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					Part
					One
				

				Per­haps an Ac­ci­dent

			
			On Fri­day noon, Ju­ly the twen­ti­eth, 1714, the finest bridge in all Peru broke and pre­cip­it­ated five trav­el­lers in­to the gulf be­low. This bridge was on the high road between Lima and Cuzco and hun­dreds of per­sons passed over it every day. It had been woven of os­ier by the In­cas more than a cen­tury be­fore, and vis­it­ors to the city were al­ways led out to see it. It was a mere lad­der of thin slats swung out over the gorge, with hand­rails of dried vine. Horses and coaches and chairs had to go down hun­dreds of feet be­low and pass over the nar­row tor­rent on rafts, but no one, not even the Vice­roy, not even the Arch­bish­op of Lima, had des­cen­ded with the bag­gage rather than cross by the fam­ous bridge of San Lu­is Rey. St. Louis of France him­self pro­tec­ted it, by his name and by the little mud church on the fur­ther side. The bridge seemed to be among the things that last forever; it was un­think­able that it should break. The mo­ment a Per­uvi­an heard of the ac­ci­dent he signed him­self and made a men­tal cal­cu­la­tion as to how re­cently he had crossed by it and how soon he had in­ten­ded cross­ing by it again. People wandered about in a trance-like state, mut­ter­ing; they had the hal­lu­cin­a­tion of see­ing them­selves fall­ing in­to a gulf.

			There was a great ser­vice in the Cathed­ral. The bod­ies of the vic­tims were ap­prox­im­ately col­lec­ted and ap­prox­im­ately sep­ar­ated from one an­oth­er, and there was great search­ing of hearts in the beau­ti­ful city of Lima. Ser­vant girls re­turned brace­lets which they had stolen from their mis­tresses, and usurers har­angued their wives an­grily, in de­fense of usury. Yet it was rather strange that this event should have so im­pressed the Limeans, for in that coun­try those cata­strophes which law­yers shock­ingly call the “acts of God” were more than usu­ally fre­quent. Tid­al waves were con­tinu­ally wash­ing away cit­ies; earth­quakes ar­rived every week and towers fell upon good men and wo­men all the time. Dis­eases were forever flit­ting in and out of the provinces, and old age car­ried away some of the most ad­mir­able cit­izens. That is why it was so sur­pris­ing that the Per­uvi­ans should have been es­pe­cially touched by the rent in the bridge of San Lu­is Rey.

			Every­one was very deeply im­pressed, but only one per­son did any­thing about it, and that was Broth­er Ju­ni­per. By a series of co­in­cid­ences so ex­traordin­ary that one al­most sus­pects the pres­ence of some In­ten­tion, this little red-haired Fran­cis­can from North­ern Italy happened to be in Peru con­vert­ing the In­di­ans, and happened to wit­ness the ac­ci­dent.

			It was a very hot noon, that fatal noon, and com­ing around the shoulder of a hill Broth­er Ju­ni­per stopped to wipe his fore­head and to gaze upon the screen of snowy peaks in the dis­tance, then in­to the gorge be­low him filled with the dark plumage of green trees and green birds and tra­versed by its lad­der of os­ier. Joy was in him; things were not go­ing badly. He had opened sev­er­al little aban­doned churches and the In­di­ans were crawl­ing in to early Mass and groan­ing at the mo­ment of mir­acle as though their hearts would break. Per­haps it was the pure air from the snows be­fore him; per­haps it was the memory that brushed him for a mo­ment of the poem that bade him raise his eyes to the help­ful hills. At all events he felt at peace. Then his glance fell upon the bridge, and at that mo­ment a twanging noise filled the air, as when the string of some mu­sic­al in­stru­ment snaps in a dis­used room, and he saw the bridge di­vide and fling five ges­tic­u­lat­ing ants in­to the val­ley be­low.

			Any­one else would have said to him­self with secret joy: “With­in ten minutes my­self! …” But it was an­oth­er thought that vis­ited Broth­er Ju­ni­per: “Why did this hap­pen to those five?” If there were any plan in the uni­verse at all, if there were any pat­tern in a hu­man life, surely it could be dis­covered mys­ter­i­ously lat­ent in those lives so sud­denly cut off. Either we live by ac­ci­dent and die by ac­ci­dent, or we live by plan and die by plan. And on that in­stant Broth­er Ju­ni­per made the re­solve to in­quire in­to the secret lives of those five per­sons that mo­ment fall­ing through the air, and to sur­prise the reas­on of their tak­ing off.

			

			It seemed to Broth­er Ju­ni­per that it was high time for theo­logy to take its place among the ex­act sci­ences, and he had long in­ten­ded put­ting it there. What he had lacked hitherto was a labor­at­ory. Oh, there had nev­er been any lack of spe­ci­mens; any num­ber of his charges had met calam­ity—spiders had stung them; their lungs had been touched; their houses had burned down and things had happened to their chil­dren from which one averts the mind. But these oc­ca­sions of hu­man woe had nev­er been quite fit for sci­entif­ic ex­am­in­a­tion. They had lacked what our good sav­ants were later to call prop­er con­trol. The ac­ci­dent had been de­pend­ent upon hu­man er­ror, for ex­ample, or had con­tained ele­ments of prob­ab­il­ity. But this col­lapse of the bridge of San Lu­is Rey was a sheer Act of God. It af­forded a per­fect labor­at­ory. Here at last one could sur­prise His in­ten­tions in a pure state.

			You and I can see that com­ing from any­one but Broth­er Ju­ni­per this plan would be the flower of a per­fect skep­ti­cism. It re­sembled the ef­fort of those pre­sump­tu­ous souls who wanted to walk on the pave­ments of Heav­en and built the Tower of Ba­bel to get there. But to our Fran­cis­can there was no ele­ment of doubt in the ex­per­i­ment. He knew the an­swer. He merely wanted to prove it, his­tor­ic­ally, math­em­at­ic­ally, to his con­verts—poor ob­stin­ate con­verts, so slow to be­lieve that their pains were in­ser­ted in­to their lives for their own good. People were al­ways ask­ing for good sound proofs; doubt springs etern­al in the hu­man breast, even in coun­tries where the In­quis­i­tion can read your very thoughts in your eyes.

			This was not the first time that Broth­er Ju­ni­per had tried to re­sort to such meth­ods. Of­ten on the long trips he had to make (scur­ry­ing from par­ish to par­ish, his robe tucked up about his knees, for haste) he would fall to dream­ing of ex­per­i­ments that jus­ti­fy the ways of God to man; for in­stance, a com­plete re­cord of the Pray­ers for Rain and their res­ults. Of­ten he had stood on the steps of one of his little churches, his flock kneel­ing be­fore him on the baked street. Of­ten he had stretched his arms to the sky and de­claimed the splen­did ritu­al. Not of­ten, but sev­er­al times, he had felt the vir­tue enter him and seen the little cloud form­ing on the ho­ri­zon. But there were many times when weeks went by … but why think of them? It was not him­self he was try­ing to con­vince that rain and drought were wisely ap­por­tioned.

			Thus it was that the de­term­in­a­tion rose with­in him at the mo­ment of the ac­ci­dent. It promp­ted him to busy him­self for six years, knock­ing at all the doors in Lima, ask­ing thou­sands of ques­tions, filling scores of note­books, in his ef­fort at es­tab­lish­ing the fact that each of the five lost lives was a per­fect whole. Every­one knew that he was work­ing on some sort of me­mori­al of the ac­ci­dent, and every­one was very help­ful and mis­lead­ing. A few even knew the prin­cip­al aim of his activ­ity, and there were pat­rons in high places.

			The res­ult of all this di­li­gence was an enorm­ous book, which, as we shall see later, was pub­licly burned on a beau­ti­ful Spring morn­ing in the great square. But there was a secret copy, and after a great many years and without much no­tice it found its way to the lib­rary of the Uni­ver­sity of San Martín. There it lies between two great wooden cov­ers col­lect­ing dust in a cup­board. It deals with one after an­oth­er of the vic­tims of the ac­ci­dent, cata­loguing thou­sands of little facts and an­ec­dotes and testi­mon­ies, and con­clud­ing with a dig­ni­fied pas­sage de­scrib­ing why God had settled upon that per­son and upon that day for His demon­stra­tion of wis­dom. Yet for all his di­li­gence, Broth­er Ju­ni­per nev­er knew the cent­ral pas­sion of Doña María’s life; nor of Uncle Pio’s, not even of Esteban’s. And I, who claim to know so much more, isn’t it pos­sible that even I have missed the very spring with­in the spring?

			Some say that we shall nev­er know, and that to the gods we are like the flies that the boys kill on a sum­mer day, and some say, on the con­trary, that the very spar­rows do not lose a feath­er that has not been brushed away by the fin­ger of God.

		
	
		
			
				
					Part
					Two
				

				The Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or; Pepita

			
			Any Span­ish school­boy is re­quired to know today more about Doña María, Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or, than Broth­er Ju­ni­per was to dis­cov­er in years of re­search. With­in a cen­tury of her death her let­ters had be­come one of the monu­ments of Span­ish lit­er­at­ure, and her life and times have ever since been the ob­ject of long stud­ies. But her bio­graph­ers have erred in one dir­ec­tion as greatly as the Fran­cis­can did in an­oth­er: they have tried to in­vest her with a host of graces, to read back in­to her life and per­son some of the beau­ties that abound in her let­ters, where­as all real know­ledge of this won­der­ful wo­man must pro­ceed from the act of hu­mi­li­at­ing her and of di­vest­ing her of all beau­ties save one.

			She was the daugh­ter of a cloth-mer­chant who had ac­quired the money and the hatred of the Limeans with­in a stone’s-throw of the Plaza. Her child­hood was un­happy; she was ugly; she stuttered; her moth­er per­se­cuted her with sar­casms in an ef­fort to arouse some so­cial charms and forced her to go about the town in a ver­it­able har­ness of jew­els. She lived alone and she thought alone. Many suit­ors presen­ted them­selves, but as long as she could she fought against the con­ven­tion of her time and was de­term­ined to re­main single. There were hys­ter­ic­al scenes with her moth­er, re­crim­in­a­tions, screams and slam­ming of doors. At last, at twenty-six, she found her­self penned in­to mar­riage with a su­per­cili­ous and ruined no­ble­man, and the Cathed­ral of Lima fairly buzzed with the sneers of her guests. Still she lived alone and thought alone, and when an ex­quis­ite daugh­ter was born to her she fastened upon her an id­ol­at­rous love. But little Clara took after her fath­er; she was cold and in­tel­lec­tu­al. At the age of eight she was calmly cor­rect­ing her moth­er’s speech and presently re­gard­ing her with as­ton­ish­ment and re­pul­sion. The frightened moth­er be­came meek and ob­sequious, but she could not pre­vent her­self from per­se­cut­ing Doña Clara with nervous at­ten­tions and a fa­tiguing love. Again there were hys­ter­ic­al re­crim­in­a­tions, screams and slam­ming of doors. From the of­fers of mar­riage that fell to her, Doña Clara de­lib­er­ately chose the one that re­quired her re­mov­al to Spain. So to Spain she went, to that land from which it takes six months to re­ceive an an­swer to one’s let­ter. The leave-tak­ing be­fore so long a voy­age be­came in Peru one of the form­al ser­vices of the Church. The ship was blessed, and as the space widened between the ves­sel and the beach both com­pan­ies knelt and sang a hymn that nev­er failed to sound weak and tim­id in all that open air. Doña Clara sailed with most ad­mir­able com­pos­ure, leav­ing her moth­er to gaze after the bright ship, her hand press­ing now her heart and now her mouth. Blurred and streaked be­came her view of the se­rene Pa­cific and the enorm­ous clouds of pearl that hang forever mo­tion­less above it.

			Left alone in Lima, the Mar­quesa’s life grew more and more in­ward. She be­came in­creas­ingly neg­li­gent in her dress, and like all lonely people she talked to her­self aud­ibly. All her ex­ist­ence lay in the burn­ing cen­ter of her mind. On that stage were per­formed end­less dia­logues with her daugh­ter, im­possible re­con­cili­ations, scenes etern­ally re­com­menced of re­morse and for­give­ness. On the street you be­held an old wo­man, her red wig fallen a little over one ear, her left cheek angry with a lep­rous af­fec­tion, her right with a com­ple­ment­ary ad­just­ment of rouge. Her chin was nev­er dry; her lips were nev­er still. Lima was a city of ec­cent­rics, but even there she be­came its jest as she drove through the streets or shuffled up the steps of its churches. She was thought to be con­tinu­ously drunk. Worse things were said of her, and pe­ti­tions were afloat that she be locked up. She had been de­nounced three times be­fore the In­quis­i­tion. It is not im­possible that she might have been burned had her son-in-law been less in­flu­en­tial in Spain, and had she not some­how col­lec­ted a few friends about the vice­regal court who suffered her for her oddity and her wide read­ing.

			The dis­tress­ing char­ac­ter of the re­la­tions between moth­er and daugh­ter were fur­ther em­bittered by mis­un­der­stand­ings over money. The Con­desa re­ceived a hand­some al­low­ance from her moth­er and fre­quent gifts. Doña Clara soon be­came the out­stand­ing wo­man of in­tel­li­gence at the Span­ish court. All the wealth of Peru would have been in­suf­fi­cient to main­tain her in the gran­di­ose style she fan­cied for her­self. Strangely enough her ex­tra­vag­ance pro­ceeded from one of the best traits in her nature: she re­garded her friends, her ser­vants, and all the in­ter­est­ing people in the cap­it­al as her chil­dren. In fact there seemed only one per­son in the world to­wards whom she did not ex­pend her­self in kind of­fices. Among her protégés was the car­to­graph­er De Blasiis (whose Maps of the New World was ded­ic­ated to the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or amid the roars of the courtiers at Lima who read that she was the “ad­mir­a­tion of her city and a rising sun in the West”); an­oth­er was the sci­ent­ist Azuar­i­us whose treat­ise on the laws of hy­draul­ics was sup­pressed by the In­quis­i­tion as be­ing too ex­act­ing. For a dec­ade the Con­desa lit­er­ally sus­tained all the arts and sci­ences of Spain; it was not her fault that noth­ing mem­or­able was pro­duced in that time.

			About four years after Doña Clara’s de­par­ture, Doña María re­ceived her per­mis­sion to vis­it Europe. On both sides the vis­it was an­ti­cip­ated with res­ol­u­tions well nour­ished on self-re­proach: the one to be pa­tient, the oth­er to be un­demon­strat­ive. Both failed. Each tor­tured the oth­er and was on the point of los­ing her mind un­der the al­tern­a­tions of self-re­buke and the out­bursts of pas­sion. At length one day Doña María rose be­fore dawn, dar­ing no more than to kiss the door be­hind which her daugh­ter was sleep­ing, took ship and re­turned to Amer­ica. Hence­forth let­ter-writ­ing had to take the place of all the af­fec­tion that could not be lived.

			Hers were the let­ters that in an as­ton­ish­ing world have be­come the text­books of school­boys and the ant­hill of the gram­mari­ans. Doña María would have in­ven­ted her geni­us had she not been born with it, so ne­ces­sary was it to her love that she at­tract the at­ten­tion, per­haps the ad­mir­a­tion, of her dis­tant child. She forced her­self to go out in­to so­ci­ety in or­der to cull its ri­dicules; she taught her eye to ob­serve; she read the mas­ter­pieces of her lan­guage to dis­cov­er its ef­fects; she in­sinu­ated her­self in­to the com­pany of those who were cel­eb­rated for their con­ver­sa­tion. Night after night in her baroque palace she wrote and re­wrote the in­cred­ible pages, for­cing from her des­pair­ing mind those mir­acles of wit and grace, those dis­tilled chron­icles of the vice­regal court. We know now that her daugh­ter barely glanced at the let­ters and that it is to the son-in-law that we owe their pre­ser­va­tion.

			The Mar­quesa would have been as­ton­ished to learn that her let­ters were im­mor­tal. Yet many crit­ics have ac­cused her of keep­ing one eye on pos­ter­ity, and point to a num­ber of let­ters that have all the air of be­ing bravura pieces. To them it seems im­possible that Doña María should have put her­self to the same pains to dazzle her daugh­ter that most artists ex­pend on dazzling the pub­lic. Like her son-in-law they mis­un­der­stood her: the Conde de­lighted in her let­ters, but he thought that when he had en­joyed the style he had ex­trac­ted all their rich­ness and in­ten­tion, miss­ing (as most read­ers do) the whole pur­port of lit­er­at­ure, which is the nota­tion of the heart. Style is but the faintly con­tempt­ible ves­sel in which the bit­ter li­quid is re­com­men­ded to the world. The Mar­quesa would even have been as­ton­ished to learn that her let­ters were very good, for such au­thors live al­ways in the noble weath­er of their own minds, and those pro­duc­tions which seem re­mark­able to us are little bet­ter than a day’s routine to them.

			This was the old wo­man who hour by hour would sit upon her bal­cony, her odd straw hat cast­ing a purple shad­ow across her lined and yel­low face. How of­ten as she turned her pages with her gemmed hands, she would ask her­self, al­most with amuse­ment, wheth­er the con­stant pain at her heart had an or­gan­ic seat. She wondered wheth­er a subtle doc­tor cut­ting through to that battered throne could at last dis­cov­er a sign, and lift­ing his face to the am­phi­theatre cry out to his stu­dents: “This wo­man has suffered, and her suf­fer­ing has left its mark upon the struc­ture of her heart.” This idea had so of­ten vis­ited her that one day she wrote it in­to a let­ter and her daugh­ter scol­ded her for an in­tro­spect­ive and for mak­ing a cult of sor­row.

			The know­ledge that she would nev­er be loved in re­turn ac­ted upon her ideas as a tide acts upon cliffs. Her re­li­gious be­liefs went first, for all she could ask of a god, or of im­mor­tal­ity, was the gift of a place where daugh­ters love their moth­ers; the oth­er at­trib­utes of Heav­en you could have for a song. Next she lost her be­lief in the sin­cer­ity of those about her. She secretly re­fused to be­lieve that any­one (her­self ex­cep­ted) loved any­one. All fam­il­ies lived in a waste­ful at­mo­sphere of cus­tom and kissed one an­oth­er with secret in­dif­fer­ence. She saw that the people of this world moved about in an ar­mour of egot­ism, drunk with self-gaz­ing, athirst for com­pli­ments, hear­ing little of what was said to them, un­moved by the ac­ci­dents that be­fell their closest friends, in dread of all ap­peals that might in­ter­rupt their long com­mu­nion with their own de­sires. These were the sons and daugh­ters of Adam from Cathay to Peru. And when on the bal­cony her thoughts reached this turn, her mouth would con­tract with shame for she knew that she too sinned and that though her love for her daugh­ter was vast enough to in­clude all the col­ours of love, it was not without a shade of tyranny: she loved her daugh­ter not for her daugh­ter’s sake, but for her own. She longed to free her­self from this ig­noble bond; but the pas­sion was too fierce to cope with. And then on that green bal­cony a strange war­fare would shake the hideous old lady, a sin­gu­larly fu­tile struggle against a tempta­tion to which she would nev­er have the op­por­tun­ity of suc­cumb­ing. How could she rule her daugh­ter when her daugh­ter saw to it that four thou­sand miles lay between them? Nev­er­the­less Doña María wrestled with the ghost of her tempta­tion and was worsted on every oc­ca­sion. She wanted her daugh­ter for her­self; she wanted to hear her say: “You are the best of all pos­sible moth­ers”; she longed to hear her whis­per: “For­give me.”

			

			About two years after her re­turn from Spain there took place a series of in­con­spicu­ous events that had a great deal to tell about the in­ner life of the Mar­quesa. Only the faintest al­lu­sion to them oc­curs in the Cor­res­pond­ence, but as that is found in Let­ter XXII which con­tains oth­er signs, I shall do my best to give a trans­la­tion and com­ment­ary of the first part of the let­ter:

			
				“Are there no doc­tors in Spain? Where are those good men from Flanders that used to help you so? Oh, my treas­ure, how can we pun­ish you enough for let­ting your cold en­dure so many weeks? Don Vi­cente, I im­plore you to make my child see reas­on. An­gels of Heav­en, I im­plore you to make my child see reas­on. Now that you are bet­ter, I beg of you, re­solve that when the first warn­ing of a cold comes you will steam your­self well and go to bed. Here in Peru I am help­less; I can do noth­ing. Do not be self-willed, my be­loved. God bless you. I am en­clos­ing in today’s pack­et the gum of some tree which the sis­ters of San Tomás peddle from door to door. Wheth­er it be of much use I know not. It can do no harm. I am told that in the con­vent the silly sis­ters in­haled it so di­li­gently that one can­not smell the in­cense at Mass. Wheth­er it be worth any­thing I know not; try it.

				“Rest easy, my love, I am send­ing His Most Cath­ol­ic Majesty the per­fect gold chain.” (Her daugh­ter had writ­ten her: “The chain ar­rived in good con­di­tion and I wore it at the christen­ing of the In­fante. His Most Cath­ol­ic Majesty was gra­cious enough to ad­mire it, and when I told Him that you had giv­en it me He sent you His com­pli­ments upon your taste. Do not fail to send Him one as like it as pos­sible; send it at once, by way of the Cham­ber­lain.”) “He need nev­er know that in or­der to ob­tain it I had to walk in­to a pic­ture. Do you re­mem­ber that in the sac­risty of San Martín there is a por­trait by Velasquez of the Vice­roy who foun­ded the mon­as­tery and of his wife and brat? and that his wife is wear­ing a gold chain? I re­solved that only that chain would do. So one mid­night I slipped in­to the sac­risty, climbed upon the rob­ing-table like a girl of twelve and walked in. The can­vas res­isted for a mo­ment, but the paint­er him­self came for­ward to lift me through the pig­ment. I told him that the most beau­ti­ful girl in Spain wished to present the finest gold chain that could be found to the most gra­cious king in the world. It was as simple as that, and there we stood talk­ing, we four, in the gray and sil­very air that makes a Velasquez. Now I keep think­ing about a more golden light; I keep look­ing at the Palace: I must pass the even­ing in a Titian. Would the Vice­roy let me?

				“But His Ex­cel­lency has the gout again. I say ‘again’ be­cause the flat­tery of the court in­sists that there are times when he is free of it. This be­ing Saint Mark’s day His Ex­cel­lency star­ted out to vis­it the Uni­ver­sity where twenty-two new doc­tors were be­ing brought in­to the world. He had hardly been car­ried from his di­van to his coach when he screamed and re­fused to go any farther. He was car­ried back to his bed where he broke a most de­li­cious ci­gar and sent for the Perich­ole. And while we listened to long doc­trin­al ad­dresses, more or less in Lat­in, he heard all about us, more or less in Span­ish, from the red­dest and cruellest lips in town.” (Doña María per­mit­ted her­self this pas­sage, al­though she had just read in her daugh­ter’s last let­ter: “How many times must I tell you to be more cau­tious in the things you say in your let­ters? They of­ten show signs of hav­ing been opened on the jour­ney. Noth­ing could be more ill-judged than your re­marks on the you-know-what-I-mean at Cuzco. Such re­marks are not funny, even though Vi­cente did com­pli­ment you upon them in his post­script, and they might get us in­to a great deal of trouble with Cer­tain Per­sons here in Spain. I con­tin­ue to be as­ton­ished that your in­dis­cre­tions have not long since led to your be­ing ordered to re­tire to your farm.”)

