NEPER

&R §% P9 IV 4 5k
[AABEF] iy ¥
OAIE i RIERE B

tflllmfﬂll =- gﬁ

sl o N W‘\W’,

IR

I-" an -~

R ONY l(“ ‘ "if ,
" l' “"'h..

L
WAL




*latero and 1

XANERBERGRFEE XD EFEBMARKH K
R, NEP¥IL(Platero) EEKEFH, 25X AE, K
WX, GEXARYE, RASBENTY, LEFEFND
O, itk A, —FASZXWHEE, HE, LR, &
¥, Kfff. N AR FARNEKS—EETFFRAREN
BERAR, XE—ARHATHFAREE, LERSELN—
kKW, SLERHaRAESHHELT, KAKL,
Bl AN, 3T AMEHAS, A RS ARBOE KK,
E, B, B, FESH XY, MARRETEEXMEECEN
FNERA, ABRM, XEAFE (DEF) . CBHHED) F
% BT X P REER.

XA -H'Ti&%ﬁliﬁ-ﬁ?ﬁ’} R EAET IEAERGAL,
“Eik, B YA -IRE BRI RN .
XR—AES, BT RER HRELD/NGT .
LB E AP IFERIR: XA ZR/ADMIRDRR,
% Ay, R TSR, HifmEs, HEAE, BRTESX

B A - 5 oh B LM B P BOTE G S 04T A, A RIS
), EREKAL,

XA EMMRE. 2ULE. B/ -RITEE,

G ABIFKM ARSI “HAYEMNXERFIE, HF%
A §E, RERER, RIEAIERE D KL PR
RAVERAY R SC . TEH A RE SO FRARIK, L MR, T

IEE-N 7-80150-870~0

01787801 303?02 >
¥ #r. 22.807t ISBN 7-80130—-870—0/1 - 74




N IP 5K

O\TQ/(Q AN O I ¢ 35 g% V4 I A% 3k
An Andalusian Elegy

(AT HEL K -FHEAE F
A IE B
g A IEfE RIT

H 4% » jk 22




EBEMSE (CIP) ¥

MBI AR W /(PH) &R

MOMIERE . —dbat . PSR, 2005. 1

ISBN 7 - 80130 - 870 -0

Lo OO . BOGF—1EME—RPEF—BL  IV.1551.25
HH 8] AR 2 P 456 CIP 808 87 (2004) 55 129839 5

Platero and I : An Andalusian Elegy

Copright © by Paragon House

A5 CTRHAR L A A 5 78 AR AR A PR 2 A
i 1 6 7 R 1 P SO S A B S A8 T RS R

MR 5 6 1650 8 . 01—2005—0394

oMMt 248 K %Iﬁﬁﬁ 7K % 533‘?4-‘

’]*%thﬁ gflﬁaﬁ R Platero and 1: An Andalusian Elegy
A3 : Juan Ramon Jiménez B B : Baltasar Lobo

HH R - &5 R+t
A AR X A R R 84 S IR 4R . 100006
L5 (010)6513.3603( & 1738)6524 . 4792( 3

http: //www. tipress. com

E = mail: unitypub(@263. net.

24 2 EFEBIE
ENRY . — il ifi %< 5 ERkgN T %ﬂ =) ‘FH#‘% 1T

ﬁﬁ: 142210 2K
ENSK:8.75

FH.150 T

KRB : 2005 4 | HPB—hR
B0 : 2005 4F 1 1 45— A EN )

HBES:1SBN 780130 - 870 - 0/1-74
EM:22.80 ¢
AT Ege 25l T S AR R )



— MR F T A
Ao A A A AT e (R A R )O

Fe X3

WS LA £l - HE, 7 —K/MER,
2 IH/NR

EBRNNEE, XE HFamUEE  EERE, EE2de
MR JL 32 ] R B KU

CHEHCWES B uﬁ%%ﬁ?ﬂﬁé*ﬁmﬁ% R
B

F—XRK,CHHEWETSR., R EAERL T EHES,
1% &%ﬂﬁﬁLJiﬂ—#c |
XHEREREFEM ARG, BEEHRFFAREN

MIAEE T —AZEF. BEAMERM, 88 XHEME.
BAT LT —1EUUR R, 518 THRE,

=R, R, ARBREF, EAREIE,

MRATEA 2L, EARWHL, AEEH, AREE
BB A BB A, EAEKETE.

EHIFRMES, BFESE. RINTALAGE . MRETF

D Platero and 1, FEHEF JE3C Platero Y Yo, A HiEH R IUNET SR,

BAERFRCMEAR), 8CPKP 58) . MO REMXR X E
V)RR O N RS H AR 1984 42 H R EK o R4 (/MR AR Y i £F
B ABATREZET, OB E MR B B b 20 FRTRE X M X
BEEABTEHFEAR. —REHE

Ll




FTAEST A, 3T (T4E T A ; 2 7 70808 AT i 1530, 5 L
WA T 3 R 4 T, A Lk & ; B 5)
S THE ST LS HT R 1 ik S AR

AHE, XEEEILTERBEELEE.

X FEMLET, ARE—§H, BURE A O, ERTIHE.

NG AR N B, A R IR 4 T e A 3
TR XREA B th R L B TE RO A

U AR , IR BT 2R, SRR RARRO It

VRSB T BB A BHF X EIEE, SR N E TR AT

VRS LIS T TR, B B 7E7E ; 3K HO7E G S 0B 5 3 —
B/ OIS %% RLAEARASOUK B 4 b E— A~
NIMERER) AR REF R

YRR AL 380 B KRR, A T R AR O R ——
HA. RS4RI

URIF AT BB RIOEE  REBIRIE R TR, —
A

PRE9%E B EBS IR T Ry B R,

W ERSReR bR,

RIAURE — 6% . 2M, X — KRR 2GR

B A TR R — W 3 KRR B2,k
YRR KW, 8 ELIR — 7 PR AN 2 F A 4T
6, IR T Bk, FTRB T — SRR T A R
JLP- R RAREATTE TR DA — 158 B — LW, T L

.r"

BWE . — T EEAERE T ERE KT ERBENS FKE
FRNEBBREA VAT, BAEREERERM—
SOPERH . MRTHBZE, E5 BRI, BN EKESE
RBEEEGR-THRIBVER  BEZENBAOEAERR;
R—KR, ZbaE XK ILARE %

G T A Y T T I T £ T P S TN = e (e sl M= [, e Tori T - g ety Do S PR AT, oA, e PR

A, — eI - ML T AL T T Ty A e e S LT T T A P, U Ty e

e B T ey T T N LR g R i SR IR e AT R

I U e T S




R RIEA TR, B ITa I ERNREKRS A
L EHE, 2HARNERF IR

A—K, RELBMEE—/NAPHEE RN

RINELEMFERAMLAEET T8 KT, RE
KA1, B—0HE LA AR K/ ML EBRIL BEN1ERRMA
W, — N E—AERE , BANGE , AAERL & G .
EATNE S HEIRERBEATRNEEBLET, BELA
B, AHER, BRANRIEL, IBRRFHEA,

/NER TR, BRL7E FRBREBAR 2 Hik o AR B9 R R AT T AS 1B 25 i 3K
A M, EN— D BIPE ,, WRRAME AR TE2AE
BAR R, MR AU B C B3 i BBLE.L .

N IR EEHFRARETEW,

E—&THRAOWME L, —SkfmEsdE/DEIRREME
T (EEWIT , MEABRT ..

NGB LRSS, EEEN A E— A AKE, A ZIRK
Bo B, RAWA B ZRRT BER, REEERE L
T8 B O HRRAE RIS, 8 —FHA AR RAE.

FRWE RS/ DNEY R/ MERE—EILFRHERK, £
T, EfMEMER, K EHEFERER

A ER—NER. M ENMXNE, FREEHEELT
YR, A ERKEBRSWILENEY  RERABFAE RN
ICIZB BT TENMIREE T, WRKWE T, BIOIEEYCUR!

LA, BITNS PS4, B3 E TR, RiE,
AWEE, LTE,LTE, ENMMREBEEBHIRLEAGE, E
MTRETER

B, BeEMNEEPE, R REWBT , £ 2EMNKH
2 e KEA =B A 28R,

/R, AR & T X — Y, Ml A & BRBIAAR




PRNIWEE TS H L, R OERAMNRE TS H EFR

HC .

BAAR—KFA, BN RER— X FREL T FRi

k& T, C1EBfR?

XEAR A, L RE R TR,

WRIE FH0 AR DR BT 2
REMEHIER: . KT —FF XK,

, WAz b — 2R

AR R BHIR 2 PR MR B AR, A d A, 2%
B SR ENRA RE—RR  MEF - RAaNE

arp e

JLAFERFIR R TREAE , ERBRHIRO BT,
XMBFRER, RAB TR —IEX.

R RAREYILE o /MR IR — /NS, — g N,

K EEEREZEBNEH

ALK&, B HESEEE. — R kG4
MHREKLE—FBERG, % HRESERSNE,
/MR %5%&?’%1@?% HE I REFE R, B, H

— KA, ABA T IREH,

bjxﬁﬁ*ﬂi%ﬂ%ﬁ HEHHFG. —HRIANLE,
AR BT RITEBRFEAARE , BRAEFARLLE

B, &H. BRATGOIEEDZREMER,
/NR,BIEEWRERILENS,
— A6, BBl E K — &

BB P18 1ETH R
— R TR, Bk .

R R FRE N
TR RIS, —F 7 , /Do RREIERE, IREAREE
B, B JE , AR i RGE AR AR i R S5, ZBBIEZR B TS

1983 57 A 3 H

.‘._:“m.wzwm.ﬁm?mwm-vmmh L o T i y

T L A T A T T T AT A Y TR T AR T ok PR LT R e R N

. P e LU T T T T T




R JG 1 HK
A4 AR e RIS R)

456

1

NESHATHEE , ZERKBZERITH , MSEH
BRI CMEEEZ - RIBWEE, REMTET AR T8
R TP R L ALEBRXE LR :— B T (peseta) P =
T RIFM R RN, — T u EEAMR/MERINREH, WT T
e RRLAE, FENLENEFAZEA, TELESA i
FE W =4TH4],

N ETREZRNIAFEA, B3R 1956 FEREN /R¥E,
(B 85 5% — M 332 3B 3K 0 B &, 2R X A5 4 48 /DN B SR (U
EPS5IHK). |

XAPBREILL /D, K24 Platero y Yo, INRHEF
(FRARBER), MEMERXEE, THEETHED o 1
. REFR(HEILER 5SRMEKBRT, YRBK T i,
I PEF SCHL, plata 28, platero [RE 2R, T LA BB AR
EFR(RILER), TRAHFEZNEERSTERT . FHA
MEBPHRBAXPEPEFHER, REEECHGHE
—RARUL: ARERK, MEKE, 7 TFEEAN KRR
quicksilver, IE¥F R /R “GRIL” AR B P, R R4,

AEHRFEN P2 SEHE,F S Xk, THEEHT




Ko+, BRFNXEE, RESNNIYRESDT MR
KA EASE Y, E£I7 R 5780 % 7 58 #F (Rocinante ) AR 45
NEZIMENS . EMRES DZIMEEREF, I 040 %
% BRIGKERT ST £ B2 E YK (mulatero) , #) 2 74 BE
FEREITMS BHAY. +HERN, RABRLNETFE LM
dh g AR B SR, B RA A E b, Rk N M
R E—LER REHNER, RIS Lk, AR
SMVE EEHEEBRTHIARTYE BFZEENF
B A+ R PTR IR

TR PG R ERAR M R E . HEPFREM
ALBMERESRBHEERTE, DA —MATE, L 1992
ERBRIRZG BT — 88, BT,

NI E BN LYE )L, B RIER, BAANE, AEE
EER, EMMh R SER, FAXEME . “KIEBH/N, BH
HOEEE ERRKAS, HER—ERE - R, X
JL? B LR BB 15 R Bk I R R R, W ERAE £
W BABA S L,

FEAMMUK/NED YYER Y, BB e AR, 5 hEE,

MR RERSTRE, EEROHRRBEWE EHF. &
—EHEEEHMNLE, RNBARFEABH2ANFEBRT,E
W LH B LR, 3R BAAT AMSRIM B E,
TE(Y ) S A AT RERECE  “THRHP T
YRIB A0 B8 HLE KRFERZIBF AN T, IR
I F A A, RERBAATR, REAS/ME BRS
i KASRIL LSS A ENFIAA ;X 2% i wmAs .
POAB XURT %, R B R B I T R A - ARSI BR , % LI R TR
0 S BERLHE B , 52 58 A A R 1R I 7 2 5 , — AL/ K PRE
HR Bk o [ ) B /N K 2 B AR,

'\-_

. 4

> TR T A i TR S Y P T PR e TR Pk 4y L 7 1




S EY LT , ARER, iR, MERZ T B E
o MFET B, IR B Y ILERZ R A F5/a 1R 4 A
T—HRERME, CNBEPERIGTHRK, X TR
Zli—%ﬂiﬂﬂliﬁail@ﬂ‘]fﬁﬁk Fep g HEE AP BE Y P R —
fo BRI T 0B BN R T VA X D R, IR 6

¥ 52 (Costa de la Luz) . T iBRME , HSLR KT, BB
/R (Moguer) 2 —A~1R/NHI 4, BB & %01 (Rio Tinto) 5 75 /R B
(Huelva) 22, FH/RRLEIAEPT R, ABUET 4.

X—ASENMRBROPE, ZHITFE . EEATER, %

s, HE AR, BT B AHA R HIRE BT RABRIE TF,
AEANEERNBF. HPHRESEERK/RENRR, SET
N, ERARSE, EEEYRER  BR—-A—F,

mEH LB MUERRAET, SSBNERZE, 1T
BFZHEATE. FINGER) BX—E:

LR R RS TRE, XARBAREN, ZAR
TR JHERK FCAEHRAR, ARRTFR B F
Aeg KGR EAET, BREFHRAF T,

X8 HYBEHXPA] .
2R, BARAE, MIEMRRER— N EK
Btk e ol BE A E R M vk i R A, R P ey
7 Bt UL BT iR 2P R E R 5
B ERENBREISHEBTNITE ,  ARHBE A3, F 2
BEAR., BREBAE -EE, Al EY. KEATERE
MISCF, T EREBEEMNE, AL a1

UPERPERIWEELHEFT - AHFBEE, EO %K
H ORER, K BAET 1914 4FFE 1917 2208, EH—K
KB VEEANLEHRERSE, WA LEER . thEPIEME H

i L BRI 1) .u___.'.lj'mw,_._.,}a A o T I e e T AT S LTI IR T T A R T e




RIS ANEZES, MIETRZERR it VIR %5 5 FE i
SEAW BEETHANS IO/ R LE HHERE
AN—RH/DMAY, T HERA I EMIL SRR EAEB B
B, HPERJKES ME—XNUZAN A HIRE , A
W AAL LR BE RAEEMESR, 5 A LG AL,
HNAERANA =125, EFPRAVENTIZENL, &
R RN 28, BEBCMER SRIBAN“R”
I, HILLEAMER 13,

O+ 20, B THEBAHRBENRE, GEELT
ACUNEBF SO PIFA , B BRENRIFRREFE, RESF
e AR A IHBE , A MR AT , (B IEM N IE XA F %, {558
AL R RIBEEE N, FELEEP LKES
SCHSE BT AR 138 30, BIRR R AN ER /DA i 53
I, HIIE 2. MATIFEHSAE, BRBIFFOE; LE
R—EHEAB FFEE, NZIFNBY ERIVPFENR, T
AEHA K. BECERBERE /M) —RRE:
RiLHHFLEILEAEER, ~ B EHR SRR L%
SEICLUR ST EFE 3T NEVE 58
S ERIEENE ST T 0L PR & ST P
e RIBE &, AEPERAET I LHEN TS, BEL
— RGN RE, FRRMEK T DAL R T HRIE,
(I offered her Platero so that she might have a little outing.

What laughter came from her sharp deathlike face, all black

eyes and white teeth, as she rode him! The women came

i i '#ﬂm“"'m'h'm ﬁ:mw.‘..—m-qﬂy'{m- T T T T T TR LR e |
e

I £ I A WL PP T Al B T T A TR g e 1 (R




out to the door —ways to watch us go by. Platero would
walk slowly, as if he knew that he carmied on his back a
fragile glass lily. Transhgured by. fever and joy, the child

looked in her pure white clothes like an angel entering the

town on her way to the southemn sky.)

X—BE M E, ARABANETHEX . BE
RIFCETHRE, PIREARSE, H—AELEEF, WG
mH BSR, 58 _ /) as she rode him R “— B E” , B EI5
W EFE, FNEENRBRAE, BALE, F=M1
SERTHEE R EMTEUER, KRBT TMEEY T, E
REE, XEAANRREPE, AR E, BrLUA ISR B
of" o W —K , J5 3CAE entering the town 1§ A" it /pE”, B
SLATGPEN T o R/AJHE Transfigured by fever and joy 18 i “ 2%
BHENRE TP ZENER , BRAE  RERK T —&K,
i E. transfigure i A “BAR EHF "W EE . K H on her way
to the southern sky B “#F R T " , KB b 1B FRILT 5
A sky RERI RA"H I ABLAE B R —F, K
ok, B KK 5 LR AW . L ) T RS 10 4 2
, ARIEE DL A0 .

MR BZE NS FEHmBERAAIN, Fl -4 8K

K, ARARBRBT AL T ZEH R4,

A TR M7 A AN A (A —BeH T, I
RFENE ANEHEFEARZY . FlI(E ) 5] The ci-
cada is sawing away at some pine,for ever hidden. ¥ fifj “ ' —
B RRE LERAP B I, "sawing 7L AT 5K T RACR | R T
ZEZFERCEI” AR IFEEART, XIHE) N = A
Moguer is like a wineglass of clear heavy crystal which, the

I S B 1 T 40 e 1 AT Y el ST TT AR TR 1% TN

- g i e e ] ke

Lo o el b bl T Rl ks ek Ly Lol

T BRI 1 T S UL R W L T R T T 1T

kol TR T AR T

e T AR g e Y RO P TR e, T TN



whole year long, beneath the round of blue sky, awaits its gold-
en wine. ¥ N “ EERE /KR — RIR B AYE A /K da h , 84 72 B TR
HETNEEFERIEYE , "Golden wine HEEWiZEHE,H MG XL
DA Z A BRI — R ; R, BB T
B BLE , R 222 .

HEERR)—FE , BE & T IEFEBRE  The little

girls were eating like women; the boys were talking like men.

In the background, nursing a baby boy, the beautiful young
blond mother was watching them with a smile. 133 & “ /) I #
BIAN—BZR /NBEE B A —HELR, EERE, F748K |
EME KRN BB, HEEBAMIT, " T ‘-
FHHEBRKIEFR AEGPXES, AR TE—F" 5k
“EHERE". Wi, BMEATH MR IL, R 208 F 1%
F,EXBEAPFRERT EXMHEL, /D" M /B |
BB S — A F TR B E. o

LS LA P S Pk 2 1YW = P ey R
AL Bl K & ) — R BIR Br B iX 4 — 4] : Clear afternoons
of autumn in Moguer! R “IFNEE/RKEHBBHM T ”
RN EE—INTHFWME, HE2HHA afternoons I 2 %
B ANRFNCEB/RKBRN AR "IEBEGFRE.

