Bobby wanted to apologize, but it was all Peggy's fault, so he just said "shit! 

can't you hurry up?" again. He tried to make it all right; sorry, they were waiting for 

him, he had to go, it was important. Victoria said "just a moment and I'll be through 

with you, Bobby, all I need to do is mark the buttonholes now," but she couldn't hurry 

because she was trembling; she felt in the wrong ear for the chalk, and when she tried 

to get a pin from her mouth she found they'd all disappeared. "Ready, Bobby," she 
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said, against her better judgment, because she didn't like sewing by guesswork, but 

she'd see what she did about the buttonholes later. 

Bobby took off like a shot and didn't come home until very late at night. He 

arrived mad but cheerful, putting up a good front, pleased, but still mad. His pride had 

been satisfied, but he was still miserable inside. What he'd done that night, to spite his 

parents, was something he talked about a good deal in class during the coming week: 

he dropped his billfold, quite accidentally, and there on the floor was a photo of a girl. 

"A new girl friend?1I Juan Lucas asked. His schoolmates asked the same question: 

"who's the new chick?" Carlos, in the pantry, smiled and II off with the old, on with the 

new. II But everyone could see that these were very different loves: Maruja didn't have 

the turned up nose, the slight curves that Peggy'd shown off in the fashion parade when 

the ladies of the Committee for unrecognized urban developments gave their bingo in 

the Hotel Crillon. Peggy modeled three items from Boutique Musee du Louvre (that's 

the one belonging to Madame Mireille Monaco and Papotita Castro y Castro). Pier 

Paolo Cajahuaringa was in charge of her hair do. He was in charge of undoing it too, 

because once the affair was over, she told him to let her hair down and muss it up and 

leave it like she liked, loose and straight, because tomorrow she was going to play tennis 

or go riding, she wasn't sure which. Maruja'd paraded about too, but that had been the 

previous year when she just managed to come in second in the II All the Beaches of 

Peru ll contest as Miss Huaral Beach. She was very upset when she didn't come in first, 

and even said it was because "Miss All the Beaches of Peru" had had a gold bikini on. 

She behaved herself, as luck would have it, when they came to take photos and 
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interview them for the papers, and said the best girl won. Then they took her to La 

Herradura and she posed sitting on a rock, looking out to sea and saying that her 

favorite composer was Beethoven and her ambition was to be a model on T. V. Yes, 

she was interested in the Peruvian film industry, but only after she'd studied drama, she 

wasn't ready for that yet. She lied when she said she didn't know what love was yet, 

but told them she was a romantic, you might even call her passionate. Once the contest 

was over, Maruja came to live with her godmother, not very far from the headquarters 

of one of the channels on T.V. Months went by and Maruja began to lose hope; the 

channel was overflowing with girls who were quite as pretty as she was. Then one day 

her godmother started complaining how lazy she was, she ought to be out working, and 

all this time going to those places and not one boyfriend who was worthwhile! She was 

right, there'd only been one, a very good looking Argentinean, but he was trying to get 

hired as a model too. Maruja didn't cry, it was just as well, because if her eyes had 

been swollen it isn't likely Bobby'd have braked the way he did nor gone around the 

block seven times whizzing around the comer like a top each time. Her eyes were the 

last things he noticed though, he could just see her on one of the empty beaches south 

of Lima, and every time he imagined her naked he stepped on the gas and whizzed 

around the comer, and around again, and whiz around the comer passing her as he did, 

looking at her and not daring to look at her at the same time, until finally Maruja 

waved, rather discreetly under her purse as it were, and smiled and that was when he 

bral(ed properly and stopped. 



726 

He bought her a gold bikini and a gold watch and listened to her talking as he 

lay at her side there on a lonely beach south of Lima. He tried to fall in love with her 

because she was older than he was and a real dish, and if he fell in love with her he 

wouldn't love Peggy and he might even get over his wounded pride forever. He did 

everything he could to fall in love with her; he listened to her, he paid attention when 

she told him her life story, graduate of Girl's Secondary School Number 27 in the 

Huaura District. He even went so far as to see himself going to her godmother's house 

and the three of them having tea, and him very much in love; it might well happen, she 

was poor but she was honest, and then he thought of Juan Lucas coming to ask for 

Maruja's hand, and he found himself really listening to the way she talked, especially 

when she whispered in his ear; Santiago'd have booted her out, what a common little 

tart! so throw her out if you can't love her, but what about Peggy? Idiot, this is the best 

piece of ass you'll ever find! And he tore off the gold bikini: after all, she'd said she 

was romantic, passionate even, and he shut her up with his mouth on hers, and when 

they separated to get more comfortable and catch their breath, he wanted to insult her 

so much that the thing to do was to bury the insult between their lips. 

A couple of weeks of Maruja was enough, but Bobby was sixteen, and every 

time he dropped the photo so someone could see, it wasn't because he had a new girl 

friend but because he'd got a real terrific piece of ass, and he was dying to see her 

again. One afternoon he didn't find her home (he'd forgotten she had an appointment 

at the T.V. channel, even if he'd been the one who'd forged a recommendation for the 

manager, signed by Juan Lucas), he was desperate and drove like mad to a whorehouse 
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in La. Victoria. It didn't help; it cost him money and there was no point of comparison 

with Maruja. He tried to find the girl he'd seen before, the one who looked familiar, 

but she wasn't there, that was something else he ought to follow up on; the first time 

he saw her he didn't pay much attention, but then she seemed to avoid him, and he 

thought perhaps it was, and now he was thinking about her again, but what the shit! 

Maruja said she'd be there at ten and it was nearly ten. He raced back to the built up 

area where Maruja lived and let everyone know he was there with a tremendous screech 

of the brakes and toot toot toot, and the tune from the Bridge Over the River Kwai on 

the first horn then the second horn, tarroom-tarroom, tarroom-tarroom, tarroom

tarroom. Maruja came out quickly, modelling for all she was worth, until she got to 

the station wagon. She climbed in smiling, yes, they were going to give her a test 

within the month, just a test, but that was something. Bobby played both horns at once 

to celebrate and set off for Lover's Lane-the waste lot out by the cliffs; fifteen minutes 

later he'd turned both the seats into a very presentable double bed, complete with 

pillows. Maruja let him kiss her, she let him undo her blouse a bit, but when he tried 

to go further she said "stop!" and that was as far as she went. 1hat was as fur as she'd 

go. Bobby was livid, he yelled at her, he shouted, she was nothing but a prick teaser, 

it was always the same story. One day, she explained. "Not until I've finished school, 

and not then, not until you've got a serious job in one of your Pop's haciendas, and not 

then, not until we're officially engaged, and not until we're married in front of God." 

Bobby yelled, "shit! tease!" and he'd raced off to follow a girl from Villa Marfa. Next 

week he was back. Maruja was there smiling and as nice as ever. She covered him 
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with kisses, and sitting close to him, stroking his hair, she let him drive her to the waste 

lot near the cliffs, and Bobby arranged the back like a double bed and promised to 

marry her just at the moment she was going to start saying no. 

He'd been suspended from Markham three times now for telling his Spanish 

teacher to go to hell, and if it happened again he was going to be expelled. He wanted 

to be bad; one day made Julius fight a kid bigger than himself, and when he saw Julius 

was winning, he hit him on the head and told him to fuck off. Everything went wrong 

for him, Maruja kept backing off night after night. The only good thing out of it was 

that he'd stopped thinking about Peggy, but perhaps it was better when he did. What's 

more, who says he wasn't thinking about Peggy? That afternoon he'd driven around the 

Gutierrez Circle, and when he wasn't expecting it, someone else in a station wagon 

played the River Kwai theme on his hom, and it was Pipo Lastarria with Peggy at his 

side and looking prettier than ever. He stepped on the gas, kept his foot there, but 

someone crossed in front of him and on the next comer he lost the two little lovebirds 

. .. What'd happen if he told somebody, would it make his luck change, to talk to 

somebody, tell them what he was going through? No! None of that! . . . But he could 

write to Santiago, that wasn't a bad idea, tell him all about it, ask him what to do. He 

stepped on the gas again and raced along back to the new palace this time. 

He hadn't seen his brother for years, ages since he got a letter; what was 

Santiago like? He couldn't tell from the letters that arrived, very infrequently, 

addressed to Juan Lucas, and from the photos he sent every time he got a new car. He 

really admired Santiago, he'd always admired him, he was a great guy, the year he was 
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at the Ag school in Lima he went through a whole string of girls, and not one ditched 

him like they've done me; he'll probably shit his pants laughing if I tell him what I've 

been going through, he'll tell me to go to hell, tell me to go cry to Mummy. Bobby 

spent hours mulling over how to tell his brother, he was getting tired of sitting there 

looking at the blank sheet and the pen on the table. Every time he picked it up, he put 

it back down again. He'd got as far as "Dear Santiago." He picked the pen up and 

added a colon, and then he couldn't think how to begin ... Santiago: if you don't like 

this letter don't bother reading it, but if he doesn't read it, how'll he know if he likes 

it or not? Santiago: I'm really screwed. Peggy's dumped me. I've going out with a 

terrific piece of ass, but she's pretty much cholafied and I can't fall for her. It's a 

mess; since she won't let me fuck her, I'm crazy about her; it's almost as bad as it was 

with Peggy. Everything goes wrong. She's called Maruja and she wants me to marry 

her. I don't know what's wrong with me. If you like a woman, you want to marry her 

(of course, I've got to graduate and study a bit and start working, that's understood). 

I like Maruja, I'd like to marry her, but I feel once I've married her I won't want to be 

. . . Do you follow me? It doesn't make sense to me either. I don't know how to 

explain. Wait a minute ... I think I know: if I marry Maruja (and I do want to marry 

her), and if on the wedding day Juan Lucas comes and starts laughing and Mummy says 

darling to Maruja, it just won't work out. Juan Lucas won't drink the pisco they give 

you to drink at Maruja's (the place she lives in is another problem and I imagine the one 

she's from in Huaral is worse than her godmother's even). It pisses me off, but when 

I'm really pissed off I'll drink pisco or anything else (probably even chilcallo) , and 
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I can't get mad at Juan Lucas. Shit! I know, I know he's laughing at me, and it pisses 

me off all the time and I feel I'm going to bust his face in (or yours, if you're at the 

wedding, and I imagine you'll come for it), and everybody else's if they laugh at me . 

. . But you especially, if you dare laugh at me, because you always used to more than 

anybody else, so when you come back to Lima, I hope you fall for somebody like 

Maruja and she keeps her legs closed on you too, and (not like me), you marry her, a 

real vulgar little bitch, I'll go to your wedding, and I'll laugh at you, and I'll laugh, just 

looking at Maruja's wedding dress ... 

Bobby jumped when he saw that the paper was still blank. "Dear Santiago" was 

still all it said. He grabbed the pen and was about to write, but by telepathy he could 

see Santiago's reply: "what Peggy did to you is called sticking horns on, horns as big 

as a cathedral. The only thing to do (it's infallible) is make up to her best friend. Your 

Maruja affair, you sovereign imbecile, has a name too, and you know what that is .. 

. you evidently enjoy being pussy-whipped." Bobby took note, word for word, there 

on the paper where it said "Dear Santiago." He read it over and over; respect for the 

written word, or for concrete evidence, convinced him that there was the answer. 

He immediately tore off another sheet of paper and wrote "My dear Santiago:" 

he still felt like writing to him. This time it was much easier to write, there wasn't 

much to say, he knew all about Peggy, too bad; anyway, he was getting tired of her, 

she was much too skinny, it was better the way things were; a lot better, if he'd been 

the one who dumped her, all her friends would have stood up for her. "As it is, there 

are some who blame her and can't stand my cousin. In case you don't know, I beat him 
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up right there in the Casino in Anc6n. Among the friends who don't take her side, 

there is one I've liked for quite a while. I've preferred to play hard to get though and 

not followed up on it. Of course, I've had company. What do you think of that piece 

of ass I'm screwing, eh?" He saw Maruja saying no, she wouldn't, so he thought it was 

better to finish the letter. He stuck the photo of that little tease into the envelope where 

he couldn't see it. 

A few days later a parcel arrived by registered mail from the United States. It 

was addressed to Bobby and had a sticker on "Personal and confidential. II Bobby 

grabbed the packet and raced up to his bedroom. He opened it with his heart thumping 

and poured the contents allover the bed. What a way to answer! What a guy! The 

note said don't show this to Juan Lucas or to Mummy. As if he would have done! He 

locked the door and went back to the bed to study each of the photos in loving detail. 

It'd take him quite a while. What a guy his brother was! Look at that! And that! 

Every one of them was terrific, they f<!sumed of exactly that aspect of his brother's life 

that most interested him. There were color photos of cars, what colors, women with 

terrific tits-what tits! Gringa Marujas wholesale, just waiting to be felt up. Santiago 

and Lester Lang IV carrying naked striptease dancers down a corridor. Dancing with 

them in one of those cabarets where they strip. Coming out of the university with some 

really lovely girls. Kissing a Peggy. And another. And another. That one could be 

Peggy's sister, ... if Peggy had a sister ... Santiago was right. Bobby hid the photos 

in his desk and, very optimistic now, hurried to look for the number of Peggy's friend 

in the phone book. He noted it in his address book and hurried downstairs to go look 
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for Maruja to tell her to go to hell, though it wasn't going to be easy, because he felt 

more like ... Bobby was hesitating, but suddenly it struck him who the woman in the 

whorehouse might be; aha! he yelled and raced out to get the station wagon. 

Susana Lastarria had been very worried ever since she heard that Pipo'd stolen 

his cousin Bobby's girlfriend. That wasn't the kind of thing she put up with! She called 

Pipo and began shouting at him, but Juan Lastarria showed up just then and made her 

shut up by yelling even louder. Susana, she was really very ugly, said you just don't 

do things like that if you're cousins, people are going to talk, you know, they'll say we 

don't stand together as a family any more. Juan decided to let her go on, but he told 

Pipo he could leave. Lastarria had understood for a long time that nobody could make 

his wife shut up for more than a minute at a time, and that the best way was to let her 

run on and leave when she stopped making sense. That was the way to do it. She went 

on talking and they didn't listen, and finally, when she realized she was all alone, she 

went to phone her sister Chela who'd be alone too. On the first ring the other picked 

up the phone. 

It was during one of those little confabs by phone that Chela advised her to write 

to Susan, and if she didn't dare, call her. Her sister's suggestion struck her as an 

excellent idea; all she had to do now was consult with her confessor. She ran then, to 

tell Father Pablo. As usual, he listened to her with the patience of Job, smiling. Father 

Pablo calmed her quite a bit, he said it was the sort of thing boys get up to, and that's 

probably the way her cousin Susan looked at it too. She could send her a little note if 
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she wanted, but personally, he thought giving her a ring would be enough. Susana, 

heavens she was ugly, insisted; she thought a letter would seem more formal, more 

serious in a case like that. Father Pablo didn't want to contradict her-all right, a letter 

would be better. Yes, it really would, it would give Senora Lastarria something to do, 

she'd probably take hours to write to her cousin. Yes, there was something to be said 

for a letter. 

Next morning Susana Lastarria started the letter. She took all day to write it, 

and when Juan arrived just as it was ready. She asked him to sign too, above her name, 

but Juan had just had a few drinks with Juan Lucas at the Golf Club and the two of them 

had been having another good laugh about the fight in the Casino in Ancon and Bobby's 

drinking bouts since he lost Peggy. Peggy was a sophisticated, well-travelled young 

lady, her parents had been ambassadors in other countries besides Peru; at her age the 

normal thing was to date as many boys as possible. That very afternoon she'd said hello 

to Juan Lucas as sunny as ever, she really was a most attractive kid. Lastarria was 

overjoyed at the whole thing, even more so now that Juan Lucas, laughing his head off, 

invited him to meet his future in-laws, ha-ha-ha, who were having a drink on the terrace 

right then. Juan Lastarria was delighted with Mister Ambassador and his wife, though 

of course, the question of Peggy and Pipo wasn't mentioned, after all, it wasn't 

important, just the sort of thing kids get into at that age, it'd be ridiculous to start 

thinking of formal engagements and marriage of course, so Lastarria stopped thinking 

of formal engagements and marriage, at least while he said "so nice meeting you" to the 
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ambassador of Canada and his wife. As he drove home he was very happy. All the 

way he thought of the satisfaction his sons brought him, what terrific kids he had, life 

was just fine, children should always go a step beyond their parents, and now he was 

finally beginning to see some results for all his work and the sacrifices he'd made, work 

and sacrifices, with their living symbol standing in his study at home, asking him to sign 

a letter. 

"Have you been to confession?" he asked, trying to avoid Susana's insistence that 

he sign. 

"No. Not today. There hasn't been time. This has really been one of Victor's 

bad days. I'm going to have to get rid of that majordomo. . . There are days when 

he does everything wrong . . ." 

"Well, but you've still time to go to confession ... " 

"Oh Juan! How many times do I have to tell you that Father Pablo only takes 

confession until six o'clock." 

"All right, so you can confess tomorrow then ... " 

"I want you to sign here ... " 

"Look, Susana, I've discussed this over and over, the whole thing is settled; only 

this afternoon Juan Lucas and I had a good laugh at the whole thing. Incidentally, I've 

just been introduced to your ... my ... future in-laws. .. No, I'm joking, of 

course; of course it isn't serious at their age." 

"What did you think of the ambassador and his wife?" 



735 

"What are they going to think about you, I wonder," thought Lastarria. The 

very idea gave him the strength to take Susana's hand, the one with the letter, taking her 

mind off things while she stood up. 

"I have to leave," he said, taking his hand away but giving her a love-pat. 

"You have to sign." 

"I'm not going to sign. I've told you why! It only concerns the kids and has 

nothing to do with us, and listen, that was in February or March and it's September now 

... Do I have to go on?" 

"Juan would have liked to have signed too. Please excuse him, he's just called to 

say he has a deadline to meet and won't be home until late. I can't wait, the 

chauffeur'll be going home soon and I want to send this right away this evening. Sorry 

for taking so long, but it really is upsetting ... " 

"Unbelievable," said Susan as she read the letter. 

"The woman's hysterical," said Juan Lucas. 

"Celso, has my cousin Susana's chauffeur left yet?" 

"You're not thinking of answering her?" 

"No, darling ... but I should at least tell her I've read it and that she should 

forget about it all; in that way I won't have to call her." 

"You don't have to call her anyway! Forget about it. She's crazy!" 

"Poor thing! Juan neglects her, of course." 
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II If Juan didn't neglect her, everybody'd neglect Juan, II said Juan Lucas, mocking 

Susan's tone of voice. 

II All right, Celso; tell the chauffeur he can leave. II 

II As you wish, Senora." 

"But it all happened ages ago! . . . II 

"Oh, phone her and tell her Bobby's going out with Peggy's best friend now. II 

"While we're on the subject, darling, I'm really pleased that he's going out with 

that girl, I never can remember her name. .. Everything's fine, darling, but he is 

drinking an awful lot, and every night it's later when he gets home. II 

"That's your affair, wife; don't get me mixed up in parent stuff. Anyway, 

it's only normal at his age ... II 

"It seems to me he's a bit too out of control and very violent. And his grades 

are getting worse all the time; it's his senior year, after all, it'd be a pity if he failed." 

"So, what should we do? Do you want to send him to the States?" 

