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PART ONE

CHAPTER |

Preamble--Somewhat Immoral Notions of a Boardiogise Keeper--A
Balcony Is Heard Closing--A Cricket Chirps.

The clock in the corridor had just struck twelveaileisurely,

rhythmic, decorous manner. It was the habit of takbld
narrow-cased clock to accelerate or retard, affevwn sweet taste
and whim, the uniform and monotonous series of ithat encircle our
life until it wraps it and leaves it, like an infan its crib, in

the obscure bosom of time.

Soon after this friendly indication of the old dkpwttered in a
solemn, peaceful voice becoming an aged persormaineof eleven
rang out in a shrill, grotesque fashion, with jul@mpertinence,
from a petulant little clock of the vicinity, and@wv minutes later,

to add to the confusion and the chronometric dsgrithe bell of a
neighbouring church gave a single long, sonorawkstthat quivered
for several seconds in the silent atmosphere.

Which of the three clocks was correct? Which okththree devices
for the mensuration of time was the most exadisimidications?



The author cannot say, and he regrets it. He, t®grdoecause

Time, according to certain solemn philosopherthéscanvas
background against which we embroider the folliesus existence,
and truly it is little scientific not to be able itadicate at

precisely which moment the canvas of this booktedBut the author
does not know; all he can say is, that at that nmrtinee steeds of
night had for an appreciable time been coursingsacthe heavens. It
was, then, the hour of mystery; the hour when wddkdk stalk
abroad; the hour in which the poet dreams of imatityt rhyming
_hijos_ with _prolijos_ and _amor_ with _dolor_ethour in which the
night-walker slinks forth from her lair and the daler enters his;

the hour of adventures that are sought and newadiahe hour,
finally, of the chaste virgin's dreams and of teaerable old man's
rheumatism. And as this romantic hour glided og,ghouts and songs
and quarrels of the street subsided; the lighteerbalconies were
extinguished; the shopkeepers and janitors drevaim chairs from
the gutter to surrender themselves to the armkeeps

In the chaste, pure dwelling of Dofla Casiana tlerding-house
keeper, idyllic silence had reigned for some ti@ely through the
balcony windows, which were wide open, came theadtsumbling of
carriages and the song of a neighbouring cricket sdnatched with
disagreeable persistency upon the strident stifilngsanstrument.

At the hour, whatever it was, that was marked leyttelve slow,
raucous snores of the corridor clock, there wetd@house only an
old gentleman,--an impenitent early-riser; the pieipess, Dofa
Casiana,--a landlady equally impenitent, to thefonigne of her
boarders, and the servant Petra.

At this moment the landlady was asleep, seated thmorocking-chair
before the open balcony; Petra, in the kitchen, kasvise asleep,
with her head resting against the window-frame Jevthie old
early-rising gentleman amused himself by coughmigad.

Petra had finished scouring and her drowsineseaeand fatigue
had doubtless overcome her. She could be maderolytid the light
of the small lamp that hung by the hearth. Sheawhsn, scrawny
woman, flat-chested, with lean arms, big red hamtkskin of greyish
hue. She slept seated upon a chair with her mqeth;der breathing
was short and laboured.

At the strokes of the corridor clock she suddemple; she shut the
window, through which came a nauseating, stabkeditour from the
milk-dairy on the ground-floor; she folded the tles and left with a
pile of dishes, depositing them upon the diningandable; then she
laid away in a closet the table-ware, the tabléctotd the left-over
bread; she took down the lamp and entered the rodhe balcony of
which the landlady sat sleeping.



"Sefora, sefiora!" she called, several times.
"Eh? What is it?" murmured Dofia Casiana drowsily.
"Perhaps you wish something?”

"No, nothing. Oh, yes! Tell the baker tomorrow thipay him the
coming Monday."

"Very well. Good-night."

The servant was leaving the room, when the balsarfi¢he house
across the way lighted up. They opened wide and #tere came the
strains of a tender prelude from a guitar.

"Petra! Petra!" cried Dofia Casiana. "Come here. @&t in that
Isabel's house ... You can tell they have visitors.

The domestic went to the balcony and gazed indiffidy at the house
opposite.

"Now that's what pays," the landlady went on. "lNo$ nasty
boarding-house business."

At this juncture there appeared in one of the bagof the other
house a woman wrapped in a flowing gown, with afl@der in her
hair. A young man in evening dress, with swallow¢aat and white
vest, clasped her tightly about the waist.

"That's what pays,"” repeated the landlady sevenast

This notion must have stirred her ill-humour, foesadded in an
irritated voice:

"Tomorrow I'll have some plain words with that @ti@nd those
gadabout daughters of Dofa Violante, and all teew#o are behind
in their payments. To think a woman should haveeal with such a
tribe! No! They'll laugh no more at me! ..."

Petra, without offering a reply, said good-nighaiagand left the
room. Dofia Casiana continued to grumble, then erscbher rotund
person in the rocker and dozed off into a dreanutéo establishment
of the same type as that across the way; but alnesthblishment,
with luxuriously appointed salons, whither trooped long
procession all the scrofulous youths of the cluld faaternities,

mystic and mundane, in such numbers that she wapealted to install
a ticket-office at the entrance.

While the landlady lulled her fancy in this sweation of a brothel



_de luxe_, Petra entered a dingy little room thas wluttered

with old furniture. She set the light upon a chaird placed a
greasy box of matches on the top of the contastex;read for a
moment out of a filthy, begrimed devotionary prahte large type;
she repeated several prayers with her eyes ragee teiling, then
began to undress. The night was stifling; in th@éhhe heat was
horrible. Petra got into bed, crossed herselfoptithe lamp, which
smoked for a long time, stretched herself out aiiher head upon
the pillow. A worm in one of the pieces of furniumade the wood
crack at regular intervals.

Petra slept soundly for a couple of hours, thenkavsatifling from
the heat. Somebody had just opened the door anstéps were heard
in the entry.

"That's Dofia Violante and her daughters," mumbletlal "It must be
pretty late."

The three women were probably returning from logidas, after
having supped in search of the pesetas necessaxystence. Luck
must have withheld its favour, for they were in baghour and the two
young women were quarrelling, each blaming therditrehaving wasted
the night.

There were a number of venomous, ironic phrases, tthe dispute
ceased and silence was restored. Petra, thus\wageasank into her
own thoughts; again footfalls were heard in theidor, this time

light and rapid. Then came the rasping of the sintolt of a

balcony that was being opened cautiously.

"One of them has got up," thought Petra. "Whattbarfuss be now?"

In a few minutes the voice of the landlady was tesdwouting
imperiously from her room:

“Irene! ... Irene!"
"Well?"
"Come in from the balcony."”

"And why do | got to come in?" replied a harsh oii rough,
ill-pronounced accents.

"Because you must ... That's why."
"Why, what am | doing in the balcony?"

"That's something you know better than I."



"Well, | don't know."

"Well, 1 do."

"l was taking the fresh air."

"l guess you're fresh enough.”

"You mean you are, sefiora."

"Close the balcony. You imagine that this houssoimething else."”
"I? What have | done?"

"l don't have to tell you. For that sort of thirfgete's the house
across the way, across the way."

"She means Isabel's,” thought Petra.

The balcony was heard to shut suddenly; steps ddhdie entry,
followed by the slamming of a door. For a long tithe landlady
continued her grumbling; soon came the murmuring cbnversation
carried on in low tones. Then nothing more was dhsave the
persistent shrilling of the neighbouring crickehacontinued to
scrape away at his disagreeable instrument witll¢bermination of a
beginner on the violin.

CHAPTER I

Dofia Casiana's House--A Morning Ceremony--CoasgirWherein Is
Discussed the Nutritive Value of Bones--Petrd her
Family--Manuel; his arrival in Madrid.

... And the cricket, now like an obstinate virtuppersisted in his
musical exercises, which were truly somewhat mamais, until the sky
was brightened by the placid smile of dawn. Atibey first rays of

the sun the performer relented, doubtless contéhtthe perfection

of his artistic efforts, and a quail took up hisos@iving the

three regulation strokes. The watchman knocked glpike at the
stores, one or two bakers passed with their bieeatlpp was opened,
then another, then a vestibule; a servant threvesefluse out on the
sidewalk, a newsboy's calling was heard.

The author would be too bold if he tried to demupatstthe
mathematical necessity imposed upon Dofia Casiaoa&e of being
situated on Mesonero Romanos Street rather tham Qpeo, for,



undoubtedly, with the same reason it might have ipé&ced upon
Desengafio, Tudescos or any other thoroughfarethBuduties of the
author, his obligation as an impartial and veragidoronicler compel
him to speak the truth, and the truth is that thkesle was on
Mesonero Romanos Street rather than on Olivo.

At this early hour not a sound could be heard #rside janitor had
opened the vestibule-entrance and was regardingfitbet with a
certain melancholy.

The vestibule,--long, dingy, and ill-smelling,--waslly a narrow
corridor, at one side of which was the janitordge.

On passing this lodge, if you glanced inside, whieneas encumbered
with furniture till no room was left, you could adwys make out a fat
woman, motionless, very swarthy, in whose armsseg@@ pale weakling
of a child, long and thin, like a white earthwortnseemed that

above the window, instead of "Janitor” the legeimoutd have read:

"The Woman-Cannon and her Child," or some simiigm §om the circus
tents.

If any question were addressed to this volumineusale she would
answer in a shrill voice accompanied by a ratheagleeable gesture
of disdain. Leaving the den of this woman-cannoarte side, you
would proceed; at the left of the entrance begarsthircase, always
in darkness, with no air except what filtered irotigh a few high,
grated windows that opened upon a diminutive caudyvith filthy
walls punctured by round ventilators. For a broadmy nose endowed
with a keen pituitary membrane, it would have ba@urious sport to
discover and investigate the provenience and theiap of all the

vile odours comprising that fetid stench, which \wwasnalienable
characteristic of the establishment.

The author never succeeded in making the acquamairthe persons
living upon the upper floors. He has a vague notiat there were
two or three landladies, a family who let out rodim@ermanent
gentlemen boarders, but nothing else. Whereforaudki@or does not
climb those heights but pauses upon the first famdi

Here, at least by day, could be made out in thgnneg darkness, a
tiny door; at night, on the other hand, by thetligha kerosene
lantern one could glimpse a tin door-plate paimegt upon which was
inscribed in black letters: "Casiana Fernandez."

At one side of the door hung a length of blackissted chain that
could be reached only by standing on tiptoe aretdimg out one's
arm; but as the door was always ajar, the lodgauglccome and go
without the need of knocking.

This led to the house. By day, one was plungedutter obscurity;



the sole thing that indicated a change of placethvsmell, not so
much because it was more agreeable than that stdirease, as
because it was distinct; on the contrary, at nighthe vague light
shed by a cork night-taper afloat in the water @ihdf a bowl that
was attached to the wall by a brass ring, theréddog seen through
a certain dim nebulosity, the furniture, the pietiand the other
paraphernalia that occupied the reception hall.

Facing the entrance stood a broad, solid tablemohareposed an
old-fashioned music-box consisting of several @girs that bristled
with pins; close beside it, a plaster statue: aibesgl figure

lacking a nose, and difficult to distinguish as sogod, half-god or
mortal.

On the wall of the reception room and of the caridung some large,
indistinct oil paintings. A person of intelligenesuld perhaps have
considered them detestable, but the landlady, wiagined that a very
obscure painting must be very good, refreshed lidrsgmes with the
thought that mayhap these pictures, sold to anigéimghn, would, one
day make her independent.

There were several canvases in which the artisteattted
horrifying biblical scenes: massacres, devastateglting plagues;
but all this in such a manner, that, despite thetpes lavish
distribution of blood, wounds and severed headsdltanvases
instead of horrifying, produced an impression ofnngent. One of
them represented the daughter of Herodias contéimplhe head of
St. John the Baptist. Every figure expressed amighliality: the
monarch, with the indumentary of a card-pack kind & the posture
of a card-player, was smiling; his daughter, aidldace dame, was
smiling; the familiars, encased in their huge hétmeere smiling,
and the very head of St. John the Baptist was sgiitom its place
upon a repoussé platter. Doubtless the artistesetipaintings, if

he lacked the gift of design and colour, was endbwith that of
joviality.

To the right and left of the house door ran theidor, from whose
walls hung another exhibit of black canvases, rmbt#tem unframed,
in which could be made out absolutely nothing; anlgne of them,
after very patient scrutiny, one might guess adaaock pecking at
the leaves of a green cabbage.

Upon this corridor opened the bedrooms, in whicttil wery late in
the afternoon, dirty socks and torn slippers westgally seen strewn
upon the floor, while on the unmade beds lay csléard cuffs.

Almost all the boarders in that house got up lexeept two
travelling salesmen, a bookkeeper and a priest,arbse early
through love of their occupations, and an old ganédn who did so
through habit or for reasons of hygiene.
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The bookkeeper would be off, without breakfasgight in the
morning; the priest left _in albis_ to say masg;the salesmen

had the audacious presumption to eat a bite ihdlse, and the
landlady resorted to a very simple procedure ta skem off without
so much as a sip of water; these two agents begéanhetween
half-past nine and ten; they retired very latedbid their landlady
wake them at eight-thirty. She would see to it thay were not
aroused until ten. When they awoke and saw the, tiney would jump
out of bed, hurriedly dress and dash off like a stuarsing the
landlady. Then, when the feminine element of theseogave signs of
life, every nook would echo with cries, discordaaices,
conversations shouted from one bedchamber to anaiie out of the
rooms, their hands armed with the night-servicayldr@ome the
landlady, one of Dofa Violante's daughters, a thlese Biscayan
Lady, and another woman whom they called the Bamine

The landlady invariably wore a corset-cover of geliflannel, the
Baroness a wrapper mottled with stains from costsetnd the Biscayan
lady a red waist through whose opening was regupadsented, for
the admiration of those who happened along thedmra huge white
udder streaked with coarse blue veins.

After this matutinal ceremony, and not infrequemtlying the same,
complaints, disputes, gossip and strife would apseviding

tid-bits for the remaining hours.

On the day following the scrape between the landéadl Irene, when
the latter returned to her room after having fld@ll her mission, a
secret conclave was held by those who remained.

"Don't you know? Didn't you hear anything last nifhasked the
Biscayan.

"No," replied the landlady and the Baroness. "WHegipened?"
"Irene smuggled a man into the house last night."

"She did?"

"l heard her talking to him myself."

"And he must have opened the street door! The dogttered the
landlady.

"No; the man came from this tenement.”
"One of the students from upstairs,"” offered theoBass.

“I'll tell a thing or two to the rascally fellowréplied Dofia



Casiana.

"No. Take your time," answered the Biscayan. "Wgbing to give her
and her gallant a fright. If he comes tonight, whhey're talking,

we'll tell the watchman to knock at the house daad at the same
time we'll all come out of our rooms with lights, &@we were going

to the dining-room, and catch them."

While this plot was being hatched in the corrideefra was preparing
breakfast in the obscurity of the kitchen. There wery little to
prepare, for the meal invariably consisted of adregg, which never
by any accident was large, and a beefsteak, whiahemories
reverting to the remotest epoch, had not a single by any
exception been soft.

At noon, the Biscayan, in tones of deep mysteiyg, Retra about the
conspiracy, but the maid-of-all-work was in no mdodjests that
day. She had just received a letter that filledvigin worriment.

Her brother-in-law wrote her that Manuel, the etdg<Petra’s
children, was being sent to Madrid. No lucid expl#on of the reason
for this decision was given. The letter stated $yntipat back there

in the village the boy was only wasting his timed dhat it would be
better for him to go to Madrid and learn a trade.

This letter had set Petra thinking. After wiping tthshes, she

washed herself in the kneeding-trough; she coutdinake the fixed
idea that if her brother-in-law was sending Martogier it was
because the boy had been up to some mischief. Shiel woon find out,
for he was due to arrive that night.

Petra had four children, two boys and two girlg giirls were well
placed; the elder as a maid, with some very weakhgious ladies,
the younger in a government official's home.

The boys gave her more bother; the younger notusthpsince, as they
said, he continued to reveal a steady nature. loeg,dnowever, was
rebellious and intractable.

"He doesn't take after me," thought Petra. "In,faets quite like
my husband."

And this disquieted her. Her husband, Manuel Alcdzad been an
energetic, powerful man, and, towards his last dagsh-tempered
and brutal.

He was a locomotive machinist and earned goodPetya and he could
not get along together and the couple were alwbgkws.

Folks and friends alike blamed Alcazar the machiioiseverything,
as if the systematic contrariness of Petra, whmeedego enjoy
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nagging the man, were not enough to exasperaterayPetra had
always been that way,--wilful, behind the mask winility, and as
obstinate as a mule. As long as she could do aplshsed the rest
mattered little.

While the machinist was alive, the family's econosituation had
been relatively comfortable. Alcazar and Petra gaiteen duros per
month for their rooms on Relojo street, and tookaarders: a malil
clerk and other railroad employés.

Their domestic existence might have been peacatlipeasureful were
it not for the daily altercations between husband wife. They had
both come to feel such a need for quarrelling tih@tmost

insignificant cause would lead to scandalous scdhess enough

that he said white for her to cry black; this oppos infuriated

the machinist, who would throw the dishes abougltmur his wife,

and smash all the household furniture. Then Ps#tésfied that she

had sufficient cause for affliction, shut hersalhier room to weep

and pray.

What with his alcohol, his fits of temper, and h&d work, the
machinist went about half dazed; on one terribliyday in August he
fell from the train on to the roadbed and was fodadd without a
wound.

Petra, disregarding the advice of her boarderstagsupon changing
residence, as she disliked that section of the Thys she did,

taking in new lodgers--unreliable, indigent folk evtan up large

bills or never paid at all--and in a short time &hend herself
compelled to sell her furniture and abandon her heuse.

Then she hired out her daughters as servantsheetwo boys off to

a little town in the province of Soria, where heother-in-law was

the superintendent of a small railway station, becself entered as

a domestic in Dofa Casiana's lodging-house. Theisisbcended from
mistress to servant, without complaint. It was egiothat the idea

had occurred to her; therefore it was best.

She had been there for two years, saving her payambition was to
have her sons study in a seminary and graduateestgp And now
came the return of Manuel, the elder son, to upseplans. What
could have happened?

She made various conjectures. In the meantimeveitideformed hands
she removed the lodgers' dirty laundry. In throtighcourtyard

window wafted a confusion of songs and disputinges, alternating
with the screech of the clothes-line pulleys.

In the middle of the afternoon Petra began prear&or dinner. The
mistress ordered every morning a huge quantityookb for the
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sustenance of her boarders. It is very possiblethieae was, in all
that heap of bones, a Christian one from timeneicertainly,
whether they came from carnivorous animals or framinants, there
was rarely on those tibiae, humeri, and femoraydcrap of meat.
The ossuary boiled away in the huge pot with bélaatshad been
tempered with bicarbonate, and with the broth waderthe soup,
which, thanks to its quantity of fat, seemed likeng turbid
concoction for cleaning glassware or polishing. gilt

After inspecting the state of the ossuary in tlegvgbot, Petra made
the soup, and then set about extracting all thegpsereat from the
bones and covering them hypocritically with a toonsduce. This was
the piece de résistance_ in Dofia Casiana's estatant.

Thanks to this hygienic regimen, none of the boartkl ill with
obesity, gout or any of those other ailments duextess of food and
so frequent in the rich.

After preparing the meal and serving it, Petra paséd the
dish-washing, and left the house to meet her son.

Night had not yet fallen. The sky was vaguely ted,air stifling,
heavy with a dense mist of dust and steam. Petnh uyeCarretas
Street, continued through Atocha, entered the Estatel Mediodia
and sat down on a bench to wait for Manuel....

Meanwhile, the boy was approaching the city hdegs, half
asphyxiated, in a third-class compartment.

He had taken the train the night before at theveajlstation where

his uncle was superintendent. On reaching Almazérmad to wait more

than an hour for a mixed train, so he sauntereauitiir the deserted
streets to kill time.

To Manuel, Almazan seemed vast, infinitely sad;ttdven, glimpsed
through the gloom of a dimly starlit night, loomidde a great,
fanastic, dead city. The pale electric lights shopen its narrow
streets and low houses; the spacious plaza witrgtights was
deserted; the belfry of a church rose into the aerav

Manuel strolled down towards the river. From thieldgpe the town
seemed more fantastic and mysterious than evern apeaall might be
made out the galleries of a palace, and seveltgl kdmbre towers
shot up from amidst the jumbled dwellings of themoa strip of moon
gleamed close to the horizon, and the river, dividg a few islets

into arms, glittered as if it were mercury.

Manuel left Aimazanhad to wait a few hours in Aleaa for the next
train. He was weary, and as there were no benahée istation, he
stretched himself out upon the floor amidst bundied skins of oil.
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At dawn he boarded the other train, and despitédneness of the
seat, managed to fall asleep.

Manuel had been two years with his relatives; hgaded from their
home with more satisfaction than regret.

Life had held no pleasure for him during those fears.

The tiny station presided over by his uncle was agaoor hamlet
surrounded by arid, stony tracts upon which greitheetree nor
bush. A Siberian temperature reigned in those plantsthe
inclemencies of Nature were nothing to bothertkeltioy, and gave
Manuel not the slightest concern.

The worst of it all was that neither his uncle h@ uncle's wife
showed any affection for him, rather indifferenaed this
indifference prepared the boy to receive their Bmmefactions with
utter coldness.

It was different with Manuel's brother, to whom ttwuple gradually
took a liking.

The two youngsters displayed traits almost abslylaeposite; the
elder, Manuel, was of a frivolous, slothful, indadelisposition, and
would neither study nor go to school. He was fohtbmping about the
fields and engaging in bold, dangerous escapadesciaracteristic
trait of Juan, the younger brother, was a morbidisentalism that
would overflow in tears upon the slightest provamat

Manuel recalled that the school master and towarogg, an old

fellow who was half dominie and taught the two hess Latin, had
always prophesied that Juan would make his markjudihe considered
as an adventure-seeking rover who would come tdaehd.

As Manuel dozed in the third-class compartmenhocasand
recollections thronged his imagination: the everfthe night before
at his uncle's mingled in his mind with fleetingprassions of Madrid
already half forgotten. One by one the sensatiduéstinct epochs
intertwined themselves in his memory, without rhyoneeason and
among them, in the phantasmagoria of near andndlisteages that
rolled past his inner vision, there stood out dietirose sombre
towers glimpsed by night in Almazan by the lightloé moon....

When one of his travelling companions announcetlttiey had already
reached Madrid, Manuel was filled with genuine a&tyi A red dusk
flushed the sky, which was streaked with blood Ekene monster's
eye; the train gradually slackened speed; it glithedugh squalid
suburbs and past wretched houses; by this timesldutric lights

were gleaming pallidly above the high signal lanser.
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The train rolled on between long lines of coachies round-tables
trembled with an iron rumble, and the EstacionMedtliodia,
illuminated by arc lamps, came into view.

The travellers got out; Manuel descended withittie bundle of
clothes in his hand, looked in every directiondaglimpse of his
mother and could not make her out anywhere on ttle platform. For a
moment he was confused, then decided to followtlttang that was
hurrying with bundles and bird-cages toward a ga¢eywas asked for
his ticket, he stopped to go through his pocketsnd it and issued

into the street between two rows of porters whoewelling the names
of hotels.

"Manuel! Where are you going?"

There was his mother. Petra had meant to be sdwatrat the sight
of her son she forgot her severity and embracedeffiinsively.

"But--what happened?" Petra asked at once.
"Nothing."
"Then--why have you come?"

"They asked me whether | wanted to stay there doddadrid, and |
said I'd rather go to Madrid."

"Nothing more?"

"Nothing more," replied Manuel simply.

"And Juan? Was he studying?"

"Yes. Much more than | was. Is the house far offthér?"

"Yes, Why? Are you hungry?"

"l should say. | haven't had a bite all the way."

They left the Station at the Prado; then they wallike Alcala street.
A dusty mist quivered in the air; the street-larhpree opaquely in
the turbid atmosphere.... As soon as they readteetdduse Petra made
supper for Manuel and prepared a bed for him uperilbor, beside
her own. The youth lay down, but so violent wasdbetrast between
the hamlet's silence and the racket of footstepsyersations and
cries that resounded through the house, that, téesisi weariness,

Manuel could not sleep.

He heard every lodger come in; it was past midnigten the
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disturbance quieted down; suddenly a squabble butdbllowed by a
crash of laughter which ended in a triply blasphesionprecation and
a slap that woke the echoes.

"What can that be, Mother?" asked Manuel from leid.b

"That's Dofia Violante's daughter whom they've caugth her
sweetheart,” Petra answered, half from her slelbenTt occurred to
her that it was imprudent to tell this to her bagd she added,
gruffly:

"Shut up and go to sleep.”

The music-box in the reception-room, set goingheyliand of one of
the boarders, commenced to tinkle that sentimamtdtom _La
Mascotte_,--the duet between Pippo and Bettina:

_Will you forget me, gentle swain?_

Then all was silent.

CHAPTER IlI

First Impressions of Madrid--The Boarders--Idy@weet and
Delightful Lessons.

Manuel's mother had a relation, her husband's spusio was a
cobbler. Petra had decided, some days previowstjve Manuel into
apprenticeship at the shoe-shop; but she still éhéipe boy would be
convinced that it was better for him to study sdnrgg than to learn
a trade, and this hope had deterred her from gwuion to send
the boy to her relative's house.

Persuading the landlady to permit Manuel to renraihe house cost
Petra no little labour, but at last she succeell@dhs agreed that
the boy would run errands and help to serve mé&aksn when the
vacation season had passed, he would resume disstu

On the day following his arrival the youngster atsil his mother at
the table.

All the borders, except the Baroness and herwete seated in the
dining-room, presided over by the landlady with Wweinkle-fretted,
parchment-hued face and its thirty-odd moles.

The dining-room, a long, narrow habitation with meéow opening on
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the courtyard, communicated with two narrow conrgdihat switched
off at right angles; facing the window stood a daeinut sideboard
whose shelves were laden with porcelain, glassamgdecups and
glasses in a row. The centre table was so largsuicit a small room
that when the boarders were seated it scarcelgpefte for passage
at the ends.

The yellow wall-paper, torn in many spots, displyat intervals,
grimy circles from the oil of the lodgers' hairgcliaing in their
seats they would rest the back of the chairs agid tieads against
the wall.

The furniture, the straw chairs, the paintings,rtreg full of
holes,--everything in that room was filthy, ashétdust of many
years had settled upon the articles and clungasweat of several
generations of lodgers.

By day the dining-room was dark; by night it waghtied by a
flickering kerosene lamp that smudged the ceilimtty wmoke.

The first time that Manuel, following his mothenstructions,

served at table, the landlady, as usual, presideder right sat an

old gentleman of cadaverous aspect,--a very fastsdpersonage who
conscientiously wiped the glasses and plates vigtimdpkin. By his
side this gentleman had a vial and a dropper, afatd® eating he
would drop his medicine into the wine. To the l&ffthe landlady

rose the Biscayan, a tall, stout woman of besppkarance, with a
huge nose, thick lips and flaming cheeks; nexhi® lady, as flat

as a toad, was Dofia Violante, whom the boardetisigdg called now
Dofia Violent and now Doiia Violated.

Near Dofia Violante were grouped her daughters; dhemest who
prattled incessantly, a journalist whom they catleel Superman,--a
very fair youth, exceedingly thin and exceedingyicus,--the
salesmen and the bookkeeper.

Manuel served the soup and all the boarders teskpping it with a
disagreeable inhalation. Then, according to hishers orders, the
youngster remained standing there. Now followedatbens which, if
not for their size then for their hardness mightenfigured in an
artillery park, and one of the boarders permitteddelf some
pleasantry about the edibleness of so petreougetalde; a
pleasantry that glided over the impassive countemai Dofia Casiana
without leaving the slightest trace.

Manuel sat about observing the boarders. It wasldlyaafter the
conspiracy; Dofa Violante and her daughters werennmunicative and
in ugly humour. Dofia Violante's inflated face aégvmoment creased
into a frown, and her restless, turbid eyes bettalgep

preoccupation. Celia, the elder of the daughtemspged by the
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priest's jests, began to answer violently, cursivgrything human

and divine with a desperate, picturesque, ragitigetiawhich caused
loud, universal laughter. Irene, the culprit of grevious night's
scandal, a girl of some fifteen or sixteen yeatf \@ibroad head,

large hands and feet, an as yet incompletely dpedl®ody and heavy,
ungainly movements, spoke scarcely a word and lkepgjaze fixed upon
her plate.

The meal at an end, the lodgers went off to thafious tasks. At
night Manuel served supper without dropping a tlingraking a single
mistake, but in five or six days he was forevemndahings wrong.

It is impossible to judge how much of an impressi@s made upon the
boy by the usage and customs of the boarding evasthe species of
birds that inhabited it; but they could not havg@iessed him much.
Manuel, while he served at table in the days tbiddwed, had to put

up with and endless succession of remarks, jestpattical jokes.

A thousand incidents, comical enough to one whadichave to suffer
them, turned up at every step; now they would disctobacco in the
soup, now coal, ashes, and shreds of coloured pape

water-bottle.

One of the salesmen, who was troubled with his atdnand spent his
days gazing at the reflection of his tongue inrtheor, would jump

up in fury when one of these jokes was perpetrated,ask the
proprietress to discharge an incompetent boobyasanamitted such
atrocities.

Manuel grew accustomed to these manifestationssiglais humble
person, and when they scolded him he retorted twéhmost bare-faced
impudence and indifference.

Soon he learned the life and miracles of everyderaand was ready
to talk back in outrageous fashion if they tried patience.

Dofa Violante and her daughters,--especially tddauy, showed a
great liking for the boy. The three women had n@erbliving in the
house for several months; they paid little and winery couldn't pay

at all, they didn't. But they were easily satisfiédl three

occupied an inner room that opened onto the coultyeghence came a
nauseating odour of fermented milk that escapeu tie stable of the
ground floor.

The hole in which they lived was not large enougimbve about in;
the room assigned to them by the landlady--in priiqoto the size
of their rent and the insecurity of the paymentswaadark den
occupied by two narrow iron beds, between whichh@little space
left, was crammed a cot.



Here slept these gallant dames; by day they scalrdtbdrid, and
spent their existence making arrangements with jmereders, pawning
articles and taking them out of pawn.

The two young ladies, Celia and Irene, althougly there mother and
daughter, passed for sisters. Dofia Violante, irbb#er days, had

led the life of a petty courtesan and had succeedbkdarding up a
tidy bit as provision against the winter of old agden a former
patron convinced her that he had a remarkable gmatibn for winning
a fortune at the Fronton. Dofia Violante fell irtte trap and her
patron left her without a céntimo. Then Dofia Vidéawent back to the
old life, became half blind and reached that laralelet state at which
surely she would have arrived much sooner if, earlyer career, she
had developed a talent for living respectably.

The old lady passed most of the day in the conferdrof her dark
room, which reeked of stable odors, rice powder@unetics; at
night she had to accompany her daughter and heddaaghter on
walks, and to cafés and theatres, on the hunt apidie of the kid,

as it was put by the travelling salesman who saffdrom his
stomach,--a fellow half humorist and half grouchhéM they were in
the house Celia and Irene, the daughter and tmeldeaghter of Dofia
Violante, kept bickering at all hours; perhaps gostinuous state

of irritation derived from the close quarters inigfhthey lived;
perhaps so much passing as sisters in the eyésaybdad convinced
them that they really were, so that they quarredlied insulted one
another as such.

The one point on which they agreed was that Doft¢a¥ite was in their
way; the burden of the blind woman frightened aweagry libidinous
old fellow that came within the range of Irene @wlia.

The landlady, Dofia Casiana, who at the slightesaigion suspected
the abandonment of the blind old woman, admonishedwo maternally
to gird themselves with patience; Dofa Violantégradll, was not,

like Calypso, immortal. But they replied that thafling away at

full speed just to keep the old lady in medicind agrups wasn't at

all to their taste.

Dofa Casiana shook her head sadly, for her ageiemomstances
enabled her to put herself in Dofia Violante's placel she argued
with this example, asking them to put themselvebéngrandmother's
position; but neither was convinced.

Then the landlady advised them to peer into heramiGhe--as she
assured them--had descended from the heights @dahendancia (her
husband had been a commander of the carbineetts toretchedness of
running a boarding-house, yet she was resignedhanlips curled in

a stoic smile.
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Dofa Casiana knew the meaning of resignation andrig solace in
this life was a few volumes of novels in serialfgitwo or three
feuilletons, and a murky liquid mysteriously conmtby her own
hands out of sugared water and alcohol.

This beverage she poured into a square, wide-maddlhsk, into which
she placed a thick stem of anis. She kept it irctbset of her
bedroom.

Some one who discovered the flask with its bladk ¥ anis compared
it to those bottles in which fetuses and similastp@bjects are
preserved, and since that time, whenever the ldgdippeared with
rosy cheeks, a thousand comments--not at all faerto the
madame's abstinence--ran from lodger to lodger.

"Dofa Casiana'’s tipsy from her fetus-brandy."”
"The good lady drinks too much of that fetus."
"The fetus has gone to her head...."

Manuel took a friendly part in this witty merrimeoitthe boarders.
The boy's faculties of adaptation were indisputasigrmous, for
after a week in the landlady's house it was as tfidd always lived
there.

His skill at magic was sharpened: whenever he wasled he was not to
be seen and no sooner was anybody's back turnedéhaas in the
street playing with the boys of the neighbourhood.

As a result of his games and his scrapes he gatdtises so dirty

and torn that the landlady nicknamed him the page Rompe-Galas,
recalling a tattered character from a saineteDiodita Casiana,
according to her affirmations, had seen playeceinhalycon days.

Generally, those who most made use of Manuel'scesrwere the
journalist whom they called the Superman--he dembby off with
copy to the printers--and Celia and Irene, who e@ygad him for
bearing notes and requests for money to theirdseB®ofia Violante,
whenever she pilfered a few céntimos from her dearglould dispatch
Manuel to the store for a package of cigaretted,gave him a cigar

for the errand.

"Smoke it here,"” she would say. "Nobody'll see you.
Manuel would sit down upon a trunk and the old |aalgigarette in
her mouth and blowing smoke through her nostritsua recount

adventures from the days of her glory.

That room of Dofia Violante and her daughters waauent of infection;
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from the hooks nailed to the wall hung dirty ragsd between the
lack of air and the medley of odours a stench ast®&g enough to
fell an ox.

Manuel listened to Doia Violante's stories withgaga delight. The
old lady was at her best in her commentaries.

"I tell you, my boy," she would say, "you can takg word for it. A
woman with a good pair of breasts and who happebe & pretty warm
article"--and here the old lady pulled at her cagis and with an
expressive gesture indicated what she meant bgdss expressive
word--"will always have a trail of men after her.”

Dofa Violante used to sing songs from Spanish uedas and

from French operettas, which produced in Manueflalie sadness. He
could not say why, but they gave him the impressioa world of
pleasures that was hopelessly beyond his reachn\Whéeard Dofia
Violante sing the song from _EI Juramento_

_Disdain is a sword with a double edge,
One slays with love, the other with forgetfulness

he had a vision of salons, ladies, amorous integbat even more
than by this he was overwhelmed with sadness bwiizes from La
Dina_ and _La Grande Duchesse _.

Dofa Violante's reflexions opened Manuel's eyesstienes that
occurred daily in the house, however, worked gastenuch as these
toward such a result.

Another good instructor was found in the persobofia Casiana's
niece, a trifle older than Manuel,--a thin, wea&ht of such a
malicious nature that she was always hatching plgénst somebody.

If any one struck her she didn't shed a tear; shhddwgo down to the
concierge's lodge when the concierge's little bayg left alone,
would grab him and pinch him and kick him, in tmanner wreaking
vengeance for the blows she had received.

After eating, almost all of the boarders went ofttieir affairs;

Celia and Irene, together with the Biscayan, inddlgn a grand

frolic by spying upon the women in Isabel's howgleo would come out
on the balcony and chat, or signal to the neighdotrtimes these
miserable brothel odalisques were not content spéeaking; they
would dance and exhibit their calves.

Manuel's mother, as always, would be meditatinghdpeaven and hell,
giving little heed to the pettiness of this eagthd she could not

shield her son from such edifying spectacles. Betducational
system consisted only of giving Manuel an occadiblmav and of
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making him read prayer-books.

Petra imagined that she could see the traits ofmehinist showing
up in the boy, and this troubled her. She wishedato be like
her,--humble toward his superiors, respectful taihe priests...;
but a fine place this was for learning to respegtlang!

One morning, after the solemn ceremony had be@bi@ked in which
all the women of the house issued into the corrsanging their
night service, there burst from Dofia Violante'smoe clamour of
shouts, weeping, stamping and vociferation.

The landlady, the Biscayan and several of the tmyariptoed into
the corridor to pry. Inside the quarrellers musteneealized that
they were being spied upon, for they opened the dod the fray
continued in low tones.

Manuel and the landlady's niece remained in thiyehhey could hear
Irene's sobbing and the scolding voices of Celé@ofa Violante.

At first they could not make out what was beinglsaut soon the
three women forgot their determination to speak & their voices
rose in anger.

"Go! Go to the House of Mercy and have them rid gbthat swelling!
Wretch!" cried Celia.

"Well, what of it?" retorted Irene. "I'm caught, dtl know it. What
of it?"

Dofa Violante opened the door to the entry furiguslanuel and the
landlady's niece scampered off, and the old ladyecaut in a patched
flannel shift and a weed kerchief tied about heseand began to
pace to and fro, dragging her worn-out shoes frathte end of the
corridor.

"The sow! Worse than a sow!" she muttered. "Did ang ever see such
a filthy creature!”

Manuel went off to the parlour, where the landlady the Biscayan
were chatting in low tones. The landlady's nieg&g with
curiosity, questioned the two women with growingtation:

"But why are they scolding Irene?"

The landlady and the Biscayan exchanged amicaafegs and burst
into laughter.

"Tell me," cried the child insistently, clutchingleer aunt's
kerchief. "What of it if she has that bundle? Wiave her that
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package?"

The landlady and the Biscayan could no longer agstheir guffaws,
while the little girl stared avidly up at them, itrg to make out the
meaning of what she heard.

"Who gave her that package?" repeated the Bisdagtareen outbursts.
"My dear little girl, we really don't know who gawer that package.”

All the boarders repeated the niece's question evithusiastic
delight, and at every table discussion some wadduoel sure to
interrupt suddenly with:

"Now | see that you know who gave her that pacKafjee remark would
be greeted with uproarious merriment.

Then, after a few days had passed, there was ruai@mysterious
consultation held by Dofia Violante's daughters withwife of a
barber on Jardines street,--a sort of provideitttd langels for

limbo; it was said that Irene returned from thefeoence in a coach,
very pale, and that she had to be put at oncedo@ertainly the

girl did not leave her room for more than a wee#t,avhen she
appeared, she looked like a convalescent and dkené had
disappeared completely from the face of her madherher
grandmother.

"She looks like an infanticide," said the priestanthe saw her
again, "but she's prettier than ever.”

Whether any transgression had been committed, cauld say with
surety; soon everything was forgotten; a patroreapgd for the girl,
and he was, from all appearances, wealthy. In camonation of so
happy an event the boarders participated in tlz. tAdter the
supper they drank cognac and brandy, the priegeglthe guitar,
Irene danced _sevillanas_ with less grace tharcklayer, as

the landlady said; the Superman sang some _fatlas he¢ had
learned in Portugal, and the Biscayan, not to lidame, burst forth
into some _malagueias_ that might just as well baea a

_cante flamenco_ or the Psalms of David.

Only the blond student with the eyes of steel absthfrom the
celebration; he was absorbed in his thoughts.

"And you, Roberto," Celia said to him several tippgdon't you sing
or do anything?"

"Not I," he replied coldly.

"You haven't any blood in your veins."



The youth looked at her for a moment, shruggedlinailders
indifferently and his pale lips traced a smile @fdinful mockery.

Then, as almost always happened in these boardingelsprees, some
wag turned on the music-box in the corridor anddiet from _La
Mascotte_ together with the waltz from _La Divasean

confusion upon the air; the Superman and Celia@thaaouple of
waltzes and the party wound up with everybody siggi

__habanera_, until they wearied and each owl flévooliis nest.

CHAPTER IV

Oh, love, love!--What's Don Telmo Doing?--Whdien
Telmo?--Wherein the Student and Don Telmo Ass@artain
Novelesque Proportions.

The Baroness was hardly ever seen in the housepesuaring the
early hours of the morning and the night. She desdi supped
outside. If the landlady was to be credited, she araadventuress
whose position varied considerably, for one daywbeld be moving to
a costly apartment and sporting a carriage, whigenext she would
disappear for several months in the germ-riddee bbsome cheap
boarding-house.

