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Part Four

He emerged at last from that state of mind, only to fall into the most sombre grief, the most hopeless despair, the greatest bitterness and abandonment that can overwhelm this poor human heart, smashed and shattered by suffering, vaguely aspiring from time to time, and almost always without success, to touch blessings lightly on passing.


(A Tailor’s Protection; an original novel by Don Miguel de los Santos Álvarez)

Spiritus quidem promptus est; caro vero infirma.

(St. Mark’s Gospel)

Look at Don Félix, sword in hand,

his face serene and his heart firm;

Elvira’s avenging brother,

lies dead at his ruthless feet.

With an air of arrogance he walks

down the fateful Street of the Coffin,

neither frightened by fearful ghosts,

nor troubled by the image of Jesus.

The burning lamp is ebbing,

flickering its last dying glow;

and the dismal night cloaks

the mysterious street in deep darkness.

Montemar’s daring feet tread

tentatively in the dark;

after crossing the street,

he hears a sudden sigh next to him.

He feels the breath brush his face,

despite himself his nerves twitch;

but once this tremor passes,

his steady resolve returns.

‘Who’s there?’ he asks calmly,

neither feigning valour nor showing fear;

his soul is full of indomitable strength,

he entrusts all to his Toledo blade.

Groping about, the blasphemer curses;

then, with the dark figure enshrouded 

in white robes moving towards him, 

his boldness returns.

The dense mist dissolves in its wake;

evanescent and growing with dull light,

it forms vague and silvery white

shapes floating in the dark.

With airy flecks of lucent silver,

an unblemished star of clear brilliance

shines in the distant shadow,

dilating the murky horizon.

Montemar fixes his eyes upon it,

gazing surprised but unafraid;

perhaps he believes it a roaming star

revolving in the sphere of the skies.

Perhaps a trick of the eyes,

a false form, a figment of his imagination,

or a foolish fancy, product of the wine

he drank, muddling his reason.

But sweet fumes of sherry

Are not enough to craze his mind:

a thousand times he’s tried and failed

to get drunk at frenetic orgies.

‘God thinks he can frighten me,’ he says laughing.

‘But, by God, I wish it were the devil himself,

then the horned monarch of the abyss

would know who I am’.

As he uttered this insolent insult

the lamp of Christ glowed once more:

he saw a veiled woman robed in white

kneeling before the image.

‘This light is welcome whether it comes

from God or the devil,’ said the blasphemer,

retracing his steps to the cloaked woman

with daring, reckless spirit.

As he walked it seemed the light,

the image, the praying woman withdrew,

but if he paused, they paused too:

many, many tears fell

from the still eyes of the image.

But not even fear, nor the pain his audacity

inspired, could halt his impiety:

Montemar stared straight at Jesus.

The street seemed to stir and move,

And he felt the earth disappear from under him,

his eyes held by the dead gaze

of Christ, boring deeply into him.

In the delirium that seized his mind

he blamed the inebriating wine,

insolently grasping the lamp on the altar,

which was lighting up God’s shrine;

emboldened beyond restraint he thrust

the lamp near the face hidden by pure linen;

but the light was blown out by the gusting wind;

the lady in white rose to her feet.

For a moment, he thought he saw

a face that perhaps vague memories,

blissfully confused memories, had brought

from happier days gone by.

It was the face of an angel seen in a dream,

a feeling that gladdens the soul

but which reason can never understand, 

clouding the brow with a confused frown.

The white rippling robes of the graceful

figure were drawn in the shadows,

and her silent feet moved slowly

as if treading on plush carpets.

This white, vaporous hope 

passed before us as in a dream,

as if we were watching, in the distance,

a fugitive sail under the rays of a full moon,

whilst the serene breeze swelled in the stern,

mingling with sea-spray;

the soul shook with fearful anguish,

rejected by the severity of reason.




Don Félix 

‘What!  Leaving me without reply?

Don’t you want my company?

Perhaps you’re a saintly old woman…?

That would be some joke!

‘Silence is as useless

as trying to deter me, Madam;

I am resolved to see this through,

And so I will accompany you.

‘I must know where you’re headed,

whether you’re pretty or vile,

who you are and what you’re called.

Even if it seems impossible,

‘even if you are Satan himself,

with his flames and horns,

even if Heaven obstructs me,

I have to fulfil my desire,

‘in spite of you,

we must enter that very Inferno

with you in front leading me,

as God is my witness!