"I don't think we should do that yet, darling . . ." 

liThe only thing I can do right now is reduce his allowance. II 

Cutting Bobby's allowance wasn't a good idea. He only started stealing money 

from Susan's purse every afternoon until she understood why she never had a cent when 

she looked in, and she decided to hide the money in the palace safe. Bobby didn't give 

up so easily and spent several days trying to find out the combination. He couldn't. 

Nothing worked, he tried innumerable different combinations but didn't come up with 
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it. And tonight he really needed the money, tonight more than any other night. First 

he had to take Rosemary to the movies, and then he had to race off to the whorehouse 

because the madam had told him Sonia was coming back today. The madam told him 

that several days ago when he asked her about the girl whose face had seemed familiar, 

yes, she worked there, but she'd gone home for her vacation, she came from the south, 

but she'd have her ready for him when she got back. Meanwhile, he could enjoy 

himself with her other girls, couldn't he? there were some even better. Bobby wasn't 

sure about the better part, but you had to admit you found a decent looking whore from 

time to time at Nanette's place. The trouble was, it was quite expensive, but he 

couldn't think of a better way to get over Maruja. He had to get over her, it didn't 

matter how much it cost, and he gradually was getting over her, or had been before the 

money ran out . .. And now Sonia was coming back! Just when Mummy put the 

damper on things! She puts everything into that fucking safe! He punched the safe but 

that didn't open it either, but it did make his mind work, somewhat: something came 

to him, and he raced over to Celso's bedroom in the servants' quarters. 

An hour later Celso came into the summer bar where Juan Lucas, Susan, and 

Luis Martin Romero were enjoying the first spring weather, talking about the bulls 

and cursing the impresario who hadn't brought Briceno over this year either, even 

though he was the rage in Spain; there they say his style's getting more classical all 

the time. "I'm going to have to do something about it," Juan Lucas threatened, then 

Celso broke in. 
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IIExcuse me, Sir, the strongbox of the Huarocondo Friendly Society's been 

broken in to. One thousand five hundred soles have been stolen. II 

IIWhat's that?1I Susan was surprised. 

liThe strongbox of the Huarocondo Friendly Society, which as Treasurer it's my 

duty to take care of. II 

Susan remembered the box he was talking about, Julius had told her about it 

many times, a Field's biscuit box filled with dirty bills. 

IIWe have to do something, Celso. 1I 

IIWe'd better find it, we might even be able to bribe the impresario into bringing 

Briceno, II joked the fat man, and Celso damned him to hell with tears in his 

eyes-eating, drinking, joking, that's all that leb- lebidinous fat slob knows how to do 

"One has one's suspicions," Celso ventured, taking a step forward. 

"Let's see then, what's up?" Juan Lucas remembered that after all, Celso had 

been with the family over fifteen years. 

"One has one's suspicions, II he repeated, and Romero had to have a drink. 

"It must be one of the workmen; they're the only people who hang around this 

area. II 

"What workmen?" asked Susan. 

"The ones who're putting the elevator in, woman ... " 

IIAh, yes ... " 

"Look, get over to the police station and bring a cop. " 
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"One has one's suspicions," Celso insisted, taking another step forward. 

"Right. Get a cop and it's fixed; tell the superintendent it's in my house it took 

place ... " 

"Tell him it's an insignificant amount," said Romero, his glass in his hand, 

laughing. Juan Lucas laughed at the crack, so did Susan, but Celso was not amused, 

and he almost took another step forward . .. God knows why he took three steps back 

instead and left. 

He announced the robbery in the pantry and Miss Decisions, swelling with fine, 

round honesty, said she didn't mind being screened. Nobody had the faintest idea what 

she was talking about, but Carlos said why should they accuse the workmen if everyone 

knew perfectly well who'd done it. 

"You're right, Don Carlos," said Abraham; but Abraham always said Carlos was 

right, he got to be more of a fag every day. 

"Go tell them straight it was Bobby," said Carlos; "hasn't he been stealing from 

his mother too?" 

"Don Carlos is right . . ." 

Carlos's argument convinced Miss Decisions, yes, Bobby was the thief, but she 

preferred to reach a verdict by more democratic means. They didn't need to call the 

police, they were perfectly capable of finding out who did it without having people from 

outside to intercede. The first thing to do would be to call the workmen who were 

installing the elevator, and the foreman too, and each one should prove he hadn't done 
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it, and once that was done, they must all go together to tell them that it was their own 

son who'd done it. 

"I can't cook with all those workmen in my kitchen!" 

"Selfish, that's what you are," said Miss Decisions. 

"You know what you are ... " 

"Now come on," said Carlos, "we can fix it, but for my part, I think the best 

thing and the quickest would be for Celso to go straight to them and tell them it was 

Master Bobby. " 

"I'll go with him," said Miss Decisions. 

"No, I'll go alone." 

Celso went back to the summer bar where Juan Lucas, Susan, and Luis MartIn 

were still talking about bulls and toreros. 

"We have our suspicions," said Celso, taking three steps forward. 

"Celso, it was Master Bobby, wasn't it?" said Susan. 

"Yes, Senora." 

"Here you are," said Juan Lucas, handing him a check. "I made it out in your 

name, or would you prefer in the name of your Club?" 

Bobby, in the meantime, was enjoying the movie, and from time to time turned 

to look at Rosemary. All he needed now was to go to Nanette's place and find that girl 

Sonia; it had to be her, in spite of the name; Sonia must be a nom de guerre. He 

squeezed Rosemary's hand and she turned to smile at him: "Bobby," she whispered, "I 

really like going out with you. " 
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"Me too," he said, coming in closer and kissing her forehead. He did like her, 

as much as Perry, or more, everything was going fine, in fact; she'd been Peggy's best 

friend, and now they couldn't stand each other. It was great. What he didn't like was 

Pipo Lastarria trying to elbow in on her before he started with Peggy, he'd even asked 

her out, but she hadn't wanted to. Pipo probably went after Peggy as second best 

though, so that means I'm the one who stole Rosemary from him. Of course, it 

occurred to him that Pipo'd stolen Peggy too,but Rosemary was there at his side, so he 

kissed her again and thought "I'll be at Nanette's tonight. II What he'd got that afternoon 

would be enough for several times with Sonia. And after that, he'd start behaving 

himself and get his allowance back, and by New Year's everything'd be OK again. 

But at Nanette's they told him Sonia hadn't arrived yet, it looked like she was 

staying until the summer, something's keeping her down there, it seems. Bobby cursed 

for a while, but the guys he was with told him Sonia wasn't all that great anyway, there 

were better ones there, and with all that money he'd enough for several terrific nights. 

When he got home to the palace though, he realized his grades meant he might fail the 

year, and he decided he'd better give Nanette's place a miss for a while, because he'd 

only got October and November until the finals. "I'll go back in summer, Sonia'll be 

back then." 

Next day he admitted to having stolen the money from the strongbox. Juan 

Lucas told him that everyone knew about it and the money must be returned 

immediately. Bobby said he'd spent it paying a debt, what did they think, if he didn't 

get an allowance, how was he expected to manage, anyway? Juan Lucas told him his 
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allowance would start again when he'd passed the finals, and he said "what do I care?" 

thinking he still had over a thousand soles left for the next few months and he wouldn't 

need them anyway if he was going to be studying. Juan Lucas wouldn't take that for 

an answer. He had the bright idea of telling him he wouldn't get any allowance until 

he'd passed the entrance exam to wherever the hell he was think of going to college. 

Bobby didn't like that, he liked it even less when he thought of the coming summer 

when Sonia'd be back at Nanette's. He wasn't going to let Juan Lucas make him look 

a fool though, he grinned to show him he still wasn't at the end of his tether, and he 

thought of something else; what an idiot! why didn't it occur to me before: Julius's 

money box, everybody's been stuffing coins and bills in for years now, I'm a real idiot 

... it's been there since he was born! Julius could pay for his thousand and one nights 

with Sonia ... ! Bobby laughed out loud and Juan Lucas almost said he could see why 

girls ditched him, but better not get mixed up with Susan's kids. . . The people he 

needed to get mixed up with right now were the ones in charge of the corridas. 

" ... And that's why she won't be going to the bullfights," Juan Lastarria 

explained to the fashionable architect, looking at Susana in extreme embarrassment; 

from head to foot she was wearing the habit of a penitent of Our Lord of Miracles. The 

two of them had been drinking in the castle bar when Susana showed up in the habit, 

and he couldn't get out of introducing her. 

"Are you off to confession?" 

"I'm just back from confession." 
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"Fine, send Victor in with more ice. " 

"It's getting warm already," said the architect, smiling as Susana disappeared. 

"Ah, but that makes it so much more enjoyable," said Lastarria, leaning on the 

bar slightly as he acted as bartender. 

"So you're an aficionado too?" 

"Along with Juan Lucas, of course; he taught me all I know about the October 

season and all that: the costumes, the celebration, the ... the ... " 

The architect felt like asking, if the season was in March would he still enjoy 

bullfighting. 

"Juan Lucas really understands those things," was what he said. 

"You can learn a lot talking to him . . ." 

"Most likely." 

Juan Lastarria had a great desire to chuck his scotch in the architect's face. 

"You're not an aficionado yourself, are you?" he asked instead. 

"I've been a couple of times, but it doesn't do much for me." 

"Do you go in for any sports?" 

"Surfing. " 

Juan Lastarria sucked his belly in, "I don't need that," he thought, "I'm giving 

him my business. Fortunately, here came Victor with the silver bucket of ice, and he 

took advantage of standing that way to take it from him. 

"The Senora told me to tell you not to drink so much, Senor, it makes you jump 

in your sleep; the Senora said to tell you." 
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"You can tell the Senora . .. Salud, architect!" 

"Apparently, Juan Lucas is furious because Briceno isn't commg this year 

either. " 

"Hmm, I've heard he's going to get involved with the selection committee. Let's 

see, if Briceno comes I might try again; if he's as good as Juan Lucas says he is, I 

might end up an aficionado after all . . ." 

"Not easy, you've got to have it in your blood; either you enjoy it the first time 

or not at all ... it's got to be in your blood, you see . . . Another scotch?" 

"Thanks. Have you ever seen Briceno?" 

"Yes. More ice?" 

"Thanks. In Madrid?" 

"In Lima . . . well, it was a film . . ." 

"Ah ... " 

"It was at Juan Lucas's, as a matter of fact, with a group of friends. Juan Lucas 

showed the films he'd taken in Madrid. Came out first rate, though. Luis Martin 

Romero did a commentary, you've met him?" 

"The critic?" 

"You ought to meet him, nothing like him when he's in the mood. Pipo ... 

come over here . . . Meet one of my young devils. " 

"What gives, Dad." 

"Say 'how d'ya do' to the architect. He designed your Uncle Juan Lucas's 

house, and now he's doing one for us." 



"ls he your oldest?" 

"Yes, this is our lady killer. Are you going out, son?" 

"If you can make Mom let me." 

"Here, you'll need some money. " 

"Ciao, Dad." 
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"He's going out with Peggy ... no, perhaps you haven't met her; she's the 

Canadian ambassador's daughter ... He's a good kid, gets good grades. D'you have 

any children yet?" 

"One. A boy." 

"You can't imagine how time flies; it seems only yesterday you were dancing 

with Susan at that party they gave . . ." 

"You've an excellent bar, Juan." 

"You weren't married then, just a kid, just graduated ... " 

"Juan! Juan! Pipo's gone out again. He has to get up for school tomorrow. 

Who gave him permission . . .?" 

"I did." 

"Senora, would you do us the honor of having a drink with us?" 

"Thanks, but I don't drink, young man . . . Pipo ... " 

"Then could we enjoy your company, Senora? We've been talking about the 

plans for the new house; I'd imagine you, if anyone, should be the person most 

interested in how the new house is going to be. " 
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"I'd think so too. But that's all in God's hands, after all. Where am I going to 

get the strength to clean a house even as big as this one? ... it's so hard getting good 

servants nowadays. Couldn't you perhaps convince my husband that a smaller house 

would be more appropriate? I've tried! Goodness knows I've tried! He's like a child, 

his dream is to have a bigger one than Juan Lucas-he's my cousin by marriage." 

"We've been discussing that point precisely, Senora; the house can't possibly be 

bigger; it may have more rooms, if you like, but the perspective will make it appear 

smaller. Juan Lucas's house was able to take advantage of the polo field behind. That's 

what makes it look so enormous-much bigger than it actually is, in fact. I think I've 

managed to convince your husband of that point this afternoon. " 

"Then I'm exceedingly grateful to you, sir ... Juan, Pipo has to go to school 

tomorrow, did you think about that?" 

"So, Juan, I'm at your service; you tell me when you're ready for me to start 

work. I must fly." 

"Right you are. I'll see you out. I've got to go out myself. " 

"Juan, with that cold?" 

"Coming, architect?" 

"Good night, Senora." 

"How time does fly, it seems only yesterday Juan Lucas was taking you home; 

you'd had a bit too much as I recall ... " 

But a sneeze cut short the put-down Lastarria'd planned on leaving the architect 

with. Better cut things short, better get him off before Susana starts on about my having 
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the flu and how I ought not go out tonight. Lastarria was giving the architect a barely 

perceptible heave-ho when he heard "you're not that young any more" somewhere back 

there ... 

"Good night, Juan." Was that architect laughing at him? 

They smiled as they shook hands. Both were quite satisfied; Juan Lastarria was 

going to have the most fashionable architect design his house, and the most fashionable 

architect was going to charge him a mint for a house that would be half functional and 

still half a castle. 

Lastarria went back to the bar to let Susana know he did not have the flu and 

yes, he was going out, but when he got there he found she'd disappeared into some dark 

corner of the castle, so he decided to have a drink to celebrate instead. "About as well 

she's not around," he thought, feeling a fit of sneezing coming on and just managing to 

drown the sound in his handkerchief. Dammit, that wasn't the handkerchief he used to 

blow his nose but the expensive one he showed off at the Club; he took out the other 

one, the plain one, and blew his nose, but it was spoiled by a mental picture of Juan 

Lucas blowing into one with initials, a raw silk one, much softer on the tender parts of 

his nose. He changed again and took out his silk handkerchief, but the sneezing was 

over. "Next time," he thought; nobody was looking this time anyway. But then he had 

another attack of sneezing, and he was going to use the expensive handkerchief, but he 

cheated: at the last minute he changed to his flu handkerchief and hid from his thoughts 

as he blew, unseen, alone near the bar. Alone there, he was feeling a regular idiot, 

when one big sneeze he hadn't time to stifle brought that hateful, unexpected voice; 
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it came from the little drawing room to one side where Susana, who probably looked 

uglier than ever in the dark, had been sitting listening all the time and now came out 

with gentle words, meaning just the opposite of course: "Bless you." Juan Lastarria 

threw·the handkerchief for blowing into on one side and decided that that very night he 

was going out with his mistress for all to see. 

Bobby's grades got considerably better towards the beginning of November, and 

Juan Lucas agreed to Susan's suggestion that they take him to the last few corridas of 

the season, which would have been a good deal better if that bloody fool of an 

impresario had brought Briceno. One afternoon towards the end of the month, Luis 

Martin Romero phoned Juan Lucas to tell him Briceno'd been contracted for Mexico and 

then for two Sundays in the bullring in Quito. Juan Lucas said don't hang up and called 

Susan on another line to see if she felt like spending a couple of weeks in Ecuador. 

"The corrida of the ceniury," he said, because she'd been taking her siesta, and Susan 

could never decide anything until she'd had her cold Coke to wake her up. Susan 

yawned mightily and said all right and hung up to call for her Coke-lots of ice, please. 

Juan Lucas had hung up as soon as he knew her answer was affirmative and grabbed the 

other phone to invite the fat guy to see Briceno in Quito: "I'll fix it all up tonight, Luis, 

yes, ciao. .. Sorry, gentlemen, you were saying ... " 

They had an awful trip. Briceno was still hospitalized from a goring three weeks 

earlier, fighting the third bull of the afternoon in Logrono. Worst of all, the elevation 

of Quito really affected Romero, and instead of talang care of himself he ate and drank 
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more than ever. He nearly died; they had to hurry back when there were still hopes that 

Briceiio'd recover and arrive for the second corrida that was scheduled to take place. 

In Quito, one night when the fat man was rolling about in agony in the lobby of 

the hotel, a bellboy brought an urgent note from Bobby. Susan opened it, feeling panic, 

but began to smile, and by the time she finished was laughing so much she had to 

apologize to Romero, who was still moaning pitifully. She handed it to Juan Lucas and 

he began to laugh as he read, ending with three deep ha ha ha's that completely drowned 

out the fat man's moans. 

"What's going on?" asked Romero, rather put out by all that laughing. 

"Bobby's asldng if he can have his graduation party in the house. II 

"What's so funny about that?" 

"Here's the cable. II 

"No thanks. Ohh ... " 

II Here, read it, you fat griper ... " 

Romero was even more insulted at being called a griper; he asked for the cable 

and didn't find it the least amusing. In fact, there was nothing amusing about it. 

What's so comical about one's son wanting to have a party in the house? And money 

for the corsage for his girl? So what? Here are his grades, so they can see how much 

better he'd done in November ... What's funny about that? ... He was about to give 

it back, when Susan said "read the bottom, darling, II so he did, much against his will, 

and smiled as he said, "perhaps, II since he knew the woman had a good sense of humor, 

so ow! but Juan Lucas didn't like people who were suffering, not even Luis Martin; 
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he took the paper and read what Miss Decisions had written, "I hereby certify that this 

is a true and faithful copy of the original, which is at the disposal of the teachers in the 

school where Master Bobby is studying, Markham by name," and a scribble with the 

words True and Recognized Signature underneath. Juan Lucas gave three more deep 

ha ha ha's and told the fat man to stop bitching, they were going back to Lima. "We'd 

better start planning the party," he added, laughing. 

In Lima, when he was better, Luis Martin Romero heard that, after all, Briceno 

had never appeared anywhere in the Americas. To tell the truth, it was better that way, 

Juan Lucas would have time now to use his influence; he'd be the one involved in 

bringing the best bullfighter of the time to the New World; there'd be a place for Juan 

Lucas in the annals of bullfighting, and all that. 

Bobby'd been quite anxious, waiting for a reply. He was most surprised when 

he came home from school one afternoon and found Susan and Juan Lucas back at home 

before they were expected. "Yes or no?" he asked, smiling, when he saw that they 

were smiling at him. Susan gave him a kiss and told him not to even think of asking 

them how they'd enjoyed themselves. He asked them if they'd enjoyed themselves, and 

she said she'd bought a simply marvelous painting of the Quito school. Bobby then told 

them the electrician had already been to see about putting up lights for the party. He 

could see that Susan and Juan Lucas were smiling, so he mentioned the orchid, the 

corsage; he was flat broke, and they'd have to send off immediately, because it was late 

already, all the schools had started preparing for their proms by now ... Juan Lucas 

said in Lima any old geranium gets called an orchid and forget about it! Bobby 
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remembered how Peggy ditched him and Maruja wouldn't do anything with him and 

Sonia still hadn't arrived and about as well Juan Lucas noticed in time how he'd reacted; 

"just a minute," he said, a'ld explained. He knew all about orchids, as it turned out, 

or at any rate he had orchids that they didn't know anything about. Millions of them, 

in fact; they were throwing them away, real orchids, wild ones, the rarest orchids there 

are-not these miserable specimens you buy in Lima. Only the best is good enough, 

and that meant orchids from his property in Tingo Maria. Susan said "go slowly, 

please;" she'd lost him, but Bobby was there and back. Juan Lucas had a plantation in 

the jungle. An experiment station, they called it, with some linguists studying the 

dialect the savages spoke, and even some Jehovah's Witnesses who'd arrived recently 

"And who's in charge there, darling? Why haven't you ever told me about it?" 