				“There was a great press at the Ex­er­cises and two wo­men fell from the bal­cony, but God in His good­ness saw that they fell on Doña Merced. All three are badly hurt, but will be think­ing of oth­er things with­in a year. The Pres­id­ent was speak­ing at the mo­ment of the ac­ci­dent, and be­ing short­sighted could not ima­gine what the dis­turb­ance of cries and talk and fall­ing bod­ies could be about. It was very pleas­ant to see him bow­ing, un­der the im­pres­sion that he was be­ing ap­plauded.

				“Speak­ing of the Perich­ole, and of ap­plause, you should know that Pepita and I de­cided to go to the Comedia this even­ing. The pub­lic still id­ol­izes its Perich­ole; it even for­gives her her years. We are told that she saves what she can every morn­ing by passing al­tern­ate pen­cils of ice and fire across her cheeks.” (Trans­la­tion falls es­pe­cially short of this con­ceit which car­ries the whole flam­boy­ance of the Span­ish lan­guage. It was in­ten­ded as an ob­sequious flat­tery of the Con­desa, and was un­true. The great act­ress was twenty-eight at this time; her cheeks had the smooth­ness and pol­ish of dark yel­low marble and would cer­tainly have re­tained that qual­ity for many years. Apart from the cos­met­ics re­quired by her per­form­ances the only treat­ment Cam­ila Perich­ole af­forded her face was to throw cold wa­ter at it twice a day, like a peas­ant wo­man at a horse trough.)

				“That curi­ous man they call Uncle Pio is by her all the time. Don Rubío says that he can­not make out wheth­er Uncle Pio is her fath­er, her lov­er, or her son. The Perich­ole gave a won­der­ful per­form­ance. Scold me all you like for a pro­vin­cial ninny, you have no such act­resses in Spain.”

			

			And so on.

			It is on this vis­it to the theatre that fur­ther mat­ter hangs. She de­cided to go to the Comedia where the Perich­ole was play­ing Doña Le­onor in Moreto’s Trampa Ad­elante; per­haps some ma­ter­i­al could be de­rived from the vis­it for her daugh­ter’s next let­ter. She took with her Pepita, a little girl about whom later we shall learn much. Doña María had bor­rowed her to be her com­pan­ion, from the orphan­age con­nec­ted with the Con­vent of Santa María Rosa de las Ro­s­as. The Mar­quesa sat in her box gaz­ing with flag­ging at­ten­tion at the bril­liant stage. Between the acts it was the Perich­ole’s cus­tom to lay aside the courtly role and ap­pear be­fore the cur­tain to sing a few top­ic­al songs. The ma­li­cious act­ress had seen the Mar­quesa ar­rive and presently began im­pro­vising couplets al­lud­ing to her ap­pear­ance, her av­arice, her drunk­en­ness, and even to her daugh­ter’s flight from her. The at­ten­tion of the house was subtly dir­ec­ted to the old wo­man, and a rising mur­mur of con­tempt ac­com­pan­ied the laughter of the audi­ence. But the Mar­quesa, deeply moved by the first two acts of the com­edy, scarcely saw the sing­er and sat star­ing be­fore her, think­ing about Spain. Cam­ila Perich­ole be­came bolder and the air was elec­tric with the hatred and glee of the crowd. At last Pepita plucked the Mar­quesa’s sleeve and whispered to her that they should go. As they left the box the house arose and burst in­to a roar of tri­umph; the Perich­ole flung her­self in­to a fren­zied dance, for she saw the man­ager at the back of the hall and knew that her salary had been in­creased. But the Mar­quesa re­mained un­aware of what had taken place; in fact she was quite pleased, for dur­ing the vis­it she had con­trived a few fe­li­cit­ous phrases, phrases (who knows?) that might bring a smile to her daugh­ter’s face and might make her mur­mur: “Really, my moth­er is charm­ing.”

			In due time the re­port reached the Vice­roy’s ears that one of his ar­is­to­crats had been openly baited in the theatre. He summoned the Perich­ole to the Palace and ordered her to call upon the Mar­quesa and to apo­lo­gize. The trip was to be made bare­foot and in a black dress. Cam­ila ar­gued and fought, but all she gained was a pair of shoes.

			The Vice­roy had three reas­ons for in­sist­ing. In the first place the sing­er had taken liber­ties with his court. Don An­drés had con­trived to make ex­ile en­dur­able by build­ing up a ce­re­mo­ni­al so com­plic­ated that it could be re­membered only by a so­ci­ety that had noth­ing else to think about. He nursed his little ar­is­to­cracy and its minute dis­tinc­tions and any in­sult paid to a Mar­quesa was an in­sult to His Per­son. In the second place, Doña María’s son-in-law was an in­creas­ingly im­port­ant per­son­age in Spain, laden with pos­sib­il­it­ies of in­jury to the Vice­roy, nay with the pos­sib­il­ity of sup­plant­ing him. The Conde Vi­cente d’Abuirre must not be vexed, even through his half-wit moth­er-in-law.

			Fi­nally, the Vice­roy was de­lighted to humble the act­ress. He sus­pec­ted that she was de­ceiv­ing him with a mata­dor, per­haps with an act­or; between the flat­tery of the court and the in­er­tia of gout he could not quite make out who it was; at all events, it was clear that the sing­er was be­gin­ning to for­get that he was one of the first men in the world.

			The Mar­quesa, be­side not hav­ing heard the scur­ril­ous songs, was in oth­er ways un­pre­pared for the act­ress’s vis­it. You should know that after the de­par­ture of her daugh­ter, Doña María had lighted upon a cer­tain con­sol­a­tion: she had taken to drink­ing. Every­one drank chicha in Peru and there was no par­tic­u­lar dis­grace in be­ing found un­con­scious on a feast day. Doña María had be­gun to dis­cov­er that her fe­ver­ish mono­logues had a way of keep­ing her awake all night. Once she took a del­ic­ate fluted glass­ful of chicha on re­tir­ing. Ob­li­vi­on was so sweet that presently she stole lar­ger amounts and tried dis­sim­u­lat­ing their ef­fects from Pepita; she hin­ted that she was not well, and rep­res­en­ted her­self as go­ing in­to a de­cline. At last she resigned all pre­tense. The boats that car­ried her let­ter to Spain did not leave of­ten­er than once a month. Dur­ing the week that pre­ceded the mak­ing of the pack­et she ob­served a strict re­gi­men and cul­tiv­ated the city as­sidu­ously for ma­ter­i­al. At last on the eve of the post she wrote the let­ter, mak­ing up the bundle to­wards dawn and leav­ing it for Pepita to de­liv­er to the agent. Then as the sun rose she would shut her­self up in her room with some flagons and drift through the next few weeks without the bur­den of con­scious­ness. Fi­nally she would emerge from her hap­pi­ness and pre­pare to go in­to a state of “train­ing” in pre­par­a­tion for the writ­ing of an­oth­er let­ter.

			Thus on the night fol­low­ing the scan­dal in the theatre she wrote Let­ter XXII and re­tired to bed with a carafe. All next day Pepita moved about the room, glan­cing anxiously at the fig­ure on the bed. The next af­ter­noon Pepita brought her nee­dle­work in­to the room. The Mar­quesa lay star­ing at the ceil­ing with wide-open eyes, talk­ing to her­self. To­wards dusk Pepita was called to the door and in­formed that the Perich­ole had come to see the mis­tress. Pepita re­membered the theatre very well and sent back word an­grily that the mis­tress re­fused to see her. The man car­ried the mes­sage to the street door, but re­turned awe­struck with the news that the Señora Perich­ole was armed with a let­ter from the Vice­roy present­ing her to the lady. Pepita tip­toed to the bed and star­ted talk­ing to the Mar­quesa. The glazed eyes moved to the girl’s face. Pepita shook her gently. With great ef­fort Doña María tried to fix her mind on what was be­ing said to her. Twice she lay back, re­fus­ing to seize the mean­ing, but at last (like a gen­er­al call­ing to­geth­er in a rain and by night the dis­persed di­vi­sion of his army) she as­sembled memory and at­ten­tion and a few oth­er fac­ulties, and pain­fully press­ing her hand to her fore­head she asked for a bowl of snow. When it was brought her, she long and drowsily pressed hand­fuls of it against her temples and cheeks; then rising she stood for a long time lean­ing against the bed and look­ing at her shoes. At last she raised her head with de­cision; she called for her fur-trimmed cloak and a veil. She put them on and tottered in­to her hand­somest re­cep­tion room where the act­ress stood wait­ing for her.

			Cam­ila had in­ten­ded to be per­func­tory and if pos­sible im­pudent, but now she was struck for the first time with the dig­nity of the old wo­man. The mer­cer’s daugh­ter could carry her­self at times with all the dis­tinc­tion of the Mon­temay­ors, and when she was drunk she wore the grandeur of Hecuba. For Cam­ila the half-closed eyes had the air of weary au­thor­ity and she began al­most tim­idly:

			“I come, señora, to make sure that you could not have mis­un­der­stood any­thing I said on the even­ing that Your Grace did me the hon­our to vis­it my theatre.”

			“Mis­un­der­stood? Mis­un­der­stood?” said the Mar­quesa.

			“Your Grace might have mis­un­der­stood and thought that my words were in­ten­ded to be dis­respect­ful to Your Grace.”

			“To me?”

			“Your Grace is not of­fen­ded at her humble ser­vant? Your Grace is aware that a poor act­ress in my po­s­i­tion may be car­ried bey­ond her in­ten­tions … that it is very dif­fi­cult … that everything …”

			“How can I be of­fen­ded, señora? All that I can re­mem­ber is that you gave a beau­ti­ful per­form­ance. You are a great artist. You should be happy, happy. My handker­chief, Pepita. …”

			The Mar­quesa brought out these words very rap­idly and vaguely, but the Perich­ole was con­foun­ded. A pier­cing sense of shame filled her. She turned crim­son. At last she was able to mur­mur:

			“It was in the songs between the acts of the com­edy. I was afraid Your Grace …”

			“Yes, yes. I re­mem­ber now. I left early. Pepita, we left early, did we not? But, señora, you are good enough to for­give my leav­ing early, yes, even in the middle of your ad­mir­able per­form­ance. I for­get why we left. Pepita … oh, some in­dis­pos­i­tion. …”

			It was im­possible that any­one in the theatre could have missed the in­ten­tion of the songs. Cam­ila could only as­sume that the Mar­quesa out of a sort of fant­ast­ic mag­nan­im­ity was play­ing the farce of not hav­ing no­ticed it. She was al­most in tears: “But you are so good to over­look my child­ish­ness, señora—I mean Your Grace. I did not know. I did not know your good­ness. Señora, per­mit me to kiss your hand.”

			Doña María held out her hand as­ton­ished. She had not for a long time been ad­dressed with such con­sid­er­a­tion. Her neigh­bors, her trades­people, her ser­vants—for even Pepita lived in awe of her—her very daugh­ter had nev­er ap­proached her thus. It in­duced a new mood in her; one that must very likely be called maudlin. She be­came lo­qua­cious:

			“Of­fen­ded, of­fen­ded at you, my beau­ti­ful … my gif­ted child? Who am I, a … an un­wise and un­loved old wo­man, to be of­fen­ded at you? I felt, my daugh­ter, as though I were—what says the poet?—sur­pris­ing through a cloud the con­ver­sa­tion of the an­gels. Your voice kept find­ing new won­ders in our Moreto. When you said:

			
				
					‘Don Juan, si mi amor es­ti­mas,
					

					Y la fe se­gura es ne­cia?
					

					En­o­jarte mis temores
					

					Es no quer­arme dis­creta.
					

					¿Tan se­gur­os …’
				

			

			and so on—that was true! And what a ges­ture you made at the close of the First Day. There, with your hand so. Such a ges­ture as the Vir­gin made, say­ing to Gab­ri­el: How is it pos­sible that I shall have a child? No, no, you will be­gin to have re­sent­ment at me, for I am go­ing to tell you about a ges­ture that you may re­mem­ber to use some day. Yes, it would fit well in­to that scene where you for­give your Don Juan de Lara. Per­haps I should tell you that I saw it made one day by my daugh­ter. My daugh­ter is very beau­ti­ful … every­one thinks. Did … did you know my Doña Clara, señora?”

			“Her Grace of­ten did me the hon­our of vis­it­ing my theatre. I knew the Con­desa well by sight.”

			“Do not re­main so, on one knee, my child.—Pepita, tell Jen­arito to bring this lady some sweet­cakes at once. Think, one day we fell out, I for­get over what. Oh, there is noth­ing strange in that; all we moth­ers from time to time. … Look, can you come a little closer? You must not be­lieve the town that says she was un­kind to me. You are a great wo­man with a beau­ti­ful nature and you can see fur­ther than the crowd sees in these mat­ters.—It is a pleas­ure to talk to you. What beau­ti­ful hair you have! What beau­ti­ful hair!—She had not a warm im­puls­ive nature, I know that. But, oh, my child, she has such a store of in­tel­li­gence and gra­cious­ness. Any mis­un­der­stand­ings between us are so plainly my fault; is it not won­der­ful that she is so quick to for­give me? This day there fell one of those little mo­ments. We both said hasty things and went off to our rooms. Then each turned back to be for­giv­en. Fi­nally only a door sep­ar­ated us and there we were pulling it in con­trary ways. But at last she … took my … face … thus, in her two white hands. So! Look!”

			The Mar­quesa al­most fell out of her chair as she leaned for­ward, her face stream­ing with happy tears, and made the be­atif­ic ges­ture. I should say the myth­ic­al ges­ture, for the in­cid­ent was but a re­cur­ring dream.

			“I am glad you are here,” she con­tin­ued, “for now you have heard from my own lips that she is not un­kind to me, as some people say. Listen, señora, the fault was mine. Look at me. Look at me. There was some mis­take that made me the moth­er of so beau­ti­ful a girl. I am dif­fi­cult. I am try­ing. You and she are great wo­men. No, do not stop me: you are rare wo­men, and I am only a nervous … a fool­ish … a stu­pid wo­man. Let me kiss your feet. I am im­possible. I am im­possible. I am im­possible.”

			Here in­deed the old wo­man did fall out of her chair and was gathered up by Pepita and led back to her bed. The Perich­ole walked home in con­sterna­tion, and sat for a long time gaz­ing in­to her eyes in the mir­ror, her palms pressed against her cheeks.

			But the per­son who saw most of the dif­fi­cult hours of the Mar­quesa was her little com­pan­ion, Pepita. Pepita was an orphan and had been brought up by that strange geni­us of Lima, the Ab­bess Madre María del Pi­l­ar. The only oc­ca­sion upon which the two great wo­men of Peru (as the per­spect­ive of his­tory was to re­veal them) met face to face was on the day when Doña María called upon the dir­ect­ress of the Con­vent of Santa María Rosa de las Ro­s­as and asked if she might bor­row some bright girl from the orphan­age to be her com­pan­ion. The Ab­bess gazed hard at the grot­esque old wo­man. Even the wisest people in the world are not per­fectly wise, and Madre María del Pi­l­ar, who was able to di­vine the poor hu­man heart be­hind all the masks of folly and de­fi­ance, had al­ways re­fused to con­cede one to the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or. She asked her a great many ques­tions and then paused to think. She wanted to give Pepita the worldly ex­per­i­ence of liv­ing in the palace. She also wanted to bend the old wo­man to her own in­terests. And she was filled with a sombre in­dig­na­tion, for she knew she was gaz­ing at one of the richest wo­men in Peru, and the blind­est.

			The Ab­bess was one of those per­sons who have al­lowed their lives to be gnawed away be­cause they have fallen in love with an idea sev­er­al cen­tur­ies be­fore its ap­poin­ted ap­pear­ance in the his­tory of civil­iz­a­tion. She hurled her­self against the ob­stin­acy of her time in her de­sire to at­tach a little dig­nity to wo­men. At mid­night when she had fin­ished adding up the ac­counts of the House she would fall in­to in­sane vis­ion of an age when wo­men could be or­gan­ized to pro­tect wo­men, wo­men trav­el­ling, wo­men as ser­vants, wo­men when they are old or ill, the wo­men she had dis­covered in the mines of Po­tosi, or in the work­rooms of the cloth-mer­chants, the girls she had col­lec­ted out of door­ways on rainy nights. But al­ways the next morn­ing she had to face the fact that the wo­men in Peru, even her nuns, went through life with two no­tions: one, that all the mis­for­tunes that might be­fall them were merely due to the fact that they were not suf­fi­ciently at­tract­ive to bind some man to their main­ten­ance; and, two, that all the misery in the world was worth his caress. She had nev­er known any coun­try but the en­virons of Lima and she as­sumed that all its cor­rup­tion was the nor­mal state of man­kind. Look­ing back from our cen­tury we can see the whole folly of her hope. Twenty such wo­men would have failed to make any im­pres­sion on that age. Yet she con­tin­ued di­li­gently in her task. She re­sembled the swal­low in the fable who once every thou­sand years trans­ferred a grain of wheat, in the hope of rear­ing a moun­tain to reach the moon. Such per­sons are raised up in every age; they ob­stin­ately in­sist on trans­port­ing their grains of wheat and they de­rive a cer­tain ex­hil­ar­a­tion from the sneers of the bystand­ers. “How queerly they dress!” we cry. “How queerly they dress!”

			Her plain red face had great kind­li­ness, and more ideal­ism than kind­li­ness, and more gen­er­al­ship than ideal­ism. All her work, her hos­pit­als, her orphan­age, her con­vent, her sud­den jour­neys of res­cue, de­pended upon money. No one har­bored a fairer ad­mir­a­tion for mere good­ness, but she had been ob­liged to watch her­self sac­ri­fi­cing her kind­li­ness, al­most her ideal­ism, to gen­er­al­ship, so dread­ful were the struggles to ob­tain her sub­sidies from her su­per­i­ors in the church. The Arch­bish­op of Lima, whom we shall know later in a more grace­ful con­nec­tion, hated her with what he called a Vat­ini­an hate and coun­ted the ces­sa­tion of her vis­its among the com­pens­a­tions for dy­ing.

			Lately she had felt not only the breath of old age against her cheek, but a graver warn­ing. A chill of ter­ror went through her, not for her­self, but for her work. Who was there in Peru to value the things she had val­ued? And rising one day at dawn she had made a rap­id jour­ney through her hos­pit­al and con­vent and orphan­age, look­ing for a soul she might train to be her suc­cessor. She hur­ried from empty face to empty face, oc­ca­sion­ally paus­ing more from hope than con­vic­tion. In the court­yard she came upon a com­pany of girls at work over the lin­en and her eyes fell at once upon a girl of twelve who was dir­ect­ing the oth­ers at the trough and at the same time re­count­ing to them with great dra­mat­ic fire the less prob­able mir­acles in the life of Saint Rose of Lima. So it was that the search ended with Pepita. The edu­ca­tion for great­ness is dif­fi­cult enough at any time, but amid the sens­ib­il­it­ies and jeal­ousies of a con­vent it must be con­duc­ted with fant­ast­ic in­dir­ec­tion. Pepita was as­signed to the most dis­liked tasks in the House, but she came to un­der­stand all the as­pects of its ad­min­is­tra­tion. She ac­com­pan­ied the Ab­bess on her jour­neys, even though it was in the ca­pa­city of cus­todi­an of the eggs and ve­get­ables. And every­where, by sur­prise, hours would open up in which the dir­ect­ress sud­denly ap­peared and talked to her at great length, not only on re­li­gious ex­per­i­ence, but on how to man­age wo­men and how to plan con­ta­gious wards and how to beg for money. It was a step in this edu­ca­tion for great­ness that res­ul­ted in Pepita’s ar­riv­ing one day and en­ter­ing upon the crazy du­ties of be­ing Doña María’s com­pan­ion. For the first two years she merely came for oc­ca­sion­al af­ter­noons, but fi­nally she came to the palace to live. She nev­er had been taught to ex­pect hap­pi­ness, and the in­con­veni­ences, not to say ter­rors, of her new po­s­i­tion did not seem to her ex­cess­ive for a girl of four­teen. She did not sus­pect that the Ab­bess was even there hov­er­ing about the house her­self es­tim­at­ing the stresses and watch­ing for the mo­ment when a bur­den harms and not strengthens.

			A few of Pepita’s tri­als were phys­ic­al: for ex­ample, the ser­vants in the house took ad­vant­age of Doña María’s in­dis­pos­i­tion; they opened up the bed­rooms of the palace to their re­l­at­ives; they stole freely. Alone Pepita stood out against them and suffered a per­se­cu­tion of small dis­com­forts and prac­tic­al jokes. Her mind, sim­il­arly, had its dis­tresses: when she ac­com­pan­ied Doña María on her er­rands in the city, the older wo­man would be seized with the de­sire to dash in­to a church, for what she had lost of re­li­gion as faith she had re­placed with re­li­gion as ma­gic. “Stay here in the sun­light, my dear child; I shall not be long,” she would say. Doña María would then for­get her­self in a rev­er­ie be­fore the al­tar and leave the church by an­oth­er door. Pepita had been brought up by Madre María del Pi­l­ar to an al­most mor­bid obed­i­ence and when after many hours she ven­tured in­to the church and made sure that her mis­tress was no longer there, still she re­turned to the street-corner and waited while the shad­ows fell gradu­ally across the square. Thus wait­ing in pub­lic she suffered all the tor­ture of a little girl’s self-con­scious­ness. She still wore the uni­form of the orphan­age (which a minute’s thought­ful­ness on the part of Doña María could have altered) and she suffered hal­lu­cin­a­tions wherein men seemed to be star­ing at her and whis­per­ing—nor were these al­ways hal­lu­cin­a­tions. No less her heart suffered, for on some days Doña María would sud­denly be­come aware of her and would talk to her cor­di­ally and hu­mor­ously, would let ap­pear for a few hours all the ex­quis­ite sens­ib­il­ity of the Let­ters; then, on the mor­row she would with­draw in­to her­self again and, while nev­er harsh, would be­come im­per­son­al and un­see­ing. The be­gin­nings of hope and af­fec­tion that Pepita had such need to ex­pend would be wounded. She tip­toed about the palace, si­lent, be­wildered, cling­ing only to her sense of duty and her loy­alty to her “moth­er in the Lord,” Madre María del Pi­l­ar, who had sent her there.