UL B2 6t , RTERB S HORER , KB HE. BT E
BT LB 5 6 A , KR X A (/DB S ) L e R A Y
PREQIMET WA 3RS0, AR Xt B4 e, & Hak1e
Rk, KiFABERRTHEHERIA, FEH%ERH, 20
NZe, EREA—RKMHAIEEEILLE AR R, BT '
H— P ERERNEEFRERE,

2000 £ 8 F F M & +

10




iz o S L

CNE SRR 1956 i N /RIFERBEE M, LB
R TE ARHE AE B /DB S 0] 18 I 0 2 ok Fn b i
EERE R A =M 4R A PO EA, W B SERI IR
g R g — S EFER O R . BRIESN AR, E
Fl2E 2 vk R AP RSB E R X AR, BRI T REA
LA FEAR B HXFERIMLEE . Jﬁl‘*ﬂ’]ﬁ%ﬁﬁ“&%‘lg Z N
BIE R X BRFER AR, BT, — M A,
WAWE BEZE, “T2FEREREER ﬁ“ﬁﬁ(d\ +
Fry—B,BRFEELRE FEEINREEENUNMNEYS
TOHRIFE/PARZ BRAZ, A+ 2 BRI AA T
ﬂfl%‘)t?lﬂ((/l\%ﬁlﬂ—'ﬁﬁ)lﬁ@%@iézlil?ﬂﬁuﬂé ] El AR SR )%
RAHEHF.

T ILFERA NI AP R LSRG N E AR N EA
=, RIEHRMEZFCDEFER) . B UTIRIGHEE
A, EBEERNCEBPRRERCEERS , N B RS T /%,
H—ERZEE, BN CElE—mARFMN R, lHHN
CERMEAE — B UR B R R BE, R R E R IRE X
HoRFENE 1o XCFEEEABMIBIER FTE R, B T A sed il
FRE, XEFHBERNHKR, AEFEERMENFE, BT
FEXHHIEEE . 22, BRERCEEMN, FERF X, HE
BB SR EEmbn . R T4, EEAdEERE K
B4 REFHHETRE, BRITAR T IERA N BN IEed . 1015

11

RET B T-TE Bl Rab iy ol




Ml LB A SR , P A B UM E T 5 R), B
Fam AN, RIB®R.0 B EEIE - SXE,
R O JRAE 2 0 36 O BOCRR, IR iR SR R A8 iE AR &
— B R SCROCHE , AT B R WE P RAF BT T LI, 252
=HanF .

— #L

ELKFH DG, LHF 0, BB, Bk HBE
8, AR AL R ERT MG, B

ML A WA BF, F—BRR#.

CRETERIIFIE QIR ERERABIEEL,

ERRBFACFIRATER, AL REF S z#sﬂ:i*
W& 5 FTABRTRITEE,

B .

CakTEBANDE B AR, BHERHERET,
ERRRBECEIRTESH , AR XY S H, xEF
FELEANE L ETRITES,

_ 4]

RERB, RABK. WANZEAXFERALD AL
EREQNHRZI, ERWEBOLEANB L, A AL

¥ EE R BRREABELEL, RRAAYZOA &L

12

TIPS A AL T




a AT T T T T R T A AL

HARREEGHET o RN AR KRBT, T4
Glak K L EE—S )L, AMMBRLL —2 Lk,
FNTRER - BAANBAKKTFRIET, &K
AP, AT ek Aottt XA LA S|, F A RAHX
HR& B, RFRA, — LR T A,

Bk -

REns, B, BRERKEE RN AEEH
YA BZ S, PHNEBTERYE, ARAE. ¥
EHF EBAELE, RRAIEENA, KR A
EWHETHE, ARIAE R, B AREW, FHK,
LM ERET T, AMGREET —Tak, %L

TRER, o BMIABHAITFRANAET, REMELE
RITAYUR ELAALEENAT. FRAEMER

THFEREFEW, EFRE, — TR 0T H %

S, 6B ORT R

KRBT L, ATFERERHX S m—AF LI, H
EEILEHG T L, FLE—ZH/NMBRA

AHNHENOB L ZMNART RELEH, MERESG
ARG EEAEEBY, IHEREET PRIBET L
R, BABE HRRE LB RERERELE AL
A A REBARIRNE . AATR B K BT KT R
7 |

13




KL EBHN

FLER,ATFHERERHX SMm—AFLE, HES
JLEK ) RE b, A ARE-TRAMEA
AHHEGOL L ANFIRENLLH , BARRO S
3 ELIEFEHE, T MR BEEARMNE K, KK
£ HREBG AR AR A FTHBERIRELE 8]
s EWAREAE A, N E A KA R KT AT

Xt F 3 6948 850, MR TE e AER LA AT , R A7 R
W AT B, A2 T A B RERAE , B MR E }
WSO . NGRS B ) — BE R SK /), At B BRSO |
FEm, EEBER, L EMRAMAEEZRL, AR ?
EHEGHRZ, EROEBLEANYL, LEE E
Rt FEA B F BEPRLE,
(BT Y — B 118 5 R 0
------ Gt A AR, § D RABERNE KA, Bk
Bk HREE A AR HENEKRE, BHEE
A e, B |

R IR BITE &Y T .

SO BRI AR TAE, AR, R P TR, I8
BN HBAEE R EAM YN EANER . X—AHE
H/ B ERBRRIEET EANEREBRAER. 1T

14




ZHIARAEREBRCPBERENIITEFEARAS T —E0
A, NEFIBHREANLNE . (BH TR A CHELR, 1EA i
BT —FA 0 FXERHK EHERS , WETAE

FATUL + 455 — 817 i e B X A 1A ﬁ%ﬁﬁ?ﬁa?ﬂ

f,

EAENEESFEVEXWEN, FAEMARZZL, B L

B HERTFE IF o

T A IE iR
2001 4 7 A 12 H

15

Ar e O e

v
e A E By e e Rl « R e e PR R g NI etk | e 3 [ i e TR A e g P - e o, »
R L A T T T, Ry P i b e e SRR T 5 A £ A L ST R T AL LT M R R T R T R e I HaE . -




I A N o

MIEFUIBREANTEFINEUDBYERIN, LA

XRE—AZ TR

HIL AR, 1913 5, (EHRIANE T RIEESIAS,E

ZORBACH P EIT R — R Z R G M1, (D F )
xRz, TR BRENHERERNER, EFEFE—RFE:

WEREFMNEZEB AN

ERARNIGEF, RERREZELFA0,H%
MEIG—F S, BEXRABELAHT - REL2ER

ﬂl,»ﬁ:%?%%&%ﬂwﬁ K 2L RB P, — B R
A, X AR |

“RAA ARF, REAET, R ELHOK, Hha
H—AEEHR, "BAFANG I AR, B2 XA
REHN, EANMAKRMEGHAPZ Y X2 RB T K
B RAB AR KO REAIERZGEARL A
R&I

O XRIEE/NFHT R MEREE, MY ERARIFRPREA, XERE

Ok, MBS TRIBESM A REZNRE, —REE

@ R EW(1772—1801) :ERFA JIMRK .

17

T P T TT EA | rpliy 1= 1TAMI K ey e e T L A ek AR R R SRR L L T s L L T A P T e R e Al L e L L L T A R o B T T e T T N TR s mpry T e g pe T St R e N L Lo TR S B DT e e A T

Rt L LAY

T TR A TR, B AR 1T AR e ey gy b R g e e e b [ A I IR TR T T T T
. . . 1 - . N L . . ..




B R AL, EEN G, R AT

AR REREKRXERINKEE PRGOS E

B AR, RN R EXARECHAEEYEE S5, LA IE
& ERAEFAE P ZEQ TS,

BARBEEGZTNEIM 4, Bk Az, By, HAH
EHFITTLERANTEN B, SR, RITB T LG8 ,E
— BRI RERSN . b, B AT AT EN B ERA —&®
PLZERIMRY, 555

WL WE W R

18

Ly e T I R 1 T T e Tin it ey

e e he s o Dol Th e T PN D TEREEL Eo, SO TR o i R e ]

LITERE LR TERRU FU TR o fEL sl E b il ) T




H x
CONTENTS

—MEERZE—FXH# /1

R A —4kd /5
i A /11

HZMNF /17
B E /1
Platero 1 ®IL /3
White Butterflies 2 e /5
Games at Dusk 3 HEHANEE /7
The Eclipse 4 HE /9
Chills O EE /11
The Nursery School O INE /13
The Crazv Man 7 W /15
Judas 8 mrx /17
Angelus! 9 MRS /19
The Bonevard 10 Z# 7 21
The Thorn 11 f s 23
Swallows 12 #F / 25
The Suable 13 BE /27
The Gelding 14 @3 /29



The House Across the Way
The Simple Child

The Ghost

Scarlet Landscape

The Parrot

Return

The Roof Terrace

Don José,the Village Priest
Spring

The Cistern

The Mangy Dog

April Idyl

The Canary Escapes
The Devil

Freedom

The Beloved

The Three Old Women
The Little Cart

Bread

The Pine on La Corona
Darbén

The Boy and the Water
Friendship

The Lullaby

15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
235
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
o6
J7
38

ﬁﬁimﬁ--‘ﬁ/ 33
Eﬁ/l\& /35
;- 37 '
HE4T B SR /41
Wiy /43
H¥% 47
BUHHE /49
ML / 51
5% /53
K& /55

wH /59

PIA BB/ 61
SHEXT / 63
MR /65
HH / 69

BA 7N
=4EBA 773
INEE /75
HE /77
Al R IBRIFA /79
KR/ 8t
BE5/K 7 83
Ki& /85
mEEdy 87



The Consumptive
Pilgrimage of the Rocio

Ronsard

The Old Man with the Slides

The Flower by the Wayside
Lord

The Well

The Kick
Donkeyography
Corpus Chrsti
Ride

Nightfall

The Rubber Stamp
The Mother Dog
The Three of Us
The Sparrows
Summer

Sunday

"he Song of the Cricket
The Bullhight

The Storm

The Grape Harvest
Nocturne

Sarito

39
40
41
42
43
44
45
46
47
48
49
S0
51
o2
93
54
S5
36
S7
58
99
60
61
62

BT R/ N /89
PHkERRNKE 7/ 91
| BERE / 95

EAESHEESE /97
FRNIEIE /99
%8/ 101

H/ 105

B /107

paE /109
HEBREHF 7 111

¥ 7 115

HmEg /117
WEEE /119
B5 / 123
RIN=A /125
BEE 7/ 127

H /13
BHX /133
EERIKE /135
A4 137
BHH /141
ME WU / 143
willi /147
ER /149



M e p—

Siesta

Fireworks

The Moon

Cratety

The Ducks Go By
The Little Garl
Shepherd

The Canary Dies
The Hill

October Afternoon
The Forgotten Grapes
Autumn
Almmurante

The Fish Scale
Piito

The River

The Pomegranate
The Castle

The Old Bull Ring
The Echo

Fright

The Old Fountain
Pine Kernels

November [dyl

65

65
66
67
68
69
70
71
72
73
74
75
/6
77
78
79
80
81
82
835
84
385
86

FpE /151

Mk /153
H% 7155

Wk 7/ 157
HrEs /159
NN /161
WHE / 163

EHEZI /165

Wi 7 167
THWFE 7 169
HETRHE /171
K 7173

BE LR /7 175
s /177

BRI /179

W/ 183

ALt 7 187

e /191

4 GRERE 2 193
B / 195

HIF /199

HE /201

W /203

+—HE K 7 205



The White Mare
Tin-Pan Serenade
The Gvpsies

The Flame

The OId Donkev
Convalescence

[ Jawn

Calle de 1a Rabera

Christimas

Winter

Pure Night

The Crown ot Pardley
The Three Kings
Wine

Carnival

The Donkevs ot the

Sand Vendor
1Death
Nostalga

The Savwhorse

Melancholy

To Platero 1 the

Heaven ot M ogucer

387
88
89
90
91
92
03
94
95
96
97
98
99
100
101

102
105
104
105
106

107

EEH, /207
HEE 7 209
" MEA /211
K¥EG /213
Z9-F / 215
£/ 217
B /219

w0 /221
XY /223
XK /225
AIHIR /227
ERaE 7 229
= FRER / 233
Wy / 237
FAEMES /239

LT / 243
A 7 245
N
tEAR

7 247
/ 249

STEPER /R K Ly L/ 251

FWAMITF /241



S
15 & & R Hf
T REMA LAY
T W o T
[T 4& X I



1. Platerq

PLATERO IS SMALL, DOWNY, SMOOTH - so soft to the
touch that one would think he were all cotton, that he had no
bones. Only the jet mirrors of his eyes are hard as two beetles of
dark crystal.

[ let him run loose and he goes off to the meadow; softly,
scarcely touching them, he brushes his nose against the tiny flowers
of pink, sky-blue and golden yellow. I call him gently; “Platero?”
and he comes to me at a gay little trot as though he were laughing,
lost in a clatter of fancy.

He eats everything I give him. He likes tangerines, muscatel
grapes, all amber-colored, and purple figs with their crystal point of
honey.

He 15 tender and loving as a little boy, as a little girl; but strong
and firm as a stone. When I ride him on Sunday through the lanes at
the edge of the town, the men from the country, clean-dressed and
slow-moving, stand still to watch him.

“He is made of steel.”

He is made of stecl. Both steel and quicksilver.
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2. WhoiTe ButTerthes

NIGHT IS COMING ON, misty and purple. Vague green and
mauve hghts persist beyond the church tower. The road rises en-
veloped in shadow, in beliflowers, the scent of grass, songs, weari-
ness, and longing. Suddenly a dark man, with a cap and swordstick,
his ugly face showing red for a moment in the glow of his cigar,
comes down toward us from a wretched hut, buried among coal
sacks. Platero shies in alarm.

“Any merchandise?”

“Look... white butterflies.”

The man wants to thrust his iron stick in the little basket, and 1
do not prevent it. [ open the saddlebag and he can see nothing. And
so the stuft for dreams passes free and guileless, paying no tribute to

the tax collectors.
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J. GO\MQ,S AT sk

WHEN IN THE VILLAGE twilight Platero and I come, stiff
with cold, through the purple shadows of the wretched alley which
leads to the dry riverbed, poor children are playing at frightening one
another, pretending to be beggars. One throws a sack over his head,
another says he cannot see, another plays lame.

Then comes one of those sudden changes that happen with
chil- dren; since they are wearing shoes and clothes, and their moth-
ers, in some way known only to them, have given them food to eat,
they think themselves princes.

“My father has a silver watch.”

“And mine has a horse.”

“And mine, a shotgun.”

A watch that will rise at dawn, a gun that will not kill hunger,
a horse that will lead to poverty. '

Then they form a circle. Amid so much blackness, a little girl
with a thin voice—a thread of liquid crystal m the dark—sings melo-
diously as a princess: |

“I'm the young widow of the Count of Oré...”

Yes, yes! Sing, dream, children of the poor! Soon, at the first
- blush of youth, Spring will frighten you like a beggar in winter’s
guise

“Let’s go, Platero.”
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4. TWa £ clfse,

WE PUT OUR HANDS in our pockets without meaning to,
and our foreheads felt the fine fluttering of cool shadows, as when
one enters a thick pinewood. One by one the hens were retiring to
their sheltered roost. The field round about darkened its green, as if
the purple cloth from the main altar were veiling it. The distant sea
shone white, and a few stars twinkled palely. What a change was
coming over the white of the roof terraces! Those of us who were
on them shouted to one another clever remarks, good or bad, ap-
pearing small and dark in the brief silence of the eclipse.

We looked at the sun through everything: opera glasses, field
glasses, a bottle, smoked glass; and from everywhere: from the upper
balcony, from the steps in the corral, from the window in the loft,
from the grating of the patio, through its blue and scarlet panes ...

With the disappearance of the sun which a moment before had
made everything two, three or a hundred times larger and better
with its complications of light and gold, all, without the long transi-
tion of twilight, was left lonely and dull, as if it had traded its gold,
first for silver and then for copper. The town was like a musty penny
which has lost even its value. How sad and small the streets, the
squares, the tower, the paths on the hills!

Platero, down there in the corral, seemed less real, changed, a

paper figure; a different donkey .
8
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5 . Chulls

A LARGE MOON comes with us, round and pure. Vaguely,
in the drowsy meadows one can see strange black goats among the
brambles. Someone hides silently as we pass... Above the fence an
immense almond tree, snowy with blossoms and moonlight, its top
mingled with a white cloud, shelters the path from arrows shot by
the March stars... A pungent scent of oranges... Dampness, silence...
The Vale of the Witches...

“Platero, how... cold it is! "

Platero, either because of his own fear or because of mine,
breaks into a trot, steps into the stream, treads upon the moon and
breaks it to pieces. It is as if a swarm of clear crystal roses were en-
tangling him, trying to hold back his trotting feet

And Platero trots up the slope, drawing in his croup as if some-
one were about to catch him, feeling now the soft warmth of the
village which is near.

10
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O. The Nursery Schal

IF YOU WERE to come with the rest of the children to First
Grade, Platero, you would learn your alphabet and how to form
your letters. You would be as wise as the donkey among the wax
figures, the companion of the sea siren who, crowned with artificial
flowers, appears through her glass case all flesh-colored, rose and
gold, in her green element; and wiser than the doctor and the priest
of Pales, Platero.

But though only four years old, how big and awkward you
are! In what little chairr would you sit, at what table would you
write, what notebook and what pen would be large enough for you,
where in the circle, tell me, would you sit to sing the Credo?

No, Sister Domitila, in her robe of the sisterhood of Jesus of
Nazareth, all purple with a yellow cord like that of Reyes, the fish-
monger, would probably keep you for two hours on your knees in a
corner of the patio with the plane trees, or would beat you with her
long dry cane, or eat up the quince cheese from your lunch, or hold
a burning paper under your tail and turn your ears as red and hot as
those of the wheelwright’s son when it is going to rain.

No, Platero, no. Come along with me. I shall teach you about
the flowers and the stars. They shall not laugh at you as at an over-
grown dolt, nor shall they put on you, as if you were one of those
things they call donkeys, the cap with large eyes bordered in bright
red and blue like those on the river boats, and with ears twice the

size of yours.

12
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7. Two Crary Man

DRESSED IN MOURNING, with my beard cut like a
Nazarene’s and my narrow-brimmed hat, 1 must present a strange
figure niding on Platero’s soft gray back.

When on the way to the vineyards I cross the last streets,
bright with whitewash and sun, the gypsy children come running af-
ter us, shaggy and oily-smooth, showing tense brown bellies through
their red, green and yellow rags. They give long shrill cries of:

“The crazy man! The crazy man! The crazy man! ”

Already the green fields lie before us. Facing the vast pure sky
of burning indigo, my eyes—how far removed from what I hear! —
open nobly, receiving into their calm that nameless quietude, that
divine, harmonious serenity which lives in the endlessness of the hori
zon,

- There 1n the distance, among the high garden patches, a few
sharp-pitched cries persist, finely veiled, intermittent, panting, tedi-
ous:

“The cra-azy man! The cra-azy man! ”

14
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8 ° T\/\bo\ﬁ

“DON’T BE FRIGHTENED, lad! What's the matter with
you? Come now, gently ... It’s just that they are killing Judas,
silly.”

Yes, they are killing Judas. They have hung one at Monturrio,
another in the Calle de Enmedio; the other is there at the Pozo del
Concejo. I saw them last night, as still in the air as if held by a super
natural force, the rope which fastened them to a balcony being invisi-
ble in the dark. What grotesque medleys they were, of old top hats
and women’s sleeves, masks of Ministers of State, and hoop skirts,
beneath the serene stars! The dogs barked at them, but did not
quite go away, and the horses, distrustful, did not want to pass below
them ...