"We'll go look it over some day; we're fixing a small airport suitable for light 

planes. I've got a couple of Yugoslav immigrants out there ... they'll choose an 

orchid for Bobby like you've never seen. " 

At six o'clock in the afternoon the foreman with the electricians said everything 

was ready for the final test, and Miss Decisions, fussing allover, ran to turn on the 

lights which would shine on the great prom. She pressed a button, and there was a 

chuff, and sparks came out of all the sockets in the palace, and the lights all went out, 

and the place smelled of smoke. The foreman smiled, saying it was only a minor 

problem, but then Bobby came in yelling that he was an idiot and thanks to him, he 
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wouldn't be able to have his party. The foreman's son came out to stand up for his 

father and was measuring up Bobby, when fortunately, Miss Decisions showed up and 

apologized for the young master but he was in a terrible state, because he'd taken so 

many tranquilizers. Bobby took off yelling that he wanted light in five minutes, and 

he'd beat up the foreman's son when and wherever he wanted. About half-past-six a 

truck with a piano and an organ arrived. From an upstairs window Julius saw them 

carrying in the piano and ran down to make sure it was exactly like the one Sister Mary 

Agnes had. As soon as they put it in a comer where the group was going to play, out 

on the terrace, he brought a stool and sat down to play one of the little tunes he hadn't 

tried out since the days at Frau Proserpina's. He was playing it very nicely, in fact, and 

even managing to put some feeling into it near the end, when Bobby appeared yelling 

to shut that piano if he didn't want a thick ear, so he couldn't finish. Julius ran off but 

turned as soon as he knew he was out of his brother's reach. 

"It's all right as pianos go," he said. 

"What do you know, you little shit!" 

"Good pianos don't smell like cat pee ... ha ha." 

And he tore off; Bobby was all for running after him, but in his way was the 

foreman's son, chewing gum, cracldng it even, and beating time to a war march with 

his foot. Bobby made up his mind right then that yes, he would screw Sonia with 

Julius's money, and he turned and went back in at the door he'd come out of, thinldng 

he could beat up the foreman's son when and where he felt like it. "And that lot too," 
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he thought as he passed three fellows carrying in the organ. The phone rang. Bobby 

ran to answer, it might be one of his classmates. 

"Is that Julius?" 

"No, it's Bobby." 

"I want to congratulate you for your prom. " 

"Thanks." 

"You've got enough chaperons, I imagine." 

"Plenty. " 

"Is your Mamma there?" 

"There's nobody home ... " 

"I'd like to congratulate her, everything must be just lovely." 

"There's nobody here." 

"I do hope everything turns out just as lovely as it did for . . ." 

"Yes." 

"Who's doing the chaperoning, dear?" 

"Dunno." 

"Your mother's not there, dear?" 

"There's nobody here!" 

Susan turned just as Bobby hung up angrily-"Shit! Meddling old bitch! II She 

was reading a magazine and had heard Bobby's side of the conversation without paying 

much attention. 

"Aunt Susana, darling?" 



"If that old bag shows up around here, I'll kick her out, understand?" 

"I don't think she'll come, darling." 

754 

In the kitchen~ dapper in their uniforms, Celso and Daniel were having their tea 

while the waiters from the Murillo at Your Service Catering: Weddings, banquets, 

receptions, were arranging the last few tables outside and starting to fix the drinks to be 

served shortly. Abraham smiled skeptically at the trays filled with hors d'oeuvres ready 

to be served with the aperitifs, and Carlos teased him, "the competition doesn't do such 

a bad job, eh?" 

"Have you tried them, Don Carlos?" 

"All except this kind," said the chauffeur, taking one from the biggest tray as 

fresh as you like. 

"Hey, there'll be trouble if there aren't enough ... " 

Carlos took another, and Abraham could only look down, "you are terrible, Don 

Carlos, you really are," was all he said. 

In the meantime, up in one of the bathrooms, Bobby'd just cut himself shaving. 

When he saw the blood he remembered that the orchid hadn't arrived yet. He threw the 

razor across the room and ran down to tell Juan Lucas he was to blame for him not 

having a prom as planned. On the way he ran into Susan, who was going to get 

changed, and asked for Juan Lucas: "it's his fault I won't have my prom." Susan said 

"Daddy's playing pool in the green room with Luis Martin Romero and the new director 

of the Selection Committee for the bullfights. " 
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"Wherejs my orchid?1I yelled Bobby, bursting into the billiard room. 

"In Tingo Mana," said the fat man, thrusting his cue into the floor like a lance 

and giving a roar of laughter that came all the way from Spain, through his stomach. 

"Shoot! II said Juan Lucas. "Hasn't it come yet?" 

"You said the plane came in in the morning!" 

"Well, you always get delays, man ... " 

"What if it crashed?" 

"Let's see," said Romero, "bring the phone here, son, I'll call the newspaper. 

If there's been an accident they'd be the first to hear . .. To hell with the people 

killed! Just what we need is for the plane to have crashed!" 

"Hold on," said Juan Lucas, "we ought to call the airport first ... " 

Julius came in just then saying "Uncle, there are two gentlemen with a little box 

looking for you," and even as he was saying it, you could hear one of them calling, 

"here's your orchid, Don Juan," in a very hoarse voice. Alas, at that moment they 

heard the chuff sound and all the lights in the palace went out again, and since night had 

fallen, the palace was in complete darkness. 

"Those damn electricians," said Juan Lucas. 

"To hell with the dead . .. I can't see my whiskey," complained the fat man. 

An hour later, Bobby in his tux left in the Jaguar to pick up Rosemary, who still 

wasn't ready because the hairdresser had made such a mess of her hairdo, today of all 

days. Bobby saw two taxis pulling up as he left the palace, but he didn't stop to find 

out who was in them. It was the musicians, in fact. The musicians with their director 
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and a crooner to boot. "Ritmo y Juventud" was the name of the group, under Maestro 

Benny Lobo, with the crooner Andy Latino, who took such good care of his throat he 

put a scarf on between songs. There were eleven of them altogether: Lobo, Latino, and 

nine players, the nine wizards weaving their rhythmic spell. . . Lobo dressed in white; 

Latino looked white, what with wild loving, darkness, rum, the smoke, lack of sleep, 

and neon lighting. The wizards ranged from a light skinned mulatto, who, incidentally, 

was very good looking, to a super black Black. Several could have been those smart 

Black guys from the funeral agency; nearly all of them might have been chauffeurs, and 

the wittiest ones could have been bartenders' assistants in some dark night spot. But 

they played well, and that's what they did when they got to the inside patio where the 

well-greased waiters of Murillo at Your Service, rather behind schedule, thanks to the 

second blackout, were putting the finishing touches to everything. They were pros, and 

Carlos, like a bad tempered tortoise, withdrew into his shell a soon as he saw nine 

chauffeurs who could put him in the shade. The nine pros never looked at Carlos. 

They were joking when they arrived, they never even saw him, probably because hors 

d'oeuves spell drinks and drinks spell music, and when there's music in life, nobody 

sees the sad minstrels. Abraham gave a little sigh of welcome, on the other hand. He 

sat down on a little stool surrounded by musicians and lit up an imported cigarette, 

planning to die sinning, watching through the warm clouds of smoke how nine dark guys 

were taking their jackets off and showing their full red shirts with white frms, 

buttonless, opened to show dark, dreamy chests, the shirttails knotted just above the 

belly button, and further down white pants, fairly baggy as far as the knee, tight at the 
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ankle, flies chock full of what it takes to handle a whole whorehouse. Celso and Daniel 

were considering which was the right tack, to keep quiet and say nothing, ask for their 

autographs, or just play the ignorant hick, he he. They decided silence was the best 

policy, when they saw Miss Decisions going by looking quite serious, saying good 

evening, showing due respect for the musical profession, and then seeing how the nine 

pros answered her, insolent, one even shaking his maracas marking time to her massive 

bulge of bust, and the others shaking their shoulders, all stopping dead when Miss 

Decisions turned the corner. Andy Latino gargled, practicing the notes, and asked for 

early drinks to get the motor warmed up. Abraham jumped up and ran to serve them. 

Everyone drank except Maestro Lobo, who was the one who signed the contracts. 

Julius was combing his hair when he heard the hit song just then. He dropped 

the comb and ran to his bedroom window, which looked right out to the corner where 

the band was. He opened it and looked out and saw there was nobody at all dancing on 

the terrace, and nobody at the tables scattered around the patio, there was just the band 

over in the corner, and they weren't really playing, they were just grinning and talking 

to each other, playing at the same time or listening to the instructions Maestro Lobo was 

giving them. Julius closed the window and went back to the bathroom to comb his hair 

really carefully, because Miss Decisions had told him to dress real smart. Bobby, on 

the other hand, had threatened to bust his nose and mess up his pretty little face, 

goddam it, if he as much as caught sight of him at any time during the party: "this isn't 

a kid's party, hear!" he'd been quite angry. It didn't matter; he could see everything 

that went on from his bedroom window anyway. Bobby wouldn't even remember what 
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he'd said, if he showed up in the patio later. Julius combed his hair and put his little 

bow tie on, though Juan Lucas had told him that one must always tie one's tie oneself, 

and ready-made ties that clip under your collar are horrible, and tie them properly, you 

either do things right or not at all. He took his little bow tie off and went to look for 

a proper tie. There was one he liked, but Uncle Juan Lucas is probably going to say 

it looks awful with this suit. He looked in the mirror and thought it looked rather nice, 

actually, but he's going to say "when are you going to learn what matches and what 

doesn't, young man?" I've learned, do you like it Mummy? Susan, smiling in the 

photo on the chest of drawers, said yes. Julius turned to Cynthia, smiling, talking to 

him in the photo on the bedside table, yes . .. Then Cynthia wanted to talk to him 

about something else, and Julius looked away because he didn't want to think about 

those things and get sad; I can't just now, Cynthia. .. Suddenly, they struck up 

another hit tune and he raced to open the window, but by then the music was petering 

out off-key, and a blast on the trumpet put and end to it. He closed the window and 

turned to look at the photo of Cynthia. He stood there, looking at her. The band 

started for a third time, the hit tune, but they must be practicing, and Julius didn't 

bother going to the window again. He just stood there listening to Cynthia, and the 

band went on practicing downstairs. He shouldn't get upset when there was a party 

going on . .. He ought to go down even if there wasn't anyone there yet, and enjoy 

himself watching them, listening to them practicing. " They've started practicing 

several times ... Cynthia. Julius would go out. He ran down the steps and into the 

patio. He thought he might talk to the players while they practiced, but when he got to 
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the patio it was filled with couples dancing and the musicians were standing up, swaying 

with the music, almost dancing themselves, and sweating because they played so well. 

"Julius, where have you been? . . . Come here!" yelled Miss Decisions, calling 

him to a hidden place where the entire staff was watching the party. They were really 

excited back there. You'd have thought it was their party, they were laughing, doing 

dance steps; look at Master Bobby! they were having a ball. And why not? And why 

not too, Bobby'd brought a really pretty little gringa. 

"That's Master Bobby's girl friend," said Universo, apologizing to Carlos for 

stepping on his foot with his muddy football boot. 

"The Canadian one was better," said Carlos, "a bit more meat on her; this one'll 

blow away in a strong wind . .. Spindle shanks!" 

"What's that?" said Julius. 

"Skinny legs." 

He he, Spindle shanks . .. Carlos is as bad as Cano giving things names . . . 

But he didn't say anything, he didn't even finish what he'd started thinking about, 

because you aren't supposed to be sad at parties. He thought of Cynthia again ... 

"Hear that, Cynthia, Spindle shanks! Carlos always gives new names, just like 

Cano, Cynthia ... Deci, which one do you like best?" 

"Now I've had time to compare them, I'd say Master Bobby's girl is the most 

beautiful. " 

"What do you think, Carlos?" 
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UThey're all good lookers, but they all need to put some weight on. Miss Rosa 

Maria isn't bad ... U 

URosemary, U Julius corrected him. 

UMaster Bobby's girl, U said Celso. 

uMaster Bobby's girl, U said Daniel. 

uYes, Master Bobby's girl, Rosman or whatever they call her," said Universo. 

But Carlos said ushh, not so loud, you. U The orchestra'd stopped playing just 

then and they'll hear the noise out there. Uput the light out, U said Miss Decisions. Not 

a bad idea either; in the dark, near the window, behind the orchestra, they could enjoy 

themselves to their heart's content and nobody in the patio would notice. 

An hour later, Maestro Lobo was playing soft music on the organ while they had 

dinner. uGo get your dinner with your parents, U said Miss Decisions to Julius. Julius 

left the hidey-hole and ran by, not too far from the tables, to join the group made up of 

Susan, Juan Lucas, Luis Martfn Romero, and the chaperons, who were really very nice, 

and the two huge blond guys who'd arrived earlier with Bobby's orchid. UDarling!" 

said Susan when she saw him, uhave you had dinner yet?U Julius said uno," and 

someone must have heard him because a waiter from Murillo at Your Service brought 

a glass of Coke and the first course from the menu. 

As they went from one course to the next, Maestro Lobo played gentle melodies, 

then those who were very much in love with their girl friends, who intended telling them 

they loved them that very evening, stood up slowly and beckoned to them without saying 

anything, and the girls smiled and stood up and followed them and held hands and, 
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without getting too far away from the table, came close and they stuck together and 

closed their eyes, and from time to time took a step to one side. The bad dancers, the 

ones who couldn't keep time, or those who were just shy, made the most of this part; 

they danced badly and too far apart. Even the idiots, those guys who'd it'd been better 

if they hadn't come, tried, made a tremendous effort to dance with the uglier girls and 

those who'd rather not have come anyway. They really wasted Andy Latino's way of 

putting love songs over with his smoky-Iow-dive-in-a-tropical-port voice. 

When they finished dessert things really started to jump. The nine wizards of 

rhythm were shaking like crazy, and Maestro Lobo conducted at the same time he 

played the piano or the organ, and really well. Andy Latino wasn't singing, he was 

somewhere hidden among the players yelling out from time to time Cuban-style, then 

heading for the mike and singing a line or so. The bad dancers had had it. Several 

girls got bored because the shy ones hadn't a clue how to dance these things. The good 

dancers danced alone when they felt like it, and held their partners when they felt like 

it, and then danced slowly, close together, but always in time. They played everything, 

the merengue, the twist, rock, chachachas, you name it. When they got to the medleys, 

all hell broke loose; they danced, they jumped, they formed a line and snaleed in and out 

of the tables, bumping them; you should have seen them enjoying themselves. 

They certainly did. And there was this girl who was so pretty, such a nice girl, 

so merry. She had on a blue dress with lots of tulle, with a skirt that came up in places. 

She wrapped her arms about herself as if her shoulders were cold, but she was just so 

happy, that's all. Here they come ... Here she is ... The snalee went by, she waved 
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at them, so happy, her eyes all screwed up from laughing; she waved to the chaperons, 

to Juan Lucas, to Susan, to the big blond guys, to the photographers who were running 

after them, because they were never still, dancing, jumping, singing. . . Julius, while 

the music was loud, asked Susan who those big blond guys were. They're partners of 

Juan Lucas in Tingo Maria, Atilio and Esteban: Yugos . .. Here they come again, 

there's that cute girl again, everybody wanted to see what her face was like but couldn't 

because she was laughing, jumping, twisting, with her blond hair falling down over her 

face, and all wrapped in tulle; the photographers dazzled her, she was going, she 

disappeared, come on, come on, she was calling to Julius, calling him, come on, join 

us, come on, little boy, and the others dragged her along, right to the end of the patio, 

where was she now, look for her, Atilio and Esteban were dying laughing, Julius said 

no! no! he didn't want to go, when the girl came around again and asked him especially, 

leaving the others to come over, to him, she was off again, she went by faster each 

time, she was so pretty, what did it matter if everybody stepped on the tulle, it was 

scattered allover the floor, tulle allover the place, it doesn't matter, she was enjoying 

it so much, round and round, changing her beat every time the musicians changed theirs. 

And now the Mexican hat dance, titum titum titum la raspa popular! everybody looking 

at her, she was so merry, her hands on her waist, arms akimbo! making jug handles! 

jumping up and down like crazy! she didn't even remember who she was supposed to 

be dancing with, she danced with anyone who happened to be there, she was next to the 

Yugoslavians, she called to them to dance, they called to Julius, and now, yes, he would 

dance, but then Bobby came running by, flying, holding Rosemary's arm, everyone 
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went round with La Raspa, arm in arm and around, let go, change partners, they linked 

arms with whoever was nearest, and the pretty girl had disappeared, someone had linked 

arms and dragged her away to the other end of the patio, the raspa was over, Julius was 

looking for her like crazy among the dancers, Susan was looking at the band, she 

wanted them to go on, he hunted among the dancers, there she was jumping at the far 

end, but then she wasn't there. Maestro Lobo changed tunes again, Susan smiled at the 

orchestra, "Roll out the barrel ... Polka!" yelled the Yugoslavians, the dancers skipped 

along, one side of the patio to the other, the merry girl was there again, she was crazy, 

"come on," she called, "all of you now," and then she was off again, hopping and 

skipping, "Polka!" cried Atilio and Esteban. "They dance any old how!" said Juan 

Lucas, happily, "that's young people for you," said Luis Martin Romero, "ab what it 

is to be young!" "Polka!" and here comes the merry little girl again, "cute," said Juan 

Lucas, "free and easy," said Romero, "tireless," said a chaperon, "here she comes 

again," said Atilio, "come on, join us, what're you afraid of ... " she almost ran into 

them, "come, Senora," she called to Susan, laughing, her eyes screwed up, she was so 

happy, "yes, darling, yes, love," said Susan, laughing too with tears in her eyes, 

"Senora's dancing, Senora's dancing," she called and took the lead hop and a skip and 

a twirl, so lovely right to the other end of the patio, where Julius was still looking for 

her. 

"Luis MartIn," said Juan Lucas, "take care of the guests for a moment." 

"What's the matter with Susan?" 

"I don't know, she must be ill ... " 
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Juan Lucas came in the door that Susan had disappeared out of. There she was 

at the end of the first room smiling, putting her handkerchief away. 

"It's nothing at all, darling." 

"Susan ... " 

"Look after the guests." 

Juan Lucas tried to kiss her but she didn't let him. 

"Susan ... " 

"Darling," she said, kissing him, "let's go to the patio." 

Now Julius had disappeared. The guests didn't notice anything, fortunately. 

Atilio and Esteban, the latter very hoarse, were still talldng with the chaperons about 

how great the polka was. The band had stopped playing and the dancers were sitting, 

worn out, on the chairs. Hands were being held across the tables, others came together 

underneath. Andy Latino and the nine wizards of rhythm were knocking back the beer 

that Abraham had just brought them, while Maestro Lobo at the organ was once again 

playing something gentle, and the photographers were seizing the moment to take a 

photo of each couple. 