The Baroness's daughter, a child of some tweldewsteen years,
never appeared in the dining-room or in the corritier mother

forbade all communication with the lodgers. Her pamas Kate. She was

a fair girl, very light-complexioned and exceedinglinsome. Only the
student Roberto spoke to her now and then in Bmglis

The youth was enthusiastic over her.

That summer the Baroness's streak of bad luck havs& come to an
end, for she began to make herself some fine daihd prepared to
move.

For several weeks a modiste and her assistant daiye with gowns
and hats for the Baroness and Kate.

Manuel, one night, saw the modiste's assistantyguittn a huge box
in her hand and was smitten.

He followed her at a distance in great fear lestsde him. As he
stole on behind, he wondered what he could saydb a maiden if he
were to accompany her. It must be something galjuisite; he
even imagined that she was at his side and heddtkeérain for
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beautiful phrases and delicate compliments, ydtingtbut
commonplaces rewarded his search. In the meanhienassistant and
her box were lost in the crowd and he could natfcatght of them
again.

The memory of that maiden was for Manuel as anamtaiig music, a
fancy upon which were reared still wilder fanci®ten he made up
tales in which always he figured as the hero aedssistant as the
heroine. While Manuel bemoaned the harshness efRaiberto, the
blond student, gave himself up likewise to melatgharooding upon
the Baroness's daughter. The student was forcexdare jests
especially from Celia, who, according to certaiil ®angues, was
trying to rouse him from his habitual frigidity. BRoberto gave her
no heed.

Some days later the house was agog with curiosity.

As the boarders came in from the street, they gdeeach other
jokingly, repeating in the manner of a pass-wowlhb is Don Telmo?
What's Don Telmo doing?"

One day the district police-commissioner came guuke to Don Telmo,
and some one heard or invented the report thaivihenen were
discussing the notorious crime on Malasana Sttgmin hearing this
news the expectant inquisitiveness of the boandaxed great, and

all, half in jest and half in earnest, arrangeldep a watch upon

the mysterious gentleman.

Don Telmo was the name of the cadaverous old felbw wiped his cups
and spoons with his napkin, and his reserved mase®ned to invite
observation. Taciturn, indifferent, never joinifggtconversation, a

man of few words who never made any complaintgttracted attention
by the very fact that he seemed intent upon noddathg it.

His only visible occupation was to wind the severight clocks of
the house and to regulate them when they got ooitds,--an event
of common occurrence.

Don Telmo had the features of a very sad man,-Hopeofound sorrow.
His livid countenance betrayed fathomless dejectitemwore his white
beard and his hair short; his brows fell like besbver his grey

eyes.

In the house he went around wrapped in a faded withta Greek
bonnet and cloth slippers. When he went out he ed@nong frock
coat and a very tall silk hat; only on certain sueniays would he
wear a Havana hat of woven straw.

For more than a month Don Telmo was the topic olecsation in the
boarding-house.
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In the famous trial of the Malasana Street crinserant declared

that one afternoon she saw Dofa Celsa's son iguadact of the
Plaza de Oriente, talking with a lame old man. therguests this man
could be none other than Don Telmo. With this stiepithey set about
spying upon the old man; he, however, had a st &ind sniffed
the state of affairs at once; the boarders, sdemgbootless their
attempts were proving, tried to ransack his rodraytused a number
of keys until they got the door open and when thay forced an
entrance, discovered nothing more that a closétriad by a
formidable safety-lock.

The Biscayan and Roberto, the blond student, oppitee campaign of
espionage. The Superman, the priest, the salesngeth@ women of the
establishment made up that the Biscayan and thlerstuvere allies of
Don Telmo, and, in all probability, accomplicedlie Malasana Street
crime.

"Without a doubt," averred the Superman, "Don Tekitled Doiia Celsa
Nebot; the Biscayan poured oil over the body arndt sdire, and
Roberto hid the jewels in the house on Amanielestie

"That cold bird!" replied Celia. "What could he do?
"Nothing, nothing. We must keep on their track tigae curate.
"And get some money out of that old Shylock," adttedSuperman.

This espionage, carried on half in joke and haHllrseriousness,
wound up in debates and disputes, and as a resufiroups were
formed in the house; that of the Sensible folk, posed by the three
criminals and the landlady, and that of the Foglisiwhich were
enrolled all the rest.

This limitation of sides forced Roberto and Donnfielinto intimacy,
so that the student changed his place at the aalolesat next to the
old man.

One night, after eating, while Manuel was removimg service, the
plates and the cups, Don Telmo and Roberto weragsagin
conversation.

The student was a dogmatic reasoner, dry, rediljmeever swerving
from his point of view; he spoke but little, but @hhe did speak, it
was in a sententious manner.

One day, discussing whether or not young men shmgilimbitious and
look to the future, Roberto asserted that the Vuas$ the proper
course.
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"Well, that isn't what you're doing,” commented Sgerman.

"l am absolutely convinced," replied Roberto, "thame day I'm going
to be a millionaire. | am engaged in constructimg machinery that
will bring me a fortune."

The Superman posed as a man of the world who eadrsany things;
upon hearing this he permitted himself a scoffieigpark concerning
Roberto's ability, and the youth retorted in sdemnd and aggressive
a manner that the journalist lost his composuretdimded out a

string of apologies.

Afterwards, when Don Telmo and Roberto were ledhalat the table,
they continued talking, and from the general theasé& whether young
folk should or should not be ambitious, they passetb the

student's hopes of some day being a millionaire.

"I'm convinced that | shall be one," said the Biyy.my family there
have been a number of individuals with great luck."

"That's all very well, Roberto," muttered the oldm "But one must
know how to become wealthy."

"Don't imagine that my hope is illusory; I'm goit@inherit, and not

a small amount, either; I'm heir to a vast sumillions.... The
foundations of my work and the framework are alyeemmpleted; all |
need now is money."

Don Telmo's countenance was crossed by an expneskdsagreeable
surprise.

"Don't worry," replied Roberto, "I'm not going tslayou for it."

"My dear boy, if | had it, I'd give it to you witbleasure, and free
of interest. They think I'm a millionaire.”

“No. | tell you I'm not trying to get a céntimo froyou. All | ask is
a bit of advice."

"Speak, then, speak. I'm all attention," answenedold man, resting
an elbow upon the table.

Manuel, who was taking off the tablecloth, cockexldars.

At that juncture one of the salesmen entered thiaghiroom, and
Roberto, who was about to say something, grewtsdled looked
impertinently at the intruder. The student was @st@cratic type
with blond hair, thick and combed back, and moustanf glittering
white, like silver; his skin was somewhat tannedhs/sun.
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"Won't you continue?" asked Don Telmo.

"No," answered the student, staring at the salesifamn | don't want
anybody to hear what | have to say."

"Come to my room, then," replied Don Telmo. "Them can talk
undisturbed. We'll have coffee up in my room. Mdhuee ordered.
"Bring us two coffees."

Manuel, who was deeply interested in discoveringiwhe student had
to say, dashed out into the street on his erraedvéks more than a
quarter of an hour in returning with the coffeed anpposed that
Roberto by this time had finished his story.

He knocked at Don Telmo's door and was resolvédidder there as
long as possible, that he might catch all he cotikthe
conversation. He began to dust Don Telmo's lam[etatih a cloth.

"And how did you ascertain that," Don Telmo wasiagk"if your
family didn't know it?"

"Quite by accident,"” answered the student. "A cewgflyears ago,
about this time of the year, | wished to give asprd to a sister,

who is a protegée of mine, and who is very fonglaying the piano.
It occurred to me, three days before her birthtlapurchase two
operas, have them bound and send them to her.ted/émhave the
book bound immediately, but at the shops they toédthere was no
time; | was walking along with my operas under mm @n the vicinity
of the Plaza de las Descalzas when in the backa#allconvent |
caught sight of a tiny bookbinder's shop,--likeaaewith steps
leading down. | asked the man,--a gnarled old weHavhether he
would bind the book for me in a couple of days, hadaid 'Yes.'
‘Very well," | told him, 'then I'll call within twalays.'--'I'l

send it to you; let me have your address.' | ganerhy address and
he asked my name. 'Roberto Hasting y NUfiez de hétdAre you a
Nufez de Latona?' he inquired, gazing at me cugol¥es, sir.'--
'Do you come from la Rioja?'--'Yes, and suppose? diretorted,
provoked by all this questioning. And the bindehose mother was a
Nufiez de Latona and came from la Rioja, told mestbey I've just
told you. At first | took it all as a joke; therfter some time, |

wrote to my mother, and she wrote back that evergtivas quite so,
and that she recalled something of the whole matter

Don Telmo's gaze strayed over toward Manuel.

"What are you doing here?" he snarled. "Get odgn't want you
going around telling tales...."

"I'm no tattle-tale."
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"Very well, then, get a move on."

Manuel went out, and Don Telmo and Roberto contirtheir
conversation. The boarders showered Manuel witlstepres, but he
refused to open his mouth. He had decided to j@rgroup of the
Sensible ones.

This friendship between the old man and the stuslerved as an
incitement for the continuation of the espionagee ©f the salesmen
learned that Don Telmo drew up contracts of sateiegersion and
made a living by lending money on houses and furejtand at other
such usurious business.

Some one saw him in the Rastro in an old clothep #fat probably
belonged to him, and invented the tale that heduddl coins
concealed in his room and that he played with taenmight upon the
bed.

It was also discovered that Don Telmo frequentig pasits to a very
elegant, good looking young lady, who was, accaydinsome, his
sweetheart, and to others, his niece.

On the following Sunday Manuel overheard a contansdetween the
old man and the student. In a dark room there wieangom that
opened into Don Telmo's room, and from this positie played the
eavesdropper.

"So he refuses to furnish any more data?" Don Telm® asking.
"Absolutely,” said the student. "And he assuredma¢the reason for
the name of Fermin de NUfiez de Latona not appeariting parish
register was--forgery; that this was effected lmgdain Shaphter,

one of Bandon's agents, and that afterwards ttetesitook advantage
of it to acquire possession of some chaplainciam tertain that

the town where Fermin NUfiez was born was eitheedaror Autol."

Don Telmo carefully inspected a large folio docutméme genealogy of
Roberto's family.

"What course do you think | ought to pursue?" agkedstudent.

"You need money; but it's so hard to find that!"ttared the old man.
"Why don't you marry?"

"And what good would that do?"
"l mean some wealthy woman...."

Here Don Telmo lowered his voice to an inaudibtetpand after a few
words they separated.



31

The espionage of the boarders became so obstruectiiie men spied
upon that the Biscayan and Don Telmo served noticthe landlady of
their removal. Dofia Casiana's desolation, whenesdraed of their
decision, was exceedingly great; several timeshskeo resort to

the closet and surrender herself to the consoktidthe beverage

of her own concoction.

The boarders were so disappointed at the fligth®Biscayan and of
Don Telmo that neither the altercations betweendr@nd Celia nor
the stories told by the priest Don Jacinto, whessted the smultty
note, were potent enough to draw them from thénse.

The bookkeeper, a jaundiced fellow with an emadifdee and a beard
like that of a monumental Jew, exceedingly taciamd timid, had

burst into speech in his excitement over the ingginvented and
fancied in the life of Don Telmo; now he becamerfrmoment to moment
sallower than ever with his hypochondria.

Don Telmo's departure was paid for by the studedt@on Manuel. As
far as the student was concerned they dared no timamewit him on
his complicity with the old man and the BiscayanManuel, however,
they all kept screeching and scolding when theyewekicking him.

One of the salesmen,--the fellow who was troublé@t tis stomach,
exasperated by the boredom, the heat and his ancteigestion,
found no other distraction than insulting and batgpManuel while he
served at table, whether or not there were cause.

"Go on, you cheap fool!" he would say. "You're mairth the food you
eat! Clown!"

This refrain, added to others of the same tengabdo weary
Manuel. One day the salesman heaped the insultthandlification
upon him more plentifully than ever. They had gbetboy out for two
coffees, and he was slow in returning; on thatipaer day the

delay was not due to any fault of his, for he hadrbkept waiting a
long time.

"They ought to put a pack-saddle on you, you assbuted the agent
as Manuel entered.

"You won't be the one to do it!" retorted the boypudently, as he
placed the cups upon the table.

"l won't? Do you want to see me?"
"Yes, | do."

The salesman got up and kicked Manuel in the skivespoor boy saw



stars. He gave a cry of pain and then, furiougesea plate and

sent it flying at the agent's head; the latter @gcand the

projectile crossed the dining-room, crashed thrcaghndow pane and
fell into the courtyard, where it smashed with eked. The salesman
grabbed one of the coffee-pots that was filled wiffee and milk

and hurled it at Manuel with such good aim thatitick the boy in

the face; the youth, blinded with rage and by thiéee and milk,
rushed upon his enemy, cornered him, and took gevésr the insults
and blows with an endless succession of kicks amdipes.

"He's killing me! He's killing me!" shrieked theed in feminine
wails.

"Thief! Clown!" shouted Manuel, employing the stfee€hoicest
repertory of insults.

The Superman and the priest seized Manuel by the,deaving him at
the mercy of the salesman, who, beholding the boy torralled,

tried to wreak vengeance; but when he was readiritee, Manuel gave
him such a forceful kick in the stomach that tHeofe vomited up his
whole meal.

Everybody took sides against Manuel, except Robwaio defended him.
The agent retired to his room, summoned the laydkaad told her

that he refused to remain another moment as lofgaa's son was in
the house.

The landlady, whose chief interest was to retaimbloarder,
communicated her decision to her servant.

"Now see what you've done. You can't stay herel@amyer,” said Petra
to her son.

"All right. That clown will pay for these," replietthe boy, nursing
the welts on his forehead. "I tell you, if | eveeet him I'm going

to smash in his head.”

"You take good care not to say a word to him."

At this moment the student happened to enter thieglroom.

"You did well, Manuel," he exclaimed, turning totRe "What right
had that blockhead to insult him? In this placerg®®ss has a right
to attack his neighbour if he doesn't do as allaters wish. What
a cowardly gang!"

As he spoke, Roberto blanched with rage; then ée galm and asked
Petra:

"Where are you going to take Manuel now?"
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"To a cobbler's shop that belongs to a relativeniofe on Aguila
street.”

"Is it in the poorer quarters?"
"Yes."
"I'll come to see you some day."

Before Manuel had gone to bed, Roberto appeardd agthe
dining-room.

"Listen," he said to Manuel. "If you know any stgarplace in the
slums where criminals get together, let me hdagd'with you."

"I'll let you know, never you mind."
"Fine. See you again. Good-bye!"

Roberto extended his hand to Manuel, who presseihtdeep
gratitude.

PART TWO

CHAPTER |

The Regeneration of Footwear and The Lion of $heemaker's
Art--The First Sunday--An Escapade--El Bizca &us Gang.

The inhabitant of Madrid who at times finds himd®}faccident in the
poor quarters near the Manzanares river, is s@gas the spectacle
of poverty and sordidness, of sadness and neglesepted by the
environs of Madrid with their wretched Rondas, lageth dust in the
summer and in winter wallowing in mire. The capitah city of
contrasts; it presents brilliant light in close xirity to deep

gloom; refined life, almost European, in the cenimeghe suburbs,
African existence, like that of an Arab village.rs®years ago, not
many, in the vicinity of the Ronda de Sevilla arfigtcikCampillo de
Gil Imén, there stood a house of suspicious asgedtof not very
favourable repute, to judge by popular rumour. ®bserver ...

In this and other paragraphs of the same stylé lph@ced some hope,
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for they imparted to my novel a certain phantasmagmd mysterious
atmosphere; but my friends have convinced me | biogbuppress these
passages, arguing that they would be quite in plfaaeParisian

novel, but not in one dealing with Madrid,--notadit They add,
moreover, that here nobody goes astray, not evameifwishes to.
Neither are there here any observers, nor housasspfcious aspect,
nor anything else. In resignation, then, | havasedthese

paragraphs, through which | hoped some day todies to the
Spanish Academy; and so | continue my tale in npedestrian
language.

It came about, then, that on the day followingribwe in the
dining-room of the lodging-house, Petra, very earlihe morning,
woke Manuel and told him to dress.

The boy recalled the scene of the previous dayehified it by
raising his hand to his forehead, for the bruis#isosined him,
and from his mother's tone he understood that sregped in her
resolve to take him to the cobbler's.

After Manuel had dressed, mother and son left thesé and went into
the bun-shop for a cup of coffee and milk. Therytwvalked down to
Arenal Street, crossed the Plaza del Oriente, lmm®iaduct, thence
through Rosario Street. Continuing along the waiila barracks they
reached the heights at whose base runs the RorfSlagdeia. From this
eminence there was a view of the yellowish coundeyghat reached as
far as Jetafe and Villaverde, and the San Isidnoeteries with their
grey mudwalls and their black cypresses.

From the Ronda de Segovia, which they coveredsimoat time, they
climbed up Aguila Street, and paused before a hatuge corner of
the Campillo de Gil Imén.

There were two shoe shops opposite one anothdsahdlosed.
Manuel's mother, who could not recall which wasredative's place,
inquired at the tavern.

"Sefior Ignacio's over at the big house," answdredavern-keeper.
"l think the cobbler's come already, but he hagméned the shop
yet."

Mother and son had to wait until the shop was ogeibe building was
not the tiny, evil-boding one, but it looked a# ifiad an atrocious
desire to cave in, for here and there it, too, sftbaracks, holes

and all manner of disfigurements. It had a lowet apper floor,

large and wide balconies the balustrades of whietewgnawed by rust
and the diminutive panes of glass held in placéehgen strips.

On the ground floor of the house, in the part thaed Aguila
Street, there was a livery-stable, a carpenteop,shtavern and



the cobbler's shop owned by Petra's relation. &stiablishment
displayed over the entrance a sign that read:

_For The Regeneration of Footwear._

The historian of the future will surely find in ghsign proof of

how widespread, during several epochs, was a nartdion of

national regeneration, and it will not surprise Himat this idea,

which was launched in the aim to reform and regaedhe Constitution
and the Spanish people, came to an end upon thiecsigd of a shop on
a foresaken corner of the slums, where the onhgtdone was the
reformation and regeneration of footwear.

We will not deny the influence of this regeneratthgory upon the
proprietor of the establishment _For The Regermaraif Footwear;_
but we must point out that this presumptuous legeasl put up in token
of his defiance of the cobbler across the way,\@aadnust register
likewise that it had been answered by another.exed more
presumptuous, one.

One fine morning the workmen in the establishment fThe
Regeneration of Footwear_ were dumfounded to fiadrgy them in
the face the sign of the rival shop. It was a bh&dgignboard about
two metres long, bearing this inscription:

_The Lion of the Shoemaker's Art_

This in itself was quite tolerable; the terriblenéilating thing
about it was the painting that sprawled over thedbe of the board.
A handsome yellow lion with the face of a man anthwavy mane,
standing erect; in his front paws he held a bqmpagently of
patent-leather. Beneath this representation wasgarithe following:
_You may break, but never unstitch it._

This was a crushing motto: A lion (wild beast) tryito unseam the
boot made by the Lion (shoemaker), and powerlesdéhe task! What
a humiliation for the lion! What a triumph for tseoemaker! The

lion, in this case, was _For The Regeneration aft\Wwear,

which, as the saying goes, had been compelledeadt® dust.

In addition to Sefior Ignacio's sign there was,na of the balconies

of the large house, the bust of a woman, made piploé pasteboard,
with lettering beneath: _Perfecta Ruiz: LadiesrHaessing;_

on the side walls of the main entrance there hengrsal
announcements unworthy of occupying the attentfdhe
aforementioned historian, in which were offeredJoriced rooms with
or without bed, amanuenses and seamstresses. l& sard, upon which
were pasted horizontally, vertically and obliqualgumber of cut-out
figures, deserved to go down in history for itsolaicism. It read:
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_Parisian Styles. Escorihuela, Tailor._

Manuel, who had not taken the trouble to readhaté signs, went
into the building by a little door at the side bétlivery-stable
entrance, and walked through the corridor to a ¥i&hy courtyard.

When he returned to the street the cobbler's shdmhleady been
opened. Petra and her boy entered.

"Isn't Sefor Ignacio in?" she asked.

"He'll be here in a second,” answered a youngsterwas piling up
old shoes in the middle of the shop.

"Tell him that his cousin is here,--Petra."

Sefor Ignacio appeared. He was a man of betwegndiod fifty, thin
and wizened. Petra and he got into conversatioilewie boy and a
little urchin continued to heap up the old shoeankkl was looking
on, when the boy said to him:

"Come on, you. Lend a hand!"

Manuel pitched in, and when the three had endadldi®urs, they
waited for Petra and Sefior Ignacio to finish chgttPetra was
recounting Manuel's latest exploits to her cousid the cobbler
listened smilingly. The man bore no signs of graffs; he was blond
and beardless; upon his upper lip sprouted a féfnosahued hairs.

His complexion was leathery, wrinkled; the deepdws of his face,
and his wearied mien, gave him the appearanceve#ling. He spoke
with a certain ironic vagueness.

"You're going to stay here," said Petra to Manuel.
"All right."

"He's an amiable rogue," exclaimed Sefior Ignaeiagling. "He agrees
right away."

"Yes; he takes everything calmly. But, look--" sttgled, turning to
her son, "if ever | find out that you carry on asidid yesterday,
you'll hear from me!"

Manuel said good-bye to his mother.

"Were you very long in that town of Soria with myusin?" Sefior
Ignacio asked.

"Two years."
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"And did you work very hard there?"
"l didn't work at all."

"Well, sonny, you can't get out of it here. Comi¢.d®wn and get
busy. These are your cousins," added Sefior Ignadicating the
youth and the little boy.

"They are a pair of warriors, t00."

The youth's name was Leandro, and he was well:lifto respect did
he resemble his father. He had thick lips and&those, an
obstinate, manly expression; the other was a b@potit Manuel's
age, frail, thin, with a rascally look, and caliuial.

Sefior Ignacio and the three boys sat down arowmobaen block formed
of a tree-trunk with a deep groove running throughhe labour
consisted in undoing and taking apart old bootssimes, which
arrived at the shop from every direction in huga]lp tied bales and
in sacks with paper designations sewed to the jpuflae boot
destined to be drawn and quartered was laid upmbltck; there it
received a stroke or more from a knife until thellveas severed,;
then, with the nippers the various layers of sadeenripped off;

with the scissors they cut off buttons and laced, @/erything was
sorted into its corresponding basket: in one, #d) in others,

the rubbers, the latchets, the buckles.

So low had _The Regeneration of Footwear__ desceitdadtified
its title in a manner quite distinct from that intked by the one who
had bestowed it.

Sefior Ignacio, a master workman, had been compilfedgh lack of
business to abandon the awl and the shoemakengdtr the
nippers and the knife; creating for destroying; fdhioning of new
boots for the disembowelling of old. The contrasswitter; but
Sefior Ignacio could find consolation in lookingass at his
neighbour, he of the _Lion of The Shoemaker's Astho only at

rare intervals would receive an order for some phgar of boots.

The first morning of work was infinitely boresonmeNanuel; this
protracted inactivity became unbearable. At nobulay old woman
entered the shop with their lunch in a basket. Was Sefior
Ignacio's mother.

"And my wife?" the cobbler asked her.

"She's gone washing."

"And Salomé Isn't she coming?"



"No. She got some work in a house for the wholekwee

The old lady extracted from the basket a pot, dishapkins,

cutlery, and a huge loaf of bread; she laid a dligtbin the floor and
everybody squatted down around it. She poureddbp Bom the pot
into the plates, into which each one crumbled abiiread, and they
began to eat. Then the old woman doled out to Becportion of
boiled meat and vegetables, and, as they ateptitder discoursed
briefly upon the future of Spain and the reasoms&tional
backwardness,--a topic that appeals to most Spiaho consider
themselves regenerators.

Sefor Ignacio was a mild liberal, a man who swelli@tl enthusiasm
over these words about the national sovereignty véro spoke openly
of the Glorious Revolution. In matters of religibe advocated
freedom of worship; his ideal would be for Spairh&ve an equal
number of priests of the Catholic, Protestant, Sbwand every other
denomination, for thus, he asserted, each wouldsshthe dogma that
seemed to him best. But one thing he'd certainlif de had a say in
the government. He would expel all the monks amkntor they're
like the mange: the weaker the sufferer, the maiteives. To this
argument Leandro, the elder son, added that asfdre monks, nuns
and other small fry were concerned, the best cowitbethem was to
lop off their heads like hogs, and with regardhe priests, whether
Catholic, Protestant or Chinese, nothing woulddse if there were
nary a one.

The old lady, too, joined the conversation, andssito her, as a
huckstress of vegetables, politics was chiefly @stjon between
marketwomen and the municipal guards, she spoke@iv in which the
amiable ladies of the Cebada market had dischahgsdgarden
produce at the heads of several redcoats who vefeading a
trouble-maker of the market. The huckstresses wanterganize a
union, and then lay down the law and fix priceswiNhis didn't at

all appeal to her.

"What the deuce!" she exclaimed. "What right hdeytto take away a
person's stock if he wants to sell it cheaper? Ssgpptake it into

my head to give it all away free."

"Why no, sefiora," differed Leandro. "That's nohtiy

"And why not?"

"Because it isn't. Because tradesfolk ought to bakanother, and

if you, let's suppose, do as you say, you prevemebhody else from
selling, and that's why Socialism was invented fat@ur man's
industry."

"All right, then. Let them give two duros to mamsustry and Kkill
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it."
The woman spoke very phlegmatically and sentenotier calm manner
harmonized perfectly with her huge person, whiclk asthick and
rigid as a tree-trunk; her face was fleshy andaidsfeatures, her
wrinkles deep; pouches of loose flesh sagged bleineateyes; on her
head she wore a black kerchief, tightly knottecuacbher temples.
Sefiora Jacoba--that was her name--was a woman nwhalpy felt
neither heat nor cold; summer and winter she sihentiead hours
seated by her vegetable stand at the Puerta desMibshe sold a
head of lettuce between sunrise and sunset, ibvgasat deal.

After eating, some of the shoemaker's family wdhtoothe courtyard
for their siesta, while others remained in the shop

Vidal, the man's younger son, sprawled out in @agodeside Manuel,
and having inquired into the cause of the bumptssted out on his
cousin's forehead, asked:

"Have you ever been on this street before?"

"1? No."

"We have great times around here."

"You do, eh?"

"l should say so. Haven't you a girl?"

"1? No."

"Well, there are lots of girls 'round here that \eblike to have a
fellow.”

"Really?"

"Yes, sir! Over where we live there's a very préittle thing, a
friend of my girl. You can hitch up with her."

"But don't you live in this house?"
“"No. We live in Embajadores lane. It's my aunt &&and my
grandmother who live here. Over where we are--olg!-kthe times I've

had!"

"In the town where | come from," said Manuel, mbe dwarfed by his
cousin, "there were mountains higher than twentyoofr houses here."

"In Madrid we've got the Monte de Principe Pio."



"But it can't be as high as the one in that town."
"It can't? Why, in Madrid everything's the best."

Manuel was not a little put out by the superiontlyich his cousin

tried to assume by speaking to him about womehertdne of an
experienced man about town who knew them throughtanough. After
the noonday nap and a game of mus, over whichhthensaker and a few
neighbours managed to get into a wrangle, Sefarcigrand his

children went off to their house. Manuel suppe8efiora Jacoba's,

the vegetable huckstress's, and slept in a bebb&tuthat looked

to him far better than the one at the boarding-bous

Once in, he weighed the pros and contras of hissoamal position,
and in the midst of his calculations as to whethemeedle of the
balance inclined to this side or that, he fell agle

At first, the monotony of the labour and the steagplication

bothered Manuel; but soon he grew accustomed tahimg and another,
so that the days seemed shorter and the workrlessne.

The first Sunday Manuel was fast asleep in Seferahbh's house when
Vidal came in and waked him. It was after elevée; marketwoman, as
usual, had departed at dawn for her stall, leathedgoy alone.

"What are you doing there?" asked Vidal. "Why dgoti get up?"
"Why? What time is it?"

"Awful late."

Manuel dressed hurriedly and they both left theseodearby,

opposite Aguila street, on a little square, theygd a group of

boys who were playing _chito_, and they followed tbrtunes of

the game with deep interest.

At noon Vidal said to his cousin:

"Today we're going to eat yonder."

"At your house?"

"Yes. Come on."

Vidal, whose specialty was finding things, disc@declose by the
fountain of the Ronda, which is near Aguila Streetold,
wide-brimmed high hat; the poor thing was hiddea torner, perhaps

through modesty. He began to kick it along and sefiging through
the air and Manuel joined in the enterprise, so bleween the two



they transported the relic, venerable with antguitom the Ronda
de Segovia to that of Toledo, thence to the Romdardbajadores,
until they abandoned it in the middle of the stre@hus top and
brim. Having committed this perversity, Manuel aridal debouched
into the Paseo da las Acacias and went into a hohese entrance
consisted of a doorless archway.

The two boys walked through a narrow passage paitbccobblestones
until they reached a courtyard, and then, by onte@humerous
staircases they climbed to the balcony of the fiogtr, on which

opened a row of doors and windows all painted blue.

"Here's where we live," said Vidal, pointing to asfehe doors.

They entered. Sefor Ignacio's home was smallnipesed two
bedrooms, a parlour, the kitchen and a dark rodm.fifst habitation
was the parlour, furnished with a pine bureau,fa, s®veral straw
chairs and a green mirror stuck with chromos aratq@raphs and
covered with red netting. The cobbler's family utiezlparlour as the
dining-room on Sundays, because it was the liglatedtthe most
spacious of their rooms.

When Manuel and Vidal arrived the family had beextivg for them a
long time. They all sat down to table, and Salotihé,cobbler's
sister-in-law, took charge of serving the meal. 8sembled very
closely her sister, the mother of Vidal. Both, cédium height, had
short, saucy noses and black, pretty eyes; da$mt@hysical
similarity, however, their appearance differentitieem sharply.
Vidal's mother,--called Leandra,--untidy, unkemgpathsome, and
betraying traces of ill humour, seemed much oldantSalomé,
although but three or four years separated thetontgahad a merry,
resolute air.

Yet, consider the irony of fate! Leandra, despge $lovenly ways,
her sour disposition and her addiction to drinkswaarried to a good
hardworking man, while Salomé, endowed with exceltgfts of
industriousness and sweet temper, had wound upibg ¢o live with
an outcast who made his way by swindling, pilferamgl browbeating
and who had given her two children. Her humbleeovite spirit,
confronted with this wild, independent nature, m&adomé adore her
man, and she deceived herself into consideringehiramendous,
energetic fellow, though he was in all truth a cohand a tramp. The
bully had seen just how matters stood, and whenep&ased him he
would stamp into the house and demand the paySthlatné earned by
sewing at the machine, at five céntimos per twalyadnresistingly
she handed him the product of her sweating tod,raany a time the
ruffian, not content with depriving her of the mgngave her a
beating into the bargain.

Salomé's two children were not today in Sefior Igratiome; on
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Sundays, after dressing them very neatly, theiherotvould send them
to a relative of hers,--the proprietress of a whdfs--where they
spent the afternoon.

At the meal Manuel listened to the conversatiomeut taking part.
They were discussing one of the girls of the neigitbood who had run
off with a wealthy horse-dealer, a married man aiflamily.

"She did wisely," declared Leandra, draining a glaflswine.
"If she didn't know he was married...."
"What's the difference?" retorted Leandra with srofunconcern.

"Plenty. How would you like a woman to carry offyychusband?" Salomé
asked her sister.

"Psch!"

"Yes, nowadays, we know," interrupted Sefor Ignaaimother. "Of two
women there isn't one that's respectable.”

"A great ways any one'll go by being respectaldagdried Leandra.
"Poverty and hunger.... If a woman weren't to gatriad, then she
might make a change and even acquire money."

"I don't see how," asserted Salomé.
"How? Even if she had to go into the business."

Sefor Ignacio, disgusted, turned his head away fsrwife, and his
elder son, Leandro, eyed his mother grimly, seyerel

"Bah, that's all talk," argued Salomé, who wishethtesh the matter
out impersonally. "You'd hardly like it just themsa if folks were to
insult you wherever you went."

"Me? Much | care what folks say to me!" replied ttubbler's wife.
"Stuff and nonsense! If they call me a loose wonaaud, if I'm not,
why, you see: a floral wreath. And if | am,--itlkthe same in the
end."

Seifor Ignacio, offended, shifted the conversatoiné crime on
Pafuelas Street; a jealous organ-grinder had lsisisweetheart for

a harsh word and the hearers were excited overae, each offering
his opinion. The meal over, Sefior Ignacio, Leandidal and Manuel
went out to the gallery to have a nap while the womemained inside
gossiping.

All the neighbours had brought their sleeping-nuats and in their
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undershirts, half naked, some seated, others lsé@tout, they were
dozing on the galleries.

"Hey, you," said Vidal to Manuel. "Let's be off."

"Where?"

"To the Pirates. We meet today. They must be waitin us already.”
"What do you mean,--pirates?"

"Bizco and the others."

"And why do they call ‘'em that?"

"Because they're like the old time pirates."”

Manuel and Vidal stepped into the patio and leateghouse, walked
off down Embajadores lane.

"They call us the Pirates," explained Vidal, "frencertain battle of
stones we had. Some of the kids from the Paseasd&dacias had got
some sticks and formed a company with a Spanighaflahe head; then
[, Bizco, and three or four others, began to thstenes at them and
made them retreat. The Corretor, a fellow who limesur house, and
who saw us chasing after them, said to us: 'Sayyau pirates or
what? For, if you're pirates you ought to fly thadk flag. Well,

next day | swiped a dark apron from my father atidd it to a stick

and we got after the kids with the Spanish flag eentie near making
them surrender it. That's why they call us thetBgd

The two cousins came to a tiny, squalid district.
"This is the Casa del Cabrero," said Vidal. "Andehare our chums."

So it proved; the entire pirate gang was here epedimManuel now
made the acquaintance of El Bizco, a cross-eyedespef chimpanzee,
square-shaped, husky, long-armed, with misshagsnaied huge red
hands.

"This is my cousin," added Vidal, introducing Mahteethe gang; and
then, to make him seem interesting, he told howahad come to the
house with two immense lumps that he had recewedHomeric
struggle with a man.

Bizco stared closely at Manuel, and seeing thatldhron his side,
was observing him calmly, averted his gaze. Biziaxe possessed the
interest of a queer animal or of a pathologicatspen. His narrow
forehead, his flat nose, his thick lips, his frexkkkin and his

red, wiry hair lent him the appearance of a hugé lraboon.
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As soon as Vidal had arrived, the gang mobilizedi @hthe
ragamuffins went foraging through la Casa del Qabre

This was the name given to a group of low tenerhewels that bounded
a long, narrow patio. At this hot hour the men amsnen, stretched

out half naked on the ground, were sleeping irstiede as in a

trance. Some women, in shifts, huddled into a eioflfour or five,

were smoking the same cigar, each taking a puffpasding it along
from hand to hand.

A swarm of naked brats infested the place; theyewlee colour of the
soil, most of them black, some fair, with blue ey&s if already

they felt the degradation of their poverty, thesghins neither
shouted nor frolicked about the yard.

A few lasses of ten to fourteen were chatting gr@up. Bizco, Vidal
and the rest of the gang gave chase to them atberghtio. The
girls, half naked, dashed off, shrieking and shaptnsults.

Bizco boasted that he had violated some of the.girl

"They're all _puchereras__ like the ones on Ceree6t said
one of the Pirates.

"So they make pots, do they?" inquired Manuel.

"Yes. Fine pots, all right!"

"Then why do you call them _puchereras_?"

"Becau--" added the urchin, and he made a coardarge

"Because they're a sly bunch,” stammered Bizcou'Méawful simple."”
Manuel contemplated Bizco scornfully, and askedchbissin:

"Do you mean to say that those little girls...?"

"They and their mothers," answered Vidal philosophy. "Almost all
of 'em that live here."

The Pirates left the Casa del Cabrero, descendechbarkment after
passing a high, black fence, and at the middleasia®Blanca turned
into the Paseo de Yeserias.

They approached the morgue, a white structuretheaiver, situated
at the foot of the Dehesa del Canal. They circledird it, trying to
catch a glimpse of some corpse, but the windows wigsed.
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They continued along the banks of the Manzanare&ist the twisted
pines of la Dehesa. The river ran very thin, camgjsof a few
threads of murky water and pools above the mud.

At the end of the Dehesa de la Arganzuela, oppadiéege, spacious

lot surrounded by a fence made of flattened oikazailed to posts,

the gang paused to inspect the place, whose wedeveais taken up

with watering-carts, mechanical sweepers, ditch gmjrheaps of brooms
and other tools and appurtenances of municipahbiesss.

In one corner of the lot arose a white edifice,thatging from its
two towers and the vacant belfries, had formerigrba church or a
convent.

The gang went nosing about the place and passett andarch bearing
the inscription: "Stallion Stables." Behind theusture that looked

like a convent they came upon some shanties fuedishth filthy,
grimy mats: African huts built upon a frameworkrotigh sticks and
cane.

Bizco went into one of these hovels and returndd wipiece of cod
in his hand.

Manuel was overcome by a horrible fear.
"I'm going," he said to Vidal.

"What do you mean!..." exclaimed one of the gaogigally. "Much
nerve you've got!"

All at once another of the urchins cried:
"Skip. Somebody's coming!"
The pirates started on a run down the Paseo dalCan

Madrid, with its yellowish dwellings veiled in aceld of dust, came
into view. The high window-panes were aglow with teflection of the
setting sun. From the Paseo del Canal, crossingpale patch, they
reached the Plaza de las Pefiuelas, then, aftey gpianother street
they climbed the Paseo de las Acacias.

They entered the Corralén. Manuel and Vidal, afring arranged to
meet the gang on the following Sunday, climbedstiagway to Sefior
Ignacio's house and as they drew near to the cabbleor they heard
cries.

"Father's giving the old lady a beating,” murmuvédal. "There
won't be much to eat today. I'm going off to sléep.



"And how do | get to the other house?" asked Manuel

"All you have to do is walk along the Ronda untiluyreach the Aguila
street stairway. You can't miss it."

Manuel followed the directions. It was fearfullyththe air was

thick with dust. A few men were playing cards imeen doorways, and
in others they were dancing in embrace to therstraf a

barrel-organ.

When Manuel reached the Aguila Street stairwayai getting dark. He
sat down to rest a while in the Campillo de Gil m&rom this
elevated point could be seen the yellowish coumgrgwing darker and
darker with approaching night, and the chimneyslangsetops sharply
outlined against the horizon. The sky, blue anégrbove, was
flushed with red nearer the earth; it darkenedassiimed sinister
hues,--coppery reds, purplish reds.

Above the mudwalls jutted the turrets and the csges of San Isidro
cemetery; a round cupola stood out clearly in theoaphere; at its
top rose an angel with wings outspread, as if atmtake flight
against the flaming, blood-red background of evgnin

Above the embanked clouds of the twilight shonala ptar in a green
border, and on the horizon, animated by the lasthrof day, could
be discerned the hazy silhouettes of distant mamta

CHAPTER I

The "Big Yard," or Uncle Rilo's House--Local Erties.

When Salomé finished her sewing and went off toikagBtreet to
sleep, Manuel definitively settled in the home afdé Rilo, of
Embajadores lane. Some called this La Corralarstlig Corralon,
still others, La Piltra, and it boasted so manyeotiames that it
seemed as if the neighbours spent hours and hauaksng up new
designations for it.

The Corralén (Big yard)--this was the best knowmaaf Uncle Rilo's
lair,--fronted the Paseo de las Acacias, but it matsn the direct

line of this thoroughfare, as it set somewhat batle facade of this
tenement, low, narrow, kalso-mined, indicated rezithe depth nor

the size of the building; the front revealed a fivshaped windows

and holes unevenly arranged, while a doorless ayglgave access to a
narrow passage paved with cobblestones; this, waiening, formed a
patio surrounded by high, gloomy walls.
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From the sides of the narrow entrance passagérmsestairways
leading to open galleries that ran along the tkteges of the
house and returned to the patio. At intervalshenliack of these
galleries, opened rows of doors painted blue witiheak number on
the lintel of each.

Between the lime and the bricks of the walls stok like exposed
bones, jamb-posts and crossbeams, surroundedrbbhdsa ropes. The
gallery columns, as well as the lintels and thentsethat supported
them, must formerly have been painted green, btiteagesult of the
constant action of sun and rain only a stray patdhe original

colour remained.

The courtyard was always filthy; in one corner dalyeap of useless
scraps covered by a sheet of zinc; one could makgrony cloths,
decayed planks, debris, bricks, tiles, basketsf@nnal jumble.
Every afternoon some of the women would do theghirzg in the patio,
and when they finished their work they would embigir tubs on to
the ground, and the big pools, on drying, would/¢eahite stains and
indigo rills of bluing. The neighbours also had ttabit of throwing
their rubbish anywhere at all, and when it raingidee the mouth of
the drain would always become clogged--an unbeayaleistilential
odour would rise from the black, stagnant streaan ithundated the
patio, and on its surface floated cabbage leavégerasy papers.

