GROWING UP
From his room Miguel could hear the clanking of the trams. The room was sizeable with a large balcony looking over the street. The furniture was austere: a black bed, an old wardrobe with a glass panel, a writing desk with a few bookshelves, a large rickety armchair and some old faded prints. 

Term had started a few weeks ago. Mother herself had gone to look for accommodation for her son. After having visited various places, none of which were to her liking, she arrived at the house on the Calle Colón. A woman opened the door: in her forties, strict-looking without any make-up, obstinate eyes, her hair tied back in a bun and wearing an impeccable black dress. She showed them into a dark room and asked them to wait a moment while she went to fetch her sister. The latter in no way resembled her. She must have been a few years younger, but seemed a lot younger: provocative, carefully made-up face, blonde, wearing a brightly coloured apron. 

They introduced themselves as Doña María and Señorita Lina. 

"My husband, may he rest in peace, was a doctor and was very demanding about his meals. My sister is unmarried, and lives a life dedicated to music ...” 

"My son needs to eat well, as he's growing fast. He has a glass of milk at night ...” 

"Don't worry. Miguel will be like one of the family here." 

Miguel soon became friends with the three other students of the house: Luis and Antonio, who studied medicine, and Víctor, who wanted to be an architect. 

"My father says that Señorita Lina was a review artiste. He saw her often and says she was fantastic." Víctor said to him one day. 

Miguel needed to get used to the capital. He missed the fields. However, he enjoyed the University. In the afternoon he spent the time in the library rapt up and enveloped by the books. Back at home, he always worked after dinner. Frequently Señorita Lina brought him a glass of milk to his room. 

"This'll help you work better." 

These visits provoked comments by Luis and Antonio. 

"Aren't some people lucky? Milk in bed!" 

Víctor, who was the worldliest, used to say to him: 

"Miguel, be careful, she's a clever one, she is." 

But Miguel did not take much notice of them; to some extent he was grateful and felt a kind of affection, mixed with respect for her. On the other hand, he did not like Doña María; her cold and distant attitude restrained him. 

"I've got a feeling that Doña María is frustrated." 

"Why do you say that?" 

"The other day I saw her look through the key-hole of the bathroom while Antonio was having a shower." 

The bathroom was a large square room. It had a shower, which came down from the ceiling, in the middle. When it got blocked, the students had to climb onto a stool, and with the aid of a hairpin free the holes. 

"Don't be evil." 

"Evil? You live in a dream world. I'm sure that you don't know that Señorita Lina has a boyfriend; a big chap." 

When he went home for the Christmas holidays, he used to enjoy hearing how mother spoke about the nice ladies who looked after her son. 

"They look after him like one of the family ... He eats what he wants ... And also, they're very devout ...” 

Mother is really getting old. Miguel thought. 

The academic year was drawing to its end. Miguel's workload had increased with the approaching exams. He studied until the early hours of the morning. 

The heat was sticky. The roaring of the wind announced a storm. Sudden lightning followed by a clattering rumble. 

"I'm going to close the balcony" Señorita Lina said "Storms have always made me afraid." 

She was very pale. Her eyes had a feverish shine. She looked at him in a way which frightened him. 

"Are you alright?" he asked in a quiet voice. She didn't reply; but instead, let herself fall onto the bed, crying. Miguel didn't know what to do. The rain beat strongly against the windows. He approached. He sat down on the bed. 

"What's the matter?" he asked nervously. 

"My friend has left me. He doesn't love me because I'm not young anymore." "Do you think I'm old?" 

"No." 

"Do you find me attractive?" 

"Yes" he answered, aware of the dryness in his mouth. 

She took one of his hands and placed it on her chest. His heart was beating fast. 

"Señorita Lina, I don't know how ...” 

He sensed something strange. He gasped for air. 

"Switch the lights off," she said. "Don't worry, it's very easy." 

In the morning when he woke up, he was naked and alone in the bed. He was very thirsty. 

As he went into the dining-room to have his breakfast, he expected that they will all know what had happened just by looking at him. Nothing happened. Even Señorita Lina asked him coolly and with her usual calm: 

"Did you sleep well? Didn't you hear the storm?" 

When he went out into the street, he felt much better. The rain of the night had refreshed the morning, with the charms of a cool, soft breeze. 
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