It was a long time before the band began again. At first Julius thought he might 

go to sleep. He was tired of the party, it had started out being fun, but things always 

start happening. He thought the organ music might mean the end, it was so gentle, it'd 

help him fall asleep. Then downstairs, Maestro Lobo began jazzing it up, and one by 

one the other instruments came in, and now the trumpet. "Dance the merengue," Andy 

Latino was shouting, and Julius jumped out of bed. He thought he'd get dressed again 
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and go down, but what for ... ? He didn't want to open the window and look for her 

either. He looked at Cynthia's photo, they don't remember you, Cynthia; only Mummy 

knows, I could see from the way she was smiling tonight, I was five the last time I saw 

her smile that way when you didn't come back from Boston with her, Cynthia. Those 

were your classmates tonight, several of them, they went to school with you, they were 

in the same class; Mummy noticed, she could see you there, Cynthia, no, she didn't see 

you, but she remembered, I could tell from the way she was smiling. I saw you though, 

I was so scared, that's what's bad about parties, probably that's why they're always at 

night. They don't remember you, Cynthia, that girl scared me, once Mummy caught 

me talking to you, they all tell me she's in heaven, once Mummy caught me praying to 

you "Oh no! no! no! Julius, no darling! oh no, pet! oh no, love!" so I confessed, and 

I haven't prayed to you any more, but I've always talked to you, we were talking just 

before the party, weren't we? you wanted to say something but I didn't want to, but I've 

always talked to you, that's why Mummy was crying but I wasn't, but I was scared, 

Mummy's right, "Julius, no! No, pet. You mustn't, you mustn't. It'll hurt you. Oh 

darling, Cynthia's in ... it'll hurt you, pet!" That was a long time ago. I've never 

stopped talking to you, Cynthia, every morning, every night, I talk to your photo every 

night, you know everything when I look at you when I go to bed, every morning, you 

know when I look at you when I'm getting up, Mummy's right, Cynthia, I was so 

scared tonight, they remember you at times and cry, people are like that, but I told you 

all about Cano and Bobby and Mummy and now I'm scared, I'm sorry, Cynthia, it's 

only your photo, please forgive me, Cynthia, I'm going to put you on the chest of 
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drawers, away from the bed, I've always done my thinking in bed since I was little, but 

I'm putting you further from my bed, on the chest of drawers, sorry, Cynthia, see? I've 

been talking to you for hours, that's why I got so scared tonight, it might be dangerous, 

getting scared like that, see, your hands start trembling and you get stomach ache 

around four o'clock in the afternoon, sorry, Cynthia, you're ... when I saw Mummy 

smiling that way tonight, I'm sorry, forgive me, you're going on the chest of drawers, 

I'm going to be eleven now, there on the chest of drawers, and some day I'm going to 

have to go to a party and I don't want to get scared, remember I told you what I'd 

dreamed the other night, Cynthia, please understand, I dreamed it was Bobby's party 

and I was the age I was when I was little, before Boston, but I'd been talking to you 

until that night, tonight, until you were fifteen and I went to look for you, I was happy, 

I ran to see you with your classmates but you weren't there, where is she? I kept asking, 

and they didn't remember you, Cynthia, there I've told you, don't cry, see, what was 

the good? it's only upset you, that's all, and frightened me, it's no good, me the age I 

was when I was little and not finding you, and Bobby wanting to throw me out because 

I'm a nuisance, I guess I am a nuisance, you didn't see the dream Cynthia, I went from 

table to table asking, pestering them, one might have been you, but then another might, 

and another, because I remember Mummy saying they're all alike when they're fifteen, 

but she was wrong, poor Mummy, but I believed her then, so this one was you and that 

one was you and you were that one I thought was you, Cynthia, Mummy, why did you 

say they're all alike? it was hard, real hard, the party was nearly over and I couldn't 

find you, Cynthia, I felt all heavy and everything was swimming and fading, and I kept 
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on running, I was tired, all night long I was looking for you, Cynthia, then at the end 

you smiled at me, I told you you did, then it was all easy again, you smiled and I 

followed as far as a table, it was your smile, Cynthia, I told you, and next morning the 

sun woke me up and there you were on the table just like always and I was looking at 

you, see, you know everything when I look at you when I wake up. 

"Julius!" 

Julius jumped on hearing Susan's voice, he even thought of something to say, 

"it's the last time, Mummy," but when he turned around it was Bobby. 

"Is the party over?" 

"The music's stopped, hasn't it?" 

"Y t'd" es, yes, s Upl ... 

"I've got a proposal to make." 

11 11 

"If you give me the money from your money box, I'll tell you who I'm going 

to screw tonight." 

Julius remembered when Juan Lucas had told Bobby not a red cent until 

summer's over, he'd almost handed him the money box, ha, hal What'd Uncle Juan 

Lucas have done? But coming here smelling of booze at four o'clock in the morning 

to ask him for all his money, he didn't like that at all. 

"Summer's only just beginning," he said, "you won't be able to pay me back." 

"Step on it, idiot. Will you or won't you?" 
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"No," shouted Julius, grabbing at his little iron trunk which said International 

Bank of Peru. 

Bobby got there first, the stupid idiot though . . . 

"Mummy has the key you know, in the safe . . ." 

Bobby knew all about these little money boxes, they were harder to open than 

the vaults of the International Bank itself. He'd got one too-empty, alas-and soon 

it'd be closing time at the whorehouse. 

"Shit!" he shouted, dropping the moneybox. "Well, then you won't find out who 

I'm going to screw tonight," and charged out, furious. Sonia must be back at Nanette's 

by now. 

Julius didn't know about all of that. "If you give me the money from your 

moneybox, I'll tell you who I'm going to screw tonight." He turned to look at 

Cynthia, what'll he do? what does he want? "who I'm going to screw tonight ••• " 

Sorry, Cynthia, you'll have to go onto the chest of drawers, I'm putting you on the 

chest of drawers, right? Mummy's right. Julius took Cynthia's photo and placed it on 

the chest of drawers, next to Susan's. "Going to screw," screw, screw a bolt in? cheat 

somebody? sorry Cynthia, screw? you see, I've got to put you there, and I've got to put 

the light out, good night, Mummy's right, screw? see? you always know everything 

when I look at you when I'm going to bed ... 

Julius did things properly. He wasn't a coward. He fell asleep with a lump in 

his throat and it was nearly morning, but he turned his back on the chest of drawers. 

The morning sun was about to waken him not long after that, because Miss Decisions, 
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with all the upset the night before, had forgotten to close the curtains the way she 

usually did. Julius felt a sunbeam on his eyelids, but immediately Cynthia, smiling, 

called him from a table at the far end of the patio. "'Scuse me, Mummy! 'scuse me!" 

Susan couldn't hold him back and Julius panting, wove his way between the couples 

who suddenly faded from his bedroom, leaving a space between him and the table, 

between his bed and the chest of drawers, you see, you know everything when I look 

at you when I wake up. 

II 

"That was, if I remember right, the last time I wept 
as a child weeps, but it was mingled with something 
inexpressibly troubled and bitter. " 

-Federico Chiesa, Tempo di Marzo 

" ... we hear the voice of Maurice O'Sullivan saying that 
part of him, too, had died that night; a whole, deep part 
of his life: his childhood. " 

-Dylan Thomas, Twenty Years A-growing 

"A gentleman's word is his bond," said Juan Lucas, showing Susan the cable. 

What, didn't she remember who he'd promised to bring for Christmas? Susan read the 

cable, smiling: "Arriving the 24th. 3 pm Lima time. Flight 204 New York-Lima. 

Lester Lang coming too." Bobby was overjoyed, Santiago'd arrive in a few hours. 

They lunched hurriedly, then all left in the station wagon. Juan Lucas preferred 

Carlos to drive so he could drop them at the main door of the building and then go find 

somewhere to park. They were happy when they arrived at the airport, "That's the 

one," said Bobby pointing to a plane that was landing. Julius looked at his watch, yes, 
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it had to be that one. "Can you remember your brother?" Susan asked him, taking his 

arm as they went into the main hall. 

Yes, he remembered. Everybody remembered Santiago. Carlos too; he'd 

parked the station wagon in a matter of seconds and hurried to see the plane come down 

with Master Santiago in it. There he was standing with them on the observation deck, 

calling his name just like them, and then they saw him behind the two flight hostesses 

who were opening the door of the jet. Bobby lifted his arm to wave, but at that moment 

Santiago hugged one of the flight hostesses and kissed her for quite a while. That over, 

Bobby was getting ready to wave again when another fellow, fairer-haired than Santiago, 

grabbed the other flight hostess and kissed her too got awhile. "Lester's son!" said Juan 

Lucas, delighted. IIThey're holding up the other passengers, II said Julius, putting a 

damper on things, at least from the look Juan Lucas gave him. Then they looked 

towards the observation deck. Santiago saw them immediately among all those waiting 

for friends or relatives. IIThere they are!" he pointed them out to Lester, IIYes! Yes! 

There they are!" Lester Lang IV took an imaginary ten-gallon hat off and waved it 

around in a 180-degree wave good-neighbor-policy style. .. "That's Lester's son," 

said Juan Lucas, "ha ha ha." 

Santiago had to pay a fortune in excess luggage charges; he threw his arms 

around his family, closely followed by Lester Lang IV. Susan took a stance, joking, 

faced with her son's excitement, but couldn't avoid his maneuvers. IIClinch," shouted 

Santiago, and began to do whatever he liked with her: kissed her, held her away from 

him, looked at her, admired her, hugged her again, kissed her, and completely mussed 
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up her hair do. "Darling, darling, darling!" there was nothing Susan could do, and he 

whirled her around a couple of times more, hugging her tight. "You great mammoth," 

she exclaimed, once free of the wild enthusiasm of Santiago, who was now attacking a 

frightened Bobby, who was hors de combat in a matter of seconds. Juan Lucas's 

chuckles could be heard. Julius was the next. "Dumbo! II he said, with a gentle blow to 

his liver and a not so gentle pull on his ear. He hugged Juan Lucas, and when he saw 

Carlos, hugged him too at that happy moment. "Here's Lester," he said, introducing 

the son of Lang III, but he'd already introduced himself to everyone anyway. 

Once they reached the palace, Julius considered it was his duty to show Santiago 

and his friend around the new house, but both of them wandered around as if they'd 

lived there all their lives. Susan disappeared, she was just exhausted and needed her 

siesta. Juan Lucas said, "right, boys, we'll see you this evening for dinner, everyone 

here at home." Santiago and Lester settled in by the summer bar, drinking brandy, and 

how it would be a good idea to have a shower and rest a while. Then Celso, Daniel, 

and Miss Decisions showed up. Santiago explained in English to Lester who they were 

and why they were so ugly and greeted them in a friendly fashion in Spanish and even 

made a few comments about days gone by with the majordomos. "Who's this?" he said 

suddenly on seeing Abraham, who nobody'd mentioned, crossing the garden and looking 

sideways at them. "He's the cook," said Julius, "but I don't know what he's doing out 

there now; he always leaves after lunch and comes back to fix dinner." 

Lester and Santiago nursed their brandies, and when Bobby showed up they 

poured him one too, while Julius looked on disapprovingly. "What are you staring at?" 
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he said, and Julius almost said he gets plastered with one glass, but that'd be tattling, 

and so far the new arrivals seemed to be quite nice, though there was something about 

the way his brother looked that wasn't quite right. 

"Which cars are available?" Santiago asked suddenly. 

"One station wagon, one Mercedes, apart from Juan Lucas's Jaguar." 

"You drive the station wagon?" 

"Yes." 

"So Mummy has the Mercedes, and that leaves us ... ?" 

Bobby was about to say the Mercedes was quite often free, since Susan usually 

went out with Juan Lucas, but Santiago'd changed the topic. 

"Where's the swimming pool?" 

"Ah, the pool," Lester kept checking a little phrase book guaranteed to make you 

go over well in Latin America, best seller of it's type, according to the cover. 

"Don't worry, 1/ said Santiago in English, everybody I introduce you to'l1 speak 

English. You won't need your little book. If you want, you can stick it up your culo 

" 

"Ass, 1/ said Lang proudly; he hadn't even needed to look it up in his book. 

"Where's the pool?" asked Santiago again. 

"Over there," Bobby pointed, "right underneath your bedroom window." 

"Mee goostar moocho Leemah, " read Lang, a real drag with his little book. 

"Is it deep?" 

"Yes, why?" 
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"Nothing. . . Let's see, can I see it?" 

"Mee goostar moocho, Leemah, say-nyo-ree-tah ... " 

"Seflorita, " corrected Julius cheerfully, looking to see if Santiago minded him 

interrupting. 

There was something strange about Santiago's expression. He watched him 

while he stood up and headed for the pool. They all followed. Bobby, who was out 

front suddenly turned. 

"Hey, what are you following us for, you little shit? Give me your moneybox 

and I'll let you come. " 

"No!" 

"Then fuck off and I won't tell you ... II 

"Hey, what's going on?1I said Santiago, stopping. 

IIWhat's the matter?1I Lang had understood too. 

IIThat damned kid following us around! II 

"When do I follow you around?1I 

"Leave him alone, eh Dumbo?1I 

Julius was very glad Santiago was there, smiling on his behalf, it appeared, but 

he realized he wasn't doing anything of the sort. He wasn't expressing approval or 

disapproval. Once again he noticed that strange look, something he remembered seeing 

at the airport, just a flash, the same impression of emptiness in Santiago's eyes ... 

Yes, yes, and when he said hello to Celso and Daniel . . . They all walked up to the 

pool. 



774 

"It's deep enough," said Santiago when he saw it, but both he and Lang IV were 

looking back at the bedroom window on the second floor, where the two of them were 

to sleep. 

"Vamos arriba! " said Santiago suddenly. "Upstairs," he translated for his friend, 

pointing to the bedroom window. 

The two left with Bobby following; they didn't even notice that Julius was still 

standing by the pool. His face bore the anguished expression of a guest agonizing over 

the outcome of a stomach cramp during dinner; he'd remembered another time he'd seen 

that expression on Santiago's face, and he was just on the point of putting his finger on 

it. This time though he'd noticed something more; the way he smiled, his smile, that 

had something to do with it too. 

The bedroom window was open, and Julius, still standing at the edge of the pool, 

could almost hear the conversation between his brothers and the guest upstairs. First 

Bobby was saying "no, there's no way they," and then you couldn't hear him. Then he 

heard Lester and Santiago talking English. They were talking about bathing suits, where 

they hell could they be, in which case; then what the hell, just take your pants off, suits 

are the least worry. Julius heard them laughing, then they were quiet m.l he had time 

to reflect on that strange look of his brother's again. Then the voices, nearer this time, 

and when he looked up to see why, "Go!" they yelled, and Santiago and Lester flew, 

one after the other, out of the bedroom window and well into the pool. They came up 

perfectly calm and swam to the edge and got out wearing their underpants. Once they 

were out they stood there, both in the same stance, hands on hips looking at the water, 
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highly satisfied. Bobby was admiring them out of the window and Julius watched from 

the other side of the pool; they were two Tarzans, two athletes, you could see every 

'muscle ripple when they breathed deeply. They looked up at the window again, 

calculating the danger this time, and Lester smiled as if to say "it's pretty good, II and 

Santiago smiled too, and then Julius noticed the way he stopped being happy as he 

smiled, and how when he looked even higher than the second story, he wasn't smiling 

at all, except for a flash in his eyes that died out, a fleeting bubble that burst, splattering 

emptiness across his face, leaving him gazing at another window on a third story that 

the palace had never had. Perhaps that was why his lips showed such anguish, stretched 

into a smile but totally devoid of any joy. 

"Let's have a rest, II Santiago said to his friend, interrupting Julius's observation 

of him. "Christmas Eve with the old folks, then we'll go out. A couple of hours siesta 

wouldn't be a bad idea, eh? Are there any weights in the house?" he asked Julius 

suddenly. 

Julius was about to say no, he thought of telling him about Cano and his stones, 

but then he realized Santiago wasn't waiting for an answer. 

"Dumbo, II he said, suddenly smiling and coming to give him the love-pull, but 

then it was as if he saw another Julius and this one was too far away. "Let's go to 

bed, II he said with his eyes closed. 

That afternoon Miss Decisions was a bit irritated, and, as always, Julius was the 

one who had to bear the brunt. Fortunately, he was learning not to take her too 
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seriously and to say, the way Carlos did, "keep your hair on, keep cool, it's bad for 

your blood pressure." Now, sitting in the dining room, waiting for the new arrivals to 

come down for Christmas Eve, he smiled, the hell if Juan Lucas wondered why, while 

he remembered Deci's bitching: "Freedom's one thing, if they say that's the American 

way, that's their problem, but the way I see it, what all this leads to is a real lack of 

respectfulness. They don't respect Christmas in this house, it's Christmas, but where's 

the Christmas tree?" Julius said he thought his Mummy was right, putting up little 

Christmas trees with cotton allover them to represent snow in the middle of summer 

with everyone roasting just doesn't go. It's all right in Germany or United States, but 

it just isn't right in Peru. Miss Decisions had to agree. "That's all right, I agree with 

Senora Susan that you don't have to make it a public expression and put up Christmas 

trees, but why don't we have a creche? You're not going to tell me they come from the 

United States too? ... Then your brother and his friend Lester have been sleeping for 

the last two hours, and I can't go in to put their things away, and they've probably left 

things scattered all over the room. .. You're not going to tell me young Mr. Lester 

has brought the creche?" "Deci," said Julius, "Christmas is real sad; I don't know why 

it's so sad. I've thought about it and it must be because Cynthia isn't here. We did use 

to have a Christmas tree and a nativity scene, but since Cynthia died, Mummy hasn't 

wanted to do that kind of thing any more." Miss Decisions said nothing then, but not 

for long. She said she respected mourning, but that was something personal that had 

nothing to do with Christmas trees, they were something else. "Laugh and the world 

laughs with you, cry and you cry alone." She thought for a minute, she liked that 
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saying, she got better tempered, she thought she'd said something quite profound. She 

sat there looking at Julius and looked down from time to time as if she wanted to savor 

how deep her words were. 

"What time are the travellers coming down?" asked Juan Lucas, who was getting 

a bit impatient. 

"I've no idea, darling." 

"Celso, how about bringing in a bottle of champagne." 

"Certainly, Sir." 

Julius remembered Celso coming into the pantry while Miss Decisions and he'd 

been talking man to man about Christmas. He'd been very chipper, saying Senor Juan 

Lucas and Senora Susan had been very generous with the Christmas bonus this year. 

"You have to call a spade a spade," said Miss Decisions, and it isn't a bonus, it's a 

Christmas present." Julius smiled, remembering it and Juan Lucas, and Juan Lucas was 

about to ask "might we know what you're smiling about, young man?" but Susan, at the 

far end of the table, lovely as ever, smoothed back her blonde hair, which had fallen, 

and smiled over the twelve lighted candles on the table to welcome the late-comers to 

the dining room. 

"Lazybones," she said, one finger touching the candlestick in front of her. 

Lester Lang IV thought of saying" Carajo" when he saw Susan, half in darkness 

behind the candles, but remembered just in time that Santiago had told him in the plane 

not to say it unless he told him it was OK. He remembered in time, but the expression 

on his face showed just what he thought when he saw Susan behind the candles, with 
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the big windows leading to such beautiful tropical gardens far south of the Rio Grande; 

the room was hung with dark paintings of unknown saints just like the one his father'd 

brought back once from one of his trips to Lima, Cuzco school. The son of Lang III 

of the investments was no fool; he let Santiago kiss his mother and brought out a present 

"for you ma'am, with love from my parents, II and before Susan could thank him, 

another present, "from me ma'am," then in English, of course, "] can't tell you how 

much all your kindness means . . . II 

Juan Lucas opened the bottle with a pop, with much more style than they ever 

do in all those cabarets allover the world, night after night; Celso brought the tray with 

the glasses. Two minutes later they were all drinking and toasting without once saying 

who or what; "salud, II they said, "salud, II that was it. 