			

			Fi­nally a new fact ap­peared that was to have con­sid­er­able ef­fect on the lives of both the Mar­quesa and her com­pan­ion:

			
				“My dear moth­er,” wrote the Con­desa, “the weath­er has been most ex­haust­ing, and the fact that the orch­ards and gar­dens are in bloom only makes it the more try­ing. I could en­dure flowers if only they had no per­fume. I shall there­fore ask your per­mis­sion to write you at less length than usu­al. If Vi­cente re­turns be­fore the post leaves he will be de­lighted to fin­ish out the leaf and sup­ply you with those tire­some de­tails about my­self which you seem to en­joy so. I shall not go to Grig­nan in Provence as I ex­pec­ted this Fall, as my child will be born in early Oc­to­ber.”

			

			What child? The Mar­quesa leaned against the wall. Doña Clara had fore­seen the ex­haust­ing im­por­tun­it­ies that this news would awaken in her moth­er and had sought to mit­ig­ate them by the cas­u­al­ness of her an­nounce­ment. The ruse did not suc­ceed. The fam­ous Let­ter XLII was the an­swer.

			Now at length the Mar­quesa had some­thing be anxious about: her daugh­ter was to be­come a moth­er. This event which merely bored Doña Clara dis­covered a whole new scale of emo­tions in the Mar­quesa. She be­came a mine of med­ic­al know­ledge and sug­ges­tion. She combed the city for wise old wo­men and poured in­to her let­ters the whole folk-wis­dom of the New World. She fell in­to the most ab­om­in­able su­per­sti­tion. She prac­tised a de­grad­ing sys­tem of ta­boos for her child’s pro­tec­tion. She re­fused to al­low a knot in the house. The maids were for­bid­den to tie up their hair and she con­cealed upon her per­son ri­dicu­lous sym­bols of a happy de­liv­ery. On the stairs the even steps were marked with red chalk and a maid who ac­ci­dent­ally stepped upon an even step was driv­en from the house with tears and screams. Doña Clara was in the hands of ma­lig­nant Nature who re­serves the right to in­flict upon her chil­dren the most ter­ri­fy­ing jests. There was an etiquette of pro­pi­ti­ation which gen­er­a­tions of peas­ant wo­men had found com­fort­ing. So vast an army of wit­nesses surely im­plied that there was some truth in it. At least it could do no harm, and per­haps it did good. But the Mar­quesa did not only sat­is­fy the rites of pa­gan­ism; she stud­ied the pre­scrip­tions of Chris­tian­ity as well. She arose in the dark and stumbled through the streets to the earli­est Masses. She hys­ter­ic­ally hugged the al­tar-rails try­ing to rend from the gaudy statuettes a sign, only a sign, the ghost of a smile, the furt­ive nod of a wax­en head. Would all be well? Sweet, sweet Moth­er, would all be well?

			At times, after a day’s frantic re­sort to such in­voc­a­tions, a re­vul­sion would sweep over her. Nature is deaf. God is in­dif­fer­ent. Noth­ing in man’s power can al­ter the course of law. Then on some street-corner she would stop, dizzy with des­pair, and lean­ing against a wall would long to be taken from a world that had no plan in it. But soon a be­lief in the great Per­haps would surge up from the depths of her nature and she would fairly run home to re­new the candles above her daugh­ter’s bed.

			

			At last the time came to sat­is­fy the su­preme rite of Per­uvi­an house­holds look­ing for­ward to this event: she made the pil­grim­age to the shrine of Santa María de Clux­am­buqua. If there resided any ef­fic­acy in de­vo­tion at all, surely it lay in a vis­it to this great shrine. The ground had been holy through three re­li­gions; even be­fore the In­can civil­iz­a­tion dis­traught hu­man be­ings had hugged the rocks and lashed them­selves with whips to wring their will from the skies. Thith­er the Mar­quesa was car­ried in her chair, cross­ing the bridge of San Lu­is Rey and as­cend­ing up in­to the hills to­ward that city of large-girdled wo­men, a tran­quil town, slow-mov­ing and slow-smil­ing, a city of crys­tal air, cold as the springs that fed its many foun­tains; a city of bells, soft and mu­sic­al, and tuned to carry on with one an­oth­er the hap­pi­est quar­rels. If any­thing turned out for dis­ap­point­ment in the town of Clux­am­buqua the grief was some­how as­sim­il­ated by the over­whelm­ing im­man­ence of the Andes and by the weath­er of quiet joy that flowed in and about the side-streets. No soon­er did the Mar­quesa see from a dis­tance the white walls of this town perched on the knees of the highest peaks than her fin­gers ceased turn­ing the beads and the busy pray­ers of her fright were cut short on her lips.

			She did not even alight at the inn, but leav­ing Pepita to ar­range for their stay she went on to the church and knelt for a long time, pat­ting her hands softly to­geth­er. She was listen­ing to the new tide of resig­na­tion that was rising with­in her. Per­haps she would learn in time to per­mit both her daugh­ter and her gods to gov­ern their own af­fairs. She was not an­noyed by the whis­per­ing of the old wo­men in pad­ded gar­ments who sold candles and medals and talked about money from dawn to dark. She was not even dis­trac­ted by an of­fi­cious sac­ristan who tried to col­lect a fee for some­thing or oth­er and who, from spite, made her change her place un­der the pre­text of re­pair­ing a tile on the floor. Presently she went out in­to the sun­shine and sat on the steps of the foun­tain. She watched the little pro­ces­sions of in­val­ids slowly re­volving about the gar­dens. She watched three hawks plunging about the sky. The chil­dren who had been play­ing by the foun­tain stared at her for a mo­ment, and went away alarmed, but a llama (a lady with a long neck and sweet shal­low eyes, burdened down by a fur cape too heavy for her, and pick­ing her way del­ic­ately down an in­ter­min­able stair­case) came over and offered her a vel­vet cleft nose to stroke. The llama is deeply in­ter­ested in the men about her, is even fond of pre­tend­ing that she too is one of them, and of in­sert­ing her head in­to their con­ver­sa­tions as though in a mo­ment she would lift her voice and con­trib­ute a wan and help­ful com­ment. Soon Doña María was sur­roun­ded by a num­ber of these sis­ters who seemed on the point of ask­ing her why she clapped her hands so and how much her veil­ing cost a yard.

			Doña María had ar­ranged that any let­ters ar­riv­ing from Spain should be brought to her at once by a spe­cial mes­sen­ger. She had trav­elled slowly from Lima and even now as she sat in the square a boy from her farm ran up and put in­to her hand a large pack­et wrapped in parch­ment and dangling some nug­gets of seal­ing-wax. Slowly she un­did the wrap­pings. With meas­ured sto­ic ges­tures she read first an af­fec­tion­ate and joc­ose note from her son-in-law; then her daugh­ter’s let­ter. It was full of wound­ing re­marks rather bril­liantly said, per­haps said for the sheer vir­tu­os­ity of giv­ing pain neatly. Each of its phrases found its way through the eyes of the Mar­quesa, then, care­fully wrapped in un­der­stand­ing and for­give­ness, it sank in­to her heart. At last she arose, gently dis­persed the sym­path­et­ic lla­mas, and with a grave face re­turned to the shrine.

			

			While Doña María was passing the late af­ter­noon in the Church and in the Square, Pepita was left to pre­pare their lodging. She showed the port­ers where to lay down the great wick­er hampers and set about un­pack­ing the al­tar, the bra­zi­er, the tapestries and the por­traits of Doña Clara. She des­cen­ded in­to the kit­chen and gave the cook ex­act in­struc­tions as to the pre­par­a­tions of a cer­tain por­ridge upon which the Mar­quesa prin­cip­ally sub­sisted. Then she re­turned to the rooms and waited. She re­solved to write a let­ter to the Ab­bess. She hung for a long time over the quill, star­ing in­to the dis­tance with trem­bling lip. She saw the face of Madre María del Pi­l­ar, so red and scrubbed, and the won­der­ful black eyes. She heard her voice as at the close of sup­per (the orphans sit­ting with lowered eyes and fol­ded hands) she com­men­ted on the events of the day, or as, by can­delight, she stood among the beds of the hos­pit­al and an­nounced the theme for med­it­a­tion dur­ing the night. But most clearly of all Pepita re­membered the sud­den in­ter­views when the Ab­bess (not dar­ing to wait un­til the girl was older) had dis­cussed with her the du­ties of her of­fice. She had talked to Pepita as to an equal. Such speech is troub­ling and won­der­ful to an in­tel­li­gent child, and Madre María del Pi­l­ar had ab­used it. She had ex­pan­ded Pepita’s vis­ion of how she should feel and act bey­ond the meas­ure of her years. And she had un­think­ingly turned upon Pepita the full blaze of her per­son­al­ity, as Jupiter had turned his upon Semele. Pepita was frightened by her sense of in­suf­fi­ciency; she hid it and wept. And then the Ab­bess had cast the child in­to the dis­cip­line of this long solitude, where Pepita struggled, re­fus­ing to let her­self be­lieve that she had been aban­doned. And now from this strange inn in these strange moun­tains, where the alti­tude was mak­ing her light­headed, Pepita longed for the dear pres­ence, the only real thing in her life.

			She wrote a let­ter, all ink­stains and in­co­her­ence. Then she went down­stairs to see about fresh char­coal and to taste the por­ridge.

			

			The Mar­quesa came in and sat down at the table. “I can do no more. What will be, will be,” she whispered. She un­bound from her neck the am­u­lets of her su­per­sti­tion and dropped them in­to the glow­ing bra­zi­er. She had a strange sense of hav­ing ant­ag­on­ized God by too much pray­er and so ad­dressed Him now ob­liquely. “After all it is in the hands of an­oth­er. I no longer claim the least in­flu­ence. What will be, will be.” She sat for a long time, her palms against her cheeks, mak­ing a blank of her mind. Her eyes fell on Pepita’s let­ter. She opened it mech­an­ic­ally and star­ted to read. She had read a full half of it be­fore her at­ten­tion was aware of the mean­ing of the words:

			
				“… but all this is noth­ing if you like me and wish me to stay with her. I oughtn’t to tell you but every now and then the bad cham­ber­maids lock me up in rooms and steal things and per­haps My Lady will think that I steal them. I hope not. I hope you are well and not hav­ing any trouble in the hos­pit­al or any­where. Though I nev­er see you I think of you all the time and I re­mem­ber what you told me, my dear moth­er in God. I want to do only what you want, but if you could let me come back for a few days to the con­vent, but not if you do not wish it. But I am so much alone and not talk­ing to any­one, and everything. Some­times I do not know wheth­er you have for­got­ten me and if you could find a minute to write me a little let­ter or some­thing, I could keep it, but I know how busy you are. …”

			

			Doña María read no fur­ther. She fol­ded the let­ter and put it aside. For a mo­ment she was filled with envy: she longed to com­mand an­oth­er’s soul as com­pletely as this nun was able to do. Most of all she longed to be back in this sim­pli­city of love, to throw off the bur­den of pride and van­ity that hers had al­ways car­ried. To quiet the tu­mult in her mind she picked up a book of de­vo­tion and tried to fix her at­ten­tion upon the words. But after a mo­ment she sud­denly felt the need to re­read the whole let­ter, to sur­prise, if pos­sible, the secret of so much fe­li­city.

			Pepita re­turned bring­ing the sup­per in her hands, fol­lowed by a maid. Doña María watched her over the top of her book as she would have watched a vis­it­or from Heav­en. Pepita tip­toed about the room lay­ing the table and whis­per­ing dir­ec­tions to her as­sist­ant.

			“Your sup­per is ready. My Lady,” she said at last.

			“But, my child, you are go­ing to eat with me?” In Lima Pepita gen­er­ally sat down at the table with her mis­tress.

			“I thought you would be tired, My Lady, I had my sup­per down­stairs.”

			“She does not wish to eat with me,” thought the Mar­quesa. “She knows me and has re­jec­ted me.”

			“Would you like me to read aloud to you while you are eat­ing, My Lady?” asked Pepita, who felt that she had made a mis­take.

			“No. You may go to bed, if you choose.”

			“Thank you, My Lady.”

			Doña María had ris­en and ap­proached the table. With one hand on the back of the chair she said halt­ingly: “My dear child, I am send­ing off a let­ter to Lima in the morn­ing. If you have one you can en­close it with mine.”

			“No, I have none,” said Pepita. She ad­ded hast­ily: “I must go down­stairs and get you the new char­coal.”

			“But, my dear, you have one for … Madre María del Pi­l­ar. Wouldn’t you … ?”

			Pepita pre­ten­ded to be busy over the bra­zi­er, “No, I’m not go­ing to send it,” she said. She was aware, dur­ing the long pause that fol­lowed, that the Mar­quesa was star­ing at her in stu­pefac­tion. “I’ve changed my mind.”

			“I know she would like a let­ter from you, Pepita. It would make her very happy. I know.”

			Pepita was red­den­ing. She said loudly: “The innkeep­er said that there would be some new char­coal ready for you at dark. I’ll tell them to bring it up now.” She glanced hast­ily at the old wo­man and saw that she had not ceased from star­ing at her with great sad in­quir­ing eyes. Pepita felt that these were not things one talked about, but the strange wo­man seemed to be feel­ing the mat­ter so strongly that Pepita was will­ing to con­cede one more an­swer: “No, it was a bad let­ter. It wasn’t a good let­ter.”

			Doña María fairly gasped. “Why, my dear Pepita, I think it was very beau­ti­ful. Be­lieve me, I know. No, no; what could have made it a bad let­ter?”

			Pepita frowned, hunt­ing for a word that would close the mat­ter. “It wasn’t … it wasn’t … brave,” she said. And then she would say no more. She car­ried the let­ter off in­to her own room and could be heard tear­ing it up. Then she got in­to bed and lay star­ing in­to the dark­ness, still un­com­fort­able at hav­ing talked in such a fash­ion. And Doña María sat down to her dish amazed.

			She had nev­er brought cour­age to either life or love. Her eyes ran­sacked her heart. She thought of the am­u­lets and of her beads, her drunk­en­ness … she thought of her daugh­ter. She re­membered the long re­la­tion­ship, crowded with the wreck­age of ex­humed con­ver­sa­tions, of fan­cied slights, of in­op­por­tune con­fid­ences, of charges of neg­lect and ex­clu­sion (but she must have been mad that day; she re­membered beat­ing upon the table). “But it’s not my fault,” she cried. “It’s not my fault that I was so. It was cir­cum­stance. It was the way I was brought up. To­mor­row I be­gin a new life. Wait and see, oh my child.” At last she cleared away the table and sit­ting down wrote what she called her first let­ter, her first stum­bling mis­spelled let­ter in cour­age. She re­membered with shame that in the pre­vi­ous one she had piteously asked her daugh­ter how much she loved her, and had greed­ily quoted the few and hes­it­ant en­dear­ments that Doña Clara had lately ven­tured to her. Doña María could not re­call those pages, but she could write some new ones, free and gen­er­ous. No one else has re­garded them as stum­bling. It is the fam­ous Let­ter LVI, known to the En­cyc­lo­ped­ists as her Second Cor­inthi­ans be­cause of its im­mor­tal para­graph about love: “Of the thou­sands of per­sons we meet in a life­time, my child …” and so on. It was al­most dawn when she fin­ished the let­ter. She opened the door upon her bal­cony and looked at the great tiers of stars that glittered above the Andes. Through­out the hours of the night, though there had been few to hear it, the whole sky had been loud with the singing of these con­stel­la­tions. Then she took a candle in­to the next room and looked at Pepita as she slept, and pushed back the damp hair from the girl’s face. “Let me live now,” she whispered. “Let me be­gin again.”

			Two days later they star­ted back to Lima, and while cross­ing the bridge of San Lu­is Rey the ac­ci­dent which we know be­fell them.

		
	
		
			
				
					Part
					Three
				

				Esteban

			
			One morn­ing twin boys were dis­covered in the found­lings’ bas­ket be­fore the door of the Con­vent of Santa María Rosa de las Ro­s­as. Names were found for them al­most be­fore the ar­rival of the wet-nurse, but the names were not as use­ful to them as our names are to most of us, for no one ever suc­ceeded in telling the boys apart. There was no way of know­ing who their par­ents were, but Limean gos­sips no­ti­cing as the boys grew older how straight they held them­selves and how si­lent and sombre they were, de­clared them to be Castili­an and laid them in turn at all sorts of cres­ted door­ways. The per­son in the world who came nearest to be­ing their guard­i­an was the Ab­bess of the Con­vent. Madre María del Pi­l­ar had come to hate all men, but she grew fond of Manuel and Esteban. In the late af­ter­noon she would call them in­to her of­fice, send for some cakes from the kit­chen, and tell them stor­ies about the Cid and Ju­das Mac­cabeus and the thirty-six mis­for­tunes of Har­le­quin. She grew to love them so that she would catch her­self gaz­ing deep in­to their black and frown­ing eyes, look­ing for those traits that would ap­pear when they grew to be men, all that ugli­ness, all that soul­less­ness that made hideous the world she worked in. They grew up about the con­vent un­til they were a little past the age when their pres­ence began to be a slight dis­trac­tion to the ded­ic­ated sis­ters. From thence they be­came vaguely at­tached to all the sac­risties in town: they trimmed all the cloister hedges; they pol­ished every pos­sible cru­ci­fix; they passed a damp cloth once a year over most of the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al ceil­ings. All Lima knew them well. When the priest rushed through the streets car­ry­ing his pre­cious bur­den in­to a sick­room, either Esteban or Manuel was to be seen strid­ing be­hind him, swinging a censer. As they grew older, how­ever, they showed no de­sire for the cler­ic­al life. They gradu­ally as­sumed the pro­fes­sion of the scribe. There were few print­ing presses in the New World, and the boys soon made a fair liv­ing tran­scrib­ing com­ed­ies for the theatre, bal­lads for the crowds, and ad­vert­ise­ments for the mer­chants. Above all they were the copy­ists of the choir­mas­ters and made end­less parts of the motets of Mor­ales and Vit­tor­ia.

			Be­cause they had no fam­ily, be­cause they were twins, and be­cause they were brought up by wo­men, they were si­lent. There was in them a curi­ous shame in re­gard to their re­semb­lance. They had to live in a world where it was the sub­ject of con­tinu­al com­ment and jok­ing. It was nev­er funny to them and they suffered the etern­al pleas­ant­ries with stol­id pa­tience. From the years when they first learned to speak they in­ven­ted a secret lan­guage for them­selves, one that was scarcely de­pend­ent on the Span­ish for its vocab­u­lary, or even for its syn­tax. They re­sor­ted to it only when they were alone, or at great in­ter­vals in mo­ments of stress whispered it in the pres­ence of oth­ers. The Arch­bish­op of Lima was some­thing of a philo­lo­gist; he dabbled in dia­lects; he had even evolved quite a bril­liant table for the vow­el and con­son­ant changes from Lat­in in­to Span­ish and from Span­ish in­to In­di­an-Span­ish. He was stor­ing up note­books of quaint lore against an amus­ing old age he planned to of­fer him­self back on his es­tates out­side Segovia. So when he heard one day about the secret lan­guage of the twin broth­ers, he trimmed some quills and sent for them. The boys stood hu­mi­li­ated upon the rich car­pets of his study while he tried to ex­tract from them their bread and tree and their I see and I saw. They did not know why the ex­per­i­ence was so hor­rible to them. They bled. Long shocked si­lences fol­lowed each of the Arch­bish­op’s ques­tions, un­til fi­nally one or the oth­er mumbled an an­swer. The priest thought for a while that they were merely in awe be­fore his rank and be­fore the lux­ury of his apart­ment, but at last, much per­plexed, he di­vined the pres­ence of some deep­er re­luct­ance and sadly let them go.

			This lan­guage was the sym­bol of their pro­found iden­tity with one an­oth­er, for just as resig­na­tion was a word in­suf­fi­cient to de­scribe the spir­itu­al change that came over the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or on that night in the inn at Clux­am­buqua, so love is in­ad­equate to de­scribe the ta­cit, al­most ashamed, one­ness of these broth­ers. What re­la­tion­ship is it in which few words are ex­changed, and those only about the de­tails of food, cloth­ing and oc­cu­pa­tion; in which the two per­sons have a curi­ous re­luct­ance even to glance at one an­oth­er; and in which there is a ta­cit ar­range­ment not to ap­pear to­geth­er in the city and to go on the same er­rand by dif­fer­ent streets? And yet side by side with this there ex­is­ted a need of one an­oth­er so ter­rible that it pro­duced mir­acles as nat­ur­ally as the charged air of a sul­try day pro­duces light­ning. The broth­ers were scarcely aware of it them­selves, but tele­pathy was a com­mon oc­cur­rence in their lives, and when one re­turned home the oth­er was al­ways aware of it while his broth­er was still sev­er­al streets away.

			Sud­denly they dis­covered that they were tired of writ­ing. They went down to the sea and found an oc­cu­pa­tion in load­ing and un­load­ing ves­sels, not ashamed of work­ing side by side with In­di­ans. They drove teams across the provinces. They picked fruit. They were fer­ry­men. And al­ways they were si­lent. Their sombre faces took on from these labors a male and gypsy cast. Their hair was sel­dom cut and un­der the dark mat their eyes looked up sud­denly sur­prised and a little sul­len. All the world was re­mote and strange and hos­tile ex­cept one’s broth­er.

			But at last the first shad­ow fell across this unity and the shad­ow was cast by the love of wo­men.

			They had re­turned to the city and re­sumed the copy­ing of parts for the theatre. One night the man­ager, fore­see­ing a thin­ning house, gave them a free ad­mis­sion. The boys did not like what they found there. Even speech was for them a de­based form of si­lence, how much more fu­tile is po­etry which is a de­based form of speech. All those al­lu­sions to hon­our, repu­ta­tion, and the flame of love, all the meta­phors about birds, Achilles and the jew­els of Ceylon were fa­tiguing. In the pres­ence of lit­er­at­ure they had the same dark­ling in­tel­li­gence that stirs for a time be­hind the eyes of a dog, but they sat on pa­tiently, gaz­ing at the bright candles and the rich clothes. Between the acts of the com­edy the Perich­ole stepped out of her role, put on twelve pet­ti­coats and danced be­fore the cur­tain. Esteban had some copy­ing still to do, or pre­ten­ded so, and went home early; but Manuel stayed on. The red stock­ings and shoes of the Perich­ole had made their im­pres­sion.

			Both broth­ers had fetched and car­ried their ma­nu­scripts up and down the dusty stairs be­hind the stage. There they had seen an ir­rit­able girl in a soiled bod­ice mend­ing her stock­ings be­fore a mir­ror while her stage dir­ect­or read aloud her lines for mem­or­iz­a­tion. She had let fall upon the boys for a mo­ment the det­on­a­tion of her amaz­ing eyes, im­me­di­ately dis­sip­ated in her amused re­cog­ni­tion that they were twins. Forth­with she had dragged them in­to the room and placed them side by side. Care­fully, amusedly and re­morse­lessly she had peered in­to every square inch of their faces, un­til fi­nally lay­ing one hand on Esteban’s shoulder she had cried out: “This one is the young­er!” That had been sev­er­al years be­fore and neither broth­er had thought of the epis­ode again.