Now the bells are saying, Platero, that the veil of the high altar
has been rent. I do not think that there is a single shotgun in the
town that has not been fired at Judas. The odor of powder even
reaches here. Another shot! And another!

Yet today, Platero, Judas is the deputy, the teacher, the lawyer,
the tax collector, the mayor, the midwife; and each man, turned boy
again this Holy Saturday morning, fires his cowardly gun at the one

he hates, in a superimposition of vague and absurd spring simulations.

16



N ke

B, hFLELE R, FF AR R i 2 A R
- ) N

s, el K, SAZRGT —/, B £ 84740
T 7 AR —ANETHT ., W, 2T A R LE®
KREME THRE, RAAELKKRG K —RATH N E
WAETP, —HELRF, BALMAE B XLE, F5F LA
aF AR KEROBREL, TEFHEER  ATHH IR
T ARRAZRFZE! BILFBAKLS A LG, LT
HHTBRE, RRMKT 2L

T, EIL P EERREOARCELEFT . WMEX
Bt B KRR REITERKRY Loy, Kehehok
BHEERF|IEXEIR, —H, L4

SRR, EIL,EKXZDR HIP 2T AE FEK 42
AEBAALELET T RO FRERE 2L BE—Y
XARBFOAEFLFNEGAX B ERLEN.

D & OYIMEE RS 12 B4 L HRBRZ HE MY 0T — 1A
T HRARIIR A AR K, LA 0f 2 G it -

17



9 . ANYR\ 4!

LOOK, PLATERO, how many roses are falling all around;
blue roses, white roses, roses without color ... One would think
that the sky were dissolving into roses. Look how the roses are cov-
ering my forehead, my shoulders, my hands ... What shall [ do with
SO many roses?

Do you know, I wonder, for I do not, where this delicate flow-
er comes from? Daily it casts a mantle of tenderness over the land-
scape, leaving it softly pink, white and blue... more roses, more ros-
es,... like a painting by Fra Angelico who always knelt to paint the
sky.

One would think that they were throwing roses to the earth
from the seven galleries of Paradise. Like a warm and lightly colored
snowfall the roses lie on the tower, on the roof, on the trees. Look:
all strong lines, with their adornment, become delicate. More roses,
more and more roses ..

It seems, Platero, while the Angelus is ringing, that this life of
ours loses its daily force and that another force from within, loftier,
purer and more constant, causes everything to rise, like fountains of
grace, to the stars which are beginning to sparkle now among the
roses. More roses ... Your eyes, which you cannot see, Platero, and

which you raise meekly to the sky, are two beautiful roses.

18
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10. ™o BONCYA( ©

IF YOU DIE, my dear Platero, before I do, you will not go in
the town crier’s cart to the vast salt marsh nor to the gully beside the
hill road, like other poor donkeys, like horses and dogs that have no
one to love them. You shall not have your ribs stripped and blood-
ted by the crows, like the shell of a boat against the crimson sunset,
an ugly sight for the traveling salesmen going to the station at San
Juan 1n the six o’clock coach; nor shall you lie there stiff and swollen
among the clams rotting in the ditch, to frighten children leaning
boldly and curiously over the edge of the slope, holding on to the
branches, when they go out on Sunday afternoons in the fall to eat
toasted pine kernels in the pinewoods.

Do not be troubled, Platero, for I shall bury you at the foot of
the great round pine in the orchard at La Pifta, of which you are so
fond. You will be close to life’s serenity and mirth. The little boys
will play and the little girls will sew in their low chairs at your side.
You will know the verses which solitude brings me. You will hear
the singing of the girls washing in the orange grove and the rattle of
the well chain will delight and refresh your eternal peace. The whole
year long the linnets, the titmice and the finches, in the enduring
happiness of the treetops, will weave a small roof of music between
your tranquil sleep and the changeless blue of the infinite sky above
Moguer.

20
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11. 7w Thoorn

AS HE CAME into the pasture, Platero began to limp. I
dropped down to the ground

“But what’s the matter, lad?” ,

Platero held his right forefoot slightly raised showing its sole,
weak and himp, its hoof barely touching the burning sand of the
path.

With a solicitude which was greater, no doubt, than that of old
Darboén, his doctor, 1 turned back his forefoot and looked at its red
sole. A long green thorn from a healthy orange tree was stuck in it
like a little round dagger of emerald. Shaken by Platero’s suffering, I
pulled out the thorn; I led the poor animal to the stream of the
yellow iris so that the running water might lick his little wound with
its long pure tongue.

Afterwards we went on toward the white sea, I walking in front
and he behind, still limping and nudging me gently on the shoulder.
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12. 5.0l

THERE SHE IS NOW, Platero, a dark and lively little figure,
in her gray nest beside the painting of the Virgin of Montemayor, a
nest which is always respected. The unhappy bird seems terrified. I
believe that this time the poor swallows have made a mistake as the
hens did last week, when they took shelter in the chicken coop in
mid afternoon during the eclipse of the sun. Spring had the coquetry
to arrive earlier than usual this year, but, shivering with the cold, she
has had to hide her tender nudity again in the cloud bed of March.
How sad to see the virgin blossoms in the orange grove wither in
the bud!

The swallows are here already, Platero, yet one can scarcely
hear them as in other years, when on the very day of their arrival
they greeted and investigated everything, chattering without pause in
their fluted trills. They would tell the flowers what they had seen in
Africa, of their two journeys over the sea, landing on the water with
a wing for a sail, or in the rigging of ships; of other sunsets, other
dawns, other nights with stars.

They do not know what to do. They fly about silently, per-
plexed, like ants when a child tramples on their path. They do not
dare to fly up and down the Calle Nuera in a steady straight line,
with that flourish at the end, nor enter their nests in the wells, nor
perch on the telegraph wires which the north wind keeps humming,

in their classic pose as mail carriers, beside the white insulators. They
will die of the cold, Platero!
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13. The Stable

WHEN 1 GO TO SEE Platero at noon, a clear ray from the
midday sun lights up a great patch of gold on the soft silver of his
back. Beneath his belly, on the dark floor of uncertain green, the old
roof rains down clear coins of fire.

Diana, who is sketched out between Platero’s feet, comes
dancing up to me and puts her forepaws on my chest, wanting to
lick my mouth with her rosy tongue. Having climbed to the highest
part of the manger, the goat looks at me curiously, turning her deli-
cate head from side to side, with feminine distinction.

Meanwhile Platero, who had greeted me with a loud bray be-
fore I entered, is at once taut and gay as he tries to break his tether.

Through the skylight which brings in the rainbow—treasure of
the zenith, I leave that idyl for a moment to climb the sunray toward
the sky. Then, stepping up on a stone, 1 look out at the countryside.

The green landscape floats sleepily in the bright hot glow and
through the clear blue framed by the ruined wall comes the sweet
and idle tolling of a bell.
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14 The G b\r\‘ﬁ

HE WAS BLACK, with a sheen of scarlet, green and blue, all
of them silvery like the backs of beetles and crows. A bright fire
would flash at times 1n his young eyes as in the glazed pot of Ra-
mona, the chestnut vendor in the Plaza del MarquEs. How his trot-
ting steps pealed when, coming from the sands of La Fnseta, he
would enter tiumphantly over the paving stones of the Calle Nue-
val. How quick and nervous and keen he was, with his small head
and his fine legs!

Nobly he passed by the low doorway of the cellar, even blacker
than he against the red sun shining from the Castle, which was the
dazzling background of the vault. His gait was easy and he was dis
posed to play with everything. Afterward, jumping over the pine
trunk which formed the doorstep, he came with a burst of joy and a
rush of hens, doves and sparrows, into the green corral. There four
men, their hairy arms crossed over their colored shirts, were awaiting
him. They led him under the pepper tree. After a brief, hard strug-
gle, first kindly, then fierce, they threw him down on the manure
pile and with all of them sitting on him Darb6n performed his duty,
putting an end to his sad and magical beauty.

“Thy unus’d beauty must be tomb’d with thee

Which, used, lives th’ cxecutor to be”

as Shakespeare wrote to his friend.
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Docile and sweating, the colt, now a horse, was left sad and
exhausted. Only one man was needed to get him up and, covering
him with a blanket, he led him slowly off down the street.

Poor wisp of cloud, only yesterday a bolt of lightning, tem-
pered and firm! He was like a book with its binding torn. It seemed
that he no longer touched the earth; that between his hoofs and the
stones, a2 new element intruded, leaving him without reason for be-
ing, like an uprooted tree or a memory, on that spring mormning

which was violent, flawless and complete.
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15 TWe Pouse Acyess Thae Way

HOW ENCHANTING the house across the way always
seemed to me in my childhood, Platero! The first, on the Calle de
la Ribera, was the small house of Arreburra, the water vendor, with
its corral to the south always gilded by the sun; from it I could see
Huelva by climbing up on the adobe wall. Sometimes I was allowed
to go there for a minute, and Arreburra’s daughter, who seemed as
much a woman to me then as she does now that she is married,
would give me citron and kisses ... Then in the Calle Nueva, after-
wards called Cfinovas, and later Fray Juan Pérez, there was the house
of Don José, the confectioner from Seville, who dazzled me with his
boots of gold kid; he hung eggshells from the century plant in his
patio, and painted his front doors canary yellow with bands of navy
blue; he came sometimes to our houdse and my father gave him
money, and Don José would always talk with him about the olive
grove ... How many of my childhood dreams were rocked by that
poor pepper tree filled with sparrows which I could see over Don
José’s root (There were really two pepper trees which | never put to-
gether: the one of which 1 saw the top leaves in the wind or the
sun, from my balcony; the other which I saw from the trunk up-
wards in Don José’s corral.)

On clear afternoons or during rainy siestas, at each slight change
from day to day or hour to hour, what an interest, what an extraordinary
attraction [ fele—looking through the front door grating, from my win-

dow or my balcony, over the silent street—in the house across the way!
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10. The Simfle Chl®

WHENEVER WE RETURNED by the Calle de San José, the
simple child would be at the door of his house, seated in his little
chair, watching the others go by. He was one of those poor children
who never gain the power of speech nor the gift of grace; in himself
a happy child but sad to see; everything to his mother and, to others,
nothing. |

One day when the evil black wind swept down the white
street, the child was not at his door. A bird was singing on the de-
serted threshold and 1 remembered Curros, more father than poet,
who, when he lost his child, asked the Galician butterfly for news of

him:

“Volvoreta d’alifias douradas... ”
“Butterfly with gilded wings ...”

Now that spring is coming, my thoughts turn to the simple
child who went from the Calle de San José to heaven. He must be
seated in his little chair beside the roses, seeing with reopened eyes

the golden procession of the blessed.
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17. The Ghost

THE GREATEST PLEASURE of Anilla la Manteca, whose
fresh and spirited youth was an unfailing source of joyful inspirations,
was to dress up as a ghost. She would wrap herself completely in a
sheet, further whiten her great lily face with flour, stick garlic cloves
on her teeth, and when we would be half dozing in the little sitting
room after supper, she would appear suddenly on the marble steps,
carrying a lighted lantern and walking slowly, a mute and imposing
figure. Dressed in that manner, she looked as if her nudity had be-
come a tunic. Yes. This sepulchral vision from the dark upper re-
gions inspired fright; but at the same time its total whiteness offered
the fascination of some strange sensual abundance.

I shall never forget that September night, Platero. The storm
had been throbbing over the town for an hour like an agitated heart,
pouring down rain and hail between desperately insistent lightning
and thunder. The cistern was already overflowing and flooding the
patto. The last familiar things to keep me company—the nine o’-
clock coach, the ringing of the bells for the souls of the departed, the
postman—had all passed by. Trembling, I went to get a drink in the
dining room and in the greenish whiteness of a flash of lightning I
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saw the eucalyptus of the Velardes—the bogeyman’s tree, as we
called it, which came down that night—bent low over the roof of
the shed.

Suddenly a frightful clap, like the shadow of a shriek of light
that left us blinded, shook the house. When we returned to reality
we were all in places different from those we had had a moment be-
fore, and each of us was as if alone, without anxiety or feeling for
the others. One complained of his head, another of his eyes, another
of his heart. Gradually we returned to our places.

The storm was moving off. Between enormous clouds cleft
from top to bottom, the moon turned the water which filled the pa-
tio to shining whiteness. We were gazing at it all. Lord was running
to and from the steps to the corral, barking madly. We followed
him, Platero; down by the night-blooming flower, which when
damp gave off a nauseating scent, poor Anilla, dressed as a ghost, lay
dead, the lantern still burning in her lightning-blackened hand.
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18. ScavieT Lanosecafo,

HILLTOP. Over there 1s the sunset, all wounded and bleeding
from its own blades of light. In its glow, the pine grove is sharpened,
turning vaguely reddish; the small flowers and herbs, in flaming
transparency, pervade the quiet moment with a moist perfume, pun-
gent and bright.

I stop 1n ecstasy before the twilight. Platero, his dark eyes scar-
let from the sunset, walks off gently to a pool of crimson and rose
and violet waters; he dips his mouth gently into the mirrors which
seem to turn liquid at his touch; and through his great throat flows a
heavy stream of shadowy, bloodlike water.

It is a familiar setting, but the hour transforms it, and makes of
it something strange, foreboding, monumental. It seems that at any
moment we will come upon a deserted palace... The evening
stretches out beyond itself, and the hour, touched with eternity, is
infinite, peaceful, beyond sounding ...

“Get up, Platero.”
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19. Twe Pagret

WE WERE PLAYING with Platero and the parrot in the or-
chard of my friend the French doctor, when a disheveled young
woman came anxiously down the hill toward us. From a distance,
she sent me a look of dark anguish, as she asked imploringly:

“Sir, is that doctor there?”

Behind her came several slovenly children, panting and looking
back each moment up the road; finally a number of men appeared,
carrying another, limp and deathly pale. He was one of the poachers
who hunt for deer in the game preserve of Dofiana. The shotgun, an
absurd old weapon tied together with bass rope, had exploded and
the hunter had the shot in his arm. .

My friend approached the wounded man kindly, took off the
wretched rags which they had put on him, washed off the blood and
felt the bones and muscles carefully. From time to time he looked at
me and said:

“Ce n’est rien.”

The afternoon was fading. From Huelva came an odor of
brackish water, of pitch and fish ... The orange trees were rounding
out their emerald velvet against the rose of the setting sun. In a lilac

bush, green and lilac, the red and green parrot was coming and go-
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ing, watching curiously with his small round eyes.
The streaming tears of the poor hunter shone in the sun; at
times he choked back a cry. And the parrot said:
“Ce n’est rien.”
My friend was putting cotton and bandages on the wounded man.
From the poor man came an “Oh! ”
And from the parrot, among the lilacs:

“Ce nest rien. Ce n’est rien.”
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WE WERE RETURNING from the woods, both of us
heavy-laden: Platero with sweet marjoram and I with yellow iris.

The April evening was fading. All that had been crystal of gold
in the sunset was now crystal of silver, a smooth and luminous alle-
gory of white lilies and crystal. Later the vast heavens were like a
transparent sapphire turned to emerald. I was returning sad.

In the sublimity of that pure hour, the town tower, crowned
with gleaming tiles, took on a monumental aspect as we approached.
At close range it was like a distant view of Seville’s great cathedral
tower, and my longing for cities, always keen in the Spring, found in
it a melancholy comfort.

Return ... To what place? From what? For what?... But the
irises that were coming with me were more strongly scented in the
warm freshness of the approaching night; their scent grew at once
more penetrating and more vague, coming from the flower while the
flower could not be seen and, out of the lonely shadows, intoxicating
body and soul.

“Soul of mine, iris in the shadows! ” I said.

And it suddenly occurred to me that though Platero was under

me, I had forgotten him.
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YOU HAVE NEVER BEEN UP on the flat roof terrace,
Platero. You cannot know what a deep breath swells the chest when,
on coming out of the dark wooden staircase, one feels burned by the
full light of day, flooded with blue as if right beside the sky, blinded
by the whiteness of the lime wash with which the brick floor is
pammted, as you know, so that the rainwater will be clean when it
reaches the cistern.

How delightful to be on the roof terrace! The tower bells are
ringing in our very chests, at the level of our hearts which are beat-
ing hard. In the distance, hoes are gleaming in the vineyards with
sparks of silver and gold. One towers over everything: the other roof
terraces, the corrals where people toil on unnoticed at their own
work—the chair-maker, painter, barrel-maker; the leafy patches in
the larger corrals where there 1s a bull or a goat; the cemetery where
we sometimes see arriving, in haste and scantily attended, the unex-
pected dark funeral procession of some obscure person; windows
where a young girl in a slip is combing her hair absent-mindedly as
she sings; the river with a boat which never seems to enter; barns
where a comettist is rehearsing solitary music, or where violent
love—roundly, blindly, incomprehensibly—claims its own.

The house disappears below one as if it were a basement. How
strange everyday life below seems when seen through the panes of
the skylight: words, noises, the garden itself, so beautiful when seen
from within; you, Platero, drinking at the watering trough without
seeing me or playing the fool with a sparrow or a turtle!
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22w Tee. The Vilade Priost

NOW, PLATERO, he is nding along sanctimoniously and
speaking honeyed words. But the one who in fact is always angelic is
his she-donkey, a real lady.

I belteve that you saw him one day in his orchard, wearing
satlor’s trousers and a broad-brimmed hat, hurling insults and stones
at the little boys who were stealing his oranges. Any number of Fri-
days you have watched poor Balthasar, his servant, dragging along
the road with his hernia, which looks like a circus ball, to the town
to sell his wretched brooms or to pray with the poor over the deaths
of the rich.

Never have I heard a man use worse language, nor call to
higher heaven with his oaths. It is true, no doubt, that he knows, or
so he says in his five o’clock mass, where heaven is and how every-
thing is arranged there. Trees, earth, water, wind, flame: all these, so
full of grace, so soft, so fresh, so pure, so alive, seem to serve him
only as examples of disorder, harshness, frigidity, violence and decay.
At the end of each day every stone in his orchard comes to rest at a
different spot, after being thrown in furious hostility at birds and
washerwomen, children and flowers.

At the time for prayers, all is changed. The silence of Don José
can be heard in the silence of the countryside. Putting on his cas-
sock, cloak and shovel hat, he goes almost without a glance into the

darkened town on his slow-moving donkey, as slow as Jesus’ death.
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2. Sty

Oh, what sparkles and what scents!
Oh, see how the meadows laugh!

Oh, what music in the early morn!

POPULAR BALLAD

ONE MORNING, when half awake, I am put out of sorts by
the devilish chattering of little children. At last, unable to sleep any
longer, I jump out of bed in despair. Then as I look out at the fields
through the open window, I realize that those guilty of the uproar
are the birds.

I go out to the orchard and thank God for the blue day. Unre-
strained concert from fresh throats without number! Capriciously,
the swallow sends her warblings spiraling down the well; the
blackbird whistles over the fallen orange; the fire-bright oriole
chatters in the oak; the titmouse spins long, fine laughter from the
top of the eucalyptus; and in the great pine, the sparrows carry on a
turbulent discussion.

What a morning it is! The sun scatters over the earth its gold
and silver joy; butterflies of a hundred hues play everywhere, among
the flowers, through the house, in the fountain. The fields all around
burst and crack open in a ferment of healthy new life.