‘Forgive me, Madam,

if there is daring in my determination,

but it would be discourteous

to abandon you at this hour:

‘my reputation is at stake,

and I swear to God I don’t want it be said

that I did not pursue a lady

out of fear’.

The white figure uttered a deep,

deathly shriek from the depths of its heart:

splintering glass bursting in agony,

a sound scarcely touching the ears,

but which rips the heart apart;

a mortal wail of bitter memory,

of present pain, unhealed sorrow,

a deathly breath: a poison exhaled

from the venomous sea that cloaks the soul.

The white figure passed on silently,

like an amorous sylph whose fluttering wings

gently ripple the waters of a lake.

Wretched is the one who lost in a day

the happiness his heart thought eternal,

left to die in a night of anguish and mist

on a sea without shores…!

Alone, carrying in his heart

cruel pain, his eternal companion,

the magic charm of his shattered heart,

his grief, his friend, his most loyal mistress,

he witnessed the wind bear away sighs

as the sea engulfed his sorrowful tears,

none answering or hearing his plea,

Heaven and earth dead to his pain…

He has seen moonbeams gleam in the sky,

serene and calm at the sight of his tears;

he has seen men walking on earth

but no one has seen his pain.

Trembling, taunted by the world,

anguish hidden deep in his heart,

he dressed their lips with false smiles,

and drank the tears within his soul…!

Wretched the one who counted hours past, 

hours from long ago that pleasure cut short,

now alone, weeping and thinking

of yesterday’s delights gone forever;

those pleasures that he has lost

did not flee but remain in the world,

like him, living where he always has,

though those pleasures are no longer his!

Oh! wretched the one who finally discovers the lie,

the one whose fingers brushed stark reality,

the one who gazed at the skeleton of this world

and snatched away its false finery…

Oh! wretched the one living in the past…!

the one whose soul is nourished by pain,

the one who despairs and laments the fleeing hours,

because once gone they will never return…

the one who has suffered such barbarous mourning,

who has spent long sleepless nights,

eternal hours of endless anxiety

on a bed of thorns, cursing the Heavens,

who has felt love in his breast

cracking his heart into fragments,

whose delirium grows, whose despair deepens,

whose pain casts a hundred nooses round his neck;

his sad tears are a poisonous lake 

of sharp ice that thickens the pain,

drowning him as it breaches, offering 

no solace or hope or relief to his pain.

The white ghost only gave this answer

to Don Félix, hoping that such a cry 

would make him understand such vast grief

and value such immense worth.




Don Félix

‘If you seek someone ungrateful,

I will offer myself gladly;

your modesty is a fault or façade,

or perhaps you suffer

a jealous husband’s ill-treatment?

‘Am I right?  Foolish frenzy!

Insisting on this pretence

will drive me mad;

with the dumb, my Queen,

I do a great deal and speak very little.’

The student was troubled again

by the soft, melodious voice

he heard, which seemed the distant

echo of a harmonious song:

The loving heart beat slowly,

an ineffable feeling of tenderness,

a faithful sigh of mutual love,

the first consent of the virginal woman.

‘Love is finished for me:

everything in the world is at an end:

Heaven has forever untied the bonds 

that fastened me to earth,’

said the mysterious sweet voice,

bringing an illusion of other worlds,

an echo of those who enjoy 

eternal rest in a cold tomb.

Montemar, caught up in his efforts,

believed the beautiful lady an easy catch;

the hour, the street and the dark night

were new incentives to his heart.

‘It’s dangerous following me, Don Félix’.  ‘Worthless warning!’

‘You might regret it’.  ‘You might, but not I’.

‘You offend Heaven’. ‘But I seek the devil’s protection’.

‘Go away, Sir: do not tempt God!’

‘I love your indifference more and more, Madam.

If God is angered, by Christ it’ll cause trouble:

He may see me in your arms and then kill me’.

‘Then perhaps this will be your last hour…!

‘Abandon worldly folly, Don Félix’.

‘Oh! so you know me!’ ‘Fear for yourself!

Fear that your frivolous delights do not become

eternal torment!’  ‘Enough preaching, Madam,

‘I can wait for Lent for that;

it’s sweeter to speak of love;

lose that solemn, severe tone, Madam,

which I swear doesn’t become you;

‘life is life: when it ends,

pleasure ends with it.