			Hence­forth all Manuel’s er­rands seemed to lead him past the theatre. Late at night he would drift about among the trees be­neath her dress­ing-room win­dow. It was not the first time that Manuel had been fas­cin­ated by a wo­man (both broth­ers had pos­sessed wo­men, and of­ten, es­pe­cially dur­ing their years at the wa­ter­front; simply, latinly), but it was the first time that his will and ima­gin­a­tion had been thus over­whelmed. He had lost that priv­ilege of simple natures, the dis­so­ci­ation of love and pleas­ure. Pleas­ure was no longer as simple as eat­ing; it was be­ing com­plic­ated by love. Now was be­gin­ning that crazy loss of one’s self, that neg­lect of everything but one’s dra­mat­ic thoughts about the be­loved, that fe­ver­ish in­ner life all turn­ing upon the Perich­ole and which would so have as­ton­ished and dis­gus­ted her had she been per­mit­ted to di­vine it. This Manuel had not fallen in love through any im­it­a­tion of lit­er­at­ure. It was not of him, at all events, that the bitterest tongue in France had re­marked only fifty years be­fore: that many people would nev­er have fallen in love if they had not heard about it. Manuel read little; he had only been once to the theatre (where above all there reigns the le­gend that love is a de­vo­tion) and the Per­uvi­an tav­ern-songs that he might have heard, un­like those of Spain, re­flec­ted very little of the ro­mantic cult of an ideal­ized wo­man. When he said over to him­self that she was beau­ti­ful and rich and fa­tiguingly witty and the Vice­roy’s mis­tress, none of these at­trib­utes that made her less ob­tain­able had the power to quench his curi­ous and tender ex­cite­ment. So he leaned against the trees in the dark, his knuckles between his teeth, and listened to his loud heart­beats.

			But the life that Esteban was lead­ing had been full enough for him. There was no room in his ima­gin­a­tion for a new loy­alty, not be­cause his heart was less large than Manuel’s, but be­cause it was of a sim­pler tex­ture. Now he dis­covered that secret from which one nev­er quite re­cov­ers, that even in the most per­fect love one per­son loves less pro­foundly than the oth­er. There may be two equally good, equally gif­ted, equally beau­ti­ful, but there may nev­er be two that love one an­oth­er equally well. So Esteban sat up in their room by a gut­ter­ing candle, his knuckles between his teeth, and wondered why Manuel was so changed and why the whole mean­ing had gone out of their life.

			One even­ing Manuel was stopped on the street by a small boy who an­nounced to him that the Perich­ole wished him to call upon her at once. Manuel turned in his path and went to the theatre. Straight, sombre and im­per­son­al, he entered the act­ress’s room and stood wait­ing. Cam­ila had a ser­vice to ask of Manuel and she thought a few pre­lim­in­ary bland­ish­ments were ne­ces­sary, but she scarcely paused in comb­ing a blond wig that was dressed upon the table be­fore her.

			“You write let­ters for people, don’t you? I want you to write a let­ter for me, please. Please come in.”

			He came for­ward two steps.

			“You nev­er pay me the least vis­it, either of you. That’s not Span­ish of you.”—mean­ing “cour­teous.” “Which are you—Manuel or Esteban?”

			“Manuel.”

			“It doesn’t mat­ter. You are both un­friendly. Neither of you ever comes to see me. Here I sit learn­ing stu­pid lines all day and no one ever comes to see me but a lot of ped­dlers. It is be­cause I am an act­ress, no?”

			This was not very art­ful, but for Manuel it was un­speak­ably com­plic­ated. He merely stared at her from the shad­ows of his long hair and left her to im­pro­vise.

			“I am go­ing to en­gage you to write a let­ter for me, a very secret let­ter. But now I can see that you don’t like me and that to ask you to write a let­ter would be as good as read­ing it aloud in all the wine-shops. What does that look mean, Manuel? Are you my friend?”

			“Yes, señora.”

			“Go away. Send me Esteban. You do not even say Yes, señora as a friend would say it.”

			Long pause. Presently she raised her head: “Are you still there, Un­friendly?”

			“Yes, señora … you can trust me to do any­thing for you … you can trust …”

			“If I ask you to write one let­ter for me, or two let­ters, you prom­ise nev­er to men­tion to a hu­man be­ing what is in them, or even that you wrote them?”

			“Yes, señora.”

			“What do you prom­ise by?—by the Vir­gin Mary?”

			“Yes, señora.”

			“And by the heart of Saint Rose of Lima?”

			“Yes, señora.”

			“Name of the Name, Manuel, any­one would think you were as stu­pid as an ox. Manuel, I am very angry with you. You are not stu­pid. You don’t look stu­pid. Please don’t say just Yes, señora again. Don’t be stu­pid or I’ll send for Esteban. Is any­thing the mat­ter with you?”

			Here Manuel cast him­self upon the Span­ish lan­guage and ex­claimed with un­ne­ces­sary vig­or: “I swear by the Vir­gin Mary and the heart of Saint Rose of Lima that all that has to do with the let­ter will be secret.”

			“Even from Esteban,” promp­ted the Perich­ole.

			“Even from Esteban.”

			“Well, that’s bet­ter.” She mo­tioned him to sit down at a table where writ­ing ma­ter­i­als were already laid out. As she dic­tated she strode about the room, frown­ing, swinging her hips. With her arms akimbo she hugged her shawl about her shoulders de­fi­antly.

			
				“Cam­ila Perich­ole kisses the hands of Your Ex­cel­lency and says—

			

			No, take an­oth­er piece of pa­per and be­gin again.

			
				The señora Micaela Vil­le­g­as, artist, kisses the hands of Your Ex­cel­lency and says that, be­ing the vic­tim of the en­vi­ous and ly­ing friends that Y.E.’s good­ness per­mits about Him, she can no longer en­dure Y.E.’s sus­pi­cions and jeal­ousy. Y.E.’s ser­vant has al­ways val­ued Y.E.’s friend­ship and has nev­er com­mit­ted nor even thought an of­fense against it, but she can no longer fight against the calum­nies that Y.E. be­lieves so read­ily. Señora Vil­le­g­as, artist, called the Perich­ole, there­fore re­turns here­with such of Y.E.’s gifts as have not been placed bey­ond re­call, since without Y.E.’s con­fid­ence Y.E.’s ser­vant can take no pleas­ure in them.”

			

			Cam­ila con­tin­ued walk­ing about the room for sev­er­al minutes, con­sumed by her thoughts. Presently without so much as glan­cing at her sec­ret­ary, she com­manded: “Take an­oth­er leaf.

			
				Have you gone mad? Do not ever think of ded­ic­at­ing an­oth­er bull to me again. It has caused a fright­ful war. Heav­en pro­tect you, my colt. Fri­day night, the same place, the same time. I may be a little late, for the fox is wide-awake.

			

			That will be all.”

			Manuel rose.

			“You swear that you have made no er­rors?”

			“Yes, I swear.”

			“There is your money.”

			Manuel took the money.

			“I shall want you to write me more let­ters from time to time. My uncle Pio gen­er­ally writes my let­ters; these I do not wish him to know about. Good night. Go with God.”

			“Go with God.”

			Manuel des­cen­ded the stairs and stood for a long time among the trees, not think­ing, not mov­ing.

			

			Esteban knew that his broth­er was con­tinu­ally brood­ing over the Perich­ole, but he nev­er sus­pec­ted that he saw her. From time to time dur­ing the next two months a small boy would ap­proach him in great haste and ask wheth­er he were Manuel or Esteban, and be­ing in­formed that he was only Esteban, the boy would add that Manuel was wanted at the theatre. Esteban as­sumed that the call was for copy­ist’s work and was there­fore ut­terly un­pre­pared for a vis­it that they re­ceived one night in their room.

			It was al­most mid­night. Esteban had gone to bed, and lay gaz­ing out from un­der the blanket at the candle be­side which his broth­er was work­ing. There was a light tap at the door and Manuel opened to ad­mit a lady heav­ily veiled, out of breath and nervous. She threw back the scarf from her face and said hur­riedly:

			“Quick, ink and pa­per. You are Manuel, yes? You must do a let­ter for me at once.”

			For a mo­ment her glance fell on the two bright eyes that glared at her from the edge of the cot. She mur­mured: “You … you must ex­cuse me. I know it is late. It was ne­ces­sary. … I must come.” Then turn­ing to Manuel, she whispered in­to his ear: “Write this: ‘I, the Perich­ole, am not ac­cus­tomed to wait at a ren­dez­vous.’ Have you fin­ished that? ‘You are only a cholo, and there are bet­ter mata­dors than you, even in Lima. I am half Castili­an and there are no bet­ter act­resses in the world. You shall not have the op­por­tun­ity’—Have you got that?—‘to keep me wait­ing again, cholo, and I shall laugh the last, for even an act­ress does not grow old as fast as a bull­fight­er.’ ”

			To Esteban in the shad­ows the pic­ture of Cam­ila lean­ing over his broth­er’s hand and whis­per­ing in­to his ear was com­plete evid­ence that a new con­geni­al­ity had formed such as he would nev­er know. He seemed to shrink away in­to space, in­fin­itely tiny, in­fin­itely un­wanted. He took one more glance at the tableau of Love, all the para­dise from which he was shut out, and turned his face to the wall.

			Cam­ila seized the note the mo­ment it was done, pushed a coin along the table, and in a last flurry of black lace, scar­let beads and ex­cited whis­pers left the room. Manuel turned from the door with his candle. He sat down and leaned for­ward, his hand over his ears, his el­bows on his knees. He wor­shipped her. He mur­mured to him­self over and over again that he wor­shipped her, mak­ing of the sound a sort of in­cant­a­tion and an obstacle to thought.

			He emp­tied his mind of everything but a sing­song, and it was this va­cancy that per­mit­ted him to be­come aware of Esteban’s mood. He seemed to hear a voice that pro­ceeded from the shad­ows say­ing: “Go and fol­low her, Manuel. Don’t stay here. You’ll be happy. There’s room for us all in the world.” Then the real­iz­a­tion be­came even more in­tense and he re­ceived a men­tal im­age of Esteban go­ing a long way off and say­ing good­bye many times as he went. He was filled with ter­ror; by the light of it he saw that all the oth­er at­tach­ments in the world were shad­ows, or the il­lu­sions of fever, even Madre María del Pi­l­ar, even the Perich­ole. He could not un­der­stand why Esteban’s misery should present it­self as de­mand­ing a choice between him and the Perich­ole, but he could un­der­stand Esteban’s misery as misery. And at once he sac­ri­ficed everything to it, if it can be said we ever sac­ri­fice any­thing save what we know we can nev­er at­tain, or what some secret wis­dom tells us it would be un­com­fort­able or sad­den­ing to pos­sess. To be sure, there was noth­ing on which Esteban could base a com­plaint. It was not jeal­ousy, for in their earli­er af­fairs it had nev­er oc­curred to either of them that their loy­alty to one an­oth­er had been di­min­ished. It was merely that in the heart of one of them there was left room for an elab­or­ate ima­gin­at­ive at­tach­ment and in the heart of the oth­er there was not. Manuel could not quite un­der­stand this and, as we shall see, he nour­ished a dim sense of be­ing ac­cused un­justly. But he did un­der­stand that Esteban was suf­fer­ing. In his ex­cite­ment he groped for a means of hold­ing this broth­er who seemed to be re­ced­ing in­to the dis­tance. And at once, in one un­hes­it­at­ing stroke of the will, he re­moved the Perich­ole from his heart.

			He blew out the candle and lay down on his bed. He was trem­bling. He said aloud with ex­ag­ger­ated cas­u­al­ness: “Well, that’s the last let­ter I write for that wo­man. She can go and find a pander some­where else. If ever she calls here, or sends for me when I’m out, tell her so. Make it plain. That’s the last I have to do with her,” and with that he began re­cit­ing his even­ing psalm aloud. But he had hardly reached “a sagitta volante in die” when he be­came aware that Esteban had ris­en and was light­ing the candle.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” he asked.

			“I’m go­ing out for a walk,” replied Esteban som­brely, fasten­ing his belt. After a mo­ment, he broke out with an as­sump­tion of an­ger: “You don’t have to say … what you just said, for me. I don’t care wheth­er you write her let­ters or not. You don’t have to change for me. I haven’t any­thing to do with that.”

			“Go to bed, you fool. God, you’re a fool, Esteban. What made you think I said that for you? Don’t you be­lieve I mean it when I say I’m through with her? Do you think I want to write any more of her dirty let­ters and get paid for them like that?”

			“It’s all right. You love her. You don’t have to change be­cause of me.”

			“Love her? You’re crazy, Esteban. How could I love her? What chance would there be for me? Do you sup­pose she’d give me those let­ters to write if there were any chance? Do you sup­pose she’d push a piece of money across the table every time? … You’re crazy, Esteban, that’s all.”

			There was a long pause. Esteban would not go to bed. He sat by the candle in the middle of the room, tap­ping with his hand on the edge of the table.

			“Go to bed, you fool!” shouted Manuel, rising on one el­bow un­der the blanket. He was talk­ing in their secret lan­guage, and the new pain at his heart gave a great­er ring of real­ity to his as­sump­tion of rage. “I’m all right.”

			“I won’t. I’m go­ing out for a walk,” replied Esteban, pick­ing up his coat.

			“You can’t go out for a walk. It’s two o’clock. It’s rain­ing. You can’t go and walk about for hours like that. Look, Esteban, I swear to you there’s noth­ing left to all that. I don’t love her. I only did for a time.”

			By now Esteban stood in the dark of the open door. In the un­nat­ur­al voice with which we make the greatest de­clar­a­tions of our lives, he muttered: “I’m in your way,” and turned to go.

			Manuel leapt out of his bed. His head seemed to be full of a great din, a voice cry­ing out that Esteban was go­ing away forever, was leav­ing him alone forever. “In the name of God, in the name of God, Esteban, come back here.”

			Esteban came back and went to bed and the mat­ter was not men­tioned again for many weeks. The very next even­ing Manuel had an op­por­tun­ity of de­clar­ing his po­s­i­tion. A mes­sen­ger ar­rived from the Perich­ole and was told harshly to in­form the act­ress that Manuel would write no more let­ters for her.

			

			One even­ing Manuel tore open the flesh on his knee against a piece of met­al.

			Neither broth­er had ever been ill for as much as a day in his life, and now Manuel, ut­terly be­wildered, watched his leg swell and felt the waves of pain rise and fall in his body. Esteban sat by and stared at his face try­ing to ima­gine what great pain was. At last, one mid­night, Manuel re­membered that the sign­board of a cer­tain hairdress­er in the city de­scribed the pro­pri­et­or as an ex­per­i­enced barber and sur­geon. Esteban ran through the streets to fetch him. He poun­ded on the door. Presently a wo­man leaned out of a win­dow and an­nounced that her hus­band would be back in the morn­ing. Dur­ing the fear­ful hours that fol­lowed, they told one an­oth­er that when the doc­tor had seen the leg all would be well. He would do some­thing about it, and Manuel would be out around the town in a day or two, even in a day per­haps, even less than a day.

			The barber ar­rived and pre­scribed vari­ous draughts and oint­ments. Esteban was in­struc­ted to lay cold cloths on his broth­er’s leg every hour. The barber with­drew and the broth­ers sat down to wait for the pain to sub­side. But while they con­tin­ued star­ing in­to one an­oth­er’s faces wait­ing for the mir­acle of sci­ence, the pain grew worse. Hour after hour Esteban ap­proached with his drip­ping tow­el and they dis­covered that the mo­ment of its ap­plic­a­tion was the worst of all. With all the forti­tude in the world Manuel could not pre­vent him­self from shout­ing and from fling­ing him­self about upon the bed. Night came on and still Esteban stolidly waited and watched and worked. Nine, ten, el­ev­en. Now when the time drew near to ap­ply the cloths (the hour struck so mu­sic­ally from all those towers) Manuel would plead with Esteban not to do his work. He would re­sort to guile and de­clare that he scarcely felt it. But Esteban, his heart burst­ing with pain and his lips a line of iron, would roll back the blanket and bind the tow­el fiercely in its place. Manuel gradu­ally be­came de­li­ri­ous and un­der this ap­plic­a­tion all the thoughts he did not per­mit him­self in his right mind would burst mag­ni­fied from his mouth.

			Fi­nally at two o’clock, out of his mind with rage and pain, and fling­ing him­self half out of the bed un­til his head struck the floor, Manuel cried: “God con­demn your soul to the hot­test hell there is. A thou­sand dev­ils tor­ture you forever, Esteban, God con­demn your soul, do you hear?” At first, the air gone out of his body, Esteban went out in­to the hall and leaned against the door, his mouth and eyes wide open. Still he heard from with­in: “Yes, Esteban, may God damn your beastly soul forever, do you hear that? For com­ing between me and what was mine by right. She was mine, do you hear, and what right had you …” and he would go off in­to an elab­or­ate de­scrip­tion of the Perich­ole.

			These out­bursts re­curred hourly. It was some time be­fore Esteban was able to real­ize that his broth­er’s mind was not then clear. After some mo­ments of hor­ror, in which his be­ing a de­vout be­liev­er had its part, he would re­turn to the room and go about his du­ties with bent head.

			To­wards dawn his broth­er be­came se­rener. (For what hu­man ill does not dawn seem to be an al­le­vi­ation?) It was in one of these in­ter­vals that Manuel said quite calmly:

			“God’s son! I feel bet­ter, Esteban. Those cloths must be good after all. You’ll see, I’ll be up and around to­mor­row. You haven’t slept for days. You’ll see I won’t cause you any more trouble, Esteban.”

			“It’s no trouble, you fool.”

			“You mustn’t take me ser­i­ously when I try and stop you put­ting on the old cloths, Esteban.” A long pause. At last Esteban brought out, barely aud­ible:

			“I think … don’t you think it would be fine if I sent for the Perich­ole? She could just come and see you for a few minutes, I mean …”

			“Her? You still think­ing about her? I wouldn’t have her here for any­thing. No.”

			But Esteban was not con­tent yet. He dragged up a few more phrases from the very centre of his be­ing:

			“Manuel, you still feel, don’t you, that I came between you and the Perich­ole, and you don’t re­mem­ber that I told you it was all right with me? I swear to you I’d have been glad if you’d gone away with her, or any­thing.”

			“What are you bring­ing that up for, Esteban? I tell you, in God’s own name, I nev­er think of that. She’s noth­ing to me. When are you go­ing to for­get that, Esteban? I tell you I’m glad things are as they are. Look, I got to get angry when you keep go­ing back to that.”

			“Manuel, I wouldn’t speak of it again, only when you get angry at me about the cloths … you, you get angry at me about that, too. And you talk about it and you …”

			“Look, I’m not re­spons­ible what I say. My old leg hurts then, see.”

			“Then you don’t damn me to hell be­cause … it looks like I came between you and the Perich­ole?”

			“Damn you to … ? What makes you say that? You’re go­ing crazy, Esteban; you’re ima­gin­ing things. You haven’t had any sleep, Esteban. I’ve been a curse to you and you’re los­ing your health be­cause of me. But you’ll see, I won’t trouble you much more. How could I damn you to hell, Esteban, when you’re all I’ve got? Un­der­stand, see, that when the cold cloths go on, I just lose my­self, see. You know. Don’t think about it twice. It’s time to put them on now. I won’t say a word.”

			“No, Manuel, I’ll skip this time. It won’t do you any harm. I’ll just skip this time.”

			“I’ve got to get well, Esteban. I’ve got to get up soon, you know. Put them on. But one minute, give me the cru­ci­fix. I swear by the blood and body of Christ that if I say any­thing against Esteban I don’t mean it, and it’s just the fool­ish words when I’m dream­ing be­cause of the pain in my leg. God make me well again soon, amen. Put it back. There. Now I’m ready.”

			“Look, Manuel, it won’t hurt if I skip just this once, see. It’ll be good for you, sure, to not get it all stirred up just this once.”

			“No, I’ve got to get well. The doc­tor said it had to be done. I won’t say a word, Esteban.”

			And it would be­gin all over again.

			Dur­ing the second night a pros­ti­tute in the next room star­ted beat­ing on the wall, out­raged at such lan­guage. A priest in the room on the oth­er side would come out in­to the hall and beat on the door. The whole floor would gath­er be­fore the room in ex­as­per­a­tion. The innkeep­er came up the stairs, loudly prom­ising his guests that the broth­ers would be dumped in­to the street the very next morn­ing. Esteban, hold­ing his candle, would go in­to the hall and per­mit them to rage at him for as long as they pleased; but after that he took to press­ing his hand firmly over his broth­er’s mouth dur­ing the mo­ments of greatest stress. This in­creased Manuel’s per­son­al rage at him and he would babble all through the night.

			On the third night, Esteban sent for the priest and amidst the enorm­ous shad­ows Manuel re­ceived the sac­ra­ment, and died.

			

			There­after Esteban re­fused to come near the build­ing. He would start off upon long walks, but presently drift­ing back, would hang about, star­ing at pass­ersby, with­in two streets of where his broth­er lay. The innkeep­er fail­ing to make any im­pres­sion upon him, and re­mem­ber­ing that the boys were brought up at the Con­vent of Santa María Rosa de las Ro­s­as, sent for the Ab­bess. Simply and soundly she dir­ec­ted all that was to be done. At last she went down to the street corner and spoke to Esteban. He watched her ap­proach him, a glance mixed of long­ing and dis­trust. But when she stood near him he turned side­ways and looked away.

			“I want you to help me. Won’t you come in and see your broth­er? Won’t you come in and help me?”

			“No.”

			“You won’t help me!” A long pause. Sud­denly as she stood there full of her help­less­ness there flashed through her mind an in­cid­ent of many years be­fore: the twin broth­ers, about fif­teen years old, were sit­ting at her knee and she was telling them the story of the cru­ci­fix­ion. Their large grave eyes were fixed upon her lips. Sud­denly Manuel had cried out loudly: “If Esteban and I had been there we would have pre­ven­ted it.”

			“Well, then, if you won’t help me, will you tell me which you are?”

			“Manuel,” said Esteban.

			“Manuel, won’t you come and sit with me up there for just a short time?”

			After a long pause: “No.”

			“But Manuel, dear Manuel, can’t you re­mem­ber as chil­dren how you did so many things for me? You were will­ing to go across the town on some little er­rand. When I was ill you made the cook let you bring me my soup.” (An­oth­er wo­man would have said: “Do you re­mem­ber how much I did for you?”)

			“Yes.”

			“I, too, Manuel have lost. I too … once. We know that God has taken them in­to His hands. …” But this did not do at all. Esteban turned vaguely and walked away from her. When he had gone about twenty paces he stopped and stared down a side-street, like a dog who wants to go away but is re­luct­ant to of­fend the mas­ter who calls him back.

			That was all they could get out of him. When the fear­ful pro­ces­sion passed through the city, with its black hoods and masks, its candles in broad day­light, its dis­play of heaped-up skulls, its ter­ri­fy­ing psalms, Esteban fol­lowed it in the par­al­lel streets, catch­ing glimpses of it from a dis­tance, like a sav­age.