We seem to be within a great honeycomb of light, the burning
center of an immense flaming rose.
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LOOK AT IT, full from the last rains, Platero. It_ has no echo,
nor can you see reflected in its depths, as when it is low, the en-
closed balcony lighted by the sun, a polychrome Jewel behind the
blue and yellow panes of the glass roof,

You have never gone down into the cistern, Platero. ] have; 1
went down once when they emptied it, years ago. Look; it has a long
gallery and then a tiny room. When I entered it, the candle I was car-
rying went out and into my hand slipped a salamander. Two terrible
chills crossed in my breast like two swords crossing, like two cross-
bones beneath a skull ... The whole town 1s undermined, Platero, by
cisterns and galleries. The largest cistern is the one in the patio of Salto
del Lobo, in the square of the ancient citadel of the Castle. The best is
this one at my house which, as you can see, has a curbstone carved
from a single piece of alabastrine marble. The gal lery from the church
cisterns goes as far as the vineyard at Los Puntales and there opens in
the field, beside the river. No one has ever dared to follow the one
from the hospital its whole length, because it has no end.

o4
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I remember, when I was a child, the long rainy nights when the
sobbing sound of the rounded flow of water kept me awake as it fell
from the flat roof to the cistern. Then in the morming we would go
excitedly to see how high the water had risen. When it was up to
the rim as it is today, what astonishment, what shouts, what wonder!

All right, Platero! And now I am going to give you a bucket-
ful of this pure, fresh water, a bucketful such as Villegas drank in one
draught, poor Villegas, whose body was already burnt from too

much cognac and brandy.
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2. The Man9y DY

SOMETIMES HE WOULD COME, thin and panting, to the
house in the orchard. Long accustomed to shouts and stonings, the
poor animal was always on the run. Even the dogs bared their fangs
at him. And he would go away again under the noonday sun, slowly
and sadly down the hill.

That afternoon he came up following Diana. In a sudden fit of
anger the guard had got out his shotgun and just as I came out, he
shot at him. I had no time to prevent it. The poor dog, with the
shot 1nside him, staggered wildly for a moment, gave a piercing howl
of distress and fell dead under an acacia.

Head high, Platero stared at the dog. Diana went back and forth
from one to the other of us, trying to hide in fright. The guard, per-
haps feeling repentant, was making long explanations to no one in
particular, growing indignant, trying—vainly—to deaden his remorse.
A veil seemed to darken the sun as if in mourning; a large veil, like
the tiny veil which clouded over the good eye of the murdered dog.
Bent low by the wind from the sea, the eucalyptus wept the more
violently in the deep, oppressive silence which the siesta hour

stretched across the golden fields and over the dead dog.
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20. K¢ Tovl

THE CHILDREN WENT with Platero to the stream by the
black poplars and now, playing and with shouts of laughter, they are
bringing him back trotting, all laden with yellow flowers. Down
there it rained on them, from that fleeting cloud which veiled the
green field with its threads of silver and gold. And over the drenched
coat of the silly little donkey the wet bellflowers are still dripping.

Gay, fresh, sentimental idyl! Even the braying of Platero be-
comes tender beneath that sweet, rain-soaked burden! From time to
time he turns his head and tears off the flowers which he can reach
with his mouth. Snowy and golden, the bellflowers hang for a mo-
ment amid his greenish-white saliva and then go down to his little
cinched belly. Who but you, Platero, could eat flowers and be un-
harmed!

Uncertain afternoon in Aprl! ...Platero’s brilliant, lively eyes
copy the whole landscape of sun and rain. In the west, over the field

at San Juan, one can see the rain raveling from another rosy cloud.
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27. TWa Canayy £ scafe,s

ONE DAY THE GREEN CANARY, I do not know how or
why, flew from his cage. He was an old canary, sad memento of a
dead friend, and I had never let him go free for fear he might die of
hunger or cold, or that the cats might catch him.

He flew about all morning among the pomegranates in the or-
chard, in the pines by the doorway, among the lilacs. The children
also remained all morning long seated on the balcony, fascinated by
the brief flights of the yellowish bird. Untied, Platero was idling by
the roses, playing with a butterfly.

In the afternoon, the canary came to the roof of the large house
and stayed there for a long time, quivering in the mild, fading sun-
hght. Suddenly and without anyone’s knowing how or why, he reap-
peared in his cage, happy again.

What a not of joy in the garden! The children were jumping
up and down, clapping their hands, their faces laughing and reddened
ke the dawn; Diana ran madly after them, barking at her own
cheerful little bell; infected with their joy, Platero, in a surge of sil-
very flesh, leapt like a little goat, spun around on his hoofs in a crude
waltz, and stood on his forefeet to kick into the bright, warm air.
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28. TKQ/ DQ,\/'\\

SUDDENLY A DONKEY APPEARS around the wall at the
edge of town, alone and trotting hard, looking doubly dark in a great
cloud of dust. A moment later children dash out breathless, pulling
up tattered trousers that expose their dark bellies, as they throw vine
props and stones at him ...

He is large, old and black, with bones so prominent—another
archpriest—that it looks as if his hairless hide might split at any point.
Showing teeth like yellow beans, he stops to bray fiercely to the sky,
with an energy that belies his decrepit old age ... Is he a stray
donkey? Don’t you know him, Platero? What do you suppose he
wants? From whom can he be fleeing, with that wild and halting
trot?

On seeing him, Platero first forms a hom with both ears
touching at the tip, then leaves one up and the other hanging; he
comes to me and tries at the same time to hide in the ditch and to
run away. The black donkey passes close beside him, brushes against
him, tugs at his saddle, sniffs at him, brays against the convent wall
and goes off trotting down around the walls.

There 15, in the heat, a strange moment of chill—I do not
know whether mine or Platero’s—in which things appear confused,
as if the low shadow of a black cloth placed before the sun were
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suddenly cast over the dazzling solitude of the bend in the lane
where the air, instantly quiet, is stifling. Little by little distant things
bring us back to reality. Up the street one can hear the ever-chang-
ing clamor in the square of the Fish Market, where the vendors who
have just arnived from the shore are praising their flounders, their
mullet, their bleak fish, their sprats, their crayfish; the resounding
church bell proclaiming morning service, the whistle of the grind-
stone ...

Platero looks at me now and then, stll trembling, frightened
without knowing why, in our voiceless quiet ...

“Platero, I do not think that that donkey is a real donkey ... ”

Again Platero silently shudders with a light rustle throughout his
frame, as he fearfully casts a dark and gloomy look toward the ditch.
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29. (e 0em

MY GLANCE, lost among the flowers beside the path, was
suddenly drawn to a bnlliant-colored little bird which repeatedly
opened its many-colored wings in halted flight above the damp
green meadow. We approached slowly, I in front and Platero be-
hind. Close by was a shaded drinking pond where treacherous boys
had set a snare for the birds. The sad little decoy would rise as high
as its wings would carry it, calling unwittingly to its brothers in the
sky.

The morning was clear and pure, pierced with blue. From a
neighboring pine grove came a light concert of exalted trills, sound-
ing now near, now far, but always present, in the mild golden sea
breeze which rippled the treetops. Poor innocent concert, so near
such evil hearts!

I got on Platero and, urging him on with my legs, chmbed up
to the pine grove at a quick trot. On reaching the leafy shaded cupo-
la, I clapped my hands, sang out, shouted. Catching my fever,
Platero brayed harshly again and again. The echoes answered, sharp
and resonant, as from the bottom of a great well. The birds flew off
singing to another pine grove.

Amid the distant curses of the angry children, Platero pushed his
great hairy head toward my heart, thanking me so hard it hurt my
chest.
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AO. The Beleed

THE CLEAR WIND from the sea sweeps up the red slope to
the field at the summit and breaks into laughter among the tender
white flowers; then it frisks among the brushwood of the uncleared
ptnes and sets the shining spiderwebs of blue, rose and gold to sway-
ing. The whole afternoon is now sea wind. And sun and wind so
gently soothe the heart!

Platero carries me happily, lithely, readily. One would think
that he did not feel my weight. We go up the hill as if we were go-
ing down it. In the distance a shining ribbon of indefinite color vi-
brates among the farthest pines, like an island landscape. In the green
meadows there below hobbled donkeys jump from bush to bush.

A springhke quiver floats over the ravine. Suddenly, Platero
pricks up his ears and dilates his raised nostrils to his very eyes, bar-
ing the yellow of his huge beanshaped teeth. In long breaths, he is
drinking in from the four winds some strange deep essence which
must go straight to his heart. Yes. Over there on the other hill, fine
and gray against the blue sky, is his beloved. Double brays, long and
resonant, shatter the luminous hour with their trumpeting and then
fall in twin cascades.

I have to restrain the tender instincts of my poor Platero. With
a sadness equal to his own, the beautiful sweetheart in the field sees
him go by, his great jet eyes filled with mirrored scenes. Futile and
mysterious cry, resounding harshly through the daisies!

And Platero trots along rebelliously, trying all the time to turn
round, Saying reproachfully in his quick little trot;

“I usn’t fair, it isn’t fair, it isn’t fair.”
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51 . The Thyee OO Waman

“CLIMB UP ON THE BANK HERE, Platero. Come on, we
shall let these poor old women pass.”

They must be coming from the beach or from the hills. Look.
One is blind and the others are leading her by the arms. They must
be going to the hospital or to see Don Luis, the doctor. See how
slowly they are walking, what care and measure the two who can see
put into their actions. All three seem to fear death itself. Can you
see, Platero, how they stretch out their hands, as if to hold off the
very air, warding oftf imaginary dangers, even to the lightest flower-
ing branches, in an absurd gesture?

Look out or you will fall, lad. Hear what bad language they are
using. They are gypsies. Look at their picturesque clothes, with spots
and flounces. Can you see? They are without wraps, their tall, lithe
figures unbent despite their age. Blackened, sweaty, dirty, lost in the
dust and sun of midday, a faint uncouth beauty still clings to them
like a dry, harsh memory.

Look, Platero, at the three of them. With what confidence
they bear old age back to life, penetrated by this springtime which
brings forth the yellow thistle flowers into the sweet vibrance of its

fiery sun!
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A2. Two LitTle Cayt

AT THE LARGE STREAM, swollen by the rain until it
reached the vineyards, we came upon an old cart stuck in the mud,
quite lost beneath its load of grass and oranges. A dirty, ragged little
girl was weeping over one of the wheels as she tried to help the
donkey, which was smaller and oh! much thinner than Platero, by
pushing with all the force of her youthful breast. The little donkey
was struggling far beyond his strength against the wind, trying in
vain to pull the cart from the mud at each sobbing command of the
litcle girl. Her efforts were as futile as those of many valiant children,
as the flight of those weary summer breezes which fall fainting a-
mong the flowers.

After patting Platero I hammessed him as best I could to the little
cart, in front of the pitiful donkey. Then I urged him on with an af-
fectionate command and Platero, with one tug, pulled cart and don-
key from the mire and hauled them up the bank.

How the little girl smiled through her smudge of tears! It was
as though the evening sun, breaking in yellow crystals as it set among
the rain clouds, suddenly glowed with dawn.

In her tearful joy she offered me two choice oranges. I took
them gratefully and gave one to the weak little donkey as sweet
comfort, the other to Platero as a golden prize.
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53. BYAAO

I TOLD YOU, Platero, that the soul of Moguer is wine, didn’t
I? No, bread is the soul of Moguer. Moguer is like a loaf of wheat
bread, white inside like the soft center and gold outside—oh tawny
sun! —like the tender crust.

At noon when the sun burns most hotly, the entire town be-
gins to be redolent of pine and warm bread. The whole town opens
its mouth. It is like one great mouth which is eating one great loaf
of bread. Bread intrudes into everything: into the olive oil, the cold
tomato soup, the cheese and the grapes, to give a flavor of kissing
crust to the wine, the broth, the ham, and to itself. Also alone, like
hope, or with some vision...

The men delivering bread arrive trotting on their horses, stop
at each half~-opened door, clap their hands and shout, “The bread
man! " One can hear the soft, clear ring of the quarter-of-a-pound
loaves as they fall against the penny loaves, the large loaves as they
hit the twisted loaves in the baskets held up by bare arms.

And just then the poor children ring the front-door bells or
knock at the gates, wailing at length to those inside, “A little bit of
bread! ”
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54’. T Fine an La Corona

WHEREVER. I STOP, Platero, it seems to me that I am stop-
ping beneath the pine on La Corona. Whatever point I reach—be it
city, love or glory—it seems to me that I am reaching its green and
prodigal plenitude beneath the great blue sky with its white clouds.
As it is for the sailors of Moguer when there are storms over the bar,
it is for me a round, clear lighthouse in the troubled seas of my
dreams, a high point of refuge on my difficult days, as it stands at the
top of its rough red slope used by beggars on their way to Sanlficar.

What strength I feel whenever I rest beneath my memory of
it! It is the only thing which as I have grown older has not ceased
to seem large, the only thing which has seemed ever larger. When
they cut off that branch which the hurricane had split, it seemed to
me that they had torn off a part of my body; and at times when
some pain catches me unexpectedly, it seems to me that the pain 1s
felt by the pine on La Corona.

The word “great” becomes it as it does the sea, the sky, and my
heart. In its shade races and races of people have rested through the
centuries, looking at the clouds, as they have done on the water, under
the sky and in the nostalgia of my heart. When my thoughts are wan-
dering idly and arbitrary images come as they will, or in those mo-
ments when, beside other objects clearly seen, certain things appear as
if in a second image, the pine on La Corona, transfigured in some
strange, eternal scene, looks to me, in my uncertain state of mind,
more than ever gigantic and full of murmurings, calling to me to rest

in its peace, as the true and eternal goal of my voyage through life.
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DO. DarLin

DARBON, PLATERO’S DOCTOR, is as large as a piebald
ox, as red as a watermelon. He weighs three hundred pounds. His
age, so he says, 1s three score.

When he talks, some notes are missing as in old pitanos; or again
there comes from his mouth instead of words, only a burst of air.
And this bumbling is accompanied by all one could ask for in the
way of bobbings of the head, exaggerated waving of the hands, dod-
derings, clearings of the throat and spitting into the handkerchief. A
pleasant concert before supper.

He has not one tooth left, and eats almost nothing but bread
crumbs which he first kneads in his hand. He rolls it into a ball and
up to his red mouth it goes! There he keeps it, roiling it about
from side to side for an hour! Then another ball, and another. As
he chews with his gums, his beard reaches up to his hooked nose.

He is as large, I say, as a piebald ox. Standing in the door of the
smithy, he stops up the house. But with Platero he is as gentle as a
child. And if he sees a flower or a little bird, he gives a sudden
laugh, opening his mouth wide in a great sustained burst of laughter
which always ends in tears. Then, calm again, he looks toward the
old cemetery and murmurs:

“My little girl, my poor little girl...”
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30. The B and The WaTay

IN THE STERILE SUNBURNT DRYNESS of the large and
dusty corral, which covers one up to the very eyes with fine white
dust no matter how carefully one steps, the little boy 1s with the
fountain, in a frank and happy communion, each with his soul.
Though there is not one tree, the heart is filled, on armiving there,
with a single word, which one’s eyes reflect from the Prussian-blue
sky, written in large letters of light: Oasis.

Already the morning is as hot as the siesta hour and the cicada
is sawing away at his olive tree in the corral of San Francisco. The
sun shines on the boy’s head, but, absorbed as he is in the water, he
is not aware of it. Stretched out on the ground, he has one hand un-
der the running stream, and the water forms in his palm a tremulous
palace of coolness and grace which enraptures his black eyes. He

e

s, scratches here and there among his rags with

talks to himself, sni

the other hand. The palace, always the same and constantly renewed,
sometimes grows uncertain. Then the boy withdraws into himself,
becomes tense, lost in his own depths, so that not even that beat of
his pulse which changes the sensitive kaleidoscopic image in the
moving crystal may take from the water the form which he had first
caught 1n 1t.

I do not know, Platero, whether or not you will understand

what I tell you, but in his hand that boy holds my soul.
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d7.r (N O If

WE UNDERSTAND each other very well. I let him go where
he pleases and he always takes me where I want to go.

Platero knows that when we reach the pine on La Corona, I
like to go up to its trunk and run my hand over it, and look at the
sky through its great clear vault; he knows that I delight in the little
footpath which leads through the grass to the old spring; that it is a
treat for me to see the river from the pine-topped hill, evoking a
classical scene. Should I doze in all confidence on his back, my eyes
always open on some such pleasant sight.

[ treat Platero as if he were a child. If the path grows rough
and I seem a little heavy for him, I dismount to lighten his load. I
kiss him, tease him, infuriate him; he understands very well that I
love him and bears me no spite. He is so like me, that I have come
to believe that he dreams my very dreams.

Platero has given himself to me like a passionate young girl. He
protests at nothing. I know that I am his happiness. He even flees

from other donkeys and from men.
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THE LITTLE DAUGHTER of the charcoal-seller is pretty and
dirty as a coin, her black eyes burnished and her firm lips showing
bloodred amid the soot, as she sits on a tile in the doorway of the
hut, rocking her little brother to sleep.

The May hour is vibrant, bright and burning as the center of a
sun. In the shining peace one can hear the bubbling of the pot'cook-—
ing in the field, the bellowing in the pasture, the joy of the sea wind
in the thickets of eucalyptus.

With sweet feeling, the girl sings:

“My child will sleep
for the sake of the shepherdess ...”

A pause. The wind ...
“And because my child sleeps,

she who rocks him sleeps too...”

The wind...Platero, who is walking docilely among the burnt

pines, comes slowly closer. Then he lies down on the dark earth and,

to the sound of the long lullaby, falls asleep like a child.
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9. TWa ConsumfTive

SHE WAS SITTING ERECT in a forlorn chair, her face
white and lustertess as a withered spikenard, in the middle of the
cold whitewashed bedroom. The doctor ordered her to go out into
the country to get the March sun, but the poor child was not
strong enough.

“When I reach the bridge,” she told me, “you see, sir, how
near it is, I choke.”

Her childish voice, thin and broken, fell wearily, as the breeze
falls sometimes in summer. |

I offered her Platero so that she might have a httle outing.
What laughter came from her sharp deathlike face, all black eyes and
white teeth, as she rode him!

The women came out to the doorways to watch us go by.
Platero would walk slowly, as if he knew that he carried on his back
a fragile glass lily. Transfigured by fever and joy, the child looked in
her pure white clothes like an angel entering the town on her way

to the southern sky.
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40. Dl\(ﬁ('m&‘j@ 0"/( TKQ/ ’200110

“PLATERO,” 1 said to my little donkey, “let’s go out to wait
for the carts. They bring with them the murmur of the distant
woods of Domnana, the mystery of the pine grove of Las Animas, the
freshness of Las Madres and the two Frenos, the scent of La Roci-
na....

I took him, handsome and shining, so thathe might pay com-
pliments to the girls, through the Calle de la Fuente, where the faint
afternoon sun was dying in a high rose ribbon along the white-
washed eaves. Then we entered the walled field of Los Homos, from
which one can see the whole road to Los Llanos.

The carts were already coming up the slope. A gentle rain, as
in all the Rocios, was falling on the green vines from an errant cloud
of mauve. But the people did not so much as raise their eyes toward
the water.

First came gay young couples riding on donkeys, mules and
horses decked with Moorish trappings, the men happy, the women
spirited. The rich and lively crowd would pass by and come back,
constantly overtaking one another in senseless disorder. Then came
the cart filled with drunkards, boisterous, rough and topsy-turvy; be-
hind the carts came litters hung in white, with dark, budding girls
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seated beneath the canopies, tapping tambourines and shrieking out

songs of Seville. More horses, more donkeys...And the majordomo

cried:

“Long live the Virgen del Rocio! Long may she li-i-ive! ~
He was gray-haired, lean and red-faced, with a broad-brimmed
hat on his back, and a golden mace resting in his stirrup. Final-

ly, gently drawn by two great piebald oxen—looking like bishops

with their frontlets of vivid colors and sequins—there came the Im-
maculate Virgin, mauve and silver on her white flower—covered
float, like a melancholy garden heavy with bloom.