Why make it a slave to uncertain regrets?

For me there is no tomorrow or yesterday.

‘If I die tomorrow, which I may, come rain or shine,

as they say, what does it matter to me?

I enjoy the present, I enjoy the moment,

and when I die, let the devil take me.

‘May your will be done, dear God!’

the ill-fated figure exclaimed.

Feeling his courage grow,

Don Félix followed the ghost.

They crossed sorrowful streets,

deserted squares,

crumbling walls,

where a cursed witch

chanted her prayers

and false spells

with a rasping voice.

And in the mysterious

stormy night,

the dead rose

from their tombs;

the echoes

of their hollow steps

resounded in the silence;

and all the while

the city lay still,

and the mournful rhythm 

of the North Wind roaring,

lulled it to sleep.

They crossed street after street,

further and further, on and on:

their journey had no end,

and their steps never ceased.

Crossing, re-crossing

and turning back, they left behind

a hundred streets, pacing

ever onwards, step after step;

the confused Montemar

lost his way;

he neither knew the road 

nor guessed where he was;

he crossed more streets,

other squares, another city;

he saw fantastic towers

uprooting themselves from their eternal 

pedestals, the towers’ solid

black masses walking,

leaning on their corners,

fixing them in the earth

with uneven lazy steps;

and quivering bells

rang mysterious tolls

to their monotone walk;

in this funereal din

a hundred ghosts

danced grotesquely

to the clumsy beat:

the heads of the weather-vanes

bowed before Montemar as he passed;

and the ghosts greeted him

in a hundred languages of metal;

he heard his name in the echoes

of the sounding bells.

Then the noise ceased.

Everything fell into silence, 

mute peace, and the city

disappeared abruptly:

palaces and temples were now

fields of solitude;

Montemar lost himself in the immense

wilderness and silent,

melancholic sand dunes,

without light, air, sky.

As he walked he thought

he would never stop,

driven by the brisk fervour

of hasty desire;

meanwhile he followed 

his mysterious guide, 

shadowing her silent figure

with quick steps;

before his eyes 

a sublime vision soared

on the hurricane’s wings and he saw

her brow lit up by the phosphorescent blaze

of angry lightning flashes

in the dark obscurity:

fiery snakes and luminous,

aborted offspring of the gale.

He wondered if he was asleep,

dreaming or mad,

if such delirious, prodigious

wonders were true.

Suddenly he found himself

in Salamanca again,

looking at the buildings,

recognising his surroundings;

in his wild delirium

he blamed the wine, cursed,

and began to walk once more,

following behind her.

‘As God lives!’ he said to himself.

‘Either Satan is fooling around,

I am not myself,

or the wine that I drank

ferments in my mind.

‘Shadows, ghosts, visions…

These bells toll death,

and midst whirling confusion,

these turrets dance

to the rhythmic sound.

‘I will lose my mind

among such marvels

as those towers I saw,

walking like mules for hire, 

cowbells round their necks.

‘Who is this woman?

If she’s none but the devil,

what do I care?

Her beautiful dress is enough

to vouch for her.

‘Noble lady, I imagine

you are new to this place:

to walk here is folly;

you must have lost your way,

or perhaps you love walking.

‘She remains silent:

that’s the strangest madness

you can ever find in a woman,

that’s why I have to love her

for her graceful gait’.

The white vision walked ahead,

Don Félix groping in the darkness;

the gloomy night trebled its terror,

the North Wind strengthened its hideous cries.

He heard the sound of grinding chains,

the twirling iron weather vanes rattling,

and the great bells, disturbed by the wind,

tolling slowly in the belfries;

he heard approaching steps

marching rhythmically, beating softly;

from time to time the march stopped,

their prayers a confused sound.

Don Félix heard the sounds;

he saw a hundred torches in the distance

and, in long divided lines,

mourning forms approaching,

walking with sorrow-laden voices;

as they approached he saw with amazement

that they shouldered a coffin in their midst

with two dead bodies lying within.

A deep, infernal secret seemed to conceal

the lights, the hour, the night.