"Oh, what a lovely gesture! II said Susan, and added "SO sweet!" tossing her head 

so her blonde hair went back in place, because both her hands were full with the little 

box and the card. 

II A lovely gesture, II she said again, reading the card. "Lester has just sent us the 

key to his new house in Boston, for us, whenever we want to go ... so sweet!" 'Ih:y 

all toasted again, this time probably for the key and good investments, and Juan Lucas, 

who wasn't one to let himself be one-upped, brought out a key of his own. 

"Now this key is Swedish, II he said. lilt opens the door and starts the motor on 

a new sports car, a Volvo, and it's waiting for you outside, boys. II 

Santiago translated for Lester and Lester stepped on the gas under the table and 

tore off with a happy varrooooom. 



779 

"Thanks, Juan Lucas!" said Santiago, delighted, and Julius saw his gaze turning 

to the window, perhaps searching the dark polo grounds, searching for an even more 

perfect sports car than a Volvo. 

The exchange of gifts began. Juan Lucas said that as soon as Santiago and 

Lester returned to the U.S. in early January, the Volvo would be locked in the garage 

waiting for the results of Bobby's entrance exam. "If you pass, it's yours," he said, 

passing him a wad of bills so he could enjoy himself through New Year's Eve; "a 

week's living it up is enough for anybody; on January 2nd you lock yourself in your 

room and you study." Bobby looked at Julius, as if to say you didn't get to know who 

I'm going to screw, did you, and Julius decided once again that he'd better ask Carlos 

what the word meant. That's how things stood for the time being. Susan had just asked 

Celso to bring her Master Julius's Christmas presents, and the majordomo came in with 

a beautiful racing bike that Juan Lucas had suggested, since Julius wouldn't even putt 

on the miniature golf course. "He gets thinner every day," he'd said, "and more 

awkward; his clothes don't hang on him the way they do on his brothers." Julius looked 

the bike over. It had everything: special wheel joints-at least so the instruction book 

hanging from the handlebars said; that little lever was for different gears, to go faster 

downhill, more gently uphill, more slowly on the flat, in other words to ride a bike just 

like everybody does. Once he'd seen it, Julius turned to Susan as if to ask and what 

about the other thing? But Susan was ready for him, fortunately, though all the 

excitement of the champagne, the candles, the kisses and presents and servants peeping 

around the door were starting to make him a bit sad. 
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"I haven't forgotten, darling," she said, "of course I haven't forgotten, but in the 

bookstore they showed me the latest catalog that's come out in the United States-a 

lovely edition, the complete works in green leather. I'm sorry, darling, it won't arrive 

for a couple of months, but I kept my promise. Don't you like the idea of Mark Twain 

in green leather?" 

Julius almost said make it green steel so Bobby can't ruin them, but it was 

Christmas and that was a time when soldiers stopped fighting the way they did during 

the second World War. What's more, Susan said she had another little present for him 

to make up for Mark Twain being late. Julius took the packet, thinking that a guitar 

hadn't anything to do with Mark Twain and it must have been something that occurred 

to Mummy on the spur of the moment. He was right, too, Susan wandering vaguely 

through a toy shop, lost but loaded, had been thinking that perhaps she ought to get 

some toys to send to her children at the race track when she saw a violin in a showcase 

and thought how cute Julius, five-years-old with his ears sticking out, would look 

playing a violin. Julius untied the parcel and found the guitar was a violin. "A violin, 

but no violin teacher," he thought with relief, looking at Juan Lucas, who'd just told 

them to bring in the turkey and was turning to look at Julius at that moment. 

"First thing tomorrow get on that bike and out into the street and get some 

exercise," he said. 

In spite of all the money he'd been given to spend over the next week, Bobby 

didn't go looking for Sonia. He'd leave that for later, because Santiago had grown out 
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of whorehouses, and if he was planning on going out with his brother for the next few 

days, he'd no other option but to go where Santiago wanted to go and spending with him 

and Lester all the money Juan Lucas had given him for Christmas. He thought his 

brother was going to object to the idea of him going along, it never occurred to him for 

a minute he wouldn't. He kept expecting the new arrivals to tell him to leave them 

alone, they were nearly grown up and he wasn't eighteen yet. Bobby was afraid that 

the moment'd come after Christmas dinner, when the three of them went out to the 

grounds in front of the house to check out the lovely new Volvo parked behind the 

carriage. Santiago smiled when he first saw the car. "Not bad at all," he said, but then 

his smile died, and he and Lester got in and closed the doors, as though they'd had it 

all their lives. Bobby just stood there, watching them, thinking that as soon as they took 

off in it he'd grab the station wagon and go to Nanette's place. 

"Coming?" Santiago asked, opening the door. 

Bobby jumped in and sat in the narrow back seat, hoping somebody'd open the 

front gate. "Honk," he said, but Santiago didn't appear to have heard. He was 

thinking, what the hell is there to do in Lima? How do you go about showing up 

somewhere if you've been away for ages? What do you do? What about friends? Who 

can I call? Which girl did I used to like? Who's screwable? Who'll do for Lester? 

Which beach does everybody go to now? Ancon? Herradura? Las Gaviotas? Waikiki? 

Well, I'll find out in time; right now it's which nightclub, it was past one already. 

"Where d'you go dancing?" he asked Bobby. 

"Depends ... " 
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"Freddy Solo's place still there?" 

"Yes." 

"Open for us, will you," Santiago said to Abraham, who just at that moment was 

leaving the palace and looking sideways at the Volvo. 

The three got out, without noticing the filthy man in the filthy cap who was 

offering to clean the car, at any rate look after it. The man said good evening and they 

made like they hadn't seen him and went across the wide sidewalk up to the door to 

Freddy Solo's Bar. A waiter offered to show them to a table, but Santiago preferred 

to stay at the bar. "Got a phone?" he asked, and the waiter told him the bartender'd 

hand him one. The bartender recognized Santiago and was very glad to see him. 

"Those gentlemen there are leaving," he said, and the three of them headed for the 

barstools that would soon be vacated. Freddy Solo's was full. Christmas eve, of 

course. Getting loaded. Hardly anyone noticed Santiago was there, though several 

people knew him and all he was heir to. The bartender passed him the phone, "here 

you are, Sefior Santiago." Bobby decided he was twenty as well. He ordered a scotch 

too. "Yes, that brand's OK." Santiago was calling. He dialled one number after 

another. "Nobody's home tonight," he told Lester between calls; "around now 

everybody takes off for Anc6n." Since Lester had no idea what Anc6n was, Bobby had 

the fun of telling him and realized half way though that the gringo wasn't listening to 

a word he was saying; what did he care about the Acapulco of Lima, the Riviera of Peru 

. . . He was telling him to drop dead; Lang IV had been to Acapulco, he'd screwed 

dozens of women in Acapulco the last time he was there, he was even getting bored with 
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Acapulco. "Nobody's home," said Santiago, pushing the phone to one side and getting 

his glass. He turned to look around through the smoke. Not many people dancing, the 

noise and laughter was all around the bar and close by. Lots of drunks, standing, 

sitting; nice drunks, boring drunks. "That asshole Siles is still here." "Santiaguito, 

salud!" Pericote yelled when he saw him, but Santiago made like he hadn't seen him, 

and Pericote coughed into his hand instead and went on talking to the girl who he'd been 

boring for the last several hours. Lester was quiet. If he was looking at anything, it 

was the band. He knew everything, because these kind of things are the same allover 

the world. Bobby, on the other hand, watched every move his brother made. He lit a 

cigarette. Lester already had one. Bobby lit another. Lester and Santiago hardly 

touched theirs, Bobby took one drag after another. He'd finished his scotch and now 

that he looked, their glasses were still almost full and they sipped very little, just enough 

to make the ice tinkle. Peri cote Siles knocked a glass of scotch off the table, and while 

he was bending down to pick it up, the girl he'd been talking to so happily disappeared. 

Just then Santiago recognized Tonelada Samame's boozy laugh. Through the smoke it 

sounded just the same as years ago, only a bit raspier from tobacco. There it was again, 

louder, and somebody behind him was saying "where have you been! don't kid me 

you've been studying all this time!" "You're not dead yet?" asked Santiago, turning and 

smiling. "Let me introduce Lester. Is this the new kid?" Tonelada asked, slapping 

Bobby's shoulder with one hand and pulling La Piba Portal into the circle with the 

other; she hadn't been screwing around when Santiago left, but was now. "Two 

scotches," Tonelada shouted, and before the bartender could mention the ones he'd had 
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before, he said, "charge those to Pericote and these to the new guy." Bobby felt a hand 

on his shoulder and turned to look at Santiago, but Santiago didn't give a damn, he was 

talking peacefully to La Piba. Tonelada took his hand off Bobby's shoulder as soon as 

the whiskeys arrived. 

"One for ... what's your name?" 

"Roberto. " 

"One for Roberto too." 

Bobby turned to look at his brother again, but Santiago was talking to another 

guy who'd joined them. La Piba was talking to Lester in English. Lester was 

delighted. La Piba, apart from the fact she screwed now, was very nice. She had lots 

to tell. Tonelada had even more. And in English too, thanks to forty-five words, the 

only one that remained from an excellent education, words pickled in scotch, splattered 

with chuckles, decorated with pregnant pauses and lively gestures with both hands whose 

palms he gazed at from time to time: "Ah, si Versailles m 'eta it conte." All in all 

Tonelada's English was perfect for the time and place; he used three idiomatic 

expressions very appropriately, then said what he had to say, and let his hands fill in the 

rest, helped by a few monosyllables expressing pleasure in a tone that's international, 

then as he was winding up the story once again, he came out with a word that really fit, 

then capped it with his usual chuckle, which was quite contagious; why bother telling 

a story if people aren't going to laugh? 

Lester was enjoying himself with La Piba and Tonelada. That's the way it is in 

Peru. Lima at least. Everyone laughing. Translated into English too. Lang IV was 
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very happy. He sipped his whiskey and asked for another, while Tonelada knocked his 

back in one swallow and spat the ice back to shake and ask quickly for "one more." 

He turned his back to Bobby, but he turned again and said he was sorry, what 

he was really doing was turning his back on that guy. Pericote had just come up to him 

and insisted on bending over his shoulder and talking behind his ear, so Tonelada took 

a step back, making sure he landed on his foot. He pressed down on it for a while, all 

the time Pericote was glued to Bobby, and went on chuckling with Lester and La Piba. 

" 

"The girl's getting nostalgic," he mocked. 

"Nostalgic?" asked Lester. 

"At Christmas I always get that way. .. Little Christ Child figures and all that 

La Piba shouldn't have said that because then she did get nostalgic. About as 

well Tonelada intelvened, he was really fond of her, "carajo," he said, looking at his 

hands. La Piba'd started talking about nativity scenes before at Christmas, and they'd 

got so drunk they were even cursing God before they were through . . . she was a good 

kid. 

"Not nostalgia, really," Tonelada explained to Lester, "it's just her rezagos." 

Lester didn't understand what rezagos were and asked La Piba to translate, since 

the word wasn't in Tonelada's English vocabulary, and perhaps it was too complicated 

for where they were, anyway. La Piba translated it as "left-overs," and Tonelada went 

on with his explanation: they were things left over from going to a Catholic school. 

"I've been trying to get her to go to bed with somebody for the last three years on 
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Christmas Eve . . . with somebody she likes, of course, but because its Christmas, no, 

she \von't." They all laughed out loud. Bobby stood closer to Tonelada and smiled. 

"Aha!" shouted Pericote Siles suddenly. Tonelada turned around thinking he'd 

stepped a bit too hard on his toe, only to find he'd pulled his foot out and was going to 

welcome a huge fellow who'd just arrived and everyone seemed to recognize, Pericote 

more than any of them. IIVirrey! Virrey! II shouted Pericote. Virrey half hugged him 

and half pushed him to one side and made his way to the bar, not too far from Santiago. 

IIVirrey, II called Santiago, and they both stood up, surrounded by drinkers, and slapped 

each other on the back. III'm completely plastered, I've been drinking for the last three 

days, II said Virrey, looking around the whole place for somebody drunk enough to beat 

up. Nobody staggered out of the gloom, Ray Charles sang gently to the dancers and to 

drunks who get melancholy around Christmas. Santiago brought Virrey into the group 

and introduced him to his friend. Lester Lang IV stood up as a matter of course to 

show that people know how to behave in the United States too, i.e., just like John 

Wayne always does in a bar; make sure one big guy sees how big the other is, and 

between the two reduce all the fixtures to rubble in a long, drawn out fight; that's how 

the west was won, that's why ugly Americans are ugly, and that's what they mean when 

they tell you I'm Peruvian and proud of it. Tonelada, half in the shadows, chuckled to 

see the Peruvian making mincemeat of Lester's hand-very friendly, of course. You'd 

got to bear in mind that Virrey was nearly thirty, and Lester, well developed as he was, 

wasn't even twenty-one. Fortunately, Lester was thinking the same thing and withdrew 

his hand in time. Virrey smiled, very pleased, but, when he saw La Piba, acted as 
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though he'd just heard Tonelada's chuckle of a little earlier. He turned to look for him, 

quickly, because a few months ago, at a time just like this when Virrey was as dnmk 

as he was now, Tonelada had taken aovantage of one of those moments when he was 

turning to look for him and unexpectedly butted him with his head, punched him, and 

then kicked him in the balls; not that it got him anywhere, Virrey wasn't affected in the 

least; what's more, he caught Tonelada hiding in with the band and gave him such a 

beating up, there wasn't a woman in Lima'd have anything to do with him for a month. 

Listen to him gossiping, yes, because he was fun to be around, even if he was a bum, 

the biggest moocher in Lima, but not one girl would go further, not until your eyes are 

back to normal, Tonelada. "Oh, come one, you know I'm irresistible," but it got him 

nowhere. "I'm off," he announced, realizing he'd been seen. "Sorry, Piba. You're 

in good hands. Lester, take care of this jewel. Virrey'll beat me up if I don't get out 

of here; he's like that when he's drunk." He took off like a shot for the door, even 

though they kept calling him from the bar. "Yes, yes!" he said, disappearing behind the 

curtains covering the exit. "Yes, yes, Herman," and he pointed to Pericote to pay for 

the scotch. Santiago smiled as he watched the whole scene; Tonelada was something 

else, he'd worshipped him when they'd been at school, he was only a kid when 

Tonelada was the best swimmer in school; all through high school he'd worshipped him, 

the guy's been like a fish, interschool's champion, guest of honor at parties. Strange 

how he'd turned out, makes you think being so popular might be to blame. .. He'd 

think about it; his eyes lost their sparkle, it was as if he could see beyond his memories, 

to a place where feelings gradually blur and all is dark. 
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"I think he did," said Santiago. 

"What's new, Pericote?" 
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Pericote Siles, a bit balder and greyer, turned his back on Bobby and joined them 

happily. He praised the way Virrey could hold his liquor; La Piba though was still 

telling Santiago and Lester of the things Tonelada'd done lately, his name came 

repeatedly through the drunken haze as Virrey heard places and events mentioned; he 

remembered once again it was this night not long ago, no, a long time ago, no, not so 

long ago, in this nightclub in Lima, no Buenos Aires, no Santiago, kissing this 

millionaire, a whole week's honeymoon gorgeous and I'll give you a car, there he'd 

been kissing that god dam fag that night, in Buenos Aires was it? iil. Santiago then, hell, 

there were so many nights, and Tonelada's chuckle while watching him, discovering 

him, him, the guy that nobody could beat up. 

"Where's Tonelada?" 

"He left," said La Piba. "Why are you always so mad?" 

"If that gringo thinks he's taking La Piba home, I'llldll him," he said, ordering. 

"What'll you have, Piba?" 

"Pay, Bobby," said Santiago, "we're leaving. " 

"What are we leaving for?" 

"Shut up, we're leaving. Let's go, Lester. You pay, Bobby, I haven't changed 

any money yet. I'll pay you back. . . Virrey wants to beat someone up, and with her 

there, it'll be Lester; let's get out of here," he spoke very softly. 



789 

"We're leaving," said Bobby, asking for the bill. 

"Let's see how things are somewhere else," Santiago told his friend in English 

when he wanted to know why they were paying. He was doing very nicely with La 

Piba, he'd almost got her over her Christmas hang-ups, but Santiago convinced him 

there were better places and it was getting late. 

It only took a few minutes for Santiago, Bobby, and Lester to be drinking at the 

bar in the Saratoga. Bobby was falling asleep, his brother was something of a 

disappointment. He'd been around him for hours now, and apart from jumping into the 

pool that way, neither his brother nor his friend showed any signs of being like they'd 

seemed on those photos they'd sent him a few weeks back. He felt like saying he 

wanted to take off, he was tired, then he heard Tonelada's chuckle again. 

"You haven't brought Virrey after me, I hope?" he asked. 

Santiago smiled. Lester was about to ask for a fourth whiskey, but Tonelada said 

"better not. Later, man. There are lots of places around town that don't close down 

yet. .. Not everybody's going to sleep under the Christmas tree. There are girls," 

and he said the word in English for Lester's benefit. 

II Yes , girls!1I 

Tonelada brought a bill out from his pants pocket, "the last, " he said, "but a new 

life is beginning. " 

"Here, call yourself a taxi," he handed the bill to Bobby. 

"Get a drink at least," said Bobby, turning it down. 



790 

IIRuns in the family, II said Tonelada and gave one of his chuckles. Bobby stood 

up and looked at his brother. 

IIGo on, Bobby; see you tomorrow, II said Santiago as Bobby went off, furious. 

"Do we have any weights at horneT' he asked, but Bobby didn't hear him. 

Santiago and Lester saw dawn break twice. The first time was one o'clock in 

the afternoon when they woke up in unknown beds with the girls Tonelada had taken 

them to see the night before. Santiago was the first to open his eyes. He sat up and 

went to look for his friend in the next room. About as well he hadn't drunk much, he 

just felt rather tired was all. Lester didn't look too bad either, you might say, at least 

from the way he smiled when Santiago came into the room. He jumped up and asked 

straight away where he could get a cold shower and a glass of orange juice. Santiago 

said IIforget it for now, you can have all that when we get home. II The main thing was 

to take off before the girls woke up and started asking them to stay or take them to the 

beach, you know the sort of thing. That's how it'd be if they didn't step on it, and 

Lester's girl, half awake, was smiling, she'd just stretched and sighed and that was 

enough for Lester to want to dive in again. That would be self indulgence, last night 

and this morning had been quite enough if they were to keep in shape. Santiago went 

back to his room while Lester dressed. They threw their clothes on haphazardly, patted 

the girls on their butts and said they'd be back soon. 

They woke again in the palace at four o'clock. That's when they got the shower 

and orange juice. Then they went downstairs and Santiago asked Bobby once again if 

there were any weights around the place. Juan Lucas, who was close by, said that with 
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a couple of lazybones like Bobby and Julius there'd hardly be any weights around, and 

the shops would be closed for the holiday, but tomorrow he'd have a complete set 

brought in for him and Lester. 