Each neighbour could leave his tools and thingheénsection of the
gallery that bounded his dwelling; from the lookghos area one
might deduce the grade of poverty or relative cobdbeach
family,--its predilections and its tastes.

This space usually revealed an attempt at cleasdiaad a curious
aspect; here the wall was whitewashed, there huage,--a few
flowers in earthenware pots; elsewhere a certdlitaugn instinct
found vent in the strings of garlic put out to aryclusters of

grape suspended; beyond, a carpenter's benchtanichest gave
evidence of the industrious fellow who worked dgrims free hours.

In general, however, one could see only dirty wasg out on the
balustrades, curtains made of mats, quilts mendidpatches of
ill-assorted colors, begrimed rags stretched oveorsticks or
suspended from ropes tied from one post to ther atet they might
get a trifle more light and air.

Every section of the gallery was a manifestatioa bfe apart

within this communism of hunger; this edifice cant&al every grade
and shade of poverty: from the heroic, garbedeam] decent
tatters, to the most nauseating and repulsive.

In the majority of the rooms and holes of La Carahe was struck
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immediately by the resigned, indolent indigence biorad with organic
and moral impoverishment.

In the space belonging to the cobbler's familyhattip of a very
long pole attached to one of the pillars, wavedia qf
patch-covered trousers comically balancing itself.

Off from the large courtyard of El Corralon brandteecauseway heaped
with ordure, leading to a smaller courtyard thatvinter was
converted into a fetid swamp.

A lantern, surrounded with a wire netting to prewviie children from
breaking it with stones, hung from one of the blaeils.

In the inner courtyard the rooms were much chetiyzer those of the
large patio; most of them brought twenty-threeesabut there were
some for two or three pesetas per month: dismad datn no
ventilation at all, built in the spaces under stays and under the
roof.

In some moister climate La Corrala would have leeeest of
contagion: the wind and sun of Madrid, howeverattgun which brings
blisters to the skin,--saw to the disinfection ludittpesthole.

As if to make sure that terror and tragedy shoaldn the edifice,
one saw, on entering,--either at the main doondhé corridor,--a
drunken, delirious hag who begged alms and spaltsat everybody.
They called her Death. She must have been veryolt, least
appeared so. Her gaze was wandering, her lookl€diftj her face
purulent with scabs; one of her lower eyelids, dranvas the result
of some ailment, exposed the bloody, turbid insitleer eyeball.
Death would stalk about in her tatters, in houg®psts, with a
tin-box and an old basket into which she gatheexdihdings.
Through certain superstitious considerations naredito throw her
into the street.

On his very first night in La Corrala Manuel veei, not without a
certain astonishment, the truth of what Vidal hald him. That
youngster, and almost all the gamins of his age sieeethearts among
the little girls of the tenement, and it was noaege occurrence, as

he passed by some nook, to come upon a couplguthped up and ran
away.

The little children amused themselves playing fight, and among
the most-applauded feats was that of Don Tanci@de.tot would get
down on all fours, and another, not very heavy, ldooount him and
fold his arms, thrust back his chest and placeeethornered hat of
paper upon his erect, haughty head.

He who was playing the bull would approach, roadlg, sniff Don
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Tancredo and pass by without throwing him ovemapte of times he
would repeat this, and then dash off. Whereupon Tamcredo would
dismount from his living pedestal to receive thauglits of the

public. There were wily, waggish bulls who tooknito their heads to
pull both statue and pedestal to the ground, aisdmbuld be
received amidst shouts and huzzahs of the spextator

In the meantime the girls would be playing in ayrithe women would
shout from gallery to gallery and the men wouldtéhdheir
shirtsleeves; some fellow, squatting on the fleayuld scrape away
monotonously at the strings of a guitar.

La Muerte, the old beggar, would also cheer theiegegatherings
with her long discourse.

La Corrala was a seething, feverish world in ljtde busy as an
anthill. There people toiled, idled, guzzled, atd died of hunger;
there furniture was made, antiques were countededld
embroideries were fashioned, buns cooked, brokerefaan mended,
robberies planned and women's favours traded.

La Corrala was a microcosm; it was said that itfal denizens were
placed in line they would reach from Embajadoree I the Plaza del
Progreso; it harboured men who were everythingyaadothing: half
scholars, half smiths, half carpenters, half masbal$ business

men, half thieves.

In general, everybody who lived here was disorigntievelling in that
unending abjection produced by everlasting, irréat#d poverty; many
sloughed their occupations as a reptile its skines had none;
some carpenters' or masons' helpers, becausegttieof

initiative, understanding and skill, could neveaduate from their
apprenticeship. There were also gypsies, mule agctlibpers, nor
was there a dearth of porters, itinerant barbedsnamuntebanks.
Almost all of them, if opportunity offered, stolehat they could,;
they all presented the same pauperized, emacad&dAnd all
harboured a constant rage that vented itself iodigrimprecations
and blasphemies.

They lived as if sunk in the shades of a deep staminable to form
any clear notion of their lives, without aspiratpaims, projects
or anything.

There were some whom a couple of glasses of wirtdeerdeunk for half a
week; others seemed already besotted, without fdnad a sip, and
their countenances constantly mirrored the mostlatesdebasement,
whence they escaped only in a fleeting moment géaaor indignation.

Money was to them, more often than not, a misf@tdtossessing an
instinctive understanding of their weakness and trasl wills,



they would resort to the tavern in quest of couréigere they would
cast off all restraint, shout, argue, forget the®as of the

moment, feel generous, and when, after having lecdgthe top of
their bent they believed themselves ready for angttithey
discovered that they hadn't a céntimo and thailltleory strength
imbibed with the alcohol was evaporating.

The women of the house, as a rule, worked haraer tthe men, and
were almost always disputing. For thirty years plasy had all
shared the same character and represented alreasdrtte type: foul,
unkempt, termagacious, they--shrieked and grewetagpupon the
slightest provocation.

From time to time, like a gentle sunbeam amidsiglbem, the souls
of these stultified, bestial men,--of these womebitered by harsh
lives that held neither solace nor illusion,--wobklpenetrated by a
romantic, disinterested feeling of tendernessiiede them live like
human beings for a while; but when the gust ofissmtalism had
blown over, they would return to their moral inartas resigned and
passive as ever. The permanent neighbours of Lel@avere situated
in the floors surrounding the large courtyard.Ha bther courtyard
the majority were transients, and spent, at mosbuple of weeks in
the house. Then, as the saying was among themsgegd wing.

One day a mender would appear with his huge badyriace and his
pliers, shouting through the streets in a huskgerolJars and tubs
to mend ... pans, dishes and plates!" After a sstast he would be
off; the following week arrived a dealer in clotarbains, crying at
the top of his lungs his silk handkerchiefs atded fifteen

céntimos; another day came an itinerant hawkegdsss laden with
pins, combs and brooches, or some purchaser ofagaldilver braid.
Certain seasons of the year brought a contingespedial types;
spring announced itself through the appearanceutd aealers,
tinkers, gypsies and bohemians; in autumn swarraadof rustics
with cheese from La Mancha and pots of honey, whitger brought the
walnut and chestnut vendors.

Of the permanent tenants in the first courtyardséhwho were

intimate with Sefor Ignacio included: a proof-cotog, nick-named El
Corretor; a certain Rebolledo, both barber andnitwe and four

blind men, who were known by the sobriquets El Gatas, El Sapistas,
El Erigido and El Cuco and dwelt in harmony witkittrespective
wives playing the latest tangos, _tientos  andzueda

ditties on the streets.

The proof-reader had a numerous family: his wife,rhother-in-law, a
daughter of twenty and a litter of tots; the payehened correcting
proof at a newspaper office was not enough fonkexds and he used
to suffer dire straits. He was in the habit of viegua threadbare
macfarland,--frayed at the edges,--a large, diatydkerchief tied



around his throat, and a soft, yellow, grimy slohel.

His daughter, Milagros by name, a slender las$eagk &1s a bird, had
relations with Leandro, Manual's cousin.

The sweethearts had plenty of love quarrels, navalree of her
flirtations, now because of the evil life he led.

They could not get along, for Milagros was a biigiaty and a
climber, considering herself a social superioreialupon evil days,
while Leandro, on the other hand, was abrupt amtible.

The cobbler's other neighbour, Sefior Zurro, a qupicturesque
type, had nothing to do with Sefior Ignacio andftaithe
proof-reader a most cordial hatred. El Zurro wdrdd forever
concealed behind a pair of blue spectacles, wearfg cap and
ample cassock.

"His name is Zurro (fox)," the proof-reader wouly/s"but he's a fox
in his actions as well; one of those country fotket are masters of
malice and trickery."

According to popular rumour, El Zurro knew whatwas about; he had a
place at the lower end of the Rastro, a dark, leesthovel

cluttered with odds and ends, second-hand coaits)amets of old

cloth, tapestries, parts of chasubles, and in Exhdiempty bottles,

flasks full of brandy and cognac, seltzer watehsigs, shattered

clocks, rusty muskets, keys, pistols, buttons, rseglad other

frippery.

Despite the fact that surely no more than a coapfeersons entered
Sefior Zurro's shop throughout the livelong day speht no more than
a couple of reales, the second-hand dealer thrived.

He lived with his daughter Encarna, a coarse spatiof some
twenty-five years, exceedingly vulgar and the peifszation of
insolence, who went walking with her father on Saysj bedecked with
jewelry. Encarna’'s bosom was consumed with the @fgassion for
Leandro; but that ingrate, enamoured of Milagross wnscathed by the
soul-flames of the second-hand dealer's daughter.

Wherefore Encarna mortally hated Milagros and tleentmers of her
family; every hour of the day she branded themudgarians,
starvelings, and insulted them with such scoffiolgrgjuets as
Mendrugo, "Beggar's Crumb," which was applied bytbehe
proof-reader, and "The Madwoman of the Vatican,iclwimeant his
daughter.

It was not at all rare for such hatreds, betweesqgres forced almost
into living in common, to grow to violent rancourcamalevolence;
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thus, the members of one and the other family niexded at each
other without exchanging curses and wishes fontbst disastrous
misfortunes.

CHAPTER I
Roberto Hastings at the Shoemaker's--Proces$iBaggars--Court

of Miracles.

One morning toward the end of September Roberteaeg in the
doorway of _The Regeneration of Footwear , andsthng his head
into the shop exclaimed:

"Hello, Manuel!”

"Hello, Don Roberto!"

"Working, eh?"

Manuel shrugged his shoulders, indicating thajdbevas not exactly
to his taste.

Roberto hesitated for a moment, but at last madesumind and
entered the shop.

"Have a seat," invited Sefor Ignacio, offering larohair.
"Are you Manuel's uncle?"
"At your service."

Roberto sat down, offered a cigar to Sefior Ignanmbanother to
Leandro, and the three began to smoke.

"l know your nephew," said Roberto to the propnigtéor | live in
the house where Petra works."

"You do?"

"And | wish you'd let him off today for a couple loburs."
"All right, sefior. All afternoon, if you wish."

"Fine. Then I'll call for him after lunch."

"Very well."



Roberto watched them work for a while, then sudg@mhped up and
left.

Manuel could not understand what Roberto wanted jmthe afternoon
waited for him with genuine impatience. Robertanearand the pair
turned out of Aguila Street down toward the Rondéédgovia.

"Do you know where La Doctrina is?" Roberto askeahMel.
"What Doctrina?"

"A place where herds of beggars meet every Friday."

"l don't know."

"Do you know where the San Isidro highway is?"

"Yes."

"Good. For that's where we're going. That's whex®bctrina is."

Manuel and Roberto walked down the Paseo de lo®Res and continued
in the direction of Toledo Bridge. The student wisnt and Manuel
did not care to ask any questions.

It was a dry, dusty day. The stifling south windisdd puffs of heat
and sand; a stray bolt of lightning illuminated theuds; from the
distance came the rumble of thunder; the landskegpgellow under a
blanket of dust.

Over the Toledo Bridge trudged a procession of begydoth men and
women, each dirtier and more tattered than the. @@t of las
Cambroneras and las Injurias streamed recruithi®ragged army;
they came, too, from the Paseo Imperial and fromoQdilos, and by
this time forming solid ranks, they trooped ontie Toledo Bridge
and tramped up the San Isidro highway until theghed a red
edifice, before which they came to a halt.

"This must be La Doctrina," said Roberto to Manpeinting to a
building that had a patio with a statue of Chnisthie centre.

The two friends drew near to the gate. This wasgghrs' conclave, a
Court of Miracles assembly. The women took up ainttwe entire
courtyard; at one end, near a chapel, the men wetdled together;
one could see nothing but swollen, stupid facdignmed nostrils,

and twisted mouths; old women as fat and clumsyeaancholy whales;
little wizened, cadaverous hags with sunken moatttsnoses like the
beak of a bird of prey; shamefaced female mends¢aimeir wrinkled
chins bristling with hair, their gaze half ironicatd half shy;
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young women, thin and emaciated, slatternly arkdyfiland all, young
and old alike, clad in threadbare garments thatdeseh mended,
patched and turned inside out until there wassiuare inch that

had been left untouched. The green, olive-coloateaks and the drab
city garb jostled against the red and yellow skkitts of the
countrywomen.

Roberto sauntered about, peering eagerly info dhetgard. Manuel
trailed after him indifferently.

A large number of the beggars was blind; there wapples, minus
hand or foot, some hieratic, taciturn, solemn, &hestless. Brown
long-sleeved loose coats mingled with frayed sazdscand begrimed
smocks. Some of the men in tatters carried, slweg their

shoulders, black sacks and game-bags; others hudgels in their
hands; one burly negro, his face tattooed with depes,--

doubtless a slave in former days,--leaned agdnestvall in

dignified indifference, clothed in rags; barefoothins and mangy
dogs scampered about amongst the men and womeswénming,
agitated, palpitating throng of beggars seethezldik anthill.

"Let's go," said Roberto. "Neither of the women lguking for is
here.... Did you notice," he added, "how few hurfeaes there are
among men! All you can read in the features ofeéhesetches is
mistrust, abjection, malice, just as among the ywh find only
solemnity, gravity, pedantry. It's curious, istt All cats have

the face of cats; all oxen look like oxen; while thajority of human
beings haven't a human semblance.”

Roberto and Manuel left the patio. They sat dowposjie La Doctrina,
on the other side of the road, amid some sandyic{ga

"These doings of mine," began Roberto, "may styike as queer. But
they won't seem so strange when | tell you thatdoking for two
women here; one of them a poor beggar who can makech; the other,
a rich lady, who perhaps would make me poor."

Manuel stared at Roberto in amazement. He had altvasboured a
certain suspicion that there was something wrorlp thie student's
head.

"No. Don't imagine this is silly talk. I'm on theail of a
fortune,--a huge fortune. If you help me, I'll remiger you."

"Sure. What do you want me to do?"
"I'll tell you when the right moment comes."

Manuel could not conceal an ironic smile.
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"You don't believe it," muttered Roberto.

"That doesn't matter. When you'll see, you'll badié

"Naturally."
"If 1 should happen to need you, promise you'liphele."

"I'll help you as far as | am able," replied Manuweith feigned
earnestness.

Several ragamuffins sprawled themselves out ocldaing near
Manuel and Roberto, and the student did not cage ton with his
tale.

"They've already begun to split up into divisionsgid one of the
loafers who wore a coachman's hat, pointing wistick to the women
inside the courtyard of La Doctrina.

And so it was; groups were clustering about thesti@ the patio, on
each of which was hung a poster with a pictureaandmber in the
middle.

"There go the marchionesses," added he of the owath hat,
indicating several women garbed in black who hatl gppeared in the
courtyard.

The white faces stood out amidst the mourning elath

"They're all marchionesses," said one.

"Well, they're not all beauties," retorted Manyeining the
conversation. "What have they come here for?"

"They're the ones who teach religion," answereddhew with the
hat. "From time to time they hand out sheets artttomear to the
women and the men. Now they're going to call thie'ro

A bell began to clang; the gate closed; groups Vi@reed, and a lady
entered the midst of each.

"Do you see that one there?" asked Roberto. "SlmisTelmo's niece."”
"That blonde?"
"Yes. Wait for me here."

Roberto walked down the road toward the gate.
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The reading of the religious lesson began; frompigo came the
slow, monotonous drone of prayer.

Manuel lay back on the ground. Yonder, flat bend¢la¢ghgrey horizon,
loomed Madrid out of the mist of the dust-laden@tphere. The wide
bed of the Manzanares river, ochre-hued, seemeaWad here and
there by a thread of dark water. The ridges ofGhadarrama range
rose hazily into the murky air.

Roberto passed by the patio. The humming of th@imganendicants
continued. An old lady, her head swathed in a exdtkef and her
shoulders covered with a black cloak that was fatiingreen, sat
down in the clearing.

"What's the matter, old lady? Wouldn't they opendhte for you?"
shouted the fellow with the coachman's hat.

"No.... The foul old witches!"

"Don't you care. They're not giving away anythinddy. The
distribution takes place this coming Friday. THegiVe you at least
a sheet," added he of the hat mischievously.

"If they don't give me anything more than a shesyilled the hag,
twisting her blobber-lip, "I'll tell them to keepfor themselves.
The foxy creatures! ..."

"Oh, they've found you out, granny!" exclaimed of¢he loafers
lying on the ground. "You're a greedy one, you“are.

The bystanders applauded these words, which camedr
_zarzuela_, and the chap in the coachman's hahoedt
explaining to Manuel the workings of La Doctrina.

"There are some men and women who enrol in twoealed three
divisions so as to get all the charity they cam wrent on. "Why,
we--my father and I--once enrolled in four divissomnder four
different names.... And what a rumpus was raisedaé row we had
with the marchionesses!"

"And what did you want with all those sheets," Mahasked him.

"Why! Sell 'em, of course. They re sold here atwbgy gate at two
_chulés_ apiece.”

"I'm going to buy one," said a coachman from a lyp&iackstand,
approaching the group. "I'll give it a coating ioiskeed oil, then
varnish it and make me a cowled waterproof."

"But the marchionesses,--don't they see that thesple sell their
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gifts right away?"
"Much they see!"

To these idlers the whole business was nothing thare a pious
recreation of the religious ladies, of whom theglspwith
patronizing irony.

The reading of the religious lesson did not lastegan hour.

A bell rang; the gate was swung open; the varioaaps dissolved and
merged; everybody arose and the women began tooffalalancing
their chairs upon their heads, shouting, shovirgyamother

violently; two or three huckstresses peddled thaires as the

tattered crowd issued through the gate in a jamelghg as if in
escape from some imminent danger. A few old woraerctumsily down
the road; others huddled into a corner to urirate, all of them

were howling at the top of their lungs, overcomehmy necessity of
insulting the women of La Doctrina, as if instivetiy they divined

the uselessness of a sham charity that remediéthgoOne heard
only protests and manifestation of scorn.

"Damn it all! These women of God...."

"And they want a body to have faith in 'em."

"The old drunkards."

"Let them have faith, and the mother that bore"em.
"Let 'em give blood-pudding to everybody."

After the women came the men,--blind, maimed, deg@p-in leisurely
fashion, and conversing solemnly.

"Huh! They don't want me to marry!" grumbled a blii@llow,
sarcastically, turning to a cripple.

"And what do you say," asked the latter.

"I? What the deuce! Let them get married if theyéhany one to marry
‘em. They came here and bore us stiff with theayers and sermons.
What we need isn't sermons, but hard cash andypbértt”

"That's what, man ... the dough,--that's what watWa

"And all the rest is nothing but ... chatter anthahusic....

Anybody can give advice. When it comes to breaol @i, not a sign of
it."
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"So say II"

The ladies came out, prayer-books in hand; théetghar-women set
off in pursuit and harassed them with entreaties.

Manuel looked everywhere for the student; at lastdught sight of
him with Don Telmo's niece. The blonde turned abtmlook at him,
and then stepped into a coach. Roberto salutedrtethe coach
rolled off.

Manuel and Roberto returned by the San Isidro haghw

The sky was still overcast; the air dry; the preaas of beggars was
advancing in the direction of Madrid. Before thempched the Toledo
Bridge, at the intersection of the San Isidro higivand the
Extremadura cartroad, Roberto and Manuel entexeayalarge tavern.
Roberto ordered a bottle of beer.

"Do you live in the same house where the shoe g#®msked Roberto.

"No. | live over in the Paseo de las Acacias, hoase called El
Corral6on."

"Good. I'll come to visit you there, and you alrgathderstand that

whenever you happen to go to any place where mdloof criminals
gather, you're to let me know."

"I'll let you know. | was watching that blonde ey@u. She's pretty.”
"Yes."

"And she has a swell coach.”

"l should say so."

"Well? Are you going to marry her?"

"What do | know? We'll see. Come, we can't stag flexaid Roberto,
stepping up to the counter to pay.

In the tavern a large number of beggars, seatdudables, were
gulping down slices of cod and scraps of meatpaant odour of
fried bird-tripe and oil came from the kitchen.

They left. The wind still blew in eddies of sandy tkaves and stray
bits of newspaper danced madly through the airhigle houses near
the Segovia Bridge, their narrow windows and gedtehung with
tatters, seemed greyer and more sordid than even giimpsed through
an atmosphere murky with dust.



Suddenly Roberto halted, and placing his hand Wpamnuel's shoulder
said:

“Listen to what | say, for it is the truth. If yaver want to
accomplish anything in life, place no belief in therd 'impossible.’
There's nothing impossible to an energetic wilidti try to shoot
an arrow, aim very high,--as high as you can; ilgadr you aim, the
farther you'll go."

Manuel stared at Roberto with a puzzled look, dwmdgged his
shoulders.

CHAPTER IV

Life In the Cobbler's Shop--Manuel's Friends.

The months of September and October were veryithegs impossible
to breathe in the shoe shop.

Every morning Manuel and Vidal, on their way to gimemaker's, would
talk of a thousand different things and exchangar@ssions; money,
women, plans for the future formed everlasting tegf their chats.

To both it seemed a great sacrifice, somethingemtature of a

crowning misfortune in their bad luck, to have pesd day after day
cooped up in a corner ripping off outworn soles.

The languorous afternoons invited to slumber. Aftech especially,
Manuel would be overcome by stupor and deep ddpresehrough the
doorway of the shop could be seen the fields ofISidno bathed in
light; in the Campillo de Gil Imén the wash hung taudry gleamed in
the sun.

There came a medley of crowing cocks, far-off seadftvendors, the
shrieking of locomotive whistles muffled by thetdisce. The dry,
burning, atmosphere vibrated. A few women of thigim@ourhood came
out to comb their hair in the open, and the magtraakers beat their
wool in the shade of the Campillo, while the herenspered about and
scratched the soil.

Later, as evening fell, the air and the earth ckdrtg a dusty grey.

In the distance, cutting the horizon, waved thdimeibf the arid
field,--a simple line, formed by the gentle undidatof the
hillocks,--a line like that of the landscapes drawrchildren, with
isolated houses and smoking chimneys. Here and thkme patch of
green grove splotched against the yellow field,chay parched by
the sun beneath a pallid sky, whitish and murkghahot vapours
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rising from the earth. Not a cry, not the slightestind rent the
air.

At dusk the mist grew transparent and the horiemeded until, far
in the distance, loomed the vague silhouettes affiteons not to be
glimpsed by day, against the red background ofwhigght.

When they left off working in the shop it was ugualight. Sefior
Ignacio, Leandro, Manuel and Vidal would turn dotlva road toward
home.

The gas lights shone at intervals in the dustyliaes of carts
rumbled slowly by, and across the road, in litleups, tramped the
workmen from the neighbouring factories.

And always, coming and going, the conversation betwManuel and
Vidal would turn upon the same topics: women aneheyo

Neither had a romantic notion, or anything likeoitwomen. To
Manuel, a woman was a magnificent animal with filesh and swelling
breast.

Vidal did not share this sexual enthusiasm; he eapeed, with all
women, a confused feeling of scorn, curiosity arebpcupation.

As far as concerned money, they were both agresdttivas the
choicest, most admirable of all things; they spokmoney--
especially Vidal--with a fierce enthusiasm. To htime thought that
there might be anything--good or evil--that coutd he obtained with
hard cash, was the climax of absurdity. Manuel ddilke to have
money to travel all over the world and see citied more cities and
sail in vessels. Vidal's dream was to live a lifease in Madrid.

After two or three months in the Corralon, Manuadl tbecome so
accustomed to the work and the life there that bedgred how he
could do anything else. Those wretched quartetsmger produced
upon him the impression of dark, sinister sadnegisthey cause in
one unaccustomed to live in them; on the contithlgy seemed to him
filled with attractions. He knew almost everybodythe district.

Vidal and he would escape from the house on angxtrat all, and on
Sundays they would meet Bizco at the Casa del @abred go off into
the environs: to Las Injurias, Las Cambronerasréstaurants of
Alarcén, the Campamento, and the inns on the Ardaload, where
they would consort with thieves and rogues and pligly them at
_cané_and _rayuela .

Manuel did not care for Bizco's company; Bizco sdwanly to hobnob
with thieves. He was forever taking Manuel and Vidahaunts
frequented by bandits and low types, but since Msdamed to think
it all right, Manuel never objected.
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Vidal was the link between Manuel and Bizco, Bibated Manuel, who
in turn, not only felt enmity and repugnance for®i, but showed
this repulsion plainly. Bizco was a brute,--an aaligkeserving of
extermination. As lascivious as a monkey, he hathted several of
the little girls of the Casa del Cabrero, beatimgn into

submission; he used to rob his father, a poverigk&in cane-weaver,
so that he might have money enough to visit somebimthel of Las
Penuelas or on Chopa Street, where he found radm@dgers with
cigarette-stubs in their lips, who looked like pesses to him. His
narrow skull, his powerful jaw, his blubber-lipshstupid glance,

lent him a look of repellant brutality and animslit

A primitive man, he kept his dagger--bought in ElsRo--sharp,
guarding it as a sacred object. If he ever happangeukss a cat or
dog, he would enjoy torturing it to death with offpeated stabs. His
speech was obscene, abounding in barbarities asgh®mies.

Whether anybody induced Bizco to tattoo his armshe idea was
original with him, cannot be said; probably thédaing he had seen
on one of the bandits that he ran after had sugdessimilar
adornment for himself. Vidal imitated him, and #time the pair
gave themselves up enthusiastically to self-tatigorl hey pricked
their skins with a pin until a little blood cambgeh moistened the
wounds with ink.

Bizco painted crosses, stars and names upon hss, shdal, who
didn't like to prick himself, stippled his own namme one arm and his
sweetheart's on the other; Manuel didn't caregoribe anything
upon his person, first because he was afraid afdyland then
because the idea had been Bizco's.

Each harboured a mute hostility against the other.

Manuel, always with a chip on his shoulder, wapaed to show his
enemy challenge; Bizco, doubtless, noticed thisrdabhatred in
Manuel's eyes, and this confused him.

To Manuel, a man's superiority consisted in hiertgland, above
all, in his cunning; to Bizco, courage and strermgihstituted the
sole enviable qualities; the greatest merit ohvals to be a real
brute, as he would declare with enthusiasm.

Because of the great esteem in which he held anaftcunning, Manuel
felt deep admiration for the Rebolledos, father so, who also

lived in the Corraldn. The father, a dwarfed huradiy a barber by
trade, used to shave his customers in the surdighe open, near

the Rastro. This dwarf had a very intelligent fagigh deep eyes; he
wore moustache and side-whiskers, and long, bluisivashed hair. He
dressed always in mourning; in winter and summk&edle went around
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in an overcoat, and, by some unsolved mystery eimistry his
overcoat kept turning green while his trousers,ciwhivere also black,
kept quite as plainly turning red.

Every morning Rebolledo would leave the Corraldmyéag a little
bench and a wooden wall-bracket, from which hubgass basin and a
poster. Reaching a certain spot along the Amefera=e he would
attach the bracket and put up, beside it, a hunsosmn the point of
which, probably, he was the only one to see. Itthais:

MODERNIST TONSORIAL PARLOUR
Antiseptic Barber
Walk in Gents. Shaving by Rebolledo.
Money Lent

The Rebolledos were very skilful; they made toysvvé and of
pasteboard, which they afterward sold to the streatlors; their
home, a dingy little room of the front patio, hagkb converted into
a workshop, and they had there a vise, a carpgitench and an
array of broken gew-gaws that were apparently diuniber use.

The neighbours of the Corralon had a saying trditated their
conception of Rebolledo's acute genius.

"That dwarf," they said, "has a regular Noah'siarkis head."

The father had made for his own use a set of talsih. He had taken
a bone napkin-ring, cut it into two unequal paaisd, by filing it

on either side, had fitted the larger to his motitren with a tiny

saw he made the teeth, and to simulate the gurosvezed a part of
the former napkin-ring with sealing-wax. Rebollesmuld remove and
insert the false set with remarkable ease, anatlel @at with them
perfectly, provided, as he said, there was anyttoreat.

Perico, the son of the dwarf, promised even totopthkis father in
cleverness. Between the hunger that he often sdffand the
persistent tertian fevers, he was very thin ana@bmplexion was
citreous. He was not, like his father, deformed,ddender,

delicate, with sparkling eyes and rapid, jerky moo$. He looked, as
the saying is, like a rat under a bowl.

One of the proofs of his inventive genius was almagal snuffler
that he had made of a shoe-polish tin.

Perico cherished a particular enthusiasm for wié#s, and wherever
he discovered one he would sketch, with a pieamal, processions
of men, women and horses, houses puffing smokeiess] vessels at
sea, weaklings engaging in struggle with burly tgiaand other
equally diverting scenes.



Perico's masterpiece was the Don Tancredo triptyahe in coal on
the walls of the narrow entrance lane to La Corralas work
overwhelmed the neighbours with admiration andrasktonent.

The first part of the triptych showed the valiagphotizer of bulls

on his way to the bull-ring, in the midst of a greaop of

horsemen; the legend read: "Don Tancredo on hisghweo the
bulls." The second part represented the "king atéry" in his
three-cornered hat, with his arms folded defiab#fore the wild
beast; underneath, the rubric "Don Tancredo upspédestal.” Under
the third part one read: "The bull takes to flijfithe depiction of

this final scene was noteworthy; the bull was dtsging as one
possessed of the devil amidst the toreros, whoseswere visible in
profile while their mouths and both eyes were dranitont view.

Despite his triumphs, Perico Rebolledo did not gvam, nor did he
consider himself superior to the men of his gema@mahis greatest
pleasure was to sit down at his father's sideerpitio of La
Corrala, amidst the works of old clocks, bunchekeyfs and other
grimy, damaged articles, and ponder over the plesaiflization of
an eye-glass crystal, for example, or a trusdi@rubber bulb of a
syringe, or some similar broken, out-of-order civaince.

Father and son spent their lives dreaming of mdachbhoontraptions;
they considered nothing useless; the key that copdth no door, the
old-style coffee-pot, as queer as some laboratmtyument, the oil
lamp with machine attachment,--all these articlesenreasured up,
taken apart and put to some use. Rebolledo, fatie:son, wasted
more ingenuity in living wretchedly than is empldyley a couple of
dozen comic authors, journalists and state mirgsterelling in
luxury.

Among the friends of Perico Rebolledo were the thaaswho became
intimate with Manuel.

The Aristas, two brothers, sons of an ironing-wonveere apprentices
in a foundry of the near-by Ronda. The younger ga$ss days in a
continuous capering, indulging in death-defyingolgaclimbing trees,
walking on his hands and performing acrobatic stémam all the door
transoms.

The elder brother, a long-legged stutterer whorg tadled Ariston in
jest, was the most funereal fellow on the planetsiiffered from

acute necromania; anything connected with coffiospses, wakes and
candles roused his enthusiasm. He would like te feeen a
gravedigger, the priest of a religious confraterrat cemetery

warden; but his great dream,--what most enchantad-fwas a funeral,
he would imagine, as a wonderful ideal, the corateras that the
proprietor of a funeral establishment must havé wie father or the
inconsolable widow as he offered wreaths of immiaseor as he went
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to take the measure of a corpse or strolled arthéstoffins. What a
splendid existence, this manufacturing of lastingsplaces for men,
women and children, and afterward accompanying tlzetine
burial-ground. For Ariston, details relating to ttewere the most
important matter in life.

Through that irony of fate which almost always extohes the proper
labels of things and persons, Ariston was a supeenary in one of

the vaudeville theatres, through the influenceisfiéither, who was

a scene-shifter, and the job disgusted him, fauich a playhouse
nobody ever died upon the stage, nobody ever cami@ onourning and
there was no weeping. And while Ariston kept thingkdf nothing but
funereal scenes, his brother dreamed of circusgsezes and
acrobats, hoping that some day fate would sendimnmeans to
cultivate his gymnastic talents.

CHAPTER V

La Blasa's Tavern.

The frequent quarrels between Leandro and his swasdt the
Corrector's daughter, very often gave the neighdotithe Corrala
food for gossip. Leandro was an ill-tempered, qglaome sort; his
brutal instincts were quickly awakened; despitehaibit of going
every Saturday night to the taverns and restauresady for a

rumpus with the bullies and the ruffians, he hadtfar managed to
steer clear of any disagreeable accident. His $waetwas somewhat
pleased with this display of valour; her mothenvkuer, regarded it
with genuine indignation, and was forever advidieg daughter to
dismiss her Leandro for good.

The girl would dismiss her lover; but afterward$ien he returned in
humility, ready to accede to any conditions, shented.

This confidence in her power turned the girl degpothimsical,
voluble; she would amuse herself by rousing Leasgealousy; she
had arrived at a particular state, a blend of &ffacand hatred, in
which the affection remained within and the hawatkide, revealing
itself in a ferocious cruelty, in the satisfactiirmortifying her

lover constantly.

"What you ought to do some fine day," Sefior Ighaaiold say to
Leandro, incensed by the cruel coquetry of the srgitis to get her
into a corner and take all you want.... And theredier a beating

and leave her soft as mush. The next day she'dllogving you around
like a dog."”
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Leandro, as brave as any bully, was as meek aardaycpupil in the
presence of his sweetheart. At times he recalledalther's counsel,
but he would never have summoned the courage ty itdnrough.

One Saturday afternoon, after a bitter dispute Milagros, Leandro
invited Manuel to make the rounds that night togethkith him.

"Where'll we go?" asked Manuel.
"To the Naranjeros café, or to the Engrima restatura
"Wherever you please."

"We'll make the rounds of those dives and thenlw&id up at La
Blasa's tavern."

"Do the hard guys go there?"
"l should say. As tough as you make 'em."

"Then I'll let Roberto know,--that fellow who carfae me to take him
to la Doctrina."

"All right."

After work Manuel went off to the boardingrhouseldook counsel with
Roberto.

"Be at the San Millan café about nine in the evgriisaid Roberto,
"I'll be there with a cousin of mine."

"Are you going to take her there?" Manuel askedstonishment.
"Yes. She's a queer one, a painter.”

"And is this painter good-looking?" asked Leandro.

"l can't say. | don't know her."

"Damn my sweet---- ... | I'd give anything to hdtes woman come
along, man."

"Me, to0."

They both went to the San Millan café, sat down aaded

impatiently. At the hour indicated Roberto appearecompany of his
cousin whom he called Fanny. She was a woman betthéty and forty,
very slender, with a sallow complexion,--a distirsiped, masculine
type; there was about her something of the grasdleauty of a



racehorse; her nose was curved, her jaw big, hegkshsunken and her
eyes grey and cold. She wore a jacket of dark giaféta, a black
skirt and a small hat.

Leandro and Manuel greeted her with exceeding ttynahd
awkwardness; they shook hands with Roberto andersad.

"My cousin," said Roberto, "would like to see sohmeg of slum life
hereabouts."

"Whenever you wish," answered Leandro. "But | wgon beforehand that

there are some pretty tough specimens in thisitycin

"Oh, I'm prepared,"” said the lady, with a slightgign accent,
showing a revolver of small calibre.

Roberto paid, despite Leandro's protests, andldiethe café.
Coming out on the Plaza del Rastro, they walkedrdthe Ribera de
Curtidores as far as the Ronda de Toledo.

"If the lady wishes to see the house we live irg ththe one,"
said Leandro.

They went into the Corralon; a crowd of gamins altbwomen, amazed
to see such a strange woman there at such angwtounded them,
showering Manuel and Leandro with questions. Leamdas eager for
Milagros to learn that he had been there with a ammso he
accompanied Fanny through the place, pointing Ibtit@ holes of the
wretched dwelling.

"Poverty's the only thing you can see here," sa&dridro.

"Yes, yes indeed," answered the woman.

"Now if you wish, we'll go to La Blasa's tavern."

They left the Corralon for Embajadores lane anckeglalong the black
fence of a laundry. It was a dark night and a ditmd begun to

fall. They stumbled along the surrounding path.

"Look-out," said Leandro. "There's a wire here."

He stepped upon the wire to hold it down. Theyxalssed the path
and passed a group of white houses, coming torjjasds.

They approached a low cottage with a dark soctiaa with clouded
broken panes stuffed with bundles of paper, thrauigich shone a
pallid light, gave entrance to the dwelling. In ttygaque
transparency of the glass appeared from time te tira shadow of a
person.
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Leandro opened the door and they all went in. Agtamoky wave of
atmosphere struck them in the face. A kerosene,laamging from the
ceiling and covered with a white shade, providgttlior the tiny,
low-roofed tavern.

As the four entered, the customers greeted themamitexpression of
stupefaction; for a while the habituées whispemdrag themselves,
then some, resumed their playing as others looked o

Fanny, Roberto, Leandro and Manuel took seatsgtoigint of the
door.

"What'll you have?" asked the woman at the counter.
"Four fifteen-céntimo glasses of wine."

The woman brought the glasses in a filthy tray, setdhem upon the
table. Leandro pulled out sixty céntimos.

"They're ten apiece," corrected the woman in itdowred tones.
"How's that?"

"Because this is outside the limits."

"All right; take whatever it comes to."

The woman left twenty céntimos on the table andrnetd to the
counter. She was broad, large-breasted, with a thetdet deep in
between her shoulders and a neck composed of seenerfsix

layers of fat; from time to time she would serwdriak, always getting
the price in advance; she spoke very little, witldent displeasure
and with an invariable gesture of ill-humour.

This human hippopotamus had at her right a tin teitk a spigot, for
brandy, and at her left a flask of strong wine arahipped jar
covered with a black funnel, into which she poundtdhtever was left
in the glasses by her customers.

Roberto's cousin fished out a phial of smellingssdlid it in her
clamped hand and took a sniff from time to time.

Opposite the place where Roberto, Fanny, Leanditdvianuel were
seated, a crowd of some twenty men were packechdratable playing
cane.

Near them, huddled on the floor next the stovdimeg against the
wall, could be seen a number of ugly, scragglydthitags, dressed in
corsages and ragged skirts that were tied arowidwviaists by



ropes.
"Who are those women?" asked the painter.

"They're old tramps," explained Leandro. "The kihdt go to the
Botanical Garden and the clearings outside the"city

Two or three of the unfortunates held in their agiiédren belonging

to other women who had come there to spend the;rsghhe were dozing
with their cigarettes sticking from the corner lo¢ir mouths. Amid

the old women were a few little girls of thirteenfourteen,

monstrously deformed, with bleary eyes; one of timaah her nose
completely eaten away, with nothing but a hole dk&ound left in

its place; another was hydro-cephalous, with so dmmeck that it
seemed the slightest movement would snap it and Isenhead rolling
from her shoulders.

"Have you seen the large jars they have here?"dreaasked Manuel.
"Come on and take a look."

The two rose and approached the group of gamiflers.of these
interrupted his game.

"Please make way?" Leandro said to him, with markggkrtinence.

The man drew in his chair sourly. There was nothergarkable about
the jars; they were large, embedded in the waihtpd with

red-lead; each of them bore a sign denoting thesa&wine inside,
and had a spigot.

"What's so wonderful about this, I'd like to knov&&ked Manuel.

Leandro smiled; they returned as they had com&yrtlisg the player
once more and resuming their seats at the table.

Roberto and Fanny conversed in English.

"That fellow we made get up," said Leandro, "is Itadly of this
place.”

"What's his name?" asked Fanny.
"El Valencia."

The man they were speaking about, hearing his qaérmentioned,
turned around and eyed Leandro; for a moment thairces crossed
defiantly; Valencia turned his eyes away and camtthplaying. He was
a strong man, about forty, with high cheek boneddish skin and a
disagreeably sarcastic expression. Every oncenhile he would cast
a severe look at the group formed by Fanny, Rolaertbthe other two.
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"And that Valencia,--who is he?" asked the ladg iow voice.