One could hear the music now, half smothered by the ringing
of bells, the skyrockets, the harsh clanging of iron-shod hoofs on the
stones.

Platero then bent his forelegs, and knelt gently, like a woman,

in humble obedience.
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41. 2 AN SAY O

WITH PLATERQO FREE of his halter now and grazing a-
mong the chaste daisies of the little field, I dropped down under a
pine. Taking a slender book from my Moorish saddlebag and open-

ing it at the marker, I began to read aloud:

“Comme on voit sur la branche au mois de mai
la rose
En sa belle jeunesse, en sa premieére fleur,

Rendre le del jaloux de...”

Above, in the highest branches, hops and chirps a slight bird
which the sun turns, with the whole green sighing treetop, to gold.
Between flights and warbles, one can hear the cracking of the seeds
on which the bird is making his lunch.

&& 1 » b b
Jaloux: de sa vive couleur...

Something tremendous and warm suddenly comes hke a living
prow over my shoulder ... It is Platero who, no doubt attracted by

the Song of Orpheus, has come to read with me. Together we read:

“vive couleur,

¥

Ouand 'aube de ses pleurs au point du jour Ua ...

But the httle bird, who must digest rapidly, covers the word
with an off—note.

Ronsard must have laughed in Hades.
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SUDDENLY AND WITHOUT WARNING, the silence of
the street is broken by the sharp roll of a drum. Then a hoarse voice
pants out a long and tremulous cry. One can hear steps racing down
the street and the children shouting:

“The old man with the slides! The slides! The slides! ”

On a folding chair at the corner a little green box decorated
with four small pink flags is waiting, its lens toward the sun. The old
man beats and beats his drum. A group of children without money,
their hands in their pockets or behind their backs, stand silently
around the box. In a little while, another child comes running with
his penny in the palm of his hand. He comes forward and puts his
eyes to the lens.

“Now ... you will see... General Prim ... on his white horse,”
says the old stranger wearily, as he beats the drum.

“The harbor of Barcelona! ” and more beating. Other children
are constantly arriving with their pennies ready and at once hold
them out to the old man, looking at him with absorption, prepared
to buy his fantasy. The old man says:

“Now you will see the castle of Havana! ” and he beats the
drum.

Platero, who has come with the little girl and the dog trom
across the street to see the slides, puts his big head among those of
the children, for fun. The old man, with a sudden burst of good hu-
mor, says to him:

“Let me see your penny! "

And the children who have no money all laugh, though in no
mood for laughter, as they give the old man adoring looks of humble
pleading.
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45 o T Flowey B9 The Waysioe,

HOW PURE, Platero, and how beautiful is this flower by the
wayside! All the throng pass beside it—bulls, goats, colts, men—and
it, so tender and so weak, continues to stand erect, mauve and deli-
cate in its sad plot, untouched by the shightest irhpurity.

Each day when we start up the slope by the shortcut, you have
seen 1t in its green place. Now it has beside it a little bird which flies
up—why? —at our approach; now it is filled like a tiny cup with
clear water from a summer cloud; now it allows a bee to rob it, or a
butterfly to adorn it briefly.

This flower, Platero, will live only a few days, but the memory
of it will be eternal. Its life will be like a day in your springtime, like
a springtime in my life. Oh, what would I not give to Autumn,
Platero, in exchange for this divine flower, so that it might serve

each day as a simple example for our lives!
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44. L0y ©

I DO NOT KNOW, Platero, whether you will know how to
look at a photograph. I showed some once to several men from the
country and they could see nothing in them. Well, this is Lord,
Platero, the little fox terrier about whom 1 have talked to you from
time to time. Look at him. There he is—can you see him? —on a
cushion in the marble patio, taking the winter sun between the pots
of geranium.

Poor Lord. He came from Seville when I was there painting.
He was white, almost colorless in so much light, rounded as a wom-
an’s thigh, full and impetuous as the water from a faucet. Here and
there he had touches of black, like butterflies that had come to rest.
His eyes were two small worlds of noble sentiments. He had a mad
streak. At times and for no reason at all, he would start to run in
giddy circles around the white lilies of the marble patio, all adorned
with red, blue and yellow by the May sun passing through the col-
ored crystals of the glass roof, like the doves Don Camilo paints. At
other times he would go up on the roof and cause an excited chirp-
ing in the martins’ nests. Macaria soaped Lord each morning and he
was always as shining, Platero, as the crenelations of the roof terrace

against the blue sky.
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When my father died, he spent the whole night watching be-
side his coffin. Once when my mother fell ill, he lay down at the
foot of her bed and spent a month there without eating or drinking.
They came one day to my house to say that a mad dog had bitten
him. They had to take him away to the old cellars of the Castle and
fasten him to the orange tree there, away from people.

His last look back as they carried him down the little street
continues to pierce my heart now as it did then, Platero, like the
light of a dead star which lives on forever, to survive its own extinc-
tion through the exalted intensity of its sorrow. Each time I am
grieved by any material suffering there rises betore me, as long as the
path from life to eternity—I mean from the stream up to the pine on
La Corona—the look which Lord has left cruelly stamped forever on
my heart.
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THE WELL! What a deep word, Platero, so dark a green, so
cool, so resonant! It seems as if it were the word itself which spun
and bored into the dark earth until it struck water.

Look: the fig tree is at once adorning and ruining the curb-
stone of the well. Inside, within reach, between the messy bricks a
blue flower of pungent scent has opened. Lower down a swallow has
her nest. Then, behind a portico of cold shade, there are an emerald
palace and a lake which, if its calm 1s troubled by a stone, grows an-
gry and grumbles. And last of all, the sky.

( Night enters and the moon flames there in the depth, adormed
with fickle stars. Silence! Down the roads, life has gone far away.
Down the well the soul escapes to the depths. One can see 1n it the
other side of twilight. And it seems as though a giant, master of all
secrets, 15 going to come from its mouth. Oquiet and magical
labyrinth, fragrant and shadowy park, magnetic hall of enchantment! )

Listen, Platero, if one day I throw myself into this well, it will
not be to kill myself, believe me, but to pluck the stars more quick-
ly.

Platero brays, thirsty and eager. From the well comes a fright-

ened swallow, in silent zigzag flight.
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4’6. TWweo Kok

WE WERE GOING to the farm at Montemayor for the
branding of the young bulls. The cobblestone patio, shady under the
immense and burning blue sky of early afternoon, resounded vi-
brantly with the whinnying of powerful horses, the fresh laughter of
women, the sharp, anxious barking of dogs. Platero, standing in a
corner, was growing impatient.

“But, lad,” I said to him, “why, you can’t come with us; you
are too little.”

He got so upset that I asked the half-witted boy to get on his
back and bring him with us.

What a happy cavalcade through the bright fields! The marshes
were smiling, bordered in gold, their broken mirrors in the sun dou-
bling the closed windmills. Amid the firm, decided trotting of the
horses sounded Platero’s sharp and rapid little trot which he had to
quicken constantly in order not to be left behind. Suddenly there
was a report not unlike a pistol shot. Platero’s mouth had brushed
across the rump of a slender dapple-gray colt and the colt had replied
with a rapid kick. No one paid any attention, but I saw that one of
Platero’s forefeet was running with blood. I jumped down and with
a splinter and horsehair, I stopped the bleeding of the broken vein.
Then I told the half~wit to take him home. The two turned back
slowly and sadly along the dry stream bed which runs down from
the village, looking back at the shining flight of our troup.

When, on returning from the farm, I went to see Platero, I
found him downcast and 1n pain.

“Do you see,” | sighed to him, “that you cannot go anywhere

with people?”
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I READ IN A DICTIONARY: “Donkeyogaphy: n. Used
ironically to describe the donkey.”

Poor donkey! Good, noble, quick-witted as you are! Ironi-
cally—why? Do you not even deserve a serious description, you
whose true description would be a story of springtime? Why, they
should call the man who is good, Donkey! And the donkey who 1s
bad, Man. Ironically—to say this of you, so intellectual, such a friend
to old and young, to stream and butterfly, to sun and dog, flower
and moon; so patient and thoughtful, melancholy and lovable, the
Marcus Aurelius of the meadows.

Platero, who undoubtedly understands, stares at me, a gentle.
firmness in his big shining eyes, where a tiny sun flashes in a black
bit of convex sky. Oh! If only his great downy idyllic head could
know that I am doing him justice, that I am better than those men
who write dictionaries, that 1 am almost as good as he!

And I wrote in the margin of the book: “Donkeyography: n.
Used, one should say—ironically, of course! —to describe the um-

beciles who write dictionaries.”
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48. Corfus ChyisT

AS WE ENTER the Calle de la Fuente on our return from the
orchard, the bells, which we had already heard three times from the
path by the streams, are making a stir in the white town with their
crying crown of bronze. Their pealing weaves and winds in echo a-
mong the noisy sparkling bursts of fireworks and the shrill metallic
ring of the music.

The street, newly limed and trimmed with red ochre, is quite
green from its decking of poplar and cypress. The windows display
hangings of garnet damask, yellow silk, sky-blue satin and, in the
houses where there is moumning, snow-white wool with black rib-
bons.

Between the farthermost houses at the corner by the church
gallery, the cross of mirrors makes its slow appearance and, among
the beams of the setting sun, already catches the light from the red
candles. Slowly the procession passes. The carmine banner and San
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Roque, the patron of the bakers, laden with fresh twists of bread; the
light-green banner and San Telmo, patron of the sailors, with his
ship of silver in his hands; the yellow banner and San Isidro, patron
of farm workers, with his little yoke of oxen, and more colored ban-
ners and more saints, and then Santa Anna instructing the Virgin,
and San José in brown, and the Immaculate Virgin in blue ... Fi-
nally, between the Civil Guards, the Monstrance, its fretted silver
twined with ripe sheaves of grain and clusters of green grapes, mov-
ing slowly in its blue cloud of incense.

The Andalusian Latin of the Psalms rises clearly through the
fading afternoon. The sun, now rose, casts its low rays up the Calle
del Rio to sparkle over the heavy gold of the old copes. Above and
around the scarlet tower, over the smooth opal of the calm June
hour, the doves weave their high garlands of glowing snow.

Platero brays. And his gentleness, together with the church bell,
the fireworks, the Latin and the music, becomes associated with the
clear mystery of the day; his braying is softened as it soars and, as it

floats low, seems divine.
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THROUGH THE DEEP-CUT paths of summer, hung with
young honeysuckle, how sweet is our way! I read or sing or séy
verses to the sky. Platero nibbles at the sparse grass on the shady
walls, at the dust-covered mallows and the yellow sorrel. He is more
often still than moving. I let him do as he pleases.

The blue, blue, blue sky, which my eyes pierce with ecstasy,
rises above the heavy-laden almond trees to its ultimate glory. The
whole countryside shines in burning silence. On the river a small
white sail stays motionless in the calm. Toward the hills a thick mass
of smoke from a fire rises in round black clouds.

But our ramble is quite short. It is like a mild open day in the
midst of complex life-not the apotheosis of the heavens, nor those
lands beyond the sea toward which the river flows, nor even the
tragedy of the flames!

When, mingled with the scent of oranges, we hear the gay
cool rattle of the well chain, Platero brays and frolics happily. What
simple everyday pleasures! At the pond now, I fill my glass and
drink that liquid snow. Platero dips his mouth into the shadowy wa-
ter and drinks here and there in the clearest places, avidly.
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IN THE PEACEFUL, subdued retreat of the village twilight,
what poetry is lent to the divination of the distant, to the confused
recollection of what was scarcely known! It has a contagious charm
which holds the entire town as if nailed to the cross of a sad, pro-
longed thought.

An odor drifts from the clean full grain which stands in vague
yellowish mounds on the threshing floors, under the cool stars. The
workers sing softly in dreamy weariness. Seated in the doorways, the
widows think of the dead who are sleeping so near, behind the cor-
rals. The children run from one shadow to another as birds go from
tree to tree.

At tmes through the shadowy hght which lingers on the
whitewashed fronts of the humble houses pass vague earthy silhou-
ettes, silent and sorrowful-—an unknown beggar, a Portuguese on his
way to the cleared fields, perhaps a thief—which contrast in their
dark and fearful aspect with the peacefulness that the mauve twilight
casts slowly and mystically over familiar things. The children move
away, and in the mystery of darkened doorways there is talk of men
who “are making an ointment to cure the daughter of the king, who

*

1S consumptive ...
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Ol. The 2,V%er Stamf

THAT ONE, Platero, was in the shape of a watch. You
opened the small silver box and it appeared, pressed against the cloth
filled with purple ink like a bird in its nest. How exciting when, af-
ter pressing 1t a minute against the fine white and rose of my hand,

there appeared the stamp:

FRANCISCO RUIZ
MOGUER

How often I dreamed of that stamp belonging to my friend at
Don Carlos” school! With a little printing press which I found up-
stairs in the old office writing desk in my house, I tried to assemble

one with my name. But it did not come out well, particularly since

the impression was difficult to make. It was not like the other which

with such facility left here and there, in a book, on the wall, on

one’s skin, its mark:

FRANCISCO RUIZ
MOGUER |
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One day a salesman for othice equipment came to my house
with Aras, the silversmith from Seville. What a delightful array of
rulers, compasses, colored inks, stamps. They were of all shapes and
sizes. I broke my money bank and with the five pesetas which 1
found, ordered a stamp with my name and town. What a long week
that was! How my heart would beat when the mail coach arrived!
What a sweat I was in and how sad, when the footsteps of the mail-
man moved away in the rain! Finally one night he brought it to
me. It was a small complicated apparatus, with a pencil, pen, initials
for sealing wax—more things than I can remember! When one
pressed on a spring, the starap appeared, new and resplendent

Was there anything in the whole house which went unstamped?
What was there which did not belong to me that day? But if anyone
else asked to borrow the stamp, “Be careful'! It’s going to wear
out! 7 What an anxiety! The next day with what happy haste I
took everything to school: my books, shirt, hat, boots and hands
marked with the words:

JUAN RAMON JIMENEZ
MOGUER
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2. The Methar PoY

THE DOG I am telling you about, Platero, 1s the one belong-
ing to Lobato, the sharpshooter. You know her very well because
we have often met her on the road to Los Llanos. You remember?
The gold-and-white one, like a cloudy May sunset. She gave birth
to four puppies, and Salud, the milk woman, took them up to her
hut at Las Madres because a child of hers was dying and Don Luis
had told her to give him a broth made from puppies. You know
very well how far it is from Lobato’s house to the bndge at Las
Madres, by way of Las Tablas. |

Platero, they say the dog went about as if she were crazy all
that day, coming in and going out, looking up and down the roads,
chmbing upon the walls, sniffing at the people. At dusk they saw her
still standing on some sacks of coal beside the caretaker’s cottage at
Los Homos, howling mournfully at the sunset.

You know very well how far it is from the Calle de Enmedio
to the footbridge of Las Tablas. Four times during the night the dog
went there and came back; each time, Platero, she returned with a
puppy in her mouth. When Lobato opened his door at daybreak,
there was the mother dog on the threshold looking sweetly at her
master, with all the puppies, trembling awkwardly and holding on to
her full, pink teats. '
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DI. The Thyoe of Vs

PLATEROQ, perhaps she was going away—where? —on that
sun-beaten black train, which, cut sharp against the great white
clouds, fled northwards on the raised track.

I was with you down there in the billowing field of yellow
wheat, all speckled blood-red with poppies on which July was al-
ready putting crowns of ash. And the little clouds of pale blue
smoke, as they rolled vainly away into nowhere—remember?—cast a
momentary gloom over sun and tlowers.

Fleeting blond head, veiled in black! It was like the portrait of
a dream 1n the fugitive frame of the train window.

Perhaps she thought: “I wonder who that man dressed in
mourning and that little silver donkey can be?”
Who would they be but us? Don’t you think, Platero?
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54. TWa Staryaws

THE MORNING OF ST. JAMES'S DAY 1s overcast with
white and gray, as if packed in cotton. Everyone has gone to mass.
Ouly the sparrows, Platero and | have stayed in the garden.

The sparrows! Below the rounded clouds which sometimes
rain down a few fine drops, how they dart in and out among the
climbing vines, how they chatter, how they take hold of each others’
beaks! One lights upon a branch, flies off, and leaves it trembling;
another drinks from a little puddle on the well curb, which holds in
itself a bit of sky; still another has hopped on the side roof, covered
with withering flowers which the cloudy day revives.

Blessed birds, with no fixed feast days! In the changeless free-
dom of nature and of truth, the bells mean nothing to them unless
perhaps a vague joy. Contented, with no fateful obligations, lacking
those peaks and depths which exalt or terrifty the poor slaves that
men are, with no morals other than their own, they are my brothers,
my sweet brothers.

They travel without bags or money; they move to a new house

when the whim strikes them, sense the presence of a stream, foresee
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a copse, and have only to open their wings to find happiness; they
know nothing of Mondays or Saturdays, they bathe anywhere at any
time; they love, with a love that is nameless, the universal beloved.
And when people—poor ﬁéﬁple!_jgo oft to Sunday mass,
they, setting a gay example, come suddenly with their fresh and jolly
chatter to the garden of the closed houses, in which a certain poet
whom they know well and a certain gentle little donkey look on

them as brothers.
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55 . SumMmay

PLATERO IS DRIPPING BLOOD, a thick, purplish blood,
from the bites of the horseflies. The cicada is sawing away at some
pine, forever ridden. As I open my eyes after a momentary dream,
the sandy landscape appears all white, chilly in its burning heat, and
spectral.

The thickets of low rockrose are starry with great vague flow-
- ers, roses made of smoke, of gauze, of tissue paper, each with its four
tears of crimson; and a stifling haze whitens the flattened pines. A
strange bird, yellow with black spots, stays perched unsinging on a
branch forever.

The orchard keepers beat on sheets of brass to drive off the
pintails which come from the sky in great bands for oranges. When
we reach the shade of the large walnut tree T split two watermelons,
which open their scarlet-and-rose frostwork with a long, cool-sound-
ing creak. I eat mine slowly, listening to the far-away ringing of ves-
pers in the town. Platero drinks up the sugary flesh of his as if it

were water,
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THE CRYING PEAL of the small bell, now near, now far,
resounds through the festive morning sky, as if all the heavens were
of crystal. And the fields, a bit wan now, seem touched with gold by
the notes fallen from the gay flowering flight of sound.

Everyone, even the guard, has gone to town to see the proces-
sion. Platero and [ have been left alone. What peace! What purity!
What contentment! 1 leave Platero in the upper meadow and drop
down to read under a pine filled with birds which do not fly away.
Omar Khayyam...

[n the silence between the chiming of the bells, the internal
ferment of the September moming acquires presence and sound. The
goldblack wasps fly around the arbor which is covered with firm
clusters of muscatel grapes, and the butterflies, floating about inter-
mingled with the flowers, seem to laugh with each new flight. The
solitude is like one great thought of light.

From ume to time Platero stops eating to look at me. I from

tume to time stop reading to look at Platero.
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57. Tha SonY of Thea CyickaT

FROM OUR NIGHT RAMBLES Platero and I are well ac-
quainted with the song of the cricket.