			All Lima was in­ter­ested in this sep­ar­a­tion of the broth­ers. House­wives whispered to­geth­er sym­path­et­ic­ally about it as they un­furled their car­pets from the bal­conies. The men in the wine­shops, al­lud­ing to it, shook their heads and smoked in si­lence for a while. Trav­el­lers from the in­teri­or told of see­ing Esteban as he strayed with eyes like coals along the dried-up beds of rivers or through the great ru­ins of the old race. A her­der of lla­mas had come upon him stand­ing upon a hill­top, asleep or dazed, wet with dew un­der the stars. Some fish­er­men sur­prised him swim­ming far out from shore. From time to time he would find work to do, he would be­come a shep­herd or a carter, but after a few months he would dis­ap­pear and stride from province to province. But he al­ways re­turned to Lima. One day he ap­peared at the door of the Perich­ole’s dress­ing-room; he made as though to speak, gazed earn­estly at her and van­ished. One day a sis­ter came run­ning in­to the of­fice of Madre María del Pi­l­ar with the news that Esteban (whom the world called Manuel) was linger­ing about the door of the con­vent. The Ab­bess hur­ried out in­to the street. For months she had been ask­ing her­self what strategy could re­con­cile this half-de­men­ted boy to liv­ing among them again. She as­sembled as grave and calm a man­ner as she was able, and ap­pear­ing at the street door, mur­mured “My friend,” and looked at him. He gazed back at her with the same glance of long­ing and dis­trust that he had shown her be­fore, and stood trem­bling. Again she whispered “My friend,” and moved a step for­ward. Sud­denly Esteban turned and, break­ing in­to a run, dis­ap­peared. Madre María del Pi­l­ar rushed stum­bling back to her desk and fell upon her knees, ex­claim­ing an­grily: “I have prayed for wis­dom and You have giv­en me none. You have not chosen to give me the least grace. I am a mere scrub­ber of floors. …” But dur­ing the pen­ance she set her­self for this im­pudence the thought came to her to send for Cap­tain Al­varado. Three weeks later she had a ten-minute con­ver­sa­tion with him. And the next day he star­ted for Cuzco where, it was said, Esteban was do­ing some copy­ing for the Uni­ver­sity.

			There was this strange and noble fig­ure in Peru dur­ing these years, the Cap­tain Al­varado, the trav­el­ler. He was blackened and cured by all weath­ers. He stood in the square with feet apart as though they were planted on a shift­ing deck. His eyes were strange, un­ac­cus­tomed to the short­er range, too used to seiz­ing the ap­pear­ances of a con­stel­la­tion between a cloud and a cloud, and the out­line of a cape in rain. His reti­cence was suf­fi­ciently ex­plained for most of us by his voy­ages, but the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or had oth­er light on the mat­ter.

			
				“Cap­tain Al­varado is bring­ing you this let­ter in per­son,” she wrote to her daugh­ter. “In­tro­duce him to some of your geo­graph­ers, my treas­ure, though it may make them a little un­com­fort­able, for he is the dia­mond of sin­cer­ity. They will nev­er see any­one who has trav­elled so far. Last night he de­scribed to me some of his voy­ages. Ima­gine him push­ing his prow through a sea of weeds, stir­ring up a cloud of fish like grasshop­pers in June, or sail­ing between is­lands of ice. Oh, he has been to China and up the rivers of Africa. But he is not merely an ad­ven­turer, and he seems to take no pride in dis­cov­er­ing new places; nor is he a mere mer­chant. One day I asked him nar­rowly why he lived so, and he avoided my ques­tion. I found out from my laundress what I think is the reas­on of his wan­der­ing: My child, he had a child; my daugh­ter, he had a daugh­ter. She was just old enough to cook a hol­i­day meal, and do a little sew­ing for him. In those days he merely sailed between Mex­ico and Peru and hun­dreds of times she waved him farewell or wel­come. We have no way of know­ing wheth­er she was more beau­ti­ful or in­tel­li­gent than the thou­sands of oth­er girls that lived about him, but she was his. I sup­pose it seems ig­noble to you that a great oak of a man should go about the world like a blind man about an empty house merely be­cause a chit of a girl has been with­drawn from it. No, no, you can­not un­der­stand this, my ad­ored one, but I un­der­stand and grow pale. Last night he sat with me and talked of her. He laid his cheek against his hand and look­ing in­to the fire, he said: ‘It some­times seems to me that she is away upon a voy­age and that I shall see her again. It seems to me that she is in Eng­land.’ You will laugh at me, but I think he goes about the hemi­spheres to pass the time between now and his old age.”

			

			The broth­ers had al­ways en­ter­tained a great re­spect for Cap­tain Al­varado. They had worked for him a short time and the si­lence of the three of them had made a little ker­nel of sense in a world of boast­ing, self-ex­cuse and rhet­or­ic. So now when the great trav­el­ler came in­to the dark kit­chen where Esteban was eat­ing, the boy drew his chair farther in­to the shad­ow, but at a dis­tance he was glad. The Cap­tain gave no sign of re­cog­niz­ing or even of see­ing him un­til he had fin­ished his meal. Esteban had fin­ished long be­fore, but not wish­ing to be spoken to, waited un­til the Cap­tain should have left the cave. At last the Cap­tain walked over to him and said:

			“You are Esteban or Manuel. You helped me once with some un­load­ing. I am Cap­tain Al­varado.”

			“Yes,” said Esteban.

			“How are you?”

			Esteban muttered some­thing.

			“I am look­ing for some strong fel­lows to go on my next trip with me.” Pause. “Would you like to come?” Longer pause. “Eng­land. And Rus­sia. … Hard work. Good wages. … A long way from Peru. Well?”

			Ap­par­ently Esteban had not been listen­ing. He sat with his eyes on the table. At last the Cap­tain raised his voice, as to a deaf per­son:

			“I said: Do you want to go on my next trip with me? …”

			“Yes, I’ll go,” answered Esteban sud­denly.

			“Fine. That’s fine. I want your broth­er, too, of course.”

			“No.”

			“What’s the mat­ter? Wouldn’t he want to come?”

			Esteban mumbled some­thing, look­ing away. Then half rising, he said: “I got to go now, I’ve got to see some­body about some­thing.”

			“Let me see your broth­er my­self. Where is he?”

			“Dead,” said Esteban.

			“Oh, I didn’t know. I didn’t know. I’m sorry.”

			“Yes,” said Esteban. “I got to go.”

			“H’m. Which are you? What’s your name?”

			“Esteban.”

			“When did Manuel die?”

			“Oh, just a … just a few weeks. He hit his knee against some­thing and … just a few weeks ago.”

			They both kept their eyes on the floor.

			“How old are you, Esteban?”

			“Twenty-two.”

			“Well, that’s settled then, you’re com­ing with me?”

			“Yes.”

			“You may not be used to the cold.”

			“Yes, I’m used to it.—I’ve got to go now. I got to go in the city and see some­body about some­thing.”

			“Well, Esteban. Come back here for sup­per and we’ll talk about the trip. Come back and have some wine with me, see. Will you?”

			“Yes, I will.”

			“Go with God.”

			“Go with God.”

			

			They had sup­per to­geth­er and it was ar­ranged that they were to start for Lima the next morn­ing. The Cap­tain got him very drunk. At first they poured and drank and poured and drank in si­lence. Then the Cap­tain began to talk about ships and their courses. He asked Esteban ques­tions about tackle and about the guide-stars. Then Esteban began to talk about oth­er things, and to talk very loudly:

			“On the ship you must give me some­thing to do all the time. I’ll do any­thing, any­thing. I’ll climb up high and fix ropes; and I’ll watch all night—be­cause, you know, I don’t sleep well any­way. And, Cap­tain Al­varado, on the ship you must pre­tend that you don’t know me. Pre­tend that you hate me the most, so that you’ll al­ways give me things to do. I can’t sit still and write at a table any more. And don’t tell the oth­er men about me … that is, about …”

			“I hear you went in­to a burn­ing house, Esteban, and pulled someone out.”

			“Yes. I didn’t get burned or any­thing. You know,” cried Esteban, lean­ing across the table, “you’re not al­lowed to kill your­self; you know you’re not al­lowed. Every­body knows that. But if you jump in­to a burn­ing house to save some­body, that wouldn’t be killing your­self. And if you be­came a mata­dor and the bull caught you, that wouldn’t be killing your­self. Only you mustn’t put your­self in the bull’s way on pur­pose. Did you ever no­tice that an­im­als nev­er kill them­selves, even when they’re sure to lose? They nev­er jump in­to a river or any­thing, even when they’re sure to lose. Some people say that horses run in­to bon­fires. Is that true?”

			“No, I don’t think that’s true.”

			“I don’t think it’s true. We had a dog once. Well, I mustn’t think of that. Cap­tain Al­varado, do you know Madre María del Pi­l­ar?”

			“Yes.”

			“I want to give her a present be­fore I go away. Cap­tain Al­varado, I want you to give me all my wages be­fore I start—I won’t need any money any­where—and I want to buy her a present now. The present isn’t from me only. She was … was …” Here Esteban wished to say his broth­er’s name, but was un­able to. In­stead he con­tin­ued in a lower voice: “She had a kind of a … she had a ser­i­ous loss, once. She said so. I don’t know who it was, and I want to give her a present. Wo­men can’t bear that kind of a thing like we can.”

			The Cap­tain prom­ised him that they would choose some­thing in the morn­ing. Esteban talked about it at great length. At last the Cap­tain saw him slip un­der the table, and him­self, rising up, went out in­to the square be­fore the inn. He looked at the line of the Andes and at the streams of stars crowding forever across the sky. And there was that wraith hanging in midair and smil­ing at him, the wraith with the sil­very voice that said for the thou­sandth time: “Don’t be gone long. But I’ll be a big girl when you get back.” Then he went with­in and car­ried Esteban to his room and sat look­ing at him for a long while.

			The next morn­ing he was wait­ing at the bot­tom of the stairs when Esteban ap­peared:

			“We’re start­ing when you’re ready,” said the Cap­tain.

			The strange glit­ter had re­turned to the boy’s eyes. He blur­ted out: “No, I’m not com­ing. I’m not com­ing after all.”

			“Aie! Esteban! But you have prom­ised me that you would come.”

			“It’s im­possible. I can’t come with you,” and he turned back up the stairs.

			“Come here a mo­ment, Esteban, just a mo­ment.”

			“I can’t come with you. I can’t leave Peru.”

			“I want to tell you some­thing.”

			Esteban came down to the foot of the stairs.

			“How about that present for Madre María del Pi­l­ar?” asked the Cap­tain in a low voice. Esteban was si­lent, look­ing over the moun­tains. “You aren’t go­ing to take that present away from her? It might mean a lot to her … you know.”

			“All right,” mur­mured Esteban, as though much im­pressed.

			“Yes. Be­sides the ocean’s bet­ter than Peru. You know Lima and Cuzco and the road. You have noth­ing more to know about them. You see it’s the ocean you want. Be­sides on the boat you’ll have some­thing to do every minute. I’ll see to that. Go and get your things and we’ll start.”

			Esteban was try­ing to make a de­cision. It had al­ways been Manuel who had made the de­cisions and even Manuel had nev­er been forced to make as great a one as this. Esteban went slowly up­stairs. The Cap­tain waited for him and waited so long that presently he ven­tured half the way up the stairs and listened. At first there was si­lence; then a series of noises that his ima­gin­a­tion was able to identi­fy at once. Esteban had scraped away the plaster about a beam and was ad­just­ing a rope about it. The Cap­tain stood on the stairs trem­bling. “Per­haps it’s best,” he said to him­self. “Per­haps I should leave him alone. Per­haps it’s the only thing pos­sible for him.” Then on hear­ing an­oth­er sound he flung him­self against the door, fell in­to the room and caught the boy. “Go away,” cried Esteban. “Let me be. Don’t come in now.” Esteban fell face down­ward upon the floor. “I am alone, alone, alone,” he cried. The Cap­tain stood above him, his great plain face ridged and gray with pain; it was his own old hours he was re­liv­ing. He was the awk­ward­est speak­er in the world apart from the lore of the sea, but there are times when it re­quires a high cour­age to speak the banal. He could not be sure the fig­ure on the floor was listen­ing, but he said: “We do what we can. We push on, Esteban, as best we can. It isn’t for long, you know. Time keeps go­ing by. You’ll be sur­prised at the way time passes.”

			They star­ted for Lima. When they reached the bridge of San Lu­is Rey the Cap­tain des­cen­ded to the stream be­low in or­der to su­per­vise the pas­sage of some mer­chand­ise, but Esteban crossed by the bridge and fell with it.

		
	
		
			
				
					Part
					Four
				

				Uncle Pio; Don Jaime

			
			In one of her let­ters (the XXIX) the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or tries to de­scribe the im­pres­sion that Uncle Pio, “our aged Har­le­quin,” made upon her:

			
				“I have been sit­ting all morn­ing on the green bal­cony mak­ing you a pair of slip­pers, my soul,” she tells her daugh­ter. “As the golden wire did not take up my whole at­ten­tion I was able to fol­low the activ­ity of a co­ter­ie of ants in the wall be­side me. Some­where be­hind the par­ti­tion they were pa­tiently des­troy­ing my house. Every three minutes a little work­man would ap­pear between two boards and drop a grain of wood upon the floor be­low. Then he would wave his an­ten­nae at me and back busily in­to his mys­ter­i­ous cor­ridor. In the mean­time vari­ous broth­ers and sis­ters of his were trot­ting back and forth on a cer­tain high­way, stop­ping to mas­sage one an­oth­er’s heads, or if the mes­sages they bore were of first im­port­ance, re­fus­ing an­grily to mas­sage or to be mas­saged. And at once I thought of Uncle Pio. Why? Where else but with him had I seen that very ges­ture with which he ar­rests a passing ab­bé or a courtier’s valet, and whis­pers, his lips laid against his vic­tim’s ear? And surely enough, be­fore noon I saw him hurry by on one of those mys­ter­i­ous er­rands of his. As I am the idlest and sil­li­est of wo­men I sent Pepita to get me a piece of nou­gat which I placed on the ant’s high­way. Sim­il­arly I sent word to the Café Pizarro ask­ing them to send Uncle Pio to see me if he dropped in be­fore sun­set. I shall give him that old bent salad fork with the tur­quoise in it, and he will bring me a copy of the new bal­lad that every­one is singing about the d——q—a of Ol—v—s. My child, you shall have the best of everything, and you shall have it first.”

			

			And in the next let­ter:

			
				“My dear, Uncle Pio is the most de­light­ful man in the world, your hus­band ex­cep­ted. He is the second most de­light­ful man in the world. His con­ver­sa­tion is en­chant­ing. If he wer­en’t so dis­rep­ut­able I should make him my sec­ret­ary. He could write all my let­ters for me and gen­er­a­tions would rise up and call me witty. Alas, how­ever, he is so moth-eaten by dis­ease and bad com­pany, that I shall have to leave him to his un­der­world. He is not only like an ant, he is like a soiled pack of cards. And I doubt wheth­er the whole Pa­cific could wash him sweet and fra­grant again. But what di­vine Span­ish he speaks and what ex­quis­ite things he says in it! That’s what one gets by hanging around a theatre and hear­ing noth­ing hut the con­ver­sa­tion of Calder­ón. Alas! what is the mat­ter with this world, my soul, that it should treat such a be­ing so ill? His eyes are as sad as those of a cow that has been sep­ar­ated from its tenth calf.”

			

			You should know first that this Uncle Pio was Cam­ila Perich­ole’s maid. He was also her singing-mas­ter, her coif­feur, her mas­seur, her read­er, her er­rand-boy, her banker; ru­mor ad­ded—her fath­er. For ex­ample, he taught her her parts. There was a whis­per around town that Cam­ila could read and write. The com­pli­ment was un­foun­ded; Uncle Pio did her read­ing and writ­ing for her. At the height of the sea­son the com­pany put on two or three new plays a week, and as each one con­tained a long and flowery part for the Perich­ole the mere task of mem­or­iz­a­tion was not a trifle.

			Peru had passed with­in fifty years from a fron­ti­er state to a state in renais­sance. Its in­terest in mu­sic and the theatre was in­tense. Lima cel­eb­rated its feast days by hear­ing a Mass of Tomás Lu­is da Vic­tor­ia in the morn­ing and the glit­ter­ing po­etry of Calder­ón in the even­ing. It is true that the Limeans were giv­en to in­ter­pol­at­ing trivi­al songs in­to the most ex­quis­ite com­ed­ies and some lach­rym­ose ef­fects in­to the aus­terest mu­sic; but at least they nev­er sub­mit­ted to the bore­dom of a mis­placed ven­er­a­tion. If they had dis­liked hero­ic com­edy the Limeans would not have hes­it­ated to re­main at home; and if they had been deaf to poly­phony noth­ing would have pre­ven­ted their go­ing to an earli­er ser­vice. When the Arch­bish­op re­turned from a short trip to Spain, all Lima kept ask­ing: “What has he brought?” The news fi­nally spread abroad that he had re­turned with tomes of masses and motets by Palestrina, Mor­ales and Vit­tor­ia, as well as thirty-five plays by Tirso de Mo­lina and Ruiz de Alarçon and Moreto. There was a civic fête in his hon­or. The choir­boys’ school and the green room of the Comedia were swamped with the gifts of ve­get­ables and wheat. All the world was eager to nour­ish the in­ter­pret­ers of so much beauty.

			This was the theatre in which Cam­ila Perich­ole gradu­ally made her repu­ta­tion. So rich was the rep­er­tory and so de­pend­able the prompt­er’s box that few plays were giv­en more than four times a sea­son. The man­ager had the whole flower­ing of the sev­en­teenth-cen­tury Span­ish drama to draw upon, in­clud­ing many that are now lost to us. The Perich­ole had ap­peared in a hun­dred plays of Lope de Vega alone. There were many ad­mir­able act­resses in Lima dur­ing these years, but none bet­ter. The cit­izens were too far away from the theatres of Spain to real­ize that she was the best in the Span­ish world. They kept sigh­ing for a glimpse of the stars of Mad­rid whom they had nev­er seen and to whom they as­signed vague new ex­cel­lences. Only one per­son knew for cer­tain that the Perich­ole was a great per­former, and that was her tu­tor Uncle Pio.

			Uncle Pio came of a good Castili­an house, il­le­git­im­ately. At the age of ten he ran away to Mad­rid from his fath­er’s hacienda and was pur­sued without di­li­gence. He lived ever after by his wits. He pos­sessed the six at­trib­utes of the ad­ven­turer—a memory for names and faces, with the aptitude for al­ter­ing his own; the gift of tongues; in­ex­haust­ible in­ven­tion; secrecy; the tal­ent for fall­ing in­to con­ver­sa­tion with strangers; and that free­dom from con­science that springs from a con­tempt for the doz­ing rich he preyed upon. From ten to fif­teen he dis­trib­uted hand­bills for mer­chants, held horses, and ran con­fid­en­tial er­rands. From fif­teen to twenty he trained bears and snakes for trav­el­ling cir­cuses; he cooked, and mixed punches; he hung about the entries of the more ex­pens­ive tav­erns and whispered in­form­a­tions in­to the trav­el­lers’ ears—some­times noth­ing more du­bi­ous than that a cer­tain noble house was re­duced to selling its plate and could thus dis­pense with the com­mis­sion of a sil­ver­smith. He was at­tached to all the theatres in town and could ap­plaud like ten. He spread slanders at so much a slander. He sold ru­mors about crops and about the value of land. From twenty to thirty his ser­vices came to be re­cog­nized in very high circles—he was sent out by the Gov­ern­ment to in­spir­it some half­hearted re­bel­lions in the moun­tains, so that the gov­ern­ment could presently ar­rive and whole­heartedly crush them. His dis­cre­tion was so pro­found that the French party used him even when they knew that the Aus­tri­an party used him also. He had long in­ter­views with the Prin­cesse des Ursins, but he came and went by the back stairs. Dur­ing this phase he was no longer ob­liged to ar­range gen­tle­men’s pleas­ures, nor to plant little har­vests of calumny.

			He nev­er did one thing for more than two weeks at a time even when enorm­ous gains seemed likely to fol­low upon it. He could have be­come a cir­cus man­ager, a the­at­ric­al dir­ect­or, a deal­er in an­tiquit­ies, an im­port­er of Itali­an silks, a sec­ret­ary in the Palace or the Cathed­ral, a deal­er in pro­vi­sions for the army, a spec­u­lat­or in houses and farms, a mer­chant in dis­sip­a­tions and pleas­ures. But there seemed to have been writ­ten in­to his per­son­al­ity, through some ac­ci­dent or early ad­mir­a­tion of his child­hood, a re­luct­ance to own any­thing, to be tied down, to be held to a long en­gage­ment. It was this that pre­ven­ted his thiev­ing, for ex­ample. He had stolen sev­er­al times, but the gains had not been suf­fi­cient to off­set his dread of be­ing locked up; he had suf­fi­cient in­genu­ity to es­cape on the field it­self all the po­lice in the world, but noth­ing could pro­tect him against the tale­bear­ing of his en­emies. Sim­il­arly he had been re­duced for a time to mak­ing in­vest­ig­a­tions for the In­quis­i­tion, but when he had seen sev­er­al of his vic­tims led off in hoods he felt that he might be in­volving him­self in an in­sti­tu­tion whose move­ments were not evenly pre­dict­able.

			As he ap­proached twenty, Uncle Pio came to see quite clearly that his life had three aims. There was first this need of in­de­pend­ence, cast in­to a curi­ous pat­tern, namely—the de­sire to be var­ied, secret and om­ni­scient. He was will­ing to re­nounce the dig­nit­ies of pub­lic life, if in secret he might feel that he looked down upon men from a great dis­tance, know­ing more about them than they knew them­selves; and with a know­ledge which oc­ca­sion­ally passed in­to ac­tion and rendered him an agent in the af­fairs of States and per­sons. In the second place he wanted to be al­ways near beau­ti­ful wo­men, of whom he was al­ways in the best and worst sense the wor­ship­per. To be near them was as ne­ces­sary to him as breath­ing. His rev­er­ence for beauty and charm was there for any­one to see and to laugh at, and the ladies of the theatre and the court and the houses of pleas­ure loved his con­nois­seur­ship. They tor­men­ted him and in­sul­ted him and asked his ad­vice and were sin­gu­larly com­for­ted by his ab­surd de­vo­tion. He suffered greatly their rages and their mean­nesses and their con­fid­ing tears; all he asked was to be ac­cep­ted cas­u­ally, to be trus­ted, to be al­lowed like a friendly and slightly fool­ish dog to come and go in their rooms and to write their let­ters for them. He was in­sa­ti­ably curi­ous about their minds and their hearts. He nev­er ex­pec­ted to be loved by them (bor­row­ing for a mo­ment an­oth­er sense of that word); for that, he car­ried his money to the ob­scurer parts of the city; he was al­ways des­per­ately un­pre­pos­sess­ing, with his wisp of a mous­tache and his wisp of a beard and his big ri­dicu­lous sad eyes. They con­sti­tuted his par­ish; it was from them that he ac­quired the name of Uncle Pio, and it was when they were in trouble that he most re­vealed him­self; when they fell from fa­vour he lent them money; when they were ill he out­las­ted the flag­ging de­vo­tion of their lov­ers and the ex­as­per­a­tion of their maids; when time or dis­ease robbed them of their beauty he served them still for their beauty’s memory; and when they died his was the hon­est grief that saw them as far as pos­sible on their jour­ney.