"He's a mat maker by trade," answered Leandrancplss voice. "A
tramp that wheedles money out of low-lives; betweauised to belong
to the _pote_,--the kind that visit houses on Sysdienock, and
when they see nobody's home, stick their jimmy theolock and
zip!... But he hasn't the courage even for thejse his liver is
whiter than paper."

"It would be curious to investigate,” said Robefjast how far
poverty has served as centre of gravity for theat#afion of these
men."

"And how about that white-bearded old fellow at $ide?" asked
Fanny.

"He's one of those apostles that cure with watkeeyTsay he's a wise
old fellow.... He has a cross on his tongue. Baglieve he painted
it there himself."

"And that other woman there?"

"That's La Paloma, Valencia's mistress."

"Prostitute?" asked the lady.

"For at least forty years," answered Leandro withugh.

They all looked closely at Paloma; she had a hsigfe face, with
pouches of violet skin, and a timid look as of anble beast; she
represented at least forty years of prostitutioth @hits
concomitant ills; forty years of nights spent ie thpen, lurking
about barracks, sleeping in suburban shantieshanohost repulsive

lodgings.

Among the women there was also a gypsy who, frome to time, would
get up and walk across the tavern with a saucy. stru

Leandro ordered some glasses of whiskey; but itsedsad that nobody
could drink it.

"Hey, you," called Leandro to the gipsy, offeringr the glass. "Want
a drink?"

“No."

The gypsy placed her hands upon the table,--agpaiubby, wrinkled
hands incrusted with dirt.
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"Who are these gumps?" she asked Leandro.

"Friends of mine. Will you drink or not?" and hdeyed her the glass
again.

"No."

Then in a shrill voice, he shouted:

"Apostle, will you have a drink?"

The Apostle rose from his place amongst the garsbiée was dead
drunk and could hardly move; his eyes were visclikes those of an
angered animal; he staggered over to Leandro adthe glass, which
trembled in his grasp; he brought it to his lipd galped it down.
"Want more?" asked the gypsy.

"Sure, sure," he drooled.

Then he began to babble, showing the stumps ofetisw teeth, but
nobody could understand a word; he drained ther gilasses, rested
his forehead against his hand and slowly made aistwa corner,

into which he squatted, and then stretched hinwaglbn the floor.

"Do you want me to tell your fortune, princessXeakthe gipsy of
Fanny, seizing her hand.

"No," replied the lady drily.
"Won't you give me a few coins for the _churumbe®s
"No."

"Wicked woman! Why won't you give me a few coins tloe
_churumbeles_?"

"What does _churumbeles_ mean?" asked the lady.
"Her children,” answered Leandro, laughing.

"Have you children?" Fanny asked the gipsy.

"Yes."

"How many?"

"Two. Here they are.”

And the gipsy fetched a blond little fellow andid gf about five
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or Six.

The lady petted the little boy; then she took aoduvm her purse
and gave it to the gipsy.

The gipsy, parting her lips in amazement and wgdorth into
profuse flattery, exhibited the duro to everybodytie place.

"We'd better be going," advised Leandro. "To puk @f those big
coins out in a dive like this is dangerous."

The four left the tavern.

"Would you like to make the rounds of this quartex8ked Leandro.
"Yes. Let's," said the lady.

Together they wound in and out of the narrow lasfdsas Injurias.

"Watch out, the drain runs in the middle of thesty" cautioned
Manuel.

The rain kept falling; the quartet of sSlummers ezdlenarrow patios
where their feet sank into the pestiferous slimleng the entire
extension of the ravine black with mud, shone bsihgle oil lamp,
attached to the side of some half crumbled wall.

"Shall we go back?" asked Roberto.

"Yes," answered the lady.

They set out for Embajadores lane and walked upP#seo de las
Acacias. The rain came down harder; here and thé&mt light shone
in the distance; against the intense darknesseagkiz loomed the
vague silhouette of a high chimney....

Leandro and Manuel accompanied Fanny and Robeftr as the Plaza
del Rastro, and there they parted, exchanging haikds.

"What a woman!" exclaimed Leandro.
"Nice, eh?" asked Manuel.

"You bet. I'd give anything to have a try at her."

CHAPTER VI



72

Roberto In Quest of a Woman--El Tabuenca andhkisntions--Don
Alonso or the Snake-Man.

A few months later Roberto appeared in the Coaithe hour when
Manuel and the shoe-shop employés were returnorg their day's
work.

"Do you know Sefior Zurro?" Roberto asked Manuel.

"Yes. He lives here on this side.”

"l know that. I'd like to have a talk with him.

"Then knock at his door. He must be in."

"Come along with me."

Manuel knocked and Encarna opened; they went inSieléor Zurro was
in his room, reading a newspaper by the light lafrge candle; the
place was a regular storehouse, cluttered witlsetaletaries,
dilapidated chests, mantlepieces, clocks and surttigr items. It
was close enough to stifle a person; it was imbbs$o breathe or
to take a step without stumbling against something.

"Are you Sefor Zurro?" asked Roberto.

"YeS."

"l have come at the suggestion of Don Telmo."

"Don Telmo!" repeated the old man, rising and affgrthe student a
chair. "Have a seat. How is the good gentleman?"

"Very well."

"He's an excellent friend of mine," continued Zurticshould say so.
Well, young man, let me know what you wish. It'®egh for me that
you come from Don Telmo; that assures you my basices."

"l should like to learn the whereabouts of a certil acrobat who
lived about five or six years ago in a lodging-h®os$ this vicinity,

or in Cuco's hostelry."

"And do you know this girl's name?"

"Yes."

"And you say that she used to live in Cuco's hog?él



"Yes, sir."

"l know somebody who lives there," murmured theoseichand dealer.
"Yes, that's so," said Encarna.

"That man with the monkeys. Didn't he live thera8ked Sefior Zurro.
"No; he lived in la Quinta de Goya," answered lasghter.

"Well, then.... Just wait a moment, young man. Vdaitoment."

"Isn't it Tabuenca that lives there, father?" inipted Encarna.

"That's the fellow. That's it. El Tabuenca. Youaya see him. And

tell him," added Sefior Zurro, turning to Robertbat | sent you.

He's a grouchy old fellow, as testy as they make"'e

Roberto took leave of the second-hand man andauglder, and in
company of Manuel walked out to the gallery of tioeise.

"And where's this Cuco's hostelry?" he asked.
"Over there near Las Yeserias," answered Manuel.

"Come along with me, then; we'll have supper togetlsuggested
Roberto.

"All right."

They both went on to the hostelry, which was sédatpon a
thoroughfare that was deserted at this hour. Itaviasge building,

with an entrance-vestibule in country style ancgpcrowded with
carts. They questioned a boy. El Tabuenca hadqarse, he told them.
They walked into the vestibule, which was illumedby a lantern.
There was a man inside.

"Does anybody live here by the name of Tabuencsi&dRoberto.
"Yes. What is it?" asked the man.

"I'd like to have a talk with him."

"Well, talk away, then, for I'm Tabuenca.”

As the speaker turned, the light of the oil lanteamging upon the
wall struck him full in the face; Roberto and Mahstred at him in
amazement. He was a yellow, shrivelled specimeimadean absurd

nose, as if it had been wrenched from its rootsrapthced by a
round little ball of meat. It seemed that he lookéthe same time
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with his eyes and with the two little nasal oricéle was
clean-shaven, dressed pretty decently, and wararadrwoollen cap
with a green visor.

He listened grumpily to what Roberto had to sagnthe lighted a
cigar and flung the match far away. Doubtless beead the exiguity
of his organ, he found it necessary to stop thelaws of his nose
with his fingers in order to smoke.

Roberto thought at first that the man had not ustded his question,
and he repeated it twice. Tabuenca gave no heedjllat once,
seized with the utmost indignation, he snatcheditp@r furiously
from his mouth and began to blaspheme in a whirgadslike voice,
shrieking that he couldn't make out why folks pesdenim with
matters that didn't concern him a patrticle.

"Don't shout so," said Roberto, provoked by thimpus. "They'll
imagine that we've come here to assassinate ythe aery least.”

"l shout because | please to."
"All right, man; shout away to your heart's contént

"Don't you talk to me like that or I'll push in yoface," yelled
Tabuenca.

" You'll_ pushin_my_face?" retorted Roberto ghing;
then, turning to Manuel, he added, "These noséidissvs get on my
nerves and I'm going to let this flat-nose havt it.

Tabuenca, his mind made up, withdrew and returnedshort while
with a rapier-cane, which he unsheathed; Robedkdd in every
direction for something with which he might defdmnchself, and found
a carter's stick; Tabuenca aimed a thrust at Ropeto parried it

with the stick; then another thrust, and Robersocagain he parried

it, smashed the lantern at the entrance, leaviegdtkne in

darkness. Roberto began to strike out right artcaled he must have
landed once upon some delicate part of Tabuencatsray, for the man
began to shout in horrible tones:

"Assassins! Murder!"

At this, several persons came running into the aagamong them a
stout mule-driver with an oil-lamp in his hand.

"What's the trouble?" he asked.
"These murderers are after my life," bellowed Talwae

"Not a bit of it,” replied Roberto in a calm voic&he fact is, we



came here to ask this fellow a civil question, aitthout any reason
at all he began to yell and insult me."

"I'll smash your face for you!" interjected Tabuanc

"Well suppose you try it, and don't stand therkitag all day about
it!" Roberto taunted,

"Rascal! Coward!"

"It's you who are the coward. You've got as litjlés as you have
nose."

Tabuenca spat out a series of insults and blasgserad turning
around, left the place.

"And who's going to pay me for this broken lantéra8ked the
mule-driver.

"How much is it worth?" asked Roberto.
"Three pesetas.”
"Here they are."

"That Tabuenca is a loud-mouthed imbecile," sa@drtule-driver as he
took the money. "And what was it you gentlemen wsH'

"l wanted to ask about a woman that lived here speaes ago; she was
an acrobat.”

"Perhaps Don Alonso, Titiri, would know. If youlie so kind, tell me
where you're going, and I'll have Titiri look yop.U

"All right. You tell him that we'll be waiting fonim at the San
Millan café at nine o'clock," said Roberto.

"And how are we going to recognize this fellow?ke Manuel.
"That's so," said Roberto. "How are we going tovriom?"

"Easy. He goes around nights through the cafésamithof those
apparatuses that sings songs."

"You mean a phonograph?"
"That's it."

At this juncture an old woman appeared in the @gtgashouting:
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"Who was the dirty son of a bitch that broke thatdan?"
"Shut up, shut up,” answered the mule-driver. dtfpaid for."
"Come along!" said Manuel to Roberto.

They left the inn and strode off at a fast clipeylentered the San

Millan café. Roberto ordered supper. Manuel kneWwuBaca from having
seen him in the street, and as they ate he explamnBoberto just

what sort of fellow he was.

Tabuenca made his living through a number of ineastthat he
himself constructed. When he saw that the publis tivang of one
thing, he would put another on the market, andesmhnaged to get
along. One of these contraptions was a wafer-mabieeithat revolved
around a circle of nails among which numbers weseribed and
colours painted. This wheel the owner carried alooatpasteboard
box with two covers, which were divided into tinyugres with numbers
and colours corresponding to those placed arounddiis, and here
the bets were laid. Tabuenca would carry the clésedn one hand
and a field table in the other. He would set updutit at some

street corner, give the wheel a turn and beginutienin his

whining voice;

"Round goes the wheel. Place your bets, gentlem&tace your
bets. Number or colour ... number or colour...cBlgour bets."

When enough bets were placed,--and this happeiréd fa
often,--Tabuenca would set the wheel spinninghatseme time
repeating his slogan: "Round goes the wheel!" ihlaeble would bounce
amidst the nails and even before it came to atst®pperator knew

the winning number and colour, crying: "Red sevéror "the blue

five," and always he guessed right.

As Manuel spoke on, Roberto became pensive.

"Do you see?" he said, all at once, "these deleg/svhat provoke a
fellow. You have a capital of will in bank-notesld-pieces, in

large denominations, and you need energy in céstimasmall change.
It's the same with the intelligence; that's whyrsamy intelligent

and energetic men of ambition do not succeed. Tdakyfractions, and
in general they also lack the talent to conceat #féorts. To be

able to be stupid on some occasions would proldabiyore useful than
the ability to be discreet on just as many otheasmns."

Manuel, who did not understand the reason forgsh@ver of words,
stared open-mouthed at Roberto, who sank agairhisatmeditations.

For a long time both remained silent, when thereecato the café a
tall, thin man with greyish hair and grey moustache
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"Can that be Titiri, Don Alonso?" asked Roberto.
"Maybe."

The gaunt fellow went from table to table, exhifgtia box and
announcing: "Here's a novelty. Here's somethin'hew

He was about to leave when Roberto called him.
"Do you live at Cuco's hostelry?" he asked.
"Yes, sir."

"Are you Don Alonso?"

"At your service."

"Well, we've been waiting for you. Take a seat;'ydave coffee
with us."”

The man took a seat. His appearance was decideniical,--a blend of
humility, bragodoccio and sad arrogance. He gazéteglace that
Roberto had just abandoned, in which remainedapsufrroast meat.

"Pardon me," he said to Roberto. "You're not iniegdo finish that
scrap? No? Then.... with your permission--" anddo& the plate, the
knife and the fork.

"I'll order another beefsteak for you," said Robert

"No, no. It's one of my whims. | imagine that tmeat must be good.
Would you kindly let me have a slice of bread?'aldded, turning to
Manuel. "Thanks, young man. Many thanks."

The man bolted the meat and bread in a trice.

"What? Is there a little wine left?" he asked, amgil

"Yes," replied Manuel, emptying the bottle into than's glass.

"All right,” answered the man in ill-pronounced Hgly as he gulped
it down. "Gentlemen! At your service. | believe ywished to ask me
something.”

"Yes."

"At your service, then. My name is Alonso de Guzr@ahderon y Téllez.

This same fellow that's talking to you now has beieactor of a
circus in America, I've travelled through all theuntries and sailed



over every sea in the world; at present I'm adri#i violent

tempest; at night | go from café to café with thi@nograph, and the
next morning | carry around one of these bettingaagtuses that
consists of an _Infiel_[1] Tower with a spiral. Uardeath the

tower there's a space with a spring that shoatdealone ball up

the spiral, and then the bone falls upon a boarided with holes
and painted in different colours. That is my lihelod. I! Director

of an equestrian circus! This is what I've descdrtdean assistant
to Tabuenca. What things come to pass in this World

[Footnote 1: i.e. Faithless. A pun on Eiffel.]

"l should like to ask you," interrupted Robertd,during your
residence in Cuco's hostelry you ever made theaactzunce of a
certain Rosita Buenavida, a circus acrobat.”

"Rosita Buenavida! You say that her name was R@&itnavida?... No,
I don't recall.... | did have a Rosita in my comyaout her name

wasn't Buenavida (i. e., Goodlife); she'd have bester named
Evil-life and evil habits, too."

"Perhaps she changed her name," said Roberto engigti"What age
was the Rosita that you knew?"

"Well, I'll tell you; | was in Paris in '68; hadaantract with the
Empress Circus. At that time | was a contortioarsd they called me
the Snake-Man; then | became an equilibrist angbi@diothe name of
Don Alonso. Alonso is my name. After four monthdiwdt Pérez and
I--Pérez was the greatest gymnast in the world-tweAmerica, and
two or three years later we met Rosita, who muge liieeen about
twenty-five or thirty at that time."

"So that the Rosita you're talking about shouldig/-odd years old
today,"” computed Roberto. "The one I'm lookingdan't be more than
thirty at most."

"Then she's not the one. Caramba, how sorry | am¥mured Don
Alonso, seizing the glass of coffee and milk ariding it to his

lips as if he feared it were going to be wresteanfthim. "And what a
sweet little girl she was! She had eyes as greencass. Oh, she
was a pretty chit, a peach.”

Roberto had sunk into meditation; Don Alonso camtioh his chatter,
turning to Manuel:

"There's no life like a circus artist's," he exolad. "I don't know
what your profession is, and | don't want to diggarit; but if
you're looking for art.... Ah, Paris, the Empress@s,--I'll never
forget them! Of course, Pérez and | had luck; veatad a furore
there, and | needn't mention what that means. @2 was the
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life.... Nights, after our performance, we'd getode: "Will be

waiting for you at such and such a café.' We'dhgoet and find one

of your high-life women, a whimsical creature whioidite a fellow to
supper... and to all the rest. But other gymnaastsecto the Empress
Circus; the novelty of our act wore off, and themsario, a Yankee
who owned several companies, asked Pérez andwmeevilanted to go to
Cuba. 'Right ahead,' said I. 'All right.™

"Have you been in Cuba?" asked Roberto, roused lfisrabstraction.

"I've been in so many places!" replied the SnakexM#/e embarked at
Havre," continued Don Alonso, "on a vessel callegiNlavarre, and we
were in Havana for about eight months; while weenggrforming there
we struck it big, Pérez and I, and won twenty tlamasgold pesos in
the lottery."

"Twenty thousand duros!" exclaimed Manuel.

"Right-o! The next week we had lost it all, andé2zeand | were left
without a centavo. A few days we lived on guavatfand yam, until

we fell in with some gymnasts on the Havana whdrd were down on
their uppers. We joined them. They weren't at atl performers;
among them were acrobats, clowns, pantoministsafbiats, and a
French ecuyére; we formed a company and made ahimugh the island
towns; and some magnificent tour that was. How thdywelcome us and
treat us in that country! '‘Come right in, frienddaehave a glass.'

'Many thanks.' 'The gentleman mustn't displeaseletis;have a drink

in that cantine, eh? ..." And the drink flowed tuyheart's

content. As | was the only one in the troupe thmavk how to

figure--for I've had an education,” interposed donso, "and my
father was a soldier--they named me director. k& @ithe towns |
reinforced the company with a ballerina and a ginman. The dancer's
name was Rosita Montafiés; she's the one | thodigitten you
mentioned the Rosita you were looking for. This Midiés was Spanish
and had married the strong man, an Italian whoslenaame was
Napoleon Pitti. The couple had with them as seryeta

Galician,--very intelligent chap, but as an artittestable. And
between Rosita and him they deceived Hercules. Wwasn't very hard,
for Napoleon was one of the ugliest men I've eal ¢yes on. As for
strength, there was never his match; he had admsklid as a front
wall; his ears were flattened from blows got irepriighting; he was

a barbarian for fair, and you know what they s@gll'a man by his

talk and a bullock by his horn." And believe mes fittle Galician

chap led Hercules by the horn, all right. The cdrsmarty fooled me,
too, though not as he did Hercules, for I've alwlagsn a bachelor,
thank the Lord, partly through fear and partly tigh design. Nor

have | ever lacked women," added Don Alonso, bokgtf

"What was | saying, now? Oh, yes. | didn't know &mglish; the
damned lingo isn't very hard, but | simply couldj€t it into my
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head. So | needed an interpreter, and | appoihealician as
secretary of the company and ticket-seller. Weliesh together for
almost a year when we reached an English islandJagaaica. The
governor of the island, the queerest Englishmaretaeer was, with a
pair of side-whiskers that looked like flames |legpirom his cheeks,
summoned me as soon as we landed. As there waie riorour
performances, he made alterations in the munisigabol, which was a
regular palace; he ordered all the partitions rezdaand the ring and
tiers of seats installed. Only the negroes of tentwent to that
school, and what need had those creatures of fgptairead and
write?

"We stayed there a month, and despite the factibdtad rent free
and that we played to full houses every afternaon, that we had
practically no expenses, we didn't make any profiw can it be?' |
kept asking myself.--A mystery."

"And what was the reason?" asked Manuel.

"I'm coming to that. First | must explain that tp@vernor with the
flaming side-whiskers had fallen in love with Rasiand without
beating around the bush he had taken her off tpdiece. Poor
Hercules roared and crushed the dishes with hyefs) drowning his
grief and his rage by committing all sorts of baities.

"The governor, a generous sort, invited the Galieiad me to his
residence, and there, in a garden of cedars antspale would draw

up the program of the performances, and amuseloassat target-
practice while we smoked the finest tobacco andldghass after

glass of rum. We paid court to Rosita and she'gHdike a madwoman,
and dance the tango, the _cachucha_ and the _sitd she'd fail the
Englishman an awful number of times. One day theegwor, who treated
me as a friend, said to me: 'That secretary ofy@irobbing you.'

' think he is," | answered. 'Tonight you'll hate tproof.’

"We finished the performance; | went off home, Bagper and was
about to go to bed when a little negro servant comend tells me

to follow him; all right; | follow; we both leaveye draw near the
circus house, and in a nearby saloon | see thergovand the town
chief of police. It was a very beautiful moonlight, and there was

no light in the saloon; we wait and wait, and sadigure appears,
and steals in through a window of the schoolhousarwer '
whispered the governor. That means Forward," inééep Don Alonso.

"The three of us followed and entered noiselegsigugh the same
window; on tiptoe we reached the entrance to theéo school, which
served as the circus vestibule and contained ¢kettoffice. We see
the secretary with a lantern in his hand goinguflothe money-box.
‘Surrender in the name of the authorities!" shothiedyovernor, and
with the revolver that he held in his hand he figeshot into the
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air. The secretary was paralyzed at the sight ofhes the governor
aimed the gun at the fellow's chest and fired againt blank; and
the man wavered, turned convulsively in the air faticdead.

"The governor was jealous and the truth is thaitRegas in love
with the secretary. | never in my life saw griefgaeat as that
woman's when she found her lover dead. She wepdi@agtdjed along
after him, uttering wails that simply tore your soutwo. Napoleon,
too, wept.

"We buried the secretary and four or five daysrldtie chief of

police of the island informed us that the schoalldamo longer serve

as a circus and that we'd have to clear out. Wgeabthe order, for
there was no way out of it, and for another cowplgears we

wandered from town to town through Central Ameriagatan, Mexico,
until we struck Tampico, where the company disbdnées there was no
outlook for us there, Pérez and | took a vesseNfaw Orleans."

"Beautiful town, eh?" said Roberto.

"Beautiful. Have you been there?"

"Yes."

"Man, how happy | am to hear it!"

"What a river, eh?"

"An ocean! Well, to continue my story. The firshe we performed in
that city, gentlemen, what a success! The circusivigher than a
church; | said to the carpenter; 'Place our trapszeigh as
possible," and after giving him these orders | vghtor a bite.
"During our absence the impresario happened alodgaked: ‘Are
those Spanish gymnasts going to perform at suehght?' 'That's
what they said,’ answered the carpenter. 'Let tkremv, then, that |

don't want to be responsible for such barbarity.'

"Pérez and | were in the hotel, when we receivetasage calling us
to the circus at once."

"What can it be?' my companion asked me. 'Yoa#l,'d told him.
‘They're going to demand that we lower the trapeze.

"And so it was. Pérez and | go to the circus andeethe
impresario. That was what he requested.

"Nothing doing," | told him. 'Not even if the Praésnt of the
Republic of the United States himself comes hegether with his
esteemed mother. | won't lower the trapeze an'ifidien you'll be
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compelled to.' 'We'll see.' The impresario summanedliceman; |
showed the fellow my contract, and he sided with Ineetold me that
my companion and | had a perfect right to breakmnaaks...."

"What a country!" murmured Roberto, ironically.

"You're right," agreed Don Alonso in all seriousnié®Vhat a country.
That's what you call progress!

"That night, in the circus, before we went on, Rexed | listened to
the comments of the public. 'What? Are these Spdsigoing to
perform at such an altitude?' the people were gskath other.
They'll kill themselves." And we listened calméyi, the time
smiling.

"We were about to enter the ring, when along coafedlow with
sailor's chinwhiskers wearing a flat-brimmed higtt &nd a carrick,
and in a twanging voice he tells us that we'reanger of having a
terrible accident performing ‘way up there, and,ttiave wish, we
can take out life insurance. All we'd have to dtwisign a few
papers that he had in his hand. Lord! | nearly didelt like
choking the fellow.

"Trembling and screwing up our courage, Pérez arddred the ring.
We had to put on a little rouge. We wore a bludwog decorated with
silver stars,--a reference to the United Stateg fA&e saluted and

then, up the rope.

"At first | thought that | was going to slip; my &g was going

‘round, my ears were humming; but with the firgblapse | forgot
everything, and Pérez and | performed the mostdifffeats with

most admirable precision. The public applauded IwiM/hat days those
were!"

And the old gymnast smiled; then he made a bitienare; his eyes
grew moist; he blinked so as to dry a tear théasitescaped and
coursed down his earth-coloured cheek.

"I'm an old fool; but I can't help it," Don Alonsourmured in
explanation of his weakness.

"And did you stay in New Orleans?" asked Roberto.

"Pérez and | signed a contract there,” replied Blmmso, "with a big
circus syndicate of New York that had about tweartyhirty companies
touring all America. All of us gymnasts, ballet-dens, ecuyéres,
acrobats, pantominists, clowns, contortionists, stnoshg men
travelled in a special train.... The majority wéedians and
Frenchmen."
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"Were there good-looking women, eh?" asked Manuel.

"Uf! ... Like this ..." replied Don Alonso, bringinhis fingers all
together. "Women with such muscles! ... There wasther life
anything like it," he added, reverting to his melaoly theme. "You
had all the money and women and clothes you wantégd above all,
glory, applause...."

And the gymnast went into a trance of enthusiasaning rigidly at a
fixed point.

Roberto and Manuel gazed at him in curiosity.
"And Rosita,--didn't you ever see her again?" askeblerto.

"No. They told me that she had got a divorce froapdleon so that she
could marry again, in Boston, some millionaire frtma West. Ah,
women.... Who can trust them? ... But gentleménalteady eleven.
Pardon me; I'll have to be going. Thanks ever sohtiunurmured Don
Alonso, seizing Roberto and Manuel by the handspaessing them
effusively. "We'll meet again, won't we?"

"Oh, yes, we'll see each other," replied Roberto.

Don Alonso picked up his phonograph and wound sh@ut among the
tables, repeating his phrase: "Novelty! Somethieg!h Then, after
having saluted Roberto and Manuel once more, fapgeared.

"Nothing. | can't discover a thing," grumbled RabetGood-bye. See
you again.”

Manuel was left alone, and musing upon Don Alontdés and upon the
mystery surrounding Roberto, he returned to thedl@m and went to
bed.

CHAPTER VII

The Kermesse on Pasién Street--"The Dude"--A Chigntant.

Leandro eagerly awaited the kermesse that wakéoplace on Pasion
street. In former years he had accompanied Milagrdise nocturnal

fair of San Antonio and to those of the Prado; &eé tianced with her,
treated her to buns, presented her with a pot eéswasil; but this
summer the proof-reader's family seemed very meatérohined upon
keeping Milagros away from Leandro. He had learth@dl his sweetheart
and her mother were thinking of going to the kerseeso he procured



a pair of tickets and told Manuel that they two Vdoattend.

So it happened. They went, on a terribly hot Augught; a dense,
turbid vapour filled all the streets in the vicinif the Rastro,
which were decorated and illuminated with Venetarterns.

The festival was celebrated upon a large vacamrid®asion street.
Leandro and Manuel entered as the band from thea@rpsylum was
playing a _habanera_. The lot, aglare with arctigivas

bedecked with ribbons, gauze and artificial flowid¥at radiated from
a pole in the centre to the boundaries of the soci Before the
entrance door there was a tiny wooden booth adosithded and
yellow percale and a number of Spanish flags;ulas the raffle
stand.

Leandro and Manuel took a seat in a corner ancediaithe
proof-reader and his family did not arrive untiteatften; Milagros
looked very pretty that night; she had on a lighgtame with blue
figuring, a kerchief of black crape and white sepp She wore her
gown somewhat decolleté, as far as the smoothdrbaginnings of her
throat.

At this moment the band from the Orphan Asylumdxdgiorth the
schottisch called _Los Cocineros_ (The Cooks). Hearstirred

by the strains, invited Milagros out for a danog, the maiden made
a slight gesture of annoyance.

"You might soil my new costume,” she murmured, pather kerchief
around her waist.

"If you dance with another fellow he'll soil it,dg replied Leandro
in all humility.

Milagros did not heed his words; she danced withsket gathered in
one hand, answering him in peevish monosyllables.

The schottisch over, Leandro invited the familygreshments. To
the right of the entrance there were two decorstaiicases, which
led to another lot about six or seven metres abloygrounds where
the dance was being held. On one of the stairwalygh were both
aglow with Spanish flags, was a signpost readingfré&hments:
Entrance" upon the other, "Refreshments: Exit."

They all went upstairs. The refreshment-parlour awapacious place,
with trees and illumination of electric globes thang from thick
cables. Seated at the tables was a motley crowdksp at the top
of their voices, clapping their hands and laughing.

They had to wait a long while before a waiter bitupem their beer;
Milagros ordered an ice, and as there were nomewshild have
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nothing.

She sat there thus, without opening her mouth,idenag herself
grievously offended, until she met two girls fromrlshop and joined
them, whereupon her displeasure vanished in a ttendro, at the
first opportunity, left the proof-reader and, rejoig Manuel, set

off in quest of his sweetheart. In the lot nextite entrance, where
the dancing was going on, couples resting betweembers strolled
around in leisurely fashion. Milagros and her twierfds, arms

linked, came by in jovial mood, followed closely thyee men. One of
them was a rough-looking youth, tall, with fair nstache; the other a
stupid fellow, of ordinary appearance, with dyedustache,
shirt-front and fingers sparkling with diamondse third was a knave
with, cheek-whiskers, half gipsy and half cattlelde, with every

ear mark of the most dangerous mountebank.

Leandro, noticing the manoeuvres of the mascufioethrust himself
in between the maidens and their gallants, andrtgrio the men
impertinently asked:

"What's up?"
The trio pretended not to understand and laggethteh
"Who are they?" asked Manuel.

"One of them's Lechuguino (the dude)," answeredtleain a loud
voice, so that his sweetheart should hear. "Hd&aat fifty, and

he comes around here trying to play the dashinggdlade; that runt
with the dyed moustache is Pepe el Federal (thergbst), and the
other is Eusebio el Carnicero (the Butcher), afeNvho owns quite a
number of questionable horses."

Leandro's blustering outburst appealed to oneefrinidens, who
turned to look at the youth and smiled at him; Miagros was not in
the least affected, and looking back, she repeasaight the group
of three men with her glance.

At this juncture there appeared the fellow whomridra had designated

with the sobriquet of Lechuguino, in company of pineof-reader and
his wife. The three girls approached them, and ugamo invited
Milagros to dance. Leandro glanced in anguish asheetheart; she,
however, whirled off heedlessly. The band was pigyhe pas
double _from the _Drummer of the Grenadiers_. Lgamo was

an expert dancer; he swept his partner alongsiivere a feather
and as he spoke, brought his lips so close tothatst seemed as

if he were kissing her.

Leandro was at an utter loss and suffered agonespuld not make
up his mind to leave. The dance came to an end.acituguino
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accompanied Milagros to the place where her motiasrsitting.

"Come. Let's be going!" said Leandro to Manuelw# don't, I'm sure
to do something rash."

They escaped from the fair and entered a café ahbaah Encomienda
Street. It was deserted. Two girls were dancing piatform; one
dressed like a _maja_, the other, like a _mandlo_.

Leandro, absorbed in his thoughts, said nothingalawas very
sleepy.

"Let's get out of here," muttered Leandro aftenarswhile. "This
is too gloomy."

They walked to the Plaza del Progreso, Leandro agtid bowed, as
pensive as ever, and Manuel so sleepy that he tauttly stand.

"Over at the Marina café," suggested Leandro, &meunst be a high
old time."

"It would be better to go home," answered Manuel.

Leandro, without listening to his companion, walkedhe Puerta del
Sol, and the two very silently turned into Mont&taeet and around
the corner of Jardines. It was past one. As thevpalked on,
prostitutes in their gay attire accosted them ftbendoorways in
which they lurked, but looking into Leandro's grountenance and
Manuel's poverty-stricken features the girls lenthwalk on,
following them with a gibe at their seriousness.

Midway up the narrow, gloomy street shone a recplamhich
illuminated the squalid front of the Marina café.

Leandro shoved the door open and they went ingidene end the
platform, with four or five mirrors, glittered ddemly; the floor
was so tightly jammed with rows of tables thrustiagt either wall
that only a narrow passage was left in the middle.

Leandro and Manuel found a seat. Manuel restetbrebead against
his palm and was soon asleep; Leandro beckonedketofathe two
singers, who were gaily dressed and were convevsitihigsome fat
women, and the two singers sat down at his table.

"What'll you have?" asked Leandro.

"Canary-seed for me," answered one of them,--adslemervous type
with small eyes that were ringed with cosmetics.
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"And what's your name?"
"Mine? Maria la Chivato,"
"And that girl's?"

"La Tarugo."

Tarugo, who was a buxom, gipsy-like Malaguenagdsatn beside
Leandro, and they started a conversation in husiress.

The waiter approached.

“Let's have four whiskies," ordered Chivato. "Rastchap is going
to drink, too," she added, turning to Manuel andisg his arm.
"Hey, you there, lad!"

"Eh!" exclaimed the boy, waking up without a notwirhis
whereabouts. "What do you want?"

Chivato burst into laughter.

"Wake up, man, you'll lose your express! Did yomean this
afternoon on the mixed train?"

"I came on the ..." and Manuel let loose a streaobecenity.

Then, in very ugly humour, he began to stare imedgaection,
making all manner of efforts not to fall asleep.

At a table set aside a man who looked like a hdesder was
discussing the _flamenco_ song and dance withssayged fellow
bearing every appearance of an assassin.

"There's no more artists," the horse-dealer wamgajOnce upon a
time folks came here to see Pinto, Canito, the Fbes
Macarronas.... Now what? Now, nothing. Pulletsimegar."

"That's what," agreed the cross-eyed assassinseeiqusly.
"That's the musician," said Chivato, pointing te thtter.

The two singers did not remain very long at thégtabth Leandro and
Manuel. The cross-eyed fellow was already on th&qim; he began to
tune the guitar, and six women sat down aroundihienrow, beginning
to clap hands in time to the music; Tarugo rosefler seat and
started a side dance, and was soon wiggling herdapvulsively; the
singer commenced to gargarize softly; at interhialsvould be silent
and then nothing would be heard save the snappifigrago's fingers
and the clatter of her heels, which played the tarpoint.



After the Malaga singer had finished, a gipsy yawith a chocolate
complexion got up and executed a tango and a rdagroe; he twisted
himself in and out, thrust his abdomen forward hisdarms back. He
wound up with effeminate undulations of his hipsg ammost
complicated intertwining of arms and legs.

"That's what you call art!" commended! the horsalele
"See here, I'm going,” grumbled Manuel.

"Wait a minute; we'll have another drink."

"No. I'm going."

"All right; let's come. Too bad!"

At that moment a corpulent singer with a powerketk and the
cross-eyed guitarist with the assassin's face, dameard to the
public, and while the one strummed the guitar, satidmuting the
strings by placing his hands over them, the othierface flushed,
the veins of his neck standing out tensely, aneées bulging from
their sockets, poured forth a guttural wail thaswlaubtless of most
difficult execution, for it reddened him to the ydorehead.

CHAPTER VI

Leandro's Irresolution--In Blasa's Tavern--ThenMWdith The Three
Cards--The Duel With Valencia.

Some nights Manuel would hear Leandro tossing ainohis bed and
heaving sighs as deep as a bull's roar.

"Things are going rotten with him," thought Manuel.

The break between Milagros and Leandro was defaitiechuguino, on
the other hand, was gaining ground: he had won theegirl's mother,
would treat the proof-reader and wait for Milagrasere she worked,
accompanying her home.

One day, toward dusk, Manuel saw the pair neafaibieof Embajadores
Street; Lechuguino minced along with his cloak wmdoack across his
shoulder; she was huddled in her mantle; he wkmtato her and she
was laughing.

"What's Leandro going to do when he finds out?" Mdrmasked himself.
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"No, I'm not going to tell him. Some witch of theighbourhood will
see to it that he learns soon enough.”

And thus it came about; before a month had passedybody in the
house knew that Milagros and Lechuguino were ke&ppampany, that he
had given up the gay life in the dives of the @by was considering

the continuation of his father's business,--the shlconstruction

material; he was going to settle down and leadith®f a

respectable member of the community.

While Leandro would be away working in the shoesh@zhuguino would
visit the proof-reader's family; he now saw Milagsith the full
consent of her parents.

Leandro was, or pretended to be, the only persaware of Milagros'
new beau. Some mornings as the boy passed SefrofsZapartment on
the way down to the patio, he would encounter Bracavho, catching
sight of him, would ask maliciously after Milagras, else sing him a
tango which began:

_Of all the crazy deeds a man commits in his life
The craziest is taking to himself a wife.

(De las grandes locuras que el hombre hace,
No comete ninguna como casarse.)

Whereupon she would specify the madness and egteitim details,
would add at the top of her voice:

_He's off to his office bright and early,
While some neighbourhood swell stays at horitie ks girlie.
(Y por la mafiana el va a la oficina,
y ella queda en casa con algun vecino gueesona
fina.)_

Leandro's bitterness corroded the very depthsso$dul, and however
much he tried to dominate his instincts, he cowltisucceed in
calming himself. One Saturday night, as they weatking homewards
along the Ronda, Leandro drew near to Manuel.

"Do you know whether Milagros talks to Lechuguino?"

III?II

"Haven't you heard that they were going to get ired®”

"Yes; so folks say."

"What would you do in my case?"

"I ... I'd find out."



"And suppose it proved to be true?"

Manuel was silent. They walked along without a w@&don Leandro
carne to an abrupt stop and placed his hand upamuéfa shoulder.

"Do you believe," he asked, "that if a woman deesia man, he has
the right to kill her?"

"l don't believe he has," answered Manuel, stainig Leandro’s
eyes.

"Well, if a man has the guts he does it whethehndmea right to or
not.

"But, the deuce! Has Milagros deceived you? Wereryarried to her?
You've had a quarrel; that's all.”

"I'll wind up by doing something desperate. Takewuoyd for it,"
muttered Leandro.

Neither spoke. They entered La Corrala, climbethepstairways and
walked into Leandro's house. They brought out syppe Leandro
didn't eat; he drank three glasses of water inessgion and went out
to the gallery.

Manuel was about to leave after supper, when helhasandro call him
several times.

"What do you want?"
"Come on, let's be going."

Manuel ran out to the balcony; Milagros and herhmotfrom their
door, were heaping insults upon Leandro.

"Outcast! Blackguard!" the proof-reader's wife vgasuting. "If her
father were here you wouldn't talk like that."

"l would, too, even if her grandfather were heextlaimed Leandro,
with a savage laugh. "Come on, let's be off," haeald turning to
Manuel. "I'm sick and tired of these whores."

They left the gallery and were soon out of El Cldma

"What was the matter?™ asked Manuel.

"Nothing. It's all over now," answered Leandrow#nt in and said to

her, nice enough, 'Listen Milagros, is it true thati're going to
marry Lechuguino?' 'Yes, it is true. Is it any Imesis of yours?' she
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says. 'Yes, itis,’ | said to her. 'You know théké you. Is it

because he's richer than me?' 'Even if he wereeptizan a
church-mouse I'd marry him.' '‘Bah!" 'You don't be& me?' 'All

right." Finally | got sore and | told her for altdred she might

marry a dog, and that she was a cheap street-walkes all over

now. Well, so much the better. Now we know just rehee stand. Where
shall we go? To Las Injurias again?"

"What for?"
"To see if that Valencia continues to put on airewI'm around."

They crossed the wired-off surrounding path. Leantaking long
strides, was very soon in Las Injurias. Manuel ddwdrdly keep up
with him.

They entered Blasa's tavern; the same men as geli®us night
were playing cané near the stove. Of the womely, lomlPaloma and La
Muerte were in. The latter, dead drunk, was asteefhe table. The
light fell full upon her face which was swollen Wierisypelas and
covered with scabs; saliva drooled through thekthps of her
half-opened mouth; her tow-like hair,--grey, filthpatted,--stuck
out in tufts beneath the faded, greenish kerchiafwas soiled with
scurf; despite the shouts and the disputes ofdihebters she did not
so much as blink; only from time to time she wogilde a prolonged
snore, which, at the start was sibilant, but endexdrasping snort.
At her side Paloma, huddled on the floor near iakerheld a tot of
three or four in her arms,--a pale, delicate creattho blinked
incessantly,--to whom she was giving whisky fromglass.

A gaunt, weak fellow wearing a small cap with algd number and a
blue smock, passed moodily up and down beforedhater; his arms
hung beside his body as if they did not belongito, land his legs
were bent. Whenever it occurred to him, he toolpdrem his glass;

he wiped his lips with the back of his hand and Md@asume his
languid pacing to and fro. He was the brother efWloman who owned
the tavern.