When the weights arrived the visitors began to lead a more orderly life. They 

got up late every morning, put their trunks on and lifted weights of all sizes for hours 

on end in the garden: for developing their grip, their shoulders, their chests, their back 

muscles, biceps, triceps, buttocks, thighs, calves, etc. Hours and hours they went at it, 

and Bobby was furious watching them, waiting for them to finish so they'd decide which 

beach they were going to go to that morning. They tried to get him involved, but 

Bobby'd only to look at himself in the mirror to know he didn't need it, unless he 

planned on turning into a Tarzan like those two. "Not likely," he thought, "you've gotta 

be a slave to it." Just watching them going at it over and over was enough, sweating, 

wrapped in plastic to make them sweat even more to get rid of excess fat that nobody 

but they could see anyway, from three or four days eating at Christmas and the trip 

when they hadn't been able to lift their weights. You'd think they were a couple of fags, 

all that fuss about a fraction of an inch, more or less, of chest development than last 

month, as if they weren't big enough, you had to see how they took care of themselves! 

And then their showers! And their grapefruit juice! And how many vitamins 

and how many calories! They had to have an American style breakfast. Their rest, 

their digestion, all for. .. "Just like a couple of fags," thought Bobby. About as well 

they'd screwed several girls, though Tonelada'd served them up on a tray, so to speak; 
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about as well, because all that taking care of themselves, all that checking their bodies, 

had him worried. They kept feeling each other too-but surely it was it just because 

they were fanatics about it. Let's see how you're shaping up? Is it hard? Hey, 

measure this biceps for me. Want me to measure yours? Bobby had his doubts at 

times, but screwing the girls Tonelada found for them put his mind at rest. It was just 

a matter of technique, of course, physical culture, sure, you get that way, sort of cool, 

all that exercising, physical culture, that's what it was, about as well! 

About as well when they'd rested up they didn't worry so much about their 

bodies. At least it seemed that way to Bobby. He was pretty dumb, really, because 

they were at it on the beach too. At Waikiki Beach, at La Herradura, in Anc6n too. 

Once they'd rested up they'd decide which beach to honor and all tear off in the Volvo. 

Bobby went too. That was the time he enjoyed best; Santiago and Lester were very 

decent, they didn't make him suffer for being a kid, nothing like that. They introduced 

girls to him and the girls talked to him, even if they were older than he was; when he 

had a date with Rosemary, they were very nice to her. They'd meet on the promenade 

and go down to the beach together, and there were other girls, and everybody said hi 

and lay down on the sand, knowing perfectly well there were other girls over there in 

another group who'd have liked them to have gone over and lay down nearer to them. 

Lester and Santiago had their own ideas though; they'd chosen the girls they liked, both 

were dating more or less. Lester's was called Delfinita. The name seemed appropriate, 

and her eyes matched the sea. She looked lovely on the beach. 
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Those were the times Bobby liked best. His brother and the gringo really knew 

how to do things on a beach. You should have seen how they impressed the girls, every 

one of them on the beach was dying for them. There they were, flat out, you couldn't 

see where they were looking with those big dark glasses on, they played very cool, sure 

of themselves, then they'd jump up all of a sudden and race to the sea, one dive, and 

wow! right in as the wave broke. Up they came between waves and swam into the next 

waves, so far out the girls started to get worried. 

Then they'd water ski. Bobby steered the motor boat while they did all sorts of 

stunts behind, he followed their instructions, get in closer! closer! they yelled at him 

from behind, and Rosemary was scared to death because they were too near the beach 

and might get caught in a breaker. What the hell! All that mattered was that everyone 

on the beach know who it was doing those crazy things. Santiago and Lester, terrific 

guys. 

Then they'd have lunch in their swimsuits. That wasn't so great because 

Santiago and Lester started up with the diet stuff again. They ordered aperitifs, vodka 

tonics, but they barely took a sip. Bobby ended up drinking more than he ought and 

fighting with Rosemary. She was a bit of a drag, really. "Girls are always a drag," 

Bobby thought, the next time it wouldn't be serious, just a mild flirtation like Lester and 

Santiago went in for, they had the right idea. They kissed their girls, they had a good 

laugh with the girls, but nothing serious, none of that will you miss me I'll miss you 

when I get to the States stuff, none of that I'll write you kind of thing. All Rosemary 

could talk about was his entrance exam, you ought to be studying now, New Year's is 
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over and everybody else who graduated is studying, getting ready for the entrance exam. 

Bobby tried to calm her down, he kept saying Juan Lucas would fix everything, 

everybody knew it was a matter of influence, "Rosemary, it's just who you know that 

counts," but Rosemary kept on "don't drink any more vodka, you really ought to be 

studying," she was getting on his nerves. 

About as well she didn't do it around other people; she was all right around 

Santiago and Lester, but when they were in the shower she nearly drove him crazy, 

while they were rinsing off to go into the dining room and not feel sticky from the salt 

water. They were terrific. They always managed to drop the towel in the shower and 

get it soaked, so when they went back to the restaurant on the beach they'd be 

squeezing their towels out, walking between the tables, wringing out their towels, all 

their muscles bUlging. "Great technique," Bobby thought as they came to the table, 

"everybody's looking at them, everybody's impressed, great technique." He was 

beginning to see that everything his brother and Lester did was a matter of technique. 

Those campus guys work it all out. As a matter of fact, Lester and Santiago 

were martyrs to it, to all that technique. Bobby started noticing it the last days they 

were there in Lima on vacation. All those photos with girls were a thing of the past, 

his brother might even have sent them to him to get rid of them, to mark the end of 

some disorder he wanted to see the end of now he was dedicated to body building and 

techniques of control. He'd hit on it. He'd probably be the same way himself some day 

a few years from now, make that quite a few years from now. They'd started a bit 

early. He still had lots of time, lots of time to screw Sonia and a thousand other girls 
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too. If they didn't get back to the States soon he was going to go look up Sonia 

anyway. The problem was, by going out with them he was spending all the money he'd 

got for Christmas. All that technique and thinking about money made him think of Juan 

Lucas. Now there was the king of technique, but he'd got to the point where he enjoyed 

it. Just look at the way he controlled himself; control, technique, and enjoying it all, 

the man looked twenty years younger than his age, shit! It isn't easy. All along he'd 

had everything, women, orgies even, women, but it wears you out, you've got to keep 

control of things like that . . . What the shit! Bobby took a drink of vodka and tonic, 

and it was about as well Rosemary didn't say anything, since he'd have told her to go 

to hell there and then in front of Santiago and Lester, who were just finishing wringing 

out their towels and were calculating what they could have for lunch. 

They didn't calculate quite so much at night, thank God. You couldn't do much 

calculating around Tonelada SamaIne. On New Year's Eve they got completely drunk 

in a night club coming home from the ball in Anc6n. They went off the road that night. 

Tonelada in the back seat of the Volvo told jokes all the way back to Lima; in the front 

seat, squashed in as best they could, Santiago, Lester, and Bobby with three women on 

their laps, went wild and started racing another car filled with friends that was coming 

back to Lima from Anc6n too. Everyone was laughing, Santiago could barely keep hold 

of the wheel. The girls screamed "We're gonna be killed! We're gonna be killed!" 

They sounded hysterical, but nobody really thought they could die, least of all Tonelada, 

who told one sick joke after another, all having to do with death, half in Spanish, half 

in English, so the gringo could enjoy them too. Then Santiago noticed the car was 
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pulling to one side, and just then Tonelada finished telling another joke, and he, who'd 

played chicken in the States many times, felt some strange impulse or whatever, let's 

say the joke won out over his sense of danger, anyway, he gave in and let the car go 

sailing off the road with all those people killing themselves laughing inside. The Volvo 

went off the road just as their friends' Chevrolet went by and braked a couple of 

hundred yards further on. The people in the Chevrolet jumped out and went running 

into the dunes. What's happened? What's happened? they came closer in the dark, they 

had to be alive ... the Volvo was fine, terrific stability! It had flown and bounced a 

few times on the sand, then it had sunk too deep and stopped. The girls were screaming 

and crying, really hysterical now. The people from the Chevrolet could hear them, but 

when they got there, the men were laughing again and Tonelada was asking if anyone 

was hurt and was Saint Peter anywhere around. They were all quiet for a moment, then 

Tonelada spoke again, "if nobody's injured and nobody's Saint Peter, we're all all right! 

Nothing's happened." He translated the Saint Peter for Lang's benefit and the gringo 

laughed again, and Santiago looked sideways at Bobby, but just before he realized he 

was his brother and he was very fond of him, he felt he was flying again with them all 

killing themselves laughing, and he relived the thrill of it. 

"Well," he said, opening the door, "tomorrow we'll send a crane to pull the car 

out. . . All into the Chevie, quick, hup!" 

That was the night Bobby enjoyed most. It was the one that cost most too. He 

spent his last cent that night in the cabaret, but what the hell! With Santiago there, what 

could happen? only kids worry about money; as soon as he started going to university 
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he'd ask for a checking account like his brother. For the time being he'd go along and 

let him pay, and when he left there was Julius's moneybox, three or four sessions with 

Sonia, and then he'd start studying. Santiago and Lester would be going back quite 

soon now, they had to be there during the first week of January . . . very soon in fact. 

But tonight in the cabaret nobody talked about going back to the States; they talked 

about going to glory! going on to glory with Gloria! 

Come and find glory with Gloria, chachacha, 

Come and find glory with me, chachacha. 

That was the chorus the orchestra played, while the master of ceremonies announced the 

second floor show that night for all the New Year drunks to enjoy: the internationally 

famous, the superdelectable Gloria Symphony! with her famous review, Symphony of 

Gloooooory, that had been delighting audiences throughout Latin America. People 

clapped, but nobody came out, so the orchestra had to start all over. 

Come and find glory with Gloria, chachacha, 

Come and find glory with me, chachacha. 

What had happened was that Tonelada had just finished telling one of his jokes, and 

poor Gloria Symphony, what with the joke being really funny, and her having had 

seventeen glasses of scotch that day because the judge had given custody of her little boy 

to his father, and what with her having spent New Year's Eve last year like any other 

night in Cali or Miami with a gringo just like that kid across the table-after all, she 

was a terrific dish, and when Batista was still in power had really moved her ass-and 
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those seventeen glasses of scotch and the joke Tonelada'd just told and a lot of other 

things too, Gloria Symphony let out a hoot of laughter, but with the way she was feeling 

ready to cry, nearly ruined her make-up, and she just couldn't stand up, no matter how 

many times the band played "come and find glory with Gloria." The chorus girls pulled 

her, but she didn't move, she kept on laughing, thinking of all the cabarets she'd been 

in in her life, and the hell with New Year resolutions, hahahahahahahahahahahaha . . . 

Santiago sat there indifferent to any dramatic carousing of a cabaret dancer. 

Tonelada, on the other hand, hurried to help her. "1'11 be right back, 

sweetheart," he told a chorus girl who was crazy about him, and he jumped up and 

carried Gloria Symphony out onto the dais, amid applause, shouts, and a good deal of 

envy on the part of those habitues who couldn't stomach the idea of Tonelada carrying 

the dancer out to do her turn. More shouting when he put her down by the orchestra. 

"Still the same pain in the ass!" somebody called out. 

"Sure," said Tonelada, looking towards the corner where the voice came from, 

"when I was a kid I taught my toy soldiers to use their bayonets from behind." 

Tonelada's table laughed and applauded, Bobby translated for Lester, and 

Santiago and his friends spent money like water and let the chorus girls fawn over them. 

Tonelada came back and told them to make room next to his girl. "With you I'll make 

New Year's resolutions for ever and ever," he told her, and she covered him with 

kisses. She'd be spending a month in Lima, cute kid with a little turned up nose, and 

Tonelada had his eye on her from the first moment. "That one's for me," he'd thought. 

He'd had to work hard, give her lots of sweet talk. He got her in a corner and made 
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plans for the night, face to face, his back to the others, "how come a nice girl like 

you's n a game like this?" adding scotch to her glass, and telling her he really wanted 

to know. 

"We're on next, girls," said the one with Lester. 

They had to go change, their was the next number, they'd have to step on it. 

They jumped up and said they'd be back. They turned around to get to the dressing 

rooms, and the guys, who were half drunk anyway, suddenly found lots of ass rubbing 

along the table edge next to the glasses, then wiggling away. "Carajo!" said Lang IV 

and then looked at Santiago, who smiled, yes, this was the exact moment to say it. 

"Not much covering," yelled Tonelada as they wiggled off. Some blew kisses, but by 

then he was concentrating on Gloria Symphony, who was dancing between the tables: 

Come and find glory with Gloria, chachacha, 

Come and find glory with me, chachacha. 

If a man was there with his wife she whispered chachacha in his ear, and the wives 

would smile to show they didn't really mind and think "she's good looking, but she's 

a whore," as they settled into their seats. Feeling superior and inferior at the same time 

wasn't too comfortable. Chachacha to a husband and off to another table to let his wife 

get comfortable again and stay that way. Chachacha to the next table, and the next, then 

at the back until she reached the table where Tonelada called "Shake it, sweetheart!" 

Come and find glory with Gloria, chachacha, 

Come and find glory with me, 

and with the last chachacha she went back to the dais throwing feathers, tulle, silk, 
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taffeta, until all she had on were two things up above and a teeny-weeny little shell 

covered with silver sequins down below. 

"She's been in trouble with the Moral Decency people already," said Tonelada. 

"She's terrific," said Santiago, smiling. 

"You know those old ladies who have it in for girls like that ... " 

Tonelada had to leave it at that because the orchestra stopped playing and the 

Black guy who played the bongo jumped into center stage and almost climbed on the 

bongo, stroking it like a monkey with a huge banana then hitting it to make three deep, 

resonant sounds speaking of the danger and mystery of Voodoo. The effect on Gloria's 

famous belly were extraordinary; it curled up, shrank; with each stroke it got smaller, 

a little with the first, smaller with the second, still smaller with the third; the entire 

business went behind her belly button and the silvery shell inclined horizontally as her 

belly went in. One bong more you'd have thought she was about to die, she pulled her 

hair, ruined her hairdo in agony, it was painful to watch; she was dying, you could see 

it in her face, she was dying, she would have died, but the bongo player knew too much 

for that, and grinning at the near naked girls waiting their turn in the wings and at 

Tonelada, who'd come closer to the dais, the bongo man called "Now" and began to 

bring the white captive back to life with a quick ripple of taps . . . It was as though her 

labor pains had been relieved, and the hard, dry drumming had started a crazy 

uncontrollable tingling among glittering sequins of the little shell. Gloria Symphony 

went wild, ran away from the bongo player, was free at last, and in front of all the 

ladies sent thousands of Haitian devils shooting out from her excommunicated 
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bellybutton into the heart of Lima, and the dreadful creatures, the awful devils, got into 

their husbands and made them wriggle in their seats, made sweat pour down their faces, 

almost forced their necks to move in circles along with her belly writhings, which had 

them in her power; ahead now of the bongo player, whose whip-like arms in unbridled 

beating, had penetrated the black secret of night life, and now, thin disillusioned, 

unbelieving, and professional, pretended not to know which beat would bring her back 

to the world which paid her to move that way, but she wouldn't stop, he was the one 

who followed with his drumming; now she was moving more disgustingly, more 

scandalously; the more they paid, the more scandalous she became, the more they paid 

her, the more she had to pay the priests at the private school her kid went to, she'd 

sweat until he had his law degree; she couldn't stop, they wouldn't let her, they were 

calling, more voodoo drumming, taboo, taboo, tap with elbows, palms, elbows, palms, 

elbow, elbow, two taps with one elbow, that bongo player was great, he knew all the 

tricks, now he had her, now he was bringing her back, ta-TOM . . . ta-TOM . . . ta

TOM ta-TOM ta-TOM TOM-ta TOM-ta TOM-ta ta-TOM ta-TOM ta-ta-tac ta-ta-tac ta

ta-tac TOM-ta TOM-ta ta-ta tum-tum ta-ta-ta-tac-tac-TAC tac-TAC-tac-tac-TOM-ta-ta. 

Gloria Symphony died amid applause, soaked in sweat, with Tonelada's laugh 

resounding as he stood there applauding the bongo player with everyone else, as he got 

down from the enormous banana and came to take her hand and acknowledge the 

applause and insolent cries of drunks and those just tipsy. Some of the ladies thought 

it was over at last, but they hadn't seen the chorus girls; as soon as the bongo player 

and the scarlet woman were off stage, the disgraceful young women who were to 
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perform the next number came on, and their husbands, because it was New Year's and 

because they were drunk anyway, ordered more bottles of liquor; nobody could stop 

those husbands now, they wanted to drink more and more, they wanted to see all the 

show, they wanted to see every bit of the glorious Symphony, right down to the last 

naked girl, they wanted to stay and watch; Gloria Symphony may have left, but she'd 

let loose in the market place all the diabolical brotherhood from her wild bellybutton. 

It was certainly the best night Bobby'd spent, and now on waking up, he could 

see the announcer still as he yelled "The party's over, and here are the girls!" and then 

Tonelada welcoming them all with the booze he'd made arrangements to get and the 

taxis he'd called to take them all back to his apartment. Bobby saw it was four o'clock 

by the alarm clock on the bedside table and smiled, thinking that yesterday Santiago and 

Lester had finally forgotten all their calculations and techniques for once, they'd really 

enjoyed all the shindig, all the crazy bacchanal without keeping themselves in check, 

Tonelada'd been yelling "drink up!" all the time they were pulling corks; at that point 

Bobby'd given out. All the aches and pains of a first rate hangover told him he was 

awake now and it was no use trying to get to sleep again. He put his bathrobe on and 

slowly went downstairs to ask for four Alka-Seltzers and four iced Cokes to be brought 

to the pool. He wanted it all on a tray, all together on a tray and the tray on the edge 

of the pool while he swam, cooled off, calmed his aching head and aching limbs in the 

cool water. He was livid when he found Lester and Santiago there already, with their 

huge sunglasses, calmly reading magazines and looking very chipper. They were flat 

out on two chaises, showing no signs of feeling bad. Yet there was no doubt about it, 
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he'd seen them there at the orgy too, but of course they must have been calculating their 

consumption of booze, keeping within limits, they'd got up a bit later than usual, put 

aside the weight lifting since it was New Year's Day, after all, but that was all. Bobby 

threw himself into the water; that was better, "bah," he smiled, "I've got lots of time, 

I'm a lot better off than Tonelada, he doesn't even have a pool at his place." He swam 

about slowly. There'd be no other night as good as that one for Bobby. After that, 

things were back to normal, regular habits, weight lifting, the beach, the Casino at 

Anc6n, and dark places to dance. He had his hopes that there might be a repeat, 

especially when Tonelada showed up at the Saratoga or Freddy Solo's, but there wasn't; 

a few chuckles, a few glasses of scotch, respectable girls. Nobody said a word about 

New Year's, or about Gloria Symphony & Co. But Bobby made plans. As soon as he 

got into the university they'd let him use the Volvo and he'd go look up Tonelada; he 

knew where to find him and the guy'd even paid for a few of his drinks. Two or three 

months shut up to get ready for the exam, but let's not even think about that; Santiago 

and Lester still had two or three days to go. 

The two or three days turned into several weeks. They talked a lot about life in 

the United States, but they made no move to leave Lima. The semester was starting at 

the University where they studied, but they showed no signs of going back. Miss 

Decisions had something to say to Julius about that. "Those young men are getting 

lazy, she said. Senor Juan Lucas and Senora Susan should do their duty, they're parents 

of the one and supposedly close friends of the other's parents, they should meet their 

responsibilities and see that those two young men go back to the country where young 
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Sefior Santiago's friend comes from. II Julius took it all very seriously and gave Susan 

and Juan Lucas very pointed looks every time the guests showed up in the dining room 

or the summer bar, focal points for the family to get together. Neither Juan Lucas nor 

Susan said a word, just the opposite in fact, they seemed delighted to have them stay, 

they made no move to have them go. "Being the eldest certainly has its advantages, II 

thought Bobby. Julius, on the other hand, remembered how they'd sent him to school 

a year later than he should have gone, straight into first grade, skipping kindergarten, 

and according to a book he'd just read, kindergarten was a lovely time in the life of a 

child, and they'd deprived him of it ... Deci was right, Susan and Juan Lucas didn't 

meet their responsibilities. 