			In the third place he wanted to be near those that loved Span­ish lit­er­at­ure and its mas­ter­pieces, es­pe­cially in the theatre. He had dis­covered all that treas­ure for him­self, bor­row­ing or steal­ing from the lib­rar­ies of his pat­rons, feed­ing him­self upon it’s secrecy—be­hind the scenes, as it were, of his mad life. He was con­temp­tu­ous of the great per­sons who, for all their edu­ca­tion and us­age, ex­hib­ited no care nor as­ton­ish­ment be­fore the mir­acles of word or­der in Calder­ón and Cer­vantes. He longed him­self to make verses. He nev­er real­ized that many of the satir­ic­al songs he had writ­ten for the vaudevilles passed in­to folk-mu­sic and have been borne every­where along the high roads.

			As the res­ult of one of those quar­rels that arise nat­ur­ally in brothels, his life be­came too com­plic­ated and he re­moved to Peru. Uncle Pio in Peru was even more ver­sat­ile than Uncle Pio in Europe. Here too he touched upon real-es­tate, cir­cuses, pleas­ures, in­sur­rec­tions and an­tiques. A Chinese junk had been blown from Can­ton to Amer­ica; he dragged up the beach the bales of deep-red por­cel­ain and sold the bowls to the col­lect­ors of virtu. He traced down the sov­er­eign rem­ed­ies of the In­cas and star­ted a smart trade in pills. With­in four months he knew prac­tic­ally every­one in Lima. He presently ad­ded to this ac­quaint­ance the in­hab­it­ants of scores of sea­coast towns, min­ing camps and set­tle­ments in the in­teri­or. His pre­ten­sions to om­ni­science be­came more and more plaus­ible. The Vice­roy dis­covered Uncle Pio and all this rich­ness of ref­er­ence; he en­gaged his ser­vices in many af­fairs. In the de­cay of his judg­ment Don An­drés had re­tained one tal­ent, he was a mas­ter of the tech­nique of hand­ling con­fid­en­tial ser­vants. He treated Uncle Pio with great tact and some de­fer­ence; he un­der­stood which er­rands the oth­er should not be asked to un­der­take and he un­der­stood his need for vari­ety and in­ter­mis­sion. Uncle Pio in turn was per­petu­ally as­ton­ished that a prince should make so little use of his po­s­i­tion, for power, or for fantasy, or for sheer de­light in the ma­nip­u­la­tion of oth­er men’s des­tinies; but the ser­vant loved the mas­ter be­cause he could quote from any of Cer­vantes’ pre­faces and be­cause his tongue had a little Castili­an salt about it still. Many a morn­ing Uncle Pio entered the Palace through cor­ridors where there was no one to cross but a con­fess­or or a con­fid­en­tial bully, and sat with the Vice­roy over his morn­ing chocol­ate.

			But for all his activ­ity noth­ing made Uncle Pio rich. One would have said that he aban­doned a ven­ture when it threatened to prosper. Al­though no one knew it, he owned a house. It was full of dogs that could add and mul­tiply, and the top floor was re­served for birds. But even in this king­dom he was lonely, and proud in his loneli­ness, as though there resided a cer­tain su­peri­or­ity in such a solitude. Fi­nally he stumbled upon an ad­ven­ture that came like some strange gift from the skies, and that com­bined the three great aims of his life: his pas­sion for over­see­ing the lives of oth­ers, his wor­ship of beau­ti­ful wo­men, and his ad­mir­a­tion for the treas­ures of Span­ish lit­er­at­ure. He dis­covered Cam­ila Perich­ole. Her real name was Micaela Vil­le­g­as. She was singing in cafés at the age of twelve, and Uncle Pio had al­ways been the very soul of cafés. Now as he sat among the gui­tar­ists and watched this awk­ward girl singing bal­lads, im­it­at­ing every in­flec­tion of the more ex­per­i­enced sing­ers who had pre­ceded her, the de­term­in­a­tion entered his mind to play Pyg­malion. He bought her. In­stead of sleep­ing locked up in the wine bin, she in­her­ited a cot in his house. He wrote songs for her, he taught her how to listen to the qual­ity of her tone, and bought her a new dress. At first all she no­ticed was that it was won­der­ful not to be whipped, to be offered hot soups, and to be taught some­thing. But it was Uncle Pio who was really dazzled. His rash ex­per­i­ment flour­ished bey­ond all proph­ecy. The little twelve-year-old, si­lent and al­ways a little sul­len, de­voured work. He set her end­less ex­er­cises in act­ing and mim­icry; he set her prob­lems in con­vey­ing the at­mo­sphere of a song; he took her to the theatres and made her no­tice all the de­tails of a per­form­ance. But it was from Cam­ila as a wo­man that he was to re­ceive his greatest shock. The long arms and legs were fi­nally har­mon­ized in­to a body of per­fect grace. The al­most grot­esque and hungry face be­came beau­ti­ful. Her whole nature be­came gentle and mys­ter­i­ous and oddly wise; and it all turned to him. She could find no fault in him and she was sturdily loy­al. They loved one an­oth­er deeply but without pas­sion. He re­spec­ted the slight nervous shad­ow that crossed her face when he came too near her. But there arose out of this deni­al it­self the per­fume of a ten­der­ness, that ghost of pas­sion which, in the most un­ex­pec­ted re­la­tion­ship, can make even a whole life­time de­voted to irk­some duty pass like a gra­cious dream.

			They trav­elled a great deal, seek­ing new tav­erns, for the highest at­trib­ute of a café sing­er will al­ways be her nov­elty. They went to Mex­ico, their odd clothes wrapped up in the self­same shawl. They slept on beaches, they were whipped at Panama, and ship­wrecked on some tiny Pa­cific is­lands plastered with the drop­pings of birds. They tramped through jungles del­ic­ately pick­ing their way among snakes and beetles. They sold them­selves out as har­vesters in a hard sea­son. Noth­ing in the world was very sur­pris­ing to them.

			Then began an even harder course of train­ing for the girl, a re­gi­men that re­sembled more the pre­par­a­tion for an ac­robat. The in­struc­tion was a little com­plic­ated by the fact that her rise to fa­vor was very rap­id; and there was some danger that the ap­plause she re­ceived would make her con­tent with her work too soon. Uncle Pio nev­er ex­actly beat her, but he re­sor­ted to a sar­casm that had ter­rors of its own.

			At the close of a per­form­ance Cam­ila would re­turn to her dress­ing room to find Uncle Pio whist­ling non­chal­antly in one corner. She would di­vine his at­ti­tude at once and cry an­grily:

			“Now what is it? Moth­er of God, Moth­er of God, what is it now?”

			“Noth­ing, little pearl. My little Cam­ila of Cam­ilas, noth­ing.”

			“There was some­thing you didn’t like. Ugly fault­find­ing thing that you are. Come on now, what was it? Look, I’m ready.”

			“No, little fish. Ad­or­able morn­ing star, I sup­pose you did as well as you could.”

			The sug­ges­tion that she was a lim­ited artist and that cer­tain fe­li­cit­ies would be forever closed to her nev­er failed to make Cam­ila frantic. She would burst in­to tears: “I wish I had nev­er known you. You pois­on my whole life. You just think I did badly. It pleases you to pre­tend that I was bad. All right then, be quiet.”

			Uncle Pio went on whist­ling.

			“The fact is I know I was weak to­night and don’t need you to tell me so. So there. Now go away. I don’t want to see you around. It’s hard enough to play that part without com­ing back and find­ing you this way.”

			Sud­denly Uncle Pio would lean for­ward and ask with angry in­tens­ity: “Why did you take that speech to the pris­on­er so fast?”

			More tears from the Perich­ole: “Oh God, let me die in peace! One day you tell me to go faster, and an­oth­er to go slower. Any­way I shall be crazy in a year or two and then it won’t mat­ter.”

			More whist­ling.

			“Be­sides the audi­ence ap­plauded as nev­er be­fore. Do you hear me? As nev­er be­fore. There! Too fast or too slow is noth­ing to them. They wept. I was di­vine. That’s all I care for. Now be si­lent. Be si­lent.”

			He was ab­so­lutely si­lent.

			“You may comb my hair, but if you say an­oth­er word I shall nev­er play again. You can find some oth­er girl, that’s all.”

			Thereupon he would comb her hair sooth­ingly for ten minutes, pre­tend­ing not to no­tice the sobs that were shak­ing her ex­hausted body. At last she would turn quickly and catch­ing one of his hands would kiss it frantic­ally: “Uncle Pio, was I so bad? Was I a dis­grace to you? Was it so aw­ful that you left the theatre?”

			After a long pause Uncle Pio would ad­mit ju­di­ciously: “You were good in the scene on the ship.”

			“But I’ve been bet­ter, Uncle Pio. You re­mem­ber the night you came back from Cuzco? …”

			“You were pretty good at the close.”

			“Was I?”

			“But my flower, my pearl, what was the mat­ter in the speech to the pris­on­er?”

			Here the Perich­ole would fling her face and arms upon the table amid the po­mades, caught up in­to a tre­mend­ous fit of weep­ing. Only per­fec­tion would do, only per­fec­tion. And that had nev­er come.

			Then be­gin­ning in a low voice Uncle Pio would talk for an hour, ana­lys­ing the play, en­ter­ing in­to a world of fin­esse in mat­ters of voice and ges­ture and tempo, and of­ten un­til dawn they would re­main there de­claim­ing to one an­oth­er the lordly con­ver­sa­tion of Calder­ón.

			Whom were these two seek­ing to please? Not the audi­ences of Lima. They had long since been sat­is­fied. We come from a world where we have known in­cred­ible stand­ards of ex­cel­lence, and we dimly re­mem­ber beau­ties which we have not seized again; and we go back to that world. Uncle Pio and Cam­ila Perich­ole were tor­ment­ing them­selves in an ef­fort to es­tab­lish in Peru the stand­ards of the theatres in some Heav­en whith­er Calder­ón had pre­ceded them. The pub­lic for which mas­ter­pieces are in­ten­ded is not on this earth.

			With the passing of time Cam­ila lost some of this ab­sorp­tion in her art. A cer­tain in­ter­mit­tent con­tempt for act­ing made her neg­li­gent. It was due to the poverty of in­terest in wo­men’s roles through­out Span­ish clas­sic­al drama. At a time when the play­wrights grouped about the courts of Eng­land and France (a little later, of Venice) were en­rich­ing the parts of wo­men with stud­ies in wit, charm, pas­sion and hys­teria, the dram­at­ists of Spain kept their eyes on their her­oes, on gen­tle­men torn between the con­flict­ing claims of hon­our or, as sin­ners, re­turn­ing at the last mo­ment to the cross. For a num­ber of years Uncle Pio spent him­self in dis­cov­er­ing ways to in­terest the Perich­ole in the roles that fell to her. Upon one oc­ca­sion he was able to an­nounce to Cam­ila that a grand­daugh­ter of Vico de Bar­rera had ar­rived in Peru. Uncle Pio had long since com­mu­nic­ated to Cam­ila his ven­er­a­tion for great po­ets, and Cam­ila nev­er ques­tioned the view that they were a little above the kings and not be­low the saints. So it was in great ex­cite­ment that the two of them chose one of the mas­ter’s plays to per­form be­fore his grand­daugh­ter. They re­hearsed the poem a hun­dred times, now in the great joy of in­ven­tion, now in de­jec­tion. On the night of the per­form­ance Cam­ila peer­ing out between the folds of the cur­tain had Uncle Pio point out to her the little middle-aged wo­man worn with the cares of pen­ury and a large fam­ily; but it seemed to Cam­ila that she was look­ing at all the beauty and dig­nity in the world. As she waited for the lines that pre­ceded her en­trance she clung to Uncle Pio in rev­er­ent si­lence, her heart beat­ing loudly. Between the acts she re­tired to the dusty corner of the ware­house where no one would find her and sat star­ing in­to the corners. At the close of the per­form­ance Uncle Pio brought the grand­daugh­ter of Vico de Bar­rera in­to Cam­ila’s room. Cam­ila stood among the clothes that hung upon the wall, weep­ing with hap­pi­ness and shame. Fi­nally she flung her­self on her knees and kissed the older wo­man’s hands, and the older wo­man kissed hers, and while the audi­ence went home and went to bed the vis­it­or re­mained telling Cam­ila the little stor­ies that had re­mained in the fam­ily, of Vico’s work and of his habits.

			Uncle Pio was at his hap­pi­est when a new act­ress entered the com­pany, for the dis­cov­ery of a new tal­ent at her side nev­er failed to be­stir the Perich­ole. To Uncle Pio (stand­ing at the back of the aud­it­or­i­um, bent double with joy and malice) it seemed that the body of the Perich­ole had be­come an ala­baster lamp in which a strong light had been placed. Without any re­sort to tricks or to false em­phas­is, she set her­self to ef­face the new­comer. If the play were a com­edy she be­came the very ab­strac­tion of wit, and if (as was more likely) it was a drama of wronged ladies and im­plac­able hates, the stage fairly smouldered with her emo­tion. Her per­son­al­ity be­came so elec­tric that if she so much as laid her hand upon that of a fel­low act­or a sym­path­et­ic shud­der ran through the audi­ence. But such oc­ca­sions of ex­cel­lence be­came less and less fre­quent. As her tech­nique be­came sounder, Cam­ila’s sin­cer­ity be­came less ne­ces­sary. Even when she was ab­sent­minded the audi­ence did not no­tice the dif­fer­ence and only Uncle Pio grieved.

			Cam­ila had a very beau­ti­ful face, or rather a face beau­ti­ful save in re­pose. In re­pose one was startled to dis­cov­er that the nose was long and thin, the mouth tired and a little child­ish, the eyes un­sat­is­fied—a rather pinched peas­ant girl, dragged from the cafés-chant­ants and quite in­cap­able of es­tab­lish­ing any har­mony between the claims of her art, of her ap­pet­ites, of her dreams, and of her crowded daily routine. Each of these was a world in it­self, and the war­fare between them would soon have re­duced to idiocy (or tri­vi­al­ity) a less ten­a­cious physique. We have seen that in spite of her dis­con­tent with her parts the Perich­ole knew very well the joy that might reside in act­ing, and warmed her­self from time to time at that flame. But that of love at­trac­ted her more of­ten, though with no great­er as­sur­ance of hap­pi­ness, un­til Jupiter him­self sent her some pearls.

			Don An­drés de Rib­era, the Vice­roy of Peru, was the rem­nant of a de­light­ful man, broken by the table, the al­cove, a grandee­ship and ten years of ex­ile. As a youth he had ac­com­pan­ied em­bassies to Ver­sailles and Rome; he had fought in the wars in Aus­tria; he had been to Jer­u­s­alem. He was a wid­ower and child­less of an enorm­ous and wealthy wo­man; he had col­lec­ted coins a little, wines, act­resses, or­ders and maps. From the table he had re­ceived the gout; from the al­cove a tend­ency to con­vul­sions; from the grandee­ship a pride so vast and pu­erile that he sel­dom heard any­thing that was said to him and talked to the ceil­ing in a per­petu­al mono­logue; from the ex­ile, oceans of bore­dom, a bore­dom so per­suas­ive that it was like pain—he woke up with it and spent the day with it, and it sat by his bed all night watch­ing his sleep. Cam­ila was passing the years in the hard­work­ing routine of the theatre, sa­voured by a few un­tidy love-af­fairs, when this Olympi­an per­son­age (for he had a face and port fit to play gods and her­oes on the scene) sud­denly trans­por­ted her to the most de­li­cious mid­night sup­pers at the Palace. Con­trary to all the tra­di­tions of the stage and State she ad­ored her eld­erly ad­mirer; she thought she was go­ing to be happy forever. Don An­drés taught the Perich­ole a great many things and to her bright eager mind that was one of the sweetest in­gredi­ents of love. He taught her a little French; to be neat and clean; the modes of ad­dress. Uncle Pio had taught her how great ladies carry them­selves on great oc­ca­sions; he taught her how they re­lax. Uncle Pio and Calder­ón had trained her in beau­ti­ful Span­ish; Don An­drés fur­nished her with the smart slang of El Buen Re­tiro.

			Uncle Pio was made anxious by Cam­ila’s in­vit­a­tion from the Palace. He would have much pre­ferred that she con­tin­ue with her little vul­gari­an love-af­fairs in the the­at­ric­al ware­house. But when he saw that her art was gain­ing a new fin­ish he was well con­tent. He would sit in the back of the theatre, rolling about in his seat for sheer joy and amuse­ment, watch­ing the Perich­ole in­tim­ate to the audi­ence that she fre­quen­ted the great world about whom the dram­at­ists wrote. She had a new way of fin­ger­ing a wine­glass, of ex­chan­ging an adieu, a new way of en­ter­ing a door that told everything. To Uncle Pio noth­ing else mattered. What was there in the world more lovely than a beau­ti­ful wo­man do­ing justice to a Span­ish mas­ter­piece?—a, per­form­ance (he asks you) packed with ob­ser­va­tion, in which the very spa­cing of the words re­vealed a com­ment on life and on the text—de­livered by a beau­ti­ful voice—il­lus­trated by a fault­less car­riage, con­sid­er­able per­son­al beauty and ir­res­ist­ible charm. “We are al­most ready to take this mar­vel to Spain,” he would mur­mur to him­self. After the per­form­ance he would go around to her dress­ing-room and say “Very good!” But be­fore tak­ing his leave he would man­age to ask her where, in the name of the el­ev­en thou­sand vir­gins of Co­logne, she had ac­quired that af­fected way of say­ing Ex­celen­cia.

			After a time the Vice­roy asked the Perich­ole wheth­er it would amuse her to in­vite a few dis­creet guests to their mid­night sup­pers, and he asked her wheth­er she would like to meet the Arch­bish­op. Cam­ila was de­lighted. The Arch­bish­op was de­lighted. On the eve of their first meet­ing he sent the act­ress an em­er­ald pendant as big as a play­ing-card.

			There was some­thing in Lima that was wrapped up in yards of vi­ol­et sat­in from which pro­truded a great drop­sic­al head and two fat pearly hands; and that was its arch­bish­op. Between the rolls of flesh that sur­roun­ded them looked out two black eyes speak­ing dis­com­fort, kind­li­ness and wit. A curi­ous and eager soul was im­prisoned in all this lard, but by dint of nev­er re­fus­ing him­self a pheas­ant or a goose or his daily pro­ces­sion of Ro­man wines, he was his own bit­ter jail­er. He loved his cathed­ral; he loved his du­ties; he was very de­vout. Some days he re­garded his bulk rue­fully; but the dis­tress of re­morse was less poignant than the dis­tress of fast­ing, and he was presently found de­lib­er­at­ing over the secret mes­sages that a cer­tain roast sends to the cer­tain salad that will fol­low it. And to pun­ish him­self he led an ex­em­plary life in every oth­er re­spect.

			He had read all the lit­er­at­ure of an­tiquity and for­got­ten all about it ex­cept a gen­er­al aroma of charm and dis­il­lu­sion. He had been learned in the Fath­ers and the Coun­cils and for­got­ten all about them save a float­ing im­pres­sion of dis­sen­sions that had no ap­plic­a­tion to Peru. He had read all the lib­ertine mas­ter­pieces of Italy and France and re­read them an­nu­ally; even in the tor­ments of the stone (hap­pily dis­solved by drink­ing the wa­ter from the springs of Santa María de Clux­am­buqua) he could find noth­ing more nour­ish­ing than the an­ec­dotes of Brantôme and the di­vine Aretino.

			The Arch­bish­op knew that al­most all the priests of Peru were rogues. It re­quired all his del­ic­ate Epi­cur­ean edu­ca­tion to pre­vent his do­ing some­thing about it; he had to re­peat over to him­self his fa­vour­ite no­tions: that the in­justice and un­hap­pi­ness in the world is a con­stant; that the the­ory of pro­gress is a de­lu­sion; that the poor, nev­er hav­ing known hap­pi­ness, are in­sens­ible to mis­for­tune. Like all the rich he could not bring him­self to be­lieve that the poor (look at their houses, look at their clothes!) could really suf­fer. Like all the cul­tiv­ated he be­lieved that only the widely read could be said to know that they were un­happy. On one oc­ca­sion, the iniquit­ies in his see hav­ing been called to his no­tice, he al­most did some­thing about it. He had just heard that it was be­com­ing a rule in Peru for priests to ex­act two meas­ures of meal for a fairly good ab­so­lu­tion, and five meas­ures for a really ef­fect­ive one. He trembled with in­dig­na­tion; he roared to his sec­ret­ary and bid­ding him bring up his writ­ing ma­ter­i­als, an­nounced that he was go­ing to dic­tate an over­whelm­ing mes­sage to his shep­herds. But there was no ink left in the ink­well; there was no ink left in the next room; there was no ink to be found in the whole palace. This state of things in his house­hold so up­set the good man that he fell ill of the com­bined rages and learned to guard him­self against in­dig­na­tions.

			The ad­di­tion of the Arch­bish­op to the sup­pers was so suc­cess­ful that Don An­drés began to think of new names. He had grown in­creas­ingly de­pend­ent upon Uncle Pio, but waited un­til Cam­ila should pro­pose his in­clu­sion of her own ac­cord. And in due time Uncle Pio brought with him that cours­er of the seas, the Cap­tain Al­varado. Gen­er­ally the re­union had been sev­er­al hours un­der way be­fore Cam­ila was able to join them after her per­form­ance at the theatre. She would ar­rive to­wards one o’clock, ra­di­ant and be­jew­elled and very tired. The four men re­ceived her as they would a great queen. For an hour or so she would carry the con­ver­sa­tion, but gradu­ally re­clin­ing more and more against Don An­drés’ shoulder she would fol­low the talk as it flit­ted from one hu­mor­ous lined face to the oth­er. All night they talked, secretly com­fort­ing their hearts that longed al­ways for Spain and telling them­selves that such a sym­posi­um was after the man­ner of the high Span­ish soul. They talked about ghosts and second-sight, and about the earth be­fore man ap­peared upon it and about the pos­sib­il­ity of the plan­ets strik­ing against one an­oth­er; about wheth­er the soul can be seen, like a dove, flut­ter­ing away at the mo­ment of death; they wondered wheth­er at the second com­ing of Christ to Jer­u­s­alem, Peru would be long in re­ceiv­ing the news. They talked un­til the sun rose about wars and kings, about po­ets and schol­ars, and about strange coun­tries. Each one poured in­to the con­ver­sa­tion his store of wise sad an­ec­dotes and his dry re­gret about the race of men. The flood of golden light struck across the Andes and en­ter­ing the great win­dow fell upon the piles of fruit, the stained bro­cade upon the table, and the sweet thought­ful fore­head of the Perich­ole as she lay sleep­ing against the sleeve of her pro­tect­or. There would en­sue a long pause, no one wish­ing to make the first move to go, and the glances of them all would rest upon this strange beau­ti­ful bird who lived among them. But Uncle Pio’s glance had been upon her all night, a quick glance from his black eyes, full of ten­der­ness and anxi­ety rest­ing on the great secret and reas­on of his life.