Leandro and Manuel took a seat at the same taldeathe gamblers
were playing. Leandro ordered wine, emptied a dg&gs at a single
gulp and heaved a few sighs.

"Christ!" muttered Leandro half under his breatiever let yourself
go wild over a woman. The best of them is as passras a toad."

Then he seemed to calm down. He gazed at the dyawtratched on the
top of the table: there were hearts pierced bywesythe names of
women; he drew a knife from his pocket and begautdetters into

the wood.



When he wearied of this he invited one of the gamsio drink with
him.

"Thanks, friend," replied the gambler. "I'm playihg

"All right, leave the game. If you don't want tabwody'll force you.
Doesn't anybody want to drink with me? My treat."

"Il have one," said a tall, bent fellow with akly air, who was
called El Pastiri. He arose and came over to Leandr

Leandro ordered more wine and amused himself ghiag loudly when
any one lost and in betting against Valencia.

Pastiri took advantage of the opportunity to engtg glass after the
other. He was a sot, a croney of Tabuenca's aadie dedicated
himself to the deception of the unwary with baldamumber tricks.

Manuel knew him from having seen him often on IaéRa de Curtidores.

He used to ply his trade in the suburbs, playintpee cards. He
would place three cards upon a little table; onthe$e he would
show, then slowly he would change the positiorhefdther two,
without touching the card he had shown; he woudsh thlace a little
stick across the three cards and wager that nobaalg pick out the
one he had let them see. And so well was the gaepaped that the
card was never picked.

Pastiri had another trick on the same order, wovkiia three men
from a game of checkers; underneath one of thehmemould place a
tiny ball of paper or a crumb of bread and thentbat nobody could
tell under which of the three ball or crumb wad®éfound. If, by
accident, any one chanced upon the right man,rPastild conceal
the crumb in his finger-nail as he turned the man u

That night Pastiri was saturated with alcohol aad lost all power
of speech.

Manuel, who had drunk a little too much, was bemjigno feel sick

and considered how he might manage to make hipesbat by the time
he had made up his mind the tavern-keeper's brotagrlready

locking the door.

Before he had quite done so there came in, thrthugspace that was
still left open, an under-grown fellow, shaved,sded in black, with

a visored woollen cap, curly hair and the repelipyearance of a
hermaphrodite. He greeted Leandro affectionategwds a lacemaker
from Uncle Rilo's house, of dubious repute andeciBesugito
(sea-bream) because his face suggested a fishapwpfwmore cruel
sobriquet they had christened him the "Barrack Hack

The lacemaker took a sip from a glass, standing) bagan to talk in
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a thick voice; yet it was a feminine voice, unctsipdisagreeable,
and he emphasized his words with mimicked wondight, and other
mannerisms.

Nobody was bothered by his loquacity. Some finewlgn they least
expected, he informed them, the entire distridtas Injurias was
going to be buried beneath the ruins of the Gassklou

"As far as I'm concerned," he went on, "this entiolow ought to be
filled in with earth. Of course, I'd feel sorryrfbhave some good
friends in this section."”

"Ay! Pass!" said one of the gamblers.

"Yes, I'd be sorry," continued Besuguito, heedtdsbe
interruption. "But the truth is that it would besmall loss, for, as
Angelillo, the district watchman says, nobody liviese except
outcasts, pickpockets and prostitutes.”

"Shut up, you 'fairy!" You barrack hack!" shoutée proprietress.
"This district is as good as yours."

"You're right, there," replied Besuguito, "for yought to see the
Portillo de Embajadores and las Pefiuelas. | tell yghy, the
watchman can't get them to shut their doors attnigé closes them
and the neighbours open them again. Because tladyicest all
denizens of the underworld. And they do give méndughts...."

An uproar greeted the frights of Besuguito, whotoared unabashed
his meaningless, repetitious chatter, which wasraatbwith all
manner of notions and involutions. Manuel restedram upon the
table, and with his cheek upon it, he fell asleep.

"Hey you! Why aren't you drinking, Pastiri?" askezhndro. "Do you
mean to offend me? Me?"

"No, friend, | simply can't get any more down," aesed the
card-sharper in his insolent voice, raising hisropand to his
throat. Then, in a voice that seemed to come frdmroken organ, he
shouted:

"Palomal!"

"Who's calling that woman?" demanded Valencia imatetly, glaring at

the group of gamblers.
"I," answered EIl Pastiri. "l want Paloma over here.

"Ah!... You? Well, there's nothing doing," declafédlencia.
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"l said | want Paloma over here," repeated Pastithout looking at
the bully.

The latter pretended not to have heard. The caapsh provoked by
this discourtesy, got up and, slapping Valenciaewe with the back
of his hand, he repeated his words, dwelling uparyesyllable:

"l said that | wanted Paloma, and that these feasfdnine want to
talk with the lady."

"And | tell you that there's nothing doing," ansethe other.
"Those gentlemen want to talk with her.”
"All right.... Then let them ask my permission."

Pastiri thrust his face into the bully's, and lowkhim straight in
the eye, croaked:

"Do you realize, Valencia, that you're getting géither too damned
high and mighty?"

"You don't say!" sneered Valencia, calmly contirguims game.
"Do you know that I'm going to let you have a caupith my fist?"
"You don't say!"

Pastiri drew back with drunken awkwardness and bégaunt in the
inside pocket of his coat for his knife, amidst tiezisive laughter

of the bystanders. Then all at once, with a suddsalve, Leandro
jumped to his feet, his face as red as flame; lzedé/alencia by
the lapel of his coat, gave him a rude tug and kemtsmashing
against the wall.

The gamblers rushed into the fray; the table wastawmned and there
was a pandemonium of cries and curses. Manuel awitkea frightened
start. He found himself in the midst of an awfulvfonost of the
gamblers, with the tavern-owner's brother at thead, wanted to
throw Leandro out, but the raging youth, backedresjahe counter,
was kicking off anybody that approached him.

"Leave us alone!" shouted Valencia, his lips slangeas he tried to
work himself free of the men who were holding him.

"Yes, leave them alone," said one of the gamblers.

“I'll kill the first guy that touches me," warned ¥alencia,
displaying a long knife with black blades.
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"That's the stuff,” commented Leandro mockinglyet's see who are
the red-blooded men."

"Olé!" shouted Pastiri enthusiastically, in his kysoice.

Leandro drew from the inside pocket of his sacktedang, narrow
knife; the onlookers retreated to the walls saodsdve plenty of
room for the duellists. Paloma began to bawl:

"You'll get killed! You'll get killed, I'm tellingyou!"

"Take that woman away," yelled Valencia in a tragice: "Ea!" he
added, cleaving the air with his knife. "Now let&e who are the men
with guts!"

The two rivals advanced to the centre of the tavglaring furiously
at each other. The spectators were enthralled hgled interest and
horror.

Valencia was the first to attack; he bent forwasdféo seek out
where to strike his opponent; he crouched, aimédeagrroin and
lunged forward upon Leandro; but seeing that Leauagivaited him
calmly without retreating, he rapidly recoiled. Tihee resumed his
false attacks, trying to surprise his adversarywhiese feints,
threatening his stomach yet all the while aimingteb him in the
face; but before the rigid arm of Leandro, who segto be sparing
every motion until he should strike a sure blove, tully grew
disconcerted and once again drew back. Then Leatanced. The
youth came on with such sangfroid that he struglotento his
opponent's heart; his face bespoke his determméatitransfix
Valencia. An oppressive silence weighed upon tliertg only the
sounds of Paloma'’s convulsive sobs were heard thheradjoining room.

Valencia, divining Leandro's resolve, grew so [ih# his face
turned a sickly blue, his eyes distended and keithteegan to
chatter. At Leandro's first lunge he retreated,rbaotained on guard,;
then his fear overcame him and abandoning all thbofyattack he
took to flight, knocking over the chairs. Leandotind, smiling
cruelly, gave implacable pursuit.

It was a sad, painful sight; all the partizanshaf bully began to
eye him with scorn.

"Now, you yellow-liver, you show the white featheshouted Pastiri.
"You're flitting about like a grasshopper. Off wighu, my boy!
You're in for it! If you don't get out right awayy'll be feeling a
palm's length of steel in your ribs!"

One of Leandro's thrusts ripped the bully's jacket.



The thug, now possessed of the wildest panic, daiséleind the
counter; his popping eyes reflected mad terror.

Leandro, insolently scornful, stood rigidly in theddle of the
tavern; pulling the springs of his knife, he cloged murmur of
admiration arose from the spectators.

Valencia uttered a cry of pain, as if he had beeanded; his honour,
his repute as a bold man, had suffered a dowidakperately he made
his way to the door of the back room, and looketthafpanting
proprietress. She must have understood him, fopaksed him a key
and Valencia sneaked out. But soon the door ob#o room opened
and the bully stood there anew; brandishing hig kmfe by the

point he threw it furiously at Leandro's face. Wneapon whizzed
through the air like a terrible arrow and piercled wall, where it

stuck, quivering.

At once Leandro sprang up, but Valencia had disagoke Then, having
recovered from the surprise, the youth calmly digkx the knife,
closed it and handed it to the tavern-keeper.

"When a fellow don't know how to use these thingg ‘said,
petulantly, "he ought to keep away from them. Tt&dit gentleman so
when you next see him."

The proprietress answered with a grunt, and Leasardown to
receive general congratulations upon his couragenancoolness;
everybody wanted to treat him.

"This Valencia was beginning to make too much tteuanyway," said
one of them. "Did as he pleased every night angidh@way with it
because it was Valencia; but he was getting tonethfresh.”

"That's what," replied another of the players,iengyld jailbird who
had escaped from the Ceuta penitentiary and whHaebtbust like a
fox. "When a guy has the nerve, he rakes in altithegh,” and he
made a gesture of scooping up all the coins otatbie in his
fingers--"and he skips."

"But this Valencia is a coward," said Pastiri is thick voice. "A
big mouth with a bark worse than his bite and nottiva slap.”

"He was on his guard right away. In case of accitieeplied
Besuguito in his queer voice, imitating the postfrene who is
about to attack with a knife.

"I tell you," exclaimed El Pastiri, "he's a boolayd he's scared so
stiff he can't stand.”

"Yes, but he answered every thrust, just the saauzéd the
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lace-maker.

"Yah! Did you see him?"

"Certainly."

"Bah, you must be soused to the gills!"

"You only wish you were as sober as |. Bah!"

"What? You're so full you can't talk!"

"Go on; shut up. You're so drunk you can't startdll lyou, if you
run afoul of this guy"--and Besuguito pointed tahdro--"you're in
for a bad time."

"Hell, no!"

"That's my opinion, anyhow."

"You don't have any opinion here, or anything lilkéexclaimed
Leandro. "You're going to clear out and shut ugeWeaia's liver is
whiter than paper; it's as Pastiri says. Brave ghavhen it comes to
exploiting boobs like you and the other tramps lawdlives,... but
when he bucks up against a chap that's all thes® Bah! He's a
white-livered wretch, that's what."

"True," assented all.

"And maybe we won't let him hear a few things, tshie escaped
convict, "if he has the nerve to return here fardhare of the
winnings."

"l should say!" exclaimed Pastiri.

"Very well, gentlemen, it's my treat now," said bdeo, "for I've got
the money and | happen to feel like it." He fisloed a couple of
coins from his pocket and slapped them down oriabie. "Lady, let's
have something to drink."

"Right away."

"Manuel! Manuel!" shouted Leandro several timesh@ié in thunder has
that kid disappeared?"

Manuel, following the example of the bully, had redds escape by the
back door.
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CHAPTER IX

An Unlikely Tale--Manuel's Sisters--Life's Bafflj Problems.

It was already the beginning of autumn; Leandrothenadvice of

Sefior Ignacio, was living with his aunt on Aguiteest; Milagros
continued keeping company with Lechuguino. Manaeiegup going with
Vidal and Bizco on their skirmishes and joined ¢toenpany of
Rebolledo and the two Aristas.

The elder, Ariston, entertained him and frightehed out of his wits
with lugubrious tales of cemeteries and ghostslitthe Aristas
continued his gymnastic exercises; he had constiuecspringboard by
placing a plank upon a heap of sand and theredatigped his
death-defying leaps.

One day Alonso, Tabuenca's aid, appeared in theldaraccompanied
by a woman and a little girl.

The woman seemed old and weary; the tot was loddghan and pale.
Don Alonso found them a place in a dingy cornethefsmall patio.

They brought with them a small bundle of clothedirty poodle with
a very intelligent look, and a monkey tied to aiohan a short

while they had to sell the monkey to some gipdies lived in the
Quinta de Goya.

Don Alonso called Manuel and said to him:

"Run off and hunt up Don Roberto, and tell him ttiegre's a woman
here named Rosa, and that she is or has beerua acmbat; she
must be the one he's looking for."

At once Manuel went off to the house; Roberto tetthe place and
Manuel did not know his whereabouts.

Don Alonso carne frequently to the Corral6n andvessed with the
mother and the girl. On the window-sill of theimyihome the mother
and the daughter had a little box with a sprig aftplanted in it;
although they watered it every morning, it scarcglw, for there
was no sun. One day the woman and child disapp¢agether with
their pretty poodle; they left nothing in their qieais except a
worn-out, broken tambourine.

Don Alonso got into the habit of visiting the Cdéna he would
exchange a few words with Rebolledo, he of the musdebarber-shop
who chattered away, and would witness the gymnastiwess of
Aristas. One afternoon the boy's mother askeddiredr Snake-Man



whether the child showed any real aptitude.

Don Alonso grew serious and subjected the boy®peance to a
searching examination, so that he could form ames¢ of the
youngster's abilities and give him a little usefdvice.

It was really curious to see the former circus-plagive his orders;
he went through them with august seriousness.

"One, two, three.... Hop-lal... Once more, nowpAsition. The knees
near the head ... nails down ... One, two ... we.... Hop-la!"

Don Alonso was not at all displeased with littlaséas' showing, but
he emphasized the unavoidable necessity of comntiaue practise.

"Whoever wants something has to pay the price,itthg fellow,” he
said. "And the profession of gymnast isn't withueeybody's reach.”

To the mother he confided that her son might soayebe a fine circus
artist.

Then Don Alonso, finding himself before a numerpublic, would begin
to talk volubly of the United States, of Mexicodathe South
American republics.

"Why don't you tell us stories of the countries ‘yeubeen to?" asked
Perico Rebolledo.

"No, not now; | have to go out with the _Infiel_wer."

"Ah! Go on, tell us," they would all implore.

Don Alonso pretended to be importuned by the reigbes when he got
going, he spun one yarn after the other in suchbmusthat they

almost had to beg him to stop.

"And didn't you ever see in those countries men b been killed by
lions?" asked Ariston.

"No."

"Then there aren't any lions?"
"Lions in cages ... yes, a lot."

"But | mean at liberty, in the fields."
"In the fields? No."

Don Alonso seemed rather provoked to make thesessions.
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"No other wild beasts, either?"

"There are no longer any wild beasts in the ciedizountries," said
the barber.

"Why, see here, there certainly are wild beasts there," and Don
Alonso, wrinkling his features into a jesting griceawinked slily at
Rebolledo. "Once a terrible thing happened to neywere sailing by
an island when we heard cannon shots. It was thiesga firing off a
salvo."

"But what are you laughing at?" asked Ariston.

"Nervousness.... Well, as | was saying, | wentafhe captain of
the ship and asked his permission to let me lanhemsland. 'Very
well," he said to me, 'take the Golondrina, if yash,'--Golondrina
was the name of the canoe; 'but you must be battkna couple of
hours.’

"l set off in my boat and hala! hala! ... | reachled island, which
was thickly planted with plane-trees and cocoaregd, and |
disembarked on the beach into which the Golondradhthrust its
prow."

Here Don Alonso's features were convulsed withripossibility of
restraining his laughter; he shot a glance at #rbdy, accompanied
by a confidential wink.

"l land," he continued, "then | start running, awbn, paf! ... in

the face; a huge mosquito, and then, paf! ... amatiosquito, until

| was surrounded by a swarm of the animals, eaehasrarge as a
bat. With a scarred face | begin to run for thecheso as to escape
in my canoe, when | catch sight of a lobster riggtt to the
Golondrina; but what a lobster | He must have leeshig as a bear;
he was black, and shiny, and went chug, chug, dikean
automobile. No sooner did the creature set eyea®than he began to
rush upon me with loud outcries; | ran for a coaddree, and one,
two, three, | shinnied right up the trunk to thp.t®he lobster
approaches the tree, stops meditatively, and destdghinny up
after me,--which he did."

"An awful situation," commented the barber.

"Just imagine,"” replied Don Alonso, blinking. "llgrhad a little

stick in my hands, and | defended myself agairsidbster by

hitting him in the knuckles; but he, roaring wittge, and eyes
shining, continued climbing. | couldn't get anytfear, and | was
thinking of coming down; but as | made a movemeift.... The son of
a sea-cook grabs me with one of his many legs &gdlat and remains
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there hanging from me. The cussed critter was agyhas lead; he was
already reaching up after me with another claw wihemembered that
I had in my vest pocket a toothpick that | had bdug Chicago, and
that it had a knife attachment; | opened this, iarelmoment slashed
off the tail of my coat, and cataplun! ... downnfr@a height of at

least forty metres the lobster fell to the grounchn't understand

how he wasn't killed. There he began to cry andlhamd go round and
round the cocoanut tree in which | was, glaringhatwith his

terrible eyes. Whereupon I--for being a gymnasttoatbme in handy
to a fellow,--began to leap from one cocoanut teethe next and

from one plane-tree to the other, while the lobkegat following me,
howling away with the tail of my coat in his teeth.

"Reaching near the beach I find that the tide lasegut and that
the Golondrina is more than fifty metres abovewlages. 'I'll wait,'

| said to myself. But at this moment | see, thngiis head out

from the tree-top that | was then on, a serpesgjde a branch,

swing up and back for a while so that | can lanthass possible
from the lobster, when the damned branch breakaseand | lose my
support.”

"And what did you do then?" asked the barber.

"l took two somersaults in the air at a hazard."

"That was a useful precaution.”

"Certainly | thought | was lost. On the contraryyas saved.”
"But how?" asked EI Ariston.

"Very simple. For as | fell, with the branch in hgnd, | landed
plump on the lobster, and as | came down with sukilgh velocity, |
pierced him right through with the branch and hefib nailed to the
beach. The animal roared like a bull; | jumped ith® Golondrina and
made my escape. But my vessel had sailed awagan® row, but
there wasn't a sail in sight. 'I'm lost," says igself. But thanks

to the lobster, | was rescued...."

"The lobster?" asked everybody in amazement.

"Yes sirree; a steamboat that was on its courseymméles off, on
hearing the lobster's wails thought that this migdthe signal of
some shipwrecked crew; it drew near the islankgalane up, and in a
few days | was back with my company.”

As he finished his tale Don Alonso made a mostesgive grimace, and
left with his _Infiel _ Tower for the street. AristaRebolledo

and Manuel applauded the old circus man's staxigs$ the apprentice
gymnast felt more determined than ever to contpraeticing upon the
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trapeze and the springboard, so that some day djiet imehold those
distant lands of which Don Alonso spoke.

A few weeks later there occurred one of the eviérasleft upon
Manuel the deepest impression of his entire cateemas Sunday; the
boy went to his mother's place, and helped heusaal, to wash the
dishes. Then came Petra's daughters, and theythigenhole
afternoon quarrelling over a skirt or a petticdeittithe younger had
bought with the elder sister's money.

Manuel, bored by the chatter, invented some exanddeft the house.

The rain was coming down in bucketfuls; Manuel heatthe Puerta del
Sol, entered the café de Levante and sat downtheavindow. The
people outside, dressed in their Sunday clothesngered by to

places of refuge in the wide doorways of the bigesq; the coaches
rumbled hurriedly on amidst the downpour; umbretlasie and went and
their black tops, glistening with rain, collideddaimtertwined like

a shoal of tortoises. Presently it cleared up aaddé! left the

café; it was still too early to return to the hause crossed the

Plaza de Oriente and stopped on the Viaduct, wagdinom that point

the people strolling along Segovia street.

In the sky, which was becoming serene, floatedhvadi@rk clouds with
silver linings, resembling mountains capped witbvgnblown by the
wind, they scurried along with outspread wings;lthight sun
illumined the fields with its golden rays; resplentlin the clouds,

it reddened them like live coals; a few cloudletsdded through
space, white flakes of foam. The hillocks and dalehe Madrilenian
suburbs were not yet mottled with green grasstrées of the Campo
del Moro stood out reddish, skeleton-like, amitist fioliage of the
evergreens; dark rolls of vapour rose along thempipsoon to be
swept away by the wind. As the clouds passed byheael, the plain
changed hue; successively it graded from purpteledgden-grey,
yellow, copper; the Extremadura cart-road, withriwes of grey,
dirty houses on each side, traced a broken linis. Sdvere,
melancholy landscape of the Madrilenian suburb#) thieir bleak,
cold gloominess, penetrated into Manuel's soul.

He left the Viaduct balcony, sauntered through ssvearrow lanes,
until he reached Toledo Street, walked down thed&and turned in
toward his house. He was getting near the Pas@sdecacias when he
overheard two old women talking about a crime Haat just been
committed at the corner of Amparo Street.

"And just as they were about to catch him, he ditémself,” one of
them was saying.

Out of curiosity Manuel hastened his step, and @gugred a group that
was discussing the event at the entrance to thealGar
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"Where did this fellow come from that killed him&2lasked Manuel of
Avristas.

"Why! It was Leandro!"

"Leandro!"

"Yes, Leandro, who killed Milagros and then killemnself."
"But ... is this really so?"

"Yes, man. Just a moment ago,"

"Here? In the house?"

"On this very spot.”

Manuel, quaking with fear, ran up the stairs togh#ery. The floor
was still stained with the pool of blood. Sefior@duthe only
witness to the drama, was telling the story toaugrof neighbours.

"l was here, reading the paper," said the old-€estman, "and

Milagros and her mother were talking to Lechuguifiee engaged couple
were enjoying themselves, when up comes Leanditwetgallery; he was
about to open the door to his rooms when, befonedrd in, he
suddenly turned to Milagros. 'Is that your sweett® e said to

her. It seemed to me that he was as pale as aecoves,’ she
answered. 'All right. Then I've come here to endgs once and for

all," he shouted. 'Which of the two do you prefém or me?' 'Him,'
shrieks Milagros. 'Then it's all up,’ cried Leandr@ hoarse voice.

'I'm going to kill you." After that | can't recalhything clearly;

it was all as swift as a thunderbolt; when | raerao them, the

girl was gushing blood from her mouth; the proddeer's wife was
screaming and Leandro was chasing Lechuguino wstkriife opened.”

"l saw him leave the house," added an old womae.\ds waving his
blood-stained knife in the air; my husband triedtimp him; but he
backed like a bull, lunged for him and came nebingi him."

"And where are my uncle and aunt?" asked Manuel.

"Over at the Emergency Hospital. They followed stretcher.”
Manuel went down into the patio.

"Where are you going?" asked Ariston.

"To the Emergency Hospital."



"I'll go along with you."

The two boys were joined by a machine shop apmertho lived in the
Corrala.

"l saw him kill himself," said the apprentice. "Wiere all running

after him, hollering, 'Catch him! Stop him!" whemat guards appeared
on Amparo Street, drew their swords and blockeduaig. Then Leandro
bounded back, made his way through the peopleartt here again;
he was going to escape through the Paseo de |asa&aahen he
stumbled against La Muerte, who began to call ames. Leandro
stopped, looked in every direction; nobody daregdbnear him; his
eyes were blazing. Suddenly he jabbed the knitehrd left side |

don't know how many times. When one of the guaedzes him by the
arm he collapsed like an empty sack."

The commentary of Ariston and the apprentice pramdiess; the boys
arrived at the Emergency Hospital and were told e corpses,

those of Milagros and Leandro, had been takengdvtbrgue. The three
gamins walked down to the Canal, to the little leonsar the river's
edge, which Manuel and the urchins of his gangduadiften visited,
trying to peep into the windows. A knot of peopligathered about
the door.

"Let's have a look," said Ariston.

There was a window, wide open, and they peere8tmetched upon a
marble slab lay Leandro; his face was the colawaf, and his
features bore an expression of proud defianceisAsile Sefiora
Leandro stood wailing and vociferating; Sefior Igoawith his son's
hand clasped in his own, was weeping silently. #ither table a
group surrounded Milagros' corpse. The man in ahafghe morgue
ordered them all out. As the proofreader and Skjiacio met at the
entrance they exchanged looks and then avertedgiaeice; the two
mothers, on the other hand, glared at each othterrible hatred.

Sefior Ignacio arranged that they should not sledpeaCorralén but
in Aguila Street. In that place, at the home of@aflacoba, there
was a horrible confusion of weeping and cursing iree women
blamed Milagros for everything; she was a commamspet, an evil
woman, a selfish, wretched ingrate.

One of the neighbours of the Corrala indicatedange detail: when
the public doctor came to examine Milagros and nesteer corset so
that he might determine the wound, he found areglallion
containing a portrait of Leandro.

"Whose picture is this?" he is reported to haveedsk

"The fellow who killed her," they answered. Thissaexceedingly
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strange, and it fascinated Manuel; many a timedtethought that
Milagros really loved Leandro; this fairly confirméis conjectures.

During all that night Sefior Ignacio, seated onarchvept without
cease; Vidal was scared through and through, asMaasel. The
presence of death, seen so near, had terrorized/dhigoys.

And while inside the house everybody was cryinghmstreets the
little girls were dancing around in a ring. Andslziontrast of

anguish and serenity, of grief and calm, impartelanuel a confused
sense of life. It must, he thought, be somethirgeeringly sad, and
something weirdly inscrutable.

PART THREE

CHAPTER |

Uncle Patas' Domestic Drama--The Bakery--KarlBager--The
Society of the Three.

The death of his son made such a deep impressmm $gfior Ignacio
that he fell ill. He gave up working in the shoglas he showed no
improvement after two or three weeks, Leandra salanuel:

"See here: better be off to your mother's placel éan't keep you
here."

Manuel returned to the lodging-house and Petraptyir the
intercession of the landlady, procured her sorbaaperrand-boy at
a bread and vegetable stand situated upon the éhzzarmen.

Manuel was here more oppressed than at Sefior tgaiddncle Patas,
the proprietor, a heavy, burly Galician, instructiee youth in his
duties.

He was to get up at daybreak, open the store, th@ibundles of
greens that were brought by a boy from the Plada @zbada and
receive the bread that was left by the delivery-nidren he was to
sweep the place and wait for Uncle Patas, his avifgster-in-law to
awake. As soon as one of these came in Manuel weane@ his place
behind the counter and, balancing a little baskenthis head, would
start off on his route delivering bread to the oustrs of the

vicinity. This going and returning would take dletmorning. In the
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afternoon the work was harder: Manuel would havetand quietly
behind the counter in utter boredom, under theellance of the
proprietor's wife and his sister-in-law.

Accustomed to his daily strolls through the Rondidanuel was
rendered desperate by this immobility.

Uncle Patas' store, a tiny, ill-smelling hole, papered in yellow
with green borders; the paper was coming off fréwees old age. A
wooden counter, a few dirty shelves, an oil lampgiag from the
ceiling and two benches comprised the fixtures.

The back room, which was reached by a door atdhe was a
compartment with no more light than could filtettimough a transom
that opened upon the vestibule. This was the dirmogn and led to
the kitchen, which in turn gave access to a narx@ny filthy patio
with a fountain. At the other side of the patio evéine bedrooms of
Uncle Patas, his wife and his sister-in-law.

Manuel's sleeping quarters were a straw-bed awodigle of old cloaks
behind the counter. Here, especially at nightéked of rotten
cabbage: but what bothered Manuel even more wagetiiag up at
dawn, when the watchman struck two or three bloviis ks pike upon
the door of the store.

They sold something in the shop,--enough to livewed no more. In
this hovel Uncle Patas had saved up a fortuneraérty céntimo.

Uncle Patas' history was really interesting. Marhaal learned it
from the gossip of the men who delivered the baaatifrom the boys
in the other stores.

Uncle Patas had come to Madrid from a hamlet ofo,.&g the age of
fifteen, in search of a living. Within twenty yeabs/ dint of
unbelievable economies, he had hoarded up frow&ges in a bakery
some three or four thousand pesetas, and witlcdipisal he
established a little grocery. His wife stood behtnel counter while
he continued to work in the bakery and hoard hisiegs. When his
son grew up he assigned to the boy the runninga¥ern and then of
a pawnbroker-shop. It was during this prosperouglephat Uncle
Patas' wife died, and the man, now a widower, wigho taste the
sweets of life, which had thus far proved so fasl, married again
despite his fifty-odd years; the bride, a lass tzahe from his own
province, was only twenty and her sole object imrgiag was to
change from servant to mistress. All of Uncle Pdtaends tried to
convince him that it was a monstrosity for a mamhisfyears to wed,
and such a young girl at that; but he persistddsamotions and
married.

Within two months after the marriage the son hadedo an



understanding with his step-mother, and shortlgrafiis the elderly
husband made the discovery. One day he playegtharal saw his son
and his wife leave an assignation house in Santgiita Street.
Perhaps the man intended to take harsh stepseai spfew
unvarnished words to the couple; but as he wasasdlfjppeaceful by
nature, and did not wish to disturb his businesdehthe time go

by and grew little by little accustomed to his piasi. Somewhat

later, Uncle Patas' wife brought from her townstesiof hers, and
when she arrived, between the wife and the sonvsisdorced upon the
old man, who concluded by taking up with his sistelaw. Since that
time the four had lived in unbroken harmony. Thagerstood one
another most admirably.

Manuel was not in the least astonished by thie sibaffairs; he

was cured of fear, for at La Corrala there was ntioae one
matrimonial combination of the sort. What did m&ka indignant was
the stinginess of Uncle Patas and his people.

All the scrupulousness which Uncle Patas' wiferthtdfeel in other
matters she reserved, no doubt, for the accoumtset accustomed
to pilfer, she knew to the least detail every t¢khe servants,

and not a céntimo escaped her; she always thohghwas being
robbed. Such was her spirit of economy that at hthreg ate stale
bread, thus confirming the popular saying, "in ltleeise of the smith,
a wooden knife."

The sister-in-law, an uncouth peasant with a stuldse, carroty
cheeks, abundant breasts and hips, could giveriess@varice to
her sister, while in the matter of immodesty andignified
comportment she outdistanced her. She would gotdabestore with

her bosom exposed and there wasn't a delivery-n@missed a chance

to pinch her.
"What a fatty you are! Oh!" they would all exclaim.

And it was as if all this frequently fingered fatid't belong to
her, for she raised no protest. Should any oneghiewy try to get
the best of her on the price of a roll, she woult into a wild
beast.

On Sunday afternoons Uncle Patas, his wife andisisr-in-law were
in the habit of playing _mus_ on a little tablettie middle of
the road; they never dared to leave the store alone

After Manuel had been here for three months, Retrae to see Uncle
Patas and asked him to give her boy a regular wagge Patas burst
into laughter; the request struck him as the vesigltit of absurdity
and he answered No, that it was impossible, tleabdy didn't even
earn the bread he ate.
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Then Petra sought out another place for Manuebaodght him to a
bakery on Horno de la Mata Street where he wasanlthe trade.

As the beginning of his apprenticeship he was assigo the furnace
as assistant to the man who removed the loavestfieraven. The work
was beyond his strength. He had to get up at elevtre night and
commence by scraping the iron pans in which thdlemaaves were
baked; after they were cleaned he would go oventiéh a brush
dipped in melted butter; this accomplished he wdwdlp his superior
remove the live coals from the oven with an irostiament; then,
while the baker baked the bread he would lift veegvy boards laden
with rolls and carry them to the kneading-trouglthat mouth of the
furnace; when the baker placed the rolls inside idamwould take the
board back to the kneading-trough. As the breadeoaun of the oven
he would moisten it with a brush dipped in wateasdo make the
crust shiny. At eleven in the morning the work weasr, and during
the intervals of idleness Manuel and the workmenld/sleep.

This life was horribly hard.

The bakery occupied a dark cellar, as gloomy as# dirty. It was
below the level of the street and had two winddwesganes of which
were so covered with dust and spiders’ webs tHgteomurky,
yellowish light filtered through. They worked at hburs by gas.

The bakery was entered by a door that opened upamale patio, in
which was a shed of pierced zinc; this protectedhfthe rain, or
tried to protect, at least, the loads of furze bheand the piles of
wood that were heaped up there.

From this patio a low door gave access to a loagnarrow and damp,
corridor that was everywhere black; only at theexe end there was
a square of light that entered through a high wmagath a few
cracked, filthy panes,--a gloomy illumination.

When the eyes grew accustomed to the surroundowgrgthey could make
out on the wall some delivery-baskets, bakers'spsahocks, caps and
shoes hanging from nails, and on the ceiling thsdkery cobwebs
covered with dust.

Half way along the corridor were a couple of dogpposite each
other; one led to the furnace, the other to thealimg room.

The furnace room was spacious, and the walls filmi¢id soot, so that
the place was as black as a camera obscura; atgasdped in that
cavern, illuminating almost nothing. Before the rioaf the furnace,
against an iron shed, were placed the shovels;ealmovthe ceiling,
could be made out some large pipes that crossédotiaer.

The kneading room, less dark than the furnace rozas,even more



somber. A pallid light shone in through the two doms that looked
into the patio, their panes encrusted with floustdithere were
always some ten or twelve men in shirt-sleeves)dishing their arms
desperately over the troughs, and in the backeofabm a she-mule
slowly turned the kneading machine.

Life in the bakery was disagreeable and hard; thkkwas enervating
and the pay small: seven reales per day. Manuataustomed to the
heat of the furnace, turned dizzy; besides, whemdbistened the
loaves fresh from the oven he would burn his fisgerd it disgusted
him to see his hands begrimed with grease and soot.

He was also unlucky enough to have his bed plat#uki kneaders'
room, beside that of an old workman of the shop sdiféered from

chronic catarrh, as a result of having breatheshgoh flour into his
lungs; this fellow kept hawking away at all hours.

From sheer disgust Manuel found it impossible ¢eglhere, so he
went to the furnace kitchen and threw himself dapon the floor. He
was forever weary; but despite this, he worked mataally.

Then nobody paid any attention to him; the othdebs a gang of
pretty rough Galicians, treated him as if he weneude; none of them
even took the trouble to learn his name, and safdesased him, "Hey,
you, Choto!" while others cried "Hello, Barriga!"ign they spoke of
him they referred to him as "the ragamuffin fromadvid" or simply,
"ragamuffin.” He answered to whatever names andaaodts they gave
him.

At first the most hateful of all these men, to Mahuwvas the head
baker, who ordered him about in a despotic manneigaew angry if
things weren't done in a trice. This baker was ar@e named Karl
Schneider who had come to Spain as a vagrantasi@av of military
service. He was about twenty-four or twenty-fivethwimpid eyes,
and hair and moustache that were so fair as altadst white.

A timid, phlegmatic fellow, he was frightened byeeything and found
all things difficult. His strong impressions wereunifested neither

in his motions nor his words, but in a sudden flughich coloured

his cheeks and his forehead, and which would sesapgdear and leave
an intense pallor.

Karl expressed himself very well in Spanish, buairare manner; he
knew a string of proverbs and phrases which hengted inextricably;
this lent a quaint character to his conversation.

Manuel soon discovered that the German, despitalinigotness, was a
fine fellow, very innocent, very sentimental andpafadisiacal
simplicity.
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After a month's work in the bakery Manuel had cameonsider Karl as
his only friend; they treated each other as boanpamions and
addressed each other in familiar terms; and ibtdesr often helped
his assistant in any task that required strengthwduld in his

turn, on occasion, ask the boy's opinion and cotsol regarding
sentimental complications and punctilios, whictciaated the German
and which Manuel settled with his natural perspigeand the

instincts of a wandering child who has been coredhibhat all life's
motives are egotistical and base. This equalitwbeh master and
apprentice disappeared the moment Karl took updsstion at the
mouth of the furnace. At such times Manuel hadkeyahe German
without cavil or delay.

Karl's one vice was drunkenness; he was forevestyhiwhenever he
slaked this thirst with wine and beer everythingitwsell; he led a
methodical life and would spend his free hourst@nRinza, de
Oriente or in the Moncloa, reading the two volurtiet comprised his
library: one, _Lost lllusions_, by Balzac and thkes, a

collection of German poems.

These two books, constantly read, commented updmanotated by him,
filled his head with fancies and dreams. Betweenhitter,

despairing, yet fundamentally romantic ratiocinasi@f Balzac, and

the idealities of Goethe and Heine, the poor bdkegit in the most
unreal of worlds. Often Karl would explain to Maihtlee conflicts
between the persons of his favourite novel, andlidvask how he would
act under similar circumstances. Manuel would uguad upon so
logical, so natural, so little romantic a solutibat the German

would stand perplexed and fascinated before thés latgarness of
judgment; but soon, considering the selfsame themegv, he would see
that such a solution would prove valueless to bidisated
personages, for the very conflict of the novel wlonéver have come
about amidst folk of common thoughts.

There came stretches of ten or twelve days whefsdmman needed more
powerful stimulants than wine and literature, aedaould get drunk
on whisky, drinking down half a flask as if it wese much water.

According to what he told Manuel, he was overwhelrbg an avalanche
of sadness; everything looked black and repulsivag eyes, he felt
feverish and the one remedy for this melancholy aleshol.

When he entered the tavern his heart was heavhiarieead dull with

a surfeit of ugly notions, but as he drank heHl&theart grow

lighter and his breath come easier, while his Hesghn to dance with
merry thoughts. When he left the tavern, howeved ha tried, it was
impossible for him to preserve his dignity; laughteuld flicker

upon his lips. Then songs of his native land wahtdng to his

memory and he would sing them aloud, beating tontéém as he walked
on. As long as he went through the central thoréargs he would walk
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straight; no sooner did he reach the back stréetsjeserted

avenues, than he would abandon himself to the yplead stumbling
along and staggering, with a bump here and a ththeme. During these
moods everything seemed great and beautiful anerisup the German;
the sentimentalism of his race would overflow aedrMould begin to
recite verses and weep, and of whatever acquaedadre met on the
street he would beg forgiveness for his imagindfgnze, asking
anxiously whether he still continued to enjoy thestimation and
offering his friendship.

However drunk he might be, he never forgot his durtgt when the hour
for starting the night's baking arrived he woulaggfer off to the
bakery; the moment he took up his position befbeemhouth of the
furnace his intoxication evaporated and he setdrkwas soberly as
ever, himself laughing at his extravagances.

The German possessed remarkable organic powensnéedrd-of
resistance; Manuel had to sleep during all his firee, and even at
that never rose from his bed completely restedtt@®@two months
that he spent in the bakery Manuel lived like atoawaton. Work at
the furnace had so shifted about his hours of dlegfthe days
seemed to him nights and the nights, days.

One day Manuel fell ill and all the strength thatltbeen sustaining
him abandoned him suddenly; he gave up his jolk hi®two-week's
pay and without knowing how, fairly dragging hinfdgither, made his
way to the lodging-house.

Petra, finding him in this condition, made him gdoed, and Manuel
lay for nearly two weeks in the delirium of a vérigh fever. On
getting out it seemed that he had grown; he wadreotaciated, and
felt in his whole body a great lassitude and lamgua@ such a keen
sensitivity that any word the least mite too hassluld affect him to
the point of tears.

When he was able to go out into the street agaimdught, at
Petra's suggestion, a gold-plated brooch whichréggnted to Dofia
Casiana; she was so pleased with the gift thatadtidner servant
the boy might remain in the house until he was detefy recovered.

Those days were among the most pleasant that Mameekpent in his
whole life; the one thing that bothered him wasdem

The weather was superb and in the mornings Manaeldigo strolling
along the Retiro. The journalist whom they callegh&man employed
Manuel in copying his notes and articles, and aspamsation, no
doubt, let him take novels by Paul de Kock and Bigaebrun, some of
them highly spiced, as for example _Nuns and Carsaind

_That Rascal Gustave_.
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The love theories of these two writers convincedhiid so well that
he tried to put them into practise with the langlladhiece. During

the previous two years she had developed so fudliyshe was already
a woman.

One night, during the early hour after supper,ezithrough the
influence of the spring season or in obediencéedlteories of the
author of _Nuns and Corsairs_, Manuel persuadetatittady's

girl of the advantages of a very private consudtatand a neighbour
saw the two of them depart together upstairs atel éme garret.

As they were about to shut themselves in, the heghsurprised them
and brought them, deeply contrite, into the presaid®oiia Casiana.
The thrashing that the landlady administered tonineze deprived the
girl of all desire for new adventures and the afrany strength to
administer another to Manuel.

"Out into the street with you!" she bawled at hgaizing him by the
arm and sinking her nails into his flesh. "And makiee that | never
see you here again, for I'll brain you!"