The cricket’s first song at dusk is hesitant, low, and .harsh. He
changes tone, he learns from himself and, little by little, rises to reach
the proper pitch, as if seeking the harmony of the place and hour.
Suddenly when the stars are out in the transparent green sky, the
song acquhires the melodious sweetness of a free-ringing bell.

The fresh purple breezes come and go; the flowers of the night
open completely and there wanders over the plain a pure, divine
essence coming from the meeting of the blue fields of heaven and
earth. And the song of the cricket grows rapturous, fills the whole
countryside, is like the voice of shadow. No longer does it hesitate
or fall silent. As if flowing out of itself, each note is a twin of the
next, in a kinship of dark crystals.

The hours pass serenely. There is no war in the world and the la-
borer sleeps soundly, a vision of the sky in the far reaches of his
dreams. Among the creepers by a wall perhaps there are lovers in ec-~
stasy, eyes melting into eyes. The plots of flowering beans waft to the
town messages of gentle fragrance, as if from a free adolescence, open-
hearted and subtle in feeling. And the wheat sways, green with moon-
light, sighing to the wind at two and three and four in the morning.
The song of the cricket, from sounding so long, has been lost.

There it is again! Oh, the song of the cricket in the early
morning when, shaken with chills, Platero and I are coming in to
bed along the paths white with dew! The moon is setting, reddish
and sleepy. Now the song is tipsy with moonlight, drunk with stars,
romantic, mysterious, profuse. It is then that great mournful clouds,

bordered with a sad bluish mauve, slowly draw the day from the sea.
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58. T salifonT

'LL BET YOU DON’T KNOW, Platero, why those children
came? To see if I would let them take you with them to ask for the
key of the bull pen this afternoon. But don’t you worry. I have al-
ready told them they need not even think of such a thing,

They came mad with excitement, Platero. The whole town is
agitated because of the bullfight. The band which has been playing
since dawn sounds ragged and out of tune now in front of the tav-
erns; coaches and horses come and go, up Calle Nueva and down a-
gain. Back there in the side street they are preparing the Canario, the
yellow coach the children love so much, for the bullfighters. The
patios have been stripped of all their flowers, for the presiding ladies.
It makes me sad to see the boys walking sluggishly through the
streets with their wide hats, their blouses and their cigars, smelling of
the stable and of brandy.

At about two o’clock, Platero, at that moment of solitude and

sun, that bright interval in the day, while matadors and ladies are

156



7

e

Arn sa gl

BRATHR—F R R F R FH L, L)L, 412
RIKF), SR THFRERL AT E 1k —A2 it 4 42 69 4
R R R AROT RIRAEATR T AR A A

LU AATRT A B3 RFT . EADAE A+
FEF . R—FERAREBIEN R kirdr, WEC AL
BEAMF LA RE, AHH RO AF ., #19ME R, AMNE
A FLASEE HAIBETFRNLEEH L 4L &
2L ARE A, &KL T B, 2. 4 F B30
AEHE LA, BREE, FHMS, WEH 258 0L Ffd
ZH by AR, BA T O P A

157



dressing, you and I will go out through the back door and down the
lane to the country, as we did last year.

How beautiful the countryside is these festival days, when ev-
eryone abandons it. In the vineyards and the vegetable gardens one
sees scarcely a single old man bending over the brittle vine or the
pure stream. In the distance there nises over the town, like a jester’s
crown, the full clamor of the crowd, the clappmg, and the music
from the bull ring, all of which we lose as we go serenely toward the
sea. And the soul, Platero, feels truly queen of all it surveys by virtue
of its own feelings and of the great sound body of Nature, who
when respected gives submissively to those who are worthy the

spectacle of her splendid and eternal beauty.
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59. T\ STm

FEAR. Held breath. Cold sweat. A terrible low-hanging sky
smothers the dawn. (There is no escape.) Silence... Lovers pause.
Guilt trembles. Remorse closes its eyes. Silence, still.

Thunder, muffled, resonant, endless, like an enormous load of
stone falling from midsky on the town, rolls for a long time back and
forth through the deserted morning. (There is no refuge.) All that is
weak—flowers, birds—vanishes from lhfe.

Timidly, fright looks out the half-opened window to the light
of day, tragically aglow. There in the East, through breaks in the
clouds, one has sad glimpses of cold, blurred mauve and rose, which
can not vanquish the darkness.

The Angelus! A harsh unheeded Angelus sobs between rolls
of thunder. The final Angelus in the world? One wishes that the bell
would stop soon, or that it would ring more, much more, that it
would drown the tempest. And one walks about restlessly, entreat-
mg, not knowing what one wants.

(There is no escape.) Hearts are petrified with fear. Children
weep...

What will become of Platero, so lonely out there in his unpro-

tected stable in the corral?
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00. The Grafe Harvast

HOW FEW DONKEYS have come bringing grapes this year,
Platero! In vain do the handbills say in large letters: AT SIX
REALES. Where are those donkeys from Lucena and Almonte and
Palos, laden with liquid gold as taut and flowing as the blood in your
body and mine—those great droves of beasts of burden waiting hours
and hours while the wine presses were emptied? The grape juice
flowed in the streets and women and children filled their pitchers,
crocks and earthen jars.

How gay the wine cellars were at that time, Platero, especially
the tithe cellars. Beneath the great walnut tree which had pushed
down the roof, the cellar keepers sang, with a fresh, sonorous and
heavy cadence, as they washed the wine vats; the men who decanted
the wine would go by, barelegged, with jugs of light and dark grape
juice, sparkling and foaming; there at the back, tinder the shed, the
barrel-makers struck full, resounding blows, standing in the clean,
fragrant wood shavings. As [ rode in on Almirante through one door
and out by the other—two opposite doors, each giving gaily to the
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other its stamp of life and light—1I could sense the affection of the

workmen.
Twenty wine presses worked day and night. What madness,

what dizziness, what burning optimism. This year, Platero, all the
windows of the wine presses are closed, and the press in the corral,
with two or three workmen, s sufficient and more.

And now, Platero, you must do something, for you are not
going to be an idler forever.

The other heavy laden donkeys have been looking at Platero
who is free and loafing; so that they may not dislike him or think
badly of him, 1 go with him to the next pressing floor, load him
with grapes, and lead him very slowly among them to the wine

press. Then I take him away from there inconspicuously.
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61 . NocToarne

FROM THE FESTIVE TOWN, its reddish light rising toward
the sky, come harsh nostalgic waltzes on the gentle wind. The tower
looks ashy-pale, mute, hard, in a wandering halo of violet, azure and
straw-yellow. And there beyond the dark wine cellars on the out-
skirts, a low yellow moon sets dreamily over the river.

The countryside is alone with its trees and the shadows of its
trees. There is the intermittent song of the cricket, the somnambu-
lent talking of hidden waters and a damp softness, as if the stars were
melting. Platero brays sadly from the warmth of his stall.

The goat must be awake and walking about; her little bell in-
sists, first harshly, then sweetly. Finally, it is still ... In the distance,
toward Montemayor, another donkey brays ... Then another in
Vallejuelo ... A dog barks ...

The night is so bright that the colors of the flowers in the gar-
den stand out as if it were day. By the last house on the Galle de Ia
Fuente, under a wavering red lantern, a lone man turns the corner.
Is it I? No, for I, in the fragrant penumbra—blue, mobile and golden
—cast by the moon, the lilacs, the breeze and the shadows, I am lis-
tening to my deep and peerless heart.

Softly the earth turns ...
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ONE RED AFTERNOON during the grape harvest, when I
was in the vineyard by the stream, the women told me that a little

colored boy was asking for me.
As I went toward the threshing floor, he was already coming
down the path.

“Sarito! 7
It was Sarito, the servant of Rosalina, my Puerto Rican sweet-

heart. He had run away from Seville to take part in village bullfights,
and hungry and penniless, he had come from Niebla on foot, his
vivid scarlet cape flung over his shoulder.

The vintagers looked askance at him, with ill-concealed scorn:
the women, more because of the men’s feelings than of their own,
avoided him. Earlier, when he had passed by the wine press, he had

already had one fight with a boy who had bitten open his ear.
I smiled and talked to him affably. Platero was walking about
eating grapes and Sarito, not daring to show his affection for me, ca-

ressed him, while looking at me with a noble air.
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03. s QST

WHAT A SAD, YELLOW, faded sort of beauty the afternoon
sun has when 1 wake beneath the fig tree!

A dry breeze, fragrant from the melting rockrose, caresses my
sweat-soaked awakening. The great leaves of the smooth old tree stir
lightly, to plunge me in darkness or dazzle me with light. It seems as
if they are rocking me gently in a cradle from the sun to the shade,
from the shade to the sun.

Far off in the deserted town, the three o’clock bells are ringing
vespers, beyond the surge of crystal air. Hearing them, Platero, who
has stolen from me a big watermelon with its sweet red frost, stands
motionless and looks at me with enormous, blinking eyes.

Before his weary eyes, my eyes again grow weary ... The
breeze returns, like a butterfly which had tried to fly when suddenly
its wings bent back... back... like my drooping eyelids which sudden-
lyhad closed.
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ON FESTIVAL NIGHTS in September, we would go to the
height behind the house in the orchard to hear the town in fiesta
from amid the fragrant peace which rose from the spikenards by the
pond.

It was late and the fireworks were flaming. First there were
small muffled cracklings; then tailless rockets opening high in the air
with a sigh, like a starry eye which had a moment’s glimpse of the
countryside, turned red, purple, blue; and others whose splendor fell
like the swooning body of a naked girl, like a willow of blood drip-
ping flowers of light. Oh, what flaming peacocks, what celestial clus-
ters of bright roses, what fiery pheasants in the gardens of the stars!

At the sound of each explosion, Platero shivered, turning blue
or purple or red in the sudden illumination of the sky, and in the
flickering light I could see his big black eyes looking at me apprehen-
sively. |

When as the climax, ammd the distant clamor of the town, there
rose n the sky a whirling golden crown over the castle, Platero
brayed madly as he fled, like a soul borne off by the devil, among
the vine stalks and toward the tranquil pines lost in shadow.
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0. Th.e Mo

PLATERO HAD JUST DRUNK two pails of starlight water
from the well in the corral and was returning to the stable, slowly
and absent-mindedly, between the tall sunflowers. Stretched out on
the whitewashed threshold, I was waiting for him, enveloped in the
warm fragrance of the heliotropes.

Beyond the low roof, damp from the September mildness, the
far fields lay sleeping, giving off a strong scent of pine. A great black
cloud, like a gigantic hen laying a golden egg, left the moon upon
the hill, |

I said to the moon:

... Ma sola

ha questa luna in del, che da nessuno

cadet fu vista mai se non in sogno.

Platero stared fixedly at the moon and with a hard, yet light
sound, shook one ear. He looked at me full of wonder and shook
the other.
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PLATERO PLAYS with Diana, the beautiful white dog who 1s
like the crescent moon, with the old gray goat and with the chil-
dren.

Agile and elegant, Diana makes her little bell tinkle as she leaps
up 1in front of the donkey and pretends to bite his nose. And Platero,
pricking up his ears like two cactus swords, charges at her gently and
makes her go rolling over the flowering grass.

The goat walks along beside Platero, rubbing against his legs,
pulling with her teeth at the tips of the reeds he is carrying. With a
daisy or a pink in her mouth, she gets in {ront of him, butts him in
the head, then gambols about and bleats gaily, as coquettish as a
woman.

With the children, Platero is like a toy. How patient he is with
their wild tricks! How slowly he walks, halting, playing the fool,
taking care that they do not falll! How he frightens them when he
suddenly pretends to break into a trot!

Clear afternoons of autumn in Moguer! When the pure Octo-
ber air sharpens the hmpid sounds, there surges up from the valley
the idyllic joy of baas and brays, of the laughter of children, of bark-
ing and the tinkling of bells.
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0O7/. TWa Ducks 6 BY

I HAVE COME to give Platero water. Through the calm
night, all white clouds and stars, we can hear, in the silence of the
corral, the clear whistling calls passing ceaselessly above us.

It is the ducks. They are going inland, fleeing from the tempest
on the sea. From time to time, as if we had risen or they had come
lower, we can hear the faint noise of their wings, of their beaks.

For hours and hours the calls will continue to go by in an end-
less flight.

Platero, from time to time, stops drinking and raises his head as
I do toward the stars, with a mild infinite nostalgia.
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68 o LT Gyl

THE LITTLE GIRL was Platero’s delight. As soon as he saw
her coming toward him between the lilacs, with her little white dress
and her rice-straw hat, calling to him lovingly, “Platero, Platerillo,”
the silly ass tried to break his rope and jumped about like a little boy
and brayed madly.

With perfect confidence she would go back and forth beneath
him, give him light taps with her foot, and put her white flower of a
hand in that great pink mouth armed with large yellow teeth; or
catching the ears which he lowered to within her reach, she would
cal him by all the tender variations of his name: “Platero!
Plater6n! Platerillo! Platerete! "

During the long days when the hittle girl was gliding down-
stream in her snowy-white crib toward death, no one thought of
Platero. She in her delinum would call him sadly, “Platerillo! " From
the dark house full of sighs, one could hear at times the distant,
doleful call of her friend. Melancholy summer!

What splendor God put on you, O afternoon of the burial!
September, in its rose and gold, was drawing to a close. How the
bells echoed in the cemetery in the full-blown sunset, road to glory!
Lonely and downcast, 1 returned along the walls and entered the
house by the gate of the corral. Fleeing from people, [ went to the

stable and sat down to weep with Platero.
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69. 7

ON THE HILL which the purpled evening hour is slowly
turning dark and fearful, the little shepherd boy, black against the
green crystal of the sunset, is blowing on his pipe under a trembling
Venus. Intermingled with the flowers which have a strong scent now
that they are no longer visible—a scent that exalts them to the point
of giving them form in the enveloping shadows—is the slow jingle
from the clear sweet bells of the flock, which has scattered for 2 mo-
ment over the familiar ground before entering the town.

“Sir, if that donkey were mine...”

The boy, darker and more idyllic in the uncertain hour, gather-
ing up in his quick eyes whatever momentary brightness remains, re-
sembles one of those lads painted by Bartolomé Esteban Murillo.

I would give him the donkey... But what would I do without
you, Platerillo?

The moon, rising full over the hermitage of Montemayor, has
spread itself softly over the meadow, where vague glimmers of day-
light still linger; and the flowering ground now appears dreamlike, a
strange lace, primitive and beautiful; and the rocks are larger, more
precanious, sadder; and the water of the hidden stream weeps more
loudly.

The little shepherd shouts enviously, now far away:

“Oh, if that donkey were only mine! ”
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70 T Canayy 14

LOOK, PLATERO, today Dawn found the children’s canary
dead in his silver cage. It is true that the poor bird was very old. He
spent last winter in silence, you remember, with his head buned in
his plumage. At the first touch of Spring, when the sun turned the
open spaces into a garden and opened the best roses in the patio, he
wanted to add his own small embellishment to the new life and he
sang: but his voice was cracked and wheezing like the voice of a bro-
ken flute.

The eldest of the children, who took care of him, seeing him
lying motionless in the bottom of the cage, ran crying to say:

“But he had everything he needed—food, water.” Yes, he had
everything he needed, Platero. “He just died,” as Campoamor would
say, another old canary...

Do you suppose, Platero, that there is a paradise for birds? That
there 15 a green garden above the blue sky, filled with golden rose-
bushes and the white, blue, rose and yellow souls of birds?

Listen: tonight, the children, you and I will take the dead bird
down to the garden. The moon 1s full now and beneath its pallid sil-
ver, the poor singer will look, in the white hand of Blanca, like a
withered petal from a golden iris. And we shall bury him under the
large rosebush.

This very spring, Platero, we shall surely see the bird rise from
the heart of a white rose. The fragrant air will become melodious
and there will be, in the April sunshine, the enchanted flight of in-

visible wings and, in secret murmur, clear trills of purest gold.
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/1. The Hill

HAVE YOU NEVER SEEN ME, Platero, stretched out on the
hiall, at once classic and romantic?

The bulls pass by, and the dogs and the crows, and I do not
move or even look. Night comes on and I leave only when darkness
draws me away. I do not know when I first went there and even
doubt if there was ever a time when I did not go. You know what
hill I mean: that red hill which rises like the torso of a man and a
woman above the old vineyard of Cobano.

There 1 read everything I have read and thought all my
thoughts. In every museum I have seen that picture of me, painted
by myself; me, dressed in black, stretched out on the sand, with my
back to myself, I mean to you, or to whoever is looking at it, with
my thoughts moving freely between my eyes and the setting sun.

They call me from the house at La Pifia to see if [ am coming
to have dinner now or to go to bed. I think that I shall go but I do
not know whether or not I shall stay there; and I am certain, Platero,
that 1 am not here with you now nor really in any of the places
where | may be, not even dead in my tomb; but only on the red
hill, at once classic and romantic, book in hand, watching the sun set

over the niver...
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72. OcTebeay AXTarnoon

VACATION DAYS ARE ENDED and with the coming of
the first yellow leaves the children have retumed to school. Solitude.
The sunlight in the house seems empty. In fancy, faraway cries ring
out, and distant laughter.

Over the sull-flowering roses the afternoon slowly dechnes. The
glow of the sunset catches the last roses and the whole garden, nsing
like a flame of fragrance toward the blaze of the setting sun, smells of

burned roses. Silence.
Platero, as bored as I am, does not know what to do. Little by

little he comes toward me, hesitates a bit, and finally, gaining confi-

dence, enters the house with me.
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1. The ForYeTTan Grafas

AFTER THE LONG OCTOBER RAINS we all went to the
vineyards amid the azure-gold of a clear day. Platero was carrying the
lunch and the children’s hats in one side of his saddlebags, and in the
other, as a counterweight, rode Blanca, gentle, and pink-and-white
as a peach blossom.

How delightful was the freshened countryside! Streams were
overflowing, the fields were lightly ploughed and in the poplars a-
long the edges, still festooned in yellow, one could see the black
forms of birds.

Suddenly the children ran one after another, shouting:

“A bunch of grapes! A bunch of grapes! ”

On an old vine, whose long twisted runners still bore some
blackwithered and reddish leaves, the burning sun lit up one clear,
sound, amber bunch of grapes. They all wanted it! Victoria, who
had picked it, was holding it behind her back. I asked for it, and she
with that sweet voluntary obedience shown to a man by a girl who
1 approaching womanhood—gave it to me quite willingly.

The bunch had five large grapes. I gave one to Victoria, one to
Blanca, one to Lola, one to Pepe, and the last, amid the laughter and
clapping of all, to Platero, who caught it brusquely between his enor-

mous teeth.
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74, AT umin

NOW, PLATEROQO, the sun is beginning to be too lazy to
climb out of bed, and the farm workers get up before he does. It is
true that he i1s unclothed and it is chilly.

How the north wind blows! Look at the little branches fallen
on the ground; the wind is so sharp and blows so straight that they
are all lying parallel, pointing south. The plow, looking like a crude
instrument of war, is going about the happy labor of peace, Platero;
and on either side of the wide, damp path, yellowed trees, certain
that they will turn green again, brightly light our rapid steps lke

mellow bonfires of clearest gold.
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7. AlrmiyanTte

YOU DID NOT KNOW HIM. They took him away before

you came. From him I learned the meaning of nobility. As you can
see, the plank with his name is still on the manger which was has,
with his saddle, bit and bridle.

How exciting it was, Platero, when he first came into the cor-
ral! He came from the salt marshes, and with him there came to me
a mass of strength, of liveliness, of joy. How handsome he was!
Very early each morning I would go with him down the river bank
and gallop over the salt marshes, flushing bands of jackdaws that were
foraging about the closed mills. Then I would come up along the
high way and enter the town by the Calle Nuera at a close, firm
trot.