			But Uncle Pio nev­er ceased watch­ing Cam­ila. He di­vided the in­hab­it­ants of this world in­to two groups, in­to those who had loved and those who had not. It was a hor­rible ar­is­to­cracy, ap­par­ently, for those who had no ca­pa­city for love (or rather for suf­fer­ing in love) could not be said to be alive, and cer­tainly would not live again after their death. They were a kind of straw pop­u­la­tion, filling the world with their mean­ing­less laughter and tears and chat­ter and dis­ap­pear­ing still lov­able and vain in­to thin air. For this dis­tinc­tion he cul­tiv­ated his own defin­i­tion of love that was like no oth­er and that had gathered all its bit­ter­ness and pride from his odd life. He re­garded love as a sort of cruel mal­ady through which the elect are re­quired to pass in their late youth and from which they emerge, pale and wrung, but ready for the busi­ness of liv­ing. There was (he be­lieved) a great rep­er­tory of er­rors mer­ci­fully im­possible to hu­man be­ings who had re­covered from this ill­ness. Un­for­tu­nately there re­mained to them a host of fail­ings, but at least (from among many il­lus­tra­tions) they nev­er mis­took a pro­trac­ted ami­ab­il­ity for the whole con­duct of life, they nev­er again re­garded any hu­man be­ing, from a prince to a ser­vant, as a mech­an­ic­al ob­ject. Uncle Pio nev­er ceased watch­ing Cam­ila be­cause it seemed to him that she had nev­er un­der­gone this ini­ti­ation. In the months that fol­lowed her in­tro­duc­tion to the Vice­roy he held his breath and waited. He held his breath for years. Cam­ila bore the Vice­roy three chil­dren, yet re­mained the same. He knew that the first sign of her en­trance in­to the true pos­ses­sion of the world would be the mas­tery of cer­tain ef­fects in her act­ing. There were cer­tain pas­sages in the plays that she would com­pass some day, simply, eas­ily, and with secret joy, be­cause they al­luded to the new rich wis­dom of her heart; but her treat­ment of such pas­sages be­came more and more curs­ory, not to say em­bar­rassed. He presently saw that she had tired of Don An­drés and had re­turned to a series of furt­ive love-af­fairs with the act­ors and mata­dors and mer­chants of the town.

			She be­came more and more im­pa­tient of act­ing, and an­oth­er para­site found its way in­to her mind. She wanted to be a lady. She slowly con­trac­ted a greed for re­spect­ab­il­ity and began to refer to her act­ing as a pas­time. She ac­quired a du­enna and some foot­men and went to church at the fash­ion­able hours. She at­ten­ded the prize days at the Uni­ver­sity and ap­peared among the donors of the great char­it­ies. She even learned to read and write a little. Any faint dis­crim­in­a­tion against her as a bo­hemi­an she chal­lenged with fury. She led the Vice­roy a hor­rible life with her pas­sion for con­ces­sions and her gradu­al usurp­a­tion of priv­ilege. The new vice dis­placed the old and she be­came nois­ily vir­tu­ous. She in­ven­ted some par­ents and pro­duced some cous­ins. She ob­tained an un­doc­u­mented le­git­imat­iz­a­tion of her chil­dren. In so­ci­ety she cul­tiv­ated a del­ic­ate and lan­guid mag­delin­ism, as a great lady might, and she car­ried a candle in the pen­it­en­tial parades side by side with ladies who had noth­ing to re­gret but an out­burst of tem­per and a furt­ive glance in­to Descartes. Her sin had been act­ing and every­one knows that there were even saints who had been act­ors—there was Saint Gelasi­us and Saint Gen­esi­us and Saint Mar­garet of An­ti­och and Saint Pela­gia.

			There was a fash­ion­able wa­ter­ing place in the hills not far from Santa María de Clux­am­buqua. Don An­drés had trav­elled in France and had thought to build him­self a little mock Vichy; there was a pa­goda, some draw­ing-rooms, a theatre, a little arena for bull­fights and some French gar­dens. Cam­ila’s health had nev­er known a shad­ow, but she built her­self a villa in the vi­cin­ity and sipped the hate­ful wa­ters at el­ev­en o’clock. The Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or has left a bril­liant pic­ture of this opéra bouffe para­dise with the reign­ing di­vin­ity parad­ing her fierce sens­it­ive­ness along the av­en­ues of powdered shell and re­ceiv­ing the homage of all those who could not af­ford to of­fend the Vice­roy. Doña María draws a por­trait of this ruler, stately and weary, gambling all through the night in sums that would have raised an­oth­er Es­cur­i­al. And be­side him she sets the por­trait of his son, Cam­ila’s little Don Jaime. Don Jaime, at sev­en years, was a rachit­ic little body who seemed to have in­her­ited not only his moth­er’s fore­head and eyes, but his fath­er’s li­ab­il­ity to con­vul­sions. He bore his pain with the si­lent be­wil­der­ment of an an­im­al, and like an an­im­al he was mor­tally ashamed when any evid­ences of it oc­curred in pub­lic. He was so beau­ti­ful that the more trivi­al forms of pity were hushed in his pres­ence, and his long thoughts about his dif­fi­culties had giv­en his face a pa­tient and start­ling dig­nity. His moth­er dressed him in gar­net vel­vet, and when he was able, he fol­lowed her about at a dis­tance of sev­er­al yards ex­tric­at­ing him­self gravely from the ladies who tried to de­tain him in con­ver­sa­tion. Cam­ila was nev­er cross with Don Jaime and she was nev­er demon­strat­ive. When the sun was shin­ing the two could be seen walk­ing along those ar­ti­fi­cial ter­races in si­lence, Cam­ila won­der­ing when the fe­li­city would be­gin that she had al­ways as­so­ci­ated with so­cial po­s­i­tion, Don Jaime re­joicing merely in the sun­light and anxiously es­tim­at­ing the ap­proach of a cloud. They looked like fig­ures that had strayed there from some re­mote coun­try, or out of an old bal­lad, that had not yet learned the new lan­guage and had not yet found any friends.

			Cam­ila was about thirty when she left the stage, and it re­quired five years for her to achieve her place in so­ci­ety. She gradu­ally be­came al­most stout, though her head seemed to grow more beau­ti­ful every year. She took to over­dress­ing, and the floors of the draw­ing-rooms re­flec­ted a ver­it­able tower of jew­els and scarves and plumes. Her face and hands were covered with a blu­ish powder against which she drew an ir­rit­able mouth in scar­let and or­ange. The al­most dis­traught fury of her tem­per was var­ied by the un­nat­ur­al sweet­ness of her ad­dress in the com­pany of the dow­agers. In the earli­est stages of her pro­gress up­ward she had in­tim­ated to Uncle Pio that he was not to be seen with her in pub­lic, but fi­nally she be­came im­pa­tient even of his dis­creeter vis­its. She con­duc­ted the in­ter­views with form­al­ity and eva­sion. Her eyes nev­er crossed his, and she angled for pre­texts to quar­rel with him. Still he ven­tured out once a month to try her pa­tience, and when the call had be­come im­possible he would climb the stairs and fin­ish the hour among her chil­dren.

			One day he ar­rived at her villa in the hills and, through her maid, begged for an op­por­tun­ity to talk with her. He was told that she would see him in the French gar­dens a little be­fore sun­set. He had come up from Lima on a strange sen­ti­ment­al im­pulse. Like all sol­it­ary per­sons he had in­ves­ted friend­ship with a di­vine glam­our: he ima­gined that the people he passed on the street laugh­ing to­geth­er and em­bra­cing when they par­ted, the people who dined to­geth­er with so many smiles—you will scarcely be­lieve me, but he ima­gined that they were ex­tract­ing from all that con­geni­al­ity great store of sat­is­fac­tion. So that sud­denly he was filled with the ex­cite­ment of see­ing her again, of be­ing called “Uncle Pio,” and of re­viv­ing for a mo­ment the trust and hu­mour of their long vag­a­bond­age.

			The French Gar­dens were at the south­ern end of the town. Be­hind them rose the high­er Andes and be­fore them there was a para­pet over­look­ing a deep val­ley and over­look­ing wave after wave of hills that stretched to­ward the Pa­cific. It was the hour when bats fly low and the smal­ler an­im­als play reck­lessly un­der­foot. A few sol­it­ar­ies lingered about the gar­dens, gaz­ing dream­ily in­to the sky that was be­ing gradu­ally emp­tied of its col­our, or leaned upon the bal­us­trade and looked down in­to the val­ley, not­ing in which vil­lage a dog was bark­ing. It was the hour when the fath­er re­turns home from the fields and plays for a mo­ment in the yard with the dog that jumps upon him, hold­ing his muzzle closed or throw­ing him upon his back. The young girls look about for the first star to fix a wish upon it, and the boys grow rest­less for sup­per. Even the busiest moth­er stands for a mo­ment idle-handed, smil­ing at her dear and ex­as­per­at­ing fam­ily.

			Uncle Pio stood against one of the chipped marble benches and watched Cam­ila com­ing to­wards him:

			“I am late,” she said. “I am sorry. What is it you wish to say to me?”

			“Cam­ila—” he began.

			“My name is Doña Micaela.”

			“I do not wish to of­fend you, Doña Micaela, but when you let me call you Cam­ila for twenty years, I should think—”

			“Oh, do as you like. Do as you like.”

			“Cam­ila, prom­ise me that you will listen to me. Prom­ise me that you will not run away at my first sen­tence.”

			At once she burst out with un­ex­pec­ted pas­sion: “Uncle Pio, listen to me. You are mad if you think you can make me re­turn to the theatre. I look back at the theatre with hor­ror. Un­der­stand that. The theatre! The theatre, in­deed! The daily pay­ment of in­sults in that filthy place. Un­der­stand that you are wast­ing your time.”

			He answered gently: “I would not have you come back if you are happy with these new friends.”

			“You don’t like my new friends, then?” she answered quickly. “Whom do you of­fer me in their stead?”

			“Cam­ila, I only re­mem­ber …”

			“I will not be cri­ti­cized. I don’t want any ad­vice. It will be cold in a mo­ment, I must go back to my house. Just give me up, that’s all. Just put me out of your mind.”

			“Dear Cam­ila, don’t be angry. Let me talk to you. Just suf­fer me for ten minutes.”

			He did not un­der­stand why she was weep­ing. He did not know what to say. He talked at ran­dom: “You nev­er even come to see the theatre, and they all no­tice it. The audi­ences are fall­ing away now, too. They only put on the Old Com­edy twice a week; all the oth­er nights there are these new farces in prose. All is dull and child­ish and in­de­cent. No one can speak Span­ish any more. No one can even walk cor­rectly any more. On Cor­pus Christi Day they gave Belshaz­zar’s Feast where you were so won­der­ful. Now it was shame­ful.”

			There was a pause. A beau­ti­ful pro­ces­sion of clouds, like a flock of sheep, was stray­ing up from the sea, slip­ping up the val­leys between the hills. Cam­ila sud­denly touched his knee, and her face was like her face twenty years be­fore. “For­give me, Uncle Pio, for be­ing so bad. Jaime was ill this af­ter­noon. There’s noth­ing one can do. He lies there, so white and … so sur­prised. One must just think of oth­er things. Uncle Pio, it would be no good if I went back to the theatre. The audi­ences come for the prose farces. We were fool­ish to try and keep alive the Old Com­edy. Let people read the old plays in books if they choose to. It is not worth while fight­ing with the crowd.”

			“Won­der­ful Cam­ila, I was not just to you when you were on the stage. It was some fool­ish pride in me. I grudged you the praise that you de­served. For­give me. You have al­ways been a very great artist. If you come to see that you are not happy among these people you might think about go­ing to Mad­rid. You would have a great tri­umph there. You are still young and beau­ti­ful. There will be time later to be called Doña Micaela. We shall be old soon. We shall be dead soon.”

			“No, I shall nev­er see Spain. All the world is alike, Mad­rid or Lima.”

			“Oh, if we could go away to some is­land where the people would know you for your­self. And love you.”

			“You are fifty years old and you are still dream­ing of such is­lands, Uncle Pio.”

			He bent his head and mumbled: “Of course I love you, Cam­ila, as I al­ways must and more than I can say. To have known you is enough for my whole life. You are a great lady now. And you are rich. There is no longer any way that I can help you. But I am al­ways ready.”

			“How ab­surd you are,” she said smil­ing. “You said that as boys say it. You don’t seem to learn as you grow older, Uncle Pio. There is no such thing as that kind of love, and that kind of is­land. It’s in the theatre you find such things.”

			He look shame­faced, but un­con­vinced.

			At last she rose and said sadly: “What are we talk­ing about? It is grow­ing cold. I must be go­ing in. You must be resigned. I have no heart for the theatre.” There was a pause. “And for the rest? … Oh, I do not un­der­stand. It is just cir­cum­stance. I must be what I must. Do not try to un­der­stand either. Don’t think about me, Uncle Pio. Just for­give, that’s all. Just try to for­give.”

			She stood still a mo­ment, search­ing for some­thing deeply felt to say to him. The first cloud reached the ter­race; it was dark; the last strag­glers were leav­ing the gar­dens. She was think­ing of Don Jaime, and of Don An­drés and of him­self. She could not find the words. Sud­denly she bent down and kissed his fin­gers and went quickly away. But he sat for a long time in the gath­er­ing clouds trem­bling with hap­pi­ness and try­ing to pen­et­rate in­to the mean­ing of these things.

			

			Sud­denly the news was all over Lima. Doña Micaela Vil­le­g­as, the lady that used to be Cam­ila the Perich­ole, had the small­pox. Sev­er­al hun­dred oth­er per­sons had the small­pox also; but pop­u­lar in­terest and ma­lig­nity were con­cen­trated upon the act­ress. A wild hope ran about the town that the beauty that had en­abled her to des­pise the class from which she sprang would be im­paired. The news es­caped from the sick­room that Cam­ila had be­come ludicrous in home­li­ness and the cup of the en­vi­ous over­flowed. As soon as she was able she had her­self car­ried from the city to her villa in the hills; she ordered the sale of her el­eg­ant little palace, she re­turned her jew­els to their givers and she sold her fine clothes. The Vice­roy, the Arch­bish­op and the few men at court who had been her sin­cerest ad­mirers be­sieged her door still with mes­sages and gifts; the mes­sages were ig­nored and the gifts were re­turned without com­ment. No one but her nurse and maids had been per­mit­ted to see her since the com­mence­ment of her ill­ness. As an an­swer to his re­peated at­tempts Don An­drés re­ceived a large sum of money from her with a let­ter com­poun­ded of all that is pos­sible in bit­ter­ness and pride.

			Like all beau­ti­ful wo­men who have been brought up amid con­tinu­al trib­utes to her beauty she as­sumed without cyn­icism that it must ne­ces­sar­ily be the basis of any­one’s at­tach­ment to her­self; hence­forth any at­ten­tion paid to her must spring from a pity full of con­des­cen­sion and faintly per­fumed with sat­is­fac­tion at so com­plete a re­versal. This as­sump­tion that she need look for no more de­vo­tion now that her beauty had passed pro­ceeded from the fact that she had nev­er real­ized any love save love as pas­sion. Such love, though it ex­pends it­self in gen­er­os­ity and thought­ful­ness, though it give birth to vis­ions and to great po­etry, re­mains among the sharpest ex­pres­sions of self-in­terest. Not un­til it has passed through a long ser­vitude, through its own self-hatred, through mock­ery, through great doubts, can it take its place among the loy­al­ties. Many who have spent a life­time in it can tell us less of love than the child that lost a dog yes­ter­day. As her friends con­tin­ued in their ef­forts to draw her again in­to so­ci­ety she grew more and more angry and dis­patched in­sult­ing mes­sages to the city. It was said for a time that she was re­tir­ing in­to re­li­gion. But new ru­mours that all was fury and des­pair on the little farm con­tra­dicted the old. For those near to her the des­pair was fear­ful to be­hold. She was con­vinced that her life was over, her life and her chil­dren’s. In her hys­ter­ic­al pride she had giv­en back more than she owed, and the ap­proach of poverty was ad­ded to the loneli­ness and the gloom of her fu­ture. There was noth­ing left for her to do but to draw out her days in jeal­ous solitude in the cen­ter of the little farm that was fall­ing in­to de­cay. She brooded for hours upon the joy of her en­emies, and could be heard strid­ing about her room with strange cries.

			Uncle Pio did not al­low him­self to be dis­cour­aged. By dint of mak­ing him­self use­ful to the chil­dren, by tak­ing a hand in the man­age­ment of the farm, and by dis­creetly lend­ing her some money he ob­tained his en­trance in­to the house, and even in­to the pres­ence of its veiled mis­tress. But even then Cam­ila, con­vinced in her pride that he pit­ied her, lashed him with the blade of her tongue and de­rived some strange com­fort from heap­ing him with sneers. He loved her the more, un­der­stand­ing bet­ter than she did her­self all the stages in the con­vales­cence of her hu­mi­li­ated spir­it. But one day an ac­ci­dent be­fell that lost him his share in her pro­gress. He pushed open a door.

			She thought she had locked it. For just one hour a fool­ish secret hope had come to her, she wondered wheth­er she could make a paste of chalk and cream to spread upon her face. She who had sneered so of­ten at the be­floured grand­moth­ers of the court wondered for a few mo­ments wheth­er she had learned any­thing on the stage that would aid her now. She thought she had locked the door, and with hur­ried hands and beat­ing heart she laid on the coat, the grot­esque pal­lor, and as she gazed in­to the mir­ror and re­cog­nized the fu­til­ity of her at­tempt she caught the im­age of Uncle Pio stand­ing in the door amazed. She rose from the chair with a cry and covered her face with her hands.

			“Go away. Go away out of my house forever,” she screamed. “I nev­er want to see you again.” In her shame she drove him out with blas­phemy and hatred, she pur­sued him down the cor­ridor and hurled ob­jects down the stairs. She gave her farm­er or­ders that Uncle Pio was for­bid­den to come in­to the grounds. But he con­tin­ued for a week try­ing to see her again. At last he went back to Lima; he filled in the time as best he could, but he longed to be by her as a boy of eight­een would long. At last he de­vised a stratagem and re­turned up in­to the hills to put it in­to ef­fect.

			One morn­ing be­fore dawn he arose and lay on the ground be­low her win­dow. He im­it­ated in the dark­ness the sound of weep­ing, and, as nearly as he could, of a young girl’s weep­ing. He con­tin­ued in this for the whole quarter of an hour. He did not let his voice rise above that de­gree of loud­ness which Itali­an mu­si­cians would rep­res­ent by the dir­ec­tion pi­ano, but he fre­quently in­ter­mit­ted the sound trust­ing that if she were asleep it would in­sinu­ate it­self in­to her mind as much by dur­a­tion as by de­gree. The air was cool and agree­able. The first faint streak of sap­phire was ap­pear­ing be­hind the peaks, and in the east the star of morn­ing was pulsat­ing every mo­ment with a more tender in­ten­tion. A pro­found si­lence wrapped all the farm build­ings, only an oc­ca­sion­al breeze set all the grasses sigh­ing. Sud­denly a lamp was lit in her room and a mo­ment later the shut­ter was thrown back and a head wrapped in veils leaned far out.

			“Who is there?” asked the beau­ti­ful voice.

			Uncle Pio re­mained si­lent.

			Cam­ila said again in a tone edged with im­pa­tience: “Who is there? Who is there weep­ing?”

			“Doña Micaela, my lady, I beg of you to come here to me.”

			“Who are you and what do you want?”

			“I am a poor girl. I am Es­trella. I beg of you to come and help me. Do not call your maid. I pray you, Doña Micaela, to come your­self.”

			Cam­ila was si­lent a mo­ment, then said ab­ruptly: “Very well,” and closed the shut­ter. Presently she ap­peared around the corner of the house. She wore a thick cloak that dragged in the dew. She stood at a dis­tance and said: “Come over here to where I am stand­ing. Who are you?”

			Uncle Pio rose up. “Cam­ila, it is I—Uncle Pio. For­give me, but I must speak to you.”

			“Moth­er of God, when shall I be free of this dread­ful per­son! Un­der­stand: I want to see no one. I don’t want to speak to a soul. My life is over. That is all.”

			“Cam­ila, by our long life to­geth­er, I beg of you to grant me one thing. I shall go away and nev­er trouble you again.”

			“I grant you noth­ing, noth­ing. Stay away from me.”

			“I prom­ise you I shall nev­er trouble you again if you listen to me this once.” She was hur­ry­ing around to the door on the oth­er side of the house, and Uncle Pio was ob­liged to run be­side her to make sure that she heard what he was say­ing. She stopped:

			“What is it then? Hurry. It is cold. I am not well. I must go back to my room.”

			“Cam­ila, let me take Don Jaime for a year to live with me in Lima. Let me be his teach­er. Let me teach him the Castili­an. Here he is left among the ser­vants. He is learn­ing noth­ing.”

			“No.”

			“Cam­ila, what will be­come of him? He has a good mind and he wants to learn.”

			“He is sick. He is del­ic­ate. Your house is a sty. Only the coun­try is good for him.”

			“But he has been much bet­ter these last few months. I prom­ise you I shall clean out my house. I shall ap­ply to Madre María del Pi­l­ar for a house­keep­er. Here he is in your stables all day. I shall teach him all that a gen­tle­man should know—fen­cing and Lat­in and mu­sic. We shall read all …”

			“A moth­er can­not be sep­ar­ated from her child like that. It is im­possible. You are crazy to have thought of it. Give up think­ing of me and of everything about me. I no longer ex­ist. I and my chil­dren will get on as best we can. Do not try to dis­turb me again. I do not want to see any hu­man be­ing.”

			Now it was that Uncle Pio felt ob­liged to use a hard meas­ure. “Then pay me the money that you owe me,” he said.

			Cam­ila stood still, con­foun­ded. To her­self she said: “Life is too fear­ful to bear. When may I die?” After a mo­ment she answered him, in a hoarse voice: “I have very little money. I will pay you what I can. I will pay you now. I have a few jew­els here. Then we need nev­er see one an­oth­er again.” She was ashamed of her poverty. She took a few steps, then turned and said: “Now I see that you are a very hard man. But it is right that I pay you what I owe you.”