When the world lies dead in a deep dream,

when everything tells a man

he will have to die, when the loud raging storm

runs madly from life at the mercy of the wind,

when a voice tinged with sadness counts his hours,

when he sees his dreams becoming mud;

surely his soul is made of stone

if his heart does not beat with horror,

or if, like Don Félix, he thinks with calm

serenity in neither God nor the devil.
Pacing slowly, surrounded by whispers,

the mournful funeral drew near,

and the devout lady in white

bent both knees to the ground.

Don Félix watched with his brim lowered,

standing indifferent to the passing bier,

asking with his insolent air the names

of those on their way to the tomb.

But such his surprise, so great his terror,

when with horror he saw that one corpse

was Don Diego of Pastrana,

and the other, merciful Lord, was him…!

It was his image, his own body,

his own features, in a word, him:

doubting, he pinched himself and felt

the chill of cold dread flow in his veins.

At heart he was a man, and for a moment

the nerves of a man shivered with fear;

but soon he recovered his old courage,

soon ferocity returned to his heart.

‘What’s this?’ he said, ‘it’s good

to bury Pastrana’s corpse,

but it’s a waste of time

to bury mine: tomorrow

I must complain about this mistake.

‘Tell me, my black-cowled friend,

who are you burying?’

‘The devilish student

Don Félix of Montemar,’

replied the hooded man.

‘You lie, scoundrel’.  ‘No, I do not’.

‘Perhaps you’d be so kind as to tell me

who I am, because I can’t understand

how I am alive here

and dead there at the same time.’

‘Who are you?’ ‘Damn you!

if you provoke me

your mockery will make you 

cry out, such that next time 

you will remember Montemar.

‘Lowlife…!  But this must be

a trick of the senses,

the world upside down,

amusing devils

making me stumble.

‘Don Diego’s bragging!

I refuse to listen to his lies,

boasting that he killed me

when he fell down dead

and went straight to hell’.

With these words, he turned his back

with disdain and burst out laughing;

he smoothed his moustache, felt for his sword,

and approached the pious lady.

‘So, where do you live?

It’s getting late, madam’.

‘It’s not late yet; in one hour’s time

it will be’.  ‘You’re right,

then it’ll be later than now.

‘This awesome voice

only makes me love you the more:

I have abandoned my soul;

judge if I give a damn

about God or Satan’.

‘Every step you take

speeds you to your death,

Don Félix.  Don’t you tremble?

Surely your heart tells you

you’re heading to your death?’

With a melancholic, gloomy echo

the woman spoke and her muffled voice

resounded round the impious young man

with a blast of the tempestuous wind.

Stones cracked against stones,

earth shuddered under his feet,

birds of the night came together

and he felt their wings creak above him:

in the shadows he saw terrifying, 

incandescent eyes float in the air,

hovering over him:

awful eyes gazed at him.

He looked at them fearlessly:

boldly he attacked the shadows

with his sword but he struck only air;

he only saw staring eyes fixed on him.

He raised his anxious gaze heavenwards,

ground his teeth and cursed;

with infernal desire growing in him,

he blasphemed with anger:

‘Lead on, my lady, and let’s go:

so much the better if you’re the devil;

if God, the devil and I all know each other,

then this great confusion will be at an end.

‘By God, I swear I am tired

of such preaching, such farce:

nothing will break my firm will;

you know I will go wherever you go.

‘Life has only one outcome:

a sure sunset; the soul, one destination;

and now – onwards,’ he said,

beginning to walk with assured calm.

The lady stopped at a door

that towered above them; the leaves opened

the moment she knocked;

obeying a mysterious impulse,

the student followed the woman;

by the light of grotesque candles 

they crossed deserted galleries,

emptied of pages and maids.

Like a deceitful charm the vision

slid noiselessly over the flagstones,

enshrouded by her white robes,

which swept the ground in loose folds;

as he followed her with daring

down the long corridor

his boldness bordered on madness;

Montemar was resolved to his task.

The lights, like funeral torches,

flickered with weak, purple light;

all around the shadows vanished,

then reappeared, wavering:

here were ruined, sepulchral arches,

there urns and statues, broken

columns and uneven courtyards,

overgrown and sad, damp and dark.

Everything was blurred, ghostly and sombre,

like a building without base or foundation,

dipping like an chimeric anchored ship

shaken by the stormy wind.

Everything lay in frightening,

icy silence: you couldn’t even hear 

the murmur of a human breath;

time slipped away in silent, buried sleep.