Whatever it was, the Christmas visitors stayed on; Bobby finally had to forget 

about them and lock himself in his room to study. Tutors were hired for all subjects, 

Aunt Susana called with their names and spoke highly of them; they were really doing 

a great job getting her son Pipo ready for his exam, assuring her he'd get a very good 

grade, he'd probably come out among the first in his year, and with all her prayers too 

it could hardly be otherwise; Susan should do the same, pray, pray, Susan, but Susan 

only wanted to hang up, hang up, and she did. Tutors showed up in shoals, for all 

subjects, and Bobby locked himself in and studied, thus becoming the person in the 

palace that everybody felt sorry for. Everybody felt sorry for him when he showed up 

for dinner, worn out, with still a few trigonometry problems to work out before he went 

to bed. The guests stayed on in Lima, nobody asked if the delay would harm their 

studies in the States. Santiago said once they got back they'd have no problem catching 
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up, but that didn't explain why they stayed on and on. Susan began to wonder. One 

afternoon she went to Welsch's to pick up a watch for Julius, whose eleventh birthday 

was coming up, and the manager told her her son had just been there with an American 

friend and they'd just bought a beautiful platinum ring. 

Susan never interfered in the life of those two hulks and didn't hear the rest of 

the story; she didn't even find out that Lester'd been the one who bought the ring to 

give to a girl. She noticed there was a certain tension in the air but thought it was 

probably due to Bobby and Julius arguing. She'd heard one of them yelling something 

about a moneybox, but didn't realize that the yelling went on every night. One day 

Julius came up to her to ask if the key to his money box was sti1llocked in the safe. 

He'd gone off relieved when she said yes. Next day Bobby asked Juan Lucas for 

money, but Juan Lucas had just lost a golf match and said "not a cent" until he passed 

the exams. Bobby tried to get Santiago to give him something, but Santiago jut smiled 

and said the same as Juan Lucas. He tried Lester, and Lester told him to drop dead in 

no uncertain terms at the top of his voice in English. All the servants heard the gringo 

shouting. Juan Lucas was out, but Susan heard the guest's outburst and thought how 

strange, he was such a quiet young man usually, she certainly wouldn't have expected 

anything like that of him. Susan remembered the ring, but she never interfered with 

those young hulks, so she never heard the rest of the story. 

Not until now, anyway. She did notice that the air was getting even more 

troubled than it had been. Bobby and Julius started yelling at each other again, and 
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louder than before. Julius wasn't going to let people walk allover him, he was nearly 

eleven and he'd finished primary school; he swore left and right, until Susan had to tell 

Carlos not to teach him any more bad words, please, no matter how much he asked him 

to. Julius didn't give a shit. He'd found out what screw meant, so Bobby had nothing 

on him any more. Bobby was a problem too; every day he was acting more violent, all 

that studying was going to drive the poor boy mad. One morning he told the chemistry 

professor Aunt Susan had recommended to fuck off. But that wasn't everything. The 

same day Lester showed up acting very nervous, his shirt was torn to shreds, about as 

well his face was all right; he was unblemished but he needed a tranquilizer, he couldn't 

keep still and ran from one room to another yelling ''finished! finished! finished! never 

more! the end! finished! " Everybody understood the words but hadn't a clue what he 

was talking about. "The end of what?" Julius wondered, "the end of what?" He soon 

found out. It was the end of the stay in Lima; as Lester took his tranquilizer, Santiago 

called the airline. They'd fly tomorrow night. 

A couple of hours later Lester, well doped, explained to Susan and Juan Lucas 

that his stay in Lima'd been just fantastic, but they really had to go back. Susan thought 

it politic not to mention the torn shirt, though she could easily imagine the beautiful ring 

had had something to do with it. Santiago said they were going out that evening for a 

goodbye drink with some of their friends. Everybody thought it was a good idea. Now 

it was only a matter of Juan Lucas agreeing with Bobby's suggestion. That was? Very 

simple, very logical: Bobby wanted to go out with them, he needed a change, he'd been 

shut up for weeks, one night out wouldn't do him any harm, it'd be the best time to say 
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goodbye to his brother too. Santiago smiled, as if to say, come if you like, it's all the 

same to me; I'm not going to start crying whether I leave this year or next. Bobby 

insisted, and Juan Lucas, who'd just beaten the friend who beat him the other day, said 

"all right, but just this one time." "So that makes you happy," thought Santiago and 

looked at his brother; to his surprise, contrary to what he expt"..cted, Bobby was neither 

smiling nor looking pleased, he was saving that up for tonight. He had his techniques 

too; Bobby learned fast. 

"No, I won't go in your car, I have the station wagon." 

"Since when?" asked Santiago. 

Lester didn't understand when the two brothers talked to each other. Bobby 

explained in English, "I'm sorry, but there's a woman expecting me; she's been 

expecting me for some time, and this is the last chance I'll have to see her." Santiago 

was curious. 

"How come you got the station wagon?" 

"Easy. I told Juan Lucas you two'd probably come back late and I didn't 

want to, so he'd better lend me the station wagon so I could come back early and get 

up and study tomorrow morning. " 

"Good idea . . ." 

"He gave me some money; not much, but it'll get me through tonight." 

"Right then," said Santiago. "Ciao, then." 

"Ciao ... " 
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And when Santiago smiled at him with that vacant look, Bobby smiled back the 

same way; they both gave a big smile as they turned and got into their respective cars, 

but when they looked back at each other for a moment, their thoughts were elsewhere; 

one second was enough. They'd just signed a pact always to be elsewhere where the 

other was concerned; both of them stood to inherit an enormous fortune. 

And while Bobby drove like a lunatic to screw that Sonia woman, once and for 

all, and make sure she was who he thought she was, Santiago and Lester parked 

peacefully in front of Freddy Solo's Bar, where they'd agreed to meet a group of 

friends. Tonelada wasn't one of them. Tonelada wouldn't be one of them so long as 

Lester was in Lima. 

"Oh, come on, you know I'm irresistible." There was the sponger leaning on 

the bar at Freddy Solo's with girls all around, dying laughing at the things he said. 

"Why do you all run away from me when I'm so irresistible?" 

"You're nice," said one of the girls. 

"At a distance," said another. 

"Poor Tone," said La Piba, "nobody takes you seriously!" 

"Nobody will, until you can look at them again!" 

"There's Santiago and Lester," said La Piba, as they came in the door and 

headed for the bar. 

"I'm off. The gringo's as bad as Virrey ... they really teach them to fight in 

Texas. Goodnight, ladies ... it's time to say goodnight." 
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"Don't be an idiot," said La Piba, "they're sitting over there at the other end, 

they're with friends; he saw you, he's not going to do anything ... " 

He wasn't going to do anything because Santiago held him back when the door 

opened, and he saw the other guy sitting there; he wasn't going to do anything because 

Lester'd taken three tranquilizers that afternoon and still had them in his system; he 

wasn't going to do anything because it was their last night in Lima and you're not going 

to spend it fighting. Santiago smiled at Tonelada ~md kept an eye on Lester; he seemed 

quiet enough, he'd ordered a few glasses of scotch, and he was smiling as he talked to 

some friends who'd arrived earlier. 

Friends kept arriving, scotch was ordered. As usual, Santiago didn't drink 

much; Lester, on the other hand, drank one after another, which was unusual for him; 

he might well start another fight like the one this afternoon, if Tonelada was still there 

at the other end of the horseshoe bar, which put him right in front of them, laughing 

like crazy. There was the question of language as well; Lester couldn't follow what 

they were saying over there and thought the guy was laughing at him; who knows, after 

all he'd said to him. .. But he kept calm in spite of the booze; actually, he felt 

miserable, he wasn't talking so much now, he just asked people what they wanted and 

ordered more scotch, it was a pity to see the poor guy ... 

"Incredible!" he said suddenly, and his head fell on the bar. 

"What's that?" asked Santiago. 

"Incredible," he said again, burrowing his head in the bar. 
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He only looked up to find his glass and ask for another. "Incredible," he said 

half an hour later. Santiago turned from talking to the guy at his side, but when he 

looked at him, Lester had burrowed his head even deeper in a dark cloud that had been 

forming between the bar and himself with each drink. 

He hadn't fallen completely, but he was slipping little by little; he remembered 

something, he had another glass of scotch, he tried to disappear into his dark cloud, but 

the bright colors of the bar, his shirt, his tie, kept piercing the darkness and he couldn't 

get things dark enough; he wanted to shut himself up in his own sadness, go in and 

close the door and spend a while alone in there, but the music from the bar, that stupid 

laughter, kept interfering, he couldn't empty the place enough to stare vacantly, things 

got in the way as he slid down the steps into the cellar of his stupor, things kept 

working their way in between the glasses of scotch he was taking to block out all sound, 

he couldn't get things quiet enough in his darkness, he couldn't disappear once and for 

all into the dark night of his memories. He was getting there though, Lester was about 

to fall, when a push knocked him down helplessly with terrible, bitter sickness . . . 

round and round, it came from over there going round and round, up and sideways it 

got him, he felt sick, the hell with the law of gravity; in one second all his efforts had 

been shattered, thousands of colors spinning around, breaking in the darkness, coming 

and going, only odd spots of black to lean on between the surges of sickness. But little 

by little, facing it, cheating those thousands of little colored lights one by one, Lester, 

with an enormous effort, managed to stand up and avoid spinning round and round again 

on the merry-go-round; he felt the stool was standing vertical, he grabbed his glass in 
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both hands, squeezing it until the bartender stood quietly in place and only moved when 

he had to serve someone . . . 

"Scotch," he asked. 

Perhaps he could let go of his center point; no, he couldn't, he was going to 

throw up now, it was welling over; not if he held on to his glass though and made out 

Tonelada over there behind the bartender; he gathered his whole body together to make 

sure he focused on him and felt in control for a second; he pondered, he gave Tonelada 

a withering look, insulting him with his eyes until his throat cleared of the bitter bile; 

only then he loosened hIs grip on the glass, little by little as the nausea passed, little by 

little as that guy over there gradually averted his gaze. 

But his voice-Tonelada lowered his voice somewhat on noticing Lester staring 

him down; he finished his tale as softly as he could, nervously, keeping a weather eye 

out; he orders another glass of scotch, Santiago intervenes, he insists, they serve him 

... Tonelada started telling another tale, quietly, very quietly; he still didn't know how 

this latest glass of scotch would affect Lester; the girls had to press close to him to catch 

all the details. It was so funny! What's that? Speak up! Can't hear you over here! 

... and the punch line, how'd you like it with a stick up your ass? Tonelada spoke 

louder and roared with laughter, whiie Lester across the bar just managed to put his 

glass in an ashtray, his head dropping as if he planned on touching nose to bellybutton, 

the cool leather-padded trim on the bar caught him en route. Nothing got through his 

silence this time. Nothing pierced the darkness that enclosed him. 

"Oh no! Not that!" said La Piba, "put it away right now!" 
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"See ... What did I tell you? She's a gem, this girl ... " 

"Tonelada! put that away or I'm leaving ... You're such a coward!" 

Tonelada waved his little finger, bye girls! he wiggled his finger under their 

noses showing off the platinum ring he'd just taken out of one of his pockets. La Piba'd 

seen him put it away when Lester came in. She was furious. 

"How can you be such a cynic!" 

"What did I tell you? . . . the drunker she gets, the nobler she gets. " 

His whole face still ached and he had no intention of respecting her finer feelings 

that night! Shit on finer feelings! He wanted to make a joke of it all, make a joke of 

everything. They all knew La Piba, full of left overs from her upbringing; look at her 

. .. When, if not at Christmas? . .. "I'll tell you something . . . she didn't this 

Christmas, either . . ." 

"You pig!" 

The other girls knew nothing about the trouble over the ring, but La Piba, who'd 

already drunk her share of scotch, was still possessed by her finer feelings, which 

tended to come over her when she least expected-her eyes filled with tears. Tonelada 

tried to give her a squeeze, but she ducked under his arm. 

"You're a pig, a pig!" La Piba knew all about the ring. 

"A little quieter, ladies and gentlemen . . . Please, Senorita . . ." 

What had she got mixed up in? La Piba downed her drink and shouted just what 

she felt: you've seen me hanging around with Tonelada, but not any more. . . I've had 

it . .. Delfinita's just graduated from Santa Ursula ... she's a lovely kid, we're 
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cousins . . . and this pig, this snake, finds out her father's going to distribute 

Argentinean films ... he's opening a new movie house to show them ... he's going 

to bring a couple of stars for the opening ... there are going to be parties, cocktails, 

h h · II o t e pIg ... 

II Sefiorita, please. II 

IIThis snake still hasn't made it with a film star . .. That'd really raise his 

income ... That's why you took off, pig! You didn't want them to see you with my 

cousin! Or me to, either. He got them all invited! Let go of my arm! Don't touch 

me! You make me sick! You know who that ring belongs to, you know darn well, 

don't say you don't, you don't, you can't guess? Oh get out, you make me sick! Now 

you've sunk to stealing! II 

III only stole her heart," said Tonelada, trying to make the other girls laugh, but 

they were looking uncomfortable now, in spite of the music, everyone in the bar could 

hear. 

IIYou're a thief! When are you planning on ditching Delfinita? Go on, when? 

when? II 

II Senorita . . ." 

IIMake him leave, he's. nothing but a thief. He's ... !" 

"Every time she gets drunk, she starts insulting me." 

Piba began crying; she really cared for Tonelada. IIShe's crazy as a coot, II 

thought Santiago, who'd been watching everything and smiling. La Piba buried her 

head, crying, in Tonelada's arm and then looked up and kissed his eyes, swollen as they 



814 

were, his eyebrows covered with scabs now, his burst lips, "oh, you pig, you pig," and 

she pressed him to her breast. 

"Another round, II ordered Tonelada, holding up a wad of bills and handing them 

over rolled up around the finger with the ring on it before the barman had a chance to 

insult him by asking "who's paying?1I 

Lester felt an arm on his shoulder and shrugged it off, why couldn't they leave 

him in peace. Then he thought it might be Santiago and tried to sit up, but his head was 

too heavy and he fell asleep; the edge of the bar made a good pillow . . . 

"An Alka-Seltzer," Santiago ordered. 

"No Alka-Seltzer," murmured Lester, trying to explain it was only the 

tranquilizers and just leave him be for a minute or two more. 

"What'll we do?" Santiago asked his friends. "I don't like taking him home like 

this. " 

"Hi there!" It was Bobby. Nobody'd seen him come in; he looked remarkably 

pleased with himself. "What's up with Lester?" 

IIYou'll have to help me move him; he's out. The best thing'd be for him to 

sleep a while before we take him home." 

"In the station wagon. It opens out into a bed." 

"Good idea ... Let's wait a while, and if he doesn't wake up, you help me." 

They didn't have to. He stood up alone, slowly, little by little. He hadn't been 

sleeping. Somewhere in the darkness where he was hiding Lester had kept up the fight 

against the dizzy spells that accompanied the repeated revolving memory of arriving at 
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Delfina's house; over and over again he arrived and gave her the ring; over and over 

again he arrived and spent the afternoon with her, holding her hand, feeling the ring 

cold between his fingers, while her father talked about a possible Hollywood 

distributorship, and he'd been thinking quite seriously of getting in touch with his father 

about it. Then there'd been a cockfight at Delfina's hacienda; he'd smiled to himself, 

the way these Peruvian girls say "I love you," and nobody'd said more than "I like you" 

before he came here; they were watching the cockfight, and she said it so easily: "te 

quiero," then translated it, "I love you," in case he hadn't understood; it had always 

been "I like you" until then, and him too; then another afternoon, after the cockfight, 

he'd never felt more than "I like you" either, and there he was saying "I love you" when 

she gave him the present, two silver fighting cocks; he felt he did love her, he was 

beginning to love her like a real idiot too. .. "Imbecile, stupid imbecile," Santiago 

heard him muttering, and he turned to see him getting up slowly and then falling down 

on the padded edge of the bar . .. Yes, he could see all those afternoons on the beach, 

in Anc6n, at a party one night; everything had really happened, the party last night. . . 

"Imbecile," he shouted suddenly, trying to sit up because he'd just realized, he'd just 

noticed, only he'd said "I love you" last night; suddenly he was dancing the whole night 

with Delfinita, one dance after another, every dance of the party while he pulled himself 

up, all night, and she hadn't once said. .. He asked her for another dance and said 

goodnight after the party. "Imbecile!" he shouted again, sitting up a little more when he 

realized she'd been real fidgety and quite strange to him; that's why the majordomo 

wasn't around, and what'd happened to the ring, imbecile! imbecile! ... that's what 
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had happened: "imbecile." He felt all the fury of that afternoon returning; all the 

afternoon came into his black oblivion, causing him to half sit up then sliding down 

again into the garden where Delfina didn't welcome him with "] love you" at all; she'd 

just said she liked him, and he added a "Stupid imbecile" to that; he'd said "] love you," 

and she'd been all strange and fidgety, and then who shows up at one side of the 

garden? Tonelada, all smiles, all sure of himself, not knowing how to put it in English, 

excuse me, I dropped my medallion here in the grass, you bet he was going to get a 

stick, Lester fell on top of him and then pressed both hands on the padded edge of the 

bar . .. He gnashed his teeth, one, two, three to the head with his teeth, and finally 

gnashing them in fury, he stood up, just as he'd done in the garden when he felt he 

couldn't hold out any longer, he stood up and stared at Tonelada a while longer, where 

he'd been lying on his back on the ground, and there he was across from him with his 

face beaten to a pulp. 

A few moments later Lester was sleeping like a baby in the Mercury parked in 

front of Freddy Solo's Bar. Further along, Santiago and Bobby were sitting in the 

Volvo letting the time go by, their heads nodding from time to time, trying to think of 

something to say to keep them awake. Around five in the morning they saw Tonelada 

stagger out, doing all sorts of maneuvers to keep La Piba from falling head first. They 

got into a taxi and disappeared. Santiago explained what had happened, the fight 

between his friend and that guy . .. Bobby said nothing. For a moment he thought 

he'd tell Santiago how well things had gone for him at Nanette's place, but he thought 

he might look down on him for still going with whores, so he kept quiet. 
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"Let's drive around a bit," said Santiago, turning on the ignition of the Volvo. 

"Not too far though ... it's getting light." 

"What else can I do if Lester hasn't come to?" 

It was after seven 0' clock when they came back, and they still had to wake him 

up. It wasn't difficult. He felt terrible and kept complaining until they convinced him 

he'd been asleep for several hours, and once he got home and had a good breakfast, he 

could sleep again. Santiago changed to the station wagon and told Bobby to go home 

in the Volvo. 

It was nearly eight when they honked at the main gate; Universo, who always 

watered early in the morning, opened the gate straight away, and both Bobby and 

Santiago had to drive carefully not to run over Julius, who was going out on his bike 

on the left hand side. By avoiding Julius both of them nearly ran over a horrible witch 

of a woman, who Lester, looking out of the window, thought must be a hallucination, 

part of all the terrible upset that was keeping him from going back to sleep. 