One winter afternoon Monsieur Dupont, the one of the wine
cellars at San Juan, came to my house with nding crop in hand.
Leaving some bank notes on the round table in the sitting room, he
went with Lauro toward the corral. Later, when it was dark, as if in
a dream I saw Monsieur Dupont pass by the window with Almirante
harnessed to his gig and go up the Calle Nuera in the rain.

I was sick at heart for I don’t know how many days. They had
to call the doctor and they gave me bromide and ether and I don’t
know what else, until time, which obliterates everything, took him
from my mind as it took Lord and the little girl, too, Platero.

Yes, Platero, what good friends you and Almirante would have
been!
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/0. The Fish Seale

FROM THE CALLE DE LA ACENA ON, Platero, Moguer is
another town. There the seamen’s quarter begins. The people talk.in
another way, in nautical terms, using free and showy imagery. The
men dress better, have heavy watch chains and smoke good cigars
and long pipes. What a difference between a serious, dry and un-
pretentious man from the Carreteria part of town—for example Ra-
poso—and a gay, swarthy and fair-haired man such as Picén, you
know him, from the Calle de Ia Ribera!

Granadilla, the daughter of the sacristan of San Francisco, is
from the Calle del Coral. Whenever she comes to the house, she
leaves the kitchen vibrating from her lively, graphic chatter. The
maids, who come, one from Friseta, another from Monturrio and a
third from Los Hornos, listen to her in fascinated astonishment. She
tells about Cadiz, Tarifa, and the Island; she talks of contraband to-
bacco, of English matenals, of silk stockings, silver and gold. Then
she goes out strutting and tapping her heels, her light willowy little
figure held tightly at the waist by a fine black scarf.

The maids continue commenting on her colorful words. 1 see
Montemayor holding a fish scale up toward the sun, covering her left
eye with her hand. When I ask her what she is doing, she tells me
that beneath the rainbow on the scale one can see the Virgin of
Carmen with her embroidered cloak open—the Virgin of Carmen,

patroness of the sailors—that it is true, because Granadilla told her so.
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17 Dinity

“LOOK AT HIM! Just look at him! Crazier than Pinito! ”

I had almost forgotten who Pinito was. Now, Platero, in this
mild autumn sun which turns the sandy walls into a flame more red
in color than in heat, the voice of that little boy brings suddenly be-
fore me the vision of old Pinito coming up the slope toward us with
a load of blackened vine shoots.

He flashes into my memory, then fades away again. I can barely
recall him. For an instant I can see him—lank, swarthy, agile, with a
suggestion of beauty still in his filthy ugliness; but when I try to fix
his image more precisely, it all escapes me, like a dream on awaken-
ing, and I do not even know whether the figure I saw in my mind
was really he. Perhaps that was he being stoned by the children as he
ran almost naked along the Calle Nueva one rainy moring; or
stumbling along with lowered head through the winter twilight, re-
turning along the adobe walls of the old cemetery to the windmill
and to his rentfree cave, near the dead dogs and the rubbish heaps,
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where strange beggars came.

“...crazier than Pinito-o! Just lo~-ok at him! ”

What wouldn’t I give, Platero, to have talked just once to
Pinito! The poor old man died, after a drinking spree at the Colil-
las’ house, in the ditch by the Castle, according to Macaria, a long
time ago when I was little as you are now, Platero. But do you
suppose he was crazy? What, I wonder, what was he like?

Pinito died, Platero, without my ever knowing what he was
like; and you know, according to that little boy, whose mother no

doubt knew him, I am crazier than he was.
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78. The 2oy

LOOK, PLATERO, how they have left the river, with their
mines, their evil intentions and their lack of consideration for others.
This afternoon its red needle-thin stream can scarcely catch the set-
ting sun between the violet and yellow mud, and its channel is hard-
ly good for anything except toy boats. What wretchedness!

Formerly the great ships of the wine merchants, catboats, brigs,
and feluccas—El Lobo, La Joven Eloisa, and the San Cayetano,
which belonged to my father and was commanded by poor Quin-
tero, and my uncle’s La Estrella, captained by Picén—filled the sky at
San Juan with the gay confusion of their masts—their mainmasts so
amazed the children! —or went to Malaga, Cadiz and Gibraltar, rid-
ing low in the water with their great cargoes of wine. Among them
the fishing boats complicated the view of the moving waves with
their eyes, their saints and their names painted in green, blue, white,
yellow and carmine. And the fishermen brought up to the town sar-
dines, large oysters, eels, sole, crab... The copper from Riotinto has
powsoned it all. At least, Platero, the poor people can eat the miser-

able fish available now since it is scomed by the rich. But the feluc-
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cas, the brigs and the catboats, all are gone.

What a miserable change! The statue of Christ can no longer
see the heavy currents moving in with the tides! There only re-
mains, like a slight trickle of blood from the corpse of a lean and
ragged beggar, the teeble current of the river, iron-colored like this
sunset against which La Estrella—laid up, black and rotten, with
jagged keel upturned—has its burned hull outlined like the skeleton
of a fish; the children of the customs guards play in it as anxiety plays

in my heart.
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79. The PemeYyanate

HOW BEAUTIFUL this pomegranate is, Platero! Aguedilla
chose it from among the best by her stream at Las Monjas and sent it
to me. No other fruit reminds me so much of the freshness of the
water which makes it grow. It is fairly bursting with fresh, strong
life. Shall we eat it?

The bitter dry peel is as hard to remove and as stubborn as a
root in the ground, but what a pleasant taste it has, Platero! Now
the first sweetness of the seeds—dawn turned into small rubies—
which cling fast to the peel. Now, Platero, the tight-pressed center;
whole, complete, with its veil-like membranes it is an exquisite trea-—-t
sure of edible amethysts, juicy and firm as the heart of some young
queen. How full it is, Platero! Here, eat some. How good it is!
With what gratification the teeth sink into the gay abundance of its
red perfection! Wait, for I cannot talk. It gives to the palate a sensa-
tion hike that which the eye receives when lost 1n the labyrinth of
restless colors ora kaleidoscope. It 1s all gone!

Now I have no pomegranate trees, Platero. You did not see

those in the large corral of the winery in the Calle de las Flores. We
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used to go there in the afternoon... Over the ruined mud walls we
could see the corrals of the houses along the Calle del Coral, each
with 1ts own charm, and the fields and the river. We could hear the
bugles of the customs guards and Sierra’s forge. It was the discovery
of a new part of the town which was not mine, in the full force of
its daily poetry. The sun was setting and the pomegranate flamed like
rich treasure beside the shaded well which the fig tree, alive with
lizards, was undermining,

Pomegranate, fruit of Moguer, pride of its shield!
Pomegranates open to the scarlet of the sunset! Pomegranates in the
orchard at Las Monjas, in the glen at Peral, at Sabariego, in the deep
restful valleys with streams where the sky stays rose as it does in my

thoughts, till night is far advanced!
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30. The cactle

HOW BEAUTIFUL the sky is this afternoon, Platero, its
metallic autumn glow like a broad sword of burnished gold! I like
to come along here, because from this deserted slope there is a fine
view of the sunset and no gne to disturb us, or for us to disturb.

There 1s but one house, a blue-and-white one set among the
wine cellars and the soiled walls bordered with wild mustard and
nettles; one would think that no one lived there. This is the nightly
setting for the loves of La Colilla and her daughter, those pale, kindly
women, almost identical in their unchanging black dresses. This ditch
is where Pinito died and lay for two days unnoticed. It is here that
they placed the cannons when the artillerymen came. And you have
seen Don Ignacio pass here, so trusting, with his contraband liquor.
Besides, the bulls come in this way from Las Angustias; there are not
even little children about.

Look at the vineyard, red and withering, through the arch of
the bnidge over the ditch, with the brick kilns and the river showing
violet in the background. Look at the lonely salt marshes. Look how
the setting sun, displaying itself great and scarlet like a visible god,
draws to itself every ecstasy and sinks into the thin line of sea behind
Huelva, amid the homage of absolute silence rendered by the world

—that i1s, by Moguer, its countryside, by you and by me, Platero.
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ONCE AGAIN there comes to me, Platero, a quick and fleet-
ing vision of the old bull ring which burned down one afternoon
in... well, which burned down, I do not know when.

Nor do I know how it was inside...I still have an idea that I saw
—or was it in one of those prints which came in the chocolate bars
which Manolito Floérez used to give me?—some small pugnosed

dogs, gray and rubberlike, tossed in the air by a black bull. A perfect

round of solitude with very tall green grass...I know only how it
looked from outside, T mean from above... that is to say from what
was really not the ring...But there were no people... I ran around
and around, higher and higher, on the pine tiers, under the illusion
that I was truly in a real and genuine bull ring, like the ones in those
prints; and in the rainy dusk which was descending over it my soul
caught forever the vision of a far-away landscape of rich dark green
in the shadow, 1 mean in the chill, of the storm cloud, with the
pinewoods on the honzon outlined against a single faint white strip
of light, out there above the sea.

That is all. How long was I there? Who got me out? When was
it? I do not know, Platero, nor has anyone told me. But they all an-
swer when [ talk to them about it:

“Yes, the Castillo ring, which burned down. In those days bull-
fighters did come to Moguer.”
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2. The £k

THIS SPOT IS SO SOLITARY, that there seems always to be
someone coming here. On returning from the woods, the hunters
turn aside here and climb up over the fence in order to see farther. It
is said that while making raids in this area Parrales, the bandit, used
to spend the night here. The red rock stands out against the rising
sun, and above, some wandering goat 1s outlined at times against the
yellow moon at nightfall. In the meadow a pond which dries up on-
ly in August catches bits of yellow, green and rose from the sky; but
it is nearly blind because of the stones the children throw in it, either
at frogs, or to raise the water in a noisy splash.

I halted Platero at the turn in the path beside the carob tree
which closes oft the entrance to the field, quite black with its dry
pods; and cupping my mouth with my hands, I shouted against the
rock, “Platero! ”

The rock, its sharp answer softened a bit by the influence of
the nearby water, said, “Platero! ”

Platero turned his head quickly, raising and stiffening it, and
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trembled all over with the desire to run away.

“Platero! ” 1 shouted again at the rock.

The rock again answered, “Platero! ”

Platero looked at me, looked at the rock, and drawing back his
lips, he brayed interminably at the sky. The rock brayed at length
and indistinctly in a braying parallel to his own, with the end even
more prolonged.

Platero brayed again.

The rock brayed again.

Then Platero, in a rough, stubborn revolt, became as sullen as a
stormy day and began to twist his head and shift about, trying to
break his halter, to flee, to desert me, until with soft words I drew
him away with me. And little by little his braying came down to just

his own, among the prickly pears.
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8D.FronT

IT WAS THE CHILDREN'S SUPPER  HOUR. The lamp
drowsily spread its rosy glow over the snowy-white tablecloth. The
red geraniums and the ripe apples lent a sharp, brightly colored mirth
to that simple idyl of innocent faces. The little girls were eating like
women; the boys were talking like men. In the background, nursing
a baby boy, the beautiful young blond mother was watching them
with a smile. Qutside the garden window trembled the clear starry
night, bitter cold.

Suddenly Blanca fled like a thin streak of lightning to her moth-
er's arms. There was a sudden silence and then, in a crash of falling
chairs and a burst of cries, they all ran after her, looking in fright at
the window.

That silly Platero! His big white head at the window, enlarged
by its own shadow, the window panes, and the children’s fear, he

was looking with quiet sadness at the pleasant, lighted dining room.
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84. Thee OO FamnTamn

FOREVER WHITE AGAINST the pine grove, forever green;
rose or blue in the dawn yet white; gold or mauve in the afternoon,
while still white; green or pale blue, while always white, in the dark-
ness; the old fountain, Platero, where so often you have seen me
stop for so long, holds within it, like a keystone or a tomb, the
whole of the world’s elegy, that is, the feeling of true life.

In it, I have seen the Parthenon, the Pyramids, all the cathe-
drals. Each time a fountain, 2 mausoleum or a portico has kept me
awake through the abiding persistence of its beauty, its image has al-
ternated in my fitful sleep with the image of the old fountain.

To me it was for everything point of departure and point of re-
turn. So fitting is it in its setting; so like eternity in its harmonious
stmplicity; color and light belong so totally to it, that in it one could
almost catch in one’s hand, like its water, the entire treasure of life.
Becklin painted it over Greece; Fray Luis translated it; Beethoven
flooded it with tears of joy; Michael Angelo gave it to Rodin.

It 15 cradle and wedding; it i1s song and sonnet, reality and joy;
it 1s death.

Dead it 15 here tonight, Platero, like marble flesh between the
soft and dark murmuring greenness; dead, as it draws from my soul

the flowing waters of my eternity.
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8D. Pine Karnals

THERE IN THE SUNSHINE along the Calle Nueva comes
the little girl selling pine kernels. She has them fresh or toasted. I am
going to buy from her a penny’s worth of toasted pine kernels for
you and me, Platero.

November super tmposes summer over winter on these blue
and golden days. The sun is burning, and one’s veins swell up like
leeches, round and blue. Along the tranquil, clean white streets passes
the linen salesman from La Mancha with his gray burden on his
shoulders; the hardware man from Lucena, laden as if with yellow
light, his wares sounding their tin-tin and catching the sun with each
sound. Close against the wall, the little girl from Arena, half bent
over by her two-handled basket, is slowly drawing long strokes in
charcoal on the whitewash as she gives long and feeling cries of:
“To-oasted pi-i-ine kernels! ”

Seated in the doorways, sweethearts eat them together, ex-
changing choice bits with flashing smiles. The children on their way
to school stop to crack them with a stone on various doorsteps. I re-
member that when I was a child we used to go to the orange grove of
Manano at Los Arroyos on winter afternoons. We would carry along
a handkerchief filled with toasted pine kernels and my greatest plea-
sure was to carry the penknife with which we cracked them, a knife
with a handle of mother-of-piearl carved in the shape of a fish, with
two tiny ruby eyes through which one could see the Eiffel Tower.

What a pleasant taste toasted pine kernels leave in one’s mouth,
Platero! They give such a feeling of zest and optimism! With them
one feels as secure in the winter sun as if one had turned into an
immortal monument; one walks along noisily and does not feel the
weight of winter clothes; one could almost test one’s strength with
Leon, Platero, or with El Manquito, the groom for the carriages.
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80. Novombar Tovl

WHEN PLATERO RETURNS at dusk from the country
with his soft load of pine branches for the oven, he almost vanishes
under the broad dangling green. His gait is short, delicate, playful.
He seems scarcely to move. Ears erect, he might be mistaken for a
snail beneath its house.

The green branches, when growing, had upon them the sun,
titmice, the wind, moonlight, crows—yes, Platero, it is a horrid
thought, but they too have alighted here; but now, poor branches,
they are trailing in the white dust of the dry paths at twilight.

A chill mauve sweetness haloes everything. And in the field,
with December almost here, the tender humility of the laden donkey

begins to seem divine.
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S87. Twe WhiTe Mare

I HAVE COME HOME SAD, Platero. Look: as I was coming
through the Calle de las Flores, already at the Portada, in the very
site. where lightning killed the twin children, the white mare of El
Sordo lay dead. Some almost naked children stood silently about.

Purita, the seamstress who was passing by, told me that El Sor-
do, sick and tired of teeding the mare, had taken her to the boneyard
this morning. You know that the poor old thing was as old as Don
Julian and as stupid. She could not see or hear, and could scarcely
walk. At about noon, the mare appeared again at the entrance to her
master’s house. Irrtated, he seized a vine prop and tried to drive her
away with blows. She would not go. Then he struck her with a
sickle. People came up and amid curses and joking, the mare set out
up the street, limping and stumbling. The children followed her with
shouts and stones. Finally she fell to the ground and they finished
killing her there. Some expression of pity, such as: “Let her die in
peace! " hovered over her as if you and I had been there, Platero;
but it was like a butterfly whirling in a strong sea wind.

The stones were still lying beside her when 1 saw her, she as
cold as they. One of her eyes was wide open. Sightless while she was
alive, now that she was dead, it seemed to see. Its whiteness was the
only light remaining in that dark street, over which the evening sky,
seeming very high in the cold, was covered with the lightest fleece

of pink clouds.

206



N+t asg

HEMRCHERLE,EIL, LA K2 T8 EHY
BH4R , A B 3G AR WA N b F R G F K %
%é%%&%EmTum&axm@%m%,&&m%@
35,

* AN L B4 SRR AR B L4 OB R
BRI, TASRXF Ehfe e F 20T, (Rl THh L
WAt LA E—HFHXELE. CHRELE, mALF£ K
N RBFF, HLRAEIANETI O A P
—BERTITE,BEAT, ERAE, X EHETHE . AL
A REAN, FLAELERREE P A L3k 47 Lt
A&, DETRAEBEBRY . EEL, BRETREEW, AN
BRI CHFT . AASEKH: LT "E8EL
w L & AF AR RALES , EIL. THAARTZARIE
NERGG— B ET

BABCHRIE, LG LIELE G, COBRE -
—HkeT . AV —AREBAXKY, FEHARRE

THERT ,PHHAF LM, REZ 544 EH—
ﬁ%’%yﬁé&,ifﬁ%éﬁki,&%fé‘ﬂl’@ii«?%ii,i&%
Bid 20046 55,

207




88. T -Pan SAYana 0,

THEY WERE REALLY GOOD, Platero. Dona Camila,
dressed in rose and white, was going along giving a lesson with plac-
ard and pointer to a baby pig. He, Satanfis, held an empty wineskin
in one hand and with the other was taking a coin purse from her
pocket. 1 believe the figures were made by Pepe el Pollo and Con-
cha la Man-dadera, who carried off some old clothes from our house.
In front went Pepito el Retratado dressed as a priest nding on a
black donkey and carrying a banner. Behind them came all the chil-
dren from the Calle de Enmedio, the Calle de la Fuente and from La
Carreteria, from the Plazoleta de los Escribanos and the lane of old
Pedro Tello, beating on tin cans, cowbells, kettles, mortars, pots and
pans, in rhythmical harmony in the full moonlight of the streets.

As you know Dofia Camila is thrice-widowed and sixty years
old, and Satanfis is a widower, though only once, and has lived long
enough to drink the new wine from seventy vintages. One really
should hear him tonight behind the windows of the shut house,
watching and hearing his own history and that of his new wife, in
efhgy and story.

For three days, Platero, the tin-pan serenade will go on. Then
each of the women of the neighborhood will go to the little square
to get the things which are hers from the altar with 1ts lighted im-
ages, before which the drunkards dance. Then for a few nights
longer the noise of the children will go on. Finally there will remain

only the full moon and theé story...
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JUST LOOK AT HER, Platero. There she comes down the
street, holding her body straight and erect in the coppery sunlight,
without so much as a glance at anyone. How well she carries her
faded beauty, still as graceful as an oak, a yellow handkerchief at her
waist in winter and the blue flounces of her skirt flecked with white.
She 1s on her way to the town hall to ask permussion to camp as
usual behind the cemetery. You remember the loathsome tents of
the gypsies, with their bonfires, their gawdy women, their dying
donkeys nibbling at death itself, all around.