Bygone hours followed bygone hours

in the clock of that life,

frightening shadows of horror 

turned as if in timid flight;

the lonely, sad dwellers

of this black, deathly haunt

had come to see who disturbed the peace

of their dream, their incredible illusion.

From the depths of the long gallery,

the hollow eyes stared at Montemar;

they shone from afar, like glowing red coals,

frightening even courage itself:

their anger at seeing their shadowy mansion 

trampled upon was emblazoned in their faces;

eyes appeared together before him,

then vanished in the shadows.

A grand, satanic figure,

a sublime spirit in his madness,

Montemar walked with his head held high,

provoking divine wrath:

fragile material of impure matter,

he equated the soul that fed and shone on him

with that of God, and with daring flight

he neared His throne and threw down the gauntlet.

Don Félix, a second Lucifer, raised his brow,

wounded by the vengeful thunderbolt;

a rebellious soul untroubled by terror,

trampled upon but never defeated:

an anxious man who has finally broken

the prison bars of this life,

and calls God to account before him,

attempting to unravel His immensity.

With mockery on his lips, bravery in his eyes,

and humming a Bacchic tune,

he walked through that phantasmal dwelling,

with daring indifference;

the noise of his steps and the beat of his sword

against his side as he walked,

repeated sad echoes that followed

behind him with rhythmic monotony.

That strange, unique noise, filling

the mansion with echoes, was heard once again

resonating in the profound solitude 

from the ground to the rooftops:

the howl sounded so deathly

it speared the grieving soul

departing through a broken wall

at the end of the long, gloomy corridor.

In this other world, in this other life,

this world of shadows, life that is a dream,

in this life which, confused with death,

wreathes its temples with lethal henbane,

in this vague, discoloured illusory world

that is merely a vaporous dream,

the only images of human life

were that noise and its madness.

His white mysterious guide

seemed the illusion of a happy soul

caressed by impious hope

that vanished as she touched him:

her aerial attire, unfurled in the wind,

resembled the quiet movement

of a white cloud swaying on the wings

of a zephyr through the night:

she was the soft scent of burning that rises

in waves and then disappears into the air;

a ray of the moon that clips the summit 

of a dark hillock to the ether like a brooch;

she was a sylph that emerges wrapped in the dawn,

opening her wings to the misty blue,

and mingling among black shadows of night,

stained with the light of the dawn.

The agile, swift, airy and vaporous

magic vision of the white veil

crossed that sinister dwelling

scarcely touching the ground with her feet:

she was a faithful image of the blissful illusion

that man will perhaps find in Heaven.

She was a thought without form or name,

making him pray and curse.

Nearing the end of the long corridor

Montemar followed his silent guide

and descended a winding staircase

of black marble, long and narrow,

turning swiftly and revolving

ceaselessly around him; he watched it

suspended in the air in a violent,

fast and dizzy movement.

Montemar descended with a thousand tumbles

in an eternal spiral, a tornado

that stretched out and out for ever,

driving his mind into a wild madness;

wrapped in this violent whirlwind,

he felt as light as air and lost his balance,

the rushing movement stopped,

and he fell spinning into the abyss:

as he fell further and further,

his wild dizziness grew,

he blasphemed and swore foully,

hurling down to the depths.

He heard the whistling of the hurricane,

then the shouts, voices and applause,

acclaim and brutal cackling

of the confused world as it passed before him;

clustered here and there, all jumbled together 

in a thousand groups, men and women 

looked under and over him, weeping, 

with painful sighs, moans and howls, 

with mockery, sarcasm, laughter and insults, 

foolish grief and happy gestures;

they watched him in stupid amazement,

and spun around him in a perpetual whirlwind.

At last he felt himself stop suddenly

and at that moment lost his bearing;

then he came round valiantly,

opened his eyes and got to his feet;

the first thing he thought of was

the white lady: as he looked round

he found her alone, seated in the centre

of the room at the foot of a dismal tomb.

It was a grim, murky monument

erected in the middle of the room;

auguring his doom, Montemar saw

in the monument both a bed and a tomb!

His mad mind imagined

the open grave waiting for him,

and the bed, a bridal chamber

awaiting a husband.

Soon, recovering his daring,

resolved to finish his adventure,

he defied Heaven and hell

with firm courage and bold will;

his feet guided him to the white vision,

and he pleaded her to reveal her face;

Montemar sat at her feet,

and spoke persuasively to her:

‘Madam, demon or vision:

judging by the road

leading to this mansion,

you are pure madness

or diabolic invention:

‘whether from God,

or the devil,

tell me who you are

and who brought us here?