Manuel, stricken with shame and confusion, wishetthing better at
that moment than a chance to escape, and he dasbede street as
fast as he could get there, like a beaten cur.nigig was cool and
inviting. As he didn't have a céntimo, he soon veshof sauntering
about; he called at the bakery, asked for Karbthieer, they opened
the place to him and he stretched himself out aadrihe beds. At
dawn he was awakened by the voice of one of therbalwho was
shouting:

"Hey, you! Loafer! Clear out!"

Manuel got up and went out into the street. Hdlstialong toward
the Viaduct, to his favourite spot, to survey thedscape and
Segovia street.

It was a glorious spring morning. In the grove ribarCampo del Moro
some soldiers were drilling to the sound of bugid drums; from a
stone chimney on the Ronda de Segovia puffs of siaudke issued forth
to stain the clear, diaphanous sky; in the lausdrie the banks of

the Manzanares the clothes hung out to dry shotieanivhite
refulgence.

Manuel slowly crossed the Viaduct, reached LasiN4stand watched
some rag-dealers sorting out their materials &fteptying the
contents of their sacks upon the ground. He sandowa while in

the sun. With his eyes narrowed to a slit he couddke out the arches
of the Almudena church just above a wall; beyorstriine Royal
Palace, a glittering white, the sandy clearingthefPrincipe Pio
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with its long red barracks, and the row of houseshe Paseo de
Rosales, their panes aglow with the sunlight.

Toward the Casa de Campo several brown, bare kstoligl out, topped
by two or three pines that looked as if they hagibeut out and
pasted upon the blue atmosphere.

From Las Vistillas Manuel walked down to the Rodl@aSegovia. As he
sauntered along Aguila Street he noticed that Skyii@acio's place

was still closed. Manuel went into the house arkeas$n the patio

for Salome.

"She must be at work in the house," they told him.

He climbed up the stairway and knocked at the doom within came
the hum of a sewing-machine.

Salomé opened the door and Manuel entered. Thestemsiwas as
pretty as ever, and, as ever, working. Her two b@agnot yet

entered colegio. Salomé told Manuel that Sefiordigniaad been in
hospital and that he was now looking around foresomoney with which
to pay off his debts and continue his businessndemat that moment
was down by the river, Sefior Jacoba at her podtyadal loafing
around with no desire to work. He simply could@tkept away from
the company of a certain cross-eyed wretch whowaase than disease
itself, and had become a tramp. The two of thenevaérays seen with
bad women in the stands and lunch-rooms of the Wogaroad.

Manuel told her of his experiences as a baker amdhe had fallen
ill; what he did not relate however, was the tdltise dismissal
from the house where his mother was employed.

"That's no kind of job for you. You ought to leaome trade that
requires less strength,” was Salomé's advice.

Manuel spent the whole morning chatting with thansstress; she
invited him to a bite and he accepted with pleasure

In the afternoon Manuel left Salomé's house withtliought that if
he were a few years older and had a decent, pagsitjon, he would
marry her, even if he found himself compelled tbthe tough who
went with her out of the way with a knife.

Once again upon the Ronda, the first thought thatecto Manuel was
that he ought not to go to the Toledo Bridge, r®oirbany greater

hurry to reach the Andalucia road, for it was veagy to happen upon
Vidal or Bizco there. He pondered the thought dgegoid yet, despite
this, he took the direction of the bridge, glant#d the sands, and
failing to find his friends there continued alomg tCanal, crossed

the Manzanares by one of the laundry bridges anmet@ut on Andalucia
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road. In a lunch-room that sheltered a few tab&sehth its roof
were Vidal and Bizco in company of a group of idlptaying cané.

"Hey, you, Vidal!" shouted Manuel.

"The deuce! Is it you?" exclaimed his cousin.
"As you see...."

"And what are you doing?"

"Nothing. And you?"

"Whatever comes our way."

Manuel watched them play cané. After they had fietsa hand, Vidal
said:

"What do you say to a walk?"

"Come on."

"Are you coming, Bizco?"

"Yes."

The three set out along the Andalucia road.

Vidal and Bizco led a thieves' existence, stedtage a horse
blanket, there the electric bulbs of a staircaselephone wires;
whatever turned up. They did not venture to opdratke heart of
Madrid as they were not yet, in their opinion, séntly expert.

Only a few days before, told Vidal, they had, beswéhem, robbed a
fellow of a she-goat, on the banks of the Manzaaear the Toledo
bridge. Vidal had entertained the chap at the gainie@ssing coins
while Bizco had seized the goat and pulled hethepstope of the
pines to Las Yeserias, afterward taking her tolhpsias. Then
Vidal, indicating the opposite direction to theupe, had shouted:
"Run, run, there goes your goat." And as the yinatted off in the
direction indicated, Vidal escaped to Las Injurjaging Bizco and
his sweetheart. They were still dining on the goaat.

"That's what you ought to do,"” suggested Vidal.f@awith us. This is
the life of a lord! Why, listen here. The other dajan el Burra and

El Arenero came upon a dead hog on the road to/easrias. A
swineherd was on his way with a herd of them tosthaghter-house,
when they found out that the animal had died; dtlew left it

there, and Juan el Burra and El Arenero draggtexdtiteir house,
quartered it, and we friends of his have been gdtoyg for more than
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a week. | tell you, it's a lord's life!"

According to what Vidal said, all the thieves kneach other, even to
the most distant sections of the city. Their lifasmoutside the pale

of society and an admirable one, indeed; today terg to meet at
the Four Roads, in three or four days at the Valid@ridge or at La
Guindelara; they helped each other.

Their radius of activities was a zone bounded leyetkireme of the
Casa del Campo, where the inn of Agapito and tleesbn restaurants
were, as far as Los Carabancheles; from here ahieslhof the
Abronigal, La Elipa, El Este, Las Ventas and La €&ption as far as
La Prosperidad; then Tetuan as far as the Puetthedi®. In summer
they slept in yards and sheds of the suburbs.

The thieves of the city's centre were a bettersdr@smore
aristocratic lot; each of these had his woman, whezsnings he
managed and who took good care of him. The outcéske heart of
the city were a distinct class with other gradation

There were times when Bizco and Vidal had goneutinantense want,
existing upon cats and rats and seeking sheltieicaves upon San
Blas hill, of Madrid Moderno, and in the Easterm@&tery. But by this
time the pair knew their business.

"And work? Nothing?" asked Manuel.
"Work! ... Let the cat work," scoffed Vidal.

They didn't work, stuttered Bizco; who was goingyét fresh with him
while he had his trusty steel in his hand?

Into the brain of this wild beast there had notgieated, even
vaguely, any idea of rights or duties. No dutiesrights or

anything at all. To him, might was right; the wovigs a hunting
wood. Only humble wretches could obey the law bbla. That's what
he said: Let fools work, if they hadn't the nerodive like men.

As the three thus conversed a man and a womarevdiiid in her arms
passed by. They looked dejected, like famishedsguerted folk, their
glance timid and awed.

"There's the workers for you," exclaimed Vidal. &' how they are."
"The devil take them," muttered Bizco.

"Where are they bound for?" asked Manuel, eyeiegiteympathetically.

"To the tile-works," answered Vidal. "To sell saifi, as we say
around here."
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"And why do they say that?"
"Because saffron is so dear...."

The three came to a halt and lay down upon theFsmdmore than an
hour they remained there, discussing women and amgsneans of
procuring money.

"Got any money about you?" asked Vidal of Manuel Bizco.
"Two reales," replied the latter.

"Well, then, invite us to something,” suggestedalidLet's have a
bottle."

Bizco assented, grumblingly, so they arose and thek way toward
Madrid. A procession of whitish mules filed pastitin a young,

swarthy gipsy, with a long stick under his arm, mieal upon the last
mule of the procession, kept shouting at every: sStéproné, corone!”

"So long, swell!" shouted Vidal to him.

"God be with all good folk," answered the gipsyaihoarse voice.
They reached a road tavern beside a ragpicker,'stmpped, and
Vidal ordered the bottle of wine.

"What's this factory?" asked Manuel, pointing tstraicture at the
left of the Andalucia road on the way back to Mddri

"They make money out of blood," answered Vidal suiby.
Manuel stared at him in fright.

"Yes. They make glue out of the blood that's lefrain the
slaughter-house," added his cousin, laughing.

Vidal poured the wine into the glasses and theetigréped it down.

Yonder, above the avenue of trees on the Canal] t@umade out
Madrid, with its long, level cluster of houses. Wamdows, lit up by
the flush of the setting sun, glowed like live &aih the

foreground, just below San Francisco el Grandedalithe red tanks
of the gas factory with their high steel beams,dstihe obscure
rubbish-heaps; from the centre of the city rosg tmwers and low

chimneys which belched forth black puffs of smdkat tseemed to rest

motionless in the tranquil atmosphere. At one sig@n a hill,
towered the Observatory, whose windows sparklel thi¢ sun; at the
other, the Guadarama range, blue with crests aeywvias outlined
against the clear, transparent heavens furroweddyglouds.
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"Bah," added Vidal, after a moment's silence, ngrio Manuel.
"You've got to come with us; we'll make a gang."

"That's the talk," stammered Bizco.
"All right. I'll see," responded Manuel unwillingly

"What do you mean, you'll see? The gang's alreaagdd. We'll call
it the gang of The Three."

"Fine!" shouted Bizco.
"And we'll help each other?" inquired Manuel.

"Of course we will," assured his cousin. "And ifyaome of us should
prove a traitor...."

"If any one proves a traitor," interrupted Bizchis'guts'll be
ripped out." And to lend force to his declarati@ndrew out his dirk
and plunged it viciously into the table.

At nightfall the three returned by the road to Tlededo bridge and
separated at that point, after arranging to me¢hemorrow.

Manuel wondered just what he was committed to bypffomise made to
be a member of The Three. The life led by Bizco Y&l frightened
him. He must resolve to turn over a new leaf; bbatwas he to do?
That was what puzzled him.

For some time Manuel did not dare to put in an app®ce at the
lodging-house; he would meet his mother in theest@ed he slept in
the entry of the house where one of his sistersengdoyed. Later it
came to pass that the landlady's niece was fouttteibedroom of a
neighbouring student, and this served to rehatelitéanuel somewhat
in the boarding-house.

CHAPTER I

One of the Many Disagreeable Ways of Dying in NthdThe
Orphan--El Cojo and His Cave--Night in the Qlvaéory.

One day Manuel was not a little surprised to l¢bat his mother had
not been able to get up and that she was ill. orestime she had
been coughing up blood, but had considered thmomportance.



Manuel presented himself humbly at the house aadbatidlady, instead
of greeting him with recriminations, asked himarnsee his mother.
The only thing Petra complained of was a terribbléded feeling all
over the body and a pain in her back.

For days and days she had gone on thus, now b&tteryworse, until
she began to run a high fever and was compelledltan the doctor.
The landlady said that they'd have to take the wimian to the
hospital; but as she was a kind-hearted soul shadtiinsist.

Petra had already confessed several times to th&t pif the house.
Manuel's sisters came from time to time, but neibdieught the money
necessary to the purchase of the medicines arfdddethat were
prescribed by the doctor.

One Sunday, toward night, Petra took a turn fomibese; during the
afternoon she had been conversing spiritedly wathdaughters; but
this animation had subsided until she was overwhdlby a mortal
collapse.

That Sunday night Dofia Casiana's lodgers had asuatiy succulent
supper, and after the supper several ronquilladdssert, watered
by the purest concoction of the Prussian distékri

The spree was still in progress at ten o'clockiaPsdid to Manuel:
"Call Don Jacinto and tell him that I'm worse."

Manuel went to the dining-room. He could barely makit the congested
faces through the thick tobacco smoke that filleldatmosphere. As
Manuel entered, one of the merrymakers said:

"A little less noise; there's somebody sick."

Manuel delivered the message to the priest.

"Your mother's scared, that's all. I'll come dditater,"” replied
Don Jacinto.

Manuel returned to the room.

"Isn't he coming?" asked the sick woman.

"He'll be here right away. He says you're only eddr

"Yes. A fine scare," she murmured sadly. "Stay Here

Manuel sat down upon a trunk; he was so sleepgptlkl hardly see.

He was just dozing off when his mother called to.hi
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"Listen," she said. "Go into the room and fetch pieture of the
Virgin of Sorrows."

Manuel took down the picture,--a cheap cromograahd brought it to
the bedroom.

"Place it at the foot of the bed so that | canisée

The boy did as he was requested and returned sehts From the
dining-room came a din of songs, hand-clappingcastanets.

Suddenly Manuel, who was half asleep, heard a l@asping sound
issue from his mother's chest, and at the samehemeticed that
her face had become paler than ever and was twgdtrangely.

"What's the matter?"

The sufferer made no reply. Then Manuel ran tofynthie priest
again. Grumblingly he left the dining-room, lookaicthe sick woman
and said to the boy:

"Your mother's dying. Stay here, and I'll be batkrece with the
extreme unction."

The priest ordered the merrymakers in the dinirg¥raeo cease their
racket and the whole house became silent.

Nothing could be heard now save cautious footf¢hls,opening and
closing of doors, followed by the stertorous bresgtof the dying
woman and the tick-tock of the corridor clock.

The priest arrived with another who wore a stoleé administered all
the rites of the extreme unction. After the vicad @¢he sacristan

had gone, Manuel looked at his mother and sawvidrfeatures, her
drooping jaw. She was dead.

The youngster was left alone in the room, which diady lighted by
the oil lamp; there he sat on the trunk, trembiintlp cold and fear.

He spent the whole night thus; from time to time ndlady would
enter in her underclothes and ask Manuel somethigfer some bit
of advice which, for the most part, he did not ustind.

That night Manuel thought and suffered as perhapsaver thought and
suffered at any other time; he meditated upon #efulness of life

and upon death with a perspicacity that he hadmmsyssessed.
However hard he might try, he could not stem thedlof thoughts

that merged one with the other.
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At four in the morning the whole house was in steerwhen there was
heard the rattle of a latchkey in the stairway démfowed by
footsteps in the corridor and then the querulauiding of the
music-box upon the vestibule-table, playing the Mtdmata.

Manuel awoke with a start, as from a dream; heccoaot make out
where the music was coming from; he even imagihatltie had lost his
head. The little organ, after several hitches atlraatic sobs,
abandoned the Mandolinata and began to roll offouble time the

duet between Bettina and Pippo from _La Mascotte :

_Will you forget me, gentle swain,
Dressed in this lordly finery?_

Manuel left the bedroom and asked, through therceak
"Who is it?"

At the same moment voices were heard from evemrdde music-box
cut short the duet from _La Mascotte_ and laundpadtedly

into the strains of Garibaldi's hymn. Suddenlytigsic stopped and a
hoarse voice shouted:

"Paco! Paco!"

The landlady got up and asked who was making atlrdcket; one of
the men who had just entered the house explainadvinisky-soaked
voice that they were students who boarded on fine fllbor, and had
just come from the ball in search of Paco, ondnefsalesmen. The
landlady told them that some one had died in thesb@nd one of the
drunkards, who was a student of medicine, said t(nddmMike to view
the corpse. He was persuaded to change his minewvamngbody went
back to his place. The next day Manuel's sisterge wetified and
Petra was buried....

On the day after the interment Manuel left the doa-house and said
farewell to Dofa Casiana.

"What are you going to do?" she asked.
"l don't know. I'll see."”

"l can't keep you here, but | don't want you to\staCome here from
time to time."

After walking about town all the morning, Manuelfal himself at noon
on the Ronda de Toledo, leaning against the wdlbsfAmericas, at a
loss to know what to do with himself. To one silewise seated

upon the turf, was a loathsome, terribly ugly,-flased gamin, with

a clouded eye, bare feet, and a tattered jacketighrwhose rents
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could be glimpsed his dark skin, which had beenddrby the sun and
wind. Hanging from his neck was a canister intockitie threw the
cigarette ends that he gathered.

"Where do you live?" Manuel asked him.

"l haven't any father or mother," answered the uatvasively.
"What's your name?"

"The Orphan.”

"And why do they call you that?"

"Why! Because I'm a foundling."

"And didn't you ever have a home?"

"No."

"And where do you sleep?"

"Well, in the summer | sleep in the caves, or idgaand in winter,
in the asphalt caldrons.”

"And when they're not doing any asphalting?"

"In some shelter or other."

"All right, then. But what do you eat?"

"Whatever I'm given."

"And do you manage to do well?"

Either the foundling did not understand the questipit appeared
quite silly to him, for he merely shrugged his sldeus. Manuel
continued his curious interrogatory.

"Aren't your feet cold?"

“No."

"And don't you do anything?"

"Psch! ... whatever turns up. | pick up stubs |lisand, and when |
can't earn anything | go to the Maria Cristina aeks."

"What for?"



"What for? For a meal, of course."

"And where's this barracks?"

"Near the Atocha station. Why? Would you like tothere, too?"
"Yes, | would."

"Well, let's come along then, or we'll miss megseti’

The two got up and started on their journey. Theh@n begged at the
stores on the road and was given two slices ofthaea a small coin.

"Will you have some, _ninchi?_" he asked, offervignuel one of
the slices.

"Hand it over."

By the Ronda de Atocha they reached the Estacidvettodia.

"Do you know the time?" asked the Orphan.

"Yes. It's eleven."”

"Well then, it's too early to go to the barracks."

Opposite the station a lady, from the seat of &lcpaas making a
speech proclaiming the wonders of a salve for wewardl a specific

for curing the toothache.

The Orphan, biting away at his slice of bread,rmieted the speech
of the lady in the coach, shouting ironically:

"Give me a slice to take away my toothache!"

"And another one to me!" added Manuel.

The husband of the speechmaker, an old fellow wgarivery long
raglan and standing amidst the crowd of spectéigiesning with the
greatest respect to what his better half was saygiregv indignant
and speaking but half Spanish, cried:

"If 1 catch you your teeth'll ache for fair."

"This gentleman came from Archipipi,” interruptdée tOrphan.
The old codger tried to catch one of the urchinaniel and the

Orphan ran off, dodging the man in the raglan dadtmg themselves
opposite him.
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"Impudent rascals," shouted the gentleman. "NMegiou a hiding and
maybe your teeth won't really ache by the timethrough with you."

"But they hurt already,” chorused the ragamuffins.

The old fellow, exasperated beyond endurance, fyaméc chase to
the urchins; a group of idlers and news-vendorggdsgainst him as
if by accident, and the pursuer, perspiring fresetg wiping his face
with his handkerchief, went off in search of anasf.

"Fakir, froggie, beggar!" shouted the Orphan deeisi at him.

Then, laughing at their prank, they returned toltheacks and took
place at the end of a line composed of povertgistn folk and

tramps who were waiting for a meal. An old womarowlad already eaten

lent them a tin in which to place their food.

They ate and then, in company of other tatteredhgsiers climbed the
sandy slopes of San Blas hill to get a view froat #pot of the
soldiers on Atocha avenue.

Manuel stretched out lazily in the sun, filled witte joy of finding
himself absolutely free of worriment, of gazing ngbe azure sky
which extended into the infinite. Such blissful dominduced in him
a deep sleep.

When he awoke it was already mid-afternoon andvihd was chasing
dark clouds across the heavens. Manuel sat ug s a knot of
gamins close by, but the Orphan was nowhere t@be.s

A dense black cloud came up and blotted out theshortly afterward
it began to rain.

"Shall we go to Cojo's cave?" asked one of the boys

"Come on."

The entire band of ragamuffins broke into a ruthmdirection of
the Retiro, with Manuel hard after them. The thiaikadrops fell in
slanting, steel-hued lines; a stray sunbeam ghittérom the sky
through the dark violet clouds which were so ldmat they looked
like huge, motionless fishes.

Ahead of the ragamuffins, at an appreciable digtara two women
and two men.

"They're Rubia and Chata with a couple of hayséadsg one of the
gamins.

"They're running to the cave,"” added another.
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The boys reached the top of the hill; before theagce to the cave,
which was nothing but a hole dug out of the saatlaone-legged man
smoking a pipe.

"We're going in," announced one of the urchins ¢goC
"You can't,” he replied.

"And why not?"

"Because you can't."

"Man! Let's get in until the rain stops."”

"Impossible.”

"Why? Are Rubia and Chata inside?"

"What do you care if they are?"

"Shall we give those hayseeds a scare?" askedfdhe magamuffins,
whose ears were covered by long black locks.

"Just try it and see,"” growled Cojo, seizing a rock
"Come on to the Observatory," said another. "We'tnget wet there."

The gang turned back, hurdled a wall that stoatieir path and took
refuge in the portico of the Observatory on thechtoside. The wind
was blowing from the Guadarrama range so thatwesg in the lee.

For the afternoon and part of the evening the came pouring down;
they passed the time chatting about women, thattscemes. Two or
three of these youngsters had a home to go tahbuytdidn't care to
go. One, who was called El Mariané, related a nurabeotable tricks
and swindles; others, who displayed prodigioud skitl ingenuity,
roused the gathering to enthusiasm. After this thbad been
exhausted, a few suggested a game of cané, aidighwith the long
black locks, whom they called ElI Canco, sang iavafeminine voice
several _flamenco_ songs.

At night, as it grew cold, they lay down quite @dse each other

upon the ground and continued their conversatiglasuel was repelled
by the malevolent spirit of the gang; one of theid & story about

an aged fellow of eighty, "old Rainbow,"” who usedlteep furtively

in the Manzanares laundry in a hole formed by foats; one night
when an icy cold wind was blowing they opened tWhis mats and the
next day he was found frozen to death; El Mari@oéunted how he had
been with a cousin of his, a cavalry sergeant,palaic house and
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how the sergeant mounted upon a naked woman'samacgashed her
thighs with his spurs.

"The fact is," concluded El Mariané, "there's nothiike making
women suffer if you want to keep 'em satisfied."”

Manuel listened in astonishment to this counselnmind reverted to
that seamstress who came to the landlady's hondéhan to Salome,
and it occurred to him that he would not care teeh@ade them love
him by inflicting pain. He fell asleep with thesetions whirling in

his head.

When he awoke he felt the cold penetrating to Bry marrow. Day was
breaking and the rain had ceased; the sky, stil| dias strewn with
greyish clouds. Above a hedge of shrubs shone anstiae middle of
the horizon's pale band, and against this opalme gtood out the
intertwined branches of the trees, which were witlhout leaves.

The whistles of the locomotives could be heard ftbennearby
station; toward Carabanchel the lantern lights vpaleng in the dark
fields, which could be glimpsed by the vague lursibhoof nascent
day.

Madrid, level, whitish, bathed in mist, rose outloé night with its
many roofs, which cut the sky in a straight lirts;turrets, its

lofty factory chimneys; and amidst the silenceha tawn, the city
and the landscape suggested the unreality anddhemntessness of a
painting.

The sky became clearer, growing gradually blue. Noswnew white
houses stood out more sharply; the high partitiatisypierced
symmetrically by tiny windows; the roofs, the caisieéhe

balustrades, the red towers of recent constructi@army of
chimneys, all enveloped in the cold, sad, dampgpaphere of morning,
beneath a low zinc-hued sky.

Beyond the city proper, afar, rolled the Madrilengain in gentle
undulations, toward the mists of dawn; the Manzemaneandered along,
as narrow as a band of silver; it sought the Logeies hill,

crossing barren fields and humble districts, finédl curve and lose

itself in the grey horizon. Towering above Madt@ iGuadarrama
loomed like a lofty blue rampart, its summits cappath snow.

In the midst of this silence a church bell begammerry pealing,
but the chimes were lost in the somnolent city.

Manuel felt very cold and commenced pacing backfartt, rubbing his
shoulders and his legs. Absorbed in this operatierdid not see a

man in a boina, with a lantern in his hand, whorapphed him and
asked:
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"What are you doing here?"

Without replying, Manuel broke into a run down tii#; shortly
afterward the rest of the gang came scurrying damaked by the
kicks of the man in the boina.

As they reached the Velasco Museum, El Mariané said
"Let's see if we can't play a dirty trick on thainthed Cojo."
"Yes. Come on."

By a side path they climbed back to the spot wkieeg had been on
the previous afternoon. From the caves of San llasame a few
ragamuffins crawling out on all fours; frightenegithe sound of
voices and thinking, doubtless, that the police ¢@ue to make a
raid, they set off on a mad run, naked, with thagged clothing
under their arms.

They made their way to Cojo's cave; El Mariané peggl that as a
punishment for his not having let them go in thg before, they
should pile a heap of grass before the entrantteetoave and set
fire to the place.

"No, man, that's monstrous," objected El Cancog"f#llow hires out
his cave to Rubia and Chata, who hang around met@ave customers
in the barracks. He has to respect his agreemetitshem.”

"Well, we'll have to give him a lesson," retorteldMiariané. "You'll
see." Whereupon he crawled into the cave and reapgpesoon with El
Cojo’'s wooden leg in one hand and a stewpot imther.

"Cojo! Cojo!" he shouted.

At these cries the cripple stuck his head out efehtrance to the
cave, dragging himself along on his hands, bellgvilasphemies in
fury.

"Cojo! Cojo!" yelled El Mariané again, as if incig a dog. "There
goes your leg! And your dinner's following afteA% he spoke, he
seized the wooden leg and the pot and sent thdimgrdlown the
slope.

Then they all broke into a run for the Ronda ddatals. Above the
heights and valleys of the Pacifico district thgéwed disk of the
sun rose from the earth and ascended slowly anestially behind a
cluster of grimy huts.
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CHAPTER 1l
Meeting with Roberto--Roberto Narrates the Origfia Fantastic

Fortune.

Manuel was compelled to return to the bakery instjoéwork, and
there, thanks to Karl's intercession with the pietpr, the boy

spent a while as a substitute for a delivery-man.

Manuel understood that this was hardly a suitdtilegtfor him as a
regular position, and that it would get him nowhénat he was at a
loss what to do, what road to take.

When he was left without a job, he managed to eddong as he had
enough to pay for a chop-house meal. There canag awden he was
stranded without a céntimo and he resorted to tagaCristina
barracks.

For two or three days he had been taking up higippgamong the
beggars of the breadline, when once he caught sighbberto
entering the barracks. He did not go over to hismhefeared to lose
his place, but after eating he waited until Robeeme out.

"Don Roberto!" hailed Manuel.

The student turned deathly pale; at sight of Mahealegained his
composure.

"What are you doing here?" he asked.

"You can see for yourself. | come here to eatnltdand work."

"Ah! You come here to eat?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, | come for the same reason,” murmured Rabhéauighing.
"You?"

"Yes. | have been cheated out of my rightful fogin

"And what are you doing now?"

"I'm working on a newspaper, waiting until ther@'sacancy. At the

barracks | made friends with a sculptor who coneze lor his meals,
too, and we both live in a garret. | laugh at stinchgs, for | am



convinced that some day I'm going to be wealthg,\vahen | am, I'l
recall these hard times with pleasure."

"He's beginning to rave already," thought Manuel.

"Then you don't believe that I'm going to be a mean some day?"
"Certainly. Of course | do!"

"Where are you going?" asked Roberto.

"Nowhere in particular.”

"Let's take a stroll."

"Come on."

They walked down to Alfonso XlI Street and wenbitie Retiro; when
they had gone as far as the end of the carriage they sat down on

a bench.

"We'll drive along here in a carriage when | becameillionaire,”
said Roberto.

"You mean you.... As for me...." replied Manuel.

"You, too. Do you imagine that I'm going to let ystand in the
barrack's bread line when | have my millions?"

"He's truly a bit off his base,” thought Manuelutine has a kind

heart." Then he added. "Have your affairs been ngakiuch progress?”

"No, not much. The question is still pretty welh¢ged. But it will
be straightened out, mark my word."

"Do you know that that circus chap with the phorapyr showed up one
day with a woman named Rosa?" said Manuel. "I aenting for you to
see whether she was the one you were talking dbout.

"No. The one | was looking for is dead."

"Then your case is all cleared up?"

"Yes. But | need money. Don Telmo was ready to leedten thousand
duros on condition that I'd give him half of thettme as soon as |
entered into possession of it, if | won. But | idd."”

"How foolish."

"What's more, he wants me to marry his niece."
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"And you didn't want to?"

“No."

"But she's pretty."

"Yes. But she's not to my taste.”

"What? Are you still thinking of the Baroness's glaier?"
"How could | forget her! I've seen her. She is agge.”
"Yes. She's certainly good-looking."

"Only good-looking! Don't blaspheme. The momerawser, my mind was
made up. It's sink or swim for me."

"You run the risk of being left with nothing."

"l know that. | don't care. All or nothing. The Hiags have always
been men of will and resolution. And I'm inspiredthe example of
one of my relatives. It's an invigorating case eftimacity. You'll
see."

"My uncle, the brother of my grandfather, was emgptbin a London
business house and learned, through a sailorattla¢st filled with
silver had been dug up on one of the islands irPtfic; it was
supposed that it came from a vessel that had étt for the
Philippines. My uncle succeeded in finding out éxact spot where
the ship had been wrecked, and at once he gaves gosition and
went off to the Philippines. He chartered a bregahed the spot
indicated,--a reef of the Magellan archipelagoeytsounded at
several points and after hard work dredged up arigw shattered
chests that contained not a trace of anything. Vwhein food supply
gave out they were forced to return, and my urekemed Manila
without a farthing. He got a position in a businlbsase. After a

year of this a fellow from the United States pragbthat they should
go out together in quest of the treasure, and neleuaccepted, on
the condition that they'd share the profits equaly this second
voyage they brought up two huge, very heavy chests filled with
silver ingots, the other with Mexican gold piecése Yankee and my
uncle divided the money and each one's share agmtmimore than one
hundred thousand duros. But my uncle, who was atiradte fellow,
returned to the site of the shipwreck and this timaenust have
located the treasure, for he came back to Englatidanrcolossal
fortune. Today the Hastings, who still live in Ezugdl, are
millionaires. Do you remember that Fanny who camihé tavern in Las
Injurias with us?"
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"Yes."

"Well, she's one of the wealthy Hastings of England

"Then why didn't you ask them for some money?" gueManuel.
"No, never. Not even if | were dying of hunger, ah despite the
fact that they've often offered to help me. Befooening to Madrid |
sailed almost around the world in a yacht belongmnganny's

brother."

"And this fortune that you expect to own, is itats some island?"
asked Manuel.

"It seems to me that you're of the kind that hawéaith," answered
Roberto. "Before the crowing of the cock you wodéhy me three
times."

"No. | know nothing of your affairs; but if you shlol ever need me,
I'll be ready to serve you, and gladly.”

"But you doubt my destiny, and are wrong to doYsmu imagine that
I'm a bit daft.”

"No, no, sir."

"Bah! You think that this fortune that I'm to inltdas all a hoax."

"l don't know."

"Well, it isn't. The fortune exists. Do you remembevas once
talking with Don Telmo, in your presence, aboubawersation | had
with a certain book-binder in his house?"

"Yes, sir. | remember."

"Well, that conversation furnished me with the clevall the
investigations | afterward conducted; | won't i&u how | went
about collecting data and more data, little byejttor that would

bore you. I'll put the thing for you in a nutshell.

As he finished his sentence Roberto arose fronbéimeh upon which
they were seated and said to Manuel:

"Let's be going; that fellow yonder is hanging ardurying to hear
what we're talking about."

Manuel got up, surer than ever that Roberto wasyava that point;

they walked by El Angel Caido, reached the Metexiochl Observatory

and from there left for the hills that lie oppodite Pacifico and
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the Doiia Carlota districts.

"We can talk here," murmured Roberto. "If any oomes along, let me
know."

"Don't worry on that score," assured Manuel.

"Well, as | was telling you, that conversation pd®d the foundation
of a fortune that will soon be mine; but see hownwy a fellow can
be and how ill things look when they're too neantika full year

after | had had that conversation | made no atteémgtart my case.
The first efforts | made about two years ago. Tdeaicame to me on
one Carnival day. | was giving lessons in Englist atudying at the
University; of the little money | earned | had &ngl some to my
mother and the rest went toward my upkeep and itigridees. This
Carnival day,--a Tuesday, | remember,--1 had noatban three
pesetas to my name; | had been working so hardausteadily,
without a moment's let-up, that | said to myséalés, sir. Today I'm
going to do something foolish. I'm going to disgumyself. And
surely enough, on San Marcos Street | hired a domnmd a mask for
three pesetas, and | went out on to the streetmvaitla céntimo in

my pocket. | began to walk down toward La Castelland as | reached
the Cibeles fountain | stopped and asked mysei&tonishment: 'Why
did I have to spend the little money | had on nreafdisguise, when

| know nobody anyway?'

"l was about to return and get rid of my disgulsg, there were so
many people in the crowd that | had to float witk tide. | don't
know whether you've ever noticed how lonesome ertsfon these
Carnival days amidst the throngs of people. Thiguste in the crowd
is far more intense than solitude in a forestrdilight to my mind
the thousand absurdities one commits; the stedfityy own life.
'I'm going to waste my life in some grubbing praies,’ | said to
myself. 'I'll wind up by becoming a teacher, a srfEnglish
instructress. No; never that. | must seek an oppdst and the means
to emancipate myself from this petty existenceglse plunge into
tragic life." It also occurred to me that it waswpossible that

the opportunity had come to me without my knowigvho take
advantage of it, and at once | recalled my convensavith that
book-binder. | decided to go into the matter uhsiaw it more
clearly. Without any hope, you'll understand, boty as an
exercise of the will. 'l need more will-power,digd to myself,

'with which to conquer the details that come uprgweoment rather
than to perform some great sacrifice or be capaida instant of
abnegation. Sublime moments, heroic acts, arerrtitbaleeds of an
exalted intelligence than of the will; | have algdglt it in me to
perform some great deed such as taking a trendafending a
barricade or going to the North Pole; but, woulk Icapable of
finishing a daily stint, composed of petty proveeas and dull
routine? Yes,' said | to myself, and with this teson | mingled
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with the masked merrymakers and returned to Maahite the rest were
at the height of their fun.”

"And have you been working ever since?"

"Ever since, and with rapid persistency. The bowidér didn't care

to give me any details, so | installed myself ia @asa de
Canonigos, asked for the Libro de Turnos and tirere day to day I'd
look over list after list until | found the date tbfe lawsuit; from

there | went to Las Salesas, located the archidd apent an entire
month in a garret opening dockets until | founddioeuments. Then |
had to get baptismal certificates, seek recommentatrom a bishop,
run hither and thither, intrigue, scurry to thiaqe and that, until

the question began to clear up, and with all myudoents properly
arranged | presented my claim at London. During¢hevo years | laid
the foundations for the tower to the top of whithclimb yet.”

"And are you sure that the foundations are solid?"

"Certainly. They're all facts. Here they are,"” &mberto drew from
his pocket a folded paper. "This is the genealdgiea of my

family. This red circle is Don Fermin Nufiez de Lppriest of
Labraz, who goes to Venezuela at the end of thergegnth century,
and returns to Spain during the Trafalgar epochhi®fjourney home
an English vessel captures the Spanish ship orhvthecpriest is
sailing and takes him and the other passengemnatistransporting
them to England. Don Fermin reclaims his fortunéhefEnglish
government, it is returned to him and he depositsthe Bank of
England, and sails back to Spain during the Wana¢pendence. As
money was none too safe in Spain at that time, Bwmin leaves his
fortune in the Bank of England, and on one occasiesiring to
withdraw a large sum for the purchase of certaiates, he goes to
England with a cousin's niece;--the cousin wa®hlg relation and
was named Juan Antonio. This niece--" and Robesioted to a circle
upon the sheet, "marries an Irish gentleman, Banalwh dies after
three years. The priest Don Fermin decides tométuSpain and
orders his fortune to be remitted to the San Fetod&ank, but before
the money is transferred Don Fermin dies. Bandan|rishman,
presents a will in which the priest names his nexsole heir, and
proves, moreover, that he had a son by his wife, did directly
after baptism. Don Fermin's cousin, Juan Antorfikabraz, brings
suit against Bandon, and the suit lasts for ndargnty years. Juan
Antonio dies and the Irishman is thus enabled tieciopart of the
inheritance.

"Juan Antonio's other daughter marries a cousimeo$, a merchant of
Haro, and has three children, two boys and a G girl enters a
nunnery, one of the boys dies in the Carlist wal the other goes
into business and leaves for America.



"This fellow, Juan Manuel NUnez makes a regulaiufoe and marries a
native and has two daughters: Augusta and Margatgusta, the
younger, marries my father, Ricardo Hasting, whs wanadcap and ran
away from his home; Margarita weds a soldier, cel@uenavida. They
all come to Spain with plenty of money; my fath&mges into
disastrous business schemes, and after he hasitbedy ruined he
learns, | don't know how, that the fortune of thiegt Nufiez de

Latona is at the disposition of the heirs. He goeSngland, enters

his claim; they demand his documents, he brings fitve baptismal
records of his wife's ancestors and it is found the priest Don
Fermin's birth registration is missing. Soon myéatgives up

writing and years and years go by; at the end akrtizan ten we
receive a letter telling us that he has died intralis.

"Margarita, my mother's sister, is left a widow hwvé daughter,
marries a second time, and her husband turns @sical of the worst
brand who leaves her without a céntimo. Rosa, &ugldter of the
first marriage, unable to put up with her step-éatlelopes with an
actor and nothing more is heard of her.

"If," added Roberto, "you have followed my explaoas, you will have
seen that the only remaining relatives of Don FarNiifiez de Latona
are my sisters and |, because Margarita's daugtuea NUfiez has
died.

"Now, the point is to prove this relationship, ah relationship

is proved, for | have the baptismal documents shatv our descent in

a direct line from Juan Antonio, Fermin's brotlrt why doesn't
Fermin NUfiez de Latona's name appear in the paggster of Labraz?
That's what's been bothering me, and I've settl@dat Irishman
Bandon, when his rival Juan Antonio died, sentgais an agent named
Shaphter, who caused the disappearance of Don fFerpaiptismal
certificate. How? | don't know as yet. In the m&aet I'm continuing
the claim in London, just to keep the case in tharts, and the

Hastings are the ones who are pushing the suit."

"And how much does this fortune amount to?" askeohiudl.
"Reckoning principal and interest, to a million pds sterling."
"And is that much?"

"Without allowing for exchange, about one hundratlion reales;
allowing for exchange, a hundred and thirty."

Manuel burst out laughing.
"And all for you alone?"

"For me and my sisters. You can just imagine, whasilect that sum,
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what these cheap carriages and such things wilhrteeme. Nothing at
all.”

"And now, in the meantime, you haven't a peseta.”

"Such is life. You've got to wait. It can't be hetb Now, when
nobody believes me, | enjoy the recognition of mynatrength more
than I'll enjoy my subsequent triumph. | have rdaevhole mountain;
a dense mist prevents people from seeing it; tammothe clouds will
scatter and the mountain will stand forth with srewned crests."”

Manuel thought it silly to be talking of all thipolence when
neither of them had enough to buy a meal. Pretgnidiportant
matters, he took leave of Roberto.

CHAPTER IV,

Dolores the Scandalous--Pastiri's Tricks--Tergiragery--A
Modest Out-of-the-way Robbery.

After a week spent in sleeping in the open Maneeldkd one day to
rejoin Vidal and Bizco and to take up their evilysa

He inquired after his friends in the taverns onAlnelalucia
cart-road, at La Llorosa, Las Injurias, and a chofr&l Bizco, who
was named El Chingui, told him that El Bizco wasystg at Las
Cambroneras, at the home of a well-known thievingnspet called
Dolores the Scandalous.

Manuel went off to Las Cambroneras, asked for Basl@nd was shown a
door in a patio inhabited by gipsies.

Manuel knocked, but Dolores refused to open the;dolly, after
hearing the boy's explanations, she allowed hiootoe in.

Dolores' home consisted of a room about three mestjaare; in the
rear could be made out a bed where El Bizco wapslg in his
clothes, beside a sort of vaulted niche with a ceynand a tiny
fireplace. The furnishings of the room consisted tdible, a trunk,
a white shelf containing plates and earthenwars, @otd a pine
wall-bracket that supported an oil-lamp.

Dolores was a woman of about fifty; she wore blelokhes, a red
kerchief knotted around her forehead like a bandagkanother of
some indistinct colour over her head.
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Manuel called to El Bizco and, when the cross-dg#dw awoke, asked
after Vidal.

"He'll be here right away," said El Bizco, and themning upon the
old lady, he growled: "Hey, you, fetch my boots."

Dolores was slow in executing his orders, whereupldBizco, wishing
to show off his domination over the woman, struek h

The woman did not even mumble; Manuel looked coddligl Bizco, in
disgust; the other averted his gaze.

"Want a bite?" asked El Bizco of Manuel when he gadout of bed.
"If you have anything good...."
Dolores drew from the fire a pan filled with meatgotatoes.

"You take good care of yourselves,"” murmured MamwbBbm hunger had
made profoundly cynical.