			“No, Cam­ila, I only said that to en­force my re­quest. I shall take no money from you. But lend me Don Jaime for one year. I shall love him and take every care of him. Did I harm you? Was I a bad teach­er to you in those oth­er years?”

			“It is cruel of you to keep ur­ging grat­it­ude, grat­it­ude, grat­it­ude. I was grate­ful—good! but now that I am no longer the same wo­man there re­mains noth­ing to be grate­ful for.” There was a si­lence. Her eyes were rest­ing on the star that seemed to be lead­ing forth the whole sky in its won­der. A great pain lay at her heart, the pain of a world that was mean­ing­less. Then she said; “If Jaime wishes to go with you, very well. I shall talk to him in the morn­ing. If he wishes to go with you, you will find him at the Inn about noon. Good night. Go with God.”

			“Go with God.”

			She re­turned to the house. The next day the grave little boy ap­peared at the Inn. His fine clothes were torn and stained now and he car­ried a small bundle for change. His moth­er had giv­en him a gold piece for spend­ing-money and a little stone that shone in the dark to look at in his sleep­less nights. They set off to­geth­er in a cart, but soon Uncle Pio be­came aware that the jolt­ing was not good for the boy. He car­ried him on his shoulder. As they drew near to the bridge of San Lu­is Rey, Jaime tried to con­ceal his shame for he knew that one of those mo­ments was com­ing that sep­ar­ated him from oth­er people. He was es­pe­cially ashamed be­cause Uncle Pio had just over­taken a friend of his, a sea-cap­tain. And just as they got to the bridge he spoke to an old lady who was trav­el­ling with a little girl. Uncle Pio said that when they had crossed the bridge they would sit down and rest, but it turned out not to be ne­ces­sary.

		
	
		
			
				
					Part
					Five
				

				Per­haps an In­ten­tion

			
			A new bridge of stone has been built in the place of the old, but the event has not been for­got­ten. It has passed in­to pro­ver­bi­al ex­pres­sions. “I may see you Tues­day,” says a Limean, “un­less the bridge falls.” “My cous­in lives by the bridge of San Lu­is Rey,” says an­oth­er, and a smile goes around the com­pany, for that also means: un­der the sword of Damocles. There are some poems about the ac­ci­dent, clas­sics to be found in every Per­uvi­an an­tho­logy, but the real lit­er­ary monu­ment is Broth­er Ju­ni­per’s book.

			There are a hun­dred ways of won­der­ing at cir­cum­stance. Broth­er Ju­ni­per would nev­er have ar­rived at his meth­od had it not been for his friend­ship with a cer­tain mas­ter in the Uni­ver­sity of San Martín. This stu­dent’s wife had stolen away one morn­ing on a boat for Spain, fol­low­ing a sol­dier, and had left him the care of two daugh­ters in their cradle. He was pos­sessed of all the bit­ter­ness that Broth­er Ju­ni­per lacked, and de­rived a sort of joy from the con­vic­tion that all was wrong in the world. He whispered in­to the Fran­cis­can’s ear such thoughts and an­ec­dotes as be­lied the no­tion of a guided world. For a mo­ment a look of dis­tress, al­most of de­feat, would come in­to the Broth­er’s eyes; then he would be­gin pa­tiently ex­plain­ing why such stor­ies held no dif­fi­culty for a be­liev­er. “There was a queen of Naples and Si­cily,” the stu­dent would say, “who dis­covered that she was car­ry­ing an angry tu­mor in her side. In great dis­may she com­manded her sub­jects to fall to their pray­ers and ordered that all the gar­ments in Si­cily and Naples be sewn with votive crosses. She was well loved by her people and all their pray­ers and em­broid­er­ies were sin­cere, but in­ef­fec­tu­al. Now she lies in the splendor of Mon­reale, and a few inches above her heart may be read the words: ‘I shall fear no evil.’ ”

			It was by dint of hear­ing a great many such sneers at faith that Broth­er Ju­ni­per be­came con­vinced that the world’s time had come for proof, tab­u­lated proof, of the con­vic­tion that was so bright and ex­cit­ing with­in him. When the pes­ti­lence vis­ited his dear vil­lage of Pu­erto and car­ried off a large num­ber of peas­ants, he secretly drew up a dia­gram of the char­ac­ter­ist­ics of fif­teen vic­tims and fif­teen sur­viv­ors, the stat­ist­ics of their value sub specie ae­tern­i­tatis. Each soul was rated upon a basis of ten as re­gards its good­ness, its di­li­gence in re­li­gious ob­serv­ance, and its im­port­ance to its fam­ily group. Here is a frag­ment of this am­bi­tious chart:

			
				
					
							
							Good­ness
							Piety
							Use­ful­ness
					

				
				
					
							Alf­onso G.
							4
							4
							10
					

					
							Nina
							2
							5
							10
					

					
							Manuel B.
							10
							10
							0
					

					
							Alf­onso V.
							−8
							−10
							10
					

					
							Vera N.
							0
							10
							10
					

				
			

			The thing was more dif­fi­cult than he had fore­seen. Al­most every soul in a dif­fi­cult fron­ti­er com­munity turned out to be in­dis­pens­able eco­nom­ic­ally, and the third column was all but use­less. The ex­am­iner was driv­en to the use of minus terms when he con­fron­ted the per­son­al char­ac­ter of Alf­onso V., who was not, like Vera N., merely bad: he was a pro­pa­gand­ist for bad­ness and not merely avoided church but led oth­ers to avoid it. Vera N. was in­deed bad, but she was a mod­el wor­ship­per and the main­stay of a full hut. From all this sad­den­ing data Broth­er Ju­ni­per con­trived an in­dex for each peas­ant. He ad­ded up the total for vic­tims and com­pared it with the total for sur­viv­ors, to dis­cov­er that the dead were five times more worth sav­ing. It al­most looked as though the pes­ti­lence had been dir­ec­ted against the really valu­able people in the vil­lage of Pu­erto. And on that af­ter­noon Broth­er Ju­ni­per took a walk along the edge of the Pa­cific. He tore up his find­ings and cast them in­to the waves; he gazed for an hour upon the great clouds of pearl that hang forever upon the ho­ri­zon of that sea, and ex­trac­ted from their beauty a resig­na­tion that he did not per­mit his reas­on to ex­am­ine. The dis­crep­ancy between faith and the facts is great­er than is gen­er­ally as­sumed.

			But there was an­oth­er story of the mas­ter of San Martín (not so sub­vers­ive, this one) that prob­ably gave to Broth­er Ju­ni­per the hint for his pro­ced­ure after the fall of the bridge of San Lu­is Rey.

			This mas­ter was one day walk­ing through the Cathed­ral of Lima and stopped to read the epi­taph of a lady. He read with an in­creas­ingly prom­in­ent lower lip that she had been for twenty years the centre and joy of her home, that she had been the de­light of her friends, that all who met her went away in as­ton­ish­ment at her good­ness and beauty, and that there she lay await­ing the re­turn of her Lord. Now on the day that he read these words, the mas­ter of San Martín had had much to fret him, and rais­ing his eyes from the tab­let he spoke aloud in his rage: “The shame of it, the per­se­cu­tion of it! Every­one knows that in the world we do noth­ing but feed our wills. Why per­petu­ate this le­gend of self­less­ness? Why keep this thing alive, this ru­mour of dis­in­ter­ested­ness?”

			And so say­ing he re­solved to ex­pose this con­spir­acy of the stone­cut­ters. The lady had been dead only twelve years. He sought out her ser­vants, her chil­dren and her friends. And every­where he went, like a per­fume, her dear traits had sur­vived her and wherever she was men­tioned there arose a suf­fer­ing smile and the protest that words could not de­scribe the gra­cious ways of her. Even the eager youth of her grand­chil­dren, who had nev­er seen her, was made more dif­fi­cult by the news that it was pos­sible to be as good as that. And the man stood amazed; only at last he muttered: “Nev­er­the­less, what I said was true. This wo­man was an ex­cep­tion, per­haps an ex­cep­tion.”

			In com­pil­ing his book about these people, Broth­er Ju­ni­per seemed to be pur­sued by the fear that in omit­ting the slight­est de­tail he might lose some guid­ing hint. The longer he worked the more he felt that he was stum­bling about among great dim in­tim­a­tions. He was forever be­ing cheated by de­tails that looked as though they were sig­ni­fic­ant if only he could find their set­ting. So he put everything down on the no­tion per­haps that if he (or a keen­er head) re­read the book twenty times, the count­less facts would sud­denly start to move, to as­semble, and to be­tray their secret. The Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or’s cook told him that she lived al­most en­tirely on rice, fish and a little fruit and Broth­er Ju­ni­per put it down on the chance that it would some day re­veal a spir­itu­al trait. Don Rubío said of her that she used to ap­pear at his re­cep­tions without in­vit­a­tion in or­der to steal the spoons. A mid­wife on the edge of the town de­clared that Doña María called upon her with mor­bid ques­tions un­til she had been ob­liged to or­der her away from the door like a beg­gar. The book­seller of the town re­por­ted that she was one of the three most cul­tiv­ated per­sons in Lima. Her farm­er’s wife de­clared that she was ab­sent­minded, but com­pact of good­ness. The art of bio­graphy is more dif­fi­cult than is gen­er­ally sup­posed.

			Broth­er Ju­ni­per found that there was least to be learned from those who had been most closely as­so­ci­ated with the sub­jects of his in­quiry. Madre María del Pi­l­ar talked to him at length about Pepita, but she did not tell him of her own am­bi­tions for her. The Perich­ole was at first dif­fi­cult of ap­proach, but presently even liked the Fran­cis­can. Her char­ac­ter­iz­a­tion of Uncle Pio flatly con­tra­dicted the stores of un­sa­vory testi­mon­ies that he had ac­quired else­where. Her al­lu­sions to her son were few and con­ceded with pain. They closed the in­ter­view ab­ruptly. The Cap­tain Al­varado told what he could of Esteban and of Uncle Pio. Those who know most in this realm ven­ture least.

			I shall spare you Broth­er Ju­ni­per’s gen­er­al­iz­a­tions. They are al­ways with us. He thought he saw in the same ac­ci­dent the wicked vis­ited by de­struc­tion and the good called early to Heav­en. He thought he saw pride and wealth con­foun­ded as an ob­ject les­son to the world, and he thought he saw hu­mil­ity crowned and re­war­ded for the edi­fic­a­tion of the city. But Broth­er Ju­ni­per was not sat­is­fied with his reas­ons. It was just pos­sible that the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or was not a mon­ster of av­arice, and Uncle Pio of self-in­dul­gence.

			The book be­ing done fell un­der the eyes of some judges and was sud­denly pro­nounced heretic­al. It was ordered to be burned in the Square with its au­thor. Broth­er Ju­ni­per sub­mit­ted to the de­cision that the dev­il had made use of him to ef­fect a bril­liant cam­paign in Peru. He sat in his cell that last night try­ing to seek in his own life the pat­tern that had es­caped him in five oth­ers. He was not re­bel­li­ous. He was will­ing to lay down his life for the pur­ity of the church, but he longed for one voice some­where to testi­fy for him that his in­ten­tion, at least, had been for faith; he thought there was no one in the world who be­lieved him. But the next morn­ing in all that crowd and sun­light there were many who be­lieved, for he was much loved.

			There was a little del­eg­a­tion from the vil­lage of Pu­erto, and Nina (Good­ness 2, Piety 5, Use­ful­ness 10) and oth­ers stood with drawn puzzled faces while their little fri­ar was giv­en to the con­geni­al flames. Even then, even then, there re­mained in his heart an ob­stin­ate nerve in­sist­ing that at least St. Fran­cis would not ut­terly have con­demned him, and (not dar­ing to call upon a great­er name, since he seemed so open to er­ror in these mat­ters) he called twice upon St. Fran­cis and lean­ing upon a flame he smiled and died.

			

			The day of the ser­vice was dear and warm. The Limeans, their black eyes wide with awe, poured through the streets in­to their Cathed­ral and stood gaz­ing at the mound of black vel­vet and sil­ver. The Arch­bish­op, en­closed in his won­der­ful and al­most wooden vest­ments, per­spired upon his throne, lend­ing from time to time a con­nois­seur’s ear to the fe­li­cit­ies of Vit­tor­ia’s coun­ter­point. The choir had re­stud­ied the pages that, as his farewell to mu­sic, Tomás Lu­is had com­posed for his friend and pat­ron, the Empress of Aus­tria, and all that grief and sweet­ness, all that Span­ish real­ism fil­ter­ing through an Itali­an mode, rose and fell above the sea of man­til­las. Don An­drés, un­der the col­ours and feathered hangings of his of­fice, knelt, ill and troubled. He knew that the crowd was furt­ively glan­cing at him, ex­pect­ing him to play the fath­er who has lost his only son. He wondered wheth­er the Perich­ole was present. He had nev­er been ob­liged to go so long without smoking. The Cap­tain Al­varado pushed in from the sunny square for a mo­ment. He looked across the fields of black hair and lace at the troop­ing of the candles and the ropes of in­cense. “How false, how un­real,” he said and pushed his way out. He des­cen­ded to the sea and sat on the edge of his boat, gaz­ing down in­to the clear wa­ter. “Happy are the drowned, Esteban,” he said.

			Be­hind the screen the Ab­bess sat among her girls. The night be­fore she had torn an idol from her heart, and the ex­per­i­ence had left her pale but firm. She had ac­cep­ted the fact that it was of no im­port­ance wheth­er her work went on or not; it was enough to work. She was the nurse who tends the sick who nev­er re­cov­er; she was the priest who per­petu­ally re­news the of­fice be­fore an al­tar to which no wor­ship­pers come. There would be no Pepita to en­large her work; it would re­lapse in­to the in­dol­ence and the in­dif­fer­ence of her col­leagues. It seemed to be suf­fi­cient for Heav­en that for a while in Peru a dis­in­ter­ested love had flowered and faded. She leaned her fore­head upon her hand, fol­low­ing the long tender curve that the sop­rano lifts in the Kyrie. “My af­fec­tion should have had more of that col­our, Pepita. My whole life should have had more of that qual­ity. I have been too busy,” she ad­ded rue­fully and her mind drif­ted in­to pray­er.

			Cam­ila had star­ted from the farm to at­tend the ser­vice. Her heart was filled with con­sterna­tion and amazement. Here was an­oth­er com­ment from the skies; that was the third time she had been spoken to. Her small­pox, Jaime’s ill­ness, and now the fall of the bridge—oh, these were not ac­ci­dents. She was as ashamed as though let­ters had ap­peared on her fore­head. An or­der from the Palace an­nounced that the Vice­roy was send­ing her two daugh­ters to a con­vent-school in Spain. That was right. She was alone. She gathered a few things to­geth­er mech­an­ic­ally and star­ted to the city for the ser­vice. But she fell to think­ing of the crowds gap­ing over her Uncle Pio and over her son; she thought of the vast ritu­al of the church, like a chasm in­to which the be­loved falls, and of the storm of the dies irae where the in­di­vidu­al is lost among the mil­lions of the dead, fea­tures grow dim and traits fade. At a little more than half the jour­ney, at the mud church of San Lu­is Rey she slipped in and knelt against a pil­lar to rest. She wandered through her memory, search­ing for the faces of her two. She waited for some emo­tion to ap­pear. “But I feel noth­ing,” she whispered to her­self. “I have no heart. I am a poor mean­ing­less wo­man, that’s all. I am shut out. I have no heart. Look, I won’t try and think of any­thing; let me just rest here.” And scarcely had she paused when again that ter­rible in­com­mu­nic­able pain swept through her, the pain that could not speak once to Uncle Pio and tell him of her love and just once of­fer her cour­age to Jaime in his suf­fer­ings. She star­ted up wildly. “I fail every­body,” she cried. “They love me and I fail them.” She re­turned to the farm and car­ried for a year the mood of her self-des­pair. One day she cas­u­ally heard that the won­der­ful Ab­bess had lost in the same ac­ci­dent two per­sons whom she loved. Her sew­ing fell from her hand: then she would know, she would ex­plain. “But no, what would she say to me? She would not even be­lieve that such a per­son as I could love or could lose.” Cam­ila de­cided to go to Lima and look at the Ab­bess from a dis­tance. “If her face tells me that she would not des­pise me, I will speak to her,” she said.

			Cam­ila lurked about the con­vent church and fell humbly in love with the homely old face, though it frightened her a little. At last she called upon her.

			“Moth­er,” she said, “I … I …”

			“Do I know you, my daugh­ter?”

			“I was the act­ress, I was the Perich­ole.”

			“Oh, yes. Oh, I have wished to know you for a long while, but they told me you did not wish to be seen. You too, I know, lost in the fall of the bridge of San …”

			Cam­ila rose and swayed. There! again that ac­cess of pain, the hands of the dead she could not reach. Her lips were white. Her head brushed the Ab­bess’s knee: “Moth­er, what shall I do? I am all alone. I have noth­ing in the world. I love them. What shall I do?”

			The Ab­bess looked at her closely. “My daugh­ter, it is warm here. Let us go in­to the garden. You can rest there.” She made a sign to a girl in the cloister to bring some wa­ter. She con­tin­ued talk­ing mech­an­ic­ally to Cam­ila. “I have wished to know you for a long while, señora. Even be­fore the ac­ci­dent I had wished much to know you. They told me that in the autos sac­re­mentales you were a very great and beau­ti­ful act­ress, in Belshaz­zar’s Feast.”

			“Oh, Moth­er, you must not say that. I am a sin­ner. You must not say that.”

			“Here, drink this, my child. We have a beau­ti­ful garden, do you not think so? You will come and see us of­ten and some day you will meet Sis­ter Juana who is our garden­er-in-chief. Be­fore she entered re­li­gion she had al­most nev­er seen a garden, for she worked in the mines high up in the moun­tains. Now everything grows un­der her hand. A year has gone by, señora, since our ac­ci­dent. I lost two who had been chil­dren in my orphan­age, but you lost a real child of your own?”

			“Yes, Moth­er.”

			“And a great friend?”

			“Yes, Moth­er.”

			“Tell me …”

			And then the whole tide of Cam­ila’s long des­pair, her lonely ob­stin­ate des­pair since her girl­hood found its rest on that dusty friendly lap among Sis­ter Juana’s foun­tains and roses.

			

			But where are suf­fi­cient books to con­tain the events that would not have been the same without the fall of the bridge? From such a num­ber I choose one more.

			“The Con­desa d’Abuirre wishes to see you,” said a lay sis­ter at the door of the Ab­bess’s of­fice.

			“Well,” said the Ab­bess, lay­ing down her pen, “who is she?”

			“She has just come from Spain. I don’t know.”

			“Oh, it is some money, In­ez, some money for my house for the blind. Quick, bid her come in.”

			The tall, rather lan­gor­ous beauty entered the room. Doña Clara, who was gen­er­ally so ad­equate, seemed con­strained for once. “Are you busy, dear Moth­er, may I talk to you for a while?”

			“I am quite free, my daugh­ter. You will ex­cuse an old wo­man’s memory; have I known you be­fore?”

			“My moth­er was the Mar­quesa de Mon­temay­or. …” Doña Clara sus­pec­ted that the Ab­bess had not ad­mired her moth­er and would not let the older wo­man speak un­til she her­self had made a long pas­sion­ate de­fense of Doña María. The lan­guor fell away in her self-re­proach. At last the Ab­bess told her of Pepita and Esteban, and of Cam­ila’s vis­it. “All, all of us have failed. One wishes to be pun­ished. One is will­ing to as­sume all kinds of pen­ance, but do you know, my daugh­ter, that in love—I scarcely dare say it—but in love our very mis­takes don’t seem to be able to last long?”

			The Con­desa showed the Ab­bess Doña María’s last let­ter. Madre María dared not say aloud how great her as­ton­ish­ment was that such words (words that since then the whole world has mur­mured over with joy) could spring in the heart of Pepita’s mis­tress. “Now learn,” she com­manded her­self, “learn at last that any­where you may ex­pect grace.” And she was filled with hap­pi­ness like a girl at this new proof that the traits she lived for were every­where, that the world was ready. “Will you do me a kind­ness, my daugh­ter? Will you let me show you my work?”

			The sun had gone down, but the Ab­bess led the way with a lan­tern down cor­ridor after cor­ridor. Doña Clara saw the old and the young, the sick and the blind, but most of all she saw the tired, bright old wo­man who was lead­ing her. The Ab­bess would stop in a pas­sage­way and say sud­denly: “I can’t help think­ing that some­thing could be done for the deaf-and-dumb. It seems to me that some pa­tient per­son could … could study out a lan­guage for them. You know there are hun­dreds and hun­dreds in Peru. Do you re­mem­ber wheth­er any­one in Spain has found a way for them? Well, some day they will.” Or a little later: “Do you know, I keep think­ing that some­thing can be done for the in­sane. I am old, you know, and I can­not go where these things are talked about, but I watch them some­times and it seems to me … In Spain, now, they are gentle with them? It seems to me that there is a secret about it, just hid­den from us, just around the corner. Some day back in Spain, if you hear of any­thing that would help us, you will write me a let­ter … if you are not too busy?”

			At last after Doña Clara had seen even the kit­chens, the Ab­bess said: “Now will you ex­cuse me, for I must go in­to the room of the very sick and say a few words for them to think about when they can­not sleep. I will not ask you to come with me there, for you are not ac­cus­tomed to such—such sounds and things. And be­sides I only talk to them as one talks to chil­dren.” She looked up at her with her mod­est rue­ful smile. Sud­denly she dis­ap­peared a mo­ment to re­turn with one of her help­ers, one who had like­wise been in­volved in the af­fair of the bridge, and who had formerly been an act­ress. “She is leav­ing me,” said the Ab­bess, “for some work across the city, and when I have spoken here I must leave you both, for the flour-broker will not wait for me any longer, and our ar­gu­ment will take a long time.”

			But Doña Clara stood in the door as the Ab­bess talked to them, the lamp placed on the floor be­side her. Madre María stood with her back against a post; the sick lay in rows gaz­ing at the ceil­ing and try­ing to hold their breaths. She talked that night of all those out in the dark (she was think­ing of Esteban alone, she was think­ing of Pepita alone) who had no one to turn to, for whom the world per­haps was more than dif­fi­cult, without mean­ing. And those who lay in their beds there felt that they were with­in a wall that the Ab­bess had built for them; with­in all was light and warmth, and without was the dark­ness they would not ex­change even for a re­lief from pain and from dy­ing. But even while she was talk­ing, oth­er thoughts were passing in the back of her mind. “Even now,” she thought, “al­most no one re­mem­bers Esteban and Pepita, but my­self. Cam­ila alone re­mem­bers her Uncle Pio and her son; this wo­man, her moth­er. But soon we shall die and all memory of those five will have left the earth, and we ourselves shall be loved for a while and for­got­ten. But the love will have been enough; all those im­pulses of love re­turn to the love that made them. Even memory is not ne­ces­sary for love. There is a land of the liv­ing and a land of the dead and the bridge is love, the only sur­viv­al, the only mean­ing.”
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