Then I’ll know to whom I’m talking:

‘my heart beats

more resolved than ever

when in such confused,

maddening secrecy

my reason discerns

‘that a supreme, invisible

power is hidden here:

a power that I feel and fear not,

as I am determined to reach

the end of my task’.

Then

he heard 

love’s 

mournful 

weeping

sound,

fragile 

and tender

as a painful 

moan

released 

by the soul 

or a profound cry 

gasped

by a dying heart.

The weeping was sad music,

soft and shapeless,

both wounding

and soothing the spirit;

a sweet harmony

that sorrowfully

inspired the heart,

like the murmur

of memories

of a former love;

both a murmuring

and bitter 

heartfelt pain.

The weeping was magic rapture,

a perfect chant,

wandering in the air

and echoing

waves of sound:

a sublime, dark

and magical noise,

a muffled, sorrowful sound.

It was the sepulchral echo

of distant music,

the monotonous roll

of a mournful drum,

a nearby hurricane

that howls 

but scarcely moves

the tree-tops:

the towering waves

of the wild sea,

peaceful winds

in the shadowy night:

each roar

mixed with the moan

of the trembling wall

that felt them approach:

that dreadful moan,

a sure sign

of a storm to come.

In a rapid crescendo
the mournful sound

approached

with a harsh roar;

like thunder rumbling

in the mountains

or the echoing bowels

of a terrifying volcano.

In uproar and clamour,

with the cracking of sharp bones,

the gnashing of teeth

and shaking foundations,

Montemar felt the flagstones

of the paving

break apart

piece by piece

in a dreadful explosion; the noise

approached and he heard

stripped, dry skulls

crack, and the earth

tremble, dashing

winds roar, angry

waves rage, deafening

thunder explode,

sad moans sigh

and lament:

everything was tangled

in furious harmony,

in frenzied uproar,

confused chaos.

Ever wilder, more frantic,

the sound grew into a din

that thundered furiously, vibrating

hoarsely in the deep vaults;

a falsetto voice rose fearfully,

loudly, a biting shriek 

that seemed the high-pitched

echo of the Angel of Judgement;

Montemar felt the uprooted flagstones

crashing at his feet;

hearing the lofty 

command of God, the raging skulls

of the dead cracked on the flags 

with ferocious strength, 

trying to break their tombstones,

trying to flee their eternal mansion.

He felt the room unhinge

in a horrendous stampede,

he saw a hundred ghosts rise

with a tremendous infernal noise:

the ghosts fixed their hollow eyes

and their sharp fingers on him,

looking first at each other,

then turning round and revealing themselves.

Staring, they approached Montemar slowly

with their left hands joined

in a daunting, unclear gesture,

their right hands stretched out

to the amazed, daring mortal;

their dry skulls, displaying their fear,

inclined and encircled him 

with motionless, ironic grimaces.

The vision of the white veil

stretched out a hand to fierce Montemar:

he tried bravely to resist

her touch of burning ice, but in vain:

a galvanic, cruel, nervous, cold,

hysterical and horrible sensation,

one that sent all the coagulated blood

to the heart crushed and frozen…

Despite himself and cursing Heaven,

Montemar raised his hand,

recklessly lifted the veil,

pulling it away to reveal her face.

It is her husband! the echoes resounded,

The wife has found her consort at last!

The spectres shouted with joy:

It is the husband of her eternal love!

Then she shrieked: My husband!  Montemar 

saw that the white lady with the graceful walk

(fatal disillusion and sad truth!)

was just a sordid, repulsive skull…

Then a gentleman with golden spurs approached;

elegant despite his deathly face,

blood still gushed from his heart,

his chest pierced by a fierce lunge;

he spoke stretching out his right hand,

causing even the fearless Montemar to shake:

‘Finally the given word is fulfilled:

look at Doña Elvira, she is now your wife.

I forgive you my death’.  ‘I am certainly

delighted to see you so well, Don Diego,’

replied Don Félix, unmoved,

‘Upon my word I did not expect to see you again.

‘As for this ghost you say is my wife,

it’s a strange marriage you offer me:

don’t think I want to offend you

but her face is neither amiable nor beautiful.