The donkeys, Platero! The donkeys at Friseta must be trem-
bling now, sensing from their low corrals that the gypsies are near. (I
am not anxious about Platero because in order to reach his stall the
gypsies would have to leap over half the town, and also because
Rengel, the guard, likes me and likes him.) But just to frighten him
as a joke, I say to him in a hollow, fearful voice:

“Inside, Platero, inside! I am going to close the street door for
they are coming to get you! ”

Platero, perfectly sure that the gypsies will not steal him, trots
past the door which slams behind him with a sharp report of iron
and glass, jumps and gambols from the marble patio to the patio with
flowers and from there to the corral. Swift as an arrow, the awkward
wretch breaks off the blue-flowering creeper in his brief flight.
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90. Flame

COME CLOSER, Platero. Come on. Here you need observe
no ceremony. The caretaker feels happy beside you because he is
one of your friends. You know that Ali, his dog, loves you. And !
need not tell you how 1 feel, Platero! How cold it must be in the
orange grove! You can just hear Raposo saying: “God grant that
not many oranges will be hurt tonight! ”

Don’t you like fire, Platero? I don’t think that the body of any
nude woman can be compared with fire. What flowing hair, what
arms, what legs could stand comparison with these fiery nudities?
Nature has perhaps no better offering than fire. The house is closed
and it is mght outside and lonely; yet how much closer we are to na-
ture than the countryside itself, Platero, here at this window opened
on the plutonic cavern! Fire 1s the universe within our houses. Red
and ceaseless as the blood from a wound, it warms us and gives us
strength, recalling all our earthly memories.

How beautiful fire is, Platero! Look how Ali, so close that he
is almost burning himself, is contemplating it with wide and hvely
eyes. What joy! We are surrounded by dancing gold and dancing
shadows. The whole house is dancing, and grows smaller and then
gigantic 1n facile play, like Cossacks. All possible forms arise from it,
in infinite enchantment: branches and birds, lion and water, moun-
tain and rose. Look: we ourselves are dancing without meaning to,
on wall and floor and ceiling.

What madness, what rapture, what glory! Here, Platero, even
love itself resembles death.
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O1. Twe 01 Denkey

At last he walks so wearily,

that he strays at every step.

(The Gray Colt of the Mayor of Vélez)
HOMANCERO GENERAL

I DO NOT KNOW how I can leave here, Platero. Who has
abandoned him there, poor thing, with no one to lead or help him?

He must have got out of the ‘boneyard. I think that he cannot
either "hear or see us. You saw him this moming in this same
enclosure, beneath the white clouds. Covered, in his sad withered
misery, by moving islands of flies and illuminated by a radiant sun, he
was quite foreign to the wonderful beauty of the winter’s day. He
would turn slowly, disorientated, lame in all four legs, and come
around again to the same spot. He has done nothing except change
direction. This morning he was facing west and now he is facing east.

How crippling old age is, Platero! There is that poor friend,
free to go and yet staying, although Spring is moving toward him.
Or can it be that he is dead, like Becquer, while still standing? A
child could draw his outline, motionless against the evening sky.

You see him now. I tried to push him and he will not move.
Nor does he pay any attention to calls. It seems as ifthe death
struggle has rooted him to the ground.

He will die of the cold tonight, Platero, in this high field where
the north wind sweeps. I do not know how I can leave here; I do
not know what to do, Platero.
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92 . Convale scance

FROM THE WEAK YELLOW light of my convalescent
room, soft with rugs and tapestries, I can hear in the street at night,
as in a dream of stars dissolving in dew, swift-moving donkeys re-
turning from the fields and children playing and shouting.

One can imagine the great dark heads of the donkeys and the
delicate little heads of the children, who between the brayings are
singing Christmas carols in voices of crystal and silver. The town
teels wrapped in clouds of smoke from roasted chestnuts, in vapors
from the stables, in smoke from peaceful hearths.

And my soul overflows in purifying force, as if a stream of
heavenly water were welling up to it from the shadowy crag of my
heart. Twilight of redemption! Intimate hour, at once chill and
warm, filled with infinite flashes!

The bells up there, out there in the distance, resound among
the stars. Platero joins in with brays from his stall, which seems very

far away. In my weakness, I weep, moved and lonely like Faust.
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93. Daun

IN THE SLOW —-COMING MORNINGS of winter, when
the watchful roosters see the first roses of dawn and give them gallant
greeting, Platero, tired of sleep, brays for a long time. How sweet is
his distant awakening, in the sky-blue light which streaks through the
cracks in my bedroom. I, also eager for the day, think of the sun
from the softness of my bed. |

And 1 think of what would have become of poor Platero if,
instead of falling intb my poet’s hands, he had fallen into the hands
of one of those charcoal-makers who go while it is still dark along
the hard frost of deserted paths to steal pine in the forest, or into the
hands of one of those miserable gypsies who paint their donkeys and
feed them arsenic and put needles in their ears to keep them from
falling.

Platero brays again. Can he know that I am thinking of him?
What does it matter to me? In the softness of the early light the
thought of him is as pleasing to me as the dawn. And I thank God
that he has a stall as warm and soft as a crib, as kindly as the thoughts
[ have of him.
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O4. calle Do, La ,%a e

HERE IN THIS LARGE HOUSE which 1s now a barracks for
the Rural Guard, [ was born, Platero. How I loved it as a child, and
how rich this poor balcony seemed to me, done in Professor Garfi-
a’s idea of Moorish style, with its stars of colored glass! Look
through the grille, Platero; white and lavender lilacs and blue
bellflowers still deck the yard, hanging over the time-blackened
wooden grating at the back of the patio, delight of my earliest years.

In the afternoon, Platero, the saillors would come and stand at
this corner of the Calle de las Flores, their suits of vanious blue mate-
rials in patches like the fields in October. I remember that they
seemed immense to me; that between their legs, widespread as 1s
usual among seafarers, 1 could see the river, down there below, with
its parallel strips of water and marsh, the former brilliant, the latter
dried and yellow; a slow-moving boat in the other enchanting
branch of the river; and splashes of violent red in the sunset sky. Af-
terwards my father moved to the Calle Nueva because the sailors
were always going about with knives in their hands, because every
night children would break the bell and lantem by the entrance, and
because it was always windy at that corner.

From the enclosed balony one has a view of the sea. And 1 shall
never forget that night when they took all of us children upstairs,
trembling and anxious, to see that English ship which was burning

on the bar.
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O5. chricToms

A BONFIRE IN THE FIELDS! ... It is the afternoon before
Christmas and a weak, lusterless sun casts only the faintest light over
a bleak, cloudless sky which is quite gray instead of its usual blue,
Suddenly there is a strident crackling of green branches beginning to
burn; then thick smoke, white as ermine, and finally the flame clear-
ing away the smoke and filling the air with a legion of quick
tongues.

Oh, the flame in the wind! Rose, yellow, mauve and blue
spirits are lost, who knows where, rising to some low, hidden sky;
and what a smell of burning coals they leave on the cold air! O De-
cember field, now warmed! Loving winter! Christmas Eve for the
happy! '

The rockroses close by wither away. Through the warm air the
countryside becomes tremulous and as punfied as if it were of mobile
crystal. The poor, sad children of the caretaker, who have no Nativi-
ty scene, gather round the fire to warm their hands numbed by the
cold and to toss on the coals chestnuts and acorns which burst with a
bang. Then they become gay and leap over the fire, now redder in
the darkness, and sing:

Go along, Mary
Go along, Joseph ...

I bring Platero to them so that they can play with him.

222



HEFZHAEAR MK s R EwH A —RKTF
W BRI R M, ARAMAELN ALK, BAAF L 56
kg R E—RhkmiEadeil. LR %K FHE
dh EeRAL LEMBRE T AR R EEARE, B RE KK
PRABRE , EHEROKERHTF.

LR PRI B E FE K EE HEMNKHR I
Y ERBBHRORT Rk qT. bR PHAEA K
2okl T A EFREERT I AEHEARIBETERAK
o) 2k 48]

ML eE RS E OHFEFBESAAE, oA
k, FBE ARG RKT, ARETH ERGTTEFX, XA IR
SREABITAH, BEXEABH T, R ELERTAHR
%X T REFM— FHRAR. RERANGH AR ALK
MR RIBE i Z-T11°8 5.

R

Rie L)Lk AFIEEANIR T 3T

225



Comnspltimanieeb i o i e ek Sl P

96 . WinTay

GOD IS IN HIS CRYSTAL PALACE'. I mean that 1t is rain-
ing, Platero. Raining. And the last flowers which autumn has left ob-
stinately clutching their dried branches are hung with diamonds. In
each diamond, a whole sky, a crystal palace, a god. Look at this rose;
within, it holds another rose of water; and as you shake it —Can
you see? —there falls from it the other shining flower, like its soul;
and like mine, 1t is left languid and sad.

Water must be as joyful as sunlight. If you do not think so, just
look how happily the vigorous, ruddy-faced children run barelegged
beneath it. See how the sparrows come in a sudden niotous band to
the ivy, as if to school, as Darbon, your doctor, says, Platero.

It 1s raining. We shall not go out in the country today. It is a
day for contemplation. Look how the water 1s running in the gutters
along the roof. Look how the green leaves are being washed, how
the children’s little boat which was stuck fast in the grass yesterday is
now sailing along the ditch. Look now, in this moment of feeble
sunlight, how beautiful the rainbow 1s, rising from the church and

fading to a vague inidescence at our side.
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O7. Poare NYOWT

THE CRENELATED WHITE ROOEFS stand out sharply
against the gay blue sky, frosty and starlit. The silent north wind
gives brisk caresses with its sharp purity. All the townspeople think
that they are cold and hide in their houses behind closed doors. We,
Platero, shall go slowly, you with your coat and my cloak, and 1
with my soul, through the neat and solitary town.

What inner force elevates me as if [ were a tower of rough-
hewn stone with a pinnacle of silver! Look how many stars there
are!  So many that it makes one dizzy. One might think that the sky
were reciting to the earth a glowing rosary of ideal love.

Platero, Platero! 1 would give my whole life and should hope
that you might be willing to give yours, for the purity of this lofty
night in January—Ilone, bright and crsp.
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O08. The Crown of Parsley

“LET’S SEE who will get there first!
The prize was a book of prints, which I had received the night

before from Vienna.

Lo

“Let’s see who will get to the violets first!  One, two, three! ...

The girls set out running in a gay pink-and-white hubbub be-
neath the yellow sun. For a moment one could hear amid the silence
which the quiet effort of their panting chests created in the morning
hour, the slow striking of the town clock in its tower, the fine hum-
ming of a mosquito on the pine-clad hill covered with blue iris, wa-
ter running in the brook. The girls were just reaching the first or-
ange tree when Platero, who was loitering there, caught the spirit of
the game and joined them in their lively race. So as not to lose, they
could not protest or even laugh.

I shouted to them, “Why, Platero 1s winning! Platero is win-
ning!
Yes, Platero reached the violets before anyone else and stayed
there, rolling in the sand.

The girls came back protesting and panting, pulling up their

stockings, arranging their hair:  “That doesn’t count! That doesn’t
count! Why no! No! No! "
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[ told them that Platero had won that race and it was only fair
to reward him in some way. All right, since Platero did not know
how to read, the book should remain as a prize for another race a-
mong them;but we had to give Platero some pnze.

Reassured about the book, with flushed faces, they jumped and
laughed: “Yes! Yes! Yes! ”

Then, thinking of myself, I thought that Platero had probably
received the greatest possible prize in his own effort, as I do in my
verses. And plucking a bit of parsley from the box by the caretaker’s
cottage, I made a crown and put it—a fugitive and maximum honor

—on his head, as if he were a winner in Spartan games.
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99. TWa Thoraeo Kinhe

HOW EXCITED THE CHILDREN were tonight, Platero!
We could not get them to bed. Finally sleep slowly overcame them,
one in an armchair, another on the floor against the fireplace; Blanca
in a low chair; Pepe on the window seat, his head against the nail-
heads on the door, so that the Kings should not pass by unseen. And
now, at the center of this place withdrawn from life’s confusion,
their vivid and magical sleep seems like the pulsing of a full, sound
heart.

Before supper I went upstairs with them all. What a chattering
on the stairs which are so frightening to them on other nights!

“The skylight doesn’t scare me, Pepe; does it scare you?” said
Blanca, holding tightly to my hand. We put each child’s shoes on the
balcony, among the citron. Now, Platero, Montemayor, Tita, Maria
Tesesa, Lolilla, Perico and you and I are going to dress up in sheets,
coverlets and old hats. At midnight we shall parade below the chil-
dren’s windows, masked and carrying lights, beating brass mortars,
blowing horns and the conch shell which is up in the farthest room.
You will walk ahead with me; I shall be Gaspar and shall wear a
white beard made of flax; you will be caparisoned in the Colombian

flag, which I brought from the house of my uncle, the consul. The
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children, awakened suddenly, their astonished eyes still heavy with
sleep, will peep through the window panes in their night clothes,
trembling and marveling. Afterward we shall march on in their sleep
through all the early morning hours, and late tomorrow morning,
when the blue sky coming through the shutters dazzles them, they
will go half dressed up to the balcony and be masters of all the trea-
sure.

Last year we had a hilarious time. You will see what fun we are

going to have tonight, Platero, my httle camel!
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100. Whine,

I HAVE TOLD YOU, Platero, that the soul of Moguer is
bread. No. Moguer is like a wineglass of clear heavy crystal which,
the whole year long, beneath the round of blue sky, awaits its golden
wine. When September comes, if the Devil doesn’t water down the
festivities, that cup is filled with wine to the brim and almost always
to overflowing, like a generous heart.

At that time the whole town smells of wine, of greater or less-
er quality, and has the ring of glass. It is as if the sun were to bestow
itself, free, in liquid beauty for the sheer joy of being held in the
clear confines of the white town, and of quickening its good blood.
Every house on every street is like a bottle on the shelves of Juanito
Miguel or of El Realista when the setting sun touches it.

| remember Tumer’s “The Fount of Indolence," which seems
in its lemon yellow to be wholly painted with new wine. Thus i1s
Moguer, a fount of wine which, bloodlike, rushes endlessly to any of
its wounds; a spring of gaiety touched with sadness, which nises like

the Apnl sun each spring, but goes down each day.
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HOW HANDSOME Platero looks today! It is Carnival Mon-
day, and the children who have dressed in costume have put Moor-
ish trappings on him, all heavily worked in arabesques of red, blue,
white and yellow.

Rain, sun and cold. The twisting colored papers are blown in
parallel hines along the sidewalk by the bitter wind of the afternoon,
and the shivering maskers turn anything into pockets for their blue
cold hands.

When we reach the square, a group of women dressed as lu-
natics, with leng white shirts and garlands of green leaves in their
flowing black hair, pull Platero into the center of their riotous circle
and whirl gaily about him.

Contfused; Platero pricks up his ears, raises his head, and, like a
scorpion surrounded by fire, tries nervously to escape in any direc-
tion. But he 1s so small that the lunatics are not afraid of him and
continue whirling and singing and laughing around him. The chil-
dren, seeing him captive, bray to make him bray. The whole square
is now an insolent concert of brass, braying, laughter, songs, tam-
bourines and mortars.

At last, making up his mind like a man, Platero breaks through
the circle and comes trotting and crying to me, his rich trappings in
disarray. Like me he wants to have nothing to do with Camival. We

were not made for this sort of thing.
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1 02 o ThO Ponkad of Tho Sand Vandyy

LOOK, PLATERO, at the donkeys of Quemado; sluggish,

downtrodden, bearing their red heaping loads of wet sand in which
are stuck, as if in their hearts, the rods of wild olive used to beat

them.
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103. Dot

I FOUND PLATERO stretched out on his bed of straw, his
eyes soft and sad. I went to him, patted him, talked to him and tried
to help him up.

The poor animal gave a sudden jerk and got one leg kneeling.
He could not do it. Then I stretched his foreleg out on the floor,
patted him again tenderly and sent for his doctor. As soon as he saw
him, old Darbon drew in his great toothless mouth to the nape of
his neck and rocked his congested head back and forth, pendulum-
like, on his chest.

“Not good, is it?”

I do not know what he answered ... That the poor animal
was sinking... Nothing could be done... That a pain... Some poi-
sonous root... The dirt in the grass,

By noon Platero was dead. His little cotton belly had swollen
up like a globe, and his discolored legs stuck stiffly skyward. His
curly coat looked like the moth-eaten flax of old doll’s hair which
falls at the touch in dusty sadness.

Flying about the silent stall was a beautiful butterfly, its three

colors shining each time it passed through the ray of sunlight from
the little window.
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104. Noctavm

PLATERO, YOU DO SEE US, don’t you?

You do see how the clear cold water in the orchard well is
laughing 1n peace; how the painstaking bees fly around the green and
mauve rosemary turned gold and rose in the sunlight lingering over
the hill?

Platero, you do see us, don’t you?

You do see the sad, lame, tired little donkeys of the washer-
women climbing the red slope to the old fountain, in the vast purity
uniting heaven and earth in a single crystal splendor?

Platero, you do see us, don’t you?

You really do see the children dashing among the rockroses
whose own flowers are posed on their branches like a light swarm,
of tremulous white butterflies, speckled crimson?

Platero, you do see us, don’t you?

You really do see us? Yes, you see me. And I hear in the cloud-
less sunset, softening the whole valley filled with vineyards, your

gentle, doleful bray...
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105. The Savhoor<e

I PUT POOR PLATERQO'’S saddle, bit 2nd halter over the
wooden sawhorse and carmmed them all to the comer of the loft
where the cribs of the children stand forgotten. The loft is broad,
quiet and sunny. From it one can see the whole countryside around
Moguer; the red windmill to the left; straight ahead, Montemayor,
with its white hermitage all wrapped about with pines; behind the
church the hidden orchard of La Pifia; to the west the sea, high and
shining in the summer tides. At vacation time the children go to play
in the loft. They make coaches with endless teams of broken chairs:

with newspapers painted red they make theaters, churches, schools

Sometimes they climb on the lifeless sawhorse, and with an im-
petuous, restless clapping of hands and stir of feet, they trot through

the meadows of their dreams:
“Giddap, Platero, giddap! ”
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100. Melancholy

THIS AFTERNOON 1 went with the children to visit Platero’s
grave in the orchard at La Pifia, beneath the sheltering pine. All
around, April had decked the damp ground with great yellow iris.

Up above in the treetops, their green dyed zenith-blue, the tit-
mice were singing and their slight trills, gay and flowering, floated off
through the golden air of the mild afternoon like a clear dreamn of
new love.

As we drew near, the children gradually stopped their shouting.
Quiet, sertous, their shining eyes on mine, they now flooded me
with anxious questions.

“Platero, my friend,” 1 said to the earth, “if you are now in a
field in heaven as I think you are, carrying youthful angels on your
soft, furry back, I wonder if perhaps you have forgotten me. Tell
me, Platero, do you still remember me?”

As 1f in answer to my question, a delicate white butterfly which

I had not seen before flew insistently from iris to iris, like a soul.
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107. 74 Paters n The
Heavan of MeYuey

GENTLE, TROTTING PLATERO, my dear litde donkey
who so often carried my soul—only my soul! —along those deep
paths of prickly pears, mallows, and honey-suckle: for you this book
which tells of you, now that you can understand it.

It will reach your soul, now grazing in paradise, through the
soul of those landscapes of Moguer, a soul which must have gone up
to heaven with yours; mounted on its paper back it bears my soul,
which, riding upward between flowering thorns, becomes kinder,
more peaceful and purer each day.

Yes. When I come slowly and pensively at sunset among the
golden orioles and the orange blossoms, past the solitary orange tree
to the pine which lulls your sleep of death, I know that you, Platero
—happy in your meadow of everlasting roses—will see me stop be-
fore the yellow iris which have sprung from your crumbled heart.
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