"They trust us at the butcher's,” said Doloregxplain the
abundance of meat.

"If you and | didn't work hard hereabouts," intetgd El Bizco,
"much we'd be eating.”

The woman smiled modestly. They finished their uaad Dolores
produced a bottle of wine.

"This woman," declared El Bizco, "just as you behioér there, beats
them all. Show him what we have in the corner."

“Not now, man."

"And why not?"

"Suppose some one should come?"

“I'll bolt the door."

"All right.”

El Bizco bolted the door. Dolores pushed the tablie middle of
the room, went over to the wall, pulled away a pabkalsomined
canvas about a yard square, and revealed a gapecmith ribbons,

cords, lace edging and other objects of passementer

"How's that?" said El Bizco. "And it's all of hewa collecting.”



"You must have quite a bit of money there."

"Yes. It's worth quite a bit," agreed Dolores. Tiste let the strip

of canvas fall into place against the excavatiothewall, fastened
it and drew up the bed before it. El Bizco unbolteel door. In a few
moments there was a knock.

"That must be Vidal," said El Bizco, adding in avlgoice, as he
turned to Manuel, "See here, not a word to him."

Vidal strutted in with his carefree air, expresbedpleasure at
Manuel's coming, and the three left for the street.

"Are you going to be around here?" asked the oltham
"Yes."

"Don't come late, then, eh?" added Dolores, adomg$&izco.
The cross-eyed bully did not deign to make anyyepl

The three chums went to the square that faces dddedge; near by,
at a stand owned by Garatusa, a penitentiary graduzo ran a
"fence” for thieves and didn't lose any money,ahiey had a drink
and then, walking along Ocho Hilos Avenue they céohie Ronda de
Toledo.

The vicinity of El Rastro was thronged with Sundagwds.

Along the wall of Las Grandiosas Américas, in thace between the
Slaughter-house and the Veterninary School, a tongof itinerant
hawkers had set up their stands.

Some, garbed like beggars, stood dozing motiorgamst the wall,
indifferently contemplating their wares: old pictsr new
chromographs, books; useless, damaged, filthylestighich they felt
sure none of the public would purchase. Others westiculating and
arguing with their customers; several repulsivengrold women with
huge straw hats on their heads, dirty hands, akinsb@ and
indecencies quivering upon their lips, were chatteaway like
magpies.

The gipsy women in their motley garments were comlbheir little
brunettes and their black-skinned, large-eyed whbeles_in

the sun; a knot of vagrants was carrying on a gentiscussion;
mendicants wrapped in rags, maimed, crippled, wkoaiting, singing,
wailing, and the Sunday throng, in search of baxgacurried back
and forth, stopping now and then to question, 3o while folks
passed by with faces congested by the heat olutlhe-a spring sun
that blinded one with the chalky reflection of thesty soil,
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glittering and sparkling with a thousand glintghe broken mirrors
and the metal utensils displayed in heaps upogrtend. To add to
this deafening roar of cries and shouts, two orgaesed the air
with the merry wheeze of their blending, interweayviones.

Manuel, El Bizco and Vidal strolled to the headebRastro and
turned down again. At the door of Las Américas thmey Pastiri
sniffing around the place.

Catching sight of Manuel and the other two, théofelof the three
cards approached and said:

"Shall we have some wine?"

"Sure."

They entered one of the taverns of the Ronda.rPasts alone that
day, as his companion had gone off to the Escaiiatie he had no
one to act as his confederate in the game he haddé a céntimo.
Now, if they would consent to act as bait to indtle@inquisitive
onlookers to play, he'd give them a share of tloétsr

"Ask him how much?" said El Bizco to Vidal.

"Don't be an idiot."

Pastiri explained the matter for El Bizco's benéfie confederates
were to place bets and then proclaim in a loudesthat they had
won. Then he'd see to making the spectators eagxay.

"All right. We know what to do," said Vidal.

"You agree to the scheme?"

"Yes, man."

Pastiri gave them three pesetas apiece and théefotine tavern,
crossed the Ronda and made their way in the croWBtRastro.

Every once in a while Pastiri would stop, thinkimg had caught sight
of a prospective dupe; El Bizco or Manuel wouldcpla bet; but the
fellow who looked like an easy victim would smilg lae saw them lay
the snare or else pass on indifferently, quite stocned to this type

of trickery.

Soon Pastiri noticed a group of rustics with theoad hats and
short trousers.

" _Aluspiar_, here come a few birds and we may vibein for
something,” he said, and he planted himself anddnd table
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directly in the path of the country-folk and bedas game.

El Bizco bet two pesetas and won; Manuel followedd with the same
results.

"This fellow is a cinch," said Vidal in a loud veicturning to the
group of hayseeds. "Have you seen all the moneylds&hg? That
soldier there just won six duros.”

Hearing this, one of the rustics drew near, anthgebat Manuel and
El Bizco were winning, he wagered a peseta and Wwba fellow's
companions advised him to retire with his winningst his greed got
the best of him and he returned to bet two pesktsisg them.

Then Vidal bet a duro.

"Here's a five-peseta piece," he declared, ringnegcoin upon the
ground, He picked out the right card and won.

Pastiri made a gesture of anoyance.

The rustic wagered another duro and lost; he gthao&iously at his
fellow countrymen, extracted another duro andtloat, too.

At this moment a guard happened along and the dooak®e up; noting
Pastiri's movement of flight, the hayseed triedde him, grabbing
at his coat, but the trickster gave a rude tugesmuéped in the

crowd.

Manuel, Vidal and El Bizco made their way acrossRtaza del Rastro
to Embajadores Street.

El Bizco had four pesetas, Manuel six and Vidaltieen.
"And what are we going to return to that guy?" aské&Bizco.
"Return? Nothing," answered Vidal.

"Why, that would be robbing him of his whole yearsfits,” objected
Manuel.

"What of it? Deuce take him," retorted Vidal. "Wanee darn near
getting caught ourselves, with nothing for our bieu"

It was lunch hour and they wondered where to gdaVsettled it,
saying that as long as they were on EmbajadoregiSthe Society of
the Three, in plenary session, might as well cargtion the way down
till they got to La Manigua restaurant.

The suggestion was accepted and the associatestispeSunday



afternoon in royal fashion; Vidal was splendid, rsgieg Pastiri's
money right and left, inviting several girls to ith&able and
dancing all the _chulo__ steps.

To Manuel this beginning of his free life seemed atall bad. At
night the three comrades, somewhat the worse foe,veimbled up
Embajadores Street, turning into the surroundiragliro

"Where am | going to sleep?" asked Manuel.

"Come over to my house," answered Vidal.

When they came in sight of Casa Blanca, El Bizfothem.
"Thank the Lord that tramp has gone," muttered Vida
"Have you had a scrap with him?"

"He's a beastly fellow. He lives with La Escandalosho's an old fox
in truth, sixty years at the very least, and spenasything she

robs with her lovers. But she feeds him and he btghave some
consideration for her. Nothing doing, though; lavgays kicking her
and punching her and pricking her with his dirkd @me time he even
heated an iron and wanted to burn her. If he takesnoney, well and
good; but what's the sense of his burning her?"

They reached Casa Blanca, a squalid section comgsdta single
street; Vidal opened a door with his key; he lightematch and the
pair climbed up to a tiny room with a mattress pthon the bricks.

"You'll have to sleep on the floor," said Vidal.Hi§ bed belongs to
my girl."

"All right.”
"Take this for your head," and he threw him a womanlled-up skirt.

Manuel pillowed his head against the skirt anddsleep. He awoke
at dawn. He opened his eyes and sat down upotottrewithout a
thought as to where he might be. Through a tinydevm came a pale
glow. Vidal, stretched out on the mattress, wasiagpbeside him
slept a girl, breathing with her mouth wide opamd streaks of
rouge stained her cheeks.

Manuel felt nauseated by the excess of the preday's drink; he
was deeply dejected. He gave serious thought tlifériproblems.

"I'm not made for this," he told himself. "I'm negr a savage like
Bizco nor a brazen, carefree lout like Vidal. What | going to do,
then?"
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A thousand things occurred to him, for the most papossible of
attainment; he imagined all manner of involved gctg. Within him,
vaguely, his maternal inheritance, with its resgecll

established custom, struggled against his antafomagrant
instincts that were fed by his mode of living.

"Vidal and Bizco," he said to himself, "are luck@raps than myself.
They don't hesitate; they have no scruples. Thegota start on
their careers...."

In the end, he considered, they would come to #llewys or to the
penitentiary; but in the meantime the one expeadn suffering
because he was too beastly to know what it meadttlee other
because he was too lazy, and both of them let tblwesfloat
tranquilly with the stream.

Despite his scruples and his remorse, Manuel gherdummer under
the protection of El Bizco and Vidal, living in GaBlanca with his
cousin and his cousin's mistress, a girl who seladspapers and
practised thievery at the same time.

The Society of the Three carried on its operatiartee suburbs and
Las Ventas, La Prosperidad and the Dofa Carlotaosethe Vallecas
bridge and the Four Roads; and if the existenchisfsociety never
came to be suspected and never figured in the aohatime, it is
because its misdemeanours were limited to modegtaries of the
sort facilitated by the carelessness of propertyerg.

The three associates were not content to operdte isuburbs of
Madrid; they extended the radius of their actigitie the nearby
towns and to all places in general where crowdsectgether.

The market and the small squares were test lcesglitor the booty
might be of a larger quantity but on the other htredpolice were
especially vigilant.

In general, they exploited the laundries more tay other place.

Vidal, like the clever fellow he was, managed ton@ace El Bizco
that he was the most gifted of the three for thekw®he cross-eyed
thug, out of sheer vanity, always undertook thetrdd&cult part of
the task, seizing the booty, while Vidal and Markegt a sharp
lookout.

Vidal would say to Manuel, at the very moment & thbbery, when El
Bizco already had the stolen sheet or chemise undeoat:

"If anyone happens along, don't say a word; notHieg them arrest
him; we'll shut up tight as clams, absolutely moliss; if they ask
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anything, we know nothing. Right-o?"
"Agreed."

Sheets, chemises, cloaks and all the other artitégsrobbed they
would sell at the second-hand shop on La Ribei@wtédores, which
Don Telmo used to visit. The owner, employé or what he was of the
shop, would purchase everything the thieves brqwagla very low
price.

This "fence," which profited by the oversight ohse base officer
(for the police lists did not bother with thesentis), was presided
over by a fellow called Uncle Pérquique. He spésitthole life
passing to and fro in front of his establishmemt.d€ceive the
municipal guard he sold shoe-laces and bargainsdmae from the
old-clothes shop he conducted.

In the spring this fellow would don a cook's whitg and cry out his
tarts with a word that he scarcely pronounced anidimhe liked to

alter constantly. Sometimes the word seemed tcébguiRjue!

Pérquique! but at once it would change sound artdansformed into
Pérqueque or Parquique, and these phonetic madfisavere extended
to infinity.

The origin of this word Pérquique, which cannofdaend in the
dictionary, was as follows: The cream tarts soldhgyman in the
white cap brought five céntimos apiece and he wond' A perra
chica! A perra Chica!_ Only five pesetas apiecdivA-peseta
piece!" As a result of his lazy enunciation he sepped the first A
and converted the other two into E, thus transfogniis cry into

" Perre chique! Perre chique! " Later, Perre ahigwrned

into _Pérquique._

The "fence" guard, a jolly soul, was a speciahstrying wares; he
shaded his cries most artistically; he would gorfithe highest notes
to the lowest or vice versa. He would begin, faaraple, on a very
high note, shouting:

"Look here! A real! Only one real! Ladies' and gemiosiery at a

real a pair! Look-a-here now! A real a pair!" Théwering his
register, he would continue, gravely: "A nice Bayerwaistcoat. A
splendid bargain!" And as a finale, he would add lasso profundo:
"Only twenty pesetas!"

Uncle Pérquigue knew the Society of the Three,ledould favour El
Bizco and Vidal with his advice.

Safer and more profitable than dealing with théest@oods
purchasers of the second-hand shop was the plawéd by Dolores la
Escandalosa, who sold the ribbons and the laceskieapilfered to
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itinerant hawkers who paid very well. But the mensha the Society
of the Three were eager to get their dividendsldyic

The sale completed, the three would repair to artaat the end of
Embajadores avenue, corner of Las Delicias, whiely talled the
Handkerchief Corner.

The associates were especially careful not towadetin the same
place and never to appear together in those Jiesnthere
unfavourable surveillance was suspected.

Some days, which did not come often, when theftgind no plunder,
the three companions were compelled to work inrGampillo del Mundo
Nuevo, scattering heaps of wood and gatheringyittoer with rakes
after it had been properly aired and dried.

Another of the Society's means of subsistence agbunting. El
Bizco, who was endowed with no talent (his head/idal said, was a
salted melon) had a really great gift for catchaags. All he needed
was a sack and a stick and he did famously. Ewénglcat in sight
was soon in his game-bag.

The members made no distinction between slendesrsumptive cats,
or pregnant tabbies. Every puss that came alonglersured with the
same ravenous appetite. They would sell the skilid Rastro; when
there were no ready funds, the innkeeper of thedkenchief Corner
would let them have wine and bread on tick, andSbeety would
indulge in a Sardanapalesque banquet....

One afternoon in August Vidal, who had dined in Mastas the
previous day with his girl, proposed to his comsadescheme to rob
an abandoned house on the East Road.

The project was discussed in all seriousness, aridenafternoon of
the following day the three went out to look theitery over.

It was Sunday, there was a bull-fight; omnibuse$ street cars,
packed with people, rolled along Alcala Street thesipen hacks
occupied by harlots in Manila mantles and men aksh mien.

Outside the bull-ring the throng was denser thaer;dvom the street
cars came pouring streams of people who ran foenlt@nce; the
ticket-speculators rushed upon them with a shouigst the black
multitude shone the white helmets of the mounteatds From the
inside of the ring came a muffled roar like theetid

Vidal, El Bizco and Manuel, chagrined that theyldauot go in,
continued on their way, passed Las Ventas andttuokoad to
Vicélvaro. The south wind, warm and sultry, laid/laite sheet of dust
over the fields; along the road from different difens drove black
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and white hearses, for adults and children resgagtifollowed by
gigs containing mourners.

Vidal indicated the house: it stood back from thad and seemed
abandoned. It was fronted by a garden with its;dsbkind extended
an orchard planted with leafless saplings, withagewmill. The
orchard-wall was low and could be scaled with re¢atacility; no
danger threatened; there were neither prying neigtsonor dogs; the
nearest house, a marbler's workshop, was morethines hundred
metres distant.

From the neighbourhood of the house could be matithe East
cemetery, girded by arid yellow fields and barrédlotks; in the
opposite direction rose the Bull Ring with its liridpanner and the
outlying houses of Madrid. The dusty road to thedkground ran
between ravines and green slopes, among abandtek&iins and
excavations that showed the reddish ochre bowelseotarth.

After a minute examination of the house and itsaurdings, the
three returned to Las Ventas. At night they féi Igoing back to
Madrid, but Vidal suggested that they had bettaraia where they
were, so that they could commit the robbery at dafithe next day.
This was decided upon and they lay down in a tille-kn the
passageway formed by two walls of heaped-up bricks.

A cold wind blew violently throughout the night. kiael was the first
to awake and he roused the other two. They lefpssageway formed
by the walls of bricks. It was still night; frormie to time a

segment of the moon peered through the dark clowas;it hid, now it
seemed to rest upon the bosom of one of those déms#s which it
silvered so delicately.

In the distance, above Madrid a bright glow begaappear,
irradiated by the lights of the city; a few tombss in the cemetery
cast a pallid shimmer.

Dawn was already tinting the heavens with its mghaty flush when
the three robbers approached the house.

Manuel's heart was pounding with agitation.

"Ah, by the way," said Vidal. "If by any accidenewhould be
surprised, we mustn't run; we've got to stick righthe house."

El Bizco burst into laughter; Manuel, who knew thet cousin wasn't
talking just for the sake of hearing his voice,eask

"Why?"

"Because if they catch us in the house it's orbgalied attempt at
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robbery, and the punishment isn't severe; on therdtand, if they
catch us in flight, that would be a successful evgland the penalty
would be great. So | was told yesterday."

"Well, I'll escape if | can.”
"Do as you please."

They scaled the wall; Vidal remained astride oleianing forward
and watching for signs of any one. Manuel and ELBj making their
way astraddle along the wall, approached the handeentrusting
their feet to the roof of a shed, jumped down tereace with a
bower slightly higher than the orchard.

The rear door and the balconies of the ground fedto this
gallery; but both the door and the balconies werevall fastened
that it was impossible to open them.

"Can't you make it?" whispered Vidal from his perch
"No."
"Here, take my knife." And Vidal threw it dawn toet gallery.

Manuel tried to pry the balconies open with thefdiiut met with no
success; El Bizco attempted to force the door wigtshoulder and it
yielded enough to leave a chink, whereupon Mamisbduced the blade
of the knife and worked the catch of the lock bankl he could open
the door. El Bizco and Manuel then went in.

The lower floor of the house consisted of a ve$tiwhich formed
the bottom of a staircase leading to a corridod, taro rooms whose
balconies overlooked the orchard.

The first thing that came to Manuel's head waenahe lock of the
door that led to the road.

"Now," said El Bizco to him, after admiring thisyatent precaution,
"let's see what there is in the place.”

They set about calmly and deliberately to takenaentory of the
house; there wasn't three ochavos' worth of maierthe entire
establishment. They were forcing the dining-roooset when of a
sudden they heard the bark of a dog close by andrtn in fright to
the gallery.

"What's the matter?" they asked Vidal.

"A damned dog's begun to bark and he'll certaitthpet somebody's
attention.”
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"Throw a stone at him."

"Where'll | get it?"

"Scare him."

"He'll bark all the more."

"Jump down here, or they'll surely see you."

Vidal jumped down into the orchard. The dog, whastrhave been a
moral animal and a defender of private propertytiooied his loud

barking.

"But the deuce!" growled Vidal at his friends. "Hawt you finished
yet?"

"There's nothing!"

The three returned to the rooms trembling; theyexka napkin and
stuffed into it whatever they laid hands upon: ppm=r clock, a white
metal candlestick, a broken electric bell, a mer&aarometer, a
magnet and a toy cannon.

Vidal climbed up the wall with the bundle.

"Here he is," he whispered in fright.

"Who?"

"The dog."

"I'll go down first,” mumbled Manuel, and placinfgetknife between
his teeth he let himself drop. The dog, insteaslettfing upon him,
withdrew a short distance, but he continued higibgr

Vidal did not dare to jump down with the bundlenhis hands; so he
threw it carefully upon some bushes; as it fellyahe barometer
broke; the rest was already broken. El Bizco ardhMihen jumped
down and the three associates set out on a cresgrgaun, pursued
by the canine defender of private property, whdédrmat their heels.

"What damned fools we are!" exclaimed Vidal, stowpi'lf a guard
should see us running like this he'd certainlysiros."

"And if we pass the city gate they'll recognize wva're carrying in
this bundle and we'll be stopped,” added Manuel.

The Society halted to deliberate and choose a eairaction. The



booty was left at the foot of a wall. They lay doamthe ground.

"A great many rag-dealers and dustmen pass this'waigl Vidal, "on
the road to La Elipa. Let's offer this to the fioste that comes

along."

"For three duros," corrected El Bizco.

"Why, of course."

They waited a while and soon a ragpicker hove viga/, bearing an
empty sack and headed for Madrid. Vidal called birar and offered to
sell their bundle.

"What'll you give us for these things?"

The ragdealer looked over the contents of the lmymdade a second
inventory, and then in a jesting tone, with a rouglcte, asked:

"Where did you steal this?"

The three associates chorused their protestatidrihb ragpicker
paid no heed.

"l can't give you more than three pesetas for thelgrbusiness."

"No," answered Vidal. "Rather than accept thatlvwade the bundle
with us."”

"All right. The first guard | meet I'll inform agast you and tell
him that you're carrying stolen goods on your perso

"Come across with the three pesetas,"” said Vidaké the bundle.”
Vidal took the money and the ragdealer, laughiogk the package.
"The first guard we see we'll tell that you've gtiilen goods in

your sack," shouted Vidal to the ragdealer. The widim the sack got
angry and gave chase to the trio.

"Hey there! Come back! Come back!" he bellowed.

"What do you want?"

"Give me my three pesetas and take your bundle."

"Nix. Give us a duro and we won't say a word."

"Like hell."
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"Give us only two pesetas more."
"Here's one, you rascal."

Vidal seized the coin that the ragdealer threwimat nd, as none
was sure of himself, they made off hurriedly. Wileey reached
Dolores' house in Las Cambroneras, they were bathgerspiration,
exhausted.

They ordered a flask of wine from the tavern, "Aea bungle we made
of it, hang it all," grumbled Vidal.

After the wine was paid for there remained tenagathis they
divided among the three, receiving eighty céntimpigce. Vidal
summed up the day's work with the remark that¢bramitting
robberies in out-of-the-way spots was all disadages and no
advantages, for besides exposing oneself to thgedari being sent
to the penitentiary almost for life and gettingesating and being
chewed up by a moral dog, a fellow ran the riska@hg wretchedly
fooled.

CHAPTER V
Gutter Vestals--The Troglodytes.
"No use. We've got to get rid of that beastly BiZ€gery time | see
him hate him more and he disgusts me more."
"Why?"

"Because he's a brute. Let him go off to his ok] fdolores. You and
| can go to the theatre every night."

"How?"

"With the claque. We don't have to pay. All we havelo is applaud
when we get the signal.”

This condition seemed to Manuel so easy to fullitthe asked his
cousin:

"But listen. How is it, then, that everybody doégo to the theatre
like that?"

"Because they don't all know the head of the clasukedo.”



And as a matter of fact they went to the Apollor e first few
days all Manuel could do was think of the plays dredactresses.
Vidal, with his superior manner in all things, Iead the songs right
away; Manuel secretly envied him.

Between the acts the members of the clague wouyddiadto a tavern
on Barquillo Street, varying this occasionally wélvisit to another
place on the Plaza, del Rey. This latter resorttvasendezvous of
the claquers that worked in Price's Circus.

Almost all the legion of applauders were youngstarfew of them

worked in shops here and there; for the most past tvere loafers

and organgrinders who wound up by becoming supeenames, chorus men
or ticket-speculators.

There were among them effeminate, clean-shavers tyjia a woman's
face and a shrill voice.

At the entrance to the theatre Vidal and Manuelartae acquaintance
of a group of girls, from thirteen to eighteen yeaf age, who
wandered about Alcala Street approaching well-tgitars of the
middle class; they pretended to be news-vendorsaavelys had a copy
of the _Heraldo_ with them.

Vidal cultivated the intimacy of the girls; they mealmost all
homely, but this did not interfere with his plangyich consisted of
extending the radius of his activities and his klzulge.

"We must leave the suburbs and work our way towsedcentre,” said
Vidal.

Vidal wished Manuel to help him, but Manuel hadgifo for it. Vidal
came to be the cadet for four girls who lived tbgetin Cuatro

Caminos and were named, respectively, La Mella&GGbga, La Rabanitos
and Engracia; they had come to form, together Witlal, El Bizco and
Manuel another Society, though this one was anomgmo

The poor girls needed protection; they were pursnerk than the
other loose women by the police because they pagtaft to the
inspectors. They would be forever fleeing from glnb@rds and agents,
who, whenever there was a round-up, would take tioetime station and
thence to the Convento de las Trinitarias.

The thought of being immured in the convent strgekuine terror into
their hearts.

"To think of never seeing the street," they moamedf this were a
most horrible punishment.

And the abandonment at night in the unprotectetbtighfares, which
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inspired horror in others; the cold, the rain, $hew,--were to them
liberty and life.

They all spoke in a rough manner; their grammanaoi-forms were
incorrect; language in them leaped backwards irtoreus atavic
regression.

They spiced their talk with a long string of théet lines and
"gags."

The four led a terrible life; they spent the moghand the afternoon
in bed sleeping and didn't go to sleep again &,

"We're like cats," La Mella would say. "We huntéght and sleep by
day."

La Mella, La Goya, La Rabanitos and Engracia wagadt night to the
centre of Madrid, accompanied by a white-beardegy@ewith a smiling
face and a striped cap.

The old man came to beg alms; he was a neighbdbedirls and they
called him Uncle Tarrillo, bantering him upon hisquent sprees. He
was utterly daft and loved to talk upon the conapbf popular
manners.

La Mella said that Uncle Tarrillo had tried, ongmi after they had
returned alone from the Jardinillos del DepositAdea, to violate
her and that he had made her laugh so much thatsiimpossible.

The mendicant would wax indignant at the tale aodla/ pursue the
indiscreet maid with all the ardour of an old faun.

Of the four girls the ugliest was La Mella; withrheg, deformed
head, her black eyes, her wide mouth and brokeh,teer dumpy
figure, she looked like the lady-jester of someiamicprincess. She
had been on the point of becoming a chorus-gid;wshs balked,
however, for despite her good voice and excellanf@ music, she
could not pronounce the words clearly because ofigsing teeth.

La Melld was always in high spirits, singing anddhing at all hours
of the day and night. She carried in her apron-pbakiny
powder-puff with a mirror on the inside of the cgv&he would stop
at every other step to gaze at herself by the blat

street-lantern and powder her face.

She was affectionate and kind-hearted. Her excesgjimess made
Manuel gag. The lass was eager to win him but Vadiised his cousin
not to take up with her; La Goya suited him betfi@r she made more
money.
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La Melld was not at all to Manuel's taste, despieaffectionate
caresses; but La Goya was compromised with El Sdtnlaa man with a
position, as she said, for when he went to workuheed the crank of
an handorgan.

This organ-grinder took all the receipts of La Goyho, as the
prettiest of the quartet, enjoyed the most numepationage; El
Soldadito watched her and when she went off witfbady, followed,
waiting for her to come out of the house of asdignaso that he
could collect her earnings.

Vidal, of the four, condescended to choose La Riatsaand Engracia
as the objects of his protection; the two girlseviarever disputing
over him. La Rabanitos looked like a pocket-editddrm woman; a
white little face with blue streaks about her nasd her mouth; a
rachetic, wizened body; thin lips and large eyesabierotic blue;

she dressed like an old woman, with her sombie btoak and her
black dress; such was La Rabanitos. She was bdthette frequent
hemorrhages; she spoke with all the mannerismgyodirany, making
queer twists and turns, and she spent all her gbamege on dry salt
tunny fish, caramels and other dainties.

Engracia, Vidal's other favourite, was the typizadthel inmate: her
face was white with rice powder; her dark, flash&tygs had an
expression of purely animal melancholy; as she sigble showed her
blue teeth, which contrasted with the whitenedsesfpowdered
countenance. She leaped from joy to dejection withr@ansition. She
could not smile. Her face was as soon darkenedupydity as it was
illuminated by a ribald merriment, insulting anchal.

Engracia had little to say and when she spoke sttwaitter
something particularly bestial and filthy, of invetd cynicism and
pornography. Her imagination was of monstrous|fgrti

A macabrous sculptor might have hit upon a worgesfius by cutting
the thoughts of this girl into the stone represensome infernal
Dance of Death.

Engracia could not read. She wore loud waists, &heepink; a white
kerchief on her head and a coloured apron; sheettalong with a
swaying movement, so that the coins in her purge jkegling. She
had been eight years in this brothel life, and aaly sixteen in

all. She was sorry to have grown up, for she daatlshe had earned
far more as a little girl.

The friendship of Manuel and Vidal with these gldsted a couple of
months; Manuel could not make up his mind to tgkevith La Mella;
she was too repulsive; Vidal widened the horizdnsi®activity,
tippled with a gang of _chulos_ and devoted himgethe

conquest of a flower-girl who sold carnations.
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Engracia and La Rabanitos conceived a violent ddtrethe lass.

"That strumpet?" La Rabanitos would say. "Why, sh&eady as
disreputable as us...."

One night Vidal did not put in his usual appearaasic€asa Blanca,
and two or three days later he showed up at theddel Sol with a
tall, buxom woman garbed in grey.

"Who's that?" asked Manuel of his cousin.
"Her name's Violeta; I've taken up with her."
"And the other one, at Casa Blanca?"

Vidal shrugged his shoulders.

"You can have her if you wish," he said.

Vidal's former sweetheart likewise disappeared ffoamsa Blanca and,
after he had been unable to collect the two weeks, the
administrator put Manuel out into the street and #e furnishings:

a few empty bottles, a stew-pot and a bed.

For several days Manuel slept upon the benchdsedPlaza de Oriente
and on the chairs of La Castellana and Recoletesad getting

toward the end of summer and he could still slegjhé open. A few
céntimos that he earned by carrying valises froensthtions helped
him to exist, though badly, until October.

There were days when the only thing he ate wasdhbage stalks that
he picked up in the marketplaces; other days, erctmtrary, he
treated himself to seventy-eight céntimo banquetke chop-houses.

October came around and Manuel began to feel ¢aigyht; his eldest
sister gave him a frayed overcoat and a mufflerdegpite these,
whenever he could find no roof to shelter him heaat froze to death
in the street.

One night in the early part of November Manuel diled against El
Bizco at the entrance to a café on La CabecerRakto; the
cross-eyed ragamuffin was bent over, almost nakiedirms crossed
against his chest, barefoot; he presented a paiidulre of poverty
and cold.

Dolores La Escandalosa had left him for another.

"Where can we go to sleep?" Manuel asked him.
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"Let's try the caves of La Montafia," answered EBi

"But can we get in there?"

"Yes, if there aren't too many."

"Come on, then."

The two crossed through the Puerta de Moros anccébars Street to the
Viaduct; they traversed the Plaza de Oriente, ¥alig along Bailen

and Ferraz Streets, and, as they reached the Mod&fPrincipe Pio,
ascended a narrow path bordered by recently planites.

El Bizco and Manuel went along in the dark from side to the other,
exploring the hollows of the mountain, until a @light issuing

from a crevice in the earth betrayed one of thesav

They approached the hole; from within came therinpged hum of
hoarse voices.

By the flickering light of a candle which was hatdposition on the
ground by two rocks, more than a dozen outcastse seated and some
on their knees, formed a knot of card-playershindorners might be
discerned the hazy outlines of men stretched othesand.

A fetid vapour was exhaled by the cave.

The flame flickered, illuminating now a corner betden, now the

pale face of one of the players, and as the lighkéd, the shadows

of the men grew long or short on the sandy wallsnftime to time

was heard a curse or a blasphemy.

Manuel thought that he had beheld something likelibfore in one of
his feverish nightmares.

“I'm not going in," he said to El Bizco.
"Why?" asked his companion.
"I'd rather freeze."

"As you please, then. | know one of these fellovs's El
Interprete.”

"And who is this Interprete?"
"The captain of all the mountain vagabonds."

Despite these assurances Manuel hesitated.



"Who's there?" came a voice from inside.
"I," answered El Bizco.

Manuel dashed off at full speed. Near the cavedséogroup of two or
three huts, with a yard in the middle, surroundga lbough stone
wall.

This, according to the ironic name given to it bg tagamuffins, was
the Crystal Palace, the nest of some low-flyingjedoves who
frequented the Montafia barracks and who, at niggnte joined by
friendly hawks and gerfalcons.

The entrance to the yard was closed by a doubleleandoor.

Manuel examined it to see if it yielded, but it veiong, and was
armoured with tins that were stretched out ancedadlown upon mats.

He thought that nobody could be there and trieclitob the wall; he
scaled the low rubble inclosure and as he advammdaught in a
wire; a stone fell noisily from the wall, a dog la@go bark
furiously, and a curse echoed from inside.

Manuel, convinced that the nest was not empty, todkght. He
sought shelter in a doorway that was somewhat gexidrom the rain
and huddled down to sleep.

It was still night when he awoke shivering with ttwd, trembling
from head to foot. He started to run so as to waimself; he reached
the Paseo de Rosales and strode up and down senersi

It seemed that the night would never end.

The rain ceased; the sun came out in the morniragudl took refuge

in a hollow on the slope of the embankment. Thelsmgan to warm him
most deliciously. Manuel dreamed of a very whitegemdingly

beautiful woman with golden tresses. Frozen alrtideath, he drew
near the lady, and she wrapped him in her goldamds and he

nestled tenderly, ever so tenderly in her lap....

CHAPTER VI

Sefnor Custodio and His Establishment--The Fré= Li

... And he was in the midst of the most ravishingaths when a harsh
voice recalled him to the bitter, impure realittdexistence.
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"What are you doing there, loafer?" some one wkmgsim.

"II" mumbled Manuel, opening his eyes and starinlgis questioner.
"I'm not doing anything."

"Yes, | can see that. | can see that."

Manuel got up; before him he beheld an old man gi#yish hair and
gloomy mien, with a sack across his shoulder ahdak in his hand.
The fellow wore a fur cap, a sort of yellowish cx@at and a reddish
muffler rolled around his neck.

"Have you a home?" asked the man.
"No, sir."

"And you sleep in the open?"

"Well, as | haven't any home...."

The ragpicker began to rake over the ground, fislpesome objects
and various papers, shoved them into the sackuanohg his gaze
again upon Manuel, added:

"You'd be better off if you went to work."

"If | had work, I'd work; but | haven't, so ..."rd Manuel, wearied
of these useless words, huddled into his corneotdinue his
slumbers.

"See here," said the ragdealer, "you come alonig mvé. | need a boy
... I'll feed you."

Manuel looked at the man without replying.
"Well, do you want to or not? Hurry up and decide."

Manuel lazily arose. The rag man, sack slung adrssshoulder,

climbed the slope of the embankment until he redédesales Street,
where he had a cart drawn by two donkeys. The wldrthem to move on
and they ambled down toward the Paseo de la Flahédace through
Virgen del Puerto Avenue to the Ronda de Segovha.chrt, with its
license plate and number, was a tumbledown afiald together by
strips of brass, and was laden with two or thre&sauckets and
baskets.

The ragman, Sefior Custodio,--that was what he gaves
name,--looked like a good-natured soul.
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From time to time he would bend over, pick up sdnmgf from the
street and throw it into the cart.

Underneath the cart, attached to it by a chairggdgalong in

leisurely fashion a dog with yellowish locks, loagd lustrous,--an
amiable creature who appeared to Manuel as goadiaeas his master
was a human being.

* * * * *

Between the Segovia and Toledo bridges, not fan fitee head of
Imperial Avenue, there opens a dark depression avituster of two
or three squalid, wretched huts. It is a quadraargiitch, blackened
by smoke and coal dust, hemmed in by crumblingsaaid heaps of
rubbish.

As he reached the edge of this depression, thdealgr stopped and
pointed out to Manuel a hovel standing next toakén-down
merry-go-round and some swings, saying:

"That's my house; take the cart down there andadhiio Can you do
that?"

"Yes, | think so."

"Are you hungry?"

"Yes, sir."

"Very well. Then tell my wife to give you a bite."

Manuel accompanied the cart into the hollow oveetbankment of
rubbish. The ragdealer's house was the largebeimitinity and had

a yard as well as an adjoining shed.

Manuel stopped before the door of the hut; an adan came out to
meet him.

"What do you want, kid?" she asked. "Who sent yeng®"

"Sefior Custodio. He told me to ask you where talpaistuff that's
in the cart.”

The woman pointed out the shed.

"He told me also," added the boy, "to say that sleould give me
something to eat."

"l know you, you foxy creature,” mumbled the oldman. And after
grumbling for a long time and waiting for Manueldomp out the
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contents of the cart, she gave him a slice of bagaba piece of
cheese.

The woman unharnessed the two mules and releasetbth who began to
bark and play with contentment; he snapped playatlthe mules, one
black and the other a silvery grey, who turnedrtbges upon him and
showed their teeth; desperately he gave chaswtita cat with a

tail that bristled like a feather-duster, then agghed Manuel, who,
seated in the sun, was nibbling at his bit of ceeexl his slice of

bread, waiting for something. They both had lunch.

Manuel walked around the dwelling and looked itro@ne of its
narrow sides was composed of two bathing-houses.

These two bathing-houses were not joined, bubletiiveen them a
space filled in by a rusty iron door such as igdusefasten shops.

The two longer walls of the ragdealer's hovel wiermed of stakes
paid with pitch, and the wall opposite to that baflthe
bathing-houses was constructed of thick, irregudaks and curved
outward with a swelling like that of a church prggoy. Within, this
curve corresponded to a hollow in the manner ofdewaulted niche
occupied by the hearth.

The house, despite its tiny size, had no uniforstesy of roofing; in
some spots tiles were substituted by strips ofvith heavy rocks
holding them in place and the interstices chink&tl straw; in
others, the slate was mortared together with nudtill others,
sheets of zinc provided protection.

The construction of the house betrayed each pHategrowth. As
the shell of the tortoise augments with the devalept of the
reptile, so did the rag-dealer's hovel little lftdiincrease. At

first it must have been a place for only one persomething like a
shepherd's hut; then it widened, grew longer, @dithto rooms,
afterwards adding its annexes, its shed and it yar

Before the door to the dwelling, on a flat strev€hamped earth,
stood a carrousel surrounded by a low, octagonadliement; the
stakes, decayed by the action of moisture and blashowed a
vestige of their original blue paint.

Those poor merry-go-round steeds, painted redrexffo the gaze of
the indifferent spectator the most comical, anthatsame time the
most pathetic sight. One of the coursers was ddterthinate hue; the
other must have forgotten his paws in his mad rage;of them, in a
most elegantly uncomfortable pose, symbolized hemshtiness and
honest, refined modesty.

At the side of the merry-go-round rose a frame fatrof two tripods
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upon which rested a beam, whose hooks served asipipert of swings.

The black ditch harboured three other hovels hai¢ constructed of
tins, rubbish, planks, ruins and other similar tinig materials. One
of the shacks, owing either to old age or deficaghitecture,
threatened to collapse, and the owner, no doubtsbaght to prevent
its fall by sinking a row of stakes along one o thalls, against
which it leaned like a lame man upon his crutctgther house
flaunted like a flagstaff a long stick on its rawith a pot stuck on

the top....

After eating Manuel informed the old woman that &e@ustodio had
told him he might remain there.

"Tell me whether there's anything else for me tgd e concluded.

"All right. Stay here. Take care of the fire. Ietpot boils, let
it; if it doesn't, throw a bit of coal into the ffees. Reverte!
Reverte!" shouted the woman to the dog. "Let himam here."

She went off and Manuel was left alone with the.ddge stew boiled
merrily. Manuel, followed by Reverte, made an irctfwa tour of the
house. It was divided into three compartmentsaykitchen and a
large room into which the light entered through twgh, small
windows.

In this room or store-room, on all sides, from tadls and from the
ceiling, hung old wares of various hue, white césthred boinas and
Catalonian caps, strips of crape cloaks. On thivet@and on the
floor, separated according to class and size, flesks, bottles,

jars, canisters, a veritable army of glass andegdant pots; the

ranks were broken by those huge, green, dropsiaahpacy bottles,
and several heavy-paunched demi-johns; then catfigdibon bottles,
tall and dark; straw-covered vases; this was fadldwy the section
devoted to medicinal waters, the most varied andaraus of all, for
it included Seltzer-water siphons, oxygenized-watghons, bottles
of gaseous water, Vichy, Mondariz, Carabana; #fisrcame the small
fry, the perfume phials, the pots, the cold-creams,jthe cosmetic
receptacles.

In addition to this department of bottles thereawvethers:
canned-goods tins and pans ranged on shelvesnbuta keys kept in
chests; remnants, ribbons and laces rolled aropmols or cardboard.

All this struck Manuel as quite pleasant. Everythivas in its proper
place, relatively spick and span; the hand of ehouital, neat
person was in evidence.

In the kitchen, which was kalsomined, shone thedewlery utensils.
On the hearth, above the white ashes, an eartherstew-pot was



boiling away with a gentle purring.

From outside there scarcely came the distant nois city, which
filtered in like a pale sound; it was as quietraa remote hamlet;
now and then a dog would bark, some cart wouldkcasat bumped
along the road, then silence would be restoredrattte kitchen
nothing would be heard save the glu glu_ of thelpe a

soft, confidential murmur....

Manuel cast a look of satisfaction through the kluhthe door to
the dark ditch outside. In the corral the hens vgeratching the
earth; a hog was rooting about, running in frigbif one side to the
other, grunting and quivering with nervous tremo&sverte was
yawning, blinking gravely, and one of the donkeyswallowing
delightedly amidst broken pots, decayed basketdaads of refuse,
while the other, as if scandalized by such unrefioc@nportment,
contemplated him with the utmost surprise.

All this black earth filled Manuel with an impreesiof ugliness, yet
at the same time with a sense of tranquillity dmelter; it seemed a
proper setting for him. This soil formed the dallgposits of the
dumping-place; this earth, whose sole products wkteardine-cans,
oyster shells, broken combs and shattered potsethth, black and
barren, composed of the detritus of civilizatiohbits of lime and
mortar and factory refuse, of all that the city ltadt off as

useless, seemed to Manuel a place made espeociahyni, for he
himself was a bit of the flotsam and jetsam likengast adrift by

the life of the city.