‘I take her for my wife, hoping that my plan

won’t fail: but the truth is

this strangeness means my dead wife

won’t bore me as much as when alive.

‘But tell me, was it God or the devil

who brought me to this place, as I would like to see

one or the other and perhaps have Lucifer himself

by my side on my wedding day.

‘Neither of them or any of this

escort of noble ghosts here

will lose anything coming to my wedding…

Don’t you think so, brother Don Diego?’

Don Félix said this frowning,

boldly and furiously throwing around him

arrogant, scornful gazes towards God,

whom he swore he was capable of facing.

The decayed, pallid skeleton began

to entangle him with cramped, knotted embraces,

caressing him avidly despite his loathing,

with cold, long, disgusting arms:

its cavernous mouth searched for

Montemar’s mouth; the arid, 

fleshless, repugnant and yellow face

drew close and rubbed his cheek.

Wrapped in the dry joints, he felt

the knotted arms squeeze him tighter still;

his bold forehead dripping with sweat,

his impotence incensing his fury;

he fought vainly to free himself,

but the more angrily he struggled

the more the loathsome spectre held

and desired him, inspiring him with horror.

The ghosts began to encircle him

in a furious, swift whirlwind,

a fantastic aerial dance,

a continual flow so fast

the man’s mind could not follow it,

just as the wind ceaselessly stirs

a whirlwind of violent dust 

and dry leaves into surging circles.

With their dry hands raised,

a resounding, mournful echo

rose from their hollow cavities:

a howl that a frightful,

monotonous and shapeless voice

utters without language,

the voice that the wind forms

in the breasts of jagged rocks.

‘Let us sing,’ they shrieked,

‘of the glory and love of the wife,

who embraces the husband she loved

forever in her blissful arms:

her mouth kisses his mouth,

sealing their eternal delight;

a soft, amorous caress,

a languid kiss of love.

‘In mutual arms united,

in mild and eternal repose,

the wife is bound to her husband,

they will rest for ever in peace:

in the funereal light the fateful

torch illuminates their wedding,

bringing them delight so the tomb

might be their bridal bed’.

The haunted music

still whirled round,

heightening

his twisting dizziness;

ever faster,

freer and freer,

unleashed in ever more

violent circles:

the music whirled fantastically

like a black spot

vanishing into

grotesque light;

the dreadful, mournful

howls lengthened,

the flying winds

cleaved deeper.

He slipped through

the thousand caresses

of the horrid skeleton’s

lubricious arms 

that held him tight;

he slipped from the endless

dizziness, the fatal charm,

the mournful chants,

the tremendous struggle:

even though his courage

never gave in, 

Montemar felt his 

exhausted body weaken;

while his spirit

denied his misery,

his empty, vile flesh

began to disintegrate.

He felt confusing,

mad delirium,

weakness, dizziness,

and anguished desire:
he watched the ghosts

coming and going,

the shadows and lights

in the spinning room.

Then, in the distance,

weak in his ears,

a slow mournful

echo resounded,

a melody formed

in the night

by the amorous, 

harmonious breeze:
and then he felt

his heart drowning

and going under;
his eyes clouded over,

his heavy lashes

fell limp:

his forehead dropped

to his chest;

despite himself

he felt his heavy,

fragile arms

growing weak.

He saw

a flame

flutter

and die;

completely lost,

he heard

the echo

of his dying breath.

The lyre

sighed

so sweetly

that it wounded

the voice

with the delicate,

harmonious singing 

of the wind;

a light

brief

sound.

Meanwhile, the reddened dawn sent

its light in clouds of carmine and scarlet;

the rising day gladly rejoiced

decorating the lofty towers;

the sky was serene, the morning quiet,

the breeze was soft, transparent and cold,

the sun shed its beautiful rays 

of peace and celestial bliss on the earth.

The night fled, and with the night

the shadows and ghostly women;

the hustle and bustle of workshops

replaced the silence and calm;

men returned to their work,

labours and frivolous pleasures,

though today, some set to their tasks

with a soul full of anxiety and fear:

The story went round, bringing tears

Even to pitiless or sinful hearts,

that in the night, and in the form 

of a woman in a mysterious

white cloak, the devil had finally

come to Salamanca for Montemar…!

And if, reader, you were to say this is a tale,

I only tell it to you, the way it was told to me.
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