She, on the other hand, looked at him and smiled, and only later when the station 

wagon had come in, did she begin to wonder, thinking that that blond boy couldn't 

possibly be one of the children. Bobby came in behind in the Volvo, but she didn't get 

to see him, because Universo disturbed her even more when he wouldn't let her come 

in to the palace. They spent a long time arguing about it. Universo wanted to know 

who Nilda was, and Nilda wanted to know who Universo was. Both felt they had the 

same right to ask the other. Nilda always thought of herself as the family cook, and 
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it made no difference if they were in a new palace; everything she said, though, related 

to the old one, and since Universo'd never worked there, this was the only palace as far 

as he was concerned. So he wasn't the gardener for her and she wasn't the cook for 

him. Nilda got very snippy with him and told him she hadn't come to see him, she'd 

come to see Master Julius, but that only made things worse for Universo, Julius had just 

ridden out in front of both of them, so she couldn't possibly know who Julius was, and 

Julius didn't know who she was either. Nilda showed her mouthful of gold fillings 

when she yelled at him, and Universo showed a mouthful of decay with only one or two 

gold fillings. They were both furious: Nilda kept saying the carriage was real old, 

Universo insisted it was new, they'd only just got it; they couldn't agree on anything, 

and then they started getting personal and insulting each other; they lost track of who 

first got rude, and then they started arguing about who started it. Universo said she said 

the people from the highlands are as stubborn as mules, and Nilda said, "well, they 

are," and he'd said she was trespassing and she was probably there to break in or 

something. They were ready to come to blows now, they were running out of insults, 

when fortunately Carlos arrived for work and said hello to Nilda as if she'd never been 

away. Nilda threw her arms around him, she was so glad to see him, and so that idiot 

from the highlands could see she belonged there too. She said Universo'd behaved very 

badly, and he smiled and asked Carlos who was the watchman around here; "you, with 

your hose and your little songs from the highlands," he said, and Nilda liked that and 

gave him another hug and told him that in the jungle, in Madre de Dios, her son had 

died of what they said was typhoid. 
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Carlos invited her into the pantry and told her everything that had happened since 

she left. Celso and Daniel came in to say hello and invite her for breakfast and she told 

them everything that had happened to her recently. She never stopped talking, she told 

what had happened and mixed in things about how her little boy had died, and every 

time she mentioned it, she started to cry. She really upset them with all her calamities; 

everything had gone wrong for her since she'd left the family; nobody wanted to hire 

a woman with a sick baby, so she'd gone back to the place she came from. Things had 

gone badly there too; her little boy got worse, the wrather didn't suit him, the 

water-who knows what upset his little tummy. They'd only been there a week when 

he started crying. He started crying at night and then all day too, and then all day and 

all night, poor little thing; she didn't know, but she was sure the doctor killed him with 

those bitter syrups he gave him. Then she cried again and they all felt very 

uncomfortable. 

That's how things were when Miss Decisions came in to ask if Julius had got 

back yet. As soon as Nilda heard the name Julius she stopped crying and smiled and 

was very cheerful again. Celso introduced them to each other as our former cook and 

our new maid. Miss Decisions swelled up considerably and took a step forward to 

ensure that Nilda would not even think of getting up. They went through a whole 

rigmarole of the strangest expressions in order to say how d'ya do. Nilda said 

something, then Miss Decisions answered with two even longer, flowerier expressions 

which made Nilda look down in deference to the other one's size, girth, and five years 

primary schooling with a certificate to show for it. Miss Decisions asked if they'd 



820 

offered the lady breakfast. Celso and Daniel said of course they had, but since she was 

the one who was always right, she said "what are you waiting for, give her another cup 

of tea." Nilda thanked her and began to tell her all sorts of things about Julius. The 

majordomos got interested too and served tea all around and brought out more rolls; 

they had their own stories to tell, their own versions of the things they remembered. 

Nilda let them talk and waited until they were finished, but hers was always the final 

version of any of the stories. In the meantime, Miss Decisions had her breakfast in 

silence, envying their capacity to talk of a time she knew nothing about, a pity, since 

she couldn't give her opinion, which would, of course, have been the right one. And 

how they went on! Carlos too put his spoke in, telling of little things they knew nothing 

about because they'd taken place when he was out with the car, something that happened 

one day when he took Julius to school, to a party, to visit a friend. The stories began 

to get mixed up and to grow longer and longer. Everybody remembered something, it 

was all very moving, and Nilda talked and listened with her eyes getting wider as she 

did so. One of the stories that came up involved Cynthia, and poor Nilda had to put her 

cup down and sob "Oh Cynthita, Cynthita." That story lead to Julius's first meals in 

the little dining room with all the animals, and Nilda began drinking her tea again and 

smiling until, heaven knows why, Cynthia came up again with Bertha combing out her 

hair, and the poor thing nearly threw her cup across the table, she was sobbing so hard 

she was in danger of being quite overcome, until Carlos caught on to the way her 

emotions worked and kept the stories limited to Julius and nothing else. Celso made 

more tea, the party was getting lively. Everyone had another cup but Miss Decisions, 
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who was getting a bit fed up at having nothing to say. "We weep for what is not," she 

said suddenly, but nobody was impressed and instead of admiring her ability to quote 

poetry, they all said, "yes, that's right" and went on talking about the past ever more 

enthusiastically; they did weep for what was not, those had been grand days. Nilda held 

sway, she could run on non-stop and never tell the same thing twice, about when Julius 

was a little boy-he'd always been a very well intentioned little boy too, quite different 

from his brothers-it was hard to believe he'd be quite a little man by now, eleven years 

old, she'd never forget his birthday, she never could forget, and in a week he'd be 

eleven, ah! ... she remembered when he was born, how she'd fastened his little ears 

back ... eleven, can you believe it? but in a week's time she'd be working and 

wouldn't be able to get away, yes, she'd found a place in Lima, it was easier now with 

her little boy dead ... that's how people are. .. She was starting to sob again, and 

out of a cloth bag she pulled a paper bag and here were six eggs her chickens had laid, 

she had some chickens, see, and they were for Julius, for his birthday, in memory of 

her little boy ... And she really let go, and everyone there asked her wouldn't she like 

some more tea, some more bread, more butter, and Miss Decisions forgot she was put 

out and ran to get the jam, the one Senora Susan has for breakfast; Master Julius won't 

be long, he goes out on his bike every morning before breakfast, Senor Juan Lucas's 

orders, he'd be back soon ... 

But Julius wasn't bad: soon. In the back seat of the station wagon with Bobby 

at his side, Julius was shaking with anger and doing everything he could to contain it. 
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Why had he felt so shy? so uncomfortable, when he saw Nilda taking out those eggs for 

his birthday? He'd peacefully been going in for breakfast when he realized that awful 

looking woman was Nilda, sitting there, waiting for him. He couldn't go in. He just 

couldn't bring himself to go in. Now he was coming back from the airport, but the 

unexpected scene of that morning kept coming back to attack him, welling out through 

his trembling hands, crowding out everything but that instant when he saw her there 

sobbing, so he felt nothing of the regret he ought to have been feeling at Santiago 

leaving again. They were all sad, at least they were all quiet, each wrapped up in their 

own thoughts. Susan, lovely as ever, was quiet either because she was sad or because 

her mind was elsewhere; she'd go along with Juan Lucas's suggestion that they drop the 

children at home and go out for dinner. Juan Lucas stopped the station wagon at a red 

light; how he hated red lights, you can never think of a thing to say while you're 

waiting for it to tum green, and what's more, he couldn't keep out thoughts of the 

airport: goodbye, son, good luck, let's hear from you. He felt suddenly sad, Santiago 

was like his own boy, so he coughed the lump out of his throat: "what do you say if we 

drop the boys off and go out for a bite?" ... green. Susan'd have accepted anything 

he suggested, "yes, darling, good idea." She stuck her arm out of the window, feeling 

the warm summer evening as the station wagon sped along; through her spread-open 

fingers she could see the fronts of the houses with their lights on, and she'd better take 

her arm in or we'll be taking off like the plane, "yes, darling, good idea." She turned 

to say sorry, Bobby'd better not come, they might be late back and he had to get up 

early to study tomorrow. That was Bobby dealt with, then she noticed Julius; now what 
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should she say to him? She turned to look at him and there he was, lost in his thoughts, 

just the way he'd been in the airport too; now she came to think of it, he'd hardly said 

a word to Santiago and Lester, and she didn't press the point because they were getting 

into San Isidro now, one well-lighted house after another. Susan looked at the fronts, 

she couldn't see the sky, but there was a piece of land, a missing house that gave her 

a piece of night, and a star disappeared quickly, just like her hand a minute ago from 

the warm air, just like the plane taldng off, "yes, darling, where were you thinking of 

taking me?" Juan Lucas coughed again to get rid of the lump, and by the time he 

stopped at the next red light, his throat felt quite cheerful; he was thinking of Lester as 

he slowed down: "tell your Dad we're expecting him in October, we'll make sure 

Briceno comes to Lima this time. They say he's the best ever! October now, don't 

forget! 'Bye, son, good luck, take it easy, see you soon. Ha ha." He turned to Susan, 

"let's see, where shall I take you, wife. I know just the place." Susan said "which, 

darling?" but the light changed and he could start up and race the motor and not answer, 

not say anything just yet, ha ha, leave her looldng at me, lovely when she's curious. 

Susan closed the window, wanted to put her arm out again, but closed the window while 

she was turning to look at Julius and forget about the planes, and she remembered she 

couldn't think what to say to him. Julius looked away and found he was going into the 

kitchen again, stopping when he saw Nilda, jumping back when he saw her crying, 

taldng the eggs out and putting them on the table; nobody'd seen him coming in, 

nobody'd seen him running headlong into his overwhelming shyness, nobody saw him 
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find her so horrible, crying, screaming "my dead baby!" nobody saw him leave, jump 

back, and hide and listen behind the door . . . 

"Have some of this jam, Senora Nilda, called English marmalade . . . help 

yourself ... Master Julius should be back any minute, he always goes for a ride on his 

bike before breakfast, Senor Juan Lucas's orders ... 

"Much obliged, Senorita ... aren't you having any? I do hope Master Julius 

comes soon; I always remember his birthday, he'll be eleven this time, quite a little 

man, remember when he used to shoot you all from the carriage? . . . remember how 

he used to play with Vilma? ... oh, I shouldn't have mentioned her ... 

Julius opened the window and leaned his face out, but out there the night air was 

dark and warm and it didn't change Vilma's being a whore, was still the hooker that 

Nilda'd told them this morning. And there's still more, that was the worst, still more. 

He closed the window and sat quiet, silent, as if nothing had happened, the son of Susan 

married to Juan Lucas, the brother of Bobby, coming home from the airport where he'd 

been to say goodbye to his brother Santiago., who's studying in the United States, who's 

just gone back with his friend Lester, just coming home after saying goodbye to them, 

in the Mercury station wagon racing up the Avenida Javier Prado; just look, there's 

nothing wrong with me, nothing wrong at all, just Vilma's a much bigger whore than 

she was a minute ago when I opened the window, much, much bigger than this morning, 

this morning when he felt for the first time that a huge monstrous balloon was blowing 

itself up, swelling; it came out of the ldtchen, blowing itself up, chasing him ... 
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"I ran into her in the street, my, she was all dolled up, beautiful, young Vilma 

... very uppity though ... I was very nice to her ... that's before I knew, of course 

. .. Though with all that scent I should have known, something about the way she 

looked, the way she walked ... I was very nice to her, but she was quite uppity from 

the start . .. And you should hear her language, it's not right, insolent I call it, bold 

as brass, laughing at the likes of us because we're poor, but at least we're honest, and 

just imagine! her saying it just like that, that she's a tart in a brothel in La Victoria ... 

Perhaps if I'd run away ... why though? As soon as she said her name, as 

soon as she looked down like that, I knew: "1'11 tell you who I'm going to screw 

tonight •• 0 II Julius held back his rage, held in his arms that wanted to hit Bobby one 

blow after the other, as he sat there, hateful, by the other window in the station wagon. 

He hadn't a clue; up front neither, neither Susan nor Juan Lucas, wrapped in their own 

thoughts. It was quiet and Julius tried to calm down, the son of Susan married to Juan 

Lucas, the brother of Bobby, coming home from the airport after dropping off his other 

brother, getting closer to home ... but as soon as he'd finished going over existence 

to calm himself down, and adding, with a last effort, I'm alive, I'm called Julius, I 

haven't beaten up Bobby, nothing's happened; as soon as he'd classified himself as a 

boy of eleven who's finishing his primary school this year and is coming home from the 

airport, and that's all, when Vilma was a much bigger whore, and that enormous balloon 

had kept on getting bigger and bigger until it welled out of the palace to chase him 

through the streets of San Isidro and Miraflores and Lima and all the world, and if he 

went on running away and went on opening windows, he'd still find it outside, bigger 
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than ever, much bigger than this morning when for the first time it started coming out 

of the kitchen and he ran to hide in a bathroom where Vilma was a bigger whore ~ti1l, 

and the balloon squashed him against the walls and the cold water tap in the shower, and 

there was Vilma, an immense whore, and he ran out and it chased him right to the pool, 

and he threw himself in and swam as fast as he could with his head under water so he 

wouldn't hear anything, wouldn't see anything, moving his legs, his arms, his feet like 

crazy until he was tired, and when he stopped for a minute to breathe, Vilma was an 

enormous whore. 

But not as big as now. Now with the window closed again, in spite of it being 

so peaceful, in spite of him being called Julius and coming home from the airport with 

his Mummy, who's so lovely and I do love her, Vilma was a gigantic whore, and what 

could he do but choose Susan, of the three of them, let himself be thrown forward onto 

her, hang on to her, throw his arms around her neck, cry "please help, get it off me! 

it's a balloon and it's enormous ... it's heavy! it's squashing me ... it's weighing me 

down ... it's hurting me! Take Vilma away, take Nilda, take Cynthia ... " But he 

didn't. Because Julius won for the time being and the station wagon was pulling up at 

the palace and nothing had happened. Nothing had happened, absolutely nothing. 

There was in inexplicable, undecipherable, indescribable moment when Julius got 

the upper hand and arrived at the palace entirely son of Susan and one hundred per cent 

coming back from the airport. Of course, he'd learned that in front of Juan Lucas we'll 

have no scenes, please, and certainly not when he's having his aperitif while Susan was 

getting changed to go out. Don't even think of it; Juan Lucas's life had to be the way 



827 

he'd decided it should be, that's how he always managed to look so young. But when 

Julius got the upper hand, it was like, say, a man who's about to cut his wrists hands 

you the penknife and says, IIhold this a minute, will you, I'll be right back. II Or you 

might say like a fellow's running away who suddenly realizes he's running away and 

doesn't know why, and he starts feeling strong, so strong that he stops, turns around, 

looks back, and then takes a step, and this t~rows the fellow who's chasing him; but 

really what's happened is that the guy has lost valuable time, which, if he'd kept on 

running, might have saved him, might have helped him escape. 

He ran up to his bedroom. He slammed the door in the face of Vilma, the 

gigantic whore and nearly killed her. Straight away he made sure by every means 

imaginable that there was nobody in the room; he breathed deeply, among other things, 

closed and opened his eyes, making sure that that monstrous enormous balloon had 

stayed outside; the unexpected slam had really thrown it off balance. 

Susan had gone upstairs too. While she was changing and making herself even 

lovelier than ever so she could ask Juan Lucas to take her to Europe tomorrow, not a 

day later, she felt rather puzzled by the quick kiss Julius had given her as they came in 

the palace. Poor Susan wondered and wondered; she wondered so absentmindedly that 

she put the wrong perfume on; it was as though something had happened, as though 

Julius had said IIkeep this for me a minute, will you, I'll be back for it. II Yes, yes, she 

knew what he wanted; she wanted to go give him a big, big kiss, because he must be 

all upset at his brother leaving like that, you never know with children. Susan was 

about to leave and look for him, oh, how dreadful! she'd put on the wrong perfume! 
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"Now what am I going to do?" she said, soaked in that scent that Juan Lucas couldn't 

stand after six o'clock in the evening. 

Flat on his bed in his bedroom, in the dark with the door locked, Julius couldn't 

imagine the danger that had just threatened him. He began to breathe again, trying to 

find the rest he needed in the momentary relief, now he'd got the upper hand for the 

time being. He didn't even know Susan had thought of coming and kissing him back, 

it would have spoiled all the tremendous efforts he'd made. 

That night everyone in the palace took part in a big discussion. In the kitchen 

Celso, Daniel, Miss Decisions, Abraham, Marina (the new washerwoman for Juan 

Lucas's shirts), Carlos, and Universo all talked about young Senor Santiago going back 

to school with his friend and the effect it had had on Julius, who, according to Miss 

Decision's version, had locked himself in his room and not eaten a bite since this 

morning. Bobby, alone in the dining room, was holding a long conversation with 

himself: tonight to bed early, tomorrow right up to the exam, shut the door and study. 

In the Jaguar, racing along, Susan, without a drop of the scent Juan Lucas disliked so 

much in the evenings, hadn't much trouble convincing him. 

"Whenever you say, wife ... London first, or would you rather Madrid first?" 

"London first, darling." said Susan, moving closer to him and sacrificing the 

pleasure of having her arm out in the warm night air, just like a plane taking off for 

Europe, that's how she'd been able to say "Darling. why don't we go to Europe?" so 

convincingly. 



829 

Julius, too, had had a long discussion in the dark in his bedroom, and he, flat 

out and motionless on the bed, hadn't been able to do anything to stop it. 

"Mummy, give me the key to my moneybox, please." 

"Yes, darling, here you are." 

And Susan gave him the key and Julius ran off straight away, because it looked 

like he was going to lose the upper hand, Bobby would be there in a minute, good as 

gold. 

"Julius ... I'm sorry: it wasn't true." 

"Thanks, Bobby . . ." 

"Julius, I'm sorry; it wasn't true." 

"I know it wasn't, Bobby, thanks ... " 

"Julius ... " 

"Forget it!" 

"If you give me the key I'll tell you who I'm going to screw tonight." 

"Here's the key. Here's the moneybox ... " 

"No, Julius, I don't want it. It was a joke." 

"Forget it!" 

"Julius ... I'm sorry!" 

"Thanks, Bobby . . . but it turned out to be true. " 

"Shake, Julius ... " 

"Forget it!" 

"If you give me the moneybox ... " 
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"You can have the key and the moneybox on one condition. You never tell me 

"I'm sorry, Julius; I was joking ... I didn't mean ... " 

"Forget it!" 

It couldn't go on like that. He was going to die of sorrow of his own making. 

Then Julius ran through all the discussions he'd denied himself, only because he'd 

chosen the ones that suited Bobby or himself. It was as if he had got the upper hand 

again, but once and for all. He went back to the first time Bobby said: "If you give me 

your moneybox, I'll tell you who I'm going to screw." 

From there he ran straight to Carlos to ask him: "What does 'screw' mean?" 

And he even dared go into the kitchen where Nilda was finishing off telling about 

Vilma. He tried to cheat himself and made Bobby into Rafaelito Lastarria, but it was 

the last time; he faced it head on, and changed his cousin's face for that satisfied 

expression that Bobby was wearing in the station wagon coming back from the airport. 

He could breathe again. But between the feeling of relief and the drowsiness that would 

come in time, there was a huge, deep, dark void. .. And all Julius could do was fill 

it with a long, silent scream, full of questions, lots of questions. 
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