Manuel had seen no other fields than the sad, rowgdows of Soria
and the still sadder ones of the Madrilenian subure did not
suspect that in spots uncultivated by man there \wgeren meadows,
leafy woods, beds of flowers; he thought that tieaes flowers were
born only in the gardens of the rich....

Manuel's first days in Sefior Custodio’'s house sddoweburdened; but
as there is plenty of free roaming in the ragdésalege, he soon
grew accustomed to it.

Sefior Custodio arose when it was still night, whtanuel, and they
both harnessed the two donkeys to the cart andthmod#lirection to
Madrid, on their daily hunt for the old boot ane tiscarded tatter.
Sometimes they went by way of Melancélicos Averaibers, by the
Rondas or through Segovia Street.

Winter was coming on; at the hour when they saliggth Madrid was

in complete darkness. The ragdealer had his fithedrary and his
schedule of call stations. When he went by wayefRondas and drove
up Toledo Street, which was his most frequent rdwtenvould halt at
the Plaza de la Cebada and the Puerta de Moidsisflhamper with
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vegetables and continue toward the heart of tlye cit

On other days he travelled through Melancélicosrweto the Virgen
del Puerto, from here to La Florida, then to Ras8&eet, where he
rummaged in the rubbish deposited by the tip-cadstinuing to the
Plaza de San Marcial and arriving at the Plazasléostenses.

On the way Sefior Custodio let nothing escape hasteywould examine
it and keep it if it were worth the trouble. Thaves of vegetables

went into the hampers; rags, paper and bones wenthe sacks; the
half-burned coke and coal found a place in a buakdtdung was
thrown into the back of the cart.

Manuel and the ragdealer returned early in the mgrinhey unloaded
the cart on the flat earth before the door, andband, wife and the
boy would separate and classify the day's collacildve rag-dealer
and his wife were amazingly skilful and quick astivork.

On rainy days the assorting was done in the shedn®such weather
the depression became a dismal, repellant swandgnasrder to cross
it one had to sink into the mud, in places half wayto the knee.
Everything would drip water; the hog in the yarduldbwallow in mire;
the hens would appear with their wings all blactl #re dog scampered
about coated with mud to the ears.

After the sorting of the collection, Sefior Custodi@l Manuel, each
with a basket, would wait for the dump-carts tovarand as the
refuse was tipped out, they would set about soiting the very
dumping-grounds: pasteboard, rags, glass and bones.

In the afternoon Sefior Custodio would go to cerstables in the
Arguelles district to clean out the manure and iake the orchards
on the Manzanares.

Between one thing and another Sefior Custodio maalegé to live in a
certain comfort; he had a firm grasp upon his bessrand as he was
under no compulsion to sell his wares promptlywoeld wait for the
most opportune occasion so that he could sell adirantage.

The paper that he thus stored up was purchasdtkelpasteboard
factories; they gave him from thirty or forty céntis per arroba. The
manufacturers required the paper to be perfecstyaird Sefior
Custodio dried it in the sun. As they tried at tatie get the best

of him in weight, he used to place in each sackdwihree full
arrobas, weighed with a steelyard; on the clotthefsack he would
inscribe a number in ink, indicating the amounaobbas it
contained, and these sacks he held in a sort lafr @lship's hold
that he had dug into the ground of the shed.

When there was a great quantity of paper he satdatpasteboard
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factory on Acacias Avenue. Seior Custodio's joumsay not in vain,
for in addition to selling the goods at a fancycprihe would, on

the way back, drive his cart in the direction gfiteh factory of

the vicinity, and there he picked up from the grmbarvery fine coal
that burned excellently and gave as much heatags sl

He sold the bottles to wine houses, to liquor ager llistilleries;
the medicine flasks he disposed of to pharmadisésbones went to
the refineries and the rags to the paper factories.

The bread leavings, vegetable leaves and fruitscasre reserved for
the feed of the pigs and hens, and what was ofratiall was cast
into the rotting-place, converted into manure amid $o the orchards
near the river.

On the first Sunday that Manuel spent there, S€ustodio and his
wife took the afternoon off. For many a day theg haver gone out
together because they were afraid to leave theehaloge; this day
they dressed up in their best and went on a dsheir daughter,
who worked as a modiste in a relative's shop.

Manuel was glad to be left by himself with Revedentemplating the
house, the yard, the ditch; he turned the carrauseld and it

creaked ill-humouredly; he climbed up the swingrfea looked down at
the hens, teased the pig a little and then ramdpdawn with the

dog chasing after him barking merrily in feignedytu

This dark depression attracted Manuel somehowlarptvith its
rubbish heaps, its gloomy hovels, its comical, @distied
merry-go-round, its swings, and its ground thatlfsel many
surprises, for a rough, ordinary pot burgeoned fitsrdepths as
easily as a lady's elegant perfume phial; the rubbl of a prosaic
syringe grew side by side with the satin, scentestsof a love
letter.

This rough, humble life, sustained by the detrafia refined,
vicious existence; this almost savage career irsterrbs of a
metropolis, filled Manuel with enthusiasm. It seehte him that all
the stuff cast aside in scorn by the capital,-etdire and broken
tubs, the old flower-pots and toothless combs dmstand sardine
tins,--all the rubbish thrown aside and spurnedheycity, was
dignified and purified by contact with the soil.

Manuel thought that if in time he should becomedivaer of a little
house like Sefior Custodio's, and of a cart andelmkand hens and a
dog, and find in addition a woman to love him, heud be one of the
almost happy men in this world.
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CHAPTER VII

Sefior Custodio's Ideas--La Justa, El Carnicarid,El Conejo.

Sefior Custodio was an intelligent fellow of natgidils, very
observant and quick to take advantage of a situatie could
neither read nor write, yet made notes and kepiwads; with
crosses and scratches of his own invention he e@ésubstitute
for writing, at least for the purposes of his owrsimess.

Sefior Custodio was exceedingly eager for knowlealge if it
weren't that the notion struck him as ridiculous would have set
about learning how to read and write. In the aftem work done,
he would ask Manuel to read the newspapers anitlubeated
reviews that he picked up on the streets, andatéealer and his
wife listened with the utmost attention.

Sefor Custodio had, too, several volumes of nauedsrial form
that had been left behind by his daughter, and MEbegan to read
them aloud.

The comment of the ragdealer, who took this ficfimnhistoric

truth, was always perspicacious and just, revelaiban instinct

for reasoning and common sense. The man's realgicism was

not always to Manuel's taste, and at times thevibmyld make bold

to defend a romantic, immoral thesis. Sefior Custdwthwever, would
at once cut him short, refusing to let him continue

For professional reasons the ragdealer was mudtqupied with
thought of the manure that went to waste in Madiel would say to
Manuel:

"Can you imagine how much money all the refuse ¢bates from
Madrid is worth?"

“No."

"Then figure it out. At seventy céntimos per arroib@ millions of
arrobas that it must amount to in a year.... Sptieiadver the
suburbs and have the waters of the Manzanareshardrzoya
irrigating all these lands, and you'd see a woflgawdens and
orchards everywhere."

Another of the fellow's fixed ideas was that oflagning used
material. It seemed to him that lime and sand cbeléxtracted
from mortar refuse, live plaster from old, deadsfga, and he
imagined that this reclamation would yield a hugsof money.



Sefior Custodio, who had been born near the vemgdsipn in which
his house was situated, felt for his particulatrdis and for

Madrid in general, a deep enthusiasm; the Manzanardim, was as
considerable a river as the Amazon.

Sefior Custodio had two children, of whom Manuelkioaly Juan, a
tall, swarthy sport who was married to the daugbtex laundry
proprietress in La Bombilla. The ragdealer's daeigtitusta by
name, was a modiste in a shop.

During the first few weeks neither of the childigame to their
parents' home. Juan lived in the laundry and Juikea relative
of hers who owned a workshop.

Manuel, who spent many hours in conversation wahd® Custodio,
noted very soon that the rag-dealer, though fulgre of his very
humble condition, was a man of extraordinary padd that as
regarded honour and virtue he had the ideas ofchaenal nobleman.

One Sunday, after he had been living there a midiattuel had
finished his meal and was standing at the door wigesaw a girl
with her skirts gathered come running down thessloigthe
dumping-ground. As she approached and he got a ok at her,
Manuel went red and then blanched. It was thetleshad come two
or three times to the lodging-house to fit the Bass's dresses;

but she had since then grown to womanhood.

She drew near, raising her skirt and her starclegiicpats,
careful not to soil her patent-leather slippers.

"What can she be coming here for?" Manuel askedélim
"Is father in?" she inquired.

Sefior Custodio came out and embraced her. Shenewaagdealer's
daughter of whom Manuel was forever hearing andniheithout
knowing just why, he had imagined as a very thinaeiated,
disagreeable creature.

Justa walked into the kitchen and after lookingrdkie chairs, to
see whether there was anything on them that mahher clothes,
she sat down upon one of them. She began to pdbrddlood of
unceasing chatter and roared at her own jokes.

Manuel listened without a word; to tell the trutiesvasn't quite
so good-looking as he had imagined, but she didieése him any
the less for that. She might be about eighteen buasette, rather
short, with very dark, flashing eyes, a tilted,tpwse, a sensual
mouth and thick lips. She was, too, a bit full mehand in the
breasts and the hips; she was neat, fresh, widnahrgh top-knot
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and a pair of brand-new, polished slippers.

As Justa gabbled on, to the ecstasy of her parhei® came into

the kitchen a hump-backed fellow from one of thiglnleouring

hovels; he was called El Conejo (the rabbit) arsdf&ce really

showed a great resemblance to the amiable rodevgentame he bore.

El Conejo was a member of Sefor Custodio's fraieamd knew Justa
since she had been a child; Manuel used to seeveny day, but
never paid any attention to him.

The Rabbit walked into Sefior Custodio’'s and begaalk nonsense,
laughing in violent outbursts, but in so mechang&atanner that it
provoked his hearers, for it seemed that behirgdbintinuous
laughter lay a very deep bitterness. Justa toublsedump, for, as

is known, this brings good luck, whereupon El Corejploded with
merriment.

"Have you been lugged up again before the chidf@"asked.
"Oh, yes. Often ... hee-hee ..."

"What for?"

"Because the other day | started to shout in tleest'Bargains!
Who'll buy Sagasta's umbrella, Kruger's hat, theePourinal, a

syringe lost by a nun while she was talking wita sacristan! ..."

El Conejo trumpeted this at the top of his lungd dnsta held her
sides with laughter.

"And don't you sing mass any more the way you tsed
"Oh, sure."
“Let's hear it, then."

The humpback had taken for his scandalous parbdyRteface of the
Mass, and for the sacred words he substituted ©thign which he
announced his business. He began to bellow:

"Who will sell me any ... slippers ... pants ..nipen sandals ...
old shoes ... secondhand clothes ... syringegnals and even
chemises."

The hunchback's cries made Justa laugh nervousGoikejo, after
repeating the Preface several times took up thedyedf the
rogations and sang some strains in a high sopahers in a basso
profundo:
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"The high silk-hat" ... and instead of saying _lrdn@os
domine_, he went on: "I'll buy for spot cash...uvold vest
... will fetch a five-peseta piece...."

Then he had to stop to let Justa laugh.

She was not slow in perceiving that she had agdabtanuel, and
despite the fact that he seemed no great conqubsttshe became
serious, egged him on and glanced at him furtivetii looks that
sent the boy's blood pounding faster.

After the ragdealer's daughter had left, Manueldslif he had
been abandoned to darkness. He thought that he beailfor two or
three weeks on her incendiary glances alone.

The next day, when Manuel met ElI Conejo he listdndtie nonsense
that the hunchback spoke, with his eternal harpmthe Bishop of
Madrid-Alcala, and then tried to shift the conveiwatoward the
topic of Sefor Custodio and his family.

"Justa’s a pretty girl, isn't she?"

"Psch ... yes," and El Conejo looked at Manuel whéhreserved
mien of a person concealing a mystery.

"You've known her since she was a kid, haven't you?
"Yes. But I've known plenty of other girls, too."
"Has she a sweetheart?"

"She must have. Every woman has a sweetheart wshiessmighty
ugly."

"And who is Justa's fellow?"

"Anyone; | shouldn't be surprised if it were thesiBop of
Madrid-Alcala."

El Conejo was a very intelligent looking person;hiagl a long face,
a curved nose, a broad forehead, tiny, sparklimg eynd a reddish
beard that tapered to a point, like a goat's.

A peculiar tic, a convulsive twitch of the nose,uMbagitate his
face from time to time, and it was this that congadiehis
resemblance to a rabbit. His merriment was jusikely to find
Issue in a nervous, metallic, sonorous outburst asmuffled,
clownish guffaw. He would stare at people from tofpottom and
from bottom to top in a manner all the more insbfenits jesting
character, and to add to the mockery he would ldiigigaze upon
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his interlocutor's buttons, and his eyes would ddnam the cravat
to the trousers and from the boots to the hat.ddk special care
to dress in the most ridiculous fashion and hedlitceadorn his
cap with bright cock feathers, strut about in rgdboots and
commit similar follies.

He was fond, too, of confusing folks with his liesd so firmly
did he state the tales of his own invention thatas hard to tell
whether he was fooling or speaking in all seriogsne

"Haven't you heard what happened this afternodhadishop of
Madrid-Alcala over at Las Cambroneras?" he wouidteasome
acquaintance.

"Why, no."

"Sure. He was on a visit bringing alms to Garibaldd Garibaldi
gave the Bishop a cup of chocolate. The Bishopl@an, took a sip,
when zip! ... Nobody knows just what happened; fopped dead.”
"Why, man! ..."

"It's the Republicans that are behind it all," raffed EI Conejo in
his most serious manner, and he would be off tohemglace to
spread the news or perpetrate another hoax. Hedvjmial a group.
"Have you heard what happened to Weyler?"

"No. What was it?"

"Oh, nothing. On his return from camp some fligacked his face
and ate up a whole ear. He went across Segovigebhlieding
terribly."

This was how the buffoon managed to enjoy himself.

Mornings he would sling his sack over his shoulsiedt proceed to

the centre of Madrid where he shouted his busitiessigh the
thoroughfares, mingling his cries with the namepadaitical

leaders and famous men,--a habit that had won hone than once the

honour of appearing before the police-chief's desk.

El Conejo was as perverse and malevolent as a dangmaiden in
the vicinity that was going around with a secretdiia might well
tremble lest he surprise her. He knew everythiegsdented it out;
apparently, however, he took no mean advantageafi$coveries.
He was content to scare folks out of their wits.

"El Conejo must know," was the regular responsenvdrg/thing was
suspected.
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"l don't know a thing; I've seen nothing," he woaltswer,
laughing. "l don't know anything." And that was aflybody could
get out of him.

As Manuel got to know EI Conejo better he felt fiam, if not
esteem, at least a certain respect because aftéikgence.

This ragman jester was so cunning that often heided his
colleagues of El Rastro, who were far from beirsgof fools.

Almost every morning the ragdealers would forgatitehe head of
El Rastro, to exchange impressions and used atiEleConejo
would learn beforehand just what was needed bgtdred merchants,
and he would buy the articles of the rag men,rsglihem in turn

to the merchants; between this bartering and gefisalways came
out the gainer....

During the Sundays that followed, Justa amusecdeHdrg working
upon Manuel's feelings. The girl was absolutelg freher talk and
had a thorough, finished knowledge of all the Miadiian phrases
and wiles.

At first Manuel acted very respectfully; but seethgt she took no
offence he grew gradually more daring and ventscetar as to
steal embraces. Justa easily freed herself anddaugh at sight
of the fellow's serious countenance and his glattaze with
desire.

With the licentious manner that characterized besta would carry

on scabrous conversations, telling Manuel what sa to her on

the street and the proposals that they whispetecher ears; she
spoke with especial delight of shopmates who hattheir virginal
bloom in La Bombilla or Las Ventas with some Doadwf the counter
who spent his days twirling his mustache beforentiveor of a
perfumery or silk shop.

Justa's words were always freighted with a doutdamng and were,
at times, burning allusions. Her mischievous maniner flaunting,
unbridled coquetry, scattered about her an atmospifdust.

Manuel felt a painful eagerness to possess hegledrwith a great
sadness and even hatred, when he saw that Justaakasy sport of
him. Many a time when he saw her come Manuel vowddmself not to
speak a word to her, not to look at her or sayhangt then she

would hunt him out and tease him by beckoning to &nd touching

his foot.

Justa's temper was disconcertingly uneven. Somgtivhen Manuel
clasped her about the waist and sat her down oknleiss, she would
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let him squeeze her and kiss her all he pleaseathats, however,
simply because he had drawn near and taken héeldyaind, she
would give him such a hard slap that his sensedeauhi

"And come back for more,"” she would add, seeminglygnant.

Manuel would feel like crying with anger and rage¢d would have to
contain himself lest he blurt out, with childiskgio: "Why did you

let me kiss you the other afternoon?" But at oreeedw how
ridiculous such a question would seem.

Justa got to feel a certain liking for Manuel, liwas a
sisterly, a friendly affection; he never appealetieér seriously
as a sweetheart or a suitor.

This flirtation, which to Justa was a mere shartoeg, constituted
for Manuel a painful awakening from puberty. He kisky attacks of
passionate desire which left him mortally weak anghed. Then he
would stride along hurriedly with the irregular gaf one

suffering from locomotor ataxia; many a time, ciogghe pine

grove of the Canal, he was seized with an impuagerhp into the
river and drown himself. The filthy black water virever, hardly
invited to immersion.

It was during these libidinous spells that darkjster thoughts
assailed him,--the notion of how useless his ligswthe certainty
of an adverse fate,--and as he considered the sagahbandoned
existence that awaited him, his soul walked wittebness and sobs
rose in his throat....

One winter Sunday Justa, who had got into the ladhitsiting her
parents on every holiday, did not appear. Manueldeoed whether
the inclement weather might be the cause and he gpewhole week
restless and nervous, counting the days that wiatddvene before
their next meeting.

On the following Sunday Manuel went to the corrfethe Paseo de
los Pontones to wait for the girl to come alonghasspied her at
a distance his heart gave a jump. She was accoatpbhgia young
dandy, half bull-fighter and half gentleman, wegranCordovan hat
and a blue cloak covered with embroidery. At theé ehthe avenue
Justa took leave of her escort.

The next Sunday Justa carne to her parents' hotheawirl friend

and the young man of the embroidered cloak; smednted the young
man to Sefior Custodio. Afterward she said that & tve son of a
butcher from La Corredera Alta, and to her mothsta confessed
bashfully that the gentleman had asked permissiqay her
attentions. This phrase pay attentions, which aksp by the
haughtiest princess and the humblest janitressegttally
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lingering pleasure, enchanted the ragdealer's wégdijcularly as
the gentleman in question came of a wealthy family.

In Sefor Custodio's home the butcher's son wasdaes as the
paragon of all perfections and beauties; Manuelajorotested and
El Carnicerin (the little butcher),--as he had ndrhan derisively
from the very first moment,--was the object of msrderous
glances.

When Manuel understood that Justa considered tiohdns son as an
ideal suitor, his sufferings were cruel. It waslaager melancholy
that moved his soul, which was now agitated byntlest raging
despair.

The fellow had too many advantages over him: hetalgggraceful,
slender, flaunted a fair, budding moustache, wdkdressed, his
fingers covered with rings, an expert dancer arilfusblayer on
the guitar; he almost had a right to be as, conahthimself as

he was.

"How can that woman fail to see," thought Manu#fat the fellow
loves only himself? While I...."

On Sundays there used to be dancing on a lawnime&onda de
Segovia, and Sefor Custodio, with his wife, Justhleer

sweetheart, would go there. They would leave MahahInd to watch
the house, but at times he would run off to sealtree.

When he caught sight of Justa dancing with El Canm he was
overwhelmed with a desire to drown them both.

The suitor, moreover, was a terrible show-off; leuld affect a
feminine grace as he danced, and it seemed asnéreeapplauding
and complimenting himself. He kept so finicallydno the rhythm
of the dance that a spontaneous motion might nenyghing. He
wouldn't have officiated at mass with greater ceneyn

As was natural, such a complete knowledge of thense of dancing,
united to his consciousness of superiority, endolledarnicerin
with admirable self-possession. It was he who wamjiting himself
indolently to be won by Justa, who was franticédligd of him. As
they danced she threw herself upon him, her eyakiso and her
nostrils dilated; it seemed as if she wished to idate him,

swallow him, devour him. She did not take her eyésim, and if
she saw him with another woman her face at oneetlicolour.

One afternoon El Carnicerin was speaking to adridétanuel drew
near so as to overhear the conversation.

"Is that the girl?" his friend inquired.
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"She's the one."

"Boy, maybe she isn't daffy over you."

And EI Carnicerin, with a conceited smile, added:
"I've turned her head, all right.”

Manuel could have torn out the fop's heart at thatnent.

His disappointment in love made him think of leayBefior
Custodio's house.

One day he met, near the Segovia bridge, El Bincoamother
ragamuffin that was with him.

They were both in tatters; El Bizco looked grimraad more brutish
than ever. He wore an old jacket through the rehtghich peered
his dark skin; according to what they said, theyeA®oth on their
way to the intersection of Aravaca road and thedimadura
cart-road, to a spot they called the ConfessionEtngy expected to
meet El Cura and El Hospiciano there and rob adwous

"What do you say? Will you join us?" asked El Bizaycastically.
"No, | won't."

"Where are you now?"

"In a house ... working."

"There's a brave fool for you! Come on, join us."

"No. | can't.... Listen, how about Vidal? Didn'tyever see him
again?"

El Bizco's face turned grimmer than ever.

"I'll get even with that scoundrel. He won't eschpéore | carve a
nice scar on his face.... But are you coming alweitly us or not?"

"No."

Sefior Custodio's ideas had worked a strong infeiepon Manuel,
but since, despite this, his adventurous instipetsisted, he
thought of going off to America, or becoming a sgibr something
of that sort.



CHAPTER VI

The Square--A Wedding in La Bombilla--The Aspl@#idrons.

The betrothal of El Carnicerin and Justa was foyraatranged, Sefor
Custodio and his wife bathed in rose water, angt Mdnuel believed
that in the end the wedding would never take place.

El Carnicerin was all together too haughty andneh of a fine
fellow to marry the daughter of a ragdealer; Manmelgined that now
the butcher's son would try to take advantage ©bpportunity. But
for the present nothing authorized such malevadappositions.

El Carnicerin was generosity itself and showedcdédi attentions to
his sweetheart's parents.

One summer day he invited the whole family and Mg a bull fight.
Justa dressed up very fetchingly in her best toenaakorthy
companion to her lover. Sefior Custodio took oufihiest apparel:

the new fedora, new although it was more thanytlyears old; his
coat of doubled cloth, excellent for the borealoag, and a cane

with a horn handle, bought in El Rastro; the ra¢gitsawife wore a

flowered kerchief, while Manuel made a most ridotd appearance in a

hat that was taken from the shop and protrudedtabpalm's length
before his eyes, a winter suit that suffocated &ind a pair of tight
shoes.

Behind Justa and El Carnicerin, Sefior Custodiowhesand Manuel
attracted everybody's attention and left a wakawghter.

Justa turned back to look at them and could ngt &eliling. Manuel
walked along in a rage, stifling, his hat presgiggtly against his
forehead and his feet aching.

They got into a street car at Toledo Street and todhe Puerta del
Sol; there they boarded art omnibus, which tooknthe the bull ring.

They entered and, guided by EI Carnicerin, sat sebres down in
their respective places. The spectacle had begilitheramphitheatre

was packed. Tier upon tier was crammed with a bhaaks of humanity.

Manuel glared into the arena; they were aboutltdhe bull near

the stone wall that bounded the ring, at a shetadce from where
they were. The poor beast, half dead already, waggthg himself
slowly along, followed by three or four toreros ahd matador, who,
curved forward, with his red flag in one hand amddword in the
other, came behind. The matador was scared ous @its; he stood
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before the bull, considered carefully just wherenaes to strike him,
and at the beast's slightest movement he prepamestape. Then, if
the bull remained quiet a while, he struck him graggin, and the
animal lowered his head; with his tongue hanginiy dwipping blood,
he gazed out of the sad eyes of a dying creatuter Auch effort
the matador gave him the final stroke and killed.hi

The crowd applauded and the band blared forth.Wihade business
struck Manuel as pretty disagreeable, but he wasegkrly. The mules
came out and dragged off the dead bull.

Soon the music ceased and another bull appearedhi¢adores
remained close to the walls while the toreros vetta bit nearer to
the beast and waved their red flags, at once rgdiack.

This was hardly anything like the picture Manued lcanjured up for
himself, or like what he had seen in the coloutedtrations of

_La Lidia_. He had always imagined that the torgeiroghe sheer
skill of their art, would play around with the bulind there wasn't
any of this; they entrusted their salvation toithegs, just like

the rest of the world.

After the inciting tactics of the toreros, two _nosabios_ began

to beat a picador's horse with several sticks] they got him to
advance as far as the middle of the arena. Maradehlclose view of
the horse; he was a large, white, bony creaturte tivé saddest look
on his face. The _>monosabios_ goaded him on totheartull.

Soon the beast drew near, the picador pricked hitmthve point of
his lance, the bull lowered his head for the attmo# threw the
horse into the air. The rider fell to the ground avas picked up in

a trice; the horse tried to raise himself, withihigstines

sprawling on the sand in a pool of blood; he traadmn them with his
hoofs, his legs wavered and he fell convulsivelthsground.

Manuel arose deathly pale.
A _monosabio_ approached the horse, who was stitegng; the
animal raised his head as if to ask help, wheretipeman stabbed

him to death with a poniard.

"I'm going. This is too nasty for anything," saichNuel to Sefior
Custodio. But it was no easy matter to leave the at that moment.

"The boy," said the ragdealer to his wife, "doebké it."
Justa, who had learned what was the matter, micstaughter.
Manuel waited for the bull to be put to death; ketkis eyes fixed

downward; the mules came out again, and as thegddaoff the
horse's body the intestines were left on the graumi a monosabio
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came along and dragged them off with a rake.
"Look at that tripe!" cried Justa, laughing.

Manuel, without a word, and unmindful of the eyesttwere turned his
way, left the tier. He went down to a series ofd@alleries, ranged
with vile-smelling urinals, and tried unsuccessfud locate the

exit.

He was filled with rage against the whole worldaiagt the others
and against himself. The spectacle seemed to mmosh repugnant,
cowardly atrocity.

He had imagined bull-fighting to be something ustelistinct from
what he had just witnessed; he had thought thatysw would
display the mastery of man over beast, and thaswued-thrusts
would flash like lightning; that every moment oéthktruggle would
bring forth something interesting and suggestivet iastead of a
spectacle such as he had visioned, instead ofyeagatheosis of
valour and strength, he beheld a petty, filthy ghia medley of
cowardice and intestines, a celebration in which gew nothing but
the torero's fear and the cowardly cruelty of thblj taking
pleasure in the throb of that fear.

"This," thought Manuel, "could please only folkeel EI Carnicerin,
effeminate loafers and indecent women."

Reaching home Manuel ragingly threw down his halied off his shoes
and got out of the suit in which he had so ridiasly gone to the
bull fight....

Manuel's indignation elicited plenty of commentrfr&@efior Custodio
and his wife, and he himself was somewhat intineiddty it; he
understood that the spectacle hadn't been to $tis; tahat struck

him as strange was that it should rouse so mucéraagch rage in
him.

Summer went by; Justa began to make preparatiotefovedding, and
in the meantime Manuel thought of leaving Sefiort@lie's house and
getting out of Madrid altogether. Whither? He didmow; the farther
away, the better, he thought.

In November one of Justa's shopmates got marndda Bombilla,
Sefior Custodio and his wife found it impossiblattend, so that
Manuel accompanied Justa.

The bride lived in the Ronda de Toledo, and heiskauvas the
meeting-place for all the guests.

At the door a large omnibus was waiting; it coutdidhany number of

172



173

persons.

All the guests piled in; Justa and Manuel foundaag on the top and
waited a while. The bride and bridegroom appeaneidst a throng of
gamins who were shouting at the top of their lunigs;groom looked
like a dry goods clerk; she, emaciated and ugbkeéa like a monkey;
the best man and the bridesmaids followed aftet,imthis group a
fat old lady, flat-nosed, cross-eyed, white-haingidh a red rose in
her hair and a guitar in her hand, advanced withlaanenco__

air.

"Hurrah for the bride and groom! Hurrah for the trean and the
maid-of-honour!" shouted the cross-eyed frightr¢h@as a chorus of
unenthusiastic responses and the coach departedtaariubbub and a
shouting. On the way everybody shrieked and sang.

Manuel did not dare to rejoice at his failure te & Carnicerin in
the crowd; he felt positive that the fellow woultbsv up at Los
Viveros.

It was a beautiful, humid morning; the trees, cogpeed, were losing
their yellow leaves in the gentle gusts; white dedurrowed the

pale sky, the road glittered with the moisturer afiehe fields

burned heaps of dead leaves and thick curls of smalled along
close to the soil.

The coach halted before one of the inns of Los Misgeverybody
rolled out of the omnibus and the shouts and clamguvere heard
anew. El Carnicerin was not there, but he soonappeand sat down
at table right beside Justa.

The day seemed hateful to Manuel; there were manenthich he felt
like crying. He spent the whole afternoon despgiima corner,
watching Justa dance with her sweetheart in tinteedunes of a
barrel-organ.

At night Manuel went over to Justa and with conmawity, said to her
abruptly:

"Come along, you--" and seeing that she paid remttin to him, he
added, "Listen, Justa, let's be going home."

"Get away. Leave me in peace!" she retorted rudely.
"Your father told you to be back home by night. Goafong, now."

"See here, my child," interposed EI Carnicerin vediim deliberation.
"Who gave you a taper to bear at this funeral?"

"l was entrusted to...."
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"All right. Shut up. Understand?"
"l don't feel like it."
"Well, I'll make you with a good ear-warming."

"You make me? ... Why, you're nothing but a low-ddeut, a thief--"
and Manuel was advancing against El Carnicerinyvame of the
fellow's friends gave him a punch in the head ghatned him. The
boy made another attempt to rush upon the butchamstwo or three
guests pushed him out of the way and shoved hinorotd the road at
the door of the inn.

"Starveling! ... Loafer!" shouted Manuel.

"You're one yourself," cried one of Justa's frietedmtingly after
him. "Rabble! Guttersnipe!"

Manuel, filled with shame and thirsting for vengeanstill half

dazed by the blow, thrust his cap down over his faed stamped along
the road weeping with rage. Soon after he leftdwrdh somebody
running toward him from behind.

"Manuel, Manolillo," said Justa to him in an affeciate, jesting
voice. "What's the matter?"

Manuel breathed heavily and a long sigh of griebeed him.
"What's the matter? Come, let's return. We'll ggetber.”
"No, no; go away from me."

He was at a loss; without another word he set off oun toward
Madrid.

The wild flight dried his tears and rekindled hisyf. He meant not
to return to Sefior Custodio's even if he died afdau.

His rage rose in waves up his throat; he felt adbthadness, hazy
notions of attacking, of destroying everythingra¢ing the world to
the ground and disemboweling every living creature.

Mentally he promised El Carnicerin that if everrhet him alone, he
would sink his claws into his neck and strangle;fmmwould split
the fellow's head in two as they do to hogs, andlvbang him up
head downwards with a stick between his ribs amdhen in his
intestines, and moreover, he'd place a tin boxsatlouth into which
his cursed pig's blood could drip.



Then he generalized his hatred and considerecticaty itself was

against him, intent only upon plaguing him and diegyim everything.

Very well, then; he would go against society, heildqoin El Bizco
and assassinate right and left, and when, weafiedromitting so
many crimes, he would be led to the scaffold, hald/took scornfully
down from the platform upon the people below aredvdith a supreme
gesture of hatred and disdain.

While all these thoughts of wholesale exterminattmonged in his
brain, night was falling. Manuel walked up to tHaZ& de Oriente and
followed thence along Arenal Street.

A strip of the Puerta del Sol was being asphalkedpr twelve
furnaces ranged in a row were belching thick asnmbke through their
chimneys. The white illumination of the arc-lightad not yet been
turned on; the silhouettes of a number of men whcewstirring with
long shovels the mass of asphalt in the caldronsathdiabolically

up and down before the flaming mouths of the fueisac

Manuel approached one of the caldrons when suddenheard his name

called. It was EIl Bizco; he was seated upon som@gdlocks.
"What are you doing here?" Manuel asked him.

"We've been thrown out of the caves," answerediEtd "and it's
cold. What about you? Have you left the house?"

"Yes."

"Have a seat."

Manuel sat down and rested his back against a kagphalt.

Lights began to sparkle in the balconies of thedexes and in the
shop windows; the street cars arrived gently, #seiy were vessels
floating in, with their yellow, green and red lamts; their bells
rang and they traced graceful circles around thertRuwlel Sol.
Carriages, horses, carts came rattling by; therdint hawkers cried
their wares from their sidewalk stands; there wdsafening din....
At the end of one street, against the coppery spkenof the dusk
stood out the tapering outlines of a belfry.

"And don't you ever see Vidal?" asked Manuel.

"No. See here, Have you got any money?" blurteBiEdo.

"Twenty or thirty céntimos at most."

"Fine."
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Manuel bought a loaf of bread, which he gave tBiEto, and the two
drank a glass of brandy in a tavern. Then they wamidering about
the streets and, at about eleven, returned toukgddel Sol.

Around the asphalt caldrons had gathered knotseof amd tattered
gamins; some were sleeping with their heads beaihagthe furnace

as if they were about to attack it in bull fashidhe ragamuffins

were talking and shouting, and they laughed ap#ssers-by who came
over out of curiosity for a closer look.

"We sleep just as if we were in the open counsgjti one of the
idlers.

"It wouldn't be at all bad," added another, "togt@kwalk now over
to the Plaza Mayor and see whether they wouldwé gs a pound of
ham."

"It has trichinae in it, anyway."

"Take care of that spring-matress," bellowed ariladed gamin who
was going about striking the sleepers with a stidke shins. "Hey,
there, you're rumpling the sheets!"

At Manuel's side, a rachetic urchin with thick lgnsd streaked eyes
and one of his feet bandaged in dirty rags, wamgrgnd groaning;
Manuel, engrossed in his own thoughts, had notedthim before.
"Some howling you're doing," came to the sufferenf a boy who was
stretched out on the ground with his legs crampeskdo his chest
and his head pillowed against a rock.

"It hurts like anything."

"Then shut up, grin and bear it. Hang yourself."

Manuel thought that he heard El Carnicerin's varg glanced toward
the speaker. The fellow's hat was pulled down tieeyes and his
face was not visible.

"Who's that?" asked Manuel of El Bizco.

"He's the captain of the cave gang: El Interprete.”

"And what's he talking to the kid like that for?"

El Bizco shrugged his shoulders with a gesturendiffierence.

"What's' the trouble?" Manuel inquired of the boy.



"l have a wound in my foot," replied the child, bting again into
tears.

"Shut up, | tell you," interrupted El Interpretéming a kick at the
sufferer, who managed to escape the blow. "Ggtelt troubles to
your bitch of a mother.... Damn it all! It's impdsse to sleep
here."

"Then to hell with you!" shouted Manuel.

"Who are you talking to?" demanded El Interpreb®ving his cap back
on his head and revealing a brutish face withtanbge and high
cheekbones.

"To you, you thief, you coward!"

El Interprete sprang to his feet and strode ovéaauel, who, in an
excess of fury seized him with both hands by theknkicked him in
the leg with his right heel, made him lose his beéaand threw him

to the ground. There he thumped him violently.riEkiprete, more
muscular than Manuel, was able to get to his fgairg but he had

lost his nerve and Manuel, gathering strength fhisranger, threw
him down a second time and was about to crashkaiméx his face
when a pair of municipal guards happened alongkanked them apart.
El Interprete went off disgraced.

The members of the crowd calmed down and wenbo#, after the
other, to resume their positions around the caldron

Manuel sat down upon some paving blocks; the steugad wiped out
the memory of the blow he had received that aftemnbe felt brave
and in a jesting mood, so, facing the curiosity{eummthat were
watching the group, some laughing and others eythi@girchins with
pity, he addressed them.

"The session is about to close," he said. "Now knadl degin the
community singing lessons. We're about to commenoeng, ladies and
gentlemen. Let the public have no fear. We'll tg&ed care of the
bedsheets. Tomorrow we'll send them to the rivéretavashed. Now is
the time. Whoever so desires,” and he pointedrtxia "may take
advantage of these pillows. They're excellent pifipsuch as are

used by the Marquises of Archipipi. Whoever doesish to sleep on
them, let him be gone and not bother us. Ea! Geette If you don't

pay I'll summon the servant and tell her to close..

"It's the same with all of them," said one of tagamuffins. "They
talk nonsense when they get sleepy. They all |I@ok they were
starved.”

Manuel felt as garrulous as a mountebank. Wheradenearied, he
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leaned against a heap of stones and with armsed@sspared to
sleep.

Shortly after this the group of curiosity-hunteeslidispersed; only
a guard and an old gentleman were left, and thegudsed the
ragamuffins in tones of pity.

The gentleman deplored the way these children alea@doned and said
that in other countries they built schools and as@ and a thousand
other things. The guard shook his head dubioudiyagt he summed up
the conversation, saying in the tranquil mannex Gfalician:

"Take my word for it: there's no good left in arfytloem."

Manuel, hearing this, began to tremble; he aras®a tis place on the
ground, left the Puerta del Sol and began to waaaelessly about.

"There's no good left in any of them!" The remaskimade a deep
impression upon him. Why wasn't he good? Why? Heremed his life. He
wasn't bad, he had harmed nobody. He hated El €&ainibecause that
fellow had robbed him of happiness, had made iossfble for him to

go on living in the one corner where he had foumdes affection and
shelter. Then contradicting himself, he imagineat fferhaps he was

bad after all, and in this case the most he coald:as to reform and
become better.

Absorbed in these reflections, he was passing aAdcagja Street when
he heard his name called several times. It was edaMind La
Rabanitos, skulking in a doorway.

"What do you want?" he asked.

"Nothing, man. Just a word with you. Have you cante your money
yet?"

"No. What are you doing?"
"Hiding here," answered La Mella.
"Why, what's the trouble?"

"There's a round-up, and that skunk of an inspeg#onts to take us
to the station, even if we do pay him. Keep us camyp'

Manuel accompanied them for a while; but they lthked up a couple
of men on the way and he was left alone. He retuta¢he Puerta del
Sol.

The night seemed to him endless; he walked aronddvalked yet
again; the electric lights were extinguished, tineet-cars stopped
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running, the square was left in darkness.

Between Montera and Alcala Streets there was albedt@e whose
illuminated windows women passed up and down ddesskright clothes
and wearing crape kerchiefs, singing, accostinggbéed passers-by;
several loafers, lurking behind the lanterns, wadicthem and chatted
with them, giving them orders....

Then came a procession of street-women, touts ewdigers. All of
parasitical, indolent, gay Madrid issued forthreise hours from the
taverns, the dens, the gambling-houses, the divitsiae resorts,
and amidst the poverty and misery that throbbdaterthoroughfares
these night-owls strutted by with their lightedang, conversing,
laughing, joking with the prostitutes, indiffereotthe agony of all
these ragged, hungry, shelterless wretches wheershg with the
cold, sought refuge in the doorways.

A few old strumpets remained at the street-cornverapped in their
cloaks, smoking....

It was long before the heavens grew bright; it atdbnight when
the coffee stands were opened, and the coachmemgachuffins went
up for their cup or glass. The gas lamps were gutshed.

The light from the watchmen's lanterns danced adtws grey
pavement, which already was dimly lighted by thie ggow of dawn,
and the black silhouettes of the ragdealers stobdgainst the

heaps of ordure as they bent over to take the shbblow and then
some pale benighted fellow with his coat collaseal, would glide by
as sinister as an owl before the growing light soon some workmen
passed.... Industrious, honest; Madrid was pregdonits hard

daily task.

This transition from the feverish turmoil of nigiotthe calm, serene
activity of morning plunged Manuel into profoundtight.

He understood that the existence of the night-antthat of the
working folk were parallel lives that never for imstant met. For
the ones, pleasure, vice, the night; for the othab®ur, fatigue,
the sun. And it seemed to him, too, that he shbaldng to the
second class, to the folk who toil in the sun,toadhose who dally
in the shadows.

END OF "TO BUSCA,"

(THE QUEST)
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The second volume of the trilogy is called "MalaHha" (Weeds); the
third, "Aurora Roja" (Red Dawn).

End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of The QuesRibyBaroja



